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Always Ready
Mooney’'s Sugar Wafers

are made with double layers of crisp, spicy biscuit crusts. Fach
layer is a delight—between is a rich delicious cream, a com-
bination of sweets that can’t be duplicated.
This luscious cream is made in many flavors—from real fruits.
At luncheon or dinner to-day instead of serving the usual
dessert try Mooney’s Sugar Wafers. Let their delicious taste

to-day decide your desserts for the future.
In Tin Boxes 10c¢c and 25¢ Sizes

The Mooney Biscuit and Candy Co., Limited, Stratford, Canada
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For Winter | ays

A Sensible Precaution

In winter time, when the air is alternately
keen and biting, and raw and damp, the skin
often suffers severely, the complexion loses its

freshness. It is then that proper precaution
should be taken to guard against these discomforts,
and nothing is of better service in this direction
than Pears’ Soap.

It keeps the skin cleansed from all impurities,
and by freshening and invigorating, gives it a power of
resistance that is as natural as it is effective, and at the same
time acts as a complete protection to the complexion. It
soothes, softens and beautifies.

It is an easy matter to keep a clear, bright
.and healthy skin all through the winter by the
regular use of the finest of all skin soaps

Pears’ Soa

a The Great English Complexion Soap

* A,’lrightxucured i
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

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

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

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
Y Cecil Booklet. This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of

a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London. It can be had for the asking from

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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FEBZISARY Célﬂél diaﬂ
The Trail Beyond Cobalt

Duncan Armbrust’s Vivid Account of a
prospecting adventure in the “Moose
Country” of Northern Ontario. Illustra-
tions from excellent photographs.

Keeping Up With Prince Rupert---This article
by Emily P. Weaver is partly historical but mostly
descriptive. It shows how hard it is to keep n
touch with a modern city in the making. The
illustrations are all recent.

St. John’s: The Impossible Possible -—- A
breezy, whimsical and altogether delightful 1m-
pression of the Capital of Newfoundland. By W.
Lacey Amy.

Opening Week at Ottawa---A pure visualisation
of the opening functions on Parliament Hill under
a new Government and a new Governor-General.

Joseph Pennell, Etcher and Illustrator---Britton B. Cooke
writes a most readable appreciation of the work and personality of

one of the greatest of living etchers. Illustrations from examples of
Mr. Pennell’s art.

Oedipus---The first part of a romantic drama founded on the classics.
Translations in blank verse from the Italian by Arthur Stringer.

A good selection of Short Stories, Sketches and Verse.



For INFANTS,
INVALIDS,
and the
AGED.

A FOOD OF GREAT
NUTRITIVE VALUE

which can be made suitable for any degree
of digestive power by the simple process
of letting it stand for alonger or shorter
period at one stage of its preparation.

It is used mixed with fresh new milk, and forms a delicate
and nutritive cream, which is enjoyed and assimilated
when other foods disagree. It is entirely free from rough
and indigestible particles which produce irritation in

delicate stomachs.
The Lancet describes it as *“ Mr. Benger's admirable preparation.”

Mothers and interested persons are requested to write for Booklet ‘* Benger’s Food and How to

Use it.” This contains a ‘ Concise Guide to the Rearing of Infants,” and practical information

on the care of Invalids, Convalescents, and the Aged. Post free on application to Benger’s Food
Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, England.

Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists. elc., everywhere. B4z

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

L” THE

M A @ \\Y\\\\\\\\\\\\&\\\ =N S
REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from-the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7453558 5. ENGLAND

it Entirely Removes and

IT HAS NOEQUAL  « mrpye @ueen of Toilet Preparations’ ol
FOR KEEPING % ROUGHNESS,
Reetham’s REDNESS,
THE SKIN ; = IRRITATION,
%) . a CHAPS, Etc.
SOFT, : INVALUABLE
. for Preservin,
SMOOTH, SOOTHING AND REFRESHING AmTé*chif.’w_"x:ou
AND leTE after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, etc. ek th dbfects b Wis
AT ALL SE ASONS M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England Fk.(:j'll'-iAglO)L‘ll), ::_qul?s

Ask your Chemist for It, and accept no. substitute.
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—LAWRIE & SMITH —

have for many years manufac-
tured this fabric, which has been
much appreciated, and goes on
increasingly so. The excellent
quality of the material, which
1s practicallyunshrinkable, makes
it most adaptable to those
who make up garments for
day and night wear in their
own homes
PRICES—
l/= to 3/6 per yard.

Wr.te for Free Samples to

Lawrie & Smith, Ayr, Scotland.

enjoyed daily by
those who previ-
ously never used
sauces.

Its new and delicious
Sfavour is quite unique

ALL GROCERS SELL H.P,

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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LEATHER GOODS

We have in stock the finest assortment of

LADIES’ BAGS

New Designs — New Leathers — True Value

BROWN BROS., ...

Manufacturers of Leather Goods, Stationery, etc.

51-53 Wellington St. W., Toronto

SO0 ECONOMICAL !

‘Camp’ Coffee—one spoonful
to one cup — usable, enjoy-
able — 20 the very Jast drop.

No dregs, no grounds, no impurities,
no waste with ‘Camp’ Coffee. A treat
for your children — for you — for all.

AP

% Sold by Grocers everywhere @

Sole Manufacturers — R. Paterson & Soms, Lid,
Coffee Specialists, Glasgow
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Winter Clothing Fabrics
aarriace . OF HIGH-CLASS QUALITY §iRucts

TO H.M. For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children. 24 ROYAL
QUEEN MARY ‘ THE HALL-MARK OF ‘ kg WARRANTS
| ON BURNETT, LTD’S.
URNETT, LTD’S. | > 3 ] ’
EGERTON BUR o [ & 2 winetts 8 PURE WOOL
OLD COUNTR 1) gl o ROYAL SERGES
CLOTHING FABRICS ‘ ¢ ml!uﬂ |3 He \g (4 | from 65cts. to $4.20 per yard.
songist of ifferent kinds ateMadisots = 1o R | Duty and Carriage paid.
g :::n(z)]t.m:l::x};g(mx‘:«‘n !:)‘;‘Klltl:l::\(ofll’:l:l::i, l{‘ﬂllntl INTRINSIC WORTH have gained the confidence of Ladies
1!" g ‘Lil- for Ladies’ ('anemm"s and Are Pure Wool Clothing Fabrics and Gentlemen in many dlﬂ?rent
e b With 35 Years’ Reputation for parts of the world, and are highly
Children’s day or night wear. & Excgllence il Quality commendable for Winter Clo&hll)gA

Samples, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, etc., sent POST PAID, on request.
EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd., R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England.

If you want to learn to PLAY FREE 13 dirterent FoRgiGh STAMPS

the PIANO Send 4c for postage. Mention Grift No. B213; only one gift to each
USE

applicant. = “A.B.C.” priced catalogue of all stamps, 8th Edition, 812
pages, 70c post free.
Wickins'
ickins
L]
Piano Tutor

Collections made up from $5 to $25,000. Selections of any
English and Foreign

country sent on approval Special Bargain packets,
500 all different, $13 1,000, $3.25; 1,500, $7.505 2,000,
$12.75. Grand value. Postage free.

BRIGHT & SON 164 STRAND, LONDON, W.C. ENG.

ARTISTS SUPPLY CO.

Will save you 3347 to 607 on Oil

Fingering Colors, and will give you best
2 prices on all Artists’ materials
Post free, of all Music ) \Vrite for Catalogue and par-

Sellers

77 York Street, Toronto

mnéYKalamazoo Point Number One {éam
[ TheKalamazm tef*Binder J§

‘ 1s flatl opening

ticulars, The trade solicited.

e

4 AN Note ‘

See EIGHT SALIENT

flat KALAMAZOO how it

Wl‘lt"’lg POINTS hugs the

surface desk

1. Flat Opening.
: 2. Simple C jon.
The KALAMAZOO is the only | 3 Vieotkonior The KALAMAZOO has all of

loose leaf binder that combines all the T I the adju:table features of all the other loose
good points of both loose leaf and rigid B ol Dotk leaf binders.
bound books. el 6 No Fxposed Metal. It has many new special features peculiarly
It has the same flexible rigidity ard easy 7. Accessibility. its own.
opening features, ard the round leather 8. Durability. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
back of the permanertly bound book. made in any size required.

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

Warwick Bros. & Rutter. Limited

Loose Leaf & Account- King &

Book Makers TOT‘O nto Spadina
TRADE € v i TRADE.




THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S
GLOVES For XMAS PRESENTS

MAIL ORDERS CAREFULLY EXECUTED

CANADIAN MAGAZ

INE ADVERTISER

KID GLOVESin Black,White and
every colour, from choice_skins,
wonderful value.

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

The “Meissonier,” 4 buttons

85 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.50

THE BON AMI. Ladies’ Strong
French Kid, Pique Sewn, in Mole
Tans, Browns, Beavers, Greys,
White or Black, 2 large Pearl
P Buttons,
69 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.00

|

SUEDE GLOVES, in Black, White
and all colours? \
The ‘“‘Royal,” 4 Buttons,

78 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.13

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

THE HERMIONE. Best Quality
French Suede Gloves in Black,
Beaver, Tan, Brown, Mole and
Grey, with 8elf Braid Points, 3
Buttons.
85 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2,50

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

69 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.00

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

67 cents per pair,

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

Men's ditto with 1 Large Press

The “Esme’”’ Ladies’ Fine
Real Kid Gloves, in
White, Cream, all Even-
ing Shadesand Black.

12 Button length
Mousquetaire
#1.09 per pair, i
$1.58 per pair. £
20buttonlength
$1,93 per pair,

Button $1.34, 'sl"he "Emereln" Ladies’
_LADIES’ LINED G ; uperior Qual ity French
Fine Chevrette in Brows: (‘J’rE(?rey, pasds G]°'°“'1 in Black
withdeep Fur Tops, half FurLined, ite and all Evening

1 Press Button, $1.20 per pair, Shades.

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, Buck

LONG GLOVES

16buttonlength £~

‘§ Bnt?gn length mousquetaire

GANT VELOURS
The Newest Finish and Finest

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

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

$1.09 per pair.

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

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

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

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

$1.58 per pair.

l’;)f}) cents per pair Men’s Buckskin, in Tan or Grey

Finish, in Tan or Grey, lined White 16 o % % 2 = “ Lined Squirrel Kur, Prix-seam
Fur, Pique Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, D B = 18 e o Sewn, 1 Press Button.
$1.34 per pair, ( #1 52 $2.80 per pair.
FUR GLOV sl
Ladies’ Superior Quality Ladies’ con,§§sea|
Chevrette, lined Fur | Back Gloves, Wool Lin-
throughout, Klastic Gusset ing, Leather Palms,

Wrist, similar to illustration,
in Brown or Black, §$1,58
per pair,

Ladies’ Strong Cape, Dark
Tan, lined White Fur, Prix-
seam Sewn, Elastic Gusset
Wrist, style as illustration.
$2.42 per pair.

Ladies’ Reindeer Gloves,
Tan or Grey, lined with Grey
Squirrei Fur, FElastic
GussetWrist. $2.80 per
. pair.

LADIES’ WOOLLEN

No. 436 Ladies Best
¥ Quality Scotch Wool-
len Gloves in White,
Grey, Heather or Lovat
Green with large Fancy
Striped Guantlets,

61 cents per pair.

A detailed and 1llustrated

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

Price List may be obtained post e from the Canadian
Toronto, or will be sent direct from England post free on ll.xmlil:l.f.lon'.re

Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable 1o THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England

Elastic Wrist, STYLE or
ILLUSTRATION,
$1.82 per pair.
Ladies’ Coney - Seal
Gauntlets, lined with
White Lambskin,
Leather Palms,
$2.56 per pair,
Men'’s Ditto $3,04
Ladies’ Muskrat
Gauntlets lined with
White Lambskin,
Leather Palms, >
$3.53 per pair,
Men’sdo $3.53 per pair
MEN’S WOOLLEN
Scotch Wool Gloves, in
Heather Mixtures or
Grey with Leather
Palms. 61 cts, per pair,
Ditto with long arms
for wearing coat sleeves
85 cents per pair,

Magazine office,
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.

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

- |ROBINSON & GLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND s

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

AND FURNISHERS BY ROYAL WARRANT OF APPOINTMENT.

Supply Palaces, Mansons, Villas, Cottages, Hotels, Railways, Steamships,
Institutions, Regiments and the General Public, direct with every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

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

IRISH LINENS: Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48¢c. per yard; 2)4 yards wide, 67c. per
yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in .wide, 9¢c. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard; Dus-
ters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per
yard. Our Special Soft-finished Longecloth from 10c. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.56
per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c.; 2)4 yards by 8 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.82 per dos. Mono-
grams, Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Speclal atten-
tion to Club, Hotel or Mess Orders.)

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longecloth, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze
Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new,
with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts for $3.86 the half dox.

IRSIH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: ‘“The Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver
have a world-wide fame.””—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.’”’
—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 60c.
to $2.75 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies’, 86c.
to $8.40 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 94¢c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS8: Collare—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes froma $1.18
per dos. Cuffs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz. Surplice Makers t2 Westmin-
ter Abbey, and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘Their Irish Col-
lars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.’’ —Court Clreular.

¢ IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,

trimmed embroidery, 56c.; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial

Osutﬁti from $52.68; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04; Infants’ ULayettes from $15.00.

(See List).

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

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 424 Donegall Place, BELFAST. IRELAND.

NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers,




AUCE
A delicious sauce, FRUITY in character.

Appetising with fish, poultry, meats (hot or
cold), in fact, with anything or everything.

More, itis a REAL DIGESTIVE.
1000 GUINEAS

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

MADE ONLY IN LONDON ENGLAND, BY

GEORGE MASON & CO., LIMITED

AGENTS FOR CANADA:

Darby & Turnbull,

179 Bannatyne Ave., Winnipeg, Manitoba

|

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

= Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery
9
Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD.

Wellingt Mills, Lond Eng., S.E.

Chidren feething.

Mothers should give only the well-known

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

as the many millions

that are annually used constitute the best

testimonials in their favor.

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

Small Packets (9 Powd‘ers)

TRADE MARK
Large Packets (30 Powders)

Refuse all not so
distinguished.

Of Chemists and Druggists.
125 New North-road, London, England.
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Will instantly prove its curative and
soothing qualities.

All cases of skin irritation—

SUNBURN, ACNE SPOTS, PIMPLES,
CHAPS, INSECT BITES, CHILBLAINS,
REDNESS, ROUGHNESS, ITCHING,

These will vanish by applying VINOLIA
VINOLIA CREAM, 35¢. and 50c.
VINOLIA POWDER, 35c. and 50c.
VINOLIA LIRIL SOAP, 3 cakes for 25c.

On sale at all good Druggists
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ED WMAN

mspires confidence. To be well-dressed is not to be over-dressed, but to be attired in
suitable clothing.

The Curzon tailoring is something more than ordinary workmanship, just as the Curzon
cut is something outside the realm of mere draftsmanship. It means Distinction and Character.
That is why well-dressed men, not only in Canada, but all over the World, wear Curzon clothes.

OVERCOAT TO MEASURE From °8.6

(CARRIAGE AND DUTY PAID) (Valued by clients at $20.)
Most Wonderful Tailoring Creation of the Century, Perfect Style, Perfect Cut, Perfect
Finish, Perfectly Trimmed.
MADE FROM REAL BRITISH MATERIALS.

It will pay you to write for our explanatory bqokl’et and free patterns of cloth, fashion-plates
and unique list of testimonials. With these will be found our registered system of self-
measurement and tape measure, so that you may, with perfect accuracy and a degree of
certitude equal to that of a local tailor, take your own measurements in the privacy of your
own home. Complete satisfaction or we refund money. Will your own tailor guarantee this?

One Silver and Two Gold Medal Awards.
Read our unique list of unsolicited testimonials. $25.000 forfeited if not absolutely genuine.
WRITE FOR FREE PATTERNS. .

Address for Patterns: CURZON BROS., ¢/oTHE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Dept. 188),
349 Spadina Avenue, TORONTO, ONTARIO.

The World’s
Measure
Tailors,

60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.

West End Depot:
133 and 135 Oxford Street, London, England.

Please mention this paper.

Pembroke House,
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Blen Abhawr

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

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

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

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

Lawn Tennis and other games. Rink.

For Prospectus apply to
MISS VEALS, Principal.

' LE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely te. Upper School prepares boys for the
RIDLEY COL GE ‘ Unive:u'ﬁe- nrﬁu b\u;lneu. Finest Sd:ool-.en Gr;?l‘:;:' i: g:.n-d.z_%eo ldcfgn. i 4
St. Catharines, Ont. |1 1999 the Sehool won'a Universty Schoapo o G ioMR ' DICIL. Prncial.

Mathematics.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ @ollege

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

Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the Defut-
ment of Education. Pupils prepared for the Universities,
for the Normal School, for the Examination of the Toronto
Conservatory of Music, and for the Royal Drawing
Society. Fully Q\m.l'med Staff, Special attention given
to Langnage and Music. High and healthy situation.
Good gronnds and Te nis Court. Steam Heating and
Electric Light. Perfect Sanitary Arrangements.

For Hlustrated Booklet (all information) apply to Lady Prircipal

TRINITY Residential School |
COLLEGE for Boys |

Healthy Situation. Fire
SCHOOL vzt
Extenslive Péaying
grounds, large ymnas-
PORT HOPE, ONT. ium, Skating Rinks, ete.

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College. |
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys. :
Next term begins Thursday, January 11th.
for calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster
REV. OSWALD RIGBY, M. A. (Cambridge) L.L.D
PORT HOPE, ONT.




We Train
Young People

to win independence and success..
We give Practical Courses of Training in our three
Distinct Schools: viz.—

The Central Business College
The Central Shorthand School
The Gentral Telegraph School

Commonly known as

SHAW’S SCHOOLS

TORONTO

Our new catalogue explains fully
our methods and work and shows
the reason why we have now the
largest schools of these kinds in
Canada.

All parents and young people in-
terested in our work are invited to
write us for particulars.

W. H. SHAW,
President.

Yonge and Gerrard Streets, TORONTO.

W. H. SHAW




Bishop Strachan School

Forty-fifth Year
A Church Residential and Day School for Girls.

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary work,

ol

Domestic Arts, Music and Painting.
Principal Vice-Principal
MISS WALSH MISS NATION

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.
Also 221 LONSDALE AVENUE

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

WESTBOURNE

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

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

- The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College of Canada
Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it isaccomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

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

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

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

: dThe course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, Chemistry, French
nd English,

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

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

The diploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Dominion Land Surveyor tc
:: e%anlgnt to a university degree, and by the Regulations of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions
& B.A. degree.

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

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

. For fall particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, tﬁplic&tion should be made to the
8eoretary of the Militia Council Ottawa, Ont. : or to the Commandant, Royal Military Co. ege, Kingston, Ont.
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Attendance last
season 1980 students

Graduating Courses under
Eminent Teachers in
Piano, Singing, Organ,
Violin, Theory and all
Branches of Music.

- ' Students may enter at
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC Syt
Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
Year Book, 170 pages, mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Expression
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Healthy eituation,.
Use of Westmount Ath-
letic grounds, 2tennis
courts, 2rinks, Gym-
nagium, Sloyd (manual
training), room,

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

Head Master:
A Preparatory Junior and C.S. Fosbery, M.A.
' For gomll;er s and Senior Departments Late Heaami.er,
g Y BOYS  * Notre Dame de Grace, MONTREAL  ST- JOHN'S SCHOOL

D

Queen’s University and @ollege

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

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

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted ¢ &
the professional courses for (a) First Class Public SBchool Certificate ; (b) High School Assistant's Interim Certificate
(¢) Bpecialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B.Paed., D.Paed

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

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

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

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

SUMMER SESSION. From July Ist to August 13th. Courses in Latin, French, German, English, Mathe-
matics, Physics, Chemistry, Botany, Animal Biology. Reading and Public Speaking. 8end for circular,

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

SCHOOL OF MINING ,ACOLLEGE OF

Affiliated to Queen’s University KlNGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

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

i. Power Development

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




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 17

ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

éol}ﬁfiexét(n:a}]{ 68111, lS)astThodOl for Boys. Il’repal\ration for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. = UPPER and
: 2 - Calendar sent on applicatlon, School Re-Opens after Christmas
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LLL.D., HEADMASTER y th " 10, 1912,

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

tammerers «ns Stutterer

are cured at the Amott Institute, to stay cured.
We show you why you stammered, and how to
speak naturally, without any marking time with
bang]s or feet or head. Our methods are scientific,
sensible, and therefore successful. Write for
information and proofs of success to 8 )

RNOTT INSTITU

Berlin, Ont.,,Canada.

Branksome Hall

592 Sherbourne Street - TORONTO.
(Four Doors South of Bloor)

P ! A 3Ve AR A Residential and Day School for Girls.
H I L L C RO F Hon. Principal, Miss Seott.
BOBCAYGEON, ONT. Principal, Miss Edith M. Read, M. A.
A Residential School B?,.y;ne Country for Young Preparation for the University and for Examinations

4

<

in Music. Well equipped Art Department, Thorough-

ly efficient staff, Outdoor games—Teunis, Basket-
New Buildings. Lnsrge n(ilg};nds. Graduate Masters. byﬁll, Rink, Healthy locality. Primary School for
s e Day Pupils. For Prospectus apply to
Head Master, W. T. Comber, B.A. (Oxford). THE SECRETARY.

APPLY FOR PROSPECTUS
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HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

JARVIS STREET TORONTO
Principal - - - - e 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 Sehool has been opened at No. 51 8t. Clair Avenue under the direct supervision of Miss
Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School Teaching and in Languages, for the convenience of pupils.
residing north of Bloor Street.

Large Playing Groundsof three and one-half acres—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey and skating.
For illustrated calendars and prospectusapply to the Bursar.
R. MILLICHAMP Hon. Sec.-Treas.,

COMPLETE COMMERCIAL COURSE

includes Bookkeeping, Arithmetic, Penmanship, Busi-

ness Correspondence, Commereial Law. Costs very

little if taken by maifl. Fits you for a good position,
Write for particulars,

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

ASHBURY COLLEGE
ROCKCLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA
RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Modern fireproof buildings. Bxeellent Sanitation. Ten acres of playing fields. |

Many recent successes at R. M. C. and Universities.
Junior Department for small boys.
For Calendar apply,
REV.GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, Vi. A, [Oxon] Headmaster

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Giris.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the Univemi? and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training. 2
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,
who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

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

BRITISH AMERICAN BUSINESS COLLEGE wiren.

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

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

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

send for Calendar
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

PAID UP CAPITAL $10,000,000 REST $8,000,000
SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O., LL.D,, D.C.L. President
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager
244 Branches in Canada, United States,
England and Mexico.

‘Drafts on Foreign Countries

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

Foreign Money Orders

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

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

——

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

RESERVE AND TUN.
DIVIDED PROFITS .. $3,250 000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $40,000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
= BRANCHES
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Canada

THE
SAVING
HABIT

It is easy to acquire the habit
of saving, if a deposit account be
opened and deposits made regu-
larly.

It is easy to open the account.
A deposit of one dollar is all that
is required with this corporation.
Deposits of one dollar and up-
wards may be made at any
time. All will bear compound
interest at three and one-half
per cent.

A growing balance at your
credit is a great satisfaction. It
is an insurance against the un-
foreseen emergencies that every-
one has sometime to meet. If
with this old and strong institu-
tion, it will be always available
when required.

Open an account today and
determine that the end of 1912
will find your financial position
much improved.

Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, - Toronto
ESTABLISHED 1865.

1912

May the New Year
be one of
Happiness and
Prospérity

for all.

NORTH AMERICAN
LIFE

Assurance Company
“Solid as the Continent”

Home Office = Toronto
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BANK OF TORONTO

Hed Toronto, Canada

Record for year ending 30th November, 1911
BEING THE FIFTY-SIXTH YEAR
OF BUSINESS

CAPITAL - - - $ 4,608,050
Increase for year, $608,050
REST - - 5,608,050

Increase for year, $858,050

DEPOSITS - . - 41,126,664

Increase for year, $4,140,944

LOANS and INVESTMENTS - 45,609,222

Increase for year, $5,003,692

TOTAL ASSETS - - 57,067,664

Increase for year, $6,753,267

The Baunk of Toronto, with fifty-six years of experience of successful
banking busiuess in Canada, with ample resources, with large Re-
serve Funds, with widely extended banking facilities, and with a
large clientele, including many of the best business houses in
Canada, offers to merchants, manufacturers and all business
men and savings depositors an unexcelled banking service.

Incorporated - - 7855
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The Year Nearing its Close

promises to be a banner year for the

Mutual Life of Canada

in every branch of its extensive business.

( Its operations are confined to Canada, whose climate is
the most HEALTHY AND INVIGORATING in the
world. This fact supplemented by a judicious selection of
lives, accounts for the

Very Low Mortality

experienced by the Company, being for many years past only
40 per cent. of the amount ‘‘expected’’ and provided for.

Now-a-days people need not be told that LIFE
INSURANCE is a good thing—as no one denies
it—or that every man should carry as much as
he can afford—every prudent man does so—but
we would remind, especially all heads of
families that the holidays are

An Opportune Time

to take out a policy in this company in favor of wife or wife
and children, as a remedy against dependency, if not galling
poverty, should their natural protector die before accumulating

enough to keep the WOLF FROM THE DOOR after the

symbol of mourning has been removed from it.

head Office = Tlaterloo, Ont.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C,, Pres’t. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director
W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager CHAS. RUBY, Secretary




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 23

INVESTMENT (=7~

AND SHARE IN PROFITS

SPECIAL FEATURES

Safety, large earning capacity, long established trade connection, privi-
lege to withdraw investment at end of one year, with not less than 7 per
cent., on 60 days’ notice.

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

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

Send at once for full particulars.

NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING, . - TORONTO, ONT.

WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 1851

2 i B £ A A

ASSETS, $3,213,438.28 : l‘l'“‘rm@i
LIABILITIES, 469,254.36 L%Tﬁ"”l’””
SECURITY TO POLICY- ‘ lnﬂ\l
HOLDERS 2,744,183.92 (e
LOSSES paid since organization of C y

$54,069,727.16

DIRECTORS: Paid-up Capital -5 L $6,000,000
Hon. GEO. A. COX, President Reserve Funds - - 4,999,298
W. R. BROCK, Vice-President 167 Branches in Canada.

Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

De ts received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-
est allowed at best current rates

General Banking Business.

W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director

Head Office: - Toronto

R R R R R R A AR S R 2 LB el
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

~ Capital Paid Up = = $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = o= 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 104,696.38

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

ABSOLUTELY SAFE

AND MOST
THE

Proper Way
TO
Remit Money

to any part of the world is by the

MONEY ORDERS AND
FOREIGN DRAFTS
of the

DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

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

WHEN TRAVEI_I.ING carry your funds in
RF\VELLERS’ CHEQUES

These ch d inations of $10, $20, $50, $100, $200, and are con-
ceded by all who h-ve ovar used them to be superior in every way to Letters of Credit.

Money transferred by Telegraph and Cable Agencies throughout Canada

CONVENIENT
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1911

gave The Great-West Life
the greatest year’s Business
yet recorded.

Applications, over...... $17,000,000
In Force(Dec.31) ¢ ...... $66,500,000
Assets (Dec. 31)¢¢ ......$ 9,000,000
1911 Ineome ¢ ......$ 3,000,000

Success is the proof of ex-
cellence. Nineteen years of
unbroken success endorse the
Policies of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - Winnipeg.

Just out—*PROFITS 1912”, showing the first 20-
year results. Ask for a copy.

Fsterbrook
Steel Pens

256 St)/les

The standard
of the world

- sure

to get
Esterbrook’s
Fine, Medium

@ and broad points

At all Stationers
The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg. Co.
+ 95 John St., N.Y. Works: Cam-
den, N.J. The Brown Bros., Ltd., 51-33
Wellington St. W., Toronto, Canadian Agents

Sili®nen®nne® [ D)) [ )

&)
® ® ®
mmediate as o
® ®
- Is essential in case of death. A man will save his wife a lot of i
® unnecessary trouble by opening a joint account of $200, or ®
5 more, to be used only in case of great emergency. All monies 5

in an account of this kind earn interest at 39/, compounded

®) . . .

semi-annually and are payable to the survivor without any ex- .
S pense or delay. o
) )

i CAPITAL AND SURPLUS
® $6,650,000

. THE TRADERS BANK -

OF CANADA e B

ToTAL ASSETS |[f
$52,000,000 €

JJJJJ’%JJJJJJJJJJ”
Pt

—
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THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

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

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

176—-BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CANADA—-I76

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Ric:o,I Iliar‘l;ados. Jamaica, Trinidad and Bahama
slands,

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT &AdnCHes

Accounts opened with Deposit of One Dollar,
EVERY KIND OF BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED.
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The Business Policy
of this Company
Gives first consideration to the in-
terests of its policyholders.
Appreciation is shown by the fact
that the present progress of the Company
is, proportionately, unexcelled.
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Ask for copy of the Annual Report.
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YOUTH and OLD AGE.

Are you providing for your

independence in old age— Endow-
ment Life Assurance offers the
solution. May we send you rates
and full information.

Capital and Assets - $ 4,513,949.53 i}
Insurance in force, over $21,000,000.00 V‘

EDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE, HAMILTON, CANADA.

OFFERINGS 1912

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Security poss-

The
esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF N 0 R T H E R N
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST

with THE MOST FAVORABLE

ART DEPT CAN MAGAZINE
S

INTEREST RETURN. Life Assurance
Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven co' °f canada
SRSIRLERRA DS HEAD OFFICE JOHN MILNE
Yield 49, to 67, London, Ont. Managing-Director
We shall be pleased to aid you in the The Company has closed the past year

with an increase of over 257 in business

desirable investm
selection of a invesiment. written, and an increase of 127, of business

in force.
Domnlon SE(URITIB Corresponding gains in every depart-
ment.
CORPOMTION-LIM[TED Conservative methods and steady pro-
TORONTO. MONTREAL . LONDON.ETG. gress have arrived at the goal—SUCCESS.

—
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Wese Chda

The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops.
The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
THE LAND OF OPPORTUNITY.

Why not own a farm?
Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ground floor”

160 Acres Free

The boundless prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
increasing; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
Room for 50,000,000 more.

For further Information Apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA.
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“HAVE YOU A LITTLE ‘FAIRY’ IN YOUR HOME?"

That Oval Shape
of Fairy Soap makes it fit the hand—it’s handy to
handle. So much more satisfactory than the awkward

oblong bar! Fairy Soap quality is well known to Fairy
_users. To others, a test will prove it best. Fairy_
¥ is the peer of all soaps for toilet and bath.

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

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

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

E. D. S. PRESERVES

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

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

. D, Smith *w Winona, Ont. ﬁ Q

SOZODONT

FOR THE TEETH

Buy Sozodont NOW and use it night and morning.

Buy it because the tin is convenient and handy.

Buy it because Sozodont has a pleasing flavour.

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

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

As good for artificial as for natural teeth.

Camadian | YINMJANS’ I'> Montreal
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QUIDI VIDI

NEWFOUNDLAND’S SHOW FISHING VILLAGE

BY W. LACEY AMY

Tlustrations from Photographs by the Author

THE first one to sound the praises of

Quidi Vidi (pronounced Kiddy
Viddy; the more abrupt the better)
was the first Newfoundlander I met.
After it had headed the list of St.
John’s attractions of every New-
foundlander I talked to during the
first day of my trip across the island,
I changed the wording of my 1nqu1ry
and asked for things worth seeing
around St. John’s—‘apart from
Quidi Vidi, I mean.”’

But still each one persisted in com-
mencing his list with the fishing vil-
lage, until I firmly made up my mind
that if there was one spot in New-
foundland that I did not want to see
it was this show place that I knew
would have a high iron fence around
it and a sign, ‘‘Don’t point your um-
brella at the picture.”’

Later on I met a friend who had
not learned the list by heart; and the
same name headed his list. Quidi
Vidi was more in the conversation
than if it had been the new baby.

But I went—accidentally. I have
now to acknowledge that through
some strange mistake someone has
put the Newfoundlander about right
in the name at the head of the stereo-
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typed rigmarole that is learned in
every country for the benefit of the
innocent tourist. Who accomplished
this feat is the leading mystery of

St. John’s. For Quidi Vidi deserves
every hit of the devotion it receives.

It is its misfortune that a visitor
begins to think of Quidi Vidi like por-
ridge in a Scotch home: he simply
has to take it in. But once he has
visited it, his resentment that it
should be vulgarised by the undue
familiarity of thousands who can un-
derstand no more than that it is ‘‘the
thing’’ makes him somewhat loth to
add to its local celebrity.

*The one who properly appreciates
Quidi Vidi will seldom advertise it
any more than the fisherman makes
known the best fishing holes. Some
day the gaze of the hurrying tourist
will dispel the halo around the place;
at present he has seen no more than
its glow. Certainly the village should
be placed behind a glass case, with a
pointed railing in front; and away
down the road towards St. John’s
should be stationed a policeman to
keep away the throng that is begin-
ning to smooth the roads and paths
for no other reason than that some
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great man, some day or other, has
seen fit to describe Quidi Vidi as it
is. There are few places worth writ-
ing about that receive the first at-
tentions of the guidebook tourist. The
tiny little village that adjoins St.
John’s is the most remarkable excep-
tion on record.

Quidi Vidi is divided from St.
John’s by about two miles of road
and a cab tariff that is fearfully and
wonderfully made, so far as the visi-
tor is able to discover. Fortunately
for my impressions, I fought shy of
both on my visit. It is due to the
fact that I was wandering without a
guide that I eame upon the fishing
village before I knew it, and it had
impressed itself on me before I was
aware I was looking at that which I
had determined carefully to avoid.
The road to the village is a hard
gravel, smoothly graded, city-entrance
affair, just what one would expect
as the route to a popular resort, as
well suited to what it opens into as
a starched collar to a fisherman. Cus-
tom and a reckless travesty on fitness
have done their most against Quidi
Vidi; but the village has until now
managed to confine the modernity of
the road within its diteches. Singular-
ly successful in its fight for exclusive-
ness in the face of heavy odds, it
offers little out of the ordinary to the
cab-fare or the hustling motorist. To
see the village one must ecross the
ditches.

Forced by the exigencies of Regat-
ta Day patronage, I was fortunate
enough not to he able to secure a cab.
Perhaps therein lies the sweetness of
my memory of Quidi Vidi. Up Sig-
nal Hill T had struggled on foot, leav-
ing the crowds streaming away to
Long Pond, where the regatta races
were held; and T had been rewarded
by having the Hill all to myself, able
to look down on the hillside city and
its marvellous harbour, on the gorge
that serves as an outlet for the fish-
ing smack and ocean liner, without
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the annoyance of the ‘‘how-perfectly-
splendid”’ tourist anxious only to see
the superlative things. Far below
me, as I stood beside the Tower, lay
the regatta course, two miles away,
but strikingly outlined by the flash-
ing white and deep black of the gath-
ering crowd. Along the edge of the
precipitous cliffs that went straight
down to the ocean I pulled myself
over the rocks and pathless moss,
with nothing in mind but the ocean
scene beneath. Then there opened
far down in front a rickety cluster
of houses, with a glimpse of glistening
water and cod flakes. I had mo idea
it was Quidi Vidi; but what I did
know was that there lay something I
must see more closely, and for miles
I clambered down the steep rocks
along the water’s edge.

Once I sank out of sight of the
village and came upon the cable of-
fice, a break in the desertion, a little,
long, white building that concealed
the conversational access to ocean-
distant lands. There was no evidence
that I was coming in touch with a
guide-book route; the road I passed
along was but a crude break in the
rockiness, a byway making it easier
for the foot-farer without mutilating
the landscape. The village had dis-
appeared over a rugged rise, but I
pushed on, with the knowledge that
it would hreak upon me without dis-
appointment. Ahead of me the road
branched into two forks, and, follow-
ing the rougher, T came to the top
of the rise, where the village came
suddenly into sight, only a couple of
hundred feet below me, the tall,
rocky hillside rising abruptly behind
it, and the ramshackle fish-houses
hanging sleepily over the merest bit
of glassy water.

I cared not what was the name of
the village T dreaded to disturb with
the prying eyes of the passer-by; at
that moment T was content to stand
and look. Up the grass-covered lane
came a silent fisherman, toiling slow-
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ly upward as if reluctant to widen
the distance to his favourite element.
The rattle of a string of carriages
stopped him for a moment to look
away to his right beneath shaded
eyes. Then he came on more quick-
ly, reminded of some errand which
he seemed to have forgotten when I
first caught sight of him.

QUIDI VIDI, FROM THE HARBOUR

““Is this a village?’’ I asked, more
as a means to conversation than for
information. ‘‘Has it a name?”’

“Quidi Vidi,”” he answered in a
voice that matched his pace, and with
an abruptness of pronunciation that
left me searching for the vowels.

And T lost all desire for conversa-
tion. T had come where I had in-
tended not to; the mountain path had
hoodwinked me into a spot I had
wished to avoid. But there was no
chiding of the deceiver—just a won-
der that at last T had come upon the
one great exception, and an admira-
tion for the village that was, after
all, no show village, but a real centre
of a real industry that had uninten-
tionally fashioned itself to suit the
guide-book and the tourist, the lover
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of the quaint and the beautiful, but
went along its way indifferent to its
fame.

Down the roadway where vehicles
had never passed, but where the vil-
lage cattle or goats had worn a path
deep into the grass, I passed. On one
side a barbed-wire fence cut off not
a detail of the view. On the other a

T

steep bank had been cut away when
sometime it had been intended that
this should be a real highway. The
scene was like a painting, so quiet

and lifeless was it. From where I
stood there was no sign of movement
save in the gentle, sun-touched ripple
that sometimes fled across the bit of
water, and a line of white clothes that
waved lazily in the light breeze. The
cod-flakes were white with desertion
where the cod lay baking, and dusty-
dark where the owner had decided the
sun was too warm for perfect dry-
ing. Not a sound came up to me to
fit in with the anchored boats, the
evidences of industry—nothing save
the occasional bleat of an invisible
goat. The few houses which made
up the hamlet were splashed around
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on the rock with utter disregard for
everything save a white road that ran
along one side in irregular curves
and twists, stamping itself by its
colour as the belt-line route around

flakes, now half covered with drying
cod, the remainder showing up in a
tangle of poles and dead evergreen
brush. Farther away and facing me

was a row of fish-houses, with noth-

the pond, a mile away, on which the
regatta sports were being held. Car-
riages passed along it in spots of mov-
ing black, followed by a thin cloud of
white dust. Now and then a swifter
cloud marked the passage of an auto-
mobile working up speed to take the
hill at high power. It was possible
to look down on the village without
the blot of the travel-stained road,
and I turned hastily to it.

Down mear the flakes there was
nothing but Quidi Vidi at its best—
Quidi Vidi as the tourist does not
see i1t; and there T was content to
think that, while there was a tourist-
gaped part, there was also that which
really counted. Out from me, over
the old fish-houses, stretched the cod-

QUIDI VIDI—-UNDER THE FLAKES

ing more definite as a line to toe than
the irresponsible water-front. And
to my surprise, on this bright day
each staging was fronted by its fish-
ing-boat. Later I discovered that it
is part of a fisherman’s upbringing
that nothing short of a postponement’
will keep him from the ’gatta.

But even yet I had not come to
the Quidi Vidi that will long with-
stand the fame that spoils. Ahead
of us the road seemed to end abrupt-
ly, and I hesitated to look for the out-
let; but the discovery was made that
the road passed beneath the flakes, as
if ignoring their presence as serious
obstacles or offering overhead a com-
mon flake of good extent and unsur-
passed drying qualities. And through
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the unused flakes fell the sun in a
dizzy network that made it impossible
to place the group of little children
running towards me. All above and
around the flakes covered the ground

.

:
| o

QUIDI VIDI-THE FISH-HOUSES AND FLEET

and the water’s edge. To give access
to them boards were slanted up with
cleats to hold the feet; or rough
stairs opened above, with ecreaking
gates to keep down the hens and over-
young children. Acres of ground
and roadway were buried in dark-
ness beneath the cod-covered flakes,
or lit with the patterned rays that
came through the poles and branches.
Houses pushed peevishly against the
encroaching poles in all directions,
resenting the fact that they were al-
lowed to exist only on sufferance. The
road was marked by many feet,
but not a wheel. It was the real
main street of the village, whatever
the autos might think of the white
road beyond.

Somewhere I could hear the puffing
of the cars and the rapidly fading
laughter of flying visitors; but they
were apart from the world down
there, and the deseriptions that would

be carried home of Quidi Vidi to
listening friends would fit as well as
—as tourists’ word-pictures usually
do. One automobile with instinets
for the hidden crept carefully around
a corner and stopped at the edge of
the overhanging flakes.  But it did
not delay. With some haste the
chauffeur turned with many a back-
ward plunge and forward pitch, and
facing the return road darted away
in a cloud of dust that had never be-
fore followed this break in the scene.
Another car, with longings for inti-
mate views, but a commendable sense
of decency, stopped on the main road,
just where one of the private streets
branched off and showed the corner
of a covering flake, satisfied itself

A ——  —
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with looking, and then quietly went
on its way with unusual modesty and
respect. There are hopes for the
owner of that car. There should be
signs along the travelled road warn-
ing modernity from leaving the
beaten track. An automobile in
Quidi Vidi is like whistling in a
Catholic cathedral.

A woman came towards me beneath
the flakes, shading her eyes from the
flickering sunbeams to see me the
more readily. I waited to speak to
her, but she turned aside under the
network of poles, her pail knocking
noisily against projecting ends as she
wound down to the fish-houses.

The merry sound of children broke
on me from some unseen playground
close at hand, and now and then they
would cross the path with disturbing
suddenness, to disappear as unac-
countably into paths known only to
these underflake dwellers. Two little
girls passed, their hair done up in
strange veils, and their clean, white
dresses conspicuous with hands that
carefully held them up from all dan-
ger of dirt less deep than the knees.
I accepted the invitation and asked
the reason of the special garb and
seeming haste. ‘

‘“We’re going to the picnie,’”’ one
of them answered, describing the re-
gatta as it appeared to her.

‘‘But most of the people are there
now,’’ I said thoughtlessly. A shadow
passed across their faces, and their
reply was full of disappointment.

‘““We know. But mother won’t let
us go ’fore dinner, ’cause our dresses
wouldn’t last. 'We’d ruther go ’thout
dinner if she’d let us.”

A call came from some unplaced
direction, and the girls dropped their
dresses and darted into a mnarrow
opening among the poles.

Near the edge of the village
a small stream had worn its way
down through centuries until it
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boasted a gorge entirely out of pro-
portion with the volume of water.
And beside the hill-enclosed pond it
fell into a shower of falls that gave
the finishing touch to the mnative
beauty of the spot. A few goats
struggled for existence on the sparse
verdure, placed there, it would seem,
more for their picture-effect than for
their use.

Of course, now that I was in Quidi
Vidi, I had to visit the spot from
which all the local photographs are
taken. To the top of the rock a well-
worn path showed the reason for the
advice I had received from admirers
of Quidi Vidi, who saw I carried a
camera. Everyone took pictures from
that point. Aecquiescing to conven-
tions, I did the same. It proved to
be another instance where custom
was not injudicious. Below lay the
village church, with its squatty
steeple, the sole attempt at conven-
tional architecture in the village.
Close beside it was the tiny school,
a building with ambitions, but limited
realisation. Its brown sides stood out
abruptly fresh in colouring; in its
short length an attempt had been
made to squeeze in three windows,
with the result that they crowded
the end-walls with terrifying effect.

Climbing down the hill to the road
the village ended abruptly in the
gravelled, much-travelled highway
that vindicated the guide-books. Now
it was a procession of cabs and car-
riages and automobiles filled with
tourists and residents who had select-
ed the long way around through
Quidi Vidi to the regatta pond. The
show fishing village had ceased to be
as suddenly as it had come into
view. But it should always be. If
anything in Newfoundland has justi-
fied itself in the list of local attrac-
tions, or to the traveller who sees it
accidentally, Quidi Vidi can elaim
that distinction.

This is the first of a series of Newfoundland and Labrador articles by Mr. Amy.
The next will appear in the February Number and be entitled ““St. John’s: The Impos-

sible Possible.”
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BURNS'S MESSAGE TO CANADA
BY J. D. LOGAN, Pu.D.

AUTHOR OF ‘SONGS OF THE MAKERS OF CANADA," ETC.

THERE is a deeper connection be-
tween the poetry of Robert
Burns and the life of the Canadian
people than the fact that Burns was
born in the same year that Quebec
was captured by General Wolfe.
Burns first saw the light on January
25, 1759 ; Quebee, that is to say, Can-
ada, formally passed into British
dominion some months later in the
same year; but how both events were
equally epoch-making, the one in the
social sphere and the other in the
political sphere, is far from being
obvious, even after a century and a
half of social and political evolu-
tion since the events oceurred.
Interpretative and constructive
criticism has done less to disclose the
real Robert Burns, his social philoso-
phy and its significance, than it has
done for any other paramount British
poet. Indeed, it would seem that the
world is yet hardly aware that Burns
had a social philosophy which he em-
bodied in his poems. Even so acute
a critic as Thomas Carlyle saw in the
fact that Burns, as Carlyle himself
puts it, ‘‘became involved in the re-
ligious quarrels of his distriet,”’
nothing more than a regrettable fact
—a view which, in eritical insight,
is about equal to asserting that it
was a pity that Burns, for his peace
of mind or for his intellectual in-
tegrity, did not remain sound in the
Presbyterian faith.
The truth is that the admirers of
Burns, as a poet, still after the
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passage of more than a hundred
years since the publication of his
poems, and after scores of critical
commentaries on them, divide into
two classes: those who regard him as
the supreme lyrist of love and of jol-
lity, and those who regard him as an
adroit craftsman of quotable moral
maxims. None seems as yet to see,
with proper depth of insight or true
perspective, that in the hundred
years between the publication of
Fielding’s Tom Jomes in 1749 and
Tennyson’s In Memoriam in 1850—
the one beginning the rise of the
modern movel and the other effecting
a reconciliation between Words-
worth’s ‘‘natural piety’’ and the
““scientific faith’’ of the evolutionist
—the two greatest and most sig-
nificant men-of-letters were Sir
‘Walter Scott, the historical ro-
manticist, and his fellow-country-
man, Robert Burns, social poet
par excellence. For indubitably
Burns, not Keats or Byron or Words-
worth, was the greatest and most sig-
nificant poet of that busiest century
in the history of English life and
literature. Not one of his contem-
poraries saw the world with the
same inclusive, subtle and veracious
vision of reality as he did. ‘‘He saw
it,”’ as James Douglas finely puts it,
“‘without their illusions and without
ours.”’

