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Itis well to remember that in going
from home, changed conditions are
temporarily experienced, which often
act unpleasantly upon the skin.

The best safeguard against such
skin troubles jg the frequent use of

N\ 9 ; : ; ‘
Jrears Soap|

\ Which protects the skin by its soft, \% -
) Pleasant, emollient action, and at the £

Same time, insures the fullest beauty

of complexion of which the  skin
is capable.

The greatest skin specialists
and the most celebrated beauties
of the last 100 years have
testified that, in hygienic and
beautifying Properties.

No Soap has ever Equalled Pears

“All rights Secured” Te——— S

OF wrL YCENTED soumps PEARS® OTTO OF ROSE rs THE BEST
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Interesting Facts about the World’s Greatest Hotel

HIS mammoth hotel—easily the
largest in Europe—stands on 214
acres of ground.

Its tastefully furnished and quietly
situated bedrooms can accommodate
850 guests. The bathrooms number

400, and altogether there are over 1,200
apartments of various kinds.

The public restaurants are among the
nest in the world, and the Banqueting
alls can seat 2,500 persons.

The CECIL is independent of munici-
pal water supply, having its own wells,
sunk 450 ft. from which, with its own
hydraulic machinery, it obtains the
burest water in London,

This wonderful hotel makes its own
ice, 1ts refrigerating machinery yield-
Ing an output of some 6 tons daily. At
times of ice-famine, by no means rare
In London, it is therefore always inde-
pendent of outside sources for the
Supply of this very necessary luxury,

The CECIL has its own electric light
plant—the largest private installation
In Europe, The hotel is therefore in-
dependent of the public supply.

tl;he CE(}IL maintaing
11s own laundry employing a laundry
staff of some 80 ’persons. Guests can
give out their linen over-night, and
have it got NP ready for donning in the
morning, Thig laundry is responsible
Ask at the Ty

,on the premises,

or some 80,000 pieces per week.

The great kitchens which cater for the
large population of this small town
require a staff of 120,—in the persons

of bakers, pastrycooks, butchers, cooks,
ete.

The magnificent new Palm Court, a
lofty and noble hall, has recently been
built on the site of the old Courtyard
in the Strand. This is decorated in
the Louis Quatorze style, and accom-
modates guests to the number of 600.
A skilled orchestra performs afternoon
and evening, and refreshments of a
light nature are served, thus constitut-
ing the Cecil Palm Court the most
refreshing and delightful lounge in
London.

There is a floor at the Cecil known as
the Indian Floor. The Smoking Room,
American Bar and Grill Room are all
daintily decorated in pure Indian style,
and these apartments offer g peculiar
sense of Eastern luxury and restfulness
to the tired visitor “sated with the
fatiguing ardours of ‘“‘doing’’ London.

A notable feature of the world’s great-
est hotel is its tariff. This is no more
expensive than the tariffs of lesser es.
tablishments. Meals in the charming
Empire Restaurants can be had at
PRIX-FIXE, and single bedrooms or
the most elaborate suite are available
at modest tariffs,

avel By i i ' Ceci
This shows, by gex reau of this Magazine for copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet.

t and illustration, 80

its Imposing exterior, th

me of the luxuries of the Hotel’s interior,

: T, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains variety
of general informatiq

London.

n that will be found ve

ry useful to the intending visitor to
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SIR WILLIAM VAN HORNE AND HIS CUBAN RAILWAY

By C. LINTERN SIBLY

This great railway builder, without a charter, put a railway across the Island of
Cuba. The story of how he did it, as here told by Mr. Sibly, reads like a
romance and is full of incidents of intense interest.

THE HIGHLAND SOCIETY IN CANADA
By WILFRED CAMPBELL

Dr. Campbell’s discovery at the McGillivray homestead, in Glengarry County,
of the long-forgotten papers and record books of the Highland Society of Canada
brought to life an interesting chapter in Canadian history. It is here told {or the
first time.

A HEROINE OF LUCKNOW

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MacKAY

This chatming writer has for the moment set fiction aside to record a thrilling
chapter from the life of Mrs. Emma E. Prentice of Vancouver, who as a girl was
one of the refugees at Lucknow who succeded in escaping in safety. Mis.
Prentice’s trecollections, as recorded by Mrs, MacKay, are extremely vivid.

THE BLIND MAN'S. BROTHER

This is a translation by Bernard Muddiman from the German of Arthur
Schnitzler. The story is a particularly fine example of this author’s work, and
seems never before to have been published in English.

THE ROMANCE OF CHIMNEY ISLAND

By FREDERICK C. CURRY
In the St. Lawrence there are two islands that claim the name “Chimney
Island.” One is in the United States; one in Canada. Around them there
is an interesting bit of history, which Mr. Curry here records.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. :
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The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.

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

 BEETHAM'S '

a-rola

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

7>, PROFIT SHARING BONDS
o IN SMALL DENOMINATIONS

We will gladly furnish particulars concerning this new form of investment in a
Company which we can highly recommend. The nominal
guaranteed to the purchaser, who will then partici
in any further earnings. Interest cheques mail

interest of 7°/, is
pate as well with the Company
ed to investors twice a year.

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING . TORONTO, ONTARIO

; WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

9 NYL” THE
| SRR TS

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRAN LIBLE
ugels MRS P Vi v BT
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free forHOEeAglglll[ﬁéggg)%anx the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7&9Sr. BRIDE ST. ENGLAND

LONDON E.C.

s af
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

Sauce imported

from England.

It is made by blending to-
gether the most delicious
Oriental fruits and spices,
with Pure Malt Vinegar by a
secret process.

The Grocers and Stores over
here are already selling H.P.
Sauce.

Buy a bottle to-day !

Direct from the

centre of the world’s boot and shoe industry.

Canada you may live, the goods will be despatched to you at once

Could anything be fairer?
FULL DESCRIPTION.

ineh "substance, with 6 rows of iron studs let in flush with the leather.
he ‘‘Barratt” System of Sizes and
No. 5 (wide); No. 6 (extra wide)

the width according to th r a
width ; if wide, No. 5 width ; if extra wide, No, 6 width.

W. BARRATT & CO., Ltd. Pgisrgrer

Boots of equal quality at such reasonable prices CANNOT possibly be obtained in ~ Oatalogn
any Canadian Store. To get the very best material and workmanship combined you : ;
MUST send your order by post to our Northampton (England) Factory, the very

We guarantee to send you by return mail a pair of these magnificent boots immediately on receipt of remitt
All you have to do is to fill in the coupon and send to us with a Post Office Order, und’l'm mun(:}‘j;:)wﬁm‘:,f:#c&:

Every pair is a triumph of the bootmaker’s art and a revelation

matter of downright solid value. kurther, if you are not more than satisfied w’it’]‘l :’::3
bargain, if you do not feel that the goods sent are worth double the amount we are asking for them,
send them back at once and we will return your money in full and pay costof postage in addition.

Boot No. 1 180.—1;1xtm Stout Kip leather uppers, Derby pattern, Wax-thread sewn, halt-
wate,tight tongue, straight toecap, unbreakable Jockey backstrap, extra stout hard-wearing soles 3
thro ugh the oute{'so]c to the inner sole, thus making it impossible to break away.

Gentlemen’s ‘‘Footshape Boots are made in eight different sizes: 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11(size
12 95¢. extra). Each size in four different widths. No. 3 width (for slender feet); No, 4 (medium);

How to Order.—Fill in the attached Order Form, stating size (length) usually worn, then
e shape of your foot, If narrow, order No. 3 width; if medium, No. 4

Special Note.—Applications for Catalogues (which by the way will save
pounds in your Boot Bill) should be sent to W. Barratt & Co., Ltd., Dept. C.M.
Box 101, P.0., Montreal, but all orders and remittances must be sent to—

Factory to You.

Our 144 page Boot
Catalogue will be

Address :
BARRATT
& Co.,
Ltp,
Dept. CM
B)ox 101

P.0.,
Montreal

The boot is Screwed right

hs.

COUPON o s
To Messrs, W. BARRATT & Co., LTD., Northampton, England. o hp
Please forward one pair of All-Leather ‘Footshape'‘ Boots wit

N0, .o iongins ook BLaBs bikr s aihn Width.. your No 1160

for which I enc! >ostal Order value..,.......... Order

Name ...coccoen —'E PRICE

Address ....... OF BOOTS
$2.75

POSTAGE (.50
TOTAL REMITTANCE 3.25

Footshape Works, Northampton, England 1




The Weary Work ;
To get respite
He will not shirk,
I But use Fluxlte.
It is an €asy matter to repair pots
and pans, and other articles with

The paste flux that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

Withta littg—: I:}lluxite and solder the work is donein a few
minutes. Both amateurs and chanics use ite i
yares shis Fo mechanics use Fluxite in

Of Ironmongers and Stores in small
The ‘PruUxy

i gl
‘TE’ SOLD i r ‘
space’ Soldering e ERING SET contains aspecial ‘small

N, a pocket Blow-Lamp, F1 it lder, 0.y
and a pamphlet on tmldellzlng Work.” L e

Sample Set post paid direct, $1.32,
AUTO-CONTROLLER CO., 266 Vienna Road,
Bermondsey, Eng.

and large tins.

\
b s STk 5

SAVE YOUR HAIR!
Washing wil make it fall out.
USE ELMERE’S DRY SHAMPOO POWDER

€ most delightful preparation on the
market. Write

ELMERES HomE PRODUCT co., Windsor, Ont.
A T

\“\‘7‘“’ SRR

|
|
|
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Why not get your
Fall and Winter Clothing

from the

“OLD COUNTRY”

It is quite easy, and many Ladies
and Gentlemen in the Dominion
have found it to be very economi-
cal and quite satisfactory to get
their own and their children’s
Costumes, Suits, Underclothing,
ete., from us.

Let us mail you our
Fall and Winter Ranges
Postage paid. They will give you
‘the best idea of the variety and
high - class character of our
Fabrics, which are worn by the
Royalty of Europe and the

aristocracy of the world.
SUITS Jape 1o
MEASURE :
as illustration or in the Canadian i
Style, of “ Royal” Navy Serge
Suiting B. 2870, a fall or winter
fabric of exceptional strength
and wear-resisting properties,

for $16.60

New Samples, Price Lists of
made-to-measure Clothing  for
Ladies, Gentlemen and Chi dren,
Style Plates, Measurement
Blanks, etc., mailed to any ad-
No. 99 dress, Postage Paid, on request.

EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.

R. W. WAREHOUSE
WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

BE A VENTRILOQUIST Esmn trom

,00 to
$500.00 a week, you can do it, I will tell you the
secret, best paying profession in the world. Ven-
triloquists are always in demand, send stamp for
particulars to B. J. Murfin, Box 222, Guelph,
Ontario, Canada,

North Street, Toronto.

Oratory and Public

The Margaret Eaton Scho

BEnglish Literature, French and German,

ol of Literature and Erpression

Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Speaking, and Dramatic Art

Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

Send for Calendar

A Residenti

Visitor, The
Preparation for the Unive;

t (Piano, T'
oice culture will be in char

a u
e Musica) Depac n(:g; games and ﬁhysical training,

Bishop Bethune College

al School for Girls.
Lord Bishop of Toronto,

Young ch g dren ane recei?é«t{ and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Musie,
on

Sory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis-
ter, who for twelye 71818 taught in the School with marked{mccesu.
ge of a qualified mistress,

For terms and particulars, 200ly to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

= Oshawa, Ontario

College Re-opens September 17th.

IDEALLY SITUATED—

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

IN THE CAPITAL OF THE DOMINION

EFFICIENT STAFF—ALL DEPARTMENTS.

S promptly sent on application.

REV. W, D. ARMSTRON G, M. A., Ph. H,, D. D., President.
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The London Glove Company

DIRECT ATTENTION TO THEIR SPECIALTIES IN BRITISH MADE GLOVES. UNEQUALLED:FOR QUALITY, WEAR AND VALUE,

LADIES’

No. 304, Chamois Leather,
Natural Colour, Dustless, splen-
didly made and finished, pique
sewn, 3 Buttons, 6lc. per pair,
3 pairs, $1.79

New Washable Chamois
“Degrain” Glove, made from
beautitully finished soft skins,
smart appearance, excellent
wearing, will wash well. Prix-
seam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
73c. per pair, 3 pairs, $2.13.

The “Canadian” Buck
finish Gloves, 1n Tan, Grey or

hite, an excellent wearing,
British made glove, 3 Buttons,
95c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.80

ity Chamois Leather
Gloves, 6 Button length
saxe, with Elastic at wrist,
wide tops, as illustrated.
46c. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.34.

6 Button length saxe, with Elastic
at wrist, as illustration. 68c. per
pair, 3 pairs for $1 95.

85c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.50.

Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural
our, splendidly made and finished.
per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07.

LADIES’

No. 306. Superior Qual-

‘Washable Doeskinin Pure White,

Ditto 10 Button length. same style,

MOUSQUETAIRE
10 Button length Mousquetaire

71c.

f.The “Connaught” Superior
Quality Cape Gloves (British
Made), in Tan Shades, Spear Points,
Prixseam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
71c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07.

The_ ‘“‘Blenheim” Best Quality
Fine Cape, (British Made), in White,
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey or Black,
Spear Points, Prixseam Sewn, 2
Press Buttons, 91c. perlpair, 3 pairs
for $2.68.

Best Quality Cape, Rainproo.
Driving Gloves, with gusset, Strap
and Press Button, Prixseam Sewn,
Spear Points, in Tan only. 9lc, per
_pair, 3 pairs for $2.68.

MEN’S GLOVES|
No. 324, Stout Cham- S“"K GLOVES

ois Leather rixseam 3 et
sewn, splendldl§ mI;uie and With l!"“'ble. Donble
Finger Tips

ﬁn;shgd, li Bx;ttog.l (_i’ loc- per
pair, 3 pairs for $1.79. % &

Rich Quality Melan-

5233.“01 eé‘ﬁ?m“‘%emﬁgi ese Silk, (British Made),

pair, s pairs for $2.18, in Black, White, Cream,

Greys, Pastel, Beavers

The “Canadian’| and Navy, 2 Press But-
Buck finish, a splendid wear- tons, 44c. per pair.

ing glove, in T;mPor Grey,

prixseam sewn, 1 Press But- 12 Button le th

:‘gl’_" sszﬁg.oper pair, 3 paits | nrousquetaire ditntg in
g ‘A '“ o i leack, ‘White or Cream,

e Arlington, Tan | 73c, per pair.

c%x;]c: SGlov}??. t'smelglium BN i

weight, Spear Points, Pique i

Sewn, 1 Press Button, 79c¢. 35(1:6 Be\:-ttgrilrlengt i

per pair, 3 pairs for $2.31. By

LADIES’ UNDERWEAR

No. H426. Ladies’White Unshrinkable
Wool Combinations, (British Made), Low
or High Neck, Short Sleeves, slender or
medium sizes, $1.20. Outsize, $1.44.

[ s

No. H407. Ladies’ White Scotch
Gauze Merino Combinations, (Unshrink-
able). Best quality, make and finish, Low
Neck, Ribbed Arms. Slender, $1.44, Med-
ium, $1.58, Outsize, $1.69,

High Neck, Short Sleeves, Slender or
Medium Sizes, $1.69, Outsize, $1.83.

No. H.410. Ladies’ Silk and Merino,
Anglo-Indian Combinations, Low Neck,
Ribbed Arms or Short Sleeves, Slender or
Medium Sizes, $2.17, Outsize, $2.42.
~High Neck, Short Sleeves, Slender, or

Medium Sizes, $2.42, O utsize, $2.66.

The L. G. Co. direct attention to their Specialties in
Ladies’ Hosiery and Underwear, unequallled
for Quality, Wear and Value.

LADIES’ HOSIERY

The L. G. Co’s. Celebrated
HOLE-PROOF HOSE
made from soft wear resisting yarn, English
Manutacture, Black or Tan. Sizes 8%, 9,
914 inch feet, 30c. per pair, 6 pairs for $1.71,

“THE INVINCI”
HOLE-PROOF CASHMERE

the best wearing cashmere stocking ever
produced. The ?cet and ankles are plated
with wear resisting material which protects .
the stocking from the f)ressure ot the shoe.

No. H1. Black only. 36c. per pair, 3
pairs for $1.05.

No. H2. Black or Tan, 47c. per pair,
3 pairs for $1.38.

The PROKLIPS, with Spliced Tops, tor
use with Stocking Suspenders.

LISLE THREAD, with Embroidered
Silk Clox as illustration, in Black, Tans and
Shoe Bronze, 53c. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.52.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishlng Company, 15 Wellington St. East, Toronte
Remltt.ancea‘hincluding postage by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

General Post O:
Address

ce, London, England. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer,

wi'orsers The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England,

T

o —_



One application of

|

w

Will instantly Prove its curative and
soothing qualities,
All cases of skin irritation—

SUNBURN, ACNE SPOTS, PIMPLES,

CHAPS, INSECT BITES, CHILBLAlNS,

REDNESS, ROUGHNESS, ITCHING.
These wi) vanish by applying VINOL 1A

VINOLIA CREAM, 35¢c. and $0o,
VINOLIA POWDER, 35¢. end 50c.

On sale at a1 Druggists




A FOREWORD

TrE DeTROIT FREE PRESS SAYS THAT ‘‘THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE HAS
BECOME A PUBLICATION OF WHICH (CANADIANS MAY WELL BE PROUD. I1 =AS
BEEN IMPROVING UNTIL IT IS BOTH HANDSOME AS TO APPEARANCE AND HIGH-
LY CREDITABLE IN CONTENT.’’ THAT STATEMENT, OF COURSE, WAS MADE OF
OTHER NUMBERS THAN THE PRESENT ONE, BUT THIS AUGUST ISSUE SEEMS
PARTICULARLY WORTHY OF PRAISE. APART FROM ' ProressorR Mac-
MECHAN’S ENTERTAINING OBSERVATIONS ON THE CHANGES THAT ARE TAK-
ING PLACE AT HaLIFAX, AND MR. GYRTH RUSSELL’S EXCELLENT DRAWINGS,
THERE ARE SEVERAL OTHER CONTRIBUTIONS OF UNCOMMON MERIT. ALL
THE SHORT STORIES ARE BY CANADIAN wriTERs (Lrovp RosErTs, Eb.
Canx, D. Dovaras Eppes, W. C. GAYNOR, CLARE G1rriN, RENE Nor-
CROSS, AND GEORGE W. HALL), AND AS A COLLECTION OF NATIVE FICTION
IN ONE ISSUE OF A MAGAZINE THEY COMMAND ATTENTION. ‘‘THE HoME-
coMING OF Jim Saunpers,”’ ‘‘REeAN’s Der,’’ ‘‘Her Pont oF VIEW,”
AND ‘‘UNQUIET SPIRITS’’ ARE PECULIARLY CANADIAN, AND THE SCENES
ARE LAID RESPECTIVELY IN Nova Scoria, NEw BRUNSWICK, ALBERTA, AND
Britisa ConumBis. AvrHOouGH ‘‘THE Epicr UpoN THE WarL,” ‘‘Er-
INOR,”” AND ‘‘THE RaBBIT”’ ARE NOT CANADIAN IN SUBJECT, EACH ONE
IS A WORK OF HIGH QUALITY, THE THIRD ARTICLE BY DR. WORKMAN
ADDS MATERIALLY TO HIS DISCUSSION OF CRITICISM, AND THE VERSE BY MRS.
MacKay, Mr. MACKINNON, AND Miss CRERAR IS BY NO MEANS COMMON-
PLACE. OF THE PAINTERS REPRESENTED, MR. BEATTY, MR. JoHN RUSSELL,

Miss Des Craves, AND MR. GYRTH RUSSELL ARE CANADIANS.
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Faculty of 100

Specialists

Women’s
Residences

Re-opens on
Tuesday,
2nd September

- HONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
YEAR BOOK for .19.130gt, us. Doc., Musical Director
DO £

-14 will

be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Expression

RIDLEY COLLEGE

Cdl’larine_g, Onl-

Lower School for boys under f

entirely Ubpper School prepares boys for the
Universities and for business. F; Lim':ll 'Sghool Grounds }'n Canada—80 acres.

e School won University S at Matri in 1909, 1910 and 1911. Fis
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L.. Principal.

St.

Hon, Principal, ., Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, Miss Eorrn M, Rkas, So k%

aration for the University and for Examinations

in Music. Well ipped Art Department. Thor
hly effici :u:?f% ds.  Outd
Games—Tennis, Basketbell, Rick” Srona% | Booultty,
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
Autumn Term will begin September Mth.

E = For Prospectus apply to the Secretary.
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mestminster
| Gollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., To onto

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation.

‘Music, Art and Physical Education.

The School, by an unfailing emphasis
upon the moral as well as the intellectual,
aims at the development of a true woman

hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

% : : Joun A. PaTERSON, K.C., President.
Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE. TORONTO

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

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

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

ARTISTS, COLLEGES and STUDENTS
Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

P& Special Discounts to out of town Customers.
Trade discount to Dealers.
<  We are Agents for—

CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)
MEDICI PRINTS (Medici Society)

MANSELL'S COLORED and PLAIN
and CARBON PlCTUaRnES of Oldphl/l‘;AneTrlsN 3

 ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 77 YORK STREET
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| Blendbawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls

Principal—MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
L;}rie well-ventilated house, plea'santly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games, Rink.

School Re-Opens September 11th.

New Prospectus trom Miss, STUART

7

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865
Beautiful Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.
Boys prepared tor the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business.. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.
For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—
REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M.A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban’s School, Brockville).
Next Term begins September 11th.

\ 01';_

Bishop's College
BHchool

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

Men occupyis
o k Pying some of th i isi 4
Positions in Canad ¢ e most prominent This is an ideal place to send your boy, th
208750 Blsinass & both in the army, the professions roundings are healthful JSNrhLe i
College S Iness, have been educated at Bishop's I sanitaryg and well ventli,k«lta::ré!c.l Yan bliage dpendely
i
|

chool.
All B.CS, . : 3 Boys are prepared for R.M ings
ral Militar E atriculation into the niversities and bul:ines(s’rlif by 1
Royal Military Gapdidat’s for Matriculation into the | Universities and b B e

Coll i ;
the head boy takﬁ‘;%gulr\tl}?g;;%l passed successfully, | of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-

F sities.
OR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Eitc., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. ~UPPE.4 and
YT.OWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application, Autumn Term Com-
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A.. EL:DA HEADMASTER mences Sept. 11th,

ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,

Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. ¢ Principarlﬂ L

////////

Head Master: W Sm;:;sglal:s ;
1st S
C. S. F osbery, M.A. l\jslatri?.c?n 1;10l ansligig
2 )

TORONTO
COLLEGE OF MUSIC

LimMiTED

12-144 PEMBROKE STREET

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

COLLEGE RE-OPENS
SEPTEMBER 2nd, 1913

Send for new Calendar and Syllabus.

i
¥
1
§
|
§
|

TN
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BiShOp FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR

A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

St raChan Full Matriculation Course, ‘Flementary Work, Domestic Auts,
Music and Painting,
SChOOI President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Principal - MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal - MISS NATION
WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
Also 423 Avenue Road—A BRANCH JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL

Kindergarten, Preparatory and Lower School cl under well-qualified mistresses. ;
‘ Reopens Wednesday, September 10th, for Res‘g:;:nt cf’:;il: ::aegrhursday, September 11th, for Day Pupils. ’
—

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

Ashbury College sz

Mode SR -
artesian ;;Lﬁr‘é’;;olfagﬁiglr(lzg}‘]sa:pel.Ten acres playing fields. Pure water supply from own

S - . . .. 1 i
ollmlflal Preparation for R.M.C., Universities, and Royal Canadian Navy, at all of which the
; 1as obtained many recent successes,

unior Department for little boys.

For Calendar apply—REV. GEO, D. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A., (Oxon.)
HEADMASTER.

SCHOOL WILL RE OPEN SEPTEMBER roth, 7913

\—-

And Ontario Conservatory of Music and

Art, Whitby, Canada, Stands For Effi-

: cient and Cultured Young Womanhood
, The new $25,000 Gymnasium, with swimming pool, etc., together

with a large and attractive campus, affords facilities for Scientific

Physical Education unequalled in any Ladies’ School in this

country. The strength of the staff may be judged from the fact

that Seven University Graduates, all Specialists in their sub-
jects, give instruction in the Literary Department. All the
other Departments are equally well provided for. Send for new

illustrated Calendar to
REV. J. J. HARE, PH. D., Principal




16 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

JARVIS STREET TORONTO

~ PRINCIPAL A « - MISS KNOX

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

HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL COLLEGE HEIGHTS, TORONTO

A second Junior School to be opened for the convenience of pupils resident in the Northern and Western parts of
the City, Large Playing Grounds of three acres—cricket, tennis, basketball. Under the direct supervision of
Miss Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School teaching and in Languages.
For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.
SCHOOL WILL RE-OPEN ON SEPT. 17. R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.

Stanstead College

. A Residential School for Boys and
Girls. Students prepared for the Uni-
versity and Military College. Thorough
courses in English, Music, Business,
Household Science and Manual Training,

Affiliated with the Toronto College
of Music and McGill University.
Situation, beautiful and healthful,
with large campus and good gymasium,
For Prospectus write to—
G. J. Trueman, M.A., Principal
Stanstead, Que.

Fall Term opens September | | th, 1913

The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal
Military College of Oanada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is accomplilhgn‘
are not sufficiently understood by the general public. e &

The College is a Government instifution, designed primarily for the purpose of glving instruction
in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Oanadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
to Woolwich and Sandhurst, . ;

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

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

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Physics,
Ohemistry, French and English, ;

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

Oommissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered
annually. - *

Th’e diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Domin-
ion Land Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Society
of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions a8 a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 915 months each,

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is
about $800.

Tl’ie annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
at the headquarters of the several military dlqtrlcps. ;

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application should
be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Commandant, Royal Military
Oollege, Kingston, Ont,
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Royal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL,

For Resident and Day Women Students.
Students prepared for degrees in Arts, Pure
Science and  Music. Scholarships are awarded
i"'-"ludally. For all information apply to the
arden.

REMINGTON BUSINESS COLLEGE

269 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

Thorough courses in
Book-keeping, Shorthand, Typewrit-
Ing and all kindred subjects. Gradu-
ates successfully placed. Catalog free.

UPPER
CANADA

COLLEGE _\&RZ,

TORONTO

Premier Boys’ School of Canada

Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE,
GOVERNOR OF UPPER CANADA.

Senior and Preparatory Schools in separate modern
buildings.

50 acres playing and athletic fields, with rinks,
gymnasium and full equipment.

Specially constructed detached infirmary, with resi-
dent nurse.

Summer Camp at Lake Temagami, conducted by
the Physical Instructor of the College, trains boys
to take care of themselves in the open.

SUCCESSES 1912 — Scholarships 2, Honours
(Matriculation) 23, Pass Matriculation 12, Royal
Military College Passes 5.

All particulars and historical sketch on application.

Autumn term begins September 11th, 1913,

. 10 a.m. Boarders return on the 10th.
Arnold Morphy, Bursar

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ Gollege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.

President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan

Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the .,
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for the
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examina-
tion of the Toronto Conservatory of Musie, and for
the Royal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified Staff.
Special attention given to Language and Music.
High and healthy situation. Good grounds and
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Electric Light.
Perfect Banitary Ararngements.

A large new wing will be opened in the Autumn.

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

Short Story Writing
THE IDEAL LITERARY PROFESSION

Have you literary inclinations? Have you
:‘}‘l’e.l' tried to write a story? Do you know
e demand is simply unlimited ?

THE MAGAZINES Go BEGGING

for bright interestin, i

f g stories.
leth(l’lYTEU'GLet us teach you HO

you, Ad.dres(: E T

Bssl;&\v Correspondence School
YONGE STREET . .  TORONTO

This appeal
TO

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

(Affiliated to McGill University.)
83 SIMPSON STREET, MONTREAL.

For the Higher Education of Young Women, with
Preparatory Department for Girls under 13 years of age.
President—Rev. James Barcl:gf. D.D., LL.D. Vice-Presi-
dent—Ven. J. G. Norton, D.D., Archdeacon of Montreal,
Principal—Miss Charlotte S. Hardy, M. A., Cambridge.

The Institute will re-open TUESDAY, 16th Sep-
tember, at NOON. Entrance Examinations for new
scholars will be held at the School on Saturday, 13th
September, at 10 ‘o'clock a.m.

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Principal, or to A. F.
RIDDELL, Secretary, l@orth British Mercantile Building,
80 St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.
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V[OULTON COLLEGE

A high grade Residential School
for Giris and Young Women

Courses—
MATRICULATION
ENGLISH
MUSIC

ART

Careful Training under Competent
Teachers.

FALL TERM OPENS SEPT. 11th

Write for Calendar and Special
Information to
THE PRINCIPAL,
Moulton College
34 Bloor St. East - Toronto

What College for Your Boy?

That's the all-important question in thousands of homes these days. You
have decided that it is your duly to give the boy a college education.
His future success demands thal much from you. But—w/at college
will you send him to? Consider the following facts regarding

WOODSTOCK COLLEGE

before answering that question definitely. Thousands of parents have
sent their sons to Woodstock College and a large number of our graduates
are holding responsible positions to-day. The college is #deally situated
in a 30 acre park, a thousand feet above the sea level, Climate and
environment are both splendid. The curriculum zs varied. ‘The teachers
are all university graduates and thoroughly practiced. The College has
the finest Manual Training equipment in Canada; This and the Physical
Culture department are under the supervision of skilled directors. A
Woodstock College training will make a man of your boy. But—write the
Principal for Calendar and particulars. College re-opens September 2nd,

A. T. MacNEILL, B. A.
W oodstock College - - W oodstock, Ont.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

19

ﬂ

The Right College
for your Daughter

GIVE a few moments thought to what
college life and education mean to your
. da.ughter. It is not enough that she
€ well instructed, she should have also a
g}?od school-home during the most important
character-forming period of her education.

Corria Lacies) Bllege

lesda delightful Christian Home as well as an
;:;tlonal institution of recognised merit.
il + and physical training are combined
. Intellectual development. Buildings and

€quipment i
$150.000 givae‘:, an endowment representing

Write Jor Prospectus to the Principal

Robt. I. Warner, M. A., D.D.

SSZT- THOMaAs, : ONTARIO

There’s Money in Art

Practical Illustrators earn good incomes.
e teach you T AT HOME

this very interesting profession.

Our courses are the pro-
ducts of the best artists in
America — a staff of six
specialists.

We will gladly furnish par-
ticulars and references if
you are interested in this
money-making work.

WRITE :
The Shaw Correspondence School

—— 393 Yonge Street = Toronto

- e
W

ALL TERM
OPENS SEPT. 9

Ml

A RESIDENT SCHOO

COLLEGIAT|
ewly built g,
Oronto,

Write:

L. PREPARATORY, COMMERCIAL
o eql-:.cozm.ilss. MUSIC AND ART,
€quipped, ideal sit 5
Full information in ﬁfui'tfifeydaycg:siggl?
—W. P. Firth, M.A., D.Sc., Principal,
Ont

ﬁﬁﬂ"ﬂlﬂlﬂﬂml|HHlHﬂHiIIIIINlIII!llllIIIIIIIIlIHNI|l|l|ll|Illﬂlllil|||||||||H.lll|lllll[!ﬂlllIII|IIllilillllllllllllllllﬂlllﬁ
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TRUST FUND

Investments

The prompt payment beyond
question of interest and principal
at maturity must be the para-
mount consideration when in-
vesting Trust Funds.

The bonds issued by the Canada
" Permanent Mortgage Cotrpora-
tion meet all the requirements,
and are a legal investment for

Trust Funds.

We should like to send you a
specimen Bond, copy of our
Annual Report and all particu-
lars.

Your name and address on a
post-card are all that is necessary.

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

TORONTO STREET - TORONTO
ESTABLISHED 1855

A
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WHAT’S IN A NAME.?

—asks Shakespeare.

There is one name at least--- The Mutual
Life Assurance Company of Canada---that
is significant, for among all the Canadian
legal reserve companies, it 1s the only one
organized on the Mutual system.

In a Mutual Company there 1s no stock,
there are no special dividends : the policy-
holders are credited with the whole
surplus. It is co-operative and economical
life insurance--*‘straight from the Manu-
facturer to the Consumer.” .

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

OF CANADA
Waterloo - - - - Ontario.

CANADA’S ONLY MUTUAL.

\
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“Solid as the Continent”

When applied to the North American Life these are
They are substantiated by facts.

Over $50,000,000
o 13,250,000

not empty words.

Insurance in Force -
Assets - - -

Since organization the North American Life has paid
to Policyholders:

Death Claims - - -
Profits to Policyholders - 5

Over $4,600,000
1,570,000

Efficient and conservative management along with a favorable i 1
eXperience combine with first-class investments in producing an increasing
rate of interest earned.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.

«“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT”

Head Office . TORONTO

AN
BOND
EDuc
By OFFERINGS

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

T
fon l:' €ssence of Life Insurance being care
i, inepent.lents— it is not surprising to see
€reasing tendency to provide, through

car.
ef‘lllly arranged Life Insurance, for the
education ang

ESTA BLISHMENT IN LIFE

of chij :
Children, Finding a decided demand for

:;:in:fethform of ‘“Educational” Policy,
Great w, 18 l'ype has been prepared by the
would bee:'t Plfe Assx'u'ance Company. It
Plan for ¢ ifficult to find a more attractive

he man anxious to ensure to his

chil
‘:v iren the advantage of a good education
ether he lives or dies.

Rates and full information on request.

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 8%

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

Domimion SEcURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

The Great- West Lif
Head Office ~ . oy -A ssma:vci:mi(]:):g..’
\
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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

PAID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 RESERVE FUND $12,500,000

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

Travellers’ Cheques

Issued by the Canadian Bank of Commerce enable the traveller to provide

himself with funds without delay at each point of his journey in a convenient
yet mexpensive manner. They are issued payable in every country in the
world in denominations of

$10. $20. $50. $100. $200.

with the exact equivalent in the moneys of the principal countries stated on
the face of each cheque. They are economical, absolutely safe, self-identi-
fying and easily negotiated.

LONDON, ENGLAND OFFICE, 2 LOMBARD STREET, E.C.
New York Agency: 16 Exchange Place. Mexico City: Avenida San Francisco, No. 50

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS :

H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B. JOHNSTON, K.C..2nd Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J. Brown, K. O,
D. K. Elliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T, J. Drummond W m, Robertson
C. 8. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A, E. Dyment
Officers.

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

3/0-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-310

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

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT sAivAkes
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Fsterbrook |
Radio Pens

26 styles

Finished in a new way that
gives a new smoothness and {
a new durability. i

Triple silver-plated—won't !
corrode or tarnish ;. makes
writing easier ; insures longer
wear.

R DRRRERREREERRNN RN ERREERRN R LRENIROREVRRIENIRERNORERS?

T

Put up in handsome leather-
ette gold-embellished cases—
a highly artistic packing which
they truly deserve.

At all stationers.

T

T

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
New York Camden, N.J.
BROWN BROS.,

Limited

Canadian

Agents
TORONTO

T T O OO

provided for those

who are depend-

ent upon you?

s e

Good intentions or

s ey S

good resolutions

mmmu "il

',umnun‘
IHIW [

will not count for

much when your

widow is struggling

to make a living.

Paid-up Capital - - $6,758,900
A R Fund and
ASk for bOOklet’ AT ud'nd?vrl.ded Profits - 6,820,189

144 197 Branches in Canada.
n meent at Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.
L' » ) i i
ife Rate. R = f e e

General Banking Business.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

¢

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
ReserveFund = = = 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 181,888.26

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

What Loophole

have you if those invested funds of yours
should be lost ? Be careful you are not up a
blind alley with Old Age and Poverty hemming

you in. Use Life Insurance as a means of a

successful sortie against these inevitable foes.

Apply to the

Federal L1fe Assurance Co.

HAMILTON y - 2 ONTARIO
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New Head Office Premises of The Bank of Toronto;
Corner King and Bay Streets, Toronto.

Savings Accounts

AVINGS ACCOUNTS are conducive to
provident living. In our Savings Depart-
ment they may be opened in the name

of one individual, or in the name of two or more
jointly, with the privilege for each of depositing or
withdrawing money as desired. The Bank of Toronto
accepts Savings Accounts irrespective of the amount
of the initial deposit.

CONSERVATISM AND STRENGTH

Individuals, firms, or incorporated companies consider-
ing a bank with a view to opening an account, should
thoroughly convince themselves of the conservative man-
agement and financial strength of the institution to which
they propose to entrust their funds. The names of the
Directors and Officers of The Bank of Toronto, its large
Reserve Funds, and its Assets of over $58,000,000, are its

depositors’ guarantee of safety.

Paid-up Capital ............ ‘....$5,000,000
Reserved Funds ................ $6,176,578
$,4 000

Deposils, OVer ................ 1000,

IHE INCORPORATED 1855

BANK or TORONTO

Head Office:
TORONTO - CANADA

P
s She S £ 5 3
< W R W RIS -

v

T TR, VR Sttt T, AR Y § N
) — g — g ~emm— g s— ] ¢ >
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF | |
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

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

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

W, D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., England.
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In Spotless Town they furnish aid that’s suited to the ready Maid.
The sudden suds from every piece remove the slightest trace of grease.

It means a rest with pans aglow—
You know the rest

(1) Sapolio’s rich suds quickly
clean dirt and grease from kitchen
Utensils and wood work.

(2) Sapolio thoroughly scours
itchen knives, forks and spoons—

Quickly removing the dullness and
rust,

You rub just the amount
of Sapolio you need on a damp
cloth. Not a particle scatters.

¢ cannot waste.

SAPOLIO

(3) Sapolio quickly gives tinware
and metals a brilliant, lasting polish.

\)

(4) Sapolio does not roughen the
smooth surface of tins or kitchen
enamel ware. It does not dry or
roughen your hands.

It you value your kitchen
ware and wish to retain soft
hands use nothing but Sapolic
—the economical cleaner.

(Stlver avrapper—blue bana )

FREE TOY for

On request, we will mail a Spotless Town
Cut-Out for children. It consists of the Spotless
Town background, 8% inches long, and nine Spot-

Eoch Morgan’s Sons Company

the CHILDREN

less Town cbaracters in color, which cut out to
stand as placed in front of the Town. This makes
a very attra¢tive miniature town for the playroom.

Sole Manufacturers New York City

S — i
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1007 PURE

T is our proudest boast that every article carrying the well-known
“E.D.S.” Trade Mark is absolutely pure, no coloring matter or
preservatives of any kind being used. But don’t accept our

unsupported statement. Send to the Department of Inland Revenue
for Bulletin 194 which tells how

“E.D.S.” BRAND GOODS

under the most exhaustive tests, have
proved to be of unvarying purity.

Here are a few ‘“E.D.S.” leading lines
which all good grocers handle :

S, JELLIES, MARMALADE
—ED.S.” BRAND {5 JELiEs: MARMAL ADE
INSIST ON GETTING “E.D.S.” GOODS

E.D.SMITH - WINONA, ONT.

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000

RESERVE AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,750,000
$6,750,000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $48.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL,
' BRANCHES







ARGYLE STREET, HALIFAX
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CHANGING HALIFAX
BY ARCHIBALD MacMECHAN

WITH PICTURES BY GYRTH RUSSELL

HRONED on her rocky peninsula

between the Harbour, the Basin
and the Arm, erowned with her star-
shaped citadel, and girdled by the
blue salt water, Halifax, the City of
the Triple Haven, looks eastward
over the Atlantic. In the very mid-
dle of the eighteenth century the
Honourable Edward Cornwallis had
the original town hewed out of the
spruce wood which clothed the hill-
side sloping steeply to the beach.
City-planning was still medieval. The
ideal was a fortified enclosure, de-
signed to accommodate ‘the maximum
rumber of inhabitants within the
minimum of space. So Halifax was
laid out by military engineers, with
narrow streets, fenced in by a rough
abattis of felled trees and block-
houses. Those were dangerous times.
The Miemaes captured or shot and
scalped the unwary soldier or settler
who ventured ‘‘outside the pickets,’’
and soon the Seven Years War broke
out and life was still less secure. The
fortifications were strengthened and
stone-faced batteries were built along
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the water-front. From the harbour,
Halifax used to look like a walled
town. Along the water-front ran a
line of embrasures, each with its
black-mouthed gun.

From 1749 to the present day the
basiness centre of Halifax has been
the original nucleus about George
Street, at the foot of which stood the
pillory and the gallows. The city ex-
panded in the only two possible diree-
tions, northward and southward. The
north suburbs were named Gottingen
by settlers from the Rhineland and
the south suburbs were called Irish-
town. The huge central boss of land
which dominated all was naturally
used as a fort from the first, like the
acropolis of the most ancient eity.
Between its base and the water, Hali-
fax has grown, decayed, has been
built and rebuilt for a eentury and a
half.

The middle of the nineteenth cen-
tury brought in the age of steam, a
magic power the city founder never
dreamed of. Halifax must be joined
by iron bands, first with the chief
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THE LUMBER YARD, HALIFAX

towns of the Province and then with
the sister states of Canada. The
natural entrance for the iron horse
and his long strings of Gargantuan
waggons was by the northern ends,
where old redoubts used to guard the
dock yard. Then by the beginning of
the twentieth century, the new Dom-
ion had grown so rich and prosperous
that the old gateway. was cramped
and narrow. The swiftly growing
traffic choked it and a new entrance
must be found. The government en-
gineers have solved the problem by
sweeping round the back of the city
from the north to the south, and
planting their breakwaters, wharves
and feeding rails beside the harbour
for the convenience of the great steam-
ships which make the ocean a ferry.
Here is the one level ample space on

the whole peninsula fit for the service
of modern commerce. A space nearly
two miles long, stretching from Point
Pleasant park to the very heart of old
Irishtown will be needed for the im-
provements proposed. Hundreds of
dwellings must be razed to make room
for the huge new station. Steele’s
Pond, where young Haligonians skate
and play hockey in the winter, will be
filled in, and Green Bank, where hap-
py bathers used to take refreshing
morning plunges in the summer sea,
will be merged in flat level wharves
and piers. The railway slices through
the fine old properties bordering the
Arm, which is a pity; but imagina-
tion pictures the rails sunk in deep
cuttings, spanned by fine bridges and
bordered with trees and pleasant
drive-ways, after the manner of
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Paris. Imagination conjures up a
waterfront as stately as Genoa’s, a
terminal station with a noble facade,
over-looking a square and a space of
flowers, in the centre of which stands
Sir Samuel Cunard in bronze, the
Halifax merchant, who was the first
to span the Atlantic with a line of
steamers. Nothing is sacred to a sap-
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per, runs a song of the Revolution,
but modern engineers are loth to mar
the unique natural beauty of ancient
Halifax. They aim at enhancing it.

The stone-faced batteries that
guarded the water-front have long
since disappeared. Modern artillery
and high explosives made them obso-
lete. Even the great citadel in the
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centre is now useful only as barracks.
Miles away at the mouth of the har-
bour and on MeNab’s Island are the
long-range guns, on which the Ward-
en of the Honour of the North must
rely for protection against hostile
fleets. Of all the eighteenth-century
defences, the earth-works in the Lum-
ber Yard are the last relic. The grass-
grown mounds represent the old em-
brasures, from which the guns have
long since been dismounted. Any at-
tacking force in the old days would
have had to run the gauntlet of fire
from this battery as well as from
York, Cambridge, Ogilvie, George’s
Island, to say nothing of the guns
above the town and well sheltered
batteries across the harbour. No
fleet ever attempted to force its
way in. Halifax, like Edinburgh,

remains a maiden town, after the
dangers of three great wars. Be-
hind the Lumber Yard runs Faw-
son Street, named for a lucky cap-
tain of privateers in the old days,
when Nova Scotia had a miniature
navy of her own. In this street there
are quiet, low-ceiled rooms where
Haligonians may sit by the fire-side
and see the great ships and the white
sails come and go, inward bound from
foreign ports or outward bound be-
yond the skyline.

What this great expenditure of
government money will do for Hali-
fax i§ a moot question. Some optim-
ists cherish visions of everyone be-
coming suddenly rich. Cooler heads
argue that if Halifax is to serve only
as a meeting point for the ships and
the rails, if goods and passengers only
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THE PROVINCE BUILDING, HALIFAX

touch port to be transferred, the
benefits of such traffic to the eity will
be very slight. Only as Nova Scotia
becomes a thickly populated manu-
facturing province will the projected
terminals add perceptibly to the
wealth of the Capital and the Pro-
vince.
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The industrial development argue down.

of Sydney and New Glasgow seem to
point out the path of Nova Secotia’s
future progress. If the Mayflower
Provinee is to prosper, or even to hold
her own, she must become a manufac-
turing province, the New England of
Canada. Some argue up and some
One immediate effect
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THE BALL-ROOM, GOVERNMENT HOUSE, HALIFAX

of the impending changes is a rather
factitious “‘land-boom,”’ which means
a general inerease in rents and there-
fore in the cost of living.

Only one corner of Halifax will be
affected by the proposed changes.
This is the south end or main residen-
tial section. The value of the fine
houses on Young Avenue will doubt-
less be lowered by their proximity to
the railway yards, the constant tum-
ult of shunting engines and rumbling
cars. But you eannot make an omelet
without breaking eggs. The houses of
the quarter to be demolished, old
Irishtown, can well be spared. The
heart of Halifax will not be changed,
or even touched, let us hope for ever.

The human heart is a double-celled
affair, and the two chambers of the
civic heart of Halifax are Govern-
ment House and the Provinee Build-
ing.

Both are fine old Georgian strue-

tures of hewn native stone, dating
from the first years of the last cen-
tury. Nova Scotia had not a quarter of
her present strength when she made
such, magnificent provision for the
dignity of her law-givers and the head
of her government. The local parlia-
ment and the King’s representative
were to be housed splendidly, Fash-
ions in building have changed many
times since their foundation stones
were laid, but these stately colonial
fabries do not look obsolete, Rather
they silently rebuke the tawdry, flim-
sy, modern structures, like two aristo-
crats of the old school in a crowd of
vulgarians. - New Dalhousie has
adopted this plain but satisfying
style.

Once upon a time a certain thrifty
set of legislators proposed to sell Gov-
ernment House to an American syn-
dicate for a summer hotel! Another
statesman planned to add a storey or
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a wing to the Province Building!
May the hand wither that would alter
or alienate a single stone in their
walls!

The growth of the city has com-
pletely changed the orientation of
Government House. It used to face
on Hollis street, and for many years,
a sentry was always on guard at the
gate. Short’s drawing (circa 1760)
of the old two-storey Government
House built by Lawrence on the site
of the Province Building, shows a
grenadier of the time with his sugar-
loaf hat, mounting guard at the sen-
try and his sentry-box beside him. At
the outbreak of the American revolu-
tion, Governor Legge had just thirty-
six effectives to guard the city, and in
telling the tale of his mournful desti-
tution states that he did not even re-
serve a sentry before Government
House. Men remember when the last
one was posted. In Governor Fraser’s
time, the Hollis street entrance was
walled up, and the back of the build-
ing became definitely the front.

In the modern hall-way, marble
mural tablets bear the names of the
governors and lieutenant-governors in
letters of gold from Anno X, as the
Germans say. The record covers two
centuries and is an epitome of provin-
cial history. Many of their portraits
adorn the walls of the great ball-
room.

