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Improving
upon Nature

At the first blush it seems
a bold thing to suggest the
possibility of improving upon
nature, but when we come to
consider the matter fairly,it is
what is being done every day.

The gardeneris improving
- . on nature all the time, by giv-
N ing her the scope of im-

, broved conditions. So
& . A woman can improve
% her beauty by improving
" the conditions which control
that beauty. By daily use of

Pears’ Soap

the skin is softened and refined and brought to its true primi-

tive condition affording nature, the greatest of all beautifiers,

~ .. full opportunities of imparting, with her own infallible
tsuch, the grace and charm of a lovely complexion.

Under the pure emollient influence of Pears the skin as-

sumes its natural delicate pink and white, whereby the whole

expression of the face is endowed with an enhanced radiance.

Matchless for the Complexion

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
¢ Al rights secured.”
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THE MYTHICAL TOWN OF BREST
BY W. S. WALLACE

THERE are few people, except per-
haps professional historians, who
realise the extent to which ‘‘History
is a pack of lies.”” In ancient and
in mediseval history, of course, it is
recognised that mythical elements
exist; but modern history, at least,
is commonly supposed to be free
from them. Sir Robert Walpole’s
sarcasm, ‘‘ Anything but history, for
history must be false,”’ is unintelli-
gible to the average man if applied
to anything later than 1485. And
yet any historical specialist knows
that the mythopoeic imagination has
been at work in modern history also,
and that we have there, too, fairy-
tales and legends as baseless and un-
founded as any of Greece or Rome.
In Canadian history there is mo
more interesting myth, no more in-
structive example of the way in
which history is sometimes manu-
factured, than the legend of the town
of Brest. The story is to be found
in such recent books as Professor
Packard’s ‘‘Labrador Coast’’ (1891)
and Judge Prowse’s ‘‘Newfound-
land’’ (1895). Brest, it appears, was
a town of some size, on the Straits of
Belle Isle, which flourished during
the French régime in the sixteenth
and seventeenth centuries. Judge
Prowse’s acecount of it is as follows:
“In the Dictionary of Commerce, by

Lewis Roberts, printed in London, 1638,
there is an account of the French settle-
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ment of Brest, afterwards Bradore, on
the Straits of Belle Isle. ‘It was,” he
says, ‘the chief town of New France,
the residence of the Governor, Almoner,
and other public officers ; the French drew
from thence large quantities of baccalao,
whale fins, and train (oil) together with
castor (beaver) and other valuable furs.’
It is computed that it contained two hun-
dred houses and a thousand inhabitants
in winter. About 1600, Brest began to
decay. In 1630, a grant en seigneurie of
four leagues of the coast, embracing the
town, was granted to Seigneur Courte-
mande.” (p. 596).

And in a footnote it is added:

‘“The remains of works at Bradore are
still traceable, though all the buildings
have long since disappeared. The settle-
ment was deserted by the French early
in the seventeenth century, on account
of the hostility of the Eskimo and the
decay of the fur trade.” (p. 596

Professor Packard’s version of the
history of Brest is as follows:

‘“On the shores of Bradore Bay are
still to be seen, it is said, the ruins of
the ancient port of Brest, which was
founded by the Bretons and Normans
about the year 1500. The ruins are
situated about three miles west of the
present boundary of Canada at Blanc
Sablon. Samuel Robertson states in his
Notes on the Coast of Labrador: ‘As to
the truth of Louis Robert’s remarks there
can be no doubt, as may be seen from the
ruins and terraces of the buildings, which
were chiefly constructed of wood. I es-
timate that at one time it contained
200 houses, besides stores, etc., and per-
haps 1,000 inhabitants in the winter,
which would be trebled during the sum-
mer. Brest was at the height of its
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prosperity about the year 1600, and about
thirty years later the whole tribe of the
Eskimos was totally extirpated or ex-
pelled from that region. After this the
town began to decay, and towards the
close of the century the name was
changed to Bradore.’ ”’ (p. 108-9).

That there was a harbour of Brest
in the Straits of Belle Isle in the
sixteenth century, we know from the
Eelation Originale of Jacques Car-
tier. When Jacques Cartier passed
through the straits in 1534 he found
a Breton fishing-vessel looking for
the harbour of Brest, which was al-
ready at that time apparently a ren-
dezvous for the fishermen on the
banks. Cartier knew the harbour,
and he directed the fishermen to it.
But the harbour he directed them to
was not the present Bradore Bay; it
was a bay eight or ten leagues far-
ther along the coast. And Cartier
says nothing about any settlement
at Brest; he spent several days in
the harbour, taking in wood and
water, and if there had been any
houses on shore he would have been
sure to mention the fact.

It must be clear to anyone with
even an elementary knowledge of
Canadian history that these accounts
of Brest are almost wholly fabulous.
Brest, says Judge Prowse, began to
decay about the year 1600. Tts de-
cline and fall, therefore, appear to
have been contemporaneous with the
founding of Quebee, which took place
in 1608. While Champlain was strug-
gling to establish a colony, first at
Port Royal, and afterwards at Que-
bee, there was already a settlement on
the Straits of Belle Isle which had
flourished for nearly a century. What
is remarkable is that this piloneer
among American towns is not men-
tioned in any of the contemporary
records. Champlain, who was Gover-
nor of Quebec up to 1635, does not
refer to it, nor does the lawyer-his-
torian Lesearbot. There is no men-
tion of it in the Jesuit Relapons”nor
in the ‘“Correspondence Générale’’ of
the French Government, and even
travellers along the Cote du Nord are

silent about it. In 1702, the Sieur
de Courtemanche (who is the original
of Judge Prowse’s Seigneur Courte-
mande, sailed along the north shore
of the St. Lawrence to the Straits of
Belle Isle; we have the account of
his voyage written by himself, in the
archives at Ottawa; but there is in
the manuseript not one word about
a settlement, or the ruins of a settle-
ment, on the Straits of Belle Isle,
And Jean  Allefonce, in his
‘“Routier,”’ or course from Belle Isle
to Quebee, is equally silent.

The conclusion is irresistible that
the settlement of Brest never existed.,
It is a bit of mythology. Quite re-
cently the source of the legend has
been discovered by Dr. 8. E. Daw-
son, of Ottawa. Dr. Dawson’s
curiosity was roused by an entry ‘in
Harrisse’s ““Notes pour servir d la
bibligraphie, etc., de la Nouvelle
France,”” in which is given a title,
the translation of which runs as fol-
lows :—

“Copy of a letter sent from New
France. or Canada, by the Sieur de
Combes, a gentleman of Poitou, to a
friend, in which are described briefly the
marvels, excellence, and wealth of the
country, together with the appearance
and manners of the inhabitants, the glory
of the French, and the hope there is of
christianising America.”

This letter, it was added, was writ-
ten from Brest, in Canada, on the
13th of February, 1608. It had
been sold in Paris, at the La Coste
sale, and bought by a library in
America.

The book was found by Dr. Daw-
son in the Lenox Library, New York.
It had been bought by Mr. Lenox in
1854, and 125 franes had been paid
for it, So far as is known, it is a
unique copy; and the imprint of the
printer, Leon Savine, Lyons, is, so
far as can be learned, not met with
again. All that one can do here is to
reprint the passage dealing with
Brest :

“We arrived at Cape Bellisle the'

renty-seventh of the month of August
f)?ertlhg year 1605, about three o’clock
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in the afternoon. This cape is one of
the finest that exists in all the ocean
and especially in the northern sea; and
you should know that there are two large
rocks a gunshot’s length into the sea,
and there they meet in a crescent on the
south side, so that one might suppose
that nature had set herself to build a
port as safe and more beautiful than
any which human skill could construct.
A league and a half from there is a
small town named Surfe, inhabited since
a long time by the French. We began
to make acquaintances there and received
great courtesies from the inhabitants and
were made very welcome.

“This place is the beginning of Can-
ada, but we did not want to prolong our
sojourn there, because we desired first
to go and see the Sieur de Dongeon, who
is Governor, and resides ordinarily at
Brest, the principal town of the whole
country, well provisioned, large and
strongly fortified, peopled by about fifty
thousand men, and furnished with all that
is necessary to enrich a good-sized town
it is distant from Surfe about fifty
leagues.”’

The rest of the letter is in the
same fictitious strain. The principal
towns of Canada are described as be-
ing ‘‘Brest, Hanguedo, Canada,
Hochilaga, Foquelay, Turquas,
Brinon, Bonara, Forniset, Grossot,
and Horsago, Poquet, Tarat and
Fongo, all large towns and well pro-
vided. The rivers are
Anacal, which is a great river;
Saguenay, Bargat, Druce, and Bou-
cone, the last of them being larger
than the Seine, besides an infinity of
other streams.”’ The Sieur de
Combes, if he was a person who ever
existed, had obviously never been in
(Canada himself; his acquaintance
with the country was limited to a
sixteenth-century map. For the rest
he drew on his imagination. The rea-
sons for the publication of the letter
are not difficult to find. There was
evidently in 1608 some demand for
information about Canada. Ten years
before, the French Government had
taken up the project of colonising
New France, and people were talk-
ing about the new country. Under
these circumstances, the letter of the
Sieur de Combes was written evident-
ly to sell as immigration literature.
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Some one must have taken - the
Sieur de Combes’s account of Brest
aw grand sérieuz; for in the ‘‘Mer-
chant’s Map of Commerce,’’ by Lewis
Roberts, printed in 1638 (not the
‘‘Dictionary of Commerce,”’ as the
book is wrongly cited by Judge
Prowse), Brest appears again. In
his enumeration of the countries of
America, Roberts says:

“The seventh is Terra Corterialis, on
the south whereof runs that famous river
of Canada, running nine hundred miles,
and found navigable for eight hundred
thereof. The chief towns there-

of are Brest, Cabomarso, and others of
little note.”

Cabomarso is plainly a cape named
by the Portuguese; but Brest is the
‘“‘principal town’’ of the Sieur de
Combes.

The finishing touches were put on
the myth by Mr. Samuel Robertson.
Mr. Robertson lived at Sparr Point,
on the Labrador coast, during the
first half of the nineteenth century;
and he posed as an authority on the
traditions of the coast. In a paper
read before the Geographical and
Historical Society of Quebec in 1843,
he gave a graphic picture of Brest
in its palmy days. ‘I estimate,”’ he
said, ‘‘that at one time it contained
200 houses, beside stores, ete., and
perhaps 1,000 inhabitants in the win-
ter, which would be trebled during
the summer. Brest was at the height
of its prosperity about 1600.

After this the town began to decay,
and towards the close of the century
the name was changed to Bradore.”’
In 1630, he goes on to relate, a grant
en seigneurie of four leagues of the
coast, embracing the town, was made
to the Count de Courtemanche, who
was married to a daughter of King
Henry IV. of France. Et voila juste-
ment comme on écrit Uhistoire. There
was a Sieur de Courtemanche who
lived on the Labrador coast from
1702-1716, but he was not a count,
nor did he hold any land in Labrador
en seigneurie, and he was married
at Levis to the daughter of a tan-
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ner named Charest. M. de Courte- mention the first, and he misquotes
manche was the commandant ap- the title of the second. In some
pointed by the French Government roundabout way, the story has been
at the Straits of Belle Isle; and it is handed down. And it would be
perhaps worth while adding that the interesting to know where Judge
ruins which Mr. Samuel Robertson Prowse found his quotation from :
mistook for the remains of Brest Lewis Roberts, for it is not to
were the ruins of the block-house be found in the copies of ‘“The Mer-
and other buildings which de Courte. chants’ Map of Commerce,”” pre-
manche constructed near Bradore served in the Bodleian Library and
Bay about 1704. in the British Museum, and Lewig
It is not possible to trace the de- Roberts’s ““Dictionary of Commerce?’
velopment of the legend in all its de- is a book which does not exist, exeept
tails. Some links in the chain are in the pages of Mr. Samuel Robert-
missing. Mr. Robertson had never son. But Judge Prowse was, it ig
seen either the Sieur de Combes’s let- probable, merely helping the myth
ter or Lewis Roberts’s “‘Merchants’ along, and giving it an extra fillip
May of Commerce,”’ for he does not as it passed.

SASKATCHEWAN

Bv CARROLL C. AIKINS

FAR-FLUNG and fenceless, naked to the eye,
Lonely and solemn, dreary, endless, still,
I am no mistress of an idle hour,
But with slow sureness win the hearts of men.
My plains have many moods and many ways:
Arid, relentless in the parching sun,
Softer than velvet neath the moon’s caress,
Forlorn and savage where my dust-clouds swirl,
Peaceful and happy at the twilight’s fall.
Sometimes the trailing shadows of the clouds
Sweep like huge argosies of mystie sail
Across my trackless, tranquil prairie-land
Into some silent haven of the hills, : N
To you these things mean nothing, but to me
They bring glad visions, dreams and phantasies!
London and Paris, music and the dance. .
A rare gamut of lost and precious things : .
My children speak of when the embers glow _ %
And, Memory, unloosed, ranges the world.
And yet, they love me, they who know the world,
" Finding in me the spell of solitude
And wizardry of wit to bring them .dreams. 5 J
Softly my moonlight lingers on theu_- sleep ;
Make me, O God, more worthy of their love.




THE WOODS IN SUMMER
BY L. M. MONTGOMERY

AUTHOR OF ““ANNE OF CREEN GABLES"

THE spring woods are all spiritual.
They charm us through the
senses of eye and ear—delicate tint-
ings and aerial sounds, like a
maiden’s dreams set to music. But
the summer woods make a more
sensuous appeal. They know that
they have lost the freshness of their
first youth, that something is gone
for which all their luscious shadows
and mellow lightings can never quite
atone. So they offer us delectable
things to tickle our palates. Who
that has eaten strawberries, grass-
new, from the sunny corners of sum-
mer woods, can ever forget them?
Strawberries are very delicious,
even when eaten with cream and
sugar, among the haunts of men.
But would you know the real flavour
of the strawberry in its highest per-
fection? Then come with me to a
certain sunlit dell, along which white
birches grow on one side and on the
other the still, changeless ranks of
the spruces. There are long grasses
here at the roots of the trees, combed
down by the winds, and wet with
morning dew, long into the afternoon
Here we shall find berries, fit for the
gods on high Olympus, great am-
brosial sweetnesses, hanging like
rubies.-to long, rosy stalks. Lift them
by the stalk and eat them from it
while they are unecrushed and virgin,
tasting each berry by itself, with all
its wild fragrance ensphered within.
If you try to carry it home that
elusive essence escapes, and then it
is nothing more than a common berry
of the fields and sunshine, very
399

kitchenly good, indeed, but not as
it should be when gathered and
eaten in its uncharted haunts until
our fingers are stained as pink as
Aurora’s eyelids.

There are blueberries, too, growing
on the sandy hill where we gathered
May flowers in the spring. The blue-
berries are not sung in song or en-
shrined in romance; but I do not see
why they should not be, for they are
beautiful to behold; and, if eaten in
their native haunts, are delicious
enough as well, although, of course,
not to be mentioned in the same
paragraph as the strawberries. Per-
haps it is because they are somewhat
too lavish of themselves, in their
great, heavily-hanging, plainly-seen
clusters. They lack the charm of
comparative rarity and exclusive-
ness; they need not to be eaten one
by one, like the strawberries, but
may be crunched together in generous
mouthfuls. See how pretty they are
—the dainty green of the unripe
berries, the glossy pinks and scarlets
of the half-ripe, the misty blue of
the fully matured. To sit on this
hill, steeped in languid summer sun-
shine, rife with odours of fir and of
nameless growing things in their
golden prime, with the sough of
winds in the shaking tree-tops, and
eat blueberries, is something that the
mighty ones of earth might envy
us. The poor inhabitants of palaces,
how we can pity them, from this, our
hill throne of the wilderness, front-
ing the gateways of the west! The
afternoon is a great, duleet, golden



400 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

dream of peace, through which the
heart of summer throbs with lazy
rhythm.

Pigeon-berries are not to be eaten.
They are woolly, tasteless things. But
they were created to be looked at and
they have the beauty that is its own
excuse for being. They grow in the
places of shadow, preferably the
fibrous banks under the boughs of
the spruces, knowing, perhaps, how
the green and the gloom set off their
glowing scarlet. Such scarlet! They,
too, are true children of the wood,
in that they lose their beauty -else-
where. Dare to take them home with
you, and they seem hard, flaunting,
obvious things, void of all charm.
But in the spruce wood they are
vivid and brilliant, the jewels with
which the sombre forest of cone-
bearers loves to deck its brown
breast,.

The woods are full of summer
flowers, and rich spoil may be ours
for the seeking; but it is a pity to
gather wood flowers, They do not
bear it well, not even so well as the
strawberries. They lose half their
witchery away from the shadow and
the green and the flicker. The gay
ones look too gay and ecrude when
unsoftened by the backgrounds of
the ancient wood; and the little, shy,
sweet things seem lost and timid and
homesick. No, we shall not pluck the
wood flowers. The way to enjoy
them most is fo track them down to
their remote haunts, gloat over them
there, and then leave them, with
backward glances, taking with us
only the beguiling memory of their
grace and fragrance.

In late June and early July the
spruce” woods are given over to the
June-bells, which have another and
more scientific name, of course. But
who wants a better name than June-
bells? They are so perfect in their
way that they seem to epitomise the
very secret and charm of the forest,
as if the old wood’s daintiest
thoughts had materialised in blossom,
and all the roses by Bendameer’s

stream are not so fragrant as a
shallow sheet of June-bells under the
boughs of fir,

Starflowers grow here, too, spirit
pale and fair; and ladies’ lips are
found in abundance by those who
know just where to look for them,
but never reveal themselves to the
casual passer-by. They are not, as
their name might suggest, red, but
creamy tinted. Perhaps it is their
surpassing sweetness which accounts
for the name. Their perfume is
richer than that of the June-bells
and every whit as haunting and
mystical.

In July the waste places of the-

wood, which axe has scarred and
flame scorched, are aglow with the
purple pomp of the fireweed, which
depends, and not vainly, on its
colouring alone for its beauty. The
fire that defaced and blackened must
have awakened some answering glow
and fervour in the veins of the
wood, which has outbroken in this
wave of royal magnificence, surging
against the pine hill and overflowing
the brushwood to our very feet.

The ladies’ eardrops are twinkling
jewel-like from hanging boughs on
all the brooklands; and along the
lanes and among the birches the but-
tercups are smiling at us, quite as
much at home here as on the breezy
uplands.

In August the goldenrod makes
glad the sunny woodways, and the
asters shake out their frilled lavender
gowns. The country people have such
a pretty name for them; they -call
them ‘‘farewell-summers,”’ because
they come when summer is begin-
ning to walk westering. She is with
us still, but her face is turned from
us.