Tt is, then, from the point of view
of Burns as a social poet that I hope
in this essay to write something
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fresh in treatment, if mnot wholly
original in conception, about him,
and to apply it significantly to cer-
tain recrudescences in Canada of the
Scottish econditions which he remorse-
lessly excoriated either with imman-
ent criticism, by envisaging in cer-
tain of his poems the democratic as-
pirations of his age; or with philoso-
phie and satiric humour, by showing
in certain other poems that the con-
temporary view of the Deity and of
His relations to men was aristocratic
and immoral; that the view of the
Deity which conceived Him as the
Lord of socially and spiritually
‘‘privileged’’ classes—in Young’s
phrase, ‘‘a Deity that’s perfectly
well-bred,’’ infinitely superior to His
creatures, but still urbane, gracious,
forgiving—inevitably led to immoral
tenets and immoral practices.

Let me, then, not by conventional
dogmatic appreciations of the poet,
but by just constructive ecriticism,
first put Burns in his rightfully su-
preme place in the history of British
literature and, next, show forth how
he—not Gray, or Shelley, or Words-
worth—was the original and fore-
most poet—seer and prophet—of
sane social democracy. For Burns’s
social ideas, as we shall see (p. 226),
were original, human, and universal ;
Gray’s were affected, literary, and
paternal; and Shelley’s and ‘Words-
worth’s derivative, sentimental, and
communistic.

In his function of literary critic
Matthew Arnold always reminds me
of those fair devotees of whist who
at the most strategic points in a ‘‘rub-
ber’’ triumph over their opponents
with exasperating glee, but who are
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eventually discovered to have been
“‘reneging,”” and when discovered,
with the most naive insouciance re-
mark: ‘“‘It’s very odd — I can
hardly believe it possible.”’ They
are an amusing lot, but, be
they mnever so competent and
clever at other times, they must be
watched. Arnold was the most amus-
ing—that is to say, diverting and
stimulating—eritic of his century,
but he must be watched, for the rea-
son that he takes us along with him
so swiftly, and yet so divertingly
and with such seemingly calm and
straight-sailing logie, that in our ab-
sorption in his stimulating eriticism
we never stop to reflect that he has
really been ‘‘reneging’’ by making
several negative retrenchments and
modifications of his original thesis.

‘We have only, then, as I said, to
watch Arnold in his attempt to main-
tain that, after Shakespeare and Mil-
ton, Wordsworth ranks first amongst
British poets, to see for ourselves
that by certain denials and qualifica-
tions in the course of his argument
he takes away with his left hand
from Wordsworth the beautiful gift
which he gave the poet with his right
hand. Nay, more: if we take Arnold
at his word and apply his express
criterion of poetic greatness,* com-
pounded of his own phrases and .f
‘Wordsworth’s, to the poetry of
‘Wordsworth, we behold Arnold not
only taking away his gift from the
secluded, reflective and benignant
poet of Mount Rydal, but also, at
least by implication, handing it over
to the wayward, racy, blithe poet of
the soil and of lowly humanity, Rob-
ert Burns.

*4“Jt is important to hold fast to this: Ay
in his powerful and beautiful application of ideas to life.”

G. T. S., Preface, p. xvi.).

that the greatness of a poet lies

(Poems of Wordsworth,

In ancther place in the same essay, in his characteristi-

cally loose way, Arnold uses the epithets ‘‘noblc and profound” for ‘‘powerful and
beautiful,” applying the former to Homer and the latter to Wordsworth, whose
superiority, he says, ‘‘arises from his powerful use, in his best pieces, his powerful

application to his subject, of ideas ‘on man, on nature and or human life.” ”

(Op.

cit., pp. xiv. and xv.). Note the characteristically Arnoldian eritical qualifications in

the phrase, ‘‘his best pieces.”
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On only one of Arnold’s reserva-
tions in his ecritical estimate of
Wordsworth shall I dwell; the rest I
shall merely catalogue and let their
cumulative effect count, along with
the other, in my constructive method
of giving to Burns, amongst British
poets, the palm for the most beautiful
and powerful application of ideas to
life, which, according to Arnold him-
self, ‘‘is the most essential part of
poetic greatness.”” Let me begin
with the catalogue, to get it out of
the way.

Arnold opens his argument by re-
marking that Wordsworth had con-
fessed to him that ‘‘for he knew not
how many years, his poetry had never
brought him in enough to buy his
shoe-strings.”” The significance of
this will appear later in connection
with an admission. on Arnold’s part
concerning the ratio of the quality
of Wordsworth’s poetry to his pro-
ductiveness compared with a similar
ratio in the verse of Burns and other
poets. Next, Arnold himself con-
fesses that in Wordsworth’s case ‘‘the
poetry-reading public was very slow
to recognise him, and was very easily
drawn away from him,”” and that
Scott, Byron, and Tennyson, even
during Wordsworth’s life-time, ‘‘ef-
faced him with this public.”” Yet,
seemingly unaware that these facts
were symptoms that there was some-
thing wrong, not with the publie, but
with Wordsworth, Arnold goes on to
detail, as if the matter were of no
negative consequence for the reputa-
tion of his idol, certain profound de-
ficiencies in Wordsworth and his
poetry, not only not to be found in
Burns and the other eighteenth and
nineteenth century poets and their
poetry, but actually replaced in these
other poets and their verse by posi-
tive excellences which Wordsworth
had not.

Burns and the others, he says,
“‘attain the distinetive accent and
utterance of the high and genuine

poets,’’ and, at the same time, ‘‘they
have treasures of humour, felicity,
passion, for which in Wordsworth we
shall look in vain.”” Again: Arnold
admits that in Wordsworth’s seven
volumes of verse ‘‘the pieces of high
merit are mingled with a mass
(mess%) of pieces .. L 'so in-
ferior to them that it seems wonderful
how the same poet should have pro-
duced both,”” and fthat to be
‘““possible and receivable as a
classic, Wordsworth needs to be
relieved of a great deal of
poetical baggage.”” We shall search
in vain for any reputable critic who
will dare to say that of Burns: for
Burns, as Arnold once truly said of
Homer, rises with his subject when
it is high, and falls with his subject
when it is low, consciously does so;
but, says our ecritic concerning
Wordsworth, ‘‘work altogether in-
ferior, work quite uninspired, flat,
and dull, is produced by him with
evident unconsciousness of its defects,
and he presents it to us with the
same faith and seriousness as his best
work.’’ Yet, again, as if he were
quite unconscious of having already,
in a forthright manner, cut off the
head of Wordsworth’s poetical repu-
tation, Arnold proceeds to cut off its
legs and arms, and, finally, to muti-
late its torso, thus: ‘‘If,”’ says Ar-
nold, ‘‘it were a comparison of single
pieces, or of three or four pieces, by
each poet, I do not say that Words-
worth would stand decisively above
Gray, or Burns, or Coleridge, or
Keats. . . . Itisin his ampler
body of powerful work that I find
his superiority.’’

That is a fatal admission on the
part of Arnold: for, judging by
single pieces, Wordsworth never
wrote anything which in inspiration
or beautiful artistry equals Gray’s
Elegy, Burns’s To A Mountain Daisy,
Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner, or
Keats’s Ode To a Grecian Urn. As
to Wordsworth’s ‘‘ampler body of
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powerful work,’’ we are informed by
Arnold that ‘‘the Excursion and the
Prelude, his (Wordsworth’s) poems
of greatest bulk, are by no means
‘Wordsworth’s best work,”’ that they
are, indeed, ‘‘a tissue of elevated but
abstract verbiage, alien to the very
nature of poetry,”’ and that even the
idea embodied in the famous Ode on
Intimations of Immortality, though
‘‘of undeniable beauty as a play of
fancy, has itself not the character of
poetic truth of the best kind . . .
has no real solidity.”” Precisely the
opposite  of  this  characterises
Burns’s poetry. None of his poems
is a tissue of abstract verbiage: each
rises or falls consistently with the de-
gree of dignity possessed by its theme
or subject: all have reality and solid-
ity, each in its own kind and degree.
Once more: what, to put it para-
doxically, what derogatory compli-
ments has Arnold for Wordsworth’s
inspiration and style? Arnold as-
sures us that in Wordsworth’s case
inspiration is, as he puts it, an ‘‘acei-
dent, for so it may almost be called,”’
that Wordsworth ‘‘has no assured
poetic style of his own,’’ that ‘‘when
he secks to have a style he falls into
ponderosity and pomposity,’”’ and
that when he has ‘‘something which
is an equivalent for it,”’ his style is
an imitation of the manner of Milton
or of Burns.
. As to inspiration, Arnold confesses
that ‘“Wordsworth composed (and
published) verses during a space of
some sixty years,’’ and that, notwith-
standing so long a period of produc-
tiveness and so great an output of
verse, ‘‘within one single decade of
those years, between 1798 and 1808,
all his really first-rate work was pro-
duced.”” Now, Burns lived but 37
years, and composed and published
all his poems between 1786 and 1796,
or practically within a decade, and
yet after the publication of his first
volume kept right on producing
poetry of first-rate quality, or, at
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least, ‘‘social’’—satiric and philoso-
phical—poetry of first-rate quality:
and what is of more significance, dur-
ing Burns’s life-time there were pub-
lished three editions of his poems
within a year after the publication
of the first edition, an enlarged edi-
tion (including twenty mew poems)
in 1793, another edition in 1794, and
since Burns’s death a legion of edi-
tions of all sorts up to the edition of
1906, with the illuminating Introdue-
tion by James Douglas. Surely this
is enough to prove that, despite Ar-
nold’s noble attempt to save Words-
worth, to make him ‘‘possible and re-
ceivable as a classie’’ by relieving him
of his ‘‘great deal of poetical bag-
gage,”” Burns still remains supreme
in public favour, and that in Words-
worth’s case the fault was and is not
with the publie, but with his inspira-
tion—that is to say, with his total
lack of the gift, in his poetry, beauti-
fully or powerfully to apply ideas to
ife.

Finally, as to poetic style: ‘“ Words-
worth,’” says Arnold, ‘‘has no style.
He was too conversant with Milton
not to catch at times his master’s
manner, and he has fine Miltonic
lines.”” Again: ‘“Wordsworth,’’ says
Arnold, ‘‘owed much to Burns, and
a style of perfect plainness, relying
for effect solely on the weight and the
force of that which it utters,’’ and in
support of this quotes Burns’s lines,
beginning ‘‘The poor inhabitant be-
low,”” from A Bard’s Epitaph, as a
signal instance of the kind of plain
style Wordsworth borrowed from
Burns. But observe how Arnold
“‘remeges,’”’ as I put it, giving the
palm to Wordsworth with his right
hand and immediately taking it back
and presenting it to Burns with his
other hand, unconcernedly and with
the most amusing naivete and good-
nature, as if it were of no conse-
quence to his argument. Note, first,
Arnold’s gift to Wordsworth:
““Everyone,”’ he says, ‘“‘will be con-
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scious of a likeness here (the lines
quoted from Burns’s A Bard’s Epi-
taph) to Wordsworth.”” Mateh that,
if you can, for naivete, in any other
critic: for surely we are conscious of
a likeness in Wordsworth’s lines to
the style of Burns, not, as Arnold
puts it, conversely. Note, secondly,
Arnold’s left-handed gift to Burns:
“If Wordsworth,”” says he, ‘‘did
great things with this nobly plain
manner, we must remember, what in-
deed he himself would always be
forward to acknowledge, that Burns
used it before him.’’*

Alas for Arnold’s high hopes and
critical ingenuity! We behold the
poetical reputation of his idol,
Wordsworth, with its head and limbs
severed from its trunk and its trunk
much mutilated, not by the present
writer, but by Arnold himself. My
own critical function was to afford,
through Arnold’s own words and
critical principles, what is called in
logic the ‘‘disproof’’ of his eclaim
‘‘that the poetical performance of
Wordsworth is, after that of Shakes-
peare and Milton, undoubtedly the
most considerable in our language
from the Elizabethan age to the
present time,”” and also, by implica-
tion, to furnish at least ‘‘proof pre-
sumptive’’ that the glory of this dis-
tinction belongs to that poet whom
the people still crown as the original
and supreme Laureate of Nature and
the Soil, of the Heart of Man, and
of sane Social Democracy—the Kelto-
Scottish poet Robert Burns.

Let it be granted, then, that Burns,
as the hackneyed conventional ecriti-
cism has it, is the incomparable lyrist
of love and of joy in life. I hold
also to this: In the history of world-
literature Robert Burns is the most
significant ‘‘voice’’ of the unprivi-
leged classes—the supreme poet and
prophet of social democracy. Of this

thesis I shall now proceed to offer in-
dubitable proof, by showing that
Burns’s social philosophy is the es-
sence and explanation of the (real)
man and of his poetry, and that he
himself was the first and foremost
among British poets beautifully and
powerfully to apply universal demo-
eratic ideas to life. 'What, then, is
there in the substance and inspiration
of Burns’s poetry that makes it the
vehicle of a movel social philosophy,
and gives it the right to take prece-
dence over the poetry of Gray, Shel-
ley, and Wordsworth? Only this: his
ideas of Man and Society, of God, of
Nature, and of their fundamental re-
lations are more original, human, and
universal than the ideas of these
other poets, and are more truthfully
envisaged, more passionately and
powerfully expressed, than theirs.
Nay, even up to this day Burns’s
social ideas are the most original,
human, and universal of all poets,
British or other, dead or living.
First: Burns is the poet of the
soctal enfranchisement of Man. If I
had phrased this by saying that
Burns is the poet of the poor man
and the working man, I should have
limited his appeal, and perpetuated
an invidious distindtion mnot in hig
poetry, and a superstition. The fact
is that in Burns’s social philosophy
there is no individual man or class of
men to whom belongs a monopoly ¢¢
humanity: there are only the privi-
leged and the unprivileced men or
classes, and, in his view, this distine-
tion is man-made, arbitrary, unreal
and futile. It is a superstition of
conventional criticism that in his fine
song, A Man’s a Man for A’ That,
Burns meant to glorify the poor man
as such at the expense of the gentry,
as if to say that a labourer was as
worthy a creature as a lord or king.
There is no such distinetion or senti-

*For Wordsworth’s express acknowledgment of his indebtedness to Burns see his
genuinely beautiful poem ‘“At the Grave of Burns,” sixth stanza, beginning ‘“Well
might I mourn that he was gone.”
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ment implied in Burns’s idea of social
democracy, in his conception of right-
minded Brotherhood of Man. He was
too acute a psychologist, too close a
student of real human nature and of
society, to commit so egregious a fal-
lacy. He was envisaging the Ideal of
society, writing the human Declara-
tion of Independence—for all men,
low-born, high-born, poor or rich:
“Then let us pray that come it may

(As come it will for a’ that),
That Sense and Worth, o’er a’ the earth,

Shall bear the gree (prize), an a’ that,

Thatman to man, the world o’er,
Shall brithers be for a’ that.”
Burns did not make the mistake of

thinking, as the lowly are prone to

do, though he himself was lowly-born
and poor, that per se a democracy is
better than an aristocracy, or
conversely ; nor did he make the mis-
take, as many have done in their con-
struction of the meaning of a certain
phrase in an historic Declaration of
Independence, that men are born free
and equal, and that because they are
born equal they ought to remain
equal. No psychology can justify the
proposition that all men are born
free and equal: and neither psychol-
ogy, ethies, religion, nor common-
sense, can justify the proposition
that, however born, men should re-
main equal. Equal in what? or why
remain so? This is the most immoral
doctrine ever promulgated. The pro-
gress of society is based on the in-
stinctive desire of men to become un-
equal, on their refusal to remain
homogeneous in faculty, capacity,

aims, achievements, material and
spiritual possessions.
‘What Burns meant was that

neither the poor man nor the rich
man, the peasant mor the lord, may
confound essential social worths, and
substitute, note! either the lack, or
the possession, of privileges, which is
traditionally symbolised by the lack
or possession of riches and high social
status, for the ‘‘natural right’’ to
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decent respect from one another, to
equitable opportunity ideally to en-
hance life, and to genuine brother-
hood in affairs of paramount import-
ance for the happiness and welfare
of all—community, country, or world.
To Burns, then, I hold, belongs the
distinetion of having been, not only
the first poet but also the first man,
truthfully, and more beautifully and
powerfully than any other of his fel-
lows, to formulate and express the
two fundamental principles of sane
social democracy, namely, that
amongst men there shall be no privi-
leged classes, and that, in all essential
matters, as he so inimitably puts it:
‘“‘Sense and Worth, o’er a’ the earth,

Shall bear the gree, an’ a’ that.”

That he was original in this view,
a novel interpretation of one of his
best-known poems, in the light of the
history of English literature, will
easily assure us. It is thought that
Gray, in his Elegy, has anticipated
Burns’s social idea of the dignity of
Man as such, and that Burns himself
has acknowledged this, by implica-
tion, in his Cotter’s Saturday Night.
The implied indebtedness of Burns
to Gray is taken to lie in the fact
that the motto-lines (‘‘Let not Ambi-
tion mock,’’ ete) to The Cotter’s Sat-
urday Night are from Gray’s Elegy,
and that the stanza employed by
Burns in this poem is modelled after
the Elegy (Burns’s stanza consists of
two quatrains in iambic pentameter,
followed by an alexandrine).

The truth is that all Burns is in-
debted to Gray for is a single in-
stance of literary techmique. The
rest of Burns’s poems have no techni-
que: their structure, rhythm, and dic-
tion are indigenous to his native land,
and their ideas are wholly original
with himself. The slightest reflection
will show that Gray’s social ideas are,
as I have said, affected, literary, and
paternal or condescending. For Gray
was.by birth a gentleman, by aca-
demic training a closet-scholar, and
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by taste or preference a devotee of
culture. So that, beautiful as his
Elegy is, as poetry, it was impossible
for him to do more than to simulate
sympathy with the ‘‘short and simple
annals of the poor,”” and to embody
tn his verses, however finely done,
anything more than affected senti-
ment: there could be for him no na-
tural sympathy, no natural emotion,
in his realisation of the fact that the
poor and the labouring man in essence
were the sons of God, the universal
Father. Let us note, then, the psycho-
logical impossibility of Gray’s being,
as Burns, by social condition and
temperament, naturally was, the
spokesman of the poor, and the orig-
inator of the basal idea of democracy.
Gray’s refined sensibility and insight
led him to speak for a more humane,
not human, view of those less privi-
leged than his class; but he did not
speak as one of the lowly-born or
through them—in their vernacular.
In short, Gray’s so-called immortal
Elegy is, in structure, imagery and
verbal music, one of the world’s love-
liest poems, but taken as the envisage-
ment of veracious social ideas, it is
an unique example of specious senti-
ment in a superb literary exercise.
On the other hand, once Burns gets
away from Gray as a model for his
literary technique, The Cotter’s Sat-
urday Night is a vivid, veracious, and
intensely human genre picture, as the
painters say, wherein we see genuine
humanity, neither degraded in the
sight of men mnor unworthy in the
sight of God, but vindicated and
made happy with simple thoughts and
homely pleasures. This is an instance
of what I mean by Burns’s ‘‘imma-
nent criticism’’ of society in his
poetry: the vivid reality of the pic-
ture of lowly, but genuine, humanity
in The Cotter’s Saturday Night is
more potent to effect, in all right-
minded men, just social ideas than
are a myriad polemics and preach-
ments. For Burns spoke not con-

descendingly for the unprivileged, as
did Gray, and as too many others do
to-day, but as one of the unprivileged,
uttering their humanest feelings and
the democratic aspirations of the age,
and therefore his poetry has truth,
passion and power: its truth is his
discovery; its passion is his sincere
sympathy with the unprivileged ; and
its power is the direct appeal of his
ideas to a world waiting for a prophet
and singer of the social enfranchise-
ment of Man. Such precisely was
Robert Burns.

Again: Burns is the poet of the
spiritual enfranchisement of Man.
This he accomplishes in an original
and unique way. He was the first
British poet, nay, the very first of
all poets, not only to ‘‘humanise’’ (I
do not mean ‘‘moralise’’), but also,
in a wholly novel way, to ‘‘democra-
tise’’ God and Nature. In his view,
God, Man and Nature form a single
cosmos, spiritual through and
through: God is pre-eminently the
Lover, Companion, and Friend of
Man, of all men and women as such,
and Nature is not an alien ‘‘thing,”’
but a ‘‘living ecreature,’”’ fashioned
and garbed by the Deity for the ex-
press love and companionship of Man,
In short, Burns is the universal so-
cialiser. Let us observe the methods
by which Burns sets free, enfran-
chises, the spirit of Man to love and
enjoy God and Nature. He employs
two methods—pure lyrism and satiri-
cal humour.

In all British literature from
Chaucer to Pope, there were just two
poets of first-rate genius who made
of Nature something better than a
mere or pleasing landscape. These
two were the Kelto-English poet
Shakespeare and the Kelto-Scottish
poet Burns. Shakespeare’s love of
Nature was the Keltic love of exqui-
site colour. Burns’s love of Nature
was the Keltic love of her animate
elements and aspects. He delights in
Nature because he can tune his heart
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to reciprocal sympathy with Nature’s
varied moods and expression: these
are the reflex of the moods, passions,
and emotions of his own soul. He
first humanises Nature, and, mnext,
democratises her appeal and com-
panionship :
“The Laverock shuns the palace gay,

And o’er the cottage sings:
For Nature smiles as sweet, I ween,

To shepherds as to Kings.”
But not in verses such as these,
nor in such as those addressed to a
Mountain Daisy, which, as Stopford
Brooke truly says, ‘‘makes one feel
as if it were a beautiful child too
rudely treated,”’ do we get the in-
imitable humanising, democratic note
of Burns’s” unique and -elemental
sympathy with animate Nature. As
in A Man’s a Man for A’ That
Burns, we saw, first formulated, with
truth and finality of phrase, the basal
ideas of social democracy, so in 7o
a Mouse Burns formulates, also with
unique phraseology, a higher social
democracy, namely, the sympathetic
union of Man and Nature:

“I’'m truly sorry man’s dominion
Has broken Nature’s social union,
And justifies that ill opinion,
Which makes thee startle
At me, thy poor earth-born companion,
An’ fellow-mortal.”

This is partly what I meant when
I said that Burns is the poet of the
spiritual enfranchisement of Man. It
was Burns who first showed to the
world that if the privileged were per-
mitted to monopolise the material
possessions of the earth, there was
no such thing as the exclusion of the
unprivileged from the supreme
spiritual possessions in the gift of
Nature: her delights in garb and
mood, in companionship, in messages
of peace and joy, and in commun-
ings with the unseen, were as freely
granted ‘‘to shepherds as to Kings.”’

With his satirical humour Burns
effected the complete spiritual enfran-
chisement of Man. This he accom-
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plished by reducing to an absurdity
the Calvinistic view of God as an
aristocrat and the immoral implica-
tions of the Calvinistic religious as-
ceticism. Some gentle and other fas-
tidious souls have been shocked by the
seeming irreverence, and by the pal-
pable coarseness, of Burns’s most
popular satirical poems. But these
persons must be told that a long-
standing pernicious belief justified,
for its removal, extreme measures,
and that what seems irreverence in
Burns is unequivocal condemnation
of a profound lie, and that what
seems coarseness is the veracious pie-
ture of ugly moral facts hidden be-
hind a religious exterior.

Burns went straight back to Christ
for his view of God. To Burns the
Deity is pre-eminently the Lover—
not of Man merely, but of the ani-
mate universe. It was impossible,
therefore, for Burns to accept the
Calvinistic doctrine, or that construc-
tion of Calvin’s doetrine, which held
that the Deity had elected, ab aevo,
an aristocracy of the sons of men who
alone should enter into the Kingdom
of Heaven, while all others should be
cast into outer darkness. Burns re-
duced this view to an absurdity in his
Address to the Deil, wherein, with
droll kindly humour, the poet ex-
presses a fellow-feeling for the Devil
himself, and thus exalts the human-
ity of Man above that of the Calvinis-
tie Deity.

Calvinism, Burns saw, results
either in remorseless puritanism, the
absolute abnegation of the natural
joys of life, or in outward religiosity
and secret sin. The one is based on
the ‘‘fear’’ (not the ‘‘love’’) of God,
and the other on the fear of men and
the belief that, according to the Cal-
vinistic economy, the elect are im-
mune, by hypothesis, from hell. The
first Burns treated with respect, or
with tolerant humour, as in Auld Sir
Symon. But he relentlessly ex-
coriated the sham Calvinists, notably
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in Holy Waillie’s Prayer and The
Holy Fair, and their provisional mor-
ality in The Jolly Beggars, a poem,
by the way, which could yet be con-
structed into a libretto and lyries for
a medern comic opera, with a satirie
purpose, that would be as effective
to-day as were the social comedies of
Aristophanes in the days of the de-
cline of Greece. But the real Burns
and his real points of view are com-
pacted in a single poem, namely, his
Address to the Unco Guwid, wherein
he mingles derision of the rigidly
righteous, sympathy for the weak,
and charity for all after the manner
of Christ. Thus did Burns complete
the spiritual enfranchisement of Man,
by substituting for an aristocratic
view of the Deity a universally social
view, and by freeing the conscience
of men from fear of divine wrath for
participating in the natural joys of
Life.

As a eraftsman in literary techni-
que, Burns is surpassed by a score of
British poets. But he still takes the
foremost place amongst them all—
first, as the supreme lyrist of love and
of joy in life, and, secondly, as the
greatest social poet of any age. For
his social ideas are more original,
veracious, human, and universal in
their scope and application than
those of any other poet, not except-
ing  Shakespeare. Supreme as
Shakespeare is in drama, he left us
only this half-truth: ‘“‘The soul that
sinneth it shall die.”” Burns taught
us this all-embracing truth: ‘“God,
Man and Nature form a single social
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economy, of which the animating
power and unifying bonds are Love.”’

To the young Confederacy Canada,
the formative genius of which is Kel-
tie, the social democracy of this great
Kelto-Scottish poet, Robert Burns,
should have a significant message.
Canada is the latest warder of Demo-
cracy. Burns formulated for all
time the two essential principles of
Democracy : that irrespective of social
origin or status, the right of men to
respect and to office shall be based
on individual worth (intelligence,
character and capacity), and that the
goods of the spirit (educational, cul-
tural and asthetic) shall be equally
free to all. At present in Canada
there is a tendency on the part of the
capitalist to regard himself as bet-
ter than the artisan, and on the part
of the artisan to regard himself as
the equal of the capitalist. There are
no capitalists or artisans in social
democracy, but only men, all unprivi-
leged, all free to win the prizes Ly
fine good sense and worth.

Again: in Canada there is a ten-
dency to recrudesce the old Calvinis-
tie doctrine of the elect in religious
relations and in other spiritual
possessions. To those who are pro-
moting this tendency Burns’s message
is that God is the Lover of the ani-
mate universe, and that He walks
abroad in the beauty of His Holiness,
canopied only by the heavens and
carpeted only by Nature, where all
men may meet and commune with
Him, and take joy in life, without
creed or ritual or tithes.




HEARNE AND MATONABBEE®
BY ARTHUR HAWKES

lT will be news to most people that

a British fortress in Canada was
surrendered to the French long after
(Canada became British—I think the
only one that was given up by a eom-
mander who was nothing of a soldier,
who never fired a defensive shot, and
who has mnever been listed among
military failures. This extraordinary
event happened on the shore of Hud-
son Bay in 1782. The stronghold
was Fort Prince of Wales, at the
mouth of Churchill Harbour, the com-
mander was Governor Samuel
Hearne, whose military failure was
no failure at all, and whose literary
renown is becoming more renowned
because of the patriotic labours in
the publishing world of the Cham-
plain Society of Canada.

If ever military science was re-
duced to the proportions of comic
opera, it was on the shore of Canada’s
inland sea, which was icebound for
two-thirds of the year, and was the
last place in the world you would
think of where some men would build
a fort and man the walls with twenty-
four-pounders; but the fort is there
yet, it has walls up to forty-two feet
thick, it has cannon still where they
were when Hearne thought it was not
worth while to fire them, and in a
short while there will be raised in
sight of this deserted structure, over-
grown with wild currants and rasp-
berries and scrub willow, the eleva-

tors and terminal apparatus of the
railway that is to bring to Hudson
Bay part of the overflowing wheat
crop of Manitoba and Saskatchewan
and Alberta, and that will be the
latest thing in the faith and works of
public ownership.

The fort was nearly forty years in
building. It eould only be a weapon
of defence against the French. From
this distance it looks a mighty foolish
thing to have spent so much time and
money on constructing a place which,
as the event proved, could not be held
against a force that amounted to any-
thing, and that was not worth holding
because the conditions of sailing those
waters and of sustaining the civilised
life in that region were such that it
was not gunpowder but food and
warmth that would quickly decide the
day.

So when Admiral La Perouse with
his three ships of war came to
Churchill and demanded the sur-
render of Fort Prince of Wales,
Hearne, who was inside the building
with a handful of men, knew that
with no hope of succouring ships of
war from England, with the certainty
of implacable winter taking posses-
sion of everything, the equal cer-
tainty that even if British ships
should arrive in the following year
they would not appear until August
had come around again, discretion
was by far the better part of valour,

*A journey from Prince of Wales’s Fort, in Hudson’s Bay, to the Northern Ocean,

in the years 1769, 1770, 1771, and 1772, by Samuel Hearne.
troduction, notes and illustration by J. B. Tyrrell, M.A.

Society, 1911).
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and so he surrendered and was trans-
ferred with his papers and private
goods to the Admiral’s flagship,
where, on the way to England, the two
discussed together the journal of his
remarkable journey to the Copper-
mine River ten years before. So that
the practical service which Fort
Prince of Wales rendered to the civil-
isation of North America and to pos-
terity was an editorial consultation on
board a French frigate, the soundness
of whose conclusions is attested to by
the republication of the journal that
Hearne carried into bondage by the
Champlain Society of Canada, under
the editorship of Mr. J. B. Tyrrell.

It is remarkable that Hearne’s first
editor should have been a French
Admiral who knew more about fight-
ing than Hearne did, and that his last
editor should be a Canadian mining
engineer who has been over much of
the Hearne country and who knows
infinitely more about the business
which took Hearne to the Coppermine
than Hearne ever knew.

Hearne was hopelessly out of place
as the defender of what was intended
to be an impregnable stronghold. He
was also out of place as a reporter
upon the fabulous copper deposits on
the edge of the Arctic Sea. It is
pretty clear also from his own story,
which furnishes the principal material
for Mr. Tyrrell’s summing up of his
character, that he was out of place
as the head of an overland voyage of
discovery. He had been a sailor, and
he had learned something about sur-
veying, but he had none of the gift
of leadership which enables the civil-
ised man to control a horde of bar-
barians on. whom he must depend for
food and safety and locomotion in a
vast unknown territory.

Hearne started first from Fort
Churchill for the Coppermine in No-
vember, 1769, and his departure was
distinguished by inspiring salvo from
seven of the guns there mounted.
Chawhinachaw, the Indian chief, who
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convoyed him, robbed and starved
him and left him in the wilderness,
listening to their ribald laughter as
they disappeared into the bush, won-
dering how he was going to find his
way back to Churchill. The second
time he received no parting salute.
He was not quite so despitefully used
by his Indians, but they led him a
dog’s life all the same. He had got
nearly as far north as Chesterfield
Inlet, when, leaving his quadrant
while he lunched, the wind blew over
and broke the instrument and com-
pelled him to walk back to the fort,
which he reached in November, after
nine months’ resultless marching
through the treeless waste. 'When he
started forth the third time he was
not really in charge of his own ex-
pedition, for his letter of instruec-
tions from Governor Norton says
that Matonabbee, the Indian, would
take good care of him.

Hearne’s story is not told in the
style of a modern magazine writer
skilled in the discovery and display
of human interest, but the most in-
veterate writer for the twentieth cen-
tury press could not give more vivid-
ness to the things seen and heard on
a tramp through the wilderness along
with Indians than Hearne gives in
page after page of his journal. As
a book on conditions in a country
which carries fewer people now than
it did then, Hearne’s story easily de-
serves the deseription his editor gives
it of being a classic of its particular
kind.

I feel a certain guiltiness in having
said anything of Hearne’s inability
as a commander and his complaisance
as a fighter. A man is not to be
blamed ’ecause certain qualities
were not vouchsafed to him at birth.
There is other courage than physical
courage; there are other gifts than
those of accurate measurement and
mineralogical sense. Hearne was
given a piece of work to do. He did
it to the best of his ability, and in
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doing it he displayed a cheerful
tenacity that more than over-sets the
disadvantages of which he must him-
self have been painfully eonscious.

“You look frightened to death,”
said a soldier to another as they
climbed the heights of the Alma.
“Yes, I am,”” was the answer, ‘‘and
if you were half as frightened as I
am you would have run long ago.”’
It required very much more nerve
from Hearne to perform his work
than would have been exacted from a
man of greater natural intrepidity,
and if he had been more dominant
over his Indians, the chances are we
should not have had his remarkable
pictures of an aboriginal life that has
disappeared from the backyard of
Canada.

Hearne’s character sketch of Ma-
tonabbee, Mr. Tyrrell says, is one of
the most appreciative and sympa-
thetic accounts of a North American
Indian that has come to his notice.
There is a separate chapter upon him,
and, of course, he appears on many
pages of the journal. He apparently
had the contradictions in character
which afflict nearly all genius. He was
magnanimous and vindictive, strong-
minded and superstitious, barbarous
and refined. All through his life he
exhibited qualities of leadership that
would have made him a great figure in
any environment. He was a cross
between a Northern and a Southern
Indian, and spent several years at
Churchill as a protege of the father
of that Governor Norton who sent
Hearne to the Coppermine. Here is
Hearne’s deseription of him:

“In stature, Matonabbee was above
the common size, being six feet high;
and, except ‘that his neck was rather
(though not much) too short, he was
one of the finest and best proportioned
men that I ever saw. In complexion he
was dark, like the other Northern In-
dians, but his face was not disfigured
by that ridiculous custom of marking
the cheeks with three or four black lines.
His features were regular and agreeable,
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and yet so strongly marked and express-
ive, that they formed a complete index
of his mind; which, as he never intended
to deceive or dissemble, he never wished
to conceal. In conversation he was easy,
lively and agreeable, but exceedingly
modest; and at table, the nobleness and
elegance of his manners might have been
admired by the first personages in the
world ; for to the vivacity of the French-
man, and the sincerity of an English-
man, he added the gravity and nobleness
of a Turk; all so happily blended as to
render his company and conversation uni-
versally pleasing to those who under-
stood either the Northern or Southern
Indians, the only languages in which he
could converse.

“He was remarkably fond of Spanish
wines, though he never drank to ex-
cess; and as he would not partake of
spirituous liquors, however fine in quality
or plainly mixed, he was always master
of himself. As no man is exempt from
frailties, it is natural to suppose that as
a man he had his share ; but the greatest
with which I can charge him, is jealousy,
and that sometimes carried him beyond
the bounds of humanity.”

Matonabbee, when only a youth,
was sent as an ambassador and media-
tor between the Northern Indians and
the Athapuscow tribe, who until then
had always been at war with each
other. The story of this embassy is
told by Hearne from hearsay a good
many years after the event, and per-
haps it may not have lost anything
in the journey to Hearne’s ears, for
Matonabbee probably had his share of
vanity regarding his own exploits.

But that he was magnanimous is
clear from Hearne’s own narrative.
He tells us of the commercial perfidy
of the Chief Keelshies, who, falling in
with a party of Indians who were go-
ing to Fort Churchill with furs,

“took twelve of these people under his
charge, all heavy laden with the most
valuable furs; and long before they ar-
rived at the Fort, he and the rest of his
crew had got all the furs from them, in
payment for provisions for their support,
and obliged them to carry the furs on
their own account.

“On their arrival at Prince of Wales
Fort, Keelshies laid claim to great merit
for having brought those strangers so
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richly laden, to the Factory, and assured
the Governor that he might, in future,
expect a great increase in trade from
that quarter through his interest and
assiduity.

“Keelshies and the rest of his execrable
gang, not content with sharing all the
furs those poor people had carried to
the Fort, determined to get also all the
European goods that had been given to
them by the Governor. As neither Keel-
shies nor any of his gang had the cour-
age to kill the Copper Indians, they
concerted a deep-laid scheme for their
destruction ; which was to leave them on
an island. With this in view, when they
got to the proposed spot, the Northern
Indians took care to have all the bag-
gage belonging to the Copper Indians
ferried across to the main, and having
stripped them of such parts of their
clothing as they thought worthy their
notice, went off with all the canoes, leav-
ing them all behind on the island, where
they perished for want. When I was on
my journey to the Fort in June, one
thousand, seven hundred and seventy-
two, 1 saw the bones of those poor peo-
ple, and had the foregoing account from
my guide, Matonabbee; but it was not
madoe known to the Governor for some
years afterwards, for fear of prejudicing
him against Keelshies.

“A  similar circumstance had nearly
happened to a Copper Indian who accom-
panied me to the Fort in one thousand,
seven hundred and seventy-two; after we
were all ferried across Seal River, and
the poor man’s bundle of furs on the
Southside, he was left alone on the op-
posite shore; and no one except Matonab-
bee would go over for him. The wind at
the time blew so hard that Matonabbee
stripped himself quite naked, to be ready
for swimming in case the canoe should
overset ; but he soon brought the Copper
Indian safe over, to the no small mortifi-
cation of the wretch who had the charge
of him, and who would gladly have
possessed the bundle of furs at the ex-
pense of the poor man’s life.

“When the Northern Indians returned
from the Factory that year, the above
Copper Indian put himself under the pro-
tection of the Matonabbee, who accom-
panied him as far north as latitude 64 de-
grees, where they saw some Copper In-
dians, among whom was the young man’s
father, into whose hands Matonabbee de-
livered him in good health, with all his
goods safe and in good order.”

Matonabbee had an extraordinarily
high appreciation of the value of wo-

man, but he would scarcely have been
an equal suffragette. He told Hearne
that he had failed on his first two
journeys because he had no women in
the party, for a woman could always
do twice as much work as a man, and
in times of searcity could live on the
licking of her fingers. He practised
what he preached, for being a leader
and governor among his people, he
had always on the trip with Hearne
from six to eight wives, whom he
selected for their size, rather than
their beauty.

The fires of jealousy were always
smouldering with him. One spouse
whom he had taken from her husband
ran away. Some time afterwards her
husband was in the camp, and be-
cause he spoke disrespectfully of
Matonabbee for having robbed him of
his wife, Matonabbee coolly procured
a new, long, box-handled knife from
the bundle of one of his wives, took
the offender by the collar, stabbed
him three times, fortunately, not fa-
tally. Says Hearne:

‘““When Matonabbee returned to his
tent, after committing this horrible deed,
he sat down as composedly as if nothing
had happened, called for water to wash
his bloody hands and knife, smoked his
pipe as usual, seemed to be perfectly at
ease, and asked if I did not think he had
done right?”’

Another time when a young woman
was found near Great Slave Lake,
who had lived by herself several
months without seeing a human face,
she was wrestled for half a dozen
times before the assembled company.

Matonabbee would have entered the,

lists but for one of his wives, who
made a taunting remark to him, when

‘‘Matonabbee took it as such an affront
that he fell on her with both hands and
feet and bruised her to such a degree
that, after lingering some time, she died.”’

The Indian who behaved so nicely
when he was at the Fort and had a
fine taste for Spanish wines, was also
an epicure in the field.
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“Partridge were very numerous in the
North in those days,” says Hearne, ‘‘and
though their flesh is generally very black
and bitter, occasioned by their feeding
on the brush of the fir tree, yet they
make a variety, or change of diet, and are
thought exceedingly good, particularly by
the natives, who, though capable of liv-
ing so hard, and at times eating very un-
grateful food, are, nevertheless, as fond
of variety as any people whom I ever
saw; and will go as great lengths, ac-
cording to their circumstances, to gratify
their palates, as the greatest epicure in
England. As proof of this assertion, I
have frequently known Matonabbee and
others who could afford it, for the sake
of variety only, send some of their young
men to kill partridges at the expense of
more ammunition than would have killed
deer sufficient to have maintained their
families many days, whereas the part-
ridges were always eaten up at one meal,
and to heighten the luxury on these oc-
casions, the partridges are boiled in a
kettle of sheer fat, which, it must be al-
lowed, renders them beyond all descrip-
tion finer flavoured than when boiled in
water or common broth. I have also
eaten deer skins boiled in fat, which
were exceedingly good.”

In spite of his associations with
white people, Matonabbee was still
uncommonly superstitious in some
respects. He was a sort of Christian
Scientist the other way on. He be-
lieved in the efficacy of absent treat-
ment as a punative measure.

“As a proof of this, Matonabbee (who
always thought me possessed of this art),
on his arrival at Prince of Wales’s Fort
in the winter of 1778, informed me that
a man whom I had never seen but once
had treated him in such a manner that he
was afraid of his life; in consequence of
which he pressed me very much to kill
him, though I was then several hundreds
of miles distant ; on which, to please this
great man to whom I owed so much, and
not expecting that any harm could pos-
sibly arise from it, I drew a rough sketch
of two human figures on a piece of paper,
in the attitude of wrestling; in the hand
of one of them, I drew the figure of a
bayonet pointing to the breast of the
other. This is me, said I to Matonab-
bee, pointing to the figure which was
holding the bayonet; and the other is
your enemy. Opposite to these figures I
drew a pine-tree, over which I placed a
large human eye, and out of the tree
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projected a human hand. This paper I
gave to Matonabbee, with instructions
to make it as publicly known as possible.
Sure enough, the following year, when
he came into trade, he informed me that
the man was dead, though at that time he
was not less than three hundred miles
from Prince of Wales’s Fort. He as-
sured me that the man was in perfect
health when he heard of my design
against him ; but almost immediately af-
terwards became quite gloomy, and, re-
fusing all kind of sustenance, in a very
few days died.”

In Hearne’s time there was no reg-
ular attempt to Christianise the In-
dians, but Matonabbee was so often at
the Fort that he gained a knowledge
of the Christian faith, which, he de-
clared, was too deep and too intricate
for his comprehension. He did not
think he had any right to ridicule
any person on account of his religious
opniion, declaring
“that he held them all equally in es-
teem, but was determined, as he came in-
to the world, so he would go out of it,
without professing any religion at all.
Notwithstanding his aversion from re-
ligion, I have met few Christians who
possessed more good moral qualities, or
foewer bad ones.

“Tt is impossible for any man to have
been more punctual in the performance
of a promise than he was; his scrupulous
adherence to truth and honesty would
have done honour to the most enlightened
and devout Christian, while his benevo-
lence and universal humanity to all the
human race, according to his abilities
and manner of life, could not be exceeded
by the most illustrious personage now on
record; and to add to his other good
qualities, he was the only Indian that I
ever saw, except one, who was not
guilty of backbiting and slandering his
neighbours.”

I have spoken of the comic opera
aspect of Hearne’s capitulation to
La Perouse. But it was no comic
opera for the great Indian, who, when
he had brought Hearne safely back,
was made head of all the Northern
Indian Nation and continued to ren-
der great service to the company.
Hearne last saw him when he came to
the Fort in the spring of 1782, and
expected to see him in the following
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winter, but La Perouse interfered,
and when Matonabbee, in the wilder-
ness, heard that Hearne had sur-
rendered to the French and had dis-
appeared with all the company’s ser-
vants, he fell into a deep dejection,
from which he sought relief by hang-
ing himself, the only Northern In-
dian that Hearne ever knew of who
put an end to his own existence.
Soon after he died six of his wives
and four children were starved to
death because he was not there to
provide for them.

Hearne does not seem to have had a
glimmering of an idea that his trip
to the Coppermine had purchased him
a literary immortality, nor in men-
tioning the melancholy end of Ma-
tonabbee does he seem to recognise
the tragic coincidence that his own
ignominious expulsion from the Fort
brought death to the great-hearted
man who is without doubt the out-
standing figure in this interesting
and enduring record.

Some day, perhaps, a modern liter-
ary genius will gather together and
will revivify the lives of the great
Indians of this continent. ‘‘The
noble red man’’ is not a mere phrase.
If you compare the story of Matonab-
bee with that say of Henry VIIL., you
know that the faults of the Indian
were small in comparison with the
faults of the second Tudor King. His
virtues were great in kind and de-
gree, which is more than you can say
for Henry. If, when there is a city
at Churchill, and the North has lost
the mysterious awfulness that has so

long distinguished it, there may be
erected as a symbol of our debt to the
past, a statue of this man, who, while
the recorder of his deeds and charac-
ter was enjoying the best things that
London and Paris could afford, as
the direct result of his surrender at
Churchill, took that disgrace so much
to heart that he went out and
hanged himself.

The Champlain Society has a
limited membership, the qualification
for which is the payment of $10 a
year, so that works of value to the
student of Canadian history may be
given afresh to the world. We may
not yet have reached the time when
such books as Hearne’s and such auto-
biographies as that of David Thomp-
son, which, also edited by Mr. Tyrrell,
will shortly be issued by the society,
would be in great demand by the gen-
eral public. But one cannot help
thinking that by some access of
strength the publications of the
Champlain Society, whose president
is Sir Edmund Walker, should be
very much more widely spread than
is now the case. Every public library
should contain at least two copies of
such books as these, and every citizen
who cares anything for the preserva-
tion, in the public mind, of those
things which give to the development
of Canada its peculiar fame and
flavour, should do his part to secure
for works like this the popularity
which their historic merit and intrin-
sic interest deserve. For we know
too little of many of our most
precious heritages.

[PARTR—————
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AN ACCOUNT OF THE FIRST ADMINISTRATION OF ONTARIO
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NOT infrequently we know more

about the remote past than we
do about the times immediately pre-
ceding our own. It is probable, for
example, that we know more about
the foreign policy of Elizabeth than
we do about the foreign policy of
Vietoria; more about the Cecil who
became Lord Burghley than about the
Cecil who was the Marquis of Salis-
bury. And if one had to select the
period of Canadian history about
which we know least, it would prob-
ably be the half-century from 1862
to 1912. To this day, for in-
stance, we know virtually noth-
ing of what went on behind
the closed doors of the Quebec
Conference of 1864, although the
fruit of the Conference was the Con-
federation of the British North
American Provinces.