Of these the most distinguished
were the three Peninsula and Water-
loo officers, who succeeded one an-
other between 1816 and 1832. The
first was the Earl of Dalhousie, the
school-mate and life-long friend of
Sir Walter Scott. He founded in
Halifax the college which still flour-
ishes and bears his name. Wherever
he went, he left some permanent mark
of his administration. In Halifax he
not only established a ‘‘seminary for
the higher branches of learning,’’ but
a library for the officers of the garri-
son. When he became Governor-Gen-
eral of Canada, he founded the old
Quebee Literary and Historical So-
ciety and started the fund for the
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first monument to the heroes Mont-
calm and Wolfe. In his suite were
many young men of family. For her
kindness to the unfortunate, the
Countess won the honourable nick-
name ‘‘Queen of the Beggars.”’ Their
son became the most famous adminis-
trator of India, after Clive.

In those good old days, the Govern-
or was a great and important person-
age. Government House was a little
court with a minutely regulated table
of precedence. Admission to Govern-
ment House was eagerly coveted; ex-
clusion was social death. It was the
scene of the most brilliant entertain-
ments, dinners, balls and levees.

To Dalhousie sueceeded Sir James
Kempt, long remembered for the fine
four-in-hand he ‘‘tooled’’ himself, for
his dandified dress and for his magni-
ficent hospitality. He showed his
strong common-sense in developing
the roads and highways of his Pro-
vince. As a soldier he had literally
fought his way to the highest rank by
sheer pluck, intelligence and devotion
to his profession. He had seen and
done his share of fighting and had
been desperately wounded more than
once. At Waterloo, he led a brigade
under Picton and took over the com-
mand of the division when that
heroic general fell. People forget the
great episode in ‘‘king-making Wat-
erloo,”” when D’Erlon’s 16,000 men
charged Picton’s 3,000 and were hurl-
ed back in eonfusion.

The third Waterloo officer who
reigned in Government, House was
Sir Peregrine Maitland, a tall, aris-
tocratic Guardsman. He saw much
fichting in Spain. It was Maitland’s
command that gave the ‘‘coup de
grace’” to Napoleon’s last hope,
the Imperial Guard in the ‘‘roar of
Hougomont.”” His health was deli-
cate, his tastes were artistie, and his
influence on the community was for
good. He was patron of a painting
club that met in old Dalhousie; and
he set Halifax a good example by at-
tending church on foot with all hig
family, and abolishing the Sunday re.
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AINSLIE'S STABLES, HALIFAX

views and races upon the common.

Sir Fenwick Williams, the hero of
Kars, was lieutenant-governor at the
time of Confederation. Howe and
his rival Johnston were both given
the same honour under the new order,
but Johnston died abroad before he
could enjoy it, and Howe lived only
a scant three weeks after his promo-
tion.  Such memories cling to the
time-stained walls of Government
House.

Directly opposite to Government
House is old St. Paul’s cemetery, long
since disused, but its old head-
stones, ‘‘With uncouth rhymes and
shapeless sculpture decked’” — date
far back in the eighteenth century. It
holds the dust of heroes. In one neg-
lected corner. is the grave of Major-
General Charles Ross, the commander
of the Chesapeake expedition of 1814,
To his personal character was due the
rare harmony which existed between
the land and sea services in those
operations. He was the victor at the

‘‘Bladensburg races,”” and destroyed
Washington in revenge for the burn-
ing of York. He was killed in the
fight near Baltimore, September 1,
1814. At Rostrevor there is a cairn to
his memory and in St. Paul’s a monu-
ment, but of the hundreds of Hali-
gonians wha pass St. Paul’s daily,
how many even know his name!

The most conspicuous object in the
cemetery is the red-stone arch sur-
mounted by a lion. It is a cenotaph
to two sons of Nova Scotia who fell
in the Crimea, Welsford of the 97th
on the heights of Alma, and Parker
of the 77th in the blundering assault
on the Redan. It is a worthy monu-
ment to brave men and speaks of civie
pride. Near by is the Shannon tomb-
stone beneath which lie the bones of
the midshipman Samwell, who died
of his wounds in Halifax after the
capture of the Chesapeake. He was
only a boy of eighteen. Beside him
sleeps old Stevens, the boatswain of
the famous frigate. He was nearing
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sixty and had fought under Rodney.
As the two ships came close, he lash-
ed them together, and in spite of the
fact that his left arm was literally
hacked off by repeated blows of a cut-
lass.

‘Who remembers Richard Smith of
the old 104th regiment, who led the
““forlorn hope’’ in the attack on Fort
Erie? We have forgotten even the
meaning of the term ‘‘forlorn hope’’
the Verloren Haufe, or little devoted
band that headed the party of storm-
ers into the imminent deadly breach.
The men who volunteered for that
service went to almost certain death.
Richard Smith survived, but with the
loss of his right arm and five honour-
able wounds.

St. Paul’s cemetery is planted
thick with trees. In summer, it is a
beautiful, not a mournful spot. To
one who knows the history it repre-
sents, ’tis one of the most memorable
plots of ground in all Canada.

Just across the way is the strong-
hold of the Old Church. St. Mary’s
Cathedral lifts a tall white spire into
the blue.  Beside is the handsome
Glebe House, and just at hand are St.
Mary’s school, the Infirmary, a solid
island of Catholic institutions. Onece
the Old Church was proseribed by
provincial law. But Nova Seotia re-
pealed her penal laws long before the
mother country. The first chapel ded-
icated to St. Peter and painted red
stood at the end of Salter street. On
the nineteenth of July, the frame
was raised ‘‘in presence of a great
concourse of gentlemen and other
people.”’

Along Salter street, ran the old line
of pickets. Here was also the South
gate, at which George III. was pro-
claimed King. Just across the way
stood the old main guard, which was
used as a prison for the Acadians and
captured Americans.

Almost every foot of Halifax has
its memory and its legend. So, to at-
tempt to crowd the story of the Pro-
vinee Building into the tail of an ar-
ticle is a vain thing. Its associations

are endless—serious, tragic, comie. Its
mere design and surface interest are
worthy of extended remark. The visi-
tor coming upon it suddenly, as he
ascends George Street from the ferry
would be struck by its quiet old-
world dignity, a decoration to any
city. To call up what it has seen
and heard—Howe’s trial for libel, the
long word-combats over Confedera-
tion and repeal, the resolutions of
1886 to take Nova Scotia out of the
union—would be to write out the pro-
vineial history. In the stately eoun-
cil chamber, where a legislative body
meets, which takes its origin from the
treaty of Utrecht, hang pictures of
our worthies. There is the portrait
of Haliburton, who by inventing Sam
Slick uncovered the rich mine of Am.
erican humour. There is the picture
of Sir John Inglis of the Rifle Bri-
gade, who defended Lucknow through
the desperate siege, so nobly sung by
Tennyson, and who has never receiv-
ed his due honour. There is the pie-
ture of Sir Fenwick Williams, whose
magnificent defence of Kars extorted
the admiration of the chivalrous
Mouravieff. Here are the pictures of
the two Georges presented by Lord
Dalhousie and,—the gem of the col-
lection—the portrait of Chief Justice
Strong by Benjamin West. In the
Legislative Assembly are the full-
length portraits of Howe and John-
ston, whose rivalries made history. In
the library are to be found prints of
Sir Provo Wallis, the Halifax boy
who navigated the Shannon into port
after her ever-memorable duel with
the Chesapeake. He lived to be Ad-
miral of the Fleet, and died at the
age of one hundred and one, a mag-
nificent veteran. The Province
Building is our local Westminster
Abbey.

Changes must come to Halifax.

This is a world of change. But every
true Haligonian hopes that the
changes will not disfigure his beloved
city, but only heighten and enhance
the intimate and haunting charm she
borrows from the sea.

%

o A T R Al S el e




THE NEW STUDY.  OF THE
OLD BOOK

II.~THE METHOD OF CRITICISM

BY THE REV. DR. GEORGE COULSON WORKMAN

THERE is a popular notion that
the Higher criticism is a revo-
lutionary view of the Bible, held by
a number of extreme erities in
Europe and America, but that no-
tion has been shown to be erroneous.
By prejudiced writers it is frequent-
ly identified with that view of the
date, authorship, and general signi-
ficance of the Biblical books that is
taken by radical scholars, such as
Kuenen and Wellhausen; whereas it
18 only a method, and not a net re-
sult, T have said. Let me explain
what I mean.
§ According to its derivation, method
18 a course to be followed, or the way
to do a thing. In that literal sense,
each field of investigation has a
method of its own, or a way peculiar
to itself. But, inasmuch as there are
different ways by which a thing may
be effected, a method is either suit-
able or unsuitable, right or wrong.
The ancient way of studying the
Seriptures, which is usually styled
the traditional way, may be loosely
called a method, but it was not a
geientific one. A scientific method is
an orderly procedure, or an establish-
ed way of doing or proceeding in
anything.

Being a ecritical inquiry into the
literary characteristics of the Bible,
the Higher criticism is a truly secien-
tific method of study. It is a seien-
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tific method because it is an orderly
procedure that leads to assured re-
sults. That is something which the
old way of studying Scripture did
not and could not do. Those are sig-
nificant facts to be always kept in
mind. A proper method is important
in the study of any writings, but a
proper method is particularly import-
ant in the study of the Bible by rea-
son of the excellence of its literature.
Its superior qualities are too well
known to be disputed. Their super-
jority is admitted by all who are com-
petent to judge.

As a correct method is the right
choice of means to reach a desired
end, and, as the end of Biblical eriti-
cism is an aceurate understanding of
the literary features of the books of
Seripture, such a method presupposes
certain canons or rules, which each
critic must follow, and in accordance
with which he must conduet his in-
vestigations. Those rules may also
be called prineiples, because they are
general in their character and have a
general application. Though they are
specially applicable to the Seriptures,
they may be applied to ancient writ-
ings of every kind, whether Jewish
or Christian, Pagan or Mohamme-
dan.

In the first paper it was stated
that the Higher eriticism has some-
times been designated ‘‘Historieo-lit-
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erary criticism,’’ because it is a eom-
bination of both the historical and
the literary method. That designa-
tion imports the cwaracter of the
principles to be applied to the books
of the Bible. They are partly his-
torical and partly literary; but, since
this branch of ecriticism is chiefly
concerned with literary facts, they
belong for the most part to the lat-
ter class. Those who have carefully
considered what has thus far been
said would naturally expect that to
be the case.

The province of the Higher eriti-
cism is, as has been explained, to de-
termine the origin, date, and literary
structure of each book in the Bible.
The method, therefore, involves a
threefold inquiry. Concerning the
origin of a writing we must ask, Is it
anonymous, or does it bear the au-
thor’s name? If the name be given,
is the aseription certain, or is it only
conjectural? Concerning the date
of a writing we must ask, Does the
date appear in any part of it? If
not, is there anything in the subjeet-
matter to indicate the time? Con-
cerning the literary structure we
must ask, Is the writing the work of
one man, or is it the work of more
than one? Is it in its original condi-
tion, or has its form been altered
since it left the hand of the author?

Those questions suggest the follow-
ing principles to be applied in an-
swering them: (1) If there be any-
thing in the writing that conflicts
with the date of the supposed author,
that part did not proceed from him.
(2) If it contain different accounts
of the same event, it was compiled
from different documents or derived
from different sources. (3) If the
writing be undated and the author-
ship unknown, the date may be ap-
proximately determined from the con-
tents. (4) If the standpoint of a
writer, or his historieal situation, be
different in different parts of a writ-
ing, it was not all written by the
same man, or not during the same
period, or not in the same place. (5)
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If the style of one part be strikingly
unlike that of another part, the writ-
ing is probably composite. (6) If
the conceptions in one part of a writ-
ing be sufficiently unlike those in an-
other part, it is certainly composed
of separate elements.

Thus the principles are few and
simple, and any person can apply
them in a general way. Nevertheless,
I believe it will help the reader if I
exemplify the application of them.
Before doing that, however, I must
say something about the nature of
criticial evidence. In the case of
Seripture, it is mostly of the kind
known as internal, being furnished
by the character and contents of each
book, or of each section of a book.
External evidence would be more
valuable, were it obtainable and trust-
worthy, but unfortunately it is lack-
ing in regard to the books of the
Bible. If we had positive testimony
of that kind, it would be authorita-
tive, but it is rarely available with
reference to ancient writings. So,
in the absence of positive testimony,
we are thrown entirely on tradition
and on internal evidence.

Now tradition is testimony obtain-
ed at second hand, and traditional
testimony is always open to doubt.
For that reason, critics are distrust-
ful of it. While they give it a re-
spectful consideration, they are care-
ful to test it by every means at their
command ; for, however venerable it
may be, it is not authoritative, but
presumptive, evidence. It is, there-
fore, not exempt from criticism, nor
can it claim precedence over truly
convincing evidence. Besides, it has
long been customary to ascribe the
books of Seripture whose authorship
is uncertain to some prominent char-
acters in history. This is an ancient
and well-known custom. Most of the
books of the Bible have, at least, one
traditional author, and some of them
have more than one. In every case
the tendency has been to connect a
sacred writing with some great name,

‘When men ask, therefore, what re-
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liance can be placed upon tradition
with regard to anonymous writings?
the answer is, none whatever if they
belong to a remote period in the past.
In the transmission of doetrinal
ideas it is comparatively trustworthy,
but in the transmission of historical
data it is arbitrary and untrust-
worthy. Sometimes, however, it may
have a strong presumption in its
favour. Then, unless the testimony
against it be more powerful than that
for it, it may be considered probable,
if not true. It has some value, more-
over, as a starting-point for investi-
gation. That is to say, a tradition
respecting authorship may serve as a
working hypothesis to be eorroborated
or disproved.

Hence it stands for what it is
worth, of course; but that is very lit-
tle, as a rule, and with reference to
the Seriptures it is practically nil.
In the eritical study of them we must
rely almost exclusively on the evi-
dence furnished by each book itself.
That is the course to be taken with all
vgvorks of antiquity. Literary produe-
tions belonging to a distant age must
furnish their own evidence as to their
origin and date. Before Biblical
criticism became a science classical
scholars endeavoured, as is well
known, to determine the age of an-
onymous Greek and Latin manu-
seripts, first from the documents
themselves, and then from their lan-
guage and style.

Of the application of the first
principle some examples were given
in the previous paper. A writing
must accord with the date of its sup-
posed author. Hence Moses cannot
have written the whole of the Penta-
teuch, nor the whole of Deuteronomy,
because there are things in those
books that conflict with his date; and
Isaiah cannot have uttered all the
prophecies in the book that is called
by his name, because many of them
belong to a period much later than
his time. Neither can all the mat-
ter recorded in the books of Daniel
and Zechariah have come from those
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two men, because each of these books
contains references or allusions that
point to a time subsequent to that
of the traditional author. For simi-
lar reasons, David cannot have been
the author or editor of the entire
Book of Psalms, if, indeed, he com-
posed or edited any part of it.

Of the application of the second
prineiple, that different accounts of
the same event indicate different
documents or different sources, there
are many examples in the Old Tesa-
ment. The account of the creation of
man in the first chapter of Genesis
and that contained in the second
chapter were each derived from a
separate source, and each represents
a document having special literary
or stylistic features.  These two
documents are skilfully combined, or
strangely interwoven, throughout the
first six books of the Bible, which, be-
cause they possess certain documen-
tary characteristics in common, are
called by modern scholars the Hexa-
teuch, or the sixfold book. Besides
the double narrative of the origin of
man upon earth, this series of writ-
ings contains a double account, or a
double record, of several other events.
Only a few of them need to be men-
tioned, though. In the narrative of
the Deluge, the wickedness of the
earth deseribed in Genesis 6:9-13 is
a duplicate of verses 5-8; and verses
18-22 of the same chapter are dupli-
cated in chapter 7:1-5, the former
stating that Noah was to take with
him into the ark one pair of every
land animal, the latter stating that
he was to take with him seven pairs
of every clean animal, and one pair
of every unclean animal. In chapter
17:16-19 we have one account of the
promise of a son to Sarah, and we
have another in chapter 18:9.15,
These passages give a double explana-
tion of the name Isaac, which in He-
brew means ‘‘laughter,”” the first as-
serting that Abraham laughed in in-
credulity at the promise of a son in
his old age, the second asserting
that Sarah laughed incredulously.
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The application of the third prin-
ciple, that the date of an anonymous
writing may be approximately deter-
mined from the contents, is well il-
lustrated by the one hundred and
thirty-seventh Psalm. The state-
ment in the opening verse, ‘‘By the
rivers of Babylon, there we sat
down,’”” shows that this dramatic
Iyric was written by one who was
familiar with the feelings of the He-
brew exiles, so that it must have been
composed either before the end of the
Captivity or some time afterwards.
In all probability it belongs to a
period subsequent to the Exile, An-
other good illustration is furnished
by the group of prophecies, beginning
with the fortieth and ending with the
fifty-fifth chapter of Isaiah, which
deals with the captivity of the Israel-
ites in Babylon, and, therefore, cannot
have been uttered by the son of
Amoz. The mention of Cyrus in the
forty-fifth chapter as a well-known
man of the time, indicates that he
was then in the swing of his career;
and the description of the approach-
ing downfall of Babylon in the
forty-seventh chapter, together with
the exhortation to the exiles in the
next chapter to flee from that eity,
suggests that the writer prophesied
towards the close of the Exile, prob-
ably about 540 B.C.

The application of the fourth
principle, that a different historical
situation indicates a different writ-
er, or a different period, or a differ-
ent place, is too manifest to require
much illustration; "for a writing
must, of course, accord with its sup-
posed historical position, both as to
time and place and circumstances. A
book cannot wholly belong to the
time that may have been claimed for
it, if we find in it proof of another
or a later date. For instance, the
seventh chapter of Isaiah describes
the son of Amoz as directed to com-
fort Ahaz with the assurance that his
fears of Pekah, King of Israel, and
Rezin, King of Damascus, were

groundless; but the fortieth chapter

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

of the book represents a company of
prophets as commanded to comfort
the Hebrew people with a promise of
speedy release from the hardships
and sufferings of the Exile. In the
one case the situation is Jerusalem,
in the other it is Babylon; and, be-
tween those two events, there was an
interval of nearly two hundred years.

Examples of the application of the
fifth principle, that marked differ-
ences of style suggest composite au-
thorship, are somewhat numerous
both in the Old and in the New Tes-
tament. One of the best illustrations
is the book of Isaiah, which has al-
ready been,used to illustrate the way
in which three other principles are
applied. Dissimilarity of style does
not always assure diversity of auth-
orship, because a speaker must adapt
his language to the subjeet he discus-
ses; but in that book the evidence is
quite convincing, and must satisfy
all who are willing to weigh it. The
second half of the book presents a
striking contrast in style to that of
the first half, as the careful reading
of an English version will show. In
the second half we find, not only rhe-
torical peculiarities that indicate an
author other than Isaiah — such as
diffuseness and redundancy, repeti-
tion and amplification — but also
words and idioms that point to a
period in history later, some of them
very much later, than Isaiah’s time.
A few of these words are as certainly
late in Hebrew asy ‘‘agnostic’’ and
““boycott’ are in English.

The same book may also be used to
illustrate the application of the
sixth principle, that conceptions in
one part of a writing sufficiently un-
like those of another part prove that
it is composed of separate elements.
The theological ideas of the second
half are so different from those of
the first half as to show that the au-
thor or authors moved in a different
region of thought from that in which
Isaiah moved. Those ideas represent,
moreover, a different stage of revela-
tion, and some of them were unique
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when they were given to the world.
The doctrine of Deity, ror instance,
is more developed in that portion of
the book than in any writings pre-
vious to the period of the Captivity,
Jehovah being there regarded not as
a transcendant moral Being merely,
but as the true and only God. Be-
sides a purer conception of his char-
acter, we find there a broader con-
ception of his righteousness, and a
loftier conception of his purpose tow-
ards mankind. Then the doectrine
of divine election, and the doctrine of
a national Servant, who becomes a
suffering Servant, are there found in
a form in which Isaiah could not
have presented them, because there
was nothing in his historical situation
to lead to their development.

The reader may now perceive the
difference between the old and new
ways of studying the Scriptures. The
old or traditional way was to take
each book of the Bible as being the
work of the man whose name it bore,
or to whom it was commonly ascrib-
ed, and as belonging to a date that
was more or less arbitrarily assign-
ed to it. No thought was given to its
literary structure by asking whether
it was ecomposite or not, but unity of
authorship was taken for granted in
every case. Furthermore, all the
books were practically placed on the
same level, as being infallibly inspir-
ed, and the whole volume was treat-
ed as a single revelation duly sane-
tioned from beginning to end. A dif-
ference of purpose was, doubtless,
discerned by all intelligent students,
but each part of Secripture was con-
sidered by every one to be equally
authoritative.

The Higher ecriticism tests tradi-
tion, and either verifies it or proves
it to be false. It is a method, there-
fore, not only of investigation, but
also of verification, There is thus no
necessary. contest between ecriticism
and tradition. The sole contest is be-
tween verifiable science and unveri-
fied assumption. If tradition ean be
verified, its testimony is gladly ac-
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cepted; but, if it cannot be verified,
its testimony, be it little or much, is
taken for what it seems to be worth.
If, on the other hand, it ecan be prov-
ed to be false, its testimony is prompt-
ly rejected, of course. Tradition,
however old it may be, does mnot
settle anything. Hence the Church
should not claim its support when
it cannot be established by proof, and
Christian teachers should be careful
not to encourage such a claim. Mak-
ing or encouraging claims that can-
not be proved does nothing but harm.

In this connection, let me once
more warn the reader against con-
fusing the method with the results
of ecriticism, as many have done,
and are still doing. The phrase,
the Higher eriticism, has so often
been employed to denote a set of
conelusions reached by a certain
class of critics that many have been
led to think they were opposed to the
method, when they were only oppos-
ed to some of its alleged results. To
a person who has been traditionally
trained, and is unacquainted with the
historical method, some of those re-
sults might well seem startling, and
he might justly hesitate about aceept-
ting them. All cautious scholars de-
cline to accept any conclusions before
weighing them. But no one who un-
derstands that the Higher ecriticism
is only a method of study can ra-
tionally oppose it. Those who think
they are opposed to it do not appre-
ciate what the phrase denotes.

It is sometimes asserted that criti-
cism is unsettling, but the assertion
is unjust. Criticism corrects mistak-
en notions of Scripture, as science
corrects mistaken notions of Nature,
but that should not unsettle anyone,
ﬂ}ough it should lead him to change
his mind. It does not unsettle a per-
son to tell him that the earth is
round, and not flat; or that the earth,
not the sun, makes a revolution every
twenty-four hours; or that the world
was not made in six solar days, but
is still in the making; or that the
universe was gradually evolved, and
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and was not constructed piece by
piece. If someone says, the questions
of science are not matters of faith,
I say in reply, nor are the questions
of criticism matters of faith. It is
not a matter of faith who wrote any
book in the Bible; it is not a matter
of faith when any book in it was
written; it is not a matter of faith
what the literary structure of any
book in it may be. These things have
no relation to religious faith, and,
therefore, have no bearing on evan-
gelical belief.

There is nothing in eriticism to un-
settle a person, much less is there
anything to disturb his spiritual life;
and it is not criticism so much as op-
position to it that has hitherto un-
settled many devout minds. It is the
opponents of criticism, for the most
part, that have produced uneasiness
and distrust. There has been reck-
less criticism and there are destrue-
tive critics, but most crities now are
neither reckless nor destructive. On
the contrary, they are both reverent
and constructive, They are men who
write and speak, or men who speak
and teach, in the name of the Lord
Jesus. They are men, in short, whose
sole desire is to get the truth as it
is in Jesus adequately understood.
When the opponents of criticism,
therefore, brand all erities as rationa-
lists, and fail to distinguish between
those who are and those who are not;
when they deprecate all ecriticism,
whether reverent or irreverent, Chris-
tian or un-Christian; when they both
disregard the object of eriticism, and
misrepresent the work of erities, is it
any wonder that good people should
become uneasy? It would rather be
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a wonder, a great wonder, if such
people did not feel a measure of un-
easiness.

Notwithstanding what I have
stated, there are some who seem to
imagine that the Bible is in danger,
and they talk excitedly about as-
saults upon it and about the conse-
quences of them. But, as no Chris-
tian eritie is assaulting the Bible, all
such talk is as empty as it is silly.
There are also some who seem to
think that the Scriptures need to be
defended, and a few persons on this
continent have organized an Ameri-
can Bible League, whose avowed pur-
pose is the defence of the Bible. But,
as the Bible is not threatened with
an attack from any quarter, to or-
ganize a society for defending it is
ridiculous, not to say absurd. Ob-
jections to reverent criticism are as
futile as they are mischievious, and
works written in opposition to it are
worthless, as a rule.

‘We can no more keep men from in-
vestigating the books of Seripture
than we can keep them from investi-
gating the works of Nature. So long
as there are Biblical problems to be
solved, so long men will endeavour
to solve them. Nor, apart from the
futility of objecting to it, should we
desire to prevent investigation. The
Bible is not in danger, and it does
not need defence. The Bible is its
own defence, and all it needs is dil-
ligent study. One has only to un-
derstand it to appreciate it; and the
greatest aid to an adequate under-
standing of it is what is technically
called the Higher ecriticism, which
has been happily styled ‘‘Historico-
literary eritieism.”’

““The Results of Criticism’’ is the title of Dr. Workman’s paper for the September

number.




HER POINT: OF VIEW
BY GEORGE W. HALL

OW, Ed, what’s the wuse of
talking about it? You know
I am giving you two fellows an even
chance; first man there gets the job,
and that’s all there is to it. I know
both of your routes, and it’s no use
trying to skip any of these small set-
tlers to reach me first. You know
that, Ed, because then you get no
chance at all. So, I ain’t wishing you
no good luck and no bad luck. I am
just looking on—just looking on.”’

Old man Chase turned and went
his way, chuckling to himself.

Ed Warren stood looking at the
small, wiry figure, a slight smile
playing .on his lips.  Turning, he
found himself face to face with a tall
dark man in overalls, jumper and
high-laced boots; a large-brimmed
black hat low on his eyes, and with
his long, hooked nose and his long
black drooping mustache, making him
look like an old-time pirate — Big
Lou.

‘““You’ve been tackling the old
;man, Ed?’ said Lou, with a low
laugh. ‘‘Nothing doing, eh? It’s
between you and me—a pretty even
race, Ed, I am thinking. I’ ve got
more grain to thresh, but you’ve got
the hardest road.”

SYes;” maide Bd, ¢‘1 guess ib’s
pretty even, we should be there in
ten days. You are pulling out to-
morrow morning, and so am I—So
long, Lou; there is enough to do,
heaven knows, to get started.’’

““You bet. Say, Ed, the gir]l won’t
think much of the one that’s beat,
will she?”’
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The two men’s eyes met in a quick
look, as if measuring each other for a
fight, and trying to read the soul. Ed
answered not a word. ‘“‘So long
Lou,’”” was all he said. With rapid,
energetic strides he walked towards
the river’s front, where his outfit
was.

As can be surmised, they both had
a threshing outfit. By tacit agree-
ment each had taken a portion of the
fast developing settlement as his al-
lottment, and every year kept to his
route. As soon as the golden grain
was being harvested, they started,
both covering a large territory. They
always ended in the south-west, and
it so happened that this year they
would probably meet at Chase’s. But
who was to win the old man? He was
the biggest farmer and threshed 5.-
000 bushels—a great deal when it is
remembered that this is not a prairie
country, but the bushy ecountry of
Northern Alberta, where every acre
must be cleared before being put in-
to cultivation. »

Yes, there was plenty to do. Ed
did not want to take any chance of
the machinery breaking down, and
so he overhauled everything person-
ally. A fair-haired, broad-should-
ered and deep- chested man, supple
and athletie, he gave the 1mpress1on
of unllmlted strength and health as
his powerful body swung easily up
and down the separator, or as he was
crawling with cat-like agility into the
machine itself, securing bolts, tying
with strong wire any parts that may
Jjar loose, his muffled voice calling
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from the inside to his helpers for
tools. All the time, whether lying on
his back among the shakers, or flat
on his stomach, on top reaching down,
these words of Lou’s kept sounding
in his mind: ‘‘She won’t think much
of the one that gets beat.”’

‘“‘No, she won’t,”” he answered him-
self, and if it was he that would
be beaten? He could imagine her
hurt look, hurt and disappointed,
slightly contemptuous, Strong man
that he was, a strange feeling of
anguish would creep into his heart.
She loved him, she had said so, should
he fail, she would love him yet, he
knew that, but there would be pity
mixed with that love; and if there
is a thing these almost primitive
characters cannot stand, it is pity—
pity from a woman. So strong, so
self-confident are they, tempered in
their continual fight against nature’s
forces, that to woman they want to
appear as conquerors, as giants, in-
vincible in storms, in cold, in work,
in danger.

e

The threshing at the Herrington’s,
the last place before Chase’s was go-
ing on smoothly. They had plenty
of help, the weather was clear, the
machines, separator and engine,
were working perfectly. Two more
stacks, and it would be done. Al-
ready the pitchers were beginning at
the top, and the big round stacks
seemed to slowly melt at their touch.
Bd was calculating his chances —
About two hours more and he would
have done. Of course, he was not go-
ing to wait for dinner or anything;
as soon as the last bucketful of grain
and chaff, earefully raked from under
the machine by the thrifty farmer,
had passed through he would pull
ouf.

His gaze wandered down the val-
ley. He knew every inch of that
trail. For two miles good and hard.

On the left-hand side of the creek,
then, that corduroy—hard work, he
knew. The bridge, safe enough he
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thought, although there had been a
slight eave-in on the right side. No;
no danger there. He had investi-
gated, the evening before, on horse-
back. Then the hill—that was going
to be hard on the horses, he must put
the four teams to the engine, take
her up and come back from the sepa-
rator.

The desire for action sent the blood
singing in his veins, he wanted to be
there now and at the battle.  He
swore savagely under his breath
when, as only the bottom of the
stacks being left standing, the feeder
on the separator lifted his hand, the
signal to stop. He turned the steam
off and rushed forward.

“What’s wrong?’’ he shouted,
eager to fix the trouble himself,

It was only a bolt jarred loose. The
man had the wrench in his hand and
was tightening the nut quickly.

Ed ran back to his engine.

Faint on the wind, yet clear and
distinet, a whistle was heard, a long
whistle followed by three short ones.
Ed’s heart almost stopped beating.
Could Lou be through already at Bill
Long’s? Five miles of straight, dry,
high road, and he would be at Chase’s.
Ed knew that whistle; he himself
always announced the end of a thresh-
ing in the same manner. Yes, it must
be Lou. He could imagine the quick
hitching up of the teams, the outfit
moving on while he was tied there.

How slow these mern were working !
One piteher stopped in his work and
shouted something at the man hand-
ling the grain sacks, they both laugh-
ed—some flippant joke. Ed cursed
him vehemently, his voice lost in the
roar of the machines,

There was hope yet, nevertheless,
for they were handling the last
sheaves; they were gathering in a
heap the chaff under the separator;
big forkfuls of loose straw were put
on the tables burying the good-natur-
edly laughing band cutters. Here
was Herrington himself with a tub to
get the grain and chaff—Would they
never be done? He must wait until

"
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they are satisfied, for that is part of
the game. At last! At last! He cut
off the steam, and as the engine slow-
ed down, with a quick, strong heave
of his shoulder, he threw off the belt.
He also, then, gave the shrieking
whistle full play.

Everybody was marching off to
dinner.

“‘Ratty, Billy,”” he yelled, ‘‘come
back.”” His men turned and retrac-
ed their steps towards him. ‘‘No din-
ner for us, boys, out we go. Get your
horses, fix the separator. We can’t
lose a minute. Lou is on the way
already.”’

““H——," said Billy, a lean, black-
haired lad with laughing eyes. “‘I
kind o’ thought I heard his whistle.
By heck, he can’t beat us, we’ll take
her in at the gallop, Ed.”” He began
to run towards the stables.

“T am sick of this,”” said Ratty,
quietly avoiding Ed’s gaze. ‘‘That’s
no life. I want dinner, I want my
horses fed.”’

“You do, eh? You go and get
those horses, see? And be quick
about it. You know me; you know
1 will make it all right with you.
Hurry now, hurry, for heaven’s sake
hurry.”’

Ed, thinking him going, stooped
under his engine and began to untie
the chains that locked the wheels to-
gether while the machine was work-
ing.

“Look here, Ed,”’ he heard a voice
say, ‘‘ "Taint no use; I ain’t going. 1
quit, that’s all.”’

““What?’’ Straightening suddenly,
he beheld Ratty rolling a cigarette,
his small figure and shifty black eyes
well justifying his name.

““What? Say that again.’’

Ed, pale, his teeth clenched, his
great fists closed, leaned forward as
the little man, unafraid, said again:

“T don’t like this jumping up. I
quit, that’s all. You can’t strike me,
Ed, and you know it.”’

‘With one blow, that powerful man
could have destroyed the miserable
creature. But the words stopped him

—an unutterable contempt distorted
his features.

‘‘Rat, you little Rat!’* was all he
could sputter. His fists opened and
closed spasmodically. Slowly he
turned and busied himself with the
chains, his hands trembling with his
emotion; all the primeval instinet in
him urging to kill, to erush that un-
expected obstacle, while the sense of
chivalry, so strangely developed in
these men of the wild, made him re-
fraia

Suddenly he jumped up and seiz-
ing by the shoulder the small man
who was lingering, lighting his cig-
arette.

““Get out,”” he hissed. ‘‘Get out
quick or I can’t answer for myself.”’

Ratty saw something in those eyes
that made him dart away with a
startled ery. Pale, he rushed off,
while Ed with slow steps, never once
turning his head, went to the stables
to get his own teams.

He had two teams of his own and
each assistant had ome. Billy had
seen to it, all the teams were harness-
ed, soon after they had them hitched
up, two teams on the engine, one on
the separator. Old man Herrington
was stupefied to see them pull out
without dinner.

With the great power of adapta-

tion of the Westerner, Ed almost in-

stantly put away from his mind Rat-
ty’s desertion. The problem was to
get up to Chase’s with three teams,
that was all.

““Curse that hill,”’ he kept mut-
tering, as he urged his horses;
““Curse that hill.”’

If he could pass the corduroy with-
out mishap, perhaps three teams
would take up the engine; the separa-
tor would go easily enough. If only
he could get there at the same time
as Lou at least. But not after, not
after!

The road was dry, but uneven, like
most Western roads. Some root would
make a hard lump with a hole behind,
and the machine would jar roughly,
dangerously. The boiler, being so
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high above the axles, made the whole
thing terribly top heavy.

The first two miles were down hill
ever so little, and Ed did a very haz-
ardous thing. Instead of holding the
horses, he let them go, and soon,
gathering speed, they were trotting,
the engine reeling drunkenly behind.
The Westerner, his eyes clear and
steady, sitting there tense on his
small seat up above the boiler, did
some astonishing driving, smiling
grimly when the whole thing settled
back with a dull jar after a big hole.

“Not this time, old girl,”’ was all
he said.

The horses slowed to a walk. It
got to be harder pulling, for they
were at the corduroy. Far behind
the separator was coming. Impos-
sible to trot with that! ;

Ed stopped the teams and went
ahead to investigate. It was worse
than he had thought. He saw at a
glance the danger. The poles in the
centre of the streteh were too small;
nothing to hold them steady. If the
horses did not go through surely the
slight sticks would spread under the
engine’s great weight. He must
chance it, but he must have all the
teams on. He looked back. Billy
was just showing on the last bend
more than a quarter of a mile away.

The smallest thing had it’s im-
portance. He knew that a few sticks
thrown in at the worst places may
make the whole difference. Seizing
his axe he rapidly got some of the
long, bare, desolate-looking dry
spruces, burnt in forest fires years
ago, yet always standing, and threw
them on the most dangerous places.

That stretch of mossy soft ground
was not very wide, yet it suggested
the deep woods. Great spruces stood
on both sides of the road, majestie,
towering above the undergrowth.
The shafts of sunlight passing
through seemed of a fine golden dust,
little flies darting constantly through,
back and forth.

The quiet, peaceful background of
deep yellow moss and sombre spruces

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

constrasted strangely with that ma-
chine of steel, with its iron wheels, its
silvery piston rods, it’s steam escap-
ing with a long monotonous hiss.

Billy came with his team, dragging
a chain behind the double-tree. With
the dexterity of men constantly
working with horses, they had the
third team hitehed on in an amaz-
ingly short time.

Ed took the leading horses, Billy
the wheel teams, and both walked as
far out on the left as the lines would
allow for a comprehensive look of the
whole thing.

‘“All ready, Bill? Let her go!”’

The horses strained as the front
wheels climbed on the corduroy ; then
the pull was steadier. Once a horse
got a foot through the poles, but got
himself out quickly. It happened not
so unexpectedly, but the drivers tried
to save everything by a savage yell
to the teams. In vain. The engine
had come down heavily on the small
poles, after lifting high over a thick
one, and, the wheel, crushing the
weak sticks, settled deeper and deep-
er in the wet moss, half way to the
axle,

No wurging of the teams could
budge it. There it was, inert, the
great bulk seemingly possessed of
some stubborn, wicked will of its own.

‘““Just a yank,”” almost sobbed
Billy, ‘‘and she is safe—Get up!’’ he
roared at his teams, ‘‘Red! Maud!”’

““Now, boys,”” shouted Ed, at the
same time. ‘‘Pete! Barney!’’

The beasts strained, lowering their
hind quarters in the terrible effort;
a great noise of iron shoes on the
treacherous poles. Nothing gave.
Some relaxed, while their more tena-
cious mates flew forward, stopping
voilently against the collars; then all
settled again. A great black horse
snorted and began to paw and rear
in its excitement, the mares shaking
their heads and biting at their mates
nervously.  Billy made that black
horse the target of his rage.

““Quiet! miserable plug!’’ he
shouted, ‘“or I’ll brain you;”’ then
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jerking the lines, ‘‘Quiet! the whole
gang of you,”” his language drifting
into an exasperated flow of astonish-
ing words. He cursed everything,
the threshing, the country, the engine
and especially Ratty, whose ancestry
was not spared.

The horses were quiet again, heads
drooping, moving a foot once in a
while, seeking an easier place.

Ed, still clutching the lines in his
left hand, his right fist closed, stood
in a deep study, his eyes fixed on
that broad, shiny iron wheel.

‘“What I want is horses,”’ he said,
‘““two teams, three teams, what’s the
use?’’ He turned and looked ahead.

Beyond the bridge, at the hill’s
first bend, a woman was sitting on a
sorrel horse. Immobile she contem-
plated the scene — Before Ed had
time to make any motion towards
recognizing her, she wheeled her
horse with inecredible swiftness and
was gone.

It was Rose Chase. Ed blushed
deeply. He felt terribly humiliated
to have been seen so, with his outfit
stuck in the mud, and by her! An-
other man might not have come half
the distance he covered in so short a
time, yet he felt as if he were guilty.

‘“Billy,”’ he said in a quiet voice,
‘‘we are going to get out of this and
up to Chase’s, Lou or no Lou, if
we’ve got to take everything to picces
and pack it there on our backs.
You’ve been freighting, haven’t you?
Well, we are going to try to raise her
like they do a waggon’s wheel stuck
in the slush.

““On the jump now, Billy, get me
stakes.”’

Billy, although only a lad, knew
what to do. He soon had three or
four three-foot stakes which he threw
at Ed. The latter began to drive them
diagonally under the broad wheels
thus making a better foundation and
an easier climb on to the corduroy.
Billy, all enthusiasm now, was inter-
pellating the machine in his glee.

‘“You thought you would stay
there, didn’t you? You liked that

spot, you old pile of junk. Nice and
soft and wet wasn’t it? But you are
coming out, see? You bet your life
you are coming out!’’ The swearing
flowed again easily, not in anger,
but with the joy of an artist accom-
plishing some remarkable piece of
work.

‘“Now, Billy, cut that out, take
your lines, and we’ll try again.”’

‘““What’s that?’’ said Billy. ‘‘By
gum, they are coming to help you out,
old man. Here’s Miss Chase and
three teams, and by heck!’’ he added
admiringly, ‘‘she can handle them
too, believe me!’’

Indeed, coming down the hill at a
sharp trot was Rose Chase, handling
her six horses in wonderful fashion.
Four horses were abreast. She was
riding the off horse of the right-hand
team, which she managed with her
right hand; in her left she had the
lines of the left-hand team firmly
grasped just where they divide. The
two horses behind were led by the
halter tied to the hames of the ani-
mal she was using as a mount. And
so, amid a great clanging of harness
and a thunder of hoofs, she came
abreast of the bridge.

Stopping sharply, agile as a cat,
she slid down her horse, seized the
bridle of the two inside animals and
stood there for a second, her slim
white arms, bare to the elbows, hold-
ing these great powerful beasts in
check. Her eyes were shining from
her ride, her dark hair half undone
curling on her smooth white neck.

The deep admiration that was
plainly showing in both men’s eyes
she heeded not.

““Quick, Ed,”’ she said, ‘‘get your
spare double-trees, your chains,
ropes, anything. Big Lou is only
about a mile away, coming sharp. Oh,
hurry, hurry!”’

She began to separate her teams,
for the bridge was too narrow to al-
low four abreast.

Billy was working like a fiend, un-
tangling chains, getting an enormous
coil of rope ready.
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“But, Rose,”” said Ed, ‘‘ig this
fair? I can’t allow it. I got stuck
here. Lou is coming without help.
No, I am beat, that’s all.”’

Avoiding her gaze, he looked with
unseeing eyes at the dark under-
brush.

““Oh! Quick, quick!’’ she said. ki)
want you up there, Ed. Help Billy;
every minute counts. Ed, don’t stand
there. Of course, it’s fair, if I want
it

There were tears in her voice.

The man was undecided yet; not
for long, though. The girl ran to
Billy and seizing a heavy chain be-
gan to drag it, straining, her small
hands slipping over the big links. In
three bounds, Ed was at her side,
pushing her off gently, his eyes moist.

“@irl,’’ he said. ‘O Girl! For
me!’’ That was all he could say.

Suddenly he was the man of ac-
tion again, giving his orders clear
and sharp, while Billy rushing at top
speed kept whistling low under his
breath. No matter how hard he was
panting his breath came and went
following the measures of that un-
known song. That was his way of
expressing joy with ladies present.

“We will put all the teams on the
engine,”’ decided Ed. All the spare
double-trees had to be used, the girl
herself hooking some of the traces
with her strong little hands.  The
chains, tied together passed between
all the teams from the end of the iron
tongue to the front team’s neck-yoke.

“You take the front teams, Rose,
I the hind ones, Billy centre.”’

“No, no,”’ said the girl. ‘‘We
can‘t stop at the top of the hill and
come back for the separator, we must
run the engine in only. We must
ride the horses. Ed, give me a hand.”’
Docile, he stooped, and she, stepping
on his hands was seated in a second.

“urrah,”’ shouted Billy, “it’s
like taking a cannon up hill.”’
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Ed mounted the off horse of his last
team also, he could not have stayed
on the engine’s little seat without be-
ing strapped on.

““ All ready,’’ he said in his quiet,
clear voice. :

No yelling, no excitement this time,
they merely chirped to their horses,
holding them well in hand, and slow-
ly the great mass of steel rose, the
hind wheels falling in the same hole,
but not having time to settle.

The first bend up the hill had to
be taken carefully. Rose skilfully
keeping her teams far out and swing-
ing only when the engine had taken
the turn.

““Now, boys,”’ she shouted, turning
her head, ‘‘some speed.”’

A great roar from Billy got the
horses execited, they began to trot. By
some miracle, the engine kept it’s
balance and so they came into the
yard, that slender girl leading, in a
cloud of dust amid a storm of hoofs
and rumbling steel.

Almost at the same time, just a
little after, Lou came in by the North
Road ; engine in front, separator be-
hind, everything orderly and busi-
ness-like.

He wunderstood the situation in-
stantly.  Getting off his engine he
walked up to Ed. With a simple and
dignified gesture he took off his hat to
the girl, an inscrutable smile on his
lips. Going to Ed, he extended his
hand.

“Bd,”’ he said, ‘‘fair play. What
woman wishes, God wishes, as the
French say.”” Saying no more he
walked away.

“Fd,” said the girl, coming eclose
to him, Billy was on the other side
of the horses, ‘‘Ed, aren’t you glad
we won?’’

“We Oh, Girl!”’ was all
he could say as he took her hands in
his. ‘“We .’ and his voice

was husky.
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THE RABBIT
BY D. DOUGLAS EPPES

‘“What virtue is to a Woman, honour to a Man, so are its Colours to a Regiment "

lF you should visit the mess-room of

the Halberdiers on a certain
night in the year—first putting on
your cloak of invisibility, for in no
other way will a non-member gain
entrance—you will witness the drink-
ing of a toast unique in British Army
traditions.

Everybody knows of the Halber-
diers. Their name has been writ
large in British military history;
their honourary colonel is always the
reigning sovereign. But, outside the
regiment, speaking always of the com-
missioned ranks, none has probed the
mystery surrounding this particu~
lar toast. Ome thing, however, is a
matter of common knowledge to the
other corps of the garrison in which
the Halberdiers happen to be station-
ed—that, annually on the 27th Janu-
ary, the officers, always the soul of
hospitality, are At Home to no one.
There is a tradition, which does not
belong to this story, that, on one oc-
casion, a royal personage intimated
his very keen desire to be present on
this evening. Not even, for a prince
of the blood, would the regiment de-
part from its rule, whereat, it is on
record, the royal personage went
away in high dudgeon with his curio-
sity still unappeased. ~From which,
it will be seen that, even at the risk
of affronting great people, the Hal-
berdiers prefer to keep their seeret to
themselves. In a word, the ceremony
is a skeleton which they keep safely
locked up in their regimental closet,
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secure from the gaze of prying eyes.

Supposing, however, that you, more
fortunate than others, have managed
to effect an entrance into the well-ap-
pointed mess-room, you will at once
note that the mess is there in full
strength ; from the grizzled colonel to
the last-joined subaltern, not one is
absent. Custom decrees that the com-
manding officer should assume the
presidency for the occasion, and, never
since the toast was first honoured, has
the senior regimental officer been ab-
sent on this night. Directly the wine
has been brought in, the mess-ser-
geant, carefully shepherding before
him the waiters, withdraws, and the
doors are locked.

Then the Colonel, rising to his feet,
with glass charged to the brim, says:
““Mr. Vice-President, and gentlemen
of the Halberdiers: The Rabbit.”’
Whereupon, tha second-in-command,
from his place at the lower end of the
long table, rises in turn, and repeats:
‘“‘Gentlemen, The Rabbit.”” Each of
the diners, by this time standing,
voices the words of the toast and
thereafter drains his glass to the
dregs. Then a hush falls on the as-
sembly, while the Colonel leads the
way to where the crossed colours of
the battalion droop from the wall of
the mess-room. One by one, in order
of their rank, he is followed by his
subordinates, and for ten minutes,
perhaps, during which no word is
spoken, the group stands in front of
the King’s and regimental colours:
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the silken colours which tell of the
twenty-four engagements—from Mal-
plaquet to Paardeberg—in which the
regiment has borne an honourable
part in its two centuries of existence
as a fighting unit. Thus they stand,
and, if you are fairly observant, you
will notice, under the cross formed
by the two colour-staffs, a small cheap
photograph; a photograph of a very
ordinary-looking private soldier in
khaki uniform. Also, you will note
that far more attention is paid to the
photo, which is dingy, and was evi-
dently taken in the days when cheap
photography meant bad photography,
than to the more impressive back-
ground of silken standards emblazon-
ed with battle names that fire the
fighting blood.