Look, I pray you, at the tints on
the trunk of that birch tree before
us, whence some vandal hand has
torn away the white-skin wrapper
in several places. They range from

the purest creamy white through ex- -

quisite golden tones, growing deeper
and deeper until the inmost layer re-
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veals the ripest, richest brown, as
if to tell us that all these birches,
so maiden-like and cool exteriorly,
have yet warmly hued feelings at
their hearts.

It is so easy to love your neigh-
bours when your neighbours are all
trees; and it is so easy to live with
trees. They are the most friendly
things in God’s good creation. To
hold converse with pines, to whisper
secrets with mountain ashes, to listen
to the tales of old romance that
beeches have to tell, to walk in elo-
quent silence with self-contained firs
is to learn what real companionship
is. And then, too, trees, unlike so
many humans, always improve on
acquaintance. No matter how much
you like them at the start you are
sure to like them much better fur-
ther on, and best of all when you
have known them for years and en-
joyed intercourse with them in all
seasons, staunch, loyal friends that
they are.

Trees have as much individuality
as human beings to those who love
and learn them. Not even two
spruces are alike. There is some
kink or curve, or bend of bough to
single each one out from its fel-
lows. Some trees love to grow
sociably together, branches inter-
twining, like girls with their arms
about each other, whispering inter-
minably of their secrets. There are
more exclusive groups of four or
five, and there are hermits of trees
who like to stand apart in solitary
majesty and hold commune only with
the winds of heaven. Yet these
trees are often the best worth know-
ing, and have all the charm that
attaches to the strong and lonely and
reserved. It is more of a triumph
to win their confidence than that
of easier trees.

Pines are the trees of myth and
legend. They strike their roots deep
into the traditions of an older world,
but wind and star love their lofty
tops. What music when old Aeolus
draws his bow across the branches of
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a pine! What a sense of two majes-
ties meeting when a pearl white
planet seems resting on its very
crest! Have you ever witnessed a
thunderstorm in a pine wood, es-
pecially when evening is drawing on?
I have, once. And since then I think
I have known what God’s voice must
have been speaking to Job out of
the whirlwind.

We are not going to have a thun-
derstorm on our walk of this even-
ing, “put I verily believe a shower of
rain is coming up. Have you noticed
the veiled hush that has fallen over
the woods lately, while we have been
wandering from tree to tree? All
the.young breezes that were whis-
pering and rustling so importantly
a while ago have folded their wings
and are motionless and soundless.
Not a leaf rustles, not a shadow
flickers. The maple leaves yonder
turn wrong side out, until the tree
looks as if it were growing pale
from fear. And now a cool shade
falls over the woods; the cloud has
reached us; it is not a big cloud;
there is ecrystalline, untroubled sky
below and above it. ’Twill be but
a passing shower, and the thick
boughs of this fir copse are all the
protection that we shall need. Creep
under and sit at ease, on the dusky
soil, compact of many dead and gone
generations of fir needles, which no
passing shower can moisten.

Ha, there is the rain now, with a
rush and sweep of wind, really more
noise than anything else! Yet the
shower is a good, smart one while it
lasts. It patters down sharply on
the maples and dimples the faces of
the wood pools. It dances along the
lanes and byways and pelts the brook
right merrily. It makes quite a fuss
for the time being, this impertinent,
important shower. But not a drop
touches us through our staunch fir,
and presently it is all over. The
cloud is away and the low sun is shin-
ing out on the wet, glistening trees.
Far away we see a hill still dim with
rain, but below us the cup of the val-
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ley seems brimming over with peach-
tinted mists. The woods are all
pranked out with the sparkle apd
glitter of jewels, and a bird begins
to sing overhead as if he were cheated
into believing it is springtime again,
so wondrously fresh and sweet is the
world all at once.

The rain is a marvellous alchemist.
It has extracted the aroma from tree
and shrub and blossom, and flung it
lavishly on the cool, moist air. It
has taken from the firs the tang of
their balsam, from the lanes the
warm breath of the asters and
grasses, from the blueberry hill its
savour of ripening fruit, and the
wind comes down from the wild
places spiced and poignant with the
breath of drenched and tangled
fern.

A bird comes tiptoeing along the
lane, with a worm in her mouth.
After a shower is the blessed .time
for birds. It is a robin, a plump, red-
dish-breasted thing, that is not even
afraid of us. T know her nest is near
by, for I found it last week, half-
built. Let us look to see if any eggs
are in it. Ha, Madam Robin, this
disturbs your complacency somewhat,
does it? Even the worm is dropped
and forgotten, and you fly to a
bough above us, chirping frantieally.
Dear, we are not going to hurt your
little home, nor yet this most won-
derful egg in it, though we touch
it with reverent fingers.

Think what is penned within those
fragile, pale-blue walls . . . not,
perhaps, ‘‘the music of the moon,”
but an earthlier, homelier musie,
compact of wholesome sweetness and
the joy of living. This egg will some

day be a robin, to whistle us blithely
home in the afterlights.

It is afterlight now, for the sun
has set. Out in the open there is
still much light of a fine, emerald-
golden sort. But the wood is al-
ready wrapping itself in a dim, blue
twilight and falling upon rest in
bosk and dell. It will be quite dark
before we reach the end of this long,
wetly-fragrant lane., There goes the
first firefly, or is it a pixy out with a
lantern? Soon there are hundreds
of them, flashing mysteriously across
the dusk, under the boughs and over
the ferns. There is certainly some-
thing a little supernatural about fire-
flies. Nobody pretends to wunder-
stand them. Did anyone ever see a
firefly in daylight? They are akin
to the tribes of faery, survivals of
the olden time, when the woods and
hills swarmed with the little green
folk. It is still very easy to believe
in fairies when you see those goblin
lanterns  glimmering among the
fir tassels.

The full moon has been up for
some time, and now, as we come out
to the clearing, she is gleaming lus-
trously from a cloudless sky across
the valley. But between us and her
stretches up a tall, tall pine, far
above the undergrowth, wondrously
straight and slender and branchless
to its very top, where it overflows in
a crest of dark boughs against the
silvery splendour behind it. Beyond,
the uplands and the homesteads are
lying in a suave, white radiance, but
here the spell of the woods is still
on us, and the white magic of the
moonlight behind the pine speaks the
last word of the potent incantation.




BLACKFEET BRINGING IN BRANCHES FOR THE SUN LODGE

THE

BN DANCE OF THE BLACKFEET
BY CALVIN McQUESTEN

HE Sun Dance gatherings of the
Blackfeet are the last surviving
remnants of the tribal life of a people
who once ranged supreme and un-
trammelled over a stretch of terri-
tory as large as the whole of Eng-
land. To-day their numbers are more
than decimated by war and disease.
Crowded to the wall by a foreign in-
vader whose civilisation they seem ut-
terly unable to assimilate, they drag
out a miserable existence cooped up
within the narrow limits of their
reservations, and huddled together
round the distributing offices of the
(Gevernment which feeds them.

But at these annual gatherings are
ty be seen the last broken outlines of
their unique social crganisation, the
lust spiritless performance of their
weird and frenzied religious rites,
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and the last faint gleam of the wild,
fierce and almost heroic spirit which
has made these and other red men

of North America appeal to the
imagination of the world.
Here the Tkunuhkatsi (comrades-

in-arms), the ancient warrior bands
bound together by oaths as solemn as
those which held the knightly orders
of mediseval chivalry, once more sit
m social circle and pass the memory-
stirring pipe from lip to lip, as thm
talk of battle and of buffalo hunt, of
scalping and of pony raiding, until
the old fierce flame lights up their
faces and flashes from their eyes, and
the ecrop-haired school-boys slink
away to hide their shameful store-
clothes, or cover them with the
blanket toga of their race. Here are
performed the fragments of that mys-
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tie ritual by which the worshippers
of the ancient Sun-God seek to win
his favour. And here are seen in
all their barbaric splendour of naked-
ness, paint and feathers those weird,

(fanadian side of the international
boundary line, cling the closest to
their old life and customs. Their
Sun Dance celebration usually lasts
for three or four weeks, and it is

“

uncouth dances, a blending of the
social, the martial and the religious,
which are so common to primitive
peoples and so incomprehensible at
first to the minds of modern civilisa-
tion.

The Blackfoot mnation proper is
really composed of three tribes—
Bloods, Peigans and Blackfeet, all
speaking the same language, and
recognising one another as kinsmen.
Their hunting grounds formerly lay
just to the east of the more northerly
chains of the Rocky Mountains,
where the level stretches of the
prairie rolled up into the foot-hills,
and were tempered by the warm
winds of the Pacific coast, so that
ponies and buffaloes grazed in the
open all winter long.

Of the three branches, the Bloods,
who now oceupy a reservation on the

THE SUN DANCE

this now almost obsolete spectacle
that the writer proposes to deseribe.

The gathering of the tribe com-
menced about the beginning of June,
and for days the winding trails which
led through wooded river bottom and
over rolling prairie were alive with
rumbling waggons, trotting ponies,
and scraping travois poles. The spot
selected for the camp was a southern
slope of prairie. Each day the num-
ber of tepees grew, until finally near-
ly the whole tribe of some 1,200 souls
was collected there.

‘When completed, the camp formed
a huge circle, with an irregular ecir-
cumference of tepees surrounding the
open space, which served as the arena
for the various performances. Along
the inner edge of the circle of ordin-
ary tepees stood the somewhat larger
assembly lodges of the various bands
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of Ikunuhkahtsi referred to before.
These, as has been already suggested,
appear to resemble in a crude way
the knightly orders of medieval
Europe. Like them their functions
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part of the initiation ceremony of
the ‘‘Horns’’ is publie. The novices,
accompanied by their squaws, carry-
ing the blankets and leading the
ponies, which constitute the purchase

' OF THE BLACK FEET

were originally of a military nature,
' but are now of a purely social charaec-
ter. As a matter of fact, they seem
to have no longer any actual existence
apart from these annual gatherings;
and a number of them have become
altogether defunct. The ‘‘Crazy
Dogs,’’ ‘‘the Pigeons,”’ the ‘‘Horns,”’
' the ‘‘Prairie Chickens’’ still survive,
but- there are several others, such
as the ‘‘Bulls,”” the ‘‘Mosquitoes,”
the ‘‘Little Birds,”” which appear
to have passed out of existence; and
those which still remain are per-
petuated by younger men buying out
l the older ones, as they in turn retire

or purchase membership in a more
distinguished order.

, The ‘“Horns’’ are considered to be
) the most ancient and honourable or-
} der of all, and membership in them

costs many ponies and blankets. A

price

of membership, approach in
procession the place where the rest
of the members are seated in solemn
assembly, and after the master of
ceremonies has made certain mystic
passes over their heads and bodies,
they are formally received into the
number of the elect, and the transfer
of property takes place. But it is
also understood that there is quite
an extensive secret ritual involved,
including a severe and shocking test
of virtue and self-control, in which,
if the candidate fails, he is believed
to die within a year. The lesser or-
ders also have somewhat similar cere-
monies, but the most interesting fea-
ture in them all, from a spectacular
point of view, is that each has a
special form of dance peculiar to it-
self, to depict the patron animal, after
which that particular order is named.
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PIGEON DANCE IN PROGRESS

INFURIATED BLACKFOOT COMING TO SMASH THE CAMERA

These dances, together with squaw
dances, buffalo dances, and war
dances form part of the regular daily
programme of the camp, prv]nnm(\r\
to the great climactic event, the Sun
Dance itself.

One of the most picturesque of
them is probably the llnmm Dance.

The dress of the ‘‘Pigeons’” is
charmingly simple, and would make
a Parisian belle in evening dress feel
like a colourless prude. It consists
simply of a breech cloth and moc-
casins, with a single feather stuck in
the Ii(mmw hair, and a full coat of
paint covering the body from head
to foot. The colour worn by the of-
ficers is a brilliant yellow, while
that of the rank and file is brick red.

The dance, in order to be properly
performed, appeared to ocecupy the
time of the devotees for the greater
part of the day and night. The
““Pigeons’’ begin to assemble in their
lodge early in the forenoon. Each
one as he arrived pr()('(*odod to dis-
robe and adorn himself, mixing the
dry paint in a cup or saucer, and ap-
p]vmﬂr it with his fingers. Evidently,
several coats were required to pro-
duce the required tint, and it was
two or three o’clock in the afternoon
before the plumage of all was finally
preened to their satisfaction.

About this time it was discovered
that there was not a sufficient num-
ber present, and deputations were
despatched to bring in recalcitrant
members, who from laziness or other
cause had failed to appear. If verbal
inducements proved insufficient, a
convenient blanket was brought into
use to convey the dissenting gentle-
man to the post of duty. When the
number was finally completed, and all
were duly arrayed, the lithe-limbed
dancers gathered their blankets about
them, and made a tour of the camp
in a body, soliciting contributions of
fuel and eatables for the all-night
geance.

It was about 6 o’clock in the even-
ing before a sufficiency of supplies
was secured, and the ‘‘Pigeons’’ at
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last seated themselves in the open
space in the centre of the camp,
while the tom-tom beaters struck up
their monotonous music.  Suddenly
throwing off their blankets., the
dancers leaped to their feet as one
man, the red fellows standing in one
long line, with their backs to the set-
ting sun, while two or three canary-
hued officers half-faced them, at
either end. For a minute all tripped
it where they stood, with a sort of
““‘balanee-all’’ movement. Then in a
flash the red line faced about, and
with bows extended and arrows
strung, and their black hair flowing
about their necks and faces, they
seemed almost to fly with winged feet
toward the setting sun. At about
thirty yards they stopped and
turned, and in a moment were once
more beside the yellow fellows, keep-
ing time to the tom-toms. In an-
other minute all were seated on the
ground, with their blankets about
them, and the first number on the
programme was over,

While they rested, three other
naked braves performed a Bear
Dance. Squatted on the ground. but
with bodies ereet, the trio paused for
a moment, each with both hands to
his ears as if to listen. Then, with
a quick movement, they drew up
their blankets over back and head
and threw themselves prostrate on
their faces, while all the small boys
around them pelted them with chunks
of mud. For a moment the pelting
ceased, and once more the ‘‘Bears’’
raised their heads to listen. only to
throw themselves down again, with
blankets drawn over to protect them
from the showers of missiles.

This was repeated some half-dozen
times. And then the ““Crazy Dogs,”’
who had during the day been going
through preliminary preparations
very similar to the ‘‘Pigeons.’’ took
a hand, and, whirling round in ed-
dying circles, most suggestive of a
dog trying to catch his tail, gave vent
to sharp, delighted yaps and barks.
Once more the ‘‘Pigeons’’ made their

PREPARING FOR
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“GOOD RIDER"

birdlike flight. Again the ‘‘Bears’
performed their little part, and so the
evening passed, until as it grew dark
and echilly, ‘“Pigeons’’ and “‘Crazy
Dogs’’ withdrew to their respective
lodges, to pass the night relating
deeds of adventure and smoking the
friendly pipe.

Other dances filled in other days.
In the women’s lodge, squaws stepped
in solemn cirele round the altar pole
which bore their votive offerings.
Men and women, their heads half
hidden with huge horns and shaggy
hair, went through the grotesque
Buffalo Dance. And in the War
Dance one-time warriors acted out
their mighty deeds in vivid panto-
mime,

These preliminaries lasted for the
better part of three weeks. And then,
as the Sun-God reached the zenith of
his power, the serious preparations
for the great event began. The feast
of Saered Tongues was eaten, and in
the might of this ‘‘big medicine,”’
the construction of the Sun Lodge
was commenced.

First, the great centre pole was
cut and dragged in by ropes tied to
the saddle horns of a dozen riders,
while a hundred other horsemen cir-
cled about it, and riddled it with rifle
bullets. As soon as it was set in posi-
tion, devout worshippers proceeded
to cover it right to the top with offer-
ings consisted largely of wearing ap-
parel, shirts, leggings, dresses, hats,
belts, and moccasins, with an ocea-
sional pot or kettle thrown in for
variety. For the most part, they
were things of little or no value, and
suggested a decided decline in re-
ligious fervour since the days, when
before the intervention of white law,
these red-skinned stoics would, in the
fulfilment of their vows, hang their
own bodies on the sacred pole by
thongs tied to wooden skewers thrust
through the flesh of breast or shoul-
ders, and would throw themselves
back until the tearing of the flesh set
them free.

Around the centre pole, and at a
distance of some twenty-five feet from
it, were set shorter posts about seven
feet high, on top of which a circle
of logs was laid, while others sloping
upward from them were lashed to the
central pillar like the rafters of a
dome. Against the outside of this
circular framework, which was some
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fifty feet in diameter, were laid one
upon another until they formed an
opaque covering, long, leafy bows of
cottonwood, with their heavy ends
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“FLY LIKE A BIRD"

resting on the ground, and their
feathery tips waving within a few
feet of the centre pole. The bringing
in of these boughs by calvaleades of
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horsemen from a coulée about half a
mile away from the camp was one of
the prettiest scenes of the whole
gathering, and occupied the afternoon
of the first day and the forenoon of
the second. The branches were car-
ried on the backs of ponies.

By noon of the second day the work
was pretty well completed. An open-
ing had been left on the east side;
and within, facing it, had been built
against the opposite wall a little in-
ner booth for the accommodation and

comfort of the presiding ‘‘medicine
man.’’

This eminent personage was
speeially imported for the occasion
from the Blackfoot reserve many
miles away, and his chief duty was
to prevent the festivities from being
spoiled by rain. To accomplish this
purpose it was necessary for him to
remain for the entire three days and
nights in his little airy bower, about
six feet square, not once leaving it,
but sleeping on the ground at night,

SOCIETY OF HORNS RECEIVING NEW MEMIERS
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and having his meals brought to him
during the day.

About five o’clock in the afternoon,
the building of the lodge having
been completed, the preliminaries to
the dance commenced. The tune of
the tom-toms, which had been dron-
ing at intervals all afternoon, sud-
denly quickened, and at the signal the
various bands of Ikunuhkahtsi
poured out of their assembly lodges,
and, drawing up in rude companies,
made their way toward the Sun
Lodge, merging into one motley pro-
celssiOn as they approached its por-
tals.

The variety and ingenuity of the
costumes in this curious dress parade
beggar description. The classic sim-
plicity of the ‘‘Pigeons,’”’ with their
lithe bodies and shapely limbs re-
flecting the sun’s rays like living
bronzes, and the single feather flut-
tering from their flowing hair, con-
trasted strangely with the huge head-
dresses of bristling eagle feathers and
dangling ermine tails mingling with
long plaits of stiff, black hair; the
loosely-fitting, heavily-beaded buck-
skin shirts, and the fringed and flap-
ping leggings of the ‘‘Crazy Dogs”’
and other dancers, and still more
strangely, with the cropped heads,
shabby felt hats, and commonplace
coats and trousers of the crowds of
tribesmen, who were content to play
the part of spectators in this sacred
rite.