‘With regard to the history of Can-
adian politics since Confederation,
our sources of information are still
of the most inadequate sort: the Ar-
chives at Ottawa and Toronto stop
short very soon after 1867 ; many col-
lections of private papers, such as
the papers of Sir Oliver Mowat and
John Sandfield Macdonald, seem to
have been destroyed; some collec-
tions, such as the papers of Sir John
A. Macdonald, have been only partly
drawn upon, and are not yet ready
for publication; and the papers of
men like Mr. Edward Blake and Sir
Richard Scott, who are still living,
may not hope to see the light of day

3—237

W. S. WALLACE

for some time yet. The man in the

-street must glean his knowledge of

post-Confederation politics from a
few biographies, such as Mr. Pope’s
Sir John Macdonald; Mr. Willison’s
Sir Wilfrid Laurier and the Liberal
Party; Mr. Biggar’s Sir Oliver
Mowat; and the Buckingham-Ross
Life of Alexander Mackenzie; or from
the pages of those fulsome Cyclo-
pedias of Biography, with which a
former generation of publishers
preyed upon the weaknesses of human
nature. If a fuller and more de-
tailed knowledge is desired, recourse
must be had to a perusal of the back
files of old newspapers, a task of so
laborious a nature as to deter most
people from attempting it.

To anyone who realises the inade-
quacy of our authorities for the his-
tory of Canada since 1867, it will
therefore not be surprising to find
that the history of the first adminis-
tration in Ontario is yet to be written.

The ministry which set the Confed-
eration scheme a-working in Ontario
was the Government of John Sand-
field Macdonald. Sandfield Maedon-
ald was one of the foremost Cana-
dian statesmen of those days. He had
been Prime Minister of the United
Canadas from 1862 to 1864. He was
supported by an able and distinguish-
ed Cabinet of Ministers, two of whom
afterwards became Chief Justices,
and one of whom, Sir John Carling,
died recently at a green and reverend
old age. Yet there is no biography
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extant of either Sandfield Macdon-
ald, or any of his colleagues; there
are not even published any collec-
tions of their speeches; and the his-
tory of their administration must be
collected by the layman from
two or three pages in Pope’s
Macdonald and Biggar’s Mowat, and
from a couple of chapters in Colonel
Clarke’s Sizty Years in Upper Can-
ada.

The choice of John Sandfield Mac-
donald as the first Premier of On-
tario was due to Sir John A. Mac-
dongld.:  ‘‘Johm - A and *°J. 8.
had been for many years political op-
ponents: one was a Conservative, the
other was nominally a Reformer. But
Sandfield Maedonald, however, was a
man whom it was difficult to classify
in the category of any political party.
What he cherished more than any-
thing else was his personal indepen-
dence: he repeatedly warned the
Legislative Assembly under the Union
that his utterances must not be taken
as binding his political friends, and
he frankly deseribed himself in the
House as ‘‘the Ishmael of Parlia-
ment.””  So noticeably did he disso-
ciate himself, for instance, from the
wing of the Reform party led by
teorge Brown that Sir John Macdon-
ald had on one oceasion at least en-
deavored to inveigle him into a Con-
servative Cabinet, an offer which
was declined by Sandfield Macdonald
in the famous and characteristic tele-
gram, “‘No go.”” It was not surpris-
ing, therefore, that it should have
been to Sandfield Macdonald that Sir
John A. Macdonald offered in 1867
the Premiership of Ontario. A Re-
former who had succeeded in form-
ing a stable administration where
George Brown had failed; a Roman
Catholic who had pursued an inde-
pendent course in regard to separate
schools; and a vigorous opponent of
Confederation who had acquiesced in
the new order of things, the new
Premier was one who was calculated

to carry with him a considerable ele-
ment in the Reform party, to gain
the support both of Protestants and
Catholies, and to conciliate that large
element in the population which had
been strongly anti-Confederationist.
It was the desire of Sir John A.
Macdonald, and in this Sandfield
Macdonald was at one with him, to
establish the Government of Ontario
on a no-party basis. It was a coali-
tion that had brought about the birth
of Confederation; and it was thought
advisable that a coalition should set
the Confederation scheme a-working
in Ontario, until at least parties were
able to grow up naturally in the
new arena. Sir John even went the
length of denouncing on the hustings
the evils of partyism. ‘‘Party,’’ he
said, ‘‘is merely a struggle for office :
the madness of many for the gain of
a few.”” The Cabinet which Sand-
field Macdonald formed, therefore,
was of a somewhat hybrid deserip-
tion. Sandfield Macdonald himself
was a Reformer in a elass by himself
the Provincial Treasurer, Mr. E. B.
Wood, was a clear Grit; the Com-
missioner of Crown Lands, Mr.
Stephen Richards, was a moderate
Reformer; the Commissioner of Agri-
culture and Public Works, Mr. (af-
terwards Sir) John Carling, was a
moderate Conservative; and the Pro-
vineial Secretary, Mr. (afterwards
Sir) M. C. Cameron, was a dyed-
in-the-wool high Tory. If not
exactly a ‘‘ministry of all tal-
ents,’”” Sandfield Macdonald’s Cab-
inet was at least one in which
nearly every stripe of poli-
tical complexion was represented.
What made such an arrangement pos-
sible was the fact that in the new
provincial arena there seemed to be
no reason for the perpetuation of
the struggles that preceded Con-
federation. The issues in provincial
polities, indeed, promised to be al-
most wholly administrative.
Sandfield Macdenald was a Glen-
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Portrait by J. W. L, Forster, R C.A,, Toronto
HONOURABLE JOHN SANDFIELD MACDONALD
FIRST PREMIER, ONTARIO

garry Highlander. He had run away
from home at an early age, and had
entered the study of law in the town
of Cornwall, where he eventually

amassed, in the practice of law, a.

considerable fortune. ITe had entered
the first Parliament of United Can-
ada in 1841, nominally as a Conser-
vative and a supporter of Lord
Sydenham, but really as a represen-
tative of the Maedonalds of Glen-
garry. When parties began to form,
Macdonald was found voting as a rule
with Robert Baldwin; and between
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the two men there sprang up a bond
of friendship, which was severed only
by death. In 1849 Sandfield Mac-
donald became Solicitor-General in
the Baldwin-Lafontaine Government;
and in 1858 he was a member of the
ill-fated and still-born Brown-Dorion

Administration. 3etween  George
3rown and Sandfield Maecdonald,
however, there was never any cor-

diality. When Sandfield Macdonald
became Premier of Canada in 1862,
the best that George Brown could
say of him in The Globe was that he
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was ‘‘a somewhat ecrotchety indi-

vidual’’; and when Sandfield Mac-
donald became Premier of Ontario in
1867, George Brown was the heart
and soul of the Opposition he had to
encounter.

There was in Sandfield Macdonald
nothing spectacular. He was not a
good speaker, and his constitution
was so frail that his attention to pub-
lic business was not perhaps always
what it might have been. As he
himselt confessed, he often lacked
dignity : he lived for some time in
rooms attached to the Government
offices in the old Parliament Build-
ings on Front Street, Toronto, and a
relative of the present writer’s saw
him there, on one occasion, taking
in the groceries at the door in his
shirt-sleeves. Ile was occasionally
tactless. At the beginning of his
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career as Premier of Ontario, he
roused a storm of criticism by what
was known as his ‘‘axe-grinding
speech’’; in asking the suffrages of
the people of Hamilton for Mr.
O’Reilly, the Government candidate,
he made use of the unfortunate ex-
pression, ‘‘If you have any axes to
grind, send them down to Toronto by
Mr. O’Reilly.”” Ocecasionally his ut-
terances had a distinetly Walpolean
flavour. ‘A Government must sup-
port its supporters’; ‘“What do you
want, gentlemen? Name your price
and you shall have it’’; ‘“What the
hell has Strathroy done for me?’’
Epigrams of this sort fell from his
lips with startling frequency. Yet
Sandfield Macdonald was a man who,
according to the most various testi-
mony, had the interests of the public
weal at heart. He had the ideas

————
-
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that almost every practical politician
had in those days in regard to the
spoils system; but apart from that, he
administered the affairs of Ontario
with great honesty and economy from
1867 to 1871, under circumstances
where neither honesty nor economy

were easy. ‘‘I have been very
economical,”” he said on one occa-

sion in the House, when a small piece
of jobbery had been detected in the
accounts; ‘‘but sometimes it is very
difficult to resist these people.”” So
great was his economy that he was
often accused of niggardliness; and
the defence which he made on this
241

head when he visited Glengarry in
1869, is worth reproducing: ‘1 ad-
mit,”’ he said, ‘‘that I am niggard-
ly. I deal with the public money
as though I were dealing with my
own personal funds. I am quite con-
vinced—I took this ground during
the Confederation debates—that an
excessive or extravagant expenditure
would in the long run lead the people
to complain of the cost of local gov-
ernment, and the next step would be
the overthrow of our present govern-
mental system. So long as I have
the honour to be a member of the
Ontario Government, I shall continue

EE——
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HONOURABLE STEPHEN RICHARDS
COMMISSIONER OF CROWN LANDS IN THE FIRST ONTARIO
GOVERNMENT

to be niggardly, for economy, the
strictest and most careful economy,
is the sheet anchor of the Federal
constitution.”” The resources of On-
tario have proved to be less ex-
haustible than Sandfield Macdonald
expected they would be; but his at-
titude showed him at any rate a care-
ful guardian of the public interest.
The other Reformers in the Cabinet
were Mr. E. B. Wood and Mr.
Stephen Richards. Mr. E. B. Wood
had been regarded up to 1867 as a
follower of George Brown; but the
Provincial Treasurership evidently
looked more attractive to him than the
shades of Opposition, and Sandfield
Macdonald was able to bring him into
his ‘‘Patent Combination’’ (as Sand-
field himself described the coalition
Government). E. B. Wood was one
of the foremost eriminal lawyers in
the province, and a man with great
powers of eloquence; it was on this
account that he earned his sobriquet
of ‘“Big Thunder.”” Unfortunately,
he was not always a model of
sobriety. Those were the days when

whiskey played a great part in Can-
adian politics; and in this respect
E. B. Wood was not conspicuously
worse than many of his most dis-
tinguished contemporaries. But in
his case, this feature of his character
had its pathetic aspects. He was an
enthusiastic advocate of prohibition;
and when the first Prohibition Bill
was introduced in the House in 1873,
he spoke strongly in its favour. The
story is told of him that he once
arrived at a town where he was to
speak in the evening in a state of
such utter intoxication that his sup-
porters were filled with consterna-
tion. They walked him up and down
the main street, however, and by the
time the meeting was called he was
sufficiently recovered to be able to
address it. He had, under the cir-
cumstances, nothing prepared; and
when he rose he asked the audience
what they would like him to discuss.
Someone suggested ‘‘Temperance,”’
and Mr. Wood straightway launched
out into a temperance oration that
was pronounced by some persons to
be the most stirring ever delivered
in those parts. He was supposed in
matters of public policy to be some-
what under Grand Trunk influence;
but he was a man of great ability,
and one who meant well by the
people.

The appointment of Mr. Stephen
Richards to the Commissionership of
Crown Lands caused some surprise.
When the appointment was an-
nounced, The Globe, with its usual
urbanity, inquired in capital letters,
Wheo is Stephen Richards? And even
The Leader, the Government organ,
confessed that he would not have
been its choice. But an infinitely
worse choice might have been made;
and four years later even The Globe
was constrained to pay him an un-
willing tribute. ‘‘Mr. Richards,’’ it
said, ‘‘is slow, hesitating, hair-split-
ting, and shabby, but he works.”” He
was a brother of Chief Justice A. B.

.
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Richards, and came of a family of
strong Reformers; but he himself was
not a strong party man, and he con-
fined himself largely to the adminis-
tration of his department.

The Conservatives were Mr. John
Carling and Mr. M. C. Cameron. Mr.
Carling was a wealthy brewer of
London, Ontario, who had already
held Cabinet office in the Conserva-
tive Government in 1862. He was a
man who spoke very seldom in the
House. ‘‘Mr. Carling,”’ said Mr. Ed-
ward Blake in 1870, ‘‘is not a promin-
ent man in debate, but a tolerably
active man in those matters which do
not require much speaking in pub-
lic. No man was more active than
he in doing what business is done
in the corridors.”” He was a general
favourite; and it was admitted on
all hands that his administration of
the Department of Agriculture and
Public Works was able and efficient.
The name of ‘‘Honest John Carling,”’
which he earned for himself, is per-
haps the most fitting epitaph for
his political monument.

Mr. M. C. Cameron, the Provincial
Secretary, was, like Mr. Wood, a dis-
tinguished criminal lawyer. He was
a forceful speaker, and when he
chose to spare time from his briefs,
a good administrator. But he was
not born to be a politician. He had
the instinets of the Tory artistoerat,
and could not descend to currying
favour with the multitude. ‘‘Must
I shake hands with everyone in this
way?’’ he asked when engaged in a
canvass in Toronto in 1860 ; and when
he was told that shake hands he must,
he retired from the contest. His
views, moreover, were of that pure
and old-fashioned Toryism, which
had long since become an anachron-
ism. He believed that Canada had
been governed better by the Fam-
ily Compact than under the system
of Responsible Government. He be-
lieved the Clergy Reserves Act of
1854 was robbery of the most shame-
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less sort; and he was sincerely op-
posed to any extension of the fran-
chise. In the frankness with which
he avowed these unpopular views

there was something refreshing. He
was quixotie, unecalculating, some-

times petulant; but his sincerity, his
freedom from ecant, and his high
sense of honour must win for him
admiration as a man, where admira-
tion of him as a politician is with-
held. It is recorded of him that he
was so scerupulous in his sense of
honour ‘‘that he would not send an
unstamped letter to the House post-
office if it were on any other than
public business.”’

Men so diverse as these could not
perhaps be expected to work together
so harmoniously in one Cabinet as
might be desired. Certainly, on a
number of oceasions there emerged
evidences of disagreement in the
Cabinet. At the close of the very
first session, even The Leader felt con-
strained to refer to ‘‘the somewhat
uncalled-for displays of divergent
views which were made by Ministers
in the House.”” Perhaps the most
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remarkable of these displays was that
which took place over the proposal
to grant an appropriation of $4,000
to the widow of William Lyon Mae-

kenzie. Mr. Cameron rose and de-
livered himself of a panegyrie

on the Family Compact; the Pre-
mier absented himself from voting;
and Mr. Richards was the only Min-
ister found voting in favour of the

proposal.

Sandfield Macdonald’s Government
went to pieces in 1871. In the
face of the attack which Mr.
Blake and Mr. Mackenzie made
in December, 1871, the ‘‘Pa-
tent Combination’’ broke up. Mr.
Wood resigned, and left his col-

leagues under fire. An adverse ma-
jority forced the resignation of the
rest of the Ministers; and when Mr.
Blake came into power he had to
confront a shattered Opposition.
Sandfield Macdonald refused to con-
tinue in the leadership of the party,
and shortly afterwards went home to
Cornwall to die. Mr. Wood took up
an independent position; and even
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Mr. Richards preferred to pursue a
course of his own. Mr. M. C.
Cameron, alone of the members of the
coalition, remained to lead the party.

The fall of the Sandfield Macdon-
ald Government was ostensibly due to
its railway aid policy. It had got the
House to vote $1,500,000 into the
hands of the executive, to be distri-
buted without any further check on
its distribution to any railway which
the executive wished to aid. The un-
popularity of this policy in the coun-
try was undoubtedly one cause of the
Government’s downfall. Sir John A.
Macdonald pronounced the fall of the
Government to be due to the refusal
of Sandfield Macdonald to expend
the surplus which Ontario derived
from the financial arrangements made
at Confederation. But at least a con-
tributory cause of Sandfield Macdon-
ald’s defeat was the lack of solidarity
in the Cabinet itself. Confronted by
a compact and aggressive Opposition,
his Government fell in the ultimate
analysis because of internal weak-
ness.
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NEW YEAR’'S MORNING IN A LONDON CAB SHELTER

BY BRIAN

’I‘HE cab shelter does not become a
factor in the life of the average
Canadian visitor to London. It is
doubtful if he gives the numerous lit-
tle six by fifteen structures a second
glance or has more than the vaguest
notion of their use and origin—and
he shares his ignorance with the aver-
age Londoner.

But London’s cab shelters are unob-
strusive, unlisted additions to its in-
numerable clubs. Their membership
is shifting and uncertain, but,
theoretically, severely restricted in
character. For they have been dotted
thoughtfully about London by a
benevolent Society which is deeply
pained when it hears that any but
duly licensed hackney carriage driv-
ers have shared its hospitality.
However, to your true cabman no
law is unbreakable but the Rule of
the Road, and the Society and
opinions of outsiders are welcome to
those who survey life from the lofty
detachment of a hansom’s dickey.

The Green Lawn Club surpassed all
other cab-shelters, Boast if you like
of the Junior Turf in Piccadilly,
where the aristocracy of cabdom were
wont to foregather; I deny that for
good-fellowship it could come within
miles of the Green Lawn. A stone’s
throw from the Adelphi, harbourer
of Stevenson’s grim Suicide Club,
there was never more than a pleasant
spice of occasional tragedy about the
tiny building. Anything that over-
looks the Thames must needs see
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something of the seamy side of life.
Besides, there were police notices ever
fluttering over the heads of club
members as unobtrusive skeletons at
the feast.

‘““The Green Lawn Club! That’s
wot I calls it!’’ Juggins had exclaim-
ed upon one memorable evening.
And, when pressed for a reason:
“There’s green lawns in the sur-
roundin’ Embankment Gawdens, the
shelter’s painted green, and—and—
Corkey cooks greens to a marvel. And
that’s more reasons than there is to
most things, and if yer don’t like it
ye can shut yer ’ead.”’

Thus simply and beautifully was
the club christened, and Juggins, af-
ter his talented sponsorship, vehem-
ently elected himself perpetual presi-
dent.

Between two and four in the morn-
ing were the club’s golden hours. The
shelter was not crowded—fifteen was

‘its utmost capacity at any time, even

when Corkey allowed a privileged
member to squeeze into his tiny kit-
chen at one end—hbut between two
and four the eream of its membership
had their backs against the shelter’s
walls and their elbows on the mnar-
row table that ran round three of its
sides.

Sometimes there would bhe a
fumbling at the door and talk would
cease until the newcomer was reveal-
ed. Those who entered without noise
were obviously aceredited indivi-
viduals, familiar with the seeret of
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the door. But those who fumbled
were of the uninitiate, and it might
be necessary to repel them with cries
of ‘“Aht of ’ere, you ain’t no keb-
man!’’ or, ‘“Beg pawdon, sir, you
can’t come in ’ere. These shelters is
for kebmen only,”’ according to the
rank and appearance of the sub-
ject.

The privileged guests were alike
only in that they were ‘‘sportsmen’’
—good fellows. Some were poor, but
not yet desperately ragged night-
birds, work-seekers—and shirkers—
who could still afford a good hot meal.
Some came under Juggins’s classifi-
cation of ‘‘awtists, actors, writin’
blokes and all such »  Now and
again they were real toffs in even-
ing' dress, who were especially wel-
come if they looked like genuine
sportsmen likely to leave a shining
Jjimmy o’ goblin, a whole golden sov-
ereign, with Corkey for ‘‘orders
round.”” Once, it was whispered, a
Very Exalted Personage had been
recognised eating fried eggs and
drinking hot coffee-essence, but his in-
cognito had been serupulously res-
pected.

Foreigners were frowned upon,
even such as spoke such near-Eng-
lish as the ‘‘American’ language.
But Juggins was a fervent upholder
of the Imperial idea and had the
ability, rare in London, of dis-
tinguishing between a Canadian and
a visitor from south of the line. More-
over, Salt-water Jim had touched
many times at Montreal during his
roving youth, so that a Canadian
visitor was given to understand that
he was welecome. Jim, in fact, with
a hazy notion that Canadians were
most at home in French, at times took
pains to translate the more abstruse
portions of the conversation into
what he imagined was plain Eng-
lish as distinct from the tongue of
London.

Corkey’s Christmas pudding was
so popular that it was still on the

‘ness of a First Reader.
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bill of fare on New Year’s morning,
a fact violently resented by Juggins
as he placed a bundle under the
presidential bench and ordered—
“‘Steak and fried—mind, plenty of
onions, Corkey—cawfy, pat of Dos-
set, and ’arf a erusty ’ouse ’old.’’

*“Christmas bloomin’ puddin’!’’ he
repeated explosively as he stooped
down and wrung some of the rain
out of his trousers. ‘‘Strike me pink!
but me and the old ’orse ’as ’ad our
fill of Christmas puddin’s to-day!’’

‘“Wotcher mean? Explain yer-
self!”” said Ginger George offensive-
ly.

““ ’Strewth!’’ continued Jugging
without taking any notice of the last
speaker. ‘‘I’ve been a bloomin’
Father Christmas, a week late, an’
most unusual unwelcome. I’ve lost
count of the fights I’ve ’ad. Me and
the old ’orse was standin’ orf a thou-
sand ’owlin’ aliens for two hours and
a narf dahn orf the Whitechapel
Road. I’'ve been under p’lice pro-
tection fichtin’ shoulder
to shoulder wiv two rozzers and Gawd
knows ’ow many plain clothes men.
‘Strewth! I’'m bosom pals wiv ’arf
the worms in the east end nah!”’

““Thet’s a lie,”” whispered Salt-
Water Jim conﬁdenmally, ‘‘Juggins,
’e couldn’t be pals wiv a pohceman.

They knows ’im too well.”’
J1m always spoke as if Canadians
were born deaf and separated his
syllables with the care and distinet-
By a tacit
understanding his whispers were re-
cognised as inaudible to any but the
individual particularly addressed,
though they echoed huskily to the
remotest corners of Corkey’s sanec-
tum.

Having whetted the curiosity of
the club, Juggins refused to say an-
other word till he had done ample
Justlxce to his supper. Then, accord-
ing to the custom introduced by the
visitor and welcomed by the club as
an exotic refinement with an Im-
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perial flavour, he slowly whittled a
pipeful from the proffered tin-tagged
plug of dark tobacco.

“Plum puddin’s!’’ he ejaculated
so suddenly that Battersea Bob
spilled half a cup of coffee down his
patriarchal beard—'‘ 'undreds of
plum puddin’s and a proper | bloomin’
gander.

““Yessee, a;baht eleven yustiddy
mornin’ I was crawlin’ dahn the
’Ammersmith Road when I was ’ailed
by a slavey and took to a ’ouse in
Brook Green. Nice ’ouse it was, wiv
a warnin’ against ’awkers and street
cries on the gate, and I expected
prob’ly an old lady ’oo’d give me the
legal and tuppence for myself.
’Strewth, you could a knocked me orf
the box wiv a bit of ’olly!

There was an old lady sure enough,
but ’stead of gittin’ into the keb she
stood on the top of the steps while
the slavey carried out ’'undreds and
‘undreds of Christmas puddin’s. All
in little tuppeny basins they was, wiv
a ecloth tied over the top and the
slavey packed ’em into the keb till
the springs bloomin’ well went dahn
and touched the axle.

Straight, I ’ad to git orf the box
and wrap the old ’orse’s ’ead in a
blanket. If ’e’d looked rahnd and
seen what was be’ind ’im I’d mnever
’ave got ’im to move.’’

““The old lady comes up to me
a-wavin’ a sheet of paper. ‘Kebman,’
she says, ‘you’re to drive to all these
addresses. You may think these
Christmas puddin’s odd at this time
of year,” she says, squintin’ dahn ’er
nose, ‘but they’re a proper gander—
they’re my own ideer for convertin’
of the Jews. And please to bloomin’
well look slippy,” she says, ¢ ’cause
we’ve got a lot to do.” Then she and
the gal they crawls in among the
puddin’s some’ow, and orf wae stawted
right acrost London to the east end.”’

Juggins paused for breath and
called for another mug o’ thick. My
wanderings had taken me to the quiet
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backwater of Brook Green on more
than one occasion, and surely the old
lady must be she who had on more
than one occasion pushed a prosely-
tising leaflet into the hands of those
departing from the Synagogue at the
upper end of the tree-bordered
stretch of grass. A very determined
old lady she looked, and the whole of
a bitter Saturday morning I had seen
her at her post, bashfully supported
by her long-suffering maid.

“Lor’ wot a life!’’ Juggins con-
tinued gulping his mug of coffee.
‘“‘Forchnitly, the winder was dahn
when the first puddin’ come back.

. Thet was one we’d give to
a. bloke named Lupinsky. But it was
worst in Little St. Nicholas Street,
orf the ‘ighway, where we ’ad
twenty to deliver. Lor’! it fair
rained puddin’s while we was there,
and it’s forchnit them aliens ’ad the
forethought to take ’em aht of the
basins before returnin’ ’em. .
Nice little tuppenny basins they
was. bR ]
_ ““Them aliens didn’t seem to think
1t was anyways a proper gander at
all. It was when four or five thou-
sand of ’em tried to pull the keb to
pieces thet my mnoo pals the rozzers
came along. I broke me whip and
the old ’orse lost ’arf ’is mane and
all ’is tail, but we got aht of it
some’ow. The rozzers was all for
stoppin’ the old gal, but she was a
good plucked ’un, and there wasn’t
nothink wouldn’t ’ave stopped ’er.
Stuck right to it, she did, and made
me and the p’licemen give every one
of the aliens on ’‘er list a puddin’
wevver ‘e wanted it or not. ‘I’m go-
in’ to do my duty,’ she says, “though
it ain’t as pleasant as wot I ex-
pected.” All of twelve o’clock it was
when I got ’er back to Brook Green,
and she was as lively as a ﬁlly, splte
of all she’d been through and ’avin’
to ’old the slavey in the keb by
force, she ’avin’ ’igh stericks and
givin’ notice at the top of ’er voice
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all the afternoon. And she
was a reel lady,”’” Juggins conclud-
ed, with unction. ‘‘Give me three
golden quid, to say nothing of two
of the puddin’s, and ’arf a quid each
to the coppers. But I won’t
drive ’er again—not wivout we ’ave
a detachment of the ’Orse Guards.”

The club accepted the recital with-
out remark. It was used to Juggins’s
flights of fancy and made generous
allowances.

But a visiting member from the
Junior Turf, resplendant in a heavy
fawn-coloured coat, with a double
row of pearl buttons and an artifi-
cial flower in his buttonhole, curled
a sneering lip. Regardless of Cor-
key’s feelings he ostentatiously emp-
tied the salt-cellar on the table in
front of him.

““All you growlers is good for is
as luggage carriers. 1’d as soon
drive a furniture wvan.

'Ere’s a man wot 4

Juggins had turned from a warm
violet colour to a royal purple, and
breathed hard through his nose.

“I’ll ’ave you to know, young
man,’’ he interrupted, with forced
calm, ‘‘thet the ve-hi-cle thet I drive
and wot you terms a ‘growler’ is a—
licensed — four-wheel — Clarence —
keb—and thet it’s a 'undred times as
good as any bloomin’ enlarged coal
shovel wiv a monkey on the roof wot
some people calls a ’ansom. And if
you .77 Juggins rapidly be-
came more and more unprintable, to
the immeasurable delight of the mem-
bers, and more would certainly have
followed if an unusual commotion

-@
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outside had not taken most of the oe-
cupants of the shelter from their seats
to see what was the matter.

‘When they filed back again a few
minutes later Juggins was not of
their number.

“Juggins by mame and bloomin’
well Jugegins by mature,”’ said Salt-
water Jim, sulkily resuming his seat.
‘“ "Ere after a ’ard day’s work, wiv
both ’im and ’is ’orse wore aht, I’'m
blowed if ’e ’ain’t stawted orf to
Walthamstow. Makes me sick!’’

““Why, Jim, you wanted to go your-
self !’ ejaculated Battersea Bob, in
mild surprise.

‘““Yus, and nearly ’ad to fight ’im
‘cause I ’inted first thet it 'ud be bet-
ter to take ’er up the Strand to the
"orspital. Said if the gel
was set on gittin’ ’ome for the Noo
Year ’e’d bloomin’ well see she did
get ’ome. Gel fell in a
faint just as she was arskin’ the way
of the copper ahtside,”’ Jim explain-
ed. ‘“Walked thirty mile from near
Guildford and ’adn’t a penny in ’er
pocket. And thet blighted fool Jug-
gins ’as to go and > Jim broke
off, fumbled under the bench with
his foot and, bending down, drew
forth a bundle.

““More and more and more of g
Juggins,”” he growled, eyeing it at
arm’s length. ¢ ’E’s forgot ’is bloom-
in’ puddin’, . Aht of Mogg’s
Yard ain’t ’e? Well, any
road, if ’e got orf wiv the gel ’fore
I could ’elp ’er ’e can’t bloomin’ well
stop me takin’ ’is puddin’ ’ome for
im, I'm orf. Appy Noo
Year, mates!’’




AN UNSPEAKABLE SCOT
BY SYLVESTER PERRY

THE general passenger agent of the

P. & B. Steamship Line leaned
back in his swivel chair, put his feet
on the desk, lit his pipe, opened his
novel at the dog-eared leaf, and thus,
with two of the three conditions most
necessary to solid comfort present (it
was a sweltering day in July, so the
third would have been superfluous),
prepared to enjoy an hour or two of
complete relaxation from business
cares before closing the office for the
evening.

The City of Bruges had just taken
in her freight and in a quarter of an
hour would be sailing for ‘‘Port
Hope, Somersby, and Charleville,”
as the company’s poster announced.
A West India boat had gone out at
10 a.m.; the first incoming one was
not due for forty-eight hours; busi-
ness was good and everything was
running smoothly, and the general
passenger agent was enjoying that
enviable feeling of satisfaction which
comes with the consciousness of work
done well and in good time. The
moment was therefore hardly propi-
tious for the young man who, leap-
ing from a street car, heedless of the
warning of the conductor, before it
had stopped, took the steps of the
P. & B. Company’s office at a bound
and broke in upon the pleasant medi-
tations of the agent, with the de-
mand :

““When does the City of Bruges
sail?”’ ;

The agent raised his head, eyed the
intruder with a look of offended dig-
nity, glanced at the clock, and an-
swered :

249

“The City of Bruges, wind and
weather permitting, sails in just thir-
teen and one-half minutes.”’

The young man was either too pre-
occupied or too unsophisticated to
note the sarcasm veiled under the
elaborate politeness of the reply. He
resumed :

“Does she stop at any ports be-
tween Halifax and Somersby, except
those named in the poster?”’

The agent reached over and drew
from a pigeonhole a gorgeous covered
time-table, with an illustration show-
ing a stately ship sailing near an im-
possibly regular coast-line towards
an impossibly quaint and pretty lit-
tle town.

““The company’s time-table,”” he
said, handing it through the wicket,
““gives full and complete information
with regard to ports-of-call, dates of
sailing, rates, and so forth.”

The awful impressiveness of the
tone might have warned the young
man, if his wits had not been less
than ordinary, or had not been wool-
gathering. But he seemed to take no
notice, and after an eager glance at
the time-table he returned, unabash-
ed, to his catechism of the agent.

“There are several small ports
along the north shore at which a ship
of the City of Bruges’s size could
call. ‘They’re not mentioned in the
time-table, but as she must pass quite
near on her way to Prince Edward
Island, T thought, perhaps, I could
be set ashore at one of them.”’

¢‘No doubt there are such places as
you say. Unfortunately, however, my
early geographical training was
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neglected, and I have to be content
with such knowledge as is necessary
in my business.”’

This time the note of injured dig-
nity in the words and tone was un-
mistakable, even by one so utterly en-
grossed in his own purpose as the
questioner. He began a stammering
apology.

“I’'m afraid, indeed, T have been
over-inquisitive. T am giving you un-
necessary trouble. But the fact is—
I must—that is—in short, there’s a
place called Arisgay, on the north
shore, and I must reach it to-mor-
row. There’s a’’—he blushed pain-
fully—‘there’s a girl there, you see.
The place is fifteen miles from the
nearest railway station, and the last
train for the east left at seven this
morning. The City of Bruges must
pass within five or six miles of it, I
know, for I’ve often wateched her as
she passed on her way to Somersby.
It’s my only chance, and if I don’t
get there’’—he struck his clenched
fist into a broad open palm and his
face went white.

The agent’s face expressed his
awakened interest. After all, his per-
petual rubbing up against all classes
and conditions of people had only
calloused the outer surface. Within
was quick flesh, and the perennially
human interest of the story had
touched it. And, besides, the young
man was good to look at, as he dis-
covered in his second and more in-
terested serutiny. Not exactly hand-
some, but erect, broad of shoulder,
and clean of limb, with a world of
honest purpose in the deep-set eyes
that were now eagerly looking into
his own for any the least hopeful
sign.

““I am willing to pay anything in
reason. It’s only a matter of five
or six miles—twenty minutes’ sailing,
and it won’t make any difference
even if she is late in Somersby.
Steamers are seldom on time. Can’t
you do it?”

The agent was intensely inter-
ested now. He had not been married
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so long that he could not look back
on his own courtship days without
that anxious swelling of the heart
which comes with the inrushing tide
of old memories. ‘‘All the world
loves a lover,”” and this was such an
evidently manly and sincere one. The
agent’s look' of admiration was
mingled with pity for the man so
helpless in the grip of his passion,
his stalwart fame aquiver with the
throbbing of the heart, whose strings
were held by the girl in Arisgay.

““I should really like to help you,”’
he «aid earnestly, ““and I would do
it if it were in my power. But I’'m
afraid I can’t. Nothing less than an
order from the general manager
would do you, and even if there were
time—well, there’s not much senti-
ment in the general manager’s make-
up, and I hardly think he’d consider
your case sufficiently important to
warrant his sending the City of
Bruges so far out of her course, es-
pecially on that dangerous coast.”’

““The captain—might he not do it?
It doesn’t seem a very serious thing.
Haven’t you influence enough with
him?”’

The agent shook his head. “‘You
don’t understand,’”’ he said. “‘Ol1d
Pickering would fire the best and
most faithful captain in the service
if he dared disobey the least jot or
tittle of his orders. Of course, it
might be done without his heing
the wiser if you had pull enough with
the captain, and he were anybody
but old Sandy MacNicol. You might
as well try to move one of the granite
cliffs of his own Scottish Highlands,”’

‘‘He’s Secotch?’’

‘“As a plate of porridge. No use
trying him. Still, it may be as well
for you to go with him. There’s the
chance of getting a boat at Port
Hope.”’

‘“Too late. There’s none before
day’ after to-morrow. I've looked it
up:’’

‘“Well, at any rate, you’ll be mov-
ing. That’ll help some. I’'m so 3
boy, I can’t do more for you. But
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cheer up! I’ll bet you find the girl
waiting for you whenever you get to
Arisgay. Now dig out. You’ve only
three minutes to get to the wharf.
Turn the first corner to your left
and then keep straight ahead. Good
lack!”’

“It’s all I can do. Good-bye, and
thank you.”’

The agent went back to his novel;
but somehow the story had lost its
interest. He had read a chapter
from real life, and ‘‘as moonlight un-
to sunlight’’ were the empty senti-
mentalities of the hero to the stam-
mering, confused, but straight-from-
the-heart avowal of the lad who was
now racing madly for the water-
front, on the last slender chance of
reaching that little out-of-the-way
village on the wild Nova Scotia shore,
which held all in*life for him.

Captain Sandy MacNicol was
standing on the bridge of the City
of Bruges. The last box of freight
had been stowed away; the hatches
were down, the gang-plank raised and
the lines cast off. The first sound
which struck the young man’s ears
as he reached the wharf was the
tinkle of a bell; the next, the churn
of the steamer’s propeller as her head
turned slowly seaward. A spurt, a
flying leap over twelve feet of water
as her stern swung round, and he
pitched on his hands and knees into
the midst of a chattering group on
the after-deck.

““Well taken, by Jove!’’ said an
athletic young fellow in loose blue
serge trousers and black and gold
sweater, who was standing a little
apart from the group, and now and
then directing towards it a wistful
look out of a pair of honest and
steady blue eyes. Then as the new-
comer scrambled to his feet and
turned away with an apology, he took
a quick stride towards him.

““Excuse me, but haven’t we met
before?’’

¢‘I—really, I do not remember. It
is quite likely we have, but I have
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such a wretched memory for faces.”’

“Didn’t you play for St. Ferdin-
and’s against Dalkeith last October ?’”’

2ol -dads??

‘“‘Centre half?”’

“Yes"’

‘‘Shake, but don’t twist my arm
out of its socket, as you nearly did
when you got by me for that win-
ning try.”’

““Why, it’s Cossman, the Dalkeith
full-back,”’

“‘Right you are. Your name’s Mac-
Gregor, I believe. I knew you the
minute I set eyes on you. But I
have good reason to remember you.
My arm was lame for a month after
that game.’’

‘“ Awfully sorry, but you know

"

“Don’t mention it, old fellow. It
was a great game.’’

““Grand. But’’—as his eyes took
in the figure before him—‘I don’t
see how under the sun I ever got
by you.”’

“Well, I guess you just had to.
You needed that try. Anyhow, I
tried hard enough to stop you.”’

The big fellow did not think it
necessary to mention that an un-
lucky slip had thrown him a little
out of his reckoning, so that he could
only reach his opponent with one
hand, without which accident Mac-
Gregor, for all his strength and speed,
could hardly have got by the surest
tackle in the intercollegiate league.

““Well, let’s have a smoke. Sorry
I have no cigars to offer you, but
I always smoke a pipe.”’

Here a dainty little flanneled fel-
low turned from the group and held
out a box of cigarettes.

‘‘Have one, Mr. Cossman.’’

““No, thanks, I want a smoke,”’
and he produced a stumpy, blackened
briar, with a big D carved on the
bowl.

There was a sarcasm in the tone
which was not lost on MacGregor;
nor, evidently, on a girl who was
sitting in the very midst of the group,
for she flashed on Cossman, when
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his head was bent over his pipe, a
look in which amusement was mingled
with something more tender.

““Let’s walk around a bit,”’ said
MacGregor, when the other had his
pipe going. Then, when they were
out of earshot:

“You know those people?’’

““Yes. Bank clerks and office girls,
most of them, going to Somersby on
a holiday. 1I’d like to kick myself for
coming. See that girl in brown? She’s
all right, A1 sport, and has, or
used to have, lots of sense. I
shouldn’t have come if it weren’t for
her. But”’—ruefully—‘I’d better
have stayed in Halifax. I can’t get
a word in edgewise with those con-
founded clerks. Say, it’s queer,
isn’t it? Put me on the football field
and I’m as cool as ice, ready to
tackle, in both senses of the word,
anything that comes the way. But
let me try to make myself agreeable
to a girl and I get as helpless as
a baby and awkward as a bear. Now
see those fellows. They’re duffers
at football, or anything else, except
tennis, but they’re right at home
dancing attendance on a girl. Why,
just before you came on board a
comb fell out of her hair and one
of them picked it up and replaced
it as deftly as a woman. And she
let him! What do 'you think of
that? How she can see anything in
such ninnies is more than I can un-
derstand.’’

‘“Perhaps she doesn’t,”” said the
other, mindful of that stolen glance.
‘““@Girls are queer’’—smiling and
flushing a little as he made a men-
tal reservation in favour of the girl
in Arisgay. ‘‘Now, I’ll bet she’s
bored to death with those fellows,
though she pretends to enjoy their
company so much.”’

““But what am I to do? How can
I break up that erowd and get her
away? I might imagine I had a foot-
ball and charge right through them,
but I suppose it would hardly do.”’

‘‘Hardly. I shouldn’t say imagina-
tion is your strong point. And, any-
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how, it would be too cruel. Just like
letting a Newfoundland dog loose
among a pack of poodles. You’d
better bide your time. Take it cool,
and whatever you do, don’t hang
around that group. If you do, she’ll
keep those fellows there all the rest
of the voyage, just for the pleasure
of seeing you standing around with
that look of dogged devotion in your
eyes. Keep away for a while, and
it’s dollars to pennies she’ll get away
from them herself inside of another
hour.”’

“Thanks. 1’1l try it. And to pass
the time we’ll go up on the bridge
and have a chat with old Sandy.”’

“The eaptain?’’

“Yes. He’s a great character,
gruff and ecranky, but a good fellow
for all that. My governor did him
a good turn once, so I stand pretty
well with him.”’

““Take me up and introduce me.
And, say, you might lay it on thick
about my being a great Scot, and all
that. It’s true. Over in St. Fer-
dinand’s they wused to call me
‘Scotty.” You might mention that
I speak Gaelic. Perhaps it’ll help,
and I have a favour to ask of him.
I've got a girl, too, in an out-of-the-
way spot, called Arisgay. I must get
there hefore to-morrow night, and the
only way to do it is to have the
captain go a little out of his course
and put me ashore.”’

‘““Well, I’ll do anything you ask,
but I must say if you succeed in
working Sandy MaceNicol you’ll be
the first man that ever did it. How-
ever, it’s worth trying. And you’re
on the right track. MaceNicol’s the
most patriotic Scot that ever crossed
the water. Come on.”

Together they went up to the
bridge. The captain was leaning
against the railing, legs wide and
hands thrust deep into his ecoat
pockets. The first look at him did
not tend to inspire MacGregor with
any great confidence in the success
of his mission. The ideas of a bluff,
jolly old tar which he had conjured
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up in his mind while ascending to
the bridge did not square at all with
the figure before him. Captain Sandy
was tall, lean, and slightly stooped,
with the high cheek-bones, which are
supposed to be characteristic of his
race, keen gray eyes, smooth-shaven
chin, and short, grizzled ‘‘sidelights’’
and moustache. Off his ship, and in
plain clothes, he would hardly be
taken for any but a keen man of
business. On the whole, thought Mae-
Gregor, with a sinking of the heart,
quite the last man on whom the rea-
sons he intended to urge would have
any effect.

““Well, Maister Cossman, how are
ye the day? And what’s brought ye
up here? Ye ought to be doon yon-
der wi’ the lads and lasses.”’

“You’d better ask me what I'd
be doing down there among that
bunch. I’'m not smooth and slick
enough for them.”

“Aye, laddie, but I'm dootin’
there wad be ower much o’ your
company for old Sandy if yon lass
wi’ the lint-white locks were alone.
Now, if there were a wee bit o’ a
swell ye’d soon find the coast clear.
I'm thinkin’ the laddies are no vera
guid sailors.”’

“I wish it would blow a hurri-
cane, then,”” returned Cossman sav-
agely. ‘‘But I'm forgetting. T have
a friend here I want to introduce to
you. This is Mr. ‘Seotty’ MacGre-
gor, Captain MacNicol. He’s as loyal
a Secot as yourself, speaks that bar-
barous lingo of yours, and knows the
old country like a book, so I have no
doubt you’ll get on well together.”

“T'm proud to know ye, Maister
MacGregor. Ye bear a guid name, and
I have nae doot ye’ll do it eredit.
And ye speak the Gaelic. Ye’ll be
frae Cape Breton?’”’

‘¢ Aye, captain.”’

“Weel, I'm bound tae admit the
Cape Breton Scotch are vera weel,
vera weel, indeed, considering that
they were born sae far frae the land
o’ cakes We’ll be havin’ a crack
bye-and-bye in the language o’ Adam,
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an’ Maister Cossman will excuse
il

‘‘Sure thing, captain. I’ll be going
after a little,”” with a significant
look at MacGregor.

‘“No hurry, old man,”’ answered
MaecGregor, returning the look.
““They’ll get along without you down
there a little longer.”” Then to the
captain—

“May I make so bold as to ask
what part of Seotland you come from,
Captain MacNicol 2’

The captain paused a little, and
there was a peculiar expression in
his eyes as he answered—

“T—Oh, I was born in Chambus-
cross.’’

MacGregor saw the look, and un-
derstood it. The captain was put-
ting to a test, and an unfair one, the
familiar knowledge of the old coun-
try which Cossman, in his friendly,
but rather indiscreet, zeal had attri-
buted to him; for instead of giving
the name of his county, or district,
he had given that of his home town,
little more than a village, and hardly
deserving a place on the map.

But there are ways and ways in
which a place may be well known,
particularly in Scotland. It may pro-
duce the best granite, or the fattest
herring, or be the seat of a college, or
have good golf links. Or, again, it
may have none of these things, may
not be on the map at all, but may
loom large in the legends and tradi-
tions of the country. And MacGregor
could have hugged himself with joy
for the many hours he had spent
(his less sentimental friends said
wasted) listening to the stories which
old Highland emigrants had brought
across the water, and making
his mind a veritable treasure-
house of legendary lore, till all
the Western Highlands seemed as
familiar to him as his own native
island. So, though his heart was
fairly palpitating with delight, he
gave no outward sign, but answered
as if it were the most natural thing
in the world—

”
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‘“Oh, yes! That’s in the Isle of
Skye, a little north of Armadale, the
old seat of the lords of the isles.”’
And then, turning to Cossman, he
proceeded to relate one of the most
famous legends of the Isle of Skye,
which related how a certain hero—
Ronald Alanson by name—had laid
a troublesome spirit, who carried her
head in her hand, and used it as a
missile against any unfortunate
traveller who chanced to eross her
path.

The captain was fairly taken off
his feet. He had heard the story of-
ten enough in his boyhood days; but
to hear it from the lips of a youth
in far-off Nova Scotia, one, too, who
spoke of his own beloved island with
the intimate knowledge of a native,
was so astounding that, for some
moments, he could only stare, open-
mouthed, at MacGregor. When he
did find his tongue, his voice shook
and his eyes glistened. He held out
his hand.

‘‘Shake hands again, MacGregor.
I dinna ken when I've experienced
sae great a pleasure. There are too
few like ye, too few. Young men
nowadays seem mair anxious to for-
get the land of their ancestors than
to learn its history. It’s like a whiff
o’ the caller air o’ the Hebrides to
hear ye speak.”’

“I think,”” said Cossman, “that
the time’s ripe. I’ll go down and
leave you two to have it out.”’

““Weel, Maister Cossman, I sup-
pose it wad be only common polite-
ness to press ye to stay, but under
the circumstances ye’d hardly thank
me for doing it. And dinna fash
yersel aboot yon laddies,’”” he went
on, lowering his voice. ‘‘I’ve seen
her eyes follow ye when your back
was turned. Play canny, lad, play
canny, and ye’ll win.”’ g

““Thank you, eaptain. The opinion
of a wily old campaigner like your-
self, who has escaped all the matri-
monial traps set for him in the past
forty years, ought to be worth some-
thing.”’
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‘“Awa wi’ ye! Awa wi’ yel”’

Both young men, surprised at the
sudden gruffness of the tone, looked
up quickly and saw a look on the
captain’s face such as comes with
the sudden reopening of a half-healed
wound. The keen-witted young High-
lander was quick to discern some-
thing of the feeling which had
prompted this sudden outburst; but
the more deliberate Cossman, grop-
ing about in his mind to discover
wherein he had offended the old
man, began an apology. The cap-
tain interrupted him.

