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The Canada Lancet

ESTABLISHED 1868

A Monthly Journal of Medicine and Surgical Science,
Criticism and News

The Canada Lancet has been the leading Medical
Journal published in Canada for the past Thirty-
nine years, and is the oldest Medical Journal pub-
lished in the Dominion. Articles by leading phy-
sicians appear in every issue, as well as selections
from the leading English, German and French
Journals. Its personal news items are most com-
plete and interesting and keep the physician in
touch with the medical fraternity.

PUBLISHED BY

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., Limited
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e, CECIL, o

Architecturally Famous as the
Finest Hotel Structure in Europe

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Cecil by requesting a Booklet. This little
volume presents by illustration and description a fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its im-
posing exterior, the cost of a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general infor-
mation of service to the visitor to town. It can be had for the asking from the Offices of THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toronto, Canada.

Es

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan Hotel in the broadest sense of the term, with a Fixed Tariff based on a
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 elegantly equipped—have no rival in Europe. The situation of the Hotel is Central
and Convenient ; indeed, a SOURCE OF CONSIDERABLE TRAVEL ECONOMY to visitors to
town on business or pleasure bent. ’

TARIFF

BEDROOMS. IN RESTAURANT.
Bingle .......co0ne From $1.25 pex:‘day\No charge for Déjeuner, $1.25; Diner, $1.80 and $2.50; Souper, $1.25
Double..... . ...... o 22 | Light or e g
Suite of Rooms.... “ e Attendance r 4 la Carte.

BREAKFAST. —————————
Table d’Hote Room (Indian Fioor), . i 60c., 70c., 85¢. ORCHESTRA AT ALL MEALS.

vl "i‘? ) s On Sundays Vocal Concert after Dinner.
f Room (Indian Floor).......c..coevun 8

e e DINNER There is no charge for Attendance or Light.
Table d'Hote Room (Indian F100T)....... ..o $1.25 | INCLUSIVE CHARGES QUOTED IF DESIRED.




FOR SEPTEMBER

R. J. S. WILLISON, Managing- Director of

The Toronto News, will have first place in the
September CANADIAN MAGAZINE with an article
entitled “The Genius of the Canadian Club.” At
firt thought the subje does not look particularly
inviting, but it will agtonish most readers when they
realise the importance and interest of the subje@t as
appreciated by Mr. Willison. qMr. F. A. Carman,
who has had exceptional opportunities to observe the
trend of opinion towards church union, will contribute
an article entitled “The Outlook for Church Union.”
Photographs of leaders in the movement will illugtrate
the article. @ There will be also some excellent
illustrated articles and fine short stories. € One of
the professors in the agricultural college at Truro, N.S.,
will contribute an article on fruit growing in the
Annapolis Valley. A splendid hiftorical article by
Mr. Barlow Cumberland is entitled “Lower Fort
Garry.” Perhaps the dozen or more other features
will appeal to the average reader more than the foregoing.

4 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTIS@R 3

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A VYEAR POSTPAID

—'—'—.—_%
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GRAND HOTEL, LONDON

Overlookmg Trafal-
gar Square, the

finest position in Lon-
don. Wall known to
many Canadians for
comfort and excellent
management. Close to
Royal Palaces, We#-
minster Abbey, Hous-
es of Parliament, and
fashionable centres.
Orchestra.  Luxurious
suites of rooms with
private bathrooms
attached.
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Proprietors:
GORDON HOTELS LIMITED
For Nlustrated Bool klul ghh g full

Ontario Publish hng(
Toronto (.muh

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

A1l SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL"”

Sele Manufacturers—BRAND & CO,, Ltd., Mayfair, London, Eng.
Agent, H. HUBBARD, 27 Common S8treet, Montreal, P.Q.

It Entirely Removes

ALL ROUGHNESS,

KEEPS THE

“The Queen ot Toilet Prepacations”
SKIN COOL and 5

REFRESHED
during the Sum-
mer, prevents its
becoming dry or
rched, and is
invaluable after
out in the
Sun, Cycling, Ten-
nis, Boating, E

SOOTHING AND REFRESHING

after Cycling, Skating, Dancing, etc.

M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England,

A.K YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.

REDNESS, HEAT,
TAN, IRRITA-
TION, ETC,,
in a very short time,
and keeps the SKIN
SOFT, SMOOTH
and WHITE at all

seasons of the year.
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Holborn, one of the main thoroughfares of London, being a continuation of Oxford street to the city. The
famous old houses in front of Staple Inn, now preserved in their original shape, are seen to the right of thie
view, looking eastwards.

KINGSLEY HOTEL 0505, |

HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

THACKERAY HOTEL .orsims,mme
GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON

THESE well-appointed and commodious TEMPERANCE HOTELS will, it is believed, meet the requirements, a¢
moderate charges, of those who desire all the conveniences and advantages of the larger modern Licensed Hotels,

These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor, spacious Dining, Drawing

Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms, Heated throughout. o

FIREPROOF FLOORS PERFECT SANITATION TELEPHONES NIGHT PORTERS
BEDROOMS FROM 2/6 TO 5/6

Inclusive Charge for Bedroom, Attendance, Table d'Hote, Breakfast and Dinner, from 8/6 to 10/6 per day,

Telegraphic Addresses —_ Thackeray Hotel, ** Thackeray, Londog,_ =~

apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada.

Kingsley Hotel, * Bookeraft, London.” —_—
For Illustrated Booklet, giving full .particulars of Tariff, etc.,

WILD’S FIRST-CLASS TEMPERANCE HOTELS

e LONDON
30 to 40 LUDGATE HIL

ELECTRIC LIFT
Central for the Wholesale Houses, Continental Trains and City.

Also at
70 and 71 EUSTON SQUARE
(Close to Euston, Midland and G.N.R. Stations)
Convenient for Early and Late Trains

Home Comforts, Cleanliness and Quiet
For illustrated booklet, giving full particalars of tariff, etc., apply to The Ontario Publishing Co., Limited, T°“)nm°

—
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BHE HOTEL, RUSSELL,

LONDON, ENGLAND

VERY environment that goes to make the life of the visitor congenial. Ideal location
E for the tourist visitor. Within easy reach of all the places of amusement, public buildings,
in the very centre of the town, close to the leading railway termini and British museums,

On high ground. overlooking the well-woo.ded grounds, verdfxnl lawps, and carefully tended
rdens of the historic Russell Square, ensuring composure at night qmld quiet surroundings and
bracing air. Internally arranged on the American plan, with a magnificent _garden in the centre
of the house, on which all public compartments converge. This garden during the season is the
rendezvous of the Canadian in London and scene of brilliant functions and social gatherings. The
bedroom accommodations at the Hotel Russell are luxurious in the extreme, without equal in Europe.
Charges, as with the whole group of the renowned Frederick Hotels, are extremely moderate.

FJWMTM‘M&MWC&.MI5WMS&‘&B.TM.

OTHER HOTELS OF THE FAMOUS FREDERICK GROUP COMPRISE

THE HOTEL MAJESTIC AT HARROGATE- I THE ROYAL PAVILION HOTEL AT FOLKE-
|
l

The leadi hotel at this the most fashionable of English 81’0(‘!—0'1 the main route from London to Paris,
m:::‘,,‘ully becoming more popular with the adjoining the harbor landing stage.

jan visitor. THE HOTEL METROPOLE ATWHITBY—Well
THE HOTEL BURLINGTON, DOVER-The known as the Harrogate “atter cure resort” Ilotel.
finest hotel on the Dover-Calais route to Paris, and com- THE SACKVILLE HOTEL AT BEXHILL—The
manding a position overlooking the whole sweep of most elegant hotel at the dainticst watering place on the
Dover Bay. South coast.

HOTEL GREAT dlﬂ"’RAl-——bondon'- most magnificent terminus hotel, in conjunction with the Great Central
Railway. the Jirect route to Stratford-on-Avon, the Penn County, Sulgrave Manor, the ancestral home of the
Washingtons ; Nottingham, the centre of the Dukeries; Manchester, and other great commcrcial centres of the North.
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ST. JAMES'
Office and Whiteh
bridge ove

Government in this Park,

PARK AND ORNAMENTAL WATER—Shewing the Horse Guards and Parade, the Sootty
all Court, a handsome residential building, in the background. he scene in summer fm""
r this water is one of the prettiest in the metropolis. Over 1,500 various
and some excellent Canadian specimens of ducks and geese.

water fowl are kept by u::

Smoking Mixture and Cigarettes

The cultivated Anglo-Saxon’s taste is the most difficult to please in the world. Whether
it is tobacco, wine, furniture, clothes, horses, or anything else, the refined Briton expects
and demands the same high standard at home and abroad.
That being so, it is no wonder that the specialties of Carreras Limite
land, have the largest home and export trade of any high-class tobaccos.
The Briton travels all over the world, and he demands abroad what he is accustomed
to smoke at home. Mixture and Craven Cigarettes are to be
the world, They are as inseparable from the
refined Anglo-Saxon as his reputation as a man of taste and culture, ’
Dr. J. M. Barrie says:
*“What I call the Arcadia in ‘My Lady Nicotine’
is the Craven Mixture and no other.”

d, London, Eng-.

And that is why Craven
found on sale in every civilized part of

Carreras Limited, St. James’ Place, London, E.C

Canadian Depot: 232 McGill Street, Montreal

» England
U.S.A. Depot: 119 West 23rd Street,

New York
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THE
o | LANGHAM HOTEL
UNRIVALLED IN
LONDON Portland Place and Regent Street, London, W,
FAMILY HOTEL OF THE HIGHEST ORDER

— —

i a Quiet, Open and Healthy Location in Fashionable Part of West End.
ing XT.‘.:'::':'JJEZ&'J’.‘.L‘:." Close to best Shops, and convenient for Theatres and Tube Railways.

Not only Infants, but In-
valids, and persons with
Delicate or Impaired
Digestion can enjoy
Benger’'s Food.

The particular and important feature of
Benger's Food is that it can be prepared
to suit any degree of digestive power,
according to the directions on each tin.

Benger's Food really assists Nature by
gradually restoring the weakened stomach
to the stage at which it can undertake
the digestion of more solid foods.

Benger’s Food can be obtained through most
wholesale druggists and leading Drug Stores,
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Tower of London and Towe
Royal Mint.

r Bridge. A good general view from the Tower Gardens, '
Pleasure Gardens are in the

Llower Hill, o i
immediate foreground overlooking the old moat. PPosite the

AGENTS FOR
LEA & PERRINS' WOchﬁs\Jggste
ss LIMITED ‘a &
o & ((’

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

CELEBRATED
OILMAN’S STORES
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Made

with the same

unfailing care for
balf-a-century.

Callard & Bowser’s
Butter-Scoteh

You may enjoy Callard & Bowser's
Butter-Scotch with the comfortable
assurance that only first-class materials
are employed in its manufacture.

r -
&&tk— '7 Laxcer
Each package bears oar trade
mark—"* The Thistle."’

WORKS

LONDON,

REPRESENTATIVES

37 Yonge Street,

The
London & Toronto Toronto,
Trading Co. Canada

ADVERTISING SECTION 11

FOR OUTDOOR Ano INDOOR WEAR

A PATRON WRITES:
*I received the suit in first-class condition—it fits
me almost to perfection.”—G., A.D., Toronto, 23/507.

Send for Post Free samples and details of notable
values in fabrics of ' Old Country ” quality in
Tweeds, Flannels, Blouse Patterns, Alpacas, Fancy
Whites, Scotch Winceys, Silks, Etc. Specialties for
hard wear—" WONTAREWILWARE” Tweeds for
boys, 54 in., $1.20 and $1.45 yard. “WONWARE-
OUT"” Homespun Serge for ladies, 44 in., 80 cents
per yard.

These famous ergesare well-made, well-dyed, vory
durable. Honest value. In many weights and
colors—navy, cream, black, crimson, green, ete.
Request particulars.

We Make to Measure—Costumes from $6.85, Skirts
from $2.15, Girls' Dresses from $2.20, Men's Suits
from $£9.15, Boys' Suits from $280. Self-measure-
ment blanks and samples Post Free on request.

EGERTON BURNETT, Limited

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, Eng.

| 24 ROYAL:. APPOINTMENTS |

SOOTHING

Powders

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT.
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, etc.
Prescrve a healthy state of the constitution
during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN.

CONTAIN

NO
POISON

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey'’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE.
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Cralg Street,——————MONTREAL.
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A LAUGHING BABY IS A HEALTHY BABY"

To Lessen the Troubles of Teething use

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S

TEETHING POWDERS

Entirely free from any harmful ingredient,
as testified by Dr. Hassall's certificate. Py,
chasers must see the Trade Mark of a Gum
Lancet is on each Powder and Packet, in
Yellow Paper, 1s. 13d. and 2s. 9d. per

Send for Booklet, “ Nursery .
L e Packet. Of all Chemists and Stores,

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND
DON'T LOOK OLD

To be clean and feel clean
on a hot dusty day
that is’ the refreshing
feeling which follows
the use of

Darken Your Grey
Hairs With

LOCKYER'S

Effective, safe, clean. Lockyer’s deepens to a perfectly

natural shade. Grey hair is fatal tothe prospects of many.

It preserves the appearance, embellishes the Hair. With

a reputation of 40 YEARS, Lockyer’s still holds the field
as the best Hair Restorer.

(alveris

@oilel Soap

Emollient and antiseptic.

BLAIRS P||_|_5 Delightfully perfumed.

2

g/é@/fme/y

PURELY NO RESTRAINT I5¢.a tablet; 3-tab. box 45 c., at your druggist's,
VEGETABLE OF DIET : —_—
ALL DRUGGISTS AND STORES For trial sample send 2c. stamp for postage to

40c. anp $1.00 A Box F. C. CALVERT & Co.,
349 Dorchester Street West, Montreal.
Descriptive booklet mailed free on request.
o
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The new Bailey is worthy of the greatness of modern London and takes rank with the great palaces of justice
for which Euro {s celebrated. Frontage, 287 ft. (Old Bailey) and 142 ft. (Newgate St.); average height from pave-
ment to top of g:luntmde. 75 ft.; height of dome to the ball, 195 ft.; bronze figure of Justice, 12 ft. high; civic sword
held by statue, 6 ft. lo‘ralvg. Figures over entrance representing “The Recording Angel,” *‘Truth” and ** Fortitude,”
sculptured by Mr. F. W. Pomeroy, A.R.A.

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S
e | GLOVES [ s

“ "o ’ The “Cynthia”—8 But-
Wm?ubﬁynlt(%. Glo\l;e‘f,’eisn ton Length Mousquetaire
White, Cream, Lavender, Pas- | Washable ,K“f‘, Gloves, in
tel, Putty, Greys, Beaver, Tans, hite, Biscuit, Pastel, Greys,
Browns, Navy and Black, 3 But- | Beavers, Tans, Browns, Navy

tons, 60 CENTS per pair. and Black, 93 CENTS per pair.
The ** Esme”—Ladies’ Su SI1|29-But.t.o_n Length do.,

erior Quality Real Kid L PEF PRIT,

Gloves,qin Black, White, Tan, 8-Button Length Mous-

Beaver, Pastel, Putty, Brown, | quetaire Suede Gloves, Ex-
Navy, Green, Grey or Lavender, | tra Quality, Piqué Sewn, in
with 2-row Self Loop Points, 4 | Black, Pastel, Beavers, Tans,
Buttons, 69 CENTS per pair. Brocvév;‘.rl\sfole and Grey Shades,
No. 8. Ladies® Doeskin Gloves (English make) gk ok
Bewn.iis Tans, Groys, Butty, Whits and Black, 48 | o, ocnine” Fine Suede, ia
$ per pair. " y lack, White, Pastel, Beavers,
The *Braya "—Ladies’ Real Mocha Gloves, in Grey, | Browns and Grey Shades, 85
Tan, Beaver §hndes and Black, Piqué Sewn, 3 Buttons, 65 CENTS per pair.
CENTS per pair. g . The *'Empress ”—Ladies’ French Suede Gloves
The *Edina ' Ladles Fine Sued e GOy e, i "G | 12-Button Length Mousquetaire, in White, Black,
White, @ Fine Loop Points, 4 buttons, 60 CENTS per pair. | Sream. Lavender, Grey, Biscuit, Pastel, Putty, Beavers,
Shades, with Fine P » 2 e Tans, Navy, and all Light Fancy Shades, $1.09 per pair.
jies’ Tanned ‘‘Nappa™ Chevrette Gloves, Piqué¢
. Imperial Points, 3 buttons, 55 CENTS per pair.
Sew .“" Fine *‘Kid” Gloves, 12-Button Length | Write for our Detailed Price List, Fully Illustrated,
Mousquetaire, in White only, 81 CENTS per pair. Post Free on Applieation.

including Postage, to be made by International Money Orders, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE
Remittances, COMPANY, at the General Post Office, London. Only Md’:ecul:

45 & 45a CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.; and 82 & 83 NEW BOND STREET, W.

P
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of every description CLEANED,
Furs REPAIRED and “MADE-

OVER"” by the best of skilled workers

at lowest charges.

Old Furs

taken in part exchange

for NEW.

Telephone—Gerrard 8307

The BEST HOUSE in LONDON

FOR THE RENOVATION and REMODELLING
OF OLD-FASHIONED SEALSKIN COATS, etc.

The firm is highly recommended for

Skilful and Reliable
Furriery

by all the principal fashion papers.

ARTHUR PERRY @ CO. Argyll Place
HIGH.CLASS FURRIERS, BEHRING HOUSE Regent Street

(Please mention this Magasines

London, England

PEACH’S LACE CURTAINS

Letuseend you FREE our Mail Order Cataloguos.
Curtains, Linens, Hoslery, Blouses, Gents’ Tailoring Catalogue, Ladies’
Fashion Booklet, Boot and Shoe List.

BUY BRITISH-MADE GOODS. STURDY, RELIABLE MAKES.
BENEFIT BY THE PREFERENTIAL TARIFF,

POPULAR CANADIAN PARCEL |

pairs Lace $ Postage free.
5 Curtains 6.30 (White or Ecoru.)
Containe—2 pairs superdb Dining-room Curtains, 3j yds. long, 60 ins. wide.
1 palr exquisite Drawing room Curtains, 4 yds. long, 2 yds. wide.
2 pairs choice Bedroom Curtains, 8 yds. long, 43 ins. wide.
Merit, Taste and Value have increased the Sales every year.
Free to your hnrnv-I .......... )’ 56-30
Letter orders have thoughtful attention. We are here in contact with the
markets and unple at lowest rates, have been in business 50 years, and only
transmit Reliable Goods. Direct from the Looms at makers' prices.
WE CAN HELP YOU. WRITE FOR OUR CATALOGUES— FREE,
Price Lists may be obtained at the office of this Magazine.

SAML. PEACH & SONS, The Looms,
Box 664, NOTTINGHAM, ENG. Est. 1857.

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

UNCLAIMED MONEY.

£100,000,000 'NCHANCERY

AND ELSEWMERE

Every man and woman should buy DQUGAL'S Co plete
Index E.giuer to Next-of-Kin, &c., containing ne.r.lhy 508

pages, which gives valuable information regarding M
hancery and elsewhere. Price $1.00, Post Free, frg:.', "

CONGDON, 456 ONTARIO STREET, TORONTO

F. H. DOUCAL & CO0, undertake Searches and Enquiri
any dcscription&: all parts of the World. No Ag::::n. -

F. H. DOUGAL & CO., Law Agents. Established 1843
453 Strand, London, Eng. Over 6o Vears' Reputation.

Mention this magazine

‘Camp

COFFEE

is the purest, best, and most pleasing
coffee obtainable. Thereis ahml‘xne-
ly no waste with it, and it'sdelicious
fragrance and flavour never vary.

It is the easiest of all coffees to
make —boiling water, milk and sugar
to taste — and it’s ready at a

moment's notice.
Ask for “Camp’ at your Store

NEWS
ABOUT

COFFEE

e —

MOUNT BIRDS AND ANIMALS

Sportsmen ! Fishermen! Hunters! loversotu.g."

The wonderful art of Ider
8o l_clm? keptducret. cnrnuno' be
easily learned right i

'/ home, FgAt in your owa

WE TEACH BY MAIL

g how
properly mount Bl =
Game Heads, tan® skins, make n‘:g g‘t“
= delightful and fascinating art for A
sart at and women. Easily, qui 'f m..‘
home by b e asiy, quick! lea g
maf) aar- ing spare time. Enjoy ourLi.u,‘ b

ing your

Decorate home and i
leisure hours, en with

3 trophies. Orincrease your income sell.
mounted specimens and mounting for others.y L..te.( method
reasonable rate. Swccess Guaranteed or no tuition fee,

. . ed by thousands of satisfied students Write t i ‘*..
and insist on having it. : particulars ? ay b ful

R. Paterson & Sons, Coffee SP“'-“‘““’ The Canadlall sc'ml 0' laxldermy, - Nn...
Glasgow. ‘ &

world, Fifteenth year opens September 25.
Apply for Catalog to L. Denton Bliss, Pres’t, Station G, Washington, D, o.

THE BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL is the oldest and best school in the worldtenc\hi

ELECTRICITY exclusively. Theoretical and practical course complete ng
Students actually construct Dynamos, Motors and electrical | N 0 N E Y E A

instruments, Graduates hold good positions throughout the —————— R
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=
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Bishops College School

———

9

Lennoxville, P.Q.

HEADMASTER: REV. E. J. BIDWELL, M.A. (Oxon) D.C.L.

‘Well known Boarding School for boys.

Kingston ; or businesslife. Fine buildings,
School. Next terms begins Sept. 19th. Letters to H, dmafier sionid be

Yo J. T. Williame, Exq., P.O. Box 38. Qucbec, till Sept. Sthe F. W FRITHS o

P Teparation for Universities; R. M. C.
beautitul situation. Separate Preparatory
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UPPER CANADA COLLEGE

 TORONTO, ONTARIO

MAIN SCHOOL Founded in 1829 PREPARATORY SCHOOL

Autumn term begins Wednesday, September 11th. Examinations for Entrance Scholarships will be held
Saturday, September 14th. o . :

Courses for University, Royal Military College, and Business. The regular staff comprises 15 graduates
of English and Canadian Univer-ities, with additional special instructors. Senior and Prepamlor‘y'b‘(‘hoola in
separate buildings. Every modern equipment. Fifty acres of ground in healthiest district; 4 Rinks, Gym-
pasium, Swlmmfn Baths, etc Entrance Scholarshi s for both resident and day pupils, Special scholar-
ships for sons of old pupils. Successes last year :—2 University Scholarships ; 10 first-class honors ; 45 passes;
6 passes into the Royal Military College.

H. W. AUDEN, M.A. (Cambridge), PRINCIPAL, Late Sixth Form Master at Fettes College, Edinburgh

Moulton College

[TORONTO

Residence and Day Pupils. High School
and Junior School. Courses:— Matricu-
lation, Teachers, Musical, Art, Commer-
cial, Household Science. A. S.Vogt, Mus.
Doc., director musical department. An
Academic department of McMaster Uni-

_ versity for girls.

JAWRITE FOR CALENDAR

Miss CHARLOTTE THRALL, KE.A.HARDY, B.A.
Vice-Principal Principal*

BRANKSOME HALL

A Residential and Day School for Girls
102 BLOOR STREET EAST, TORONTO, ONTARIO

Under the joint management of MISS SCOTT,,
formerly principal of Girls’ Department of the Provin-
cial Model School, Toronto, and MISS MERRICK,
formerly of Kingston.

FOR CIRCULAR, APPLY TO MISS SCOTT BRANKSOME HALL
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL

COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

President—His Grace, the Lord Archbishop
of Toronto
FORTY-FIRST YEAR

A CHURCH, RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE AND
ELEMENTARY WORK

For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal

Trinity College
School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

Founded 1865
For Calendar and all particulars apply to
REV. OSWALD RIGBY

M A.. (8t. John's College, Cambridge), LL.D.

HEAD MASTER

For several years we have been including 'all
modern systems in vogue in office work in our
System Courses of Training. The result is that
we have a

GREAT SYSTEM SCHOOL

Loose Leaf Systems, Card Systems, Bill and
Charge Methods, Cost Systems, Filing Systems,
Record Systems, Follow-up Systems, are all pro-
vided for and thoroughly taught in all our'work,

OUR GRADUATES ARE QUALIFIED

for good places when they leave us, and they
get them too. Mr. King, office manager of
Canada Cycle & Motor Co., said last week :
“ Albert Downing, the young man you sent
out last month, knows more about business
systems and up-to-date methods than scores of
men I know with six to ten years' experience.”
He is quite right. We are up-to-date. We pro-
pose to stay there; that is why we have a great
school. {

Our catalogue will interest you. Write for it.

W. H. SHAW, Principal, TORONTO, ONT.
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KINGSTON,
ONTARIO

QUEEN’S COLLEGE AND UNIVERSITY

ST SO e o

¢ !

¥
3

THE E of this University, leading to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D Sc. and Ph.D., em-

braces ClAu':iElcb?gg:tum, Modern and Oriental ﬁgnzu , English History, Mental and Moral Philosophy,

Political Science, Mathematics, Physics, Chemistry, Mineralogy, Geology, Botany and Animal Biology.

This course can be taken without attendance.

THE LAW COURSE leads to the d of LL.B. THE THEOLOGICAL COURSE leads to the degree of B.D.

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to thedegree of M.D. and C.M. THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degree of B.Sc.
THE ARTS AND LAW COURSES can be taken without attendance.

For calendar and further information apply to the Registrar, GEO. Y. CHOWN, Hingston, Ont.
A COLLEGE OF

S C “ O O I. OI: M I N I N APPLIED SCIENCE

KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

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

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Engineering.

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy. f. Mechanical Engineering.
¢. Mineralogy and Geology. £. Electrical Engineering.

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

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

ST MARGARET'S COLLEGE

Acad
m‘md of ther:e
Iﬂm Languages.
- 2% VISITINg TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical

tion 1, Domestic Science 1. RECORD—1905-06: 14 at Universities: 20 passed ex-
Culture 2, Elocu 10, of whom 30 are in resi- amination in Music at Toronto University, winning 11 1st
DAILY ATI‘ENDQASS&%I}. : class honors and 5 2nd class, and 10 at Conservatory of

m‘IiEPARAa'IY?&g FOR THE UNIVERSITY a speci-

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE SURROUNDINGS
ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers of the CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.

emic qualifications, of whom 8 are in resi-

4 are European trained teachers of sized outdoor skating rink in winter.

school. Specialists in every department.
ECOR % o

Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.

course for those not contemplating a uni- ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS

LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation. Full-
RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the

alty ; ex! tion.
versity education GEORGE DICKSON, M.A., )

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
Principal.

Late Principal Upper Canada College, Toronto

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON

Directors.

|
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TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
EXAMINATIONS JUNE 15th to JUNE 20th

Musical Director,

ot R
LR

e ——

COLLEGE BUILDINGS FROM THE SOUTH

’ Upper and Lower School. S t ior Resi
ST. ANDREW'S COLLEGE prepared for Universitien. Rosal Miljtary Coane ety B
TORONTO ness.  Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A., LL. v Pring i
A Canadian Residential and Day Schoolifor Boys RE-OPENS SEPT. 11th, 1907 o

WESTBOURNE |
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and cog.
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examin,
. Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto Conscrv.gm.’
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.

ations .

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor, the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the Young Children also
University Received

For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER
in CHARGE, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Major Street, Toronto
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Blen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

'
! {
ff

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Thorough In all its departments. Gives careful indi
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training
great advantages in Musie, Art and Languages
french and German teachers

Large staff of experienced residential and visiting Pro
fessors and Tea

Pupils are prepared for the Universities and for the
Music and Singing Examinations of Toronto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toronto
College of Music

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal

And Conservatory of Music
and Art, Whitby, Ont.
% Points to be considered by
Prospective Students:

(1) Ideal home life amidst

COLLEGEchurmlng and healthful sur-
roundings.

“Trafalgar (2) The most careful and ju-

Castle.” dicious attention to the social

and religious training of students with a view to
%ll:)%ddcvclopmunt of a refined Christian woman-

(3) The best facilities and equipment for ad-
vanced instruction in Literature, Music, Art, Ora-
tory, Commercial and Domestic Science and Art.

Thoroughness and exact Scholarship in every depari-
ment, as well as a heaithful, moral atmosphere, are the
leading characteristics of the College. Send for Cal-

endar to
REV. J. J. HARE, Ph.D., Principal.

Rt Ll de HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

_____St. Catharines, Ont.

UPPER SCHOOL

Boys prepared for the Uni-
versities and for business.

Separate Senior and Junior Residential and

LOWER SCHOOL Day Schools with Preparatory Department

A fine new l‘)uxldmg, l.lnaer Preparation for Honour Matriculation,
charge of H. G. Williams, Hal\'c{gal Diploma, Examinations in Music
. ~ s and Art.
Esq" B. A" V:ce-Prmmpal. Resident French and German Mistresses.
Physical Culture under two resident grad-
For Calendar, Etc., apply to uates of the Boston Normal School.
Domestic Science School, with six Depart-

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

Principal Large Grounds, Rink, Swimming Bath.

For illustrated calendar apply to the Bursar.

MISS KNOX, Principal
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Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill Uni-

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

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

Che Boy's Ouwn Paper
Che Girl's Oun ﬁapp:r

These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
Jjuvenile magazine literature. They appeal chiefly to the young
people of school age. The best writers of boys’ and girls’
stories contribute to their pages, and every issue is beauti-
fully illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and
home-life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of g
useful character—the kind in which boys and girls delight,
Subscribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, 10c. per copy, $1.20 per year

artoick Bros. & Rutter, Gimiey

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS, TORONTO
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CENTRAL

CAIN/AD/A

LOAY| 8iSAVINGS;
COMPANY,

HO RO NLLE)

Where Shall | Place My

[ife Insurance?

You OUGHT to place it

Safely, Sanely, Profitably

To Take a Policy in the

London Life

Insurance Company
A PURELY CANADIAN COMPANY

IS SAFE—For speculation in no form enters
into the investment of the funds.

IS SANE—For the policy conditions are
simple and the complications of Inter-
national Law are entirely avoided.

IS PROFITABLE—For the Actual Profit Re-
sults of the Company are unexcelled and
Estimates on present rates have been
fully realized.

Ask for particulars from any Agent of the Company

r write direct to

HEAD OFFICE, LONDON, CANADA

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital paid up,

Reserve Fund, -
Undivided Profits, -

-  $1,000,000.00
- $1,000,000.00
- $ 183,713.23

DIRECTORS

S. J. MOORE, Esq., President
HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C.
JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.

D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-President
THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

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

GENERAL BANKING
BUSINESS

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT
AT ALL BRANCHES
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JOINT DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS

A joint deposit account with this Corporation is a conven-
ience to husband and wife, mother and daughter, two or more
executors or trustees, etc. It may be opened in such a way
as to be drawn upon by either.

INTEREST AT THREE AND ONE-HALF PER CENT.
Per annum will be added to the account and compounded
FOUR TIMES A YEAR

The Corporation has a fully paid capital of SIX MILLION DOL.-
LARS and its Reserve Fund amounts to $2,450,000.00. Its
total Investments exceed TWENTY-SIX MILLION DOLLARS.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION
TORONTO STREET . ; TORONTO, CANADA

ASS‘UJ jA\N!CE

._;-—.n\

COMPANY,
Therse Mans

HEAD OFFICE.
HAMIrToN

CANADA

- ISA POIY OF
- LIFE ASsp

INA STRONG AND CAREFULLY HANAGED COMPANY

ML L L L L ldd L Ll ol Ll
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Bank of Hamilton

HEAD OFFICE, HAMILTON

HON. WILLIAM GIBSON
§. TURNBULL "

President
General Manager

Pald-Up Capital. ..........ooevnen $ 2,500,000
ROBOPVO......covvcivvsirrirriasnnnes 2,500,000
Total ASSOUS.... ..ccovvvrvnrmninnnns 29,000,000

Branches:

Fordwioh Manitou, Man. Ripley

y i Georgetown Melfort, Sask. Roland, Man.
Atwoeed Gladstone, Man, Mismi, Man. Saskatoon, Sask.
Pettieford, Sask. Gorrie Midland Simcoe
Peamevilie Grimsby Milton Southampton

R lin Hagersville Minnedosa, Man. Stonewall, Man.
iy Hamllton Mitchell Swan Lake, Man.
Prad wardine, M. it Barton 8t. Moorefield. Toeswater
Prandon, Man. Deering Br.Moose Jaw, Sask. « Toronto—

2 rantrd East End  Morden, Man, College & Ossing’n
Cartmrry. Man. West End Niagara Falls $neen & Spadina
. Man. Hamiots, Man Niagura FallsSouth Toronto Junction
m' Indian Head, Sask. Orangoville Vaneouver, B.C.
=3 2 Jarvis Owen Sound Wingham
Dendalk Kamloops, B.C. Palmerston Winkler, Man.

T ias Kenton, Man Pllot Mound, Man. Winnipeg, Man.
Dumn ville Killarney, Man. Plum Coulee, Man. Winnipeg, Man.—
Fihel Listowel Port Elgin Grain Exchange
Fornie B.C. Lucknow Port Rowan Wroxeter

Wn“ {n Great Britain—The National Provincial Bank of
ited.

ts in United Btates.—New York—Hanover National Bank
ad T National Bank Roston—International Trust Co. Buffalo—
Martne National Fank. h'eago—Continental National Bank and First
Fational Bank. Detroit—01d Detroit National Bank. Kansas City—National
Bank of Conmerce. Philadalphis—Merchants National Bank. St Louise—
Third National Bank. San Prancisco—Crocker-Woolworth National Bank.
pressbarg — Mellon National Bank.
Colisctions effected in 1l parts of Canada promptly and cheaply
Savings Banks at all offices. 3

Correspondence Solicited

Another Progressive Year

THE

Northern Life

Shows Splendid Results for 1906
SUCCESS BRINGS SUCCESS

Increase
%
8%,

2%
247,

$5,082,075.00
188,949.82
748,111.83
488,257.32

Insurance in Force

Cash Income . .

Total Assets . . .

Government Reserve

,‘:’.’mm.u.“:'.'m o . 88481
Expenses decreased by 37,

Interest Income paid all death losses
7, of Assets are interest bearing
Financial Gaia during year . . $53,068.65
s over all liabilities, including

capital stock . ’ . .
JOHN MILNE, Managing Director

LONDON, ONTARIO

349,

$31,142.01

A POINTED QUESTION

Is your life insured? If not,
what valid reason have you to

offer for neglecting a duty of
such paramount importance as
that of insuring your life?

If you would only give the

matter the serious thought that
it deserves, you would soon be-
come convinced of the necessity
of life insurance for the family
in event of your death.

You had better avail yourself
of the opportunity now pre-
sented of making certain pro-
vision for those dependent upon
you, by taking out a policy in
a staunch and reliable company
such as the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

cAssurance Company
“Solid as the Continent.”
HOME OFFICE

TORONTO - ONTARIO

President
Man. Director
Secretary

J. L. BLAIKIE >
L. GOLDMAN -
W. B. TAYLOR -
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olicyholders Funds

The class of securities in which the yearly increasing Trust Funds of

are invested has met the uniform approval of the shrewdest and
_ most conservative investors in Canada. When examining the list of
investments it will be noticed how small a sum is locked up in
Real Estate owned by the Company :

LEDGER ASSETS, DECEMBER 31, 1906 Percentage

Mortgages on Real Estate............. BEE S N A L T TR $5,013,647.45 50.64
Municipal Debentures and First Mortgage Bonds...... S 3,429,025.49 34.63
Loans on Policies issued by TheCompbany il ¢ i ivas g 1,155,303.63 11.67
Cugli ey 3 TR Ty 4 SR I RN SRR ndBpSSe Sel R 271,092.58 2.74
Real Estate (Head Office, $30,876.05; Land for Sale, $900.00). . . 31,776.05 32

Total Investments........ $9,900,845 20 100%

Referring to the investments of this Company as above, the late

A. Hoskin, K.C., First Vice-President, said :

“I venture to say that not a suggestion of an objection can be taken to

any of the above securities. [ imagine that the fact that one-half of the

Policyholders’ funds is invested in mortgages on Real Estate in Canada,

and the other half in Municipal and Land Mortgage Bonds issued in

Canada, on the Company's own Policies, and cash on hand must be
7 » <

most gratifying to all the friends of the Company.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, President GEO. WEGENAST, Ma.
W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager CHAS. RUBY, Secretary

nager
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THE BALTIMORE FIRE

DESTROYED PROPERTY VALUED AT

$45,000,000

The Securities in the Safety Deposit Vaults were
unharmed.

SEE OUR SAFETY DEPOSIT VAULTS.

NATIONAL TRUST GOMPANY, Limited

18-22 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO

WE WANT

A Subscription Agent for
THe CANADIAN MAGAZINE
to whom will be given exclu-
sive territory. Owing to the
new postal rates on United
States publications coming into
Canada there will be a greater
demand for Canadian periodi-
cals. Application from either
ladies or gentlemen will be con-
sidered. This is a splendid
opportunity of securing a good
income. Address

The Ontario Publishing Co.

LIMITED
15 WELLINGTON ST. E, - TORONTO

DIVIDENDS

The Great-West Life has always
done remarkably well for its Policy-
holders—not only in the way of low
rates, but also in the vital matter
of high profit returns.

Three declarations of profit have
been made. The first gave a div-
idend of $50 per $1,000—the full
estimate made. The second gave
$75 per $1,000. The third div-
idend—being paid this year —gives
$100 per $1,000, just double the
first dividend and estimate.

Hence the phenomenal demand
for Great-West Policies.

Rates on request.

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
HEAD OFFICE - WINNIPEG




| THE CANADIAN WEST

IS THE BEST WEST

Brain, Brawn and Capital can all be Utilized

—

HE magnificent development of Western Canada since the
opening of the Twentieth Century has attracted the atten-
tion of the world, and every year since 1900 has been an

improvement upon its predecessor, in so far as immigration and
general progress are concerned.

The inauguration of the new provinces—Saskatchewan and
Alberta—in 1905, gave an immense impetus to the work of de-
velopment there, and a largely increased population is the result,
But there is always room for more in this land of great possi-
bilities, and the Canadian Government still offers

160 ACRES FREE

to every young man over 18 years of age who is able and willing
to comply with the homestead regulations. ;

The excellent crop of 1905, it is claimed, will put fully $60,-
000,000 in circulation in Western Canada, and it is freely stated
that the great expenditure in railway construction at present go- -
ing on will raise that amount to $100,000,000 during the current
year—which will bring added prosperity to the country that lies
between Winnipeg and the foothills.

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

MAY BE FREELY OBTAINED FROM

W. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION

OTTAWA, CANADA

THE CANADIAN COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION

11 and 12 CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W., ENG.
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ARE YOU INTERESTED
IN

SAVING MONEY
5 p

@ Many people find it difficult to save money. Nevertheless saving
is largely a matter of habit. The habit of systematic saving is one
which should be cultivated by every person who looks to the future.
¢ Systematic saving by means of an Accumulation Endowment Policy
in the CONFEDERATION LIFE ASSOCIATION is one of the easiest, safest
and most economical methods of accumulating capital for future use.

@ By means of Endowment Policies in the CONFEDERATION LIFE
ASSOCIATION many men and women have laid aside savings which
have proved of untold value to them, and the saving of this money has
entailed no worry as to the safety of the invested funds, the high financial
standing of the Company guaranteeing the security of the investment.

The Accumulation Policy contains no conditions and
guarantees many valuable benefils

Send for the following pamphlets which will be gladly sent upon request:

“Information as to Contracts”

“The Endowment Policy”

“How a Young Man Can Save Money”
“20 Reasons”

““Better than a Bank”

CONFEDERATION LIFE

ASSOCIATION

W. H. BEATTY, EsQ., PRESIDENT
W. D. MATTHEWS, Esq. FREDERICK WYLD, Eso.

VICE-PRESIDENTS
W. C. MACDONALD, J. K. MACDONALD,

SECRETARY AND ACTUARY MANAGING DIRECTOR

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO, CANADA
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F ifte;n-Miliute lVleal;f;r Midsummer

MARY JANE McCLURE

-
@ When meal-time comes in midsummer, the housewife is seized with alangorous
disinclination to go into the hot kitchen and cook. The mere thought of prepar-
ing the meal drives away the appetite. The up-to-date, commencement de siecle
housewife is prepared for occasions of this sort.
terials which make it possible for her to prepare an appetizing meal on short
notice, with never a thought of sweltering and broiling over a hot kitchen stove.

Her larder is stocked with ma-

FROZEN BEEF DAINTIES

€ One of the greatest secrets of
quick - meal cookery is hidden in
the little jar of Armour's Extract
of Beef. It has proved to be one
of the most successful beauty rem-
edies on the market, for it smooths
away wrinkles of worry and care

more effectually than a massage
roller, and replaces them with
smiles of happiness which trans-
form the woman before the stove
into a laughing Hebe.

 American women do not place
a proper value upon Extract of
Beef. They consider it merely a
part of invalid diet. They will
cook a shin of beef for hours in an
effort to secure the essence of it,
when they could buy the soul of
the shin ready to be transmuted
into delicious dainties with the
mere addition of hot water. Italian,
German and French women give
Extract of Beef the place of honor
in their kitchen closet. They know
that it doubles the resources of the
woman who desires to have things
taste a little better than ‘ Mother
used to make.” A jar of Extract
of Beef (if it is Armour’s) is a nec-
essary concomitant of things
culinary—soups, entrees, roasts or
vegetables. It is so concentrated
from the richest and best of
beef that it is spicy
with the abso-
lutely pure beef
flavor. * Just a bit
of it on the tip
of 2 spoon trans- -

ARMOUR LIMITED, TORONTO, CANA

forms an insipid dish into a gas-
tronomical delight.

€ have found that Armour's Ex-
tract of Beef solves the summer
soup problem. On a hot day the
stomach rebels at the very thought
of steaming dishes. One eats more
from a sense of duty than because
of real hunger. Iced bouillon or
consomme teases the flagging ap-
petite into activity and satisfies
that gnawing feeling in the pit of
the stomach which is at the same
time hunger and disgust. The

bouillon may be made in the morn-
ing and set away until dinner time
is at hand. Make it this way:

ICED "BOUILLO'N

Three teaspoonfuls of Armour’s
Extract of Beef.

Two quarts of hot water.

One sprig of parsley.

One tablespoonful of salt.

One-half bay leaf.

One-fourth tablespoonful of whole

pepper.
One tablespoonful of butter.
One-fourth cup each of carrots,
onions and celery cut in dice.
To the boiling water add the Ex-
tract, vegetables and seasonings;

e —————

cook 30 minutes. Strain, and wherz,
cool add a small quantity of
sherry or Madeira wine, Chill and
serve cold. If the wine is not de-
sired it may be omitted without
detracting materially from the

atability of the bouillon; byt it will

be found to give a tantalizing flgver
which will add greatly to jts merits
as a hot weather appetite-gemw
Q Frozen Beef Tea is ano: 2
novel mid-summer tit-bit, Make
it in the proportions of one-fourth
teaspoon of Armour's Extraet of
Beef to each cupful of hot Water
Season it with salt and Pepper .o
taste. Add to it a small Quantity
of gelatine previously di&olm =
water, and set the mixture on ioe
until it is jellied. Serve

in place of soup. -
(LAspfichJelly seems peculj a
part of hot weather co.

make it, take: T

One teaspoonful of Armous*
ur
tract of Beef. B

One-half package
gelatine. ¥ e *cidulaed

One pint of hot water,

One cup of cold water,

One-half cup of sherry

Two teaspoonfuls of sy

Cover the gelatine .
water; let it stand for ﬂvew“h -
then add the
ter, sugar and wine.
Strain and put inte
a2 mold untj] cold.
Use as a garnish for

salads or entress.
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Party Government

;o{aéaw;, ‘/‘W

D.C.L.

A pithy review of a system by which *‘Government becomes stand-
ing machinery for the demoralisation of the people.”

WITH regard to all subjects of dis-
cussion but one, we deem it wise
and right to be openminded and dis-
passionate. That one subject is the
government of nations. ;

Recent events in England have specially
directed attention not only to the Irish
question or that of the House of Lords,
but to the party system of government.
In the Irish trouble the country never
would have been involved had not the
division of Parliament into two hostile

rties, and a party leader’s desire to
force his way back to power, enabled
Parnell, with his Irish section, by playing
on the balance of parties to bring the
United Kingdom to the verge of dissolu-
tion. Nothing surely but blind devotion
to party could have induced all those Brit-
ish members of Parliament to vote for a
bill giving Ireland a Parliament of her
own and at the same time a representation
in the Parliament of Great Britain, which
would have been constantly used in an
interest virtually foreign to extort conces-
sion from the parties there.
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Lord Randolph Churchill was a perfect
master of the party system, to which he
owed his own extraordinary rise to prom-
inence and power. In his “Life’’ by his son
we read the following:

Some of Lord Randolph’s maxims in
Opposition are well known. He is often
credited with, though he cannot rightly
claim, the authorship of the phrase, ““The
duty of an Opposition is to oppose.” Lord
Salisbury condemned early in 1883 “‘the
temptation, strong to many politicians, to
attempt to gain the victory by bringing
into the Lobby men whose principles were
divergent, and whose combined forces there-
fore could not lead to any wholesome vic-
tory.” “Excellent moralising,” observed Lord
Randolph, “very suitable to the digestions
of country delegates, but one of those Puri-
tanical theories which party leaders are
prone to preach on a platform, which has
never guided for any length of time the ac-
tions of politicians in the House of Com-
mons, and which, whenever apparently
put into practice, invariably results in weak
and inane proceedings. Discriminations be-
tween wholesome and unwholesome vic-
tories are idle and impracticable. Obtain
the victory, know how to follow it up, and
leave the wholesomeness or unwholesome-
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ness to critics.” His second maxim was as
follows: “Take office only when it suits you,
but put the Government in a minority
whenever you decently can’; and his third:
‘Whenever by an unfortunate concurrence
of circumstances an Opposition is compelled
to support the Government, the support
should be given with a kick, and not with
a caress, and should be withdrawn on the
first available moment.*

Gointo any one of the Assemblies which
are called deliberative; how much delib-
eration will you find?  What will you find
but volleys of argument or declamation
interchanged between the opposite benches
without the slightest thought or hope of
producing conviction? The press is en-
slaved by the same influences, on which
its organs depend for circulation, though
it fondly flatters itself that it is free.

Burke’s apologetic definition of party is
well known, and is always quoted in
defence of the system. “Party is a body
of men united for promoting by their joint
endeavours the national interest, upon
some particular principle in which they
are all agreed.” The oracle does not tell
us how a principle of sufficient importance
to unite half the nation and warrant its
antagonism to the other half is always to
be found, and how, when the question
has been settled, as all questions of policy
must sooner or later be, its place can be
filled so as to make the combination still
rational and moral; or if the party is
disbanded, how a new party is to be
formed, and party-government carried on.