Then doors are unlocked, and the
ceremony is over. Thenceforth, how-
ever, there is no gathering around
card-tables or in billiard-room. The
officers, for that evening at least,
seem anxious to hold commune with
no one. Half an hour later, the
mess room is deserted and, ere last
post has been sounded, in darkness.

_ That is the toast. To go back to
its origin, however, you have to go
back twenty years, when the batta-
lion was just completing its tour of
Indian service. A very fine regiment
it was then, the smartest and best-
drilled in the Punjab command. Small
wonder, therefore, that when a bat-
talion was required to do a little po-
lice work a short distance from the
Afghan border, the general officer
commanding decided on its selection.
Tt was merely a minor trouble. A hill
tribe had got a little unruly, and, after
cutting the throats of a couple of
unoffending traders, had sent an in-
sulting message to the government of-
ficial despatched post haste to inves-
tigate the matter. It was thought,

therefore, that the visit of a nine
hundred strong fighting corps Wpuld
bring them to a sense of their misdo-
ing. Also, it was hinted that the
body, dead or alive, of one Myheer
Khan,

chieftain of the turbulent

tribe, delivered to the Peshawur au-
thorities, would more than compen-
sate for the loss of the traders’ lives.

Accordingly, at the head of the re-
giment, the Colonel started off on his
two hundred miles’ trek. His com-
mand were fairly well impressed
with the importance of their task. It
was not active service, by any means,
but it was the next best thing to it,
and though there would be no fight-
ing, and, consequently, no after com-
pensation in the way of medals, they
rather hoped that they might get one
chance of using the new Lee-Metfords
which had been issued to them twelve
months before, and had never been
aimed at anything more haymful than
a range target.

Thus, cheerily, they went on their
way, the band playing stirring tunes,
and the bugles winning echoes from
the rock-clad hills over which the
greater part of their path lay. Thirty
miles from their objective, a village
in the Karand Pass, they halted for
the night on a range of rough hills
below which stretched the boulder-
strewn valley of the Karand, bound-
ed northwards by another line of jag-
ged-topped peaks. Beyond these
again was the village of the mar-
auding tribesmen.

So far they had not encountered a
single hostile Pathan. Nor did they
expeet to do so, until they had left
the valley behind them. KEven then,
the intelligence officer, who accom-
ied the expedition in the capacity of
guide, assured the commanding offic-
er that it was highly improbable that
the tribesmen would not immediately
surrender their chief rather than risk
combat with such a formidable foree,

The battalion was provided with
E.P. tents, for the nights were chilly
in that high altitude. In com-
pany rows, at regular intervals, the
canvas shelters were pitched, the of-
ficers’ quarters in rear; the tent for
the quarter-guard in front of the
leading company’s lines. A double
gentry was furnished on the frontal

post, while each flank was patrolleqd
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by one man. By every rule of war
fare, the heights to the right, some
fourteen hundred yards away, should
have been secured. But then the bat-
talion was not on active service. As
a matter of fact, the question of es-
tablishing a chain of outposts had
been discussed, but the intelligence
officer had pooh-poohed the necessity
for such a precaution.

‘““We are two good days’ march
from Myheer Khan’s headquarters,’’
he said, ‘‘and, after all, we are not
making war on him. Better let the
men have a night’s rest. They need
i

And, so it came, when the orderly
officer made his rounds a little after
midnight, and turned in his report,
‘“All’s well,”” the safety of the sleep-
ing camp was dependent on the vigi-
lance of five sentries, one of whom
was Private John Martin, known to
nine hundred of his comrades, as
““The Rabbit.”’

Six foot, three he stood, with a chest
measurement that stretched the tape
at forty-three inches; altogether as
fine a specimen of stalwart manhood
as Devon county, that land of big
men, had ever sent forth to follow
the drum.

Yet, in spite of his Titan stature,
‘““The Rabbit’’ was not a man of war.
In his six years of service, he had
never been known to resent an insult.
And opportunity to take wup the
gauntlet had been his in plenty; for,
since the day he joined the Halber-

diers a country hobbledehoy in his

teens, he had been the legitimate
prey of every practical joker in the
regiment. But he had never retaliat-
ed. Not even on a memorable ocea-
sion when two of his company, eith-
er of whom he could have ecrushed
with a blow of his fist, had blacked
his pipe-clayed equipment a moment
before he had taken his place on
guard-mounting parade. That was
four years ago, but the roar of indig-
nation with which the sergeant-major
had greeted his appearance still left
an unpleasant tingle in his ears. Nor

had his nick-name, bestowed a week
after joining the regimental depot,
outworn its distastefulness. He never
showed that he resented it; but, re-
sent it he did, with a bitterness of in-
dignation which found vent in his
moments of loneliness. He had wel-
comed the expedition, hoping that it
would afford him one chance of show-
ing his mettle. But, now that he was
tasting for the first time the rigours
of field-service, he was fain to confess
to himself that soldiering in a semi-
hostile country had its drawbacks.
Moreover, he loathed sentry duties at
the best of times, for his was a com-
panionable nature; but, this night,
with a patience that was his chief
characteristic, perhaps his chief
weakness, he resigned himself to with-
stand his ordeal of lonely watehful-
ness.

Two hours may not seem a long
time; it depends where and how it is
spent. In pleasant company, the
minutes may fly on wings. But two
hours of solitude in the blackness of
the Indian night, with the keen moun-
tain wind biting to the marrow, and
the fear ever-present of a vengeful
Pathan waiting unseen his chance to
drive home the wicked Afghan knife,
the triangular knife that needs no
second stroke to achieve its purpose,
is a period of time into which, to the
imaginative mind, ten thousand hells
can be compressed. And, in his first
hour of lonely vigil, ‘“The Rabbit’’
experienced them all.

For what he thought was a long
thirty minutes—in reality, it was a
scant ten — he stood almost motion-
less, with rifle at the ready, and ner-
vous forefinger crooked around the
trigger. And during that time his
gaze alternated from the black void
ahead to each side of him, and thence
to the rear, where the dim outlines of
the tents blurred on his imagination
like monstrous tombstones. And
never did he turn his head, or change
his posture ever so slightly, but he
caught himself listening for the echo
of some lurking hostile presence. The
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sergeant of the guard had impressed
on him the necessity of patrolling the
entire right flank of the encampment.
He remembered the behest, and its
thought added fresh discomfort to his
already uneasy mind. But the task
had to be done, and so he turned
and paced his long beat. And, then
standing, with neck craned forward,
and nerves keyed to the utmost, there
fell on his ears the slightest of
sounds. Behind him he could hear
the heavy boots of the sentries on the
frontal post crunching over the stony
plateau. But this noise was that
which a snake might make worming
its way through undergrowth or long
grass. Calling to mind every one of
the stories he had heard of the wiles
practised by hillmen in a sudden on-
slaught on a sleeping camp — how
naked, with body oiled and knife be-
tween teeth, they crawled within
striking distance of an unsuspecting
sentry, and thereafter, quickly and
scientifically, administered the coup
de grace which left him a mutilated
horror, ‘‘The Rabbit’’ listened fear-
fully. Scarce permitting himself to
breathe, he strove unsuccessfully to
locate the spot whenece the sound had
emanated; and, then, just as he be-
gan to chide his imagination for play-
ing him false, almost at his feet he
caught the glimpse of something
white ; of something, which to his dis-
ordered vision, took on the sheen of
steel.

He never stayed to bring the rifle
to his shoulder. In an instant he had
pulled the trigger, and the flash of
the Lee-Metford showed him—not the
expected big Pathan with uplifted
knife, but one of those pariah dogs,
half canine, half jackal, that follow
a marching regiment as a shark fol-
lows a sailing vessel. And this one,
disgruntled at his unfriendly recep-
tion, dropped the eclean-picked bone
which he had been gripping with his
glistening fangs, and raising his voice
in shrill protest, circled around the
discomfited sentry to dash at head-
long speed through the tent lines. In
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a minute the camp hummed with ae-
tivity. Roused from their slumbers
by the rifle-shot and the accompany-
ing chorus of startled yelps from the
fleeing pariah, the men poured out
of their tents, and formed wup in
readiness to resist the supposed at-
tack. One company, that to which
Martin belonged, doubled out to
where he stood, its commander de-
manding the reason for his warning
shot.

“The Rabbit’’ might have lied; ax
it turned out, he could have done so
with impunity: Instead, however, he
blurted out the truth, and when he
had revealed it, a chorus of guffaws,
which the officers made no attempt to
quell, arose from the listening men.
But, while the unfortunate sentry
meekly accepted the angry denuncia-
tion of his company commander ang
the seathing comments of his com.
rades, there came a straggling volley
from the high ground to the right
which, passing overhead, puncheq
great holes in the tents in rear. In
a moment, ‘‘The Rabbit’s’’ indiscre-
tion had been forgotten. One com-
pany was directed to double out for g
hundred yards on the threatened flank
extending to two paces as it executeq
the movement, while another took w
a position in front of the encamp.
ment.. These dispositions made, it
became the regiment’s task to await
the enemy’s pleasure. But, apparent.
ly, the precautions were unnecessary,
for there came no renewal of the fire,
save an occasional bullet which ping.
ed harmlessly overhead. None the
less, the colonel determined not to be
caught napping, and the battalion re-
mained under arms until the first
streaks of the new day split the dark
clouds into ragged tiers of gray. Then,
as the hill in front revealed its rug.
ged outline, it was seen that the hill-
men, under cover of night, had mass.
ed themselves on the precipitous slope
and were preparing to give battle tq
the white men.

‘“This is too good a chance to misg
of giving these fellows a lesson,’’ re.
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marked the C. O. ““We’ll drive ’em
out of that before breakfast. Detail
a sergeant and six men of the guard
to remain behind and look after the
camp, and we’ll attack right away.”

In lieu of artillery, the Maxim,
snugly ensconced between two bould-
ers, covered the first deployment and
drew the attention of the hillmen
from two companies sent down to-
wards the plain to execute a flanking
movement. Then, in extended order,
the remainder of the regiment ad-
vanced to storm the hill. On they
swept, halting every now and again
to send in a driving volley, and then
winning a few yards nearer to their
objective. The troops were as cool as
though they were carrying out an or-
dinary parade movement; more im-
portant, though, their shooting was
deadly accurate. So thought the en-
emy, apparently, for as the lines of
khaki reached the foot of the hill,
there commenced a hurried movement
to reach the plain below. Waiting
for this were the two flanking com-
panies, who rent the descending
hordes of tribesmen with volleys at
short range, and then, fixing bayo-
nets, rushed at the discomfited Pa-
thans as they debouched on to the low
ground. Scourged now by a galling
fire from those above, and menaced
in their retreat by the flanking party,
the hillmen paused irresolute. And
while they stood there, seeking an
avenue of escape, death smote them
thick and fast. A tribesman is no
longer a formidable antagonist when
you have him on the run, and they
were beaten ere the first steel-tipped
wave of khaki slayers broke on them.
Swift, then, to recognise the mistake
which they had made in abandoning
their lofty position, they turned and
in little knots awaited the onslaught
of the white men.

And while bayonet and butt clash-
ed against knife and sword, down the
rocky hillside serambled the remain-
ing companies of the Halberdiers, and
flung themselves into the melee. Ten
minutes of hand-to-hand fighting, and
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the hillmen, a broken rabble, were
fleeing along the rock-pitted plain, or
seeking fresh cover on the hills. And,
on their heels, the avengers followed,
slaying as they ran. The officers were
in no mood to eall off their men. It
was felt that a lesson was needed,
and for many an hour the pursuit
was unflaggingly kept up. Came noon,
however, and with it the order to re-
form ranks. ‘‘The Assembly’’ was
sounded, and the regiment, flushed
with a vietory achieved at surprising
little loss, turned their faces again
towards the encampment, now distant
a good three miles.

It was not until the troops had eov-
ered half their return journey that
the Colonel bethought him of the fact
that, save for a gnard of half-a-dozen
men, the camp was undefended. Even
then, as he galloped along with his
adjutant at his side, no feeling of un-
easiness seized him until the twain
crested the hill, and, reining in their
breathless horses a hundred yards
from the encampment, gazed ahead.
In that instant, the senior officer
sensed that something was wrong. It
was not the absence of any patrolling
sentry; nor the unnatural quietness
of the camp. It was neither of these
matters, though each in itself was suf-
ficient to tell a story of something
amiss. That which made him turn
with whitened cheek to his compan-
ion was the sight of a puttee-woven
leg sticking grotesquely from out the
sheltering curtain of the guard tent.

Dismounted now, the two officers
sped like winged Mercuries towards
the eanvas shelter. They had just
come from as thorough an exhibition
of scientific slaughter as the average
soldier is afforded a chance of wit-
nessing in a lifetime. But the scene
as they entered the open doorway
made them recoil in horrified amaze-
ment. Inside the tent resembled a
charnel house. Face down, mutilated
beyond recording, lay the sergeant.
His hand still clutehed the bayonet-
tipped rifle, which, ere dying, he had
driven into the breast of a huge Pa-
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than until the reddened point showed
some four inches beyond the hillman’s
shoulders. The drummer, a lad of
twenty, had fallen after a fight in
which his sole weapon had been his
tiny bandsman’s sword, that now lay,
broken and bloody, against the tent
pole. Beyond him again, were the
bodies of five privates, slashed and
hacked with the feroeity with which,
in all climes, the Mahomedan fanatie
treats his conquered foe. To them,
apparently, death had come while
sleeping. Not a rifle, save that which
the dead sergeant retained in a steel-
like grip, was visible in the tent of
death.

To the two shocked observers of
the awesome spectacle the story of
the tragedy was as plain as though
related by those who had taken part
in it. While the battalion had been
vigorously attacking the main foree,
a small band, perhaps not a dozen all
told, had wormed their way up on the
reverse flank, erept on the unsuspect-
ing guard, and hacked them to pieces
ere the knowledge of their danger
was borne on them. The sentry had
probably been first disposed of, and
thereafter the deadly stalkers, em-
boldened at the knowledge that the
rest of the tiny detachment would not
be anticipating attack from such an
unexpected quarter, had followed up
their initial success fearlessly and
rapidly.

Thus the two stood for a period,
contemplating the scene of slaughter,
until the colonel’s gaze fell on the
tent pole where dangled two straps.

“My God, Barnes!’’ he jerked out,
his face suddenly grown old.
“They’ve taken the colours.**

Blank dismay in his features, the
other followed his senior’s glance.

““@reat Scott, sir, I’d clean forgot-
ten about them. They were fastened
to the tent pole. They’ve taken "em,
sure enough.”’

Appalled by this culminating catas-
trophe, each stared at the other’s
face, speechless. And, as they stoad,
on their ears was borne the clatter
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of the returning regiment climbing
up the stony slope to the camping
ground.

“They’ve taken the colours,”’ re-
peated the Colonel. ‘‘The Halber-
diers’ colours! Think of it man! A
guard cut up, and the regiment’s col-
ours taken! Captured by a gang of
cutthroat hillmen while the rest of
the battalion’s within rifle shot! Our
poor fellows butchered, and the col-
ours gone. What a story to have to
tell when we get back to Peshawur!
The regiment is eternally disgraced.”’

He broke down and wept, the en-
ormity of the massacre of his men
swallowed up in the still greater
enormity—from a soldier’s point of
view—of the loss of the standards,
the historic flags which had looked
down on many a field of blood in the
Peninsular War, and had been car-
ried in triumph through the Crimean
and Mutiny campaigns. Never, till
this black day, had they passed into
the hands of an enemy, though fierce
the battle which had ofttime waged
around them for their possession.

Outside, the returning troops had
halted, and the ring of their ordered
rifle butts roused the two officers from
their gloomy commune. With an ef-
fort, the colonel regained his self-pos-
session, and turned to his junior.
““Not a word about this, Barnes,’’ he
warned. ‘‘Not even in the officers’
mess. It will never do to let the rest
of the battalion know until we have
had time to think of some plan for
their recovery. If any comment is
made about their removal from the
guard tent, just say that they have
been taken to my quarters.”’

Elated as the troops were at their
vietory, the news that the camp had
been raided and the tiny detachment
butchered during their absence
brought a feeling of savage resent-
ment which even the thought of the
morrow’s sure vengeance failed to
appease. They had fought a good
action; many of them had smelt pow-
der for the first time in their soldier-
ing, and the memory of the hand-to-

2
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hand fight with the hillmen was good
to dwell on. But the mutilated bodies
of thein hapless comrades sobered
them in a way which nothing else
could have done. It was hard to think
that while succour had been only a
short distance away they had fallen
vietims to the vengeauce of the stalk-
ing hillmen, and not until the remains
had been decently shrouded in blan-
kets and interred a stone’s throw
from the encampment did they feel
disposed to discuss the disaster. Then,
gathered in little groups, they sought
to piece together the details of the
tragedy.

““What I want to know,’”’ demand-
ed one, ‘‘is where the blooming sentry
was when this happened? He must
‘ave been asleep.’’ : -

“‘They haven’t found him yet,”’ in-
terjected a young lance-corporal.
“The sergeant-major’s had a search
party out all afternoon, but they
haven’t come across the body.”’

“Who was he?’’ asked another of
the group.

Ag\II‘oic% spoke up: ‘‘Martin of ‘B’

mpany.’’

CO“VI;’ha}f’:! ‘The Rabbit’!”’ exclaimed
another. ‘1’1l bet five bob that he cut
his hookey the minute he saw the
Pathans coming.”’

“Yes,”” added the lance-corporal,
““and left his pals to be butchered.
Mark my words, though: as soon as
it gets dark, pezll come skulking back

camp again.’’
to“If Ee goes, they should shoot the
dirty tyke on sight,”’ remarked a
ghirt-sleeved sergeant, spitting ven-
omously at a harmless lizard basking
in the late afternoon sun, and the
subsequent chorus of ‘‘ayes ’.’ told
that the speaker voiced the sentiments
of his listeners.

And while, in savagely tense tones,
the Halberdiers discussed the morn-
ing’s horror, and speculated on the
fate of the missing sentry, in a cave,
high up on the range of hills which
bounded the valley to the north,
¢««The Rabbit’’ sprawled his uncon-
seions form on the stony floor. And

against him, so close that his bound
wrists rested against the staffs, were
the colours. Nor was he unguarded,
for at the entrance to the cavern,
cunningly concealed by a trailing
creeper, which wound like a spider’s
web across the narrow aperture, were
squatted two tribesmen, who, secure
from observation, peered across the
four-mile expanse of valley, and not-
ed every movement of the khaki-clad
troops as they searched for their miss-
ing comrade.

‘“Allah permits the white pigs to
seek,”’ observed one of the watchers.
‘““Yet shall they not find.”

“Ay,”” growled his companion, as
he ran his thumb along the edge of
the knife resting on his knees. ‘‘Still,
do I think it were best to slit the
throat of this fellow. A dead Fer-
inghi is ever better than a live one.’

“Tush,”” replied the first speaker,
as he turned his hawklike visage to-
wards the interior of the eave, and
rested his eyes on the form of the un-
conscious Halberdier. ‘‘Heard you
not Akbar’s express command—that
not a hair of the captive’s head was
to be touched? Dost set thine author-
ity against his? Thy hatred for the
white men is not greater than mine,
but it is so ordained that, living, this
man shall prove of the greater
worth.”’

‘“How so! Oh, Jost Sing?’’ in-
quired the other.

“In this way,”’ explained his com-
panion. ‘““Thou knowest that Akbar
and our seven comrades are even now
on their way to the village of My-
heer Khan. Once there, will be told
the story of the blow we struck to-
day. When the chieftain learns that
the sacred flags of the white men are
in our keeping, together with one of
their guardians, thus will he say to
the Colonel of the regiment when he
arrives to pillage and burn the homes
of the faithful: ‘“Mareh your men
back whence they came, and ere they
have climbed the south wall of the
pass, the standards and the prisoner
shall be restored to you. Refuse—
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and the captive shall be put to death,
and the flags destroyed.” ’Tis known
that these coloured emblems are as
the gods of the Feringhis; that have
1 been told by my brother who served
the Government. So it will be that
the Colonel will accept Myheer’s
terms, not alone for this man’s sake,
but because the loss of the standards
would be heavily visited on his own
head.”’

““Nevertheless, he may refuse,’”’
persisted the other. ‘‘Thou knowest
how pig-minded these Sahibs be.”’

“Then,”’ returned Jost Sing, with
a sinister smile, ‘‘do thou keep a
sharp edge on thy blade, for, should
mine fail in its aim, I promise thee
second thrust at this white giant.”’

Meanwhile ‘‘The Rabbit,”’ lying a
full twenty feet from the conversing
hillmen, struggled slowly back to con-
sciousness. His head ached with an
intensity of pain which at first for-
bade connected thought; but as he
lay there, dully wondering what had
happened him, and in what manner
he had come to his present hapless
plight, his senses were sharpened by
the sight of the two sentinels at the
cave mouth.

Now he remembered, how sitting
on a boulder, a stone’s throw from
the encampment, listening to the afar-
off roll of musketry in the plain be-
low, there had suddenly burst on his
startled hearing a comrade’s death
shriek; how turning around he had
gseen a melee of half-naked, dusky
forms at the entrance to the guard
tent, slashing and hacking at some-
thing inside. The sight had sent him
running to his comrades’ aid, only to
come face to face with four Pathans,
who, with red, dripping blades, had
wheeled to meet him. Twice he had
lunged at a foe, each time to see his
bayonet stab the air as the nimble
Pathan skipped aside. Then had
come the erashing blow on the back
of his head, which had robbed him
of consciousness. He did not know
that but for the handle of the hill-
man’s sword turning in the sweaty
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palm of its wielder, his head would
have been cloven in twain; nor did
he know that he owed his life to the
opportune intervention of Akbar, the
leader of the band of raiders, who,
struck by the soldier’s miraculous
escape and not a little impressed by
his enormous stature, had stayed the
hands of those who would have ad-
ministered the coup de grace as he
lay helpless and stunned at their feet.
Grudgingly, the order had been obey-
ed, and, thereafter, borne on the
shoulders of four stalwart hillmen,
who sweated and panted under the
weight of their burden, he had been
brought to the cave and deposited in
the custody of his present guardians
until the result of Akbar’s mission
was made known.

Deepened the shadows until the in-
terior of the cave became dark as the
tomb, save where the last streaks of
the fading day filtered through the
entrance. Here, until the swift In-
dian night settled down and blotted
their forms from his vision, the cap-
tive kept his gaze fastened on his
swarthy custodians. Once he moved
cautiously to ease his position, and,
as he did so, by pressing his huge
fists together and forcing his elbows
outwards, he sought to test the
strength of the cords which encircled
his wrists. Five minutes of tense
struggle taught him that not by this
means were his bonds to be broken.
He must try some other method. Nor
was he long in determining what it
should be. Prodding into his back,
and causing him a discomfort to
whieh, hitherto, he had been uncon-
scious, were a number of stones which
dotted the floor of the cavern. Rais-
ing his body ever so slightly, ‘‘The
Rabbit’’ worked himself into a posi-
tion by which one of these stones
rested against his bound wrists.
Then, anchoring it on-the ground be-
tween his knees, he commenced to
saw the cords against its sharp edge.
Tugging and straining at his Homerie
task, all the while keeping a watchful
ear for the approach of his captors,
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at the end of an hour’s labour he
was able to congratulate himself on
the fact that the stone had jagged
its way through several of the en-
circling strands. Then, just as he
was counting on having his task com-
pleted in the next sixty minutes, there
came the click of flint on steel, fol-
lowed by a flash of light which daz-
zled his vision—one of the guards
had lighted a torch and was stealing
noiselessly towards him. In the brief
moment of his approach, ‘‘The Rab-
bit,”’ back to his recumbent position
ain, noted that a thick cloth, or
blanket, had been suspended over the
entrance to shield the light from hos-
tile eyes. Torch in hand, the Pa-
than advanced until he stood over
the prostrate soldier, and regarded
him intently. Marking his sharp
breathing, he mistook the cause. :
“Fear not, son of a pig,’’ he said
with a sneer. ‘‘Thy time has not yet
”
w'ﬁi stirred the other’s body con-
temptuously with his foot, and, then,
as though seized with an uncontroll-
able impulse, he bent down close to
his captive and spat in his face.
So swift was the action that the
Halberdier was unable to anticipate
it by turning his head aside. But
the insult fired him as perhaps noth-
ing else could have done. He half
raised his body, and, exerting all his
strength, snapped asunder the half-
severed cords around his wrists.
The hillman heard the noise of
their breaking and undex:stood.
With a fierce imprecation, he bent
down to seize the other by the throat,
but the white soldier was the qmgk-
er. Grabbing the huge.kmfe, which
hung at the Pathan’s side, he smote
fiercely upwards, and, as he drove
the blade home, he rolled to one s1.de,
avoiding the falling body.of his im-
paled enemy. The torch in the hill-
man’s hand went sputtering to th'e
floor, as ‘‘The Rabbit’’ sprang to his
feet, and met the attack of the sec-
ond guard. So close was the onrush-
ing Pathan, that his uplifted knife
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scarcely had play, and its edge did
no more than gash the khaki jacket
of his unarmed opponent. Ere he
had time to strike again, the soldier
had pinned his foeman’s arms to his
sides, and was foreing him backwards
towards the wall of the cave.

Well for ‘“The Rabbit’’ that he
came from a country where wrestling
is still accounted the foremost athletic
pursuit, for now he had need of all
the skill gained in many a hard-
fought tussle on the village green.
Strong as he was, his opponent was
not one whit his inferior in this re-
spect, and always the white soldier
was called upon to guard against the
knife which the other sought to
thrust home. Twice the hillman, with
crafty jabs, drove his blade upwards
against the Halberdier’s broad chest,
and, each time, a spurt of blood told
him that the stroke had not been an
idle one. At a third attempt, how-
ever, the soldier by a quick turn of
his elbow sent the weapon out of the
other’s hand to drop with unheeded
clang on the stone-strewn floor. There-
after, the two fought on equal terms.

And so, for a full ten minutes,
these men of gigantic strength, with
straining museles and laboured
breath, were locked in strife, while
behind them, on the ground, the trans-
fixed Pathan plucked feebly at the
knife which had pierced his entrails.
And as they fought and swayed from
side to side, ‘‘The Rabbit,’’ secure in
the knowledge that his foeman was
unversed in the art of wrestling,
thrice shifted his grip, with the in-
tention of hurling him over his shoul-
der; but, at each attempt, the hill-
man, anticipating the soldier’s pur-
pose, saved himself by a snake-like
turn of his lithe body.

They were back to the far wall of
the eavern again, from which projeet-
ed an arm of rock some three feet
from the ground. By the feeble rays
from the sputtering toreh, the soldier
noted the ledge, and manoeuvred his
foeman close to it. Then, with a sud-
den, quick swing, ha twisted his agile
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opponent like a sapling across his
hip. Secarce one instant were the
Pathan’s feet from the ground, yet,
short as the time was, it sufficed for
‘“The Rabbit’s’’ purpose, for, now,
the hillman’s back had found lodge-
ment against the arm of rock. Shift-
ing his left hand with lightning move-
ment to the Pathan’s throat, the sol-
dier bent back and downwards with
all his strength. A myriad stars daz-
zled the tribesman’s vision. He re-
leased his hold on the Halberdier’s
body and sought frantically to tear
loose the other’s grasp. He might as
well have attempted to tear down the
wall of the cavern. Back, back, the
white man inexorably pressed, until
there came a sudden snap, and that
which he held was lifeless clay—the
Pathan’s neck was broken.

Bleeding from the wounds inflict-
ed by his foeman’s knife and ex-
hausted by the Titanic struggle, the
soldier reeled against the wall.
Though he realised that every mo-
ment he tarried in the cave added to
his danger, his physical powers had
been too heavily taxed to permit him
to do aught but lie on the ground
and gasp for breath. A glance at
the other Pathan showed he had no-
thing to fear from that quarter;
death had spared the first hillman
from seeing his white enemy triumph
over his comrade, and, like some mon-
strous impaled fly, he lay athwart the
colour staffs. The sight of the en-
signs spurred the soldier into activ-
ity. Would he save them, he must
bestir himself, and so, after staunch-
ing his hurts as best he could, he pass-
ed over to the other side of the cave,
and, rolling aside the hillman’s body,
took up the colours. Then, stamping
the dying toreh underfoot, with the
staffs sloped over his shoulder, he
stepped into the night.

He did not lack guidance as to the
path he should shape. High up on
the hill, four miles away against the
inky horizon, flickered the lights.of
the camp, and towards th_ose pin-
points of light, gleaming like fairy
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lanterns suspended from the sky, he
bent his steps. But ere he had left
the boulder-strewn slope behind, the
weight of the colours began to tell
on him in his weakened state. Reach-
ing the low ground, he rested a while,
and, then, taking up the staffs again,
staggered on. Yet, though he seemed
to have traversed leagues, the lights
appeared to get no nearer. A fever
seized him. He eaught himself won-
dering if they were a fantasy of his
brain; some will-o’-the-wisp that was
beckoning him on only to mock him
in the end. So exhausted he was that
a dozen times he halted with the idea
of lying down on the plain, now swept
by a bitter wind, but the thought
that, if once he rested, he could not
rise again, spurred him on to renew-
ed endeavour. He cursed the colours,
whose weight, trivial enough at or-
dinary times, now burdened and
erushed him. Time and again he told
himself, that, if he was free of them,
he could win his way to safety with
ease. The thought obsessed him, and
at last came the solution. Stopping,
he felt in his pockets for his jack-
knife, and, opening the blade, slash-
ed the silken flags from the staffs.
‘‘Better bring ’em in that way,’’ he
muttered, ‘‘than not at all,”’ and,
wrapping the emblems around his
shoulders, he trudged on towards his
goal.
£

In his tent, the Colonel of the Hal-
berdiers was receiving the report of
his adjutant.

““No news, I suppose?’’ he asked
listlessly.

‘‘None, sir.”’

‘“No one knows yet?’’

‘“No, sir. Not a soul. There is
nothing to report except that the out-
posts have been sent out. o2y g
yes, I forgot to mention that the
search party failed to find any trace
of the missing sentry.”’

‘““Who is he?”’ asked the Colonel.

‘““A man called Martin of Captain
Maitland’s company. He is the sen-
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try who fired at the ‘pi-yi’ dog this
morning, and the sergeant-major tells
me that the men all swear that he has
funked. Probably they are right.”’

‘““What are we going to do?’’ ask-
ed the senior officer, after they had
gat in silence for some time. ‘‘Sooner
or later the truth must come out. I
have been telling myself over and
over again that in a case like this the
whole battalion should be taken into
confidence. After all, the colours are
as dear to the youngest private as
they are to the oldest officer. At any
rate, I have made up my mind, if
nothing develops before to-morrow, to
explain the matter to the regiment
when they parade. Depend on it,
they won’t fight any the worse, when
we attack Myheer Khan’s village.
. . . What was that?’’ he broke off

denly.
sufl‘A s)l’lot from the outposts,”’ re-
plied the adjutant, as he sprang from
his seat, and sped into the m_ght. Ere
he reached the chain of pickets, a
rifle barked again. et

‘““What’s the trouble?’’ he inquir-
ed of the sentry. ‘‘Are they trying
to rush you, or are you Just seelng

g ,’7
th}{ll%?), sir,”” replied the solflier.
““It’s one of them niggers, all right.
He looked like a Highlander, he did,
with kilts on. I seen that much by
the flash of my rifle. I got him with
my second shot, though.””

Revolver in hand, the officer strode
forward. Behind him arose the mur-
mur of the men, aroused from their
slumbers with the wonder on their
minds if another attack was impend-
ing. On he went, fifteen, perhaps
twenty paces, before his feet tripping
over on inanimate something brought
him to his knees. Regardless of con-
sequences, he bent down and struck
a match, shielding the flame in his
hands. It had burnt to his fingers
ere he realised the full portent of
what the tiny light revealed.

““Have a care, sir,”’ warned the
gentry, a prudent distance in rear.
“He may be playing fox.”

The warning fell unheeded, nor
was it justified. For here, lying so
quiet that it needed no pressure of
the wrist to tell that his heart was
stilled forever, was the missing sen-
try; the man who had funked—*‘The
Rabbit.”” And around his dingy cam-
paign-stained khaki uniform, from
shoulders to knees, were wound the
missing colours. Thus shrouded, he
lay there as though, tired, he had
fallen asleep. He might have been,
so natural was his posture. But the
matches, struck in quick succession,
showed the kneeler a thin streak of
cerimson trickling from the white
forehead, and dyeing, as it ran, the
red cross of the regimental colour a
still deeper hue.

‘“What is it, sir?’’ demanded the
anxious sentry. ‘‘Shall I call the ser-
geant of the picket?’’

Erect now, with the priceless em-
blems folded under his arm, wonder-
ing even in that moment how the
task of restoration had been accom-
plished, the officer replied hoarsely :
‘“No, it’s not the Pathans, this time.
You’re not to blame, of course, Mor-
ris, but you’ve shot poor Martin,”

‘““What! Martin of ‘B’ Company,
sir?’’ exclaimed the sentry in amazed
tones. ‘‘ ‘The Rabbit’! Gawd’s truth,
it wasn’t my fault. Why didn’t he
answer my challenge? What in hell
was he a-doing of in front of the pie-
ket line, anyway ?’’

And while the word was passed
back for the regiment to turn in
again, two of the picket bore the
motionless form on a stretcher to the
guard tent, where one, holding a lan-
tern close to the body, noted where
the hillman’s knife had slashed two
deep wounds in the chest. ‘“See!”’
he pointed out to his companions.
“he did show fight after all. Good
old ‘Rabbit’.”’

But the adjutant, snuggling the
silken ensigns under his arm, and
passing quick-footed through the ave-
nues of tents, heard with a deep con-
tentment the bustle of the regiment

as they sought their blankets and =
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sleep again. ‘‘They will never know,
now,’’ he said.

He re-entered his senior’s quarters.

‘““What was the trouble?’’ asked
the Colonel. ‘A nervous sentry?’’

For answer the other drew forth
his burden and laid 1t on the table.
‘“The colours, sir,”’ he said simply.
‘““‘Private Martin — ‘The Rabbit’—
brought them back.”” Then he, one
of the least emotional of men, drop-
ped into a eamp chair and burst into
a gale of hysterical laughter.

Thus were the Halberdiers’ colours
restored to their rightful keeping.

How, after burning Myheer Khan’s
village and riddling that estimable
gentleman’s body with regulation, .303
bullets, the Halberdiers returned to
Peshawur with their eolours stream-
ing from bamboo poles, remained a
matter of comment in that gossipy
garrison until the explanation was
forthcoming that the regulation staffs
had been burnt in an untimely fire
in the Colonel’s tent wherein the eol-
ours themselves had nearly perished.
But on the night of their return, in
the secreey of their mess, the officers
heard the real story of ‘“The Rab-
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bit’s’’ devotion. Heard it with shiny
eyes, and parted lips, and many a
murmur of amazed admiration; and,
thereupon, collected a sum which kept
a mother in far-off Devon in luxury
to the end of her days.

And there you have the story of
how the annual toast came to be hon-
oured; the story of his regiment’s
colours which is told to every young
Halberdier subaltern when he enters
the mess for the first time. But ex-
actly what part ““The Rabbit”’ play-
ed in their recovery; how, sorely
wounded, he had managed to win his
way back to the camp; whether his
hand, or the enemy’s, had ripped the
ensigns from their staffs; whether he
had wrapped them around his breast
and hewed his way to freedom, or en-
compassed his purpose by subterfuge,
were questions which remained wun-
answered until a month later, when
one, Akbar, surrendered himself, and,
after receiving an assurance of par-
don, recounted to a group of Halber-
dier officers the sight which had

greeted him on his return to the cave
wherein he had left a bound prisoner
and two armed guards.




THE FATE OF THE EMPIRE

A REPLY TO PROFESSOR DUCKWORTH

BY D. CREIGHTON

PROFESSOR DUCKWORTH IN
his article on ‘‘The New Brit-
ains and the Old,”” in the July num-

ber of The Canadian Magazine,
makes an interesting if somewhat
startling contribution to the pro-

phecies of the professors. He starts
out by citing the undoubted histori-
cal fact that while in the earlier part
of the Victorian period the avowed
policy of some British statesmen
looked to an ultimate severance of
the colonies from the mother coun-
try, that policy is now supposed to
be antiquated, unworthy and discred-
itable. Starting from such premises,
one naturally looked for an inquiry
into the causes which had brought
about this wonderful change, with
conclusions based on the evident ten-
dency of the times. But, instead,
the Professor boldly girds himself to
the task of stemming the tide, and he
admits that it is ‘‘by no means cer-
tain that the statesmen of the days
of laissez faire, laissez aller were not
wiser than the politicians who now-
a-days have so much to say about
‘The Empire’ and its ‘problems’
and the processes variously deseribed
as ‘welding’ or ‘cementing.’ ’’

Those with less temerity might have
paused to consider that the change
in sentiment has not come through
reading magazine articles, but has
been forced on them through the
logie of events which have demon-
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strated in more ways than one the
worth of the dominions to the Em-
pire. While, however, the ordinary
observer sees in the tendency of the
times but a movement to draw clos-
er the bonds of Empire, the Profes-
sor, looking beneath the surface, sees
with clearer vision the seeds of dis-
integration already begining to ger-
minate, and declares that all efforts
to prevent it must prove futile, for
the breaking up of the British Em-
pire is bound to come. Having to his
own satisfaction settled that point,
the gradation is an easy one to the
consideration of how this “‘inevit-
able’” event may be brought about.
It may come through the unwork-
ableness of different proposals for
closer union, and the possibility of
the British Parliament without our
asking for it, telling us to ‘‘loose the
bands and go,”’ by an Aet ‘‘declaring
the complete independence of the
new communities and withdrawing
from them the last remnants and ves-
tiges of the jurisdiction of the
British Crown’’ is coolly considered.
Mayhap the growing dissatisfaction
of the peoples of the dominions may
bring it about—for ‘‘why should the
affairs of the new country and rapid-
Iy growing nation be subject to any
meddling control or supervision ex-
ercised by strangers living thousands
of miles away? This is coming up
out of Egypt (Britain), crossing the
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Red Sea (the Atlantic), and still
finding oneself under Pharaoh’s scep-
tre!”” Terrible thought! And it is
little wonder that with the spectre of
that awful sceptre confronting us, ‘‘a
civil war in which the whole Empire
(real and nominal) would go to
pieces,”’ is hinted at. But whether
one way or another, whether sum-
mary or of slower growth, it seems
there is no eseape, for all lead up to
the consummation: ‘‘The certain is-
sue and end is the emergence of
these dominions as absolute separate
nation-states. ’’

With no intention of discourtesy
to the professor in introducing such a
homely illustration, this puts those
who are foolishly going on in the
thought that we are bringing the
members of the Empire closer togeth-
er into the dilemma of the congrega-
gation of the coloured preacher, who
announced, ‘‘Dar are two paths
through dis world — de broad and
narrer way dat leads to destruction,
and de narrer and broad way dat
leads to perdition.”” ‘‘Golly! if dat
am s0,”’ exclaimed an old darkey,
““dis chile takes to de woods!”’ To
allay the fears of such people, it may
be pointed out that there is no neces-
sity of taking to the woods just yet,
for this is not the first time the fate
of Canada has been positively settled
off-hand, and the ‘‘inevitable’’ of
professors does not always come to
pass. It is now a good many years
ago, but there are many who recol-
leet quite well when the late Professor
Goldwin Smith settled our fate in
his ‘‘Manifest Destiny of Canada,”’
which evoked a spirited rejoinder
from the late Sir Franecis Hincks. In
it he decided—and just as with Pro-
fessor Duckworth, there was no escap-
ing from it—that our fate was to be
absorbed in the United States. The

““major forces,”’ as he called them,
were all working to that end. But
although the majors had the aective
support of the Professor himself in
the spasmodie ‘‘continent to which
belong’’

we movement of a few
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years after, the privates won out, and
Goldwin Smith lived to see his cher-
ished future for Canada as dead as
Julius Caesar, with many of those
who were temporarily led away jok-
ing at the part they had played.
The right of all eitizens to amuse
themselves, when they have nothing
more important on hand, with aca-
demic speculations as to the future
of Canada is freely conceded—nor
need we accuse each other of disloy-
alty because we differ in our view as
to what that future may be — but
meanwhile a more serious task con-
fronts us. Our lot is cast in a land
of boundless opportunity and unde-
veloped resources, and it is ours by
seizing the opportunities and develop-
ing the resources to build up a coun-
try of which its citizens may be
proud—a task to which one party in
the country is as honestly committed
as the other. In this work we have
our problems to face, and the more
immediate one is that of assimilating
and making good Canadians of the
hordes who, attracted by our oppor-
tunities, are flocking to us from every
country. But the spirit in which
that is undertaken may make a dif-
ference to our future. All will hold
out to them the welcoming hand, in-
viting them to share in developing
our resources, and making them free
of our citizenship. But what will be
the outcome if in addition to that
they are met by some with the apolo-
getic statement that we are as yet
under the rule of politicians across
the ocean who are considering how
we ‘‘are to be retained in a position
of subordination,’’ that these men as
aristocrats have no sympathy with
the common people, and ‘it is intol-
erable that we should have to bear
the constraint of government’’ ex-
ercised by them, but it will not be for
long, as forces are at work which will
bring us out as a separate mation?
Of course it would puzzle those who
thus talk to point to a single overt
act within the last generation indi-
cating a desire to retain us in a po-
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sition of subordination—to show that
our public men have not always been
received by those of Britain (even
though some of them cannot help be-
ing lords) on terms of -cordial
equality—or what constraint of gov-
ernment we have had to bear — but
imbuing the minds of foreigners who
are not familiar with our institutions
with such statements will bear inevit-
able fruit, and that not to the ad-
vantage of Canada. There are those,
on the other hand, who while welcom-
ing the foreigner will point out to
him that he comes not alone to share
the opportunities of Canada, great
as they are, but he is made a member
of the larger community, with
brethren in every sea, in whose mu-
tual co-operation and assistance there
are possibilities of good for all which
it would be difficult to fathom—that
he is casting in his lot with a coun-
try which, as yet with a small popu-
lation, fears no constraint or pressure
even from the most powerful nations,
and where peace is assured because
the might of the whole Empire is ours
without return on our part unless our
gratitude constrains us to give it.
They may not hope to imbue the
stranger at once with their feelings
toward the Empire, but they sow
seeds which in a second generation
will bear fruit. Which is the better
way to meet the foreigners who come
among us?

Even the most ardent well-wishers
of closer association between the dif-
ferent parts of the Empire admit
there are obstacles in the way, but
they remember that the British Em-
pire was not launched full-fledged
with a ready-made constitution, that
it is rather:
¢¢A band of settled government,

A land of old and just renown,

Where freedom slowly broadens down
From precedent to precedent.’’

and taking advantage of each oppor-
tunity as it comes, they are content
to bide their time,

........ ¢‘Nor need raw haste,..........
........ Half-sister to delay.’’
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Step by step much has already been
accomplished, and they have confid-
ence that the people who have solved
more difficulties in the way of gov-
ernment than any other nation, till
they have built up a system that has
become a model for free peoples
everywhere, whose statesmen know
‘“to take occasion by the hand,’’ will
in good time evolve a way out of the
difficulties which to the Professor
seem insurmountable. Meanwhile
the goal is one worth striving for.
With strong communities seattered
over the globe, all having a feeling of
kinship and working together, what
benefits for all may not be accom-
plished? Already some have come,
as witness the preference given by
the dominions to the mother country,
the helping hand held out by Canada
to the West Indian sugar trade, and
other things which might be mention-
ed, which would never have been
thought of as between separate na-
tions. With the diversified produects
and industries of the various parts
complementing each other the possi-
bilities of ‘‘one great Imperial com-
mercial band,”’ as President Taft
christened it, are enough to fire the
imagination and tinge the dreams of
statesmen in both the Old and New
Britains, Nor will the least of the
benefits be the strong position which
this federation (or call it what you
will — we do not quarrel about
names) will oceupy in the councils of
the world.

Despite nominal Christianity, we
all know for how little the wishes of
the weaker nations count and how
they are made to yield concessions
to their stronger neighbours. If the
British Empire went to pieces as the
Professor prophesies, what would be-
come of some of the nation-states? At
best they would have their wishes ig-
nored, even if constraint was not put
upon them to yield concessions which
their more powerful neighbours cov-
eted. But united in the British Em-
pire they need fear no foe, while their
voice would have a poteney unexcel-
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led—not for aggression but to insure
the peace of the world. Aside from
all material benefits, however, Tenny-
son in reply to the Manchester school,
whose vision was bounded by com-
mercial advantage, struck a higher,
truer note when he wrote:

‘‘“We are not cotton spinners all,
But some love England and her honour
yet.”?

The trend of events has relegated
politicians of the Manchester school
to the background, and they are little
heard of now-a-days, but it cannot
be doubted there are many yet who
look upon those who attach import-
ance to considerations other than ma-
terial good as sentimental dreamers.
If they are dreamers they are the
dreamers who inspire the soul of a
nation. Who ean doubt that in the
past our public life in Canada has
often been kept from sinking to a
lower depth because of our associa-
tion with an Empire which has hand-
ed down traditions of honour and in-
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tegrity which our public men felt
was an example for them in some
measure to emulate? It is something
after all to have ‘‘the storied past’’
for your inheritance — to feel that
you have a share in all the glories of
Britains down the ages, which the in-
spiration which that gives not to tar-
nish but to hand them down en-
hanced to future generations. If the
time ever comes, as come it may,
when we are threatened with any of
the disrupting forces of which the
Professor speaks, the number of
those in Canada who will not without
a struggle be wrested from the birth-
right they prize so much will sur-
prise those who calmly contemplate a
change. ~ More than his own party
sympathised with the feelings of the
old statesman who, in his last elee-
tion, rightly or wrongly believing
that the policy of his opponents
meant severance from the Empire,
girded himself for a supreme effort,
and gained a victory, though it eost
his life.

THE SONG SPARROW

By EWYN BRUCE MaAcKINNON

AFTER the long drawn day of dull and dreary rain,
The sun peeps out, O joyous evensong
Of pent-up pipings! How the flutes prolong
The sweetest trills—again, again, again!
Thou blithesome bird, swift thy soul leaps to the strain,
Soaring in rapture high above the throng;
And yet, these saddest notes to thee belong:
E’er in the heart, the rain, the rain, the rain,
And fitly falls the true heart shedding tears.
If could frail mortal e’er forget to feel
And raise the voice above mere manly fears,
The song no more would earthy woes conceal
Than thine, thou truly human little thing,
That show’st this sorrowing heart the strength to sinz!
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e EDICT

UPON

THE WALL

"BY ED. CAHN

“LJOW now! By the foul fiend
’tis snowing again—by way
of a change.”’

Pierre swung back the upper half
of the single door to his shop and put
his curly black head out into the in-
hospitable elements for a brief scowl
around.

¢ 'Pwould freeze the marrow in the
devil’s bones and set the grave worms
shivering. Tut! I had better not
have bespoke the devil so sharp on
Good Friday. ’Tis aught he’s sent
me since but ill luck.”’

He glanced round and crossed him-
self repentantly, half withdrawing
from the door and reaching out an
arm to draw the top closed again, but
paused, and once more leaned out.

Darkness was descending with a
swoop. The wind was bringing on its
wings a winding-sheet of cold wet
snow that fell greasily upon the
stones, half melting as it came.