‘‘There, there, laddie, I didna mean
to be short wi’ ye. Ye mauna mind
me. Now tak’ yersel’ off, or the lass
will be gettin’ impatient,”’ and with
a wave of his hand he dismissed the
still hesitating Cossman.

But when the latter had taken his
departure it became quite evident
that the cheerful look and light tone
had been assumed. The ecaptain’s
face was grim and stern now; and it
was evident that he was fighting hard
to regain his composure. MacGregor
was discreet enough to remain silent,
waiting till the other should choose
to reopen the conversation. But the
storm was slow in subsiding, and he
had smoked more than one pipe be-
fcre the captain spoke. When he
did, it was to resume the conversa-
tion where it had been interrupted
by Cossman, speaking this time in
Gaelic :

“Yes, lad, as T was saying, it’s a
shameful thing that so many of our
young people are becoming indiffer-
ent to the glories of the race from
which they are descended. You will
find plenty now who seem proud to
tell you that they eannot speak the
language of their forefathers, though
Heaven knows how they escaped it,
seeing that their parents could hard-
ly speak any other. They’ll tell you
that the world is too busy now to
care anything for that kind of senti-
ment. But I tell you, lad, there are
no more successful men on earth than
the Scotch, and no more loyal and
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enthusiastic Scots than ‘the success-
ful ones.”’

““That’s very true,”’ answered
MacGregor, in the same language,
and his eyes flashed and his form
seemed to dilate with the exultation
of the Highlander who finds his foot
““on his native heath.”” ‘‘It’s a small
mind that has no room for senti-
ment. We are told that love of coun-
try comes next to love of God, and
surely we cannot regard Scotland as
altogether a foreign country, though
we do happen to be two or three gen-
erations removed from it. But it’s
more than a matter of mere senti-
ment. A Scotchman is a Scotchman,
no matter on what side of the At-
lantic he happens to be born, and
from what I know of the kind of
people you speak of—I must confess
that there are only too many of them
in this country—I’ve found that
when he loses his Scottish enthusiasm
he loses a good deal of his backbone
with it. No, sir, there is not a sorrier
specimen of humanity anywhere than
the Scotchman who is in a hurry to
become Americanised. He attempts
to divest himself of the characteristic
qualities of the race, to acquire a
cheap and easily detected imitation
of those that are peculiarly American.
We should be grateful to them if
they would only go the whole way
and change their Scotch names. It
would, at least, save the race the
diseredit they bring upon it.”’

Captain Jock brought his hand
down on his companion’s shoulder
with a force which sent a shiver
through his sturdy frame.

“@Good for you, lad! It certainly
does my heart good to meet with such
as you. Oh, many’s the time it has
set my blood boiling to hear some
insignificant little jackanapes, whose
soul, as you say, is too small for
pride of race or any other manly sen-
timent, ready to disown his blood for
the sake of showing off his indepen-
dence and broad-mindedness.”

¢Oh, Mr. MacGregor,”’ came the
voice of Cossman, who had just then
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mounted to the bridge, ‘““will you
come on deck for a minute?’’

‘“Well, Mr. Cossman, Captain Mac-
Nicol and myself are having a very
interesting conversation, and I’'m
afraid you’ll have to excuse me. But
I’ll be down bye-and-bye.”’

‘I hate to interrupt your conver-
sation, old boy. I know it must be
a regular old-fashioned blood-and-
thunder Scotch one, for you both look
as I imagine your forefathers must
have done when the fiery cross went
round and the pipes blew the gather-
ing. But I have orders to bring you
down without delay, and I simply
mustn’t go back without you. So if
you don’t come I’ll have to stay up
here. It worked like a charm,’’ low-
ering his voice to a whisper. ‘‘Every-
thing’s lovely, and she’s dying to
meet you. I’ve been telling her about
the football game.”’

““Well, I suppose there’s no dis-
puting a command like that, eh, cap-
tain?’’ ‘Then, the mention of the
girl, recalling his own trouble, he
added, ‘‘I’ll be back in a little, and
asking a favour of you.”’

““Vera guid, and glad I’ll be to
grant it, if it’s in my power.”’

‘““Thank you, sir. Lead the way,
Cossman.”’

‘When they were out of hearing,
Cossman broke out:

““Say, Mac, it was great. 1 went
on deck that time, lit my pipe, stuck
my hands in my pockets and walked
by the group, never looking their
way. 1 guess she expected me to
stop, for she never said a word till
I got by. Then she called out, ‘Why,
Mr. Cossman, where have you been
keeping yourself? You told me you
know this coast well, and I’ve been
waiting for you to come along and
tell me about it.” ”’

“*1 ghall be very pleased,” I an-
swered.
for’ad, if you care to leave your seat.’
I tell you, Mac, it was the flimsiest
excuse ever made, but I had to say
something, and I couldn’t think of
anything else. But it never jarred

B
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her. $She just got up, gave them a
smile all round, and walked off with
me. That gang’s feeling pretty sick,
I guess, but she’s sweet as pie ever
since.”’

“I’m glad to hear it. You’ll have
a pleasant voyage, at all events.’’

The next hour was a bad one for
poor MacGregor, The sight of the
other’s happiness set his warm Celtice
imagination conjuring up visions of
blissful hours with the girl in Aris-
gay, and he thought, with a fond
pride, that she would not have used
such arts to lead him on. Then the
fear that he might not he able to
induce the captain to fall in with his
plan would come back, striking his
heart cold. He took advantage of the
first opportunity to make his escape,
and at once made his way to the
bridge.

““Weel, you’re back. I hope you
left our friend in good spirits,”” said
Captain Sandy, with a twinkle in his
eye.

‘“Oh, he’s in the clouds. We’ll
hardly see any more of him the rest
of ‘the voyage.”’

““But what’s the matter wi’ ye, lad.
Ye’re no sae gay as ye were an hour
syne. Surely ye have no lost your
heart to yon lass already.”’

““No, captain. A Scotchman’s
heart is pretty big, but there’s mot
room in it for more than one girl
at a time.”

The captain fixed his keen, gray
eyes on him and his hard face re-
laxed into a smile.

““Oh, aye, I might have known it.
There’s only one thing can bring that
look into a man’s face.”’

“‘Captain’’—MacGregor fell once
more into his native tongue, and
there was an indefinable note of ap-
peal in the soft, liquid Gaelic which
the harsher Anglo-Saxon could never
have conveyed— ‘I’m in trouble, and
you can help me. You partly un-
derstand already what it is. There’s
a girl—in Arisgay—you know the
place, a little fishing village on the
north shore.”’

‘“Arisgay! Aye, we pass it on the
way to Prince Edward Island, but
we don’t call there.”’

“I know, but that’s what I want
you to do this time. Wait, listen’’—
the captain had opened his mouth to
speak—‘I know what you were going
to say, but wait till you hear my
story. I met her a year ago. I was
visiting her cousin—we were class-
mates—and, naturally enough, I saw
a good deal of her, for the village
is small, and the people are all High-
landers, so that it did not take me
long to get acquainted with them all.
She is just such a bright, clean, win-
some lass as you can find plenty of
among our people, only with a little
more education and a little more na-
tural refinement than the average
country girl, so that it isn’t strange
that I sought her society, and, indeed,
found myself at her home oftener
than at any other in the village. I
didn’t take it seriously at first. I
was just glad that I had found such
an agreeable companion to help while
away the long summer hours in that
dull little village. It was only a day
or two before I was to leave for home
that the awakening - came, and I
found that I had fallen ears over in
love with her. It was a shock to
me, captain. I tried to reason my-
self out of it, telling myself that a
young fellow in my position, who
had no profession, who had not even
finished his arts course, has no busi-
ness to think of such things. But it
was no use. I was never much at
hiding my feelings, and I could see
that she cared for me. So, though
I suppose it would have been the
more manly thing to have gone away
at once and try to live it down, T
declared myself. She would have
given her promise to wait for me, but
I would not allow her. I had already
gone further, perhaps, than strict
honour would warrant, so T told her
she should consider herself free. All
T asked was that she should not en-
gage herself to anyone else without
letting me know. She promised, and
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I left. I went back to college for
my last year, keeping my eyes open
for a position that would promise per-
manent employment and chances for
promotion. Last winter, a little be-
fore Christmas, a chance presented
itself. I was offered a position in the
office of one of the Cape Breton coal
companies. I accepted at once, and
left college, for I was afraid to let
the opportunity slip. The girl wrote
to me regularly. I got a promotion
and an increase of salary, and every-
thing seemed to promise well. Then,
just this morning, I got a letter. I
was in Halifax, on business for the
company, and it was forwarded to
me there. There’s another fellow, the
best friend, I thought, except my col-
lege chum, that I had in the place,
and the only one, besides him, that
I trusted with my secret. What a
fool T was to do it! He began his
plotting and scheming the moment
I left. A mean, cowardly hypocrite,
but he was clever enough to deceive
me, and it seems others, too, who
ought to know him better, for he has
got himself into the good graces of
the family, and they are worrying
her to marry him. He has the best
house ‘in the village, and a couple of
thousand dollars in the bank. You
know our people, captain. A good
mateh is a bait that Scotech parents
can never resist, and ‘they are only
too ready to think that it is the duty
of children to set aside their own in-
terests and obey their parents.
The poor girl doesn’t care for him,
and she’s holding out bravely, but
you know what continued nagging
will do; and, besides, she’s apt to
£all in with their wishes from a mis-
taken sense of duty. She wrote to
tell me all about it—such a pitiful
letter—and she says her answer must
be given to-morrow, and they’re not
allowing her a moment’s peace. Had
T been home when the letter arrived,
1 should have been in Arisgay two
days ago. As it was, I got it too lat.e
to catch the eastbound train this
morning. I was in despair, till I
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thought ‘that this is the City of
Bruges’s sailing day. Then I wired
my chief for a couple of days’ leave,
and got his answer just in time to
catch the boat. You should pass
Arisgay before daylight’’—the cap-
tain nodded—‘‘and that will give me
plenty time to settle him, the black-
hearted traitor.”’

‘“And how will you be doing it,
laddie? I don’t suppose your word
would go as far with the old folks
as his. You’re almost a stranger to
them, after all, you know. You
wouldn’t——"’

‘“‘No, captain,’”’ answered MacGre-
gor, divining the unspoken question,
‘“‘nothing treacherous or underhand-
ed. The men of my blood were
often fools, like the MacGregor who
refused the king’s title to his estate
because he preferred to hold it with
his sword, as his forefathers had
done, but they were always men. I’ll
ficht in the open, and give him
Cothrom no Feinne*, if he were the
black devil himself, and I’ll best him,
too, never fear. ’S Rioghal mo
Dhreamt, you know the motto of
the clan. It’s broken and scattered
now, but the blood is there, and I’ll
never be the man to make a disgrace
of it.”’

The captain turned away to hide
the admiration he could not keep out
of his face.

““It’s a brave lad,”” he murmured
to himself, ‘‘but no wonder; it’s in
the blood.”’

‘“MacGregor,’’ he turned round
and his voice took on a slow and de-
liberate tone, ‘‘even if I could do
this thing you ask, do you think it
would be a real kindness to yourself ?
You're young, and you have to make
your place in the world yet, as you
say. An ambitious lad like yourself
may hope to rise high these days.
The world needs such men as you;
men with brain and musecle, and char-
acter to back them up. You’re at
the foot of the ladder yet. The first
few rounds are the hardest to climb,
and you’ll need your undivided ener-

"

2

» 4 The equal battle of the Finzalians.”—8cotch for *fair-play.”

4 “ My race is royal.”—The motto of the MacGregors.

.
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gies for the task. ‘Love in a cot-
tage’ is very poetical, and all that,
and it will satisfy you for a time, but
after that No, no, MacGregor,
that quick, restless brain of yours was
made for big things. Be wise, and
take the advice of an old man who
knows the world. Love is everything
to you now. It’s in your eyes, like
bright sunshine, and it dazzles you.
But things will look differently in a
few years, when you’ve steadied
down. Think of it, lad, and give up
this notion.”’

‘“And do you suppose I haven’t
thought of all these things already?
You're hardly consistent, captain.
First, you credit me with a keen wit
and then make up your mind that I
am rushing into this thing heedless of
consequences. I am only at the foot
of the ladder, as you say, but don’t
you see that my love for her would
be an added incentive to climb as
high and as fast as possible?”’

““Listen yet, MacGregor. I like you.
You're a genuine Highlander, and
that means that you’re a man, every
inch of you. Few women are worth
such love as you can give. There’s
a good 'deal of the coquette in the
best of them, and money and posi-
tion will weigh down the scales
against love with the most of them.
Hard experience taught me that
truth, and I paid a bitter price for
my schooling. Forty years ago, lad-
die, I was engaged to a girl in Cam-
buseross. I was deck-hand on a
tramp steamer then. The work is
hard enough now; but it was down-
right slavery in those days. Yet I
worked cheerfully for her sake; and
for her sake I took out of my hours
for sleep enough time to learn navi-
gation; for we were to be married
when I had a mate’s berth. I could
have sworn by everything sacred that
if there was a true-hearted lass on
God’s earth, she was the one. y
She left me, laddie, left me without
a word, and for a mean, small-souled
creature that had as little warm blood
in him as the fish he caught. Every-
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body hated and ‘despised him. I can
see yet the scornful looks the lass
used to give him when we met him
on our walks. But—he had the best
cottage in the village, and owned two
fishing smacks.”’

The captain paused. The sweat
was running down his face, though
the night had turned cool, and his
gaunt hand trembled as he wiped it
away.

““Now you know what nobody else
on this side the water knows—why
crusty old Sandy MacNicol is a
bachelor and will remain a bachelor
till the end of his days. It’s forty
long years since then, but it hurts
even to speak of it yet. For your
sake, because you are as true a Scotch-
man as if your foot had never trod
anything but broom and heather, I
have opened the old sore. Think
well, laddie, where you give the best
love of your life. If you make a
mistake now, it’ll take the life and
sap of youth out of you forever.”’

MacGregor gripped the captain’s
hand.

‘I thank you, captain. T feel more
honoured by your confidence than I
can tell you, and I am grateful for
your advice, but do you think you’re
altogether fair? Why, what would
become of the world if we were to
lose our trust in woman? Surely the
Creator who gave us 'the feeling of
respect and devotion with which we
naturally regard her made her worthy
of them. It’s against flesh and
blood to believe anything else. My
God, captain, even if you were right,
do you think I could listen to reason
with the thought always before my
mind of my poor girl, waiting for
me, and trusting in me to save her
from that treacherous scoundrel ? May
the royal blood of MacGregor turn
to water in my veins if I don’t make
him crawl in the dust like the snake
he is!”’

‘“Aye, aye, impetuous and hot-
headed, like all the rest of them. It
was always the way. They’d leap
first and look afterwards—if there
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were time. I ought to know better
than to try to reason with one of
them when his blood is up, but for
the sake of the feeling I have for
you I’ve been fool enough to try. I
should have done more kindly to tell
you in the beginning that I can’t do
what you propose. I never failed in
my duty to the company yet, and I’ve
been with them, master and mate, for
thirty years.”

“But think what it means to me!
Captain, you won’t—you can’t refuse
me!’’—his voice died away in a wail,
{or there was nothing but high de-
termination in the face before him.

“T’m sorry, MacGregor’’—the cap-
tan’s voice softened at sight of the
agony in the other’s face—'‘it was
wrong to raise false hopes in you,
though I didn’t mean to do it; and
foolish to expect five-and-twenty to
gee things with the eyes of five-and-
sixty. Forgive me, laddie, I meant
weil, though I’ve been a blundering
old fool.”

The look of grief and self-condem-
pation on the captain’s face was un-
mistakable, and MacGregor, with the
native delicacy of the Celt, made a
brave effort to hide his own mortal
hurt and put on a cheerful front to
reassure him.

“PDon’t blame yourself, captain,
you’re only doing your duty, apd
surely I have no right to complain.
You have listened to me with more
kindness, and showed more interest in
me, than I had any right to expect.
I thank you for it sincerely. And
now I’ll be going below and try to
gleep. Good-night.”’ ;

“Sleep!’” murmured the captain,
when he had gone. ‘‘Poor laddie!
I'm afraid it will be many a long
night before you sleep sweet again.”

Sleep, indeed! No sleep for him;
but the dull pain in head and heart
that kept him pacing back and forth,
the length of the deck, as mile after
mile of black water was left behind
and the long, dreary night wore on.

Gradually the sounds of talk and
laughter died away, as the last of

259

the passengers left the deck. Still
that restless pacing, and the sound of
each footfall, coming up through the
stillness, smote on the captain’s heart
like the dripping of life-blood.

The Straits of Canso were passed,
and the steamer was nearing Port
Hope. The first officer came up to
the bridge to take the watch, but the
captain did not move.

“I’m restless to-night, Mr. Robert-
son, and can’t sleep. I’ll take the
watch myself. You can turn in.”’

A few minutes to unload freight,
and the steamer headed westward.
Three hours more and she would raise
Arisgay Point; so near that by day-
light one could recognise every fish-
erman’s hut on the shore. But it
might as well have been a thousand
1iles for the young man, still keeping
his unwearied sentry-go on the deck.
There was a heavy dulness in the
tread, as if the light heart had turned
to lead in his bosom and were
weighting him down.

Up on the bridge Captain Sandy
was becoming more and more rest-
less.

“It’s hard, hard. Only a few miles
of water. And he’s a lad
in a thousand. How bravely he tried
to carry it off cheerfully when he
saw my heart was sore for the mis-
take I made! And the lass? She
may be worth it all. To see her mar-
ried to the man that betrayed him
§ it’1 break his spirit forever,
and the best boat the company owns
is not worth that. I can’t stand it!”’
He turned to the man at the wheel.

‘“Where’s that Swede we shipped
yvesterday? It’s a fine night, and
I’ll be giving him his trick at the
wheel. Olsen, man, take the wheel.
I’ll be busy for an hour or two.
Brown, ye can join the watch for’ad,
but keep an eye on him, and see he
holds the course.”” He was examin-
ing the chart while speaking; and as
Brown resigned the wheel he seized it
himself and put it a little to port.

‘““There’s your course, Olsen. Due
west it is.”’

e
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The moon was down, and the night
was pitch dark. Besides that inter-
minable tramp, tramp, and the throb
of the engines, the only sound which
broke the stillness was the raucous
voice of Olsen, breaking out into oc-
casional snatches of song in his pride
at being trusted, for the first time,
alone at the wheel. The captain sat
down and lit his pipe, and his rest-
lessness seemed gone, Brown, glad
of his unexpected release, took a hasty
glance or two at Olsen, and settled
down for a smoke and chat with his
mates forward. So Cape Edward was
passed, and Marryat Cove. A mile
or two more and the steamer would
change her course, heading north-
ward for Somersby. Then ‘‘breakers
ahead’’ came in a startled roar from
the look-out. Brown, conscious of his
own remissness, leaped up and sprang
to the wheel, only to find it whirling
round in the hands of the captain.
Five minutes of wild confusion, clang
of bells, scurrying of sailors, oaths
of officers, and short, sharp orders
from the captain, with the rasping
Scottish burr on every accent, and
the steamer was out of danger, with
the reef of Arisgay on her port bow.

‘“Olsen, ye big lubber, what were
ye doing? Trying to find Somersbhy
harbour on the north shore? And ye
were spinnin‘ yarns, Brown, when ye
ought to be watchin’ him. Ye’ll re-
port at the office when we get back
to Halifax. Is that you, MacGregor?
The fates are kind this time. Yie
wanted to get ashore at Arisgay, and
here’s the boat just escaped the reef.
Clear away a boat there. There’s no
danger, ladies and gentlemen’’-a
startled group had made their way
on deck, foremost among whom stood
Cossman, with the girl in brown, now
enveloped in a hastily-donned wrap-
per, hanging on his arm. ‘“All clear?
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Bundle in, MacGregor; smart, now.”’

‘“ Are you really away, Mac? Well,
good-bye, and the best of luck! By
Jove, it’s just like a movel.”’

“Good-bye, Mr. MacGregor,’’ said
the girl, extending her hand. ‘M.
Cossman has been telling me every-
thing, and I’'m so glad this accident
has happened at just the right time
and place. Oh, I’'m sure she must
be a dear. You’ll invite us to the
wedding, won’t you?’’

MacGregor was too bewildered to
speak. This was the Arisgay shore,
heyond a doubt, unless he were dream-
ing; but how had the steamer gone
so far out of her course, and on this
of all trips?

‘‘Captain,”” he said, when they
were standing alone at the rail, just
before he got into the boat, ‘‘I can’t
understand it; but I’m beginning to
think there’s something more than
accident in this.”’

“Dinna be too ecurious, laddie.
Ye’ve got your wish, and let that
satisfy ye. Ye’ll come to Halifax
sometime, and bring the lass to see
me. Now be off wi’ ye. Get into
the bow; ye know the shore. T’ll
turn on the searchlight to show the
way. Give me your hand.”’

Then to himself—

‘““That blockhead Swede doesn’t
know the difference, and Brown was
to busy spinnin’ ghost yarns to no-
tice anything. Ye’re safe, Sandy.
though I’m thinkin’ ye’ve made a
muckle fule o’ yersel’. But it was
more than flesh and blood ecould stand
to see a lad like that in sic a case.
“The royal blood o’ MacGregor,” he
said. Aye, aye, it’ll show. My ain
mither was a MacGregor, too. Mr.

Robertson, I think I’ll be turnin’ in.
Tell the engineer to give her all she
can stand. We’ll be an hour late
in Somersby.”’




MRS, BELLAMY
From a Mezzotint

ENGLISH PLAY-ACTRESSES

FROM ANNE TO VICTORIA

BY IDA BURWASH

ETTERTON was master of the

English stage when its cur-
tain first rose upon an actress. Up
to his time women’s parts had

been played by smooth-faced boys.
But with the Restoration came
the actress—when the merry drums

that sounded the coming of the
king announced to London the
reopening of the doors of the
theatre in Drury Lane. Betterton

was then but a youth of twenty-five
when at this ‘‘king’s house’’ he be-
gan that famous career which was
to charm the London public for
fifty-one years. It may be that the
spark of his genius was fanned to
flame by airs still blowing from the
spacious days of Shakespeare. For
among the roystering crowd that
thronged those newly-opened doors
pressed Shakespeare’s  youngest
brother, a tottering old man, whose
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eyes were fast wearing dim yet eager
to see once more the familiar glit-
ter of the pageant.

Most worthy of this actor’s quali-
ties was his gentleness of mnature,
which, aided by his earnestness and
talent, lifted his player’s craft to a
dignity unrecognised before. To the
actress just appearing, even to listen
to his voice, was an education in it-
self, for Betterton was master of
detail. Modest to a fault, he was
ever eager to discuss with the hum-
blest of the play-writers the inter-
pretation of their characters. When
the time for his withdrawal from the
stage drew near, the severest critic
of that day could find nothing more
to abuse in this old player than the
common frailties of his age; while
Cibber, king of ecritics, states em-
phatically that he had never heard a
line in tragedy from Betterton in




NELL GWYNNE
ONE OF THE MOST NOTORIOUS OF EARLY ENGLISH ACTRESSES

From an old Engraving

which his judgment, his ear, and his
imagination were not fully satisfied.
It was under such favourable aus-
pices that woman appeared upon the
English stage.

In those initial days Betterton
worked with a will for his mew play-
actresses.  One of that little group
will probably remain for good or ill
conspicuous through time.  Bold
Nell Gwyn, it is dtrue, when in
the mood, was intolerably coarse;
yet beneath the rubbish of her char-
acter there glowed at times, as Bet-
terton no doubt discerned, a ruddy
flicker of that fire of genius that
when and where it will forces for it-
self just such inexplicable flashes of
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escape. Others, however, were of finer
fibre; noticeably so Miss Sanderson,
who later became the wife of the
great tragedian himself, and who till
she was quite an old woman played
Shakespeare’s women to her hus-
band’s presentation of Shakespeare’s
men.

Though first admitted as a novelty,
the English actress did not fail to use
her opportunity, and at the opening
of the eighteenth century she was
firmly established upon the London
stage. When Queen Anne came to
her throne two women players held
all London at their feet; and
both were in the flower of their fame,
both formed by Betterton’s guidance.
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Mrs. Barry, the finer of these two,
kept for twenty-seven years her place
as favourite of the stage. Yet on
beginning her career her reception
was discouraging. Rejected over
and over, failure threatened her,
when, in 1680, Otway’s tragedy of
“The Orphan’’ appealed to her slum-
bering powers. A motherless waif
herself, the fate of the orphaned
Monimia must have stirred her soul
to its secret depths, for in the char-
acter of Monimia she gained a height
from which she never faltered—while
her rendering of the ery, “Ah; poor
Castilio!”’ is said from the compre-
hensive pity of her tone to have
drowned her audience in tears. That
she had more than a glimmering of
the meaning of her art was revealed
in her sensitive face, which has been
deseribed as ‘“‘rippling over with in-
tellect.”” Her industry shows her
likewise to have been a true pupil of
her chief; for in thirty-seven years
she originated a hundred and twelve
characters, of which Monimia, her
nineteenth effort, was the first to
mark her command of her art after
seven years’ apprenticeship. Strange-
ly, the day that saw her last appear-
ance followed on that dark day that
saw the last appearance of the great
tragedian Betterton. Both players
were given honourable burial—laid
to rest in the cloisters of Westminster,
where, wrapped in the friendly
shadow that enfolds her master, this
famous actress sleeps.

Her contemporary Mrs. Bracegir-
dle ran a shorter. though a brilliant.
course. She might, indeed, have
proved a formidable rival had she not,
though the younger of the two, heen
the first to leave the stage, preferring
the more exclusive homage of society.
Yet, though her charm was due to
her freshness rather than her beauty,
she had no lack of opportunity. For
she was possessed of a rare power of
magnetism so compelling, it is said,
that she never made her exit without
Jeaving in her audience the feeling
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that their faces were moulded into
imitation of hers.

With regard to the annals of the
stage, Betterton and Garrick may be
said to epitomise their centuries. Be-
tween the going of the former and
the coming of the latter about thirty
yvears intervened. Yet they were not
years of absolute eclipse; for to il-
lumine the space between these twin
splendours of the stage the star of
Anne Oldfield glitters conspicuously.

At the time of the crowning of
Queen Anne, Anne Oldfield was but a
girl of seventeen. Yet an eager and
ambitious girl, she treasured secret-
ly such hints as came her way re-
garding the theatre. Then when op-
portunity was ripe, in spirit she was
ready. Her gift for acting was
marked, but hers was a ease again in
which the secret of success lay not
so much in this natural gift as in her
power of concentration and faithful
study. Cibber writes of this inde-
faticable actress: ‘“In all the parts
she undertook she sought enlighten-
ment and instruction from every
quarter,”” and her labour was repaid,
for her success surpassed her fairest
dreams. Through twenty years she
was hailed in England as the Queen
of Comedy, during which time she
was the original representative of
sixty-five characters, chiefly of what
was then known as ‘‘genteel comedy.”’

In later years, unhanpily, her ef-
forts cost her dear. While still in
the flush of success, she wwas attacked
by an ailment of such a painful na-
ture that often when applause was
loudest the suffering actress could
scarcely hide her tears. When the end
came at last, the news of her death was
received with consternation in the
city. Her funeral was conducted with
all the pomp befitting the Queen of
Comedy. Her body was even laid
in state in the magnificent Jerusalem
Chamber, and nobles bore her pall,
while an elaborate ceremony con-
signed the silent actress to her grave.
Faults she had in plenry, and they

e R




MRS. BRACEGIRDLE, AS AN INDIAN PRINCESS
From a Mezzotint

were unfortunately all too open to
the world. But for this darling of
the publie, whose burden night after
night she had lightened by her wit
and beauty, no honour seemed too
great which that public could bestow.

Her departure was followed by a
dreary interval. Fourteen years were
still to intervene before Garrick and
his satellites rose to fill the public
eye, and they were bleak years, in-
deed, with Wilkes and Betterton gone
for ever, Barry and Bracegirdle fast
becoming faded memories, and the
sunshine of comedy extinguished in
the darkened smile of loved Anne
Oldfield.

Among the frequenters of these
rather dull theatres, a youth of ruddy
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countenance was at the moment
little noticed, while still less no-
ticed was a little tight-rope dane-
er 4dbout to venture on the
Dublin stage. Yet fame had set her
seal on just these two. As the cen-
tury matured it swept before it first
onto the London stage the dancer Peg
Woffington, as Sylvia. The fol-
lowing season it disclosed its more im-
portant prize, when on October 19th,
1741, the little theatre in Goodman’s
Fields announced to its audience—
“The Life and Death of King Rich-
ard II1.,”” the part of the King by
a gentleman who had never appeared
on any stage.

Garrick was that nameless gentle-
man, and he was then twenty-five,




PEG WOFFINGTON
From the Painting by John Lewis, in the National Gallery of Ireland

just the age at which Betterton be-
gan his famous career. His master-
ly handling of Richard that night ex-
cited the greatest enthusiasm—the
freshness and naturalness of his act-
ing caught and held his audience—
amazed, men saw not only a new Rich-
ard, but a ‘‘new perspective of art.”’
Spellbound, they looked on at pas-
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sions that they knew were genuine,
despite the paint and pasteboard, and
as they looked they realised that the
character of this new Richard thrown
before their mental gaze was human
through and through. Yet powerful
as that first presentation was, it was
but slowly that Garrick made his way.
Reformers are rarely appreciated by




MRS. SIDDONS
From the Painting by Sir Joshua Reynolds

their contemporaries. The old schools
of Macklin and Quin, grandiloquent
and artificial, set their emphasis on
the form rather than the soul of
tragedy. It was a manner of acting
that lent itself to pompous parts, one

described as ‘“wearing the fetters
rather than the ornaments of the
Muse.”” And a jealous school. it

prided itself on its traditions.

To Garrick’s younger eyes these
traditions were so many tyrannies.
Conventional methods of speech and
action were to him as ridiculous as un-
endurable. To his bolder vision, na-
ture, truth and passion were the
things most worthy of his interpre-
tation.

Like Betterton, he had a vital in-
fluence on the actresses of his day, and
from the first was surrounded by a
galaxy of brilliant women, the names
of some of whom are bywords still.
Clive, Woffington, Bellamy, Abing-
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ton remain to-day not only traditions
of the stage, but in their actual
beauty still bewilder us through the
medium of their painted portraits.
Peg Woffington and Kitty Clive
were close contemporaries of Garrick
—bhoth TIrish like himself, and both
impulsive as  beautiful, though
Peg, the most beautiful in person,
was certainly the least beautiful in
character, a veritable child of nature
—one who followed her impulses
with a  too reckless abandon-
ment; something of the coarseness of
her antecedents running riot in her
blood. On the whole she was
good-natured, though subject to
fits of wungovernable fury when
her comrades, like her enemies,
felt the sting of her sharp tongue.
With such a character become the
rage in London, it is not surprising
that its owner ran a wild career.
Ever inconsequent, perhaps her wild-
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FANNY KEMBLE
From the Painling by Sir Thomas Lawrence

est freak was flying with Sheridan to
the mountains of Shannon, there to
abjure her childhood’s faith and
swear allegiance to the Protestant
creed. Scene and setting were ro-
mantie, but the romance fades quick-
ly before the sordid fact that the
oath was taken purely for the sake
of gain. Back in London again she
glittered for two seasons more, when

she was suddenly stricken with.
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paralysis. The days that followed
were pitiful indeed—filled with im-
patience and remorse, as far as such
weak natures can know remorse—but
to show her sincerity as far as in her
lay, she left her dubiously-earned
money to the poor.

Clive, the more clever actress of
the two, was possessor of that power
of identification said to helong only
to great intellectnal players—a power




ANN OLDFIELD

From a Photograph by J. Richardson

that won for her the title of ‘‘The
Comie Genius,”’ yet in tragedy she
failed, notwithstanding Garrick’s
theory that to be a great trage-
dian, a player must be a good
comic actor. She was long a favourite
in society, for health and spirits made
this clever Irishwoman as beguiling
a companion as she was a brilliant
actress. Yet the temptations of the
stage made little appeal to her up-
right nature; and so marvellous was
her vitality that to the end of her
long life her wit remained as spark-
ling, her judgment as balanced as
when in the very prime of life.

The fate of her successor, on the
contrary, reveals a soul shadowed
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from its infancy. All in all, Mrs,
Bellamy is one of the most pitiful
figures of the English stage. Rarely
lovely in childhood, and brilliantly
educated by her father, ‘‘old demi-rip
Tyrawley,”” she stepped at once to
the front rank of her profession.
Doran, in his ‘ Annals,’’ describes her
in few words:

““What with the loves, caprices,
charms, extravagances and sufferings
of Mrs. Bellamy she excited the won-
der, admiration, pity and contempt
of the town for thirty years. The
Mr. Metham, whom she might have
married, she would not—Chaleraft
and Digges, whom she would, and the
last of whom she thought she had
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married, she could not, for both had
wives living. To say that she was a
siren that lured men to destruction
is to say little, for she went down
to ruin with each vietim; but she
rose from the wreck more exquisitely
seductive and terribly fascinating
than ever, to find new prey whom
she might ensnare and betray.’’
Still, on the stage, she kept her
position, which was considered parti-
cularly fine in parts demanding
fire and passion. While her youth
lasted she was a dazzling spec-
tacle, but by virtue of that very
brightness the darkness was the more
appalling when it came. For a time
it blotted her from recognition, but
as the years roll on a glimmer for a
moment lights up her pitiful figure,
gaunt with hunger, stealing down the
muddy steps of Old Westminster
Bridge to that last obliterating re-
fuge, the dark-flowing Thames. Still
more painful is the glimpse of her
home-coming to her old theatre, a
barefoot beggar at its doors. The
image is almost too painful to re-
call—of that tiny, fluttering figure,
glowing in youth and confidence, so
swiftly disappearing only to re-
appear before the same curtain,
a broken creature, rolled forward
in an armchair on her bene-
fit night, but too sodden and too
terrified to mutter a word of thanks.
Influenced no doubt by their en-
vironment the brightest actresses of
Garrick’s day were the comedians. A
few tragedians there were, famed for
certain characters, such as Mrs. Cib-
ber’s Ophelia and Mrs. Crawford’s
Lady Randolph, but Garrick’s age
was distinctively the age of senti-
mental comedy. The eighteenth cen-
tury saw the middle class of Eng-
land rise to new importance. As the
country settled down from the throes
of revolution, peace encouraged
trade, and trade brought private for-
tune. The town became an interest-
ing feature in itself. TLoosed from
the throttling struggle of civil and
religious war, men felt free to enjoy

easy intercourse with each other.
They woke to the pleasures of every-
day life. Novelty, variety and
amusement took the place of imagina-
tion and profounder feeling. Criti-
cism had birth, and in the more pro-
saic turn of thought prevailing men
let slip in a measure their power to
‘“‘imagine greatly.’’

Garrick did not live to see his cen-
tury out. But when his call came it
was on a woman’s shoulders that his
mantle fell. To this woman, Sarah
Kemble, the task was given to draw
men’s minds back to the more serious
and impassioned aspects of life. Her
parents were strolling actors, conse-
quently the Kemble children played
as soon as they could speak distinct-
ly. Little Sarah was at first hissed
off the stage as too young to appear
before a sensible audience. She won
all hearts, however, by her recitation
of a fable, and at thirteen, in the
part of Ariel, played with the rest
of her family in ‘‘The Tempest.”” At
eighteen she married Henry Siddons,
then an unknown actor, and at twen-
ty-one played with him in quite an
ambitious range of characters in
Bath. Garrick, hearing of her
talent, engaged her for Drury at
five pounds a week. Here she had
the good luck to appear three times
with this great actor, once as Portia
and twice as Lady Anne to his Rich-
ard. But Garrick’s farewell to the
stage in June of that year ended her
engagement. Back to the country ac-
cordingly went the young actress to
perfect her technique. Three years
later came a second offer from Lon-
don, and for her children’s sake she
felt it was too good a chance to lose.
Though she was now a woman of
thirty, to her humble nature it was
a tremendous struggle to face this
new trial of her powers. Genius
though she was, her first rehearsal
was unpromising. A world of fears
haunted her till from sheer nervous-
ness her voice broke, and by the
time the important night arrived she
had worked herself up to a state she
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describes as one of ‘‘desperate tran-
quillity.”” It was a condition that
made her old father, huddled there
among the audience, look on in silent
misery, when, holding her little son
by the hand to give her confidence,
she faced this critical audience for
the second time. His dismay, however,
soon gave way to amazement, as set-
ting all her powers to the task, she en-
tered into the spirit of her part. The
nervousness may have stimulated her
to keener insight, for so powerful
was her acting that her little son, who
had often rehearsed his part with
her, was so overcome by the dying
scene he burst into tears upon the
stage. Peal after peal of applause
followed till the roof rang. Then
came reaction equal to the mervous-
ness. Success meant so much to this
hard-working mother—so much in
her relations as daughter, wife, and
mother—so much more in that more
intimate relation of the artist to her
aim. The relief was so overwhelming
after the exciting ordeal that all three,
father, husband, and wife, walked
home ‘‘solemnly and quietly,”’
scarcely speaking to each other during
their frugal supper. But from that
time Mrs. Siddons’s triumph was as-
sured. Her acting was the topic
of London. Her Jane Shore could
set strong men weeping; but it was
the free, impassioned, all-conquering
love of her Belvidera that pleased her
audience best.  Crities report that
the King and Queen ‘‘shed tears’’ at
her powerful acting. Peeresses strove
for her presence to grace their draw-
ing-rooms, where well-bred person-
ages climbed upon chairs to see her
pass. Reynolds painted his name on
the hem of her garment in his picture
of her as ‘“The Tragic Muse.”” Such
honour, indeed, as London had to give
it gave unsparingly. Finally came
her crowning triumph as Lady Mac-
beth. Entrancing as her presentment
of Shakespeare’s wemen was, her
Lady Macbeth surpassed them all.
She was thirty-three when she pro-
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duced this long-studied part. Her
conception was most original, thought
out to the last detail, till this strange
Celtie character stood out before her
a live creation. ‘‘Her conception of
Lady Macbeth,”” writes her nieces,
‘“‘was that of a woman with the fair
hair and fair skin of the north, her
fairness lit up by deep blue eyes—a
delicate beauty and fair feminine
form, which united to that undaunted
mettle which her husband paid hom-
age to, constituted a complex spell at
once soft and strong, sweet and pow-
erful.”” ‘‘A woman,”” comments
Doran, ‘‘prompt for wickedness, but
swiftly possessed of remorse ; one, who
is horror-stricken for herself and for
ihe precious husband, who, more ro-
bust and less sensitive, plunges deep-
er into crime, and is less moved by
any sense of compassion or sorrow.’’
‘“‘Not only,”” writes a genuine
critic of that day, ‘‘was Mrs. Sid-
dons a great artist, but a thorough
Fnglish lady; one of the bravest and
most willing of workers,”” While
Campbell alluding to her talent adds:
‘“She increased the heart’s capacity
for tender, intense, and lofty feel-
ings, and seemed something above
humanity, in presence of which
humanity was moved, exalted, or de-
pressed according as she willed.”’
But if woman from the first proved
her excellence in acting, as play-
writer she completely failed. Not
more than ten in all even timorously
ventured in this field, and three of
thése, as Doran wittily remarks, had
the grace to apologise for the at-
tempt. Altogether, the plays of wo-
men worth mentioning can be counted
on the fingers of a hand. Whether
the twentieth century will see a dif-
ference, whether it will see its women
so far rise above their present contem-
plation of themselves as to reach that
point of contemplation in which the
general becomes the typical, and so to
represent these types with that deli-
cacy of humour and grace of senti-
ment that ought to be within their
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province, remains an open ques-
tion. Fanny Kemble, 'a clever
actress in herself, had no doubts re-
garding a woman’s limits as dramatic
author. In her ‘‘Recollections,’”’ she
writes: ‘“We had a long discussion
to-day as to the possibilities of wo-
men being good dramatic writers. I
think it so impossible that I actually
believe their physical organisation is
against it, and after all it is great
nonsense saying that the intellect is
of no sex. The brain, of course, is
of the same sex as the rest of the
creature; besides, the original femi-
nine nature, the whole of our train-
ing and education, our inevitable ig-
norance of common life and general
human nature, and the various ex-
perience is insuperably against it.”’

During the latter half of the eigh-
teenth century in Canada strolling
players appeared occasionally in the
Provinces, but it was not till the be-
ginning of the nineteenth century
that the first theatre was established
in Montreal. This was simply a rough
stage built into the upper part of a
large stone warehouse, and was due
to the efforts of an actor from New
York, helped out by local sympa-
thisers.

The first mention made of a Cana-
dian actress dates from the year 1806.
This mention is made by a most un-
sparing writer, who states in his
‘‘Travels,”” published at that time,
that ‘‘women’s parts upon the stage
were usually played by boys as the
only actress then available in Can-
ada was an old superannuated demi-
rep whose drunken Belvideras and
Desdemonas enraptured Canadian
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Two years later it was
announced in Montreal that ‘‘The
Tempest’”’ would be acted in the
Montreal Theatre, the part of Miran-
da by a young lady of that city who
had never appeared on any stage. Un-
happily, this unknown lady did not
perpetuate her fame like the unknown
gentleman of Garrick’s play-bill.
The taste for the drama was grow-
ing none the less, and before the reign
of Victoria the old Theatre Royal
rose in Montreal to delight Canadian
eyes. It was an ambitious venture
for the building in itself cost $30,000
It opened well under the manage-
ment of Broom, the brother-in-law of
Charles Kemble. During his first sea-
son this untiring manager induced
the great Edmund Kean to visit
Montreal, where on four successive
evenings Shakespeare was for the
first time worthily presented to
colonials. The year 1833 was equal-
ly memorable, for in that year Broom
persuaded not only his famous
brother-in-law, but his equally fa-
mous niece, Fanny Kemble, the able
sucecessor of Mrs. Siddons, to play for
an entire week in Montreal, while
among their support he managed to
include the popular American act-
ress Clara Fisher. This was an op-
portunity gratefully remembered by
Montrealers, as in the following
vear Fanny Kemble disappeared
from public life. Her name in con-
nection with that of her aunt Mrs.
Siddons brings to a close the brief list
of English play-actresses distinguish-
ed alike by their perseverance as by

audiences.’’

their brilliant powers in those interest-

ing hard-working pre-Victorian days.
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BOY

BY ELIZABETH RICHARDSON

Y wife was visiting some sick
friends at the hospital, and I
was waiting for her in the waiting-
room. The only other occupant was
a middle-aged man sitting by the
window., Both hands were clasped
over the head of his cane, which he
swung restlessly backward and for-
ward. His face was white and drawn,
but it was his eyes that caught and
held my attention. In them hope
and fear seemed struggling for mas-
tery.

He turned as I entered and re-
marked that it was a fine day. e
seemed anxious to talk, and after a
few common-place remarks he asked
me if T had anyone ill in the hospital.
Upon my replying in the negative
and asking him the same question, he
replied :

“My wife.

““Serious?”’

He cleared his throat nervously.

““Yes, I—I guess s0,”” he said. ‘“She
let it go too long. They’re operat-
ing now i

Somewhere from above a woman’s
shrill scream rang out, to be silenced
suddenly as though a door had been
quickly closed. The stick clattered
noisily to the floor, while the man
clutched the edge of his chair tightly,
so that the knuckles stood out white
and rigid on his brown hands.

He laughed apologetically as he
stooped to pick up his cane.

“I guess I'm kind o’ scary—heen
here all night, and the place sort o’
gets en a fellow’s nerves—it’s so
eternal quiet!”” He hesitated and
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Appendicitis.”’

then went on: ‘“That woman who
velled—her husband was here last
night, too—has gone kind o’ batty
and cuts up fierce sometimes. Georgie
—that’s my wife—she made Jim take
the baby home because the woman’s
screams frightened him.’’

““You have a baby, then?’’

“Yes; a year old last week. Great
little fellow, bright as a dollar. Jim
—he’s my brother—thinks he’s the
only thing goin’ and looks after him
like a woman would. He’ll take care
of him till his mother gets home.’’

“Your brother lives with you?’’ I
asked, still bent on drawing him out.

““Oh, yes; him and me lived alone
together for almost thirty years and
all that time no woman ever darkened
our door—till Georgie come. The
house was like a pig-pen and goin’
to rack and ruin for want of a few
repairs, but we never bothered. So
long as we had enough grub to keep
us alive and a roof over our heads
we didn’t eare. But when Georgie
came she changed all that.”’

He paused.

““Then you were married just
lately ?’’ I asked.

““Aye. Pretty old bridegroom,
wasn’t 1? But, Lord, we was happy!
I don’t see how Jim an’ I ever got
along without her. I’ll always mind
the first time I seen her. I’d gone
over to Halliday’s for some seed peas
and fell in love with her on the spot.
She was a teacher, but had been sick
and was staying at Halliday’s for a
rest. You’d wonder that a teacher
would marry an uneducated old
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codger like me, eh? Well, she did.
I’ll never forget the day I asked her
if she’d have me. It was out in the
orchard under the Duchess tree—it
was all covered with blossom—and
my heart was goin’ like a trip-ham-
mer and I thought my knees was
goin’ to cave in altogether. But I
did it! I could hardly believe it was
true when she said ‘yes.” Me—goin’
to marry that little woman with her
curly brown hair an’ her blue eyes
with their long lashes, an’ all her
nice little ways! Folks tried to get
her to change her mind; told her she
was crazy to take an old fellow like
me when she could pretty near have
the pick of the country. They tried
to frighten her by telling her about
our house. But she just smiled sweet-
ly and took her own way all the
same.”” There was another pause.

‘““But she cleaned up the house,
you said?”’

““T rather guess she did! Went
at it hammer an’ tongs, and, though
Jim and T tried to help her, I guess
we hindered her more, for we was
so busy admirin’ her quick ways we
didn’t have time for much else.

‘“‘She had the partition between
the parlour and dining-room torn
down so as to make one big room,
and had a summer kitchen built and
the house all shingled and painted.
Why, we didn’t know ourselves,
’specially after we got the yard all
cleaned up and the front gate on
again.

‘‘And the meals she puts up! Jim
an’ I didn’t know what was the mat-
ter with us at first—eatin’ off a table
with a white cloth and all set in
civilised fashion, and to have our food
cooked up so nice; the messes we
made all tasted alike. Georgie used
to tell us that we praised her cookin’
just to please her and that we said
it was good whether it was or not.
But that wasn’t true, everything was
good', though I s’pose if she gave us
porridge three times a day we’d

cheerfully and gladly down it.