Burke’s political philosophy seems in
this, as in some other cases, to have been
in some degree inspired by the occasion.
When, by the defeat of the last Pretender,
the conflict between the Hanoverian ad-
herents of constitutional government and
the Stuart adherents of monarchical
government had been brought to a close,
parties, having no longer distinctive
principles, broke up into cliques or con-
nections, each with some magnate at its
head, caballing and conspiring against
each other for power. An era of intrigue
and corruption very dangerous to national
character and interests ensued. To this
Chatham strove to put an end in the
obvious way, by the formation of a national
government.,  But Burke, a follower

*Life I, 233

of Rockingham, wanted the Rockingham
connection, “party’” as he called it, to he
in power. Later on, upon the eve of the
rupture with France, the apologist of
party himself left his party, broke openly
with its leader, and assailed its policy with
violence, almost with frenzy, in his Essay
on the French Revolution.

People sometimes talk as though there
were no practicable or even conceivable
system of government but party. They
are like the British footman who thought
blue absurd as a uniform except for the
artillery or the Horse Guards Blue.
There were governments in England
hefore there were party cabinets; that of
Edward I for example, and that of Bur-
leigh and Walsingham, under the name
of Elizabeth, which carried the country
safe through the terrible crisis of the
Reformation and the war with the
Catholic powers. There was a govern-
ment, very short-lived, but great in per-
formance while it lasted, that of the
Protectorate; wrecked by storms and ad-
verse accidents, the death of the Protector,
and the turbulence of the army chiefs,
almost in port; yet great while it lasted.
The “Instrument of Government,” which
will be found in Whitelock’s Memorials,
deserves study, for its principles apart
fromits details. Itisthe work of profound
politicians and men who, although they
had taken arms against autocratic and
sacerdotal reaction, were not revolutionary
in temperament but the reverse. It wiil
be found on inspection to be a notable
effort to combine the stability and imparti-
ality of government, to which party is
adverse, with the recognition of the elective
principle and the due influence of public
opinion.

In England party government had its
temporary justification. William IIT tried
hard to govern impartially with a coalition
cabinet. But the Jacobites were in cor-
respondence with St. Germain’s, and he
very reluctantly formed an exclusive cah.-
inet of the Whigs. "Fhe necessity of ex-
cluding Jacobites, or Tories as they were
thenceforth called, from the government
continued till after Culloden.

There must be only two parties, other-
wise government breaks down, and there
ensues a chaotic conflict of sections, such
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as has been producing a ridiculous series
of ephemeral governments in France.
Government is always weak, and is always
driven to intrigue or demagogism for tem-
porary support. But political intellect
and political speculation are now active,
opinions are divergent, and it is impossible
to shut up in one penfold enough political
sheep to give a government a safe majority.
It can be done at least only by compromise
of principle. o :

The government majority at present in
England, though numerically large, is
really made up of sections most imperfectly
united, as they have just shown by break-
ing on a vital question. A commonwealth
cannot rest for ever on such a basis.

It is in the United States perhaps that
the system is carried to its greatest extreme
and ‘its consequences are most plainly
revealed. There two great organised
factions carry on a continual contest for
power, each of them making up a new
platform before the Presidential election,
and shifting their policies, so that one who
had seen the Republican party, for in-
stance, forty years ago, would hardly
recognise it now. The obvious conse-
quence is sacrifice of the national interests
to those of faction. When the military
pension list was instituted, an annual cost
of about $25,000,000 was talked of as the
amount. Now, forty years after the princi-
pal war, the annual cost is about $140,000,-
ooo; and an act has just been passed,
without opposition, which will cause an
addition of $20,000,000 at least, some say a

good deal more. The Congressional Record
still swarms with private pension bills,
which go through as a matter of course.
Everybody knows and owns in private
that this is party bidding at the cost of the
nation for the soldiers’ vote. In public
not a single politician has dared to say an
honest word. Both parties in their plat-
forms, on the contrary, applaud the
system.

The late J. M. Forbes, of Boston, was
about the wisest and most thoroughly
patriotic man of the Republican party.
He has left on record his conviction that
war was made on Spain to keep a party in
power. Those who have read the diplo-
matic correspondence and seen that Spain
offered to sacrifice everything but her
honour, will be inclined to think that
Forbes was right.

What fills the political air of Canada
now with ‘*‘graft” and suspicions of
“graft”? What is impairing the integrity
of judicial appointments and thus assail-
ing the last stronghold of public right and
purity of government? What but the
necessities of party, which compel it to pay
its adherents? Our people are good, but
corruption will gradually work downwards.
It has its instruments in party organisa-
tions and conventions, which, though the
people are not aware of it, practically take
the elections out of their hands. Govern-
ment thus becomes standing machinery
for the demoralisation of the people.

It seems impossible that the world
should forever acquiesce in such a system.

The Drought

BY OWEN E. McGILLICUDDY

RED-MOUTHED reptile by whose fiery tongue
The fields are licked of green, the orchards stung,
The pastures burned as with a blighting brand,
Swept back and forth across the heated land;
Whose touch is poison, and whose tortuous tread
Sets quivering all the withering earth with dread:
A grim, slow-moving monster, whose hot breath
Enkindles Desolation, Famine, Death.
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THlS brief record deals with noth-

ing more than the peaceful change
and quiet charm that may be obtained
in that far-away corner of Nova Scotia
that lies upon the sea’s edge, and is
part of the historic ground that was the
scene of some of the earliest Canadian
history; ground upon which France and
England often met; upon which they put
up many fights: England winning at last,
which is “just her little way,” even now.
The home of the Acadian was, and still is,
.there. It may be seen in all its pictur-
esque simplicity in the country back of
Evangeline’s land. But we are interested
just now in panoramic scenes along the
Neck, Digby Neck, as it is quite properly
known. So we must begin at Digby, a
clean, bright little town, for the most part,
much sought after and beloved of the
American at play. Here may be found
tucked away in odd corners those ancient
fish-like smells, suggesting toothsome
viands like unto the “ Digby Chick »” and
the ever-popular haddie. Digby snuggles
a bit inland from the Bay of Fundy, right
across from St. John. Weymouth is the
first stop out, so there I gave the Flying
Bluenose the slip and got busy preparing
for the run across St. Mary’s Bay, to
touch the Neck, handing my bike over
to the tender mercies of “old boy Bon-
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gard.” He turned it out ready for any
kind of road. The little steamer that
made the trip across the Bay regulated her
movements according to the vagaries of
the tide, and slipped away before [ was
quite ready, so I had to spend the night and
best part of the next day in Weymouth
town. At last the welcome whistles of the
dinky little /da Lue were heard, promptly
accepted, and she steamed away, passing
under the railway bridge, speeding gently
down the placid and pretty waters of the
Sissiboo river, past the little town of
Weymouth, lying at its mouth, and distant
some three miles odd from the first-
named Weymouth, which is commonly
known as Weymouth Bridge, and out
upon the quiet, sunshiny waters of St.
Mary’s Bay. The Ida meets a barken.
tine lying far out, discharges the captain
of that vessel, and then heads for Little
River, her first port upon Dighy Neck.
Here, with others, the Weymouth school-
master is landed, and in short order our
“little liner” brings up at Mink Cove,
Sandy Cove is her next port, where she i
berthed for the night. It is a case of all
hands ashore, so I seek the shelter and
hospitalities of the Sandy Cove House
Mine host is also mail carrier from Di bv)
throughout the whole length of the ]\’ec'k:

to Brier Island, whose extremest point g
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washed by the heave and swell of the
mighty Atlantic. Eldridge, ably assisted
by his wife, keeps a comfortable little
house and makes the summer tourist very
welcome, hinting at improvements that
will be sure to please, and make his
house more popular still. He is just
the man I want, and as good as
a guide-book to all points upon the
Neck road and its varying conditions
over the whole distance. A charming
spot is Sandy Cove. The little village
lies at the head of a deeply indented and
almost land-locked cove; the houses,
climbing the bold slopes, have much more
than a fancied resemblance to a Rhine
town. So near are the waters of the Bay
of Fundy, that a few minutes’ walk brings
one there, to find a thriving little fishing
industry; a strongly built pier makes
snug harbour for the fishing boats; round
about the fish houses cluster, and again
one comes upon the ancient and fish-like
odours, some of them particularly strong.
To dismiss Sandy Cove without any
remark about the fine view to be had
from the top of what is locally known as
the “Bluff” would be most unfair.
From this lofty eminence the enthusiastic
climber looks over the wide waters of the
Bay of Fundy; on the other hand, the eye
is caught and charmed with the expanse
of St. Mary’s Bay, running away and
across to the Weymouth shore, and down
and down, until the land is attenuated and
lost in the extreme distance towards Yar-
mouth. From the same point may be
viewed that wondrous spectacle, a sunset
upon the waters! The traveller who ap-
proaches Sandy Cove from the north, and
ets the first impression and peep of this
really beautiful place from the top of the
highway hill, ought to engrave it deep
upon the tablets of memory. The south-
ward approach is also very fine and entire-
ly different in aspect. It is such things
as these that make the Neck a unique and
charming place. One is in touch with
the sea all along; at many points both
waters can be seen by climbing a little,
and always the land is interesting, with
its fine sweeps and bold hills. On a
bright and breezy morning I make my
start, the wind blowing strongly in the
wrong direction. “Wind or no wind, this

means a long climb up and out of Sandy
Cove. Once at the top, with so good a
road, and the machine running free, the
miles begin to spin off—glorious prospects
of hill and valley; a turning, twisting and
vanishing road always, accompanied
ever by the blue waters of St. Mary’s Bay.

The little hamlet of Mink Cove is
flashed through, and a passing glimpse
caught of a neat little hostelry, intended
evidently for the stray tourist who wanders
so far from the beaten path of travel
Next comes Little River with its bold hills
and flash of water caught through a gap
in the harbour heights. On and on spins
the wheel, and wondrous are the views.
Well might this be termed the road of
many surprises, with all its twists and
turns. The town-tired man can soon
shake off his staleness on such a road and
with such a progress as this. The air is
like wine; the traveller is “ on the heights,”
and quickly sheds off the burden of daily
routine.

The ten-mile run from Sandy Cove
brings up with the bright waters all in
front now; far below lies the racing foam
of the Petit Passage: on the opposite
shore the village of Tiverton is seen; a
gasoline launch plies between the two
shores, and an ancient bell, high-hung and
rung by a long hand-rope, is used to sum-
mon the ferryman of the passage. Tiver-
ton is fishy; everybody goes after the fish;
all live by it, in one way or another. Once
again the odours are not to be mistaken; a
little strong perhaps for town-bred noses.
One could soon get accustomed to this
varied bouquet, which at the first seems a
little overdone—something too much.
Tiverton cannot boast of a hotel, but
good fortune and the ferryman directed
my steps to the home of Mrs. Outhouse,
where rest and refreshment both were
obtained. Tiverton village is on the part
of the Neck called Long Island; at the
other end is the village of Freeport—also
abandoned to the fishing—whose south-
ward edge is washed by the waters of the
Grand Passage. The race through the
Petit Passage is a thing to go and see, and
atall times it has to be treated with respect.
With a high tide running and a heavy
blow from the sou’west, it is a wild and
dangerous place. A sailing vessel caught
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in there under such conditions would

probably be knocked into matchwood

and even steam would have a very “sea-
een’’ time of it,

The ten miles of road down Long Island
was interesting, with the road itself better
than the previous part; it was still a push
against the strong head wind, which ap-
pears to be the favourite “summer blow.”
The road always keeps part way up the
slopes, the changing hills heaving and
swelling upward on the right, while, far
below on the other hand, a small stream
winds along, appearing and again vanish-
ing in a very pleasing way. Beyond all,
lies St. Mary’s Bay, with its far-away
shores of Yarmouth county. This “thread
of water” is with the traveller the whole
ten miles to Freeport, there losing itself,
most likely, in the waters of the Grand
Passage. Always, the near approach to
these passages was most interesting; the
feeling of being so much above and “in the
air,” with the blue sea in front and the
land beyond, with its possibilities to be
explored, gave a keener zest to the sight.

Freeport, for the most part, lies low
and upon the sea edge. There the tele-
phone calls the ferryman across from
Westport, to bridge the passage and take
the traveller across. Westport lies very
long drawn out—practically the whole
length of the Passage, which is much
wider than the Petit at Tiverton. Here
again, strong tide-rips and dangerous
race-ways have to be reckoned with, and
might easily be the undoing of the over-
confident novice in boating or sailing.
In these parts the weather changes with
extreme- rapidity; what had continued
to be a warm and sunshiny day came to
an end at Freeport, without any warning.
The skies became overcast; the wind
freshened, and before the “gasoline” had
put well out, a half-gale was blowing,
with a strong lift to the water. Westport
can boast of a very comfortable little hotel,
to which the stray traveller is cheerfully
received and made very welcome. To
find a nice bathroom, with an abundance
of hot and cold water, was a cheerful
surprise, and a welcome addition to the
other comforts. It would appear that I
am on the track of schoolmasters, for one
is found lodging in the house. As night
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settles down, the heavy fog comes in, with
the horn down at the lighthouse blowing
a drear accompaniment. Morning pros-
pects are none too bright; fog is still heavy,
and the rain beats down; a sudden shift
of the wind, and the fog vanishes. The
warming sun shines brightly again; skies
are blue, and everything invites. I must
to the end of Brier Island. So, after
dinner, the three miles are ridden, and I
stand upon the outmost rocks, and look
off across the wide Atlantic. Fishing
vessels dot the expanse, appearing like
mere specks upon a sea that has become
quite calm. The lighthouse, close by, is
responsible for the noise of the night
before. Hereabouts the rocks are tumul-
tuous in formation, the prevailing colour
a dingy and somewhat mournful gray,
not at all of a character to much tempt
the men who “map down sceneries” and
paint things.

In the evening I cross back to Freeport,
and finding another hotel, put up for the
night. It is kept by a widow named
Morrell; she is helped by her son, and
between them the good quality of the
Neck entertainment is well sustained.
Once again the schoolmaster! The new
morning in Freeport is fine, a cool, fresh
breeze is blowing gaily and the bright sun
nicely tempers the edge of it. I stroll
down to one of the wharves, where seems
something of a crowd and the stir of
business. A fishing schooner has come in,
and the process of unloading the fish goes
on. The crew are busy and the captain
very much in evidence; the eyes of the
idle and curious watch him as he bustles
about and talks and laughs with the
loudest. This captain and his vessel have
assumed something more than the ordinary
importance of those who go out after
the fish and home-along again; for they
have had a very near chance of being sent
to the bottom. While “lying to” in the
fog of the morning before, the schooner
came into collision with an ocean liner, and
just the little fact that the fishing crew had
finished breakfast and were on deck again
saved them from being ploughed under
in the heavy fog. = Skipper made very
light of the whole matter, and so did the
crew. That they had escaped with a
sound boat and whole skins seemed to he
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all that there was about it to note. Cap-
tain raised a loud laugh by emphasising
the remark that ““he blew his bell and rang
his whistles like the very d 1122 The
schooner bore the marks on her port side
of a very heavy rake or scrape, and any-
thing in the track of it had been carried
clean away, but no timbers were started.

The scene was an animated one. There
lay the “vast” of cod in the vessel’s hold,
the crew losing no time in getting it out
on to the wharf and into the fish-houses.
A “very old boy” prowling about began to
tell of all the wonderful things he had seen
and had a hand in, “round about here
some seventy-five year agone.” It was
plain to be seen that old “ frosty-but-
kindly” was playing for an opening, and
when it came he went on to say that he was
ninety-four years of age. Our friend the
captain took him and his great age very
irreverently. In boisterous manner, sup-
plemented with one or two rude oaths of
the subtly jovial kind, he told him that
he had lived long enough and that it was
about time he went away altogether.
Our ancient man did not seem to be put
out or to take the rebuff amiss, but he
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carried his reminiscences a little way apart
from the irreverent seaman. Small of
figure and wonderfully withered and
shrunken as to face was this prodigy of
years; but his legs held out well, and with
the aid of a stout staff he could get about
in quite lively fashion.

The run from Freeport up the Neck,
now, was something of the easiest, hel
by a following wind and cheered by the
gladness of the sunshine. Arrived at Tiver.
ton, it is the ferryman’s lunch hour; he
has just brought a boatload across, and
being a case of oars he wriggles out of
taking a passenger so soon again, the
other way, by inducing one of the fisher.
men to row me across. So to the tender
mercies of jovial Sol Stanton bike and
man are committed. The machine is
laid across the bow of the boat, and over
the 7ip we go, quite expecting any mo-
ment to see the bike slip her insecuritieg
and take a header into the boiling waters,
No such calamity happened, however.
Sol did his work well, and we made the
other shore ship-shape and dry, in spite
of the pounding and tossing. At Tiverton
there are rocks whose formations are
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basaltic and similar to those found at the
Giant’s Causeway in the north of Ireland.
The land on both shores of the Petit
Passage is bold and high and contains a
wealth of interest for the geologist.

The run back to Sandy Cove from the
Passage was a merry and an easy one. I
had a “drop off” at Little River, where
the seaward side of the hamlet was ex-
plored, coming upon the fishermen carrying
the usual game along and kicking up some-
thing more than the ordinary smells.
One man was tending the fire under a
huge cauldron that contained an un-

leasant looking, bubbling mass, from
which emanated indescribable odours,
which, he desired it to be understood,
were really healthful and good for a man.
In Sandy Cove again, I form one of a
little party that goes over to the Fundy
shore ostensibly to search for the elusive
amethyst. Some kind of search was made,
but strange to say, this wary type of the
semi-precious stone was always just a
little further off, or on. Indeed, it might
have been so guessed, for twenty years
before this expedition amethysts may have
been found along the cliffs and shores at
Sandy Cove. Sir William Dawson has
said so. What enthusiasts, native and
otherwise, must have joined the chase
during all those dead and gone years!
This story of the amethyst pursues one
among all the beautiful coves, and along
the many beaches of the Neck, with always
the same result—a weighty collection of
doubtful matérial that tears out the pocket
and brings neither joy nor profit to the

burdened collector.
 Character studies abound upon the
Neck; one of them I shall lightly sketch.
Not to be too literal, I call him “Uncle
Johnny,” and settle him in Centerville.
He might well be called the Sage of
Centerville, and he was so clear-cut and
pronounced a type that he invited study.
Johnny Price had put a lot of years behind
his back, and the process had left its
mark upon his tall, still upright and big-
boned frame. The face that looked out
at you was clean-shaven (or ought to have
been); the large nose suggested power,
and the square, big-boned jaw, with the
hard, dry, determined mouth, plainly
said: “What Johnny gets he keeps.”
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The story of his life bore the suggestion
out. All through the years “Uncle” had
been “standing by” and “off and on,” so
to speak, watching for signals of monetary
distress among his neighbours and fellow-
townsmen, and ever ready to negotiate a
loan. He was the friend in need who
knew the ropes and could drive a fine
coming-out bargain; as a consequence, he
had become very rich and practically
owned half the town of Richby. With
riches, old age had come; his eyes had
taken on a hard, not-to-be-moved expres-
sion, and the lips that once may have
smiled in youthful gaiety had contracted to
thin, hard lines, smiling but seldom. We
were all talking about the lumbering in
Nova Scotia and the complete demolition
of the great forest trees; deploring the fact
that the lumber interest was now recklessly
cutting down anything and everything that
would saw up to any small size; the
lumbermen going into the woods and
taking their portable sawmills with them.

“Yes,” said Uncle John, “once upon a
time the logs, real logs, came down the
streams to the town mills. Now the mills
go up after the little sticks!”

Johnny had amassed wealth and secured
ample leisure; but he did not seem quite
solid upon religious matters. However,
his method of patronage was upon a broad
and inclusive principle. He took his
ancient frame among the Methodists on
Sunday mornings, bestowing upon them
five dollars per annum. To the Adventists
he would hie in the afternoon, his liberality
in this department of religion expanding
to twenty-five dollars a year; on the Sun-
day evenings he would be found among
the Baptists, to whom his yearly contribu-
tion declined to five dollars. Thus we
may see that he gave of his bounty to
all, and was encouraging the notion of
including the Episcopal flock in the round
of public worship; the puzzle seeming to
be, how would he be able to get the
fourth service in?

Arrived at Centerville, the name ex-
plaining itself as being half way on the
Neck, 1 look up the Dakins, who keep a
neat little hotel, and whose acquaintance
was made the year before. The place has
many charms of its own. Attached to it
is the important fishing industry of Trout
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Cove, giving employment to almost all
the men in the place. The features of the
men almost always suggested much in-
timacy with boats and nets and the things
of the sea. At Centerville one can stand
and look over both waters. A deep cove
here, on the St. Mary’s Bay side, is very
picturesque, and getting to it necessitates
a wild scramble over a path of the rockiest
kind. Visitors to this charming spot
can once again pursue the amethyst in
what is certainly a very fine air, a most
exhilarating pursuit that ends, alas, in the
usual way. It is good-bye to Centerville,
with the morning gray, cool and threaten-
ing. The scenic qualities of the road are
fine, and “wispy” bits of fog come and go
as I push along the way, with an eye to
ending up at Dighy. The road mounts
steadily until the top of the long two-mile
descent of Sea-wall Hill is reached. A
magnificent view of the northward prospect
is caught, with Sea-wall Cove tucked
neatly in, far, far below. What a piece
of pie for the wheelman is this big hill!
Nothing to do but let her go down and
round and down again with a glad rush
near the foot and a long, spinning “straight
away” along the levels of the cove and
over the little bridge that crosses the stream
from Gulliver’s Hole; past the red cliffs
on the right and gently up along towards
Digby.

Hole”
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A mile or two from Sea-wall a road

branches off to the left. It looks inviting,
so I take the cue. It matters little that the
road-bed is not first-class; the beauty and
interest of all that is to be seen far out-
weighs * the trifling inconveniences of
stones and boulders, more or less. And
then towards the end of it, as Gulliver’s
Hole comes largely into view, the road
improves, speed increases, and the shore
is reached.

Here may be found the remains of a one-
time prosperous fishing industry, with
things very much on the quiet now. The
sun is gaily shining and the sea beats
merrily in; the tide has turned, and eight
or ten men and boys are busy forking up
the great masses of seaweed that have
come in on the flood. It is an animated
scene with lots of colour and go, and just
the sort of thing for picture-hunters. The
beach is a long sweep, beautifu ly curveq,
composed as it is of rounded stones of all
sizes; the movement of the numerous Ox-
carts waiting about for the weed is none
too easy. These oxen give splendid colog.
notes to the scene, and I leave it all with
great regret; for it seems too bad to turn
the back upon the gaiety, beauty, ang
abundant charm of the place.

There is little to say for the rest of the
way, and my return to Digby was made
in a downpour of rain. The tourist jn



A ROAD OF MANY DELIGHTS

ordinary, or that more deserving person-
age, the town-worn toiler, will find that
the rarest enjoyment is to be found in an
exploration of the Neck; it is not neces-
sary to ride a machine, for one can be
otherwise conveyed. The little steamer
trips are most enjoyable, and they occur
daily. The hostelries are inviting in their
simplicity and quiet comfort. The people
of the Neck are kindly disposed to the
stranger within their “two waters,” and
hospitality rules. It is no land of high
prices one comes to make acquaintance
with. To the average traveller and
summer tourist who still retains an
interest in the things of sea and land, to
whom the beauty of the earth and the
gladness of the sky still mean something;
to those who keep in touch with their fel-
low mortals, when and wherever found,
there is a rich reward in the study of
native character, either among those who
till the earth, or among the hardy, simple-
minded fellows who go down to the sea
in ships, and whose main business is upon
the great waters. The fishing villages all
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along Digby Neck are interesting, espe-
cially from the human standpoint. The
fisherman, as I saw him at various places,
is a quiet, unpretending man, wearing
pretty generally a somewhat serious air;
not apparently a great talker, and good
(like his fishing brethren in other parts of
the world) at gentle idleness, with passive
hands buried deep in pocket—withal, a
brave and fearless fellow, and a fine work-
er, when work calls, These hardy men
count the sea their friend, wresting from
her depths the fish that make life pleasant
and possible for themselves and their
families. Their little lives come in,
countless times, with the raging seas
pounding and threshing almost at their
very doors; and the roar of the gale
is an oft-time lullaby. For them, the

-sea has no terrors; they are not troubled

with that fear that shrinks and hesi-
tates, but put forth upon the waters
at all times and under all sorts of seri-
ous conditions, with a simplicity of
courage and faith in themselves that is
sublime.




T'he Little Page

By MARGARET WILSON

to administer comjort that is not always grasped.

Ii [requent incident of childhood, showing an opportunity

HE was not thinking of his yellow satin

coat and white knee breeches, or
of the three-cornered hat under his
arm, or of the big silver buckles on
his shoes, as he walked up the aisle
behind his cousin Cicely. He was think-
ing of the tears he had seen her wink back
when they were standing in the church
vestibule—his dear Cicely, who had wiped
away so many of his tears, When his
mother was ill or absent it was always to
her arms he ran in time of trouble, and
they had the right mother feel—they com-
forted. His arms were at her service
now. For it really was a heavy burden
he was helping her to carry. Somebody
had said, “Such a heavy train—it will be
too much for your poor little arms”’; and
he had laughed and answered: SO U E
I get tired I’ll just lie down on it, and
Cousin Cicely may drag me,” but that
was only in fun. Ske knew he would not
fail her.

When she stood still he stood still too,
and dropped the train, as he had been
told. He turned his head once to the pew
where his mother was standing and asked
with his eyes, “Am I doing it right?”
and she smiled back “Yes.” Then he
stood as motionless as a page should until
it was time to take the bride’s flowers.

He looked up into her eyes as she handed
him the bouquet, and then he looked down
at the violets and thought they were the
same colour. He had often told her that
her eyes were like violets. He had made
her other pretty speeches as poetical and
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more original—-though, after all, so far as
this poet was concerned, “ eyeslike violets*
might never have been said before.
“You have a dear little point to your
chin that makes me want to pinch it
he told her once, reaching up to illustrate;
“not the angry kind of pinch—#his kind_*
Her smile he described as like “Iemonade;
with a sweet taste, but another taste
besides that makes you want more and
more of it.” He called her D, because
it stood for Dear, Delightful and Delicious,
There were no tears in the violet e

now, but that was nothing; he had kept
back tears himself, and knew at what
cost it was done.  All this fuss and bother
—no wonder she was unhappy! And it
was going’ to change everything—all the
old customs she loved, that had lasted
forever and were meant to last forever-
more—the cunning post-office in the stair-
case wall where they hid presents for
each other every day, their ¢ quiet time?»
after dinner, his management of her cl

and watches, a hundred thousand things,
He had been against it from the first,
From the moment she confided in him
he had advised her not to do it. Only last
night when ke came in and spoiled thejr
last “quiet time,” the little page had
pleaded with her that it was not too late
to change her mind yet. He might haye
prevailed even then if his mouth had not
been stopped by the masterful hand that
was putting the ring on her finger now,
What had he said? “I haq trouble
enough to persuade her in the first place.”

. ————————

o i o e 2
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THE LITTLE PAGE

That was it. She had been persuaded
into it against her will, and now she was
SoITY.

In the vestry he kissed her and whisper-
ed, “I love you, D!” for what comfort
she could get from it. The bridegroom
tried to make up friends, but he would have
nothing to say to him. “You persuaded
her,” he thought.

While his mother was taking off the
three-cornered hat and arranging his
curls after the drive to the house, she
talked to him about the wedding. The
little choristers, singing as they walked
together, two and two—wasn’t it a pretty
sight ?

“1 didn’t look,” he said. “I was so
sorry for Cicely that I couldn’t think of
anything else.”

“Sorry for Cicely! But, my dear,
Cicely is happy.” :

The page shook his head decidedly.

“She’s just pretending,” he said, and
then he ran away as fast as his little white
legs would carry him to take up his posi-
tion near her again and give her what
support he could. i :

A great many people were passing
before her, some of them shaking hands
with her, some of them kissing her, all
saying the same thing, they hoped she’d
be happy. She was smiling. He would
not have told them about those tears at
the church door for the world—he would
help her to pretend. So he smiled and
allowed them to kiss him too, though it
was very disagreeable to be kissed and
kissed and kissed, when one was trying
hard to look pleased.

Then came the wedding breakfast, and
he had his from the bride’s plate. He
discovered that he was very hungry, and
though he urged her to eat her share,
somehow he got it nearly all. And it was
all the things he liked best—she remem-
bered them even then. As he had some-
times told her, she was “a most remem-
l I.'Ing pcrson.”

Now there was a sudden hush in the
room and a man began to speak; when
he stopped for a moment somebody called
“hear, hear!” and when he stopped
altogether there was a tinkle of glass and
a murmur of “ The bride!” And now his
pew cousin was speaking. “You per-
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suaded her,” the little page thought again,
but not so bitterly this time; when you
are eating good things it is hard to keep
up a grudge, and the voice was pleasant.

When the bride went to change her
dress, the page felt tired and sleepy; but
when she joined him again at the head of
the stairs and clasped his hand whispering,
“We must run for our lives,” he was quite
wideawake at once. He knew what
came next at a wedding.

“Don’t be afraid,” he whispered valiant-
ly, “I’ll take care of you.”

And then they flew down the stairs and
through the hall together, in the face of a
shower of rice. It was as if they were
out in a driving storm of sleet. The little
page felt his cheeks stinging. He looked
at the bride. She was laughing, but her
cheeks were scarlet—he was sure they
were stinging too. He pulled her down
the doorsteps and helped to bundle her
into the carriage, dancing from side to
side in his efforts to make a shelter of his
tiny form. A dinner bell was clanging
hideously; it was tied to the back of the
carriage with white ribbon, and there was a
white kid shoe fastened to the pole between
the horses’ heads. He tugged at the ribbon
in vain. He made a dash for the shoe, but
only got half-way; for in passing, he
caught sight of eicely’s head bowed
behind the shelter of her elbow. She had
not escaped her persecutors; they were
flinging handfuls of the hateful rice through
the carriage windows. His own brother,
the cadet, was worst of all. The little
page flew at him, tore the paper bag from
his hand and rained blows all over the
disgraced uniform.

A louder murmur of voices, a rumble of
wheels—he turned just in time to see the
carriage moving away. Cicely was gone!
She was gone, and he had not protected her.

All the way back through the crowded
hall and stairway the little page ran,
crying with sorrow and rage and morti-
fication. He repulsed those who held out
detaining hands and ran on until he
reached Cicely’s bedroom. There he
shut himself in and threw himself upon
the heap of wedding finery on the bed and
wept his heart out, mopping his eyes with
two little fists full of the beautiful lace veil.
He had refused to go to the train, for
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fear he should cry in public, but now he
did not care that all those people had seen
his tears. He was too unhappy for Cicely
to think of himself.

The door opened and shut. Some-
body was lifting his head; he was clasped
in somebody’s arms. He looked up.
It was the bride! She was sitting beside
him on the bed, holding his wet face
close against her, just as if she had
never gone.

He accepted it without wonder, as one
of the happy miracles, so much more
natural than a non-miraculous continu-
ance of unhappiness. She had gone but
she was there; she was wiping his tears
away, as she had never failed to do when
he fled to this spot for comfort. He did
not know that she had caught a glimpse
of his tearful flight and had ordered the
horses stopped and followed him, defying

superstition and risking the loss of the
train rather than leave him unconsoled.
He knew nothing of the deserted bride-
groom, waiting in the carriage, watch in
hand, or of the laughing guests calling after
her. He did not care to know. She was
there—that was enough.

“And you’re sure you’re not sorry to be
married?”” he held her back, at the last,
to ask.

“Quite, quite sure.”

“And I was a good page?”

“The best anybody ever had.”

“And the rice didn’t hurt you, and yoy
didn’t mind the horrid old beil ?»”

“Not a bit.”

The little page drew a sigh of relief.

“You’re such a good comforter!s
he said, and of all the pretty speeches
made to her that day the bride liked
this best.

To a Violet

BY E. M. YEOMAN

VI‘OLET, when I do look upon thy face,
And on the lofty loveliness that lies
In the high sweetness of thy fragile grace
And in the pale blue beauty of thy guise;
Briefly I mark thy charm and darling worth,
Thy shape and painting all so delicate;
And straight new thoughts do lead me from the earth,
And new-known wisdom holds me separate.
I look upon thy beauty’s mystery,
And judge thee fair, and think no more of thee;
For, as I hold thee in my caring hand,
New things of earth and heaven I understand.

O Violet! when I look upon thy face,
Visions of a company come to me
Of angels ling’ring o’er earth’s barren space,
Floating on white and gold wings grieffully,
Grieving that inscient man forgets that those
Whom chill Death steals exalted are above.
And, oh! they weep for all man’s heavy woes,
And shed soft tears of sympathy and love,
And, lo! their sighings fill the painted air,
Vain whisp’ring man the vanity of care.
And I do hear earth’s dark complaining host
Wailing sad symphonies of loved ones lost.

-

o -



The Flitting of Fergus McDougal

By S. FRANCES HARRISON, Author of
“The Forest of Bourg-Marie”

Showing characteristic racial courage and fortitude in the |
face of the grim irony of jate. l

THE Reverend Fergus McDougal,
B.A., sat at his deal writing table.
He had no desk, for he was poor.
City pastors, who have their own luxuri-
ougly furnished study, as well as free ac-
cess to the “church parlour,” library, or
vestry, can have no conception of his
poverty. He did not pay rent for his
house, but it was very small; and Fergus,
who was an unusually tall man, had grown
to carry his head down upon his chest
because the doors of his little dwelling
were so uncomfortably low. He stooped,
not so much because he was a scholar, as
on account of the low doors and the
proximity of the rough, whitewashed
ceiling. :

He sat, looking at the objects that cov-
ered his writing table. In the centre stood
a statue about a foot high, modelled out
of ordinary clay and surmounted by a
stick bearinga ticket. On this ticket were
the words “John Bunyan.” Around the
statue were six plates of somekind of home-
made cake, and around these again, more
posts and pillars of clay, pinched into
shapes suggestive of things ecclesiastical,
such as church steeples, belfry, and an
open Bible resting on a cushion. At the
four corners of the table were four other
statues, smaller than “John Bunyan,”
with their features somewhat muddled
and indistinct. ““Calvin” had his hands
raised to Heaven; “Wycliffe” carried a
tiny Bible; “Knox” was portrayed with
the fiercest of grins, and the fourth, bear-
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ing no name, upheld a flag pieced together
out of bits of coloured cotton, red, blue and
dirty white. The whole certainly formed
a unique combination and one evidently
dear to the minister himself, who was the
designer of the flags and the statues, and
also the maker of the homely cake. Over
the door the words, ‘“Exhibition Now
Open,” afforded to the uninitiated a
glimpse of his meaning.

The Reverend Fergus, having com-
pleted his survey from a chair, rose and
walked slowly around the table. His
spare, angular figure was clad in dull,
much-brushed, much-greased black. His
face was long and thin, and of a peculiar
grayish-yellow tint, matching his straggling
hair. His hands were those of the labourer
rather than of the scholar, and his eyes, of
a glassy gray, had something vacant in
their lustreless depths. His slouching,
ungainly frame was not prepossessing, but
there was much that was pleasant in his
occasional smile, and the grim mouth was
not altogether devoid of sentiment.

The arrangement of the table did not
please him. He dusted John Bunyan
and rearranged Wycliffe. One of the
tickets was refractory and would not stand
out properly; this he righted. A shelf
that held worn books and yellow news-
papers was also_carefully dusted and each
article put back in its accustomed place.
The few chairs were pulled out, inspected,
dusted, then set back again. On the
walls and over the shelf were a number of
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water-colour sketches, crude, hard, stiff,
and especially faulty in perspective, vet
faithful enough in their way to black pine
and white chute, gray beach and angular
coast—the chief features of the surround-
ing landscape. Other curiosities, more
or less worthless, filled every available
inch of space.

As a clock in the adjoining kitchen
struck seven, the minister started, and,
going into the room, set the kettle to boil,
quickly laying out cup and saucer and
plate on the window-sill. There was no
table because there was no space for one.

A little later, he took his solitary meal,
standing first in deep humility as he pro-
nounced aloud, and with striking, peculiar
fervour, a grace and prayer combined.

He paused in the midst of it, and
seemed to gather strength, for when he
spoke again he declaimed in a still louder
voice and with passionate conviction
the old form of Psalm One Hundred
and Two:

My heart within me smitten is,
And it is witherdd,

Like very grass; so that I do

Forget to eat my bread.

By reason of my groaning voice
My bones cleave to my skin;

Like pelican in wilderness
Forsaken I have been.

He paused again with a deep sigh that was
almost a groan.

The kettle having commenced to boil,
the minister infused his tea and sat down
to bread and butter—not too much of
either—and ate as the solitary eat. Hav-
ing acquired habits of abstraction and
repression, he ate hurriedly, vacantly,
alternately gazing at the bread in his hand
'and out of the window. In ten minutes
he had dispatched the “great bounties”
set before him, and then proceeded to
wash the few dishes. While he thus
washed and wiped, his brain seemed ever
active and his tongue as well, for he fre-
quently broke into disjointed quotations
from the Word of God, particularly those
antiquated selections from the Psalms of
David which he appeared to prefer as a
means of expression. These contrite ut-
terances were not muttered or whispered,
but declaimed in a loud and monotonous
sing-song, approaching a chant. Was it
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so strange that to some of the superstitious,
ignorant folk of a remote paroisse, that
of Ste. Flavie d’Inverness, and to the, in
times past, non-exacting congregation, it
was apparent that a change was necessary.

His domestic duties over, the Mminister
took a straw hat from a peg in the kitchen
and went out to the front door to await
the approach of his guests.

The evening was fine, but cold. Be-
hind the manse, as his frame dwelling was
styled—chiefly by himself—the wide At-
lantic lapped and gleamed. Tongues and
fingers of black, slimy rock ran at low
tide far out into the steel-gray water. The
only break to the flat monotony of this
dismal coast was in the shape of a huge
boulder rising fifteen or twenty feet above
the rough level of the stony beach. But
in front of the manse, a different
scene lay spread. The dusty white road
was bordered by rich, green banks, in
which waved tall plumes of golden-rod.
A little farther from the high-road, ferns
showed their feathery tops four or five
feet from the ground: underneath, 5
scarlet, coral-like growth of cornu twineq
around wild-rose and huckleberry. The
rosy linnea crept over fallen log and
rotting stump. The manse garden
was gay with Old World flowers—holly.
hocks, petunias and asters, as distin.
guished from purely Canadian blossoms.

The guests began to arrive, the F rench
contingent being about the first. Although
Catholics, they did not come to scoff, even
if they did not remain to pray. The ex-
hibition was not as good as the Christ in
the Manger in the large church at Rimoy-
ski, but it was better than nothing, and
summer is a dull season at Ste. Flavie q*
Inverness, compared to the gaieties of the
French-Canadian winter, both ecclesiasti-
cal and secular.

There followed several representatives
of Scotch families, for whom the little
kirk had been established twenty-fiye
years ago—the McNiders, McBrides, Fep.
gusons and Frasers. The chief map of
the district was Duncan McCallister, whe
had a winter house at Rimouski and who
controlled a large and paying saw-mil],
These were all simple, frugal, hardwork-
ing people, and needless to say, strict
Presbyterians. To some there the Manse
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had stood for culture, for authority, and for
guidance a long time now, but these were
rather the exception.

The minister greeted each arrival in the
same manner, making no distinctions un-
less it were in the case of the pretty
daughter of the McCallister, who had been
for years a favourite of his.

Janet had brought a little sister with her,
but it seemed as if the Reverend Fergus
had expected someone else to accompany
her. He gave her a strange, searching
and yet furtive look. Where was Duncan
himself ?

That burly, prosperous, pushing, ag-
gressive personality was away from home,
said his daughter. The minister sighed.

“T was just hoping that Duncan himsel’
would be with us this evening, but no
doubt he’s a busy man—is the McCal-
lister.”

Mrs. McNider also apologised for her
husband—familiarly known as “old
Andra.”

As if he need wait for nothing else now,
the minister turned and followed the last
guest into the little sitting-room, full to
overflowing. With a deep sigh he took
down his large Bible and stood before
them.

«We know, dear friends,” said he, “it
is always our custom to conduct these
evenings, these exhibitions, and other en-
tertainments, in the spirit of humble duty
to the Lord, and we must not make any
exception to that rule to-night of all times.
Before we enter on our diversions, kindly

itted to us by the grace and favour
of the Lord, let us remember Him, Him,
the Almighty, in silent prayer.”

A scramble on the part of his visitors
caused him toremark: “Yeneedna kneel.
If ye’ll just incline the head and say a bit
prayer to yersels, that’ll do.”

A silence followed, broken only by a
smothered laugh from Janet’s little sister,
promptly suppressed by Janet, who knew
something of the minister’s life and char-
acter. When a decent interval had
elapsed he set the example and they all sat
up straight once more, or stood, as the case
might be.

T would not care to go so far as to hold
a sairvice here to-night,” began the Rev-
erend Fergus, erect, pallid, looking atten-
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tively at his flock, “for I am well aware
that the most of ye are regular attendants
at the kirk every Sabbath, and I have no
wish to let an occasion like this take the
place of the sairvice ye are accustomed to.
But there is an end to all things and a time
to bid farewell as there is a time to give
welcome, a time to depart as well as a
time to arrive, and the truth—the truth,
dear friends—is just this, that I shall not
be with you in the kirk next Sabbath, nor
any succeeding Sabbath. There’s a good
reason for this, as some of ye know al-
ready, and all of you had better know after
to-night. So I intend—the Lord sparing
and upholding me—to speak to ye now.”

He coughed, long and hard, to hide
emotion.

“Ye are not prepared for this, I doubt—
I can see it in your faces. Some of you
are saying—it’s a holiday he’ll be taking,
with his auld carpet-bag there (it lay
packed, ready to his hand, as Janet Mc-
Callister now noticed with a start), and
his auld staff and auld straw hat—but
ye're wrang. Twenty-five years I've put
in with ye—but I'm going at last. I was
twenty-five when I came to ye, which
makes me fifty now.”

His hand went up to his hair, and a
smile played for a moment around his
mouth.

“I’'m not so gray-as some, but ’tis a
queer colour. The sun bleaches it more
than cares whiten it, I'm thinking. So
here I am, after twenty-five years of it,
and you know best, you, the people I
have served before the Lord, how I have
read His Word and preached His Gospel
and gone in and out before you in a sin-
ful world during that time.”

The French remained unconcerned, for
indeed they understood very little of
what had been said, but there was con-
siderable interest among the Scotch
contingent.

“T’ll now read ye the letter I have
lﬁtily received from two elders of our

rk:

THE REVEREND Famrcus McDouGAL, OF
STE. FLAVIE D'INVERNESS.

DEAR Sir,—In our concern for the speeri-
tual welfare of this Parish, as well as for the
increase of its material prosperity, we are
about to take a step which, we feel sure, will
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commend itself to your sense and good-nature
—if not at first, then, surely, upon mature
and serious reflection.

You have now been in charge of our con-
gregation for the long period of twenty-five
years, during which time you have served us
faithfully, conscientiously, and, we are con-
fident, to the best of your abeelity. Never-
theless, we are of the opinion that the time is
ripe for a change. You, yourself, are doubt-
less in need of a well-deserved rest and
stimulus to future endeavours, and we are
compelled to admit that for the last three or
four years we have lost more members than
we have gained. Our young people especially
have shown a tendency to criticise the form
of sairvice and to forsake us for the new
Methodist edifice at Kemptville, even going so
far as to attend—for the sake of the music—
the Basilica at Rimouski.

There is also another matter which compels

our attention—the exhibitions, Dissolving

Views, and other entertainments so kindly
organised by you for us in the past, seem to
have outlived their usefulness. Our people
are beginning to show signs of moving with
the times, and upon these grounds we have
brought your case, and ours, to the notice of
the General Assembly, having no doubt that
the members thereof will come to our decision
—mnamely, that a younger and more progres-
sive man must be found for this parish, and a
suitable and congenial post be given to
yourself.

Trusting that you will view this communi-
cation, though indited with every wish for
your best future, as final.

We remain on behalf of the congregation,

DuNcAN McCALLISTER.
ANDREW MCNIDER,

When he had concluded, he folded it
up neatly and took off his glasses.

“That’ll be the letter,” he said. “Ye’ll
understand why ye’ll not see me again in
my place yonder.”

The first to speak, after a constrained
silence, was a short, florid-faced man,
the only Englishman in the region, suc-
cessively sailor, lighthouse-keeper, and
owner of a general store.

“Tell you wot, Mr. McDougal, Sir,”
he cried, “7 advised the Elders a little in
this matter, and told ’em that you ought
to ’ave a ’Sistant, wot they calls a Curate
in the Old Country. A man can’t go on
year after year without repeatin’ ’imself!
And so I said. But they wouldn’t listen
to me.”

Mrs. McNider stepped timidly forward.

“T’ll beg ye to believe, Sir,” said she,
visibly trembling, “that I've had no
knowledge of that doccyment. I know

this—that minister or no minister, ye're
the last man to require stimulants, and
Andra should have known better than to
have put his hand to sic a letter.”

The mistake, which no one present was
competent to estimate properly as a poor
joke, though certainly not so intended,
brought a wave of unhealthy colour to the
minister’s face. He immediately broke
out into the Eleventh Psalm:

““For lo, the wicked bend their bow,
Their shafts on string they fit;

That those who upright are in heart
They privily may hit.”

Then he closed his eyes and lifted his
voice till it became a pleading groan,

“O Lord—in Thy mercy bear with me,
Thy poor human instrument; bear with
these people that they become not back-
sliders and recreant hearers of Thy Word.
Lord—be my Heavenly Witness that I
have striven for this people before Thy
face, lying at the foot of the throne, Yet
bless them, O Lord, in their families
in their work, on the sea in ships, at the
forge, in the fields, in the forest. Bless
even those who still bow down to ima
and idols. Turn their hearts to Thee
the only true God, and rescue them from
the perils of latter darkness and utter
confusion.”

He stopped almost as suddenly as he
had begun. Janet McCallister kept her
hand over her eyes as if in church, Then
he began again:

“We'll read together for the last time
in the First Epistle of Paul to the Thes-
salonians. ..... ‘For neither at any time
used I flattering words, as ye know, nor
a cloak of covetousness, God is Witnesg
Nor of man sought I glory. ... .. But I wa;
gentle among you, even as ga nurse
cherisheth her children. Remem
therefore, brethren, my labour and travai]'
as labouring night and day, I preached
unto you the Gospel of God—and that
;'):}1?:2, ---- And ye were my glory and my

He closed the Bible and set it reveren:
on the shelf. “And now, if ye please
declare the Exhibeetion open, and I ho,
ye'll all walk round and obsairve the—.
decorations, and help yersels and each
other to the cake—good Scotch short.
bread that’ll not hurt the youngest here,';

S ———————-
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With feelings of relief and curiosity,\
mingled with a slight contrition, the people
did as they were told, glad to be able to
gossip and exchange ideas. The minister
passed the plates of cake, described the
statues, explained the flags and displayed
the sketches, all in his usual grim manner.
That rare smile which so well became him
appeared only when he bent from his
great height to address the pretty daughter
of the McCallister.

“T’m thinking I've watched ye grow up,
Janet,” he said, looking wistfully at her.
#T know your age to the day. Ye'll not
give up the class when I'm gone?”

“But when are you going, Sir?” cried
Janet. They were standing a little apart
and her sister was pulling at her gown.