In that procession there were aged
chiefs, who wore their blankets with
the stately dignity of Roman Sena-
tors, robed in the classic toga, and
carried in their faces an expression
of stoical serenity, which marked a
noble spirit. Side by side with them
were men of middle age, whose faces
showed them old enough to have
known the old free life of the buf-
falo days, young enough to have a
cordial hatred of the race which made
that life impossible, and wise enough
to see the hopelessness of ever know-
ing it again. But out-numbering
both of these were the young men
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who look upon the present perform-
ance as no more than an enjoyable
entertainment,

Arrived at the Sun Lodge, the par-
ticipators in the procession squatted
themselves in groups within the leafy
tabernacle, and listened in stolid
silence while the aged chiefs, in im-
passioned, if somewhat quavering, ac-
cents, urged the members of the tribe
to perform the worship of the Sun-
God faithfully and carefully. It was
the negleet of this that had wrought
their downfall in the past; and it
was only the careful observance of
sacred rites that could save them from
further calamity in the future. The
harangues concluded, the tom-toms
sounded once more, the squaws took
up a droning chant, and the braves,
leaping to their feet with whoops and
yells, discharged their rifles in the .
air to purge the place of evil spirits.
For several minutes pandemonium
reigned supreme, while the horses of
the spectators reared in terror, and
children shrieked with delight. Then
for a moment there was a lull in this
bombardment of the powers of the
air, and the worshippers, issuing
forth, formed a square about the en-
trance, and fired another prolonged
vol}ey, with similar accompaniments.
This put the wavering forces of evil
completely to rout, and the ceremony
of dedication, having been declared
complete, there was a brief intermis-
sion for refreshments.

Just as the Golden God was dis-
appearing behind the mountain peaks
to the west, the Sun Dance proper
began. At first the performance W? :
somewhat perfunctory. An elderly
devotee would rise from the squat-
ting circle, which lined the sacred
lodge, and, swaying his body solemn-
ly, would lift first one foot and
then the other slowly and pon-
derously, with all .th_e air of a man
performing a religious duty. A
vounger brave would throw back his
blanket from his naked shoulders,
and, leaping to his feet, would trip
it lightly, lifting his knees high in
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front of him, and giving each foot a
little shake as it touched the ground,
with all the zest of a man who is
thoroughly enjoying himself. Others
would join on the floor until it was
well erowded, and then, one by one,
they would slip back to their places,
and resume their blankets. This went
on until, with the fall of darkness, a
fire was lighted in the middle of the
earthen floor.

With this the pace grew faster,
and the scene waxed weirder. To one
coming suddenly upon it, it was a
spectacle sufficiently startling to
satisfy the most lurid imagination.

The din was deafening. The glare
of the fire and the whirl of figures
dazed the eyes. The paint on the
faces of the dancers made them posi-
tively diabolical in the hideousness
of their expression, while the flicker-
ing firelight added to the gliding
figures a grotesqueness which was al-
most unreal in its weirdness. Over
the fire there poised itself for a
moment a naked red figure and a
leering face crowned with a pair of
nodding horns in the very image of
the Mephistophlean master of cere-
monies himself; and as the shadowy
forms emerged from the blackness
of the background, hovered for a mo-
ment in the firelight, and disap-
peared once more into the night, they
seemed to constitute themselves from
the very darkness itself, only to be
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dissolved into it again. Now erouch-
ing, now creeping, now gliding, the
dancers swayed like men intoxicated,
and sprang into the air with gleam-
ing tomahawks, or brandished rifles,
while the head of the onlooker
whirled with the weird chanting of
the squaws and the wild war whoops
of the frenzied braves.

When one dancer sank exhausted
into the circle of spectators, who sat
like dim spectres beyond the radius
of the firelight, another sprang into
the dizzy whirl. And so the wild
dance went on until far into the
morning, when the excitement finally
wore itself out, the weary dancers
retired to rest.

The dance was renewed after a
similar fashion on the following even-
ing, and this concluded the festival.
Next day there was much bustling
about, catching of ponies and taking
down of lodges, when the camp
melted away as quickly as it had
gathered.

In regard to the accompanying il-
lustrations, it may be explained that
most of the ‘‘Bloods’’ are decidedly
superstitious about the camera. Many
of the older ones believe that if they
are photographed they will certainly
die within a year. So that it was
only with the greatest diffieulty and
after being several times hustled out
of camp by angry redskins that even
these were secured.




THE HEALING

BY THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS

ON Monday night only six of Bill

Pinder’s cows came up from
their unfenced woodland pastures.
Bill gazed at them reflectively and
counted them, forward and back-
ward, several times.

“That’s not like Jenny, @he said.
““But maybe she don’t feel as spry
as usual. She’ll be here afore I'm
through with the milking, anyhow.”’

He let the six patient, fly-switching
animals into the cow-yard and fol-
lowed them with the pails and milk-
ing-stool. He was a big man, and he
moved his long, sturdy limbs and
body slowly; but the slowness sug-
gested the leisurely pacing of a pan-
ther rather than any flabbiness of
musele or spirit. A heavy, straw-
hued mustache thatched his upper
lip and shaded the corners of his
kindly mouth, and a quizzical light
lurked in the depths of his dark eyes.
A ponderous looking gold chain hung
from ene button of his braces and
dipped into the watch-pocket of his
homespun trousers.

Bill placed the stool on the ground
beside one of the cows and wasiabout
to seat himself and begin operations
when he caught sight of a small
figure on the road, trudging along
behind an ancient, raw-boned, white
horse.

““That’s too darned bad,”’ he mut-
tered. ‘‘He has to put even the poor
old nag to pasture on the commons.
It’s too confounded bad!”’

He went over to the fenmce and
leaned his elbows on the top rail.

“Have you been down along the
brook, Bobby?’’ he asked.
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The small boy behind the horse
nodded his head in silence, but
neither halted nor looked at him.

“Did you see my yeller cow,
Jenny?’’ asked the man.

The child shook his head and
moved on. Bill Pinder sighed and a
shadow came into his eyes. ‘‘Now
look-’e-here, Bobby,”” he said, ‘“‘you
don’t treat me neighbourly. You
might pass the time o’ day with me
anyhow. That ain’t much for your
own uncle to ask, Bobby.”’

The little boy halted at that and,
standing on one leg, began to rub
his bare left foot up and down his
right shin. Taking off his tattered
straw hat (which was of the variety
known as ‘‘cow’s breakfast’’), he
gazed reflectively into the erown of
it. ““Ma says T ain’t to speak to
you,”” he mumbled, at last. ‘‘She
says we’ve got our pride.”’

Pinder did not smile; but some-
thing that suggested amusement
flickered in his eyes. ‘‘That’s what
heaps of folks say, Bobby, when
they’re bein’ downright yeller-dog
mean. There’s all sorts of pride,
Bobby, in this world ; but pretty near
all that I’ve had my attention called
to is nasty pride—mean pride —pure
cussedness!’’

“That’s what Dad said yester-
day,’”’ murmured Bobby, still gazing
into his hat, still rubbing his right
leg with his left foot.

“Did he, now!’’ exclaimed the
man, with a note of relief in his
voice.

“But Ma, she—she shut him up
pretty quick,’’ said the other. Then,
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returning his hat to his curly head
and his left foot to the ground, he
raced down the road after the an-
cient horse.

Bill Pinder went back to his cows.
‘““It beats the band!’’ he muttered,
his mind busy with the enmity that
for over seven years had kept
brother from brother, neighbour from
neighbour, He reviewed the trouble
from the very beginning as he pur-
sued his homely task.

Eight years ago Bill Pinder, a
confirmed bachelor of thirty-six,
had fallen unreservedly in love with
a pretty young woman named Agnes
Truman, who had but lately come
to the settlement. Tis heart
was set upon winning the girl;
and, within a month of their first
meeting, she had given him her
promise. Then his only and younger
brother—the only other living mem-
ber of his immediate family—came
home to the settlement from the lum-
}wer-woodg. Tom had been operat-
ing for himself, with a crew of about
twenty men and three teams of
horses, and success had attended his
venturesome efforts. He arrived in
the settlement in high spirits and fine
clothes, prosperous, bright eyed, his
mind and conversation full of great
plans for future operations in the
tall timber of the Ox-Bow country.
He looked at his rough, one hun-
dred-acre farm, which lay beside
Bill’s, with pitying amusement.

“Bill,”’ said he, ‘‘I’ve half a mind
to give it to you—every rod an’ rock
of i1’

‘‘Better not,’”’ returned Bill, with
a twinkle in his eyes. ‘‘There’s no
sayin’ when a farm may come 1n
handy. Lumberin’s a tricky business,
you know.”’

Two weeks later Miss Truman re-
turned to her people, who lived in
_ a small town on the main river; and,
next day, Tom Pinder left the settle-
ment. In Saturday’s  Gleaner
(weekly edition), poor Bill read a
flowery description of their wedding.
It was a stiff blow for him; but none

of the watchers in the settlement
heard a murmur from him or caught
any glint of grief or anger. He
‘‘studied’’ over it for a whole month ;
and then he wrote briefly to his
brother, asking him if he had known,
before marrying Agnes, that she was
already promised to himself? The
reply came promptly, and was almost
as brief as the question. It ran:—
“Dear Bill; Agnes says she cannot
understand you—that she never con-
sidered you as anything more than a
friend. I am sorry we have hurt
your feelings.”’

Two years passed. Bill stuck to his
farming and prospered moderately;
and Tom, venturing his all (and a
trifle more, perhaps), in the tall tim-
ber of the Ox-Bow country, was
caught and impoverished by an unex-
pectedly early thaw. The hauling-
roads broke up in March, before a
stick of his winter’s eut had reached
the bank of the river. Three months
later, while Bill’s crops were green-
ing and filling aecross his well-tilled
acres, a careless trout-fisher started a
fire in the forests of the Ox-Bow
country. For a week the fire roared
and crashed across the dry woods;
and in its wake, black and smoulder-
ing, lay the hundreds of thousands
of feet of spruce timber in the cutting
and ‘‘varding’’ of which Tom had
already spent all his earnings and
borrowings.

Hearing of this crowning stroke of
misfortune, Bill wrote again to his
brother: ‘“Dear Tom; I am good for
fifteen hundred—maybe a couple of
thousands, at a pinch. Let me know
if you want it, for T owe you more
than money can settle for saving me
from marrying a woman who isn’t
honest enough to tell the truth.”” Tt
is easy to see that Bill was still suf-
fering, and that he had not yet re-
covered his old sense of humour. No
answer came to the letter. He heard
later in some roundabout way that
Tom was working as a ‘‘hand”’ in a
saw-mill on the main river.

After six years of married life and
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four years of poverty, with a fret-
ful woman and three children to sup-
port, Tom Pinder returned to his old
home and the hundred acres that had
stirred his amusement and pity in
the days of his prosperity.” He
brought some poor furniture with
him and one cow and a gray horse
considerably past his prime.

Bill went straight over to Tom’s
place, eager to re-establish the old,
brotherly relations, willing to forget
the past and to lend a helping hand.
He met Tom at the gate.

“You’ll have to take that back,
Bill—what you wrote about Agnes,”’
said Tom. ‘‘You—you as good as
ealled her a liar!”’

“I’'m sorry I wrote that,”’ replied
Bill. ‘“‘It wasn’t kind—an’ I’'m out-
an-out sorry for it! But she was
promised to me, Tom—an’ when I
said I was glad you’d saved me from
marryin’ her, I said the truth.”’

““There you go!”’ returned Tom
fretfully. ‘‘Maybe she’s forgot just
how things really were between you
an’ her—but, for all that, you might
pretend that she’s right an’ you’ve
made a mistake. It’s infernal hard
on a decent woman’s pride, Bill, to
know that a man despises her.”’

“T am willin’ to let by-gones be by-
gones,”’ returned Bill, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation; ‘‘but I’ll not make
a liar of myself just to suit her faney!
I am willing to be friends, for your
sake, and say nothing more about
the past; but I’ll not put myself in
the wrong about that matter.’’

““TI guess that won’t suit Agnes,”
said Tom miserably. ‘‘She says there
shall be no friendship between us un-
til you beg her pardon for that let-
ter.”’

For a second Bill was inclined to
take this humorously ; but, seeing the
woman herself in the door-way, with
a supercilious expression on her pale
but pretty face, he took it nastily
instead. ‘“Very well,”” said he.
“Then I say there’ll be no friendship
between us until she begs my par-
don.”’
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He felt twinges of shame for this
outbreak before he reached his own
door; but the damage was already
done. During the next two years he
made many efforts to bring about
peace; but every advance was re-
pulsed. For the right to help them—
to help Tom and the children, es-
pecially—he would willingly have
done anything—that is, anything but
beg Agnes’s pardon for having
spoken the truth. Sometimes, when
the signs of struggle and poverty
were more undeniable than usual, he
was half ineclined to pocket his self-
respect and sense of honesty and do
even that.

By the time this struggle of eight
yvears’ standing was reviewed the
sixth cow was milked. Darkness had
settled softly over the oat-fields and
meadows, and a thousand fire-flies
flashed their tiny lanterns in the
bushes. But Jenny, the highly-
prized Jersey, had not yet joined the
herd. .

‘“She’ll come wanderin’ along be-
fore mornin’,”’ reflected Bill. “I’ll
leave the bars down for her.”’

II1.

Morning came; but it did not bring
the delinquent Jenny. Bill Pinder
milked the other six and turned them
out of the yard, set the milk away
in the long creamers and attended to
the morning wants of his horses, pigs
and calves. He was a quick and
thorough worker, and, except in hay-
ing and threshing time, could man-
age all the work of the farm single-
handed. He was anxious about the
missing cow, for she was the most
valuable of the herd; but there was a
patch of fodder-corn on the brow of
the hill that required his attention
in the worst way. He felt that he
could handle this job and still have
time to find Jenny before night. Very
likely she would join the rest of the
herd in the woods and he would find
them all together, in some favoured
spot of grass and water and shade.

From the corn-field on the brow of
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the hill he looked down on Tom’s
house and barn and ill-worked elear-
ings. He saw a small figure grub-
bing intently in a corner of the barn-
yard. On reaching the vantage point
at the edge of the patch a second
time he saw the small, ragged figure
moving towards the woods, with a
tin can in one hand and a long pole
in the other. It was Bobby, going
fishing. ‘‘Poor little kid,”” he mur-
mured. Then he turned his horse,
yanked the cultivator around and
started down another green lane
through the hip-high ranks of corn.
After his twelve o’clock dinner,
Bill Pinder set out in search of the
missing cow. He carried a pocket-
ful of thick sandwiches, in case the
expedition should prove a long one,
a compass, an axe, and about ten
feet of stout rope. There was a pos-
sibility that he might find the cow
imbedded in a mud-hole, in which
case the rope would come in handy.
Jenny was not with the rest of
the herd ; but three hours later Bill’s
anxious ears caught a single clank of
the familiar bell. He found her com-
posedly feeding in a little natural
clearing, with a wobbly-legged, day-
old calf standing by her side.
““Here’s a go!’”’ exclaimed Bill. He
sat down, mopped his forehead and
stared gloomily at Jenny and her
cream-coloured offspring. ‘‘So you’ve
been waitin’ here for me to come
along an’ lug it home for you,’’ he
complained. ‘‘An’ if there’s one
thing I’d rather not carry than an-
other, it’s what the noospaper would
call a bovine bouncin’ baby. Nothin’
solid to get a fair holt on!—an’ the
silly legs flyin’ all about! Jenny, I
tell you plainly I don’t fancy the
job.”’
- The cow gazed at him for a second,
trustingly and complacently, and
then went on with her feeding. A
gmall stream crawled among the alder
roots. Bill pushed his way through
to it, lay at full length and drank
deep. Then, making a bundle of his
axe and coat and fastening it to his
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back, he lifted the calf in his arms
and started on a beeline towards
home. Jenny followed, almost tread-
ing on his heels, and anxiously nosing
such portions of the calf as protruded
from his embrace.

Fifteen minutes later Bill de-
posited the calf on its wobbly legs,
rubbed the cramps out of his arms
and took a fresh hold. They were
now in a land of twisted underbrush
and ancient wind-falls. It would
have been hard travelling under the
most auspicious conditions, and, with
an armful of calf (the rest of the
beast sticking out and around, and
becoming entangled in the landscape
at every step), and an anxious cow
stumbling over one’s heels, it was
simply beyond words. Bill re-
linquished the calf a second time and
examined his compass. ‘I guess
these bee-lines are good things—for
bees,”’ he said to Jenny. After a few
minutes’ rest he again lifted the un-
complaining ecalf to his breast and
plodded forward.

Dusk found the strange company
still a long and hard four miles from
the clearings of the settlement, Bill
almost exhausted, Jenny still going
strong, the calf still unecomplaining,
but, if possible, more pulpy and
sprawling than ever. Bill tethered
the cow and placed the calf beside
her.

““You’ll have to spend another
night out,”’ he said. ‘‘It’s your own
fault, anyhow. I’ll come for you
bright an’ early.”’

So he left them; but he had not
gone far before a strange sound ar-
rested his steps and aroused him to
his usual alertness of mind and
body. The sound was low and thin—
a dry, toneless, sobbing cry. It drew
nearer, from straight ahead, accom-
panied by an occasional swishing of
parted underbrush. It was pitiful
rather than threatening, and utterly
unlike anything that Bill had ever
heard before. The colour faded from
his swarthy cheeks. ‘‘Now what the
devil is that?’’ he muttered. He
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reached around and drew the axe
from the bundle on his back and
moved noiselessly to the left to inter-
cept the thing that ran and cried—
whatever it might be! A half-light,
reflected from the red west, still
touched the depths of the forest
aisles.

Out of the gloom in front came
Bobby, running slowly but desperate-
ly, stumbling weakly, hatless and be-
draggled, his poor little face white as
chalk. From his panting lips broke
that toneless, pitiful ery.

“Bobby,”” called Bill, advancing
with open arms. The child uttered
a piercing scream, dodged and
dashed away to the left. The man
wheeled and sprang after him,
elutched him and lifted him from the
ground. The child was limp now and
silent. He had fainted. Bill car-
ried him tenderly, keeping to the low
ground and tangled alder-bottoms in
search of water. He found a spring
at last, bathed the boy’s face with
the cool water and forced a little of
it between his lips, using the brim of
his hat for a ecup.