““Then when Jim was threatened
with newmoanie she took such good
care of him that the first time he
was able to go in to town he bought
her one of them things for the Kkit-
chen—you know, with drawers to
hold flour an’ tea an’ stuff; kitchen
cabinet, I think she calls it—to show
how thankful he was. He was ter-
rible tickled when he seen how it
pleased her. We have a swell carpet
for the parlour at home now to sur-
prise her when——"" A white-capped
nurse passed the door; he saw her,
faltered for a second, then went
bravely on—‘‘when she gets back.”’

He seemed disposed to stop here,
but I prompted him.

‘““But the baby; you haven’t told
me about the baby.”’

““Dear, dear, did I really leave him
out? Georgie would never forgive
me for that. If we was happy be-
fore, we was ten times happier when
we—when we knew he was comin’.
When Georgie told me I went out
to the stable and gave the horses an
extra feed all ’round—I was that
glad! Then when I was puttin’
down hay I got down on my knees
in the mow and tried to thank God
for His goodness; but somehow the
words wouldn’t come—but I guess
He knew what was in my heart.

‘““My, how we planned for that
baby! Down deep in my heart I
hoped it would be a girl, but she
wanted a boy, so I never let on but
what I did, too. She talked away
about how I’d learn him to drive
when he was big enough and how
he’d help Jim and me with the chores
and all that. But all the time I was
thinking how nice it would be to have
a little girl flyin’ ’round the house,
helpin’ her mother and learnin’ to
cook an’ bake an’ sew. ’Course, now
the boy’s here, I wouldn’t change
him for ten girls, but I did sort o’
hanker after a girl.

““Then, when the boy came—she
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was so glad it was a boy!—we was
still happier. Ie was born in the
hospital here, and Jim came in to
see them when the boy was a few
days old. Say, you should ’a’ seen
Jim. He wouldn’t hold the boy in
his arms for anything, but just
touched him gently on one cheek,
like as if he thought he’d break. He
grinned from ear to ear when Geor-
gie told him the boy’d soon be callin’
him ‘Uncle Jim.’

““But that was quite awhile ago;
the boy’s a year old now, as I think
I told you. It’s been an awful happy
year for us, plannin’ for the boy—
‘our boy,” Georgie always calls him—
and watchin’ him grow bigger ’'n’
brighter every day, and learnin’ to
call us by name. Jim just about wor-
ships him. Georgie says he’ll spoil
him, and I guess we would, between
us, if it wasn’t for her. She’s al-
ways watchin’ to see that he don’t
get selfish or too fond of his own
way or anything. Please God she’ll
be spared to look after him—our—
boy_n

I turned my head away; the
anxiety and suspense written on his
face were more than I could bear.
I marvelled that he hept up as well
as he did.

‘““And what do you want the boy
to be when he grows up?’’ I asked,
after a long silence.

““Georgie always says he is to
choose his own work, whatever he
likes best. I think she’d like him to
be a minister; she’s Scoteh, and you
know how they look up to a preacher,
and what an honour they think it to
have one in the family. But one
thing: she’s determined that he’ll
go to college. She always wanted
to go herself, but never had—never
was able to. She talks about how
he’ll stand first in his class and be
captain of the eleven and—and all
such that she reads in hooks.”’

Another protracted silence; my
companion stared straight ahead,
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restlessly twirling his stick round
and round.

An electric bell jangled; a nurse
sped past the door, her rubber heels
making a soft patter down the hall.
The odour of iodoform was particu-
larly strong. The man sniffed it as
if it were hateful to him.

The door across the hall opened. I
remember yet the name and number
—Hillerest, 15. A woman came out,
a damp handkerchief held tightly in
one hand, her eyes red and swollen.

The horrible stillness was getting
on my companion’s nerves. Ie stir-
red uneasily.

‘“Ain’t this the worst place to
make a fellow remember things? The
very smell of it makes me think of
the time the boy was born—I thought
that night would never end.”’

He went on dreamily: ‘It was
only the other night we was sittin’
out on the back steps plannin’ about
the boy. She was kind o’ laughin’
and sayin’ as how the girls will like
our boy when he grows up and how
lucky the girl that gets him will be.
The birds was chirpin’ soft an’ low,
like they was cuddlin’ down for the
night; the cows was lowin’ in the
barnyard, an’ we could hear Jim
openin’ an’ shuttin’ the stable-
doors as he done the chores, an’ she
said, all of a sudden:

‘“ ‘Oh, don’t you love it, love it?
The big open country, with its trees
and fields and wind and sky!’

‘(ADY then——”

A nurse with a black band in her
cap came to the door and looked in.
My companion looked up, a world of
anxious entreaty in his eyes, but
with lips held firm.

The nurse hesitated, then went over
to him.

““Your wife has just passed away,
Mr. Connon,’’ she said, then added
as if to cover the baldness of the
statement, ‘‘she was still under the
influence and felt mo pain.”’

The man said nothing ; his lips still
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held their fine lines and firmness.

I rose to go. Of what avail was
my sympathy? I was but a stranger,
and he did not realise how much of
his life and heart he had revealed

to me. At the door I looked back.
The old man was leaning on his cane,
staring at the blank wall opposite.
And the nurse hesitated at his side,
not knowing what to say.

THE YEARS

By BEATRICE REDPATH

ITHIN old cloistered woods I hear leaves fall
As slowly as a weary, quiet rain,
The earth lies silent 'neath its leafy pall,

While years tread softly where dead hopes are lain,
Ah, hear the wind that whispers to the fern:
The footsteps of old years shall not return.

And some passed swiftly as a pulsing flame,
While there were those that dreamed ’neath slumbrous skies;
Some sped white-winged and others stumbled lame;

Some years were as a wheeling flight of sighs.
Ah, hear the wind that whispers to the fern:
The footsteps of old years shall not return.

Oh, time of hidden pain, oh, time of tears!
Now would T rest, for I am weary quite.
The years move always, old, old drifting years,
Beyond the shadow of the Infinite.
Ah, hear the wind that whispers to the fern:
The footsteps of old years shall not return.
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ALONG THE SKYROADS

By WILLIAM A. CREELMAN

GOD-GUIDED by the beacon stars,
Marking the long, lone aisles of night,
They pass before the white moon-bars,
Wild birds of passage in their flight.

Weirdly sound their honking cries,

From their vanguard leaders sailing,
In the depths of pathless skies,

Through the lofty cloud-lands trailing.

Heavens of spring nights, how vast their deeps,
‘Where wing the wanderers miles on miles!
‘While far beyond the great moon leaps
And flashes o’er our lakes and isles.

Clouds of spring nights, mountain piled,
Fleeces in the wild winds blowing!

Stars, blinking through, upon the wild,
Wild birds of passage northward going!

Throughout all time these pathless guides
Aloft have called the years, as forth
They sail upon their airy tides
Unto the homelands of the North.

Afar in Arctic skies they’ll soar,
And see the lofty sea-bergs hurled,

Crashed by the giant arms of Thor
Upon the shoulders of the world.

Sagas, Seers, in days of old,

Their course have watched, like children awed,
Evolved strange meanings and foretold

The portents of some ancient God.

"Neath cold, gray skies there swings the sign
Of passing years, as wing on wing,

The oldest pendulum of Time
They move across the face of spring.
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A SCENE FROM “THE GARDEN OF ALLAH "

PLAYS OF THE SEASON

BY JOHN E. WEBBER

NOT since the Shaw apogee have
we had as much activity in the
better sort of drama or seen that ac-
tivity so well rewarded as in the
present season. ‘‘Disraeli,”’ ‘“Pass-
ers-By,”” ““‘Bunty Pulls the Strings,”’
and ‘‘The Return of Peter Grimm’’
are all cheering successes in a field
of playwriting and acting worthy of
any season. Equally successful, al-
though of secondary literary and ar-
tistic interest to some of these, have
been ““The Woman,”” “Bought and
Paid For,”” ““The Only Son,”’ and
““The Arab,” all plays of excellent
dramatic qualities.
6—277

The season has been still further
enriched by the appearance of the
distinguished French actress Madame
Simone, an artist of the wonderful
finesse and reserve that distinguishes
the modern Frengh school of acting.
We have also made acquaintance with
an English actor of unusually finish-
ed acting methods and engaging
stage personality, Mr, Lewis Waller.
His coming signalised the stage
presentation of ‘“The Garden of Al-
lah,”” one of the most sumptuous and
brilliant stage spectacles of modern
times. Apart from the great scenic
beauty, the feature of the production
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MARGARET NYBLOC AND EDWARD BERESFORD, IN
“BUNTY PULL THE STRINGS”

was Mr. Waller’s acting in the réle
of Boris Androvsky, the Trappist
monk of the Hichens story, who broke
his vows and lived and loved awhile
in the desert.

The Drama Players, a new organ-
isation under the direction of Mr.
Donald Robertson, devoted to the
production of the better class of
plays, have made a commendable
start, and their appearance in
authors of the substantial worth of
Ibsen and Moliére, is at least an-
other finger-post of the season point-
ing to higher things. While we are
still felicitating ourselves, we may
also interpret the success of Miss
Anglin in ‘‘Green Stockings’’ as evi-
dencing a taste for finer things in
comedy; confirmation of improved
taste also being found in the tempor-
ary check given to the epidemic of
farce that has prevailed in former
seasons and threatened the earlier
weeks of this.
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Notwithstanding that
the atmosphere and ver-
bal plumage of the
period are faithfully re-
produced, Louis N.
Parker’s ‘‘Disraeli’”’ is
an essentially modern
reading of history. In-
stead of the traditional
statue of heroiec propor-
tions, for instance, bold-
ly outlined against the
horizon of history, we
have an intimate unpos-
ed study of the great
““Dizzy’’ within the
comparatively small
compass of a domestie
drama. The portrait it-
self is a remarkable
composite in which have
been psychologically
harmonised and de.
veloped many apparent-
ly contradictory phases
of the statesman’s char-

acter, and proper ar-
tistic values rendered a facile
and somewhat fantastic genius. We
have Disraeli, the prophet, poet,

statesman, and devoted patriot, as
well as Disraeli, the fox, patient,
cunning and crafty, when these are
the weapons needed to foil his ad-
versaries. Courage, audacity and an
almost sinister shrewdness play con-
stantly behind a mask of imperturb-
able calm, suavity and good humour.

Disraeli is introduced at a critical
point in his struggle for control of
the Suez Canal, the big diteh, as it
was popularly known, and in which,
thanks to British apathy, we find
his efforts at the outsét reduced to
an ignominious struggle with a
money-lender. Failing to interest the
Bank of England in his scheme to
purchase the Khedive’s shares, he ap-
peals to a private banker, Mr. Mey-
ers, and finally prewvails upon him to
advance the loan. Intriguing spies
next engage his attention, and these
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he ultimately outwits,
but not wuntil his
schemes have been put
in jeopardy through the
stupidity of an under-
secretary and his banker,
brought to ruin at the
moment of victory. At
the supreme crisis Dis-
raeli displays his won-
derful resources, sends
for the Governor of the
Bank of England once
more and, in the pres-
ence of the spy who has
come to gloat over his
defeat, compels the
bank, at the risk of for-
feiting its character, to
make good the defunct
Meyers cheque. This is
a brilliantly effective
and dramatic scene, in
which the powers and
passionate patriotism of
the man are extended in
full play. The anti-
climax is even more
and illuminating: ‘‘How fortun-
ate you have such power,”’
exclaims the Lady Clarissa in
triumph. ‘‘But I haven’t,”” an-
swers Disraeli, ‘‘only he doesn’t know
it.”” In making historic events con-
form to dramatic necessities, the
author has been here and elsewhere
both adroit and imaginative.

The intimate social and private
life of ‘‘Disraeli’” shows him as the
courtier, the engaging wit and the
devoted consort, with frequent evi-
dence of his chivalrous devotion to
Lady Beaconsfield. If superficial
gallantries appeared sometimes to
play on the surface of these atten-
tions, we are made to feel that be-
neath was the note of deep and ten-
der regard for the woman to whom
he owed so much. The presentation
scene of the last act, when he receives
alarming news from her bedside, is
movingly eloquent of that fact.

thrilling

GEORGE ARLISS AND MARGARET DALE, IN “ DISRAELI

Mr. Parker’s indebtedness to the
actor is so great that his own work
is apt to be underestimated. It is
doubtful if there is another actor on
the English stage who could ex-
teriovise all the features of fhe por-
trait with the glittering ease of Mr.
Arliss. The physical likeness itself
might deceive the Queen, but to ex-
ternal features he is able to add a
vivid and resourceful personality, a
native suavity and urbanity of man-
ner that make the illusion complete.
From the moment he enters the draw-
ing-room of the Duchess of Glaston-
bury, with a quip about the pea-
cocks, until he turns toward the door
where the Queen he has just made
Empress waits to receive him, we are
held in thrall.

Without preliminary blare of
trumpets (or pipes) a eompany of
Scottish players appeared last sum-
mer in London in a little Seotch
comedy by a hitherto unknown Scot-
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tish author, Mr. Graham Moffatt. The
piece proved an instantaneous popu-
lar success, and another company,
likewise Scotch, was early in the sea-
son formed to produce it in America.
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tish character, which is its special
mission to portray. The play is ¢
picture of the dour conditions of a
provineial Scottish family in whom
fear of God and duty to the kirk are

PERCIVAL KNIGHT AND SOME QUAKER GIRLS IN “ THE QUAKER GIRL

The same modesty of announcement
characterised its initial presentation
here, and surprised theatre-goers
found before them a theatrieal
novelty as unique as ‘‘Pomander
Walk’’ and refreshing as the
heather from which its characters
and incidents are drawn. Not since
‘““Peter Pan’’ has the curtain risen
on such sheer joy-giving entertain-
ment as ‘‘Bunty Pulls the Strings.”

Avoiding theatricgl devices and
stage clap“trap of all kinds, ‘‘Bunty”’
tells a simple story in a quiet, mat-
ter-of-fact way, with just enough em-
phasis to bring out the points of Secot-

ruling passions, and their sad earthly
life a preparation for the sadder life
to come. The first act opens on a
Sabbath morning scene in the parlour
of Tammas Biggar, in whom we dis-
cover an elder of the kirk, stern
pietist, and an inexorable parent. Be-
hind drawn blinds that shut out the
sunlight, along with other worldly
things, a protesting youth is learning
his catechism, and Bunty, the daugh-
ter, is more willingly occupied in a
book of Robertson’s sermons, the
willingness being explained by the
fact that they have been Ilent by
her lover Weelum Sprunt. Weelum,
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we further learn, has just been made
an elder of the kirk, and is that day
to realise his life’s ambition and
“‘stand before the plate.”” Thus the
day derives a speecial importance for
the Biggar family, making more
poignant the disasters to Tammas
that follow. For Tammas, it seems.
had not always combined with reli-
gious severity a perfect saintliness of
character. His heritage of Secotch
caution, for instance, had on one oc-
casion got the better of a matrimonial
impulse and at the last moment led
him to desert the lady at the altar.
The arm of coincidence has been
stretched just a trifle to bring the
jilted lady into the life of Tammas
at this most inopportune moment.
Tammas had also borrowed from a
trust fund, without permission, to
pay the debts of an erring son. Both
281

derelictions come to the knowledge of
a very acid, eaves-dropping, pious
spinster, who, piqued at the prospect
of a rival for the elder’s hand, pro-
ceeds to denounce him before the
kirk as a fraudulent trustee. It is
at this point thiat the resourceful
Bunty begins to pull some strings,
and she pulls them to such good pur-
pose that the situation is not only
saved and the father spared his
humilia'tion, but the unhappy and
discomfited spinster is proved to be
the unlawful custodian of the de-
pleted trust fund. Bunty follows up
her advantage to make rebellion on
parental tyranny, and to pull some
strings for her own and the happi-
ness of other members of the kirk-
ridden: family. The  compelling
charm of this little domestic comedy
lies in its delightful realism, its un-
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pretentiousness, its delicate and
sparkling humour and the absolute
fidelity with which the familiar por-
traits are drawn.

““Passers-By’’ is another London
suceess which American playgoers
have promptly endorsed. Haddon
Chambers is the author, and the
play is in many respects quite the
best offering of the early season. It
hold the indefinable quality of atmos-
phere and, in the opening scenes es-
pecially, suggests something of the
whimsical charm and appeal of Bar-
rie. Passers-by are the flotsdam and
jetsam that drift into the life of one
Peter Waverton, a dillétante young
Englishman of wealth and breeding,
with apartments in Piccadilly. Pine,
his valet, has a fondness for looking
out of the window, ‘‘watching the
passers-by,”” as he puts it, and ocea-
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sionally, in his master’s absence, hail-
ing one in for a cheering night-cap.
The bored Waverton, surprising his
valet on one of these sociable ocea-
sions, accepts the humour of the situa-
tion, and in a spirit of adventure
takes Pine’s place at the window.
Out of the fog and the dark are soon
gathered a ‘‘cabby,’” a street tramp
—Samuel Burns by name—and a girl
who had once figured in the life of
Peter Waverton. A governess in the
family of Peter at one time, she was
summarily dismissed by a haughty
aunt and her whereabouts, so far as
Peter was concerned, were swallowed
up in mystery. A son, it transpires,
was born of their illicit love, and this
fact coming suddenly to Peter’s
knowledge awakens in him his first
serious interest in life. The meeting
that follows later between the sober



Copyright 1911, by Charles Frohman
ERNEST LAWFORD, A. T. ANDREWS, RICHARD BENNETT, JULIAN ROYSE. LOUISE RUTTER, AND ROSALIE TALLER,
IN A SCENE FROM ** PASSERS.-BY *

lad and the awed embarrassed, con-
science-stricken father is both tender
and significant.

This more or less commonplace nar-
rative, however, and the further
situation invented to sustain drama-
tic interest—DPeter’s engagement and
the little complications it involves,
fall short of the initial concep'tion of
the author, and the splendid human-
ness of the characters concerned. It
is in these characterisations, drawn
as they are from real life and seen
by us through the humorous and
poetic  imagination of the author,
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that the great interest of the play
lies. This is particularly true of
Burns, a pathetic childlike, homeless
creature, whose ‘““Work’s for work-
men’’ sums up his entire sense of
responsibility. Iis resentment over
an enforeed bath and shave as an un-
warranted interference with indi-
vidual liberty is almost Shawvian in
its humorous perversenmess. It is a
long time since we have seen a char-
acter as haunting as this, and the
haunting qualities have been realisti-
cally portrayed hy Mr. Ernest Law-
ford in a remarkable piece of charac-
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ter acting. When Burns, showing
neither regret nor gratitude, takes
leave of his new friends and goes

down to the embankment because, as
hie remarks, there’s always a bit of
life there, we feel a real
personal loss.

Mr. John Drew is, by common con-
sent, the gentleman per se of the
American model of urban
ity, master in the sartorial arts and

sense of

stage, a

exemplar of the decorum most becom-
ing to the he s0 con-
sciously graces season after season,
‘“A Single Man,”’ by IHubert Henry
Davies, is a typical John Drew play
in every respect. It grants the ac
tor the breeding of an English gen-
tleman, sets him in the refined
roundings of English country

social circles

sur
life,

gives him wealth and a literary voea
forty-three, with the

tion, and at

Copyright, 1911, by Charles Frohman

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

turning of the spring, awakens in him
a romantic longing for wife and chil-
dren. In the first fresh glow of the
quickening mood he bestows his affec-
tions on a little butterfly neighbour
less than half his age. Propinquity

ever the goddess of impatient love
—is responsible, of course, and she
again comes to the rescue, when, af-
ter a futile effort to reconcile middle-
aged reality to imaginative youth
(you see he is an Englishman) he
discovers in the pretty, accomplished
and intellectually sympathetic secre-
tary, who has been his literary asso-
ciate for years and who adores him,
a companionship more suited to his
tastes and years. From the stand-
point of formal and polite society the
romantic bachelor is placed for a
time in an interesting predicament,
which holds the promise of some

THAIS LAWTON, MARY BOLAND AND JOHN DREW, IN A “A SINGLE MAN

|
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diverting comedy. But the author
calmly ignores his opportunity and
accomplishes the rescue by the most
formal and conventional means. In
fact, while the play holds a situation
or two worthy of the author of
““The Molluse,”’ he has been content
for the most part to write a prim,
conventional comedy liberally sprinkl-
ed with witty and diverting small
talk. Mary Boland plays the pant
of the secretary with gentle refine-
ment and evident sincerity, and
shows considerable skill in suggesting
emotion with an economy of outward
manifestation. , Miss Thais Lawton
also does some excellent comedy
work in the role of a matrimonial ad-
venturess, i

While scientigts as eminent as Pro-
fessor Hyslop, Oliver Lodge, Flam-
marion, and the late William James
have been seriously investigating the
question of the return of the dead,
Mr. Belasco has seized on the drama-
tic possibilities of the theme, and in
the course of a simple, touching, and
tremendously human story, makes
skilful and daring use of the latest
developments in this field of research.
““The Return of Peter Grimm’’ not
only successfully anticipates public
curiosity on a flascinating subject,
but presents it in a way to engage
the sympathetic interest of any
audience. For whatever one’s ‘‘be-
liefs,”’ it is practically impossible to
escape the illusion of certain mo-
ments, to fail to rejoice over the
““return’’ or to remain unmoved in
certain scenes in which the anguished
Peter struggles to communicate his
wishes—to get his message across, as
the phrase goes. Added to all this
a note 'of cheerful optimism is sound-
ed by the play, even to making
beautiful that which mankind
(thanks probably to theologians) has
so long contemplated almost in
terror.

Peter Grimm, a benevolent, sound-
hearted, but somewhat opinionated
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old horticulturist, has before his pass-
ing betrothed to his nephew an adopt-
ed daughter whom he dearly loves.
He is ignorant of the fact that the
nephew is the betrayer of his house-
keeper’s daughter and father of the
little illegitimate boy Willem, whom
Peter has befriended in life. In his
mistaken zeal also for the happiness
of Kathrien, he has stubbornly ig-
nored the fact that she loves an-
other. It is to correct the double
wrong, unwittingly done, that he re-
turns to the scene of his former ac-
tivities. ;
Both the death and return are
foreshadowed in the opening aect, in
which we are treated to a friendly
tilt, on the subject of the re-
turn of the dead, between the
old horticulturist and the family
physician, the latter favouring the
spiritists and Peter as vigorously
ridiculing their theory. The upshot
is a friendly compact by which it is
agreed that the one who dies first
shall return and try to communicate
with the other. The same healthy-
minded doctor, of course, remains
oblivious to Peter’s ‘‘presence,’’ al-
though he becomes an imporftant fac-
tor in analising fthe strange
phenomena reported by others and
piecing together the scraps of
message by which the will of Peter is
finally made clear. For the genius
of the play lies in the fact that the
bounds of the humanly probable are
never transgressed. We see Peter
vainly trying to reach the nephew
through his conscience and to per-
suade Kathrien by subtle suggestion
that nothing in life counts but love,
not even the dying wishes of an old
foster father, who now sees different-
ly. The dramatic action springs en-
tirely from these efforts, and the mov-
ing pathos of Peter’s isolation, the
dramatic intensity of his futile at-
tempt o communicate his will and
save those he loves from a fate for
which he alone is responsible has sel-




286

dom been surpassed on the stage.
Finally through little Willem, a deli-
cate, weird lad of eight, whom the
doctor calls a ‘‘sensitive,”’ he sue-
ceeds. Here the element of probabil-
ity again enters. Willem is ill of a
fever and already on the border of
the spinit world, near enough, we may
suppose, to hear Peter’s voice and feel
Peter’s presence. The proximity of
Willem’s end is soon confirmed in a
beautiful and touching scene. Peter
has promised to take 'the lad on a
long journey; and, happy in the
promise, Willem lies down for a little
preparatory nap. He hears in his
dream the music of the eircus band
and the clown song and ‘then wakens
to be carried out on Peter’s shoulder.
A moment later the doctor turns back
the cover and gazes on the dead child.
This is one of many illuminating and
significant moments in a play of deep
poetic beauty, complemented by most
adroit, beautiful and artistic stage
mianagementt,

“Boughtt and Paid Ifor,”’ the best
of the minor successes, by George
Broadhurst, deals with the proprie-
torial mights over thé person of his
wife, advanced by a husband when
she resents his approaches in a state
of inebriaty. In spite of the ancient
and unconvineing promise, the author
has provided a well-written, skilfully-
constructed and gripping play that
promises to rival in popularity a play
of similar title, but different theme,
“Paid in Full.”” A wealthy, big-
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hearted broker, Robert Stafford by
name, loves and marries a girl in
humble circumstances. She frankly
admits that she is more influenced
by the dazzling proposal than by
any inward heart clamouring. Two
yvears later we come upon a serpent
in the garden, the otherwise impece-
able husband tarrying too long at
times over the wine cups. The ecrisis
comes when on one of these occasions
he forces his way into his wife’s
boudoir, breaking a door panel in
his mad charge. Sober and penitent
in the morning, he begs forgiveness,
but when the wife declares her inten-
tion of leaving him he argues his
claims in the brutal terms of the
title. The usual return to poventy
and privation is, of course, provided
for the lady, and the usual recon-
ciliation effected when grief has suffi-
ciently softened the hearts of both,

The somewhat lachrymose features
are admirably balanced by a loaves-
and-fishes-seeking brother-in-law, who
in times of matrimonial prosperity
has risen from a fourteen-dollar job as
shipping clerk to a five thousand-dol-
lar salary in Stafford’s office.  His
sentimen'ts over the reversal of the
family fortunes provides a vein of
comedy that illuminates the whole
performance. Frank Craven plays
the part admirably. Charles Rich-
man really rises to the demands of
the pant of Stafford, and his drunken
scene especially was played with just
the right reserve.




THE VOGUE OF THE NATURE

STORY
BY C. LINTERN SIBLEY

Are the ““Nature Fakers’’ right? Are
they contributing substantially to the
study and understanding of animal be-
haviour, and thus to the appreciation
of animal life rather than the destruc-
tion of it—or are they leading the minds
of their readers astray?

DO animals think? The question,

old as civilisation itself and new
as the day, is being more warmly de-
bated now than ever before. Judg-
ing from the diversity of opinions ex-
pressed, we seem to be as far from
a solution as ever.

Some scientists, experimenting with
animals in the laboratory, deny the
old, all-embracing explanation of
Descartes that pure instinet is the
controlling factor in a creature’s life,
and declare that the animal ‘‘forms
habits precisely as we do, and, pre-
cisely like ourselves, stores up as
habits many common experiences of
life.”’

The new school of nature writers
and observers, represented by such
men as Mr. John Burroughs, claims
that animals ‘“act mainly through in-
herited habits and instinets, and that
their acquired habits, so far from be-
ing a controlling factor in their lives,
hardly have to be reckoned with at
all.”’ But this school, too, denies that
animals possess any power of reason-
ing. They say that animals have in-
telligence, but that it is ‘‘the kind of

intelligence that pervades all nature

and which is seen in the vegetable, as
well as in the animal world, but which
287

differs radically in its mode of work-
ing from rational human intelli-
gence.’’

As one who has long been a student
of animal behaviour, I maintain that
neither of these schools is on the right
track.  Instinet, which Mr. Bur-
roughs defines as ‘‘the kind of intelli-
gence which pervades all nature, and
is seen in the animal as well as in
the vegetable world,”” is not a suffi-
cient explanation of animal be-
haviour, nor is the new psychology,
that the key to animal behaviour is
neither reason nor instinet, but habit
or experience.

I cannot see how either school can
vield anything more than negative
results, but I do think that another
modern school, composed of those who
rather glory in the sneering title of
“nature fakers,’’ is contributing sub-
stantially to the understanding of
animal behaviour, and to the solution
of the problem, ‘‘Do animals think?"’
Allied to patient observation, they
bring to the task the quality of
imaginative insight, and they show
that animal behaviour is something
far removed from mere reflexes,
tropisms, or automatic response to
stimuli. They show that animals do
think, that they do reason, that they
have distinet individualities and a
wide range of mental idiosyncrasy.
On the whole nature fakers give a
rgxtional and satisfying interpreta-
tion of animal behaviour, and
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neither the school of pure instinet
nor that of laboratory mnalysis does
that.

Each species, of course, inherits
special racial instinets, just as men
do, but each individual is endowed
with a brain capable in a greater or
less degree of individual thought. In
other words, animals do reason, and
animal reason, I believe, is of the
same character as human reason. To
a considerable degree animal be-
haviour is the direct result, not of
automatic response to stimuli, but of
the working, on individual lines, of
individual brains, That there is a
wide gulf between animal reason and
human reason is patent to all, but
that gulf is caused by a difference
in degree, and not in kind, in the
mental powers of animals and man.
The limitations of animal reasoning
can be strikingly put by asking, Is
it imaginable that any animal can
conceive such a question as ‘‘Do men
think?’’ Such an effort of specula-
tion is absolutely beyond them. They
are capable, according to the mental
endowments of species and of indi-
viduals of more or less acute reason-
ing on concrete subjects, but of ab-
stract reasoning they are absolutely
incapable. In a greater or less degree
they can put two and two together
and make a deduction, but no animal
can do more than enter upon the
threshold of ecreative thought. They
show the rudiments of the faculty
that enables man to do so—the
faculty of imagination—as witness
the play of animals, which is largely
pretence, or again the conscious self-
deception, say of the dog, when it
pretends to bite its companion or its
master. But although some animals
have reached this very threshold of
creative thought, they can no more
pass this threshold than we can go
beyond this realm to the final com-
prehension of the mysterious spiritual
force that works in all nature, and
pre-eminently in ourselves—of that
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something, as the poet has put it,

““Whose dwelling is the light of setting
suns,

And the round ocean, and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of
man :

A motion and a spirit that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all
thought,

And rolls through all things.”

Observers are too apt to confine
their attention to the generalities of
wild life, or to wild animals in cap-
tivity. They see all the birds of one
species make nests on the same gen-
eral pattern, or all animals of a cer-
tain species displaying the same gen-
eral characteristics, and they say,
““All they show is instinet; nothing
more.”” They put a wild animal in
captivity, and they say, ‘‘It cannot
reason, because no strength of bar
or wall can convince it that it cannot
escape; it continues to dash itself
against the bars, not until it is con-
vinced, but until it is exhausted.”’

Such arguments are the result of
the necessarily restrictive character
of the study of wild life. Few people
have the time, or the inclination, or
the opportunity, for the study of the
individual in wild life. But a very
large proportion of people have an
opportunity for studying what the
animal mind is capable of in the ob-
servation of our domestic animals. T
make a plea for psychology in the
farmyard. I think that here we have
abundant material for triumphantly
vindicating the proposition that ani-
mals do think, and that the thinking
powers of individuals are, while lack-
ing almost entirely the quality of
imagination, varied in force and
power as are the mental powers of
individual men.

Take our old friend the horse. Now
the horse is not the brightest example
of thinking animals, for one reason,
because it has to work hard physical-
ly, but primarily because it has to
devote so large a proportion of its
time to mastication. But who, with
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any experience of horses, can say
that horses do not reason?

I have in mind the actions of a
pair of horses that I drove into the
Porcupine goldfields in the first win-
ter of the rush into that region. A
narrow trail had been cut through
the forest—a trail so narrow that the
whipple-trees frequently struck the
standing trees, giving the horses
nasty jars on the collar. One of the
horses accepted these jars as a mat-
ter of course; the other kept looking
back to find the cause. He soon
discovered it, and thereafter he never
suffered a single jar on the collar
from this cause. He measured the
position of the trees carefully, and
whenever he trotted by one that was
likely to be struck by his whipple-
tree he gave a sidelong swing that
carried the whipple-tree clear of it.
Was his action merely automatic
response to external stimuli? If so,
why did not the other animal simi-
larly respond? The truth is that one
animal was bright mentally, the other
was stupid ; one animal thought as he
worked, the other merely worked. I
could multiply examples such as this
by the score; so could anybody ex-
perienced with horses.

Take another domestic animal, the
name of which is synonymous with
lack of thought: take the donkey. Can
anybody with experience of donkeys
say that these animals do not think?
In my own experience with these ani-
mals I not only have had many sur-
prising illustrations of the fact that
they do think, but many that go to
show they have a sense of humour
as well.

One donkey with which as a boy
I played used to get immense en-
joyment out of the trick of throw-
ing any boy who tried to ride him.
And always by preference he threw
his rider into a manure heap or mud
puddle, often following this up by
gently placing one hoof on the breast
of his vietim and, with his long ears

pointed, staring down at him in the
most ludicrous manner, in a kind of
mock triumph that was full of a
humorous appreciation of the situa-
tion.

A donkey that I once owned was
one of the most inveterate kickers
and biters that I ever knew. Nobody,
friend or foe, could go near him with-
out him doing his best to give them
a sounding erack with his hind hoofs
or to bite them. Yet he would play
with my little toddling baby brother
with all the gentleness of a lamb. The
little boy could pull his tail, run un-
der his legs, or do anything with
him, and the two could often be seen
playing touch-and-go in the orchard.

Now the donkey always resented
being caught, and used his teeth and
legs with the utmost vigour to show
his resentment. Yet whenever we
boys found that it was impossible to
break through his defence we only
had to send our baby brother to
catech him. The little toddler would
stand in front of the donkey, reaching
up his arms to hold him by the neck,
and the donkey would stand submis-
sively for us to put the halter on
him, afraid to move for fear he would
hurt the little boy. The picture of
resignation that he presented on such
occasions was comical in the extreme.
If he had acted instinctively in re-
sponse to external stimuli he would
have kicked then as on every other
occasion. What he did do was to show
an intelligent restraint that was the
product of reason.

Here is another instance not only
of intelligent thought on the part of
a donkey, but of intelligent co-opera-
tion between a donkey and a dog. A
farmer friend of mine moved to a
new locality about fifty miles from
his old farm. He took his live stock
with him by train. Among this live
stock was a donkey and a collie dog.
On the new farm it was noticeable that
these two animals, which had never
before evinced any interest in each
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other, were always to be seen together.
One day both were missed, and later
in that day both were seen trotting
along side by side on a road thirty
miles from home. They were going in
the direction of the farm from which
they had been moved. A man who
recognised them caught the donkey;
the dog escaped. The donkey was
sent back to the new horme. The dog
continued his journey, and later turn-
ed up at the old homestead. Was
this concerted action merely the re-
sult of automatic response to external
stimuli?

But I can give a still more wonder-
ful instance of the thinking powers
of an animal—one which I suppose
will not be believed, but which is
true, mevertheless.

The donkey that I owned when a
boy I used to hire out once a week
to a neighbour. That neighbour once
had a donkey of his own, which had
succumbed to a sudden illness. My
neighbour came every Friday morn-
ing, and caught my donkey himself
in the orchard.

One morning he came to the house
with a long face.

“‘Sonny,”” he said, ‘“that donkey
of yours is siek.”’

We went down to the orchard to-
gether to look at it. There was poor
old Jim, as we called him, with his
legs stuck out like props and making

an effort now and again to walk— .

an effort that only resulted in a few
miserable staggering footsteps. With
his head hung low, and his ears lop-
ping on either side, he looked the pic-
ture of misery.

““Take it from me,”’ said the neigh-
bour, ‘‘that donkey is going to die.
That’s exactly the same way my
donkey was taken, and he was dead
in six hours.”’

It seemed too true—there could be
no doubt, I thought, that the animal
was miserably sick.

My neighbour went his way without
the donkey, and as I had some duties
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to attend to, I left the donkey where
he was for perhaps half an hour.
Then I took my father down to look
at him, and what did we see? We
saw the donkey chasing his tail in the
greatest glee, and every now and
then breaking into a gallop around
the orchard with his tail straight out,
at the same time giving vents to joy-
ful snorts. The animal was simply
overflowing with the exuberance of
vitality.

This looked like a deliberate case
of maligning. And it was. For
on the next Friday, when the man
came again for the donkey, he be-
haved in the same fashion.

““Sonny,”’ said the man to me
again, ‘‘that donkey is a sick donkey
all right. Come and see.”’

There was Jimmy as before, looking
as though about to drop, and doing
every now and again a most realistic
stagger.

I gave him a sharp cut with a stick,
and off he went at a gallop. We
caught him, harnessed him, and set
him to work. And never again did
he attempt any of that particular
kind of old soldier’s trick.

Of the intelligence of dogs, of
their comprehension of the spoken
word, of their acts of faithfulness,
their jealousy, bravery, loves, hates,
and intelligent helpfulness to their
human masters there is no meed to
speak at length. It is common
knowledge.

Here again psychology in the
farmyard can teach us much, be-
cause dogs on the farm, instead of
living useless, idle, pampered lives,
are consciously useful, and have
abundant opportunities for display-
ing their thinking powers.

In one village in which I lived all
the farmers had the right to graze
a certain number of cattle on a big
moorland common that was extra-
ordinarily rich as a pasturage. All
the dairy herds of the village were
turned loose into that pasturage, and
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twice a day the milkers went there
and sorted out their own cows and
milked them.

Now this sorting out always struck
me as a splendid study in animal
psychology, for it was always done,
not by the men, but by their dogs.
The men from the farm would drive
the milk waggon down to the moor, a
bob-tail sheep dog or a collie running
behind.

““@et after them,”’ one would call
to the dog, as soon as the moor was
reached.

Forward would leap the dog, ‘‘like
an embodied joy whose race was just
begun.”’” At top speed it rushed to-
wards the dappled herd of cattle far
out on the moor. Upon the peaceful
herd there came a commotion, like
that caused by a breeze on water. In
and out among them the dog could
bé seen working. And gradually in-
dividuals became separated from the
mass. With infinite skill cow was
linked up to cow until presently the
whole dairy herd of the farm to which
the dog belonged had been separated
from the others and was being gently
driven to the spot where the milkers
were waiting. Every cow in the herd
was known personally to the dog, and
everyone had been sorted out un-
erringly.

Sometimes a single cow would be
““Where’s Beauty?’’ one would say
to the dog, as he came with the herd.

The dog, with ears cocked, and one
leg held up, would stand looking into
the face of the questioner, the pic-
ture of intelligence.

“@Go and fetch Beauty.”’ :

Instantly the dog would swing
round, and race back to the main
herd, and soon he would be seen re-
surning, with the cow Beauty hurry-
ing along before him. :

Would that dog be merely acting
instinctively? Pshaw! The ques-
tion, and the doubt it implies, is ridi-

" culous.

And yet we see the new laboratory
psychologists turning their faces from
beautiful triumphs of animal intelli-
gence such as this to watch the be-
wildered movements of animals in
pens fitted up with all kinds of scien-
tific contrivances for testing the re-
gponse of animals to elaborately-con-
trived ‘‘stimuli.’’ I recall particu-
larly one experiment recently deserib-
ed in one of the quarterlies, in whieh
an endeavour was made to ascertain
whether dogs were capable of dis-
criminating colours. This experiment
was attended by mnegative results,
from which the deduction was made
that dogs did not knmow blue from
red, or green from white, because be-
wildered and highly-strung animals
did not always select from amid many
electrie lights of different colours the
one which was always followed by the
giving of food when the animal
touched it with his mnose.

Farmyard psychology would soon
dispel any doubts on the question.
Here is an instance: In one house
where I was living we had an old
man who always used a large red
handkerchief, while everybody else in
the house always earried a white one.
One day we had a visitor to the
house, who, on leaving, pulled out a°
red handkerchief and blew his nose.
A collie dog that we had observed
him. It immediately ran after our
visitor, snatched the red handkerchief
away from him, and carried it in-
doors to the old man who always
used a red handkerchief. This shows
that dogs can distinguish colours, and
it also shows something else. Tt shows
that this dog was not the mere auto-
maton of instinet, but had definite
conceptions regarding the ownership
of property, and considered that our
guest had been guilty of stealing.

Cows and sheep and pigs, and even
the barnyard fowls, all think for
themselves. The fundamental error
which leads to the conception that
they do not think lies in the fact that
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they are usually considered in the
mass instead of individually. A flock
of sheep, for instance, can be taken
as exemplifying to everybody mwho
has eyes to see the proposition that
animals in general, and sheep in par-
ticular, do not think.

Look at a flock of sheep in a storm.
They instinctively turn their tails to
the direction from which the storm
is coming, and move in the same direc-
tion as the storm, the result being
that they are nearly always found on
the wrong side of a shelter. That is
why, in countries where the sheep
pastures are fenced with hedges, there
are generally broken fences after a
severe storm. The sheep, driven be-
fore the storm, push into the fence
from the windward side, and the
force of the flock impels those in
front through the hedge, and thus,
accidentally, into the sheltered side of
it. Yet it is not fair to assume from
this that sheep do not think, any
more than it is to make the deduec-
tion, from the silly or panic-stricken
actions of a crowd of people that hu-
man beings do not think. Any shep-
herd can give instances to show that
sheep do think, though, as a whole,
they have less brain power than any

-other farm animal. Cows, for in-
stance, have sufficient intelligence in
the mass to seek the sheltered side
of a fence, and will move deliberate-
ly in the face of a storm to find it.

Study the individual, as the so-
called ‘‘nature fakers’’ do, and every
time the coneclusion will force itself
upon the observer that animals do
think, and that as a result of their
individual thinking, which varies
greatly in power according to their
breed and individual endowments,
each develops a distinet individuality.

Thought does not separate man
from the animal kingdom, for all
creation thinks. But trace back man
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to his primeval condition. and it will
be seen that always man has had
something unexplainable to supple-
ment his mental workings. The old-
est relics of prehistoric man show that
the human race has always had in it
a divine quality of which the lower
animals have only the faintest rudi-
ments. To that quality we give the
name imagination—signifying the
mysterious power that comes, seem-
ingly, from outside volition, to in-
spire men’s thoughts into new chan-
nels. Primitive man showed the
glimmerings of this power in his
house building. Unlike the animals
and birds, in building his house, he
never faithfully copied the work of
his ancestors. In this and in other
directions he showed always a creative
plagiarism — an always-progressive
adaptation of materials and ideas to
new ends. The thoughts of animals
deal always with the present. Man
alone thinks beyond the hour and be-
yond himself, and nurses aspirations
as endless as eternity, and as illimit-
able as the umiverse. The Polish
writer Henryk Sienkiewicz says that
to enter a church and see people pray-
ing always reminds him of the im-
mensity of the gulf between man and
animals. The observation illumines
the mystery of that gulf, but does
not explain it any more than the
assertion that animals do not think.

The problem involved is a deeply-
interesting one. Long ago scientists
demonstrated the intimate eonnection
between human and animal anatomy
and physiology. For psychology a
distinctively human character was
long maintaired, But it has at last
overstepped this boundary, and comni-
parative psychology is now opening:
up fascinating new fields of research,
It is a new science, the universal ap-
peal of which is reflected in the great
vogue of the nature story.
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MISS JANET CARNOCHAN

A SKETCH AND AN APPRECIATION

BY FRANCIS DRAKE SMITH

N a time when much less worthy
names constantly meet the eye in
the publie press, it is with a peculiar
sense of pleasure and satisfaction
that the writer places on record
something concerning a woman who
in her own retiring way has done
much for the eommunity and Pro-
vince in which she lives. It is one
of Miss Janet Carnochan’s perpetual
regrets that she was not born in the
picturesque old town of Niagara-on-
the-Lake. The fates all but granted
9203

her that distinction, for she first saw
the light of day at Stamford, only
a few miles distant, and her instinct
for the historic finds much consola-
tion in the fact that her birthplace
contains the second oldest church in
Ontario. The Associate Presbhyterian
Church of Stamford was built in
1791, the Mohawk Church at Brant-
ford only four years earlier. Stam-
ford has perhaps the only ‘‘village
green’’ in Canada, and it is also
notable as having long boasted the
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fine residence of Sir Peregrine Mait-
land. Until very lately the ‘‘Gov-
ernor’s Gates’’ were one of the at-
tractions of the hamlet.

Miss Carnochan’s predilection for
the ancient capital of Ontario was
early gratified, for her parents
brought her to Niagara as @ mere
infant. Both of Gaelic origin and
of covenanting or Cameronian stock,
they had emigrated from the town
of Colmonell, Ayreshire, Scotland.
After the battle of Bothwell Bridge
in 1683, a maternal ancestor, Gil-
bert Milroy by name, endured seven
vears’ slavery in Jamaica for his
religious opinions. A second John
Milroy suffered death in defence of
his faith. Although now in her 72nd
yvear, Miss Carnochan retains dis-
tinet recollections of events that oc-
curred when she was only three years
old. Between the ages of four and
five she read parts of Rowland Hill’s
Cottagers, a book then in St. An-
drew’s Church Library, and passages
from it are still fresh in her memory.
Thus the instances of youthful erudi-
tion recently furnished in American
magazines establish no new precedent.
Educated in the local public and
private schools, she preferred Eng-
lish literature, history, arithmetic
and algebra beyond her other studies,
thus manifesting a catholic taste for
so young a girl. At that time her
reading was miscellaneous and desul-
tory. She devoured Sir Walter
Scott’s novels, the same author’s
““‘Demonology and  Witcheraft,”
““Tales of Bruce and Wallace,”’ Miss
Brimer’s novels, ‘‘The Pilgrim’s
Progress,”” and certain volumes of
sermons. As a very young, girl she
fairly immersed herself for a time in
‘“Chambers’s Encyclopedia of Eng-
lish Literature,”’ thus acquiring for
that period quite a unique knowledge
of littleknown writers. These de-
tails throw an interesting light upon
what a mere child could accomplish
of her own accord in a day when op-
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portunities for education were much
fewer than they are to-day.

Obtaining a first-class county
teacher’s certificate when but six-
teen, she at once entered upon her
chosen profession. This would be
against the Departmental regulations
to-day, but she proceeded and sue-
ceeded. At eighteen, by attending
the normal school for the short term
of five months, she obtained a first-
class ‘“‘B’’ certificate, an achieve-
ment to which most aspirants devoted
three full years. She taught for a
short time in Brantford and then
for five years in Kingston, where she
renewed a ‘treasured aequaintance
with the late Rev. J. B. Mowat,
brother of Sir Oliver Mowat, and
then professor at Queen’s Univer-
sity. Years before Mr. Mowat had
been pastor of St. Andrew’s Church,
Niagara-on-the-Lake; and, though
Scot-like, she preserves a striet reti-
cence in such matters, and admits
that it was through his influence that
she received her earliest and best
religious impressions. She corre-
sponded with him as long as he lived
and still keeps his letters as one of
her most valued possessions. From
Kingston she went to a Peterborough
school for a year, but for the last
forty-one years she has indulged her
passion for living in Niagara.