“T’ll be going—well, very soon,” said
he, with the Scotch dislike of a definite
statement.

“But how soon? Perhaps my father—
perhaps someone—Oh, isn’t there any-
body to help, cannot anything be done?
It’s so sudden!”

“The letter is just six weeks old. Not
so sudden after all. And it’s the new
minister, the nephew of old Andra, will
be with ye to-morrow.” ;

Her gaze fell once more on the carpet-
ba‘g‘You are going to-night!” she said
reproachfully. d :

“T was thinking of getting away in the
airly morning,” said he, qualifying the
remark—if it does not rain.”

Janet, too sorrowful to say more, took
her sister and went hurriedly home. The
McGallister dwelling was the chief place
in the neighbourhood, a comfortable gray-
stone manor-house of some antiquity,
asit had been the residence of the seigneur
of the district for many years. The
daughters of Duncan McCallister would
have money, therefore, chances in life—
education, travel, possibly good positions
in society. Janet was shortly to go to
Montreal, after that to Edinburgh, to
school. The McCallister was a promi-
nent, clever, progressive man, and would
soon be in Parliament.

So, as she did not wait for the close of
the entertainment, she did not assist ata
leave-taking of mixed emotions, nor hear
the vivid phraseology in which the min-
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ister delivered his farewell oration, ending
by presenting his various collections of
flags, statues, sketches, fossils, botanical
specimens and imperfectly stuffed birds
to the parish of Ste. Flavie d’Inverness.
Little regret was expressed. Even Tibbets
and Mrs. McNider felt relieved. The
minister was “dour” and “fey” to many
of his people. He had been there for
twenty-five years—it was a long time. He
would not have a servant, and it was not
fit that a minister of the Gospel should wash
his own linen and cook for himself all the
year round. Old Madeline de Courcy
who worked for the priest, or Tibbets’
Irish “help” would gladly have done for
him occasionally. But he was one who
would ““dree his weird” and gang his own
gait, and the general impression—that
things had got into a groove and that
any change would be desirable—was
allowed to remain. -

The company departed and the night
wore on. There was little to be done for
all his earthly goods were packed. He
opened his Bible and read long by the
light of a candle. Frequently he ejaculat-
ed aloud, and prayed for his detractors.
Great emotions held, thrilled him. He
was leaving a place he loved despite its
hardships, and the tears coursed down his
cheeks as he read. At twelve o’clock he
put out the light and composed himself
to sleep in his chair, for, as he had made
up the bed for his successor, it might not
be used.

Though the moon shone bright and
cold upon the window, and the waters of
the Gulf were beating with the thunder
of a full tide on the rocks behind the manse,
he slept soundly, with his gaunt face
turned to the road. So, had he had an
enemy, would he have been easy to kill.

But it was no enemy that stole along in
the moonlight, frightened of the open
high-road, three miles from her home, and
at the mercy of any loafing labourer or
drunken sailor. Janet McCallister came
to the window and screamed. Then she
ran back into the shade of a tree.

The Reverend Fergus awoke directly,
but as might have been expected of him,
never thought of looking out into the road.
He went to the back of the manse and
listened. The bay was white and glister-



318 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ing, and not a sail showed. The tide had
just turned and was flowing noisily out.
Close at hand, the one large boulder
loomed up hard and black and the gradu-
ated masses of stones and pebbles that
formed the curve of the inhospitable bay
were revealed distinctly as in a photograph
or stereoscopic view. Like a continuous
flashlight the moon poured out a steady
flood of pure white beams that served to
burn the scene more vividly into the brain
than the most glorious sunshine would
have done, because of the absence of haze
and cloudy vapours.

Satisfied that neither ship nor stranger
was in the vicinity and that the cry must
have reached him in his dreams, he found
some milk and drank it, and laid upon the
window-sill cup, saucer, and plate for his
successor. He saw the water in the kettle,
the wood stacked by the stove, the fire
ready for the match—before he turned to
leave. Then with the carpet-bag, the
stick, and the Bible in the outer pocket of
his drab linen overcoat, he left the manse.

“The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh
away—blessed be His Name! Thus I
came and thus I go, and may he who
comes after be as just to the poor man,
and as plain-spoken to the rich, and as
careful of the deeshes as I, Fairgus
McDougal!”’

He started, for a hand was laid on his
arm.

“Janet!” said the minister, with a
frown. “I doubt but that there is some-
thing amiss with ye at home! What are
ye doing here, out of your bed, at sic an
hour?”

“I—I came to see you,” said Janet
earnestly. “Don’t send me back! Let
me walk—walk to the station with you.”

“Six miles? It’s too far, lassie, too
far.”

“Then it’s too far for you. I am
young and a good walker—Oh, please!”

The minister shook his head.

‘““Tis not for you, Janet. As for me,
it’s a clear nicht and I’ll be liking it fine
once I am started.”

Janet had evidently more upon her
mind.

“It’s too bad!” she exclaimed ex-
citedly, clasping her hands on his arm.
“You—so good, so kind to these people,

these ungrateful, these ignorant people,
as many of them are, for I know—to be
sent away like this! If it is my father’s
doing I shall never forgive him. And
why cannot something be done, why
cannot I do something? I went home to
speak to my mother about it, and she
thinks you ought to appeal it, carry it
somewhere—I don’t understand, but I
thought I would tell you.”

He removed her hands and shook his
head.

“And that’s not for me, lassie—that’s
not for me. A younger man, maybe,
might stay and fight it out—but that’s
not for me. The matter is all settleq
by now; it was taken out of my hands
from the first. I'm fifty, Janet,” he saig
with his rare smile, and her heart sank.

“But I take it kindly of ye, Janet—ang
of your mother. And I am upheld by my
conviction that I have done my duty, given
the best of my manhood and of my talents
to this place, which now casts me off.
At first, T thought it shame to be in gq
small a place—there were only seven
families to minister to when I came, byt
soon I got to love it because my work ]
in it, as we do often by God’s wise order-
ing—and I have nothing to say against
the people, not even the French—poor
ignorant, priest-crammed folk, with one’
vairtue, Janet, they’re mostly sober.”

He talked on, forgetting the hour and
the girl by his side, yet she was ha
thus. A long life of solitary habit hag
rendered him innocently selfish, had
induced a solemn egoism in which he
was strongly wrapped.

“Ye’ll bear a message of brotherly
love to the McCallister for me——» he
was beginning, when a fog-horn sounded
across the bay. The night had changed
Large masses of cloud ruffled de]icately‘
at the edges, were rapidly obscuring the
sky, the moon was hidden. It looked as
if it might rain before morning. The

‘minister cast a hurried glance around

and for the second time that night

up the carpet-bag and stick. sk
“I must be off while it is clear,” said

he, “so it’s good-bye to ye, Janet, lass

Miss McCallister. To the new minister.

old McNider’s nephew, I wish him

weel—I wish him weel.”

P e —
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“And I shall hate him!” cried Janet,
with a break in her voice. ‘‘Hate him—
hate him—hate him! Oh—you’re not
really going! You don’t really mean
to go!” ;

Something in the broken sentences, in
the girlish, eloquent voice, stirred his
chivalrous side, never even remotely
touched before. He looked at her nar-
rowly, and for one moment, hope sprang
up in her maiden breast. The next,
che heard him say:

“Ye have a kind heart—and the
McCallister should be proud of his ain
daughter. He’s the same age as mysel’.
Maybe, if I had not come to this wilder-
ness by the sea, to Ste. Flavie d’Inver-
ness, but stayed in the Upper Province
and mixed with my kind—for I am a
college man, Janet, and took a fine
degree—I might have married, and even
had a daughter like you. That’ll be a
strange thought, you say! And if ye
were my ain daughter, what would I be
saying to ye now but this?—‘Janet—or
Janet McDougal, as your name would
be then—'tis almost two in the morning,
and you on the white, dusty high-road
from Ste. Evremonde de Kilkenny to
Ste. Flavie d’Inverness, talking to an
old fule of a minister and making his
flitting the harder, instead of being safe
in your ain bed at home. Go back,
lassie, go back.””

“T don’t want to go back,” sobbed
Janet. “Oh, I don’t think I careif I
never go back! And youll change. your
mind, perhaps! You’ll not really go.
Oh—please stay! I'm asking you to go
back, to remain with us and teach us
again and never, never go away, unless of
your own accord.

The minister seemed all at once to lose
his clerical reserve, his national caution,
his vague, halting, half-shy, half-grim
manner.

“T tell ye, Janet, lassie—ye’re making

my flitting the harder! Are ye like all*

the rest of the folk, thinking that because
I preach the Gospel on Sabbath, and
wear the black coat all the week,
that T am without a heart in my body,
a flicker of memory in my brain, a
grain of sense in my intellect? If
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so, ye’re wrang, Janet, ye're wrang.
How can a man, a minister of God’s
Word, stay after he’s cast out? How can
anyone stay where they are no longer
wanted ? Where there’s another chosen
and put over his head—ay, ye’ll be sitting
under him next Sabbath and it is Donald
McDonald is his name, the nephew
of old McNider. So I must go, Janet,
there’s no way out of it. No one must
ask me to stay. " It’s by the general wish
of the parish, and as such must be re-
speckit. But I'm no denying it’s a
wrench, ay, and a painful one. I have
a pain at my heart that will not let me
be.”

Janet was sobbing quite uncontrollably
now. The minister suddenly realised
the possible dangers that might overtake
this young and courageous heart, and his
somewhat narrow thoughts of self faded
away.

“Ye must do now as I bid ye,” he said
sternly. “Ye know well that the high-
road to Matane at two in the morning in
this wild light is no place for your father’s
daughter. I cannot let ye walk with
me to the station, nor must ye think of
going back to your home at this hour.
Ye’'ll just come back with me to the manse
and bide there till the dawn is well up.
Then ye can easily make your way home
and no one will say a word to ye. But
unless ye want to be the first to bid
Donald McDonald welcome, ve had
better get away before he comes. That’ll
be about seven o’clock.”

Her excitement had subsided at his tone
of authority. She let herself be guided
by him, and together they retraced their
way to the manse.

All would soon be over. In a moment
he would be going...... The moment
came. He was going.

“Stand up, Janet....I thank Thee, O
Lord, that Thou hast raised up one friend
in the day of my dire trouble. Out of
the mouths of babes and children hast
Thou perfected praise ere now. The
Lord lift up the light of His countenance
upon thee and give thee peace, now and
forever. Amen.”

She heard the door close and the uneven
step go down the narrow path. But
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before she could sink into his chair and
give herself up to tears, he was back,
outside at the window.

“Ye'll not forget the message of broth-
erly love to your father!” he said. “And
if ye get hungry—as ye may—ye’ll find
a bit candle and plenty of shortbread in
the cupboard. I left it for—him that’s
expeckit.”

This time he was actually gone.
could weep now.

“He wouldn’t let me walk to the
station with him,” she cried from her
aching heart, “and he doesn’t know that
I would walk to the end of the world with
him—if he’d only ask me, if he’d only ask
me!”

Let no one laugh at or deprecate the
lost illusions of youth. By reason of their
freshness, delicacy, intangibility, their
hopelessness is more bitter and their
evanescent beauty more precious than
when the passions overtake us in later
life. Janet could.only stay as she had

She
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promised, and sat on into the morning
with a “bit candle” by her side, still
weeping.

Meanwhile the new minister was near-
ing the scene of his future labours, and
finding only an uncomfortable “buck-
board” at the station, concluded to wait
till his relative, old McNider, should
drive him the six miles. = So this explains
why he was still in the waiting-room
when a tall, ungainly, shambling figure,
carrying a shabby carpet-bag and clad in a
drab linen overcoat, descended from a cart
and took the early express for the west.

The Reverend Fergus had been lucky
in getting a “‘lift” from a French labourer,
thus reaching his destination several hours
earlier than he had expected. So he passed
out of the life of the remote parish, Ste.
Flavie d’Inverness, which was now
about to wake up and be “progressive,»
But he never quite passed out of the
heart and recollection of Janet McCal-
lister.

A Holiday O’er

BY MINNIE EVELYN HENDERSON

THERE are hazy mists where I lie and dream,
And the scented hours flow swiftly by,
So full of an iridescent gleam,’
As the nodding flowers flash in between,
When down the sun shoots a dancing beam,
Through the latticed leaves that gently sigh.

I have filled my heart with happy store;
I have lived to learn to love it all.

But the long, white road lies stretched before,
So I softly close the cool, green door:

“Farewell, farewell,” lest I come no more,
For the long, white road has giv’n my call.

And I must plod in the dusty way;
But I shall see in the weary hours
A glimpse of green in a treasured day,
The low, broad fields of the sweet mown hay,
The bare-footed children at their play,
And the breath, ah! the breath of the flowers.




The Two Colonels

By WILLIAM HARRISON

The removal of the old Moodie residence .at Richmond Hill recalls
an important incident of the Rebellion of 1837.

THE OLD MOODIE HOMESTEAD AT RICHMOND HILL

HE demolition of the old Moodie
T homestead at Richmond Hill to
give way to a branch of 1119_,\.Ietro.—
politan Electric Railway, sacrificing it
to the unfortunate necessities of a
utilitarian age, removes one more of the
few remaining landmarks incident to an
epoch in Canadian history that is growing
in significance year by yeur#t.he Rebellion
of 1837. A Loyalist meeting to con-
sider portending emergencies was held in
this house on December 4th, 1837, seventy
years ago. Among those present were
Col. Moodie (who was shot dead that
very night) and Col. Bridgford.

The efforts of a large branch of the Can-
adian people to rid themselves of the
abuses of those days and the causes and
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consequences of the uprising
are so well known to every
student of Canadian history
that we need only refer to
what suits our purpose.

Wm. Lyon Mackenzie by
his writings and speeches
had raised the enthusiasm of
his sympathisers up to the
fighting point. The air was
filled with rumours of im-
pending “something” that it
was incumbent upon every
loyal citizen to resist. The
arrangements of the insur-
gents were that active meas-
ures were to begin on De-
cember 7th. The Mackenzie
party were to assemble at
Montgomery’s Hotel on Yonge Street and
proceed to the city where they expected
large reinforcements; march to the City
Hall, seize the arms, garrison, banks, the
Governor, etc., etc. The whole ill-
starred movement fell through by having
too many leaders.

Through an order given, unknown to
Mackenzie, Lount and his men came
from the north three days too soon, and
arrived at Richmond Hill on December
4th, armed with pike-poles, ancient
muskets, rusty rifles and anything else
that could be converted into war material.
That morning Col. Bridgford strolled over
from the farm to “The Hill”’ in quest of
the latest news, and was immediately
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arrested by Lount as an adherent of the
Family Compact.

Lount and Bridgford had been school-
mates, and apart from politics were on
friendly terms. Bridgford was offered his
liberty if he would go straight home. He
agreed, and did so, but hearing that it was
the intention of the invaders to take the
city that night, he became very uneasy
and, notwithstanding Mrs. Bridgford’s
most earnest entreaties with him to stay
at home, he crossed over to Col. Moodie’s
house and found the Colonel in consulta-
tion with Capt. Stewart. Parties on the
look-out had brought word that the in-
surgents had placed a guard across
Yonge Street at Montgomery’s hotel to
intercept any who might endeavour to
inform the city. Moodie and Bridgford at
once decided to ride through the guard
and apprise the Government.

Just as the two Colonels had come to the
conclusion to mount their horses and
away, Mrs. Moodie appeared upon the
scene with an emphatic protest. To Mrs.
Moodie, as to Mrs. Bridgford, there ap-
pears to have been a vivid presentiment of
danger, which prompted immediate action.
The lady had been taking in the situation

COL. BRIDGFORD

One of,the ““I'wo Colonels.” A portrait of Col,
Moodie has not been available.

with an attentive ear behind a half-open
door. ‘“Moodie shall not g0,” was an
imperative declaration that demanded
attention. Moodie and his fellow-officers
never feared the face of man in peace or
war. ~ But this was a woman.  Belligerent
conditions were different. A fusilade of
feminine artillery had not been provided
for in their code of military tactics.
Hostilities were useless. Conciliatory
measures were resorted to. Duty and
necessity were strongly urged. The
parley ended in a compromise. Col.
Bridgford became surety for Moodie’s
safe return, and Moodie was to be guided
by Bridgford’s advice.

Had Mrs. Moodie persisted in her pro-
test that day there might have been one
tragedy less in Canada’s struggle for
responsible government. The officers
mounted their horses and rode to save
the city from the spoiler.

As they neared the hotel they saw the
guard across the road. The “Patriots, »
who were assembled in large numbers,
presented a rather formidable aspect.
Bridgford, with his characteristic pru-
dence, suggested a longer but a safer route,
Moodie replied that he was too old a
soldier to play the coward. Firing his
pistols right and left he made a dash
toward the guard. The moon shone
brightly upon him, presenting a target too
tempting to be resisted. In the excite-
ment some one fired, and Moodie fell,
The wounded man was taken into the
hotel, where he expired in a coupleof hours,
Dr. Scadding remarked that it seems a
strange fatality that a brave and efficient
officer in the regular army should pass
through all the dangerous experiences of
battles that have brought about important
results in the history of nations and
finish his military career in a skirmish in
a colonial quarrel. :

Col. Moodie fills a soldier’s grave in
the Church of England at Thornhil],
The marble slab bears the following jn-
scription:

Sacred to the Memory
of

L1EUTENANT-COLONEL, ROBERT Moobig
Late of the 104th Regiment, :

who on the night of the 4th Dec,, 1837
was shot by a party of Rebels :
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while on his way to Toronto to
give information to
Government
of their intended attack
upon that city

As soon as Moodie fell,
Bridgford, who had a young
horse, rode around the hotel,
leaping the fences,and, though
fired at several times, suc-
ceeded in reaching Yonge
Street on the south side of
the tavern. On his way
to the city he fell in with
Powell, who was afterwards Mayor of
Toronto. Powell and Bridgford were
the first to reach Government House.
His Excellency Sir Francis Bond Head,
when aroused in the middle of the night,
was extremely incredulous of the uprising,
and said to Bridgford: “You country
gentlemen are easily alarmed.”

“Easily alarmed or not,” replied
Bridgford, “ the rebels will be down on the
town in two hours.”

The Governor then told them to order
the bells to be rung. This was the first
alarm given to the city of the impending
danger.

In the arrangements for the defence,
Col. Bridgford was commissioned by Col.
Fitzgibbon to raise volunteers for immedi-
ate active service. Before starting on his
mission it was agreed that if on his way
north he should get into any difficulty
Bridgford was to signal by displaying a
silk handkerchief. This subsequently
proved of service, for shortly afterwards
he and his assistant, Mr. Perine Lawrence,
were taken prisoners by the Mackenzie
party near Montgomery’s. The Colonel,
seeing a chance for his man, secretly
handed him his papers and Lawrence
made good his escape.

As soon as Bridgford was taken prisoner
a consultation was held and it was decided
to execute him as a spy. Mr. David Gib-
son, the well-known land surveyor, whose
residence was burned by the Government
forces, suggested that he be held as a
prisoner of war, became his security, and
saved the Colonel’s life.

With several other prisoners, Bridgford
was relegated to the ballroom of the
Montgomery Hotel, and placed under a
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guard. Here he was interviewed by
Mackenzie himself, who asked him the
latest news. The Colonel replied that
he (Mackenzie) ought to have it as he
had stopped the mails.

Mackenzie then said: “Do you know
what is to be done with you?”

Bridgford said *“No.”

“You are to be shot to-morrow at 12
o’clock; have you any request to make??”

Bridgford answered that he had but one,
and that was that the execution be deferred
until 2 o’clock.

“Why this delay?” asked Mackenzie.

“Because,” was the reply, “you will
then have enough to do to look after your
own life without attending to mine.”

When the troops from the city, led by
McNab, Fitzgibbon and Jarvis, with an
overwhelming force, appeared, the silk
handkerchief was hung from the south
window of the hotel, and the Loyalists
fired their shot clear of the room where
the prisoners were confined. The “Pa-
triots” were unable to maintain their
ground, a general stampede ensued, the
hotel was burned, and the seat of war
transferred elsewhere.

The house whence the two Colonels
started, as well as the farm of 200 acres
on which it stood, was owned by Col.
Moodie, who was a half-pay officer in the
regular army, having been Lieutenant-
Colonel in the 1o04th Regiment. He dis-
tinguished himself as an able officer in
the Peninsular War, under the Duke of
Wellington. He was also engaged in
active service during the war of 1812.
Like many of his fellow-officers he had
retired from military service in order to
enjoy domestic comforts and farm life.
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One of his daughters was married to Col.
Halkett, aide-de-camp to His Excellency
Sir Francis Bond Head.

Of Colonel Bridgford we are able
to say more. His name is to be
found among the earliest records of
the village of Richmond Hill. He was
born in New York City in 1792. His
father was the owner of a vessel which
plied between New York and Greenock,
Scotland, each passage occupying two
months. Having drawn a large sum of
money from the bank, the father was
murdered and his body found at the foot
of Broadway. The widow came to Can-
ada, bringing with her the son David,
then a lad of seven years. Arriving at
York (now Toronto) they put up at the
McDougall Hotel, kept by the grand-
parents of the late Hon. Wm. McDougall.
Their next trip was to Richmond Hill,
then not out of the woods; their convey-
ance an ox-cart; their right of way an axe,
and the time two days from “York” to
“The Hill.” Mrs. Bridgford then mar-
ried Mr. Robt. Marsh, the first of the
Marsh family, whose members have been
prominent in local affairs for nearly a
century.

The family was not long settled before
there was something to do. The war of
1812 was declared on the 18th June, and
a draft made on every available man.
Young Bridgford in his dilemma went to
Dr. (afterwards Bishop) Strachan, who
shrewdly advised him to avoid the draft by
joining the volunteers. Men were badly
wanted at the front. On the 29th July
a detachment of volunteers under com-
mand of Colonel Allen were ordered to
be in readiness for active service, and to
be at the head of the lake for equipment.
Among them the name of D. Bridgford
is recorded, who subsequently was on
active service. He was at Detroit when
Hull, the American general, surrendered
and signed the capitulation. To the end
of his life the Colonel wore upon his breast
a silver medal, struck in commemoration
of that Canadian victory. On the 27th
April, 1813, Bridgford was at the fort
at York waiting for orders when the
magazine blew up, blowing into the air
two hundred of the Americans with their
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commander, Pike, and several of the
British garrison as they were vacating
the fort. Among those who were so
suddenly compelled to take an aerial
flight was Col. Bridgford, who was picked
up for dead and placed in a wheelbarrow
ambulance for burial. On the way sus-
pended animation returned. He lived to
do service for his country at Fort Erie,
Chippewa and Lundy’s Lane.

Col. Bridgford survived his adventures
for many years, and was engaged in agri-
cultural pursuits. In 1850 he was elected
councillor for the township of Vaughan,
He was deputy-reeve from 1852 to 1858,
when he succeeded Squire Gamble as
reeve of the township. The Colonel
died in 1868 at the age of seventy-five
years. His remains lie in the village
cemetery.  Col. Bridgford’s daughter,
Mrs. D. C. O’Brien, a highly esteemed
and intelligent lady with a memory as
tenacious as Hansard, and an excellent
conversationalist, to whom the writer is
indebted for much of the information con-
tained in this narrative, died August 24th,
19o6. Her remains were brought from
Toronto and placed beside those of her
father.

To Mrs. O’Brien, Moodie’s was a
familiar face. In her girlhood days she
was quite an equestrienne. Out for g
ride one afternoon she was overtaken by
the Colonel, who jocularly challenged hey
to race to a certain point in the distance.
The young lady at once urged her steed to
a gallop. The Colonel to his surprise
found that frequent application of the
spurs were necessary to enable him to
keep alongside. The Colonel, however
gallantly allowed Miss Bridgford to read:
the goal a length ahead.

Col. Bridgford’s military mantle fell op
his youngest son, Mr. D. B. Bridgford
who left Richmond Hill when abou;
twenty _years of age for Richmon
Virginia. There he joined the army
before the breaking out of the civil war
and afterwards did considerable Servi(;e’
in the Confederate camp. He was pro-
moted to the rank of major, and subse.
quently was aide-de-camp to Genera)
Stonewall Jackson. At the funeral of the
famous Confederate General, Major D).
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B. Bridgford, by the choice of
his fellow-officers, represented
the army. He fought among
the “ Boys in Gray” until the
close of the war.

Doubtless there are many
persons who would like to
see the memory of a land-
mark like the old Moodie
residence and its associations
perpetuated in some way.

The Historical Associations
of Toronto have brought their
influence to bear upon the
civic authorities that they have
planted memorial stones in many spots
where the last relics of important events
in the history of the city are fast becoming
obliterated by the ever-advancing utili-
tarian tendency of the age. The earnest
efforts of those who are now endeavouring
to perpetuate as long as possible the re-
mains of the Old Fort and its surroundings
will merit the gratitude of the lovers of
history in generations to come. There
are historic spots in many of our cities,
towns and villages, and “the powers that
be” should not allow them to pass into
oblivion. A knowledge of the spot where
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originated some discovery, or where was
the scene of some remarkable event in the
past that has had much to do with the
development of our present surroundings,
isa great factor in riveting the record on the
memory.

The Moodie residence was erected by
one of the early settlers, Dr. Reed, in 1820.
For many years before and after the
tragic end of its next owner, Col. Moodie,
there stood in front of the residence, as an
outside evidence of the loyalty within,
a tall flagstaff from which the Union Jack
floated in the breeze on every national
holiday. ;
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Up the Far-Famed Saguenay

By MARY S.

WILLIAMS

A picturesque description of a trip that possesses peculiar |
national characteristics.

lated prelude to the magnifi-
cent scenery in store when,
some 130 miles downward
from Quebec, its great
northern tributary, “the far.
famed Saguenay,” is reached,
To the southward, pale-
hued in the distance, lie
the hills of Notre Dame.
The region of the Lower
St. Lawrence is replete with
a charm of atmosphere alj
its\ own, and characteristic
of no other spot on earth.
The very names of the places

TRINITY ROCK, SAGUENAY RIVER

ROM whatsoever point, by rail or

boat, the tourist starts to take the
Saguenay trip, he does not feel directly
en  route for his destination until
seated, some midsummer morning about
eight o'clock, on the deck of one of
the staunch R. and O. steamers which
run from Quebec during the height of
the season.

Behind looms the grim, gray bluff,
citadel-crowned, before which the world-
wide steamers drop anchor ere they pass
onward into the heart of Canada. In
front stretches the broad expanse of the
St. Lawrence; salt now, and widening
gradually, but steadily, as it pursues its
seaward course. For miles along its
northern bank run the Laurentian Moun-
tains—an austere and massive chain,
forming, as it were, an agreeably modu-
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are picturesque and sug-
gestive: ‘“Baie de St. Paul,”
“Les Eboulements,” «S¢.
Irénée,” “Cap a L’Aigle,” “Murray
Bay,” and “Riviere du Loup.” Here
one sees the native French-Canadian
element thrown in striking foil against
the gay-gowned summer throngs attracted

ONE OF THE SIGHTS OF THE SAGUENAY
TRIP. A GROUP OF CALECHES
AT QUEBEC

e A —



A VIEW OF

thither by the beauty of scenery and in-
vigorating air. The great flanks of the
wharves are discoloured with the embrace
of many tides. The ropes creak and
strain over the landing posts to hold the
struggling steamer. There is a glimpse
of narrow, mountainous roads running
corkscrew-wise into the sky; of cottages
perched in perilous rocky footholds; of a
fashionable hotel flaunting its palatial
structure atop some beetling river-bluff,
and of quaint two-wheeled caléches—a
relic of old French Canada, much patron-

TADOUSAC

ised by tourists; for a caléche drive, in a
country which is mainly “up hill and
down dale,” with a habitant Jehu on
the front seat, is an experience unique
of its kind throughout the hemispheres.
Romance still lingers, primitive and
unabashed, in this Lower St. Lawrence
district, and the Saguenay-bound tourist
may count himself defrauded if he does
not encounter, during the course of his
pilgrimage, at least one native bridal
couple. On a breezy midsummer day,
a few seasons back, the writer, in com-

A TYPICAL VIEW ON THE LOWER SAGUENAY
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OLD INDIAN CHURCH AT TADOUSAC

pany with other passengers on the
Saguenay-bound steamer Carolina, watch-
ed the movements of such a pair, to the
no small gratification of the principals—
be it said—for a French-Canadian couple
on their honeymoon trip, so far from
striving to conceal their felicity, glory in
its display. The girl was pale and interest-
ing, with a pretty childish face, and big
dark eyes. She was gowned in some cling-
ing mauve-coloured material, with frills
and boa of dove-gray chiffon. Both
hands were clasped tightly around a huge
“mixed” bouquet. Her hat was heavy
with artificial orange blossoms, and a long
spray of the same was caught

while she, tired and excited from much
sight-seeing in Quebec, petulantly in-
sisted upon going on deck. The red
lips pouted dangerously, but the difficulty
was finally settled in the I)ridegro()m%
favour, and without great apparent
infelicity on the part of the vanquished.

A little native village, flat on the river's
rim—its guardian church spire graceful
above the rest—came presently into view,
and we leaned over the steamer rail to
watch our bridal couple disembark, arm
in arm. The punctilious young hushand
assisted his bride to the narrow foothold
leading up the side of the wharf, while he
endeavoured, still holding her hand, to
clamber up the slippery middle partition
rendered almost perpendicular by reason
of the low tide. There ensued a wild
commingling of silk hat, dapper boots,
and swallow-tail, and a final glimpse of
a dark-eyed French-Canadian girl laugh-
ing as only such an one can, without
offence, on such occasions.

About sunset the first day out from
Quebec, the Saguenay steamer beats
diagonally across the St. Lawrence from
Riviere du Loup, and one trains one’s
eyes expectantly back and forth across
the opposing mountain barrier to catch
the first faint indentation, which means
Tadousac and the mouth of the Saguenay.

Strong and salt from up the distant

through her hair, low-down,
and hung loosely over one
shoulder.

The bridegroom was a
dapper little man—French-
Canadian to the core, from
his slightly-pockmarked face,
to the tall silk hat, lemon-
coloured gloves, swallow-
tailed coat, and miniature
cane which he swung with
careless grace.

It was evident that even
thus early a clash of indi-
vidualities had occurred.
The gallant bridegroom was
impatient to take up perma-
nent quarters in the stuffy
cabin, with his arm around
the conscious bride’s waist;

MURRAY BAY, SHOWING THE MANQCIR RICHELIE:

A




UP THE FAR-FAMED SAGUENAY

Gulf comes the breath of the sea. The

ngers brace themselves against it, and
pace the deck in groups of two or three,
stung to action by its invigorating lash.
Soon a dark-cleft in the mountain front
becomes visible, and the conflicting waters
of the St. Lawrence and Saguenay meet
in a strenuous embrace. They grapple
till the waves stand upright, thrown on
their haunches by the force of the en-
counter; then as the quieter shoreward
waters are gained, there steals out—so
warm, so sweet, so subtle—the breathing
of the fir woods.

Of a sudden, it grows dark—sullen,
uncompromising nightfall, with no twi-
light, and after what seems an endless
while of swerving and manceuvring,
there’s a spangle of lights like the glitter
on a lady’s ball dress, and in the curve
of the bay Tadousac crouches by the
water’s edge.

Whether one wears away half the night
on deck watching the moon coquet with
the fearsome crags which line the sombre
entrance to the Saguenay; or yields, un-
conditionally, to the dreamless slumber
engendered by the heavy fragrance of the
fir trees—while through the steamer’s
framework the patient heart of the engine
throbs—throbs—is largely a matter of age,
temperament, and constitution.  But,
however this may be, one’s first waking
impression is, doubtless, of someone
pounding on the stateroom door to say
that if one hurries one can see
Chicoutimi.

Chicoutimi is a thriving manufacturing
town at the junction of the Chicoutimi
and Saguenay rivers. The name is Cree
Indian, meaning: “Thus far it is deep,”
and is appropriately bestowed, since the
Saguenay is broken by turbulent rapids
a few miles above. Here, therefore, the
steamer turns to retrace her course by
daylight. The first noteworthy point on
the return trip is “Ha! Ha! Bay,” a
Jarge inlet seven miles wide, and nine in
length, into which, in the early days of
New France, some French voyageurs

hed the prow of their vessel supposing
it to be the main channel of the Saguenay.
“Ha! Ha!” was their laughing exclama-
tion when they discovered themselves
landlocked.

4
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Posted conspicuously in the corridors
of the Saguenay boats, are notices strictly
prohibiting the taking of berth rugs out
of the staterooms; but, after the manner
of most prohibitory placards, this one
suffers infringement. Seated tranquilly
in a quiet corner of the deck, warmly
ensconced in one’s own personal steamer
rug, a stateroom window near by will be
heard to stealthily open, and a berth rug
makes an unceremonious exit through the
aperture, and is projected upon the deck
chair just beneath. Presently the per-
petrator of the deed saunters, in the most
casual manner possible, around the deck,
and proceeds to wrap herself luxuriously
in the tabooed property.

This incident naturally brings the
question of temperature to the fore. For
obvious reasons midsummer is the ac-
cepted season for taking the Saguenay
trip, but even then one is forewarned that
it will be cold—a circumstance upon
which the traveller reflects complaisantly,
with the thermometer registering go°
in the shade. “Up the Saguenay” in
reality, however, such a prediction is
verified with alarming accuracy. Canny
folk pack winter furs in their steamer
trunks when contemplating the Saguenay
trip; but to the unfortunates who go ill-
prepared, the most alluring visions which
present themselves are of the warm wraps
which they might have brought.

Those untamed mountain winds were
never bred to mildness. They pound the
blood stiff in the cheeks; they beat the
muscles numb, and the fair tourist in gay
headgear is meekly grateful for the snug-
fitting cap proffered by some sympathetic
gentleman of her party. But it is a
bracing, exhilarating cold, if adequate
preparations have been made, and an
unfailing stimulus to a flagging appetite.

The real Saguenay blueberries, as far-
famed within a wide radius as is the river
itself, occupy a prominent place on
the August menu. Blueberry corn-cake,
blueberry biscuits, blueberry fritters,
blueberry pudding, “tea-cake,” warm,
with blueberries scattered through it like
currants, and big saucers of fresh-gathered
blueberries, to be eaten with sugar and
cream, comprise a few of the favoured
methods of utilising the luscious fruit.
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Alongshore, at a certain stage of the trip,
appear the bushes themselves—scraggy,
unkempt objects, nurtured in desolation.
Fresh fish in unlimited variety, served
with delicious sauces, and seasonable
dainties of other descriptions, also con-
stitute a feature of the bill of fare—if one
goes to work aright.

Theoretically, the Canadian conscience
rebels at the tipping system; but despite
the fact that Canadian waiters receive
good salaries from their employers, they
are gradually forcing the practice upon
the public. It is humiliating, to say the
least, to order a favourite dish from the
bill of fare, only to be stolidly informed
that the supply is exhausted, and a few
minutes later to behold the self-same waiter
deferentially bring the self-same dainty to
your smiling neighbour opposite. Almost
insensibly one’s prejudices suffer a relapse.
One tips with the merriest, and fares
accordingly.

Like Bunyan’s pilgrim hero, the aver-
age tourist is “hard put to it,” in attempt-
ing to describe the wonders of the Sague-
nay. Barring the Ottawa, it is the most
important tributary of the St. Lawrence—
a dark and awesome river, sixty-eight
miles in length, and varying from one to
two and one-half miles in width, flowing
through a gigantic chasm of the moun-
tains as through a mammoth chimney
where the winds hold high carnival.
There may be times when its waters know
quietness, but mostly they are black as
midnight, chafing in great troubled waves
flecked with foam, where the steamer’s
prow cuts spray like frozen tears. From
each brink of the river rise precipices of
syenite and gneiss, clothed only with
stunted birchesand tall, pinched fir trees,
which stand aloft in scathed and riven
majesty, mutely testifying to the elemental
conflicts which have racked their limbs
since ancient times, “before England was
known, or the name of Christianity
understood.”

Sometimes the white filament of a
stream crawls slowly over sheer breaks
of rock and writhes, snake-like, into the
river. No plumb-line can fathom its
depth. No birds frequent the fastnesses
along its shores. The modern steamer
with its freight of eager globe-trotters is
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as alien a note in the landscape as if g
houseboat of adventurers had gotten
astray upon some sombre Styx. It js
hard to realise that just beyond that
mountain barrier lie fertile farm lands,
railroads, and the evidences of many
industries.

It generally happens that soon after
leaving Ha! Ha! Bay, the passenger least
acquainted with the geography of the
surroundings circulates the report that
Cape Trinity is approaching; and like
children in pursuit of a street organ, the
throng of sight-seers surges, en masse, to
the forward deck to secure good posts of
observation, for among the many marvels
of the Saguenay, Capes Trinity and Etern-
ity are by far the most noteworthy. Bug
endless rounds of discussion and con-
jecture have time to die away and be
revived again before—long after the first
alarm was given—the great triple-crowned
promontory looms into view.

From far away, on the lowest mighty
heave of the cape, the passenger notices
a slim upright line, resembling the trunk
of a white-barked sapling. When the
steamer comes sufficiently near he sees
clearly. 2

High and alone, in the heart of tha
wild scene, her hands clasped on her
breast, her back to the mighty mountain,
her face to the river, stands the pure
girlish form of the Virgin. Even to hold..
ers of an alien creed, that slim white
figure seems to cast over the fearsome-
ness of the surroundings a spell of Peace
and assurance, symbolic of “the et
calm of an invulnerable faith.” The
statue is thirty-five feet high, and is at-
tached to a small platform by means of
strong cables.

Cape Trinity reaches a height of 1,700
feet. Cape Eternity is more than I00
feet higher. They are separated by g
bay also bearing the name “Eternity,»
By inches, as it seems, the steamer cree
closer until she is opposite the base of
Qape ’I“rinity. With a feeling akin to
disappointment we tell ourselyes that jt
Is not, after all, so Stupendous. Byt
when we swing into Eternity Bay, and
crawl toward the great flank of the ca
the wonder tingles over us. The water
is black and very still, with an ominoug

et g i
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glitter as of jet. We seem as close to the
huge precipice as prudence would allow,
but still the steamer creeps nearer, nearer,
while the wonderful markings on the rock
begin to stand out; broad streaks and
beltings of gray, tan, yellow, white, cream,
and inky black, combined and shaded in
a manner which no painting or word-
description could ever hope to portray.

When, finally, the monstrous structure
appears to be an arm’s length away, the
steamer stops dead. A steward comes
forward with a bucket of rough pebbles,
and the men among the passengers who
are acquainted with this time-honoured
custom, throw off their coats, roll up their
shirt sleeves, and begin to cast the stones
at the cape apparently so near. Invari-
ably they fail their mark. Their ammuni-
tion has the appearance of falling in the
very shadow of the steamer itself—so
erroneous is the conception of distance.
The throwers are plainly putting forth
all their strength; their faces flushed
with exercise and chagrin, the muscles on
their arms standing out. Someone, wil-
fully confounding the names of the two
capes, boasts that he has “flung a stone
into Eternity,” but there is no corrobor-
ating evidence from the bystanders.

Before leaving Eternity Bay it is cus-
tomary to sound the steamer whistle that
the passengers may hear the famous echo.
Clear and fine as notes from silver strings,

-toned as a cathedral bell, it rings from

k to cradled crag; is caught, held for

an instant, then hurled on again, and

never allowed to rest until the whole

mountain side is awake, quivering and

reverberating with the multiplied volume
of sound.

From Cape Eternity to Tadousac, the
river winds continually. It is a lovely
channel. Great heads of rock jut for-
ward in their desire to meet across the
water which sternly separates them.
Fresh panoramas appear at every turn.
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Sometimes the gray sail of a fisherman’s
boat, on a grayer stretch of water, cuts
into the blue, or a long, red sawmill
sullies the primeval landscape with its
venturesome trail of smoke.

Tadousac is a quaint and historic
village. Tourists frequently spend the
entire summer there, and the Saguenay
boats stop long enough to enable their
passengers to traverse the rambling old
place—centre of the fur trade and of the
Christian faith, in the days of Champlain;
as early as 1639, the seat of a Jesuit mis-
sion. Near the steamboat landing is the
Government salmon hatchery, where the
fishymay be viewed in every stage of de-
velopment, from spawn to lolling, full-
grown salmon, ripe for freedom,

In the}Tadousac of to-day there is
something, at least, which holds identity
with the past—the little old Indian
church. A bark-covered hut formed the
first mission chapel. In 1648 a more
substantial building supplanted this
makeshift, and in 1750 the present church
was built, a fair-sized structure of gray
stone, whose only outward adornment is
the Symbol of Redemption.

It was raining, soft as a mist of tears,
as our steamer emerged from the mouth
of the Saguenay upon the broad bosom
of the St. Lawrence. On the Laurentian
side, bright twisted knots of lightning
were playing high among the hills, leav-
ing the river exempt. In our wake, a
mirage of rocky islets floated in a purple
halo. Above us circled myriads of sea
gulls, heavenly white and fair. A priest
of Rome, with bent head and moving lips,
paced the deck; while from the lee-side
of the steamer came snatches of conversa-
tion from an American tourist party.

“The Hudson?....Oh, of course, the
Hudson is beautiful, but (a welcome
tribute from our friends across the border)
to fully appreciate it, one would have to
see it before going up the Saguenay.”
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The Obliging Mr. Parker

By R. STORRY DEANS

A true tale of Scotland Yard, the action of which takes
the reader to Canada.

FRANK SALMONBY was a broker
in the city, where his father had

" been a broker before him. From these

facts it may be inferred that Frank
Salmonby was in comfortable circum-
stances. His father had left him £50,000
and an excellent business; and his pretty
villa at Blackheath was presided over by
the prettiest, most charming, and most
amiable of wives. If some of Frank’s
friends and acquaintances envied him his
lot, how much more did the ladies of
Blackheath sigh as they contemplated the
felicity of Mrs. Salmonby! What more
could any woman wish for than a husband
young, stalwart, handsome, devoted, pop-
ular—and rich?

But one day Blackheath received a
shock. The men ceased to envy the
young broker. The women began to
shake their heads and say, after the man-
ner of the sex in all ages, that they had
“thought so all along,” and to wonder
whether Mrs. Salmonby’s last diamond
bracelet was paid for. That lady obstin-
ately kept within doors.

What had happened was an event not
by any means unprecedented. Frank
Salmonby had made up his mind, at an
early period of his career, that the life of
a country squire was preferable to that of
a city broker. He set himself to amass
a specific sum of money. When this had
been accumulated he intended to buy an
estate in the country, hand over his busi-
ness to his managing clerk, and say
good-bye to Threadneedle Street for ever.
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Ere long, however, he found how difficult
it was to make money nowadays. Trye.
he could make three or four thousand a,.
year at his business; and this, with the
interest from his £s50,000, gave him an
excellent income; but he liked to live well
and what with his Blackheath house an(i
his yacht on the Colne, and his little shoot
in Wiltshire, he found it difficult to lay
by more than £1,000 a year. At this rate
obviously, the £250,000 would never bé
reached in his lifetime; and, indeed, he
would be an old man before he had put
together even the half of the desired
fortune.

Now Frank Salmonby was not content
to grind in the city all his days, and at
last he made up his mind that if he would
get rich quickly he must take risks—in
short, he must speculate. He had friends
on other markets than his own; so he set
his wits to work to find out good things,»
At first he was cautious and risked only
a thousand or so. The ¢ good things»
came off, and he netted £10,000 in g
month.

Emboldened now, and confident in hijs

‘own judgment, the young broker almogt

gave up his old-fashioned and legitimate
brokerage business, and began to specu-
late right and left. Soon he had on his
hands a gamble in Kaffirs, a speculation
in South American rails, and a flutter in
the cotton market. He was quite con-
fident they were all “good things,” ang
made up his mind to gain £100,000 before
three months were up. But trouble ip
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South Africa sent the Kaffirs down with
a run; the South American rails an-
nounced diminished traffics and fell several
points; and, worst of all, cotton broke,
as cotton sometimes does. Ere long
Frank Salmonby had lost every sixpence
he had in the world and a good deal more
besides.

All this was merely folly; but worse
was to come. The prosperous young
broker had been asked some time pre-
viously to become trustee of a marriage
settlement, having as his co-trustee an
elderly man who left the management of
the trust in his young colleague’s hands.
At the moment of his ruin, and before
the publication of his default, Salmonby
forged his co-trustee’s name to a number
of deeds and transfers, realised about
£10,000 of the trust money, and then
disappeared. He had a fortnight’s start,
for it took that time for the news of his
ruin to leak out. The co-trustee made
inquiries, the forgery was discovered, and
a warrant was issued.

But Frank Salmonby had vanished,
leaving not a wrack behind.

Scotland Yard telegraphed to every

rt and to its secret service men all
over the world; but no trace of the miss-
ing broker could be found. Meanwhile,

retty Mrs. Salmonby continued to live
at Blackheath until the creditors came
down and sold the furniture. Then she
went off to Streatham, to her mother’s.
All this time she was being watched by
Scotland Yard, and one fine day she was
observed to enter a cab that was piled up
with luggage and drive to Euston. A
detective travelled in the same train to
Liverpool, and saw the lady embark on
a liner for New York.

A cipher telegram to an agent in Am-
erica was enough to ensure that Mrs.
Salmonby, who had changed her name to
Brooks, was met on landing and carefully
watched to her destination—Snowhattan,
a village on the border of Canada, an
out-of-the-way place only to be found on
the very largest maps. Here the lady
took lodgings—under the name of Mrs.
Turner this time—and settled down to a
solitary, quiet life.

The secret-service agent who followed
her expected her to be met, or at any rate
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soon joined, by her husband, but he was
disappointed. Moreover, a thorough in-
quiry satisfied the agent that Frank
Salmonby was not in Snowhattan at all,
and never had been. Wherefore, after
waiting about for a fortnight or so, the
agent returned to his normal occupation
of spying on the Fenians in New York,
having first reported to London his failure
to discover anything of the forger’s where-
abouts.

Scotland Yard, however, was not dis-
posed to give up the chase. The chief
called to him Tounsell, known to the
swell-mobsmen of Loondon as “the Sailor,”
and, explaining to him the state of affairs,
ordered him to set out for Snowhattan by
the first boat. Tounsell was n\)thing loth.
He had lived some three years of an
adventurous life in the United States, and
therefore knew his ground. Next day
“the Sailor” was pacing the deck of the
City of New York.

1I

Snowhattan was not a lively place. It
possessed a single store, which was also
the post office; an hotel of sorts, and
two meeting-houses. One train a day
connected it with civilisation, and by this
train visitors occasionally came to Snow-
hattan—usually “drummers,” bent on
selling dry-goods to the store or machinery
to the farmers.

One day, at the end of the autumn,
there emerged from the cars a couple of
drummers and a tall, handsome, devil
may-care looking fellow who spoke Amer-
ican with a strong English accent. Eng-
lish he was, so he told his fellow-travellers,
though he had been in the States a year or
two. He talked glibly enough of New
York, where he had filled a post in a
store; but he was tired of shops and
counters and had come out to Snowhattan
with a view of getting employment on the
land. The drummers strongly advised
him to return to New York, as he would
find no work on the land in the winter.
But the stranger was hopeful of coming
across some farmer who would at least
give him his keep until the spring came
round.