““There’s nothin’ to be scart of,
Bobby,”” he whispered. ‘‘It’s only
your Uncle Bill. I’ll take you home,
Bobby. I'll tote you all the way on
my back.”’

A fluttering sigh escaped from the
child’s lips.

“It’s only your Uncle Bill,”’ re-
peated the man, fearful that he might
take fright again upon the instant of
his recovery. ‘‘It’s only me.
Nothin’ in the world to be scart of,
boy. I’ll take you home. Uncle Bill
will tote you home on his back.’’

“I—I was lost,”” sobbed Bobby.
‘““An’ T got scart—when I didn’t
know where I was. I wanted to fish
Rocky Brook—so I left Line Brook—
an’ then I got lost. An’ pretty soon
I—I heard things in the bushes—
runnin’ after me—when it begun to
get dark.”’

‘““Now don’t you fret, Bobby,’’ re-
turned Bill, tenderly. ‘“You just
drink some more of this water, an’

then we’ll light a bit of a fire an’
have a rest. Then I’ll take you
home.”’

“I ain’t scart now, not a mite,”
said Bobby, with quick recovery in
his voice. ‘I guess you could lick
the boots off’n anything in these
woods if it follered us, couldn’t you,
Uncle Bill?”’

““There’s nothin’ to follow us,
Bobby—but I could sure lick it if
there was,’”” replied Bill.

A small fire of dry twigs and moss
was lighted, just for the cheerful
look of it. Bill found that one of
the thick sandwiches still remained
in the pocket of his coat. Bobby
ate it with relish, remarking that it
was much finer than the mean, thin
sandwiches that his mother some-
times made. Then, comforted in
spirit and stomach, though aching
with fatigue, he announced his readi-
ness to be carried home. Bill
examined the compass and got his
bearings, extinguished the fire,
hoisted Bobby onto his back and
struck out for the settlement. By
now the night was black as the in-
side of a boot. Bill travelled slow-
ly, for the ‘“‘going’’ was bad, and
rested often. Bobby proved to be
heavier than he looked.

About half the distance between
the spot where the child had been
found and the settlement was covered
when the toot of a horn, far to the
right, halted Bill.

‘“The folks are out huntin’ for you,
Bobby,’” he said. ‘‘Like enough, the
whole settlement has turned out.”’

To the left roared a shot-gun; and
close in front rang out a woman’s
voice, erying ‘‘Bobby! Bobby!”’

““That’s Ma,”’ whispered Bobby,
his nerves somewhat shaken by the
sounds to right and left.

““I guess you’re right. She—must
be a brave woman, Bobby,’’ returned
Bill. He let the boy slide to the
ground, and, taking a deep breath, he
shouted, ‘‘This way. Straight ahead.
He’s right as rain.”’

Flashings of red light appeared
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among the tree-trunks in front; then
the woman came in sight, running, a
lantern swinging in her hand.
“Here I am, Ma,”’ called Bobby.
“Unecle Bill found me.”’
~ For a second she held the lantern
to the child’s face; then, letting it
fall to the ground, dropped on her
knees and caught him to her breast.
Bill stooped quickly and recovered
the discarded lantern; then he stood
and waited, gazing down at the wo-
man and child. The tooting of the
horn drew nearer from the right, and
again the gun roared on the left. It
was evident that the mother had
strayed from the others.

At last the woman looked up at
Bill, got swiftly to her feet and
placed her thin, toil-hardened hands
on his shoulders.

““Bill,”” she whispered.
now I beg your pardon!”’

““And I beg yours, Agnes,”” he re-
plied. He stooped quickly and
touched his lips to her forehead.
There was a sheen of tears in his
eyes; but behind it flickered that light
of whimsical humour for which he
was famous in the settlement.

“Now we’ll all live comfortable,’”
he said. ‘‘But I guess I don’t owe
Tom a darn cent’s worth of grati-
tude, after all!”’

“Bill—

THE LOST GARDEN OF THE SAHARA*
Bv ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

SAID the great King: ‘“What have I on my throne
Worthy my kingship? I have dreamed a dream
Of waving branches, of the pleasant tone ¥
Of water falling from a hidden stream,
Of air so pure that breathing it would seem
A Joy more keen than kingdoms overthrown!
Find me this place ; I weary of the gleam
Of sun on armour: I would be alone!’’

Great was the King. And swift his word took form—
A miracle! For in the desert’s glare

A vale of silent, secret peace was born,
A place of shadows, perfect and most fair.
Fven a king might lose his kingship there,

Sleep the night through and wake to greet the morn
With simple gladness, undisturbed by care,

And quite forgetting his high place forlorn.

Dead the great King! To that safe-hidden stream
Man’s eager steps, long-seeking, are denied.
The way to it is lost. The gods esteem
This treasure by the desert fortified
So dear that mot till many men have died
One man, perchance, may eatch its green-gold gleam
And see the vision—evermore to hide ‘
In his glad heart the King’s lost place of dream!
£ i reat king planted an oasis in the midst of the
Sah:x‘Ta;l.ler’i'ﬁ: :el:’r%ingft?: tw(:;oelo:t,g but, yva%_efed by never-failing streams, the
garden still flonrishes. Once in many lifetimes some fortunate traveller sees it,

but is never able to find it again. :




LAURA MUNTZ

BY NEWTON

HE artistic career of Laura Muntz
is a good refutation of the
popular fallacy that to succeed in
any art one must begin its study
early in life, It is, on the other
hand, a verification of the axiom
that every person who responds to
natural impulses discovers ahead of
him a well-defined course. However
that may be, Miss Muntz had reached
the mature age of twenty-five years
before she broke the ties that bound
her to the farm and set out to enter
a new sphere of life in the ecity. With
an unabating desire to give expres
sion in colour and line, this zealous
voung woman faced what in most
:In\l:lnm'\ would be regarded as 1m
movable obstacles. She undertook
to find her own way, and that she
found it should ever stand to her
as an inexhaustible credit.

Miss Muntz is an associate of the
Royal Canadian Academy. That
does not mean muech, but it is the
greatest academie distinction that a
woman painter ean obtain in Can-
ada. In a sense, it is a pity that we
cannot write ‘“‘R. C. A.”" after her
name, for if ever a Canadian paint-
er deserved that appendage it is
this intense, serious woman, who
resides in the city of Montreal. But
the mere fact that she may ap-
pend ““A. R. C. A.” and not “R.
C. A.”’ to her name reealls to mind
a singular diserimination ob-
served by the paternal art associa-
tion of the Dominion. That dis-
erimination is the refusal to ad-
mit any woman to full member-
ship.
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AND HER

MiacTAVISH

ART

On the face of it, this diserimina
tion looks like a good instance
of art for man's sake. At any
rate, 1t 18 a practice that can
not be
imagine its perpetuation only by

condoned, and we ean

a group of artists whose narrow
ness 1n  this respect is not coun-
teracted by whatever breadth they
display in their painting. Never
theless, by her work, Miss Muntz
has risen above distinetion of that
kind. Her name is dissociated
from everything that is academie.
for she is a painter with ideas of

MISS LAURA MUNTZ

{ A r A\PH BY H. MORTIMER-LAME



“MOTHER AND CHILD"

WATER-COLOUR DRAWING
BY LAURA MUNTZ




IN THE STABLE"

AX EARLY OIL PAINTING
BY LAURA MUNTZ




“OHILD AGAINST TAPESTRY”

her own, and she clings to her
ideas as though they were es-
tablished principles. She is not
a prodigious exhibitor, and for
that reason her work is not so widely
known as it should be. She usually
has to be cajoled into sending an
exhibit, but her work is always
wanted by the ones who make the ar-
rangements. She has been repeatedly
invited to contribute to the annual
exhibitions of the Canadian Art Club,
which, in all the circumstances, is
an agreeable acknowledgment of dis-
tinctive merit.
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PAINTING BY LAURA MUNTZ

Miss Muntz’s studies in painting
began in Canada, but she soon found
her way abroad, observing and paint-
ing in France, Holland, and TItaly.
Examples of her work were admitted
five times to the Salon at Paris, and
she received honourable mention
there. She went through the Cola-
rossi Academy in the same city and
won two medals for drawing. While
still studying at Paris, an interior
which was bought by an English col-
lector was reproduced in L’Illustra-
tion, an honour of no mean signifi-
cance.
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from

Canada
abroad, Miss Muntz took a studio in
Toronto, and there she painted and

After returning to

taught for several years, Her ar-
tistic experiences in that city were
not very satisfactory to one of her
expansive temperament, so she went
to Montreal, where she has found
conditions much more to her liking.
She has more commission work than
she can do, and one of the regrets
of her life during the last few years
has been the small amount of time
that she has been able to give to big
creative work, to things that are
allegorical, like ‘‘Protection,”” a re-
production of which decorates the
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frontispiece of this magazine. That,
of course, is one of the penalties of
successful portrait painting. But,
notwithstanding the burdens of every
day, this indefatigable artist manages
to turn an ocecasional brush to some-
thing more idealistic.

Miss Muntz’s work is unusually
dramatic, yet her results are achieved
without trace of effort or affectation.
She has an admirable sense of con-
trast, both in colour and theme, and
it is an exceptional thing for her not
to present an antithesis to the chief
motive. We observe this, for in-
stance, in ‘‘The Daffodil,”’ which at
first blush is simply a portrait study



“STUDY IN PASTEL"

of a young woman—a fine symphony
of colours, a satisfactory composi-
tion, with a brisk, virile treatment.
But it suggests something more than
these superficialities, and, apart alto-
gether from the flower and the flesh
and the environment, we feel a heart
beating and realise that here is a
personality that, even though so
young and innocent, has experienced
some of the inevitable pathos of
humanity. We find drama also in
““‘Protection,’”” which is an exquisite
suggestion of an all-embracing ten-
derness and sympathy. The little
ones sleep with childish abandonment,
unconscious of the great world of
strife and sorrow, upon which the
guardian angel looks with solicitude
and compassion. ‘And again, iIn
““Motherhood,’” how young and fra-
gile is that maternal form, and yet
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DRAWING BY LAURA MUNTZ

what an infinitude of knowledge it
reveals! You cannot see the eyes, and
yvet you feel them searching, almost
piercing, you.

Turn to ‘“In the Stable.”” You
will find a broad, loose, handling,
with fresh, solid colour, and a happy
arrangement. But here again we can
discover the psychological touch. The
girl tells you by her posture, by the
suspended animation, by the faraway
look in her eyes, that the feeding of
the goat is but an incident to her
existence. She is thinking of some-
thing else, and if you have lived
through the roseate period of youth
you know, too, what that is.

Surely ‘“The Milk-Maids’’ is only
a picture of some Dutch girls in
a boat. But we find ourselves for-
oetting their delightful environment
and studying the measure of respon-

.
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“THE MILK-MAIDS"

sibility that is expressed on their
countenances. They have to strug-
gle for existence, those girls, and in
the midst of the reflected glories in
the water we behold the stern reali-
ties of the workaday world.

Miss Muntz is almost nervously
energetic, and she is never happy
apart from her work. And, with her,
work is a very serious and a very
joyous thing. The trite expression,
“A full palette,”’ scarcely expresses
her love for paint, for she likes to
handle her medium with ruthless
prodigality. In art she knows noth-
ing about economy, except with re-
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PAINTING BY LAURA MUNTZ, IN THE
ONTARIO GOVERNMENT COLLECTION

gard to time spent away from it.
She abhors mere prettiness, but re-
sponds naturally to simple lines, sub-
tle tones, and bigness of conception.
Her sketches and ‘‘one-sittings’’ are
extremely interesting, they make so
generous a display of her aim and
temperament. Her facility is a great
advantage in child portraiture, a
branch of art in which she has ex-
celled. Nature has endowed her with
two things very useful for successful
painting of children: a large heart
and a retentive retina. But her art
is indebted most of all to broad hu-
man sympathy and natural liberality.



THE BUTTERFLY ETUDE

BY JEAN

l'l‘ seemed such a very long time

since I had been able to see things.
Even in the weeks when I had lain
with cold cloths on my forehead,
when purple and green lights had
danced all over the wall and crea-
tures with hard, cold wings had
brushed against my cheek I had been
conseious, somewhere in the back of
my head, that I was not really secing
them at all, that some night they
would go away and I should awake
in the morning to look at the high
walnut burean and the portrait of
my grandfather, the Reverend
Winslow Conway. There he was
now, looking quite cheerful with sun-
beams dancing about his lips. Aunt
Hester is so proud of the Conway
mouth and says it shows character.
Everything seemed the same as it
had two weeks ago, when I was taken
with such a bad pain in my head and
when the walls of my room suddenly
fell in and made it so dark.

But there was a big bouquet of
sweet peas in a beautiful tall vase,
such as I had not seen before, and
there were some pinks—the spicy
kind—in a glass bowl, which was cer-
tainly new. Then I languidly no-
ticed a pink scarf lying on the foot
of the bed. I was too weak to reach
it, but I just lay there and stared
hard at it, for I could not imagine
how anything like that came to he
in Aunt Hester’s house. It was all
chiffon, yards and yards of it, with
lace and ribbon and tiny silk roses.
I thought T must be sick again and
winked hard, but there it was when
I opened my eyes. The door was
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open and a breeze made a crinkly
rustle in the muslin curtains, when
suddenly there came the sound of
music from the parlour—such light,
dainty notes that they seemed part
of the breeze and the sweet peas and
the sunshine. Aunt Hester has never
been very much in favour of my
taking music lessons, for she says
musical people are nearly all queer
in their ways and wrong in their
habits. So, I have only taken for a
year from Miss Morris and am to
learn the variations of ‘‘Robin
Adair’’ next winter, But this music
was quite different from anything
else I had heard in Norton and even
the piano did not sound the same as
it did when I played scales and exer-
cises.

I must have fallen asleep for, when
I opened my eyes again, it was late
in the afternoon and some one in a
white dress was sitting beside me.

‘““Now you mustn’t talk, honey,”’
said a voice that seemed to have all
the hard sounds strained out of it
and only the sweetness left. Aunt
Hester says that for a girl of fifteen
I have an unhealthy imagination.
“You must take this, first,’’ said the
voice again; and I raised my head
and drank some stuff that was so
disagreeable that it made me feel
stronger. ‘“What a funny face you
make!’’ said the voice, with a ripple
in it. ‘““Now you may ask a few
questions.”’

““Have I been sick? My head feels
all fuzzy.”

“You have had a fever and
frightened us right badly. But you’re
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going to be well in a few weeks and
we’ll go out in an automobile. Have
you ever been in one, honey?’’

Of course, I am quite grown-up,
although I am not to have long skirts
for three years yet. But, in spite
of my being so old, I really thought
of Cinderella and the fairy godmother
who turned the pumpkin into a
coach. ‘“Who are you?’”’ I said
feebly.

““The only cousin you have in the
world—Perrine Ockley.”’

““Oh!”” I said weakly, and began
to think of all that Aunt Hester had
said about this cousin, who was so
very different from the Conways and
who was rich and worldly and not
a person to have a ‘‘good influence’’
as Aunt Hester would say. You see,
there had always been Conways in
Norton. Carrie Jackson once said
that Aunt Hester seemed to think
that Shem and Japhet had been mar-
ried to a Conway; but Aunt Hester
only made her mouth into a straight
line when I told her and said that
Carrie had inherited a rude flippant
manner from her mother. Aunt Hes-
ter had never married and I think
she considered it grander to be Miss
Conway than to be the wife of an
emperor. There had ‘been two
brothers: Winslow, Perrine’s father,
was the eldest of the family, and Ed-
ward, my father, was the youngest.
Of course, it was very sad to think
that there were only three Conways
left—all women, Perrine had changed
her name, too, which made it all the
sadder. I had never seen her, be-
cause Aunt Hester had mot been
friends with Perrine’s mother, who
came from New Orleans, and
belonged to the Church of Rome.
Aunt Hester said it had always been
a mystery to her that a Conway
should have been attracted to.tha’t
sort of person. But, though I didn’t
dare to say so, I thought it was ever
so romantic of him and was glad that
I had an aunt with a French name
and a cousin who had been educated
in a French convent. Perrine’s

mother died in Rome and was buried
there, which seemed even more ro-
mantic. Think of being buried in
Rome, ‘near the Cmesars and all of
those old families! Then Perrine was
married to Mr. Ockley, who, is, as I
have said, rich and worldly, and she
came back to live in America. But
I had never seen her and here she
was, smoothing my forehead and
calling me pet names, which was
something that Aunt Hester would
not approve of.

“I was awake before. What was

that piece you played? It was just

like the summertime.”’

“Was it like this?’”’> Then she
hummed softly. I nodded as hard as
I could.

“It’s a study by Chopin. It’s
called ‘The Butterfly Etude.’ ”’

“I'm glad it’s called that. It
sounded just like butterflies—white
ones.”’

““You fanciful little Puritan! Do
you know that we’re going to be
chums? And I'm not going to eall
you Rebecca. It’s too harsh.”’

“I’ve always hated it,”’ T said
vigorously—for a person who had
had a fever. Then I was frightened,
for Aunt Hester might have heen in
the hall and Rebecca was my grand-
mother’s name.

““Don’t be afraid, honey,’’ said the
voice, with a velvet laugh in it, ‘‘she
won’t be home until seven o’clock.
I think it’s foreign missions.”’

“I don’t like them either,”’ T said,
with a wonderful increase of courage.
“I can’t bear those maps of the
world, with the Christians marked in
red and the heathens in black.”’

“I’'m afraid you haven’t the Con-
way mouth. Aunt Hester says I
haven’t a single Conway feature. But
you’re feverish and I must go
away.’’

“Will you play it again?’’ I
asked.

¢ ¢The Butterfly Etude.” Of
course, you funny child. Now, be
good.”” Her lips just touched my
cheek softly, like a flower—ever so
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THE BUTTERFLY ETUDE

different from Aunt Hester’s peck.
Then she went downstairs and played
that lovely butterfly thing again un-
til I saw the sweet peas dancing to it.
The music changed to the softest,
mournfullest notes that were like the
pines in Oectober, and then there
were solemn chords that I knew were
hymns and prayers. How could Aunt
Hester think that Cousin Perrine had
been brought up almost as bad as the
heathen? She was just making the
piano talk the holiest things T had
ever heard and I was so glad that
" the fever had gone away and left me
in the world again, for I knew the
angels couldn’t play lovelier musie.
Then it all went away and I felt so
happy because I was too weak to see
or to hear or to do anything but just
drift away in a lazy boat until it was
morning and time for some more
medicine.