As yet mno lights were lit.  All
doors were closed, and already many
windows shuttered. The street ran
steeply up a spiral track so that the
walls of the houses across the way
were almost on a line with Pierre’s
exploring eyes, not a dozen doors be-
yond. Once more he drew back to
stand and gaze straight ahead, his
brows drawn into a fretful frown.

The snow fell steadily, cloaking the
towers of the chateau on the hill,
frosting the chimneys, sheeting the
roofs, insidiously ereeping into every
nook and crevice. The wind rose in
a vicious gale and went secreaming by.
Pierre shivered and again thrust his
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head out like a-tortoise’s from its
shell.

He looked up the hill. Yes, it was
still there, its fluttering ends flapping
in every gust, the King’s placard, the
edict which made him tremble in
broad day : ‘“ Whosoever g

The street was still—mone would
venture forth in such a storm.
Could he not take a basket on his
arm and have another look at it with-
out risk of being seen? He would
barely glance at it in passing, lest
prying eyes might be upon him from
some unthought-of corner.

‘While he hesitated, a man eame
hurrying into sight, passing the ediet
with bent head, his shoulders drawn
half way up to his ears, his sword
just showing its shining tip beneath
his huddled cloak. He had drawn his
bonnet well over his brow and he was
making all haste toward Pierre.

‘“‘Bad luck! Here it comes in very
person, or else it be my ghost,”
thought Pierre and shut the door in
haste. ‘‘Léon! I will be bound!”’
He cried, and made all haste to
thrust his money pouch under a loose
stone in the floor and hide the bottle
he had recently uncorked behind a
pile of herbs in a corner. Then he
set a stone jug upon the table and at
that instant the shop echoed with the
noise of his visitor’s knocking.

Pierre made an impious gesture
dnd promptly answered,

‘“Who batters there so boldly?”’

“Thy best and truest customer,
Monsieur Pierre, open!”’

‘“ Alack, you are an infamous liar—
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that same worthy man swings from
the gallows this many a day. Begone,
knave.”’

“Open, I say, lest I burn your
filthy shop about your ears.”’

““Will you, truly? Follow your
nose, which I’ll warrant blushes red
for the sins of your mouth; this is no
inn,”’ replied Pierre, laughing sil-
ently, and testing with his foot the
stone beneath which lay his purse.

The man at the door put his lips
close to a erack and spoke in his nat-
ural voice, which was like enough to
the shop-keeper’s to be its echo.
““Pierre, thou vinegar-faced loon, it
is thy brother Léon who awaits with-
out, shivering to his soul, open, there-
fore.”’

““My brother!’”’ exclaimed Pierre,

““tell me no improbable lies, wily rep-
tile. My blessed Léon is a soldier of
the good King. He rides a fine horse
and does not go afoot, like a beggar,
such as you remind me of. Sing a
betfc,ar song, else you freeze unshriv-
en.
‘““Ay, that I will; here waddles a
fat dame, a monster basket on her
arm ; methinks she comes to buy your
wormy goods, and I shall tell her to
beware of—"’

Pierre unbolted the door and fairly
dragged the man in, heels over head.
““Hush, Léon!’’ He spared not a mo-
ment for greetings until he had satis-
fied himself that it was only a ruse
and the street still empty. Léon peer-
ed out also, noting with a satisfied eye
that the wind and snow would soon
obliterate the marks of his footsteps.

Mutual relief made their faces re-
lax. They embraced in brotherly
fashion and held each other at arm’s
length, each anxious to see for him-
self whether all had gone well or ill
with the other.

““By the beard of the Pope,’’ eried
Pierre, ‘‘hast grown handsomer,
Léon. Wait until I get a candle, the
better to gaze upon your beauty, my
brother.”’ 5 >

‘“No, let the candles lie,”” said Léon
hastily. ‘¢ ’Tis full light enough to
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see my beauty, for ’'tis like your own,
you irreverant rogue, as wanting as
the beard of His Holiness.”’

‘““What? Art grown modest, Léon?
Now candles I must have to behold
this miracle.’’

‘““Hold! Strike no light: I am
here and gone upon the King’s busi-
ness. I pray no man, nor dame, nor
yet wench see me here, so save your
rush lips.”’

‘“Aha, have you been up to your
wicked tricks again, Monsieur Léon$
Shall I be hung up like a ham, if ’tis
known I’ve harboured you?’’

‘‘Oh, the gallows runs in thy empty
head like the beads in a nun’s fing-
ers; better get thee to a confessor
soon. Hast been mixing turnips with
thy butter and sand with thy sugar$’?
The newcomer was affectionately pro-
digal with his thees and thous. ‘‘No,
I swear it—hush!’’ And Pierre start-
ed apprehensively.

Léon was now quite at his ease.
He neatly overturned a tub of butter
and seated himself upon it, mean-
while removing his dripping bonnet
and flapping it against his knees,
sending a shower of drops onto the
sanded floor.

““A truce to these left-handed com-
pliments,’”’ said Pierre, pulling the
cork out of the jug and filling a pair
of goblets with the ruddy wine it con-
tained. ‘‘Here, my brave brother, I
drink to you and your mission.
Though you descend upon me like a
visitation for my sins—without your
noble war horse and very mnear to
rags, thou art as welcome as rain in
purgatory.’’

Léon bowed ironically and, hand
upon sword, he drained the goblet,
setting it down with a wry face.
‘““Nom de nom! Do you keep your
wine and vinegar in one jug, my
brother?”’

A step was heard outside. The visi-
tor leaped from his seat as though
prickpd with a dagger, and catchi
up his empty goblet darted behind a
huge hogshead.

Pierre hastened to the door and
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threw it open, bowing politely.
‘“What, the door closed upon the
world thus early?’’ exclaimed the in-
coming customer. ‘‘Ah, Madame,
never upon you. But the storm—; it
darkens so early— I could scarce be-
lieve any so kind as to venture forth
this weather. Give yourself the
trouble to tell me how I can serve.’’

“Dost take me for a cat, that you
light no candles?’’

““Pardon, ten thousand times, ma-
dame.”” The shopkeeper bustled
about and soon had three yellow can-
dles flaring.

““1 will have some butter, an it
please you,”’ quoth the dame. ‘‘Did
you hear me, monsieur? Butter, 1
said, mayhap you give me more of
your evil mess, half turnips and half
curds, why—I shall know how to deal
with you.”” And the dame with a sig-
nificant expression upon her wrinkled
countenance, took a dish out of her
basket and set it down decisively.

‘““Madame!’’

Heé upturned Léon’s recent seat,
and with the dish scooped out the but-
ter.

“‘Faith,”’ cried the dame, ‘‘is that
a manner to keep butter, with its face
to the floor? Belike ’twill poison us
all. And again, Monsieur Pontet, I
found a handful of your black cat’s
fur in the meal I bought of you three
days ago. Can you not keep your
cattle out of doors?’’

““Cattle, yes, madame; did I have
any; but a cat—who shall deny my
Lady Puss her good pleasure? Also
madame, one has a sorrow for her on
behalf of the little ones she——'’

““Good weight, I will have it!’’ in-
terrupted the customer sharply.
““Pake your thumb out of the scale, or
by my troth I will have it also, since
1 pay dear for it. Now give me that
bacon; it’s a dispensation straight
from heaven that they did not char
it in the curing; and I will begone.
Think you I can spend all night gab-
bling with you?’’

She caught up her basket and made
for the door, but Pierre was there be-

fore her, bowing. ‘‘Pardon, madame,
but my pay?”’

““One side! I hurry—to-morrow."’

‘It is hard to pay for bread that
has been eaten, madame, to-night,
therefore.”’ ’

“‘Impudence! You delay me; well,
how much?’’

Pierre murmured a price. ‘‘ What?
Assasin! Too much vy twenty sous.’’
They haggled then for many minutes,
but finally agreed, and the lady de-
parted after a deft final thrust. ‘‘The
King remembers you dealers in rotten
eggs, beware for fear you come to
wish your grandfather had never
been born.’’

Pierre shut the door again and after
snuffing one of the candles and mov-
ing the other two to places where they
would serve as the best advertise-
ments and shed the least light upon
the back of the shop, returned to Mis
brother.

‘‘Such a thing it is to keep a shop,
Léon. I wish nine thousand times a
moment I had followed the wars like
yourself.”’

‘“Well, brother, and why not? In
the sacred name of Ice!’’ he added
shivering violently, ‘‘it is cold here.”’
Pierre smiled a little and glanced at
the hearth upon which flickered the
remains of a fire. ‘‘More fire, more

light, my little Léon. I thought my- ™ 148

self truly hospitable not to urge eith-
er upon you, but if—"’

‘“No, no,”” said Léon quickly, ‘‘give
me something to eat. I must hasten
on, and that soon, but oh, I am weary
of it. Could I be the shopkeeper and
you the soldier bold and true, my life
would be one long lullaby.”’

“Eh, in truth,”’ replied Pierre
turning away his head, ‘“a song sung
13y such ravens as Madame Dupont,
Just gone. You would soon lose your
ear for musie, that I’ll warrant, with
none about but higgling dames and
maids.’’

An idpa had just ecome to him, and,
wild as it was, he gave it serious con-
sideration, the while he robbed his
stock of the materials for his broth-
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er’s supper, paying only enough at-
tention to the stirring account of the
war in Flanders to make appropriate
exclamations at intervals. If he fail-
ed of his cue once or twice, it passed
unnoticed, for Liéon too had a scheme
in mind, and while his tongue rattled
glibly on upon the theme of his own
exploits and the glory of a life serv-
ing Mars, his brain was engaged upon
revolving ways and means of convine-
ing Pierre.

Suddenly in the midst of his tale
and his supper, served in the shadow
of the hogsheads, he swerved in his
story.

‘“‘Pray, good twin, do not look so
sorrowful. The next time Dame Du-
pont scolds, lay some of the butter on
her with a spade, ’twill soothe her
fluttered feathers.”’

“Pell me not how to maintain my
custom,’’ rejoined Pierre, ‘‘but rath-
er let me advise you how to conduct
yourself, you unhorsed soldier with
torn hose, erumpled bonnet and dread
of honest candlelight.

Léon frowned angrily and his hand
fell upon the hilt of his sword. He
sprang up, but his face cleared and
he sat down again and fell upon his
sausage with entire good nature. “Do
you remember how our good mother,
God rest her soul, used to vow it was
the devil’s work alone that made us
twins, since never in God’s world
could we agree?’’

““What then?”’

“‘This, only, and I hope it pleases
you. I shall be Pierre, the grocer,
and don your apron, and you shall
buckle on the sword and be Léon the
soldier. I remain to ladle out the
sugar and the spices, and perchance
to rest my aching bones and weary
sword-arm. You will ride my horse
gaily down the King’s highway with
the letter to the King of Navarre.”’

“There is a letter, then?’’ ecried
Pierre in astonishment.

“Did I not say so?”’

““But you say so many things.”’

Léon lapghed. ‘“You would not be-
lieve the keeper of heaven without
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proof. Here then.”” And from the
innermost folds of his garments he
produced a packet sewn up in silk.
“TI misdoubt me but what there are
more than prayers writ herein, my
brother; you must guard it well and
give it into no other hands than
Henry’s own.”’

"‘1?77

“Thee. From this instant forth
thou art Léon and I Pierre. Come
give me thy apron, lest someone en-
ter and find me without my proper
badge.”’

He unbuckled his sword with one
hand, while with the other he reached
over and untied the string holding
the apron and pulled it off.

The outer door opened as Pierre
opened his mouth to protest, and with
a wink, Léon donned the apron and
emerged into the light of the shop
and the gaze of the newcomer. It
was Madame Serves, and Pierre
trembled at the sound of her voice,
for she was his nearest neighbour
and best customer.

‘“‘Stingy one,’’ she began, ‘‘only a
pair of candles.”’

‘““ A misfortune, madame,’”’ said
Léon, ‘‘since it prevents me from the
better beholding your sweet face. Can
you wait until I light others?’’

““No. My husband waits. Give me
a dozen of eggs; three of the last I
bought of you were roosters. Why,
good Pierre, where found you those
green hose? Old, too, and half wet,
I’1l be bound. Have you been
rummaging around in the snow?
Ha, you surely need a wife to
look sharply after your shock-
ing ways.”” She took a step closer
and shook a finger beneath his nose.
““T am lost if I don’t believe you have
been into some mischief. Take care,
lest I tell Marie Venté.”’

‘“ Ah, madame!’’ beseeched Léon.

““Very well, tell me then all about
the green hose,’’ demanded the merry
dame. Léon hung his head but she
turned his face up inexorably, while
her brown eyes danced with mischief
but nevertheless sharply searched his
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face. She even seized a candle and
held it near, the better to watch the
expressions there.

“They—they—"’ stammered Léon,
‘“the faet is—well, I dressed in a
great hurry, madame, the green hose
were the first I eame upon——"’

Madame Serves, thinking that she
understood perfectly, laughed long
and heartily, for it was such an easy
age that things flavoured of Boccaccio
could be hailed with open delight by
the most honest of dames.

‘‘Ha, ha, ha, you are a gay puppy,
Pierre! But take care that the old
dog does not happen home, and bi.te
you for your pains! Oh, Serves will
roar,”’ and catching up her purchase,
she hurried home.

‘“Ah ha! Behold! Are you answ-
ered?’’ eried Léon. ‘‘Can I not pass
as you and you as my shadow ¢ _Will
you go a’rollicking on the King’s
business and leave me here a’ladl-
ing?”’ ;

Pierre had had time to think, and
if his mind was not quite made up
when the soldier began, a screaming
gust of wind outside reminded him of
the fluttering placard on the wall at
the turn of the street, and the re-
minder decided him. In order not to
appear to fall in with Léon’s scheme
too readily, he first ridiculed the idea,
then listened to argument, then ob-
jected to details and at least reluct-

tly agreed.
anPim‘g,r though living in the fif-
teenth century, curiously enough, was
possessed by many of the devils that
beset, merchants to the present day.
Competition, particularly among
grocers, was keen; people bought in
small quantities and were fond of
credit, they demanded the flesh off
the poor grocer’s bones and the blood
out of his body, figuratively speak-
ing, and so he was forced to various
expedients to make his profits, then as
now. Therefore, sand found its way
into the sugar, powdered sawdust in-
to the spices, great age into the eggs,
water into the milk, pebbles into the
raisins, turnips into the butter. His
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scales were cleverly fixed to render
decision in his favour, and his thumbs
oftener into the measures than out.

Not only had Pierre Pontet offend-
ed in this way, but so many of his fel-
low merchants, that the King had
frowned and dictated an ediet which
had been posted upon every other
dead wall in the town. Already two
unlucky merchants had suffered be-
neath its terms and Pierre knew very
well that his revengeful customers
only awaited the next offence on his
part to hale him forth for his medi-
cine,

He had a good store of gold in his
purse, he was young, and his blood
called for a free life.  Pierre often
saw himself in his dreams, mounted
sumptuously and galloping over the
roads upon some errand for the great.
To have an opportunity to give with
his own humble hand a silk wrapped
letter to Henry of Navarre—oh, that
would be an experience.

Besides, what better time than now
to see something of the world, for
Marie Venté, she whom he meant to
marry one day, was away from home
on a visit and, once the knot was tied,
could he as easily get away? Pierre
had the soul of a shop-keeper, it never
once entered his head to desert the
counter for the battlefield forever.
No, he wished only for a change; a
frolic away from home; something to
boast of in his old age; a chance to
let the ill-will of the old dames like
Madame Dupont blow over; and, be-
yond everything, revenge upon Léon.

For Léon, although his only living
relative, had in the past, treated him.
shamefully. He was something of a
rascal and a great deal of a practical
joker. When Pierre wished to get in-
to a rage all he had to do to aecom-
pish his desire was to think of Léon’s
cruel jokes. What a morsel it would
be to wipe out old scores by means of
this masquerade. He did not doubt
for an instant that the sly rogue
would soon get himself into trouble
and his sense of humour being elem-
entary, he considered any misfortune
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happening to Léon in the light of a
joke.

So, after all, they made a bargain
and drank to it in the sour wine.
Léon set down his second goblet half
finished.

“Name of a dog! I have not a
grain of decency under my hide; I
have not asked you how does the fair
and good Marie. She is well, I hope,
brother?’”’  Pierre smiled under-
standingly. ‘‘That she is, thank Our
Lady, and gone on a visit to her aunt
in Burgundy. She will not come
home again, this side of the year, so
rest your heart, Léon, she will not be
one of your cares in my absence.’’

““May my feet dangle from the first
gibbet you pass if I would not be a
tender brother to her. I sigh that I
have no way to assure you, cynical
man, of my devotion to her and to
you,”’ eried Léon virtuously.

“But you have, my only, my best
brother, for since nothing but truth
passes between us, tell me how comes
it that you are about King Henry's
business on foot and come to my
house very like to soaking wet.’’

“Infant! Do you think I should
clatter to the door upon my war-horse
for all the town to gape?’’

‘“‘Have you one, then?’’

¢ T will bring him within no while
at all, ’tis safer now, for it is as dark
as the mouth of the pit itself, and
good Madame Nature has shaken
down a bed of feathers to muffle the
hoof-beats and, belike, has yet other
downy flakes to bury a thousand
more.’’

“Make haste, then, if you would
have me gain the right in your name,
to praise from Henry for my haste
with his letter. Quickly now, whilst
I close the shop. The watch will
soon be making the round, and there
is a penalty to pay for such as show
lights after hours; for honest folk
must be snoring in their beds be-
times.”’

“Be listening for me then, with all
thy ass’s ears.”’

The candles were put out and the
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door opened softly. Léon stepped
forth muffled to the eyes in his cloak,
and was soon lost to sight in a whirl
of snowflakes.

Pierre put up the shutters and
bolted the door, then he lit a candle
and secured his purse from under the
stone and examined the edge of his
dagger which he thrust beneath his
shirt. After which he despatched the
bottle of good wine and sat down to
sharpen Léon’s sword to his own
mind.

He had a razor edge upon it by the
time a muffled knock announced the
soldier’s return.

Léon came in slapping the snow
off his shoulders. ‘“Dame! the storm
is abating; get you gone right merri-
ly. You know the road?’’

““As I do my sins.”’

Pierre buckled on the sword.
¢ 'Mig a pretty little earving knife, I
swear.”’

They embraced and once more
opened the door.

‘“What, is this the steed? I com-
pliment you, he looks as mettlesome
as his late master and makes no noisy
coil at stamping and pawing, like a
wise beast.”’

Pierre, well pleased, sprang up.

‘‘ Adieu, my dear, my only broth-
er. All prosperity to you is my pray-
er. You shall keep all the profits of
the shop; make the foolish mesdames
pay dear for their sugar, but be gen-
erous with the sand. Remember, a
bad egg now and then, makes them
value twice as well the good ones they
get by chance, so profit both. Adieu
and may God keep thee.”’

‘“Adieu,”” replied Léon, ‘‘who
knows, Henry may ennoble thee if
you please him and luck attend. Have
you the letter safe?’’

““Next to my heart.”” And Pierre

was off down the snowy hilly street
as silently as if made of air. ‘“Well,
by the Madonna,”” he said to himself,
“J pray me I shall like being Léon,
better than Léon likes being Pierre.””

Meantime Léon, a trifle anxiously,
was telling himself that this was a
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mad thing he was doing, truly, for
not only was the court of Henry of
Navarre an exceedingly unhealthy
locality for him, thanks to a little
matter between himself and the
Comte de la Verne, but this very town
of his birth besides, and that for a
year or more.

““T must look well to my tread, for
my path leads over eggs and my bones
are not even safe at home—as mine.
I must not forget that I am Pierre,
whatever befalls. 'Twould pay me to
take a ducking at the public pump
as Pierre rather than be paid an old
debt as Léon.”’

““Hi! the cunning fox to generous-
ly give me all the profits, for there-
by he earns fair favour in the books
of heaven and himself loses nothing,
ginece knowing me this long time he is
well aware that I would take them in
any case. To the hunt now! Let’s
discover the tricks of this doleful
trade,’”’ and Léon seized a candle and
pryed into every bin and barrel and
box.

His exploring fingers found his
brother’s empty bottle, all fragrant
with the breath of the sweet wine so
recently poured down Pierre’s
throat. He drew it out, and smelled
of it, and held it up before the
candle to make sure no drop lingered
unconsumed. 2

““Aha, miserly churl, to drink
alone, while your loving brother
tumbles through the snow for the
horse, like a twitching hostler, and,
coming back, is pledged with red
poison out of a stinking jug. I am
surprised if this very mg_ht I.do not
die of the gripes as I shiver in your
filthy attice. I pray to every saint
that your windpipe clea_ves to the
back of your neck until the rope
twines about it! :

“No! I would change the wish, an’
it please the angels he shall have sore
adventures by the way, but arrive at
last at the court—alive.  May the
devil keep le Comte de la Verne there
until Pierre arrives and announces
himself—Léon Pontet—come from
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Flanders with a message for the
King! Ah, I can fairly see the beg-
gar strut, ma foi!”> And the new
shop-keeper slapped his thigh and
laughed.

““My brother will need speak quick-
ly and passing smooth to escape the
Comte’s ire and steel. 'T'was a scurvy
joke I played upon him, and this is
like to be a scurvier upon Pierre,
verily. But purgatory! a man must
laugh, for this be a dull world
enough.”” And Léon took the candle
and groped up the stairs to bed,
laughing mischievously as he went
his way.

‘““Why, it’s a fair bargain, I take
his profits in his name and he takes
my punishment in mine.”’

“T'o sleep now, with all my heart,
like an honest grocer, for I have driv-
en a good bargain and neatly eut the
gullet, like as not, of my customer.
My ears, all T need is a gown and a
cowl to be as saintly as a monk.
Dreams then, and the devil speed
Pierre upon the highroad.”’

“Brrr, dame! It is cold.”’ He blew
out the candle and drew the eurtain
aside to peer out into the night.

The snow had stopped falling, the
clouds were scurrying eastward and
the moon peeped forth shiveringly.
The wind was whirling the snow in
long, curling plumes against the walls
and Léon noted as he yawned that the
tracks at the door and climbing up
the narrow street were almost gone.

A mighty gust tore loose the King’s
edict upon the wall and it flew by the
window looking like a giant flake.
Léon had seen it fall and watched it
scudding past.

‘““Some one or another of the
King’s decrees, I dare swear. Does
he take his people for a race of peda-
gogues, and think the whole town may
read? A pest upon the notion.’”” And
Léon retired to sleep the sleep of the
vastly content.

The next day passed off without
mishap.  Léon, ever on his guard,
was used to being called Pierre Pon-
tet by night, and any blunders he
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made in serving he made up for by
glibness of tongue. Pierre himself
could not have surpassed him in po-
liteness mor have driven better bar-
gains.

Not one saw that it was not Pierre
who served them but Léon, and Mon-
gieur and Madame Serves jested with
him about the green hose for half an
hour without perceiving the deceit.

The very enemy whom he feared
most in the town came in upon the
third day, inquiring if he had any re-
cent news of the blackguardly Léon.
Under Léon’s sympathetic handling,
he rehearsed his grievances and made
dire promises of speedy vengeance
gshould Léon ever return from the
wars.

‘‘Canst keep a secret, Gaspard?’’

‘‘Ay, a thousand.”’

“Here is one to practise on my
brother: The wicked, unruly Léon,
rode by this door not a week agone.
He went in haste with a message to
Henry and ere the moon be young
again doubtless will be here once
more, en route to Burgundy.”’

‘‘He will surely stop a day and you
shall know it. Never shall it be said
that I, Pierre Pontet, should let an
hewvest ereditor of myself or brother
suffer. Léon shall pay you or you
shall take your debt and interest out
of his skin.”’

Alone again, he said, ‘‘ Ah, sly jack-
daw, you will hide the good wine
away! I vow to leave you such a load
of debts to pay, both yours and mine,
as will keep you busy for a year.

“Pssst! Come here, Dame Bag of
Sand! The sugar, methinks me, is too
sweet. The gossips must have no rea-
son to say the grocer’s to blame for
their toothless gums.”’

““Wise Pierre, to have his mistress
Marie at t’other end of the earth,
else by heaven, I shouldst marry her
to eomplete my noble work.”’

He merrily mixed the sand and
sugar, whistling as he worked, now
and then pausing to listen for the
footsteps of approaching patrons.
There was more reckless mirth in his
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handsome young face than evil. Life
and this episode were plainly mainly
a jest with Léon, and while he spoke
so harshly to his brother and played
even dangerous pranks upon him,
there was no real animosity in his
heart.

He was confident that the wit of
Pierre would save him if he fell afoul
of the Comte de la Verne, and at
worst would suffer a drubbing. And
meanwhile, Léon would line his em-
pty purse, rest his campaign-weary
body and replenish its fires after the
manner of a camel.

When it came time for Pierre to
return, Léon meant to be warned, and
to disappear, that retribution might
not find him waiting.

Every time he thought about the
wine, he served some customer an evil
trick, so that in a very short time he
had made himself and his shop a
crop of enemies who fairly burned
with a fever for revenge.

All might still have gone well,
however, had not Marie Venté grown
homesick and come home. The morn-
ing after her arrival, she dressed in
her freshest cap and her neatest petti-
coat and, with her basket upon her
arm and an arch smile upon her face,
tripped down the hilly street and en-
tered Pierre’s shop.

Léon sprang forward to greet her.

‘““Name of the Beauties! Marie!
How beautiful thou hast grown and
how plump thou art!’’ He held out
his arms invitingly, but the damsel
swept him a bow, merely. ‘‘Faith,
Pierre, think you I fly into grocer’s
arms for the opening?’’

‘‘But, Marie!”’

‘““But, Monsieur Pierre!’’ she
moeked, ‘‘I came to buy, not chat.
Mamma desires a basketful of things;
so make haste.”” And she removed
the cloth from her basket and pro-
duced towels to wrap her purchases
in. “First, I will have—"’

“I erave pardon, mademoiselle, let
commerce wait upon the dire disease
of love. What brings you home again
thus soon?”’
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““Ah, then, my lord marquis, you
would rather that I had stayed away?
"is well I know it earlier than late.
Come, exert yourself, the baking
waits.”’ )

“‘Can wait, then, until time melts
into eternity. Tell me, Marie, my
angel, what brought you home so
soon? Confess, you were perishing
miserably for a sight of your Pierre,
h,’)

8 Marie stamped her foot in unsimu-
lated rage.

“Qjr Impudence! Must I go else-
where for eggs for my cake?! Mind
how you give me rotten ones, else
worse come of it.”’ :

Other customers were approaching,
and so Léon owned himself beaten
and served Marie with dispatch, but,
for revenge, he gave her four bad
eggs and into the milk jug first went
a gill of water none too clean, and
then the milk. -

Marie returned from talk with a
newcomer to peer into it. ‘‘Faith,
from the colour of this stuff 'twould
not surprise me to catch fish within.
Have you forgotten the edict that
was fresh nailed upon the walls when
I went to Burgundy?”’ '

“mThat he has; I’ll answer for it;
but ’twill be easy to prod his mem-
ory,”’ remarked an old woman chill-
ingly, and Marie, half frightened,
hurried out.

Léon shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘Me,
I care not a quill for ediets, decrees,
or proclamations. I read it not; nor
know what it says; or care. An hon-
est shopkeeper has no business with
vile writings upon every dead wall.”’

¢“Well, Madame Brunner, your
turn is next. Only tell me how I may
serve.”’

This lady, under cover of general
conversation, contrived to warn the
grocer. ‘‘Be wise, rather than fgol-
hardy, my friend. Say nothing
against the edict. Your feet are up-
on glass and that spitfire Marie will
give you a push that will land you

rawling if you are not careful.”

““Not Marie, madame!’’

‘“‘Bat! Do you think there are no
men in Burgundy?”’ And with this,
his would-be adviser left.

Léon was too busy, too careless, too
reckless, too greedy, and too vain to
give a moment’s heed to wise coun-
sel. If a storm was brewing—very
well—he would make hay and silver
while the sun lasted. He cheated the
more assiduously. A plague run
away with signs upon the walls; what-
ever they threatened, everyone but
himself seemed to know, so ask he
would not, and besides, what was one
placard more or less to a soldier of
the King? Tush!

That afternoon Marie Venté return-
ed. She carried a small covered dish
and seeing the shop empty she enter-
ed swiftly.

‘“‘Pierre!’’ she said in a low voice,
““‘for the love of Sense, what ails you?
Are you raving mad? Smell!’”’ She
whipped off the cover of the dish and
presented beneath Léon’s nose the
four bad eggs he had given her,
swimming in their own odorous in-
iquity.

Léon sniffed once and drew away
hurriedly. ‘‘Musty, my little Marie,
without a doubt. Where did you get
them ¢’

“Musty! Indeed. ‘Where,” for-
sooth! Rotten they are, six times
spoiled and fairly stinking. You
know well I bought them here.’”’ She
clapped the cover on.

‘““Pierre, every cackling dame in
the quarter has an axe sharpened for
vour neck. Your head will fall and
that speedily if you do not mend.
Leave off your wine a month, since
it addles your wits sadly, and give
honest goods for honest coin, or it
will be the end of Pierre and his shop
in the Rue Delaphine.’’

“It is well to line your pockets
warmly, but of what use, if your life,
belike, is lost in the lining?’’

Léon sat upon the cheese-bloek and
smiled. ‘‘Tell me, Marie, are the
men of Burgundy good to look at?
Good lovers, mayhap?’’

Mademoiselle Venté drew herself
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up to her full height of five feet.
‘““Monsieur Pontet!’’ she said icily.

Léon leaped off the block like a
panther and seized her tightly in his
arms while he carried her ripe red
lips by storm, ‘‘Marie, you do love
me, to warn me thus! Ah, true one,
will you marry me this day week?”’

Now Marie and Pierre had, pri-
vately, the day for their nuptials
agreed upon, therefore this speech
amazed her and so she lay passively
in his arms, suffering his kisses while
she put microscopic twos together
and considered.

Now that she was so close to him,
she felt an uneasy feeling of strange-
ness. The surface of his skin seemed
coarser than its wont; the lips be-
neath the beard a trifle thinner than
she remembered then.

Smilingly she raised her arms and
encireled his neck.

‘‘Pierre,”” she whispered, then,
gently, with one hand she smoothed
the hair back from his brow.

Beneath the curly thatch there was
a small, crescent of bare scalp, sou-
venir of a youthful wound.

Léon’s heart missed a beat, but
Marie gave no sign of having noticed
the distinguishing mark and continu-
ed to caress him for a moment.

‘“Promise me, Pierre, you will cheat
no more for a month. I tell you it
is dangerous.”’

‘‘Answer my question, first.”’

‘““After I think a little, my bold
lover. I must pray first; but this
much I do promise, now. You shall
have your answer the very next time
we meet. Oh! I hear someone com-
ing! Let me go!”’

Catching up the bowl of eggs, Marie
hurried out, leaving behind a be-
witching smile, but once out of his
presence, her face grew erimson with
rage. ‘‘Dog of a fox! That is not
my Pierre, but Léon! Oh, he shall
pay, he shall!”

If Léon had not been so busy stif-
ling his laughter in his apron he
might have seen that Marie accosted
the passersby and exhibited the con-
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tents of her bowl, that she received
nothing but sympathy and encourage-
ment and that quite a number of
housewives followed her around the
bend in the street—one of them stop-
ping to point to the space where once
the King’s ediet had hung.

Marie hastened home to her mo-
ther, declaring that the insolent shop-
keeper refused to give good eggs in
place of bad, and her mother, whose
wrath had been mounting, was easily
persuaded, especially after Marie had
begged the pardon of the onlookers
and had whispered something into
her ear.

The street outside meanwhile was
filling with a mob, mostly as yet of
injured women, but gaining every
moment recruits of men and staring
children.

The news ran from mouth to
mouth. Pierre Pontet, the cheating
grocer in the Rue Delaphine, was to
be denounced forthwith to the magis-
trate by no less a one than his own
fiancée and her mother, Madame
Venté, known far and wide as the
most reasonable, long-suffering wo-
man alive.

That was enough to bring the whole
town to stare quite aside from the
just cause for grievance. The vola-
tile crowd laughed joyously, such
numbers as had not been cheated and
those who had, or thought they had,
were alike fully content. The times
were grim ones, the people likewise,
Grim lines showed in many faces, and
altogether things boded no good to
Léon.

Various unspeakables were collect-
ed from the streets, the refuse piles
at every back door and from the
kitchens and stables nearby, while the
crowd waited the appearance of the
chief complainants.

Presently the Venté family appear-
ed, Monsieur, Madame, and Made-
moiselle, each conscious of his own
importance and holding himself ae-
cordingly. They headed the proces-
sion which wended its delighted way
to the magistrate’s.
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The formalities incident to lodging
the complaint were soon over, and
then, six soldiers bearing h_alberds
and full of the dignity and import-
ance of their office preceeded the com-
plainants and the growing mob, and
made for the Rue Delaphine to arrest
the culprit. : F

Léon heard the noise of their ap-
proach, but, thinking it o_nly some
common brawling mob, paid no at-
tention until the foremost reached his
door.

Too late, he comprehended ; he was
geized, jerked forth and confronted

his accusers.
byThe Venté family allowed the talka-
tive members of the ecrowd to supply
all the irrelevant comment and con-
tented themselves with cold stares at
Léon, who for all his protests, was
visably weak with terror. L

A fearsome officer of the King’s
law. barred the door to the shop
against the eager crowd, whilst the
edict was read.

He cleared his throat loudly, frown-
ed fiercely and addressed Léon:

“Rogue who expresses scorn for
the laws of the King! Know now that
our sovereign doth say this:

«‘Whosoever shall have sold watered
milk, in his mouth shall be sent a tube,
and into the said tube shall be poured the
watered milk till the doctor or barber
there present shall assert that the culprit
eannot swallow more without being put in
danger of his day9. : Whosoeyer shall have
sold butter containing turnips, stones, or
any other foreign substance shall be seized
and attached to the pillory.

«¢Then the said butter shall be placed
on his head till the sun shall have melted
it completely, and in the meantime the
children and meaner folk of the town
ghall insult him with such outrageous epi-
thets as shall please them—subject to the
respect of God and His Majesty.

¢« Whosoever shall have sold evil or rot-
ten eggs shall be geized by the bgdy and
exposed in the pillory. The said eggs
shall be given to the children of the town,
who shall by way of joyful diversion
throw them in the face of the culprit, so
that all may be full of merriment and
laughter.”’

The awful voice ceased at last.
Léon, without further ado, was drag-

ged shouting and vowing venegeance
upon all and sundry, up the winding
street to the public square upon the
hill-top, while the populace, such
numbers as could contrive to squeeze
in, invaded the shop, confiscating
eggs, butter, milk and everything
movable,

The milk was put upon a mule, the
butter likewise, and so followed the
crowd with more haste than cere-
mony.

So Léon’s sins overtook him fairly.
He was bound to the pillory, the peo-
ple hooting and laughing in high
glee. A tube was foreibly inserted in
his mouth and the milk poured down
interminably, in spite of all his gag-
gings, his chokings, his writhings, his
splutterings.

The Venté family, not fearing their
fifteenth century dignity, shouted
lusty approval, changing it to eriti-
cism at the least sign of waste upon
the part of the master of ceremonies.
The mob increased every moment.
Laughter and pointed bits of advice
filled the air. All agreed that no bet-
ter show had been seen in a month
of fishless F'ridays, and that it was a
brave féte indeed which could put it
to the blush for innocent diversion.

Presently, however, the milk treat-
ment began to pall; the rascal seemed
to have the capacity of a cask, and
before the barber, gravely prodding
his distended body with a scientifie
finger, pronounced him in grave dan-
ger of his life, cries were heard upon
all sides for the butter, the butter!

A fat dame pushed her way to the
front, holding in a wooden bowl an
odorous yellow mass.

““‘Look, good people what the knav-
ish ape sold me day before yesterday.
Do me the favour to use this; I count
301‘,’ my money wasted quite, an’ you

0.

““The woman lies!”’ gurgled Léon
weakly. ‘‘’Tis some of her own best
churning.’’

But his mouth was promptly stop-
ped with a chunk of the butter, to
everyone’s huge delight, and the rest
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heaped upon his head as preseribed.
From the hands of the raiders of his
shop came further econtributions of
butter until he was half buried.

Marie lifted her voice above the
din. ‘‘Hear me, monsieur, the King’s
officer, cover well the scar upon the
thief’s forehead.”’

Léon, from the depths of his mis-
ery, heard and understood, but he
was gagged, first by the butter, and
doubly by trembling caution, for he
had seen well in the forefront of the
crowd, and armed with a load of de-
caying vegetables, his ancient enemy,
Gaspard.

If he could so soon forget Pierre,
his friend, what could one expeect
from his hands if he but knew the
vietim to be Léon? He shuddered.

‘“Ha, well you may tremble!’’
screamed Madame Venté, ‘‘’Twill
take some time for the sun to melt
the butter this weather.”’

‘“Meanwhile,”” quoth Madame Du-
pont, “‘let us keep the knave warm
with missiles.”’

“Yes! Warmed and answered,
too!”’ Marie once more lifted the cov-
er from the bowl of eggs and hurled
them with miraculous aim straight
upon Léon’s unhappy breast.

A shout went up and the air was
thick with flying eggs, fresh, not so
fresh, and frankly bad. The storm
was varied by all manner of decayed
vegetables, and a variety of offen-
sive things to be found nowhere up-
on the earth but in the gutters of a
town.

Formalities over, the King’s men
and the barber left the pillory and
joined in the fun. ‘‘Tell me, my
haughty friend, dost still care naught
for ediets?’’ cried one.

““Mamma desires a pound of
cheese, Monsieur Pierre,’’ shrilled the
child of one who had never darkened
Pierre’s doors.

““Pontet, good, honest Pontet, a
dozen of fresh eggs!’’

“Take your thumbs out of the
seale!”’

‘“‘See what befalls cheats! TLucky
you are beyond all believing; the gal-
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lows should be graced by you this in-
stant of time.”” These were a few of
the remarks which reached Léon
above all the din of the rest. Then
his senses reeled and he heard noth-
ing until the incisive voice of Ma-
dame Dupont pierced his conscious-
ness.

““This has been stewing for you
for a year, dishonest one! Ah, boy,
give me the lovely hard ecabbage; me-
thinks I can fling it with force enough
to jar his teeth loose.’’

It was only too plain now to Léon
that he was truly a victim, not only
of his own cunning, but of Pierre’s,
for he saw that the rogue had been
in dire fear of this very thing, and
so easily persuaded to the masquer-
ade. Marie, discovering the deceit,
was repaying him right royally for
his treachery and forcing him at the
same time to expiate Pierre’s faults,
so that once he did return he could
begin again with a clean slate and
at no cost to his own comfort.

Léon realised all this as he crouch-
ed upon the pillory, half frozen, half
drowned; the foul mass of butter
weighing down his throbbing head;
his body covered with the stains of
the missiles thrown at him, while all
about him they lay, redolent of every
smell under Heaven.

The crowd was ever shifting; new-
comers came to gaze upon his woe
and spend their wit; the children
were busy collecting ammunition and
darkness seemed a million hours away.

““Death of a mad dog!’’ he groan-
ed, “‘such a thing it is to be a shop-
keeper! Saint Peter, I’ll joke no
more with that Pierre—he makes me
pay too dear. To the wars once more,
Holy Mother.’’ :

‘“Ah, Mercy, good people, see you
not that I perish?”’

‘“What!”’ shrieked Marie. ‘‘Whim-
pering so soon? Think of your brave
brother off to the wars, and how he
would bear himself in such a situa-
tion.”’

“'Tis he I think of,”’ groan-
ed Iiéon faintly. ‘‘He, and no other,
like as not at this moment being kill-
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od by de la Verne, whilst I—"’

But an ancient egg closed his
mouth again and Marie, wearying,
like her elders, shrugged her shoul-
ders contemptuously and turned
and left him to the sport of the chil-
dren.

The last gaping. face was gone.
Darkness descended with a swoop. A
few flickering lamps swung at inter-
vals, the windows flung their golden
patches upon the gray garment of
young night. Léon was conscious of
inereasing cold, his battered frame
ached intolerably, but as his hands
were securely fastened, he was not
able to release himself.

A horse came to a stop before him.
With a groan he opened hig heavy
eyes and scanned the drooping fig-
ure upon the jaded steed. There was
something very familiar about the
horseman. Could it possibly be—1?

A croaking laugh came from the

¥,
rlq(‘aTell me, my bold bravo, art any

jon to Léon the soldier?”’
rel‘*‘lgierre! Is it you in the flesh?
Yes, I'd know you in purgatory on
a darker night than this. If your
wit is served by now, help me away.
1 die, else.”” His head sagged piti-
ably. ;

Pierre urged his horse a few steps
nearer and then dismounted. He was
so stiff that he moved like a wooden
man, and the oaths and sharp intak-
ings of his breath told how painful
each movement was. Finally, he sue-
ceeded in freeing his brother, and
they helped each other away from
the place of sha}rlne, leading the al-

ering horse.
mols‘gos:aggas 1gmspeakab1y befouled,
weary unto death, suffering from the
pain of cramped muscles, so badly off
that he was able to walk only by a
gupreme effort. Pierre spent his ex-
tra breath in curses, but they were
many.
nokt las{ they reached the Rue Dela-
phine and stumbled through the
wreecked shop to the fireplace. Th.ey
made a fire and Pierre’s secret hid-
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ing place gave forth some wine upon
which they refreshed themselves as
well as they could. After awhile
they felt enough better to grin weak-
ly at each other.

‘“Can keep your
Léon.”’

‘““And you the grocer’s. Mars! I
am best off in the saddle. To serve
stingy dames and scratching cats like
Marie forever! To die were better!
And from your looks, my brother,
you have pulled the whiskers of
Death himself. How comes it that
you are swelled so as to much re-
semble a toad? Your face is cut and
scratched—you behave, with your
groanings, like a man who has been
sorely beaten.”’

Pierre spread out his hands to the
blaze and his eyes wandered about
almost happily. It would be easy to
repair the damage, thanks to his well-
lined purse, and since he had been
punished, in Léon’s person, and pre-
sumably had learned his lesson, he
would soon get back his trade.

“Le Comte de la Verne is none of
the gentlest. No sooner did I speak
your name as my own-—before that,
as soon as his little green eyes alight-
ed upon me, I was sore beset.”’ He
shuddered. ‘‘A vile game you play-
ed upon me, Léon, no thanks to you
that I am still alive.”’

““Nor to you that I am.”

‘“‘Here is your cloak. Yonder is
the door. Why must you hasten sot
The horse awaits thee. My advice
is to put leagues between here and
wherever thou art going, before morn-
ing—before I hear stories. Did men-
tion Marie, if I heard you. You are
Léon the soldier again and thrice
welcome to be. Such a life! Never
again will I leave my shop; to serve
the great is to be ill-served onesself.
Must you go?’’

Léon, after helping himself to some
fresh garments, put on the cloak and
buckled on the sword Pierre had
flung to the floor. ‘‘The jest is
played out. In serving each other
an ill turn we have done well. We,

soldier’s life,
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we—'" He interrupted himself with
a laugh, waved his sword and start-
ed for the door. At the threshold
he whirled around. ‘‘I, Léon Pon-
tet, a grocer for even an hour! I
was well served!”” And he was gone.
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His brother rescued a tattered
apron from the debris upon the floor
and tied it round his waist with a
smile of content. He shrugged.

‘““A soldier! Save me. Only a
madman follows that trade!’’

TO ARCADY

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

“"T" ELL me, Singer, of the way
Winding down to Arcady?

Of the world’s roads I am weary—

You, with song so brave and cheery,

Happy troubadour must be

On the way to Arcady.”’

Pausing on a muted note,

Song forsook the Singer’s throat.
““Friend,’’ sighed he, ‘‘you come too late;
Once I could the way relate,

Once—but long ago; Ah, me,

Far away is Arcady

12

“Tell me, Poet, of the way

Winding down to Arcady?

Haunting is your verse and airy
With the grace and gleam of faery—
Dweller you must surely be

In the land of Arcady.”

Slow the Poet raised his eyes,

Sad were they as winter skies.
‘““Once, I sojourned there,”’ he said;
Then, no more—but with bent head
Whispered low, ‘‘Ask not of me
That lost road to Arcady!”’

‘““Tell me, Lover, of the way
Winding down to Arcady.
Hidden joy your smile discloses,
Fragrant is your path with roses,
Glad your gaze and far away—
‘Where’s the road to Aready?’’

‘‘Stay me not! The hours are sweet!
Flying, flying are their feet;

Every moment I must hold

As a miser clasps his gold!

Follow, follow after me—

Here’s the road to Arcady!”’




HOW LADIES SHOULD BEHAVE
BY DONALD A. FRASER

CHILDREN’S opinions on most
subjects generally are interest-
ing and amusing, and on such a sub-
jeet as the behaviour of their elders
they ought to be doubly so. I asked
a class of nine-year-olds to write a
composition on ‘‘How Ladies Should
Behave,”” and some of the informa-
tion I received is, I think, worth pass-
ing on. I will give one boy’s com-
position in full, just as a fair sample,
and then make selections from the

rest:

¢¢T,adies should not go with ba.’d com-
pany, because it will disgrace their fam-
ily.  They should mnot go to Five-cent
Theatres; but go to some play that is by
Shakespeare, or some _of the other plays.

<« And if they are introduced to some-
body they do not know, they shake hands,
and the person that introduces them says:
¢This is Miss ,  Mr. o : ‘Glad
to meet you,” then they say, ‘Did you
ecome from 9’ ¢Yes, did yout?’ ‘Yes
I did.’ :

¢«¢Tf they go to a reception, they should
ut on their best dress, aqd shake hands
with the person that invites them, and
then go around and meet the other peo-
ple they know. .

¢¢ At the table, they should not put their
elbows on the table; and they qhould not
talk when somebody else is talking. They
ghould not grab hold of their knife as if
it would kill them.

¢«tThey should go to church on Sunday,
and get the meals ready, and take care of
the children and teach them to be good.’’

Some of the things requisite to a
lady’s character might be enumer-
ated as follows:

A lady should have good manners.

She should keep her shoes clean.

Ladies should have their husband’s
supper ready when he comes home
for it. el
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Ladies should look after their chil-
dren, and give them a nickel once in
a while.

Ladies should stay at home and be
good to their husbands, and do what
their husbands tell them. Some ladies
have no husbands, so those who have
them ought to be good to them.

Ladies should know how to cook
well, and wash well, too.

Ladies should use good language.

They should know how to make
dresses.

They should chop the wood when
a ““feller’’ is at work.

Ladies should be polite to gentle-
men.

They should get married when they
are about twenty-five years old.

Young ladies should answer grown-
up people promptly.

If a young girl is in a crowd, and
steps on some person’s toes, she should
politely excuse herself.

‘When a lady is with anybody she
should put on her best behaviour.

A lady should have friends, and
go calling to see them. She should
go out to teas, and gve teas for her
friends.

‘When they go for a walk they
should throw up their heads and
walk nicely.

Ladies should go out with the men
on Saturdays.

If a lady has a piano, she should
not have a lot of rag-time pieces.

A lady should go out every day
to make her strong. She should have
an automobile or a carriage; but she
should not ride in it all the time, be-
cause it makes her lazy.
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A lady should be happy all her
lifetime by helping poor people, and
giving them money to buy food.

She should have a tidy house, and
house-clean every year.

Ladies should not dress very gaily.
They should dress plainly and keep
their finger-nails clean, and keep
their teeth clean.