Next morning the Englishman strolled
into the store and gave his name as Parker.
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Could the storekeeper tell him of any
employment that was to be had. The
storekeeper had heard of the stranger
from the two drummers, and promptly
informed him that no farmer would en-
gage help at the beginning of winter.
Parker’s face fell. A desultory chat en-
sued, and soon it appeared that the store-
keeper was a brother Mason. The bond
was strong enough to cause the kind-
hearted American to suggest that the
stranger should stay with him until
spring and help in the store in return for
his board and lodging. Parker accepted
gratefully and promptly entered on his
new duties.

Ere long the employer and his assistant
were on the most friendly terms; for the
Englishman was a genial fellow, with
plenty of intelligence, and his good looks
caused him to be sent forward to serve the
women customers. In this way, Parker
soon made the acquaintance of Mrs.
Turner, who came sometimes to make
purchases and sometimes to ask for let-
ters. But there were never any letters
for her, and as time went on her inquiries
were made in a more anxious tone.

One day the lady called and asked,
“Are there any letters for me?”

“Well, madam,” replied Parker,
“there’s a letter here, but the address is
s0 badly written that I don’t rightly
know if it’s for you or not.”

“How so?”

“Because I can’t tell whether it is ad-
dressed to Mr. or Mrs. Turner. You see,
madam, there was a Mr. Turner, a drum-
mer, here this week. He left yesterday.”

“If you let me see it, I can tell you
whether it is the letter I expected.”

“Can’t do it, Mrs. Turner. It's a
registered letter, and I should get into
trouble if it was not yours.”

The poor woman’s face fell.

“Tell you what, ma’am, if you were
expecting a letter from somewhere, you
might tell me where from, and then, if
it’s the right postmark, T’ll risk it.
Shouldn’t like to disappoint you.”

“Mine was from Philadelphia,” replied
Mrs. Turner.

“Then this can’t be yours,” the assist-
ant answered, ‘“because this is from
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Chicago,” and, covering up the address,
he showed her the postmark.

Again the look of keen disappointment
came back into the wan, refined face.

“It might,” said she, timidly, “have
come from Chicago. Do, please, let me
see it.”

After persistent entreaty Parker al-
lowed the address to be seen. It was in
a scrawling handwriting, and, sure énough,
the first word was so carelessly written
that no one could tell whether it was
meant for Mr. or Mrs. The lady begged
that she might be allowed to open it, but
Parker was politely inflexible. At last,
however, Mrs. Turner burst into t
and the Englishman relaxed so far as to
announce that he himself would open the
letter and see if she could identify the
writer.

“I shall lose my job for this, madam, I
expect,” he grumbled, “but I can’t bear
to see a woman cry. What name did yoy
say?”

“Nixon,” replied the lady.

“Then it isn’t for you,” said Parker.
“You can look at it,” and he handeq
over a note:

“DeArR Tom,—Enclosed the ten
dollars, for which much thanks. Ho
see you Saturday at the old spot.
—Yours, ol g8 v .

A ten dollar bill was enclosed.

“No, this is certainly not for me, and
PI’m sorry to have given you so much
trouble. If you get into a scrape, I’ll try
to help you out if I can.”

Hardly was Mrs. Turner out of the
store when Parker, for the first time since
his arrival, asked for half a day’s holiday
and proceeded first to Mrs. Turner’y
lodgings, where he made that lady solemn-
ly promise never to say a word about the
opened letter, and then walked on to the
station, where he despatched a telegram
to an address in Philadelphia.

Two days later a telegram arrived for
Mrs. Turner. It was from Philadelphia
and ran as follows:

“Not heard long time.
diately.”

All that day Parker the Englishmm
kept watch at the store and examineq
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the address of every letter posted there;
but he appeared to find nothing satis-
factory. Now the post office closed one
hour before the mail (the only) train
left; but the public had the opportunity
of posting letters in the train itself up to
the moment of its departure. That
night Parker carried the mail-bag down to
the station. Entering the post-office van,
where some sorters were, he delivered his
mails and then settled down for what
Scotsmen call a “crack.” His funny
stories amused the sorters mightily, and
they voted him, not for the first time, a
real good sort.

Just as the raconteur was in the middle
of one of his most entertaining anecdotes
he caught sight of Mrs. Turner. That
lady bore in her hand a letter. The
admirable Parker began to walk about,
illustrating his story by action. Flop
fell the letter on the floor. What more
patural than that the obliging Parker
should pick it up and hand it, address
uppermost, to a sorter?

The letter was addressed to “Mr. H.
Nixon, Bunker’s Hotel, Philadelphia.”

That very night a long telegram sped
over the wires from Snowhattan to Phila-
delphia. And next day a message came
by the same medium to “Parker, Snow-
hattan.” It was evidently a family mat-
ter, for it said: -

“Harry very sick. Come imme-
diately. Important.—MAISIE.”

Mr. Parker showed the telegram to his
employer, urged that Harry was his best
friend on earth, and that he must go to
Philadelphia at once. The storekeeper
was sorry to lose his genial assistant and
brother Mason, but tried to cheer him up
as best he could, and apparently suc-
ceeded.

The outward-bound train of that day
carried no more cheerful-looking passenger
than Mr. Parker, whose spirits seemed to
rise as he neared his sick friend. When
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he stepped from the car at Philadelphia
he was greeted by two men with keen
faces and stalwart frames, of whom he
asked:

“Is all right?”

“Perfectly,” said one of them.

Entering a closed carriage that was in
waiting, the three drove off at a round
pace and were soon at Bunker’s Hotel,
where one of the two who had met Mr.
Parker exchanged nods with a man near
the door.

“Where?”

“In his room,” replied the man.

In a trice the three visitors were in
the elevator. “Room 102.” And up
they mounted. Out of the lift, they
walked swiftly along the corridor until
they came to No. 102, on the door of
which one of them tapped lightly.

“Come in,” said a voice.

In walked the three. The man who
had taken the lead looked at Parker, who
nodded and then walked up to the occu-
pant of the room

“Mr. Frank Salmonby,” said he, “I
arrest you on a charge of forgery.”

“Who are you?”

“I am Detective-Inspector Headland,”
replied the leader.

Here Parker stepped forward.

“You may know me Dbetter,
Salmonby—by name, at any rate.
Tounsell, of Scotland Yard.”

The wretched man went quietly. So
astounded was he that he confessed both
his identity and his offence, nor did he
resist extradition. On the voyage to
Liverpool he tried many a time to find
out how his hiding-place had been dis-
covered, but Tounsell never would tell
him.

The postal authorities of the United
States made no fuss about the opened
registered letter, which is not surprising
when you consider that Mr. Parker wrote
it himself and had it posted in Chicago
by a confidential agent.

Mr.
I am
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‘The Subjection of Ruth

By DEAN MACLEOD

A love story of simplicity and force, with a rural setting ‘
and a doubtful moral.

A |

RUTH FRASER, aged nineteen, with

skirts held high, was scuffling through
the crackling masses of dry, brown
leaves in the lane, giving way to a
very exuberance of happiness. = Beech
leaves, mellow and gold; oak leaves,
brown and dry; the red maples and
round yellow leaves of the poplar lay
ankle-deep in the October sunshine. A
basket half-full of acorn-cups and little
three-sided beechnuts was carelessly
thrown to one side in the delight of this
new-found play. The air was so fresh
and clear, the sun so bright and warm
and the world seemed such a beautiful,
kind place to live in, that Ruth laughed
aloud as she tossed the bright leaves in
the air and they fell around like bits of
broken sunlight, catching in her shining
hair and faded blue print dress as they
fell.

The echo of her laugh had hardly died
away when the stillness was suddenly
broken by the quick beat of hoofs on the
grassy road, and before she could shake
the leaves from her head a horseman gal-
loped around the bend; then, seeing the
girl, wheeled suddenly and stopped before
her. At sight of him a wave of delight
rushed over her.

“Oh, Dan! where yu goin’; can’t I go
with yu?” she asked eagerly, her face all
bright with a sudden flush.

His own face reddened as he looked at
her, conscious of his rough clothes. But
the want to see her, to be with her, here
in the sunshine, overcame it, and he drew
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nearer. The ardent love-light in his eyes
was so unmistakable, yet he spoke in his
usual, slow drawl:

“I told Pete White’s wife I’d git her a
couple of birds to-night. Her sister’s
son’s there fer a week, and he’s ailin’,
I heard they was plenty up to Si Warren’s
back lot. I'd like it mighty well to take
yu, Ruth; give me yur hand and I’ll hel
yu up.” He learned forward eagerly to
lift her to the saddle, but the look of
bright anticipation faded out of her eyes.

“If yu go way up there, yu can’t be
back ’til nigh seven o’clock, and I
promised Dad I"d make him rye-cakes
fer supper, so I can’t go. Ain't it too bad
Dan?” ;

“Can’t yu fix it somehow, Ruth? It
seems an awful time since I seen yu. The
moon’ll be jest right, too. I want to—to
talk to yu, anyways, it’s important,” he
coaxed. But she shook her head, her
disappointment was great.

He slipped from his horse’s back. All
right, Ruth,” he said. “Never mind—I’m
goin’ to tie Betsy and stop a bit with yu.?

“Oh, will yu now!” She wasall smiles
again and danced around in the rustlin
leaves like a child, while he tied old B -
to the fence and carefully rested his rifle
against a stump.

Her woman’s love of brute stren
delighted in his bigness. The rou
clothes and high leather boots he Wore
were new to her, and with her quick per-
ception she noted how it all suited him
When he came to see her he wore hi.v;

- ppe
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Sunday suit of black, with a stiff front
shirt and paper collar, and always looked
so scrubbed and uncomfortable, but, now,
even his hands didn’t seem to look so big
and red when he wore that old cardigan
with the loosely knotted tie, all soiled and
rumpled as it was. “Anyway it looks a

sight better'n that made one he wears °

ev’nin’s,” she thought to herself.

He turned and came to her where she
was sitting on a fallen tree.

“I didn’t cal’late on seein’ yu,” he
said simply.

“Is it why yu look as if yu shaved last
Sunday and not since?” she asked saucily.

He rubbed his rough chin in embarrass-
ment, and she laughed. It was such fun
to tease Dan.

“Well, I ain’t,” he answered.” “I’'ve
been that busy,” he went on hastily,
“1°d hardly call my soul my own. How’ve

been, Ruth? Ain’t this a warm day
fer October?” He mopped at his per-
spiring face with a dark-looking hand-
kerchief. “Them trees is mighty nice
looking with the leaves dropping so
quiet-like off’'n them, don’t yu think?
'Pears to me, Ruth, that’s an awful thin-
looking dress to be wearing late’s this.
Ain’t yur Pa goin’ to git yu a warm one?
It’s about time yu i

Sheinterrupted him breathlessly. “Why,
Dan Burton, whatever’s got into yu, yur
just one lot o’ questions? I never heard

talk so much at one stretch in my life.”
She laughed merrily at the discomfited
expression on his face. “I do believe

getting nerves, Dan, yur face is jest
the colour of—of a sunset.”

He stood awkwardly before her, wanting
to answer her ridicule, but his tongue
seemed glued to the roof of his mouth and
he shifted from one foot to the other.

“Dan,” she started again, “do yu

t me to answer all them questions?
And do yu plan on standing there ’til
the end o’ time like a hitching-post ?”’

He turned at that and came and sat
on the log near her, but did not attempt
to touch her or offer the caresses he always
took as his right. She felt the unnatural
restraint and the uneasy restlessness of his
usually frank eyes; but thought he was

t out by her teasing, so she determined
to try him further. “They ain’t any call
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for him to get huffed at a little thing like
that,” she thought to herself.

“Dan, is that some of yur own sewin’
on that patch? Yu’d really ought to do
better, after all my showin’ yu. And that .
tie! Itain’ttied rightatall. Letmedo
it fer yu?” ‘

She leaned across to tie it, her soft,
pretty hair brushing against his forehead,
and she felt his quick breathing and the
sudden dropping of his arms when he
raised them towards her. She almost
stopped in her surprise, and did a little
thinking while she fussed with the knot.
Why had he stopped that way? He had
not even tried to kiss her. She had in-
tended him to, at least had known he
would. He usually did not wait for even
that slight excuse. And why should he?
Wasn’t she going to marry him? It
couldn’t be he really took to heart her
little fun with him?

She finished the tie, and stood looking
at the distant blue hills. It was so new
and dear to see him this way—his natural
every-day self, that she had never seen
before, and a little, sudden wave of tender-
ness swept over her. She had never made
his love-making a bit easy for him, and
his most persistent efforts to make her
admit she loved him had only wrung from
her a laugh and “that she didn’t mind
seeing him round.” She secretly joyed in
the masterful tenderness with which he
treated her, but he had hitherto hoped in
vain that he might surprise her into show-
ing a bit of the love he so greatly coveted.
So his breath almost stopped when she
laid one little hand on his arm, and with
her sweet eyes very near his own, said
softly: “Dan, dear, yu never’d take it
serious, this, me teasing yu, would yu,
now ?”’

He dug his hands into the soft ground
at his side and steadied his voice with an
effort, but he smiled as he answered:
“Wus yu teasin’ me? I didn’t sense it,
Ruth.”

She looked at him, puzzled by his evi-
dent unconcern of her, and tried to think
of something that would stir him up. Her
eyes grew suddenly tender and a little flush
came into her cheeks.

“I didn’t answer yur questions, did I,
Dan, ’bout me wearin’ this old dress?”
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“No,” he said, “yu didn’t, and I’d like
to know what yur Pa means not buyin’
yu warm clo’s.” His voice grew a little
harsh, and she hastened to explain.

“Now, don’t yu get riled up about what
yu don’t know, Dan Burton. Dad lets
me buy all my own clo’s. I have all the

butter every week, and he let me have all *

the beans and peas in the south lot this
summer, besides the extry he lets me
have.”

“It’s no more’n he should, yu working
the way yu do,” he broke in.

“Why, Dan Burton! what ever’s got
into yu? Vu've often said Dad was
very reason’ble, and, anyway, he’s allays
telling me to go ahead and get clo’s and
things, but I kind o’ fancied as how my
cashmere would do this winter, if the
skirt was turned. I was goin’ to do it
to-day, but it was such a nice kind of a
day I couldn’t come to it, fer staying in.
Ifthought as how I’d get Linda Hughes to
come in and help me with it some day.
I just hate sewin’.”

“There ain’t no call fer yu to sew.
Why don’t yu spend yur .money if yur
Pa’s layin’ it out s0?” he demanded.

She blushed crimson, and was silent.
Seeing her confusion, he forgot his own
ill-humour and drew her down beside
him. “There, Ruth, little girl, yu needn’t
to tell me; it’s none of my affairs how yu
spend it or what yu wear, s’long as yu
don’t git cold. As fer Jooks, there ain’t
a girl in Nova Scotia, there ain’t one in
the world as good-looking and sweet as
yu are, but I guess yu’d ought to know it,
Pve told yu often enough.”

She ignored his open flattery, and drew
his arm closer about her, looking shyly
up at him.  “I—I"d like to tell yu what
I'm doin” with it—the money yu know,
Dan. I'm putting it all by, in that brown
wallet yu give me, and when spring comes
——" she hesitated and dropped her
eyes. Then he seemed to grasp her
meaning; his head turned dizzy with the
joy of it. She was going to say it at last,
and without his habitual pleading. His
grasp on her hands tightened. How
sweet she was, so well worth loving, and
in this new bit of graciousness, so sweetly
surprising! He felt he could never, never
let her go. But that to-day of all days she

had chosen to be thus gracious! If
she knew what he had to tell her, would
she still say it? He had most serious
doubts, so he put the thought doggedly
from him, and determined to have this one
blessed minute, and afterwards—well, he
would have now at any rate. So he lifted
her face to his, and looked into her eyes.

“Yes, Ruth,” he said encouragingly,
as if speaking to a bashful child, “what
will yu do when spring comes?” He knew
she wanted him to help her out, but the
longing to hear her say it herself conquered,
and he waited. The red surged into her
cheeks, and she looked up at him timidly.

“Yu know what I mean, don’t yu,
Dan?”

“Do I, little girl? Well, yu tell me,
so I’ll be sure.”” He stopped and touched
her hair with his lips. “Tell Dan,
sweetheart,” he coaxed.

“I’m keeping it till spring, Dan,”
she started bravely, “to buy a lot of dresses
and perhaps one of those hats with roses
on them, like that lady from Boston had
this summer, all under the brim and on
top, just roses, du yu mind it, Dan?
It had buds and leaves just like real.”

“I’ve a notion of what yu mean, Ruth,
but yu ain’t told me what yu’re getting
all these fixin’s fer ?”’

Her eyes fell again, and she trembleq
a bit in his arms; so he helped her.
“Ruth,” he whispered, “are yu goin’ to
wear ’em when yu marry me—in the
spring? Are you goin’ to make it then,
dearie?”

She waited a long minute, then looked
up with her old mischievous smile,
“If you say so, Mister Burton,” she said
softly.

He stood quite still, speechless with the
joy of it, and not until she turned her Ii
to be kissed did he remember that not yet
could his own lips meet hers with equal
right, so he choked back the temptation
and tried not to see the amazed look in
her face.

“Ruth, little girl, I’ve told yu so often
how much T love yu, I s’pose yur tired
hearin’ it, but I’m goin’ to tell yu agi
that every minnit of my livin’ is just one
big love fer yu all the time. Ruth, I can’y
tell ya—not if I lived fer ever—I couldn’s
tell yn how I love yu.” His manly face

iy,
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was tense with feeling, with thoughts he
couldn’t express.

The girl’s face was a study; there was
surprise at his refusal to kiss her, and yet
a glow of gladness from his words was
there. He waited anxiously, half fear-
ing a storm. Then all at once, “Dan,”
she demanded hotly, “why didn’t yu
kiss me then? Tt ain’t every day yu get
it even fer the asking. I guess you’ll
wait awhile afore the next time, Dan
Burton.” Her voice trailed off into a
half sob of resentment and hurt pride,
and when he came nearer she drew away
from him. Then all his honest resolves
went in a flash where the old moons go,
and he grasped her arms with a desperate
roughness, and kissed her lips, her eyes,
her hair—hot, passionate kisses—until
she struggled to free herself, but he held
her close and kissed her again. Then
they stood, flushed and breathless.

“The next time yu think I don’t want
to kiss yu, Ruth, let me know.”

She made another attempt to shake

off his hold and then his hands slipped
down and held her wrists in a grasp.
. “T think yur just horrid, Dan Burton,”
she cried. “Yu ain’t never ——,” she
stopped in the impetuous threat she was
going to make, for never had she seen
him look like that. Was that stern-
looking man the easy-going, shy boy she
was used to teasing and tormenting?
She felt a little afraid of this new Dan.
Then suddenly the humour of it struck
her. Why she could pull every hair out
of his head and he would be only too glad
if it pleased her. So she smiled up at
him, a smile of sunny sweetness intended
to drive away his crossness. “You big
Foolish,” she laughed.

“Took a here, Ruth. I’'m not foolin’.
1 want to know and you’ll tell me—now.
Do yu love me?”

A pert retort flashed to her lips; then
that steady, earnest look in his eyes
checked it, and she answered less care-
lessly.
“ course I do, Dan, yu know
that-”

“Well, say it,” he insisted.
to hear yu.n

She looked at him again, then, “I
love yu, Dan Burton,” she said quietly.

“I want
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“How much do yu love me, Ruth?”
he went on.

She didn’t answer or look at him, but
simply reached up her arms around his
neck and touched his forehead with her
lips.

They walked up and down the lane in
silence for awhile, under the drooping
branches in the bright sunshine. Not a
breath of wind, yet the leaves dropped
silently with perfect ripeness. As they
passed, a bird flew startled from a clump
of frost-killed ferns, and a last, late butter-
fly winged stupidly out of the pathway.

He spoke first: “When did yu see yur
Pa last, Ruth?”

“He had to take some corn to the Centre
this morning, and I gave him a lunch.
He cal’lated he’d be home before sun-
down. I s’pose I'd ought to be goin’,
Dan; it’s gettin’ late,” she said regret-
fully.

“There’s no hurry, Ruth. I passed
yur Pa down there by the shoein’ stand.
He was talkin’ to me some,” he finished,
with a touch of sarcasm; but she did not
notice it.

“Dan, I was telling him last week
’bout us perhaps goin’ to the States fer
our trip when we was married. He
quite notioned it; he said it would take
a sight more money than if we jest went
to the Centre like everyone does, but he
guessed that needn’t stop us. Oh,
Dan,” she cried wistfully, “don’t yu jest
wish we had heaps and heaps of money,
more’n we could ever dream of spending?
There ain’t nothin’ I'd like better’n
money.”

She did not see the troubled look in
his eyes.

“I wish to God I had it for yu, Ruth;
but I ain’t,”” he sighed. “If my potatoes
sells well, we can go to the States and
have our time, and then save up after-
ward. John Best, down to Peck’s store,
was to Boston once, and he kin tell us
where to stay and all that. I'm glad
yu like goin’, Ruth.” He paused, then
spoke again, his voice tense:

“Say~—Ruth—if some feller with lots
of money come along and could buy
yu everything yu ever wanted—would—
would yu go and marry him and not bother
’bout me?” The bit of jealousy was new



340 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

to him, and it hurt. So he watched her
face eagerly.

But his doubt went wrong, for she turn-
ed her eyes full of love to him. “Why,
Dan—why, Dan Burton, I wouldn’t
miss marryin’ yu, not for all the money
in Boston, not for all the money in the
world.” So in earnest was she, she laid
her hand on his arm, and he took it.

He was relieved but not quite content.
“Ruth, there ain’t any reason—nothin’
at all—you’d let hinder yu marryin’ me?”

She burst into a merry laugh. “Yu
Foolish, of course there ain’t.” Then,
more seriously: “Dan, yur awful strange
actin’ to-day; what’s amiss?”

He ignored her question. “Yu are
sure there ain’t nothin’ at all to hinder
yu, Ruth?” he scanned her face anxiously
and she was puzzled.

“No, nothin’, nothin’ at all,” she
answered him. Then her voice faltered,
and she looked up fearfully, “’cept—
’cept—yu know, Dan, what I said that
last time.” ;

The colour surged over his face, and
then left it white and drawn.

“Dan—oh, Dan, yu ain’t never gone
and done that—not again!” There was
horror and a pitiful little agony in her
voice.

“Yes, I have,” he answered doggedly.
“I've been drinkin’ again. If you'd
asked me why I wasn’t down to yur place
Thursday night, when I said I would,
I’d told yu—told yu I was down settin’
in Joel Winter’s barroom drinkin’ whiskey;
and I got drunk, drunker’n time. Some
of the fellers drove me home. I guess all
the village knows it now. Yur Pa
knows.”

He had jerked the words out sullenly,
brutally, and the girl shrank from him,
as if he had struck her. .

“Yur Pa knows,” he repeated nervous-
ly. “Me and him nigh had some words
back there, but I left afore I said much.
I minded he was yur Pa, and an old
man. But he said enough to let me
know I’d better keep away from yu and
the place.” He waited for her to speak.
“I knew yu hadn’t heard when I stopped
and yu started talkin’,”” he added; then
waited again. Still she did not speak, so
he went on:

“It’s not so bad, Ruth,” he pleaded,
“not so bad as he heard. And I brought
all the money home. I didn’t even
touch the cards, and—and—Ruth, if
you’ll overlook it, just this once, I'll give
you my solemn, tee-total word that it’ll
never happen again, and that’s true.”

Her silence was worse to him than the
suspense, and he cried in exasperation:
“Why don’t yu say somethin’, Ruth; yu
needn’t take on like that.”

“I ain’t takin’ on,” she blazed forth,
“and as fer sayin’ anythin’, I’ll do that
now, and I say, Dan Burton, that I take
back what I said ’bout marryin’ yu or
wantin’ to marry yu, fer I ain’t goin’ to
do it—ever. I told yu the last time—?

“It was the first time, too, Ruth,” he
broke in.

“I told yu the last time,” she repeated,
“that I wasn’t goin’ to marry any drinkin®
man. I won’t do it. If I'd a’ known
you been doin’ it again T wouldn’t a*
spoke one word to yu to-day, and yu
know it.” Her voice grew lower and
quivered with anger. “Yu are jest like
a snake, comin’ so easy like ’round me
gettin’ me to promise things to yu and alj
that, when yu know I'd never have done
it. I’d a struck yu, sooner’n let yu kiss
me.”

She stopped, breathless, and looked at
him. The utter misery in his face must
have touched her, for suddenly the whole
realisation of what it would cost her swept
over her, and her voice became a pitiful
little cry: “Oh, Dan, why did yu do it?
How could yu, Dan, when yu’d Promised
me not to?”’

“Yu set down there, Ruth Fraser, anq
P’ll tell yu. T ain’t tryin’ to get out of it
none, but it all come of that trip to the
States. I knowed yu wanted to go baq
and I was set on takin’ yu. Then I wag
fer getting some money ahead to get some
extry curtains and things fer the ho
when we was married, and I didn’t know
where on earth the money was to come
from. It kept worrying me, and so
Thursday, when one o’ them railroad
chzlilps came and offered me five hun
dollars fer that corner lot, yu bet I jumped
at it, but to him I was yr:igh Jcarefu]
and afore we closed the deal I had him S
another fifty. He hustled me right down

B
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to the village to get the papers made out.
He was kind of riled about that fifty, so
I had to be careful and not cross him any.
I just kept thinking of the things I was
goin’ to do with that five hundred and
fifty dollars, and I was so skeered he’d
back out, I’d a’ done most anything; and
when he called the drinks I took it right
down, never thinkin’. Then, o’ course, I
had to stand treat fer him; and the next
thing I knowed it was flyin’ round like
water, and I was that drunk I couldn’t
stand up. But I got the money, and it’s
down there in the safe in Si’s store. As
true as I’'m here, Ruth, I never inten-
tioned it to happen. Ruth, yu ain’t
goin’ to take it to heart, are yu?”

He was half afraid of her, standing
there so pale and merciless-looking. He
hadn’t known it was in her to look that
way, so he waited, fearful for her answer.

“There ain’t any kind of excuse yu
kin make, Dan Burton. Yu got drunk
once, and I told yu then I wouldn’t never
tolerate it again and yu promised, yu
passed yur word not to, and here it ain’t
a month and yu go and do it worse’n
ever. If yu do it twice yu'd do it again
lots of times, prob’ly, and I won’t stand
fer it. I ain’t goin to marry yu, and I
don’t want to see yuagain. Yucan goand
drink yourself into the river, and I
wouldn’t open my mouth to stop yu,”
she cried recklessly, white with anger.

He felt a desire to shake her, and he
was losing his own temper.

“Well, I will,” he burst out, “if yu
talk that way. I’ll go down to Joel’s
to-morrow and get drunker every day
’till there ain’t nothin’ left o’ me, and it
will be you that’s to answer fer it, Ruth
Fraser. Jest because I ain’t got as much
money as some fellers has, yur glad of any
excuse to fire me. I might a’ had the
money if I’d wanted it; but I never did,
cept lately” (just the thought of that
“Jately” made his voice less harsh),
“when I knew yu’d be happier with it,”
he added, almost gently.

There are some men to whom it is an
i ibility to act the part of a brute to a
?m It));m was one of them; also, to
love as he did was not a thing to be turned
lightly aside because of a few angry words
from the girl he loved. Already, the
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change of thoughts—and such thoughts—
stirred his love into an agony of fear that
she might be in earnest, so he put forth
every persuasive effort, and in his voice
was a great tenderness. “Ruth, I couldn’t
ax fer nothin’ more’n to jest have my
farm there in the valley and marry yu.
I never was fer hankerin’ after the dollars.
I can’t sense the feelin’ of it. We’d have
enough to eat and wear every day, and
we’d jest be there ourselves. It would
be heaven fer me. We could go all
round over the hills, and sometimes we
could camp for a week or so down to
Ward’s River in the fall when the shootin’
begins. I've thought it all out, when
I’ve been at my work, and half the nights
I can’t sleep fer thinkin’ of the times we
kin have. Yu needn’t work none at all,
Ruth—I’ve got plenty fer that. And I
love yu so, Ruth, there ain’t a thing I
wouldn’t do fer yu. Yu won’t be sorry
fer marryin’ me either. I’ll be awlful good
to yu—dearie.”

There was such intense longing in
his voice and he pleaded so earnestly
that she half wavered. The anger had
left her face; he saw his chance and
hastened to take it, then blundered hope-
lessly, for he threatened her.

“But, T’ll tell yu this, Ruth,” he went
on, “if yu don’t marry me, I don’t care
fer nothin’ and I’ll do jest as I said about
goin’ to Joel’s to-morrow.”

Scorn flashed in her eyes. “Yu big
coward, Dan Burton, fer talkin’ that way.
If I married yu, the first time yu got
riled yu’d likely’s not rush off to Joel’s
and get drunk again. I'm glad enough
I've found out the kind yu are. Yu ain’t
got any ambition either. Yu could have
the best-payin’ farm in the valley. Dad
says so, and yu don’t do any more’n get a
livin’ off it. Then yu go and try to shift
the blame off on me, as if ’twas me
wanted the money or wanted goin’ to the
States any more’n yu. Who designed it
anyway, I'd like to know?” she went on
excitedly. “If I was a man and couldn’t
sell a little bit of land without makin’ a—
a fool of myself, I’d wait awhile before I
axed any girl to marry me; and T’ tell
yu again, Dan Burton, I ain’t goin’ to
marry yu; there now (as he started to
argue and protest). “Yu can’t say
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nothin’; no earthly thing can make me
change. I’'m goin’ home now, and I don’t
want to see yu again.”

She turned and started off down the
lane.

For one minute he watched herinsilence,
his face desperate with distress. Then
with a few strides he was at her side, and
caught her arm. “There ain’t goin’ to
be none of this between us, Ruth,” he
said imperatively. “Quit foolin’ now,
and talk right”” But one look into her
face, where was scorn and disdain, assured
him she was not joking, and it roused all
the passion in him. He grasped her
shoulders with his two hands and shook
her in exasperation.

“Leave go of me,” she cried.

“Iwon’t,” he said stubbornly Jand shook
her again; then forced hot, passionate
kisses on her mouth, and let her go.

“There, Ruth Fraser, I reckon yu
won’t forgit that for awhile, and one
thing more, yu needn’t forget and that is
if yu ever reckon on marryin’ any other
feller I’ll kill him first, yu mind that.”

“Yu’ll probinly be too drunk, Dan
Burton,” she flung back spitefully, and
ran off, with the angry tears blinding her
eyes.

Once she stumbled and fell over a
clump of withered, brown ferns, and she
buried her head in the dry, prickly mass
and cried with anger and hurt pride. Then
after a while her wrath passed, and just
a dull ache of misery held her in a tearless,
sobbing grasp.

The sun was fast dropping under the
purple hills; already the valley was in
shadow. Ruth shivered in her thin dress,
and started for home again.

The very comfort and cheeriness of the
kitchen, as she entered, sent a wave of
lonesomeness over her. It flashed into
her mind that never again might she pre-
tend she was Dan’s wife, getting supper
for him and making plans for their home
together. She pressed her fingers against
her eyes and threw herself into the old
rocker. :

Dan had said he was planning too, sh
had often wondered if he did, but now
it was all over. She remembered what
he had said about camping at Ward’s
River in shooting-time. How she would

have loved it! It was so like Dan to
think of things like that—for her pleasure,
not talkin’ about his crops, and the
farmwork, like some men did. She
rocked back and forth in misery. “Dan
—Dan—dear,” she whispered to herself.

“Ruth, do yu know it’s most six?*
Her father’s voice called impatiently from
the sitting-room.

“Yes, Dad, I’ll hurry round,” she
answered, and hastily dabbed at her eyes,
as she hurried to stir the fire.

“Ruth,” he called again, “I s’pose
you’ve been off with that good-fer-nothin®
Dan Burton. I’ll tell yu right now, girl,
that if I ketch him ’round here talkin’
to yu, it’ll be a bad day fer yu both, yu
hear, du yur”

The old man’s voice was angry.

She hesitated a moment; then, “ Yes,
I hear, Dad,” she answered quietly.
His tone and words had aroused a sudden
unreasonable desire to defend Dan. The
scarlet flamed in her cheeks an instant.
“It—it wasn’t his fault, Dad; he told me
all about it,” she faltered. “I—I don’t
hold it agin him, it was all my doin’s.”

The swift change from her merciless
condemnation to this eagerness to excuse
him amazed her, but with it came relief,

“What!” the old man shouted, as he
hurried into the kitchen. “Yu mean to
say yur fool enough to let that rascal
wheedle yu into overlookin’ his disgrace-
ful actin’? I thought yu had more
sperrit in yu. And as fer marryin’ hi
yu kin give it up right now, fer I won’t—»

He stopped short in his loud-voicedq
denunciation, as she turned her face
toward him, white with abject misery
and contrition.

“Why, Ruth, Ruth, little gal, Ruthy
what’s the matter? Tell yer o’ Dad
dearie.” His voice softened, and he
stroked her hair, tenderly as a wo
as he drew her to his knee in the olq
rocker.

“Oh, Dad!” she cried, “I was so
horrid to him. TI—I was mad, just like
yu. He—he promised not to, again—.
and he did, but—but he thought I wanted
the money. Oh, poor, poor Dani
her voice trailed off into a little wail ax;
he let her sob and cry on his shoﬁlder
listening to her broken murmurs Oi
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reproach for Dan; then words of pity,
and, lastly, of remorse for her treatment
of him.

Many changes passed over the old man’s
face. Indignation and anger cooled
down to fast fading resentment, and,
finally, pity and sorrow for the boy he
loved as his own son. His forehead was
puckered in perplexity.

The firelight flickered and cast weird
shadows in the now dark kitchen. The
kettle had steamed unheeded, and not
until the old clock in the corner struck
eight did the two in the rocker stir. Then
the old man lifted her braid of fair hair
and caressed it lovingly. “Yu are awlful
like yur mother to-night, Ruth,” he
murmured. “She looked just like yu
’bout the time I married her. She was
quick fer gettin’ mad, but quicker fur
bein’ sorry. We was both that way;
yu get it honest, Ruth. I—I've never
quite got used to doin’ without her,” he
went on pensively. “Yu was just a mite
of a thing when she died, and there ain’t
never anyone looked after yu but me.
It’s a heap o’ comfort to have yu lookin’
and bein’ like her, little gal.”

The girl threw one arm round his neck

pathetically, and nestled closely to
him. “Dad, dear,” she whispered in
comfort.

“Ruth, tell yur Dad about it—’bout
Dan. Perhaps, I misjedged him this
afternoon. We’d ought to give him his
chanst, dearie. And the Lord knows
I ain’t one to jedge him—I kin under-
stand it in him,” he said slowly.

So she told him the whole story just
as Dan had told her, and when she had
finished the full conception of what she
had lost swept over her—* And, oh Dad,
I love him so. Do yu think he would
ever overlook it—me bein’ so horrid and
mean ?”’ she cried in distress. ;

The old man was silent awhile; then
he smoothed her hair again, and spoke
in a half-sad, dreamy voice, as if his
thoughts were far in the past. “Ruth,
1 never told yu ’bout yur mother and me

in’ married, did I?”

She shook her head listlessly, and he
went on. ;

“When I was a young feller like Dan,
I was pretty wild, drinkin’ and playin’
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fer money and all that, which is the worst
harm that can get a young chap. Then
one night at a huskin’ I saw Ruth, that’s
yur mother, and I jest loved her (he stop-
ped in reflection), and I've never stopped
fer one minute,” he went on, “and it’s
nigh twenty-three year. She use ter
try and get me to stop drinkin’ and the
like, but I use ter laff at her—I thought
1 was smart then. Well, her folks raised
a fuss and wouldn’t let her marry me,
because of my actin’ so.

“She was awlful fond of her ma and pa,
and it broke her up awlful that she could-
n’t make things peaceable. One night I
told her that if she didn’t marry me next
day, I'd just start in and go to the devil.”

“That’s just what Dan said,” the girl
broke in, wide-eyed with wonder that her
mother had been through this too.

“Yes, dearie. Well, Ruth—that’s
yur mather, yu know—she cried and
coaxed, but I never gave in, bein’ a
stubborn fellar. I told her if she married
me I’d never drink another drop, and I'd
be just as good to her as I know’d how,
and that she’ never’d be sorry fer marry-
in’ me.”

“That’s just what Dan said,” the girl
breathed against his shoulders, and the
old man sighed and went on.

“She cried some more, and finally
she said she’d take the risk’and me with
it, and so we was married. Her folks
came around all right too, and” (he finish-
ed softly to himself) “I don’t think she
was ever a little mite sorry fer it. She
only lived four years, and at the end she
told me they wasn’t one minnit of it that
she didn’t jest love, jest love,” he repeated
to himself.

He still smoothed the golden brown
braids of the girl’s hair absently, and she
did not disturb his reverie.

Suddenly she stirred. “Dad, is that
what yu mean fer me to do? Is it what
yu told me fer?” she asked eagerly.

“What, what’s that, Ruth? Oh, yes,
yumean ’bout yu and Dan?” He put the
thoughts of those other dear days back
into their own big corner of memories,
and turned with a sigh to the present.

“Du yu love him a great deal, dearie?”
he asked.

“Yes, oh yes, Dad, seems as if I never
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loved him s’ much as jest now—jest this
minnit. Oh, Dad, what’ll I do? I jest
can’t seem to stand it, fer him to think
I was that mean-like and actin’ so, after
him just doin’ it fer me, too.”

She cried again and the old man looked
helplessly down at the sob-shaken figure
in his arms. Then he smiled, almost
sweetly, and half-raised her face and
whispered: “If yu love him that way,
dearie, yu had better du like yur mother
did—take the risk. There ain’t any
real bad in Dan. I know that, and
perhaps—it’s more’n likely—if he had
yu, he’d be the better fer it, like I was.
Poor Dan,” he went on, “if he loves yu
like I loved yur mother, and I think he
du, yu take the risk and marry him.
Yu won’t be sorry either, dearie.”

“Oh, no—I won’t be sorry—never—
never.” She sat up, her cheeks flushed
and eyes bright in the darkness.; “Yu—
yu think he’ll overlook it—me actin’ so,
Dad?” she asked, half fearfully.

He stooped and kissed her forehead.
“Yu go and find out, little gal. Get yur
jacket on, and I’ll get ol’ Bob fer yu.”

The October moon was at the full, just
rising, a huge orange immensity growing
over the dark mountain-top. It cast its
first light as the girl rode out of the
gateway.

“Bring Dan back with yu,” the old
man called after her.

She did not answer, but turned her
horse’s head up the hill towards Dan’s
house.

When she reached the grassy road, the
moon had launched free of the mountain,
and rode, a clear, shining ball of light,
bathing the lane in a flood of beauty.

Turning the bend of the lane, she was
startled to see old Betsy still tied to the
fence. The two horses whinnied in a
friendly greeting. A great fear had
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seized her. “Dan! Dan!” she called
shrilly. No answer.

Slipping from her horse’s back she
ran, terrified, to the place she had left him.

The moon was hidden behind the tree-
tops, and for a minute she could not see
in the darkness. Then she sprang to-
ward a dark, huddled heap; and there
he was, stretched full length on the
ground, his face buried in his arms.

She stopped to quiet the riotous throbs
of her heart and she would not give name
to the terrible alarm that crept over her.
“Dan—Dan, dear,” she called softly, and
shook him gently.

He turned and opened his eyes, and the
relief was so great she almost screamed.
“I—I’ve come back,” she faltered. #J
didn’t mean that ’bout yu bein’ what I
said.”

Still he did not speak.

“Dan,” she cried again, “ain’t yu goin?®
to speak to me. I’m sorry fer it, awlful
sorry. I didn’t mean none of it—what
I said ’bout not wantin’ to marry yu. I
do, Dan, more’n anythin’ ever was. [
couldn’t stand it not to. Dan,” she
pleaded, “ain’t yu goin’ to speak to me 2

She crept nearer and put her fingers on
his hair.

Then he sat up and smiled at her.

“Yes, Ruth, I'll speak now. I was
waitin’ fer yu to say that last. I wasn’
goin’ to take any risk this time. He held

out his hands to her, and with a glad little
cry she put her own in his strong clasp.,

“I knew’d when yu got home yu'd he
sorry,” he explained; “so I waited. I
knew’d yu’d come, but it seemed an
awlful time waitin’. I was gettin’ most
scared,” he whispered, as he turned her
lips to his.

The moon had crept to the tree-tops
and a shaft of light fell like a blessing on
their two heads.




A Vision of India

By H. S. SCOTT-HARDEN

How the people live and what the visilor may expecl lo
see to-day in this great British possession.

AN INDIAN BUNGALOW

Showing occupants and servants. The author of this article

is standing immediately behind the horse.

HE first few days in India, if the
visitor has never set foot on the
soil before, are likely to be a period
of delightful amazement and most en-
joyable confusion. You wander about
Jexed and absorbed by all you see,

for Bombay is full of the wealth of the
East and of the West, full of the poverty
and vice of both. Bombay has its pal-
aces and human kennels. It is the city
of the boxwalla and the banker; the
home of the Parsee millionaire and the
Hindu pauper. You drive from the
Janding stage to the hotel, and your eyes
rest on the magnificent buildings which
face the harbour. You wander through
the crowded streets to the bazaar, where
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there are several different
worlds—a city of the Arabian
Nights, where the shops are
like boxes set on ends with
the lids off. Here the native
butcher and baker and
candlestick-maker are at
work, for the native passes
most of his life in the open.
He has no idea of time, and
is never in a hurry.- Noth-
ing is in the East, except
the rising and setting of the
sun. People are roosting
like fowls on the edges of
the pavements or on the
sides of their verandahs
watching passers-by and
chewing beetle-nut. You
drive back to civilisation as
the carriage mounts the hill where the
great bungalows are built, covered by
gorgeous creepers hanging like screens
over the verandahs to keep out the mid-
day sun. It’sthe magic moment before the
sun sinks below the horizon and there is a
pink glow spreading like a gauze cur-
tain over the white houses of the Indian
city below. Carriages are passing along
the sea front, and the Parsee ladies, with
their flowery silken robes and their pale,
oval faces set off by the floating muslin
veils, are taking the" evening air, wives
and daughters of rich merchants and
bankers, descendants of a people who
were driven out of Persia and made
Bombay their home.
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What is that weird-looking, round
tower behind the palm trees on the hill ?
It is the Tower of Silence, where the
dead Parsees are laid out to rest for a
few minutes in the sun, and the vultures
are sitting on the walls waiting for the
funeral procession to pass away, when
they will swoop down and devour the
remains, and when all is over the bones
will fall through the gratings to the great
well beneath.

To-night we dine at the Yacht Club—
our first glimpse of European life in the
land of exile. Dinner is served at the
round tables covered with exquisite
flowers, and behind each chair a servant
dressed in white stands watching his
master or mistress eat, and a punkah
flaps overhead continuously, keeping one
deliciously cool. The punkah wallah,
who sits outside somewhere, is indispens-
able. He comes from a race of men
who have waved fans to keep other peo-
ple cool, quite contented that he is doing
his duty, and to that state of life to
which it has pleased God to call him.
He keeps time like the pendulum of a
clock, and sleeps whilst pulling the
cord. We sit in log chairs afterwards
on the lawn at the water’s edge. Officers,
civil, naval and military, are clustered
round their lady friends, each of whom
has two or three admirers at her side. The
ladies love the East. The next day we
visit the shops. We order white suits at
nine in the morning, and they are ready
before we leave at night. "We go to
the Army and Navy stores and buy ex-
cellent cheroots at three dollars a box—
and we smoke them while we wander
through the highways and byways of
this city—and watch the performing
cobras and miniature mango trees come
up under covers of baskets and a hand-
ful of earth accompanied by much
pigeon English and mysterious music.
Then a butler comes to us and presents
his chits, for we are hurrying to the
cities of Central India—to the lands of
the Moghul kings—those great builders of
temples and mausoleums of peace. We
must have a servant in the train. No
one in India makes a long journey with-
out one; the faithful butler always ac-
companies you.
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The trains in India are slow, but the
carriages long and comfortable and
airy. There is a little verandah out-
side where you can sit and watch the
rice fields and the temples hiding in the
palm trees. Every person has a long
seat to himself like a sofa. The car-
riages hold four, but if your butler js
clever and quick he makes the compart-
ment only accommodate two, for he
piles all your luggage into the carriage.
The more he can get in the happier
he is. At night your bedding is unrolled
(for you always take it with you), a
whiskey and soda is placed at your side,
and a novel and cigarettes. You are
comfortable except when the train sto
when the noises are horrible. Natives
are calling to their friends—women are
shrieking and trying to squeeze into the
vans.

Hindu water men—called pane waql-
lahs—are calling to their caste to drink.
Mangy pie dogs are seeking food and
beggars are asking for baksheesh.

Sahibs are scolding their servants in
loud voices. All this is mixed up jn
the midnight madness of the crowd,
while your faithful butler stands at the
door of your compartment keeping watch
over his master. The hotels in India
are few and far between, and bad when
you reach them, except in Bombay, at
Simla and in the Happy Valley at
Lucknow.

A few years ago a friend of mine was
visiting Calcutta and was dining a¢
Government House. The Viceroy asked
him if he had seen the Black Hole.
“Yes, your excellency,” he replied, «  §
live in it. It is No. 3 at my hotel.”

But to return to the men who make
life worth living in the East. The bug.
ler’s aim and object is to make you hap;
and comfortable, so that he can get a
good character or chit when you leave
the country. He lives in your com-
pound, and has a large family, and often
his brothers and uncles live with him a¢
your expense. The butler issues orders
to the servants. He is your body ser.
vant, your banker. His father and
grandfather were servants hefore him
and brought him up in the way he should
go. When you marry he selects an avah
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for your wife, and he engages your
bobajee or cook. His son acts as chokra,
and will some day be a butler too. He
takes off your polo boots and runs mes-
sages. He carries your chits to the mem-
sahibs’ bungalows or to the club, and
your lantern on a dark night when vou
go to the mess; and he tries to play golf
in the backyard with your old clubs.
The butler engages the chokidha as
night watchman, who carries a big stick
and until you are asleep walks about
the g:lrdcn.' If you light your lamp in
the middle of the night he has a loud
cough, or beats the stone steps of the
verandah to show vou that he is awake
on duty—and earning his wage. The
butler orders the syce to saddle your
pony—the groom who rides behind your
cart and carries a whisk to keep off the
flies, and who waits and waits at the clu})
or the gymkhana while the master is
chatting over a cocktail or a rubber of
bridge. The butler hires a gardener,
another servant who waters the flow-
ers in the hot weather and brings you a
nosegay on your birthday or at (_‘hrl_st-
mas, the sahib’s “ Kissmiss”—the festive
season for the year—when there is a
bunakhana or big dinner at the Lord
Sahib’s bungalow, and the masters do
not come home until the morning.

The butler has charge of your ward-
robe and sends your shirts to the dhobie,
the laundry man, who beats your linens

on the rocks by the side of some pool
near the river, and sends them home
with frills. The butler makes an inven-
tory of your kit and sends for a dursi, a
man who lives in the bazaar, who comes
and works by the hour on your verandah
and mends your clothes, or makes new
ones exactly like the pattern you give
him.