The days went on until it was a
whole week since I had met Cousin
Perrine and heard that butterfly
musie for the first time. Aunt Hes-
ter had been quite nice to me at first,
and said that I had been shown
‘““‘great mercy’’ in being allowed to
get well—but she didn’t approve of
the books Perrine read to me and told
me not to gush when I asked her if
she didn’t think Perrine’s eyes per-
fectly lovely. But the foreign mis-
sions had to be looked after every
week, and one afternoon when she
puts on her bonnet and took up a
bundle of yellow leaflets T was wicked
enough to be glad, for T knew that
Perrine would play to me most of the
afternoon.

“I’m going to take you down-
stairs, honey,’’ she said, as soon as
Aunt Hester had shut the gate. She
~ put a lovely kimono on me—it was
white silk, with yellow chrysanthe-
mums on it, and the prettiest lace on
the sleeves—and then she almost car-
ried me down to the parlour. I
don’t know what Perrine had done
to the room, but it looked all sof-
tened, with bowls of flowers and
chairs out of their old proper place.
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“I’'m so glad the poppies are out,”’
I said, for I could see them from the
east window. ‘I wish you’'d sing
about ‘The Garden of Sleep’ the way
you did the other night. It was a
strange song about cliffs and the sea
and waiting for some one where the
poppies are born.”’ Perrine sang it
ana then was quiet for a long time.
I felt so worried when she turned her
head and I saw that her eyes were
wet.

“Cousin Perrine, I'm awfully
sorry. Could I help you?”’

‘“Help me! You dear old-fashioned
child! Betty, dear, I’'m very miser-
able.”” She came over and knelt
down beside me, with her face close
to mine on the pillow. T just stroked
her c¢heek and then said:

“J know I'm not very old yet. But
I've been so lonesome sometimes that
I can tell how it hurts. Then I love
you Perrine—better than anyone
else.”” It was harder than you would
think to tell her the last, because
half of me is a Conway and the Con-
ways keep their feelings to them-
selves.

“You’re a dear child. Perhaps
you’d understand, after all. It—it’s
about Violet.”” Then I knew what
the music meant and the lonesome
look that sometimes came into my
cousin’s eyes. Aunt Hester said that
Perrine had lost an ‘““infant daugh-
ter”” last winter, but that her nature
‘‘seemed too light to be disciplined
by suffering.”’ Aunt Hester told me
that Perrine even refused to talk
about the subject.

‘“She must have been very sweet,
Perrine.’”” 1 didn’t know what else
to say. But Perrine was crying with
such great heavy sobs that T was al-
most frightened and could only keep
my thin little arm around her shoul-
ders. But, at last, she was better
and then she said:

“It’s the first time I’ve broken
down like this, my Dear.”” Then she
told of what a lovely little baby
Violet had been and how healthy she
was until she took that dreadful
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diphtheria. ‘I felt this summer as
if I must be with some one who be-
longs to me and I thought of Aunt
Hester, who was my father’s only
sister and whom I hadn’t seen since
I was a little bit of a girl. So I
wrote to her, asking if T might come,
and had such a cold reply that I hesi-
tated about my visit. But it seemed
as if T must be away from the house
that Violet had filled with sunshine.
You had been unconscious for several
hours when I got here and I begged
to nurse you, because you seemed
desolate—like me.”’

““But, Perrine, there is your—
your hushand.’”” There was a long
silence, then she said, just as if she
couldn’t help it:

““That’s the worst of it all, little
cousin. He doesn’t care. I don’t
believe he even cared when she died.
He is a good man and honourable,
but he is just as cold and hard as
if he were a Conway.’” There was
a queer little choking langh and then
Perrine sprang to her feet.

““Forget all about it, Dear. It
was selfish to tell a poor little invalid
my troubles. Now, I’ll play your
Butterfly Etude. Sometimes, I think
I’'m just like that—a breath of sum-
mer wind.”’

“T won’t forget,”’ I said solemnly.
‘T think you were good to tell me
about the dear little baby.”

“You're a true friend, Bettikins.
I think my Violet would have had
cool, grey eyes like yours.”

That night I heard Aunt Hester
speaking in her most distant tones to
Perrine, who seemed to be laughing
softly as she looked out of the hall
window. :

““My dear Aunt Hester,.”.sald Per-
rine, as if she were explaining some-
thing to a little child, ‘‘the world has
moved during the last twenty years.
I assure you, there is nothing extra-
ordinary about my going for a spin
with Mr. Hargrave.”’

““This is the fourth time this week
that Mr. Hargrave has called to take
you out for a ‘spin,” as you call a
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drive in that vulgar, ill-smelling ma-
chine. Where is he staying?’’

‘At Linden Beach, about fifteen
miles away.”’

““One of those new hotels, where
the idle rich congregate during the
summer, to spend the time in drun-
kenness and gambling.”” When she
is really angry Aunt Hester always
reminds me of one of the prophets.

“Why won’t you come with us?”’
said Perrine.

““In one of those abominable in-
ventions with a man who is divorced
from his wife!”’ almost shrieked my
Aunt.

‘“She was really a very trying per-
son; she wouldn’t understand that
dear Jack needed amusement.’’ Then
Perrine laughed in a really wicked
way and I fancied I could hear Aunt
Hester gasp as my cousin ran down-
stairs.

Aunt Hester came into my room
and poured out my medicine with a
hand that shook. ‘‘To think that I
should hear my brother Winslow’s
child refer lightly to the marriage tie
and speak of another woman’s hus-
band as ‘dear Jack!’ Her husband
ought to know of this.”’

‘“Oh, don’t tell him, Aunt Hester,”’
I cried. ‘‘Perrine just likes to drive
fast.”’

‘““Hush!’’ said my aunt sternly.
““It’s nothing for a child like you to
talk about.”’

Long after Perrine had come back
I lay awake and worried about her
and the husband who did not care
for anything but shares and stocks
and who did not feel very sorry
when the baby died. Someway, I
thought Perrine must be mistaken,
for I had seen a photograph of her
husband Arthur Ockley, and he had
a firm mouth, but such mnice, kind
eyes. It must have been long after
midnight that I heard a strange
sound across the hall, and when T
jumped up and stole to Perrine’s
door I knew that she was erying
again. But I didn’t like to go in,
for she was whispering all to herself
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about ‘‘Arthur’’ and ‘‘Violet’’ and
not one word about that horrid Mr.
Hargrave. 1 knew he was horrid be-
cause I had heard him laugh, and it
sounded sneering and cruel, not like
Perrine’s laugh, which was as if it
were part of the butterfly music.

I was in such trouble for it seemed
dreadful to have Perrine and her
husband drift apart like Lord Mont-
clair and Hildegarde in ‘“A Mad
Mistake,”” which Carrie Jackson lent
me last summer, but which is not a
standard novel at all. At last, a
Great Idea came to me and I fairly
ghivered at its audacity—for there is
no other word to describe it. It
would be such a lovely deed to bring
these sundered hearts together. Be-
sides, it is blessed to be a peace-
maker. But the Conways never in-
terfere and it is so hard to tell the
difference between a busybody and a
peacemaker. It all depends on how
the interference turns out.

T closed the door, lighted the lamp
and then opened the rosewood writ-
ing-desk that had been my mother’s.
I had some pretty heliotrope note-
paper that Perrine had given me the
day before and that, Aunt Hester
said, ‘“was hardly in good taste.”” Tt
smelled of the garden for I had
sprinkled it with dried rose-leaves
and lemon verbena. I wrote on an
envelope: ‘‘Mr. Arthur Ockley’’ and
his city address and then there came
a solemn pause. It is difficult to
write to any one who is a perfect
stranger ; but when he is also the hus-
band of the woman whom you admire
above everyone else on earth, the
sitnation is really very embarrassing.
But I remembered Perrine’s tears and
the sadness in her voice when she
sang ‘‘The Garden of Sleep”” and I
began with boldness.

My dear Mr. Ockley:

1 am taking a great liberty in
writing to you, but I am your wife’s
cousin, Rebecca Conway, and she has
just nursed me through a fever. Yes-
terday she told me her troubles, how
she had lost her dear little girl and
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was afraid that you did not care.
I felt so sorry for her and I just
know that you really do care and
that perhaps you merely don’t un-
derstand each other, like the hero and
the heroine in books. But I wish you
would come down here and tell her
how much you think of her, because
she has eried twice to-day and 1
don’t think it is good for her health.
No more at present.
Very truly yours,
Rebecea Conway.

P.S.—Perrine didn’t say a word
against you except that you did not
care. She thinks that you are good
and honourable. R. O.

1 felt rather proud of the letter
when it was written, for, although
there were no thrilling expressions, I
thought I told him the truth in a
simple and convincing way. I heard
the milkman when he came quite
early, and I threw the letter out of
the window. He seemed surprised
when I called to him to post it, but
caid that he would be sure to remem-
ber. Then T became so excited that
1 had to stay in bed all morning and
Aunt Hester said that she couldn’t
imagine why I was so feverish and
she hoped I was not going to be like
my mother’s family who had no
stamina. I had to take tablets and
beef tea, but I felt just as if I had a
secret understanding with Fate or
whatever it is that makes married
people live happy ever after.

In the afternoon, to my great sur-
prise, Aunt Hester allowed me to go
out in the red automobile with Per-
rine and her wicked admirer. I dis-
liked Mr. Hargrave more than ever
when T met him face to face, for he
has such cold, close-set eyes. 1 knew
that he was angry because Perrine
had asked me to come, and when he
looked at her T thought of snakes and
cats, for he seemed to be just wait-
ing—waiting, like the villain in the
stories that Emily used to read to
me when Aunt Hester was at prayer-
meeting. Emily was our trustworthy
servant and is now the wife of the
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butcher, We did not go very fast
because I was not strong yet, and, af-
ter an hour, Mr. Hargrave turned
back, saying in a purring way: “‘I’'m
afraid the little girl is tired.’”’ Per-
rine did not come in for a long while
after T had been home, and her eyes
sparkled like brown diamonds, while
her cheeks were flushed as if I had
given her the fever. But she worried
me more than when she eried and
Aunt Hester’s face looked as if it
were cut out of stone as she sat at
the head of the table and poured tea.

“I wish to speak to you, in my
room, Perrine,’’ she said, after Per-
rine had crumbled bread and cake
into a heap on her plate. There was
a long talk and I was awakened from
sleep by their coming into the hall.

I heard Perrine say: “You need
not worry ; it shall not happen again,”’

““No other member of the family
has _‘been so forgetful of what is be-
coming,’’

Then Perrine came into my room
and bent over me, thinking I was not
awake, She kissed me softly many
times and said:

“Dear little sister! Tt’s the very
last time,”’

“You’re not going away!”’ T eried.

“I must go, dear. There seems no
choice. Now, you are to go to sleep
again.”” There was an iecy tone in
her voice as if nothing could ever
change in her mind again. So, I Jet
her go, but I knew that I was to have
another ‘‘white night.”” Perrine says
that is what the F'rench call it when
your eyes just grow wider and wider
as the hours go by and you fairly
ache with wide-awakeness.

But, just as I was counting sheep
for the hundredth time, I heard just
the faintest sound, as if some one
were going down stairs. I put on
the pretty kimono and my blue slip-
pers that Emily worked for me and
went to the landing. There was a
ghostly, grey figure crossing the hall
below and I knew it was Perrine in
her travelling cloak. I was more
afraid than if it had been burglars

and yet I hardly knew what I
feared. As she had her hand on the
old-fashioned brass knob, I reached
her and said her name very softly.
She turned and seemed about to
seream. Then she whispered almost
angrily: ““It is absurd for you to be
up at this hour, child. Go back to
bed.”’

“Where are you going, Perrine?’’
I whispered back. Her hand trembled
and I said again, ‘“Please don’t 20
away like this, Perrine.’’

‘I must,’’ she said again, and tried
to shake off my hand. But I clung
all the closer, for I felt that she was
in worse trouble than ever and I re-
membered the nice, kind eyes in Ar-
thur’s photograph.

““Come into the parlour,”” I said,
““or Aunt Hester may hear us.”” We
went into the dark room, smelling of
roses and earnations, and I held firm-
ly to Perrine even when we were
seated on the slippery old sofa which
I had always hated. ““I’m sure that
hateful man has something to do
with it,”’ T said, spitefully. ‘‘Tell
me, Perrine, do you really like a man
who looks as if nothing were worth
while?”’

“He—oh, how can I explain to a
child like you? He needs me, dear,
and no one else does. At least, I
can make him happy.”’

““Is he waiting for you out there?’’

“Yes,”” answered Perrine, as
simply as if T were ninety years old
and she were a little child. “I am

going away from all those who don’t

understand and don’t care.’’

““No, you’re not,”” and I held her
hands tighter in the darkness;
‘“you’re going to stay here because
we love you and because she’d want
you to—that little dead baby.’”’ Per-
rine slid down to the floor and knelt
there for a long, long time with her
head on my knees. When she looked
up at last it seemed as if she were
all tired out.

“Very well, little one. But I won’t
be a coward. We’ll go together and
tell him.’”’ She opened one of the
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French windows and we went out
into the soft summer darkness until
we reached the gate. A man was
standing there, who started when he
saw us. Far down the road there
seemed to be a carriage. Perrine
langhed in a worn-out way, as if she
would just as soon cry.

““I have changed my mind—that
is all. But, at least, I owed you—
Good-bye.”” He tried to take her
hand, but she drew away from him
and held me with both arms. He
talked the most ridiculous things,
about how lonely he was and how he
was willing to make the Supreme Sac-
rifice and he even quoted lines of
poetry that might have sounded as
fascinating as ‘“The Mad Mistake’’ if
T had not been getting so sleepy. But
when he saw that Perrine was really
a Conway, after all, and was going
to stay with her own people, that
awful man showed what he really was
and used language that Aunt Hester
would simply have fainted to hear.
I wouldn’t have believed that a man
who was so very particular about his
appearance and had such an expen-
sive automobile, could have been so
rude and vulgar. In faet, he simply
swore, again and again, and we went
back into the garden and into the
dark little parlour without saying
one word to each other. Perrine al-
most carried me upstairs into her own
room, where Arthur Ockley’s photo-
graph looked solid and eomforting.

““Now, honey, just get into bed and
forget that we’ve had this night-
mare.”’ But, before T went to sleep,
T felt her arms around me and her
cheek against mine,

“You’re not angry with me,
then?’’

‘“Angry! you blessed little Betty,
yvou’ve shown me just how a cad can
act.”’

“Isn’t ‘cad’ slang?’”’ I asked
drowsily.

“It’s the only word to describe
that creature. What a dreadful time
his poor wife must have had!’”’ Tt
was beginning to rain and we could

hear the heavy drops on the roof.

“I hope he’ll get soaking wet,”’
was the last word I said, before I
fell into a sleep that lasted for ten
long hours.

The next aftermoon I was sitting
in the garden when a tall man opened
the gate and closed it with a quick,
firm touch that seemed to show that
he always knew just what he wanted.
‘When he came up to the long chair
in which I was lying, I saw that he
must be Perrine’s hushand and I be-
gan to shake all over, for I had al-
most forgotten that foolish letter of
mine. He lifted his hat and said in
such a nice, gentle voice: ‘‘Are you
Miss Rebecca Conway?’’

““Ye-es,”” I said; and I knew that
I must be blushing. ‘‘But your wife
calls me Betty,”’

““Then you know who I am. Where
is Perrine?’’

‘“She is on the veranda. I hope
you won’t be vexed.”

But he was gone, with such long
strides that I don’t believe he heard
me. He stepped on the mignonette
bed and crushed one of Aunt Hes-
ter’s finest begonias before he came
to the steps. I didn’t turn my head
at all, though T was just dying to
know whether he would talk like
Rudolf Rassendyll or Lord Montelair.
I don’t see why being grown-up
makes people so silly. How Perrine
could have endured to go out in an
automobile with a man like that Har-
grave person, when she had a hus-
band like Arthur Ockley at home, is
something I cannot understand.

After more than an hour, I should
think, Perrine came down from the
veranda and fairly danced across the
grass to my chair. ‘‘Betty, you
darling piece of absurdity!”’ she
cried. ‘“To think of your caring so
muech about your foolish cousin’s af-
fairs that you wrote that letter!”’
Her husband stood behind her and
his eyes smiled in just the kindest
way. She took me in her arms and
kissed me so gratefully that I
wanted to ery. Then her hushand—
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he told me to ecall him Cousin Ar-
thur—acted in such a chivalrous
way. He just raised both my hands
to his lips as if I were the Princess
Flavia, instead of being just a shabby
little sehool-girl.

““You have helped us to a great
deal of happiness, Cousin Betty.”’

“It was a very interfering thing
to do,”” T stammered. ‘‘But I think
people ought to explain their feel-
ings towards each other, don’t you?”’

“I quite agree with you,”” he an-
swered in the politest manner. ‘‘That
is just what we have been doing and
we intend to spend the rest of our
lives in such explanation. Now, Per-
rine is going to prepare Aunt Hester
for my visit, and T am to become ac-
quainted with you.”” He talked to
me for ever so long about books and
music and said T must come to the
city and hear the opera. He told

me that he was very fond of ‘‘Alice .

in Wonderland,’’ and remembered all
the delicious poetry. I should not
have believed that a successful busi-
ness man could know so many inter-
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esting books and be so well-informed
on really important subjects. He
was just the kind of husband that T
should have liked Perrine to have
and he seemed greatly pleased when I
told him so.

I don’t know how Perrine had
managed it; but, when we went into
tea, we found Aunt Hester actually
with her arms around the daughter
of ‘““that person from New Orleans.”’
If T had not known it to be impos-
sible, I’d have said that Aunt Hes-
ter had been crying. She seemed to
like Cousin Arthur at once and said
he had a look of the Conways about
the forehead. It was the nicest meal
we had ever known in the old dining-
room, although I had to lie on the
sofa and was not allowed to have any
of the citron preserves. Then after
tea we sat on the veranda while Per-
rine played for us—dreamy old
tunes that belonged to the August
twilight. Last of all she played my
Butterfly piece, but it was different
in some way, and seemed to have
more meaning.
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MADELEINE VERRET
BY ST. CLAIR MOORE

LA SAINTE CROIX is a tiny ham-

let, built for what reason none
can say upon the country’s one bar-
ren tract. The shadeless fields,
parched by the sun’s fierce rays, yield
but the scantiest of crops; conse-
quently the population is far from
numerous, but it is very stable. Sea-
son after season the men—Ilumber
camp workers, hunters, and trappers
—depart to the scenes of their voca-
tions, but the heart in them always
turns homeward to that wind-swept
sterile upland, and it is a joy to be
able to return to the profitless task
of sowing or reaping the worn-out
soil. The great wide world means
little to these men, to whom fate can
deal no harder blow than to force
them to part from their terre. With
it they lose the fight, the other work
undertaken with the objeet of regain-
ing the inherited acres, has in itself
no meaning, and they drift across
the border in the wake of hundreds
of compatriots who have preceded
them thither, to become industrial
workers, caged town-dwellers, whose
hope of making sufficient money to
buy back the old home is seldom ful-
filled ; seldom in the first generation,
and the second generation is as an-
other race in speech and in outlook.