But there are also a good many
things which a lady must not do:

Ladies should not ask their hus-
bands for too much money to buy
candy.

Ladies should not smoke cigarettes
or cigars, or drink whiskey or liquor
of any sort.

A lady should not steal or tell lies.

A lady should not stop a car when
she does not want to get on.

Ladies should not wear men’s
clothes.

A lady should not swear nor take
the Lord’s name in vain.

Ladies should not loaf around town
all day.
~ Ladies should not go everywhere
their husbands go.

Ladies should not be out too late
at night,

Ladies should not go joy-riding.

Ladies should not chew gum.

Ladies should not be cheeky any-
where.

They should not be rude to their
husbands.

Ladies should not always try to
kiss men.

They should not bet on horses and
bet away all their money.

They should not flirt with other
fellows.

They should not play cards.

Ladies should not waste money and
go to all sorts of side-shows at fall
fairs and other exhibitions.

Ladies should not wear all sorts
of jewellery.

A lady should not eat too much.

A lady should not be proud and
not want to speak to the poor.

A lady should not pass some one
on the street without saying some-
thing.
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When a lady goes to anyone’s
house, she should not stay till sup-
per is ready to try to be asked.

Liadies should not go to dances or
balls every night; but just go onee
in a while.

A lady should not fight with her
husband.

The children. were unanimous in
thinking that church-going was one
of the good points of every lady:

A lady should go to church and
be good. When she is in church she
should not talk out loud, but sing
and say her prayers.

A lady should not work on Sun-
days. She should take it easy, go
out for a walk, or do something like
that.

She should take her husbaand to
church, and she should send her chil-
dren to Sunday school every Sunday.

When a lady goes to church, she
should listen to the sermon, and the
men should stay home and cook the
dinner. When mother goes out, she
tells father to keep the pot a-boiling,
so father says, ‘‘All right,”’ and
sometimes when mother comes home
the pot isn’t a-boiling, and the fire
is out.

Ladies should not wear rats, or wax
their hair, or wear nets on their hair.

Ladies should not powder and
paint their faces, or enamel them;
or wear false hair. If they want to
do their hair up fancy, they should
do it with their own hair.

Little grains of powder,
Little dabs of paint,

Make the swellest woman
Look like what she ain’t.

During the writing of the com-
position, I had noticed one of the
boys sitting idly most of the time.
‘When I gathered the papers I saw
that he had only two or three lines
written; but these lines were a mul-
tum in parvo, and with them I will
close:

““A lady should have general man-
ners on all occasions, should be kind
and honest, and cook all meals with
the greatest delight.”’
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REGAN'S DEL

BY RENE

T was owing to Bob Forsythe's
glowing account of the salmon-
fishing to be had off the mouth of
the Satlasheen River, that l.pern}lt-
ted myself to be hustled_ thirty-five
miles up the coast in a noisy gasolene
launch and landed on a rlcke}y, sun-
baked wharf, knee deep in valises and
ing tackle.
ﬁs}lm:igid not mind the noise of the
launeh, which belonged to a timber-
cruiser, one of Bob’s many remark-
able friends, and I only resented t_he
wharf because it arrived in the.mld-
dle of and spoilt a story in which a
deck of cards and a bottle of Scotch
were the chief features. Apart fr.om
that the wharf was quite right, fitting
in beautifully with a semi-circular
sweep of gray shingle, backed by a
wall of dark fir, reddening maple, the
weathered shacks, and unwashed kid-
dies of an Indian village far to the
right. e
Leaving the valises in charge of a
languid youth whom we discovered
asleep against the sunny side of the
freight shed, my friend led me up a
narrow, leaf-strewn road which
brought us in less than five minutes
to a little bungalow, with a wide ver-
andah running round three sxdes'of
it, and two most alluring looking
lounge chairs standing one on eithér
side of the open door. From one of
the chairs there rose up a long, lean,
hawk-eyed man in brown ducks and
high boots, who swooped upon Bob
with terse and profane words of wel-

come. ;
After they had finished shaking
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hands, Bob introduced me as a green
Easterner who was anxious for some
British Columbia salmon fishing.
Then they shook hands again, and
rushed off to negotiate a return trip
on a little freight boat that was al-
ready sqawking wup to the erazy
wharf.

I have since told Bob that | re-
ceived an abundant reward for all
my long-suffering patience with his
many eccentricities, including his
quite appalling taste in tobaceo, when
he introduced me to Jim Ferrell, and
left me with him as his guest for a
whole month.

I cannot here set down all the good
and sufficient reasons on which I
base my regard for Constable Ferrell
of the Provincial Constabulary, bet-
ter known throughout his fourteen-
by-twenty-mile distriet of Satlasheen
as Big Ferrell, because this story is
of Regan’s Del, and, incidentally,
young Cotterell, without whom Re-
gan’s Del would never have emerged
from her native and murky obseurity.

I had been in Satlasheen about
three days when the fact was forced
upon even my preoccupied conseious-
ness that the little community was
seething with suppressed exeitement
over some happening quite out of the
regular routine. It was the languid
youth of the freight-shed whom Fer.
rell had commissioned to row me
about the bay when he himself was
otherwise engaged from whom I fin-
ally got an idea of the nature of the
episode, whereupon 1 feigned a large
indifference, and turned the conver-
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sation to the weather, but that even-
ing I laid the haunting subject before
Ferrell, and left it to him to tell me
that it was none of my business.

‘We were battling our way through
a quarter-mile wide regiment of giant
kelp that gathered every evening on
the bosom of the full tide. It was
hard work struggling through the
dense, unyielding mass, and Ferrell
did not speak until we had won clear
and he was pulling straight out over
the bay, the big spoon bait trailing
and flashing far behind.

‘““That’s the trouble with Satla-
sheen,”” he growled; ‘‘we have so
little to talk about, if anything crops
up that would be a darned sight bet-
ter left alone we cackle like a blessed
poultry-yard. I may as well tell you
the whole thing if you are going to
be backed up against the fence and
made to listen anyway.’’

And here is the substance of what
he told me, while the young moon
rose on our right, and the last of the
crimson after-glow of sunset died-out
of the pointed windows of the tiny
Mission church, perched on the high-
est ground of the Indian village,
backed by the gray-green of the for-
est and faced by the gray-green of
the sea.

Early in the spring of that year, a
young fellow named Roger Cotterell
had arrived in Satlasheen, bonght the
most valuable ranch in the distriet,
built a two-storey frame house in
place of the log building that had
served the original owners, and with
a hired man for the out-side and a
Chinese cook for the inside, had pro-
ceeded to farm, energetically and
scientifically, in tweed knickerbockers
and a four-in-hand tie, serenely un-
aware that he was the biggest sensa-
tion that lonely backwoods distriet
had ever had. The ladies of the little
community were quite as much inter-
ested in the new-comer as the men,
well-to-do young bachelors being

somewhat rare in Satlasheen, and a
brisk campaign of hospitality was
started against the ‘‘poor young fel-
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low, so far from his home and people,
you know.”” Ferrell’s native drawl,
keyed up to the soprano of a sympa-
thetic mother of marriageable daught-
ers, was a treat.

So there were dancing and eard
parties galore. Never before in the
history of Satlasheen had there been
such lavish entertaining, Every
matron in turn ‘‘saw’’ the rest and
went one better, and sardonic repro-
bates like Ferrell were beginning to
lay bets on which family would come
off wvietorious, when, to the utter
amazement, horror and indignation
of every maid and matron in Satla-
sheen, the young man suddenly de-
veloped a mad infatuation for Re-
gan’s Del.

Now Regan’s Del wore her pat-
ronymic in this unusual fashion be-
cause legally she had no right to it
at all. Her mother had been the re-
markably pretty daughter of g
French-Canadian trapper and a full-
blood Satlasheen Klootchman. Dan
Regan was the yellow-haired hook-
nosed blackguard who owned the
fifth-rate saloon that disfigured the
water-front, and Adela, or Del, was
all that could be expected from such
parentage.

The first half-dozen years of her
life she had passed with her mother
in the big smoky barn-like houses of
the Reservation, with a few weeks at
the Rivers Inlet canneries every
spring by way of variety. Then her
mother died, and Regan, who had
taken very little interest in his pater-
nal duties up to then, suddenly dis.
covered that the child had a ready
and prococious tongue, and light feet
that danced on little or no encoura
ment; and in spite of the efforts of
the old priest, who did one man’s
best for the Indians of Satlasheen, he
installed Del as an added attraction
in his dingy bar-room; and there for
the next ten years she grew up, om
terms of the easiest familiarity with
the riff-raff that visited her father’s
saloon, going, in right of her white
blood, to the district school whenever
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the whim took her and disappearing
at intervals to visit old friends on the
Reservation, particularly her moth-
er’s half sister, a fat little Klootch-
man who lived in a cabin near the
beach amid a swarm of brown babies
and mongrel poultry.

It was hardly the environment to
counteract her wretched heredity,
and before the girl was fifteen the
white women of the community had
forbidden their daughters to associ-
ate with her in the smallest degree.
At the same time, good, well-meaning
souls, they endeavoured to lure the
wild young thing into the paths of
virtue by those time-honoured means,
plain sewing and plainer scrubbing.
But Regan’s Del only smiled in their
gseandalised faces and went on her
highly reprehensible way. Small won-
der that Satlasheen was outraged to
its remotest limits when young Cot-
terell began to refuse invitations to
picnics that he might take Regan’s
Del driving in his new egg-case buggy
or learn to paddle a canoe under her
eapable directions.

“Looking at it one way, you’'ve got
to smile,”’ said Ferrell thoughtfully.
““Those ladies never got such a tur-
’ble jolt in their lives. All the same,
young Cotterell’s playing it mighty
low down on them; after all those
nice tea-parties, too. And he’s a
great fool anyway you look at it, for
he’ll be trying to get round the cold
shoulder here for long enough after
Del’s ehucked him.”’

“] suppose the girl is unusually
pretty since she can make such hay
of this young fellow?’’ I hazarded.

“Pretty 1’ Ferrell shipped his oars
and began rolling a cigarette; I had
wound up the spoon tackle, for the
fish were not biting. ‘‘She’s more
than pretty, I guess. Seems to have
picked out every good point her fore-
bears ever had and left the poor ones
—even helped herself to a streak of
style from the French blood. You'll
notice most breeds slop round in all
the colours of the rainbow, and brass-
toed boots; but that’s not Del’s way
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—not much. Dresses all in one eolour
and puts most of her spare coin on
her feet. Got her Klooteh grand-
mother’s little hands and feet, and
never wears a hat summer or winter.
I never saw a hat stick on straight
where there was Indian blood. Seems
to be against nature. But Del fixes
her hair like the saints in the Mission
church windows and scores again.
Oh, she’s as clever as the mischief. A
conscience was all that was left out
of her make-up.”’

‘““She doesn’t copy anything but
the hair-dressing then?"’

Ferrell shook his head gloomily.

‘““No, and it’s a shame, too; what
chance has she ever had? I'm sorry
for the kid. That Brother Bradson,
as he calls himself, the lay-reader
chap they’ve turned loose on us since
the parson’s voice went back on him,
held me up on the road the other day
and had the nerve to tell me it was
my duty to wade in and get Cotterell
out of Del’s clutches. Beggar seem-
ed to think I was a kind of a kinder-
garten for every English pup that
had got off the chain too soon. Gass-
ed a lot about the cherished son of a
good old ecountry family before I
quite got his drift.”’

‘“What happened when you did?"’
1 asked with lively interest,

Ferrel damped the edge of his eig-
arette with methodical care, and felt
for a match,

“Tried to make him see that it was
no use blaming Del, any more than
you’d blame a yellow dog for being
yvellow. Told him the cherished-all-
the-rest-of-the-dope had had a darn-
ed sight better start in life than a
poor little devil of a breed that was
raised in a bar-room; but you can’t
talk to that pin-head. Del’s a bad
lot of course, but it made me sore the
way he went for her; she wasn’t
much more than a baby when I was
moved up here first, but the smartest,
wickedest, gamiest little limb you ever
saw, even then; I’ve seen her sneak
the roll out of a half-soaked logger’s
pocket on one side while he was hunt-
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ing candies for her on the other side.
But it’s a pity for a chap like Cot-
terell to come a cropper over that
sort.”’

The conversation drifted to other
matters then, but during the ensuing
two weeks I heard many references
to the audacity of Regan’s Del and
young Cotterell—particularly young
Cotterell, who, it seemed, was openly
flaunting his infatuation in the face
of Satlasheen, and I found myself
keeping a sharp outlook in my walks
abroad in the hope of seeing the fair
enthraller, but no one even remotely
answering to Ferrell’s deseription
crossed my path. Half-breed girls I
saw in plenty, and many young
Klootchmans of more or less prepos-
sessing appearance, but none that
could disturb the peace of mind of a
moderately fastidious young man,
and I was in a fair way of forgetting
the girl altogether when she was un-
expectedly brought to my mind
again,

I was lying back in one of the ver-
andah chairs after supper one even-
ing, listening to Ferrell whom I had
with difficulty prevailed upon to tell
me some of his early experiences in
the district, when he suddenly intro-
duced a quite irrelevant ‘‘damn,”’
and stared past me down the road
with a very disgusted expression of
countenance.

‘“What’s up?”’ I queried.

‘“That clacking nuisance of a Brad-
son—the near-parson. Now what the
deuce has brought him here?”’

We soon knew. Mr. Bradson
plunged into the subjeet uppermost
in his mind the moment he arrived,
and sank, puffing, upon the verandah
step, declining Ferrell’s offer of his
own chair with a wave of a fat hand.
He was a plump, pale young fellow,
with very prominent light-brown
eyes, outstanding ears, and a man-
ner at once deprecating and conceit-
ed. I was immediately possessed of a
desire to kick him, and Ferrel’s un-
concealed antipathy to the man was
no longer a mystery to me.

‘I have come to consult with you,
Mr. Ferrell, about what is to be done
in this exceedingly painful affair of
young Cotterell and the—er— shock-
ing young person they call Regan’s
Del,”” he began in a voice naturally
high and fat: *l—aun??

At that point he became aware of
me, tucked away in the depths of the
other chair, and stiffened.

“I did not know that you had eom-
pany, Mr. Ferrell. Perhaps we had
better retire to a more private—’’

““My friend has heard all there is
to hear about Regan’s Del already,”’
Ferrell interrupted blandly. ‘A con.
siderable number of people have
wasted a lot of breath lately, stirring
up dust that is better left lying.”’

But this gentle hint was lost on the

lay-reader.
_ “‘But the affair is much more ser-
lous than we had supposed, Mr. Fer.
rell,”” he said, after a severe glanee in
my direction.” It seems it is not a
mere temporary folly. The misguid-
ed young man actually intends to
marry this Regan’s Del.”’

“What ?’’

It was the only time I ever saw
Ferrell look startled, and a gratified
expression stole over Brother — the
man belonged to no brotherhood, I
learned afterwards, but had annexed
the prefix because he liked the sound
of it—Bradson’s puffy tace.

“I fancied it would be news to
you,’’ he said, a disagreeable note of
satisfaction in his disagreeable voice,

“Is it true?’’ asked Ferrell care-
lessly, producing the ever ready
wherewithal to roll a cigarette, his ex.
pression again one of bland indiffer-
ence tinetured with boredom.

“‘Oh, quite. T had it trom Mr. Cot-
terell himself this afternoon. Some-
thing must be done. Perhaps you are
not aware that the young man be-
longs to an excellent family in the
old eountry. Why I understand that
a cousin of his mother’s is in the
House at Westminster.’’

He tilted his head to omne side to
wateh the effect of this shot.
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Ferrell tapped the completed ciga-
rette on the palm of his hand.

‘“A cousin of Del’s father is in the
pen. at New Westminster,”” he ob-
served, in the tone of a man honestly
anxious to do his best. ‘‘Maybe that’s
different though,’’ he added thought-
fully.

Brother Bradson stared at
with knitted brows and
lips for a moment, 3

““By ‘the House at Westminster’ '’
he said, ‘‘1 mean the British House
of Commons. It is an idiom. 1
should have explained.’’

““I see, Thanks,’’ said Ferrell, and
my heart sang within me at the
thought that Brother Bradson might
remain for quite a time yet. I had
already forgiven him for interrupt-
ing Ferrell’s story; I could get the
rest of that on another occasion.

‘“But we are drifting from the sub-
ject upon which 1 came,”” Bradson
continued. ‘‘It has occurred to me,
Mr. Ferrell, that if you were to
speak to this young man it would
have a great effect.”’

“J guess if you were to speak to
him it would have a greater—’’

““] have done so,”’ and Brad-
son’s pale face became suffused with
a delicate pink. “‘I have spoken to
them both, but I regret to say that
Mr. Cotterell so far forgot what was
due to a man in my position as to
threaten me—me—with personal vio-
lenece if 1 interfered again in what he
called his private affairs.”

“Some fellows have a nerve,’’ said
Ferrell, appearing to address the
evening star. ;

‘““While that—that notorious girl
actually laughed in my face.”’

‘“She would,”” drawled my host.
““Del never lets herself get mad; she
knows it hurts her looks.”’ .

The lay-reader stiffened perceptib.-

him
puckered

ly.
y“'l‘hat young person’s —er— looks
are something in which I take no
manner of interest, Mr. Ferrell,”’ he
said coldly. ‘‘I think such references
might be omitted with advantage.’”’
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““That so?’’ said Ferrell languid-
ly. ““Well, I believe I like blondes
best, too.’”’

[ thought for one exeiting moment
that Bradson would have choked
where he sat, but with something be-
tween a cough and a snarl he found
his unprepossessing voice again,

*“About this unfortunate young
man, Mr. Ferrell 2"’

‘“Well, what about him?"’

‘I, as I have alreaay stated, I have
done what 1 could to deter him from
this mad step, but he srmply will not
listen to a word ; he seems determined
to close his ears to all warnings, But
even he could not fail to heed a warn-
ing from a man in your position.
Your official capacity."’

He stopped suddenly, panie plain
in his puffy face. Ferrell had trans-
fixed him with a pair of eyes from
which all the bland innocence had
fled, eyes cold and hard and blue as
chilled steel.

‘“That will do, Bradson,”’ he said
quietly. “‘I shall keep my official
capacity strictly out of this, and 1
must say I’'m surprised that a man in
your position should try to prevent
any man marrying the girl of his
choice, even if she doesn’t strike you
as a very wise choice. How do you
know Cotterell isn’t going to be Del’s
chance of salvation, and how do you
know that its your particular job—
of all people—to interfere? Seems to
me if I was aiming to be a full-blown
parson some day 1'd be apt to figure
it out that way.”’

It was the longest speech Bradson
had ever been favoured with from
Ferrell, and he was completely foun-
dered.

“‘I— er— so very unsuitable —ab-
sent relatives—misery certain to en-
sue,”” he spluttered in disjointed sen-
tences.

‘I daresay, but after all that’s
Cotterell’s business,”’ retorted the
big constable quietly. ‘I think you
mus? have forgotten that he’s of
age.’’
Metaphorically speaking, there was
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not enough left of Brother Bradson
to make a broom and dust-pan worth
while. With a few more mumbled
incoherences he got himself off the
verandah step and melted away into
the darkness.

“Little beast,”” grunted Ferrell,
staring after him. ‘‘If Cotterell had
been a wharf hand in dollar jeans we
wouldn’t have heard a word of all
this, and that’s why I wouldn’t give
him any satisfaction.’’

“You certainly didn’t,”’ 1 chuckl-
ed. ““When do you suppose this in-
teresting wedding will take place?’’

‘It won't take place at all if I can
stop it,”’ Ferrell growled.

‘‘Cotterell’s too decent a chap to
be allowed to commit sucide that way,
and that’s literally what it would
mean. He’d blow his brains out with-
in a year if he married Regan’s Del.”’

““You mean to tackle him then?’’

““Not if I can help it; I’d hate like
poison to wreck his faith in the girl
if he can be got out any other way.”’

‘““What will you do? Cable his
mother to come and look after him?%’’

““I'll see Del and try and get her
to chuck the poor beggar; she’s scar-
ed of me if she’s scared of anybody,
and she knows if I did talk to Cot-
terell the whole thing would be off.
I wouldn’t say so to Bradson, but
really Del needn’t be considered in
this; it isn’t as if she cared a hoot
for him. I’d hesitate to interfere if
she did, though it will mean all kinds
of blazing ruin for him, but Del isn’t
the sort to care for anyone but her-
self. She’s Regan over again in that.
Well,”’ as he picked up his hat off the
floor of the verandah, ‘‘I’ll go and
see her right away. This business
has gone far enough.”’

He put the tobacco and some maga-
zines within my reach and departed.
‘Wong Tai, cook and house-maid of
the bachelor establishment, had al-
ready set a reading-lamp on the
table. In something less than an
hour he was back, and I saw at a
glance that his mission had not been
suecessful.

‘‘Nothing doing,”’ he said with a
wry smile. ‘‘Del stands pat. She’s
got the best catech in the district sim-
ply hypnotised, and here’s where she
breaks even with the women who
wouldn’t let their girls play with her.
I eould see it all in her eyes.”’

““But wouldn’t she listen to your
arguments. I thought you had a eard
up your sleeve.”’

““I thought so too, but she trumps
it on sight. Oh, yes, she listened, and
when I was through pointing out that
she wasn’t just the person young Cot-
terell’s mother wouid want in the
family, she calmly agreed with me,
but said she was going to marry him
all the same. Then I played my eard
and asked if she still thought she’d
marry him after 1’d talked to him
for two minutes. ‘No,” she said,
looking me square in the eye, ‘be-
cause that same day he would shoot
himself. Do you want to make him
shoot himself?’ Did I forget to tell
you Del was smart? Jove, the
minute she said it I threw down my
hand, for I knew she was right, or so
darned near right that I'm taking no

chances. It’s ten to one he’ll do it in'

the end, but she’s got me gagged.
Lord, it’s a pity. Let’s talk about
something else.”’

So we talked about something else,
and among other things the talk turn-
ed to totem poles, and Ferrell prom-
ised, if nothing happened to hinder
the plan, to take me over the Indian
Reservation the next day and show
me a particularly fine specimen that
stood by the chief’s door.

Nothing turned wup to interfere
with the little exeursion, and acecord-
ingly we started soon after luncheon,
Ferrell leading the way by a short-
cut, an old logging road that wound
among wild rose-bushes and clumps
of balsam. We had just arrived in
sight of the outermost fence of the
Reserve, when a man vaulted sudden-
ly into view over a high, moss-grown
log lying a few yards off the trail;
and in the act of turning to stretech
a helping hand to a girl who had
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sprung upon the log and stood there,
balanced, he paused to glance round
at us, and I got a good view of him.

““Cotterell,”” said Ferrell, under
his breath, ‘‘and Regan’s Del.”’

I saw a well set-up young fellow
with pleasant gray eyes, wide apart;
a nondeseript nose, a mobile, sensitive
mouth, a fighting chin, and a typical,
English, terra-cotta-tile complexion,
And then my eyes went past the man
and alighted on the girl.

Ye gods. But there was excuse for
the boy.

She stood poised against the green
background of the balsams, a slender,
lithe ereature dressed in amber-col-
oured stuff of some simple, clinging
make that left throat and fore-arms
bare. Bronze velvet shoes covered the
glim little feet, and the most beauti-
fully formed hand I ever saw rested
on young Cotterell’s shoulder. But
her face, ah her face! Ferrell’s des-
eription flashed back into my mind:
“‘Seems to have picked out every
good point her forebears ever had and
left the poor omes.” A dark, bril-
liant, little face of almost pure Span-
ish type had been evolved out of that
mixing of races. There was the
dusky glow of the oval cheeks, the
exquisite curve of the small, erimson
mouth, the fine cutting of the little
aquiline nose, and, dominating all the
other features, a pair of great, dark,
slumberous eyes looked down at us
from under half-lowered lids, as she
stood, her small chin thrust slightly
forward and up above the clean-cut
lines of her graceful throat, while the
afternoon sun, sifting down through
the green roof above, picked out
bronze lights in her dark hair, which
swept low over either temple to be
gathered in a great knot at the back
of the little head.

Abruptly I became aware that I
was staring, undisguisedly staring, at
the girl, and I turned my eyes swift-
ly aside to young Cotterell.

His fair, bullety head had tilted it-
self at a distinetly haughty angle,
and there was hostility in the gray

eyes; but Ferrell gravely raised his
battered felt hat. I followed his ex-
ample, and the boy’s expression soft-
ened as he returned the salute.

And then — and then my glance
went back for a brief instance to the
vivid face above Cotterell’s; her dark
slumberous eyes met mine full, and
into their unfathomable depths leap-
ed two little dancing devils. In the
very face of her lover’s chivalrous
devotion, the girl smiled a smile full
of cynically humorous appreciation
of all that was incongruous in the
situation. In that moment I under-
stood Ferrell’s deep-rooted conviction
that only absolute ruin to Cotterell
could come of the marriage. Regan’s
Del was no subjeet for knight-erran-
try. The sacrifice of the boy would
be as profitless as it would be com-
plete. And yet she was hauntingly
beautiful, and in the still childish
curves of her young face was no con-
scious depravity. For her right and
wrong plainly did not exist.

““Well 2’ said Ferrell, when the sil-
ence had lasted a hundred yards.

“Poor Cotterell! She is a juvenile
Cleopatra. After seeing her I can
quite believe that his smash is inevit-
able.”’

‘‘Inevitable,’’ Ferrell agreed.

But we were wrong.

I had done full justice to the totem
pole and the big war canoes, the
chief’s modern house and the great,
barn-like place where the tribal
dances were held, and nearly four
hours had slipped away when we
turned towards home, by way of the
wllgge, that we might call for the
mail. However, we were destined to
go without the mail that day, for on
arriving at the water-front, we found
a little knot of loungers clustered at
the shoreward end of the wharf, star-
ing at some object on the water. The
tide was at the full, and for a quart-
er of a mile out from shore and as far
as the eye could reach right and left,
floated the close-packed ranks of my
now familiar enemy, the kelp.

Rather more than half-way through
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it, working his way slowly and with
tremendous exertion, a man was fore-
ing a small dug-out canoe towards the
wharf. Just as we sighted him, a
high-pitched inarticulate yell floated
over the water, and he waved his pad-
dle in the air once, then fell to his
struggle with the kelp once more.

“Old Jeff,”” Ferrell exclaimed. He
arched a hand over his eyes and star-
ed intently. ‘‘It’s not like old Jeff to
make a row for nothing, mnor to
hurry himself; and, Great Caeser!
The eanoe’s nearly gun’les under.’’

He was off on the word, at a long,
swift lope to the end of the wharf,
where the light, two-oared boat I
used in salmon-trolling was tied up.
I was only just in time to scramble
in after him as he cast off, and with
an oar each we began battering and
fighting our way out towards the old
man.

Old Jeff—if he had another name
[ never heard it—was a curious char-
acter, ex-miner, ex-logger, ex-trapper,
ex-everything that was strenuous and
venturesome, who had settled down
to a self-sufficient old age in a little
cabin a couple of miles up the coast,
where he lived a life of Spartan sim-
plicity on the fish he caught and the
vegetables he raised. Tis canoe was
famous as the oldest, smallest, frailest
dug-out on the coast, and it was only
by constant caulking and patehing
and eonsummate skill in handling
that he had kept it afloat so long.

Seeing us coming, he ceased to
shout, but continued shoving shore-
ward with might and main, until
barely fifty yards separated us, when
I saw him again wave his paddle
round his head and put his free hand
to his mouth.

““Wait!”” I panted; ‘‘he’s going to
shout.”’

And as we paused with dripping
oars poised, his cracked old voice
floated to us:

‘““Regan’s Del — swimmin’ in —
hurry an’ pick her up—I’ve got the
boy. Hurry or ye’ll be too late.’’

I had done a lot of rowing in my
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three weeks in Satlasheen; Ferrell
was always in the pink of condition,
and we did not spare ourselves, One
glimpse we had, as boat and canoe
passed, of a limp, unconscious figure
in the bottom of old Jeff’s sorely tried
little eraft, and then we were fighting
our way on through the baffling kelp,
our chests heaving, the sweat running
into our eyes, the blood pounding in
our ears and temples. Once again,
fainter, came the shrill, sea-gull-like
cry from the old man:

‘“‘Hurry, or ye’ll be too late.’’

But we were already too late.

We found her among the outer
fringes of the kelp that had betray-
ed her fearless young strength; her
slight body partially upheld by the
shifting, swaying lengths of cold
weed ; her splendid hair enveloped
her like a mantle.

Ferrell, who seemed
knowledge to fit every emergency,
commenced artificial respiration at
onee, and kept it up for fifteen pun-
ishing minutes, refusing, with a curt
shake of the head all my offers of as-
sistance, his frowning gaze intent on
the small dark face, framed by the
masses of wet hair. He stopped at
last, held his hand above the heart
for a space, then without a word,
spread his coat over the little form,
and we pulled back to the wharf.
bare-headed. :

Later we heard old Jeff’s account
of the accident.

Cotterell and Regan’s Del had
gone out, as they had often gone, in
a canoe belonging to the girl’s aunt,
an old craft, but sound. Barring ac.
cidents, it should have lasted many
more seasons; but the unfortunate
pair had driven it against a big, sub.
merged log, a derelict from some pas-
sing boom, and the canoe had instant-
ly split and sunk, leaving the man
and girl, two miles from land, to
cling to the log, all but a few slip-
pery inches of which was a foot and
a half under water—the cold, glacier-
fed water of British Columbia’s
straits and bays.

to possess



REGAN’S DEL

0Old Jeff had witnessed the disaster
from a quarter of a mile away, and
had gone to the rescue with all speed,
though his tiny craft could only
carry two, with considerable risk to
both, while three were out of the
question.

Del, it seemed, had had only one
opinion as to which was to be picked
up. In the teeth of old Jeff’s objec-
tions and the boy’s frantic opposition,
she insisted that Cotterel, who could
only swim a few strokes, should be
the passenger, while she herself
swam to shore. Cotterell was still re-
fusing with what breath he had.
when an attack of eramp took him
under. Del, aceustomed from very
babyhood to those waters, dived and
brought him to the surface again, and
0ld Jeff, knowing the two-mile swim
to be within the girl’s power, drag-
ged the boy, half uneonscious and
still feebly protesting, into the canoe
and paddled for shore at his best
speed.

Luckily, the one doctor of Satla-
sheen was driving past the wharf
when the old man arrived, and after
an hour’s hard work pronounced Cot-
terell out of danger. Under a robust
exterior the young man concealed a
valvular weakness of the heart which
he himself never suspected, and the
shock had come within a narrow mar-
gin of being fatal.

It might have been an hour after
sunset when Ferrell and 1 stepped
out of the little log cabin by the
beach where poor Del had spent so
many days playing with her little
brown cousins. We had left white-
haired Father Antoine trying to
soothe the Indian women’s noisy
grief, and I think it jarred us both
equally when a few yards from the
door we almost walked into Bradson.

“‘PDear, dear, this is a most shock-
ing affair, most shoeking indeed,’’ he
exelaimed in his rasping voice. ‘‘ Most
lamentable, I am sure. The unfortu-
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nate young woman must have forgot-
ten the kelp. So young—so unpre-
pared. Lost—wholly lost. What a
warning to us all!’’

Ferrell gave him one contemptuous
glance and brushed past, without
speaking. 1 caught him up in three
strides and we struck into the dark-
ening trail leading to the bungalow,
with no word spoken on either side.
Something temse in the quality of
Ferrell’s silence, coupled with the
fact that he did not immediately be-
gin to smoke, made me leave him to
speak first. He did so at last—
abruptly.

““It’s best the way it is, of course.
The poor chap will be able to keep his
ideal of her always now.”’

[ murmured an assent and waited,
I knew that that was not the thought
(uite uppermost in the big constable’s
mind. Presently it came.

‘““What’s eating me is that I did
that poor little soul an injustice yes-
terday. I said she didn’t care for
him — that she was only marrying
him to spite the other women. And
I was wrong—dead wrong. A girl
doesn’t chuek her life away—delib-
erately—for a man she doesn’t care
for.”’

“You don’t think then that she
forgot the kelp?’’

‘‘Forgot the kelp? Man, Sma-na-
wilt’s grand-daughter couldn’t forget
the kelp. She knew this coast, sum-
mer and winter, day and night, at all
states of the tide, as I know the palm
of my hand. No, when Del started
to swim_ashore she had about one
chance in a million of reaching it
alive—and she knew it.”’

“‘Greater love hath no man—'' T
stopped, disconcerted to find that I
had been quoting Seripture aloud.

“Just s0,” said Ferrell quietly. ‘1
qnlﬁ’ ’hope I may finish one half as
well.”’

Al_ld then he lighted his long-delay-
ed cigarette.




ELINOR
BY A. CLARE GIFFIN \

WULF the Saxon, coming at his

best speed and narrowly es-
caping killing on the way, brought
me news that King Richard was in-
deed for the Holy Land; therefore
remembering a certain promise made
two years before (when he drove off
certain robbers who had set upon
me, a lone man and wounded), I set-
tled such things as called for settle-
ment, and left my lonely castle by
the North Sea to keep itself while I
should be at the wars. Then I rode
off, not ill-pleased, with only Wulf
to bear me company, having sent the
rest of my men to Fastby with my
mother, the Lady Alois, who was
minded to wait my return with the
nuns there; they would join me lat-
er in London whither I was not will-
ing to delay my going.

The road was easy to travel and
well known to me, and we met
neither robbers nor travellers, neith-
er passed through many villages;
though we saw them from hilltops,
half-hidden in the fresh green of
spring, with the gray of some new-
built keep rising from their midst.

At length, as it drew towards twi-
light, we found ourselves in a coun-
try of fair meadows and low, round
hills, with orchard trees all white
on their sides, and not far off we saw
against the sky the dark shape of a
tower. Thither we turned and rode
slowly up the hill towards it, eross-
ing the river by a shallow ford, and
leaving the village and its orchards
behind us. All about the castle was
quiet, and over the keep floated a
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golden dragon on a blue ground.
The steep way up the hill was pav-
ed with huge rough stones. Half
way up this hill I blew a great blast
on my horn, but when I had come
nearer I saw that the gate of the
barbican was open, the drawbridge
was down, and across it, his head
shi'vered by an axe-blow, lay a slain
knight. Within, I could see yet other
dead men lying in the courtyard,
and, at the door of the keep, a young
knight, scarcely more than a boy,
stone dead, with his helmet cleft in
two. Near him lay another, the lead-
er, I thought, of those who had at-
tacked the castle; out of him the life
was not yet gone, and I bent over him
to learn if I might the meaning of it
all. But even as I looked he turned
on his back, sighed and lay dead:
the shattered helmet fell from his
head, and I could see his black hair
and fierce black eyebrows knit now
into a frown of deadly hate.
Looking up, sadly puzzled at the
strangeness of it all, T saw a lady
coming slowly down the stairway of
the keep. Slim she was and young,
as I guessed from the fashion of her
walking. At the foot of the stairs
she paused, and bent over the body
of him who had defended the door.
She loosened his helmet, very swiftly,
very skilfully, speaking softly as if
to herself; then it must have come to
her suddenly that he was dead and
in need of naught but a shroud and
some few masses, for she began to
weep, or rather to sob, without tears,
but with a pitiful trembling of her
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whole body. Then I stepped for-
ward, and she, hearing me even be-
fore she saw me, sprang to her feet
and stood facing me without fear,
meeting my gaze fairly.

“1 came but to ask your courtesy
for the night,”” 1 said, ‘‘but now, if
there is aught I can do—’" I hesi-
tated, searce knowing what to say.

“Then you are not of those?’’ she
asked, with a sweep of her hand to-
wards the slain men.

“Nay,”” 1 answered, A | kpow not
even in what quarrel they died.”

She laughed; and in the low scorn-
ful sound she suggested much.

“They died in a worthy quarrel,”’
she cried; ‘“A most worthy one!
They would have burned a witch.”’

«“Not—'' I began, and then dared
not go on, because of my strange and
horrible misgiving.

““Hyen I myself,”’ she answered
quietly, with a faint flicker of a
smile on her lips; ‘‘because, as they
say, 1 have cast spells on all the folk
round about. But here is poor cheer;
within, our meal which was broken
into somewhat rudely, still lies
spread, and, though the. serving peo-
ple are fled, T myself will do what I

»

P‘.All thanks,”’ I answered; for
whether she were witeh or fairy wo-
man I eould not rest till I knew all.
“But by your leave I will make all
gafe first; for the castle lies unde-
fended, and who knows what may

ce?”’
ch?‘nAs you will,”” said she, not it
seemed to me, caring at all, and go-
ing slowly into the keep.

1 ealled Wulf, and found place for
our horses: then, having clqsed the
gate of the barbican and raised the
drawbridge by the help of a wind-
lass, I went back to the keep, and
found that the engine that let fall the
portcullis was broken; the reason I
thought why it had not been let fall
when the place was attacked. The
bodies in the courtyard were group-
ed about the inner end of the draw-
bridge and the entrance to the keep,

places, I thought, where the fighting
had been fiercest. The deviee of the
great banner, the golden dragon on
a blue field, was repeated on the
coats of four men-at-arms in the
courtyard, and on the shields of two
of the knights; all the rest, about
thirty-four in number, bore one de-
vice, a scarlet hawk on a black field.
Then when I had drawn all the bod.-
ies into a corner of the courtyard
and covered them decently, I mount.
ed the stairs slowly.

The room I entered was low and
dusky, lighted only by a fire; and be-
fore this fire, deep in thought, sat
the witech-maid, if such she was.
She rose as 1 entered, and went to-
wards the table, while I stood be-
wildered, searce knowing what to do
or think.

““Sit down and eat, and I will tell
you the whole story,”’ she said soft-
ly ; and obeying the spell of her voice
I did as she bade me. Sitting oppo.
site to me, the glow of the firelight
fell on her face, I saw that her
hair was paler than any gold, and
her skin like the snow I have since
seen on very high mountains, and her
eyes were like deep lakes before the
sunlight touches them-—dark and full
of wonder; and, moreover, they seem-
ed to see all in my mind.

“I am called Elinor,”’ she began,
‘““and my father, sometime lord of
this castle, is dead ; my mother, too,—
many years ago; and now my broth-
ers also lie dead without—haply by
my fault.”

She hestitated a moment, but.
when I would have spoken, silenced
me with her upraised hand.

‘““They have called me a witeh,”’
she went on, ‘‘though heaven knows
‘twas without reason, for I have
never so much as looked into book of
magie; but herein is my fault,”’ (her
voice sank lower and trembled piti-
fully), ““that T am affiicted piteously
and in such strange wise that if it
were told me of another I should
scarce believe. I cannot weep, and
you know that only witches are de-
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nied the gift of tears. I cannot weep
¢ven now, when I am alone ar d help-
less and all I love lie dead!”’

Her voice died in a low wail, and
she trembled as though with bitter
cold; then went on still gazing into
the fire,

‘“Also many suitors have come for
me, and for none have I had a word
of kindness; so that they have said
my heart is strangely cold. It may
be But when he who lies dead with-
out came, and was bidden go like the
others, his love changed to hate: so
he told about that I was a witeh, in
league with Satan, able to shed neith-
er blood nor tears, and hard of heart.
loving only evil; and because they
knew that one thing in all this was
true, he drew many with him: and
he convinced the Abbot of Seeling-
court, of whom he holds his lands,
and others of authority ; so that when
things went amiss all pointed to me
as the witeh, and at last, knowing
that none were in the castle but my
brothers and me with my waiting
women, they fell on us unawares.
Then my brothers, believing no evil
of me, fought to the death, and my
women, afraid lest they, too, be ac-
cused, have fled to my enemies, and
I am left alone.”

““And your men-at-arms? There
were but four in the courtyard?”’ 1
asked.

““They were in Lonodn whither we
were all to go shortly; these threats
had moved my brothers to take me
out of danger, and Queen Elinor, for
whom I am named, had offered to
take me among her ladies.”’

I looked at her long in the fire-
glow, then rose and stood looking
down into the fire; her eyes looking
into mine had been clear as a child’s.

“I do not understand.”” I falter-
ed at length shamed somehow in my
own heart that I found mno better
comfort for her.

““Ah, dear heaven!’’ she eried, *‘I
cannot understand it myself: how
can I understand? My mother told
me once that the wise woman of Ald-
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hurst laid a spell on me; and she
prayed daily till she died that it
might pass away. So indeed have I,
but without avail.”’

[ could not answer her, having a
heart too full of strange thoughts to
be able to speak easily. I could onlv
fill my eyes with her loveliness as
she sat gazing into the heart of the
flame.

“To-morrow you must take me
with you to London,’’ she said after
a space, “‘and there I shall go to the
Queen as I had planned, and she will
protect me, for the love of my moth-
er. For to-night you and your man
will keep guard here, though, indeed,
[ think we are safe until morning.*’

Then so swiftly that I could make
no reply, she rose and passed out of
the hall, and T, waking from my
dream, called Wulf, and bade him
wateh till midnight. Then 1 stretch.
ed on the settle before the fire, and
tried to think and ponder the story.

Early in the morning Wulf and |
buried the slain men, and then, ere
we set out on our journey, ate the
meal that Eliner had prepared. The
great banner we left flying above the

keep, that none might guess the
castle to be deserted till Elinor
should be well away; thus in the

early sunlight we set out, riding soft.
ly down the long hill to the ford.

In the sweet spring morning, be-
neath the arches of the leaves, 1 pon-
dered Elinor’s story once again, and
thought how ill it matehed the blithe
sunlight; her face, too, looked tired
and wistful, and I guessed her un-
happy and perplexed. Thus sadly
we fared on until noon, when we
stopped at a fair castle, set in a
broad meadow. Here, besides the ser-
vitors, were only a young lad, and g
little maid of perhaps seven sum-
mers, for the lord of the castle was
gone to the King, and the lady was
on a pilgrimage to make prayer for
his safe return from the wars of the
Cross.

Leaving here, we passed into a
narrow defile between green rounded
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hills: and as we turned the shoulder
of one of these, we met a knight fully
armed, seated on a huge gray charg-
er; behind him rode four men-at-
arms, and they blocked our way com-
pletely. So suddenly had we come
upon him that there was little time
to think. Wulf came forward till he
was close behind me, but Elinor I
bade keep back, for the scarlet hawk
on the knight’s shield had told me
that this was no ordinary meeting,
but the end of the tale that the slain
men the courtyard had begun.

“Wilt give up yonder witeh?”’
eried the knight, his great voice ring-
ing hollow in the narrow pass.

“This lady is no witch,”” I answ-
ered; ‘‘She rides under my care to
the Queen Mother in London.”

“No witeh!”” he roared: ‘‘No
witeh! Boy, do you take me for a
fool ? Hath she not, this Elinor, nam-
ed for one as shameless as herself,
hath she not cast spells on half the
countryside? And why were four
churls and two beardless boys able to
slay thirty good men-at-arms and the
best knight that ever set lance in
rest? Witeh! Witeh! Thou shalt
burn yet!”’ he sereamed, pointing a
mailed hand at Elinor and. writhing
and twisting in his saddle with the
power of his rage. Meanwhile Elin-
or sat very quietly with her veil
drawn over her face, seeming not to
heed him.

“This is no speech for a lady to
hear,”’ said I, ‘‘more especially one
who has had of late grievous sorrow.
Speak within measure and I will
listen.”’

«“Within measure!’”” he ecried:
““Have I not had enough of sorrow
for my own part? How came you
with her? You are none of the
breed.”’ 5

““That,”’ said I evenly is not to the
purpose, and our errand is not one
to admit delay.”’ ’

He gave a growl of disgust.

“Post know she is a witeh?’’ he

at me.
ﬂu‘r'lg know that she is not,”” I said
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briefly, and thereby brought back his
fury, so that for a time he could only
call on the Saints to witness his
truth and Elinor’s witcheraft. Then
he began again with a kind of foreced
quietness.

‘“‘Hear thou,”” he said huskily.
‘“‘She is a witeh, as I have said, and
she drew my brother from war and
from the chase to linger in hall like
a love-sick page: then when he asked
her of her brothers, this white witeh
would have none of him, saying for-
sooth, that she loved him not and
other such-like foolery., And they,
younger than she, and unwilling to
forece her, and be witched belike, to
their own destruection, would not give
her up. Yet my brother tried all
means; for he was loth to believe
what all men said; for her, did he
win the gold chain in the passage of
arms at Winchester! For her did he
learn at court the art of song that
he might please her the better! Yet
she turned from him, and at last
would not so much as speak with
him. Then at last did he pereceive
the foulness of her witcheraft for the
signs of it were plain to all. Can
she weep as women are prone to do!?
Hath she not sworn that she ean love
no one? Not even my brother the
best knight in England, who has set
lance in rest against King Richard?
What need of more proof? He went
with his men-at-arms to bring her to
justice, having owned to the sin of
loving her, and being cleasned of his
guilt; and even then she thwarted
him, and now would draw you into
her net. But I have made plain to
the good Abbot at Seelingcourt what
manner of woman she is, and T bear
here a relic that will turn away her
vilest spell. To the fire she shall
come, and thou, good youth, go home
and come no more into like mischief.
Come mistress!’’ and he turned to-
ward Elinor, who rode slowly for-
ward.

Now, by his speech up to this last,
I had not been unmoved; for I free-
ly owned it a hard matter, and not
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for a simple knight such as I to
fathom, though it seemed to me that
it stood not with mine honour to
desert one who had trusted me.
Nevertheless I would have held fur-
ther parley with him, had he not
taunted me with my youth: an un-
worthy reason, as I know now. As
it was, I turned to the Lady Elinor,
saying : :

““Is it your will that I fight in your
just quarrel, Lady Elinor?’’ I asked.
She looked up at me with wide sor-
rowful eyes, and more than ever I
felt how hideous a thing it was that
one so fair and seeming innocent
should stand accused of black guilt.

‘“Go not into danger!’’ she eried
softly; ‘““Too much blood has been
shed for me now! I am accursed
even as I told you, and she who cast
that spell knew that it would lead me
at last along the road she herself
went; if you fight, this man will as-
suredly conquer; he is better horsed,
he is stronger. And if I go with him
I shall not meet the fire, but will die
in’my own way or ever I come to
at:!?

““You shall die only in God’s giod
time!”’ I said boldly. ‘‘Though he is
stronger, my quarrel is just.”’

““Then you believe me innocent?’’
she asked.

“I know not; ““I answered blunt-
ly enough; ‘“‘but I am well resolved
that you shall not fall into the hands
of yonder knight: but if you know
of any who will fight in your cause,
and who is better able to fight your
battle, I will go and bring him
hither.’”’

““There is no one else,”” she said
softly: ‘‘but I would not have you
die in my quarrel. Better to let me

0"’
: But before she had made an end
of speaking, I had turned and ridden
towards my enemy.

““Fool,”” he growled, ‘‘wilt fight
for a witch? Have at thee, then!”’

How long we fought in that grassy
hollow between the hills I eannot
tell; he was heavier than I, and had
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more skill, though perchance he was
in too hot a mood to fight wisely,
Back and forth we went across the
short, soft grass, and the hill gave
back dull echoes of the fight. But
at least my enemy unhorsed me, and
then we fought on foot with swords,
and the men-at-arms fought beside
us, Wulf against the other four, but
in no worse case than I against my
single adversary; for my breath be.
gan to fail and my arm to tire, and
my skill was no mateh for his. At
last I struek at him and missed, and
he ended the fight with one great
blow; for all the world of blue and
green went out in a wave of flaming
red, and I saw Wulf stagger and fall.
and I thought, even as thought left
me, that Elinor was left without help,
;r,hough I had boasted I should save
1er.