En route to palaces of the Delhi kings,
Akbar’'s Tomb and the Secundra, we
stop at Udaipur, the city of enchanted
lakes, built in a great brown valley en-
closed by rugged mountains and bare,
jagged peaks. In this desolated land
there is a chain of still and silvery lakes,
with palms and plantations and blos-
soming wisteria, and by the margin of
the great lake and on the lower ridges
of the upland is built a city of snow-
white palaces, of fretted and delicate
domes and balconies, with railings of
marble-like bits of ivory. And in the
middle of these lakes there are islands,
each with a snow-white palace and palms.
Imagine this in the glare of the Indian
sun or by the full moonlight under the
clear Indian sky, when the windows are
picked out with “The Lights of Asia,”
and you have some idea of the earthly
paradise which the children of the Sun
erected for themselves when the Mo-
ghuls sacked their ancient capital and
drove them to find a home behind the
desert hills. You see one of the most
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beautiful sights in the world. Words
cannot describe such a scene as this.
Alma Tadema might paint a picture of
one little marble corner of the palace
where His Highness the Maharana Diraj.
Sir. Futteh Singh Bahadur lives—one of
the many types of Rajahs one meets in
India, one of the tall, high-bred gentle-
men, loyal to the backbone, a G.C.S.1.,
with a salute of nineteen guns, which
denotes his rank amongst the princes
of the Empire.

We are asked to dine at his palace and
stay at the Fuests' bungalow which over-
looks one of the enchanted lakes. The
dinner is a wonderful feast arranged by
a German caterer, and is held in a fres-
coed hall with walls painted with red and
gold designs and hung with gorgeous
tapestries. It is lighted by enormous
wttcring chandeliers, relics of a past.

hile we feed His Highness and his
staff wait outside, for it is not meet or
right for them to eat with us or partake
of our food. They watch us through
curtains, and wait until after the meal
is over, then we drink the health of the
King Emperor, and there are speeches
full of loyalty and thanksgiving. There
are other Maharajahs and Rajahs to
see later, and also the Begum of Bhopal,
whose mother and grandmother shielded
our people in the time of trouble.
Every one else was against us. I saw
her given the Grand Cross of the Star
of India and kneel before the future
Queen of England and kiss her hand,
when the little Purdah lady said in
English: “This is the proudest moment
of my life.”

At Indore, a neighbouring State, one
saw thelarge, broad-shouldered fat Rajahs,
who reeked with scent and wore Euro-
pean clothes with their turbans. Lean,
hooked-nose gentlemen, too, from the
north were there, and others with oval
faces and olive complexions. There were
soldiers amongst them with rows of
medals. Young Patiala and Bikanir,
who lives in the middle of the desert and
goes to London for the season, and Gen-
eral Sir Pertap Singh, Maharajah of Idar,
K.C.B., AD.C,, the best rider and polo
player in India—which means, perhaps,
in the world. We saw all these men,
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descendants of kings and princes, who
filled their harems with dark-eyed ladies,
and spent fortunes on jewels and finery,
who wasted their money on elephants and
silver howdahs, or on fighting bears and
tigers, and adorned the palaces with use-
less ornaments. Happily these are things
of the past, for now the State money is
carefully guarded by the British Raj, by a
political agent who manages the affairs
of the State. In these days there is a
relief for famine and distress—irrigation
works, hospitals, schoqls and .railways.
The native gentleman is becoming more
enlightened every day, more accustomed
to British supremacy, adapted to Euro-
pean ideas. He goes to Paris and New
York, and buys his clothes in London.
He drives his motor car and his four-ipn-
hund and plays p()l() at Harlinghﬂm.
He commands his own regiment of the
Imperial Service Corps and leads it past
on parade. In the hot weather he goes
to the hills and gives garden parties and
plays golf and bridge. What more can
he do to be civilised? Of his zenana we
know nothing. We ask questions from
our lady friends who are permitted to
visit the harems, but they only see a
corner; there are walls within walls,

A friend of mine asked a loyal prince
—one of the greatest chiefs in the central
provinces—what would happen if the Eng.
lish were to leave India to-morrow? His
Highness replied: “The day after to.
morrow my men would be in the saddle
and in three months there would not he
a baboo or boxwalla in Southern India.*
That just about hits the mark. There
would be a rush to the cities for the
wealth, and then what would happen ?

But we are not going away just yet.
And we have only to see the army in India
to realise that our strength on land lies
in the East. You see it in the canton-
ments of a garrison town, you see it
along the Grand Trunk road, and on
th plains round Rindi, or at a review
where Sikhs, Goorkhas and Pathans,
horses, camels and bullocks, are march-
ing past the Union Jack.

There.surely Wwas never a finer body of
men trained to take the field with its
transport and stores than this. Even
the Japanese attaché opened his eves
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at the great parade before the
Prince of Wales, and the
Ameer of Afghanistan turned
round to his Commander-in-
chief the other day at Agra and
said: “I thought you told me
that my army was the finest
in the world. I see here
trained fighting men far better
than mine, and I am told that
there are other armies more
powerful in Europe. You
lied to me. Now I find mine
are worth nothing.”

That speech was far-reach-
ing. It will be echoed through
the mountain passes to the
walls of Cabul and Kandahar,
away over the plains of
Afgfmnisl;m to the hills where
the Russian outposts stand.

But it is in the north-west that you
must go to see the flower of the army
and the men who hold the sword of
Britain in the East. You see it best of
all at the point of the blade along the
mountain passes at Peshawar, at Dera
Ismail Khan and Quetta, or at Nilt,
where three empires meet. Peshawar
is like a ship cleared for action. It is
always on guard. It faces the breach
of that wall of rock by which the men
of the north have been mnrc"hing on to
the plains from time immemorial, through
which kings and emperors have passed
since Alexander the Greut.hrought vic-
tory and plunder in his train. Here are
our outposts, where oﬂic‘ers an(.i men
sleep, so to speak, with thelr.urms in their
hands; where an officer might be shot
any morning when he goes his rounds.
There are many who say that the young
British officer is always foolish, always
idle. I say go andlook at him in India—
when he talks shop (all about his work),
and is not afraid of doing it; when he
gets no help from a European sergeant-
major; where the oldest beurded native
ressaldan, a landed proprietor, \'mh
twenty years’ service an'd thr_ee campaigns
and the order of merit, will come to a
mere boy for orders. Officers in I_ndm
on the frontier have no time to be idle;
their work trains the character and the
brain. In that exacting school, duty,

SCENE IN THE TEMPLE AT DELHI
INLAID WITH MOSAICS

MARBLE

From this temple the famous Peacock Throne was stolen,

self-reliance, intelligence, a knowledge
of human nature are needed for success.
And the officer is proud of his men, his
native comrades in arms. These men,
who are sober, temperate and thrifty,
who have the esprit de corps, the fire of
patriotism, the “bushido,” as it were,
that helped the yellow race to conquer
a European power.

Perchance you visit a civil servant’s
camp, and you begin to understand life
in the shine in this country, where “there
ain’t no ten commandments and a man
can raise a thirst.” The tents are com-
fortable, large and airy, twenty feet
square, and rising twenty-one feet at the
apex. You havea bedroom and a parlour
hung with cloth of a yellowish hue with a
pink dado and fringe. You have bath-
rooms, and verandahs covered by hative
blinds and you are surrounded by com-
forts. The collector sahib or the commis-
sioner tells you about his work and in-
vites you to join in his sport. He is the
judge of the district. He travels about
in state, and every one salaams to him
and offers him fruit. He shoots the
black buck and spears the wild pig, and
sometimes kills a tiger. He draws a large
salary, and after thirty years’ service
retires with a pension and a C.I.LE. The
civil servant rules India. He is a great
man in Hindustan, and he speaks the
language like a native. We are sorry
to leave his camp, for he is entertaining
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and his sport is splendid, and his dinners
divine. He gives you a snipe and quail
with green chillies, and wild duck livers
on toast, roast venison and curry, Heidsik
wine in the middle of a jungle 100 miles
from civilisation! He is assisted by a
nice boy whose people live far away.
His brother works in the city of London.
He occupies a small room which over
looks a dirty yard half the size of
a tennis court, with a kennel in one
corner and a chicken-run in the other.
In the morning a maid-of-all-work
leaves a can of lukewarm water at his
door, and he stufis
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of sorts, and plays tennis and badmin-
ton on ofi-days with the General’s
daughter. Smith Sahib often writes to
his brother at Putney, and sends him
photographs of his home in the land
of exile.

We pass on to Agra to see the tomb
of Mumtaz Mahal. From there you
hasten away to Delhi to the Cashmir
gate, to Cawnpore, where the marble angel
stands above the well. You wander
through the halls and king'.\. |l;l|;n'_¢~~ at
Delhi and Lahore, the capital of the
wonder at all vou see

Punjaub, and
there. Lucknow

some porridge and
an egg down his
throat before catch
ing the 8.40 train
up to town. A few
people ask him to

dance; he some
times goes to the
theatre. He plays

the violin and on
Sunday a game of
golf. Smith Sahib’s
brother worked six
and a half days out
of every seven. He
spends three weeks
at the seaside in
August or takes a
cheap ticket to the
Continent. He
sometimes rides a

and Cawnpore are
full of memories of
the past.

You maytake the
train to the edge
of the Himalayas,
to the borders of
Cashmir, and see
the great ranges
which rise to a
height of 24,000
feet, and you may
visit the Viceroy's
summer home
amongst the juni-
pers at Simla, and
see the offices where
the Commander-in-
chief works over
his great military
schemes; and then

bicycle, and has
just enough to keep
himself decently
clothed. Smith Sahib, the boy we met
in the jungle, has just joined Civil Ser-
vice. He is stationed in a small gar-
rison town in Central India, where there
is a club, a gymkhana and a British
regiment. Smith lives with two other
men in a large bungalow surrounded
by beautiful trees and flowering shrubs,
and there is a huge compound. He
dines at the club, and sometimes gives
a little dinner in his own house. He can
often be seen sitting on the verandah,
smoking his cheroot, and be heard
shouting to his “boy”" to bring a whiskey
and soda. Smith Sahib plays bridge
and is learning to play polo. He keeps
five servants and two ponies and a dogcart

A TYPICAL
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you begin to under-
stand what a great
Empire this is be-
yond the seas, and you take off your
hat to Clive and the Lord Minto who
consolidated what Wellesley had ae-
quired; to Hardinge and Dalhousie
and Lord Northbrook, and later to
Lords Dufferin and Lansdowne, with
his great Commander-in-chief, Lord
Roberts; and last, but not least, Lord
Curzon, who was at the great durbar in
1903, when over a hundred rulers of
separate states, whose united population
amounts to 60,000,000 of people, were
assembled to testify their allegiance to
the sovereign.

It remains for Lord Minto to carry
on the rule that has symbolised the unity
of the mightiest Empire of the Fast.
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A COUNTRY ROAD

NOT this road, friend; “tis whim of mine
To turn my back on beech and pine

And running brooks that sing and shine,

‘I he while your prospects you define,

And press your suit with ease.

I went this road another day,

A glowing, pulsing, perfect day.

The growing grasses laughed with me;
The young leaves quivered in their glee;
The ox-eyed daisies peeped to see

So glad a thing as 1.

As 1, a-tremble with sweet fear,
Because of one who lingered near,
Because he whispered in my ear
The very words 1 longed to hear:
Because—because he was so dear—

Not this road, friend, I pray.

Of this one spot my thought doth make
A garden rare for old sake's sake;
And should your foot crush fern or brake,
Or ox-eyed daisy, wide awake,
This worldly heart of mine would ache—
Not this road, friend, I pray.

Jean Blewett.




Poet and Priest

By JAMES B.

WASSON, D.D.

Sketch of Arthur Wentworth Hamilton Eaton, a Can
wdian who has won much distinction abroad.

N the bachelor lodgings in the centre of
the most socially conservative section
of the City of New York, the
near Washington Square, for many years
has lived one of loyal
most  gifted Went

region

Canada’s most

and SONS Arthur
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EATON

worth Hamilton Eaton, M.A., D.C.L..
priest, poet, historian, and general liter
ary man, was born in Nova .\tllliA,
educated in that province and in New
England, for ten or eleven years had his
home in Boston, and for more than twenty
vears has been a resident of
New York. ()']ixi.lll}, Dy
Faton is a priest of the
]",pi\nlp;ll Church, in which
he is a preacher of repute,
by native aptitude and sym
pathy, as in habit of life he
is essentially, and so has long
been recognised, a devoted
literary man. Born in g
rarely beautiful town in Novy
Scotia’s famous central valley.
with superb skies, divine fruit
orchards, great drooping elms,
green dykes, old gardens,
mysterious brooks and pools,
and a winding tide-river. to
stimulate his youthful imagi
nation, he early showed the
tendency he has now followed
His father, William
Eaton, Esquire, represented
an important Puritan family
who had settled in Nova
Scotia after the expulsion of
the Acadians in 1755. He
was a man of education and
the highest worth, at one
time insllc('lnr of schools for
!!i\ county, and when he died
In 1893 an honoured official of

so long.
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his town. Dr. Eaton’s mother, from whom
he undoubtedly inherited much of his
keen sensitiveness to impressions, his pas-
sionate love of nature, his strong genius
for friendship, was Anna Augusta Wil-
loughby Hamilton, the youngest grand-
daughter of a Scottish gentleman who had
emigrated to New England about the
time of the Revolutionary War, her an-
cestry otherwise appearing in several of
the best families of New England Puritan
stock.* :
In 1873, Dr. Eaton left Nova Scotia to
his education, and in 1880, in a class,
the most famous member of which now is
President Roosevelt, was graduated B.A.
at Harvard University. After a course
of theological reading and study, during
which he was also writing much, in 1884
he was ordained to the diaconate of the
Protestant Episcopal Church, his advance-
ment to the priesthood coming a little
Jess than a year from that time. For a
while he was nominally Rector’s Assistant
in the old Church of St. Mark’s, in New
York, but he soon assumed charge of the
ish of Chestnut Hill, Boston.
Educated under the mutually antagon-
istic influences of Calvinistic and Anglican
theology, with a naturally sensitive con-

science and with a persistent impulse to.

examine all sides of things, before ordina-
tion the young clergyman went through
extremely deep theological waters. Tak-

his final stand from conviction on
Broad-Church ground, the ground of
Maurice, Robertson, Stanley, Kingsley,
Mulford, Allen and Brooks, it was not
strange that his brief incumbency of the
Chestnut Hill parish should have resulted
in a volume called “The Heart of the
Creeds, Historical Religion in the Light
of Modern Thought.” In this book, the
first notable literary achievement of the
writer, appeared not only evidences of
keen spiritual insight, and clear compre-
hension of the historical development of

.~ #Jt may be mentioned here that Frank
H. Eaton, M.A., D.C.L. (also a graduate of
University), Superintendent of
Sehools for Victoria, B.C., and a governor
of Victoria College, is Dr. Eaton’s brother.
Of his first-cousins the best known is Ben-
Rand, M.A., Ph.D., a sketch of whose

lately appeared in the pages of this

E
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doctrinal truth, but as well the fine taste
for literary expression that Dr. Eaton had
inherited and had had stimulated in his
cultured Nova Scotia home. Not only
did the chief Broad-Church leaders in the
United States give high praise to this book,
cordially welcoming it as an important
contribution to rational theological litera-
ture, but recognised masters of literary .
style gave its English the highest praise.
If the author had never done any other
work than this book, his place among
thinkers and scholars, and writers of
choice English, would be fully assured.
“Iam glad,” wrote an eminent clergyman
and scholar, since dead, when the book
first appeared, ‘“ that the Episcopal Church
has a man capable of writing such a book.”
Said the New York Nation: ‘“Mr. Eaton
is the exponent of theological tendencies
which are very deep and wide, and which
derive much of their volume and momen-
tum from tributary streams as far apart as
Schleiermacher and Matthew Arnold.”
“The Heart of the Creeds” appeared in
1888, and the next year Dr. Eaton made
his first conspicuous essay in verse with
his “Acadian Legends and Lyrics.” In
1891, entering the historical field, he pro-
duced an interesting pioneer book, “The
Church of England in Nova Scotia, and
the Tory Clergy of the Revolution.” As
Nova Scotia is the oldest Colonial diocese
of the British Empire, and as the author
is intimately acquainted with the history
of the Province, it is needless to say that
he produced in this laborious work a
permanently valuable and eminently read-
able book. In 1892, in collaboration with
another Canadian, Mr. C. L. Betts, Dr.
Eaton published a book of short stories
which have had some recognition, “Tales
of a Garrison Town.” In 1901, he care-
fully edited and published an old Loyalist
manuscript written by the mother of one
of Nova Scotia’s most famous statesmen,
the late Judge James William Johnston.
In the meantime, also, he compiled and
edited several educational works, and by
means of a number of valuable genealogi-
cal and family historical monographs
made himself an authority in the American
genealogical field.

From the first appearance of Dr.
Eaton’s volume, “Acadian Legends and
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Lyrics,” his place among American poets
has been secure. In the years that have
elapsed since, not a single anthology of
note has appeared in Canada or the
United States in which he has not been
well represented. Stedman’s ““ American
Anthology,” “The World’s Best Poetry,”
“Younger American Poets,” “Songs of
the Great Dominion,” “A Treasury of
Canadian Verse,” “Poems of Wild Life,”
“Canadian Poems and Lays,” and other
collections, English and American, con-
tain much of his verse. For sixteen years,
however, after his first book of verse, he
produced no other, but in 1905 there came
simultaneously from the press of Thomas
Whittaker, New York, two attractive
volumes entitled, respectively, ““Acadian
Ballads,” and “Poems of the Christian
Year.” Inspection of the author’s newly
published poems at once revealed the fact
that he had steadily grown in his com-
mand of the poetic art. “Acadian Leg-
ends and Lyrics” was flatteringly received
by the press, but though it showed wide
sympathy with life, keen love of natural
uty, a rare gift for reproducing events
and scenes of the past, and the fine rhyth-
mical sense that must be part of every
true poet’s endowment, it must be frankly
confessed that some of the work in it was
crude. In the more recently published
“Acadian Ballads,” we have a few of the
best poems which appeared in the earlier
volume, but even these, finely conceived
and truthfully coloured as they were, are
generally not a little, and for the better,
changed. Improvements are to be found,
for example, in the well-known musical
ballads, The Naming of the Gaspereau,
Puritan Planters (in the earlier volume
called The Resettlement of Acadia), L’Or-
dre de Bon Temps, and De Soto’s Last
Dream. 1In this volume we see more than
ever how the striking events of Acadian
history, in both French and English times,
have stirred the poet’s imagination, how
real the men and women that figured in
them have become to his mind. The
departure of Howe’s fleet from Boston in
1776, the sailing of the New York Tories
for Nova Scotia in 1784, the achievement
of that remarkable Acadian heroine,
Madame La Tour, the devoted friendship
of La Tour and Biencourt, the grace of
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Lady Frances Wentworth, the friendliness
of Lady Falkland—these are some of the
inspiring subjects that the author has
selected from the rich field of Acadian
history, and has once more given life to
in his musical, artistic verse.

The mere enumeration of subjects,
however, fails to give any true impression
of the vivid colour of Dr. Eaton’s poetry.
Whatever is beautiful in the crisp skies,
luxuriant landscape, rich forests, and
sparkling seas of his Acadian country, he
has reproduced—the white mists of the
Atlantic rolling up to the Basin of Minas
and wreathing the low mountains that
shut in the winding Fundy shore, the
rugged face of Blomidon, “grim guards.
man of the gateway of the tide,” the old
gray wharves that line the harbour of
Halifax; and, as well, the world-famed
apple orchards of the Annapolis valley in
their marvellously rich pink-petalled
bloom; fields of red clover and white
daisies, maple forests in their flaming
autumn-crimson dress, old-fashioned gar-
dens, magnificent with spring crocuses,
midsummer pinks and bluebells, autumpn
phloxes and dahlias,—all these contribute
to the beautiful setting of Eaton’s Acadian
verse.

In his “Poems of the Christian Year»

‘the author has shown his power in another

special department of poetry. Arranged
in the familiar order of the church seasons,
with groups of several beautiful

each for the great feasts of Christmas and
Easter, the poems in this volume have all
the qualities that make religious verse
live. No one can read, for example,

I know a vast cathedral,

With sculptured walls and high,
And windows dight with every light
That decks the sunset sky;

or

Who does not love the tranquil myst

Of twilight, when the day is almozt :;Z..t,
or

They speak deep truths, those lilies dumb,
hose waxen forms our altars hide,
Fresh from Bermudian gardens come
To help us keep our Easter-tide,

without being moved as men are always
moved by tender, musical religious verse.
In January, 1907, Dr. Eaton published a
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fourth volume of poems, this time again
of a general character. In the “Lotus of
the Nile and Other Poems,” we have
vivid flashes of light on the inner nature
of the man. Some of the poems in this
new volume, also, in an incomplete form,
are to be found in the author’s first book
of verse. But everywhere here we dis-
cover nature, poetical feeling and finished
ical form. The themes are as varied
as the author’s life has been fruitful and
wide. Travel abroad has given us his
fine descriptive poem, ““ Fountains Abbey,”
a poem rich in imagination and in delicate
ic thought; the study of historic re-
i has made possible the strong
stanzas on “ The Egyptian Lotus,” “ Foun-
dry Fires” has evidently been suggested
the sound of ringing anvils and the
of the glowing forge. ?uut b{ far
t part of the poetry in this volume
::ysr;‘rog:rly be classed as ‘“Nature
» Tt is nature poetry, however, of
the truest sort. One or two poems, like
The Lady of the Flowers in ““Acadian
Ballads,” are purely descriptive, but there
is in most of the verse an intense subject-
jvity, the subjectivity of Wordsworth and
g The t feels always the one-
ness of earth with “the deep heart of
man,” he perceives in nature

motion and a spirit which impels
ﬁll thinking thingg. all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things.

He finds in earth’s ordinary processes the
ing moods of humanity’s immortal
mind. The poems are usually not long,
most of them contain not more than a
stanzas, but one turns from them,
as a rule, with the satisfaction one finds
in the finished productions of those
who have followed long and faithfully the
ic art. 4
The range of subjects treated in tﬁese
poems is wide, the poet is a man whose
experience of life has gone deep, he has
had strong friendships and a{dent ]oves,
he has profound sympathy with children
and with the poor, he has threaded the
intricate passages of theological specula-
tion, he has suffered disappointment and
e severe mental pain, but he has
had also the most beatific visions and has
stood on the loftiest heights. In his verse
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there is a certain transparency, by means
of which we can learn much of the visions
that have inspired and the sorrows that
have chastened the writer’s inner soul.

The ‘“Acadian Ballads” are not all
ballads, some of them, like Impressions,
Atlantic Mists, and Orchards in Bloom,
are highly-coloured bits of descriptive
verse. What a fine picture the poet gives
us of the June orchards:

Banks of bloom on a billowy plain,
Odours of orient in the air,

Pink-tipped petals that fall, that rain,
Allah’s garden everywhere.

Infinite depths in the blue above,

Glint of gold on the hill-tops gray,
Orioles trilling songs of love

With tireless throats, the long June day.

Fields of emerald, tufted white,
Yellow, and azure, far outspread—
O the measureless delight
In the scent of the clover blossoms red!

Or of the dreamy mists that rise from the
“mighty Atlantic,” and move like wraiths
along the steep sides of the “North Moun-
tain”’:
Up from the sea the white mists roll,

Soft as the robes a dancer sways,

Pure as the dreams that swathe the soul
Of a laughing child, at peace always.

The blue-veined hills at the north they hide
With a veil that hangs like filmy gauze,
And they lower and lift and fling aside
Their matchless drapery, without pause.

Grange and meadow and dyke below

Lie in the sun in calm content,
Hither and thither like wraiths they go,

But their shadowy grace on the cliffs is

spent.

No poet was ever more emphatically the
child of his early environment than this
one. For many years he has lived in the
heart of a great metropolis, but in every
bit of descriptive nature-verse he writes,
we see that the scenery of his native Nova
Scotia holds his imagination captive still.
“Eaton, I think,” said an English re-
viewer once, ‘‘has been the most happy of
the Canadians in treating their national
legends. There are few writers in the
United States .who equal him in this
respect,”” and the recently published
volume adds much force to this judgment,
uttered twenty years ago. Nova Scotia,
at least, of the Canadian provinces, ought
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to hold Dr. Eaton closely to her heart, for
there is scarcely an epoch in her romantic
history that his pen has not commemorat-
ed, and with peculiar grace. The Legend
of Glooslap, Poutrincourt's Return to Port
Royal, L'Ordre de Bon Temps, The Bap-
tism of Membertou, La Tour and Biencourt,
Puritan Planters, The Arrival of Howe's
Fleet, A Ballad of the Tories, Lady Went-
worth—all these are poems of high merit
in the realm of verses celebrating historical
places and characters and events. Long
after their gifted author has gone from the
world, they will be read with interest and
will be gathered into collections of notable
poems of places, and anthologies of his-
torical verse.

In the field of subjective verse few
modern poems, at least, are better than
Purple Asters, in ‘““Acadian Ballads”;
God’s Manifoldness, in “Poems of the
Christian Year”; and Lombardy Poplars,
The Prophecy of Beauty, Once again the
Summer Dies, and I Plucked a Daisy, in
“The Lotus of the Nile.”

Interest in strong, human occupations
is also a characteristic of this poet. The
activities of fields, gardens, foundries,
whale-ships, wharves, the sea, and city
streets, are all signalised in his verse.
For gardens and the sea-shore he has a
peculiar fondness, the love of flowers is
evidently a passion with him, and he
seems almost colour-mad.

In such a poem as The Prophecy of
Beauty, one feels the same sense of beauty
that inspired Keats:

Sometimes I think the source of souls must be
The Primal Beauty, we so quick respond
To loveliness in and and sea—
Gree? indthe majestic oak and fine fern-
rond.

Pure in sunsets, undulate lines of hills,
Ships spreading white wings on the west-
ern wave,
Turbulent currents that turn mossy mills,
The dim cathedral’s arch and spire and
nave;

The moon’s reflection on the limpid lake,
The plash of oars, the rowers’ voices there;
The. enrapturing scent that follows in the

Of spring’s first movement in the forests

Who has not often felt a sovereign power
To lift his spirit to majestic pose

In these, or mountain peak, or vine-clad
bower; s
In violet blue, and crimson-petalled rose.

Such stanzas strikingly remind one of
lines in “Endymion,” or indeed, in their
choice of epithets, of Milton’s “L’Al-
legro.”

When Eaton’s first book of verse a
peared, the New York Outlook said: “‘In
his individual criticism of life, the author's
special significance lies. We hope that
we may not seem anxious for a pretentious
phrase when we term this poetry the cry
of the heart of the age. . . . With all its
fierce struggle, disease, and damning sins,
we do not believe that the heart of the age
is pessimistic.  On the edge of the gloom
is the glimmer of a dawn. This Mr.
Eaton discerns, and utters our modern
life’s varied emotions; and it seems to us
that his utterance is as true in its own way
as the message of Browning or Tennyson.”
“Flood-Tiide,” said another reviewer,
““has something of the pathos of Kingsley's
‘Three Fishers,’ without being in the
least indebted to it. . . Sometime is an
exquisite lyric, worthy of comparison with
Stedman’s ‘Undiscovered Country.’”

In his later verse Eaton shows the same
characteristics of thought and feeling that
critics found in his earlier work, but in the
meantime he has grown much, if not ip
poetic feeling, certainly in the art of perfect
poetic form. Such exquisite lyrics as The
East and the West, Thou Art My Guiding
Star, Where Are Ye Now, the new version
of The Roots of the Roses, and The Still
Hour amply attest this. Take these
delicate stanzas as an example:

When the still hour draws near that I must die

I ask that in some western-windowed room
Where I can see the sunset, I may lie.

I love so well the blue and green and gold
That fuse in li&uid splendour, ere the gloom
Of evening settles and the day grows cold.

A single rose I crave beside my bed,
For I had once a bush of roses white,

Whose fragrance through my deepest
was shed. . @2 soed

Let some one skilled in friendship h
hand oo

For all my life my peace has suffered bligh
If none were near me who could nnderstand:

I want no weeping, but I ask a
That God d rob theevillh:\‘;:y:;ne
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Of harmful power, and make my influence
fair.
Then as my breath grows fainter, and my

Dim to the last trace of the kindly sun,
Kissing my forehead, say your last good-
byes.

In the earlier part of this article, Dr.
Eaton’s incumbency of the parish of
Chestnut Hill, Boston, hasbeen mentioned.
This incumbency did not last long, for
finding literary occupations on the whole
more congenial, in a little over a year he
withdrew from it and went to Europe,
when he returned settling permanently in
New York, in the part of the city where
he still lives. For many years he has given

of his time to the special teaching of
E;lish literature, this occupation being
more congenial to him than parochial
work. He has, however, continually ex-
ercised the functions of the ministry, and
during the last year has been one of the
Cathedral Preachers of the New York
Cathedral of St. John-the-Divine.

Dr. Eaton is a man of varied social
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experience. Thoroughly identified with
the old exclusive community about Wash-
ington Square, he is yet widely known
and warmly welcomed the city through,
and for many years his summers, com-
pletely or in part, have been spent as the
guest of well-known cottagers at New
York’s magnificent watering place, rich
Newport-by-the-Sea.

In June, 1905, in recognition of his
high scholastic attainments and literary
achievements, King’s College, Nova Scotia,
the oldest Colonial College of the British
Empire, conferred on Dr. Eaton the
honour of a Doctorate of Civil Law.

Canadian literature is now slowly grow-
ing in volume and strength, and the time
approaches when the country, great in
material prosperity, will have also a wor-
thy national literature. When that time
comes, though like others of his Canadian
contemporaries he has been obliged, for
the most part, to work out of his native
land, the name of Arthur Wentworth Ham-
ilton Eaton, it may safely be prophesied,
will occupy a truly distinguished place.

The Dead Day

BY A. L. FRASER

HE golden day is dead and now doth go
QOut through the portals of the evening gray, F

And somewhere o’er the hills will be laid low

Nature doth not that dying smile forget,

In strange, far, viewless fields, by each dear yesterday; i
For all her face with sorrow’s tears is wet.

il

I




The Scalping of Wiggy

By J. W. FULLER

Telling how a missing portion of head-gear made one man
ridiculous and brought good luck to another.

LOUNGING about the roundhouse

doors at the western terminal of
one of the great transcontinental lines
a group of seasoned railroaders were
indulging in a quiet smoke and chat
before “turning in” at the bunk-room.
A huge mogul detached from a heavy
freight, which it had just brought in,
came throbbing down the yard and rolled
slowly into its stall.

“Hello, Bill!” shouted one, as a dark
bulk climbed down from the cab. “How
in thunder did you get back so soon?
Thought your turn wouldn’t bring you in
till to-morrow ?” .

“Oh, everybody ain’t so slow as you,
Jim,” returned the new arrival as he
walked around to the other side of his
engine.

“Worked some dodge to get ahead,
'l bet,” commented his questioner.
“He’s most as cute as old Chinny
De Bong, down east. Did I ever tell
you boys how Chinny did up Wiggy
Wallace ?”

“No. Cough her up, Jim,” responded
another, and without further preliminary
the story proceeded, for these men of the
iron steed waste no words:

“It was back in the eighties, when I was
running out of Montreal. One Saturday
I was called to haul a heavy freight to
Richmond, and I started out feeling
pretty much down on my luck; for, like
all the boys, I hated to be buried in that
hole over Sunday, and as freight was
light from that end there seemed precious
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little chance of getting out again before
Monday. Once in a while there’d be an
emigrant special up; but I wasn’t count-
ing any on that this trip, for I knew both
Wallace and De Bong had gone down
ahead of me. I'd heard Chinny called,
and his language wasn’t exactly what
you'd call edifying for a Sunday School.
Chinny was as good a driver as ever pulled
throttle out of Bonaventure Station; but
he was a bit excitable at times, and it
seems his little girl was to be confirmed
on the Sunday, and he’d been set on
being at the church to see the job done.
He knew Wiggy was ahead of him, so,
though he heard an Allan Liner was
coming up the river, it didn’t help things,
for Wiggy, of course, had the cinch on
any special. However, it couldn’t be
helped, for as I told you freight was
mighty light and none of us could afford
to let a turn go by.

“Well, I got my train through after g
goodish bit of trouble on the way with a
hot-box, and pulled into Richmond about
dark. I thought it hardly worth while to
ask what was on the road, for I'd made
up my mind that I was booked for 4
reserve seat at all the Richmond funerals
till Monday; but I saw De Bong comin
away from the dispatcher’s office, so
hailed him with:

“‘Anything doin’, Chinny ?’

“‘Emigran’ spesh ’bout four ’clock:
but he Mr. Wallace. I keep comp.my'
wit’ you here to-mor’.’

“The trip down must have quieted
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Chinny’s nerves, for he seemed in tip-top
irits.
“T took a stroll up street and smoked a
pipe or two before turning in, and when I
back to the bunk-room both Wallace
and De Bong were asleep and snoring like
fellows. It didn’t take me long to
ow suit—I mean as far as sleeping
went. We’ll say nothing about the

oring.

“Well, long toward morning I heard
the call-boy come in and call someone,
but as I knew it wasn’t my turn, course
I just turned over and snoozed again; but
pretty soon I heard a rustlin’ and a
shugin’ around, and somebody mutterin’
low-like, under his breath; but being

well tired I didn’t rouse up just yet.

noise kept up though and in a minute

or two someone threw a boot and called
out: :

“¢Quit that row, Wiggy, and let us
fellows sleep, can’t yer? Ye needn’t rub
it in because we've got to stay here while

bowl back to St. Lambert.’

“Then there was an explosion, and the
exhibition Wallace—for ’twas him—give
would ha’ made the most hardened repro-
bate want to kick himself for envy. And,
mind you, as a general thing he was no

ing man; didn’t like to hear it, an’
more’n once I'd heard him call the boys
down for it. So you may know I guessed
something extra special was on, and sat
npinmybunk in a jiffy.

“There was Wiggy in shirt and trousers,
with one boot on an’ the top of his head
shining white, an’ bare as a billiard ball,
dancing up an’ down the bunk-room,
cursing and shouting that somebody had
stolen his foupeé—for he was bald and
wore a wig; that’s why we called him
“Wiggy”. The boys were all sittin’ up
in their bunks and chaffin’ him—all but
De Bong. He was still snoring away

e AR :

“+T guess it fell in your mouth while you
was uf:ep, an’ you swallowed it, Wiggy,’
shouted a fireman. :

“Wiggy walked up to his bunk an’ made
a vicious pass, but the fellow dodged.

“¢None of yer blasted impudence, you
young whelp!’ he howled. ‘If you know
where that foupeé is, hand it out, or T'll
smash yer face in.’

“*Come off, Wiggy,” yelled another
fellow, ‘yer just wild cause you got the
bulge on us fellows by that emigrant
special. Feel the top of yer head just to
see if it ain’t there.’

“Wallace made a snatch at his bald
pate, while he cursed Sam Hunter for a
crazy fool, and everyone howled the more.
This sort of thing kept up till the call-boy
came in, grinning like a cat.

““Hustle up now, Wallace,’ he shouted,
‘that spesh’l be ’long right away, an’ it’s
time yer engine was out.

“Wiggy wheeled round, caught him by
the shoulder, and shook him till his teeth
rattled.

“‘You young brat,” he yelled, ‘I be-
lieve you hid it! Tell me quick where
’tis or I’ll kill you.’

“‘You leave me alone, Wiggy, or I’ll
report yer to the boss,” snarled the kid,
jerking away; ‘I don’t know nothin’ "bout
yer old wig. I wouldn’t touch the dirty
thing with a stick. But if you don’t
come along in two minutes I've got to call
the next man; so look sharp.’

“‘Oh, go on anyhow, Wiggy. You
look better without the wig any day!’
someone said.

“‘Yes, but he’s afraid the missus’ll
think he’s her grandfather,” bawled Sam
Hunter, and the row got worse than ever.

“‘Time’s up,’ sang out the boy. ‘Are
you coming, Wallace?’

““You go to blazes!” was all the
answer he got. So he walked over and
gave De Bong a dig in the ribs.

“Mon Diew! What matter?’ yelled
Chinny, sittin’ up and rubbin’ his eyes.

“‘Yer next for the emigrant spesh, De
Bong,’ said the kid.

“Go you way. He Mr. Wallace. Why
you wake me?’ grumbled the Frenchman.

“‘No, he won’t take out his engine.
So it’s you.’

“‘Won’t take out engine! Why?’
shouted Chinny, throwing up his hands
in amazement.

“‘Never mind, but step lively or you
won’t neither,” yelped the kid; and so
De Bong tumbled out and scrambled into
his clothes, while Wiggy still kept up the
hunt for his wig, swearing what he
wouldn’t do to the villain what stole it.

“‘I believe you’re the thief, you sneaky
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Frenchy!” hejyelled, just as De Bong was
going out. ‘Ye've been too all-fired
quiet to be honest.’

“‘I know not what you talk about, Mr.
Wallace,” returned Chinny, ‘but I enquire
of you when we meet in Montreal, for why
you call me thief,” and with a low bow he
cleared out.

“Quite a bit longer Wallace kept up the
hunt, the boys pretending to help and
chaffin’ unmercifully all the time, At
last there was a war-whoop from Wiggy
as he jerked the toupeé from out of the
mattress of an empty bunk. Somebody
had ripped up the ticking, shoved in the
wig, and then turned the mattress over so
that the slit was toward the wall.

“Wiggy put on his other boot, grabbed
his coat and started on a run for the station,
and we all after him. De Bong had just
backed his engine down onto the train,
and was looking out the cab window
waiting for the signal to start, when Wiggy
ran up shouting and swearing. He hadn’t
taken time to put on his wig, but held it in
his fist; an’ somehow or other he’d got the
top of his head scratched in the rumpus,
an’ the blood was smeared over his white
pall, lookin’ quite ghastly. All together
he was a tough lookin’ sight.

“‘You dirty, frog-eatin’ Papist!” he
vlled ‘Pll make you sweat for this.
ou hid my foupe?, so’s to git my turn!’
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“¢Keep you cool, Mr, Wallace,” smirked
Chinny. ‘You now are beside yourself.
Could I while I sleep tak’ your wig an
loose him? You talk no sense. When
I in Montreal you meet, we talk ’bout
this. For now, good-bye. I hope you
the Sabbath day joy at Richmond,’ and
getting his signal, Chinny pulled out.

“Poor Wiggy danced along beside him
for a rod or two, swearing and shaki
his fist with the wig clenched in it unti
the speed of the train dropped him behind,
while Chinny leaned out of his cab window
grinnin’ and blowin’ kisses to him.

“Some of the emigrants roused up by
the racket stuck their heads out of the
window, and as the last car pulled by we
heard one shout out:

“‘By Jove, George, I thought we was
told the Injuns was peaceful in Canadal
There’s a bloke what’s 'ad ’is scalp taken
off clean!’

“We dasen’t go near Wallace all that
day; and he was sulky with all the
for weeks afterwards. I heard he went
to the ‘old man’ about it, but of course
got no satisfaction, for he couldn’t prove
De Bong did it. He swore ’twas him
though, and vowed to get square some
day. He did too; but that’s another
story.

“Well, I guess I'll turn in now. Good-
night, boys.”




The Toast of the Archdeacon

By ANDREW COLTISH SMITH

Tllustrations by Jack Hamm

THE Venerable Archdeacon Mortimer,

of Brockville, Ontario, was not dis-
eased that his son Horace had written
ome from Birmingham soliciting a
rental loan of two thousand dollars.

There had always been something about
Horace vaguely unsatisfactory to the
Archdeacon—nothing really wrong, just
a lamentable lack of ballast, and a dis-
position to look at life from too worldly

viewpoint.

a Fr:go the first he had opposed his
father’s most cherished desire, which
was that he should enter the ministry, or,
failing in that, should study law. Un-
fortunately the wayward one had shown

little inclination to study anything.
He was morally certain that he was not
cut out for the ministry, but he had never
had any particular objection to being
called to the bar—only it wasn’t the kind
of bar his father meant.

His uncle, when called into conference
on the subject, agreed at once with
Horace. The boy was never meant for
the professions. His limitations were
obvious. He might do for a politician,
or a hotel man, or possibly a commercial
traveller; but a minister—never. The
Archdeacon, when they talked it over,
couldn’t help admitting that it looked that
way. So a position was obtained for
Horace in the office of a large manufac-

ing concern in Birmingham, where
his father fondly hoped he r‘mght one day
be advanced to a partnership.
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A tale of Local Option, in which a wolf in sheep’s clothing
wins a bride by sacrificing the Temperance Workers.

Horace soon found it a long, up-hill
road to the presidency of the company,
but it was only a pleasant little five minutes’
stroll down to the Arlington, where
Joseph C. Murphy kept a jovial house.
So it happened that he usually gravitated
thither, and before he had been long in
Birmingham, found himself chasing the
glowing hours when work was done
in divers ways decidedly objectionable
from a clerical point of view, which
state of affairs would undoubtedly have
turned the Archdeacon in his grave, if he
had occupied one. Being of the quick,
of course he knew it not.

It was not long, either, before Horace
began to realise that his present way of
doing things was having a bad effect upon
the credit side of his bank account. He
noticed it more particularly because
he had become suddenly possessed with
an intense desire to get rich very quickly
because—because—well, the Murphys
set great store by an accumulation of this
world’s goods, and Maggie Murphy was
iust the best, and prettiest, and sweetest
girl in all Birmingham.

His affairs having reached this inter-
esting crisis, it was natural that when
the proprietor of the local soft drinks
factory wished to sell out, Horace should
make a bid for the business, subject to the
“governor’s” advancement of the funds,
which offer was promptly accepted—hence
the letter aforesaid to the Archdeacon.

The reverend gentleman, of course,
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could not refuse his son. If the manu-
facture of soft drinks was not a calling
which he, personally, would have selected,
it was undoubtedly respectable and
probably offered greater opportunities
than work in a factory office. At any
rate, it was a gratifying indication that
the boy was disposed to settle down and
take life seriously.

So Horace became owner and manager
of the “Birmingham Bottling Works,
manufacturers of ginger beer, pop, lemon
sour, etc., etc.”

It was just at the time that the Local
Option agitation was developing into a
live public question in the city. The
Birmingham Band of Temperance Work-
ers were firmly resolved that the bar must
go, and said so openly, upon all occa-
sions. The Retail Liquor Dealers’ Asso-
ciation were equally determined that
they shouldn’t. So, as the Rev. Dunkley
Simpson, who took tea at Horace’s board-
ing house on the average of three times
a week, was the president of the one, and
Joseph €. Murphy was the head of the
other, Horace just naturally found himself
right in the very centre of the fray where
the blows fell thickest and the bullets
hummed the loudest.

As a director of a soft drinks estab-
lishment, the temperance people seemed
to take it as a matter of course that he
was a strong prohibitionist, and earnestly
besought him to go out and smite the
Philistines.

“We want you to join the Temperance
Workers, Mr. Mortimer,” said the Rev.
Simpson. “It is your duty. You owe
it to your father, to yourself, and to the
public. We know that we have your
sympathy, but we want more than that.
We want you to be a strong and enthus-
iastic worker. We particularly need
young men like you to throw all their vim
and vitality into the good cause. As the
proprietor of the bottling works, vou will
occupy a position of certain prominence
in the city, and vour action will be an
example to others. The average young
man, Mr. Mortimer, hesitates to come
out openly on the side of right—he fears
too much the ridicule of his comrades; but
if a man like you would make a strong
stand, it would give many a vacillating
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youth courage to do what he felt to be
right.”

“Well,” replied Horace, “T’ll think it
over, Mr. Simpson.”

“We have a meeting to-morrow night
in the old town hall; T want you to promise
to be present.”

It was at that moment that the first of
the great ideas struck Horace. After-
wards he clearly saw in the whole affair
the hand of fate.

“T will, Mr. Simpson,” he said, “and I
believe I will be with you.”

He walked home pondering the great
idea, with the result that on the morrow
two things happened.

In the morning, Mortimer’s Mango
Punch appeared on the market for the
first time: a new drink, as the advertise-
ments stated, containing nothing but the
pure flavour of the delicious mango,
king of all tropical fruits, and highly
carbonised pure spring water drawn from
wells drilled through to the solid rock.
The last was almost true, seeing that
the bottling works were situated in an
old gravel pit.

In the evening Horace appeared at
the meeting. More than that, he made
a speech. His ideas on the subject were
a little hazy, and addresses impromptu
or studied were scarcely his forte, but
some years ago he had been hypnotised
into entering a debate at the high school
on this very subject, and being pressed
he gave them his old speech almost ver-
batim. Tt was decidedly of the Rum-
must-go and Liquor-is-the-curse-of-this-
fair-country order, but he handed it out
with fervid eloquence.

The oration would have bereft his
reverend father of speech in sheer delight,
if he had heard it. In fact the report of
it in the local papers of the next day,
duly sent home by Horace, actually did
so. Tt is on record that Jos. C. Murphy
was rendered similarly speechless by the
event, although he was subsequently
able to express his feelings fluently.

The meeting was consumed with de-
light and elected Horace secretary.

It was with some misgivings that he
entered the Arlington next day.

“Good morning, Mr. Murphy,” he said.

Murphy grunted.
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“You’re a helva man, you are. I pass
you up. I don’t want anything more to
do with you.” :

“Why, what’s the matter?” :

“You know well enough. Passing
yourself off as a Christian with your

hes and your resolutions.”

“Oh, that was nothing but a part of
my little game.”

“Well, I don’t want no games around
here. I've seen fellows of your type

ore.”
bef‘Now, look here, Mr. Murphy, listen
to me. These people have been after
you with an axe for years. Lo_(‘al .Optlon
has simply got to come in Birmingham
sooner or later.”

“T don’t see that.”

“Well, it has. The thing is to make it

er out as soon as possible, for it’s
bound to break up in the long run. Now
hasn’t it?”

“T don’t know but it has.”

“Well, then, that’s what I'm going ?0
do. You see if I don’t end it in six

s.,’
m?ln‘}tv}i‘s was the second of the great ideas
born suddenly of his urgent need of an
explanation. Truly fate was leading
Horace forward at a giddy pace. :

“Humph! How’re yougoingtodoit?”

“7’1l tell you.”

A confidential talk of half an hour
followed. At the end of that time, an
outsider might have thoug_ht that the
heart of the president of the liquor dealers
had thawed in some measure to Horace,
for, as the latter picked up his hat, he
“l‘(‘iHave something before you go?”

“Thanks, Mr. Murphy. I don’t care
if 1 do.”

And for the secretary of the Temperance
‘Workers he had something pretty strong.

About a month passed by. 'I_‘he pro-
hibitionists got their machinery into full
working order. The fires roared, the
water bubbled, the steam hissed, wheels
revolved, belts spun, and the smoke spread
out to heaven over the whole city. The
Reverend Dunkley Simpson buzzed al_)out
Jike a little busy bee. It was definitely
announced that the Local Option would

before the people at the coming
‘municipal elections, and the combatants

‘“The Prettiest Girl in Town "'
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tightened their belts and prepared for
the final struggle.