Like many other exceptionally abie
women, Miss Carnochan has kept
aloof from the suffragette movement,
but as far back as 1872 she provoked
furious local opposition by accept-
ing the ‘‘headmastership’ of the
Niagara Public School. The inno-
vation shook the community to its
very foundations, but she stood her
ground so firmly that in six years
she had lived down all objections.
Then she became assistant teacher in
the Niagara High School, holding
that position for twenty-three years
under five successive principals. It
was characteristic of Miss Carnochan
that in serving her pupils she al-
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ways went beyond her contractual
obligations. In both the public and
high schools she sought to give those
under her a knowledge of astronomy,
a subject never on the authorised
curriculum, and to her useful efforts
many to-day trace their interest in
the starry heavems. Her career as
a teacher extended over a period
of thirty-nine years. In an illum-
inated address that hangs in her
study, her former pupils, now scat-
tered far and wide, duly acknowledge
their immense debt to her patient
and unselfish interest in their behalf.

In 1895, some years prior to her
retirement from the high school, she
was instrumental in forming the
Niagara Historical Society, an or-
ganisation that under her guidance
has done much valuable work in res-
cuing from oblivion a great deal of
material that will prove useful ‘to
future historians. Freed from the
obligations of the teaching profes-
sion, she devoted herself with re-
doubled energy to this labour of love
for her beloved Niagara. By appeals
to the public and by personal inter-
views with Cabinet ministers at To-
ronto and Ottawa she raised $5,000
for the erection of an historical
museum at Niagara. This institu-
tion now houses 5,000 articles iden-
tified with the life of the Niagara
Peninsula from the French occupa-
tion and the war of 1812 down to
the present day. To this interesting
collection her former pupils, now
scattered all over Canada and the
United States (many of them oc-
cupying prominent positions in the
literary, scientific and business
worlds), have freely contributed.
The museum is a mecca for many
visitors. The Niagara Historical
Society has issued no less than
twenty publications covering the
early history of the distriet.

As President and Curator, Miss
Carnochan is constantly instru-
mental through the mails in furnish-
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ing distant descendants with infor-
mation concerning their early Nia-
gara forbears. As might be expect-
ed, she does valuable work on the
council of the Ontario Historical
Society. In other ways she has set
a worthy example of service to her
own immediate community. To the
local public library that has flourish-
ed for sixty-three years, and is one
of the largest and best outside the
chief Canadian towns and cities, she
has given much time as secretary and
treasurer, and as a selecter of books
and compiler of catalogues. She has
been called ‘‘the unpaid official,”
and has twice served on the council
of the Ontario Library Association.
For forty years she has been active
in Bible Society work and as a Sun-
day school teacher. She is a life mem-
ber of the Presbyterian Women'’s
Foreign Missionary Society. Of late
years she has turned her attention to
the reclamation of the historie, but
neglected, Presbyterian graveyard.
The writer once styled her ‘‘an ex-
pert on centenaries’’ on the ground
that she has been active in the cele-
bration of three and attended a
fourth. The three in which she took
part were those of St. Mark’s
Church and St. Andrew’s Church,
and that of the town itself. Not
satisfied with this record, in 1898 she
organised the Jubilee Celebration of
the Niagara Public Library.
Amidst all these multifarious ac-
tivities, Miss Carnochan has found
time at irregular intervals to do con-
siderable literary work, some particu-
lar circumstance or event usually
calling it forth. Fourteen of the
twenty publications issued by the
Niagara Historical Society have been
written entirely or in part by her.
She has read many papers before such
organisations as the Canadian Insti-
tute, the Ontario, Lundy’s Lane,
Napanee, and Bowmanville Histori-
cal Societies, the Educational Asso-
ciation, the York Pioneers, the On-
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tario Library Association, and the
St. Catharines Literary Club. Other
papers and fugitive verses have ap-
peared in The Week, The Toronto
News, The Toronto Globe, The
Methodist Magazine, and other pub-
lications. The most notable of her
writings are ‘‘The History of St.
Mark’s Church, Niagara,”’ published
on the occasion of its centennial in
1892, and a companion, ‘‘History of
St. Andrew’s Church, Niagara,’’ also
published as a centenary volume in
1894,

Her most familiar pamphlets re-
late chiefly to the Niagara Peninsula
and to a trip made years ago to the
land of her fathers, The most in-
teresting of these are: ‘‘Niagara
One Hundred Years Ago,”” ‘‘A Slave
Rescue Sixty Years Ago’’ (1837),
““The Evolution of an Historical
Room,”” ‘““Early Schools in Nia-
gara,”’ ‘‘Niagara Library, 1800-
1820,”" ““The Courthouse and Jail of
1817,”" ““Palatine Hill’”’ (the Servos
House), ‘‘Inscriptions and Graves in
the Niagara Peninsula,”” ‘“A Cana-
dian Heroine’’ (Mrs. Wait), “‘Sir
Isaac Brock,”” ““‘Count Des Puisaye,”’
‘‘Robert Gourlay,”” “Fort Niagara,”’
““Wrecked on Sable Island,”’ ‘‘Mar-
tyr Graves in Seotland,’”’ ‘“The Re-
galia of Scotland,”” ““What I Saw in
Edinburgh,’”” “My Day in the Tros-
sachs,”” ““The Carlyles,”’ ‘‘Reminis-
cences of Niagara in the American
Oceupation,”” (1813), “‘Origin of the
Maple Leaf as the Emblem of Can-
ada,”” ‘““Woman as Described by
Canadian Poets,”” ‘‘Canadian His-
tory as Exemplified by Visitors to
Niagara,”’ ‘‘Books That Have In-
fluenced Me,”’ ‘‘History as Some-
times Given,’’

Published verses from her pen in-
clude ““‘Fort George’s Lonely Syca-
more,”’ ‘‘Has Canada a History?”’
‘““Golden Rod,” ‘“Words of Jesus to
Women,”’ ‘‘Centennial Hymn (St.
Andrew’s),” ‘““Chautauqua Hymn,”’
““‘Canada—an Ode,’’ and half a dozen
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sonnets entitled ‘‘Fort George,”’
“Fort Mississauga,”’ ‘‘Canada,’’
“Taura Secord,”” ‘‘United Empire,”’
““Memorial to J. M. Dunne.”’

““Fort George’s Lonely Sycamore’’
records:

The story of a tree that rears
Its form on an histonic plain.

One of its most effective stanzas
reads: _
Beneath the crumbling ruins old,
Where first our hero Brock was laid,
With funeral pomp in death-sleep cold,
And tears were shed and mourning
made : :
For him, who, with the morning sun,
Went from tlhese walls erect and brave ;
The evening saw his victory won,
A hero’s fame, a soldier’s grave.
The lines on Fort George open:
What memories cluster round thy earth-

piled wall

Of daring deeds and ecalm endurance
here,

What sad, sad records of the Hungry
Year

Relieved by tale of dance in Navy Hall.
The French thorns planted close in sight

recall

The Fleur-de-lis triumphant far and
near.

Miss Carnochan disdains those

who say that Canada has no history.

She writes in her poem entitled ‘‘ Has

Canada a History?’’ in part as fol-

lows:

No history, forsooth! Consult the tomes

Which tell of those who left their fair
French homes,

Their sunny vines and ‘‘pleasant land
of France,”

For rude stockade exchanged the merry
dance,

For glittering court the red mian’s scalp-
ing knife,

For college halls a rude, laborious life.

Consult the mouldering records of the
past

In Ville Marie and old Quebec amassed,

Of France’s chosen chivalry, which tell,

In this new land of France, then
La Nouvelle,

Which tell of chivalrous La Salle’s essay,

Long marches from Quebec to Mexique’s

Y5
Thousands of miles, not once «alone nor

twice ;
Hunger and cold and death the bitter

price.
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Which tell, too, of her missionary band
Of hero martyrs in the red man's land,
Whose mission was not gold, but souls

to save,

Of gentle Lalement and Brebeeuf, who
gave

‘fheir lives through nameless tortures for
the truth,

To bear the cross to men, wko knew nor
fear nor ruth.

Go, ask the veterans of Hudson’s Bay

To tell of years of hardship as they may,

Or Selkirk vainly battling in the North,

When fortune sent her bitter arrows

forth,

‘Gainst frechets, famines and the north
wind’s breath,

And rival hostile bands, disease and
death.

Go, ask the unwritten history of those

days,

As told by those fast fading from our
gaze;

Go, ask the veterans of the war to tell

One-half alone of all that then befell ;

Go, ask the ancient white-haired dames
to speak

Of sad, sad moments, when they came
to seek

New homes, new hearthstones, ah, the bit-
ter pain

Of finding that,
gain

Lone graves for tender little ones, alas!

They may not stay, but onward, on-
ward pass.

instead, they ofttimes

A true patriot, her sonnet ‘‘Can-
ada,”” published years ago, happily
praises those doughty Canadians who
in days gone by defended their birth-
right against the United States. Here
it is in part:

To gain our varied wealth as friend or

00
Our wily neighbour stretdhes wide in
vain

Her arms. For twice have we of this
domain

Thrown back her hostile bands with
forceful blow

From crimson heights, from eastern
citadel.

Her pamphlet ‘““Sable Island’’ re-
fers to an exciting incident of a voy-
age to Scotland when she was
wrecked and cast ashore in ‘‘the
graveyard of the North Atlantic.”
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She lost all her personal belongings
save only two cans of Niagara
peaches that she was taking to Secot-
land to show the inhabitants what
the Niagara Peninsula could produce.
Curiously enough the wicker basket
in which the cans were packed was
the only portion of her baggage that
floated ashore from the sinking ship.
Her notes on her visit to the old land
reflect her pride in Caledonia and
the Caledonians. She believes the
race from which she sprang is more
accurately portrayed by lan Mac-
Laren and the rest of the Kail-yard
School than in Stevenson’s ‘‘Edin-
burgh,’’ “‘The Unspeakable Scot,”” or
““The House With the Green Shut-
ters.”’

Tt is pleasing to recall that in 1893
Miss Carnochan’s merits were partly
acknowledged in her selection as one
of Canada’s twenty representative
women chosen to attend the Chicago
World’s Congress. If each Canadian
community could have another such
public-spirited member the country
would be better off. Her chief
pleasure has been that of endeavour
and her chief satisfaction that of
achievement.  She is thankful that
she has had work to her hand and
that she has been able to do it. Yet
in the midst of all her labours she
finds time for an occasional game of
golf on her beautiful Niagara com-
mons, with its French thorns immor-
talised by William Kirby, who was
one of her most intimate friends and
the author of ““Le Chien D’Or.”
Modest as is her estimate of her own
achievements, she is lavish in her
recognition of others. Best of all,
though well past three score years
and ten, she declares herself a pro-
nounced optimist on the universal
outlook. She rejoices in the confi-
dent belief that, despite all the wrong
and suffering still to be found in the
world, the human race is ‘‘marching
on through struggles many’’ to high-
er planes of existence. :
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THE KING'S GIFT
By JEAN BLEWETT
(Toronto Local Council of Women)
The New Year coming to us with swift

feet
Is the King’s gift, and all that in it

lies
Will make our lives more rounded and
complete,
It may bo laughter, may be tear-filled
oyes ;

It may be gain of love or loss of love,
It may be thorns or bloom and breath

of flowers,
The full fruition of these hopes that
move,
It may be what will break these hearts
of ours,
What matter? ’Tis the great gift of the
King,
Weo do not need to fear what it may
bring.
*
RS. WILLOUGHBY CUM-

MINGS, who for eighteen years
was Secretary of the National Coun-
cil of Women, a position she resigned
in order to become a lecturer in the
interests of the Government anuui-
ties, and who is at present con-
vener of the Finances Committee of
the International Council, as well as
a vice-president of the National
Counecil, spent last Summer in Japan,
and as a result of her visit has writ-
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ten for this department the following
account of her experiences there:

IN FAR Japan.

Picture to yourself the plight of a
foreign woman as she found herself
surrounded by a bevy of dainty,
graceful, little Japanese ladies in a
large military club-house in Japan
one afternoon and heard that fully
two hundred and fifty or three hun-
dred more ladies and gentlemen are
awaiting her coming in the large
assembly hall upstairs, eager to
hear what she had to tell them eon-
cerning the women of Canada, their
life and their work.

If she could have spoken J apanese
or if they could have understood Eng-
lish, the matter would have been
quite simple, but alas, such was not
the case, and only those who have
tried to give an address through the
medium of an interpreter can fully
appreciate the difference,

However, there is not time now
for vain regrets or self pity, for these
little ladies are offering cakes and
tiny cups of a sort of barley water, a
favourite afternoon beverage in
Japan. We are in the drawing-room
of this military club-house, which is
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a fine spacious building, standing in
grounds that formerly surrounded
the Daimyos Castle, in the city of
Takota, and the room is furnished in
a so-called ‘‘foreign style,”” which
means a costly but ugly velvet car-
pet, instead of the usual soft Ta-
tami mats, and still uglier plush fur-
niture, the colour of which clashed
painfully with the carpet.

Some very large pictures in gor-
geous gilt frames covered the walls,
-and the effect of the whole gave one
a longing to chalk up somewhere in
a prominent place a warning that
this room only resembled a foreign
elub-room, as an advertising chromo
resembles a painting by a great ar-
tist.

The Japanese lady who is to act
as an interpreter, having been served
with cakes and barley water, we are
escorted upstairs by some of the of-
ficers, and presently reach the as-
sembly hall, where at least two-thirds
of the audience are seated on chairs,
while the others sit in the usual
Japanese fashion on cushions on the
floor.

‘While another speaker is giving
her address in Japanese, there is
time to watch the audience and to
notice how beautifully most of the
ladies are dressed, their kimonos be-
ing for the most part in wvarious
shades of gray of rich material, and
their obis (wide sashes), of exquisite
brocade, which always harmonises
beautifully with the kimomo. All
married women in Japan wear gray
or neutral tints when dressed in na-
tive fashion. Only the young girls
don the brighter tints, while the chil-
dren are always in gay colours and
look like flocks of little butterflies as
they play about in the sun.

Now the time has come, and the
ordeal has begun. First a low bow
to the audience with hands on knees,
then everyone in the audience bows.
A few sentences expressive of the
honour done to one’s humble self in
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being invited to address the honour-
able audience, and one’s apprecia-
tion of the delightful country and
its people. Then a pause while the
interpreter repeats, which seems to
take so long that it is hard to remem-
ber where one left off, and how to fit
in the next sentence. However, as
nervousness wears off, it becomes
easier, especially as it becomes very
evident that the audience is really
interested in what is being said to
them. The story of the National and
International Councils is told, includ-
ing some of the good work that has
been accomplished in the past, and
some of the work now under way.
With many more bows amd kind
speeches, the affair comes to an end,
and presently after a delightful ride
home in a kuruma, with tea await-
ing, one closes the afternoon.

Now for the sequel: Shortly af-
ter dinner a courteous Japanese gen-
tleman calls upon the foreigner. He
speaks English fairly well, and is
editor of one of the city newspapers.
He had not been at the club, but al-
ready such strange stories had reach-
ed him of some of the extraordinary
things Oka San (honourable married
lady) had said, that he had come
humbly to inquire from her if indeed
they were true.

““But what were these strange
things?"’ she asked.

‘“Oka San will pardon, but indeed
some stupid person had rudely ven-
tured to say that Oka San had said
that the Government in her country
had done certain things at the re-
quest of the women.”’

““That is quite true, not only done
things, but amended laws at the re-
quest of the National Clouncil of
Women,’”’ Oka San replied.

‘“But, Oka San, the women in your
country vote not, is it not so?’’ he
queried.

““Not in parliamentary elections,’’
was the answer; ‘‘nevertheless, our
requests are always heard with at-
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tention, and are generally answered
favourably.’’

The little man afterwards drank
some tea, and then went away home
still looking somewhat perplexed.

Shortly afterwards a second caller
arrived, who proved to be the editor
of the rival newspaper. He spoke
English well and had been at the
club-house, but he ealled to inquire
if the interpreter had really under-
stood Oka San correctly, and had she
really said that the Government in
her country had done many things
at the request of women.

When he was assured on that point
an interesting interview followed, in
which he told the foreigner of the
splendid organisation and work done
by the women in Japan in the Red
Cross Society during the late war
with Russia.

““But there is nothing for them to
do, now that there is peace,’’ he
added regretfully.

The many things that these dear
little home-makers and home-lovers
might do for the women and chil-
dren of their country if they were
banded together in a National Coun-
cil, were pointed out and -copious
notes were taken, which it was prom-
ised would be reproduced with strong
editorial backing ;ome day.

A centre round which all women
workers of all sections of society, of
all religious denominations, and all
political parties gather in unity and
understanding of one another, includ-
ing women of conservative views and
those who are termed the old-fashion-
ed workers, as well as those who be-
long to the more progressive fune-
tions, is the pivot upon which the
National Counecil turns its working

machinery. To be the head of
such a body of women re-
quires  executive  ability, broad
experience, and indeed we find

diplomatic finesse, high culture and
these traits of character embodied to
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their fullest in the charming and es-
timable president, Mrs. Torrington.
Only when one knows her personally
can one fully understand her un-
usual fitness for the highest honour
the women of Canada can give, and
no one comes to that honour without
well deserving it.

I can safely say that Mrs. Torring-
ton is one of the best-known women
in the musical, club, social and
philanthropie cireles of Toronto, The
great good that both she and her hus-
band, Dr. Torrington, of the Toronto
College of Musie, have done will never
be known to its full extent. Many a
talented pupil has been given a musi-
cal education through the kindness of
Dr. Torrington and his wife.

And though Dr. Torrington has
done so much in the musical world,
Mrs. Torrington represents club life
in Toronto as no other woman does.
Though they are her recreation and
pleasure, Mrs. Torrington, neverthe-
less, places home as a woman’s first
duty, for by it will a woman ever he
judged, and through the home a
nation stands or falls. Could a bet-
ter leader have been chosen to stand
at the head of a council that aims at
upholding the ideal of a family life.
chastened by mutual love and respect
and enlightenment and diversified by
an intelligent grasp of all the lead-
ing questions of the day, and enlist-
ing the interest and sympathy of wo-
men in everything that affects their
interests?

¥

At the recent Executive of the In-
ternational Council of Women held in
Stockholm, Sweden, Miss Agnes Rid-
dell, M.A.,, and Mrs. Sanford, of
Hamilton, the International Treasur-
er, represented the Canadian Na-
tional Council, and it is of great in-
terest to all Canadians that the names
of Lady Taylor, of Hamilton, for-
merly of Winnipeg, and Mrs. Boomer.
of London, were unanimously and by
acclamation accepted as life patrons
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of the International Council, both
honours being the gift of Mrs. San-
ford, who nominated both ladies as
being amongst the earliest members
of the Canadian branch.

The International Council provides
a common centre for women workers
of every race, faith, class and party,
who are associating thémselves to-
gether in the endeavour to leave the
world more beautiful than they found
it; in a common consecration to the
service of humanity in the spirit of
love, which we hail as the greatest
power in the world.

e
Johanna Naber,

Mejuffrouw the
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press convener of International Coun-
cil of Women, writes from Amster-
dam, Netherlands, requesting me to
make known to Canadian women that
Servia, Finland, and West Australia
have joined the International Coun-
cil, also that the establishment of a
National Council is under way in
South Africa. I cannot estimate too
highly the great value the Council
will be to the women of these coun-
tries. It is the university of present-
day problems on all questions econ-
cerning women and of estimable
value for all who are searching for
the solution of this highly important
cause,
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M ADAME- ALBANI, perhaps the

most famous of Canadian en-
tertainers, has written a book en-
titled ‘‘Forty Years of Song.”’ Her
fame is world-wide, and at the height
of her glory as a prima donna she
rose to the eminence of an European
celebrity. Not only was she courted
by the wealthy, lionised by society
and applauded by the crowd, but she
made as well cordial exchanges with
kings and queens. So that while
she is a Canadian by birth, having
been born at Chambly, Quebee, to the
French-Canadian name of Lajeunesse,
she early became engrossed in the
artistic life of two continents and
found herself in a glamorous swirl
from which she occasionally took a
long look backward to the time when
as a mere child she bedecked her-
self with an old tablecloth and sang
“‘Le Désert,”” with the rocks of the
Chambly Basin for stage and the
Richelieu River for setting. She tells
us that she was able to sing and read
music when only five years of age,
and that at the age of twelve, when
she made her first appearances in
““public”’ (at Montreal), she played
both the harp and the piano and
““was desired to show all my friends
everything I could do at that time.”’
A local impresario chanced to hear
her playing casually in a Montreal
music store. He was so well im-
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pressed that he engaged her on the
gpot. - ““If- was*“in this way,”
Madame Albani recounts, ‘‘that I
made my first appearance in public,
singing, I remember, on that occa-
sion, ‘‘Robert, Robert, toi que
J’aime.”” From Montreal she went
with her father to Albany, where she
became first soprano in the Church
of St. Joseph. There she sang Mo-
zart’s and Cherubini’s Masses, and
Beethoven’s Great Mass in D. After
that experience she is ‘‘Quite sure
that to the singing and study of
sacred music in those early days I
am greatly indebted for whatever
suecess I may since have achieved
in oratorio. Often, I know, it is said
that the mere act of singing such
music when one is very young ought,
according to nature’s laws, to injure
the voice considerably. But I ecan
state emphatically that it does noth-
ing of the sort, and this is not only
my own opinion, but that of many
great singers.”” Madame Albani cor-
rects the assumption that her stage
name was chosen because some of the
people of Albany had subscribed a
sum of money sufficient to pay her
initial studies in Europe. My
Ttalian elocution master, Signor De-
lorenzi,”’ she writes, ‘‘said that my
real name, ‘Lajeunesse,” was not a
good one for the stage and that I
ought to adopt another. He promised




THE WAY OF LETTERS

to find me a good one, and the next
day came and suggested ‘Albani,’
telling me that it was the name of an
old Italian family whose members,
with the exception of a very old
cardinal, were all dead. I said, ‘But
did you know that I have lived in
Albany?’ ‘No,’ he replied, ‘I have
never heard that’; and this is the
true origin of the name under which
I have sung ever since.’’

It would be agreeable, but impos-
sible here, to follow Madame Albani
from the time of her debut at Mes-
sina as a first-class cantatrice until
she crowned her achievements
with several seasons and many
triumphs at Covent Garden, Lon-
don. We must linger rather
over her account of her return to
Canada, after an absemce of almost
twenty years. She came first to To-
ronto, where she overheard one of the
stage carpenters say, ‘‘Wall, I guess
this ain’t like a stage play: it’s like
a political meeting.”” But it was at
Montreal that the people lost their
heads and their hearts. ‘“When I left
America to prosecute my studies in
Europe,”” she says, ‘‘an effort had
been made in Montreal to organise
a concert or get up a subseription to
assist me to go abroad. The French-
Canadians, however, had the old-
world traditional misgiving of a pub-
lic career, and especially that dislike
for anyone belonging to them to go
on the stage itself, a feeling which
was then very much still alive in Can-
ada, although the idea was beginning
to die out in other countries. Conse-
quently all help, as they then hon-
estly thought in my best interests,
was”withheld from me in that quar-
ter.

But the French-Canadians re-
deemed themselves. At the station
when the great singer arrived the
crush was so great that ‘““we had aec-
tually to fight our way through the
cheering crowd.”’ A torehlight pro-
cession was formed, a brass band
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played music, and in time the multi-
tude moved slowly towards the Wind-
sor Hotel, where the crowd was so
dense that Madame Albani had to be
carried over the heads of the people
into the building. Next day the
great singer was formally received
at the Hotel de Ville, where the
Council presented her with an il-
luminated address, and the poet
Louis Fréchette read a poem that he
had composed for the occasion. The
afternoon of that day became like a
holiday. ‘‘Shops were closed, crowds
were in the streets, and we were
cheered all the way back, as we re-
turned from the Hotel de Ville to
our hotel, until I began to think that
after such a commotion and emotion
I should never be able to sing an-
other note!”” But perhaps the most
touching episode of this memorable
revisitation was the return to the
Convent of the Sacred Heart, where
the woman who had been patronised
by monarchs and acclaimed by the
critics of Europe sang an ‘‘Ave
Maria’’ in the old chapel in which
as a child she had been wont to sing
so many years before.

This book of reminiscences is writ-
ten in a frank, unpedantic manner.
It makes a handsome volume and
contains a number of interesting
photographic reproductions.  (To-
ronto: the Copp, Clark Company).

¥

THE Toronto Women’s Press Club

recently undertook to make a
compilation of selected quotations
from Canadian writers and to pub-
lish them in book form. The result
is commendable. But if the Club
set out to make a book that
would increase the average knowledge
of literature written by Canadians
and entice strangers to seek an ac-
quaintance with Canadian writers,
we fear that they have not wholly
succeeded. The idea itself, in
many respects, is a good one,
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but it is sometimes possible to
carry to a happy conclusion a
proposition that may have at

the beginnng a sad outlook. In
this instance, however, we seem to
encounter the very reverse of this.
But it is not always easy to take from
the body of a novel, for instance, a
few lines that will stand examina-
tion by themselves. The compilers
have erred in generosity because they
have selected some names that have
not as yet much claim on posterity.
No doubt they were pressed by
time, for they have included
among  their  quotations many
lines that are by mno interpre-
tation apt. Here is an instance, re-
quoted from the sixth day of March:

Creeds and churches bother my head,
But this one thing I know—

It isn’t true that Peepy’s been dead
Since seventeen years ago.

There are other selections equally
inane or commonplace:

Horse, or man, or dog aren’t much
good until they learn to obey.

What would life be worth without the
vision ?

There is no greater joy to the truly
living thing than the joy of being alive
in every part and power.

His own theory, he told me in confi-
dence, was that the dessert compart-
ment of his stomach was so arranged
that no amount of plain food would fill
it.

Imagine morsels like these—one for
contemplation during the idle mo-
ments of a whole day! They are not
given with fairness to the authors.
In their own places they meant some-
thing, but in a volume of quotations!
But to show that Canadian writers
can give something worth quoting we
reprint the following (and they might
have been all equally good) :

The friend I trusted failed me. This

was bad, but not so bad as though I had
failed my friend.

Well, well, let us put a merry face
on life. We all have our thousand faults.
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Duty is generally the thing a fellow
doesn’t want to do.

Happy am I that sing of love,

Yet from thrall of love am free;
Happy am I that sing of pain,

And quick forget what pain may be.

I sing of death—and lo! to me

Life is supremest ecstasy!

It is an interesting exercise to go
through this book and read the con-
flicting observations on patriotism.
(Toronto: the Musson Book Com-

pany).
*

HUMOROUS books are never too

plentiful. W. W. Jacobs is one of
the subtlest of living humorists, and
his humour is tinetured with quaint
philosophy and accompanied by ex-
cellent character sketching, His lat-
est book is ‘‘Ship’s Company,’”’ and
all who have read ‘‘Many Cargoes’’
will be glad to read more by the
same author. (Toronto: the Musson
Book Company). Ellis Parker But-
ler has lived a long time on the

reputation of ‘‘Pigs is Pigs”’
but nothing that he has at-
tempted since the publication

of that extremely funny story has
met with anything like the same sue-
cess. His latest venture is ‘‘The Ad-
ventures of a Suburbanite,’’ which is
rather affected. It describes the ex-
periences of a young couple who
satisfy a longing for suburban life,
where they can have space and keep
chickens and perhaps a horse and do
a little gardening. (Toronto: the
Musson Book Company). Diserimin-
ative readers and those who seek in
their reading something that deals
with the deep and personal strug-
gles of individuals will read with un-
derstanding and perhaps with sym-
pathy Robert Hichens’s lafest novel
of modern Rome, ‘‘The Fruitful
Vine.”” This is the story of a child-
less woman whose yearning for the
wonders of motherhood leads her to
make woman’s greatest sacrifice. Tt

o o et L e e
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is told with this author’s skill and
mastery of colour and deseription.
(Toronto: the Copp, Clark Com-
pany). A more wholesome and to
many persons a more soulful book is
“‘Mother,”’ by Kathleen Norris. Its
tendency is to make us realise the big
unselfish place that the mother fills
in almost every home. (Toronto: the
Maemillan Company of Canada).
Quite different again is the charac-
ter of Peter Pan, whose interest seems
to be as strong as ever. Now the
creator of this delightful fantasy, J.
M. Barrie, gives us another story, or
rather, another version, entitled
““Peter and Wendy.”” However, it
is written in Barrie’s inimitable
style, which cannot be deseribed.
(Toronto: the Musson Book Com-
pany). Stewart Edward White comes
along again with an amusing volume
entitled ‘‘The Adventures of Bobby
Orde.”” (Toronto: the Musson Book
Company). But for stories of adven-
ture turn to ‘“South Sea Tales,”’ by
Jack London, a new volume of stir-
ring short stories, a result of the
author’s recent voyage in the south-
ern hemisphere, (Toronto: the Mac-
millan Company of Canada). If one
seeks a good, wholesome, interesting
tale, a tale of the transformation of
the selfish members of a community,
““Mothers to Men’’ is the book, and
Zona Gale, of ‘“‘Friendship Village”’
fame, is the author. (Toronto: the
Macmillan Company of Canada).
To those who think that the Christ-
mas season is a time of rejoicing for
everybody and that all are happy in
giving and receiving should read
““Miss 318,”” by Rupert Hughes,
and see the other side of the pie-
ture. (Toronto: Fleming H. Revell).
A book that takes ome back over
pleasant paths to the time of youth
is the one entitled ‘‘The Believing
Years,”” by Edmund Lester Peterson.

Only persons of fine sensibilities and
a rare sense of humour will properly
appreciate this volume, but it is
worth the experiment. (Toronto:
the Macmillan Company of Canada).

o
NoOTES.

—For those who like to pass an
idle hour or two in an absorbing ro-
mance and think no more about it
“The Last Link,”” by Morice Ger-
ard, will do. (Toronto: the Musson
Book Company).

—Among books of absorbing in-
terest ‘‘The Gamblers,”” by Charles
Klein and Arthur Hornblow, is one
of the best. These are the authors
also of ‘““The Lion and the Mouse’’
and ‘‘The Third Degree.”’ The
three books have been dramatised.
Toronto: the Musson Book Com-
pany). .

—“The Book of Courage,’ by
Rev. Dr. W. J. Dawson, is an excel- -
lent book for the young man, or even
the old, who needs encouragement to
meet the common difficulties of life.
(Toronto: Fleming H. Revell).

—A valuable book on ‘‘District
Nursing’’ has been written by Mabel
Jacques, a graduate of the hospital
of the University of Pennsylvania,
with an introduction by John §.
Pryor, M.D. (Toronto: the Maemil-
lan Company of Canada).

—One of the best sociological
stories in recent years is ‘““‘One Way
Out,”” by William Carleton, being an
account of the experiences of a mid-
dle-class New Englander who ‘‘emi-
grates to America.”’ (Toronto: Me-
Leod and Allen).

—A new illustrated edition of
Kingsley’s ‘“Water Babies,’” abridged
and explained by Professor William
Clark, of Trinity University, has
been issued by the Musson Book
Company, Toronto.




HIMENOWLEDGY

Stanley Jordan, the well-known
Episcopal minister, having cause to
be anxious about his son’s college ex-
aminations, told him to telegraph the
result. The boy sent the following
message: “‘Hymn 342, fifth verse,
last two lines.”” Looking it up, the
father found the words: ‘‘Sorrow
vanquished, labour ended, Jordan
passed.”’—The Circle.

¥

WHO CAN 1T BE?
“Have you noticed, my friend,
how many fools there are on earth?’’
““Yes, and there’s always one more
than you think.”’—Sourire.

Satan : I have called you in to explain this peculiar
record. You are recorded with the same lie seven-
teen thousand times. This is the only sin you have
committed. I am curious to know why you told this
same lie so many times,

New Arrival : Well, your majesty, it's this way; my
wife i8 very fat, and every time we passed & woman
who was the least bit plump, she would say, am 1
as fat as that?”” and [ always replied, ‘‘mercy ! my
dear, no!"” —Life

806

AND A BARGAIN AT THAT

A little boy had got into the habit
of saying ‘‘Darn,”’ of which his
mother naturally did not approve.

“Dear,”” she said to the little boy,
““here is ten cents: it is yours if you
will promise me not to say ‘Darn’
again.”’

‘“All right, mother,”’ he said, as
he took the money, ‘‘I promise.”

As he lovingly fingered the money
a hopeful look came into his eyes,
and he said: ““Say, mother, T know a
word that’s worth fifty cents.''—
Ladies’ Home Journal.

s

SPECTALISATION

Doctor— “What can I do for you?’’

Patient— ‘I have cut my index-
finger.”’

Doctor—‘‘Very sorry. But I am
a specialist on the middle finger,’'—
Fliegende Blaetter.

W

ON His Guarp

Teacher (to new pupil) —“Why
did Hannibal eross the Alps, my lit-
tle man?’’

My Little Man—" ‘For the same
reason as the ’en crossed th’ road.
Yer don’t catch me with no puz.
zles.”—Sydney Bulletin.



‘‘ Are there Dragons, Mother!"'

CAPTURED

Sandy was having his first taste
of life in the African forests. Bor-
rowing a gun, he set off one day in
search of game. A little later his
companion spied in the distance
Sandy running at full speed for
home, with a huge lion behind him,
gaining at every step. ‘‘Quick!
Quick! Jock!’’ he eried. ‘‘Open the
door. I’m bringing him home alive.”’
—Auckland Weekly News.

¥
CoLD STORAGE

He—“Where is the live chicken I
bought for our party?’’

She—‘T put it in our new ice-box
to keep it fresh until it is killed to-
morrow.”'—Meggendorfer Blaetter.

¥
GoING, GOING, GONE

The three degrees in medieal
treatment—Positive, ill; compara-
tive, pill; superlative, bill.—Sacred
Heart Review.

307

“Oh, no, dear?” “Why not?” - Punch

THE LEAVINGS

Her Father—‘‘So my daughter has
consented to become your wife. Have
you fixed the day of the wedding ¢’

Suitor—‘I will leave that to my
fiancée,”’

H. B.—“Will you have a church
or a private wedding?’’

S.—‘“Her mother can decide that,
fir."?

H. F.—“What have you to live
on?”’

S.—“I will leave that entirely to
you, sir.”’—Boston Transcript.

*
Rounp THE CmreLE

Chroniec Old Growler (whose sub-
jeet, as usual, is the country, and
how quickly it is going to the dogs)
—“And after all, it’s you farmer
chaps as is at the root of all the
evil. You raise the corn, and the
corn raises the whisky ; whisky raises
politicians, and politicians raise all

the trouble we have in the country,’’
—M. A. P,
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His MoNEY

A poor Jew received a monthly
allowance of five dollars from a rich
man of the same faith. The money
used to be paid to him regularly by
the bookkeeper. On one occasion
when the poor man came around the
hookkeeper handed him only three
dollars. The poor man remained
standing quietly until the bookkeep-
er asked whether-there was anything
else he wished.

““You must have made a mistake,”’
he said, ‘‘I always get five.”’

‘““Yes,”” replied the bookkeeper.
““That has now been changed.”’

‘““Changed? Why!?”’

“You see, the boss recently mar-
ried off his eldest daughter and he
had a great deal of expense, as you
may imagine—the dowry and so-
forth, you can easily understand

““Yes, yes,”’ grumbled the beggar.
““Give your employer my best wishes,
and tell him that if he ever marries
off another daughter, he may do it
12

with his own money, not with mine!
p
—The Maccabear.

*
UNsIGHT UNSEEN
““I have found just the party for
yvou, Lord Duncan—a lady with a
dowry of half a million.”’
‘““And when can I see this lady?”’
““Just keep thinking of the dowry
—don’t ask to see her.”’—Fliegende
Blaetter.
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His WORRY
‘‘Clarence,”” said the American
heiress hesitatingly, ‘‘I think that
vou should be told at once how my
father made his money. Our busi-
men in this country have
methods which to one of your pure
soul, whose motto is ‘Noblesse

oblige,’ A

eSS

cannot but——"’

‘“Cease, Mamie, cease,”’” said the
voung lord reassuringly, ‘‘tell me no
more. However he made his millions
[ can forgive, for your sake. But—
er—has he still got them all right?”’
—TLondon Globe.

*
THEIR FIRST TASTE

She—‘‘Poor cousin Jack! And to
be eaten by those wretched canni-
bals!”’

He—‘“Yes, my dear child; but he
gave them their first taste in reli-
gion!”’—London Opinion.

¥

OVERLOOKED Him

Two lawyers before a probate-
judge recently got into a wrangle.
At last one of the disputants, losing
control over his emotions, exclaimed
to his opponent:

““Sir, you are, I think, the biggest
ass that I ever had the misfortune
to set eyes upon.’’

““Order! Order!’’ said the judge
gravely. ‘‘You seem to forget that
I am in the room.”’—Western Chris-
tian Advocate.

JESSIE GILESPE

JANUARY FIRST

“God rest you, merry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay.”

—Life




THE IDEAL HOME OF THE PIANO
BY RANDOLPH CARLYLE

IN Canada perhaps more than in

any other country it is an ack-
nowledged fact that no home is com-
plete without a piano. That is be-
cause the piano is not only an instru-
ment of culture, but as well an ar-
tistic piece of furniture. One some-
times wonders why Canadians are so
pre-eminently a musical people. It
is not a result simply of accident, nor
is it because of a musical instinet.
It is due largely to the fact that in
Canada, particularly in the City of
Toronto, the manufacture of the
piano has been carried on with in-
creasing vigour and sincerity ever
since this greatest of all modern
musical instruments became an im-
portant factor in musical develop-
ment the world over. One ecould
scarcely speak of music as being in-
digenous to the soil, and yet so suc-
cessful and extensive has been the
manufacture of pianos in Canada that
one can point to no Canadian pro-
duct sold abroad, except something
that is indigenous to the soil, like
grain, livestock or their by-produects,
that can compare with the Cana-
dian piano.

But there is more in this than
mere buying and selling; there is
something that denotes the ecultural
advancement of the people; and the
piano business, owing to the varied
demands in keeping with the style
and character of the home or room
that is to contain a piano, has be-
come extremely complicated; indeed,
it has been found necessary by some
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of the largest and most important
manufacturers to build especially for
the purposes of the piano trade large
and commodious showrooms so adapt-
ed as to meet the special require-
ments and enable the prospective
buyer to see the various styles of in-
struments in their proper or most
suitable setting.

A good instance of this departure
is the new building of Mason & Risch,
Limited, at 230 Yonge Street, Toron-
to. As it has been the aim of the
best piano manufacturers to con-
struct their instruments along classic
lines, so it has been with this build-
ing, which is in many respects an
artistic triumph, while it is an out-
standing example of what architee-
ture can do to serve the demands of
a high-class modern business. Here
is a seven-storey building in the
heart of a great city—a building
that was planned and carried out
for the sole purpose of giving so
beautiful a piece of furniture as a
piano a chance to be seen in sur-
roundings in keeping with its own
design and the richness of its ma-
terials and finish. .

But before examining this build-
ing in some detail, it would be well
to turn aside for a moment so as to
consider briefly the fact that to
Messrs. Mason & Risch is due much
of the credit that can be given for
raising the standard of musical in-
struments in Canada and for inspir-
ing in the Canadian people a greater
love for music and a greater pride
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MASON & RISCH PIANO BUILDING, TORONTO

in the achievements of their indus-
tries. It was in 1877 that this firm
looked to something greater than the
restricted trade in imported pianos,
and accordingly they made a piano of
their own that was a credit to the
country both artistically and musie-
ally. Two years later their pianos
were shown for the first time at the
Toronto Industrial Exhibition, where
they were awarded two diplomas and
a gold medal. But soon they began
to look even abroad for honours, and
in 1882, submitting a Mason & Risch
piano to the immortal musical genius
of Liszt, received the following tes-
timony :

““The Mason and Risch Grand
Piano you have forwarded to me is
excellent, magnificent, unequalled.
Artists, judges of music and the pub-
liec will be of the same opinion.’’

This opinion, coming freely from
so great a pianist, naturally placed
the Mason & Risch Piano beyond
the realm of doubt, with the result
that thereafter it was a matter of
the greatest difficulty to be able to
keep up with the increasing demand
for these instruments. The factory
was enlarged from time to time, un-
til to-day it represents one of the
large industrial enterprises of the
Dominion.

Then came the question of a suit-
able home for the Mason & Risch
Piano, and the answer we find is the
Company’s magnificent structure in
Toronto. Such a building as this
must needs be classic in every detail,
both outside and inside, and such a
building is indeed the one nmow occu-
pied in Toronto by the Mason and
Risch Company. Seen from a dis-
tance this building, with its front
of glazed terra cotta artistically
blended with antique green, is an
object of striking prominence.

Hundreds of people who pass every
day under the bronze marquise that
adorns the front of the building re-
mark the chaste and refined lines
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ENTRANCE HALL, MASON & RISCH BUILDING
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that make the entrance one of dis-
tinetion. The main reception room
or hall on the ground floor is finished
with the richness and yet the sim-
plicity that is always so admirable in
a well-finished piano. Every line is
made to tell, and it is evident at
once that the ones whose taste ren-
dered possible so charming a room as
this are the ones in whom one would
readily entrust the task of designing
an artistic instrument. This room
is panelled throughout with Cirecas-
sian walnut, carved in the style of the
[talian Renaissance.  From these
panels at intervals depend large ala-
baster bowls from Italy, and through
each bowl light from hidden elee-
tric bulbs percolates with the soft-
ness and evenness of moonlight.
Names of composers of music are
carved above each panel, and above
these again a grained ceiling of
green and brown tints is delicately
lighted by electricity back of alahas-
ter slabs.. Italian marble mosaic com-
poses the floor, which is partially cov-
ered by a rug toned to harmonise
with the rest of the room. A large
Italian sculptured urn serves as a
receptacle for a spreading palm, and
this stands in the middle of the floor.
Back of the entrance hall there is
the Roman court, which is one of the
most severely classical and altogether
delightful rooms that one could en-
counter in any place of business. The
poreelain tiles of the ereamish-gray
walls are covered with dull, lustrous
tint, with mosaic flooring, Turkish
rugs, alabaster globes lighted by elee-
tricity and mounted on slender
bronze tripods, while overhead en-
eircling the central space there is a
baleony constructed in keeping with
the purely Doric style of the room.
In the basement the building goes
down fifty feet below the street level
until it rests on rock bottom. There
is here the longest Viector and Vie-
trola record rack in the Dominion.
There are also a number of rooms

for trying records, and each one is
practically sound-proof.

Above these two lower floors there
are six other floors, and in consider-
ing them we come to the practical
application of this elaborate prepara-
tion for the sale of pianos. Suppose,
for instance, a person should wish
to have an instrument that would be
suitable for a Louis XV. room, he
would be shown to a room finished
in pure rococo style, with elaborate
ornamentation, where there are
pianos designed in keeping with the
demands of this room. Or should
he desire a piano for den, library
or living-room, in dark oak, he would
be taken to a room finished in mis-
sion style, with the instruments of
like finish and design. There is also
a Georgian room, where there are
lonic pilasters, and the lighting in
the effect of candle brackets and -
Sheffield silver chandeliers. Pianos
are shown here in the style that goes
best with the character of this room.

But perhaps .the most interesting
room, and it is certainly the most im-
posing, is the Empire room, for it is
here that the Grand pianos are shown.
This room is the full width of the
building, and is located at the front.
Every detail in its furnishing is in
the Empire style, the panels sand
chandeliers being in bronze and Eng-
lish gilt, the panels hand-earved and
hand-painted, with medallions of

great musicians surmounting the
panels. The walls are finished in a

colour scheme of soft amber,

One whole floor, the fifth, is eiven
over exclusively to player-pianos and
music records. There are at the
front  several excellently lighted
rooms, all panelled in leather effects
of varying soft shades. Here
the player-pianos are shown. The
rooms are practically sound-proof,
enabling any instrument or record to
be heard without disturbance to any-
one otherwise engaged. A circulating
library of music rolls is stocked on
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THE BOARD-ROOM, MASON & RISCH BUILDING

this floor, and a subseriber to this
library has at his command at any
time a selection from thousands of
the best rolls obtainable. There is
also at the back a complete stock of
rolls of the Universal Musical Com-
pany.

The fourth floor is devoted to praec-
tical work in connection with the
selling of pianos, such, for instance.
as tuning, ete. At the front of this
floor are the board-room and the of-
fiee of the President, Mr. T. G.
Mason, both of which are handsome-
ly furnished with mahogany fittings
and softly-blended rugs.

On the sixth floor, high above the
roar of the street traffic below, with
an outlook of several miles across
the roof-tops of the city, are located
the offices of the General Manager,
Mr. Henry Mason, and his private

4

secretary. These rooms are finished
and furnished in mahogany, with
Turkish rugs for the floors. The
central and back parts of this floor
are devoted to stenographic work
and the display of second-hand and
exchange pianos.

The seventh floor is occupied by
the general office staff. The equip-
ment is first-class in every respect,
and even the soft green shade of the
walls was put on with a view to rest-
fulness to the eye as well as beauty.

The building is equipped with an
air-cleansing  apparatus, whereby
clean fresh air is distributed through-
out and wused air withdrawn by
means of electric-power motors,
which, together with the large steam
boilers, are located many feet helow
the street level. The building, while
in every detail planned to meet the



MASON & RISCH FACTORIES, TORONTO

requirements of a high-class piano
trade, is indeed but an epitome of
the Mason & Risch equipment, for
there are also in Toronto two immense
factories where the Mason & Risch
pianos are made, besides elsewhere
in Canada fifteen branch stores.

Both factories are four storeys
high, exclusive of basement, with

stone and conerete foundations and
walls of solid brick. The machinery
is all of the most up-to-date charac-
ter, and some of the machines for
delicate work are inventions of the
company, and are in usé in no other
factories. Factory No. 1 has an area
of about 25,000 square feet, exclu-
sive of extensive engine and boiler
rooms and dry kilns, while Factory
No. 2 has an area of 40,000 square
feet. It is so built as to be prac-
tically fire-proof, a condition that is
almost assured by the installation of

a complete water-sprinkler system.
Attached to these factories there are
lumber yards containing upwards of
a million feet of lumber, specially
selected for Mason & Risch pianos.

It would he impossible for one
store to handle all the output of
these large factories, so that it has
been found necessary from time to
time to establish branch stores at
Port Arthur, Fort William, Winni-
peg, Brandon, Regina, Calgary, Ed-
monton, Lethbridge, Nelson, Fernie,
Revelstoke, Vernon, Vancouver, and
Vietoria. Each 'of these branch
stores supplies a large surrounding
territory, and in that way Mason &
Risch pianos can ‘be found in far-
away outlying distriets of the West,
as well as in the older and more-
settled East, where these pianos first
obtained a high-class and permanent
reputation.
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A Business Man’s Greatest Loss

is his temper—and this expensive irrita-
bility comes from fatigue. A cup of
Bovril at 11 or between 4 and 5, or a
Bovril Sandwich quickly restores the good
temper and cheerful energy which are
the most valuable of business assets and
which cannot exist where nourishment

is lacking.