But once in a while one who has
really made his fortune and seen the
world returns to dazzle the old-time
neighbours with his wealth. So did
Mr. Godgiven Greenwood (aforetime
Dieudonné Boisvert), but neither the
Puritan name nor the fine broadeloth
suit could cause his former acquaint-
ances to look upon him otherwise than

dubiously. So, he would have ever
remained an outsider, but on my visit
to the parish a little after his home-
returning, Mr. Godgiven Greenwood
had already ceased to exist, and I be-
held The Creesus, once again frankly
Pére Boisvert, learning to drive a
plough across his recovered posses-
sions. He looked up with a smile as
his cousin, who was standing by, made
us known to each other.

“It is good to be at home once
more,”’ he said. ‘‘There! 1 cannot
explain what I felt when, after so
many years, I cut my first furrow ; the
smell of the earth seemed to go
to my head. I am an old man now,
but I went down on my knees and
kissed the ground. Over there, I
thought T had forgotten all these
things.”’

So we chatted together for a while,
and then, relinquishing the plough
into the more skilful hands of his
cousin, he asked me if T would walk
along with him to the presbytery.
Together we took our way along the
footpath between the fields, and, as
we drew nearer to the church build-
ings, we found Dr. Couillard, the
curé’s brother, sitting on a bench on
the hither side of the low garden
fence, with a hand spread wide on
each knee, making the most of the
rare chance which left him free to
sun himself before the tall lavender
and pink phlox, around which the
bees went glinting, unsummoned from
any quarter of the ten-mile radius
of his practice. He extended his
hand in greeting, then let it fall back
upon his knee. For forty years now
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that right hand, whose grasp was
still so hearty, had been at work al-
leviating suffering, and to one ac-
quainted with the country doctor’s
long and arduous career, there was
something touching in the sight of it
so heavily and pleasantly at rest.

Dr. Couillard had evidently al-
ready paid at least one visit before
this noon hour, for the dust of the
high-road was gray upon him, and his
forehead was beaded beneath the
broad-rimmed Panama hat, pushed
back from his clustering gray curls.
There was something almost Teutonic
in his aspect, as he sat there, with
sturdy legs wide apart and shaven
lips smiling placidly at the bees and
flowers. He was wholly a part of
the picture, and in face of him, my
companion for all his recent metamor-
phosis, showed as essentially the
townsman, the cereature of gongs and
whistles. That the doctor recognised
this was clear from his greeting.

‘“Good-morning, Mr. Greenwood,’’
he said quizzically. ‘“Ah, one does
not shed at will the shell that a life-
time has grown on one.’” Then the
smile faded, and he looked up at the
other. ‘‘Ah, Dieudonné,’® he went
on in an altered tone, “‘to think it
lies all behind us now, a life-time
since we met last, you going out
heart-broken, but undaunted in spirit
to face the world, I turning my back
on the world and my university to
take up my work here!’’

Pére Boisvert bridled a little, ap-
parently he did not relish these al-
lusions to the flight of time.

‘A busy man is a young man,’’ he
rejoined. ‘‘Look at me, I must leave
my practising with the plough over
there in my field, to come and look
up his Reverence.”’ :

‘““And what may you require of
Jacques?’’ asked the curé’s brother.

““ Affair of marriage,’’ Pére Bois-
vert replied portentously. ‘‘Oh, you
old rascal, not mine! But my little
grand-niece has made her choice, and
I have come to arrange matters with
M. Couillard.”’

“‘Little Jeanne,”” mused the doe-
tor, ‘“Madeleine’s daughter.’’

““Little Jeanne,”” repeated Bois-
vert, ‘‘twenty years of age all the
same, and none so early for her mar-
riage, especially at home here. And
Madeleine! That was a sad story, it
came to me over there.”” He swept
his arm in a wide gesture towards
the horizon. ‘‘But, you see, I never
knew her, she was after my time.”’

““No, but I did,”’” and the doctor’s
voice was tender. ‘‘None knew
Madeleine as I did, I who brought
her into this world, where she dwelt
so short a time.”’

““Well, well,”” interrupted Pére
Boisvert briskly, ‘‘as you say, René,
all these things lie far behind us.”’

Therewith he pushed open the gar-
den gate and went up the path and
into the house. But Dr. Couillard
patted the sun-warmed bench. ¢‘The
sight of Dieudonné, last seen at
twenty, now nolens wvolens an old
man, brings it home to me that I also
am an old man myself, and so I grow
garrulous. Sit down beside me, and
look at the lovely flowers there in the
garden that were just the same in the
summer I will tell you of, that is now
so long ago. Sit down, and I who
alone know it, will tell you the story
of Madeleine Verret.”’

Even as he spoke, a band of young
women went by us along the path.
They had evidently been to the river,
as over-brimming pails swung from
poles borne across their shoulders.
They passed flushed and dishevelled,
bowed beneath their burdens; one
sturdily-built maiden, whose incon-
gruous light blue eyes looked forth
from a kindly brown face, redden-
ing, smiled at us, as the shining
water from her pails dashed over her
naked, dusty feet.

““Little Jeanne,”’ said the doctor.,

I sat down beside him in the sun,
and he went on:

‘“Well, it was shortly after I began
making my rounds, three parishes in
those days, not another physician
within the limits of St. Bernard, St,
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Lue, as well as my own Ste. Croix,
that Madeleine Verret was born, and
a very little while after that she
found herself an orphan. She was
the daughter of omne of our good
friend Boisvert’s cousins, and Reine
Vauban, his eldest sister, then
adopted the child. She lived in the
little cottage you see yonder, stand-
ing apart from the rest, in the corn-
field. And Magloire, her son, and
Madeleine, my god-daughter, grew up
together.

““I have naturally had many lit-
tle namesakes in the -country-side,
but with this infant I acted the part
of sponsor for the first time, and this
from the beginning set her apart for
me, and then as she grew into child-
hood the relationship between us
came to resemble that of a father
and daughter; so deep a confidence
and affection is rare indeed between
two unrelated by ties of blood. The
gentle heart was always an open book
to me, and I can say with security
that my god-child never missed the
father she had never known, as I
never missed the child I have never
had. As you know, I was never a
marrying man; for many years until
these gray hairs ended the jest, we
were known throughout the three
parishes, Jacques and I, as ‘“the Curé’
and the ‘Curé manqué.’ But our
home here in the preshytery had the
light of childhood all the same.
Truly, I helieve that more of the
hours of that short span of life were
spent under our roof than under that
of the girl’s own home. She was
never a boisterous child, always de-
mure and reserved. For all her life-
long freedom of the presbytery, I can
recall no instance of a lack of defer-
ence on her part to ‘Monsieur le
Curé,” and my nephew Jean, as he
came and went with the succeeding
summers, remained invariably ‘Mon-
sieur Jean,” but I was ‘Uncle Rens,’
and straight into these arms would
the child bring her little sorrows and
troubles.

‘“Well, Madeleine came to her
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seventeenth year, and was generally
considered a plain young girl. She
was thin and brown, and her features
were of an uncommon type, sternly
regular, as if chiselled from stone,
the mouth grave, and the clear, blue
eyes calm beneath straight brows.
Light blue eyes are not considered
beautiful in La Sainte Croix, ‘like
twenty-five-cent pieces,” said Mére
Vauban, speaking one day of Made-
leine’s eyes, and she laughed at me
for a flattering old bachelor, when
I contended that the dear -child’s
eyes were as lovely as blue flowers.
My nephew Jean once likened the
face of Madeleine to the triumphant
pictured face of Michael the Arch-
angel, which hangs yonder in the
church, close by the door, but at that
moment it was transfigured by the
light of a supreme self-sacrifice.

‘It was brought home to me that
my little girl was a woman grown
when Meére Vauban jubilantly an-
nounced the engagement of her
Magloire and Madeleine. My surprise
was short-lived, however; they had
grown up together, Magloire had
loved the girl all his life, and Made-
leine, well, she was of an age to think
of such things. Outwardly she re-
mained as ever grave and quiet, but
she was serene and content, and went
singing about her work. Their mar-
riage was to take place in the
autumn. How well I recall the even-
ing, when, in accordance with the
2ood old custom which still lingered
then among our people, they came to-
gether across the fields to ask their
Curé’s blessing upon the engage-
ments they had taken toward one an-
other.

‘‘Magloire, thick set, low of sta-
ture, with iron sinews, and a massive
head covered with thick, loose hair,
had a happy smile in his kindly eyes.
Madeleine, at his side, looked down
modestly. Behind them came Mére
Vauban, a little withered woman,
quick and sudden in her movements
as a grasshopper. Her eyes were
dancing and her small, dark face
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framed in the frilling of a close; white
cap, was a picture of joy and
vivacity. My brother gave his bless-
ing, and I, watching the little group,
knew that this would be a good and
faithful wife, for all that her cheeks
did not redden beneath the first kiss
of her betrothal. Magloire then
turned a radiant face to me. ‘Well,
as for being happy, M. René,’ he
exclaimed, ‘T am happy to-day, hap-
pier than when I killed that great
moose last winter, and I thought that
joy could not be surpassed.” There-
with, he kissed Madeleine once again,
and Mére Vauban clapped her hands
in delight. ‘I assure you, M. René,’
she cried, ‘when the late Vauban was
courting me, he found me less of an
image than Madeleine there!’ Made-
leine herself looked wup at my
brother. ‘As a girl I have many
faults, pray for me, M. le Curé, that
I may be a good woman.’

‘“When they left us I stood leaning
upon the gate looking after them.
Well, she was betrothed now, and but
a short time before T had been ready
to think that Madeleine had the
religious vocation. The very name of
féminisme is unknown in La Sainte
Croix, and in those days fewer even
of the girls than of the boys could
read and write, and Madeleine was
no more learned than her com-
panions, and worked even as they
did, only La Vauban never considered
her strong enough to take any part
in the field work with the other young
people. She would sit in the porch,
singing at her sewing, would spin,
and carry water up the slope from
the river. Every evening she went
in search of Mére Vauban’s cows and
drove them home from the pasture.
She gathered herbs, and knitted
stockings. She drove the ox-cart in
summertime through St. Bernard
and St. Lue, larger and more pros-
perous parishes, offering for sale
Mére Vauban’s famous butter, and
vegetables, and spruce gum, medi-
cinal, as it was thought, which Mag-

loire had brought back from the

woods after his winter’s work. But
when her tasks were over Madeleine’s
happiest hours were spent in the
sacristy, where she, in company with
our old housekeeper, acted the part
of sacristaine, polishing the long
chains of the censers, laying out, or
mending the vestments, which my
poor Jacques found it so hard to re-
place as they frayed and grew shabby,
or on her knees before the altar rub-
bing the steps till the varnish shone
like glass.

““For this reason the other young
girls of her age thought her strange,
and said she would be a nun. She
would be happier in a convent, they
declared among themselves. What a
pity there were none in this part of
the country, and that Madeleine had
nothing of her own. Well, when this
talk, which fitted in with my own
ideas, came to my ears I sought out
Madeleine. I found her sitting on
the step of my brother’s prie-dieu
weaving a wreath, to be laid upon
the grave of one who had been buried
that morning. She finished it and
placed it in my hands, asking me to
lay it upon the grave, as she feared
to enter the cemetery among the
dead. T chided her for such childish-
ness, and she listened meekly. Per-
haps it was wrong, she said, but she
could not overcome her dread of the
placee.  Then. I questioned her
earnestly.

“‘Should she wish to adopt a re-
ligious life, we, Jacques and myself,
would do all in our power to have
her accepted as a lay sister in a con-
vent in the city, where we already
had a sister professed. Madeleine
was very serious as I spoke, but,
thanking me, declined my offer. She
did not feel that such was her voeca-
tion. I said no more of this, and in
a little while she came to me with
Magloire, as I have told you. What
a summer that was for heat! The
sun was a flame, our poor fields were
early burnt brown, but the garden
was glorious with its flowers, as it
has never been since.

L — i it
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““The garden was but a spot, how-
ever, and La Sainte Croix seemed
hardly the place an invalid should
choose for his place of recuperation;
but, as he had spent his holidays with
us since boyhood, now when he had
grown weak and dependent on
others, my nephew Jean would not
hear of being sent anywhere else, nor
of passing from the hands of his own
physician into any others but my
own. And in his case the heat was
really a factor of little weight on
either side. The system was ex-
hausted, drained, and it was alto-
gether a question of rest and slow
gathering of strength again. It was
a work to be done by time only. My
nephew came to us this time, not only
for the heated season, but it would
be a year at least before he could
return to his own place and his
studies. What a grief to him was
this enforced idleness, yet with what
a spirit of resignation did he submit
himself to endure. it. Jean was a
theological student, and by this time
not a very young man; he was near-
ing his thirtieth year. He was one
of a large family of many daughters,
and he had had to work hard in
order to attain the desire of his heart
and follow in the steps of Jacques,
his uncle. He had made the money
to pay for his studies, and his course
entered upon so spurred and over-
tasked himself that in the end the
wheels locked, and the machine could
work no more. Then he came to us
for the year. He was very feeble at
first. I would bring out his long
chair every morning, and set it in
a shady spot in the garden, and Jean
would lie there, with hands listlessly
folded, and be content just to watch
the blossoming of the flowers, and
the butterflies, like winged flowers
themselves, that went flitting about
over the beds.

“But, as the days went on, this
no longer could hold his attention for
hours at a time, and Magloire came
to be much with him. Magloire would
sit on the step there and tell tales of
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caribou hunts over frozen drifts,
through the dark woods of the north,
or else pufﬁ_ng great clouds of smoke
from his pipe, he would startle all
the echoes with his laughter, as he
told-how he, the great hunter, had
shot off his thumb while chasing a
hare. This tale and Magloire’s man-
ner of telling it never failed to re-
ceive a pale smile from Jean, but the
first time we had the happiness of
seeing him laugh heartily was when
Meére Vauban, leaning on the fence
there, addressed him as he sat be-
tween me and Jacques; she had
known him all his life, and, with a
lachrymose grima,ce and her hands
clasped against her breast, she la-
mented, fAh, M. Jean, if you knew
how sad it makes me to see you there
between the doctor and the Curé!’
‘When she perceived what a success
her sally had had in making our in-
valid merry, she went pirouetting
around like a top.

““What life that little old woman
had! But thereafter the convalescence
went on well and steadily, and some-
times at my nephew’s request, Made-
leine would bring her flowers and
join him and her fiancé. One day
he had her bring him the vases that
he might arrange them himself, and
filled them with Michaelmas daisies
and other wild flowers of the fields.
It was a strange sight to me to see
those weeds set in the gilt vases up
among the tapers on the altar, while
our garden was a mass of lovely
bloom.

‘“Well, the wedding-day drew near;
there remained but a fortnight or
s0. Meére Vauban flitted here and
there, very busy with her prepara-
tions. Madeleine also had much to
do about the house. Another young
girl had for the present taken her
place as helper of our old Marion in
the sacristy; but one morning as I
came from the garden, I saw her
standing at the window of the room
behind the e¢hurch, looking down upon
those two, Magloire and Jean. She
was very pale, and her mouth
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drooped sadly. When she perceived
me, she drew back; then I crosse.d
over and pushed open the door; it
was ajar and swung noiselessly in-
ward under my hand.

‘‘Madeleine did not hear me en-
ter, and what I beheld, the words I
heard, held me silent for the moment.
She was kmneeling at my brother’s
prie-diew, her head thrown back, her
clasped hands lifted to the pieture of
the Mater Dolorosa, that anguished
inclined face, half veiled in a dull
blue mantle. There was pain in those
blue eyes that I had always known so
calm, and she began to sob piteously.
She prayed aloud, ‘Holy Virgin, pray
for me, that I may overcome my
sin, T who am to marry Magloire, but
who love M. Jean, one consecrated
to the service of your Son. I did
not know! Tt came on me unaware.
Oh, pray for me, for I know not how
to act!” Then she erouched down,
drawing her skirt over her feet, and
covering her face with her apron.
‘There is so little time,” she moaned,
and the words shocked me. ‘Made-
leine!” T eried. She sprang to her
feet, and stood before me, and I saw
her face and neck redden slowly and
painfully. My heart ached for the
poor child, shamefully standing
there, when I recalled the serenity
with which but lately she had looked
forward to the life companionship of
Magloire. She was very still, only
her hands moved, the thin fingers in-
terlacing nervously.

¢ ¢You are sorely in need of coun-
sel and help, my poor Madeleine,” I
said gently. ‘Why now of all times
did you fail to come to me?’

““‘T was ashamed,’ she yvhlspered,
raising her wet eyes to mine. “Do
not despise me, dear Uncle René, he_lp
me to do right. If it is better I will
enter the convent. I wish only to do
what is right, and to overcome the
wickedness in me.’ -

“The wickedness! Poor little girl!
But, as I thought, it was a time for
firmness and decision. ‘Then you will

* marry Magloire,’ I said, ‘live for him,

be grateful for his deep tenderness,
and in time the husband will hold
his own first place in your heart, and
you will remember to-day but as one
remembers a strange dream.’ ‘It is
well, Uncle René, I will marry Mag-
loire, and I will pray much that I
may forget,” she answered in a life-
less voice. Then she took the broom
from the corner, and swept up a little
dust from a patch of sunlight upon
the floor. Later in the day I saw
her carrying water across the field
and knitting at the door. Though
her heart might ache, she went about
her tasks as usual, but she did not
come back to the garden or the
sacristy.

‘““When Madeleine left me, going
with bent head along the foot-path, I
remained a little time pondering upon
what I had learned. Jean knew
nothing of this. One glance at
his face as he sat under the tree lis-
tening to Magloire’s tales told me
that such thoughts could come not
near him. That intensely spiritual
visage, from which the earnest eyes
looked so seriously, was the face of
one chosen for the higher life, above
and beyond the love of woman.

“The wedding-day dawned, keen
and bright, one of our glorious days
of Indian summer, with smoke drift-
ing up from fires of fallen leaves, and
the haws scarlet against the thorny
brown branches. From my window
I saw the procession approaching.
Mére Vauban came first, leaning on
the arm of the sexton, and followed
by the bridal pair; Madeleine wore
all white, as a bride should, a white
linen dress and white veil, the same
long veil T had presented her with
for her first Communion, and in her
hands she carried a great bunch of
the latest flowers from our garden.
At the church door, she seemed to
pause a moment irresolutely, but the
bells rang out, the strains of the or-
gan floated forth to greet her, and she
passed in. Jean acted as my
brother’s acolyte, swinging his censer
high, till all the church was misty
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with the scented smoke. Madeleine
was very grave as the ring was put
on her finger, but she had never been
one of those girls who, as a bride, are
all smiles and twinkles and blushes;
and then the service was over; she
was married.