Horace spent Christmas at home.
The pleasure of the family over his
account of the campaign was delightful.
They begged him to send the papers from
Birmingham every day, and a letter too.
The Archdeacon, in an exuberance of
joy, gave his son another thousand dollars
to put into the pop business. They were
all certain of victory in the fight to come.

“I’'m not so sure of that,” said Horace.
“You see the liquor men will spend
plenty of money and our people won't.
That’s the trouble with them—they’re
too innocent. And anyway they haven’t
got it. Men are willing to put up money
as a business investment and charge it
up to the expense account, but when it
comes to paying it out on principle —that’s
a different matter.”

“But it isn’t right, you know, Horace,”
said his sister.
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“And surely a good cause would never
prosper if it countenanced corruption,”
said his mother.

“Well, maybe,” said Horace, doubtful-
ly. “I hope it will carry without.”

“Money is undoubtedly useful in such
a campaign,” remarked his father.

“But it is wrong to use it so,”” objected
Mrs. Mortimer.

“Yes, my dear, possibly. But you
must sometimes fight evil with its own
weapons. To do a great right, do a little
wrong, you know. I would gladly give
my right hand to see Local Option carry
in Birmingham.”

“I never expected to hear you advocate
bribery,” said his wife.

Mr. Mortimer was silent, but as Horace
was boarding the train, he produced five
hundred dollars to be used in the good
cause.

“And never mention it to your mother,
my boy, nor to any one else. I may be
wrong in doing this, but T trust you to
use it well. So good-bye, and God be
with you.”

Horace arrived in Birmingham with
better hopes, and hastened to see the
president of the Retail Liquor Dealers’
Association.

“Hullo, Horrid!” said that worthy.

“Mr. Murphy, how are you to-night?”

“Oh, not too bad! Been up home
for the holidays?”

“Yep. How’s the campaign?”

“Getting pretty hot. T'll make it
hotter for 'em before I've done.”

“That’s where you're wrong. Let
the thing go through. Didn’t I tell you
I would smash it in six months?”

“Yes, but if it don’t pass, it will be
smashed right now.”

“And come back again next year.”

“Well, time enough then to get in your
good work.”

Finding Murphy so obdurate, Horace
threw himself heart and soul into the con-
test. His knowledge of the world and
its wicked ways was of great assistance.
His uncle had probably been right when
he said Horace would do for a politician.
Anvhow, with five hundred dollars in his
pocket, he showed that he knew how to
get out the vote.

As the contest progressed, Murphy be-
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came heated to a dull red, and it spoke
little for Horace’s tact that he chose this
of all times to solicit the paternal sanction
to his engagement to Maggie.

“No, sir!” said Murphy, bringing
down his fist. “I don’t know enough
about you. You may be all right, but
it looks to me like you were playing a
double game, and if you are, you're not
the man I want for a son-in-law.”

“How can I prove my sincerity, Mr.
Murphy ?”

“When you break up this temperance
business, as you boast you will, I'l
believe you and not before.”

“And you'll give us your consent
then?”

“I’ll see. Time enough when you
do.”

And with this equivocal reply, Horace
was forced, for the time being, to be
content.

There had never been so much excite-
ment on election day in Birmingham,
even when the member for the Provincial
Legislature got in by a majority of three,
The streets about the paper offices were
packed before six o’clock. The braying
of a brass band on the balcony of the
Fenster House indicated the head-
quarters of the liquor interests. The
Rev. Dunkley Simpson, Horace, and the
others awaited the returns in the Y.M.C.A.
rooms, a silent and a soulful company.

Ward Three was in first, and went
liquor by a good margin, but from that
time on the city declared most emphatic-
ally that the bar must go.

Horace telegraphed to his father at
once, and the wires fairly sizzled with the
Archdeacon’s reply. :

The next morning the town was de-
cidedly startled at its own action. Teo
tell the truth, there was no one more
surprised than the Temperance Workers
themselves—unless, maybe, it was the
liquor people.

The hotel men acted with vigour and
unanimity. They bundled their guests
unceremoniously into the streets and
locked the doors. Thus travellers whe
bappened to be in the city were thrown
upon the hospitality of the Temperance
Workers with a dull, sickening thud.

Then, too, the town dried up. To
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the bovs it became an arid waste, a barren
desert, incapable of supporting life. It
was in vain that Horace besought them,
through the columns of the newspapers,
to slake their unnatural thirst in mango
punch. They were inconsolable and
would have none of it.

The lack of hotel accommodation soon
became unbearable. Merchants began to
utter protesting shrieks and a distant echo
sounded from the general public. Obvi-
ously it was up to the Temperance
Workers to set the matter right.

A meeting of that association resulted
in the renting of the Fenster House, and
its re-opening under the name of the
Hotel Vendome. As it was practically
the only hotel in town, and was well
managed, it at once became a standing
refutation of the liquor dealers’ assertion
that a temperance house would never
pay, and the Temperance Workers’ cup
of'jn_v was as full as the glasses of the
opposite faction were empty.

Vet Horace was not satisfied. The
beautiful bar, glittering with its cut glass,
looked so utterly cold and cheerless.
Why should it thus lie idle and forlorn,
when up at the works some three thousand
bottles of soft drinks were simply shrieking
to be used? He intimated as much to
the Rev. Dunkley Simpson, as they
strolled together through the new hotel.
Mr. Simpson approved. A temperance
bar would be an innovation, and Horace
knew a man who would make a model
wine clerk.

So once again that hospitable room
resumed its pristine splendour. Pop,
ginger ale, birch beer, lemon sour, aqd
mango punch decorated tl‘le walls in
innocent magnificence. Behind {he §h1r.1-
ing board, Bertie Hurrison,‘ clad in virgin
white, dispensed the flowing bowl that
did no harm to any man.

Horace sought the now dismal Arlington.

“Qay, Mr. Murphy, I guess our time
has come. I want you to fill me a
couple of hundred bottles with something
warm.”

«Eh? You're not in earnest about
that business?”

“Never more so. You fill them up
and tell the boys you are sure of. No
one else, mind, and Bertie Harrison must
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“A Pleasant Stroll to the Arlington”
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have their names.
make any mistakes.”
So several cases of bottles, labelled
“Mortimer’s Mango Punch,” appeared
quietly one night in the Arlington back
parlour. Around the bottom of each
bottle was a scarlet band marked in big
black letters, “Double Export Strength.”
On the table was the Evening Herald
of the day. In it was a news item telling
of a new production at the bottling works:
“a concentrated solution of the famous
mango punch, for export to tropical

We can’t afford to

-



-

366

countries. The addition of sufficient pure
spring water would make two bottles of
the sparkling punch. The new departure
was another instance of the enterprise
of Mr. Mortimer, etc.”

The bar at the Vendome bhegan to be a

success. The sale of Double Export
Mango  Punch  became  enormous.
Bertie Harrison found himself quite

unable to cope with the evening rush, and,
as it would never have done to trust
another with the great secret, Horace
volunteered his own services free of
charge. The committee of the Workers
gave him a vote of thanks.

The boys had found at last an oasis in
the desert. Horace got a neat profit
on tremendous quantities of liquid re-
freshments, Mr. Murphy quickly disposed
of certain stock left on hand by the sudden
closing of the hotel doors, and the coffers
of the Temperance Workers swelled to
the bursting point. Thus everyone was
pleased, and everything went merry as a
marriage bell until, one day, something
akin to the falling of the heavens occurred.

It was about eleven o’clock at night.
The bar of the Vendome was still open for
business and was doing it. That was one
of the advantages of prohibition—intoxi-
cants having been banished, they could
keep the bar open all night if they wished.
Before it five gentlemen were rapidly
absorbing moisture, the odour of which
should have heen highly offensive to the
secretary of the Birmingham Temper-
ance Workers.

One man demanded another glass, but
Harrison demurred.

“You've had enough, vou know. Go

on home. We don’t want to give the
thing away.”
“Allri, Bertie. Just gimme ’nother

’fore I leave you.”

“No, 1 can’t, Charlie.
too much now.”

“No, T ain’t. Gimme ’nother. Just
one more. Good old Mango Doublex.”

“Don’t vou do it, Bertie,” interposed
Horace. “He’s got too big a parcel now.”

““What thells that t'vou? Stand back,”
said Charlie, with dignity.

Then through the open door Horace
saw a vision.

You’ve had
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“Here comes Simpson,” he gasped.
“Change that stuff. Quick!”

Five glasses were whisked behind the
bar in a moment, and five others appeared
to view, innocently filled with bhirch
beer.

“Hello, Mr. Simpson,” yelled Charlie,
catching sight of the visitor, “come on
and have a drink. Jovial old boy. Fill
the reverend gentleman’s glass with
Doublex, Bertie, you old nomad.”

“Put that man out,” said Horace
loudly. “He’s intoxicated. It's dis-
graceful. T've a good mind to have
him arrested. Why good evening, Mr.
Simpson. You are out late to-night.”

“Yes, I was visiting one of my friends
who is very ill, and seeing the lights as I
passed, I thought I would drop in. Isn't
it very late for you to keep open? You
must be quite tired out.”

“Oh, that’s nothing,” said Horace,
modestly. “We must attend to business,
you know. But look at this man,” he
continued confidentially, coming around in
front. “Isn’t he a pretty citizen for a
prohibition town? He is drunk. The
whole room reeks of the fumes.”

“T thought I noticed something of the
kind.”

“T should say you did. It is enough to
make anyone sick. T have suspected for
some time that liquor was being sold in
town. It’s disgraceful. Tt must be
stopped.”

“Lemme alone. Lemme alone, I say,”
said Charlie, for Bertie and one of the
others were essaying to put him quietly
out. “T want 'nother drink. Le’ go me',
I tell you. You're a lot of hypocrites,
every one of you. Say, Mr. Simpson,
d’you know what’s in them bottles? It's
whiskey and good whiskey, too. Mango
punch on th’ outside and whiskey in
middle. Just like me, Mr. Simpson.
They’re punching me on outside, hut
I'm all whiskey on the inside just th’
same.”

“Take him out, Bertie, and put him to
bed somewhere. Tt would be a pity to
send him home like this,” said Horace.

“Put me to bed? Well, 1 guess not.
You’re scoundrel, Horrid! You’re sellin?
whiskey. Know you are. Those men
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are all drunk on it now.
Taste it, Mr. Simpson, and
we"’

“What ahsurd rot!” ejac-
ulated Horace, as they shoved
Charlie out the door.

“Here’s my glass, Mr.
Simpson. Smell it for your-
self,” said one of the drinkers,
coming forward.

“PDrink is the—hic—curse
of this country,” remarked
another, didactically. “Smell
this, sir.”

“Never mind, boys. Mr.
Simpson doesn’t believe that
fellow.”

“Well, but I'd be better
satisfied,” returned the first
man. ‘“Mr. Simpson, I was
as bad a drunkard as any
man in Birmingham for
twenty years, but since he
took hold of things I’ve never
tasted anything stronger than
his mango punch, and that’s
the truth.”

To please him, Mr. Simpson sniffed

at the glass.

“This is innocent, certainly,” he
smiled.
“You bet. That fellow came here

drunk. Do you think Mortimer would
have a drop of liquor in his hotel? I

ess not.”

“No siree,” said the other man.
“Medicinal purposes only. Liquor is
the—hic—"

“Shut up, Lane,” said Horace. “It’s

all right.” _

“T am verv sure he would not,” said
Mr. Simpson'. “ And now, since we are
pere, I think we cannot do better than to
drink to the future prosperity of the
Hotel Vendome. It is something new for
me to stand treat at a bar,” he went on,

Jeasantly, as Bertie filled the glasses.

So, with this innocent libation, the
evenivng was brought to a close, the lights
put out and the bar locked.

Horace accompanied Mr. Simpson to
his door, and then walked home, feeling
Jike a soldier who has just had his helmet
carried away by a cannon bhall.

THE
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“You're a Helva Man”
Drawn by Jack Hamm

The weeks passed on. All attempts at
finding where the liquor was sold were
unavailing, and, as the amount appeared
to be insignificant, the officers of the Tem-
perance Workers were disposed to be very
well pleased with themselves.

As the summer drew on, the city gradu-
ally became accustomed to the new régime.
Then it occurred to the Rev. Dunkley
Simpson to celebrate the present happy
state of affairs by holding a great picnic.
The revenue from the hotel made this
feasible on a large scale.

The picnic should be undenominational.
Every child in the city should have a
whole day out in the country to revel in
the beauties of the green woods, the
broad fields and pure air. Tt was alto-
gether right and fitting that the money
which had heretofore heen used in debas-
ing men’s morals should be the means of
bringing refreshment and innocent en-
joyment to the hearts of the children.

The idea took hold of the public fancy.
Horace wrote home and invited the folks
to come down. They promised they
would. FEven the Archdeacon was pre-
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vailed upon to deliver an address during
the celebration.

Everything was ready. The great day
came. The weather was perfect. Arch-
deacon Mortimer was just bubbling over
with joy at this culmination of his son’s
efforts. For, of course, he was con-
vinced that the whole campaign had been
won entirely through Horace's work,
and possibly he was not far wrong.

Horace showed his parents and sister
through the Hotel Vendome. After they
had duly admired its wide halls and
beautiful bar, they had a glass of mango

AR oS

“Smell It Yourself,
Drawn by Jack Hamm

punch—not the Double Export strength—
and no nepenthe would have been more
grateful to their palates.

Then it was the Archdeacon’s turn to
have an idea. Like Horace’s, it came
suddenly and carried the distinct impres-
sion of the hand of fate.

He would send to the picnic several
cases of mango punch, and at the end
of his speech he would propose a toast
and drink it in that appropriate beverage.

So he quietly disengaged himself from
the others and hastened down to the bot-
tling works.

Unfortunately there was no one at the
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factorv at the time but a new hand who
had only been working for Horace a day
or so. And that was how the variations
worked themselves in.

The Archdeacon ordered a number of
cases of mango punch and paid for them.
They were to be delivered immediately
at the picnic grounds.

The new hand did not know much about
it, but as most of the punch in the ware-
rooms seemed to be labelled “Double
Export,” he thought he had better send
that. So he loaded it on the wagon, and
in due time it was landed at the grounds.

Mr. Simpson”

No one there, of course, knew that
there was anything unusual in the in-
nocent-looking bottles. So, while the
picnickers made merry with light hearts,
they little recked that in their very midst
was a bomb, capable of blowing'up the
Local Option, the bottling works, and the
Birmingham Band of Temperance Work-
ers higher than the top story of the Hotel
Vendome.

From early morning, every car had been
loaded with picnickers. Everybody in
town was there—including Maggie Muyr-
phy. Horace eventually found her and
introduced her to his mother and sister,
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not thinking it worth while to mention her
father’s occupation.

Everything went off grandly. The

mes were a success. The races were
a success. The little lunches in detached

ps were distinct successes.

At last came the supper. They were to
have this meal all together, and now the
cloths were spread on the green grass
for some distance along the lake shore.

Supper over, came the speeches.
Everybody said something, from the Rev.
Dunkley Simpson to the manager of the
Vendome. Then came the Archdeacon’s
turn. He rose to his feet beaming. At
that moment a waiter tapped Horace on
the shoulder.

“Vou are wanted at the ’phone, Mr.
Mortimer,”’ she said.

The telephone was in the store back of
the picnic grounds. It was Bertie Har-
rison that was speaking.

“Ts that you, Horrid?”

“Yes,”

“Well, they've got twenty cases of
Double X out there. That idiot at the
factory sold it to your father.d He is

“to give a toast. I am sending out
m of g:he other. See that you ex-
change it.”

“Tord! Its too late. He’s speaking

”

“Can’t you do something?”’

“Impossible. . The waiters will have
the bottles ready before this.”

“Whee-ew! Then right here is where
1 see our finish. Say, there’s a train for
Detroit at 7.03. I'm going to take my
week’s wages out of the till and fly my
kite. 1If you have an aunt or any relations
in the States, this message is to tell you
that they are very ill. You’d better go
and see them.”

When he had recovered himself, Horace
called up Murphy.

“Say, if you want to see the end of the
Temperance Workers, you had better
come right out to the picnic. Tt is due in
just about five minutes. I am leaving
town to-night, and may not see you again,
so0 I want to know if wehave your consent. o

“What do you mean? Who?”

“Maggieand I.”

«1f the other is all up, you have,

: minl’. »

8

“All right. Thanks. I'm off. Good-
bye.”

He returned to the table. The Arch-
deacon had reached his peroration. JHor-
ace touched Maggie on the shoulder.

“Come here a moment,” he whispered.

They moved back a little.

“Your father has given in,” said Horace.

“What?”

“The temperance business is all up.
Listen! Watch!”

“And now, in conclusion,” the Arch-
deacon was saying, “I wish I could tell
you how proud and happy I am in the
thought that a son of mine has held high
office in your association, and that he has
so largely contributed to the magnificent
victory which that association has won.
And T think it eminently appropriate that
you should here join me in a toast, drunk
in a beverage which he has lately originat-
ed, which this campaign has rendered
famous, and which, I can assure you, is
equally agreeable to the palate, and in-
finitely better both for the body and the
soul than the potent liquors of our ad-
versaries. My friends, to the continued
prosperity and long and useful life of the
Band of Temperance Workers.”

Five hundred glasses were raised in
triumph. There was a gasp and a
splutter, and five hundred glasses came
down again with a crash. Everybody
rose.

Horace caught one glimpse of his
father’s face, and on it were compressed
all the amazement, horror, shame and
indignation of a lifetime.

He turned and made for a car. That
same night he slept in Detroit, where the
next week, through Mr. Murphy’s influ-
ence, he got a position, and where Mr. and
Mrs. Mortimer—née Murphy—at this
very moment reside.

Of course, the contrite son and his
parents were soon reconciled. For, as
Horace pointed out, he couldn’t have
helped it—it was the hand of fate, and
anyway, to warn them would have been
to lose his bride.

The Archdeacon evidently thought the
explanation satisfactory, for he was under-
stood to answer, as he kissed Maggie’s
forehead: “If you did wrong, my boy, I
see here the best excuse you could offer.”



De Nice Leetle Canadienne

BY WILLIAM HENRY DRUMMOND

Evitor’s Norg: So much interest has been aroused in the work of the
Poet of the Habitant, owing to Mr. Drummond’s death on April 6, that we are
constrained to publish, on request, "' De Nice Leetle Canadienne,” a favourite
poem for reading in publie,

OU can pass on de worl’ w'erever you lak,
Tak’ de steamboat for go Angleterre,
Tak' car on de State, an’ den you come back
An’ go all de place, I don’t care—
Ma frien’ dat’s a fack, I know you will say,
W’en you come on dis contree again,
Dere’s no girl can touch, w'at we see ev’ry day,
De nice leetle Canadienne.

Don't matter how poor dat girl she may be,
Her dress is so neat an’ clean,
Mos' ev'rywan t'ink it was mak’ on Paree
An’ she wear it, wall! jus’ lak de Queen.
Den come for fin’ out she is mak’ herse'f,
For she ain’t got moche monee for spen’,
But all de sam’ tam, she never get lef’,
Dat nice leetle Canadienne.

W’en ““un vrai Canayen” is mak’ it mariee,
You t'ink he go leev on beeg flat,
An’ bodder hese'f all de tam, night an’ day,
Wit' housemaid, an’ cook, an’ all dat?
Not mouche, ma dear frien’, he tak’ de maison
Cos’ only nine dollar or ten;
W'ere he leev lak blood rooster, an’ save de I'argent,
Wit’ hees nice leetle Canadienne. y

I marry ma femme w'en I'm jus’ twenty year,
An’ now we got fine familee,

Dat skip roun’ de place lak leetle small deer,
No smarter crowd you never see.-

An’ I t'ink as I watch dem all chasin’ about,
Four boy an’ six girl, she mak’ ten;

Dat’s help mebbe kip it, de stock from run out
Of de nice leetle Canadienne.

O, she’s quick an’ she’s smart, an’ got plaintee heart,
If you know correc’ way go about;
An’ if you don't know, she soon tole you so,
Den tak’ de firs’ chance an’ get out;
But if she love you, I spik it for true,
She will make it more beautiful den;
An’ sun on de sky can’t shine lak de eye
Of dat nice leetle Canadienne.
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SIR HENRY CAMPBELL -BAN-
NERMAN has been again un-
Jucky in his manceuvres as leader of the
British House of Commons. His resolu-
tion against the House of Lords was
studiously moderate, so moderate as to
leave entirely unsuggested any idea of
the abolition of the House of Lords. A
icular day was set down for the dis-
cussion of the resolution, but before the
day arrived Lord Robert Cecil, a son of
the late Lord Salisbury, had introduced
a bill which proved to be a paraphrase of
the Prime Minister’s resolution, a pro-
ceeding which, under an old rule of _the
Housc,' blocked discussion on the motion.
Sir Henry appealed to Lord Robert to
withdraw, but Lord Robert was obdurate,
mainly for the reason that the -Prime
Minister had not reformed the procedure
of the House as Lord Robert and some
other active spirits of the Opposition had
been urging. Of course it was no more
than a trick,and we may take it for granted
that next session the procedure of the
House will be revised and some of t:hese
antiquated methods of blocking business
destroyed. In the meantime a second
~ gession of the Liberal Parliament has
and the best efforts of the
Government have been thwarted.

U

As to the resolution itself, it is not
Jikely that anything practical would have
come of it during this Parliament, nor in
the next, unless the Liberal Party should be
sustained at the next general election by

ctically undiminished majority.
That this will be the case does not appear
to be at all likely. The Camp!?ell-Ban-
nerman Government is faring like most
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of its predecessors, and the bye-elections,
of which there have been many of late,
all tell the same story of increased
Unionist votes and decreased Liberal
votes, though there have been few actual
wins scored by the Opposition. If the
process of decay continues the Unionists
will win the next election, for it need
hardly be remarked that the majority
of the Liberals in Parliament is out of all
proportion to their majority in the country;
that is one of the characteristics of the
system of unproportional representation
to which we have become accustomed.
The Liberals scored their great triumph
on the strength of the disruption of the
Unionist Party on the tariff question,
and with the great protagonist of this new
tariff movement removed with ulmost
dramatic suddenness from public life, it
is likely that it will play only a minor part
in the next great struggle at the polls in
Great Britain; in which case the see-saw
of British politics would return and the
Lords would remain unscathed.

U

It must be confessed the attitude of
Mr. John Redmond, the brother of the
Irish Parliamentary leader, and himself
a prominent figure in the House at West-
minster, is not reassuring. His open
declaration of hate on the part of Ireland
to England smacks rather of medizvalism.
With a Government in power disposed to
do its utmost to satisfy Irish aspirations,
with a Prime Minister whose sympathies
are avowedly beyond those of many of
his followers, one might have hoped for
some words of a conciliatory character
from Mr. Redmond, words that would
have strengthened the hands of the
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Premier in his uphill fight and tended to
remove doubts on the part of some of his
wavering followers. Ireland’s greatest
misfortune is to be represented in Parlia-
ment by men who so seldom voice the
spirit of modern progress and modern
methods. How should we regard the
representative of a province of Canada,
who, in an effort to secure a revision of the
terms of Confederation, as in the case of
British Columbia to-day, thus frankly
declared a bitter and lasting enmity
against the rest of Canada ?

U

Premier McBride does not return to
British Columbia without a crumb of
comfort. Mr. Winston Churchill is prov-
ing a clever tactician, and wonderfully
adroit in extricating the Government
from difficult positions. His half-humor-
ous defence or repudiation—it is hard
to say which it was—of the charge that
the Liberals had used the term “slavery”
with regard to the employment of the
Chinese on the Rand, his argument being
that it was perhaps a “terminological
inexactitude,” suggests something of the
cynicisms of Disraeli, as well as something
of the brilliancy. In dealing with Premier
MeBride Mr. Churchill had to be careful
not to appear to be otherwise than
strictly neutral in the slight conflict
between Dominion and Province. For-
tunately for all parties the phrase “final
and unalterable” in the bill presented on
behalf of the Dominion Government
and applied to the scheme of settlement
of Dominion subsidies to the Provinces
contained therein, was found to be out of
harmony with Imperial legislation gener-
ally, which will, wisely, not undertake
to say that anything is final and unalter-
able. The words were taken out therefore,
and Premier McBride or any successor of
his is free to continue the effort to secure
better treatment. This may not be all
Mr. McBride had hoped to secure by
going to England, but at least it is better
than returning empty-handed.

U

In other ways, also, Mr. Churchill is
proving himself a clearer thinker than
many among either his colleagues or his
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opponents in the lmperinl House. His
views are sound and he has the faculty of
expressing them \Vith fc“city. Take for
instance his letter to a resident of Swan
Lake, Man., who had written him con-
cerning the attitude of Canadians on the
tarifi question in Great Britain, and
apparently on the gcn.eml question of
imperial unity in its various aspects. On
the last-mentioned subject Mr. Churchill
wrote: “I do not think myself that the
colonies contribute enough towards naval
defence, but the British Empire is much
too complicated and delicate a concern
for us to worry about the equal appor-
tionment of the burden. We must be
content steadily-—and for a great number
of years—to smooth away points of differ-
ence between different parts of our
Empire, and to improve and strengthen
all those forces which make for closer
union. How and when that union will
come are questions which we cannot
possibly answer now; and it is very likel
that it will not come during our lives, K
hundred years is not a very long time in
the history of an empire, and the slow
and steady growth of sentiment is much
endangered by attempts to force the pace.”
This is eminently sane and statesman-
like, and in striking contrast with the
utterances of those who, like Prof. Lea-
cock, call impatiently for action, actio
if not for unity then against unity-—that
at least is the inference from his argu.
ments. There is no anti-imperialism
in, Mr. Churchill’s remarks, nothing con-
temptuous of Empire, as is implied some-
times in utterances by Mr. Lioyd-G
and other extremists, but a broad and
tolerant outlook entirely consistent with
a slow and certain movement towards
Imperial consolidation. But Mr. Church-
ill sees the folly of attempting a hurried
reconstruction of the Empire, instead of
allowing it to develop naturally along the
lines of least resistance.

v)

Mr. Churchill can talk in other manner
too. Those were stinging words delivered
by him the other day at a political gather-
ing in England, with regard to the British
press and the recent Imperial Conference,
“The conference is over,” he said. “The
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mischief-making press, eavesdropping,
misrepresenting, dealing in word-pictures
and dissolving views, tale bearing, not
shrinking from wilful and persistent
falsehood, have done their best to make
ill-feeling between colonial representatives
and ministers of the Crown, and to do
them justice, they have not altogether in
some respects been unsuccessful. Some
offence has been given to the Liberal
Party by some statements that have been
made in the course of the last month.
Luckily the forces of unity which are at
work within the British Empire are
strong enough to mar the exertions of such
mischief-makers, and are one feature of
this conference which no amount of
machine-made linotype has been able to
affect.” It is not a very flattering tribute
to the press, but those who have followed
the British press of late years will readily
admit its deterioration to the level almost,
and with a few admirable exceptions,
of the American standard. In many cases,
in fact, it has been frarkly Americanised,
and Americans are in charge of the news
departments if not of the editorial

columns.
U

The statements regarding the condition
of Mr. Chamberlain remains conflicting,
but so prolonged an illness in the case of a
man who has passed his seventieth birth-
day leaves little hope of his real recovery.
Mr. Chamberlain has left his mark on

ish history, whether or not wholly

to the advantage of the Empire it is prem-
ature to say. He was what Carlyle
would call a “stirring man,” and a stirring
man is bound to go wrong sometimes
unless his faculties are superhuman.
But, in the main, Mr. Chamberlain
ted with wonderful fidelity the
feelings of the British people of his day.
When he was radical they were radical;
when he forsook radicalism they followed
when he became an enthusiastic

jalist they echoed his words, but

he tried to turn them away from

free trade his day of leadership came to an
close, and his physical collapse
followed with sad swiftness. But his figure
has been a commanding one for these

twenty-five years, and his outlook and
motives were cast in no narrow mould,
He was thorough and downright in his
convictions, in an age when few men
dare to be positive, and in consequence
he became a great leader with many
triumphs to his credit. His final failure will
not affect his reputation as the greatest
Imperial statesman of his day.

U

M. Nelidoff, the Russian diplomatist
who is presiding at the Peace Conference
at the Hague, can not be accused of
optimism. He gave a rude shock to the
idealists in his opening address when he
declared talk of the serious limitation of
armaments was folly, yet one can at least
feel that practical statesmen concur in
the view he expressed. It is not quite so
clear that his douche of cold water on the
proposition to exempt private property
from seizure in war times was equally
reasonable or equally acceptable to the
normal mind. The ground urged by
M. Nelidof was that such an exemption
would tend to minimise the cost and risks
of war, and would have been liable to
increase the chances of war, especially
on the part of nations possessed of
great wealth open to attack in war time;
the allusion to Great Britain is, of course,
obvious, but this expression of opinion
by M. Nelidoff seems to have met
with considerable general disapproval.
Undoubtedly among the smaller and less
responsible nations the exemption of
private property may have a tendency such
as M. Nelidoff suggested, but war is a
far more serious affair with the great
nations, and losses from the derangement
of trade and commerce that would ensue
from a severe conflict would far surpass
those inflicted on private property. The
exemption of private property from
attack in war would not in the case of such
nations as Great Britain, France, or the
United States, exercise any appreciable
influence in causing or preventing a war.
Now, if these nations will allow themselves
to be urged to war save on points of
honour, real or imaginary, and in such
cases, losses and gains cease to bhe
counted.
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How unattainable is the ideal of per-
manent and universal peace at the
moment, and how hopeless the agitation
for a reduction of armaments is seen in
the angry discussion proceeding even at
this moment of the Hague Conference,
between the United States and Japan, the
former heing one of the nations foremost
in the proceedings at the Dutch capital.
Right at the doors of the White House
at Washington, read possibly by President
Roosevelt at breakfast in the morning, is
published a newspaper which thus dis-
cusses an international dispute that treat-
ed unwisely may well lead to worse than
angry words: “Another thing is certain.
If this war comes this country will get
fighting mad, and Japan will be lucky
if the end of it does not witness her relega-
tion to a fourth or fifth-rate power. We
have got the money and the men, and
what ships we lack we can make.” Wars
will continue unhappily because for
many a year to come editors will continue
to print and the public to read without
serious demur such evil mischief-making
sentences as thesc. Water will not rise
above its level, and human nature seems
to have the same property.

U

The gift of free institutions to Orange
River Colony follows almost as a matter
of course on the bestowal of a constitution
on the Transvaal. There is not in the
case of the smaller of the new colonies any
General Botha, who offers his assurances
of the general good intentions and loyalty
of the Boer population. One can only
hope that his influence in the Transvaal
and the consequent good example of
the Transvaal will have its effect on
the Orange River Colony. In the latter
State the Dutch are in the proportion of
eight to one to the British. The press of
Bloemfontein, the little capital, is frankly
anti-British, the leading journal, The
Friend, being controlled by Mr. Fischer,
who, as an official of the Kruger Govern-
ment at Pretoria in 1890, drafted the
ultimatum that precipitated, if it did not
actually cause the war. Altogether the
prospects. of the Empire in South Africa
are not of the brightest. Natal is of
course largely British, the Transvaal still
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British by a majority concentrated on
the Rand, though the English-speaking
population is emigrating from the province
at this moment; the other provinces are
Dutch by a large majority. Should the
scheme of confederation urged by Dr.
Jameson, the Cupe Premier, and dis-
cussed not unfavourably by General
Botha, be achieved, the outlook for British
rule is brighter. The new confederation
would have wider interests, and its long
sea coast could demand protection from
sea power, which it yvould- only possess
through Britain. It is hardly to be ex-
pected, however, that the Dutch govern.
ments which control two of the colonies,
and will control three when the voters of
Cape Colony who were disfranchised as
rebels begin again to vote, will make any
serious efforts to promote British immi-
gration, or even to encourage the stay of
those British settlers who are there. It
is the Imperial Government that will have
to make South Africa British, or consent
to its remaining Dutch, and if Dutch,
doubtless always more or less uncertain
in its attitude to England.

U

The Post Office Department reports an
enormous increase in its receipts of British
mail since the new postal arrangements
went into effect. It is to be noted, too,
that some British journals have been
especially quick to take advantage of
the new opportunity for circulation. 1In
several Canadian newspapers a week or
two ago was to be seen a page advertise-
ment from a well-known illustrated
weekly. Somewhat curiously, and fur-
nishing a surprising comment on the
agitation from this country for British
as against American reading that brought
about the change in the postal rates, one
journal that contained this English ad-
vertisement contained also on the
opposite an article headed “Our Trade"
in North Africa,” in striking type, and
discussing to the extent of three or four
columns, the commerce of the United
States in that region, with suggestions
how it might be extended. Tt was a
svndicate letter for American journals,
but the Canadian journal had got it
cheaply, and was apparently content.
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Unreasoning and foolish prejudice against
the United States is, of course, to be de-

, but still more to be deplored is
the attitude that through carelessness or
caprice abandons Canada in this way
to the United States, and merges its in-
dividuality in that of her larger neighbour.

U

As to the general effect of the new
postal arrangements, it is too soon as
to ascertain what it may be. One
result of the increased rates from the
United States is to make the better
class of American magazines more ex-
ive as well as the poorer publications.
g:is is 4 distinct misfortune, but, of
course, inevitable, since it was obviously
impossible to discriminate in favour of
certain magazines. Nor must one for-
that not only good English publica-
tions, but the poorer ones also, will pour
into Canada if they find purchasers.
There is as much trash on a London
book-stall as on a New York news-stand,
and it all comes in under the cheap rate.
The Dominion Government cannot dis-
criminate in this case any more than in
the case of the American magazines.
It comes back, therefore, in the end to
the “intellectual preference” suggested
Hon. Mr. Lemieux, the Postmaster-
General, unless this also is exercised by
the Canadian people, the postal prefer-
ence will prove a delusion and a snare.

U

British and American periodicals have
on curiously difierent lines.

There is not in the United States a single
jllustrated weekly journal that compares
with half a dozen such publications in
, the best of them, such as the

and Illustrated London N ews,

world famous, and having become

jcally national institutions. The
m Sunday paper, with its fre-
kable atrocities, has prob-

.ably prevented the development of any
publication of a character

to those excellent journals. In

‘mon illustrated magazines, on the
other hand, the United States stands
much higher than England, which has
no periodical that compares favourably
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with such publications as Harper's, The
Century or Scribner’s. In the solid class
of periodicals, however, Great Britain
stands immeasurably higher than the
United States, which have nothing, or
at least the North American Review
alone, to set against the Nineteenth Cen-
tury, The Contemporary Review, Black-
wood’s, The Fortnightly, The Monthly,
The National, and others, not to speak
of the too, too solid quarterlies, which,
to tell the truth, are not now much in
vogue. Of the same tvpe as the first
named, are the famous weeklies, The
Spectator and Saturday Review. The
outlook of the new Liberal organ, The
Nation, succeeding The Speaker—de-
funct three months since; on this side
we have nothing better than The Nation
—a by-product of a daily newspaper,
and a good deal lower down the scale,
The Literary Digest, which makes no
pretence of original literary ‘merit or
interest. Of the mass of inferior pub-
lications in both Great Britain and the
United States, the less said the better;
and we may well pray to be spared from
a heavy flow of either.

U

The fortieth anniversary of Confeder-
ation finds Canada in the very heyday
of prosperity, with population and trade
rapidly increasing, credit sound, and
absolutely no burning question left in
politics at the moment, if we omit the
unfortunate personal element that, for
lack of stronger matter, fills the public
mind. The star of Canada is in the
ascendant, and none can say when it
will reach its zenith. Forty years more
and where will Canada stands By
that time there should be, at a moderate
estimate, at least twenty millions of
people in the Dominion, probably over
half of them west of the Great Lakes.
It does no harm to take note of Mr.
Roblin’s warning cry about the pos-
sible de-Canadianisation of the west,
but at the rate English-speaking im-
migrants are pouring in, and particu-
larly those of British birth, we may feel
fairly well assured that the west will
become and will remain thoroughly
Canadian.



IN THE AFTERNOON

Wind of this summer afternoon,
Thou hast recalled my childhood's Tune;

My heart—still is it satisfied
By all the golden Summer-tide?

Hast thou one eager yearning filled,
Or any restless throbbing stilled,

Or hast thou any power to bear
Even a little of our care?

Wind. of the summer afternoon,
Be still; my heart is not in tune,
Sweet is thy voice; but yet; but yet—
Of all 'twere sweetest to forget.
~—C.G. D. Roberts.

SUMMER TRAVEL

E Canadians are not at all pleased
when our land is referred to as
cold and ice-bound. There are times
when we are ready to avow that our
snow-drifts are not very deep, and that
very few of us have had a frost-bitten
experience. But the eagerness with
which we make the best of our short,
brilliant summer shows how golden are
the hours of long afternoons and evenings
on river or lake. 1t is an ideal land in
July and August, and we forget all about
chilly April and gray November.
Canadians travel much more than
they once did in the summer months, but
too many of them neglect their own
country for the United States or Europe.
There are Montreal and Toronto citizens
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who have seen Switzerland and Rome
several times, but who know nothing of
the Bras d’Or Lakes or the Rockies.
“But,” they urge, “there is a historic
charm about the old lands utterly lacking
in the new. There are also art galleries
and great cathedrals, with all the glamour
of an immemorial civilisation.” While
the truth of these statements is admitted,
the fact remains that most Canadians
with opportunities for travel will return
frequently to trans-Atlantic regions, and
seem rather proud of their ignorance of
their own country. In recent years, how-
ever, the Alaska trip has become fashion-
able, and, in consequence, \Vestern
Canada has fared well in the matter of
tourists. The population of Central
Canada is too much taken up with local
growth to spend much thought on the
picturesque charms of Cape Breton o
the towering magnificence of the moun-
tains of British Columbia.

U
LADY MARJORIE SINCLAIR

HEN Lord and Lady Aberdeen
lived at Rideau Hall, their
daughter, Lady Marjorie Gordon, was
but a slender, graceful young girl, wheo
bore a striking resemblance to her djs.
tinguished father. About two years ago,
Canadians were interested in the mar-
riage of Lady Marjorie to Captain Sinclair,
who had been A.D.C. in Canada, and wh;
was much older than his fair bride. The
National Council of Women in this
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Dominion observed the event by sending
the bride a handsome necklace of Cana-
dian stones, curiously set. Lady Marjorie
and her husband are now receiving con-
gratulations on the birth of a son and
heir, who is the Earl of Aberdeen’s first
randchild.

’ M.A.P., in speaking of Lady Mar-
jorie’s literary taste, says that she was
once editor of a paper called Wee Willie
Winkie. This small journal was edited
in Canada, and it was to its columns that
Mr. Kipling contributed the famous
Limerick, beginning *‘There was a small
boy of Quebec,” in reply to the many
Canadian protests against “Our Lady of
the Snows.” Lady Marjorie is thorough-
ly in sympathy with the political ambition
of her husband, who is a strong Liberal,
and she is also a graceful public speaker,
while showing herself equal to the heavy
responsibilities of a political hostess.

U
TINSELITIS

E great world of dress, says the

Argonaut, is threatened with an attack
of what has been called tinselitis. Last
weason the corresponding malady was
known as sequinitis, but the sequin as a
dress decoration has now given place to
tinsel.

An authority upon such matters allows
himself to say that women love to glitter.
The tinsel fashion began with the postal
cards of actresses, in which the jewels
were picked out ;vith (tlin_sel. Thebflavour;

plctt' ire tal card 18 now a blaze o
:emg pop:sc.ier. A well-known French
costumer says:

“There is an innate desire in the
feminine heart to glitter. The million-
airess can indulge in diamonds. ‘Tinsel-
itis’ will be the pet disease of the enormous
number of women who cannot afford
real diamonds and will not wear paste.

“The most delicate effects can be
obtained on dre ses by tinsel powder. We
are making a debutante’s gown for the
next drawing-room of white chiffon on
which are scattered tiny silver tinsel
rosebuds. Gold tinsel poppies on black
tulle is also one of the latest designs.

“Many ladies are adding tinsel work
to their knowledge of fancy embroidery.

9
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THE DUCHESS OF ALBANY
PRINCESS ALEXANDRIA
AND BABY PRINCESS MAY OF TECK

*“*Tinselitis” has also affected millinery,
and ‘flower’ toques are now made, the
centre of each blossom being filled with
silver, gold, or jet powder.”

U
HUMOROUS TESTATORS

A WRITER in the Grand Magaszine

gives various instances of amusing
bequests. Most of these mirth-provoking
wills are literally at the expense of the wife
of the testator. A Glasgow doctor had a
final fling at the wife of his bosom in this
fashion:

“To my wife as a recompense for desert-
ing and leaving me in peace, I expect the
said sister Elizabeth to make her a yift
of ten shillings to buy a handkerchief
to weep in after my decease.”

A most cruel clause in the will of a
Mr. Sydney Dickenson reads in this wise:
“When I remember that the only happy
times T ever enjoyed were those when my
wife <ulked with me, and when I remember
that my married life might, for this reason,
be considered a fairly happy one, because
she was nearly always sulking, I am con-
strained to forget the repulsion the con-
templation of her face inspired me with,
and leave her the sum of £60,000, on
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condition that she undertakes to pass two
hours a day at my graveside for the ten
vears following my decease in company
with her sister, whom 1 have reason to
know she loathes worse than myself.”
Mr. Dickenson could not have been a
kindly spouse.

The most cheerful of these queer
bequests is that made by an angler, who
left £20 tb provide an outing for the
members of his club at which he hoped
good sport would be enjoyed, and no
mourning worn. He further directed
that his ashes should be carried in a bait
can to the river side, and, before a line
was cast, scattered from a boat over the
surface of the stream.

U
THE NATIONAL COUNCIL

THE meeting of the National Council of

Women in Vancouver during July is
an event of general interest to feminine
Canadians. To Lady Aberdeen, the
Council owed it initial success, and its
present dimensions show how well organ-
ised the original movement must have
been. The National Council has been
fortunate in having had for some time
as its chief executive, such a broad-
minded and experienced officer as Lady
Edgar, whose prominence as a Canadian
writer has added literary distinction to
the presidency.

In Port Arthur, Fort William, Winni-
peg, Brandon, Regina, Victoria and New
Westminster receptions are the order
of the journey, and when the West un-
dertakes to entertain the occasion is
the brightest that hospitality can afford.
The social element is naturally promi-
nent throughout the annual meeting of
the National Council, and, aside from
the deliberations of the organisation, the
broadening and enlightening effect of
meeting delegates from all parts of our
wide Dominion must be an inspiration
to further efiort. i

The work of the Council is done
through committees in local, national
and internationa! councils. When a local
council is formed in any town or city it
is “comprised of representatives of the
various organisations of women already
working for church, charity, art or edu-
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cation. - Fach of these societies is asked
to affiliate with the local council by the
payment of a small yearly fee, and this
entitles it to a certain representation.
It is this collection of representatives
of the various societies which makes up
the local council. The national coun-
cils are similar federations of the vari-
ous local councils of the country.”

The question is frequently asked—
“What is the work of the National
Council?” The answer can be given
in the words of Gertrude Macdougall
Acheson, who recently wrote an article
for the Toronto Globe on Canada’s
Greatest Organisation of Women: “The
ohject of the Council’s work is woman’s
work, for women of every class and
creed, and the furtherance of the appli-
cation of the golden rule to society, law
and custom, and this work is done
through committees. These committees,
through the local councils, search out
the facts regarding the objects under
investigation, and bring them before
the National Council, which takes action
in whatever way seems best: hy bringing
the matter before the Government, be-
fore the public through the press, or
before any of the organisations inter-
ested in or working for the object in
question.”

This year a protest is brought from
the Northwest and Ottawa local coun-
cils against immigrants allowing their
families to be brought into Canada in
winter without some certainty of means
of support on their arrival. Last winter
a large proportion aided by Ottawa
charity was of this class, so, in conjunc-
tion with the Northwest councils, who
suffered in the same way, they brought the
matter before the national executive, and
it is now being investigated by the loeals,

The quinquennial meeting of the in-
ternational councils is to be held in To-
ronto in 1909, when the university build-
ings will be placed at the disposal of the
conference, and at which Lady Aberdeen
is to preside. English will be the lan-
guage generally used, although French
and German are also official languages
of this gathering. The former confer.
ences have heen held in London and
Berlin, so the Toronto congress  will
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form the third. The international coun-
¢il is a federation of national councils
now numbering twenty-three, organised
in the following order: the United States,
Canada, Germany, Sweden, Great Brit-
ain, Denmark, the Netherlands, New
South Wales, Tasmania, New Zealand,
Italy, France, the Argentine Republic,
Victoria, South Australia, Switzerland,
Austria - Hungary, Norway, Belgium,
Queensland, Greece and Bulgaria. In
the iuterests of such organisations as
the National Council, it is to be hoped
that the new universal language, £, por-
anto, will become a general study.

U
SOUVENIR FIENDS

THE Duke of Abruzzi was pardonably
‘ indignant when he found that
. United States souvenir thieves had
despoiled his ship at Jamestown of such
airy trifles as a gold toilet set, a few cab-
inets of silver and many pretty things
in the way of china and cut-glass. Ad-
miral Evans has picturesquely stated
that an American souvenir fiend will
steal anything except a cellar full of
water. The subject of snatching souv-
enirs has been fully ventilated by the
New York press, and various interest-
statements have heen made.
“Hotel men say that some of the
New York hostelries lose at least
,000 a year by the raids of souvenir
hunters and the petty thefts of guests.
The hotels with silver and linen of spe-
cial design suffer the most. It does not
take long for the losses to mount into
the thousands when towels cost §6 and
napkins $5 a dozen, and the demitasse
' 6o cents and the small coffee
from 85 cents to $1 each at whole-
sale. Nor are all the losses confined
to the impecunious. Some time ago a
housekeeper in one of the big hotels
found thirty-five towels belonging to
the house in the trunks of wealthy west-
ern families as they were about to leave.
Another hotel man tried to beautify the
womnen’s reception room, but soon gave
it up in despair. 'He lost nine bureau
<carfs in a week. A pin-cushion a foot
square and weighted with sand was
stolen from the bureau. The towels were
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cut from the locks which held them to
the wall. The souvenir hunter is taken
so much as a matter of course by the
hotel men that in some of the big hostelries
there is a system of selling certain articles
to the guests who ask for them.”

U
OF THE NOVELISTS

T is a curious fact, as several United

States critics are beginning to remark,
that women write all the most popular
stories in England, while in America the
“best sellers” are written almost entirely
by men. “In England,” observes one
puzzled observer, “the twelve best sell-
ing novels are all by women, and con-
sidering the power of the modern novel
in shaping the inner life of a nation, we
may well wonder what these things
portend. A list of six American swuc-
cesses, prepared at the same time, shows
that there was only one female novelist
to five of the other sex, and it must he
admitted that no ready explanation of
this contrast comes at once to mind.”

But if one drops the popularity side
of the matter and turns to the literary
aspect of the case, it is evident that no
English woman novelist—not even Mrs.
Humphry Ward—is equal to Mr. Thomas
Hardy or Mr. George Meredith. Among
American novelists, on the other hand,
it is difficult to find the man whose work
is as finely wrought as that of Mrs.
Edith Wharton. Not Mr. Howells, him-
self, has written better novels. As for
Mr. James—but is that highly finished
writer American or English? In the
monthly magazines of the “ States”” women
are certainly holding their own, even on
such serious subjects as Standard Oil
and the Tariff.