When life came back again, there
were clear stars overhead, and the
last of the sunset lingered in the gap
between the hills. Stiff with eold and
pain as I was, and with a throbbing
wound on my shoulder, where the
axe-blow that had stunned me had
struck, glancing from my helmet, T
was yet thankful for what life was
left me. Horse and arms were gone.
Near me I saw a dark mass—a slain
man, I thought, most likely Wulf.
I bent over him, and at the touch of
my hand he stirred and groaned ; he
was wounded in the head, and when
I drew him to a spring nearby and
bathed the eut with clear water, he
revived and was able to tell me what
above all T wished to know—whither
they had taken Elinor. Moreover,
he still had his dagger, and groping
over the place of the figcht we found
a long knife; so that there was naught
to hinder our setting out on onr
quest.

Our way, as Wulf told me, lay
back along the road we had come,
and as we went, keeping wateh for
any signs of the party that had gone
before, for Wulf knew only the road
they had taken, my mind went back
to the tale Elinor had told, to the
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black guilt laid to her charge, and
to the wonder of her beauty. Truth
and falsehood I could weigh no more
than ever; only I knew that I would
go to her, and, if need were, die in
her service ; yet how two men, wound-
ed, almost unarmed, were to save her
I could not tell.

‘We went slowly, and listened as
we went to the voices of the night;
wakened birds, the tread of startled
deer, the wind in the tree-tops of lit-
tle wood, a dog howling, a stream
near at hand but hidden, bells far
away; then, as we crossed an open
hillside sweet with young fern, a dis-
tant sound of slow singing, and far
away in the valley to our left a dull
red glow. My heart turned sick and
cold with horror.

““They will burn her to-night!”’ I
cried, and with Wulf following as
best he could, I made straight for
that ever-deepening glow.

When at last we flung ourselves
down eclose beneath the castle wall,
we were breathless, weak, and drip-
ping wet from the water of the moat;
but from within the wall ecame that
slow singing and the red light of the
fire glowed ghastly against the stars.
‘The chant sunk to a minor wail, and
I lay shivering, helpless with des-
pair; of what avail was my will to
save her when Wulf and I were but
two against a strong castle? Even
entrance was impossible! Then, when
hope was all but dead, a postern gate
not ten feet away was opened, and
a page slipped out, no doubt on mis-
chief of his own. But, ere the door
could be closed by any of the guard
within, Wulf and I had slipped
through and lay in the shadow of the
keep. This side of the courtyard
was quiet and dark, and still in the
shadow. We crept around the square
tower till the fire was full in view.
Some half-dozen horses were tethered
here, one with armour piled on the
saddle, and in their shadow we lay
and gazed at what even now I can
searce bear to think of.

In the red light, stood Elinor clad

401

in some coarse white garment, her
golden hair clipped short, her wrists
bound behind her, her tender feet
bare on the stones of the courtyard.
Two men-at-arms held the chain that
bound her hands, and they had bound
a cloth across her eyes. Before her,
slow-pacing around the fire, walked
four monks and perhaps a dozen
men-at-arms; the lord of the castle
I could see nowhere, but I thought
with a grim gladness that his wounds
of the afternoon might well keep him
within his tower—doubtless by some
loophole, whence he might wateh this
horror. Seeing all this, and raging
at my own helplessness, I lay on the
stones—planning, despairing, nerv-
ing my heart for what I must soon
bear. And then, a voice came from
the keep above:

““The good Abbot must soon be
here. Set open the gate and let down
the bridge, that he may lose no time.
We have none to fear.”

Then did I, prostrate on the stones,
thank Heaven for unlooked-for sal-
vation, for I knew what we must do;
swiftly I told Wulf my plan, and
bade him hasten his work. Unno-
ticed he slipped with the castle, and
as he went I rose, did on the armour
that T had seen, and stood among
the horses, holding one of them by
the bridle, and waiting; and, on the
haste that Wulf could make, depend-
ed life, and what [ now knew was
more than life.

So waiting, I heard that endless
chant and the beating of my heart
and a thousand sounds long unno-
ticed; and then, clear in the night
air, the winding of a horn and the
tramp of horses’ feet on the lowered
drawbridge. But with this came a
cry within the castle, and a red light
glowed on the tops of the limetrees
by the wall; and even as the Abbot
and his train rode into the light of
the fire, I heard the cry of ‘‘Fire,
Fire!”” and Wulf and three others
rushed from the door of the keep.

In one instant the courtyard was
full of noise and light. The monks
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stood still in terror, the men-at-arms
dropped the chains that held Elinor
and tore up the narrow stairway.
There was none to heed when I rode
forward, snatched her from the
stones where she had fallen, and
then, before any could stop me or
question me, rode out across the
drawbridge into the quiet night. Be-
hind the castle was in uproar, and
the loopholes in the keep flamed
against the dark; they would miss
us, but there would be few to fol-
low, and those few Wulf would lead
astray. So we rode through the
dark, I with a heart aflame with
triumph, but Elinor, 1 think, scarce
knowing what had befallen her, so
still and white she lay in the hol-
low of my arm.

At daybreak we were far away,
and presently at the ford of a river,
we found Wulf, ghastly enough to
see, but full of heart and hope. So
we went our journey well content,
and eame in safety to London by
the evening of that day.

There I gave Elinor into the care
of the Queen-Mother, and so left
her; for now that she was safe, it
shamed me that I had ever doubted
her, and 1 could not for shame bear
to hear her thanks; but thought that
if in the wars I could win any wor-
ship, I ecould eome to her then with
better right and more boldness, to
plead a cause I knew unworthy; for
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what had I, rough and unskilful even
in war, to win her love?

But it chanced that on the very
eve of our setting out, I walked in
the little garden where the Queen’s
ladies came at times, and mused there
in the soft moonlight on Elinor and
the sweet fashion of her walking,
and her sorrowful life and her great
loneliness; then suddenly lifting my
eyes 1 saw her before me, passing
along the garden walk, wrapped as
I had been in thoughts; perchance,
of the unhappy past. And scarce
knowing what I did I knelt before
her, and told her all my unfaith in
the past, and all my present worth-
lessness; and then, seeing that she
listened, not unwilling, to all that
[ hoped might yet be; with other
sweet madness that I hoped might
touch her heart; then 1 heard her
voice trembling and yet glad.

““You believed me a witch—"’

““Dear love,”” 1 told her, “I will
not lie; but I have not believed any
wrong of you since that night—’* T
stopped, caught with horror at the
very thought; but she broke into my
stumbling speech :

‘““And yet—and yet—you carried
me away from them! Why—why did

you risk so much for one you
thought—"’
‘““Because 1 loved you, heart’s

life!”’ I ecried, impatient, and then
took her into my waiting arms.
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THE HOMECOMING OF

JIM SAUNDERS
BY LLOYD ROBERTS

THE train slowed down at Glais-

er’s, and a passenger with a
suit-case stepped off. Then with much
painful coughing the engine increased
its speed and rumbled out of sight
around the bend. The station consist-
ed of a five by ten uncovered platform
surrounded by fields and patches of
woodland, and the man and his bag-
gage were left in undisputed posses-
sion. He took off his flaring panama
and white handkerchief. A sigh of
absolute satisfaction escaped his lips.

““After all’s said and done,”’ he
muttered, ‘I guess the best part of
going away is the coming back. And
five year ’aint made a sight of dif-
ference about these parts as far as [
can see. The same little daisies, and
that patch of buckwheat in the far
corner, and the same old snake fence.
By jiminy! if Maec hasn’t been too
darn lazy to replace that top rail that
his colt bust the day the boys were
giving me the send-off!’”” and with a
low chuckle Saunders picked up his
suit-case and started down the dusty
road that drifted across the track
close by.

It was a good two miles to the river
where the man hoped to find a boat
to ferry him over, but in spite of the
noonday sun, the thick white dust
that rose in clouds before his feet and
the weight he carried the familiar
way was most pleasant to him. Here
and there the alders and poplars on
either side would fall back and dis-
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closed some old farmhouse guarded
close by a few gnarled willows and
surrounded by patches of oats and
buckwheat, and he would wonder how
Mary Ann and her ‘‘rheumatiz’’ were
getting on, or if Sam was still playing
his part in local politics. Then his
mind would return again to Betty
and the surprise in store for her.

‘When Saunders’s ambitions had out-
grown his surroundings and earried
him off to the ‘‘States’’ she had pro-
mised to wait patiently for his return.
She was aware of his ‘*luck,’’ as he
called it, and of his attaining to a
salary that made her humble soul
thrill with pride, but he had carefully
refrained from stating just when his
business would give him his freedom
to claim what he felt already belong-
ed to him. Being desperately driven
with his work, and never being much
of a hand at letter-writing anyway,
it had been some months since he had
written or had news of her, and he
tried to picture in his mind the wild
joy she would have in his unexpeeted
arrival. He wondered if he would
find her working in the fields with her
father; or down in the clean, cool
cellar revolving the churn, with the
broad earthenware pans of milk on
the shelf behind her; or perhaps nurs-
ing some helpless chicken who had got
the gapes or come by a broken leg.
Then he broke into a whistle and in-
creased his pace.

In time the road turned off through
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a fringe of willows and brought him
down to the edge of the water. He
dropped his valise and gazed up and
down the wide expanse of river.

‘““Good old boy,”” he muttered,
‘‘seems strange that everything
should be just the same, but I suppose
it would be stranger still if things
were different. I feel as if 1’d been
gone a hundred years instead of five.”’

With keen appreciation his eyes
took in the familiar secene; the huge
timber piers strung a quarter of a
mile apart down the river, the log
boom connecting them, and the miles
of rafts crowding in between it and
the shore. Outside the boom he saw
a tug-boat crawling past with a huge
raft on the end of its towline, and
recognised the old Hero of many asso-
ciations.

There were no canoes or rowboats
on the shore, and he saw he would
have to wait until he could hail some
craft going up or down river or
one crossed over from the other side.
Meanwhile he left his suit-case among
the bushes and scrambled over the
logs to the outer edge of the raft
where he could sit and dream and
keep his eyes open for signs of traffic.

He stretched his long legs luxuri-
ously and drew deep breaths of the
warm air into his lungs. The odour
of fresh-cut cedar seemed to drive the
last shreds of the ecity’s worry and
turmoil from his brain. Nothing else
was quite so prevalent of home tide.
One of his earliest recollections was
of playing tag and hide-and-seek
about the piles of sawdust and timber
at the mills, with the clean odour ever
in his nostrils. Then when he grew
older he became lumberman and
steamdriver, and not even five years
of nerve-racking city grind could
clear the tang of it from his blood.

Presently he heard distant shout-
ing and saw men swarm out on the
rafts half a mile below. He knew

they were returning to work after
their midday meal in the cook-house,
and wondered how many of the old
hands were still with Glaizer. A

dozen started up in his direction with
pikepoles in their hands, laughing
and jesting boisterously. As they
drew near he searched their faces for
acquaintances, but it was a gang of
the younger men and all strangers to
him.  They returned his serutiny
curiously and some made low com-
ments that started the rest snickering
audibly. He realised that his well-
fitting clothes, tan-shoes and panama
bord ecircumstantial evidence of his
city life and here at these huge raft-
ing camps on the lower reaches of the
river the men did not have the back.
woodsmen’s breeding in these matters,
but showed their contempt without
effort at concealment.

“Well,” he said to himself, ‘I
won’t undeceive the youngsters. It
feels sort of curious to be an outsider
on my own stamping ground, and I’11
keep it up.’’

Just above him the loose logs were
nosing their way down by ones and
twos, till they brought up against the
raft, and the men began working
them down a narrow lane of open
water between the rafts and the boom.
They were dressed in the unobtrusive
garb of the northern riverman : black
felt hats, flannel shirts, knee-breeches
and caulked boots. One or two had
red bandanas knotted around their
necks.

‘‘Say, mister,’’ said a tall lanky fel.
low pausing three feet from Saund.
ers, ‘‘you’re a stranger erbout these
parts, ain’t you?’’

Saunders smiled pleasantly. “May-
be I am. I left New York yesterday
morning. I tell you the heat there
was awful. You’ve got a nice little
river here, do you know. Nothing
like the Hudson of course, but then
one shouldn’t expect very much way
up here, T suppose,”” and he looked
around in as lordly a manner as he
could assumae.

Most of the men were standing
about and listening intently by thig
time. He noticed they didn’t like his
patronising air and was beginning to
enjoy the joke immensely.
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‘‘Say, Bill, the Johnny reckons he’s
i, don’t he?”’ and the first speaker
sneered at the man nearest to him.

‘“Now look here, my good fellow,’’
Saunders continued in his gentlest
tones, ‘‘don’t be jealous just because
I come from across the border, for, as
I was saying, you’'ve got a pretty fine
bit of country up here if ’tis a little
wild. Aren’t you men what they call
lumber-jacks, that I’ve read so much
about ?”’

“Yes—an’ something a heap worse
if yer lookin’ for trouble,”” and the
lanky man spat impressively on his
hand. Saunders saw he was getting
ugly, and hadn’t the slightest wish to
get mixed up in a scrap at the present
time.

‘“Well, I've read how you can
““birl’’ logs, or ‘‘cuff’’ them, or what-
ever you choose to call it. And the
truth is I never thought of it as much
of a feat. Surely a log is a big enough
thing for anyone to stay right side up
on, and I wouldn’t wonder if 1 could
do it myself.”’

The other began to look more pleas-
ant. It seemed to him that a most
brilliant idea had come to his mind.
There was a way to knock the ‘‘cocki-
ness’’ out of this ‘‘Yankee’’—one
they could all enjoy thoroughly, with-
out any risk to his own features. But
he mustn’t appear too eager.

““I reckon it ain’t so hard as we
pretend, stranger, but some of the
boys are awful duffers at it. Now
you’re a spry enough lookin’ chap,
I'll admit, an’ no doubt it’d come
easy to you as walkin’ in yer sleep.
Bill here’ll show yer how it’s done, if
yer cares to see.’”’

“Thank you, if it’s not too much
trouble,’’ and Saunders stood up with
his hands in his pockets to learn all
about it. The men collected around
with guileless expressions on their
tanned faces, fearing that if they
showed too much elation at the way
affairs were going ‘the ‘‘stuck-up
Johnny’’ might grow suspicious and
seek to escape his much-needed duck-
ing.
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Bill, a youth with flaring red hair
and an upturned nose and no preten-
sions to the Appollo mode of beauty,
grinned sheepishly as he proceeded to
push one of the heavier logs back in-
to the open water above. When it
was a good five feet from the nearest
log he ran quickly across the backs
of a dozen loose timbers and sprang
on board, carrying his pikepole as a
balancing rod. Then he commenced
revolving it beneath his feet with fair
speed, brought it to a standstill, and
reversed the motion.

Saunders watched with a smile of
supreme contempt on his face.

‘“That looks dead easy to me,”’ he
drawled. ‘‘As long as he keeps lift-
ing his hoofs I don’t see how he ean
help staying on.”’

‘‘Perhaps it ain’t—and then ag’in
perhaps it ’tis,”’ answered Long Pete.
““Here’s a pole if yer wants ter try
yer hand, stranger. If yer do hap-
pen ter slip we’ll pull yer out all
right.”’

““Thanks awfully, but I feel sort of
lazy after my journey — and here
comes a boat naw that I'll get to ferry
me across.”’

But Pete had no intention of let-
ting the stranger escape if he eould
help it. He stuck his thin face ¢lose
up to the other’s.

‘I jest thought maybe arter gasin’
so much, yer might sorter like to
prove yer weren’t nothin’ buf gas.’’
Then he gave him the worst insult
known to the lumbermen. ‘“Ye’r dars-
ent—yer afeared!”’

Saunders couldn’t help reddening
under the taunt, and came perilessly
near knocking the man down and so
spoiling his amusement. He got a
grip of himself and stared hesitating-
ly first at Bill standing immovable on
his log and then at the sneering face
of Pete.

““No, I’'m not afraid exaetly,”” he
drawled, tugging thoughtfully at his
moustache. ~ Then, as if he had sud-
denly made up his mind, he continued
briskly.

‘“All right, here goes.”” THe ignor-
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ed the pole thrust out at him and run-
ning awkwardly over the loose logs
landed heavily beside the patient Bill.
It felt good to have the rough bark
beneath his feet again, though tan
shoes were not the best of things to
grip with.

Bill began slowly to turn the log
and Saunders cautiously lifted his
feet as if he feared every moment of
losing his balance and plunging into
the water. Then with a broad grin
that was reflected on the countenance
of the group of men on the raft he
increased the speed. = The stranger
waved his arms wildly, and his feet
slipped about clumsily in his efforts
to keep on the upper side, but in some
unaccountable way he still managed
to retain his position. His grotesque
contortions drew a howl of merriment
from the lumbermen, they had not
expected the fun to be so prolonged.

Meantime Saunders was sidling
nearer and nearer to his grinning an-
tagonist and keeping up his awkward
movements. Then he almost lost his
balance and one of his frantically
clutching hands caught Bill swiftly
under the chin and knocked him into
the water.

The spectators roared louder than
ever. This unexpected outcome filled
them with the keenest joy—all but the
discomfited Bill, who erawled out on
the raft spluttering and cursing and
his face the colour of his hair.

Saunders brought the log tq a
standstill and awaited the next move
with an affected expression of pain
and surprise. Pete quickly regained
his composure and his eyes 'gleamed
ominously

““Bill’s nothing but a clown,’’ he
said contemptuously. ‘‘Why a jack-
ass could a’ kepp his footin’ on a
scow of that size. If yer ain’t got

no objections we’ll try cuffin® this
one,”’ and he began pushing a smooth
cedar log from which the bark had
been stripped, and about half the
girth of the first, free of its fellows.
‘‘Hello, Pete,”’ a girl’s voice rang
out across the water. ) Both men lifted

their heads. Saunders would have
recognised the tones among a mob. A
small rowboat was approaching. An
elderly man was rowing and a girl
sat in the stern. His heart beat wild-
ly with anticipation and he was about
to give a shout of welcome when he
heard Pete answer, ‘‘Hello, Angel-
face, have yer come ter pay us a little
visit?’’

It was not so much the words but
the note of absolute tenderness in-his
voice that turned the listener sudden-
ly icold. He waited immovable. The
boat swung up alongside and Pete
helped the girl out on the raft.

‘“What’s yer doin,’ Pete?’’ and she
shot a curious glance at the well-
dressed stranger

. ‘‘Oh, just havin’ a bit of fun. This

Yankee here wants to be learnt a les-
son in cuffin’ logs and I’m erbout ter
give it to him. Sit down there and
watech me,’’ and he gave a knowing
wink at the girl.

Saunders saw she had not recognis-
ed him, and it seemed as if the sun-
light had faded from the world. Five
yvears had made a difference in him
that he hadn’t realised. He was
scarcely more than a youth when he
went away, and now his maturity,
and his clothes and more than any-
thing else his moustache, disguished
him effectually. There was no mis-
taking their attitude toward one an-
other, and his misery and pride made
him shrink from disclosing his identi-
ty. He would return to the States
that very afternoon. In the mean-
while he was in for a birling match
with this fellow whom he had instine-
tively disliked from the beginning,
and who was evidently a most success-
ful rival. If he tried to escape it he
knew the man, anxious to show off he.
fore the girl, would use langnage
which in his present state would he
all that was needed to change his
misery into rage, He did not want to
put himself in such an undignified po-
sition, with the almost certainty of
disclosing himself. And then in truth
there was a sneaking feeling of de-
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light in the thought of ignominiously
defeating this man in his own game
and before the woman he loved.

He drew one of the lumbermen a-
side and made him change his spiked
boots for his tan shoes.

“I reckon yers in fer a duckin,’
mister,”” muttered the lad, ‘‘fer long
Pete certainly kin cuff some. Say,
ain’t she a beaut,”” and he gave his
head a little jerk towards the girl be-
hind him. ‘‘He’s only been goin’
with her a month back, but he’s been
mad- erbout her a sight longer than
that. The boys say there’s a fellow
back in the States arter her who’s got
cut out. Say, Mister, those shoes are
jest my fit. I wouldn’t mind havin’
a pair like them,”’ and he stood up
and gazed admiringly down at his
feet.

The boy’s efforts to be friendly
didn’t greatly improve Saunders’s
temper. He finished lacing the heavy
boots and then ran across the loose
timber and gained the light cedar log,
where Pete was already awaiting him.

“‘Now, stranger, here’s where you
go off—and darn quick!’’ said the lat-
ter. Saunders smiled grimly and said
nothing. He pulled his panama low-
er over his eyes, more to deepen the
disguise than to kill the dazzle that
struck up from the oily surface of the
water.

Beneath the weight of the two men
the light timber was almost awash,
and only by continuous balancing and
shifting of feet was it kept from buck-
ing them into the water. An onlooker
new to the game would have marvell-
ed that they retained their positions
at all, but when Long Pete began his
numerous tricks for unfooting a rival
it secemed little less than a miracle
that Saunders continued the contest.
The log spun first one way, then re-
versed without warning; jerked viol-
ently from side to side; and when the
Jumberman ran down to the same end
as his rival, reared a third of its
length out of the water and submerg-
ed the contestants to their waists.
Jim’s old time skill and agility had
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not forsaken him, and his spiked
boots gripped the writhing log at
every step. The watching girl, erouch-
ed on the end of a log with her chin
in her hands, was no more amazed at
the stranger’s persistency than was
Long Pete. Red-top Bill had even
begun to hope that their champion
birler would share the honours of his
own ducking, for misery ever loves
company, and Pete’s laughter and
sneering remarks had pierced deeper
than the freckles,

In the meantime the current had
been drawing the log closer and closer
to he upper end of the raft, until
there was less than ten feet of space
between them. Then Pete, pounding
the timber beneath the surface by
springing into the air, gave Saunders
the opportunity he wanted. As the
other rose he slewed it voilently to
one side and Pete’s calked boots came
down on the extreme edge of the log.
For an instant the clawing feet
fought madly for a hold and then the
light timber spun swiftly beneath the
weight and their owner shot forward
and landed full on his back in the
stream.

As Pete disappeared a low shout of
applause rose from the cluster of log-
gers. But the girl had jumped to her
feet and her strained voice stilled the
clamour :

‘““Save him! Save him! he can’t
swim!’’ her face was white and her
eyes were wide with appeal.

It hadn’t occurred to Saunders
that his rival might be helpless in the
water, though he well knew that
many of the lumbermen followed
their precarious calling all their lives
without being able to swim a stroke.
Now when Pete’s head did not rise to
the surface he saw the necessity of
immediate action. The current was
pressing in thin ripples against the
upper ends of the logs and the idea
of anyone being carried beneath was
decidedly  unpleasant. ‘Without
thought, save of the girl’s white face,
Saunders dived where the other had
disappeared. The water was not over
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ten feet deep, and his hands scraped
along the sandy bottom. He strained
his eyes through the dim yellow light
and saw a dark blur writhing close
by. A couple of powerful strokes
brought him to the drowning man. He
felt himself seized in a clutch of steel,
that pinioned his arms to his sides,
and at the same instant he was aware
of a great black cloud closing over his
head and crowding out the light. They
had been carried beneath the rafts.

The torture in his lungs was more
than he could stand. For a moment
he went mad with pain and horror.
Every muscle in his body strained to
free him from that embrace of death.
His feet struck voilently against the
firm sand and they shot upward.
There was a sudden jar and the arms
about him dropped loose. Then his
madness left him. Infinitely far
away, it seemed to him, he saw a pale
light that marked the free water be-
yond the rafts. Could his faculties
stay awake so long. Already his
nerves were numbed, and all sense of
pain and left him. As if in the grip
of a terrible nightmare, and impelled
by a strange forece impossible to es-
cape, his fingers reached out and
clutched in the hair of the object be-
side him and then he battled towards
that fading glimmer that meant sun-
light and oxygen and life! If he
could only loose his hold of this ter-
rible thing that was dragging him
back he felt he ecould make it! He
wanted to turn and tear himself
loose; to bury his teeth in it; only
that hideous something within would
not let him pause or loosen his grip
or do aught but struggle for what his
dimming eonscience had already lost
interest in.

It was almost two minutes after the
stranger dived in after hig defeated
opponent before their heads brushed
the surface in a narrow lane of water
between two of the rafts, and the
white-lipped loggers, standing dazed
and silent above, dragged the uncon-
seious forms out into the sunlight and
the soft summer winds.

Life was still there, knocking feeb-
ly at the half-shut doors, and under
the rough but effective handling of
the lumbermen brought the warm
blood back to the empty veins.

Saunders was the first to open his

eyes, and after a few moments slowly
rose to his feet. The men were still
working over Long Pete, the girl
standing with her back toward him, a
little distance off. He picked up his
wet panama that had been rescued by
one of the men, and started clamber-
ing over the logs toward land. Now
the excitement was over the full wave
of his misery surged back upon him,
and his only thought was to escape
from her presence as quickly as Pos-
sible.

““Just a minute, Mr. Saunders,,
please.”’ Her voice was strained and
low, and he swung around and faced
her, his lips pale as when they pulled
him from the water,

‘I had prayed that I would never
see you again,”’ she said slowly. I
thought maybe some little sense of
decency would prevent you ever com-
in” back. Now you have, and yer
saved his life I suppose I got ter
thank you, even though yer was the
cause of him getting under the raft.
I wish ter God it’d been some other
feller who’d pulled him out, instead
of you, Jim Saunders! Thank you!
That’s all!”’ She quickly turned her
face away so that he would not see the
angry tears that were beginning to
blur her vision.

He came slowly towards her, grop-
ing in his mind for an explanation of
her outbreak. He might have said
Jjust such things to her if he had been
less tolerant and forgiving, but that
she should aet thus made him more
dazed than angry.

““What do you mean, Betty?’’ he
said gently. ‘‘I did not know that
things had changed —that you had
forgotten me — that he meant any-
thing to you, until after he had chal-
lenged me to a birling mateh. And
then because T thought you did not
recognise me and couldn’t bear the
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thought of having you trying to ex-
plain. T intended seeing the thing
through and escaping out of the coun-
try as soon as possible,’’

‘“Me explain! You cad! Go back
to her. 1 pity her whoever she is!”’
and she started down the raft to
escape the sound of his voice.

Long Pete had risen on one elbow
and the loggers were standing about
and watehed with expressions of
awkward embarrassment.

““I reckon I kin do the explainin’,”’
Pete’s voice was weak, and he had to
pause for breath, but the girl heard it
and paused.

He fumbled in his hip pocket, drew
out a letter and extracted a little
dank slip of newspaper.

““‘Give this to the feller.”’ Bill car-
ried it over to Saunders without a
word. The latter glanced through it
quickly — his face as hard as stone.
The girl watched him.

“My God! who wrote this? He
held the announcement of his own
marriage to a girl whose name he had
never even heard of.

“I wrote it,”” Pete’s voice had a
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note of defiance in it. “‘If yer
hadn’t returned fer another week 1’d
a’ had her fer keeps. She don’t care
a heap of a lot fer me, an’ I’m think-
in’ she’d hev seratched my eyes out
before the year was up. Anyway I
give her to you in exchange fer my
life, only I wish ter God yer’d left me
under the raft.’’

It seemed to Saunders as if a great
weight had been lifted from his heart,
and he suddenly heard the birds along
the river calling one to another. The
girl was weeping quietly, her face
buried in her hands. He went over
to her and taking her quietly by the
arm led her to the boat.

‘“All right, Betty, I understand,’’
he said gently. Then he ecalled to the
old man, and they stepped aboard.
Red-top Bill brought the suit-case.
Before he pushed them off he held out
his hand with an awkward grin.

“If I'd a’knowd you was Jim
Saunders, I wouldn’t hev ecared a
hang erbout bein’ licked. An’ as fer
Pete, it serves him right, playing that
dirty trick on Miss Betty. An’1
wishes yer both luck. Good-day!’’

HIS GIFT

By VIOLET CRERAR

HY gifts, my friend, I thank you for to-night—
A year of dreams, a year of dawning light,
Some living hours when I have prayed for death,
A second when earth glowed ’twixt breath and breath,
A woman’s heart strengthened by joy and pain,
A soul that, struggling, found its wings again,
A mind that sought forgetfulness and found
That fragrant joys in memory abound,
Patience by pallid days of waiting taught,
Silence that by all unshared thoughts was brought,

Smiles that were born when all was black with fears

>

And greatest thanks, for this—
Thy gift of tears.
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SPIRLLS

BY W. C. GAYNOR

IGHT winds make a multitudin-
ous babble of voices in the tree
tops. Tone and refrain depend of
course on the leaves. The tall pines,
palm-like in their spread, give forth
a'murmur subdued and indistinet,
like the conversation of grave men
heard through an intervening wall—
without hurry or excitement. The
beech and the maple, the quivering
poplar and lightsome birch, and all
the other deciduous trees, babble in
louder tones, like the talk of weak-
lings—giddy, playsome, inconsequent.
So Peol had always said, and more
than once I took pains to verify his
words. That is why when I awaken-
ed and heard a gentle clamour of
sounds around and about my tent—
now deep and slow, again light and
querulous, with an intercalary re-
frain that sounded much like the
quick lapping of the wavelets on the
beach, T immediately concluded that
a wind had sprung up. And yet, on
second thought, I knew that the tent
was pitched in the open, well beyond
the reach of woody sounds; more-
over, there was no lap or creak of
canvas, no movement, in fact, of any
kind to denote the presence of wind.
I jumped to my feet with the inten-
tion of examining this phenomenon
more closely, and was unbuttoning
the flap or door of the tent before go-
ing out when a hand was laid upon
my shoulder, and Peol in a strangely
guarded voice bade me desist.
““No good you go out there,”’ he
whispered. ‘‘You see nothin’, you
hear nothin’. Better stay in here
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and listen—yes and better say pray-
er. This be old campin’ ground, and
them be spirits of olden times come
back to camp. I heard their canoes
when they arrive, before you awake.
Better stay in.”’

I had forgotten entirely about his
presence in my tent. This then was
the secret of his unwillingness to pasg
the night on this jutting point — in
every respect an ideal tenting ground
as I had insisted. This, too, was why
he made the unusual request to be al.
lowed to share my tent with me,

He threw himself noiselessly on his
couch in the corner of the tent, and
immediately I could hear the rattle
of his beads. The noise outside still
continued. I stood and listened. Pep-
haps it was imagination, now given
direction and supplied with material
to work upon through Peol’s senten-
tious warning; but certain it is,
nevertheless, that I could distinguish
the tramp of many feet, the thud of
poles, the hurry and bustle of prepa-
ration, and generally such a rabble
of indistinet and related sounds
as might well accompany the pitching
of a camp.

At times the sounds appeared to
recede, and then they came to me like
the soughing of the wind, faint
echoes like the patter of tiny feet.
Again they drew near—so close that
they moved around our tent—and I
could net help surmising what these
spirits of a forgottén age thought of
this white objeet oceupying their
grounds and, no doubt, interfering
with their rights.

-~
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All this time Peol lay motionless,
telling his beads, I felt sure, and
praying for morning or the passing
of the phantoms. Strange to say, no
shiver of fear or blenching in the
presence of the preternatural dis-
turbed my own equanimity. I still
stood by the doorway, my hand upon
the flap button, undecided yet wheth-
er to go out or not. I should like to
visualise this strange incoming of
spirits, were it possible; but as I had
by my obstinate insistency early in
the evening compelled Peol against
his wishes to camp on this haunted
spot, the least I might now do was to
observe his advice and not trespass
on the notice or occupations of the
spirits.

Suddenly an unnameable fear took
possession of me; a shiver and a com-
pression of my vital forces, as if my
blood were parting with its warmth
and I were falling in upon myself. I
could no longer stand erect, but was
forced, despite myself, to a kneeling
posture; a very sensible draft of air
—as cold as if it blew from icy ridges
—enveloped me. I groaned aloud—
so the Indian assured me afterwards
—and then instinctively I sought his
side. How I crossed over to where
he lay, I cannot tell, nor had he any
clear recollection of it; but I realis-
ed that I was near him and that he
was busy with his beads. The incu-
bus, influence, or whatever you may
choose to call it passed away as quick-
ly as it came, but left me weakened
and nervous to an extent of which I
have often since been quietly asham-
ed. I was content to lie by the side
of my faithful Indian the rest of the
night ; indifferent, too, to the progress
of the ghostly pageant outside. It
passed, so Peol said, with the diseov-
ery of our presence by the spirits.
One of them had no doubt entered
the tent; it was his presence which
had affected me so strongly.

An experience altogether so ghostly
and uncanny could not of course be
discarded in a moment; for some
days I was in a state of nervous ten-
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sion and exciteability. We changed
our camping ground early next morn-
ing; it was now Peol’s turn to relieve
my fears of again ocecupying a spot
so unreservedly the property of the
spirits of the night. And thus it
came about, when I had recovered my
customary equanimity, that he told
me the following curious story of his
experience in the Tracadie woods, in
north-eastern New Brunswick, a
story which at any other time I could
merely have listened to, but to which,
in view of my own recent experience,
I was now prepared to give a sympa-
thetic ear.

“We found the old lumber camp
we had been looking for — Sabatis
and myself—Peol began,’’ and a mis-
erable, desolate thing it was, We
had travelled all day on the strong
crust that overlaid the deep snows of
midwinter, having followed the
course of the Tracadie river upwards
from our camp some miles back of
the settlements at its mouth. Night
was fast drawing on; so that it was
a relief to hit on this ancient lumber
shack.

‘“It was in an advanced stage of
decay, and evidently had not been
used for years. Its walls and roof
were pallid and gray from exposure
to the elements; the joints and spaces
between the logs had long since lost
their filling of mud and moss; the
roof sagged under the weight of
snow; and the damp red rottenness
of a broken log showed how unsafe
was the whole structure, Still it was
a shelter — we would not have to
spend the night in the open—which
was all we wanted.

‘‘Sabatis, who knew those woods
better than I did, had not a good
opinion of them. They suffered in
his esteem—and in the esteem of all
the Miemaes — because of the evil
deeds of the lumbermen who, years
before, had spent their winters
there. Legends of drunken origies
and carousals, and of excesses less
mentionable, were related by the old
people; in fact, it was whispered that
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these sombre woods had been the
secene of murders unrecorded and un-
avenged. - Drunken indifference to
the safety of men had in one especi-
al instance allowed a poor woodsman
to perish under a log which held him
prisoner till he died. His cries for
help — which though heard by his
companions had been cruelly ignored
— still resounded through those
woods. They had been heard so often
even in recent years that no man
could tell when they would greet and
affright him.

‘“We came upon the place from the
river, with which it was connected
by two tote roads. During the lapse
of years, since they had been last
used, the forest had so encroached
upon them that they were no longer
open roads along which a team of
horses could draw a load, but mere
paths on which a bull moose would
have to throw back his antlers if he
wished to pass. They began, of
course, at the door of the hovel or
stable, which lay behind the camp
and which was in a much more decre-
pit condition.

‘“Michel and I did not tarry to
make all these observations I am giv-
ing you—we took them in at a glance.
Night was approaching — the light
was already between dog and wolf—
so that we directed all our energies
towards making the old shack habit-
able. The roof must have originally
been well made, for there was scarce
any snow in the interior; a little only
where the door had sagged inwards,
being still held by one hinge. The in-
terior was large and eapable of hous-
ing at least thirty men; the bunks
ran around the wall, as is usual; and
like all ecamps of the olden times a
hole in the roof let out the smoke.

‘““While Sabatis was mending and
reconstructing the door I cleared
away a spot for a fire. He soon had
the door in good shape; a eross-bar,
upheld by a stiff brace, made it ab-
solutely impossible for a wild beast
to force an entrance. Sabatis had
afterwards reason to rejoice that he

had done this part of the work well.

“I would have gone to the river for
water, while he made a fire, but he
would not suffer me to leave him.
Dread of the place was upon him, so
that he would not let me out of his
sight. Together, therefore, we open-
ed a hole in the ice, and got water
for our tea kettle.

“It was next necessary to procure
a supply of fir boughs for our bed,
which would be all the warmer if
they were first dried and heated by
the fire.  So while the kettle was
coming to a boil we went in the
direction of the river, along one of
the narrow roads, to a bunch of young
firs. As we moved away I could not
forbear taking another survey of the
shattered old building in which we
were taking shelter. A white-haired,
lonesome relic it was in the evening
twilight, slowly disentegrating in
these pulseless wastes ; the handiwork
of man, now left like a corpse from
which the spirit has deserted. How
many ghosts of dead men revisited it?

““I learned from Sabatis, while we
clipped the branches, the secret of
his trepidation. He had himself a
startling experience the previous
winter as he was passing through
this same accursed region on his way
home from Miscou. It was in day-
light too, a fact which made it all the
more inexplicable. The figure of a
man on snowshoes, in belt and jump-
er, dogged his footsteps for miles ;
sometimes he was in advance, some-
times he lagged behind, sometimes
he disappeared altogether; at no time
could Sabatis get a full look at his
face. At first my friend believed it
was a white man who was going the
same way he himself was and —
glad to have company—he hurried to
catch up with the other; but hurry
as he might—and Sabatis was a good
man on snowshoes—the other kept in
advance. After a while he lost sight
of the phantom, but only to find,
through a sense of heing dogged,
that it was now following him. The
figure was that of a heavy man, yet

-
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it left no visible tracks in the snow.

““Yes, these were haunted woods,
and without my company he would
not think of penetrating into them.
They were full of game on account
of this very fact. The Miemacs were
afraid to venture into them.

‘“At this moment there arose on
the night air a low, wailing ery al-
most at our elbows. It was no sound
as I had ever heard before in the
woods. Sabatis grasped me by the
shoulder, and shivered as he listen-
ed. ‘The Whooper! the Whooper!’
he whispered, and I knew that he
meant the solitary cry of the dying
woodsman, for so it had come to be
called in bravado.

‘It was not repeated, but quickly
upon it came the sounds of an ap-
proaching team drawing a heavy load
of logs. I am not easily deluded by
forest sounds, and here was the fa-
miliar grind of heavily loaded sleds
on hard snow, the clink and strain of
whiffle-trees and traces, and the snap-
ping of the driver’s whip. The team
drew near and then passed our hid-
ing-place. Not a branch was stirred
on the narrow road, no apparition of
horses and driver was shown—noth-
ing but the continuous sound of the
loaded sleds and of horses breathing
heavily. Peer as I might—and I ad-
mit I was curious to see the thing—I
could see nothing.

‘‘But Sabatis gave me no further
time for curiosity. Seizing his axe,
he darted in the direction of the
camp, crying out to me, ‘He come
'back. I know he come back.’ So
that I was forced to follow him, if I
did not wish to be locked out. I
reached the building as he was get-
ting the cross-bar for the door. To-
gether we set it in place and braced
it strongly against all intruders.
Sabatis got his gun, and setting him-
self on the end of the deacon-seat he
waited. 1 was satisfied to sit with
my axe between my knees.

¢ ‘He come back. He come back,’
Sabatis kept repeating as if speaking
to himself. And sure enough we were

415

not kept long in suspense, for in a
very little while we heard the unmis.
takable approach of horses and sleds
running lightly. There was the
clank and jingle of relieved harness
and of bunk chains dragging idlv.
The road to the hovel led around the
corner of the camp. and as the team-
ster turned his horses in that direec-
tion it would seem as if the hindmost
of the bob-sleds ran up against it, for
the old structure shook and swayed
as if about to collapse about our ears.
Sabatis erossed himself, believing his
last hour had come. There was a
growing something in his look which
I did not exaetly like; he had the af-
frighted eyes of a weak animal which
is driven to bay and knows not where
to turn. So, to give him courage, I
moved over, and taking the boiling
tea-kettle fromy the fire I poured a
line of water across the doorway. It
is surprising what effect this simple
act had on himj; he cheered up at
once and nodded his approval—the
spirits of the dead cannot cross water,

““In the meantime our senses were
alert to every sound that came from
the phantom teamster. He was un-
harnessing his horses by this time;
we could hear the soft thud of the
pole as if fell in the snow, the
loosening of hames and traces, the
tramping of the animals as they en-
tered the hovel. This last effect was
all the more ghostly to me because I
had examined the old stable and I
knew it was without floor,

““A trembling which was evidently
beyond his control passed through
Sabatis as we heard the first step
made by the teamster on his way to
the camp. He was coming to spend
the night with us. I do not know
how 1 looked, but I could not have
been a wholsesome sight if I at all
resembled Sabatis. You have heard
tell of a man’s hair standing on end
with fright, and his voice being lost
in this throat. Well, that is what
happened to him. To my horror—for
I was beginning to get nervous my-
self—Sabatis’s long hair commenced
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slowly to rise from his shoulders,
much as a porcupine ereects its quills,
while his voice murmured indistinet-
ly ‘He’s coming. He’s coming.’
Every footstep of the approaching
phantom came distinetly to our ears.
Pat, pat, — his mocecasins sounded
clearly on the hard snow. I counted
twenty-two steps before he came to
the corner of the camp. After that
I lost the count, for Sabatis needed
my attention. He was evidently be-
side himself with fear; his hair now
stood erect; his face was blanched
and contorted. He continued to hold
his gun at full cock, but it swayed
back and forth to such a degree that
I feared for my own safety.

““‘Perhaps this danger brought me
back my own self-control, for sud-
denly my wrath began to mount, and
I made a movement towards the
door. I was quite willing at the mo-
ment to have it out with this ghostly
visitant. But the look which Saba-
tis gave me was so appealing that I
remained in my seat. The steps still
continued outside. They stopped.
The teamster, true to ecustom, was
hanging his bunk-chain on a peg in
front. A step or two more, and he
stood at the door. First he tried the
lateh—I saw it move; then he pushed
heavily against the door; rebuffed in
this, he knocked once, twice, three
times, slow imperative knocks (there
was a faint, echo of them in the woods)
and then he shook the door, and with
it the whole building. @ The roof
swayed back and forth, and the loose
glass in the broken windows fell with
shivering rattle. Sabatis gave me a
despairing look of souring and hope-
lessness—so0 extreme was the fear that
was in him; and then with his gun
pointed at the door, he cried out in
his agony, ‘God, man, or devil, come
in, I shoot.’

““But the teamster did not come in,
He still stood at the door, while we,
scarcely breathing, waited in sus-
pense. Slowly and casually, as it
were, he retraced his steps—thirty-

five of them there were by my count
—back to the hovel to spend the
night with his horses. Somehow it
struck me that he had been doing
this every night for years, and that
we were intruders.

““The fire had gone down by this
time, and I rose to renew it, but Sa-
batis gestured wildly to me to let it
be. I was, therefore, obliged to
wateh it die out, and with it all hope
of supper. I stretched myself on
the deacon seat; while Sabatis, like
a man in a dream, sat with his rifle
still across his knee. Thus passed a
night of such quiet and expectancy
as only men can know who have had
an experience as startling as ours.
We welcomed the morning with heavy
eyes but relieved hearts.

‘‘Sabatis refused to remain long
enough in the old camp to allow me to
prepare a light breakfast. God’s open
air and a meal beneath a spreading
spruce tree was what he wanted, he
said. After that not one unnecessary
hour would he spend in those man-
haunted woods. The caribou—which
he had come to hunt—might go free,
so far as he was conerned.

“With the full return of daylight
we shook of the paralysis of cold and
fear, and packing our dunnage again
on our toboggan, we made our way
back to the settlement. The virgin
snow around the ancient camp show-
ed no trace of horse or man, except
what we had ourselves made. Every-
where it lay six feet deep on the level,
unbroken even by a squirrel track.

““That Sabatis and I had come
near entertaining some unquiet spirit
of those wilds, I have never for a
moment doubted. The team and
teamster were there in some ghostly
guise; he may still be haunting that
grim old relic of a camp, for aught
I know, if it be yet in existence; but
who he was or how he died or what
keeps him from his rest, his Maker
alone knows.’’

Thus Peol ended, and I fail to
make sense of his story.
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BY LINDSAY

THE jubilee celebration of the
German Emperor has set the
world thinking as to the future of
the German Empire. While the
event was followed in foreign coun-
tries with outward manifestations of
sympathy and friendliness it is sig-
nificant that in Germany itself near-
ly a third of the people took no for-
mal part in the national rejoicings.
A writer in The Spectator points out
that the Social Democratic votes
numbered 1,787,000 five years after
the Kaiser succeeded his invalid
father; in 1912 they had risen to 4,-
238,919. In his latest book, ‘‘Ger-
many and the Germans,”” Price Col-
lier sees the Emperor as the control-
ling influence in the State: ‘‘Where-
ever the casual observer turns, wheth-
er it be to look at the army, to in-
quire about the navy, to study the
constitution, or to disentangle 'the
web of present-day political strife;
to read the figures of commercial and
industrial progress, or the results of
social legislation; to look at the Ger-
mans at play during their yachting
week at Kiel, or their rowing con-
tests at Frankfort, he finds himself
face to face with the Emperor.”” 1In
every question ‘‘the Emperor’s
hand is there. His opinion, his in-
fluence, what he has said or has not
said, are inextricably interwoven
with the woof and web of German
life.”” The Kaiser still believes in
the divine right of kings. He regards
himself as ‘‘the chosen instrument
of Heaven,”” and his great ambition
—realised when he foreced Bismarck
417
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to resign—is to play the part of un-
derstudy to Providence as the ruler
and father of his people. On the
whole he has served Germany faith-
fully. In an age of tottering
thrones and decaying nations he has
brought his country to a high pitch
of prosperity and greatness, and
consolidated the Empire against its
external foes. But what has been
the effect of this assertion of abso-
lute authority of the sovereign upon
the Germans themselves? Will this
one-man rule go on after the Kaiser
is gathered to his fathers?

Price Collier, when in Germany,
was struck by the absolute depen-
dence on authority which is so mark-
ed a feature of every-day life. The
whole nation is machined and drill-
ed to a point where individuality is
allowed little play. Into every de-
tail of his individual actions the
State obtrudes. Public notices and
warnings meet the German at every
turn. He is told how to pour out his
wine, how to post letters, and his be-
haviour is governed by a code of
regulations that leaves him no room
for escape. Gold braid, brass but-
tons, and the military sword haunt
him wherever he goes. He must not
sing or whistle or talk loudly. If
he kisses his wife in public he is
liable to a fine.

: State interference in Germany sig-
nifies, of course, the administration
of laws which the people have had
little part in framing. But whether
this undue interference with personal
liberty comes through autoeratic or
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democratic channels it is a power to
be sparingly applied if statesmen
would afford room for the develop-
ment of the natural genius of the
race. Canada has reason to guard
herself against evolving State-made
citizens. The greatest possible free-
dom of action for the individual
consistent with the freedom and well-
being of others—this is the prineiple
that should govern the State in its
relation to the citizen.

o
w

The Marconi incident is not the
only trouble which British Liberals
have to face. Leicester has been held
by a considerably reduced majority.
The local labourites refused to abide
by the working arrangement entered
into between the two parties at head-
quarters, and ran a eandidate of their
own. A section of the Labour party
has revolted. The Liberal-Labour
alliance has been subjected to severe
criticism by the Socialist element,
and recent events have not tended to
heal the breach. The insurance act
has benefited the friendly societies
rather than the trade unions, and its
operation is regarded with some mis-
giving by the latter. But the chief
complaint against the Liberals is that
they have abandoned the policy of
the free breakfast table, and put for-
ward principles of taxation which
aim at imposing upon the working
classes the greater part of the cost
of the social legislation of the past
seven years. The Tories and Social-
ists allege that Mr., Asquith and Mr,
Lloyd George have recanted their
formed convietions as to the
taxation of the poor. Speaking in the
House of Commons in opposition to
the Labour demand for the repeal of
the sugar duty, Mr. Asquith declar-
ed: ‘““I do not think there is any
doetrine more fatal to the root prin-
ciple of democratic government than
that it should consist of the constant
amelioration, at great expense to the
community, ofi the social conditions of
the less favoured classes of the eoun-

try, at the sole and exclusive expense
of the other classes.’’