““There was a wedding feast that
night at Mére Vauban’s. As was his
custom, Jacques went to look in upon
the merry-makers, and Jean, leaning
on his stick, and I accompanied him,
The room was long and low, lighted
by lamps. Great bunches of dried
herbs hung from the ceiling, and the
spinning wheel stood in the cornmer.
Rows of chairs for the onlookers were
set against the wall. A little in ad-
vance of the others the musician of
the evening perched upon a high
stool, with his accordion upon his
knees, as he bent forward extending
his arms, the light fell upon his
shining bald crown and ring of white
hair.

The newly-married couple danced
together in the set. Magloire
was brave in his gray homespun
suit and his long secarlet stockings,
but Madeleine moved ungracefully,
with her hands swinging at her sides.
It was not an easy thing for her to
play her part as she should. Later
in the evening, between the dances,
Magloire led his wife up to us, and
stood by, accepting with conscious
pride our congratulations.

““Jean addressed himself directly
to the bride, speaking in earnest tones
of the vows she had taken and the
responsibilities she had laid upon her-
self. She listened meekly, meekly,
and her face never changed; she
curtsyed low as she received from
his hand his present, the little silver
cross which Magloire fastened about
her neck. She wore it ever after.
Such was the marriage of Madeleine.

‘“Nowhere in La Sainte Croix was
there such a well-kept house, such
brightly-polished pans, and spotless
wood-work, such stores in the ecup-
boards and chests. ‘Madeleine doubles
the value of everything she touches,’
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said the neighbours. And nowhere
was there in all the wide earth so
proud a father as Magloire, when in
the mid-August heat a little child
was given to Madeleine. ‘We will
call her Jeanne,” he proposed, ‘after
M. Jean, who has always been such
a kind friend, and Madeleine for her
mother.” Madeleine lay by the win-
dow that morning as 1 was about to
leave the house; she looked out upon
the sun-burned fields, while the child
slumbered upon her breast : she kissed
the little sleeping face and laid her
silver cross against its lips. Jean
was the baby’s sponsor, and he loved
her very dearly. Often in the even-
ings he would join the young mother
as she sat in the poreh after the heat
of the day, while the child slept in
her cradle within, and never by word
or look did Madeleine betray herself.
She would greet him kindly, and
bring him fresh milk and wild straw-
berries, and as the shadows fell, Mag-
loire would take his place with them.
Then, while the smoke went up from
his pipe, and Madeleine’s busy
needles clicked on, defying the
gathering dusk, Jean would speak to
them of his dreams of the future, for
it was his heart’s desire to labour as
a missionary among the unconverted
of the far East.

‘‘Jean, being poor, remained at La
Sainte Croix, and oecupied himself
as best he might, for the time hung
heavy on his hands. Magloire, since
his marriage, stayed at home through
the long winter months, for he loved
his wife and child too well to leave
them, yet I think he sometimes missed
the excitement of the old wild life of
the woods, and chafed against his
enforced idleness, almost the only
man until spring in a hamlet of
women. He gave himself up to fish-
ing; fine or bad weather was all the
same to him, for, with Jean’s as-
sistance, he built a ecabin out on the
frozen river, and here they spent
much of their time.

‘“The cabin was but slightly built,
Within there was a little stove and a
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bench fastened again the wall, while
a lantern hung from an iron hook in
the roof. Magloire bored a great
hole in the floor of ice and together
they caught many fish, which Made-
leine salted and dried in readiness
for Lent. It was with regret that
they greeted the first signs of the
new season, when the snow, drip-
ping from the spruce boughs, made
little hollows in the drifts beneath,
and the sap welled up in the maples
and all their branches were dotted
with tiny brown buds. Every morn-
ing the women gathering above the
slope to the river, looked for the
breaking of the ice-bridge, but still
it held fast.

““Then we heard that great fissures
were appearing in the ice, that it was
no longer safe. Magloire scoffed at
this, saying the bridge was good for
another week or ten days, and went
as usual to the cabin, The crevices
grew daily deeper, one could see a
wavering gleam of blue water, and
there was a whispering sound among
the loosened blocks as they lifted with
the moving tide below. Then one
morning a fresh wind began to blow,
and the crowd gathered above the
rocky descent, a few men, and many
women, among whom was Madeleine.

“ ‘To-day it will go down,’ they
agreed. ‘Magloire! Is he still on the
jee?’ asked Madeleine anxiously.
‘Yes,” they made answer in chorus,
‘Magloire and M. Jean, but there is
no danger, La Vauban, Magloire
knows better than to risk two lives.’

«Qn T heard them talk, just a,s.I
was called away to a deat‘h-l?ed in
St. Bernard. Until noon the ice re-
mained stationary, now and then it
parted with a report like that of a
cannon, but did not begin to move, so
one by ome the watchers returned
to their homes, until only a han.dﬁ}l
still stood looking down. ‘Magloire’s
obstinacy will cost him his stove and
cabin,’ they said, but they had. 1o
thought of anything more serious.
Madeleine remained halfway down
the path, peering through the bud-
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ding branches at the river below.

“‘Just about mid-day came the up-
heaval, the whole mass began to drift,
slowly at first, but with an ever-in-
creasing velocity, as parting into
myriad cakes, it swept down the
river. Then Madeleine fled down the
track and out across the ice, erying
aloud :

‘“‘Save yourself, M. Jean,
bridge has broken!’

““She reached the cabin, another
moment and it went down before her.
Then, as the two, who had found
safety among the bushwood of the
lower shore, stood in anguish, help-
less to save her, they beheld her turn
towards them, with hands eclasped
against her breast, and hair stream-
ing out upon the wind. Perhaps she
saw them, they thought so, for the
grave eyes were alight with a
trinmphant smile: ‘The face of
Michael the Archangel,” then moaned
my nephew Jean.

““So ended her short life. The block
of ice on which she stood dipped,
rose, and dipped again, but when it
rose for the second time Madeleine
had disappeared. She was never
found, but we had a requiem service
for the repose of her soul. It may be
that she was washed down to the
sea and so out to the ocean. For a
long time Magloire was as one de-
mented, then he went back to his
old life, pushing ever farther north
in search of danger and forgetfulness.
He was killed by a moose up near
the Yukon. And Jean—he never
knew, never dreamed of Madeleine’s
pitiful love for him. For many years
he has laboured in Northern China.
Mére Vauban still occupies the cot-
tage with Jeanne, who is so soon
to be married.”’

The doctor wiped his eyes with his
great red eotton handkerchief, and
signed to me to follow him to the
little graveyard. There, kneeling on
the baked, crumbling earth, I parted
the rank vines from a mouldering
wooden cross, and read her name, her
age, and the date of her death.

the
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PLAYWRIGHTS

BY JOHN E. WEBBER

URIOUSLY enough, the theatri-
cal season of 191011 found the
tage practically in possession of a
new group of young American play-
wrights, only two of the older Ameri-
can  group—Mr. Augustus Thomas
and Mr. Charles Klein — having
representation in the important sue-
cesses, while English playwrights had
a solitary representative in the author
of ““‘Pomander Walk.”” Mr. Maug-
ham, it is true, had a minor success
in “‘Smith,”” but English stalwarts
like Pinero and Henry Arthur Jones
received seant attention in offerings
as worthy as ““The Thunderbolt’’ and
“We Can’t be as Bad as all That.”
Mr. Frohman's disastrous experi-
enees with foreign-made plays left no
doubt of the public mood in that
direction. The single exception to
this rule of hostility, ‘“The Con-
cert.”’ heing so thoroughly Ameri-
canised, both as to locality and
text, it proves nothing to the
contrary.

One sanguine and, it would seem,
patriotic eritie, at least, finds the en-
tire prospect pleasing and the situa-
tion full of hope.” In faet, in the
youth and virility of this new school
of American dramatists he sees a new
future for the American stage. What
basis exists for his faith is, of course,
purely conjectural, but it at least
proves by what fitful gleams the
sanguine mind gropes its way to-
ward theatrical light.

Canadian readers will meanwhile
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not overlook the fact that two of
this “‘virile group’’ are Canadians.

Mr, James Forbes, author of ““The
Commuters,”” is a native of Salem,
Ontario. He received his education
at the Collegiate Institute, Galt, Af-
ter several engagements as theatrieal
press representative of important or-
ganisations he was made general
manager of the Henry B. Harris en-
terprises in 1901, and still eombines
these duties with playwriting. He
was first introduced to publie fame
by Rose Stahl, in ““The Chorus
Lady,”” one of the biggest successes
of modern times. Originally pre-
sented in London as a vaudeville
sketeh, it made such an instant hit
for both author and actress that it
was afterward elaborated into a four-
act play. This was in 1906, and the
play is still running, although Miss
Stahl retired from the rdle of Patricia
O’Bricn last season to take up the
role of Maggie Pepper in Charles
Klein’s new play, ‘““The Saleslady.’’
Mr. Forbes has since successfully pro-
duced ‘“The Travelling Salesman,”’
and last season ‘‘The Commuters,’’ a
clever satirisation of suburban life.
He is a ready writer, with a keen,
pungent wit, great facility for eccen-
tric characterisation and shrewd un-
derstanding of the foibles and idio-
synerasies of human nature. He has
made a study of the stage at close
range, and his effects invariably dis-
close his intimate knowledge of thea-
trical mechanies. ;
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Mr. Edgar Selwyn, usually des-
eribed as a Canadian, was not born
in Canada, although he spent the
first fourteen years of his life there,
and claims Toronto as his home town.
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‘‘Pierre and His People.”” He is
also the author of ‘‘The Rough-rid-
er’s Romance,”” ‘A Friend in Need,’’
“It’s All Your Fault,”” and ‘‘Father
and Son,”” which has also been pro-

MR. EDGAR SELWYN,
AUTHOR OF “THE COUNTRY Boy"

Prior to the successful production of
“The Country Boy,”” Mr. Selwyn
had been chiefly known to the public
as an actor of finish and conspicuous
ability. His first appearance on the
stage was in ‘‘Secret Service,”” with
William Gillette, in 1896. Since then
he has appeared in the ‘‘Three Mus-
keteers,”” ‘“ Arizona,”” ‘‘A Gentleman
from France,’” ‘‘Sherlock Holmes,"’
“The Mills of the Gods,”” and
“‘Strongheart.”” These heroic, dash-
ing and melodramatic roles have been
varied by excursions in such modern
and classic roles as Dr. Rank, in *‘A
Doll’s House,”” or Telemachus, in
““Ulysses.”” Three years ago he ap-
peared successfully in the title role
of ‘“‘Pierre of the Plains,”’ his own
dramatisation of Gilbert Parker’s

MISS MARGARET MAYO (MRS. EDGAR SELWYN),
AUTHOR OF “BABY MINE”

duced. The young actor and author
was left alone in the world at an
early age (he is still only thirty-six),
and in the privations, temptations,
and experiences of his own struggle
against the odds of a big city, he no
doubt found the inspiration, if not
the material, for his entertaining and
successful comedy, ‘‘The Country
Boy.”” A new play by the same
author, ‘“The Arab,’’ is said to have
had a successful presentation in the
West and will form one of the attrac-
tions of the coming season.

The apotheosis of Mr. Avery Hop-
wood as playwright may be traced
in highly contrasting and sharply de-
fined stages. By ordinary evolution-
ary processes, the transition from the
sentimentalist of ‘‘This Man and This
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: FROM MR, DITRICHSTEIN'S PLAY, “THE CONCERT,
IN WHICH THE AUTHOR PLAYS THE LEADING ROLF
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Woman,'' where the exalted heroine
marches her betrayver to the altar at
the |'-»illl of a [»i\\n], to the hilarious
ceynic of our domestic institutions
seen in ‘‘Seven Days,’”’ ‘“Judy For

‘Nobody's Widow'’

accomplishment of a

and
the
Mr. Hopwood has accom

ok
would be
life-time
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tance is immeasurable “Clothes,’

his first serious offering, was a moder

ate suceess, thanks to the pre stige of

Frank
but

Grace George and the late Mr
Worthing in the leading
‘The Powers That B¢
civie polities, and

This Woman,'’ which

l'H]‘\.
U dealing with
This Man and
followed, were

MR. LOUIS N. PARKER

plished it in three years; and the
author’s brutally frank explanation
leaves no word of comfort for the
sentimentalists he has betrayed.
Seriousness did not pay in Mr. Hop-
wood’s case and he quit it. . But if
the philosophic distance that has been
traversed is great. the artistie dis-

failures. With the production of
“*Seven Days,”” however, the author
jumped into immediate fame and for-
tune, and both were further enhanced
this past season by the production of
“Judy Forgot” and ‘‘Nobody’s
Widow.”' Such are the material ad-
vantages of the lighter

SUCCOSS i!]
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fields of entertainment. ‘‘Seven
Days’’ is probably the best American
farce since ‘‘Charley’s Aunt,’’ the
most sueccessful  certainly, while
“Judy Forgot,”” made to order for
Miss Cahill, fitted her unique figure
and personality with the precision
of an up-to-date hobble.

MR. WALTER BROWNE

““Nobody’s Widow,’’ described as a
farcical romance, is an important con-
tribution to refined American comedy,
and is by all odds the author’s most
important artistic achievement to
date. As enacted by Blanche Bates
and Bruce McRae it also proved one
of the happiest experiences of last
season. The comedy is distinguished
for deftness of touch and a c.ertain
quality of finesse usually conspicuous
for its absence in American-made
comedies. Apart from the originality
of the central situation, ‘‘Nobody’s
Widow’’ is a constant play on noth-
ings, delightful nothings, of course,
scintillating with cleverness and wit,
and cast in the agreeably refined sur-
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roundings of upper American life.
The only importation is a titled Eng-
lishman, who offers further confirma-
tion of the refined atmosphere.

Mr. Hopwood belongs distinctly to
the group of younger American play-
wrights. He is still under thirty and
still refreshingly unspoiled by sue-

A SCENE FROM MR. BROWNE'S PLAY
ENTITLED “EVERYWOMAN'

cess. Born in Cleveland, Ohio, in
1882 and graduated from the Univer-
sity of Michigan with an A.B. in
1905, he came to New York shortly
afterward as special correspondent of
The Leader. A few months later
““Clothes,”” written in collaboration
with Channing Pollock, was pro-

duced, and playwriting has heen
his constant occupation since. Not-
withstanding his demonstrated skill

in this field, the literary ambitions of
the playwright are in the direction of
novel-writing.

In spite of his modest disclaimer
that nothing particular has ever hap-
pended, Mr. Edward Sheldon, at the
age of twenty-four, is the author of



MR. CHARLES KLEIN
AUTHOR OF "“THE MUSIC MASTER,” “THE LION AND THE MOUSE,

“THE THIRD DEGREE,” “MAGGIE PEPPER,

a trio of plays that place him in the
forefront of American dramatists.
‘‘Salvation Nell,”” ‘“The Nigger,”’
and ‘‘The Boss,’’ if not actually great
plays, certainly rank with the best
of contemporary American drama,
and push its prospects for the future
beyond anything yet achieved. Mr.
Sheldon is a graduate of the Harvard
School of Playwrights, taking his de-
gree at that university in 1908. In
the fall of the same year—when the
author was twenty-one—‘‘Salvation
Nell”’ was successfully produced by
Mrs. Fiske. This play showed at
once the author’s natural dramatic
instinets, his thorough knowledge of
stage technique, keen observation, and
deep mental grasp of fundamentals.
In the first season of the New Thea-
419

AND “THE GAMBLERS"

tre, ““The Nigger’’ was produced, and
proved a big play, both for the drama
it contained and its presentation of
the negro question. ‘‘The Boss’’ is
a powerful character study of an in-
teresting and significant factor in
American public life—the man who
rises by fair means or foul to a posi-
tion of wealth and political influence
in his community and holds his posi-
tion by the same unscrupulous
methods that have brought him there.
The play is conspicuous for the same
broad insight into contemporary poli-
ties as marked his study of social
conditions in ‘‘Salvation Nell,”’ or the
more vexatious race question in ‘‘The
Nigger.”” 1t is hard to reconcile
with such profound understanding of
the grave problems of the day, and
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thorough technical knowledge of his
diffeult medium, the rosy-cheeked,

good-looking youth who answers to
the name of Edward Sheldon.
A namesake only,

H. S. Sheldon,
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vaudeville sketches, and when cir-
cumstances warranted retired to take
up the profession of playwriting
in earnest. Although the author of
over twenty one-act plays, all more

MR. H. 8. SHELDON

author of “The Havoe,”’” furnishes
another o\(nn])h’ of Scandinavian grit
and enterprise in the struggle for
recognition on foreign soil. B()rn n
Copenhagen, a journalist by profes-
sion, Mr. Sheldon came to America
about eight years ago without any
knowledge whatever of the English
language. Unable to pursue his liter-
ary and journalistic labours in con-
sequence, he turned to the stage, both
as a means of livelihood and to
broaden his knowledge of the techni-
que of the theatre. He made three
complete tours of this country, ap-
pearing in a number of his own

A SCENE FROM MR. SHELDON'S
PLAY ENTITLED “THE HAvOC”

or less successful, he was practically
unknown in the field of playwriting

up to the time of ‘‘The Havoe.”” The
striking originality with which he
handled the familiar theme of the

triangle in this brought him imme-
diate recognition and, thanks to the
excellent produection it received at the
hands of Mr, Henry Miller, a con-
siderable measure of popular success.
The great flaw in ‘‘The Havoe,’
as pointed out in a review of the play
in this magazine at the time of its
presentation, is that it treats a pure-
ly farcical situation with dramatic
geriousness. But in spite of this and
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minor defects, the author proved him-
self a vigorous personality, possessed
of considerable dramaturgic skill and
power for serious dramatic expres-
sion. It would be too sanguine to
predict from a single play with
such pronounced artistic shortcom-
ings, the author’s future place in
American drama. But from so brave
a start, it would be equally daring
to set a limit. Sir Charles Wyndham
thought highly enough of the piece
to buy the English rights for him-
self, and the author is said to be con-
sidering an offer for the German
rights.