But when we come to explain the tact
of feminine popularity in novel-writing
in England and the comparative con-
trast in a country which is supposed to
be a paradise for the independent wo-
man, bhewilderment must be admitted.
True there was Mrs. Wiggs who became
famous about four years ago. But Mrs.
Wiggs, as someone has unkindly re-
marked, is only the widow of David
Harum.

Jean Graham.



HEN a man unnecessarily goes out
of his way to slander his native land,
one cannot help feeling that there breathes
@ man with soul so dead. The charge can
fairly be made against Mr. W. R. Givens,
a Canadian who has written for the New
York Independent an article entitled,
“The Canada of To-day.” What really
makes the article worthy of attention is
the amazing fact that it ever passed the
editor of so reputable a publication. The
main claim in the article is that eastern
Canada is not progressing as fast as her
people, her position and her resources
warrant. Space will not permit of an
enumeration of the absurdities and ton-
tradictions that distinguish the article,
but a few might be referred to as an indica-
tion of the wrong impression of a country
that can be given by one whose editor is
particular in introducing as a native of that
country. Mr. Givens first of all blames the
fiscal system, and thinks that if Canada
would trade freely with the United States,
she would be immensely benefited there-
by. Seemingly he forgets that it takes
two to make a bargain, and that until
Uncle Sam removes his tariff wall there
can be no free trade with that country.
He goes on to call Canada an Old Man’s
Land, “ruled largely by old men, and
running in its every phase of life in a nar-
row groove, rust on the rails, moss on the
sides, and ballasted unevenly and un-
securely.”
“Canada is not only an old man’s land,”
380 .

Mr. Givens adds, “but it is essentially not a
place for young men. The field, limited at
best, is doubly limited by the really crude
and foolish notions that prevail there of
‘seniority” and of the rights of seniority,
There one always feels, unlike Pitt, that
one must actually endeavour either to
palliate or to deny ‘the atrocious crime
of being a young man.’ It will not
necessarily benefit him that he have ahjl.
ity; he must advance ‘in order,” rarely
displacing an older man save in the event
of death.  Of course there are exceptions
even in Canada to this rule; but these
very exceptions prove the rule, which is
applicable to all lines of business, to the
law, to the church, to medicine, and,
though to lesser degree, to politics. In
politics in Canada, as elsewhere, rewards
come to those who ‘do things’—the
word ‘do’ being here used in the |

sense—but for the very reason that Can.
adian young men are rarely permitted to
do things even in politics, being kept in
their ‘proper place’ by their lordly
elders, any political rewards that come to
young men are few and far between.
There are no young men leaders. Ip
politics, it may be ventured, there is
scarcely a man of prominence who is not
well on to sixty years of age; in law, with
one or two exceptions, the same State-
ment will hold true; while in business it
assuredly is true. Indeed, one may well
wonder if Dr. Osler was not taking a gly
dig at his former countrymen and hinting
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to them that the young men there be

a chance when he made his now
celebrated dictum that a man’s best work
is done before forty. In Canada, how-
ever, it certainly is not done, and for the
simple reason, already explained, that
the young man has not a chance. Seeing
this, the observant young man, when he
is old enough properly to observe, prompt-
ly shakes the dust of the country off his
choes and gets him to the United States,
where a man may be a man before his
Canadian time.”

That is strange talk from one who
claims to be a Canadian. In the field
that Mr. Givens calls politics, or, in other
words, public life, he no doubt has over-
Jlooked such young men as the Postmaster-
General, the Deputy Minister of Labour,
the Premier of Quebec and a number of
his cabinet; Premier McBride of British
Columbia, the new Commissioner of the
Yukon, besides various members of the

ive Provincial Governments and
scores of others.

Comparisons are sometimes odious, but
nevertheless one can scarcely refrain from
a glance at the great array of gray }}ea(.ls
that figure conspicuously in Rubhc life in
the United States. No Canadian who has
travelled throughout the Dominion or has
kept his eye on positions of prominence,
needs to be told that the statement is false
that there is scarcely a man of prominence
in law or business or medicine or the
church who is not more than sixty—
it is absurd. Young men in positions
of distinction are to be found in com-
mercial and financial life, in journalism,
and in religious and educational work;

, everywhere.
in'l;fa:ten ridll'.(y::le is made of the fact that a
Commission investigated charges
against the Alien Labour Act in connec-
tion with the Grand Trunk Pacific surveys,
a result of which a number of men were
. Again, Mr. Givens forgets that
the Canadian Alien Labour Act is a direct
of a more stringently enforced act
of the same nature in the United States.
Perhaps his sarcasm would be more
seasoned had he, like many reputable
i experienced the humiliation

border by United States officers and made
to pay the head tax.

Mr. Givens has not overlooked the sub-
ject of education, and says that no real
Canadian spirit or sentiment is produced.
He charges the universities,” the news-
papers and the magazines with lack of
duty in this respect, and he says that the
university professors come mostly from
England or Scotland, knowing nothing
about Canada—intolerant and self-opin-
jonative. Apart from the theological
colleges, Canadians bulk large on the
various teaching staffs, and the President
of the University of Toronto itself is a
native of Prince Edward Island. At any
rate, Mr. Givens should know that only
an extremely small percentage of the
population of all countries ever see the
inside of a university. When he refers to
the press of Canada he shows conclusively
that he does not know what he is talking
about, for he says that independence in
Canadian newspaper thought is a thing
unheard of. As a matter of fact, inde-
pendence both within and without party
lines is the one outstanding movement in
Canadian journalism to-day.

Here is a typical sentence: “Surely the
military ‘set’ will not always dare to
presume to lord it over the civilians.”
The writer must be familiar with the Hali-
fax or the Kingston of a quarter-century
ago.

ng. Givens says that French-Canadians
are French first and Canadians afterward
and that they openly resent a celebration
such as the anniversary of the death of
Nelson. Apparently he is not aware that
to call a French-Canadian a Frenchman
is to insult him, or that at the recent cen-
tennial of the death of Nelson the monu-
ment to the hero of Trafalgar, which
stands in a French section of Montreal
(on Jacques Cartier square) and which is
the only monument to Nelson in the
Empire outside the British Isles, was
decorated and a patriotic demonstration
conducted at its base without the slightest
evidence of resentment from any one.

The article contains other statements
and generalities that are as glaringly in-
accurate as the foregoing, and, as is said

of being held up at the international - at the outset, it merits attention only be-
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ALEXANDER

HENDERSON

The new Commissioner of
the Yukon

Cause it was unfortunate enough to pass
the editor of 7he Independent.

U

A NEW MAN FOR THE YUKON

H( IN. ALEXANDER HENDERSON,

the new Commissioner of the Yukon,
is a native of old Ontario, having been
born at Oshawa in 1863, of Scotch parent-
age. He is a graduate in arts of the
I'Ili\'('l'.\lll}' of ']‘nr(lllln. and he took a
course in law at Osgoode Hall. He prac-
tised his profession in Whithy for a short
time, but about sixteen years ago he went
to British Columbia, where he has been
distinguished in public life ever since.
Tohis appointment to the Commission-
ership of the Yukon the Vancouver World
refers as follows:

“It will be generally agreed that it would
have been difficult to find a gentleman bet-
ter fitted for the post. For Mr. Hender-
son has not only the legal training almost a
first essential for the duties which he
takes up—he has been both Attorney-
General and County Court Judge in this
province—but he has the social qualifica-
tions which, even in the most democratic
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system, have their practical uses in the
art of government. That he will be g
])H])lll:lr governor, there can be little
doubt: that his will be a wise and judic-
ious administration, none. We congratu-
late him, therefore, upon the honour be-
stowed upon him, and the Government
upon the happy choice it has made.”

9]

FLAG WORSHIP
‘ JERY little gratification comes to
any one when a mob rushes into

private premises and tears down a flag
that is flying in honour of some national
celebration in a foreign country. To out-
rage a flag in so trivial a circumstance., dis-
plays the essence of intolerance, gross-
breeding, extreme bigotry, and the worst
kind of jingoism. Only the greatest
enemies of the State would do it. But,
nevertheless, every little while we hear
that this insult is still practised. It is not
an insult to an individual, but, rather, an
insult to a nation. It is exactly the same
spirit that prevents a rooster from Crow-
ing in safety anywhere but near his own
straw stack. In private life, when a
member of any family celebrates his
birthday, it is customary for
members of other families, to celebrate
with him. Why should not the same
spirit prevail amongst nations? Simply
because nations have been born mostly
with the cost of war and all the animos.-
ities that war entails. But, after all is
said and done, would it not be an admir-
able practice, when one nation celebrates
the chief event of its history, for other
nations to show a sympathetic spirit witi,
them? If the peace conferences at the
Hague ever amount to anything really
effective, they will have to he h;x:‘kc(l u;.
by. a common national tolerance in small
things. Between the people of Canad
and the people of the United States noth-
ing but cordial relations should prevai
'I‘h?}' have many common aspirations, ;m(i
their progress should be mutually advay,.
tageous. They have had similar angd
peculiar national experiences, but the fact
is too often forgotten. If what are called
“flag incidents” are allowed to arouse
national animosities, national insults a;e
sure to follow,

friends,
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THE NEW POSTAL REGULATIONS
ANADIANS who have not been ac-
quainted with the postal charges on

newspapers, periodicals and magazines
coming from Great Britain to Canada,
have wondered why the excellent publica-
tions of the old country have not been
more generally read and enjoyed in this
country. Until the recent change in the
postal charges took place, the cost of mail-
ing printed matter had been practically
prohibitive, while the same class of litera-
ture came in from the United States at
just about one-quarter of the cost. It is
well known that all intelligent Canadians
are interested in the affairs of the Empire
and also of the whole world, and they
have long recognised the fact that no-
where outside of the high-class periodicals
and reviews of Great Britain can in-
formation so reliable, so plentiful and so
well written be found. But the cost of
mailing had always been a bar. Now,
however, with the charge reduced from
eight cents a pound to two cents, that
obstacle no longer exists. Surely, there-
fore. it is the duty of patriotic Canadians
to show their appreciation of the change
by p:ttmnising the pul)li(';lliuns that have
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heretofore been denied to them. Can-
adians who have been used to reading
United States magazines and reviews will
find a refreshing change in the English
publications that are now within their
means. It is freely admitted on all
hands that there is in the old country
newspapers and reviews of a high tone that
is not generally found elsewhere. Why,
therefore, should not Canadians take ad-
vantage of the opportunity that is now
offered to become acquainted with this
class of reading matter? It has been
said, truthfully or not, that the absence of
British publications from Canada has
hindered the growth of Imperialism and
checked the spread of true British senti-
ment. Doubtless it is at least true that
their absence has been a loss to Canada
in general culture, refinement of expres-
sion and loftiness of national ideals.
Some of the pictorial weeklies of London
are without parallel anvwhere, while a
number of the publications of comment
and opinion are unequalled. It would be
to the advantage of Canadians to properly
appreciate the change in the postal charges
and to see for themselves the advantages
that the change offers.

A FINE TYPE OF RAILWAY STATION FOR A THRIVING

TOWN. THE NEW

G.T.R. STATION AT

PARIS, ONTARIO



HE Roosevelt-Long controversy over
truth and fancy in about
animals adds interest to the recent appear-
ance of two books, written by Canadians,
that come under that category. The one
is entitled “Spirit Lake,” by Arthur
Heming, and the other “ The Haunters of
the Silences,” by Charles G. DD. Roberts.
The latter book is more precisely than

stories

the former a collection of animal or so-
called nature stories. In Mr. Heming’s
stories the red man figures more prom-
inently than the animals he encounters,
and the book therefore is scarcely in a
class with those to which it is supposed

MR. ARTHUR HEMING

Author of “Spirit Lake,”
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that the President of the United States
took occasion to criticise. A new Cana-
dian writer, Mr. Archie P, McKishnie,
who, by the way, is a brother of My
Jean Blewett, comes into the field of
fiction with a volume entitled “Gaff
Linkum.” Reviews of these hooks and
others follow.
U

ON NEUTRAIL GROUND
R.ARTHUR HEMING, a Canadian

who has been known heretofore
mostly as an illustrator and as an 0CcCa-
sional contributor of short animal stories
to the magazines, has just published an
attractive volume entitled “Spirit Lake”
(Toronto: The Macmillan Company of
Canada. Cloth, $1.50). The book “con-
tains some of the stories that had already
heen published in serial form. but while
each of the chapters is u complete and
distinct story in itself, some of the lead-
ing characters appear in all. There
are seven of them, as follows: “The
Spirit Wolf,” “The Talking Moose,”
“The Snow-Wetigo,” “The Buffalo
Spirit,” “The Dance of the Dead Men
“The Lone Dance,” and “The letim:
of the Raiders.” While possessing few
claims to literary distinction, the work js
nevertheless of value and interest, inas.
much as it appears to be a faithful account
of what might ordinarily take place in the
everyday life of certain tribes of North
American Indians. Perhaps unfortunate.
ly for the author, this hook falls upon
neutral ground between the real and the
fanciful. It does not pretend to he what
might be called a practical work on
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Indian customs and characteristics; and
vet that is what it really is. It falls short
as a work of imagination, and it lacks
idealism and art. In other words it is
too true to the real thing to permit it to be
classed as a work of art. “The Talking
Moose” is the best piece of the book, its
departure from the absolute being the
furthest. The author has given a good
deal of time and study to the life and
habits of the red man, and it is almost
a pity that he has not, like Hill-Tout,
roduced as a result an out-and-out
scientific book. But, after all, Mr.
Heming is more at home when drawing
than when writing, consequently the
yolume contains a number of expressive
illustrations. If the writing displayed
as much idealisation as the drawing, the
book would rank higher as a work of

fiction.
U

A NEW CANADIAN NOVEL

A NOVEL by a new writer who is a
Canadian should always be of in-
terest to those who read THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE, and therefore attention is
called to “ Gaff Linkum,” by Archie
P. McKishnie (Toronto: William Briggs.
Cloth, $1.25). This is a story of Ontario
country life, with the scene laid in Talbot-
yille, about, perhaps, a quarter-century
ago. The picture of the village is not
clearly drawn, nor indeed is the genius of
the community well established, but there
are enough glimpses to show that the

place and the people possessed the aver-

characteristics of those to be found at -

that time along the Kent and Elgin shores
of Lake Erie. The plot, rather melo-
tic in some of its turns, is not con-
yincing, and it is obscured by side issues
whose importance is not shown as the
advances. There are, however,
several excellent character studies, al-
though it must be said frankly that there
are too many characters, some of which
dwarf the one that gives title to the book.
Gaff Linkum is a lad who was thrust by
ies into the charge of a man who
became an appreciative foster parent.
The parentage of the child is, of course,
in obscurity, and as the story proceeds,
evidences of crooked work are seen in the

’

MR, ARCHIE P. McKISHNIE
Author of “Gaff Linkum.”

movements of some members of a band
of gypsies encamped in the neighbour-
hood. One of the band isa womanknown
as Di, and it appears that she wasa woman
of refinement and anti-Bohemian qual-
ities, but that she tolerated existence as a
gypsy in the hope of getting possession of
her husband’s will from the leader of the
band. While she is engaged in that pur-
suit, the leader is awaiting an opportunity
to kidnap the lad Gaff. In time the vil-
Jagers, by whom Gaff is held in much
esteem, became aroused to the undesir-
ability of the gypsy encampment in the
neighbourhood, and in taking drastic
measures to rid the community of it, they
rescue the woman Di. This woman
turns out to be Gaff’s mother. The re-
deeming parts of the book are the chapters
that describe the excursions that Gaff and
his boy comrade take together into the
haunts of the mink and muskrat, for in
these chapters the reader experiences a
refreshing contact with nature in some of
her most inviting moods. To all intents .
and purposes the book ends when Gaff’s
mother is discovered, and the lad remains
in much the same environment as he is
discovered in at the outset, with a promise
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by the writer of a sequel dealing with his
later years. If the author has in mind
another volume, it is just possible that
more prominence to outstanding incidents
and less attention to irrelevant matter
would effect an improvement on this his
first attempt.

“HAUNTERS OF THE SILENCES”

EIGHTEEN of Charles G. D. Roberts’

latest animal stories have recently
been published in an unusually attractive
volume entitled, “Haunters of the Si-
lences” (Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company.  Cloth, $1.25). Everyone
who reads current fiction, particularly in
form of short contributions to magazines,
is pretty well acquainted with the flavour
that meates Mr. Roberts’ work, and
therefore little need be said for the hook
in that respect. There are, however, in
this author's latest volume, two distinct
classes of story, for some of the stories g0
beyond man’s (as yet) possible means of
observation, while others are within
human scope. For instance, no man
could well witness a battle between
monsters in the depths of the ocean, but,
as for that, Mr. Roberts clearly does not
claim for his stories of that class more
value than is afforded by their merits of
entertainment. On the other hand, in
such a story as “The Summons of the
North,” precise information respecting
the life and instincts of the polar bear
might be easily available. “Haunters of
the Silences,” then, contains stories that
are in two distinct classes, and all of them
have to do with creatures that inhabit or
frequent marsh, river, lake or sea. The
volume contains forty-eight full-page,
half-tone illustrations, some in colours,
and is, therefore, an excellent book for
children. Tt is, in fact, one of the hand-
somest publications of the season.

U

A NOTABLE APPRECIATION OF
EMERSON
EORGE EDWARD WOODBER-
RY’S contribution, “Ralph Waldo
Emerson,” to the English Men of Letters
series (Toronto: The Macmillan Com-
pany of Canada. Cloth, 75 cents) is

regarded as the most valuable apprecia-
tion extant of America’s most gifted phil-
osopher and essayist. The volume is so
comprehensive, both in sketching Emer-
son’s life and in criticising his work, that
no person who wishes to have a full ac-
quaintance with this model of American
writers could well afford not to read it.
Mr. Woodberry says: “He (Emerson)
was exclusively a man of religion; his
other thought is a corollary from his re-
ligious premises. It belongs to primary
honesty, therefore, to say that he was not a
Christian in any proper use of the word;
it is a cardinal fact in considering his rela-
tion to the religious changes of the time;
rather he was a link in the de-Christianisa-
tion of the world in laying off the vesture
of old religion; but it is plain that no
modern mind can remain in his ideas.
They were the tent where the Spirit rested
for a night, and is now gone; and who
can foresee the ways of the Spirit? To
those who live in the Spirit, he will long
be, as Arnold said, the friend; to the
young and courageous he will be an elder
brother in the tasks of life; and in what-
ever land he is read he will be the herald
and attendant of change, the son and
father of Revolution.”

U

A NOVEL OF THE STAGE

LL who are interested in stage life
and who would see behind the
scenes after the glamour of the footlights
has been overcome, should read “ Felicity*
by Clara E. Laughlin (Toronto: McLeod
& Allen. Cloth, $1.25). The book af-
fords first-rate entertainment, combinin
a fascinating romance with what has all
the ear-marks of actual experience in the
theatrical world. It is the story of a
young woman whose success on the
is shown to have been due to hard work
and an earnest endeavour to perfect her.
self in her art. It teaches that, after all,
and contrary to the other recently pub-
lished accounts, hard work is what counts
on the stage as well as in other pursuits,
No attempt is made to minimise the de-
plorable side of stage life. The heroine
herself is led into an undesirable marriage
with a handsome but worthless * leudin;

acite i)
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man,” who is killed in an accident, and
she then marries one who is more in sym-
pathy with her own temperament.

U
A HIT AT SOCIALISM

ATIMELY volume, one that, if it
does not serve the function of cor-
rective, should at least be a check to
rampant socialism, has appeared with the
title “True and False Democracy,” by
Nicholas Murray Butler, President of
Columbia University (Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada. Cloth, $1).
The author sees in wealth the means of
obtaining leisure, the outcome of which
he takes to be civilisation. Therefore it
would be folly to destroy wealth. He be-
lieves that the United States is in sore
need of an aristocracy of intellect and ser-
vice, for the people “have only the
President to speak for them and do their
will.” He observes that “Socialism is

imarily an attempt to overcome men’s
individual imperfections by adding them
ther, in the hope that they will cancel
each other. He says that is not only bad
mathematics, but worse psychology. False

- democracy shouts, Every man down to the
level of the average. True democracy
cries, All men up to the height of their
fullest capacity for service and achieve-
ment. The two ideals are everlastingly

at war.”
v]

HIGHER EDUCATION IN ONTARIO

HEN one takes into consideration

the fact that the history of the
University of Toronto is practically the
history of higher education in the Province
of Ontario, one does not wonder that it
was considered advisable to publish a
of that university. The volume

was recently issued from the press of the
university library, under the title “The
University of Toronto and Its Colleges,
1827-1906.” From a mechanical stand-
int, it is an excellent production, the
printing, binding and illustrating being
first-class, while some of the colour re-
uctions are very fine. Editorially, it

is likewise full of merit, the general
editorship of Prof. Alexander of University
College being an assurance on that point.
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The contributors’ list includes well-known
names such as Chancellor Burwash; F. A.
Mouré, Bursar of the University; Prof. R.
Ramsay Wright, Prof. Alexander, Principal
Hutton, Dean Reynar, Provost Macklem,
Prof. J. McGregor Young, Dr. A. Prim-
rose, Prof. Ellis, the late Principal Shera-
ton, the late Principal Caven, Prof. F. H.
Wallace, and Ex-President Loudon. The
contributions of these gentlemen are ex-
tremely valuable, and to all graduates of
the University of Toronto, or of any of its
affiliated colleges, this book should be a
splendid acquisition. Even to the ordin-
ary person interested in the growth of
education it should be of inestimable
value.
U

NOTES

—It would astonish most persons who
are not acquainted with the fact, to know
how many men and women in all walks of
life write for publication and yet how few
of them possess more than a very crude
idea of the essentials of the art. Punctua-
tion is perhaps the most misunderstood
essential, largely because most beginners
seem to think that there are precise rules, .
but that they have never been able to
locate them. Mr. J. D. Logan, A.M,,
Ph.D. (Harvard), is the author of a little
volume that has just been published under
the title “Quantitative Punctuation,” an
essay in the pedagogy of English composi-
tion (Toronto: William Briggs. Price, 50
cents). The common sense displayed in
this work is apparent at the outset, when
the author admits that in “almost all mat-
ters of English grammar and composition
there is no such thing as absolute right
or wrong; there is only good or bad,
better or worse.” Dr. Logan goes on to
give the guides to punctuation, and to
point out the newer methods in general
practice.

—Mrs. Isabel Ecclestone Mackay,
whose verse has frequently appeared- in
THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, has won a
prize of one hundred dollars for a histori-
cal poem to be published in the Christmas
Globe. Mrs. Mackay is a resident of
Woodstock, Ont. References to her work
occasionally appear in some of the very
best reviews.
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LIMERICKS OF THE WEEK
THERE were Colonial
Prems,
Who were famed for post-prandial gems;
Being taxed with free food
Their zeal was subdued,
And they couldn’t set fire to the Thames.

once some

There once was a caustic R.A.
Who painted grand ladies all day;
To Lady Sassoon
. He appeared as a boon;
Of the rest, when he liked, he made hay.

A wonderful athlete called Miles
Cooked cabbage in forty-four styles;
The result of this fad
Was exceedingly bad:
Jay Gould has a corner in siniles.

There was a young Beerbohm named Max
(Fof telegrams: “ Brummel, Carfax);
Though demure and discreet,
If swelled heads he should meet,
His pencil turned into an axe.

There was once a Professor named Raleigh,
Who with Shakespeare grew awfully pally;
When they asked Sidney Lee ,

His opinion, said he:
“This rot is exceedingly bally.”
\ —Punch.
U
OBVIOUS
Said the oculist to the old man who
came to have him find what the trouble
was with his eyes. “I see nothing.” “I
don’t either,” answered the man. That
is why I came to you.”—Silhouette.
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“If it vas not for your viskers I'd slap you
in the fa-ace.”—Life,

U
SIFTINGS FROM THE ZAZOOSTER

“How did the deaf and dumb wed-
ding come off ?”’
“Very quietly.”

SEED: “I’ve got a suit for every day in
the week.” .

Bmrp: “I never saw you wear any but
the one you have on now.”

SEED: “That’s the suit.”

HE: “Don’t skating on the ice make
you tired ?”’

SHE: “No; it’s the only chance T have
all day to sit down.”



WHAT OTHERS ARE LAUGHING AT

Docror: “Do you sleep well ?”

PatientT: “Yes, indeed. I fall asleep
at o o'clock every night, and don’t wake
up until 7 the next morning.” B

Docror: “ What business are you in?”

Parient: “I’m a night watchman.”

KiLLe: “Did your poor uncle leave
much ?”’

Brre: “Only an old clock.”

Kite: “Well, there won’t be much
trouble winding up the estate.”

Scrop: “Johnson and I had an awful
row last night. I called him a liar and he
said I was no good.”

\Wrap: “That’s the first time I ever
knew either of you to tell the truth.”
U
DOCTOR AND HEARSE

A Washington physician was recently
walking on Connecticut Avenue with. his
five-year-old son, when they were nbhgcd
to st:)p at a side street to await the passing
of a funeral procession.

The youngster had never seen anything
of the kind. His eyes widened. I’oinf—
ing to the hearse, he asked, “ Dad, what’s
that?” 4

“That, my son,” said the physician,
with a grim smile, “is a mistaken diag-
nosis.”’—Sunday Magazine.

HOLIDAY JOYS

LitTLE Boy (with pail and spade): “Say,
Dad, when will we be at the sands?’’'—Punch.
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THE BATTLE HIM OF THE REPUBLIC

Life.
U
EVERYBODY PAY UP

A NEGRO preacher, whose supply of
hominy and bacon was running low,
decided to take radical steps to impress
upon his flock the necessity for contribut-
ing liberally to the church exchequer.
Accordingly, at the close of the sermon he
made an impressive pause, and then pro-

ceeded as follows:

“I hab found it necessary, on account
ob de astringency ob de hard times an’ de
gineral deficiency ob de circulatin’ mejum
in connection wid dis chu’ch, t’ interduce
ma new ottermatic c¢’lection box. Itis so
arranged dat a half dollah or quahtah
falls on a red plush cushion without noise;
a nickel will ring a small bell distinctly
heard by de congregation, an’ a suspendah-
button, ma fellow mawtels, will fiah off a
pistol; so you will gov’n yo’selves accord-
ingly. Let de c’lection now p’oceed, w’ile
I takes off ma hat an’ gibs out a hymn.”
—Independent.
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BAY, BAY, BAY-BEE

THH Madawaska flows between pleas-

ant green hills in the eastern part of
old Ontario. Sometimes the hills crowd
in, and then the river flows dark and
swift between. But never for long do
the hills crush the river so; most of the
time they recede and leave it to sparkle
and flow lazily in the sunshine, with
broad flats on either side.

The old village of Pakham is scattered
on one of these flats. At the head of
the village are the roaring rapids, at the
foot of which is a big eddy, regarded with
dread and wonder by the village children;
for their elders tell them if they are
drawn in there, never more will they be
seen by mortal eyes.

Here the capricious water runs to the
left someway, even attempting to cross
the village street, but, foiled by a long
stone wall placed at an angle, it backs
out swiftly behind an island, flows over
a dam and finds rest in an immense bay
below. Here Jack lived. His cottage
home was sheltered by two immense
willows; the garden lay along the bay.
On an afternoon in August (Jack’s
mother said it was “just frizzling”; he
thought it was delightful), he sat by the
roadway, that clung close to the foot
of the hill in front of his home, squeezing
the white dust between his toes and pat-
ting it into mounds and race-courses.

Often he stopped his aimless work to
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gaze at a brilliant canary on a near-by
downy thistle, piping:

Bay, bay, bay-bee,
Bay, bay, bay-bee-bah.

Jack vaguely wondered if it had lost
its baby, and why it did not busy itself
searching for its child, instead of perking
at him. He was still in this dreamy
state when a shout behind and a stone
whizzing in the dust before warned him
that someone was coming. Who it was,
he knew without raising his eves, for
Peter and Marie were always dramatic
in their actions.

Jack was very much attached to his
French-Canadian chums, for was not
Marie as good a sport as any bov? She
could make a stone skip nine times on
the water, climbany tree that was climb-
able, and a few that were not, and also
paddle the log dug-out as well as he could
himself; which raised her high in his
esteem and affection. ‘As to running,
why she flew—no one in the village
could catch her if she had three steps
start.

And Peter (at home he was Petiy
Pierre) was amiable and shy, mostly shy.

Marie flopped down beside Jack in
the dust.

“Heggies!” she exploded, “mother
nearly caught us coming.”

“But we hid in the woodshed unti]
she passed,” gasped Peter, quite out of
breath from running,

\



IDLE MOMENTS

“Where will we go?” queried Marie,
impatient to be on the move.

“Oh!” exclaimed Peter. “Let’s go

the creek in the bush and watch for
girrels and minnows, and—"

“Minnows” (they pronounced it min-
nies), broke in Jack, “why, the creek is
dried up.”

“Yes,” said Peter, “but there are
holes, such deep holes. Me and Marie
saw them on Sunday, with fish in them.”

The children were very fond of na-
ture. In the spring the violets by the
creek were eagerly watched for. Later
the hepatica and trillium were gathered,
while the birds and squirrels were lov-
ingly welcomed back. To throw a stone
at them was a sin, so Father Murphy
had told Marie; and she saw to it that
her companions threw none. But no

uasive pictures of the cool shadows
of the woods would entice Jack there
to-day. \
“No,” said he. “Let's go to the
island. I'm sure we could wade out
' dav.fﬁ

Up jumped Marie. “Golly! yes”
she cried, “we’ll be first out to it this

”

“But,” objected careful Peter, “moth-
er’ll see us and we’ll be tied to the stove-
“ No,” replied Marie; “you know she
ijs making raspberry preserves in the
kitchen, and will not see us pass on the
front road.” :

So up jumped the boys and legged it
as fast as possible after the fleet-footed
lass, who turned her head and shouted:
«ast there is a duffer.”

A minute’s chase up the road, raising
clouds of white dust, brought them to
the bend in the river and to one end of
the stone dike opposite the island. There
lay the island, so fresh, green and dim-
inutive, but crowded with tall trees, and
a thick underbrush. Only in midsummer
can it be approached, when the water is
low. Even then the current is swift
and treacherous as it runs over the stony
bottom. Straight in front of the near
end of the stone dike the water was
shallowest, and here the children stood
on the shore, anxiously searching the

- current.
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clear water and trying to follow the
highest ledge of stone running to the
island. It could be seen all right, but
here and there were spots deep enough
to make the eager young folk think twice
before venturing.

“I t-think it’s too deep yet,” faltered
Peter, the first to break the silence.

Marie began to slowly wade along the
ledge, raising her short skirts as the
water came higher and still higher. Sud-
denly becoming conscious that her dress
was trailing behind, she screamed, turned
around and in her frantic efforts to re-
turn, dropped her skirts, raised her
arms and came through the water like
a rabbit through a snow-bank.

“Oh! oh!” shouted Jack, laughing and
dancing on his toes.

“Fraidy cat! fraidy cat! Got her tail
wet,” he exclaimed, with scorn.

“T’Il show you how to go over. Girls
ain’t no good anyway,” he vociferated.
So saying, he rolled his knickerbockers
high about his stout little thighs and
waded boldly out. Soon he came to a
standstill. The water reached to his
knickers, and he was not half-way
across. Besides the swift current was
becoming harder to keep steady in. His
upstream foot had developed an extra-
ordinary affection for the downstream
one; that was a little embarrassing.

*Come back, Jack,” called Peter.

“Get your pants wet,” warned Marie.

That last call settled it; out he strode
recklessly. The rock slanted up. Good!
That was better. No! Down it went
again. An incautious step, a slippery
spot—and Jack, with outspread arms,
was floundering in the rushing, carrying
swirl of the sparkling water. Too swift
to sink in, too swift to regain his footing
in, he bumped along rapidly with the
He had the presence of mind
to keep his mouth shut during his im-
mersion, arfd in a moment or two the
strength of the current slackened enough
to allow him to gain an upright position.

As soon as Marie saw Jack stumble
and take so peculiar-a flight through the
water, she turned and ran to the end of
the stone dike, mounted it, and raced
down with the river until she came up
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to the now spluttering boy, standing in
the water below.

It is a little hard to keep a brave face
on things when one’s clothes stick like
the paper to the wall, and when rivulets
are coursing down one’s nose.
Marie's sympathy and native politeness
would not allow her to remark that
“possibly his trousers might be damp.”

Instead, she said to the now boldly-
smiling boy: ‘“How are you going to get
out of that?”

“I don’t know,” said Jack, compla-
cently. ‘It is too swift to go back.” .

“And too deep to go to the end of the
wall,”” put in Peter, who had now come
upon the scene.

“IIl tell you what,” flashed Marie;
“we’ll make a monkey ladder, like we
read about in the story book.

“But we have no tails,” objected Jack.

“Don’t need ’em, stupid!”’she answered.
Instantly laying herself flat on her stom-
ach, she ordered Peter to the road be-
hind her, with instructions to hang on
to her ankles with his full weight like an
anchor. Then she reached her hands
down to the now comprehending boy,
who, standing tip-toe on a very accom-
modating stone, could just grasp her
hands.

It was only a moment’s struggle for
the nimble-toed urchin to mount the
rough sides of the low stone wall, once
he had a firm grip on Marie’s hands.

But poor Marie! “Oh, Heggies!”
she cried. “I feel all stretched out.
I'm glad I'm not a monkey for keeps.”

What to do, with the sopping Jack
never entered their minds. Thev had
had wet clothes before. Had not Marie
herself taken an unintentional dive out
of the log canoe when pulling water-
lilies? So down they sat in the blazing
sunshine, and ‘discussed the probability
of their being able to cross to the island
to-morrow. s

Behind them on the roadside thistle
tops the yellow and black canaries still
cried for the lost.bay-bee, bay-bee.

J. Alex. Riddell.
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HARD LUCK

HE (reading paper): “Here’s a note
about an accident at White’s house.
The servant girl put some gunpowder into
the fire and was blown through the roof.”

Sue (sympathetically): “Poor Mrs,
White has so much trouble with her girls!
They are always leaving her without giving
notice!”

U

ALL IN VAIN

Brices: “Jones is running on the
Independent ticket, isn’t he?

Grrces: “ Yes—he had to make pledges
to both sides.”

VANITAS VANITATUM

Oh, I have a dolls’ house all complete,
And a brand new shovel and pail,

And Babe has a pig that waggles its feet,
And a cow that waggles its tail.

And Cis has a gun and a phonograph,
And Sue has a clockwork doll;

But wg’re none of us in it, Oh, not for

minute,

With the Kid with the parasol.

=M. 1L.CH
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OVRIL

is beef—nothing but beef, and it contains the whole of the
valuable properties of beef. A cup of Bovril may be taken
with advantage at any time. Iced Bovril is refreshing and
highly nutritious.

A small quantity of Bovril added to Stews, Hashes, etc.,
greatly improves the flavour of the dish and adds very mate-
rially to its nutritive value. 3

Bovril contains a large percentage of those elements in
beef which go to form Blood, Bone and Brain; it is therefore
a particularly useful food for growing children, especially as

it is always relished.

FOR

Ale and Porter

AWARDED

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

“A man is known by the candy be
sends.”

Toronto Chocqlate

Creams

The most delicious confection
made in Canada

60c. Per Pound

Mail orders promptly and carefully filled.

130-132 Yonge Street, Toronto
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Hot Weather Cleanliness
Summer Fabrcs Ruined mf
the old Bar-Soap-Way of
Washing, and Women
Fagged out with the work
=then is the time Converts |
by the Million are made for
' PEARLINE and its Meth-
ods. Then Necessity prods
Wits, and Women desert the
old Bar-Soap-Ruts, AND |
THE BRIGHT ONES|
BECOME PEARLINE

A PEARLINE USER

LWAYS A
ARLINE

+ /Ven Dyers

For men or women we dye—Dye
5§ articles of personal wear—Dye curtains, fur-

niture coverings, carpets, and many articles
of the home. Dyeing and cleaning is our
business, with the best appointed works in Canada at your service.

R. PARKER @& CO.

TORONTO, CAN.

Branches in leading cities, and agencies all over Canada
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HAPPY DAYS

and cool, comfortable nights are the rule when the favorite beverage is

o POSTUM

Make Postum in the usual way, strong and rich, and have some
always on hand.

When it is desired to serve it, add lemon juice, sugar, cracked ice,
a little cream (if you like), and squeeze a bit of lemon peel over the glass
to get the oil for additional flavour.

Then you have a delightful, cooling, healthful beverage to serve
friends on short notice.

“There’s a Reason.”

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S.A.
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Egyptian Cigarettes

(Cork Tips)

15c. per box
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IVERJOHNSON

sAFETY AUTOMATIC REVOLVER
=

W\

A revolver that can be discharged in > e
any other way than by pulling the trig-
ger is a mechanical absurdity as well as
a constant danger,

The things you can do to an Iver John-
son Safety Automatic Revolver without
discharging it would keep you busy all

Z \x A

ay. The thing you can’t do to it H H \
;!-I—’ﬁro i‘l( i?lm;any”:gh\c:‘ way whatever a m m e r the a m me r
than by pulling the trigger.

Handsome in appearance, made in
many styles—like a rifle for accuracy—hard-hitting and speedy—but always safe to handle.

Send for “*Shots,”” a booklet about absolutely safe revolvers, and our illustrated catalogue of superior fivearms

Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver | Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver
8.in. barrel, nickel-plated finish, 22 rim- $7 50 8-in. barrel, nickel-plated finish, 32-38 ss'so
- —_—

fire cartridge, 32-38 centre-fire cartridge centre-fire cartridge
For sale by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or will be sent prepaid on receipt of price if your
dealer will not supply. Look for the owl's head on the grip and our name on the barrel.
IYVER JOHNSON’'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 145 River St., Fitchburg, Mass.

NEw Yorg: 9 Chambers Street HAMRURG, GERMANTY: Pickhuben i 3
Paciric CoasT: 136 Park St., Alameda, Cal. LoxpoxN, ENGLAND: 17 Mincing Lane, E. O,

Makers of lver Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns and Iver Johnson Truss Bridge Bicycles

YOUR HAIR WELL GROOMED!

Two months on ‘the lake shore, a trip to the
0ld Country, the hottest day of July will not affect
the Natural Curl of our

PARISIAN TRANSFORMATIONS,
POMPADOURS, EMPIRE CURLS,
WAVES AND SWITCHES

WRITE FOR OUR NEW CATALOGUE

The Famous Parisian Gray Hair Restorer
B RO U 24 Different Shades - $3.50 a Box
H AIRLENE is the world-famous HAIR-GROWER
-~ .=.JULES & CHARLES

431 YONGE STREET - TORONTO, ONTARIO

—




BRAND
J{_ CORN

= // Warm
/ =4 Weather
2 Food

N You and your children will feel much better
and more vigorous if you substitute a plenti-
aZ ful supply of “Crown Brand Corn Syrup” for
3 meat during the hot weather.
gyaR “Crown Brand Syrup ” is pure and wholesome
= —partially digested and very nourishing.
e 3 Eaten with bread, cookies, biscuits or over
A porridge and other cereals it is the ideal ‘“hot
'\EEQ weather” food. It increases their food value
A and imparts its delicious ‘‘honey-cream
4EE flavour to them.
R Don’t forget to order a supply for your coun-

try cottage or summer camp.
For convenience, cleanliness and purity, it is

{ N\ put up in air-tight tins with lift-off lids.

Your dealer will supply you. Insist on hay-
ing ‘“Crown Brand.”
THE EDWARDSBURG STARCH CO., LIMITED

Established 1858
Works —Cardinal, Ont. Offices—Montreal and Toronto



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

BRIESTLEY'S

"HOGOENOT” CLOTH|

PRIESTLEY Siunnvalled
dyeing and finishing have
produced a cloth sure of
immediate appeal to the

present day’s demand.

| “HUGUENOT"” Cloth
| contains all the durability
and close texture of the
old-time serge, with the

| soft, rich, draping qualities $’ :

of a French cashmere. %

' | FasHION'S 3
FAVORITE

Colors include the latest
shades, rich tints of red, green, blue, brown, and new evening shades.

| FOR SALE AT ALL THE BEST DRY GOODS' STORES
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€ Among stationary steam engines
those of the Corliss type hold the
leading place.

(] Since the Corliss was invented
over fifty years ago many attempts
have been made to improve the steam
engine along other lines, and some
have met with a fair degree of success
for particular purposes, but none has

been able to dislodge the Corliss from

its position of supremacy.

(] None has been able to approach
its record for economy, efficiency and
durability.

{ The Jenckes-Corliss is distinguished
by excellence of design, by superior
workmanship, by splendid running and
governing qualities.

§ We build it in all sizes for every

service, in simple and compound styles,
with the usual modifications.

{ Whrite for illustrated bulletin.

q We contract for complete steam
power plants, including boilers.

THE JENCKES MACHINE C0.

Limited

Executive Office:
50 LANSDOWNE STREET
SHERBROOKE, QUE.
Plants:
SHERBROOKE, - QUE.
ST. CATHARINES, ONT.
Sales Offices’:
St. Catharines, Rossland, Halifax, Cobalt

ABOVE ALL OTHERS

—

TRADE

_‘ /"‘

)MARK
|

HEIGHT AT BACK 14 IN

FRONT CUTAWAY 23{ IN

TOP MEETS AT FRONT
SIZES 12)4 TO 17

AT THE BEST SHOPS

THIS SEASONABLE AND POPULAR
MODEL

COBALT

15C. EACH 2 FOR 25C.

MIKADO

20C. EACH 3 FOR 50C.

MANUFACTURED BY

Hilln ¥ Son Loy

WATERLOO. ONTARIO
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HERE is only one

Genuine “VICHY"

Water. It comes from

the Celestins Spring, which

is so highly prized for its

curative-properties in" Kidney and

Bladder Complaints that the water
is bottled under French Government Super-
vision and sealed with a special label to

prevent substiiution.

ASK FOR VICHY CELESTINS

The latest and daintiest arrangement for
Chocolates

The “Evangeline”
Art Boxes

A delicious assortment of Creams,
Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and
Nuts. 4, 1, 2, 3, and 5 pounds.
Full weight in every box.

35 Years’ Experience

GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.

ART BLPT CANADI AN MAGA it .

R AT
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The cnitical eye of the business
manager never fails to note the
rustle of quality of a letter when
written upon good stationery.

20th Century Bond
Hercules Bond
Danish Bond

are three of our celebrated papers,
suitable for Letterheads, State-
ments and Circular Letters.

Ask your Printer to use it—Werite for un;;le, if he

don't keep them in stock,

The Barber & Ellis Co

.72 York Street, Toronto =

HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the script name of Stewart

ood Hartshorn on label.
W Rollers Get “Improved,” no tacks required. Tin Mm

W7, sreryy A

INVESTORS Mancheﬂiter. England. is the most
®  pro; .
0 S h A WA You can't afford to roof a - rn &?“wzildﬁla::r?g&”:&’d&
Galvanized thing without Oshawa Gal- investors. Manchester, Montana, is aiming in the
Taiined Steo Bhin wlon direction ; beautiful location; only three years old :
s tee ] Yanized Steel & § 19 has two manufactories and another building ; nu«’:f.
Good for a hundred years. values increasing; favorable both to investors and
Shingles Send for the free booklet. | who want to locate in new Western town: 100.00
bought to-day will double in value in a short time. W,
The PEDLAR Peop]e e g desire to settle this town with English or Canadian Nwl'l
Oshawa Montreal ~ Ottawa Toronto London Winnipeg | and mﬂtve correﬂpondonce from all pwple loo““l Weost
A ward. Write for particulars. "

S. H. WOOD, Investments, MANCHESTER, MONTANA
o ——

PAGE WHITE FENCES

The Acme style you see above costs only from 16 cents a linear foot

durable for lawns, parks, cemeteries, etc, Any height or length, oéa.tes}t{:[:::?c’:efand

$2.25. Write for catalog, or inspect this ideal fence., From us direct or any Page de;]z?
1 G g AT Walkervill Toront 3

The PAGE Wire Fence Co., Limited St Sohn " Mntr el
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The most important influence
on the health of the entire family
1s the sanitary equipment of

:‘Staﬂdajﬂdﬂ Porcelain Enameled Ware
in the bathroom, bedroom, kitchen and laundry

Our book, “MODERN BATHROOMS,” tells you how to plan and arrange your
pathroom, and illustrates many beautiful and inexpensive as well as luxurious rooms,
showing the cost of each fixture in detail, together with hints on decoration, tiling,
etc. Itis the most complete and beautiful booklet ever issued on the subject. FREE
for six cents postage and the name of your plumber and architect (if selected).

CAUTION : Every piece of Stwams Ware bears our “Swstans “GREEN and
GOLD” guarantee label, and has our trade-mark “Swuséant cast on the oulside.
Unless the label and trade-mark are on the fixture it is not “Swsseet [Ware, Refuse
substitutes—they arve all inferior and will cost you more in the end. The word
“Stasdass” 75 stamped on all our nickled brass fittings; specify them and see that you
get the genuine trimmings with your bath and lavatory, efc.

Address Standard Sanitary Mfa. Co Dept. 41, Pittsburgh, Pa., U. S. A.

Pittsburgh Showroom, 949 Penn Avenue
Offices and Showrooms in New York: “Stssdasd” Building, 35-37 West 31st Street

London, Eng.: ‘22 Holborn Viaduct, E. C. New Orleans: Cor. Baronne @& St. Joseph Sts,
Louisville: 325-320 West Main Street Cleveland: 208-210 Huron Street

—
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The Best Bread
In The World

IS NONE TOO GOOD FOR THE MAN
WHO NEEDS DAILY VIM AND VIGOR

PURITY FLOUR

is the mogt health-giving, vitalizing Bread Flour ever produced by modern
milling methods from seleted Western Canada Hard Wheat. Besides, it is

Absolutely Dependable in the Baking

Sold Everywhers in Western Canada Flour Mills Co., Limited
The Great Dominion Mills at WINNIPEG, GODERICH and BRANDON

NO HOUSE

1s now considered com-
plete without at
least one

Brick Mantel

in red or buff colors

Prices from $15.00 up

For summer homes, club
houses, etc., they are
the correct thing.

Send for Illustrated
Catalogue

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO., Limited

WORKS AND HEAD OFFICE, -  MILTON, ONTARIO
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=% SPECIAL NOTICE!

A7 Remittances by Mail

WE SUGGEST THE USE OF

DOMINION EXPRESS
MONEY ORDERS

FOR REMITTANCES BY MAIL

They are cheaper, more convenient and afford greater security than any
other form of remittance. Receipt is given and prompt refund is made, or
a new Order issued free of charge, if the original order is lost, stolen, de-
layed or destroyed. No red tape.

The Dominion Express Company also issues Foreign Cheques payable in
sterling, francs, marks, etc., for remittances to all_formgn countries ; a!so Trgvelerp'
Cheques in denominations of $10.00, $20.00, $50.00 and $100.00, with equivalents in
foreign moneys printed on each. Self-identifying ; superior to Letters of Credit.
Payable by correspondents in all parts of the world.

Agencies in all principal Towns and Cities General Offices: TORONTO, CAN.