Mr. Phillip Snowden, M.P., - the
brilliant leader of the militant Soeia.
lists, crossed swords with the Prime
Minister over this pronouncement
and showed that the working classes
in the United Kingdom already con-
tribute three hundred million dol-
lars annually to taxation. He rais-
ed the issue whether the rich or the
poor should pay for social reforms,
and opens up the whole problem in a
form not caleulated to improve the re-
lations between the Labour and Lib-
eral parties.  Mr. Snowden quotes
the Newcastle programme of 1891—
in which the National Liberal Fed-
eration ‘‘declared in favour of g free
breakfast table,’” in proof of his con-
tention that the Liberals are pledged
to the repeal of all duties upon food-
stuffs. On the question of social re-
from Mr. Snowden is emphatie: ‘‘If
the poor are to pay for the reforms
the State cvompels them to have, we
are never going to get any nearer re.
dressing the inequalities of wealth
and poverty.”” Qld age pensions,
State insurance, and other ameliora-
tive measures were put forward by
the Liberals as a levelling-up poliey.
If the under-dog is to be fed with a
piece of his own tail, it is only a mat-
ter of time when he will discover the
fraud.

The Liberal policy of taxation as
set out by the Prime Minister will
receive no support on the Labour side,
and if the impression goes abroad
that Asquith and Lloyd George have
shiffed their ground and veered
round to the Tory position, serious
results may follow in the constitu-
encies. The Liberals cannot afford to
alienate the Labour forces and for
this reason the land reform campaign
is looked forward to with the hope
that it may once more consolidate the
forces of democracy.

K
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Carson and Redmond are now
chasing each other over the length
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and breadth of the British Isles. The
Irish leader suddenly resolved to fol-
low up his dangerous protaganist
who is carrying the fiery cross into
the constituencies where it is still pos-
sible to appeal to Protestant senti-
ment and prejudice against the ‘‘be-
trayal’’ of the ‘‘Ulster garrison.’’
Sir Edward Carson has an unrival-
led reputation at the English Bar.
He is the greatest living cross-exam-
iner and many a witness has had rea-
son to dread that lantern jaw and
that sardonic smile as Carson piled
Pelion on Ossa and stripped his prey
of every shred of moral claim to be
regarded as reliable. He has risen
to the top by sheer doggedness and
ability. He was comparatively un-
known when Mr. A. J. Balfour went
to Ireland as Chief Secretary. Bal-
four was laughed at as ‘‘a perfum-
ed dandy,”” and the Irish agitators
smiled with contempt at the languid,
puny nephew whom Lord Salisbury
had handed over so Lightly as a prey
to his enemies. But Balfour proved
a woeful surprise to the Nationalist
leaders, then in the thick of a ter-
rible land war, when the shooting of
landlords and their agents was of daily
occurrence. Before long he was
known as ‘‘Bloody Balfour,”” and
more feared and hated than ‘‘Buck-
shot Foster,”’ the last Liberal Chief
Secretary to mateh his strength
against organized Irish rebellion.
‘‘Don’t hesitate to shoot!’’ was Bal-
four’s famous telegram to the head
of police at Mitchelstown, County
Cork; and while Balfour ruled in
Ireland he met every violation of law
and order with the same iron resolu-
tion. It was in these exciting times
that the Chief Secretary discovered
Sir Edward Carson, then struggling
at the Irish Bar. Fearless and cap-
able men were required to act on be-
half of the Crown in the prosecution
of the Irish leaders and it was in this
capacity that Carson first won his
spurs and placed his feet on the bot-
tom rung of the ladder of promotion
which has brought him within reach
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of the Woolsack. A political trial
in the days of the Land League and
Plan of Campaign was no ordinary
event, The Court of Assize was sur-
rounded by a small army of police
with loaded rifles, while squads of
cavalry and mounted men of the
Royal Irish Constabulary, assisted by
plainclothes detectives, watched over
the judge and jury, as well as the
prosecutors and witnesses. Outside
the black fringe of police surround-
ing the Court House was an ugly,
menacing crowd of thousands of sym-
pathisers with the prisoners on trial,
and no one could tell with certainty
what might happen before the day
closed. No one but a man of iron
nerve, with a reckless disregard for
his personal safety, would have brav-
ed the bitter maledictions and dan-
gerous hostility of the Irish Land
Leaguers as Carson did throughout
the perilous years when Arthur
James Balfour was meeting the Irish
agitation for land reform with buck-
shot, police bayonets, stuffed juries
from which every Catholic was vigor-
ously excluded, Crimes Aets, whole-
sale evictions, and all the parapher-
nalia of the law as administered by
the British Government through
Dublin Castle. Carson never quailed
under the terrible ordeal. He smiled
sardonically as he walked or drove
to court under police protection
while the mob hurled imprecations
at his head, shouted opprobious epi-
thets, or linked his name in street
ballads with the other ‘‘Castle
hacks,”’ including ‘‘ Pether the Pack-
er’’—later known as Lord O’Brien,
one of the Catholic judges who serv-
ed Balfour faithfully by packing the
Jjuries with opponents of the political
cause represented by the prisoners at
the bar. Carson heeded not the eries
of the mob, or the unflattering eom-
ments of the press. He pocketed the
golden fees of the Crown and the
curses of the people with equal rel-
ish, and mateched his forensic skill
against the redoubtable ‘‘Tim Hea-
ly,”” in many memorable trials, know-
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ing that the path of danger was the
only one way to the realisation of
his legal and political ambitions.
When in later years, 1897-1902, Mr.
Balfour substituted econciliation for
coercion in the government of Ire-
land—deseribed as the policy of
‘“Killing Home Rule with kindness’’
—Carson led the revolt from within
the Unionist ranks, and the recall of
Mr. Gerald Balfour and Mr. George
Wyndham from the post of Chief
Secretary was the result of Carson’s
implacable hatred of the Irish move-
ment for self-government. At times
—notably over the university pro-
blem and the alteration in the King’s
Accession Declaration—Carson has
displayed a fierce contempt for the
criticism of the Orangemen and a
grim tenacity in the uncompromising
assertion of his opinions in fair wea-
ther and foul. Temperamentally he
shares with the former Ulster leader,
the late Colonel Saunderson, an un-
sentimental Cromwellian outlook on
Irish affairs, but he lacks the bub-
bling wit and racy Irish humour
which captivated the House of Com-
mons and brought members trooping
mn from the smokerooms and lobbies
when Saunderson was on his feet.
Carson’s legal training and the sor-
did atmosphere of the Law Coupts
have combined to kill any sense of
humour he may have possessed. He
Is sincere and earnest and when he
lays his course of action it is a ease
of ““Damn the consequences!’”’ Such
is the leader of the Ulster revolt. On
him everything hinges. The people
of Ulster will follow him into the
““jaws of Death,’”” if he decides to
push matters to extremes. As a law-
yer he has calculated the effect of
his threats on public opinion in re-
gard to the Irish question, but it is
a grievous mistake to assume that he
fears to go the ‘‘whole hog,”’ if his
caleulations misearry and Ulster is
left to fight majority rule against
the whole weight of the British Con-
stitution. Both Redmond and Car-
son now realise that the next appeal

to the country will decide the fate of
the Home Rule Bill, whether it
passes into law in the meantime or
not. And this explains the whirlwind
campaign which both sides are con-
ducting in the British constitueneies.
The Bill has now passed the third
reading in the Commons, and after
receiving the maledictions of the
crippled Upper House, will emerge
once more on the long road where un-
certainty and anxiety beset the Lib-
eral Government responsibe for its
safe conduct. Carson is pinning his
faith on the ingrained disposition of
the British people to interpret poli-
tics as a game of compromise, and his
reiterated desire to consider sympa-
thetically any scheme of extended
Local Government for Ireland is mot
without significance.

*

Meantime the London Nation ad-
vises both parties to meet in confer-
ence and arrive at a settlement by
consent. No Government, it is recog-
nised, would survive amy attempt to
coerce the Ulster minority. Compro-
mise is in the air, and were the Union-
ists to return to power, some attempt
would undoubtedly be made to solve
the vexed Irish problem as part of a
greater scheme of Parliamentary de-
volution. The immediate effect of
the Liberal legislation of the past
seven years has been to convince the
ruling classes that their only way of
salvation is to divorece local from
Imperial politics, in the hope that the
democracy in each part of the United
Kingdom will become absorbed in lo-
cal affairs in a local parliament, to
the exclusion of the world-wide af-
fairs of the Empire. An Imperial
Parliament is the last breakwater
which the aristroeracy can hope to
build against the onrushing tide of
public opinion. The agitation for the
centralisation of Imperial affairs is,
however, a poliey of despair, and will
not succeed in shutting the eommon
people out of their Imperial heritage.
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THE HISTORY OF ENGLISH
PATRIOTISM

By Esmé Wingfield-Stratford. To-
ronto: Bell and Cockburn. Two
volumes.

[N this history the author, who is

a fellow of King’s College, Cam-
bridge, gives in 1,300 pages the re-
sult of ten years’ study and research.
It is the literary event of the year in
England. Macaulay’s style and in-
fluence are seen on every page, and
the two volumes, which must be read
and re-read on the instalment plan,
are a mine of information and mark-
ed by deep reflection and keen in-
sight.

The book is delightfully written
and deals in a most comprehensive
and exhaustive manner with the his-
tory of England from the earliest
dawn of national consciousness down
to modern times.

‘What is patriotism? The author’s
theory 1is that ‘‘Patriotism, like
beauty and goodness, is one of those
things that we can never rigidly de-
fine, because though every one has
some rough mnotion o1 its meaning,

423

we doubt if any one has ever yet
grasped its full meaning.’”’ Although
difficult to define, the author accepts
the popular idea of patriotism. ‘‘For
patriotism is but the highest form of
love for a created person, and he
that would be a patriot, must thus
think of his country. The persona-
lity of the State was as familiar to
Plato as to Burke. ‘‘The fixed and
unquestioning recognition of this
our country’s personality, that life
compact of numberless lines, is the
first and great commandment of
patriotism.”’

The author gives us a history of
England with which are combined a
history of English literature and art,
religion and polities, law and com-
merce—all tending to support this
main thesis, that the soul of patriot-
ism is the view of the nation and the
country as a common personality,
which draws out on a collective scale
the feelings of love and reverence one
feels for an attractive individual.

There are two fine chapters on
Chatham and Shakespeare. The his-
tory of modern times is not the least
interesting portion of the author’s
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work, He views his own times with
keen relish, and, although somewhat
pessimistie, approaches the questions
of the day in the true spirit of the his-
torian. Writing of the social revolu-
tion going on in England, the auth-
or says:

¢« An upper class, in the old sense of the
word, has practically ceased to exist. So
rapid and silent has been the change,
that in all the many treatises on modern
life it has well-nigh escaped notice, and
yet whether we approve it or mot, it is
probably the most important fact in
modern social history. At no period, it
may safely be affirmed, since England
became a nation, has there been a state
of affairs remotely comparable to that
which obtains nowadays. Even in the
most corrupt days of the eighteenth cen-
tury, even amid the licence of the
Restoration, the people were never with-
out leaders. Things are different
now. The barriers are fairly down, or
perhaps we might say they have become
toll-gates, through which anybody may
pass who pays enough. The
newcomers who have conquered Society
may be roughly divided into the nouveaux
riches from the middle class, the Ameri-
cans, and the other wealthy aliens. These
last are perhaps not very formidable as
regards numbers, but the fabulous amount
of their fortunes, the power that they are
known to wield in international and even
domestic politics, the wunabashed and
naturally unpatriotic greed which is the
motive of such transactions, and their
generally unprepossessing appearance and
manners are a very godsend to revolu-
tionary agitators.’’

The author is obviously inspired
by a deep love for his country, and al-
though differences of opinion may
prevail regarding some of his con-
clusions, there will be general com-
mendation for his magnificent con-
tribution to literature, the delightful
English in which it is written, and
for its stimulating suggestions and
deft handling of a great subject.

an
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GETTING INTO PARLIAMENT

AND AFTER

By Sir George W. Ross.
‘William Briggs.

HIS is by no means an ordinary
volume. And yet as a volume
of reminiscences it is not extraordin-

Toronto:
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ary. The style of writing is attrac-
tive, better, indeed, than many simi-
lar works that appear from time to
time, and the structure of the book
itself is well worthy of the text. We
fancy, however, that the author has
been too modest in his appreciation
of the value of his reminiscences, or
rather that the times and the events
with which he deals; have not been
surrounded with a horizon sufficient-
ly wide to expose their importance.
Reminiscences are important only
when they reflect the importance of
other things, when they are untram-
meled and illuminative, feorge
Ross has moved actively through the
great drama that has been going on
since Confederation, a period of our
history that has yet to be set down
comprehensively in print. At a con-
servative estimate he is well qualified
to write the history of this period.
First of all, he was a country
schoolmaster, immediately precediné
Confederation, and then a public
school inspector. Soon thereafter
for a short time he engaged in jour-
nalism as the editor of a Liberal
newspaper. And to the second Par-
liament after Confederation he was
sent as a member of the Commons by
the electors of West Middlesex. For
the next eleven years he went during
the parliamentary term to Ottawa.
Then he entered the Ontario Legis-
lature, became Minister of Edueca-
tion, and then First Minister, and
after the defeat of his party at the
polls in 1905 he was appointed to
the Dominion Senate. What a prac-
tical equipment for the man who is
naturally endowed for the writing of
history! And yet we have before us
a volume of a pleasant literary style
but of no great historica: significance.
It starts in a delightfully reminis-
cent vein, develops into a chronicle
of incidents close to the writer and
impressions of political leaders, with
several discourses on oratory and par-
liamentary practice, and ends with
treatises on ‘‘Electioneering as a
Fine Art,”” ‘‘The Political Plat-

LSS
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form,’’ “‘Speech Making,”” and ‘‘The
" French-Canadian in Polities.”” There
are 300 pages of type, well margined,
and a frontispiece portrait of the au-
thor as he appeared in 1875, in the
prime of life.

2
THE CROCK OF GOLD

By James Stephens. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THIS book rises above mere clever-

ness. One reads it with unfail-
ing delight, and at the end one asks,
What does it all mean? It begins like
a fairy tale, and indeed we must re-
gard it as a splendid fantasy. But
it is more than mere fancy. It in-
troduces the fairy people of Ireland,
abounds in homely philosophy, de-
lightful sarcasm, racy satire, particu-
larly on the moral conventionalities,
and ends with a magnificent call to
the people of Ireland to abandon for
a season the thraldom of the sordid
callings that have misled them from
the delightful freedom and pastimes
that were their national glory. As a
whole, the book is more than a novel,
and ‘“The March,”’ which closes it,
rises to the dignity of a veritable
pman. In the progress of the book
there are delightful pauses in which
the reader is introduced to some
quaint or ecurious character. The
Philosopher’s meeting with the old
woman by the wayside is a fine pass-
age. The woman has been dismissed
ruthlessly from the door of a cottage
where she has begged a cup of tea,
and as she takes the road again she
matters, as if to herself:

¢¢Ah, God be with me,’’ said she, ‘‘an
old woman on a stick, that hasn’t a place
in the wide world to go to or a neighbour
itself. I wish I could get a cup
of tea, so I do. I wish to God I could
get a cup of tea. Me sitting down
in my own little house, with the white
tablecloth on the table, and the butter
in the dish, and the strong, red tea in
the teacup; and me pouring cream into it,
and, maybe, telling the children not to
be wasting the sugar, the things! and
himself saying he’d got to mow the big

425

field to-day, or that the red cow was going
to calve, the poor thing! and that if the
boys went to the school, who was going
to weed the turnips?—and me sitting
drinking my strong cup of tea, and tell-
ing him where that old trapesing hen was
laying. Ah, God be with me! an
old ecreature hobbling along the road on
a stick.’”’

Or, again, when the Philosopher
meets a small boy :

““What does it feel like to be old?’’
said the boy.

““It feels stiff like,”’ said the Philoso-
her.

“‘Is that all?’’ said the boy.

‘I don’t know,’’ the Philosopher re-
plied, after a few moments’ silence. ‘‘Can
you tell me what it looks like to be
young?’’

““Why not?’’ said the boy, and then a
look of perplexity crossed his face, and
he continued, ‘‘I don’t think I can,’’

““Young people,”’’ said the Philosopher,
‘“do not know what age is, and old peo-
ple forget what youth was. When you
begin to grow old always think deeply
of your youth, for an old man, without
memories, is a wasted life, and nothing is
worth remembering but our childhood. 1
will tell you some of the differences be-
tween being old and young, and then you
can ask me questions, and so we will get
at both sides of the matter. First, an
old man gets tired quicker than a boy.’’

The boy thought for a moment, and
then replied:

‘“That is not a great difference, for a
boy does get very tired.’’

The Philosopher continued:

‘“An old man does not want to eat as
often as a boy.”’

‘“That is not a great difference, either,’’
the boy replied, ‘‘for they both do eat.
Tell me the big difference.’’

““I do not know it, my son; but I have
always thought there was a big difference.
Perhaps it is that an old man has mem-
ories of things which a boy cannot even
guess at.”’

‘‘But they both have memories,’’ said
the boy, laughing, ‘‘and so it is not a
big difference.’’

‘‘That is true,’’ said the Philosopher.
‘“Maybe there is not so much difference
after all.”’

Then the Philosopher discovers that the
boy has been doing little things all day
long ‘“for no reason at all.”’

‘‘That,”” said the Philosopher triumph-
antly, ‘‘is the difference between age and
youth. Boys do things for no reason, and
old people do not. I wonder do we get
old because we do things by reason in-
stead of instinet.’’
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THE BRITANNIC QUESTION

By Ricmarp Jess. London: Long-
mans, Green & Company.

HERE is a profound student of
Imperialism admitting at the
outset that thera are subtle differ-
ences even among the views of Im-
perialists, that there are several
schools of Imperialism, that while at
first, several years ago, he had
““taken up the position that Imperial
Federation was mnot practicable,”
a little later he had begun to feel
that ‘‘the division of forces was a
besetting weakness of the Imperial
movement,’’ but that at the time of
writing his book he had swung back
to the view of the autonomists, those
who favour merely a British Alliance.
All this goes to show how difficult it
will be to reconcile the varied and
conflicting opinions on this great Im-
perial question; but, as is here asked,
““Ts this conscious division of opinion
in the Imeprialist ranks a sign to be
deplored ?’” All who are interested
in one of the greatest political issues
of the day should read Mr Jebb’s
book.

CONCERT PITCH

By Frank DanBy. Toronto: Copp,
Clark Company.

HIS novel deals with an old theme

in a highly entertaining and
skilful manner. It is a society novel
in which are portrayed the scheem-
ing designs of a stepmother with so-
cial ambitions. A charming step-
daughter and a plentiful supply of
newly-acquired wealth are the baits
by which she hopes to obtain a foot-
ing in society and connection with
one of the titled nobility. Two
people—the hero and the villian, re-
spectively—play a prominent part in
the story, and the course of true love
not running smoothly, the marriage-
able stepdaughter follows her own
infatuations and weds a great Italian
composer, who in turn grows cold
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-and becomes absorbed in his musical
productions, and in the prima donna-
.who fills the principal rdle in his
-opera.

A bad old man now comes
on the secene and complicates matters,
but only for a time, as the prima
donna kills the composer in a fit of
jealousy in the height of his triumph
on the operatic stage, and the widow
marries, after all, into the peerage,
coming back to her old love in spite
of the intrigues of her stepmother.
““Conecert Pitech’’ is a readable book
for those who care for this class of
novel, but it is evident that the au-

‘thor is capable of better things.

S
o

THE ADVENTURES OF MISS
GREGORY

By PErceEvAL GIBBON.
M. Dent & Sons.

THE dozen short stories in this

volume are very dissimilar in
theme, thereby affording a good va-
riety, and the subjects differ from
an outbreak of buboniec plague in a
Red Sea port to the quelling of an
outhreak of Russian revolutionists,
and the victory of a woman’s wits
over an African slave trader. The
tales are all well told, and they com-
pose an interesting and readable eol-
lection.

Toronto: J.
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THE HAPPY WARRIOR

By A. S. M. HurcHiNsoN. Toronto :
MeClelland and Goodehild.

THIS is one of the breeziest and
most inspiring novels in several
seasons, It is composed of five
““books.”” The first illustrates the
element of chance; the second, the ele-
ment of folly; the third, the element
of youth; the fourth, the element of
love; the fifth, the element of cour-
age. The title was taken from Words-
worth’s poem which begins:

‘“Who is the happy warrior?’’

One of the features of the story is
the account of the fight between Per-




THE

cival, the hero, and Foxy Pinsent, a
professional pugilist. The author ob-
tained the material for this encounter
from his observations of fights that
sometimes occur in rural England
when travelling bands of gypsies stay
at the villages. Speaking about this,
the author says in an interview:

‘“When I came as a child from India,
where I was born, to England, with my
father and mother and my brothers and
sisters, we settled down in Devonshire.
As a boy, I remember visiting these shows
that came to our village, with their pro-
fessional boxers, and many are the fistie
encounters that I have witnessed with the
keenest delight. Besides the professionals
who formed a part of the troupe, there
were frequent matches between the Foxy
Pinsents and some ambitious amateurs in
the crowd of spectators, as a result of
challenges. I admit that I have always
been a great admirer of brawn and muscle
and I assure you that the fight chapter
in ‘The Happy Warrior’ was written
‘con amore’.”’

One of the many things that can
be said for this book is that in read-
ing it one receives a real inspiration.

3
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V. V.S EYES

By HeENrRY SypNOr Harrison. To-
ronto: William Briggs.

THE redemption of Carlisle eth,

the beautiful daughter of a to-
bacco manufacturer, from her de-
moralising circumstances in life, and
her adoption of a career for the so-
cial uplift of the community is the
theme of this novel by the author of
““Queed.”” The theme is big, but old,
and the plot in places is extremely
slender. There is, however, a fascina-
tion about the heroine and about the
young slum doctor, V. Vivian, whose
eyes are supposed to possess hypno-
tical powers. His eyes, at any rate,
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have a powerful effect on Carlisle,
with the result that she joins him in
his work of philanthropy and moral-
ity. While this book has obvious at-
tractiveness, and is pleasing and satis-
factory to careless readers, its phrase-
ology at times is so inelegant that it
offends anyone who has a taste for
good English and apt metaphor,

-
-

Nores

—For some years ‘‘The University
of Toronto Studies’’ has included a
volume entitled ‘‘The Review of His-
torical Publications Relating to Can-
ada.”’ The average person could not
hope to read or even know about
books that are so numerous as to
Jjostify a volume of deseriptive mat-
ter. Therefore, the volume is of
great value. It is edited by Profes-
sor George M. Wrong and Mr. W.
Stewart Wallace. (Toronto: Glas-
gow, Brook and Company).

Sk

—'“The Art of Versification,”’ is
the title of a valuable handbook for
beginners in verse composition. The
authors are Dr. J. Berg Esenwein,
author of ** Writing the Short Story”’
and ‘‘Studying the Short Story,”’
and Mary Eleanor Roberts, author of
““Cloth of Frieze.”” (Springfield,
Mass.: The Home Correspondence
School).

£

—‘“Making the Farm Pay,’’ by C. C.
Bowsfield (Chicago: Forbes & Com-
apny), is an excellent work on farm-
ing, showing how to get the largest
returns from the soil and to make
farm life more attractive and success-

Thal.
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TALLEYRAND’S BREVITY

A singe word was often sufficient
for Talleyrand to make his keenest
retort. When a hypochondriae, who
had notoriously led a profligate life,
complained to the diplomatist that he
was enduring the tortures of hell,
Talleyrand simply answered ‘‘Al-
ready ?”’

To a woman who had lost her hus-
band Talleyrand once addressed a let-
ter of condolence in two words:

““Oh, madame!”’

In less than a year the woman had
married again, and then his letter of
congratulation was:

‘¢ Ah, madame!”’

A
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OVERCOME BY THE HEpaAT

“T hev come to tell yez, Mrs. Ma-
lone, that yer husband met with an

accident.”’ : :
¢ An’ what is it now ?’” wailed Mrs.

Malone.
“Ile was overcome by the heat,

mum.”’
““Overcome by the heat, was he?

An’ how did it happen?”’
“He fell into the furnace at the
foundry, mum.’’—London Telegraph.
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HopPE FOR THE SAILOR

A youthful Canadian, who is pos-
sessed of the romantic idea of ‘‘going
to sea,”’ is meeting with much paren-
tal poposition.

““The sailor never amounts to any-
thing, my boy,’” urged his prosaic fa-
ther. ‘‘He works hard, has few holi-
days and never achieves great sue-
cess.”’

““That’s where you're mistaken,”’
exclaimed young Canada, trium-
phantly. ‘‘Look at King George!
He started out as a sailor and now
he’s got to be the head of the em-
pire.”—Kingston Whig.

S
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Tae Way It Is

Robert Henri, the artist, was talk-
ing at the annual exhibition of the
Philadelphia Academy of Fine Arts
about certain old masters. ‘‘Take,
for instance,’” he said, ‘‘ Morland. The
illustrious and indefatigable Morland
painted in the course of forty years
4,000 pietures. And of these——"’
Mr. Henri smiled his quiet and in-
telligent smile. ‘‘Of these,’” he con-
tinued, ‘‘no less than 8,000 are still
extant.”’—Vancouver Province,
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Dinner or shampoo, sir?

ONE Was Exouveu

When Stephen Leacock, the Cana-
dian humorist and political scientist,
was engaged in writing his latest
book, ‘‘Sunshine Sketches of a Little
Town,”” he came to a part which he
felt might be enlivened if he could
think of a new joke. While out walk-

ing, in the hope that the inspiration

might strike him, he was met by an
old friend of his who is a professor
at Queen’s University.

‘‘Helloa, Leacock,’’ said his friend,
““you look troubled. What’s worrying
you?”’

““Oh, I'm trying to think of a joke
for my book.”’

The other looked puzzled.

““Why,’’ he said, ‘‘what was the
matter with the one you had?”’

S
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TaE LATEST PLAN

She (in the theatre)—‘‘Does my
feather spoil your view?’’

He (sitting behind her)—*‘Oh, no,
madam, I've cut it off.”” — London
Opinion.
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Har-CarcuiNng Our WEST

““Yes,”” said the
from the West, ‘“when I went out to
Alberta, 1 did what nearly every
other tenderfoot does ht one
of those broad-brimmed felt hats like
the ones stage cowboys wears, and
put it on at the first oportunity.

““Mine wasn’t the only one in town,
but I felt conspicuous just the same.
Somehow or other I hadn’t acquired
the knack of wearing it. One windy
day—and, believe me, it can blow
some in B without half trying—
I walked down the main street of the
town holding onto my hat with one
hand and my coat with the other. As
I turned a corner the wind seemed to
stop blowing, and 1 let go of the hat,
when a sudden gust came, took it off
my head, and sent it rolling like a
frightened hoop down the street.

““1 started to give chase, when an-
other hatless man — he was a sure-
enough Westerner, too—took me by
the arm and said :

“Don’t chase it, pardner; there’ll
be another one along in a minute.”’

man just back

ALTERNATIVE

“Why do you beat your little son?
It was the cat that upset the vase of
flowers.”’

““I can’t beat the cat. I belong to
the S.P.C.A."”>—Meggendorfer Blaet-
ter.

e
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AN ANNOYING SPEED LiMiT

An old man nearly eighty years
old, walked ten miles from his home
into Knowlton recently. When he
reached town he was greeted with
some astonishment by a friend.

“You walked all the w ay!”’ the lat-
ter exclaimed. “‘How did you get
along?’’

‘“Oh, first rate!’’ replied the old
man, gemallv “That is, T did till I
came to that sign, out there, ‘Slow
down to fifteen miles an hour.’ That
kept me back some.”’
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SureraANUATED TrAGEDIAN (after forcing the car to pull up).
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* Permit me, sir, to indulge for a few brief

moments in a joy I have not experienced since my last starring tour in 1893."

Tue Same Louls

A Philadelphia lawyer and connois-
seur was deseribing some of his ex-
periences in search of curios. ‘‘I once
entered a shop,”’ he said, smiling,
‘“and the salesman pointed out to me
a dilapidated echair. ‘‘That there
chair, sir,” he said, impressively, ‘be-
longed to Louis Crosseye, King' of
France.” ‘Louis Crosseye?’ said I.
‘Why there’s no such person.” ‘Oh,
yes, there is, sir,” said the salesman,
and he showed me a ticket marked
‘Louis X1.” "’—Liverpool Post.

PARTICULARISING

Boy—‘Give me six-pence for a
poor lame man, mother.” :

Delirious Parent — ‘“Who 1is the
poor lame man?”’

Boy (in a murmur) — “The door-
keeper at the cireus.”’—Sydney Bul-
letin.

430

Goop, EveN 17 ReAD

One of the best stories connected
with Dr. Macled is not well known.
It concerns a sermon he preached in
a certain district of Ayrshire. As the
congregation dispersed one woman,
full of enthusiam, asked a neighbour,
“Did you ever hear onything sae
gran? Wasna that a sermon?’’ ‘‘Ou,
ay,”’ replied her friend sulkily, ‘‘but
he read it.”” ‘‘Read it!’’ cried the
other, with indignant emphasis. ‘I
wadna hae cared if he had whustled
At

Too Mucua ror ToMmy

Tommy had always had to wear his
father’s old clothes, yet no one knew
how badly he felt, till one day he was
found behind the barn. Between
broken sobs it all same out. ‘‘Pa’s
gone and shaved off clean, and now
I know I’ll have to wear his old red
whiskers.”’
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s — and remember the BOVRIL

TON. M. THE XINO BOVRIL forms a nourishing food for children.

It strengthens and sustains the invalid.

It helps the cook to prepare tasty soups, stews
and gravies.

It makes a quick luncheon. A cup of Bovril
and a few crackers, or a roll and butter—and you
have a light and nourishing meal.

Yes! of course you'll remember to order

BOVRIL

\some LIMITED
- LONDON _

\\\

——

EAD the Guarantee or freshness in your
next box of efede. That Guarantee makes
it worth your while to buy efder always.
We instruct all e£ede sales agents to order
from us frequently and to return for full credit
any box of efd? not in perfect condition.

Write for Interesting Booklet

It tells how purity, quality and freshness are assured in
all Huyler products.  With it we will send the name
of Huyler's agent nearest you,

‘ é ’
TR TR
Bonhons “ Chocolates

Breakfast
Bacon

Guaranteed Sugar Cured.
Really delicious.

Ask your Grocer to
get it faf,j'au.z°

—

Ingersoll

LY

i 3 .

Sales Agen
Everywher.
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“Only the Best is
Good Enough”

Vickerman’s stand behind all
their Cloths by stamping their

full name in gold letters along

the selvage every three yards of

every piece of their goods sent
into Canada. When you select

| | ——
cloth for a suit or overcoat with | | /7
this name on it | -

QLTINS For Health as Well

TRADE MARK | | The benefits of installing metal lockers in fac-

tories, stores, clubs, gymnasiums, hotels, schools
' | and other institutions are now universally recog.
nized.

You are getting the very best

that money can buy__- Steel Lockers provide security against Petty
theft, minimize risk from fire, promote order,

tidiness and system, Encourage Cleanlin

9 bty i ess
and hygienic conditions. They €conomize
space and save time, money and contents,

We are the largest manufacturers of Sg
Serg €s Lockers in lC)Ianacla and ope;'ate z}xln Entir:.l;
Separate Department for the maki
Black, Blue or Grey Lockers and Steel Shelving. .

Are the best Imported The D-L. Standard Lockerg

mmto Canada are the lockers of' quality—the product of
They tailor well and never fade. careful study, experience, the best equipmeng,

and good workmen who are specialists in thie
‘Nishet & Auld, Limited

branch of metal working.
23

__.--: Toronto. The Dennis Wire and Iron Fence
WBolesale Selling Agents in Canada. Works Co. Limited
(To the Trade Only.) | London’ Ont .
‘ e




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

31

There’s Sunshine

Every day of the year for the mother whose “little ones™ are well and
happy; and the health of children depends largely upon their food and
drink.

The toothsome, mild flavour of the new food-drink,

Instant Postum

Quickly appeals to the normal childish appetite. Postum contains gen-
uine nourishment, and i1s a most wholesome breakfast cup.

Postum comes in two forms.
Regular Postum (must be boiled).

Instant Postum doesn’t require boiling, but is prepared instantly by stiming
a level teaspoonful in a cup of hot water. This makes it right for most persons. Ex-
periment until you know the amount that pleases your palate and have it that way in

the future.
“There’s a Reason’ for POSTUM
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One of 28

N Underwood is worth what
you pay for it. It may be
one at $130 or at $1500.
There are 28 models—adaptable
to every requirement of writing,

adding, substracting, computing,
and system work of all kinds.

S every record in competition

shows, the Underwood in-

creases the efficiency of the
operator at least 20/, over any other typewriter.

Even a correspondence Underwood will save its cost almost in the first year.

An Underwood is an advertisement for the man who own it.

United Typewriter Co. Ltd.

ALL CANADIAN CITIES
Head Office - Toronto.

“I Received Your Fine Letter *—

The note you thought was hasty and some-
what carelessly written made a favorable im-
pression because it was on stationery that
reflected your care and thought in the
choosing of small things.

Gris Laen

is of beautiful fabric finish of just the right
weight, size and tint to meet the latest word
in fashion, and boxed to meet the most
critical demand. At your stationers, or if
not write us and we will have you supplied.

BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED
BRANTFORD TORONTO  WINNIPEG  VANCOUVER
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Aside from its perfect cleaning of Pots
and Pans, Bath-Room Accessories, and
its numerous other good uses, Old
Dutch Cleanser is the finest cleaner for
jardinieres, vases and bric-a-brac.

On marble statuary Old Dutch Cleanser
removes that yellow tinge left by common
soaps and restores the original whiteness.

All dirt, discolorations, films of smut,
and blacking, quickly respond to the
powerful dirt-removing and cleaning prop-
erties of Old Dutch Cleanser.

It halves the work—halves the time—
doubles the satisfaction.

Many Other Uses and
Full Directions on
Large Sifter Can---10c .,

B

A

33

Og’ [ts

[mfimite Uses-

Statiary
Jardinieres
Va'ses
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

34

Y our grandfathers and their grandfathers were familiar with
the two stars on ‘‘Rodgers” Knives and in their day, as

now, these where looked upon as a safe guide in buying.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited
Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

Wm. English “CANOES”
absolutely‘ unsurpass

every requirement. Write for Catalogue.

Established 186l.

Are'known the world over for their Strength, Beauty and Durability. They are
ed in quality and are reasonable in price. We have a model for

Wm. English Canoe Co., 184-186 Charlotte Street, Peterborough, Ont.

oAk

——
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Around This Dish Mornings
and Nights Millions of Young
Folks Gather

A few yearslago no one ever dreamed of e
such food)s as Puffed Rice and Puffed Wheat, BUbbles Of Gram,
Perfect kernels, puffed to eight times normal

size. Grains toasted by heat, exploded by
steam, made into airy bubbles,

These are bubbles of grain, with a myriad
cells—four times as porous as bread.

Now countless people, every mornin'g, With thin toasted walls which easily crush,
serve them with cream and sugar. Or mix and become delicious morsels,
them with their berries. 7 :

Now countless suppers, every night, consist With an almm.\d flavor, a nut-meat taste,
of these crisp, fporous grains floating in created by applying 550 degrees of heat.
e o i They are both foods and confections.
£t Now forty million dishes monthly are con- Thousands use them in Tl .

sumed by people who have learned the candy making and as garnish for jce cream.,
delight of them.

T ASAAANAANS AN A
Puffed Wheat, 10c Except in
Puffed Rice, 15cwe

Inside of each grain there occur in the the best-cooked foods in existence. When
making a hundred million steam explosions, he did !)e found he had also created two
Each separate food granule is t')lagite.d to most delightful foods.
pieces by expk?dmg. the. Homture w'thm,'t' Get them for summer meals—for breakfasts,
As a result dlgestlon.mstantly acts. Whole for luncheons, for suppers. Serve with
grains, for the first time, are made wholly cream, or with berries, or in bowls of milk.
digestible. In no other cereal can you find the fascination

That was the sole object of the inventor— which folks find in Puffed Wheat and Puffed
Prof. A. P. Anderson. “He aimed to produce Rice.

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

Sole Makers

(438)
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:i'hat cold,
dull piece
of meat,

those little pieces of potato and cabbage that didn’t get
finished up yesterday -don’t, please don’t, throw them away,
and don't, please don’t, serve them up as they are, or
you'll feel you've had enough before you even start.

Odd pieces of meat and vegetables will make one of the finest dishes

that ever came to a table if you just warm them up, and pour over
them a good bowl full of Edwards’ Dessicated Soup hot from the fire.

FDWARDS
== SOUPS

Edwards’ Dessicated Soup is a thick, nourishing soup in dry, granulated form. But
although it is such a fine soup by itself cooks say that it is A 1 for strengthening stews,
flavoring hashes and improving other soups. Remember to boil it for half an hour.

Sc. per packet
Edwards' Dessicated Soups are made in three varteties—Brown, Tomato,

White. The Brown variety is a thick, nourishing soup prepared from
beef and fresh wvegetables. The other two are purely vegetable soups.

Lots of dainty new dishes in our new Cook Book. Write for a copy post free.

Distributers : S. H. B,

W. C. PATRICK & COMPANY, Limited, Toronto and Vancouver
Wm. H. DUNN, Montreal ESCOTT & HARMER, Winnipeg
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“Fair Visitors to Toronto”

are extended a cordial invitation to visit
Canada’s greatest Hair-Goods and Hair-
Dressing establishment :

“DORENWEND’S”

Our goods are renowned for beauty of design, nat-
ural appearance and perfection of construction,
Ladics.—Transformations. Pompadours, Switches,
etc., of the finest quality of German cut hair, Ladies
will find, in our parlors, everything for their con-
venience. Their requirements may be attended to
by expert Hair-Dressers, Manicurists, Masseurs,
etc. (THE MOST HANDSOME SALONS IN THE DOMINION.)

TO THOSE NOT VISITING TORONTO:—we will send on request our handsome cata-
logue postpaid. Perfect satisfaction assured on all mail orders.

THE DORENWEND CO'Y OF TORONTO, LTD.

(THE HOUSE OF QUALITY HAIR GOODS)
105 YONGE STREET B TORONTO.

i m “The case may hinge on that word
0 LAW | Is This Your Best Copy?”
OFFiceE |||

HEN you have to use a carbon
i copy you want a good copy. How often do
you find the very letter that is important is faint or
blurred. Often the vital words or the figures in the
quotation are obscure,

~ PEERLESS Carbon Papers make clean, easily
read copies—copies as bright as originals—copies that
leave no room for argument or doubt.

CARBON TYPEWRITER
PAPERS RIBBONS
54

You admire clear cut, neatly-typed letters, Put PEER.
LESS Ribbons on your machines.

See the PEERLESS Dealer about it.

Peerless Carbon and Ribbon Mfg. Company, Limited
176-178 Richmond Street West, Toronto.

e

Ve
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—
soap that comes

Delicately in_the sanitary |

Perfumed package.

Each cake of Taylor's Infants-Delight Soap is carefully wrapped
and packed in its own sanitary package. Fresh to your hands from
our clean modern packing rooms.

 Saylods. |
Infants-Delight

TOILET SOAP

{s equally delightful for adult use as it is to His Majesty the Baby, for
whom it was first specially made. Made from imported Cocoanut and
Olive Oils, it is ideal for the toilet and bath, rendering the complexion
soft and beautiful.

Taylor’s Toilet Delights

Oidest and ILargest Perfumers and Toilet Soap Makers in Canada. 121
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Ready for the new Costume

For any woman of ordinary height and weighing between
115 and 140 Ibs., the La Diva 718 is the ideal foundation for this
season’s costume, and makes possible a perfect fit and an up-to-date
figure, and it sells at only $3.00.

This year's D. & A. and La Diva Models are
comfortable, support the figure well, and give
corsetless effect which is the aim of the fashionable ‘¢ modistes.”

Made specially for Canadian Women after long studies of Canadian
figures in one of the largest and best equipped corset factories in the world,

the D. & A. and La Diva Corsets offer style and comfort superior to
imported corsets yet at from $1.00 to $5.00 per pair less.

There is a model for every figure. Our catalogue, sent free on
request, will help you to choose the best for yours, 1213

DOMINION CORSET CO. - QUEBEC

great successes; they are
that supple, graceful, almost

For Seaside or Country
Jaeger Summer Shirts

Include a supply of Jaeger Light Wool Summer Shirts in your outfit for Summer and Fall.
They are probably the nearest to perfection of any shirts made.

All material is tested for purity and durability by our expert analytical chemist before using.

The variety of coloring is so great and the artistic effect

50 pleasing that the most fastidious
dresser is satisfied.

Make full enquiry at any or our stores or agencies.

DrJAEGER %5 ¢

316 St. Catherine St. West, Montreal

32 King St. West,
352 Portage Ave., Carlton Block, Winnipeg

784 Yonge St., Near Bloor, } Toronto
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Forty Years Experience Built
Into These Lawnmowers

These lawnmowers are perfection
in their way. There is 40 years

experience built into every ma-
chine. They are thoroughly

guaranteed. Made in a vari-
ety of styles, the best known
being

“ Adanac”
“Woodyatt”
“ Empress ”

The ‘‘Adanac’ cuts a
swath 17 to 21 inches
wide. It is made to
excel the most
expensive of the
imported lawn-
mowers.

Taylor-
Forbes is
the name you
will most likely
find on your
neighbor’'s lawn-
mower.

Of course there are
plenty other lawnmow-
ers made in Canada, as
well as the several kinds
that are imported.

Still for all that Taylor-
Forbes is the name you will
most likely find on your neigh-
bor's lawnmower, because there
are more of that kind in use in
Canada than any other.

A great many more.

If your Hardware Dealer has
not a Taylor-Forbes Lawnmower
in the size, and at the price you
consider right for a good-working
machine, drop us a post card and
we will tell you who the Dealer is
in your town who has a complete
stock of our lawnmowers for you

to select from.
MADE BY

TAYLOR-FORBES i Guelph

Sold by Hardware Dealers everywhere in Canada.
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—OUTING
—EXERCISE

For all phases of the modern life

GEETEE

pure wool unshrinkable

UNDERCLOTHING

is best

The lighter weights for summer are a
constant source of comfort. The pure,
soft wool absorbs all the perspiration and
keeps the body at a normal temperature.

Free action of the limbs and body is
rendered easy by shaping the garment
during the process of knitting.

Made in sizes to fit all the family.

Worn by the best people.
Sold by the best dealers.

Manufactured by

THE C. TURNBULL CO.
OF GALT LIMITED

Also manufacturers of Turnbull's
ribbed Underwear for ladies and
children ; ‘M’ Bands for infants and
Ceetec Shaker-Knit Sweater Coats.

'LOOK FOR THE SHEEP
ON EVERY GARMENT

41

Palmolive
Beauty

O you want your skin to be

soft, clear and beautiful ?

Thenuse Palmolive—the soap
that cleanses, soothes and refreshes
the tenderest skin because it contains
palm and olive oils perfectly blended
by our scientific method.

Long before the days of Cleopatra,
palm and olive oils were the chief
requisites of the toilet.

Today they are made more efficient
by their combination in Palmolive.

Try it for toilet and bath—15¢
the cake. It outsells all other high-
grade toilet soaps. Send two 2-cent
stamps for sample,

B. J. JOHNSON SOAP CO.
155-157 George St. Toronto, Ont.

The American address:
B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Inc., Milwaukee, Wis.

Palmolive Shampoo makes the hair lus-
trous and healthy and is excellent for the scalp,
It rinses out easily and leaves the hair soft and
tractable. Price, 50 cents.

Palmolive Cream cleanses the pores of the
skin and adds a delightful touch after the use
ive Soap. ice, 50 cents. *

N. B.—If you cannot get Palmolive Cream
or your local dealer, a full-size
package of either will be mailed prepaid on
receipt of price. -

= o
"#\“Q\.\“ Fél;qi ouve
e

- s
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Pure Warm Air us. “Cooked” Air

TEAM and hot water heating systems, with
radiators in every room, simply warm stag.
nant air over and over again. Such meth.

ods are condemned by people who have regard to
health and sanitation.

8 The Kelsez Warm Air Generator provides for
an even circulation of pure, warm air throughout
the whole of a builcﬁ:g by means of the Kelsey
Positive Cap Attachment.

This new feature in a warm air heating system
is found only in the Kelsey. Itinsures good ven.
tilation with thorough heating. It safeguards
health besides providing for comfort.

And because of its special form of construction
that gives it 61 square feet of radiating surface
for 1 square foot of grate surface the Kelse

THE warms two or three times as much air as an

JAS SMART MFG CO ordinacy furnace and circulates it more uniformly,
» . B

If you are interested in this Pure Air Heatin
LIMITED System write for our booklet, ‘‘Achievements i§

BROCKVILLE, Ont. WINNIPEG, Man. Modern Heating and Ventilation."”

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “Milton” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO.

Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
4 50 Adelaide St. W,

Toronto Office 4 3 s
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“No darning
for me this
trip, Dad.

Notice their
style, too. If we
stay six months
were fixed for
hose.”

[loleprapi

So soft and stylish, and can be had
in such light weights, that many say,
« These hose can’t wear.” Yet six
pairs are guaranteed to wear a Jull six
months.

We pay an average of 7g cents a
pound for the yarn in Holeproof. Con?-
mon yarn costs 32 cents. 74 cents is
the top market price for cotton yarn—
Egyptian and Sea Island. Our.s is
3-ply, long-fibre, fine strands. Pliable
and soft, but of the maximum: strength.
We spend $60,000 a year for inspec-
tion, to see that each pair of Hole-
proof is perfect.

The above figures refer to Hole-
proof as made in the States and
Canada.

The genuine Holeproof bear this

signature : @ %;*(Z

Werite for Free Book on Holeproof

Holeproof Hosiery Co. of Ganada, Ltd.

363 Bond Street, LONDON, CANADA

f [{asierg

AND CHILDREN

Six pairs of men’s cotton Holeproof,
$1.50 to $3 a box; women’s and chil-
dren’s, $2 to $3 a box of six pairs; also
three pairs for children, guaranteed
three months, $1 a box. Silk Hole-
proof for men, $2 a box of three pairs.
Women’s silk stockings, $3 a box of
three pairs. Three pairs sz/k guaran-
teed tiree months. Medium cashmere
socks, six pairs, $2; fine cashmere, six
pairs, $3. Women’s fine cashmere
stockings, six pairs, $3. Six pairs of
cashmere are guaranteed six months.

Genuine Holeproof are sold in your
town. Ask for dealers’ names. We
ship direct where
near,

there’s no dealer
charges prepaid,
on receipt of price.

’t
Pot Sinos. 10

#1) Bt Saickl
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Never apologize for needing a shave—get
a Gilletteand have one every morning.:The

Gillette Safety Razor

makes shaving

so easy that you never feel like putting
it off—

so quick that you can always spare the
time (it takes but three minutes)—

so comfortable that you will wonder how
you ever put up with any other razor.