All that is good in beef is in

BOVRIL

e e

Candies, Cocoa and Chocolates
are acknowledged the best the World over.
Only the highest grades of raw materials,
are allowed to enter into the
same, and the blending
of all materials is
supervised by
experts.

What with the careful workmanship as well
as scrupulous cleanliness in our plants
it is not surprising that
Her First Choice, Her Last Choice, and

Her Choice at all times is the

LABTT’S

ALE, STOUT
LAGER

Gold, Silver, Eonze Medals : Unequalled ’

JOHN LABATT Matchless
LONDON il | When near our Store, a glass of our Unexcelled

Ice Cream Soda or a cup of our
World renowned Hot Chocolate

| will refresh you.

Our Candies are made on the premises

| 130-132 YONGE ST.  TORONTO, Ont.

—_—

‘ *‘A MAN IS KNOWN BY THE CANDY HE SENDS"
|
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PEARLINE is concentrated

Soap ‘in the form of a Pow-

der for your Convenience..
PEARLINE takes, as it

were, the Fabric in one hand,

the Dirt in the other and lays &

them apart — comparatively §

speaking — Washing with

litle Work.  As it Saves the.

Worst of the Work, so it §

Saves the Worst of the Wear. [

It 1sn’t the use of Clothes

that makes them old before

their time —it's Rubbing and

Straining Sgettinghthe Dirt out

by main Strengt ; ""RLlNE B Osiv; l

kg gina

For all sorts of Washmg S il the Bl

—Coarsest and most De 1 e
cate: for all sorts of Women | are followers, "
A | =—Weakest and Strongest: 5
A for Scrubbing, House- ?eé'n-

ing, Dish washing, \deow :

l NG ‘ I-CREAMCH EESE

Spreads Like Butter

You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cheese in blocks for the same money as you would re-
ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in favor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese
as there is in the price.

Never becomes Hard. Every particle can be consumed.

.SOLD ONLY IN 15c AND 25c BLOCKS
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL
PACK[NG CO., Limited

II, Ontaiio Canad
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Bachelor Breakfasts

Teach many a young man and woman the time-saving
convenience and strength-giving value of

Grape-Nuts

A food for Body and Brain.

A morning dish of Grape-Nuts with cream, contains all
the food elements necessary for the successful accomplishment
of a stout morning’s work.

Grape-Nuts has proven more sustaining than many a meal
requiring much longer to prepare.

“There’s a Reason”’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Limited,
Battle Creek, Mich., U S8.A. Windsor, Ontaria, Canada.
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THE CHARM OF YOUTH

The fresh, natural glow of health and vigor need not be wholly lost with the
® passing of the years.

It is as futile to hope to retain It the time s i
. . 1 pent regretting the Smooth, rosy, carefully mani-
;o:?t‘)d‘:or:p‘lax'ion without cm‘dms poorness of your hair were occu- | cured nails, bespeak a iice u.n';
36 Blosuont lltho expect a garden | piod in taking care of it, you | preciation of the essentials of re.
s e g :L out water. Try & | would have a head of hair to be | finement. They can be secured
o B proud of. by anyone if they use

DECTIQUEES PALERS. . | [USTR:iTe,

Rub it into the skin and see how 50c. and $1.00 sizes reparations and tool:
it clednses and purifies. Used | cleanses the scalp, invigorates the Edal;)ted 5 to :‘lrlal'ymon'e.ed'mi:a :}‘.’:
every :h; {oh“ rotnzln the ,{r"l:" .1"‘00“ f()lt{'hehhllltxi: and l'z' making | manicuring art, and are used by
natural, healt condition of the | it perfec! ealthy, restores to it i i
skin, i the soft, lustrous ‘quality. 3{3‘:3}?3.“ ; manicm;uu o .

At most up-to.date Dealers in Toilet Regisites, or for siz cents (6. in, stamps (to'defra
and postage) we will send you a sample package of Daggett & (Ran)wdcll’a Per!egt Ooh; Og'ezgnck::g
Lulfr-i'ga Nail Préparations, together with booklets containing information of great interest to you.

J. PALMER' & SON, Limited [ e ke 5 and 7 De Bresoles St., Mon&r&n

SENL AT ESSZ:

RODGERS
CUTLERY

ONLY the best steel, fashioned and tempered

to perfection, is allowed to bear the trade
mark shown above.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND
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A servant that never leaves

Old Dutch
+ Cleanser

the bigdest help to the

 housetvives

Many Uses

& Full Directions
on Large Sifter-Can

107
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TRY IT —
AT OUR RISK

“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, soc. and $1.00

The Most Efficacious Scalp and Hair Treatment

Your Money Back if Not as Claimed
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Rexall Stores

They are the Druggists in over 3000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

UNITED DRUG CO., BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, ILL. TORONTO, CANADA

COPYRIGHT. 1810, UNITED DRUG COMPANY
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With hot milk or cream.

Summer’s Gift to Winter’s Feast

All the “goodness™ of white corn, cooked and toasted for YOU—

ready to serve direct from package.

The grocer sells Post Toasties, and

““The Memory Lingers”’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Limited,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A. Windsor, Ontario, Canada.
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NEW MODEL 5§ ‘
Two-color Ribbon; Back -
Spacer; Tabulator; ]
Tilting Paper Table;
Hinged Paper Fingers
and other New Features

Featurs 1. TWO-COLOR RIBBON DEVICE. The
only one that insures perfect two-color writing;
over-lapping of colors impossible.

Feature2. TABULATOR. An important improve-
ment. perfected with usual Royal simplicity,

Feature3. BACK SPACER. Touch the key and car-
riage draws back one space. A popular feature—

View of the
Royal Typewriter
A factory at Hartford, Conn.

W
W i

Back of the Royal is one of the largest
and most important typewriter manufac-
turing concerns in the world, with unlim-
ited resources and ample ability, offering
every advantage of dealing with a high-
grade business institution,

THE Royal always has been abreast with the best ; here is a new model
which places it far in the lead.
office manager, “every stenographer,

Read about Royal Model 5—every
every up-to-date typewriter user!

convenient in billing, tabulating or correcting.
Feature 4. TILTING PAPER TABLE. Found only on
Royal—gives instant access to all margin and tabu-
lator stops; a time-saver and great convenience.
Feature 5. HINGED PAPER FINGERS. This
feature, exclusive with Royal, permits writing
to extreme of either edge of paper.

And so on through all the points of Royal supremacy—the direct vision of writing, making

That the Royal Standard Typewriter
‘is made of the highest grgg: ma-
 terials obtainable and by the
most skillful workmen money
mn wﬁ: a{w}k of the
{ qual or a greater
length of at less ex-
pense for upkeep than
any other typewriter,

Prineipal European Office : 75-a Queen Victoria Street, -
Canadian Typewriter Co., Ltd., -
Howell-Payne Co. I.td

it the one perfect wisible writer ; the special facilities for quick and easy handling of the paper,
the Royal type-bar accelerating principle, famous among type-
writer men, a feature which is admitted to be the greatest single
invention since typewriters began.

Read Our Guarantee! That is the basis upon which we want to
demonstrate the Royal to you.

this machine a severe test in your own office on your own work, along-
side of any other machine.

9 5 is the price of Model 5—same as charged for Model 1 with
Tabulator,

All we ask is an opportunity to give

Everything included. No extras.

Royal Typewriter Co.

Royal Typewriter Building, New York

London, E.C.
162 Bay Btreet, Toronto

¢ regardless of price. Ro . = # - 1219 Langley Street, Victoria
yal Typewriter Agency, - - &
ROTALTITENRITER SOMPANY Librairie Benuchemgn’ Lit'i. - AT o, v;}g,‘,’ :Fee.gl

Royal Typewriter Agency, -

317 Pender Street Weét. Val:;couver, B.C,
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A Christmas Suggestion

Six Pairs of Soft, Fine,:
Stylish Holeproof Hose

—Six Months’ Wear
Guaranteed

Here are six beautiful
pairs of hose with a guar-
antee ticket and six re-
turn coupons enclosed.

You have never seen
finer hosiery, such excellent
(colors or such wonderful grades.

‘Holeproof” in twelve years has
become the most popular hosiery. ‘A million people are wearing it now.

Give a box to man, woman OT child for Christmas. They’ll be delighted and
0 will the one who usually darns in that family.

Our Soft Three-Ply Yarn

We pay an avera, d irs $3.00. Pure thread-silk sox 3 pairs (guaranteed

ge of seventy cents a poun pa .00. re , 3 p
fo 3 . three months) §2.00. Medium worsted merino in black,
» Egyptxan and Sea Island cotton yarn. It is tan, pearl, navy and natural, 6 pairs §2.00. Same in finer

threﬁ-gly, soft and yielding. There’s nothing  grade, 6 pairs §3.00.
about it that’s heavy or cumbersome. Noone Wornen’s—Sizes 8% to 11. Colors: Black, light tan,
in the United States ever wears anything else, dark tan, pearl, and black with white feet. Medium
once it is tried weight, 6 gairs %2.00. Same colors (except black and
ried. ety in light weight LUSTRE HOSE, 6 pairs

900, Light weights in black, tan and gun metal, 6 pairs

LUSTRE HOSE, 6

%memy 200. Same in extra light weight

d /IM- pairs §3.00. Same in pure thread silk, $3.00 for 3 pairs

s = = (guaranteed three months). Outsizes in black, medium

If your dealer doesn’t sell ‘‘Holeproof,”” we 1 ULt 6 pairs $2.00, and in extra light weight LUSTRE
HOSE, 6 pairs $3.00.

fill your order direct. i e
i n's — Sizes t
10% (orr;oys. 5to 9% (02

thOOk on each pair for FA IS

Ite‘ abqve signature. girls. Colors: Black and

It identifies the genu- tan. Medium weight, 6

ine. There are scores pairs $2.00.

of poor imitations. FOR MEN WOMEN AND CHILDREN Infants’ Sox—Colors:
Tan, baby blue, white and

ink. Sizes4to?7. Four pairs (guar-
HOW to Order gnteed six months) §1.00. Ribbed-leg

stockings, in same colors and black,
_Choose your color, grade and size from the sizes 4 to 6%, four pairs (guaranteed
list below and state clearly just what you wish. six months) §1.00.
One size and one grade in each box. Colorsonly Send in your order mnow.
may be assorted as desired. Six pairsare guaran- Write for free book, ‘‘How to
teed six months,except when stated otherwise. Make Your Feet HaI?PY-
Men’s Socks—Sizes 9% to 12. Colors: Black, light TO DEALER.S:. Write for our
agency proposition. Excellent

ian. dark tan, pearl, navy blue, gun-metal, mulberry. -

5 light weight, 6 pairs §1.50 (same in medium weight opportunity. Thousands of Re8 U. 8.

ﬁ ;J;OV&:)?tlorsdan? hl‘i t;]lack iwlixtth( white ifee‘ti.) GGDa}rs dealers in U. S. making big Pat. Office, 1908
-50). and extra light weight (mercerized), 6 pairs . S 3

§2.00." Light and extra light weight LUSTRE SOX, 6 hosiery sales with “Holeproof. Goask Sisichl Roa

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY OF CANADA, L., 95 Bond Street, London, Can.

%W/%»dzeﬁndmad?

(238)
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fspecially for
those who appre-

ciate and can afford
“quality” and taste in their
clothing

The process of manufacturing it is
expensive from start to finish—on ac-
count of the great care necessary to
attain the “CEETEE” standard of ex-
cellence. Every garment is shaped to
fit the form during the process of knit-
ting—the edges are all knitted together
(not sewn). Each garment is so soft
and clean that a baby could wear it
without injury to its skin.

Made In all sizes and weights for
Ladies, Gentlemen and Children.

SOLD BY THE BEST DEALERS
WORN BY THE BEST PEOPLE

We guarantee any *‘CEETEE” garment
to be absolutely unshrinkable,

Manufactured by

THE C. TURNBULL CO.,
of Galt, Limited
179 GALT, ONTARIO

A Sample Roll of the

IMPERIAL

LINENIZED
MUSIC ROLLS.

Are you getting the Best Results from your Player
Piano ? Unless you are using Imperial Lineni:
Music Rolls it is certain you are not! To fully
appreciate your instrument and to realise wha@ it
is capable of doing, you must have Rolls which
are Musically Correct, Mechanically Perfect and
Materially—The Best.

Send us your name and address and state
name of Piano Player used and we'll mail you

FREE—A Sample Music Roll on receipt
of 25¢c. in stamps to cover postage, etc.,

together with a copy of our latest

catalogue.

THE PERFORATED MUSIC CO. CANADA,
90-92-94, Don Esplanade,
TORONTO.

LONDON, England - 197, 199, 201, 203, City Road.
Established 1901,
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An open Sesame to Music’s Fairyland is found in the new

Heintzman & Co.
Player-Piano

made by ‘‘ye olde firm”—the"different kind of player-piano.
king is easily yours if you
You secure the immediate

The exquisite joy of music-ma
own one of these instruments.
power of playing the masterpieces of Chopin, Wagner,

Liszt and other composers.

PIANO SALON: 193-195-197 YONGE STREET

Toronto, Canada
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Command the respect of
Musical People everywhere

There is a richness—-a nobility of

Tone: and a responsiveness to the
slightest depression of the Keys
characteristic of Bell Art Pianos:
making them especially to be
desired by Artistes.

The Bell Piano & Organ Company, Limited
Guelph, Ont.

. Toronto

London, Eng.
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Sold
Direct
from
Factory
to home

What do you pay for when
you buy a piano ?

You pay f:or the piano itself, and for the expense of selling that piano to you. You
pay its faétory cost and profit. and in the case of many pianos the additional expen-

h-salaried salesmen, etc.

ses of costly gifts to artists to secure testimonials, hig’
NOT to the value of

Surely you realize that these expenses only add to the cost—
the piano.
We save you these “costs that add no value” by selling

DOMINION

PIANOS, ORGANS AND PLAYER-PIANOS

ocal agent where we have one. Thus you avoid

direct from our factory to your home through our I
paying $100 to $150 too much forfyour’piano.
And you get a piano in every waygthelequal of the world's most expensive makes. ** DOMINIONS™”
are !)uxlt like a ** Grand,” with an arch plate frame to support the entire playing mechanism, lessen the
strain, and preserve the beauty and purity of its tone through long years of ase.
80,000 DOMINION owners have profited by our plan of selling. Why not you?

Write to-day for free”catalogue. Learn more about these splendid

instruments. Let jus show you how easy we make it to own one.

The Dominion Organ & Piano Co., Ltd.

FACTORY—BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

56
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Gerﬁraj%;t) fzman Jlanos

Jianos (y( Jrestige

With most people a piano is an investment for a
life-time—tfew buy more than one piano.

So that it pays to make the fullest investigation
before buying. The

Gerhard Heintzman

CANADA’S GREATEST PIANO

is without a peer in tone, touch and responsive-

ness to the artist’s will.

Its magnificent construction has gained for it a
prestige in the musical world that is unassailable.

There are over 20,000 Gerhard Heintzman Pianos

in Canadian Homes.

We would like the opportunity of making good
our claims. Call at our salesrooms and ask for
demonstration, or let us send you one of our
descriptive booklets, with tullest information.

Your present instrument taken as part payment.

GERHARD HEINTZMAN LIMITED,

41-43 Queen Street, West

(Opposite City Hall) - - TORONTO

T L T T T .
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The Wor‘ld’s 55}3‘ §

Crreates

CANADA’S P
GREATEST
*“The tone Is simply magnificent"—Slesak.

If you stop to consider the number of times
this Piano has been used on the Concert plat-
form, and the standing of the Artists who
use it, there can be no doubt in your mind
about the high position it occupies in the
musical world,

Arists like CARUSO, FARRAR,
HOMER, FREMSTAD, RAPPOLD,
SLEZAK, SCOTTI, ELMAN,
SEMBRICH and DESTINN, have
chosen this great instrument for their
Canadian Tours, because it is different
from other pianos, and its magnificent
tone is recognized as the NEW
STANDARD which appeals to
those who will have only the best.

Sold by reliable dealers from
Coast to Coast or from
factory direct.

oL

Ask about
our extended
payment plan.

The Wllllams Piano Co., Limited
MANUFACTURERS  Dshawa, Ont.

LEO SLEZAK
tGreat Wagnerian Tenor
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CIGARETTES EGYPTIENNES

' this message bmefly stated
cover in my book.s of mysf( ic lore.

'"’Ien sprang avoice imploring
from the fireplace or ﬂoormg—

Next the very wind.was roa.rmg-

““MmoGulL! MO GUL' noihmg more
nly “MOGUL! smoke some more’’

In vain 1 cogna.ted o
Nor its import could dis
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About Quality Circulation

Viewed from Behind the Scenes

Slowly, but as surely as the passing of
time, a new idea is making itself felt in
advertising. That idea consists in paying
for circulation according to the quality of
the publication and its readers—not simply
paying for so many sold copies. The time
is steadily passing when so-many-thou-
sand readers for such-and-such a rate can
get any and all business. Thinking men
are realizing the fact that tke hundreds
of thousands wasted in advertising can
be diverted into producing channels. On
every side this idea is cropping out.

A few years ago—and to-day in many
cases—very large circulation meant heavy
advertising patronage. In some cases this
was justified, but very often it was quite
the reverse. More and more advertising
managers are commencing to think more
deeply and to analyze statements which
before they had taken for granted.

Probably the best example of this class
of advanced thinker is E. St. Elmo Lewis.
Mr. Lewis is outspoken in his denuncia-
tion of the old method. ‘It is the most
erroneus idea in advertising,” Mr. Lewis
said, recently.
buying circulation merely as cireulation—
it is what composes that circulation that
counts. I wouldn’t give two cents for a
hundred thousand circulation if I had
no way of knowing or finding out some-
thing about that circulation.”

There are publications of 50,000 in this
country whose columns are worth more
to the majority of advertisers than
others of double; and even treble that
figure. Personally, I would willingly pay
twice as much for space in the former as
in the latter. And the time is coming
when valuable circulation—among quality
readers—will win its own battle.

Listen: Several years ago I hecame
connected with a small semi-trade paper
in an executive capacity. Shortly after

‘“There is no sense in:

taking up my work, there came one day
the representative of a ‘‘subscription and
circulation bureau.”” To cut a long story
short, he offered to get me as many thou-
sand subscriptions as 1 wanted—in any
State or States desired—to deliver them
within sixty days and to conform to the
post-office  regulations. All this without
any effort on my part, but with consider-
able expense. Suppose all this had been
done—the ecirculation boosted to ten or
fifteen thousand—aggressive advertising
men put in the field. The business would
have come in, without doubt.

How is the advertising manager to
know that some of the various publica-
tions he is using are not doing these very
things? This may seem an extreme posi-
tion, and it is doubtless open to criticism,
but there is more truth in it than many
will care to admit.

I know of a certain publication selling
for something like fifty cents a year which
has recently secured contracts for auto-
mobile advertising. Cannot the wisdom
of the selection of such a medium as this
be criticized ?

A little test I made of a large list of
publications shook up my ideas in a good
many ways, But above everything else
I found that there was a greater differ-
ence between well-known periodicals than
I had dreamed of before. The idea of
paying for the quality of the publication
and its readers means a good deal more
to me now than it did then. :

And one thing more. Quality circula-
tion cannot he forced. A publication of
little merit cannot "get—and hold—such
readers. It’s the genuine merit of the
publication that is responsible and there
is setting in a strong drift toward those
publications which have this merit.—
Henry H. Hower, Advertising Manager
the F. B. Stearns (Automobile) Co., in
Printers’ Ink, July 6, 1911,

The Canadian Magazine

25c a copy

' $2.50 ‘a year
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Made iV sizes - for 29
Yor Conadians by Canadians

FooRe, pays No Duty- See the point ?
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If You Golfm

or enjoy the outdoors at all, you will

i}
enjoy it better clad in one of our " = /\f

SweaterCoats ~ |

Nearly every day in the

year you need one of these beauti-
fully made, exquisitely finished, shape-
fitting knit garments of fleecy wool— :
the improved sweater-coat made by it
the Pen-Angle process that puts the
shape and style into them to sfay.

2
:

ot
Llf
J H
1
X e

Moderate in cost; surpassingin value.

There's a style and a color combina- /
tion to exactly suit you. /
7
Made by \ X ’
PENMANS

LIMITED
Paris, Canada

Makers of
Underwear, Hosiery and Sweaters
For Men, Women and Children. .

——
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Use “PROUDFIT” Loose Leaf Binders

AND OBTAIN LOOSE LEAF UTILITY WITH

BANK BOOK CONVENIENCE

one inch of the binding

Ruled sheets carried in stock.

52 SPADINA AVENUE -

«Proudfit” binders secure any number of sheets fr

¢«Proudfit” binders are absolutely flat-opening,
margin needed by other

absolutely no metal parts exposed to mar or scatch the

om one to two thousand.

o. therefore saving more than
loose leaf books. There are

desk.

Send for Catalogue and Sample Sheels.

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

- TORONTO, CANADA

Made in U.S. by Proudfit Loose Leaf Co., Grand Rapids, Mich.

DIM FURNITURE IS A DISGRACE

Moist fingers, hot dishes, damp or hard substances,
all take toll of the bright surfaces of your furniture.
Dirt and grime gather from unknown surfaces. Get

ROYAL GEM
VENEER

and Presto Everything is clean and bright again,
as by magic. Very little rubbing required.
SEND FOR SAMPLE BOTTLE
The CAPITAL MFG. COMPANY

Ottawa - Oantario

Branch Offices—312 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.
67 Bleury St., Montreal.

THE S‘UNDAY

KING of CLEANERS "
VACUUM CLEANER

To agents and prospective buyers of vacuum cleaners.

We desire to call your attention to some factsabout
the “‘Sunday” Vacuum (Cleaners.

It is the most powerful, most portable, most efficient
yacuum cleaner ou earth without exception. It covers
more phases of ordinary housework and does it more

perfectly than any other cleaning machine, operating at
the small expense of
about 1 cent per hour.

We are not afraid of
compsrison with any
vaeuum cleaner on the
market today, but we
areafraid that youmay
be persuaded to buy
some other machine be-
fore you see the ‘‘Sun-
day.” If you see it first
we know what the re-
sult will be as demon-
strations simply amaze
those that see the BUN-
DAY working.

When manufacturers
issue a guarantee with
their product that is
PERMANENT, either
their product is something very unusual or they are run-
ninga great risk. When we offer to replace defective
parts or correct defective workmanship free of cost to the
customer we must kKnow there will be little of this to do
and we KNOW it. >

Again we beg to say that the SUNDAY is the most powerful, most
portable, most efficient vaccum cleauer on earth, without exception,
and we stand ready to prove it. Had’nt you better investigate.

Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner Mig. Company; Limited
345-349 Dalhousie St. - - » Ottawa, Ontario.
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OLD WAY
or THE NEW---
The back- breaking,
nerve-racking, health-des-
troying way or the easy, pleasant
way? Madam! you should wash the
“New Century” way if for no other reason than
your health’s sake.

But there are also sound, economical reasons why you
you should make your hubby dig into his jeans and buy
you a “New Century” washing machine. You can dothe
week’s washing with it in one-third the ordinary time.
Save the money it actually saves you and you will have its
cost back in the bank inside of six months---easily.

You may have cause for your washing machine prejudice,
but---you have not examined, tried or tested the “New
Century.”

Ask your Dealer to show you why the “New Century”
will do your washing in a few minutes---

Why it changes drudgery into pleasure---
How it washes clothes absolutely clean, and--
How it cannot injure the most delicate fabric.

Your little girl could do the washing for half the town with
a ‘““New Century” washing machine.

N.B. A post card will bring you “Aunt Salina’s Washday Philosophy.”
Read the booklet and tell us what you think of it.

CUMMER-DOWSWELL, LTD.,, - Hamilton, Ont.
foenie s LR R R T
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0OXO Cubes are not a substi-
tute for tea and coffee, but
are infinitely better than
either.

Tea and coffee affect both the
nerves and digestive system.
OXO Cubes strengthen the
nerves, assist digestion and
add their own rich food
properties to every meal.
Try am OXO Cube in a cup
of hot water—instead of tea

86  or coffee for breakfast.

10 for 25¢.
4 for 10c.

Smith, Kerry & Chace

Consulting and Constructing Engineers
Confederation Life Building,
TORONTO

ALSO
Winnipeg, Calgary and Vancouver

W. G. Chace

C.B. Smith,  J. C. C. Kerry,

JRANTONS 1

- RESERVOIR o
i 1 _W4NﬂchG
RESERVOIR PEN
Writes long letter with one filling, Always ready.
No coaxing, No blotting. Best for ruling, manifold-
ing and constant use, Fine or medium points, Sent
&OStpmd, 16 for 20¢, 3 doz, 40¢, 6 doz. 75¢. Postal

ote or Money Order, Money back if wanted. -
J. RANTON, Dept. C. M. s P.0. Box 1754, Winnipeg

RED o

siaok WULCAN STYLOS

Moderate priced, easy writing pens that give satisfaction;
unequalled ‘for rapid writing and ruling.

$1.00 Postpaid. Two Sizes, 47/ and 5); inches
2 Agents Wanted. Extra size, 8 inches (Black Only) $1.25

. R. ULLRICH & CO. 27 Thames 8t., NEW YORK
Manufacturers of Stylo and Fountain Pens

WIND
CHAPPLD

Faces and Hands

Relieved in One Night by

UTICURA
SOAP

And Cuticura Ointment. No
other emollients so pure,
so sweet, so speedily effec-
tive. No others do so much
to promote skin health and
hair health, from infancy to
age, or do it so economically.
Priceless for the toilet,
bath and nursery.

Sold throughout the world. Depots: London, 27.
Charterhouse Sq.; Paris, 10, Rue de la Chaussec
d'Antin; Australia, R.Towns & Co., Sydney: India,
B. K. Paul, Calcutta; China, Hong Kong Drug Co.:
Japan, Maruya, Ltd., Tokio; So. Africa, Lennon.
Ltd., Cape Town, ete.; U.S.A , Potter Drug & Chem.
Corp., Sole Props., 133 Columbus Ave., Boston.

u@~Post-free, latest Cuticura Skin Book
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'No More Cold Hands
ERFECTIQ

SMOKELESS

A woman often does not notice what a
cold day it is so long as she is bustling
around the house. But when she sits down
to her sewing and mending, she soon
feels chilly.

It is then she needs a Perfection |||
Smokeless Oil Heater. Its quick, glowing
heat warms up a room in next to no time.

That is the beauty of a Perfection Oil
Heater. It is always ready for use ; you
can carry it wherever you please; and you
light it only when you want it.

The Perfection Oil Heater is smokeless and odorless—a patented automatic device insures

that. It is reliable, safe and economical—burns nine hours on one filling. Handsome, too—

drums finished either in blue enamel or plain steel, with nickel trimmings.

Dealers everywhere ; or write for descriptive circular to any agency of

The Imperial Oil Company, Limited

——
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Sylva

Slezak

NatMWills Victor Herbert

Lauder

You know all these people

They are but a few of the great stars of opera, drama, con-
cert and vaudeville who are at your command — not merely
once in a while, but whenever you wish, when you own the

Edison Phonograph

h comprises the very best in every
duction of the Edison itself brings
The Edison repertoire provides

The talent behind the Edison Phonograp
branch of entertainment. The perfect repro
these stars to your home absolutely true to life.
everyone’s kind of entertainment— , Any Edison de;l:r Wii" glve Jou a

Sousa and his band, Herbert and his orches- B T Wl & s il e
tra; the coon shouts of Stella Mayhew and Sophie oy g ’:}f:“s:'nf? E‘,;gg&i"fé}%‘gﬁé
Tucker, the Grand Opera arias of Slezak, Melis, mcaggiu. Ifxdhg" S}a!{l{dard dRecords

5 . 40c. son Ambero: ecords (pl

Mart1r3, the monologues of Nat Wills, MarShall twice as long) 65¢, Edison G(rp‘;g
P. Wilder and Digby Bell—and Marguerita Sylva  Opera Records, 8c, 10 $2.50.

in her own songs from Broadway’s newest success, m——\
(%3 » A
Gypsy Love. Q. Esin :

Hear the Edison at your dealer’s or write us SEbReORAID
6 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N.J., U.S.A.

for complete information today.
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‘The best part of the day is the evening, when the whole family is gathered around the lamp.

The old days of the smoky fireplace and flickering candle are gone forever. In their place
have come the convenient oil stove and indispensable Rayo Lamp.

There are to-day more than 3,000,000 of these Rayo Lamps, giving their clear, white light
to more than 3,000,000 homes.

Other Lamps cost more, but you cannot get a better light than the low priced Rayo gives.
The Rayo lamp is made of solid brass, with handsome nickel finish—an ornament anywhere.
Ask your dealer for a Rayo Lamp; or write for descriptive circular to any agency of

The Imperial Oil Company, Limited

Get This Superb
Oliver No.3

ON OUR AMAZING

=28 Free Trial Offer
Positively the most astounding offer ever made on the world’s

greatest typewriter—a chance of a lifetime to have a high-grade writing machine in

your own home or office! Send your letters and bills out typewritten—increase your
business—improve your collections—Ilet your family use it, too—on our stupendous Free Trial Offer.

Here Is Our Offer: We will ship [ SEND FREE COUPON NOW

oY simply on your request this Genu-  [yon*t fal to fill out cou- ¢

ine Standard Oliver Typewriter No, 8. Use it d d today. This &

justlike your own—see how it saves timeand im-  POD and send today. This o Canadian
proves business—how it will pay for itself ina  Places you under no obliga- ¢ Typewriter Syndicate
short time, then send us only $2.50 and keep the tions whatever, simply a ¢ Dept. 7549

machine, paying balance in small monthly pay- request for our free type- o&
ments. Tf you décide you don't want to keep it simggypseg'd writer booklet, FRE: +* 355 Portage Ave. Winnipeg, Can.

machine back at our expense. Trial Application 4 Gentl — Wi igati
P g entlemen —With no obligation
No Money Down Pon’t send us a cent. We don't Blank and full par- ‘o’ upon me you may send me Free and
4

want you to send us a penny tiil you s y
have tried this superb machine for yourself—until you ars satis=  ticulars _ of. our o postpaid lgou‘f Tylp??:“ter Bf)nk. ‘Freﬁ
Application Blank and full particulars of yo

fied that the Superb Oliver is the writing machine you want, gr?“t FREE &

Then only $2.50 and the balance in small monthly payments, Triai Offer. '0 Free Trial Offer on the Superb Oliver No. 3.
K4
‘0

Canadian Typewriter Syndicate
355 Portage Ave. Dept. 7548 Winnepeg, Canada .o'

Address s

Name.
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bt 2 memlzer my
face— you'll tee
me again.

It’s ready for
the saucepan

The children need never go
without a bowl of good hot
__soup this chilly weather be-
-cause “Mother’s busy.” No
matter how busy she is, she can always find time to make

Edwards’ Soup.

All that's nice and nourishing in ““Mother's home-made
soup” is in Edwards’ Soup; all that’s a trouble for her,to

do is ready done.

Edwards’ desiccated Soup is prepared from specially
selected beef and fresh garden-grown vegetables. Its manu-

facturers are soup-makers and nothing else.

Edwards desiccated Soup

is made in three varieties—
Brown, Tomato, White. The
Brown variety is a thick, nour-

ishing soup prepared from
DES'CCATED best beef and fresh vegetables.
The other two are purely
5(:. pel’ paCket. vegetable soups.

Edwards’ desiccated Soup is made in Ireland by Irish

labour. There, and in England it is a household word.

1207M :




70 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“U \\\, % @gQ v‘
vmm

/l//pIIlIll I/l’lq/ |'I|'l|r

It stands to reason that air so dry that it shrivels up
house plants cannot be very good for the women and children
who spend nearly all their time in the home. Such air irritates
the throat and nasal passages, and even the lungs, causing
colds, sore throats, catarrh, pneumonia and similar troubles.

The furnace is to blame. It warms the air, surely, but
it dries it, and cannot replace the moisture because its
waterpan is not large enough, neither is it correctly placed.

™ Circle Waterpan

OF THE

“Good Cheer” Furnace

is a worth while waterpan—not a makeshift—encircles the
whole firepot—placed where the
water can best be evaporated and
be evenly dxstnbuted ,breathing a
‘“Nature’s’’ air over the whole
house. In comfort and health-
fulness there’s all the difference
in the world between the balmy
air from the ‘‘Good Cheer’’ and
the stuffy, dried-out air from the
average furnace.

If you value these things invest-
igate the ‘“Good Cheer” thoroughly.
Its construction throughout is as su-
per.or as is the Circle Waterpan. Give
us your address and we’ll gladly send
you Booklet and full information.

12

The James Stewart Mfg. Co., Limited
Woodstock, Ont. - — ~ Winnipeg, Man.
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The Junior Tattoo

PRICE $2.25

Until you own a Junior Tattoo you have not half known or appreciated
the luxury of an alarm clock. For use in your bedroom to call you in the
morning it has no equal. It does not call with a rude, jarring, clanging
shock. Instead it greets you pleasantly with a cheery tone. But it is

insistent and gets you up.

It is suitable for the bed-chamber There is a Junior Tattoo “Family,”’
or library, the children’s, guest’s, and and various artjstic styles apd designs
servant’s room—for the chaffeur—in in gilt, brass, Sllvsr and scfl,xd ‘mahog-
the office—in fact, anywhere, Andit 5", (Send for **family » circular).
: T d f i For instance, the satin gilt finish costs
is especial yre apted for traveling— g9 50 the silver finish with porcelain
small and light, you know—nothing qis1, $2.75, and the traveler's clock
better. For the latter purpose, arich ith case $3.75, besides the regular

red or black case is sold with it. clock priced above.

THE ALARM CLOCK OF MANY USES

Ask your dealer to show you the Junior Tattoo. If you canmnot buy at home, send
rice for as many as you want to our Canadian representatives. They will ship prepaid,

if you give your dealer’s name.
196-198 Adelaide St.

comies | E. & A. GUNTHER CO. V2" 2750

Representatives

Dealers wanted everywhere, Have OCK L

%O‘ZL 8.e,‘en our gwntlhlg/ tra;‘iejl(mrn;!ll. THE Ew AVEN L CK co
e Junior, edited by Charley, th¢

shipping clerk? EW A‘Y SE AN ONN'

138 Hamilton St.

ST T
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‘“MADE UP TO A STANDARD
—NOT DOWN TO A PRICE”

“Quality---qualty---always quality.
You men talk quality as if your
life depended on it.”

SAID A MAN RECENTLY.
What else but quality has made the Russell Car !
What else has killed criticism !
What else has met competition !

What else has doubled the business of the Russell Motor Car Company
and made it a recognized success in the business world.

It means good designing to begin with, not simply for looks,

but for resistance to strain—it means machining to one-ten-
thousandth part of an inch, and the nicest adjusting. It means an
Inspection Room in which every part of a Russell car has to pass people
who are paid to discover defects. It IS expensive—this method—
but look at the results.

QUALITY in the Russell motor car means many interesting things.

Sendifor the'Russell catalog.

RUSSELL MOTOR CAR COMPANY, LIMITED, WEST TORONTO
MAKERS OF HIGH-GRADE AUTOMOBILES.

BRANCHES: Toronto Montreal Hamilton Winnipeg Calgary Vancouver
Melbourne, Aust.

Agencies everywhere.
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FORD MODEL T TORPEDO RUNABOUT.

There is no other Car built in Canada to-day

that can compare in value wi

This sounds like an extravagant statement, but is it? Judge for yourself.

Check over in your mind these exclusive Ford features:
Extreme simplicity in design; Vanadium Steel (scientifically heat treated)

construction. Magneto built into the motor. Ford planetary speed transmis-
sion. Ford spring suspension; Ford rear axle; quick accessability to mecha-
'1}SIH; 25 to 30 miles per gallon of gasoline; 8,000 to 10,000 miles on one set
of tires.

One great advantage in buying a Ford is that
there are no ‘‘EXTRAS".

What a satisfaction the Ford plan is! For example, when you are buying
that snappy four-cylinder Ford Model T Torpedo shown above, the salesman

tells you it will cost $775 complete—that includes everything. When you buy
a Ford, F.O.B., Walkerville, there is no time spent in haggling over the

equipment that today should be put on every car.
In Addition to the Ford Model T Torpedo

We Offer for Immediate Delivery

Ford Model T Delivery Car, cap-
acity 750 pounds merchandise, com-
pletely equipped F.O.B.
Walkerville. 875

Ford Model T Town Car, 6 pas-
sengers, completely
equipped F.O. B.

Walkerville. l 1 O O
(No Ford Cars Sold Unequipped)

it comes ““fully equipped”;

Ford Model T Touring Car, 5

passengers, completely

equipped F.O.B. Walk-

erville. $ 8 5 O
Ford Model T Commercial Road-

ster, 3 passengers, (removable rum-

ble seat), completely

Z?siilllaged F.O.B. Walk- $775

th Ford Model T

Ford Model T
Torpedo Runa-
bout.

$775

Completely equipped,
F.O.B. Walkerville.

4 Cylinders, 2 Pas-
sengers, completely
equipped as follows:
Extension Top; Speed-
ometer: Automatic
Brass Windshield.

Two 6-inch Gas
Lamps, Generator:
three Oil Lamps: Horn
and Tools: Ford Mag-
neto Built into the
Motor.

The W%W of Canada Ltd.

HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORY, = E

WALKERVILLE, ONTARIO

Branches and Dealers in all Principal Cities in Ontario
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HIS magnificent car is the product

of the greatest automobile factory

in the world. It is our Model 61---a

45-horse-power five passenger touring
car, priced at $1500. Judged by the
standard values of other makers this

1s a $2000 car.

q The handsome body is finished in  center of the car. All door handles
deep Brewster green, ivory striped. are located inside leaving the graceful
All of the bright parts are heavily body lines unbroken. The tires are
nickel-plated. ~ The lamps are dead big. Axlesare fitted with thefinest Tim-
black trimmed with bright nickel. It ken bearings. The magneto isa Bosch.
has a powerful 45-horse-power motor. € Our booklet will explain why we can
The long wheel base of one hundred produce a better car for less money
and fifteen inches gives you all the than any other maker in the industry.
room and comfort you can possibly It will interest you. Write and ask for

want. The shifting levers are in the  Copy J21.

The Willys-Overland Company, Toledo, Ohio

Model 61-T—$1500
Wheel base, 115 inches; body,. 5-passenger, touring ; motor 434 x 4% ;
horsepower, 45; Bosch magneto ; tires, 134 x 4 inch Q. D.; finish, Brewster
green, ivory stripe, all bright parts nickel plated. Price, $1500.

Prices quoted F.O.B. Toledo, Ohio, U.S.A.
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~ A Positive Gure

Without Drugs

The greatest force for life in the
world is oxygen.

OXYDONOR compels the system
to absorb oxygen freely, and immediately all
disease and illness is cured.

Professor Fletcher Osgood of Chelsea, Mass,
arites ;. “WITH OXYDONOR 1 HAVE CURED
RHEUMATISM, LUMBACO, LA CRIPPE AND
EXTREME NERVE STRAIN. IT HAS NEVER
FAILED ME IN 15 YEARS.”

OXYDONOR

Can be used by the whole family, pre-
vents and cures disease, is positively reliable
and even a child can operate it. hen
once purchased it costs nothing further and
lasts for a lifetime.

It is specially recommended for Rheu-
matism, Paralysis, Fevers, Lung and
Stomach troubles, Anemia, Insomnia, In-
digestion, La Crippe, Eczema, Dropsy, Lum-
bago, Appendecitis, Nervous Prostration,
Ceneral Debility, etc.

originated and invented by an eminent
Physician, Endorsed by Physicians.

Wiite to-day for descriptive Booklet sent
free. Agents wanted everywhere.

Dr. H. Sanche @ Co.

Dept. B.
364 St. Catherine St. West - -
United Stat = London, Eng. -

Monhenl
Australia
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From Weak to Strong

The Physicians of the Murine Eye Remedy Co.,
Chicago, U.S. A, Oculists of years’ standing, carefully prepare the

in the Company’s Laboratory. These Remedies are the
result of their Clinical, Hospital and Private Practice,
and they have found from their years of experience with
Children’s Eyes, that two drops of Murine in each Eye of
the Growing Child is of inestimable value. Murine is
an Eye Tonic and they know, if it is used regularly,
that it tones the Eye of the Growing Child and in many
instances obviates the use of Glasses, and i8 it not rea-
sonable that Glasses when not required will retard the
development of a young and growing Eye?

Murine, through its Tonic effect, Stimulates Healthy
Circulation and thus promotes the normal development
of the Eye, We do not believe their is a Mother who has
used Murine in her own Eyes and in the Eyes of the

members of her family who would be without it, or who is

not willing tospeak of its Merits as The Household Friend.
The Child in the Schoolroom Needs Murine

Murine contains no barmful or prohibited Drugs snd
conforms to the Laws of the Country.
Druggistsand Dealers in Toilet Preparations everywhere
will supply Murine and tell you of 1ts gratifying results.

Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago, U.S. A.

MURINE EYE REMEDIES

Connor
Ball
Bearing
Washer

-+

A washer guaranteed to take out all the
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven by
steel springs, with alittle assistance from
the operator.  Perfected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied throughour agents
or direct to any address.

Write for booklet.

J. H. CONNOR & SONS Limited,
OTTAWA, - CANADA.
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THE NEWEST MODEL

Here is indeed a corset embodying the very latest
decrees of Queen Fashion. Fresh from their latest
studies in Paris, our designers present to you the
new La Diva Model No. 660

La Diva Corsets give distinction to the simplest of
gowns. The corset is the foundation of a perfect
toilet, and, La Diva is the best foundation,

This particular model is designed for slim figures.
Note the lines of grace and beauty, the flatness
of the back and the straight hip and front. Observe
how it adds tone to the figure.

You will be enthus-
iastic about this corset
achievement and even
more so when you find
out for yourself how ab-
solutely comfortable and
restful it is. Vet in spite
of its perfection of style,
fit and finish, it is sold
by all good stores for
only $2.50. Imported
corsets of equal value
sell at about $3.50, owing
to the duty.

\ \, e

Other Styles
from

$r1.00 to $5.00

660
"-nn-unm.,,.,,,,.,.,,,‘,,,,,,,,,,,,,‘.,,....,m.,..n--m"""""““”“”’“'“ DoMINIo“ CORSET co-

> ~7 ) Quebec, Que.
. \’(‘ —~" o : 23-11 Makers of the famous D & A Corsets
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Give Yourself

a GILLETTE
Safety Razor

IF The jolly old gentleman
with the pack forgot to

bring you a GILLETTE for Christmas—and if you did
not have one before—don’t go without one for another year
on the chance that it may come your way next Yule-tide.

Go and buy yourself a GILLETTE NOW!
With ‘4 GILLETTE you can shave jyourse

If in three

minutes. It saves you the time wasted in stropping, honing
and shaving so carefully, as you have to do with an old-
style razor or a makeshift safety. Or it saves you many
an exasperating wait in the barber shop. It gives you
every morning a shave unequalled for quick, clean, cool

comfort.
Five million progressive men are enjoying the GIL-
LETTE Safety Razor. Why don’t you?

Standard Sets $5.00; Pocket Editions $5.00
to $6.00; Combination Sets from $6.50 up.
At your Hardware Dealer’s, Druggist’s,
Jeweler's or Haberdasher’s.

Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada

Limited

- Office and Factory: 63 St. Alexander St., Montreal

Offices also in
New York, Chicago, London, Eng., Shanghai, China

Factories in
Montreal, Boston, Leicester, Berlin and Paris
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of beautiful Silver Plate will appreciate the new styles
and designs of our creations for 1912.

The Purity, the Style, the Goodness

of the Silver Plate which bears the brand of this
factory entitles it to the name of

% “Standard” Silver Plate

as distinctive and leading among all makers of

High-class Goods.

PURITY marks the character of the de-
sigm does of the material which enters
into the manufacture of our goods.

DURABILITY is combined with purity al-

ways giving the shopper the assurance of a
Silver Plate which will wear and wear and wear.

Wisdom says: ‘‘Let the reputation of the manufacturer be your guaran-
tee. Ask for ‘Standard’ Silver Plate.”

SOLD BY RELIABLE DEALERS EVERYWHERE.

Manufactured and guaranteed by
Standard Silver Co., Limited

VN2, 33-41 Hayter St.
Q

o5
S Yo CEHENR g,
J; v

5
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Wherever good

! style and high quality
4 are recognized, you are sure
e well-dressed men wearing

“CORRECT STYLES FOR MEN”’

Splendid material, finished workmanship, and styles that always lead, hold
for these hats their high place in popularity. Not only best, but guaranteed.
We stand behind the dealer in giving you a positive assurance of satisfaction.
Fit, workmanship, quality must be to your liking.

i At leading dealers. $3, $4 and $5.

é’ p 4 Wﬁ w Write Today for Winter
j 0"{ 5 Style Book B

BRANCH OF
H Gal Canadian Factory—Niagara Falls, Ontario

dwes.vor‘ American Factory—Danbury, Connecticut

INCORPORATED o
New York. U. S. A. Straw Hat Factory—Baltimore, Maryland

WINCHESTER’S HYPOPHOSPHITES OF LIME AND SODA (Dr. CHURCHILL'S Formula
and WINCHESTER’S SPECIFIC PILL ARE THE BEST REMEDIES FOR

~i. NERVE FORCE

Strychnia, Opium, Alcohol or Cocaine.
= The Specific Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested and prescribed by physicians, and has proven to be the best and
ost effective treatment known to medical science for restoring impaired Vitality, no matter how originally caused, as it
dies are the best of their kind, and contain only the best and purest ingredients

Teaches the root of the ailment. Our reme
ot offer free samples.
or Treatment Scheme

‘;mt money can buy and science produce; therefore we cann
rice, ONE DOLLAR per Box. No Humbug, C.0.D.,

ption, chlorosis, dyspepsia, marasmus, ete.,
jor to all others.—S. H. TEWKSBURY, M, D., Portland, Maine,

by First-class Mail.
- DEAR SIRs; I have perscribed Winchester's Hypophosphites in cases of
e{’una] 0 INIONS: with the happiest results, having found them supers
whave used Winchester's Hypophosphites in several very severe cases of consumption, with the best possible results,—F. CRANG, M.D., Centreville, N.Y
inchester's Hypophosphites not only act as absorbents but repair and retard the waste of tissue.—H. P, DE WEES, M.D., New York.
I know of no remedy in the whole Materia Medica equal to your Specific Pill fur Nervous Debility.— ADOLPH BEHRE, M.D., Professor of Organic

Chemistry and Physiology, New York.
N Y {For sale by Lymans Ltd., and the
, 1.