NOWHERE DOES PERFECT WORK COUNT MORE

than in the sanitary equipment of a modern
home. Poor plumbing is synonymous with
loss of health, loss of comfort, loss of sav-
ings, loss in property values.

“STANDARD IDEAL”

PORCELAIN ENAMELED WARE

installed in the bedroom, bathroom, kitchen
or laundry guarantees health for the family,
reduces home expenses and adds to the
cash value of the home.

Practical in construction, lasting as
iron, finished in pure white enamel, with no
joints, crevices, or lodging place for dust,
dirt or microbes, “STANDARD IDEAL”
WARE is the finest gift of the master-
artisan’s craft to the home-builder. Moderate in first cost, it soon pays for itself and becomes
‘a valuable asset. ; A

“STANDARD IDEAL” WARE LASTS A LIFE-TIME. Your architect or plumber will tell you
no modern home is properly appointed without it. Ask them.

THE STANDARD IDEAL CO., Limited, PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Sales Offices and Sample Rooms :
Toronto, 50 Colborne Street Montreal, 128 West Craig Street Winnipeg, 24 Telfer Block
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Over All Other Lights

It is one of the most economical lights The coét of intalling an acetylene plant
there is. is moderate when you realize the advant-

ages it possesses over all other lights—no

It gives more and better light, at smaller : :
increased cost for insurance.

cost, than coal-gas, or electricity.
Light for light, quality considered, it's It's the leat fatiguing of all lights to the

much less expensive than kerosene, without eye-sight.

its unpleasant features. Acetylene is absolutely safe—

It's a better 'hghl. because it more nearly Owing to the pungent odor of acetylene,
resembles sunlight than any other known . . br i . .

Sohs s a leak in the pipes is immediately noticed.
commercial illuminant.
The best carbide for use in acetylene

plants is E Calcium Carbide.

Light from acetylene spreads out more
than any other.

You read without the slightest effort, in You would like to know more about
any corner of a room, where acety- acetylene, wouldn't you?—why not write

lene is used. to-day for other particulars and price ligt?
THE SHAWINIGAN CARBIDE CO. Ltd.
MONTREAL.

CANADA'S ONLY DIRECT IMPORTERS OF

GENUINE HIGH-CLASS

®E Oriental Rugs

q Architects, artists, and all peopie of cultured taste prize the
Oriental Rug as the most absolute essential in the artistic furnish-
ing of the home. Whether your house has hardwood floors or
not, there is surely a place for an Oriental Rug. We have been very careful in selecting our rugs
to get the best in pattern and coloring, It takes native experience and knowledge, such as ous{
to get the best in the Eastern markets, We carry the largest stock in America. Among Olher.‘:

SILK AND CAMEL’S HAIR PERSIAN ANTIQUE RUGS IN ALL SIZES:
Royal Kirmanshahs, Boukharas, Sines, Tabriz Sarukhs, Ardebils, Gorvans, Lahors, Tabriz, ete.

DAMASCUS AND EAST INDIA BRASSWARE : CARVED AND INLAID TABOURETS :: PERSIAN
DRAPERIES : PORTIERES : HANGINGS : LANTERNS : OLD TURKISH ARMS, ETC, ETC

Estimates given o furnish houses in any style of Oriental Rugs at the most reasonable prices
All Mail Orders given our most careful attention, and goods sent out on approbation

COURIAN, BABAYAN & COMPANY

40 KING STREET EAST (Opposite King Edward Hotel), TORONTO
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WOULDEBE PROUD TO OWN A

Gourlay Jiano

If you are a musician, the sympathetic bond
between you will be strong indeed, for a Gourlay
piano responds to every mood of the player. There
is a crispness and delicacy of tone for the daint-
lest improvization and a richness and volume for
the most exacting bravura passages.

If you are not a player, but a lover of music,
the pleasure in your friends’ enthusiasm will more
than repay you for the amount of your invest-
ment, to say nothing of the extra years of service
over an ordinary piano.

/.

©5GOURLAY WINTEL GLELMING =5

SEEER 90YONESTREET  piug,

ARYT DRPT CANADIAN ™MAGAZING —_—
J
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1L LOVERS. O
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THE OLD RELIABLE “DOMINION" PIANO

No extravagant claims to mislead intending purchasers. No extrav-
agant testimonials from artists who are bribed for their opinions.
No extravagant prices to inflate values. ‘‘Dominion” pianos are
made to make music, by artists who understand what makes
music, and sold by reliable agents throughout the country. For
catalogues etc., write the

DOMINION PIANO AND ORGAN CO., Limited

BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

A\

- ‘\' ) )
o&“‘%‘
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Laurentides National Park

HIS renowned hunting and fishing

territory takes on increased popularity
yearly. Dates for hunting and fishing may
be applied for at any time. Increased accom-
modation will be provided for sportsmen by
1st September, 1906, in the great Caribou
Barrens. For information of any kind re sport

ADDRESS

——

The Hon. Minister of Lands, Mines and Fisherjes

QUEBEC, P.Q, CANADA
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The Edison Phonograph
s Like Magic

E think it is wonderful when we read about a magician who can
pour out of a bottle any kind of wine that may be asked
for—champagne for one, sherry for another and so on. How much
more wonderful then that a single instrument can pour out at will
any kind of music that anyone may want ! Yet such an instrument is

THE EDISON PHONOGRAPH
with Edison Gold - Moulded Records

invented by the great American wizard, Thomas A. Edison. By simply changing
a record you can have any music you want, from a magnificent aria of one of the
world’s great song birds to an irresistibly funny rag-time coon song. It does each
'equa“Y well and pleases everybody who hears it.

You should have one and you can buy it on the easy-payment plan.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH (O., 6 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N.J., U.S.A.

Live dealers in any line who have a store and an established trade on other goods, are
wanted to take up the agency for the Edison Phonograph in towns where we have no dealers
now. Write to us for full information as to terms, discounts, etc.
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THE COUNTESS SHOE

G

PIEN \ The COUNTESS SHOE is the result of our
S ": ) determination to rival the best American
shoes for women and save our customers
the duty. We ask you to
examine our production and
tell us your candid opinion.

The COUNTESS is to sell at

$4.00
FOR BOOTS

AND

$3.50

FOR
OXFORDS

It embodies the
best ideas in shoe-
making current at
the present time.

Goodyear Welt
PickedLeathers
Patent Colt
Patent Kid
Vici Kid

A score of styles
picked from over
100 different suc.
cessful models
from the United
States, Canada and
elsewhere. Made
in the popular sizes
and widths. Oy
own shoe, and we
think it will go
us credit.

COMPANY
_ :: :“7 s LIMITED DEPARTMENT
ADDRESS :

CM.
TORONTO, CANADA
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Such dainty and delicate
Confections are

COWAN'S

Milk Chocolate,
Croquettes, Wafers,
Cakes, Medallions, Etc.

FrFCOZ0cC -

TO ENJOY real comfort your

Underwear must fit right, feel
right and come out of the laundry
same size as it went in.

“CEETEE” Underwear possesses

all these qualites. Wear it once
and be convinced. We replace any

“CEETEE” garment that shrinks.
SOLD BY ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS

THE C. TURNBULL COMPANY
OF GALT, Limited
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A Strikingly Handsome Range

The owner of a Pandora is always proud of the impression this dtrikingly
handsome range makes upon her neighbors.
The solid,gcompad apir))calancc of the smoothly finished bod.y. the bold, larg.e
pattern of the carving, and the bril-
liance of the heavy nickel coating,
combine to produce an effect that is
distin@tly pleasing to the eye of the
most critical observer.

The Pandora Castings undergo a
“special process” to make them easily
and quickly take a lustrous shine.

The Nickeling is done with extraor-
dinary care—will not chip and crack
like the nickeling on ordinary &toves,
but will retain its
smoothness and

- = brightness for years.
AR A ) Because of the

(== )2l | |((§& absence of any fine,
fancy carving,which
catches and * holds
the dust, the Pan-
dora is much more easy to polish
and will remain clean longer.

Altogether, the Pandora is a
very superior range.

‘P:“ If your local dealer does not
. sell the Pandora, write direct
e for free booklet.

Mc<Clary’s

LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, VANCOUVER, ST. JOHN

S o Y

\

\
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ESTABLISHED NEARLY 50 YEARS

e
Gerhard Hemtzman
Piano

holds the place of honor among

4

Canadian Pianos

GERHARD HEINTZMAN, Limited
97 YONGE ST., TORONTO

Hamilton Salesrooms: 127 KING STREET EAST

ENT HOUSE WARDROBE |
COMBINATION

Fitted with Extension Slide and Hangers
FOR MEN’'S OR WOMEN'’S USE

This style, made in Birch Mahogany or
Kepple Oak. Each wardrobe has capacity
for 10 complete suits or costumes and is
also fitted with Bevel Plate Mirror in upper
door of chiffonnier with extension dressing
slide, 3 large drawers and a soiled
clothes bin. Price complete . . $35.00

F.0.B. MOUNT FORESIT

WEIR WARDROBE CO. OF
The above is one of 20 different designs CANADA, Limited

made by us and sold direct from factory to
user. Write for Catalogue. (Illustrated.) MOUNT FOREST 2 ONTARIO
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D & A Corsets

Present day fashions require for the
ideal figure an upright poise of the
shoulder, long sloping bust with straight-
front, tapering-waist lines, and a grace-
ful curve over the hips.

D & A correct-form corsets will assist
to secure this ideal, and providing a suit-
able model be selected, will fit comfort-
ably to the figure, delightfully easy, and
luxurious to wear.

1907 Brochure of styles, artistically illustrated,
free on request.

DOMINION CORSET MFG. CO. QUEBEC

Prices $1.00 to $6.00

Robinson’s patent Barley

G The best food for Infants and Invalids, the only reliable prepar-
ation of its kind. q Itis quickly and easily prepared, and renders
milk easily digestible. € But insist on having ROBINSON’S

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL
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RODGERS
CUTLERY

Expressly Stamped

—with the above
trade-mark to en-
able you to get the
best cutlery that is
made.

Behind that “Mark
of GUARANTEED
Quality” is our rep-
utation of over 200
years. Look care-
fully for the above
trademark.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS

LIMITED
Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, - ENGLAND

ADVERTISER

o
PLAYERPIANO

can be successfully played by anyone without any
n\usicﬂl kno“’lc(iﬂf’. ﬂl\(] ﬂn'\' Y!luﬁl(ll < 0“\‘)0!ili0n
can be rendered on it in a most aristic way.

(Ready for use with Music Roll)

SIMPLICITY ano DURABILITY

characterize the Autonola in its every part. The
player mechanism is the latest and best, while the
pians itself is the well-known BELL.

(The Autonola—closed—is a handsome Piano and may be
played by hand in the usual way)

SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET C

Che ﬁpll Hiann
AND ORGAN COMPANY, LIMITED

GUELPH, ONTARIO
TORONTO, OTTAWA, and LONDON, ENGLAND
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The Salt-Royal of all
Saltdom.

Each tiny crystal
perfect—all its natural
strength retained.

For cooking—for the
table—for butter and
cheese. Pure — dry —
delicious—evenly dissolv-
ing. At all grocers’—
bags or barrels.

BECK-IDEN

ACETYI.}_NJ LAMP

Beautiful
Pictures

Are produced only by
pure rich colors.

Winsor & Newton

are artists’ colormen
to the Royal Family

and their

Oil and Water Colors
are the world's stand-
ard. Not dear. For
saleat all Art Stores,

A.RAMSAY & SON,

MONTREAL.

Wholesale Aﬁcnu for

BECK-IDEN ACETYLENE LAMP co.,

86 Notre Dame St., W. - Montreal. s

Many years of careful
study among birds pro-
duced patenc e

Pt SPECIAL STUDY
relied upon and why there

is such an enormous OF SPECIAL QUESTIONS

demand for it, 10c. the
kge., 2 large cakes,

Let us know what subject you are particularly
interestedjin and we shall be glad to send yon
sample clippings from Canadian newspapers,

Send name of dealer not selling BIRD BREAD apart
from COTTAM SEED, with éc. in stamps and get free
two large cakes, Feed your birds on the Standard )

Cottam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Supplies and Remedies. Allgrocers.
Advice FREE about Birds, Bird Book 25c. by mail.

64 Dundas St., London, Oat.

CANADA PRESS BUREAU
LONDON ONTARIO

Bart Cottam Co.,
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Viewed from the FRONT, SIDE OR BACK

ROW COLLARS

REVEAL NO FAULTS

The most exacting critic notes the absence of imperfect
lines, binding, pinching, - or other annoying features.
ARROW COLLARS are properly designed and
then cut from Clupeco shrunk fabrics from patterns
that are scientifically correct.
No wonder they retain their shape and size.
There are over 200 styles in quarter sizes.
20 CENTS EACH; 3 FOR 50 CENTS.

Send for *Proper Dress’ a \l\]\n' I'.m»l“;‘iv!,4 .‘-m‘:mn!;y ]'I'u]wl Dress Chart,
and drawings showing How to tie Cravat.
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO., 471 Riven St,, Trov, N. Y.

MAKERS OF MONARCH BHIRTS

For lighting your range or for a light SUMMER FIRE
there is nothing equal to

BEAVER BRAND
CHARCOAL

TRY A SAMPLE SACK FROM YOUR GROCER

Departments in [Toronto, Hamilton, London, Ottawa, Montreal, St. Thomas,
| Brantford, Berlin, Woodstock, Stratford, Guelph and Galt

Manufactured and put up only by

The Standard Chemical Company of Toronto

LIMITED
HEAD OFFICE—TORONTO, CANADA
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‘JAEGER

PURE WOOL

JAEGER

Sleeping Bag,

Don’t Crowd Your Camp Kit

with |m\\-x‘\'|‘t'|‘.’lh‘|l' and unwearable clothes. One garment of “JAEGER” Pure Wool generally
does the duty of three garments not made of pure wool.

~ “Jaeger” (-ln(hinrr is the Choice Always of experienced campers, because:
Asn MARK 1-of its Adaptability to changes of weather and temperature;

2-of its Serviceability in meeting the emergencies of camp life;

J—of its great Durability.

They know that for Durability, Serviceability and Adaptability, “Jasger”
Pure Wool Wear is unsurpassed.

Write for “Health Culture,” by Dr. Jaeger, which explains the great ad.
vantages of wearing Pure Wool, and our Illustrated Catalogue of camp cloth.
ing: Camelhair Fleece Sleeping Bags and Rugs; Tartan Rugs; Coat Sweaters:
Outing Shirts of Pure Wool Taffeta, Cambric and Flanvel; Ladies’ Golfers
and Sweaters; Tropical Underwear (Knee Pants and Coat Undervests): Socks
and Stockings, etc.

Dr. Jaeger Company, Limited
316 ST. CATHERINE ST REET WEST, MONTREAL - - 286 PORTAGE AVENUE, WINNIPEG

Supply your
help with

EDDY'S

and make life Ll LlGHT

worth living.

With a

3n1 WASHBOARD
- EDDY FIBRE TUB

washday labor is reduced to a minimum and comfort
to the worker is correspondingly enhanced.
See that you are well supplied with

Eddy’'s Washboards, Tubs, Pails, etc,

NDURATED 1B RE WARE
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IF
| WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,
And I'd order it home

by the car lot,

George,
But I'd stuff and I'd gorge
Of the kind that they call

“LADY CHARLOTTE”

By the Cross of St.

d us youraddress

lnd wewillshow you
a a “r bhow to make §3 aday
absolutely sure; we
furnish the worl and teach you free; you work in

address and we will
.‘ l-ll!’ 'm ,ﬂnlll". Send us youl et Phosall g

k, absol klv re, write ut ouce
h.""., AW ANE 00n  Bex m:; " WINDSOR, ONT

A SKIN OF BEAUTY I8 A JOY FOREVER
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL CREAM, or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

EMOVES Tan,

Pimples, Freckles,
Moth - Patches, Rash
and Skin Diseases,
and every blemish on
beauty, and defles de-
tection. Onits virtues
it has stood the test of
50 years; no other has,
and is so harmless we
taste it to be sure it is
properly made Ao
cept no counterfeit of
#imilar name. The
distinguished Dr. L.
A. Sayersaid toa lady
of the hawi-fom (& pa-

2 tient) :—"'As you ladies
will use them, I recommend ‘Gourand's Cream’ as the least
harmful of all skin preparations.” One bottle will last six
months, using it every day. At Druggists,

the Skin
No othar cosmetic
will do 18,

AS WELL AS

PURIFIES
Beautifies

Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfluous Halr
without injury to the skin. $1.00 per Bottle by

INDIGESTION
corgsUERED BY _D.c_

E£8 THE STOMACH

E ACTION AND TONES WHOLE S8YSTEM.

GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults, exquiritely pcl fumed,
Price, 25c. per Box, by Mail.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop’r, 37 (reat Jones Street, N. Y.

THE ELECTRIC OVEN TRAY

utlﬂlIIIIIIIIIlIllIlHlIlllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIHIIIIIIlllllIll||l|l|IlIIlIIIllllHIlIIIlIIIIII||IH|II|IIII|IIH|H||Im“

>

The PERFECT |DEA is the on|y
kitchen range on the market fitted
with an electric oven shdmg tray.
One pressure of the foot opens the door of the
oven and, at the same time, slides out a cast iron
shelf with the contents, so that you may examine

what you are cooking without the fear of burning
‘ grease sputtering all over you. Or, less pressure '
will merely open the oven door without sliding the
tray out.
If your local dealer does not handle the
PERFECT IDEA, write us direct.

‘ “\ . The Guelph Stove Co., Limited “ml
T ““Hnu.... § QTR ..null"“ (I

A\ Y

B e ——]

PERFECT IDEARANGE

i i
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Jams, Jellies and
Orange Marmalade

please
the most

particular

D
>2,
%

{0 £
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YOURGROCER
WILL SUPPLY
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:
M ENNENS

BORATED TALCUM

TOILET POWDER

«“YOU'RE SAFE”

§n the hands of the little
captain at the helm,— the

“complexion  specialist,”
whose results are certain,
whose fees are small,

MENNEN’S

Borated Talcum
TOILET POWDER

protects and =oothes, a sure
relief from Sunburn,
Prickly Heat, Chafing,
ete. Put up in non-refill-
able boxes the **box
that lox''--for your protec
tion. If Mennen’s face is on
the cover it's genuine and
a guarantee of purity,
Delightful |fhr o-hn\ing

red v r Food & Drugs

» 30, 1'00 'Mr al No. l 02

Buld « \:rt-h ere, or by mail, 26c.

SAMPLE FREE

G.Mennen Co., Newark, N.J.
Try Mennen's

Violet Borated
TaleumPowder

It has the soent of

fresh cut Parma
Violets,

Wilson's
[nvalids’ Port

Is a nutritious bev-

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

erage prepared with
pure Oporto wine
and extract of Cin-
chona Bark forming
a health-giving tonic
strongly recom-
mended by the med-
ical profession and

endorsed by the

medical press.
All
Druggists
Everywhere.

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the (7Merits

MINARD’S
LINIMENT

Y Y
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' Remington

Typewriter

is the standard of the world, by
which all others are measured.

Remington Typewriter Company

(Incorporated)

New York and Everywhere
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SPENCERIAN
STEEL PENS

The Standard American Brand for Fifty Years,
PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND

¢ leading numbers for Canada will be sent
e postpaid on receipt of ( anada stamp.

- 1~ iy
D

b~ R
D
= &y

-

SELECT A PEN FOR YOUR WRITING
Sold by all Stationers in Canada and United States.
For Samples apply to the Proprietors.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., - - New York City

Right Here

within casy reach of
the operator is the
small  lever which
enables

The New Tri-Chrome
Smith Premier Typewriter

to writt PURPLE for letters to be copied;
BLACK for documents to be preserved; RED
for emphasis and for billing.

This three-color feature, which ensbles the modern office 1o produce all of ks work in

the proper kind of typewriting with one machine and owe ribbon, i the last word in
typewrier constroction.  Let we send you » bit of primed matter describlng i fully,

The price 1 e st o0 s of i) Wit Fvwemins e

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER CO,
Svyaacom, N. Y,

Branch Seores Everywhere.

Underwood

The Underwood is the best typewriter. That fact is generally recognized, but even the best
typewriter would be of little value without an operator,

In buying a typewriter it is well to keep this fact in mind. All the best commercial schools
in Canada teach the Underwood only, and scientiflc typewriter operation to-day can be learned

only under proper instruction.

Stenographers come from the schools. The schnols are training Underwood operators, not
operators of other machines. With any typewriter other than the Underwood you stand a very
poor chance of getting a competent stenographer.

United Typewriter Company, Limited

7 ADELAIDE STREET EAST, TORONTO
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It Lasts a Lifetime

The selection of Silverware is too
important a matter to be left to the

discretion of another. Make your
own selection and see that the above
trademark is stamped on every
piece you buy, it’s a guarantee of
‘quality. It is always artistic in de-
sign and proportion, and because
of its long wear, affords unbounded
satisfaction.

THE STANDARD SILVER CO.
LIMITED
TORONTO, CANADA

' JOHN PALMER & SON

Limited

SPECIALISTS FOR TREATMENT
AND COLORING OF THE HAIR

105 Notre Dame Street West
MONTREAL

PHONE MAIN 391

Transformations, suitable for every age,
self-dividing, and adaptable to any style
of coiffure. Palmer's Tr:«llsthrln;ltio;\s,
Pompadours, and all kinds of Hair Work
are unequalled by others for their cool-

ness, lightness, durability and exact fit.

Pompadours in all styles and sizes
from $3.00 up.

Switches and braids made of long bhair,
only having very short stems inside and
can therefore be used for any style of
dressing.

The above figure is dressed with our
latest Pompadour and Coronet Fashion
Curls. These curls are very stylish and
becoming. Price $3.00 up.

Write for our handsome illustrateq
L catalogue  free.
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“THE SHIRT THAT FITS"

SHIRTS

Neither bind, draw, bulge nor cling.
They fit correctly ninety-nine out of

every one hundred men. If you
have had shirt troubles try a Monarch.
Nearly 50 years of shirt-making ex-
perience is back of the label.

$1.50.
The Monarch Shirt Book is worth

having. May we send it?

CLUETT, PEABODY & CO,,
471 RIVER ST, TROY, N. Y.

MAKERS OF ARROW COLLARS,

POMPADOUR MASSAGE CREAM

Will give you a clear, transparent, beau-
tiful complexion. It is perfectly harm-
less, cleanses, purifies and removes all
blemishes, giving the skin and flesh a
beautiful clearness. It is not a powder,
paint or grease, and it will not promote
the growth of hair.

WILL DEVELOP THE BUST

Used by the elite everywhere.

FRE Send 10 cents for free trial and
booklet of directions for scientific

home massage treatment, or send 35c¢. or 75c. to the

CONTINENTAL DRUG & CHEMICAL Co.

Suite G, 1432 Notre Dame Street West, Montreal, Canada
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE
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BRASS KETTLES

AND CHAFING DISHES

We carry a good assortment of these
useful household articles at prices

ranging from $5.00 to $15.00 each.

RICE LEWIS & SON, Limited
TORONTO

Complete
Launches

—

HAMILTON MOTOR WORKS
Limited
HAMILTON, ONTARIO

MADE IN CANADA

ASK FOR D B S GINGER'ALE AWARDS
SODA WATER o
s ¢ GURD’S soosvme, cusnarvi e
MQ;’;:;EAL “The Best” CREAM SODA  Gold Medal, Montreal, 1881

“MAGI” CALEDONIA WATER LEADS

LUBY’S S5 aam
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| COMFORT, PERFECTION AND SIMPLICITY

The CHATHAM is the easiest riding
Motor Car on the Canadian market.
High - class, semi-elliptical, extra quality
springs, with a perfect body, and best
quality of construction throughout, make
it a revelation to those trying it for the
first time. The CHATHAM has not only
up-to-date mechanism, but is so simple
that a novice can operate it with perfect
safety.

Four Gylmders 20 H.P. Touring Car (Seats Five) $2,500

Introduce the first one of these CANADIAN CARS in your town. IT WILL PAY. YOU in
comfort, satisfaction and other ways.

Catalogue and full particulars mailed on request. Ask us,

MANUFACTURED BY

THE CHATHAM MOTOR CAR CO. Limited
CHATHAM, ONTARIO '

HIGH ~GRADE

GASOLINE
LAUNCHES

With or Without Engines

VACATION

And a Folding Pocket

KODAK ‘ Rowhoats and Canoesr

All the features that h|e|n make ltl\ek mcmtr:l
ood, fussy complications to keep e
acation fro:bo-nc a lazy, restful one. H. E. GIDLEY & CO.
YR Catalogue at the dealers or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited PENETANGUISHENE, ONT., CANADA

Toronto, Can.
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Superior Hair Pieces

Being the oldest manufacturers of Art
Hair Goods in Canada, we enjoy the
distinction of being looked upon by the
women of Canada as the leaders in all
matters pertaining to Hair, whether in
the fashioning of

Transformations, Wigs, Switches, Puffs,
Curls, or the arrangement of Coiffures

If you live out of the city write to us for our illustrated circulars for ladies

’ For men who are losing their hair or
Dorenwend S P atent Toupee are bald, there is no other Toupee that

so completely takes the place of your own hair. Werite us for our circular **Baldness.™
It contains full particulars also how to order a Toupee by mail. Write for it.

The DORENWEND CO. OF TORONTO, Linited

Established 1868 103 and 105 YONGE STREET Telephone Main 1551

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM

OAKVILLE, ONTARIO

:

This Sanitarium, egtablished some sixteen years ago for
the treatment of Alcoholic and Drug Diseases, has had
a very successful career, and is now the acknowledged
leading institution of its kind in Canada.

The spacious grounds are delightfully situated on Lake
Ontario, and the patients freely avail themselves of the
facilities for Lawn Tennis, Bowling, Boating, Bathing.

———

FOR TERMS, ETC.,, ADDRESS THE MANAGER

LLAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE
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THE BEST OF ALL AND

For over sixty years Mgrs. WinsLow's
S00THING SYRUP has been used by mothers
for their children while teething. Are you
disturbed at night and broken of your rest
by a sick child suffering and crying with
pain of Cutting Teeth? If so, send at once
and get o bottle of ** Mrs, Winslow's Sooth-
fng Syrup” for Children Teething. Its
wvalue is incalculable, It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
u it, mothers, there is no mistake
tg:t it. It cures diarrhcea, regulates the
Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic,
softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation,
and gives tone and energy to the whole
system. ** Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup”
for children teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the oldest
and best female physicians and nurses in
the United States, and is for sale by all
druggists throughout the world. Price,
twenty-five cents a bottle. Be sure and ask
RS. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP "

FIIVIITFIITIINIY

for **

@@@@@@@@@@@@%

THE FULL LUXURY
OF THE BATH

is only attained when

it is perfumed with

The Genuine

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Used in the bath it is de-
" lightfully cooling and invigor-
ating, and the relief it affords

from the depressing heat of
Summer is truly remarkable.

BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES!!

®
®
®
® 8
CCIOCIOOCIOCIOICOIC)

6!

~

LADIES'

Stanhopes and Phaetons.

GENTLEMEN'S Bike Wagons and Road Wagons, Pneumatic, Solid or

Cushion Tired.

FAMILY Surreys, canopy top, extension top or open.

FARMERS'
RANCHERS'
MOUNTAIN

Ranch Wagons.

Buggies, Democrats or Carmmages.

Buggies and Wagons (specially built for Western Trade.)

CARRIAGES.S

GUELPH, CANADA

CATALOGUE DESCRIBING MAILED FREE ON REQUEST

“oNTREAL BRANCH
120 Craig St. West.

WESTERN REPRESENTATIVES
Cockshutt Plow Co., Limited, Winnipeg

MARITIME BRANCH
Oxford, N.S.
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Cool Dishes
Warm Weather

Clark's Preserved Meats in

tins make delightfully choice,
light and tasty dishes for the
warm weather.

Baby’s Own Soap
is made express-
ly for those who
care for real
beauty of skin
and complexion.

No cooking—no trouble—no
waste, and just as economical
as tl’ley can be.

Try some of these with a
salad :

Sliced Smoked Beef
Lunch Tongue
Veal Loaf

Corned Beef

Ox-Tongue

Potted and Devilled Meats
for Sandwiches

Use

“Baby’s Own”
Soap

Daily

Now don't just ask for canned
meats, but see that you get

Clark’s Preserved Meats

Guaranteed by the name of
Wm. Clark.

It is the Best for Babies
Beware of Substitutes

ALBERT SOAPS, LTD., MFRS,
MONTREAL

WM. CLARK, MFR., MONTREAL
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A Club:Cocktail

IS_LOTTLED DELIGHT

THE DESK OF THE AGE.

Every Device
necessary to make a dosk reliable,
labor saving, economical, is found
in those we manufacture. In ma-
terial and oo—uucuon in finish
and w ,in durability and design

'all other maku. They
:xcuoﬁu-bctmroﬁccd -,
Ca e goes in de!
e ‘“&‘h{.. & 8chool
mKun 006 mited
- ntario, Canada.
Office, Scbool Churda and Lodge
Furniture.

HOUSANDS have dis-

carded the idea of making
their own cocktails,—all will
after giving the CLUB
COCKTAILS a fair tnal.
Scientifically blended from the
choicest old liquors and mel-
lowed with age make them
the perfect cocktails that they
are. Seven kinds, most popu-
lar of which are Martini (Gin
base), Manhattan (Whiskey
base).

The following label appears on
every bottle:

GOES LIKE SIXTY
SELLS LIKE SIXTY 65
SELLS rOn SIXTY

GILSON

GILSON MFG. CO. LTD. Dept. No. 3 Guelph, Ontarlo,

Guaranteed under the National Pure
Food and Drugs Act. Approved
June 30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707.

' G.F.Heublein & Bro.

SOLE PROPRIETORS

THERE IS NOTHING LIKE R l ; zs

|
FOR NERYOUS DYSRRESIA } Hartford New York London

AND PILLS.
”u '”‘n:. = Dc ., and New - G oW, e
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RED ROSE EA

-

The Expert Tea Tasler

is the one who knows the real
value of Red Rose Tea and uses
it as a standard to judge other
teas by.

Wouldn't you like to judge it
for yourself? It is the tea that
has that rich, fruity flavor

just what pleases the
expert tea taster.

Ask your grocer
to send you a pack-
age to-day.

UVEBEC :
gTEAMSHIP GULF AND RIVER OF

COMPANY ST. LAWRENCE

Limited Summer Cruises in Cool Latitudes

The well and favorably known

S. S. CAMPANA

1,700 tons, lighted by Electricity, and with all modern comforts, leaves
MONTREAL at 4 p.m. on 1st, 15th and 29th July; 12th and 26th August, and
9th September, and Quebec the day following, at noon, for GASPE, PERCE
GRAND RIVER, SUMMERSIDE, CHARLOTTETOWN and PICTOU. '

The finest trip of the season for health and comfort

BERMUDA LINE WEST INDIES LINE

The new twin-screw S.S. *‘Bermudian,” 5,500 tons, ? i
with latest up-to-date improvements, 16 knots speed, Spe(:]a] cruises to the ,TI‘Opics January
y >

sails from New York for Bermuda every alternate

Wednesday up to 14th August and every 10 day~ there- February and MarCh 1()08
A8 e

after. Special Excursion rates, $35 and up, good up
to 30th November.

A. F. WEBSTER, Ticket Agent : KING and YONGE STREETS, TORONTG
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, QUEBEC




NIAGARA TO THE SEA

The gmmlmr "'5' in America for health and

<ure. he Thousand Islands, Rapids,
ledy":;;] Quebu and the famed s gm‘n.x)
with its alupnndmh Cape Trinity ”
Eteruity.
Send '6¢c. postage for illusirated guide t
THOS. HENRY, Trafic Manager
Richelieu & Ontatio Navigation Co., Montreal, Canada
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KIT BAGS

A Great Big Bag That Holds So Much You Can Hardly Fill It

Very Light, Strong and Durable

Lined with English Linen and Sewed Frame

22 inch, $16 : 24 inch,$17 : 26 inch, $18

CATALOGUE C SENT FREE :: 5 EXPRESS PAID IN ONTARIO

tHE TULIAN SALE

Leather Goods Company, Limited
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada |
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A LAND OF LAKES AND RIVERS

A peerless Region for the Tourist, Camper, Canoeist, Angler and Sportsman, reached by the

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

A new territory now accessible by rail and offering the best fishing and shooting in
America. Scenery unexcelled, hay fc\_'er unknown, magnificent canoe trips. Black bass,
speckled trout, lake trout, wall-eyed pike in abundance. Moose, deer, bear, partridge and
other game during hunting season.

Handsomely illustrated book, telling you all about it, sent free on application to
J. D. McDONALD, Union Station, TORONTO, CAN.
AVIS, Passenger Traffic Manager G. T. BELL, Gen'l Passenger and Ticket Agent

W. E DA)
MONTREAL, CAN. MONTREAL, CAN.
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LLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

TO LIVERPOOL

DRAWING ROOM—ROYAL MAIL STEAMER VIRGINIAN

FAST ELEGANT SAFE STEADY

HE above picture may convey an impression ot the beauty of the decorations of the new
Allan Line Steamers; it does not, and can not portray adequately this apartment when its
dimensions are illuminated by the clusters of artistically arranged electric lights. The

smoking room, library, children’s play room and. the grand Saloon are all of the same order
differing only in the purpose for which each is planned. The promenade decks—there are three—.
are each 260 feet long and 60 feet wide at the widest part. The steamers are floating hotels 7-
the highest class, combined with speedy and practically unsinkable ships. They are built (:t
steel and in 22 separate water-tight compartments. The Turbine Engines give them steadin 3

of motion with entire freedom from vibration. His Royal Highness Prince Arthur of COﬁnau e?s
and suite crossed on the ‘‘ Virginian,” and expressed themselves as delighted with the steamer fg
her accommodation. Two new steamers now building, “Corsican” and “GRAMPIAN,” will ?)Q
added to the fleet for the summer of 1907. ‘‘Virginian's” record passage is 5 days, 1{ hours

For sailings, rates, etc., apply to any agent or

H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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AN “THF,
SUPERIOR
Sl

DAILY BETWEEN

PORT ARTHUR
" WINNIPEG

CONNECTING WITH

NORTH

Northern Navigation Go. Steamers
Canadian Pacific Steamers
CGanadian Pacific Trains

LEAVES PORT ARTHUR - 9.20 P.M.
ARRIVES WINNIPEG - . 3.00 P.M.

Connection for principal points in
Manitoba and the West

For full information apply to Ticket Agents, or write

C. W. COOPER, WM. PHILLIPS, GEO. H. SHAW,
A.GP.A, Gen. Eastern Agt, Traffic Mgr.,
Winnipeg Toronto . Winnipeg
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Sleepers, Diners, Parlor
Cars, Day Coaches,

Time of Trains, Road-
bed—a” are best on ﬂle

s

The new road to far-famed

MUSKOKA

G If you are wise you will travel to beautiful Muskoka this summer on fast trains
of Canadian Pacific’'s new line. Its the last road built, therefore most up-to-date
and comfortable. Being a section of transcontinental track it is built to last;
80 Ib. steel, heavily ballasted. It all means smooth-running trains, and high speed
with maximum of safety.

KGANADIAN
\ PACIFIC
‘R\l\w LWAY

G CPR. is the DIRECT short line to Bala, the western gateway to the Lakes,

where connections are made by every train with fast steamers for all points on
Lakes Muskoka, Joseph and Rosseau.

FOUR FLYERS DAILY

NORTHBOUND-—Lakeland Limited and Sunrise Express
SOUTHBOUND—Queen City Flyer and Twilight Limited

There are also local trains

Low

Summer Let us send you further particulars of trains, summer rates, and

illustrated descriptive literature. Gladly furnished by

Tour C. B. FOSTER

District Passenger Agent, Canadian Pacific Railway
Rates TORONTO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Canadian Pacific Raway.* THE “EMPRESSES”’

Lines
— ATLANTIC SERVICE —

-1
o

‘EMPRESS OF BRITAIN" AND “EMPRESS OF IRELAND

AND 14 OTHER MODERN ATLANTIC LINERS

For rates, sailings and other information apply to any Steamship and Railway Agent, or to G. McL. Brown,
C. P. R., Rooms 3,4 and 5 Board of Trade Building, Montreal.

DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

WEEKLY SAILINGS

MONTREAL 10 LIVERPOOL PORTLAND 10 LIVERPOOL
IN SUMMER (Via Halifax in Winter)
5. 5. “CANADA” S.S. “ KENSINGTON" S. S. “DOMINION"
& S. “SOUTHWARK" S. 8. “VANCOUVER" S.S. “OTTAWA”

The S.8. «CANADA” holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.
The S.8. “CANADA” and S.S. “DOMINION" have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers,
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

To Europe in Comfort At Moderate Rates

Per S. S. ““ KENSINGTON" S.S. “SOUTHWARK" S.S. “VANCOUVER"
S. S. “OTTAWA”" (formerly the White Star Line S. S. ** GERMANIC")

To Liverpool, - $42.50 To London, - $45.00

AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class of cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
iven the accommodation situated in the best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
Promenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the requirements
of that section ofAthe travelling public who, \\'h|le_ wanting the best thé steamer affords, do not
care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabins.
For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

H. G THORLEY, THE DOMINION LINE,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE.
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l Intercolonial Railway j

' GChe
O Li .t d
No. 200 WILL LEAVE No. 199
FIRST TRIP Daily except Saturday Daily except Sunday FIRST TRIP

June 30. Montreal, 19.30 Halifax, - 8.45| June 29,
Daily except Sunday
Levis, - 24.10 St. John, 11.00

WILL ARRIVE

LAST TRIP Daily except Sunday Daily except Monday LAST TR'P
Sept. 10 St. John, 17.30 | Levis, - 250| Sept 10
L Halifax, 20.15 | Montreal, 7.30| 1907

ONLY ONE NIGHT ON THE ROAD

BETWEEN WESTERN ONTARIO AND ST. JOHN, HALIFAX, ETC.
SAVING HOURS OF TIME

THROUGH SLEEPING CARS BETWEEN MONTREAL, ST. JOHN and HALIFAX
Dining Car Service Unequalled

et | DIRECT CONNECTION WITH
Matapedia and Wentworth Valleys PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND'

WRITE FOR TIME TABLE WITH DESCRIPTIVE NOTES

TORONTO TICKET OFFICE, GENERAL PASSENGER DEPT.,
51 King St. East - Moncton, N.B.
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Twenty
Y ears of
Floor

Laying

have qualified us to
advise as experts in
this branch of house
furnishing. Write
for our catalogue of
floor designs

ON Cake Kuife

AN

At the Wedding

A pretty custom
now is for the bride
to cut the cake with
a knife presented
for the purpose.
This is but one
of the many appro-
priate gifts sug-
gested in the q|

"84T ROGERS BROS. &

ware—the brand
of silver plate fa-
mous for more than
half a century. Sold
/ by leading dealers
? everywhere.

Send for catalogue <
G to atd in S
making selections.
MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO. /

LiMITED

HAMILTON,
ONTARIO

ELLIOTT & SON

Manufacturers “™TEP
79 King St. W., Toronto

F Cake Fork

o S ".'9’()’(("/‘{4{\“\{‘
v) -

&

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

years, is unsurpassed for flavor and
qguality. Try it. Boiled or fried, it
will please you.

For Sale by all Leading Grocers
F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited

HAMILTON, ONTARIO

|
Cured and sold by us for over fifty \
|
l
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-Lea & Perrins’
Sauce-

n?}
L

By Royal Warrant served
on the King's Table.

makes good Roast
Beef taste Better.

Imitated everywhere—never equalled.

Insist on the Genuine.

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., Montreal,
Established 1857. 129 Canadian Agents,

ROBB POWER PLANTS

We design and contract for steam power
plants, and maintain an experienc and
thoroughly practical engineering staff that
is at the service of our customers,

Corliss Engines
High Speed Vertical Engines

Medium Speed Horizontal
Engines

Robb-Mumford Boilers
Return Tubular Boilers
Water Tube Boilers

ROBB ENGINEERING C0., e Amherst, .S,

320 Ossington Avenue, Toronto, William McKay, Manager

District Offices | Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jack, Manager
'\355 Carlton St, Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager
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KING

Q If you desire an instrument that will
be permanent in musical character, choose
a KARN PIANO. It possesses those
qualities which satisfy and will endure.
Its responsive touch and general mechan-
' ism makes it a favourite alike of the

\‘w ‘ teacher and pupil. It is a better invest-
The l;ﬂ-:lll:lﬁbbed Uiiddivair ; ‘| ment to purchase an instrument whose

e ; tn :

.sprlngsl’ﬂ:\'(; NEEDLE RIBBED MACHINES, of mus.lcal qualltles L dii know WIII .be
)-'nm'-:nmsol.nusnxsmmmm. These machines lastmg, than to buy one that may dis-

will knit ONLY THE FINEST YARN and produce a

t REMARKABLE ELASTICITY. | appoint vou later on.
m“r:nh:lr’n:‘ '5?5&'.‘?."»‘3‘3% EASILY and NATURALLY. L b4
Ga

readily with every movement of t}w l’f'dy‘ yet
m‘gr\"lﬁdnmn ytheir original ELASTICITY. Write for Th
Free Booklet.

e
o ers in Canada: G 2.
The ELL;SOIDI:;:tact‘ur?ng Co., Limited Karn P 1ano and Organ

HAMILTON, ONTARIO Company

WOODSTOCK : ONTARIO : CANADA
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Do Better, Easier Cooking with the

Oxford Gas Range

O you know that the Oxford Gas
Range will do better cooking in an
easier, cooler way than a coal range?
It will get you through Wash Day
quicker, in more comfort. It will save
you fuel money on Ironing Day. It
will bring you relief from the health-
destroying work over a hot coal
range these summer days.

The Oxford Gas
Range will do all
the work any coal
range can do, and
do it better than any
other gas range.

It’s the most
practical gas

range made. Built of heavy gauge,
cold rolled steel throughout — won't
crack, warp or leak.

The oven is lined throughout with
asbestos millboard and has a double
back wall—all the heat stays in the
oven instead of leaking out and mak-
ing the kitchen like a Turkish bath,

The oven is ventilated so all the
fumes of cooking are carried up the
chimney.

The oven door drops down and forms
a solid shelf for basting—it is balanced
so it cannot slam.

The Oxford Adjustable Gas Valve
regulates the pressure of the gas so
none is wasted when the pressure is
too strong, and you get plenty of flame
even when the pressure is low.

We want you to see the Oxford Gas
Range. If your dealer cannot show
it to you write to us for our booklet
“Cooking by Gas’’ and we’ll tell you
where you can see the range. W;-ite
to-day and sizzle no longer over a hot
coal stove.

e

The Gurney Foundry Company, Limiteq

Toronto, Winnipeg, Vancouver, Hamilton, London

The Gurney-Massey Company, Limited, Montreal

The Gurney Standard Metal Company, Limited, Cll..r,

——

e
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- ||! NoUse For

| ' The Stork

b if you can't feed the children
properly when they come.

The perfect food for growing
children is

SHREDDED WHEAT

because it supplies, in well-

§—  balanced proportion and in
' digestible form, every ele-
ment needed for building
healthy tissue, strong bones,

% sound teeth and good brain.
You can't build sturdy
boys and girls out of corn or
oats or white flour bread

B & ™ or pastries. A Shredded
e Wheat Biscuit supplies all
3 the energy needed for
&/ i work or play, for children
‘ or grown-ups, for invalids

l or athletes.

A Breakfast of SHREDDED
WHEAT BISCUIT, with hot or
cold milk or cream will supply ail
the energy needed for work or
play TRISCUIT is the same as
the Biscuit except that it is com-
pressed into a wafer and is used
as a toast for any meal, instead of
white flour bread. Atal grocers.

oA

‘
T

MADE IN CANADA

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO0.

NIAGARA FALLS,

A ONTARIO
PEERRE R samege ot Zoseie s
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| B
SOUVENIR STOVES AND RANGES

Are of graceful outline and beauty of design, combined with the quality that
endures. Good bakers, easy to manage, and will last a lifetime. You can
pusi(i\'ely't\'e\l’ on a Souvenir Range.

All Squvenir Ranges are fitted with the celebrated Aerated Oven by
which fresh air is constantly being heated and admitted into the oven, varr_yin;-:
all impurities up the .chimney. This particular Aerated feature always keeps
the interior of the oven sweet and wholesome. :

~“HE GURNEY, TILLDEN co-, LIMITED

HAMILTON MONTREAL VANCOUVER
SHRN AGENTS—TILDEN, GURNEY & CO., Limited, WINNIPEG

B



(Natural Flavor) .«

Food Products

The charm of the meal depends upon the
taste and quality of the food, together with
ease and quickness of serving.

Libby's Deviled Ham
Libby’s Veal Loaf
Libby’s GherKins
Libby’s Mixed PicKles

would grace any table. Ready to serve on the mo-
ment with all the bother of preparation done away with.

Ox Tongue Peerless Dried Beef
Corned Beef Boneless Chicken
Baked Beans Vienna Sausage

are food products made in the famous white enameled
kitchen, the only one of its kind in the world
A supply of Libby's should be in every pantry.
Just the thing for outings, picnics, motoring and
fishing trips, etc.

Your grocer has Libby's—
insist on having Libby’s

The new 84-page bo9klel gives many delightful recipes for lunch-
eon, dinner and special occasions. It is sent free on request.

Libby, McNeill & Libby,
; Chicago. s

&>

Cooked

lonQues




A ‘1 would hold my friends by the virtue
that i= in me, by the attraction of the worth
that is in my soul. ;

For particulars and Uterature explaining, apply %

IS THE PIANO OF THE PERIOD THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO., Limited

OBHAWA, ONT,
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” T Pl A new and handsomely

illustrated Rl'\'i]u' Book
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ere's a Reason”’
Walter Bakker & Co., Lta.
Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS,

45 Highest Awards

in Europe and America
Branch House, 86 St. Peter St., Montreal, Can,

Postum Cereal Co., Lid., Battle Creek, Mich.,,
US.A

SapLIofy,) sneld

Give Nature a Chance

When you are bilious, when your stomach is deranged, when your bowels are not
in good order, when you have sick headache or can’t sleep at night, things are apt to
look very bad and it is no wonder that you feel discouraged and depressed.

At such times as these you need a remedy that will regulate and tone the digest-
ive organs, rebuild the nervous energy, rest the tired brain and restore natural sleep.

Go to the nearest drug store and get a box of

and take one or two immediately. You will feel their good effects in half an hour.

Take another dose when you go to bed and you will awaken, in the morning, feel-
ing like a new person. Beecham’s Pills act at once on the digestive organs, give the
liver natural exercise, operate the bowels, improve the blood, clear the brain and assist
Nature to restore healthy conditions to the entire body. Theydo thgir work thoroughly
and- quietly, in perfect harmony with physical laws. Beecham’s Pills have a remark-

ably buoyant effect on both mind and body, without t}}c slightest reaction. A great
remedy for the ‘‘ blues”” as they dispel the gloom of disease and

Act Like Sunshine

SOLD EVERYWHERE IN BOXES, 25 CENTS

g ’ ] Indelible and Harmless |
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