Every Gillette Set includes 12 Blades (24 of the keenest
edges ever made,) Standard Sets $5.00—Pocket Ed
itions $5.00 to $6.00—Combination Sets $6.50 up.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO.
- OF CANADA, LIMITED
e~ Gillette» =0

WORLD OVER!

Office and_Factory: B T RAD: Vs ' 31101 S
The New Gillette Building, Montrea, ’G iette» .8
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There is No Danger
of Moldy Preserves

If you seal your glasses and jars with

g (Pure Refined Paraffine)

Absolutely Air Tight; Easy to Use; Inexpensive

Parowax is tasteless and odorless.

Sold by Grocers and Druggists everywhere.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY,

Limited
Montreal Toronto St. John
Winnipeg Vancouver Halifax

Keep in Good Health with

XYDONOR causes a large

supply of the oXygen 66 O d 99
contained in theair to be absorbed Xy Onor
by the human system, so in-

creasing bodily vitality. By
oxygenizing the blood, making it purer and better able to do its work.,

“Oxydonor” conquers Disease

If you are sick, run down, or rheumatic, Oxydonor will make you well; and
if you are well, it will keep you well.

Oxydonor is the invention of an emipe_nt physician Dr, H. Sanche. Thou-
sands upon thousands of letters praising the wonderful Oxydonor have been
received by Dr. H. Sanche. They tell of the marvels of Oxydonor treatment.

Is your health poor ? Is anyone near and dear to you suffering? Then
learn all about the Oxydonor treatment which calls for

No Drugs, Medicine or Doctors

Send for our valuable book on health and the Oxydomor method of conquering sickness
and disease. It will be sent post free. Write for it to-day. Beware of fraudental imitations.

Suite 11,
Dr. H. Sanche & Co. sus:. Catherine st w. Montreal, Que.

L |
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L L TRADE MARK

TH[S typical Canadian family literally have the Music of

the World at their command, for if fancy leads them to

. desire some selection or artist not included in the huge Columbia

Catalogue, they can play any other make of disc record on their

GRAFONOLA

So faultless and natural is the reproduction, that, as they listen,
their sub-conscious mind summons each artist or artists before
their eyes, and they seem to see as well as hear.

Every Canadian family can own a Columbia GRAFONOLA immediately.

Agents in every town waiting to supply
Jyou on your own lerms and convenience

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE CO.

TORONTO - - CANADA

Crea._tlgrskof tl'i& T:lkini lz/lachige ludus'cfryil
i d Lead in the Talking Machine Art. wners of the Fundamental Patents,
e uia ei;‘;est Manufacturers of Talking Machines in the World. g




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Suspicious

Coal Man

- OU'RE not buying as much coal
this winter,”’ said the coal man
frowning darkly at Mr. McBride.

“ So you noticed that, did you?" remarked

McBride with a smile of keen delight.

INWE & Co
C O
S WOOD

“ Buying somewhere else?” questioned

\
— [R——)
;' !
the suspicious coal man.

“No, just threw out the old ‘Warhorse FH
that I had in my cellar and put in a McClary’s « &
Sunshine Furnace. And I'm buying one-
third less coal.”

“ You see, McClary's Sunshine Furnace
has many features for cutting coal bills that
no ordinary furnace has. For one thing it
has four radiating surfaces that gather up
the heat and distribute it through the house.
The gas chamber is built to get all the heat

out of the gases which
escape up the chimney.

would

otherwise

And its four tri-

angular grate bars release ashes without

wasting fuel.

And its straight fire-pot—""

v

Bangasest’

« Gee ! Mr. McBride,” interrupted the coal- amsit g
man, “You talk like a McClary salesman.”

« Well, you see,” said the enthusiastic
McBride, “I went into.the furnace question
mighty thoroughly before I decided on the
Sunshine. and I know what I am talking
about.”

¢« Well, " Mr. McBride, I must say that
the Sunshine is a bad furnace for the coal”
man’s business. But I wouldn't mind saving
some coal myself, now that the cost of living
has gone up so high.”

« Better see the McClary agent,” was
McBride's parting suggestion.

If you have an old “Warhorse” in
vour cellar it will pay you to see the
McClary agent in your locality. You
would also find it profitable to write
for a copy of the latest Sunshine fur-
nace booklet. Address our nearest

- M<Clarys

Sunshine Furnace

LONDON TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG
VA UVE!
ST. JOHN, N.B. HAMILTON CALGARY SASKATOON EDI:%CI:TONR
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CLARK’S PORK & BEANS

PLAIN SAUCE, CHILI SAUCE, TOMATO SAUCE

An appetising, nourishing, and satisfying meal
provided for the housewife with the minimum of
preparation and the maximum of comfort.

Is it not worth while to know that you can
obtain the most carefully selected beans cooked
thoroughly and whole by, a process which is
unsurpassed, and which retains the full mealy
flavour of the beans, blended with the most
delicate sauces, giving you no trouble beyond
heating for a few moments ?

That is what Clark gives you

ORDER CLARKS’ FROM YOUR GROCER
W. CLARK - - : 5 MONTREAL

eI it xS E S

CrocoLaTEs |

.
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of Refreshment

—delicious coolness and sparkling,
thirst-quenching vivacity—

A lastingly refreshing beverage.
Different and better; absolutely
wholesome.

Ask for it by its full name— b
Coca-Cola—to_avoid imita- jo
tions and substitutions.

Delicious—Refreshing &

~~~~~~~~~~~~

i Q1 Qirst-Quenching

You see an
Tow think
of Coca-Cola.

Send for our Free Booklet.

THE COCA-COLA COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA.
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NA-DRU-CO.
Royal Rose
Talcurn (

OF CANADA LIMITED

Made of best Italian Talc, ground to impalpable
fineness, to which are added antiseptic, soothing,
healing ingredients. A Talcum Powder whose
_velvety smoothness and exquisite odor of fresh
roses makes its use an unalloyed delight. It
keeps the skin soft, healthful and beautiful.

25cc a din al your Drugpists—
ar write for free sample o

Nntlonal Drug and Chemical Co., of Canada; Li ltea

MONTREAL
{ A
2 e
1S
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Williams

Talc Powder

?\.'f.,
; is a summer necessity for
£9%€ the woman who cares for

the appearance of her skin.

More time spent in the open
should mean greater care for the
complexion. After the unrelent-
ing heat of the sun, after the try-
ing effec of salt spray and wind-blown
sand particles, there is nothing quite so
soothing and refreshing as frequent
application of this exquisitely soft and
delicate powder.

Four odors—Violet, Carnation, Rose and Karsi

A Vanity Box and An Interesting Offer

For users of William¢ Talc we have had
manufaétured a charming little Vanity
Box, heavily silver-plated, containing a
French powder puff and a concentrating
mirror We will gladly send it with a
sample can of Williams’ Violet Talc
Powder and a tube of Williams’ Dental
Cream, trial size, on receipt of 20 cents
in stamps.

Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY
P, O. Drawer235, Glastonbury, Conn.

All three
for 20c.
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LIVABESTOS

Building Board

is the only absolutely fireproof moderate
priced building board which can be
used as a finished surface with battens
for paneled effect, or covered with a
thin skim coat of plaster for a perfect-
ly smooth wall or ceiling for papering
or tinting.

LINABESTOS is a combination of Asbestos Fibre and Portland Cement, pinkish-grey in color, °
made in sheets % of an inch thick, 42 inches wide and either 48 or 96 inches long. It can be
worked with ordinary carpenter’s tools, and nailed direct to the studding.

LINABESTOS saves much time in building, and makes walls and ceilings that are absolutely
fireproof, warm in winter, cool in summer, easily decorated, and that will never crack or fall.

Write for Leaflet No. 8 giving fuller particulars about this new and better building board.

Asbestos Manufacturing Co., Limited

Address E. T. Bank Bldg., 263 St. James Street., Montreal.
Factory at Lachine, P. Q. (near Montreal.)

REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed st night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and erying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrhecea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colic, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. ¢‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’’ for ehil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the preseription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world. Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.’’

THE EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA.

Assets ......... $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

' are what intending insurers desire, both
secunty obtained under ** Excelsior " policies which
and Profit ?é:céui&:;.tam the *“Last Word" in liberal

The the Company has been able to pay satisfactory

groﬁts is because it has been continugusly
oremost in those features from which profits
are derived.

Reason

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

Agents Wanted : to give either entire or
spare time.

E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN,
General Manager President.
—
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modern methods in their business, knowing that the economies in time

and effort evinced by systematic methods are important factors in the
accomplishment of a better day’s work.

BUSINESS MEN are realizing more and more the wisdom of adopting

The time and labor saving devices produced by the Office Specialty Company
are a positive means of bringing your office up-to-date. We can supply you with
filing and record keeping systems adapted particularly to your needs, and will
gladly furnish you with information on any systems in which you are interested.

You should have a copy of our complete filing equipment catalog
No. 916. Sent to anyone requesting it on their business stationery.

HEAD OFFICE: 97 WELLINGTON STREET W., TORONTO.

Filing Equipment Stores: MONTREAL, OTTAWA, HALIFAX,
WINNIPEG, CALGARY, EDMONTON, VANCOUVER.
Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.

@  MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

(@(DFFICE SPECIALTYMFG.C.

AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
ANAD A
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MEMORIES

The cold days of winter are past but memor-
ies of them must remain—cold rooms—shivering
at meals and bed-time—discomfort and enormous
coal bills.

A Pease “Economy’ Hot Water Boiler keeps
the home warm and cosy in every nook and
corner—no drafts but perfect ventilation. It is
most economical and eventually “‘pays for itself
by the coal it saves.” This is because of the
number of exclusive money-paying features in-
cluded in_it. Most Durable and Costs least
for Repairs because of extra strong, sturdy
construction and fine workmanship.

Don’t have any more heating troubles.
See a Pease Hot Water Boiler
at your nearest dealer.

Manufactured by

PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY.

LIMITED.

Head Office - - TORONTO !
Works - - -  BRAMPTON

8B\ Branches :—Vancouver. Winnipeg, Hamilton,
Montreal.

““ This Drvink Will Suit
You For the Hot
Weather."

You will be delighted with

Cosgraves
Half -and - Half

It is the choicest
brew from the finest
hops and malt.

Y our dealer will ship
your order wherever
you wish.

Telephone him
tO"d_ay. U48




There Is Beauty
In

Every Jar

ENSITIVE skin
needs the protection
of Ingram’s Milk-
weed Cream.
Tan, sunburn, redness
g“‘! chapping are relieved
Y its use, and dry or sag-
8Ing tissues are toned and
Strengthened.

$zyram S
Milkweed

Cream
50 cents—$1.00

Abplied lightly night and morning it softens, whitens and
Beautifieg the sty © §

Shi, is absorbed quickly by the skin which is never sticky,
do Iy or greasy after its use: requires no rubbing, therefore
€% not enlarge or exaggerate the pores of the skin. 5
Sp © us prove to you the value of Ingram’s Toilet
neciames by a pesonal test: write us yours and yeur druggist's
@un]w and address, and receive free, our box of samples. Or

¢lose 10c and we will mail them direct. Address

., Frederick F. Ingram Compan
Detroit, Mich. 9 Ouelfette Ave., &Iingsor, Ont.

:}lxrnm'n Velveola 8ouveralne Face Powder.
Owdpred Perfection For The Complexion. Light and
°8ive, yet withoutartificial effect. 4shades. Price 50¢

at drug store or by mail postpaid. A handsome Vanity
*0X FREE, when you buy Velveola Souveraine. !

Wonderful o gortunity. Act quick.
SELL “A REW'” CONCENTRATED
BEER EXTRACT FOR MAKING

BEER AT HOME. Just by the

addition of water. Nota Near Beer,

not a Substitute, but a pure, genuine

foaming Lager Beer for one cent a

glass. Small, compact, carry the Beer in

concentrated form in your pocket and su
- “ ’FR' the enormous demand. GUARANTEE
. STRICTLY LEGITIMATE, CAN BE SOLD

QUlRE ANYWHERE, Wet or Dry, NO LICENSE RE-

I me D. omething new, everyone buys, a sure repeater.

tory 8¢ demand—no competition—100 per cent profit. Terri-

Sen 8oing fast, no experience needed, aﬁ or spare time. Just

THE %‘;‘saai‘l!tslday. We'll show you how to make money quick.

UNES IN SUCCESSFUL SONGS

'VE PAID THOUSANDS
S, in Royalties

iy d‘f&‘i" S0ng poems or musical compositions to me for acceptance.

B‘-‘b{'ishegh.}md“_ﬂm per cent. royalty contract. I composed and

OZeng op Wedding of the Winds” waltzes. Million copies sold.

Years " Df MY publications are “FAMOUS HITS.” Established 16
ON'T FAIL To SECURE MY FREE BOOKLET.

T,
OHN Xy HALL, 27 Columbus Circle, New York

FUR-I- » . : n » 0.
1

s e

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use it is

delightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

P

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute!

And Retainn
A5 Lt R S

et e Erercies &
em OIme ercise
%m“ﬁé’ﬂ&“gﬂﬁx‘&w' P

My FREE BOOKS, the “WHYS OF
EXERCISE” and “THE FIRST AND
LAST LAW OF PHYSICAL CUL-
TURE,” tell you,if you are weak or un-
derdeveloped, how to grow strong; if strong,
how to grow stronger. It explains how to
develop lungs and muscle, the strong heart
and vigorous digestion—in short, how to
improve health and strength internally as
well as externally. Send TO-DAY—NOW
—for these FREE BOOKS. Enclose 4c. in
stamps to cover postage.

Prof. HENRY W. TITUS

156 East 23rd Street
257 Titus Bldg., New York City

Washburne’s Pat. “0.K.” Paper

, used exclusively by those
s el e
ch

\ of 5 . Bookl
Y Seng RRLY SALE NOW 100 MILLION
THE 0. K. MFG. C0., Syracuse, N. Y

“C'URD’S" Ginger Ale

“GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is nothing quite like_either, for both are “THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL

R
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CORN FLAKES
Thatfs all
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be changed and absolutely improved.

It cleans beautifully, and after usin
New Premises
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BOYS ...
Original
an d Boys, grab this chance

to become the'*find” of the
season—the star pitcherof

onl your team —the boy won~
der who easily fans
every batter with sen-
sational big league
curves and terri.

¢ ble shoots—
nuII Ie with burning
speed —and
never @-
sore arm. §
Now,forthe
fjhrst timie, tynu f(;tm. lealrn?j;:'om_, - 7ot S
e greatest professional pitcher in =
\ the world—how to burn over those p"'?{'e: ;‘regf—{a‘:eyry
i

deadly (zo_ok-cuwes——mmping 8pi boy should get i
balls—vicious fade aways—ete. Every! tmeas-

Beware of
curve fully explained—any boy can 1 s

Imitations Sold |
understand. And it—
on the Merits Doesn’t Cost You One Cent B

ity

folearn how to be a second Brown, athewson,Johnson or
f alsh. Think how wild the town will be about yoq—fxow they will
O cheer. They’ll want you to be captain—you’ll be pointed out on the
streets—your name will strike terror in the hearts of rival nines,

e awill fell you everything, All the ftricks of his craft and

canning—that mm}’?‘ 9% the wizard of flying curves—all this is yours

for the asking—F A

9
MI N ARD Send For the First Lesson Now
— —
If you like baseball just let us know where you are
by return mail. You can’t buy it

and the First Lesson comes to you.
Tyou r:ust -ccept‘i"t-—FRﬁE. Let Brown start, teaching you all these
Btand *‘fine points—at once, Yes, this is the same

'
Inside *‘secrets’
great Brown who won 4 championships and two worlds series for
the Chicago Cubs. You couldn’t have a better teacher. Delivering a
few papers_in spare time, earns this costly, complete personal in-
ail —no matter where gou Yive — the whole course
no

'F“RE%?—%— by,:n t you_a cent. So gen: m just
loesn’t cos! 32 joney—jus
and address op 8 postal-NOW. Don’t delny—lddryug‘likeytohui:.mm
™. M. SIDDALL Dept. 174 CHICAGO
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“Supplies home with
pure warm air.

Fused joints cannot
leak.

Heating a home properly is something more than

raising the temperature. The air must be pure as well as warm.
The health of your family demands it. An odor of gas is not only
unpleasant but is a menace to the health. Fine coal dust floating
in the air is just as bad.

g The HECLA Furnace is absolutely gas and dust proof. The
Joints, which in other Furnaces are made with bolts and cement,
are fused in the HECLA. This process welds the cast-iron and
steel into a solid one-piece construction.

¢ Expansion and contraction cannot spread the fused joint. Even
after 20 years of service, the joints in the Hecla will Ibe found per-
fectly tight. The fumes from the fire cannot find an opening. The
air in the living rooms is always pure and healthful.

HECLA FURNACE

For Coal and Wood

This healthful heating costs less than ordinary warm air heating,

; The fire-pot of the HECLA is steel ribbed
‘ Ribbed Fire-Pot to radiate the heatrapidly. This,

by actual test, makes a saving of

13%°/,, or oneton of coal inseven.

Do you want to give
more thought to the
heating of your home?

““Comfort & Health”
will interest you. It is

a book on sane heating.

Your address on a post

card will bring it. Write
Dept. C.M.

CLARE BROS. & CO., LIMITED, Preston, Ont.
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Try One of Our Dry Varieties

Martini—Regular

Martini— Dry (medium)
Martini—Brut (very dry)
Manhattan—Regular
Manhattan—Dry

All Dealers
G. F. Heublein & Bro.

Sole Prop’s.

NEW YORK LONDON

HARTFORD

Bisley made “ROSS” Rifles Famous

and now the performances on the field of the
280 “Ross” (known as the High Velocity)
using the Ross .280 Sporting Cartridge with
copper tube expanding
bullet (patented) are
creating quite a sensation
among big game hunters,

The Ross Sporting
(/ Rifles have the absolute

accuracy of the famous Ross target barrels,

and their very quick and reliable action,
| strong breech, and good finish, make them
favourites wherever shown. If you are in
the market for a rifle, it will pay you to
look up the nearest Ross dealer—or
write direct for illustrated price
list, which is sent post free

cn application.

' ROSS RIFLE
‘ A i~4%  COMPANY
it TNy X Quebec - Canada

- \ W " X
- ,// //i.., (\“\\\%\ \\\ .
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MAPLE ,
BUDS Sof
ﬁﬂl{lglﬂ]j_

CHOICE
CANDII

\ the Maple Buds
¥ Grandpa!”

Shopping is only half done i you forget the Maple Buds.
Children must have sweets.  Their little natures crave for
dainty sweet things. Bad for them? NOT COWANN'S
MAPLE BUDS. Pure milk, pure sugar, pure chocolate.
What could be more nourishing and wholesome? What else
could make them such favorites with intelligent mothers ?
Make the children happy. Give them sweets you know are
good. Put Maple Buds on your shopping Jist.

They’re not Maple Buds Unless they're
. Pure Milk "Chocolate.

COWANS -i.-
MAPLE BUDS |

NAME AND DESIGN REGISTERED

The Cowan Co. Limited
Toronto, Ont.
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Camp Nominigan—Smoke Lake—Algonquin Park

~ Algonquin National Park

The Ideal Summer Resort for Camper, Fisherman, Canoeist

200 miles north of Toronto 175 miles west of Ottawa
Altitude 2,000 feet above sea level Good hotel accommodation

The New Camp-Hotel *Camp Nominigan e

being inaugaurated this season, will prove attractive. This sort of camp is new
to the ‘‘ Highlands of Ontario.” It consists of log cabins constructed in groups
in the hearts of the wilds, comfortably furnished with modern conveniences,
such as baths, hot and cold water, always available.

Handsomely illustrated folder free on application to J. D. McDonald, 917
Merchants Loan and Trust Bldg., Chicago, Ill.; F. P. Dwyer, 290 Broadway,
New York, N.Y.; J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal; C. E. Horning,
Union Station, Toronto, Ont.; E. H. Boynton, 256 Wasin gton St., Boston,
Mass.; A. B. Chown, 507 Park Bldg., Pittsburg, Pa.; or H. M. Morgan, 285
Main St., Buffalo, N.Y.

H. G. ELLIOTT

G. T. BELL
General Passenger Agent, Montreal

Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal

L
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When

Planning Your

VACATION

BEAR IN MIND THE MANY DELIGHTFUL RESORTS
SO CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY THE

Canadian Pacific Railway

Point au Baril, French and Pickerel Rivers, Muskoka Lakes, Rideau Lakes,
Kawartha Lakes, etc.

Full Particulars from C. P. R. Agents, or write

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent - . TORONTO
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w4l TAKE THE “ROYAL” ROAD / .

' TO EUROPE ’

MONTREAL - BRISTOL

// / A
)
ROYAL EDWARD ROYAL, GEORGE ,,;///////?////4/;///5

s W
A two days’ sheltered sail down the mighty St. Lawrence— / 7
days of scenic beauty and historic interest— then but little more than
three days on the Atlantic and passengers are whirled by special
express trains from Bristol to London in two hours time. 3
SUMMER SAILINGS ?//7%
From Montreal Steamer From Bristol // /// i
Royal George Tues., July 15 |¥ % . 4
Tues., July 15 Royal Edward Sat., July 26 Z///////// i 7y
Sat., July 26 Royal George Sat., Aug. 9 ;/// ,,///// /~~
Sat,, Aug. 9 = Royal Edward sat., Aug. 23 W% ;, ,4/%/7/’
Sat., Aug 23 Royal George Sat., Sept. 6 |} ///j’”’////? ]
// 4
For information and tickets apply to any Steamship Agent ? / //// 1

or to the General Agents of the Company at 52 King St. E., / // //
Toronto, Ont.; 226 St. James St., Montreal, Que.; 183 /

Hollis St., Halifax, N.S. ; and 254 Union Station, Winnipeg Z Z

Man. ! ? o 7(,// /

1000140,
coes?

— 4 //////,/ Vo iy
7 e s 4

| il
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“JULIAN SALE”
For Fine Leather Goods

Deep Club Bags

In buying a Club Bag one just about counts on it for a life time of ser-
vice—the ‘‘ Julian Sale ’ label in the Club Bag you buy is a guarantee
for life long service, and this applies particularly to the very superior
line of them made of the finest Selected Coarse Grain Genuine Natural
Sea Lion Leather—very stylish bags for ladies and for gentlemen—
double handles—full leather lined—with leather lined pockets—finest
European frame—real gold plated lock and catches—two gusset pockets
on one side and long pocket on the other.

For Gentlemen——iS, 19 and 20 inch sizes—-$24.m, $26.00 & $28.00
For Ladies—16 and 17 inch sizes— $18.00, $20.00 & $22.00

If your dealer does not handle “Julian Sale” Leather Goods write for Catalogue No 30.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Litd.

105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

CANADA’S SUMMER PLAY- GROUND |
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING YACHTING FISHING

\
N(FFDW\DD
[ PK ISEAND

| THE ANGIENT
AT

R e
{7hd Lrig 05 e T e Tl

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS
INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY

Write :
GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT MONCTON, N.B.
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds

can be carried. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguard
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readi?y accepted on Steamships
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666.66 .. Reserve Fund $2,920,000
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG., .- Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED.

Summer Trips in Cool Latitudes

Montreal to Gaspe, Perce, summerside and Charlottetown, Prince Edward
Island, the CGarden of the Gulf, thence to Pictou, Nova
Scotia and rail to Halifax:

S S. ““CASCAPEDIA’ 1900 tons, newly fitted out on the Clyde for the
travel to these ports, -electric lights and bells and all modern comforts, sails from
Montreal, Thursdays 3rd, 17th and 31st July, 14th and 28th August, and 11th
September at 4 p.m., and from Quebec the following day at noon.

Quebec to New York via the Saguenay River, Gaspe, Charlottetown,
P. E. .. and Halifax.

S. 8. “TRINIDAD” 2600 tons, with electric lights;and bells, and all

- modern conveniences, sails from Quebec, Fridays 11th and 25th July, 8th and

922nd August, at 8 p.m.
The finest trips of the season for coolness and comfort,
For Tickets and all information apply to all principal Ticket Agents.

A.F. WEBSTER & CO, THOS, COOK & SONS, R. M. MELVILLE & SON,
Cor. King and Yonge Streets, 65 Yonge Street, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts.,
Toronto. Toronto. Toronto.

or, Quebec Steamship Company 40 Dalhousie Street, Quebec.
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The Allan Line Steamship Co., Ltd.
ROYAL MAIL |

LIVERPOOL — GLASGOW — HAVRE — LONDON

SUMMER SERVICES 1913

MONTREAL—QUEBEC to LIVERPOOL
+CO MONTREAL MONTREAL
RSICAN  Tues. 5Aug. 3.00 a.m. | tTUNISIAN Tues. 19 Aug. 3.30 a.m.
tVIRGINIAN TR Y | +VICTORIAN « 26 ¢« 330am.

lrllONTREAL—QUEBEC to GLASGOW i o
Wi 3 ONTREAL UEBEC
*SCANDINAVIAN ONTREAL QUEBEC ]
Sat. 9 Aug. Dajlight Noon
THESPERIAN Thur. 14 ¢ Ii# 3.00p.m. | {GRAMPIAN Thur. 28
*One Class (11 Cabin) Service. tRoyal Mail Steamers.

*PRETORIAN Sat. 23 Aug. Dajlight Noon
< 3,00 p.m.

€ 3

*MONTREAL—QUEBEC to HAVRE and LONDON
COR MONTREAL MONTREAL 5
S INTHIAN Sun. 3 Aug. Daylight POMERANIAN Sun. 24 Aug. Daylight
ICILIAN £ A Qe - SCOTIAN S At 3
IONIAN “« 17 1

*One Class (II Cabin) Service.

RATES OF PASSAGE
GLASGOW :
Royal Mail Steamers, First Class $70 up.
i A v Second Class $50 up.

LIVERPOOL SERVICE:
First-class—Victorian,’ Virginian $90. up.

3 Other Steamers -  $80. up. One Class [II Cabin] -  $47.50 up.
econd-class--Victorian, Virginian $52.50 up. MONTREAL to HAVRE - $47.50 up.
Other Steamer - $50.00 up. i LONDON $45.00 up.

For further information, tickels, reservations, etc., apply

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St., Montreal, Canada 90 State St., Boston, Mass.

ALLAN & COMPANY, 127 North Dearborn Street, Chicago, IlL

THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,
77 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent
320 Homer Street, Vancouver, B. C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.




68

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Tell your Friends before you sail

TO WRITE YOU AT THE ﬁ

WALDORF

HOTEL

LONDON

Booklets free from
Canadian Magazine, Toronto

J.

B-2

Quebec Central Railway

The only line running through Pullman
cars with Dining car service between

Quebec and Boston

Through. Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor and Dining

cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of the

White Mountains

For,timetables and further information

apply to
H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

SHERBROOKE, QUE.

Send for This Interesting
and Instructive
Book on

TRAVEL

It Is Entirely FREE

the We expect a greater de-
Press mand for this 40 page, illus-

trated booklet on travel, than has
ever been known for any other ever published
for free distribution.

Mothersill’s Travel Book tells you what to take on a jour-
ney and what not to take—how to pack and_how to best care for
your baggage and gives exact information as to checking
facilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—gives tables O
money values—distances from New York—tells when, who an
how much, to “tip.” In fact this booklet will be found in-
valuable to all who travel or are contemplating taking a trip 12
this country or abroad. Yt

Published by the proprietors of the famous Mothersill's
Seasick Remedy as a practical hand book for trayelers. 4

This edition i$ limited so we suggest that you send your name an

address at once, and receive a copy. (A postal will bringit.)” Please address
our Detroit office for this booklet.

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
402 Henry Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England.
Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg:
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FAMOUS AT HOME AND ABROAD

PHolland FHouse

Fifth Avenue and 30" SFtreet

Fayqrably known for the Excellence of its
uisine and the Character of its Patronage.
Enlarged Rooms. 200 New Baths.
Every Modern Appointment

J. OTTO STACK

———

ROUND THE WORLD

Tours de Luxe leave September 11, Westbound; October 18,
November 8, 29, Eastbound; October 28, Southbound, includ-
ing South Africa, Australia, New Zealand, Etc. SPECIAL
SHORT TOURS October 4, Westbound; January 10, 1914,
Eastbound. Leisurely travelin small groups; arrangements
for travel, leadership, accommodation absolutely the best.

Program 8.

SOUTH AMERICA

Complete Tours of South America, including Panama Canal

leave New York, November 29. January 24, Program 26.

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

and private parties arranged for

for individuals. families,
ica, and Round the World.

travel in Europe. America,

Send for Program desired
Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.
MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West

NEW YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.

's Cheques. Are Good All Over the World

Cook’s Traveler

P —

—

your temper.
Sold where quality is demanded.

GREEFF-BREDT & Co.,
TORONTO

Canadian Agents
—_—

A Razor is only as Good as its Steel

ou get razor perfection and
st tempered steel to keep

When you buy a razor with a Barrel Trade Mark y
the Barrel Mark is its guarantee—made of the fine

- NOR

INDEPENDENT

AROUND |

THE

WORLD

SIRIpSEC

\ $6I8/

ue

UROPE, Mediterranean,
Egypt, India, Ceylon,
Java, China, Japan,
Philippines an awaii.
Start any time, any place,
either direction. Tickets
good two years.
TRAVELERS’ CHECKS GOOD
ALL OVER THE WORLD

Write for booklet *“M°*
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents

5 Broadway, New York
H. Claussenius & Co., Chicigo
Central National Bank, St. Louis
Robert Canelle, San Francisco
Alloway & Champion, Winnipeg

Learn to Piéy the Piano or Organ

Instantaneously with our new Chart. No teacher needed, you
"4 few hours, full instructions with every Chart.

can learn’in a
Wanted

Price complete $1.00 post paid.
write to-day.

Song Poems and Melodies

Send us your work we can make money for you,
Murfin Music Co., Box 222, Guelph, Ont., Canada.

e g e e e e e S
WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
Fine — Acts Quickly,
EYE REMEDY sy EySs an
Granulated Eyelids.
Mlustrated Book in each Package. Murineiscompounded
successful Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedicated
to the public and sold by Druggists at 25¢-560c per bottle. Murine

TRY MURINE Mo qudy
Watery £yes an

by our Oculists—not a «patent Medicine”=—but used in

Hye Salve in aseptic tubes, 25¢-50c, Murine Eye Remedy Co. o Chicagn
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ROBINSON'S

PATENT BARLEY

gets the credit for the health,
of this family of eleven. . .

MAGOR SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL

Read what
this Mother

says:

T am the mother of eleven children
and have brought them all up - o7
Robinson’s ‘‘Patent” Barley, since they
were a fortnight old; they were al
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
just seven weeks old, and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very ‘
delicate baby which ~was gradually
wasting away, and she tried severd
kinds of food, and when I saw her
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barleys
and it is almost wonderful how the
child has improved since taking it
I have recommended it to severd
people, as I think it is a splendid food
for babies, and I advise every mothe!
that has to bring up her baby by hand
to use Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley, 3%
it is unequalled.”

Mrs. A. C. Goodall,
12 Mount Ash Road,
Sydenham Hill, S.E.,
London, Eng]amd

FOR FLAVORING CAKES
Pies, Puddings, Sauces and
Ice Creams try Shirriff’s True
Vanilla. The real extract of
Mexican Vanilla Beans. Sur-
passes all others in flavor, 24
bouquetand strength.

Shirriffs
TrueVanilla
Why Suffer With Bunions?

Why bear the pain of enlarged toe joints when
it is so easy to cure them permanently with

DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT

Slip one between your toes and get instant
relief. Watch day by day how it straightens
the crooked toe and removes the cause of
your bunion or enlarged joint. Notice how
comfortable it feels. It's light

and gamtarK. Does not interfere

with walking. Guaranteed or

money back, 50 cents each or

$1.00 per pair at shoe anddrug

stores, or mailed direct. Get

real foot comfort this very
day. Dr. Scholl's advice free
on all foot ailments.  Write for *‘ Foot Book.
THE B. SCHOLL MFG. CO.,
L] 214 King Street E., Toronto. Can.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion of Water=
proof Collars
ever made. sk
to seey and buy
no other. Al
stores or direct
for 20c.

THE ARLINCTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

Profit made by W. W. Peters. $7.00 aday
for the last three months made by Mr. F.G.
‘Wainwright. Don't miss this big chance. Write
at once for terms and FREE OUTFIT to workers.
ROYAL DARNLESS HOSIERY
4 Pair Guaranteed 4 Months
for Men, Women and Children. All styles,
all grades. Guaranteed to wear without holes,
or new Hosiery given FREE. _Best seller for
agents. Big Profits, Easy Sales, Repeat L

orders. Build a business of your own. New

\ Plan sells to all 52 weeks in the year.
/ Steady increasing income, Send no money
—a postal will do. Write quick for territory.

Royal Mfg. Co., 104 Royal Bldg., Windsor, Ont

COLLECTIONS

BAD DEBTS COLLECTED EVERY-
WHERE. No collection, no charge.
American-Vancouver Mercantile Agency,
336 Hastings Street West, Vancouver,
B: C. Phone Seymour 3650.
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Who Ev;r Knew
Any Corn to Stay?

Who ever saw a corn so old, so tough
as to resist a Blue-jay plaster?

There are corns which resist the first
plaster —that’s true. But the most stub-
born corn must come out with the second.

Think how easy it is. The little plaster
is applied in a jiffy. The pain stops
instantly.

For two days the corn is forgotten.
Then you take off the plaster and the corn
comes out.

It comes out entirely and forever, with-
out soreness or any discomfort.

Did you ever know anyone to use a
Blue-jay without just that result ?

If not, why don’t you try it? Why not
end your own corns in this modern scien-
tific way ?

Now used on a million corns monthly.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. 1t
loosens the corn.

B stops the pain and keeps the wax from
spreading.

C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to
be comfortable.

D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

CHASE & SANBORN ‘
MONTREAL » » = Blue=JaY

Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15¢c and 25¢ per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York
Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

lllIIﬂIIIlIIIIIIlIIIIIIlIlIIIHlIlIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIllIIllllIllIlIIIIIIlllllllllllIlllllllllllllllllllllllllllIllllllllllli%
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PENW OOD
GOOD LOOKS—-GOOD FIT—

GOOD WEAR.

EARL & WILSON

SHIRTS $159 AND MORE

SANOL’S ANTI-DIABETES

A remedy which has no equal for
DIABETES

No Diabetic should fail to give this perfectly
harmless and efficacious remedy a trial. It
never fails to effect wonderful results. It has
the unrestricted approval of prominent physi-
cians. Price $2.00 per bottle.

SANOL
is a Reliable Cure for Gall Stones, Kidney
Trouble, Kidney Stones, Bladder Stones,
Gravel, Lumbago and all diseases arising
from Uric Acid. Price $1.50.

SANOL’S BLOOD SALT

(Sal Sanguinis)
This salt is an excellent and absolutely harm-
less remedy for any disturbances of digestion
such as Dyspepsia, Gastric Catarrh, Sour
Stomach, Heartburn, Loss of Appetite, Con-
stipation, etc., and as an aid to digestion in
wasting and nervous diseases.
The preparations of the originator have been
awarded First Prize Medal at the Hygiene
Didactical Exposition by the University of
Lemberg. Price 50c. per bottle.

LITERATURE ON REQUEST.

The Sanol Mfg. Company of Canada, Ltd.
975 Main Street, Winnipeg, Man.

When In Doubt
Always ask for UPTON'S
which represents the best

JAMS and JELLIES

| made from the purest of
| fruits under the most hy-
gienic conditions—the nat-
ural flavor of fresh fruits.

Try an order of UPTON’'S

on your next grocery list.

The T. Upton Company, Ltd.

Hamilton, Ontario
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A Skin of Beauty Is a Joy Forever

Dr. T. Felix Gouraud’s

i Oriental

f or Magical Beautifier

REMOVES TAN

Every lady who spends the
Summer at the seashore, in
the mountains or at some
fashionable watering place
should take with her a few
pottles of GOURAUD’S
; ORIENTAL CREAM to im-
el oy prove and beautify her com-
: plexion and protect her skin
R from the burning suns and
: bleaching winds, and damp
7 night air. It has been in
which proves

I.| FrvDTHOPKINS 2SO

. LoNDON
NEWYOEK iy

actual use for considerably over half a century,
its superiority.

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM cures Skin Diseases and
relieves Sunburn. Removes Tan, Pimples, Blackheads, Moth
Patches, Rash, Freckles and Vulgar Redne:ss, Yellow ?.nd
Muddy Skin, giving a delicately clear and refined complexmxzi
It has the highest recommendations and cannot be surpasse

when preparing for evening attire.

50c. and $1.50 Per Bottle

at Department Stores and Druggists o1 divect on 1ecetpt of price.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, 37 Great Jones St., NEW YORK.
LT

R

K

Cream

RELIEVES SUNBURN AND
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A Real Car at a Right Price

OU will find in the McLAUGHLIN none of the fads and
fancies which are used as talking points where instrinsic
merit is lacking.

Forty-three years' experience in the production of high-grade vehicles
has proved the wisdom of adherence to tried and tested principles. With every
Rossabosits Rl modern improvement which IS an improvement,

Touring Cars the McLAUGHLIN will meet the requirements

from $1,250 up. zf;%,i; l:;la;;r:z};o is looking for a A Real Car at

Write for literature

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., LIMITED, OSHAWA

Toronto Garage and Salesroom—Corner Church and Richmond Streets
Other Branch Houses—St. John, N.B., Hamilton London, Belleville,




\The 1914 Russell - Knight

At the Canadian National Exhibition

The newest designs of the world famous Knight Motor
---a line of cars, the finished product of a great manu-
factory---will make the Russell exhibit a centre of
unusual interest.

Two chassis models, a four and a six cylinder Knight engine with a
variety of bodies, are presented. Models 28" and ‘42" have been
designed, developed and approved by the foremost engineers of the
automobile world working under the personal supervision of Mr.
Chas. Y. Knight, inventor of the Knight engine.

Those who have followed the recent interesting comparisons Of tests of
poppet valve and Knight engines, will be interestedin this exhibit—for in these
newest Russell-Knight models the splendid Knight Motor has reached its
fullest development.

We welcome an opportunity of showing you this complete line of
Canadian built cars.

RUSSELL MOTOR CAR CO. LIMITED

Head Office and Factory : West Toronto
Branches at Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver
and Melbourne, Aust.

[
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No. 2087

Elegance and Endurance

centre In
“Standard” Silver Plate

E present in the above illustration as beautiful a set as
OO has been produced in high-class Silver Plate. The
———| perfect harmony of every detail of the design is made
more pleasing by the highly burnished finish, and the
elaborate engraving on every piece. Covers are mounted with
real Ivory Tips. Of well-known ‘‘Standard” workmanship and
reliable ‘‘Standard” quality. Satisfaction as to wear is guaranteed.
Enquire at your iewelers about it.

Sold by reliable jewelers everywhere.

Look for our name.

Every piece manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited -  Toronto
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FEARMAN'’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but ‘ Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

v

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

KNOX
GELATINE

either makes or improves every
course from soup to dessert. With
i it in the house
you are always
ready to make
easily and
quickly, Des-
serts, Salads,

(X ] ?N\Mﬁ;% Puddings,
%!\4:)-‘—’ Jellies, Ices,
Cranberty Frappé  Sherbets

and Can-
dies. It

insures you

{ S getting
Perfection Salad  guality,
quantity

The - , and
Knox R Tl }) never-
Reci ; = failing
€CIPE  Xyiox Ice Cream with results.
Bookis Wine Jelly’

These are only \§
part of the many
pleasing dishes
from the illus-

trated recipe book Knox F]‘o.;‘{ills
which we will send Y
you free, for your Py
grocer’s name. 3 =F
Pint sample for 2-cent A
stamp and grocer’s AR
name. NS

Knox Candy

499 Knox Avenue
Johnstown, N.
Branch Factory :
Montreal, C

CHAS. B. KNOX COMPANY

Either package makes
2 full quars of Jelly
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THE KODAK GIRL AT HOME

possible

Every step in film development becomes
simple, easy, understandable with a

KODAK FILM TANK

No dark-room, no tediously acquired skill—and better results than were
by the old methods. It’s an important link in the Kodak System of
“‘Photography with the bother left out.”

The Experience is tn the Tank.

Our little booklet, *‘ Tank Development,” free at your dealers or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, ToronToO.

2038
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%ﬁlamazm Point NumberTEE 1 [
heKalamaz testBinder §

1s of Simple Construction. i |

[ f=

HE mechanism of the
“Kalamazoo” Loose Leaf
Binder s so simple that one hesi-
tates to call it “mechanism” at all.
It has no exposed metal parts,
and two or four flexible rawhide

Cromwell Pattern

thongs take the place of the rigid ‘ This pattern has achieved
metal posts of the binders in marked popularty. The
general use. delicate lines of ornamen-

These thong's are secured to a tation result in a design of
cross bar working on a thn.eaded ; beauty and simplicity that
screw, and by the operation of 1 c-eninbined with strength

the key at the end of this screw,  urabilit
the covers are drawn together and durabiity.

or opened for the insertion or | M ROGERS BROS.

removal of sheets.

The “KALAMAZOO™" « Silper Plate that Wears '’
Loose. Leaf Bu.lder has been il the s heamest
made in the United States and LT oF Glver plate
in England for many years and g . B
: . backed with an unqualified
is to-day recognized as the best d ‘bl
expression of the Loose Leaf guarantee made possibie

by an actual test of over

idea that has yet been offered.
ea that has yet been oitere 45 years. Sold by lead- 4

Write for delccl’ptiVef bg:okle:i “C.M.” ng dealers. Send
giving partial list of Canadian users
of the ‘““Kalamazoo®™ Binder. for catalogue.
MERIDEN
BRITANNIA CO.
Limited
k HAMILTON, ONTARIO
MerIDEN, CONN.
Warwick Bros. & Rutter New Yomr Clucaco
imite i s
Loose Leaf & Account- = King & | [ T :
Book Makers = Spadina "‘!‘ }“&X‘;‘i"s‘;&";‘fmi?ﬁ?
A Toronto G ¢ ‘ »
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FTER the day’s work—
a bottle of O’Keefe’s
‘‘Pilsener’’ Lager.

When you come home all tired
out, a bottle of O’Keefe’s “Pilsener”
will take the tiredness all away.

O’Keefe’s “Pilsener” Lager is
concentrated strength, vigor and
refreshment. As a food-tonic—as
a strength-giver and reviver—
nothing surpasses this delicious,
sparkling lager.

Keep it in the house—enjoy a
bottle after a hard day’s work.

Order a case from your dealer.

““The Light Beer In The
»2  Light Bottle.”’ PILSENE.

The housekeeper who would make wash-day easier,
can do so by using

EDDY’'S WARES

Eddy’s Indurated Tubs allow the water to re-
tain heat longer and never rust. Being made
in one seamless piece cannot splinter, and so
the danger of snagged fingers and torn clothes
is eliminated. Used in conjunction with

EDDY'S WASHBOARDS

wash-day loses half its terrors. :: = &
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How to arouse
a sluggish skin

A dull, sallow, lifeless com-
plexion has several causes.
Whatever the cause in your
case, your skin needs stimula-
ting. The following treatment
is the most effective you can
use:

To refresh your skin

Just before retiring, wash your face
and neck with plenty of Woodbury’s
Facial Soap and hot water. If your
skin has been badly neglected, use a
flesh brush, scrubbing it for about five
minutes until the lather makes it feel :

sr . . Use this treat-

somewhat sensitive.  After this, rinse  menttonight. See
well in warm, then cold water. Now et i el
rub your skin five minutes with a o
lump of ice.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the work of an authority on the skin and its needs.
This treatment with it cleanses the pores, brings the blood to the face and stimulates the
fine muscular fibres of the skin. You can feel the difference the first time you use It.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap costs 25¢ a cake. No one hesitates at the price after

their first cake. As a matter of fact it is not expensive, for it is solid soap—all soap.
e ordinary soap. :

It wears from two to three times as long as th
Tear off the illustration of the cake shown below and put it in your purse as a re-

minder to get Woodbury’s today and try this treatment.

Woodbury’s F acial Soap

Newfozmdland

For sale by Canadian druggists from coast to coast, including

Write today to the Woodbury H
Canadian factory for samples .

For 4c we will send a sample cake. For 10¢ sam-
ples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial Cream and Facial
Powder. For 50c, a copy of the Woodbury Book on the
care of the skin and hair and samples of the Woodbury
preparations. Write today to the Andrew Jergens Co.,
Ltd., 709-G Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario.

e
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The accompanying
cut is our best sel-
ler in Shaker goods.
Shaker Coats have
become very prom-
inent among Knit
Goods wearers and
are specially suit-
able for wearing
on vacation trips,
camping oOr any
other out-door
Sports.
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“MONARCH-KNIT” is the Standard for
Style, Quality and Workmanship.

Ask your dealer to show you “ MONARCH-KNIT" lines.

The Monarch Knitting Company Limited

Head Office—DUNNVILLE, CANADA
Factories at Dunnville, St. Catharines, St. Thomas, Ont., Buffalo, N.Y.




Shelf
in your pantry

Just imagine for a minute that

you had a wonderful restaurant in your

kitchen. A restaurant famed for its master

chefs—famed for serving none but the finest, choicest
foods the country -produces—and ready to serve you

anything you wished for—at a minute’s notice.

Libby ‘‘restaurant’’ in the pantry

That’s what it means to have
the extra dishes you want.

a Libby Shelf in your pantry.

It’s convenience personified. There on the Libby Shelf
Folks drop in sud- yowll find no end of delicious

denly at dinner time foods—foods as tasty and delight-

a ; fulasany ever cooked in yourkitch-

the cook forgets to

come back or the #ti foods of superb flavor—and

family grows finicky best of all, ready to serve.
See your grocer today

—no bother—just C
order from that and start your Libby Shelf.

Libby, MSNeill & Libby

Chicago, Ill.




COOL

You can feel comfortable in the
hottest weather if properly fed.

Try for breakfast or lunch:

Some Fruit.
Dish of Grape-Nuts and cream.
Two soft-boiled Eggs.
Slice of crisp Toast.
Cup of Instant Postum.

That's enough.

“There’s a Reason”

You can find it.

Grape-Nuts

LooSE |-]P LEAF

PRICE and MEMO BOOKS
Stenographer’s Note Books
Student’s Note Books
Post Price Books
I.P Fillers For Above

Every branch of every business

finds an I.P BOOK made for its

special needs.

A lnrge‘ assortment of every
kind in stock.

BROWN BROS.

51-53 Wellington St. W., TORONTO.

LIMITED

BLUE BIRD

“The Perfume of Happiness.”

The expression in lightsome, joyous
fragrance of all the beauties of
Maeterlink’s masterpiece. You may
have it in any of these—

Perfume
Cologne
Sachet
Soap

Talcum

ASK YOUR
DRUGGIST

W

A Mennen summer suggestion

Powder your neck with Mennen’s where
your collar rubs,

The powder absorbs the perspiration, allays
irritation and eliminates chafing. It makes
your collar feel so much more comfortable.
If your necktie won't slide easily in your
collar, rub the collar with a little Mennen’s.

For sale everywhere, 25¢, or by mail
postpaid, Sample box 4c in stampse

GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY, NEWARK, N. J.

T. H. Best Prixting Co., Limitep, TorovTO, CAN,