They contain no Mercury, Iron, Cantharides, Morphia,

Send f »
uecurgliy fsl;ieledtfegm Wmchester & Co., 1032 Beekman Bldg., Nat. Drugand Chem. Co.and Lyman
. Established 53 Years. Knox & Co., of Montreal,
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Chocolates Without a Rival
For Daintiness and

of Purest
Ingredients!

All Moir’s Chocolates are prepared from our own Exclusive
Receipt from cocoa beans selected and ground by ourselves.

The creamy insides and centres of nuts, fruits and jellies
have just the Right Flavor—the rich, thick chocolate coating
has just the m

Our blending of these two confection extremes creates an
exquisitely delicious flavor not found in other brands.
Try Moir’s.

MOIR’S CHOCOLATES

MOIR’S LIMITED, Halifax, Canada.

~ FINE PEARL NECKLACES

hd

HENRY BIRKS AND SONS, LIMITED
| GEM MERCHANTS AND JEWELLERS " PHILLIPS SQUARE, MONTREAL .




We design and manufacture
Boilers to suit all requirements.

Our Locomotive Type as
per Cut above is preferred
where portability is a feature,
being self contained and easily
put into operation.

We would be pleased to
fumish you with complete
Specification and Prices.

ASK FOR CATALOG

’

THE ——

Jenckes Machine Co.
LIMITED

General Offices: Sherbrooke, Que.
Works : Sherbrooke, Que., St. Catharines, Ont.
*
Sales Offices : Sherbrooke, St. Catharines, Cobalt

Porcupine, Vancouver, Montreal, Rossland.

For Every
Hand Writing

Your handwriting is a part of your
personality and you need a pen that
fits yourself. Spencerian Pens are
w made in styles for every character of
writing and writer. Every pen is cor-

rectly shaped for proper ink-feeding,
smoothly pointed and highly elastic.

7 Find your own pen, stick to it,
and your writing will be a pleasure.
To aid, we will send you a sample
card of 12 different pens and 2 good
penholders, polished handles, on re-
ceipt of 10 cents.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO.
349 Broadway New York

CWELL, WELL!

~ THIS isa HOME DYE
that ANYONE

\DIFFERENT KINDS
<> of Goods

é‘ =———— with the SAME Dye.
I . |l used

No Chance of Mis-
takes. Simple and
Clean. Send for
Free Color Card
and Booklet 101,
The JOHNSON-
RICHARDSON
CO., Limited,
Montreal, Can,

ONE DYErorALL KINDSor sooos

Try Murine Eye Remedy
If you have Red, Weak, Weary, Watery Eyesor
Granulated Eyelids. Murine Doesn’t Smart—
Soothes Eye Pain. Druggists Sell Murine Eye
Remedy, Liquid, 25¢, 50c, $1.00. Murine Eye
Salve in Aseptic Tubes, 25c, $1.00. Eye Boo{a
and EyAe Advice Free by Mail.

n Eye Tonic Good for All Eyes that Need Care

Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicage
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forWlloopmg Cougb
Croup, Asthma,
Sore Throat, Coughs,
Bronchitis, Colds,
““ Used while you sleep.’ Diphtheria, Catarrh.

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding

drugs.
Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of

\thopmg Cough and relieves Croup’ at once.

It is a_boon to sufferers from Asthma.

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 80 years of
successful use, Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by All Druggists

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the
irritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Lresolene They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.,62 CortlandtSt., New York

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

DESK WEARY? GET A GUN

From breakfast to the office, and from the office back to supper, ‘“'l:
after day—a monotonous grind. Get back to natu back where the r\ll”l
100 per cent. pure and fairly reeks with health. Ge ay out where you 11 1
watch the sun rise over the marsh—where you can spe: nd glorious, healthfu
hours punting slowly through the reeds in a bit of a flat boa t L
at a bunch of fat mallards.

To reach Nature's wild things you must get where
when you lose yourself in such a place with mind and e
alert, and every muscle in play, yon'll forget that you we
—you'll be nearer to the original man animal—nearer physica
mental rest. This, a gun will do for you; and the best for solid s

@®
obin
Simplex Gun

Made right here in Canada—every bit of it, from muzzle to butt- I’]’“";
it lcads all others and we give you this added advantag: cause we kno .
what goes into the mnkmg of a Tobin Simplex, we guarantee it \uthw
positive "' money-back” guarantee that places us under an obligation in
return you the full purchase price, if we cannot give you qntmﬁutlnﬂh
312 every way. Priced from $20.00 to $210.00. Let us send you our new catalo
N gue. I 1tains news for sportsmen.

The Tobin Arms Mfg. Co., Limited, Woodstock, Ontario

Ll pro====uyy o I

Lum isn't—and
1tly on the
n an officé
ment a1l

isfaction

‘ N

Illi II "gt“ Star Brand

HAMS «BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham may cost you one
cent or perhaps two cents a pound more than
some other Ham but “Star Brand” Hams cured

by Fearman’s is worth it.
an

Made under Government Inspection.

F. W, FEARMAN CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

]
G e 6t AR A A O B I G e A S R R Pl i e eizety £
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DURING 1910, 2.623.412 CHICLETS WERE SOLD EACH DAY

l]IGIeIS

==

EALLY DELIGHTFUL

Che Dainty Mind € Covered
Candy €0 ateo Chowing ﬁm

Chiclets are the refinement of chewing gum for people

of refinement. Served at swagger luncheons, teas, din- |
ners, card parties. The only chewing gum that ever

received the unqualified sanction of best society. It's
the peppermint—the true mint.

For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores
5¢ the Ounce and in 5¢,10¢ and 25¢ Packets
SEN SEN CHICLET COMPANYM[TROPOIJTAN TOWER,NEW YORK

p— g a0, ]
5 -.;.c o "{:‘i%&*-: et St e,

2RSS RRmIDN L 25

The way to woo

- CHOCOLATES

Delicious Dainty Flavors
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A Kodak Lesson

from Motion Pictures

The exactions of the motion picture film business are une-
qualled in any other department of photography and, we believe,
in any other line of manufacturing on a large scale.

The maker of motion pictures requires high speed in the
emulsion, for every exposure is necessarily a snapshot and must
often be made under poor light conditions. He requires abso-
lute dependability in the product, for he frequently spends thou-
sands of dollars to produce his picture play, and a failure to get
good negatives would mean not merely the waste of a few
hundred feet of film, but the loss of thousands of dollars spent
for special trains, and actors, and settings, and the weeks, per-
haps months of time, spent in preparation.

The motion picture man must have a film that is free from
the minutest blemish. The picture that you see upon the cur-
tain, say 15x20 feet in size, is approximately seventy thousand
times as large asthe tiny film upon which it was made. A spot
the size of a pin head upon that film would show as large as
your hat upon the curtain.

The requirements then, are extreme speed, fineness of grain,
absolute freedom from mechanical defects and dependability.
The price of the film is a secondary consideration. First of all,
it must be right. The competition for this business is purely a
competition of quality and reliability.

Ninety-five per cent. of the motion picture film used in Ameri-
ca, and at least eighty per cent. of the motion picture film used
the world over is KODAK FILM.

Those very qualities of speed, mechanical perfection and de-
pendability which make Kodak Film essential to the maker of
motion pictures, make it best for your use.

Then too, Kodak Film is properly orthochromatic (gives the
most practical rendering of color values), is absolutely protected
by duplex paper from the offsetting of numbers, and is superior
in keeping quality.

Be sure that it is Kodak Film with which you load your Ko-
dak, taking especial care when travelling that no substitution
is practiced at your expense. Look for ‘““KODAK” on the
spool end and ‘“N.C.” on the box.

If it isn’t Eastman, it isn’t Kodak film.

Canadian Kodak Co., Ltd., Toronto, Can.
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CANADIAN

« JULIAN SALE”

LEATHER GOODS

FINE

LADIES DRESSING BAGS

This is one of the most com-

plete and handsome pieces of
leather goods we sell, it is
No. 2 in our new catalogue
No. 28.

Made from the
Grain English black Morocco
leather, green silk .linings.
Contains the following articles
t Parisian Ivory:
extra

best Hard

in the fines
Hair Brush, solid back,
bristles, Cloth Brush and

Comb, Mirror,
Talcum Box,
Box, Tube

long
Hat Duster,
Soap Box,

Tooth Powder
y containing same quality of
Tooth and Nail Brushes, two
Pomade Boxes, Buffer, three
Manicure pieces, and two pair
of Scissors, Perfume Spray and

Perfume Bottle. $75.

16 inch, Siz€......

e Ebony Fittings $50.00

The same Bag fitted with Genuin
Write for copy of our new 100 page Catalogue

No. 28 giving comprehensive descriptions and
Julian Sale Leather

prices on our complete

Goods.

eather Goods Co., Ltd.

TORONTO.

The Julian Sale L

105 King Street West,
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According to population,
more people in Canada travel
extensively than in any other
country in the world. (] That is
one reason why The Canadian
Magazine has been regarded as
the medium that gives the best
results from advertisements of
transportation companies, hotels
and tourist resorts at home and
abroad. (] Suggestions for travel
can be found in the following
pages, and should further informa-
tion be desired, it can be obtain-
ed without charge by addressing,

The Canadian Magazine
Travel Bureau

15 Wellington Street East,
TORONTO CANADA
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Canadian Northern Steamships

Limited

he Royal Line

Montreal Quebec—Bristol
(Summer Service )

Halifax—Bristol
( Winter Service)

Triple Screw Turbine Steamers
R.M.S. “ROYAL EDWARD” and «ROYAL GEORGE”

Holders of records between Great Britian and Canada.
12,000 Tons 18,000 Horse Power
{ecorative art, are unexcelled

THESE STEAMERS are equipped periods in d
by anything on the Atlantic. The second

with the latest devices for comfort 3

and convenience of passengers, and third cabin appointments have set
Marconi wireless, deep sea tele- anew standard of comfort and elegance
phone, passenger elevators. Every for this class o accommodation. 9 The
room is ventilated by the thermo tank table service throughout is the best that
system, which warms or cools the fresh leading chefs and excellently appointed
sea air and distributes it over the entire steward service can make it. ¥ If you
ship every five minutes. € The engines desire an unbiased opinion on Ocean
are the latest type of turbines ensuring Travel, ask for a copy of “* What people
a maximum of speed and a minimum of say of our sertice. »» € Qailings are made
vibration. ¥ The private suites of apart- fortnightly between Montreal, Quebec
ments and the luxuriously appointed and Bristol in summer, and Halifax and
public cabins, treated after historic  Bristol in winter.

For all information apply to steamship agents, or to the following general agents
of the Company :—

H. C. BOURLIER, Canadian Northern Building, Toronto, Ont.
Montreal, Que.

GUY TOMBES, Canadian Northern Building,
- - Halifax, N

P. MOONEY, 123 Hollis Street
A. H. DAVIS, 272 Main Street - - Winnipeg, Ma
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1t is Excellence
ﬂzat@an&s'z}mﬂz‘hz’n‘g’s

EXCELLENCE in
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./ GRANDTRUNK
== °9 SYSTEM

SThationa] Limted. Canados fines”
<8t Train enrouteont 1

P q . e AR Grand Trynk Rail
Hotel which the eng’s S " “m, | Hoiel Chateau LAy
'rrunkisbundfrg in {9 Onawa overlooking rhe |
_  Winnipeg, Man, 4 : auh! j Federal Parliament BoidlE3

%' Grand Trunk Pacific.Steamships Prince Rupert™
‘~ & Prince George"ﬁ&s 00tons-Len hBZO}%—lB'/z
s knots) SéaltleVictorta Vancouver
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oast.,
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traffic and is now the line par excellence inthe Ganadian West.

W. E. DAVIS. Passenver Triffic Mgr,. Montreal | “W, P.JHINTON, Gen, Passenger Agt., Grand Trunk Pacific, Winnipe;
G. T. BELL, Ass. Passg lratfic Mgr., Montreal H. G, ELLIOTT Gen. Pass. Agt. Graud Trunk Railway System, Montrea e

WS ) O
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Canadian PacificRailway

IMPROVED SERVICE

Montreal—Ottawa
Toronto

North Toronto Station at 10.00 p.m., Eastbound
and from Montreal 10.45 p.m. and Ottawa 11.20
p.m. westbound daily, the Company has instituted

a daily compartment car service between these
points, eaving the respective points as above.

q In addition to the electric-lighted sleeping cars from

the Company’s Angus shops. They are the latest
in construction and appointment and are electric
lighted throughout, affording absolute privacy and
individual toilet requisites. This 1s the only service
of this standard between the above points.

q] The Compartment cars are new, the product of

This serwice is in addition t0 the double daily
service betlpeen Hontreal, Ottawa and Toronto

Union Station.
« canadian Pacific Standard ”’

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO.
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QUEBEC STE(AMSHIP COMPANY

LIMITE D)

TWIN SCREW LINE NEW YORK TO BERMUDA

Wireless Telegraphy and Bilge Heels

S.S. “BERMUDIAN” 10,518 tons displacement at 10 a.m., 3rd, 13th, 24th
and 31st January and every Wednesday thereafter at 10 a.m.

FARE, $20 and upwards
NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE.

NEW YORK to ST. THOMAS, ST. CROIX, ST. KITTS, ANTIGUA, GAUDELOUPE,
DOMINICA, MARTINIQUE, ST. LUCIA, BARBADOES AND DEMERARA.
S.S. “ GUIANA,” (new), 3,700 tons, S.S. “ PARIMA,” 3,000 tons, S.S. “ KORONA,"”

3,000 tons. Sailings from New York, 2 p-m., 6th and 20th January,
3rd and 17th February, and fortnightly thereafter.

For further information apply to

A. F. Webster & Co., Cor. King and Yonge 8ts., Thos. Cook & Son, 65 Yonge St.
and R. M. Melville and Son, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto 8ts., Toronto

A. E, Outerbridge & Co., General Agents, 29 Broadway, New York.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED - QUEBEC

Along The Coast on Southern Seas

A Delightful Trip on

I

| Southern Pacific Steamships

Between
New York and New Orleans
Suites, Staterooms, Baths, Promenade Decks. Library and Smoking Rooms.

$40. One Way, $70. Round Trip; Choice of One Way Rail.

Berths and Meals on ships included. Interesting Literature yours for the asking.
L. H. Nutting, G. P. A,, 366, 1158 or 1 Broadway, New York
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ACE DL B R ASN B EANN|
A DR IATIC RIS ES

By Four of the Most Luxurious Steamships in the World

CARMANIA ™5 LACONIA "™

FRANCONIA ™l
' CARONIA

Twin Screw
20,000 Tons

A la Carte
dining service With-
outadditional charge, gstop-overs
affording opportunities for side-trips, and
proceeding by subsequent stenmer are allowed,
Passengers are not required to book for the entire
cruise, 48 &ITAN ements may be made to return by either the Lusitania
or Mauretania from Liverpool, tbereby enabling one to tour Central Europe
at & considerable saving in both time and expense.
From New York during the Winter Season of 1911-1912 as follows :
“OCARONIA,” Jan. 6, 1912 Calling at Maderia, Gibralter, Algiers, Villefranche («gARONIA,” F
o » Jan. 20, 191 Genos, Naples, Alexand 'd Fiume* ” Feb, 20, 1912
"Eﬁsgglo‘ﬂ&:“cb- .8?192'8 } ‘Omit‘:rc:fln:: Ft:n‘;ee .on ngﬁ.nzo :n?inMar‘égl"l trips {“o""‘"""”‘f' 2,1912
«gailing List,” «Rate Sheet” and Steamer Plans, as well as Booklets “A New Way to the Old World "
«Mediterranean-Eg ptian-Adrlatic Cruises,” “Caronia’” — «Carmania,” «pranconia’ — “Laconia’’ may be
secured on application to Dept. D, at any of the Company's offices or agencies.
Chicage, St. Leuis, Minneapolis, San Francisce,

CUN ARD LlNE 21-24 STATE STREET  Boston, Philadelphia, 3
” NEW YORK Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, ¢r Locl Agns
The above steamers are fitted with sub-marine signal apparatus and with Marconi's system of wireless telegraphy
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EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITIES TO VISIT

South America and Panama Canal

20,000 Mile Cruise, leaving New York Jan. 20, 1912

Calling at Port of Spain, Pernambuco, Santos, Buenos Aires (Across the Andes). Punta
Arenas (through the Straits of Magellan), Valparaiso, Rio de Janeiro, Bahia, Para,
Bridgetown, and a visit to the Panama Canal. Duration of Cruise 80 Days—Cost $350

and up.
OPTIONAL SIDE TRIPS EVERYWHERE

Cruises de Luxe to the WEST INDIES

Five Delightful Cruises « - West Indies, Panama Canal, Venezuela a:d Bermuda
Leaving New York by the Palatial Twin Screw Steamers

S. S. Moltke, (12,500 tons), 28 Days, Jan. 23, Feb. 24, 1912, $150 and up

S. S. Hamburg, (11,000 tons), 21 Days, Feb. 10, March 7, 1912, 125 “

S. S. Moltke, (12,500 tons), 16 Days, March 26, 1912, 8
EVERY LUXURY OF TRAVEL, EVERY REFINEMENT OF SERVICE INSURED

Grand Annual Cruise to the Orient

By the most palatial steamer afloat, S. S. “Victoria Luise” (16,500
tons).  Sailing from New York, January 30, 1912, on 78-Day
Cruise to Madeira, Spain, the Mediterranean and the Orient.
Cost, $325 and upward. The “Victoria Luise” is equipped with
modern features providing every luxury and comfort on long cruises.

Italy and Egypt

Special Trip by the superb transatlantic liner, “Kaiserin
Auguste Victoria,” the largest and most luxurious steamer of
the service. Leave New York, February 14, 1912, for
Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Villefranche (Nice), Genoa,
Naples and Port Said. To or from Port Said, $165 and up.
To or from all other ports, $115 and up.

Grand Annual Event

AROUND THE WORLD

November, 1912, and February, 1913, by
the large Cruising Steamship

“VICTORIA LUISE” (16,500 tons).

i J : : b Your comfort and pl d. Send for
1 s _' J r booklets giving infe tion, elc.

HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE
41-45 Broadway New York
Boston Philadelphia  Pittsburgh  Chicago

t. Louis San Francisco
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Table d’hote

BREAHRFAST
75 cents

LUNCHEON
75 cents

' DINNER
" $1.00

ON AN

Intercolonial Railway

) Dining Car are frequently commented
upon and ALWAYS FAVORABLY

Through Diners on Maritime Express, leaving Montreal, Bonaven-
ture Union Depot, 1205 p.m. daily except Saturday for

Quebec, St. John, Halifax and the Sidneys
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v WHITE STAR LINE
PANAMA CANAL , BEAUTIFULEGYPT

N[ The WEST INDIES The RIVIERA
and SOUTH AMERICA and SUNNY ITALY
2 DELIGHTFUL CRUISES || 4 PLEASURE VOYAGES

?ﬁé ~ “Lanrentic” “Adriatic”  “Cedric”

é Largest and Finest in the Trade Largest British Mediterranean

/th

Steamers
FROM NEW YORK FROM NEW YORK
Yl JAN.20 —— FEB. 24 || yaN. 10 | JAN.
31 Days $150 and Upward FEB. 21 MARCH 6
BOOKLET AND MAP FOLDER ON REQUEST DETAILED ITINERARIES ON REQUEST

WHITE STAR LINE, NINE BROADWAY, NEW YORK

Offices and Agencies Everywhere

COOK’S TOURS

Tours to the Orient
Tours around the World, Bermuda, West Indies, Florida,
California, Etc.

Jan. 6, 1912, Jan. 10, 1912, Jan. 20, 1912, Jan. 24, 1912, Feb, 3, 1912,
Feb. 14, 1912, Feb. 20,1912, Feb. 21, 1912, Mar. 2, 1912,

Visiting Egypt, Palestine, Turkey, Greece, Italy, etc., including
Nile and Holy Land Tours.

Winter Tours to the Mediterranean :
January 10, 20. February 3, 17. March 2, 16, 30, 1912.

May we send you programme

THOS. COOK & SON, 65 Yonge St.,

Traders Bank Building, TORONTO
530 St. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL

Cooks’ Travellers Cheques are good all over the world,



|
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The Shortest Route to Europe **

The White Star Xrne Service Between
IN SUMMER 4

MONTREAL AND EUROPE VIA QUEBEC

IN WINTER <

Portland, Me. and Liverpool via Halifax
Presents for your consideration the

R.M.S. “LAURENTIC” Jrile-Serets,

R.M.S. “MEGANTIC” TinSereicrs

Lo

Also the
splendid twin-
screw steamers
comprising the

MODERATE RATE SERVICE

Twin Screw “TEUTONIC”” 322 feet i85
“ “CANADA” 3.5 5%
«  «DOMINION” 35t

Carrying Cabin Passengers in One Class only (II) with un-

restricted use of the best accommodation on the ship including
the Public Rooms and Promenades. Also Third class passengers

in closed rooms only,

Sailings now ready. Berthing books open.
season Of 1 91 2 Secure reservations now and obtain choice

The largest, finest and most
modern steamers between
Canada and Europe.

First, Second and Third
class passengers carried
at low rates.

ls-‘e?d for wof berths. Round trips and omlortable facilities for as litle as $100; in the
older
«pm _ greatest luxury for $185 and up.

i i by “Laurentic,” leave Jan. 20 and Feb. 24,
wes.t I“dles crulses 1912. Send for folder “W.”

Procure tickets from local Agents or write WHITE STAR-DOMINION LINE, Montreal, Toronto or Winnipeg

Beautiful in the Extreme

is the view from Parker’s Hotel, Naples. In the foreground the Villa Residences of Naples’
finest suburb; beyond the City and the Bay. A magnificent panorama of uninterrupted
loveliness with Vesuvius—Grey Beacon of Antiquity—still keeping watch and ward over the

MOST BEAUTIFUL CITY IN THE WORLD

NAPLES-PARKER’S HOTEL

Private Suites with Bath, Up-to-date in every respect. In_the
isi llent, Sanitation perfect.

healthiest part of the town, [
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

ESTABLISHED 1854

To Liverpool and Glasgow

Victorian and Virginian

The first Transatlantic Turbines, Noiseless and Without
Vibration. Four days from Land to Land. Seven days from
Port to Port.

Turbine and Twin Screw Steamers

To Liverpool To Glasgow
STEAMER From S$t. John From Halifax STEAMER From Boston From Portland
(GRAMPIAN 5 Jan. 5 Jan. DAKERRIE . v 4 Jan,
P A 19 Jan, 0 Jan.
~TUNISIAN 26 Jan, 27 Jan, IUNTAN 11 Jau. i
*GRAMPIAN 2 Feb, 3 Feb. SICILIAN ... 18 Jan.
“CORSICAN 16 Feb. 17 Feb. NUMIDIAN e s e
(SPE 1 e A T ] 3
*TUNISIAN 1 Mar. g Mar. i Gorn S
GRAMPIAN 9 Mar. TONIAN 16:-Feb, & - Sy
*VIRGINIAN 15 Mar. 16 Mar. LAKE ERIE ... 22 Feb,
* - .
Royal Mall Steamers, One Class Cabin (11) Scotian $47.50
Saloon: $72.50 and $82.50 and up. and up. Other steamers $45.00
Second Saloon : $50 and $52.50 and up.
THE ALLAN LINE SEND FOR H. & A. ALLAN

TORONTO CIRCULARS MONTREAL

[}
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. TEEROVAL AL STEARN PACKETC?

HOTEL T

ST. DENIS

BROADWAY and 11th ST.
NEW YORK CITY

Within easy access of every point of
interest. Half block from Wanamaker's.
Five minutes’ walk of Shopping District.

NOTED FOR : Excellence of Cuisine,
comfortable appointments, courteous
service and homelike surroundings.
Rooms $1.00 per day and up
With privilege of Bath
$1.50 per day and up |
EUROPEAN PLAN |

Table d’Hote Breakfast - 50c.
WM. TAYLOR & SON, INC.

AT T

! ||

“ There i more beauty
| to the square fool in
| Bermuda than any-
where else in the world.”

William Dean Howells

2 Michigan.
M- G E The foremost American Novelist, so declares in “A
Bermudan Sojourn.”” (Harper's Magazine, Decem-

k]
ber) continuing ;—
e 0 0 nl a I used to recall Italy there, but for
beauty Italy is nowhere beside Bermuda.”’

OPEN THE YEAR 'ROUND Bound R.M. 5.545

The great winter health resort. Trip $10 and Ilp S.P. Tagus Tons
B ized by_th best le f 11 th 3 irst- f

Sta::;glxlldzecnngd:. eHv:rigsogely? ?gfn?sh:%ntlh:oughe- ﬁ)“ ‘::f’«':l%r-nc?:l::lo:: ‘P:l:et lCal;s::

out with all conveniences. Refined surroundings » .
and the best cusine and service. Our guests enjoy Orchestra, bilge keels, wireless, etc.

all the advantages of 8.780 TONS ARCAD]AN T
y 14,120 Tons
THE COLONIAL REG;?::: every Saturday corm'nem:inl:u::)::r:lm“t
BATH HOUSE The most palatial liner ever in the Bermuda Service.
AND West Indies

MINERAL WATERS COLOMBIA  VENEZUELA

run hfn!f coanec‘tior:hwithlt'hfe h[f)teli. Baths nmii W:He.:: P A N A M A J A M A l C A
are e i n all i
effective in the relief of Rheumatism SANTIAGO H A V A N A

tortuous forms, Neuralgia and Nervous Diseases and

Skin Aftections, Indigestionial hath Houss 1+ com: See the Canal Now while it s in its most in-

plete in equipment and ranks with the best in this teresting stage.

country. Elevator affords approach to bath house

from eu;h floor of hotel. For detuileddix;.formatton WRITE FOR BOOKLETS

ﬁgx&sgg ng treatment, hote accommoda ions, etc., SANDERSON & SON, Cea Agts., 22 State St.,
. N.Y. 15 Soulh La Salle St., Chicago.

THE COLONIAL, Mt. Clemens, Mich. W. H. EAVES, N.E.P. A., 200 Washington St.,

Boston, or any Steamship Ticket Agent.
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The Finest 7§ * i
and most Perfectly | filo Tx Tt

Equipped Hotel in |~ fioutBaih
the Great Metropolis | i Dining

FAMED New Grill.

ining Jaloon
excl ufivc_bﬂ

~for Ladicy

for the exceptionally artistic character
of its - decorations and arrangement.

THE HOLLAND HOUSE

not only originated many of the features
characteristic of modern hotel life, but has carried
them to the highest point of perfection, making

COMFORT AND LUXURY

its most salient features. It has retained, through its many
years of establishment, a clientele indicative of its popu-
larity with the exclusive and democratic visitor.

CENTRALLY LOCATED

near underground and elevated railroad stations,
all railway terminals, steamship piers,
theaters, shopping centers and commercial
districts.

HOLLAND HOUSE

5th Avenue and 30th Street

ALL THAT IS BEST IN HOTEL
LIFE AT CONSISTENT RATES
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RLINGS

- Afﬁésf j% RTER

From Canada’s GREATEST Brewery

1d English method a8 adopted

For sixtyllyears we have brewed by the O!
by BAS8 AND CO. and GUINNESS AND CO,

WE DO_NOT CARBONIZE, and by 8o doing destroy Nature’s best and
finest health-giving properties of barley, malt and Bohemian hops.

No fad, no new methods, as used by some brewers who can’t compete

with genuine methods.

Demand Carlings's and get the Finest Made in the World
Every Dealer Everywhere

No Waste, No'L‘_t'tgr

Z’HE Onliwon Toilet Cabinet and Paper

are a practical insurance against the waste

of tissue toilet paper. _

q A simple mechanical device allows of the delivery of
but two sheets of paper at a time and automatically re-
places these by two more.

( The cabinets are handsomely nickelled and are orna-
mental as well as useful.

q The paper is the finest, first quality tissue paper we
make, and comes in packages containing 1000 sheets,
( Nothing so economical for Homes and Public

buildings.

White for Descriptive Matter

—_————

THE E. B. EDDY COMPANY
Hull, Canada B
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REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years MRS .WIN-
:,Low’s Soo'mfmc SYRUP hha; been used
: mothers for their children while

fo:{:ll; :my be 'fxl'lee in three da}js :bs;)'lutely free te{athing. Are you disturbed at night and
tme, with no more appetite for liquor than broken of your rest by a sick child suf-

the man who has never tasted it. fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a

bottle of ‘“Mrs Winslow’s Soothi

The " EAL Treatment Syrup’’ for Children ’Fe?::;ling.oo ’Il'illg
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend

Can set you free. Safe, sure, speedy—a child

could take the treah‘m':nt with safety, yet it ab.so- upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
lutely cures the habit in three days. Costs nothing about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
to enquire, Phone N. 2087 or write the Neal the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind

Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘‘“Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is

Institute, 78 St. Alban’s Street, Toronto.

A -,
Q\\\\\}\\\\E | Beau tiful pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
:\\\\\ N 5 tion of one of the oldest and best female
N\ Ptcturebs physicians and nurses in the United
ire Srocused onlyiny States, and is for sale by all druggists
PO ISk ooom. throughout the world. Price twenty-five
w ﬂstll & Nemﬂll cents a bottle. Be sureand ask for ‘“MRsS.

are artists’ colormen WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP.”’
to the Royal Family 1
and their

Oil and Water Colors

are the world’s stand-
ard. Not dear. For
sale at all Art Stores,

A.RAMSAY& SON,
MONTREAL.
‘Wholesale Agents for
Cn.mufu.

B Twonper:
-SHINE

SILVER CLEANER

$1,000 will net
you $1,790.80

If you invest in our ten year six
per cenf. coupon bonds . .

Our bonds enable the conservative
investor to participate in the re-
markable profits in Western Canada
Real Estate. The bonds are issued
in denominations of $100, $500 and
$1,000. Interest paid semi-annually

Write for Prospectus and
Sull particulars

g i o || 5 ST
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

will notice a smoothness and mellowness

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you
in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.

Club Cocktails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before
bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged

cocktail.

Manbattan, Martini and other
standard blends, pottled, ready
to serve through cracked ice.

Refuse Substitutes
AT ALL DEALERS - \

MARTIN! |
dre S
(ocktails --
B

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

~ 0SS
High Velocity Rifle

appeals to the Sportsman who wants the very
best there is in the way of a modern high

power arm.

Though sold at a considerably lower price
($75.00) than imported rifles in the same
class, it is proven to be the most powerful
and the most accurate of all modern arms.

We will cheerfully send illustrated catalogue
on request, and name of nearest dealer.

ROSS RIFLE CO.

QUEBEC.
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A pure, rich, high grade, flavory
coffee. The kind that makes you
linger over your cup—such is

Seal Brand

Coffee

128 Packed in 1 and 2 pound
cans only.

CHASE AND SANBORN, MONTREAL.

“The Beer with a Reputation”

lives up to its reputation as the purest,
most wholesome, most delicious lager
brewed. None finer at any price, and

few as good at double the price.

“The Light Beer in the Light Bottle”’

A1 Horers, CAFES AND DEALERS GENERALLY.
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BRIGHTEN UP X348 o riOvi b
: using WASHBURNE’S PATENT
PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

SOLD the past YEAR should
convince. YOU. _of their
Eﬁr SUPERIORITY.

Tace (), K M

Easily put on or taken off

with the thumb and finger. Can
be used repeatedly and “they always work.” Made of brassin
sizes. Put up in brass boxes of 100 fasteners each.
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER

All stationers. Send 10c for sample box of 50, assorted.

Ilustrated bookiet free. Liberal discount to the trade.
The O K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U.S. A. Ne1B

. TRADE MARK.

Special Holiday PacKet
Have Your Friends Name Woven

An Ideal Gift

ORDERS FILLED IN FOUR TO
SEVEN DAYS. Samples, etc., free.
Order through any dry goods store.
12 dozen, $2.00; 6 dozen, $1.25; 3 dozen, 85c.

J. & J. CASH, Ltd.
612 Chestnut St., So. Norfolk, Conn.

A t W;:i lilarver an UNUSUAL proposition,
Een S every person will be interested. No out-

lay necessary. Apply B.C.I. Co. Ltd.
wa"ted 22}8 bee:t St., Ottawa, Ont.

Send us your address

and we will show you

how to make $3 a day

abgolutely sure; we

furnish the work and teach you free; you work in the locality

where you live, Send us your address and we will explain

the business fully; remember we guarantee a clear profit of $3 for every

day’s work. abgolutely sure, write at once.
Bs‘m MANUFACTURING C0., Box 1712, WINDSOR, ONT.

THE
COD LIVER
PREPARATION
WITHOUT
OIL

A famous reconstructive tonic

improved by modern science
Especially Valuable for Old People

and delicate children, weak, run-down persons,
after sickness, and for all pulmonary troubles

Vinol is a delicious modern Cod Liver prepara-
tion without oil, made by a scientific extractive
and concentrating process from fresh Cod’s
Livers, combining the two most world famed
tonics, peptonate of iron and all the medicinal,
healing, body-building elements of Cod Liver
Oil but no oil. Vinol is much superior to old-
fashioned cod liver oil and emulsions because
while it contains all the medicinal value they do,
unlike them Vinol is deliciously palatable and
agreeable to the weakest stomach.

FOR SALE AT YOUR LEADING DRUG STORE
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded by all agents
Exclusive Agency Given to One Druggist in a Place
If there is no Vinol agency where you live, send us your

druggist’s name and we will give him the agency.

TRIAL SAMPLE FREE
CHESTER KENT & CO. Chemists Boston, Mass.

Berks}:i!;: Hills

Sanatorium

The only private institution of mag-
nitude in the United States for the
exclusive treatment of Cancer and
other malignant and benign new

growths. Conducted by a physician “

For the Scientific and Effective
Treatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting to
Surgical Procedure
For complete information address

BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
North Adams, Massachusetts

of standing. Established 32 years

For 62years this great invention has success
because of original merit and continuous impr

ARTSHORNoccrs

ovement. Latest model requires no tacks.
Wood or tin rollers. The inventor’s signature on every roller.

SHADE

Look for it. Take none without it.
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e ST e ,
It Pays The Housewife
to use the best sugar—because
poor sugar means poor cooking.

is the genuine ‘‘Montreal Granulated’’ — absolutely pure, sparkling
crystals of the most inviting appearance.

Ask your grocer for a 20 lb. bag of ST.
LAWRENCE GRANULATED—also sold

by the barrel and in 100 1b. bags.
j‘%?ﬁ The St. Lawrence Sugar Refining Co., Limited /’%s%s
© MONTREAL. ©
T WA e
Milton Brick Fi
Lol n e %11'

Have at least one brick fireplace in the new home you are planning.

Better still, have a Milton Brick Fireplace in bedroom, dining room and den as well as in
the hall. It takes a fireplace to make home really homelike.

Our catalogue shows attractive designs in Milton Brick Fireplaces, and tells how little they cost,
May we send you a copy—free?

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO., LIMITED, MILTON, ONT. roronto office, Janes Bid’g.
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OWAN'S
PERFECTION

COCOA

(MAPLE LEAF LABEL)
«preat for Breakfast”

A day started on Cowan'’s

Cocoa is a day with a clear
head and a steady nerve-—a
day full of snap and life.
Cocoa nourishes the body. It

is rich in food value and easy

to digest.

Do You Use

Cowan’s Cocoa ?

105

}' is the mark
]
1

{43 choicc of purchasers

The original Rogers /]
Bros. silverware— |
identified by the trade |
i mark “1847 ROGERS /#

BROS.”—has expressed |
f the highest type of sil- ¥
i ver plate perfection for

sixty-two years. |

On forks, spoons, [
fancy serving pieces, etc., f

B

o,

| ROGERS BROS.raite

l Whether the desired
style be simple or ornate, [/ ;
; . . 190 ,
it may be procured in this _(““ri 1
| “Silver Plate that Wears.” s\f(‘%
#  Combining the maximum Fl‘\g ,
\ of durability with rare /% .
\ beauty of design, this /&8 ¥
famous ware is the

{

{

i who desire only the
1 best.

Sold by leading dealers
| everywhere. Send for
Catalogue * =

A%\ showing the many

AW atiractive designs.

MERIDEN i i/
\ sriTannia comeany /4 /if /.

SR HamiLTON, iy |
3 ONT.

4 NEW YORK
‘\ CHICAGO
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MADE IN CANADA MADE IN CANADA

(ART CRAFT)

THEIR "BEAUTY” ALONE

IS SUFFICIENT

To make the ‘“Macey” Sectional Bookcases the most popular of all Bookcases.
But when you add to that, all of the ‘‘Patented” and exclusive features that

can be had with no other, you have the reason the ‘“Macey” is found in the
best homes on the American Continent.

LET US SEND YOU CATALOGUE C,

It will explain the special features, and also show you the many beautiful
styles we make. Write for it to-day.

EANADA FURNITURE MANUFACTURERS

LIMITED

General Offices - Woodstock, Ont.
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UPTON’S

PURE

Orange Marmalade

All the concentrated good-

ness of the choicest,

selected Seville Oranges,

Delicious for breakfast—

good at any meal.

Made and guaranteed absolutely pure by
THE T. UPTON CO., LIMITED, HAMILTON, CAN.

\—amA

Jaeger the Warmest Underwear Made !

Weight for weight JAEGER is the warmest
and most sanitary underwear made.

Made of absolutely pure wool stockinet web,
finished with pure wool facings cut and made
with care and the experience_of 30 years.|

Jaeger Pure Wool Underwear

is the most sanitary, the safest and most com-

fortable underwear made.
Guaranteed 'against shrinkage.

Ltd.

Dr. Jaeger Sanitary Woollen System Co.,

United Garments
231 Yonge Street, TORONTO

316 St. Catherine Street West, MONTREAL.
e., WINNIPEG.

Steele Block, Portage Av
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The Aristocrat

THE Big Users (and

most little users) of
typewriters buy  Under-
woods. They buy Under-
woods in spite of the fact
that other typewriters cost
less. They prefer to pay
the higher price and be
assured of service, certainty
and satisfaction. These go
with the machine. And then,
there are a score of different
models of the Underwood
for bookkeeping and other
special purposes,

TO supply the demand

for Underwoods there
is required the largest type-
writer factory in the world,
16 acres of floor space, and
more under construction ;
36,000 workers; 2200 ma-
chines ; a manufacturing ca-
pacity of 550 typewriters a
day, necessitating more than
5,750,000 separate opera-
tions. This year's business
shows an increase of more
than 16007 overthatof 1901,

THIS enormous business of corres-

ponding rapid growth, results from
selling the best machine plus service,
certainty and satisfaction.

United Typewriter Co., Limited

Everywhere in Canada

Head Office -

- TORONTO
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Eau de Cologne Hégémonienne.

Eau de Cologne Impériale.
Sapoceti, savon pour la toilette.

Créme de fraises.
Créme Secret de Bonne Femme.

Poudre Ladies in all Climates.
Rose du Moulin (rouge pour le visage).

9900600000000 00006000

to the following list of his productions :
Eau de Toilette Gardénia.
Eau du Coq.*

With his most respectful compliments Guerlain
calls the attention of his fashionable customers

Bon Vieux Temps.
Jicky.

Chypre de Paris.
Tsao-Ko.

Quand vient I'été.
Rue de la Paix.
Apreés I'Ondée.
Sillage.

- ene

Parfums pour le Vaporisateur.

+GUERLAIN ¢

L e

You Must Prefer
Sweet, Pure Air to
Impure Foul Air

Why then install a heating system, which—like
steam and hot water with radiators in rooms—has
10 fresh air supply, and the same air being breath-
ed over and over soon becomes vitiated, stagnant,

s S impure, FOUL. The

Kesey Warm Air Generator

: ST i
i i 1s and public buildings where the Jaws are mos
e e tm iy A g %ecaus}; we guarantee a constant change of air.

strict regarding the supply of fresh air, : .
Should your home and the health of your family be any the less important !
warms a constant supply of fresh

Study the Kelsey System—Ilet us show you how it
air and distributes evenly to every room.

The James Smart Manufacturing Co., Ltd.

Winnipeg, Man. Brockville, Ont.
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Every style of hot water] boiler at least has the
merit of providing a sanitary method of heating a
house, while the “Sovereign” has all the merits of
the best average boilers, plus small consumption of
coal and the capacity to produce heat quickly.

SANITARY
HEATING

STRONGLY
BUILT

SIMPLE
CONSTRUCTION

INTER-
CHANGEABLE
SECTIONS

WELL
FITTED
PARTS

: SAFE
OPERATION

RELIABLE
CONTROL

Saves the Coal
Quick Heat

Producer

See That
L.arger First
Section.

The larger first section is a feature of construction exclusive with the "Sovereign." It

ensures rapid and free circulation; quick heating capacity; and prevents the generation of steam.
To get all the comforts of the hot water system of heating, together with economy and smooth-
ness of operation, instal a ‘“‘Sovereign.” Made by the most expert makers of house-heating ap-,
paratus in Canada.
““The Dictionary of Heating” free to any address.

Taylor-Forbes iintes’ Guelph, Can.
Makers also of ‘‘Sovereign” Radiators.

Toronto Montreal
1088 King Street West 246 Craig Street West

1070 Homer Street, Vancouver
Installed by Heating Engineers and Plumbers throughout Canada.
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n
The T\ Perfume for the
.o Most Refined Taste
O r lgl n a 1 ﬁ 4 A leader amongst leaders.
and

After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s
FLORIDA

I
| i
I

I

!}‘

NN

&N

g

0

.
Genuine WATER
is just as popular as ever
" BECAUSE:!
Beware of IT is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and

enduring fragrance;
it refreshes and revives as
does no other Perfume;

Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

gif it is delightfulin the Bath
@ and the finest thing after
Shaving: because it 18, in
894 fact, the most reliable
A and satisfactory Toile
A8 Perfume made, :: 3t ::

1 Ask your Druggist for it
§  Accept no Substitute!
s

For business Correspondence

Ask your printer to show
you these four grades of
paper:

Danish bond, English
bond, Hercules bond,
Regal hond, white and

colors.

Envelopes to match.

The Barber Ellis

Co., Limited

63-71 Wellington Street West
TORONTO
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STANDARD | KIND THAT
ARTICLE|| M=RSSKSR | p| FASES

USED]]| B2~ 0 e
EVERYWHERE | PEOPLE

=

MOST PERF’ECT MADE

[

Whether on dress or suit or other
U\ article of wearing apparel or on curtains
W or furniture covering, by our expert
methods of cleaning and dyeing we

can soon remove the trouble. We're

known as experts in cleaning and
% dyeing.

R. PARKER & CO.
Toronto, Canada
Branch Stores and Agencies in all parts of Canada.

Write for Booklet.
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Infants and invalids grow
4 ST stronger on Robinson’s
;, WPy o Patent Barley—The best

food for delicate digestion.

As Convenient and Reliable as Steam itself.

ROBB STEAM ENGINES

are built for continuous service without
attention and for all kinds of factories,

mills and electric plants.
That’s why they are enclosed, positively lubricated,
and have positive valve gear.

That's why they are single- cylinder or compound,
horizontal or verticle, condensing or non-condensing.

You surely can find in our complete line one that
will be convenient—it will be reliable because it’s

a Robb.

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

So. Framingham, Mass.

/ . % sanadian Express Building, Montreal, R W. Robb, Manager
District Offices: rraders Bank Building, Toronto, Wm. McKay Manager

Union 8ank Buiding, Winnipeg W F. Porter, Manager

Grain Exchange Building, Calgary J. F. PORTER, Manager,
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Naturally the first t ing

His first tele’phon'

real live b &y Would thmk
of "'would" be the thing he likes be hat’s the
reason he is 'phoning for-Shredded W eat, the food
that builds, sturdy, healthy boys and girls—a food

to grow on, to play on, to work on.

For breakfast in Winter nothing so nourishing and satisfying
as Shredded Wheat with: hot. milk and nothing so easy to
prepare. Heat the biscuit in"oven ‘to restore crispness, then'
pour hot milk over it,;adding a httle cream and a dash of salt,

Made only by’

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LTD., Niagara Falls, Ont.

Toronto Office: 49 Wellington St. East.

e oy



For 1912—resolve it men,
You're Johnny-on-the-spot—Big Ben.

ND if it didn’t take Jan-

vary first, try it again

{ February first.—He who
rises every time he falls, will
some time rise for good and all.

So instead of squeezing through
in the very nick of time, make
it a point to punch the clock
five minutes before the crowd.

Be at your desk when the

bunch files in—begi d
1 s gin your day
with a flying start.—It’s sure

to get around to the old man’s
ears. — ‘‘Five minutes early,

sometimes ten, it raises salaries’’
says Big Ben. :

Big Ben is a punctual, handsome and
Jong-lived sleepmeter. He tells you
just how late it’s safe for you to sleep.
He tells you just when you ought to
start down town.

He stands 7 inches tall, massive, well poised,
triple plated. He is easy to read, easy to wind
and pleasing to hear. —If you cannot find him
at your dealer, a money order addressed to his
makers, Westclox, La Salle, Illinois, will bring
him to you duty: charges prepaid.

a0

At Canadian Dealers.
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$4

:Gut%of the -
o Depths

"

{
! Any one hu?‘tr by

‘can* be _ lifted ou’t of the depths
by leavmg it off entirely and taking
on well-made

POSTUM

®
‘There?s aReason?®’

Pos!nm Cetenl Compnny lened
Battle Creek, MlCh:,.U 5

=
Canadian Postum Carea[ Co., Limited
indsor, On!aho

]
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SURHR1 SE
B SoAP

PURE] " Free rom Adulteratlon.l

Iit'sall Soap.

< Remarkable lasting or
wearlng qualltles.

_.-..1 @ chlliiog® 3 W o

Tt’s Baker S

It S Dellcmus

Made by a
perfect me-
chanieal
process
from high
grade cocoa
beans, sci-
entifically
blended

i@ jted.
b \\nmrﬂl",’?‘»';"’l'é'? A

ispf t ¢
finest quality, full qﬁeﬂggl and

absolutely and Healthful.
Sold in 14 Ib g-i‘ :;'elé"’tlb. and 11b.

thoxce Recipes Sent Free
R BAKER & CO. LIMITED

% ESTABLISHED 1780
ONTREAL, CAN. DORCHESTER, MASS.

T

[MENNEN'S|

“FOR MINE> |}

Borated
Talcum

Mennen’s Powder

keeps my skin-in healthy condition.

Sa)nble Box for 4c stamp

GERHARD MENNEN CO.

Newark, N. J. Trade-Mark

Press oF tHE T. H. Best PRINTING Company, Livitep, ToroONTO, CAN.
¢