In private life Margaret Mayo,
author of ‘‘Baby Mine,”’ the joyous
farce of last season, is Mrs. Edgar
Selwyn, wife of the actor-playwright.
Like her husband, she has entered
the field of playwriting by way of
the stage. She appeared a few sea-
sons ago under the management of
Mr. Frohman. Her early playwriting
activities were devoted chiefly to
the dramatisation of novels. Ouida’s
“Under Two Flags,”’ Upton Sin-
clair’s ““The Jungle,”” Mrs. Humph-
rey Ward’s ‘“The Marriage of Wil-
liam Ashe,’’ the version of Sardou’s
“‘Divorcons’’ used by Grace George,
and ‘“The Debtors,”” adapted from
German sources, have all been pro-
duced with more or less success. Miss
Mayo’s original plays, in addition to
‘“Baby Mine,”’ are ‘‘The Winding
Way,”” ‘““The Austrian Dancer,”’
“Polly of the Circus,”” and ‘‘The
Flirt,”” which has just had a trial
production on the coast.

““The Piper’’ is the first claim of
Mrs. Josephine Preston Peabody
(Marks) to celebrity. Her novels,
‘“The Wayfarer,”’ ‘‘Fortune in Men’s
Eyes,”” ““The Singing Lesson,’’ and
““The Book of the Little Past,”’ and
two plays, ‘‘Marlowe’” and ‘‘The
‘Wings,”’ gave her some local literary
reputation, but with ‘“The Piper”’
she at once takes a permanent place
in American dramatic literature. This
charming poetic drama, based on the
Hamelin legend, won first prize in the

Stratford-on-Avon contest in 1910
for the best contemporary play in
English, and was afterwards success-
fully produced in London by Mr.
Benson and his company. Mr. Wal-
ter Hampden is responsible for its
production in America, having pre-
vailed upon the New Theatre, with
its ample resources, to give it a
hearing. The success of the piece,
with Miss Matthison in the title role
proved that the judgment of its
American sponsor was well based. The
author is a Boston lady, wife of Mr.
Lionel Marks, a member of Harvard
University staff,

At the end of the second act of
the initial presentation of ‘‘Poman-
der Walk,”’ the audience was slowly
awakened from the spell to which it

had succumbed, by ecries of
‘“Author! Author!”” A few mo-
ments later a stocky, humorous

figure, with top hat in one hand and
umbrella in the other, crossed the
Rubicon in the form of a bit of stage
Thames on a gang plank, bowed stiffly
and retired. This performance was
seriously and methodically repeated
at least half a dozen times. When
further resistance seemed impossible
the author came forward and in thin
crescendo that rose galleryward, ex-
claimed, ‘‘Never call a man happy
until after the third act.”” This was
America’s introduction to Mr. Louis
N. Parker, author of ‘‘Pomander
Walk,’” “‘Disraeli,”” ‘‘The Cardinal,”’
‘“‘Beanty and the Barge,”’ ‘‘Rose-
mary,”’ and other plays tolerably
familiar to American audiences. The
third act of the new play left no
doubt of the happiness in store for
the author or for the theatre
audiences that began the following
day to clamour for seats for the
unique and charming offering. The
success of ‘‘Pomander Walk’’ is all
the more remarkable from the fact
that its great charm is atmosphere,
an intangible quality, which, for-
tunately, an English company suc-
ceeded in realising perfectly. The
play has been so widely reviewed in
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this magazine and elsewhere that
fuller reference is not necessary here.
Mr. Parker is a cosmopolitan in the
striet sense. Born in a small village
in Calvados, France, in 1852, and
supposed to be dying, he was hastily
christened by the current official
name given to all children in articulo
mortis—Louis Napoleon. To this in-
formation he will add laconically
“‘not dead yet.”” Glancing over even
a partial list of his activities since
that time the full humour of the ob-
servation is clear. e has translated
almost everybody—ineluding the ver-
sion of ‘‘Chantecler,”’ seen in New
York this last winter—has heen a
musician and composer of note, has
written at least a dozen plays since
adopting this profession in 1892, and
is the inventor of modern pageantry.
Under his direction were produced
the Steuborn Pageant in 1905, the
Warwick Pageant in 1906, the Bury
St. Edmund Pageant in 1907, Dover
Pageant in 1908, and Colchester and
York Pageant in 1909. With this
form of activity, Mr. Parker says he
is done, Educated in Germany, Mr.
Parker entered the Royal Academy
of Musie, London, in 1870, and was
director of music in Sherbourne
School, Dorset, from 1873-1892. Since
that time ILondon has been his
home and playwriting his profes-
sion. He is now Fellow of the Royal
Academy of Music, Fellow of the
Royal Historical Society, Officer
d’Academie, and president of the
London Wagner Association. 2
Mr. Percy Mackaye’s literary in-
strument is still too finely tuned to
catch the ear of Broadway, and the
fame of America’s finest playwright,
as one critic naively observes, 18
based on six failures. ‘‘Anti-Matri-
mony’’ and ‘“The Searecrow’’ had
each a hearing last season, but, m
spite of their splendid literary an_d
dramatie qualities, scored only a fair
measure of popular success. Both
show a certain gain in a quality of
robustness, hitherto lacking, and with
the apparent abandonment of classic
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and literary, in favour of modern con-
temporary subjects indicated in
“Mater’’ and ‘‘Anti-Matrimony,’’
success without any sacrifice of ar-
tistic values will surely come. Other
plays, like ‘‘The Canterbury Pil-
grims,”” ‘‘Jeanne d’Are,”” ‘‘Sappho
and Phaon,’’ are well known to read-
ers of dramatic literature.

Mr. Walter Browne was an Eng-
lishman by birth, with an interesting
and varied career that closed with a
grim touch of irony on the day that
“Everywoman’’ was produced. He
was graduated from St. Peter’s Col-
lege as a physician, but his tastes in-
clined toward musie, and he followed
this profession for some years, mak-
ing his first stage appearance, in
1881, as the creator of the part of
the Colonel, in ‘‘Patience.”” His
literary activities have been consider-
able, and, in addition to novels and
magazine articles, include the follow-
ing plays: ‘“‘Hearts and Homes,”’
‘““A Thing of Shreds and Patches,”’
“Ripples,” ‘A Love Game,”” ‘“‘A
Wet Day,”” ‘‘Fits and Starts,”’
“Blue Ribbon,” ‘““Wedded,”’” ‘‘Once
Again,”” ““The Bossun’s Mate,”” ‘““In
Possession,”’” and ‘‘Mates.”” These
have all been produced, some with
considerable success in London and
the provinces, but his reputation as
a dramatist on this side began and
ended with ‘‘Everywoman.’”’ Big in
conception, and bountifully staged,
but showing little literary adroitness
or skill, this modern morality play
has proved a tremendous success.

Mr. Charles Klein’s later art is
more or less burdened with a mis-
sion, in which the stage has become
a medium and the drama an instru-
ment of reform. In perfecting his
instrument he has succeeded in giv-
ing considerable effectiveness to his
propaganda and also funished some
splendid examples of stage technique
and vigorous dramatie expression.
““The Lion and the Mouse,”” ‘‘Daugh-
ters of Men,”’ ‘“The Third Degree,”’
and ‘“‘Next of Kin’’ are all reflections
of the author’s thought on perils in-
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cident to our social and economic de-
velopment. He shows an almost
Rooseveltian instinet for locating the
trend of popular currents, as well as
the political sagacity of his great
prototype for shaping the materials
he finds to his own ends. ‘‘The
Gamblers,’”’ his latest success, is a
conspicuous example. While osten-
sibly an exposure of bank looting by
directors, it voices the public sus-
picion that the muckraker’s sense of
duty sometimes has its root in per-
sonal antipathies and personal ambi-
tions. Earlier plays of Mr. Klein
are: ‘‘The District Attorney,”” ‘A
Mile a Minute,”’ ‘“‘By Proxy,”” ‘““A
Paltry Million,”” ‘““El Capitan,”
“The Charlatan,’”’ ‘‘The Honourable
John Grigsby,”’ ‘‘Heartsease,”” ‘‘Dr.
Belgraff,”’ ‘‘A Royal Rogue,” ‘‘Mr.
Pickwick,”” ‘‘The Cipher Code,”
“The Auctioneer,”’ ‘“Red Feather,”’
“The Music Master.”” ‘‘The Sales-
lady,”’ produced last season, has not
yet made its metropolitan début.
Mr. Augustus Thomas is the dean of
American playwrights, and the mas-
ter eraftsman of the American stage.
His late plays especially are models
of dramatic technique and hold an
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intellectual and literary interest that
assures them a permanent place in
our dramatic literature. ‘‘As a Man
Thinks,”” his latest play, is in some
respects his biggest, although falling
considerably short of its announced
scope. Mr, Thomas has been writing
plays for over two decades, his first
plays, ‘‘Alabama’’ and ‘‘In Miz-
zouri,’’ taking most of us back to our
earliest stage recollections. Other
plays are: ‘‘The Burglar,”” ‘‘Color-
ado Man of the World,”” ‘‘After
Thoughts,”’ ‘‘The Meddler,”” ‘“The
Man Upstairs,”” ‘‘Oliver Gold-
smith,’’ ““On the Quiet,”” ‘“A Proper
Impropriety,”” ‘“That Overcoat,”’
““The Capitol,”” ‘“‘New Blood,’’ ‘*‘The
Hoosier Doctor,’’ ‘‘The Earl of Paw-
tucket,”” ‘‘The Other Girl,”” ‘‘Mrs.
Leffingwell’s Boots,”” ‘“‘“The Educa-
tion of Mr. Pipp,” ‘““Jim De Lan-
cey,”” ‘““The Embassy Ball,”’ ‘‘The
Witching Hour,”” and ‘‘The Harvest
Moon.”’

Mr. Thomas takes a considerable
interest in public affairs, is a delight-
ful public speaker, and in the last
democratic campaign played a big
‘“‘speaking part.”” He has always
been a staunch admirer of Mr. Bryan.

THE SUMACHS

BY BEATRICE WILLIAMS

N soft September night, when all the woods were sleeping,
From north, with silent tread, a royal herald came,
‘With torch of frost-fire, through the forest creeping,
And lo, this morn, on every hill, the sumachs are aflame.




A COMMON-SENSE SUITOR
BY JOHN BYRNE

“T DON'T hold with common-sense

as a virtue,”’ said Mr. Willett,
in objection to a commendation of
the merits of that endowment. ‘‘It’s
another name for a want of imagina-
tion. Some people are positively
stupid with common-sense. If I
wanted a clerk or a coachman (which
I don’t), I'd promptly reject all
common-sense applicants, Why, I
remember once—-—"’

His three married visitors appealed
to the clock for protection, but Mr.
‘Willett was reminiscent.

‘‘Have fresh cigars,’”’ he said ; ‘‘ the
story will be finished before the ash
breaks. You married fellows are in
an unseemly hurry to get home to
your wives at times.”’

He was a comfortable old bachelor,
treating his friends to refreshments
of nights, and assumed privileges of
speech in consequence.

““T once knew a chap up in town
named Abraham Midway. A nice
sort of fellow he would have been
but for being so uncommonly com-
mon-sensed. I never saw a man so
afflicted with the trouble. Couldn’t
see to do anything without gauging
the result in advance. He hadn’t a
serap of imagination. .

I was a young official at the time,
snugly quartered in the Midlands.
The village was a pleasant little place
for which I entertain grateful
memories, as it was there I had the
luck of being first refused by a wo-
man. I had hair on my head then,
and I rather fancied my appearance.
So I felt a good deal piqued by the
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lady’s want of appreciation. It was
while smarting from the sting of her
thoughtful rejection of me that T re-
ceived a letter from my friend Mid-
way. He was about to take his an-
nual holidays, he said, and he pro-
posed to do me the honour of spend-
ing them with me. It was his com-
mon-sense that planned the scheme,
though he attributed it to the fish-
ing, about which he had read in a
guide book.

“Just then I needed someone to
take me out of my mood, and I wrote
by return, concurring in the arrange-
ment. Two days afterwards I had
Abraham Midway in my digs.

‘“ An ambitious fellow he was, too.
All common-sense fellows are, only
they mnever get there. It takes
imagination to reach an ideal, though
many of the imaginative chaps, I ad-
mit, mistake the road and take the
turn that leads to the dogs instead.
Anyhow, Midway was ambitious. He
aimed at becoming a man of conse-
quence, but hadn’t an idea how he
was to set about it. The first even-
ing he was with me he gave me so
many tips about how to manage my
affairs that he almost smothered me
with common-sense. With my oppor-
tunities, he told me, he would rise
to be a marquis in time.

““One topie, of course, I couldn’t
help bringing up for his views; it
was my recent rejection by the buxom
Mrs. Waddell. The lady, I should
say, was a widow of thirty, with the
handsome fortune of a flourishing
pub. As an additional attraction she

R
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had more than the average of good
looks, and a pleasant smile that made
men think highly of themselves.

““At once my friend Abraham got
immensely interested. Such a com-
bination of good qualities was exact-
ly to his liking. I could see ap-
proval in his face.

“‘Does Mrs. Waddell expect a
moneyed man?’ he asked me, closing
one eye and looking as if he was go-
ing to the root of the matter.

“I hadn’t considered that point.

¢ ¢ At least, you told her you had
none?’ he said.

¢ ¢She didn’t need to be told,’ I
said. ‘Every shilling T had a claim
to in possession or reversion was bet-
ter known to her than to myself.’

“My friend Midway thought
laboriously for at least five minutes.

“ ‘Has she had any other pro-
posals?’ he asked.

“She had one at least every week
on an average, 1 calculated, and I
told him so.

€ ¢ A7l impecunious?’ he says.

¢ ¢None eligible to rival Mrs. Wad-
dell herself,” I answered.

“Midway set his common-sense to
work again, and I smoked my pipe.
1 began to think him a clever fel-
low. It impresses you to see a man
probe right to the bottom of a diffi-
culty that has already been too much
for you.

<« “yillett,” he said to me at last,
‘T think I can tell you one thing.’

““Fe assumed an importance of
tone that raised a new hope in me.

¢ “What is it?’ I asked.

¢ ¢You have messed the business,’
he says.

“T eouldn’t help laughing at him.

“<¢Gad!’ said I sarcastically, ‘I
needed no oracle to tell me that.’

¢ ¢That’s not all,” he says.

¢ “Then there’s more?’ I thought.

¢« “When she refused you she
meant it,” he says, winking at me in
~ a very wise way. ;

¢ gee,” said I, trying to look as
serious as he did.

““ “Yes, she meant what she said,
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for she didn’t refuse you without her
reasons,’ he said. ‘You messed it, old
boy—and all for want of a little com-
mon-sense,’

“‘Sorry I didn’t communicate
with you beforehand,” I said, ‘you
could have lent me some.’

“ “Will you introduce me to the
lady?’ he said presently.

““Of course, I agreed.

¢ ¢ And having failed yourself, you
won’t mind my trying my luck?’ he
said.

“T was rather staggered by his
audacity.

“ “Well,” I said, ‘if you think you
can get nearer to her heart in a week
than I eould in two years you shall
have my congratulations, and she
my sympathies.’

“But you
with sarcasm.,

““You know, Willett,” he says,
‘I'm a man of means of late.’

“I hadn’t heard it, but rather
than appear to doubt his statement
I offered to borrow ten pounds from
him. His common-sense affected his
hearing, however, for he ignored the
request.

“‘If T say I’'m a man of means
you will promise not to contradict
me?’ he said with a shrewd smile.

““ ‘I cannot contradict you,” I an-
swered.

“ ‘Then I shall succeed,” he said
confidently. He had a little scheme in
his head which he would lay before
me next morning.

““ After breakfast next day he let
me see what it was like.

““ “We shall pay a visit to Mrs.
Waddell’s now, old chap,’” he says,
‘and have the introduction in form.
Then I shall treat you to drinks and
pay for them with a fiver.’

“T thought the proposal a capital
one, and said I was ready. If he
could throw five-pound notes around
every day, I told him, he might sue-
ceed in his design.

‘““‘But I haven’t a fiver,” he said
confidentially. ‘T have only three tens.
Holidays are expensive times,

couldn’t touch him

; ‘ ‘
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and I want you to lend me thirty
shillings.’

““He was a very common-sense fel-
low, as you’ll observe, and it would
have been a pity to baulk him. I
gave him the money.

““On the way to Mrs. Waddell’s he
called at a couple of shops looking
for a five-pound note in exchange for
his money. At last he bought one at
the post-office and “carefully placed
it in his pocket-book.

““Mrs. Waddell smiled charming-
ly upon us as we entered the bar.
Not a suspicion could you have had
;hat she had refused me the week be-

ore.

““I presented Midway as he had
himself desired.

‘“ YA wealthy young friend of mine
from London, Mrs. Waddell, Mr.
Abraham Midway.’

‘““Midway bowed importantly, and
Mrs. Waddell smiled her sweetest.

“‘*You’ll have a drink, Willett?
What’s it to be?’ he inquired.

‘“ ‘Fizz for choice, not to be out of
touch with wealth,” T said laughing.

‘“ ‘Fizz by all means,” he agreed,
‘and as it’s my first visit to the place
perhaps some of these other gentle-
men would do me the honour of tak-
ing a drink with me.’

“They were a most compliant
company, and three or four confirmed
soakers whom he would rather have
kicked than stood drinks to, availed
themselves of his offer. It was part
of Midway’s common-sense, and he
tried to look happy.

““He picked out in an off-hand way
the five-pound note from his pocket-
book, and tendered it to Mrs. Wad-
dell.

““ ‘Nothing smaller, Mr. Midway ¢’
she said sweetly, looking for change.

“¢T fear not, Mrs. Waddell—in-
deed, my other notes are even larggr,’
he said, making a pretence of looking
through some notes, which I believe
were of an urgent character from his
tailor’s point of view. He was all
gravity in demeanour.

¢ ¢You speak as if the largeness of

your notes was a trouble instead of
happiness to you,” I said.

“‘I must confess,” he says,
‘money brings me no happiness.’

“In that I knew he was right, but
in another sense.

““Mrs. Waddell smiled again, and
nodded approvingly.

“ ‘T think we have many tastes in
common, Mr. Midway,” she said,
with an archness I used to think was
reserved entirely for me. ‘Money
seldom does bring happiness. At
least, that is my experience. For
like yoursel !

““She went no further, but left him
to infer that she could talk of the
worries which wealth entails if
modesty did not prevent her.

‘““She collected enough change at
last, and paid over the amount.

““In a matter-of-fact way he
talked of lis wealth and connections.
He mentioned trips to Italy and
shootings in Scotland as if he was
rather bored by their frequency. He
often longed for the peace of a semi-
rural life, where he could quietly
settle down. Mrs. Waddell gave him
great attention.

‘“Not wishing to remain too long
for a first visit, he shook hands
presently with the lady, and we
came away.

““That evening he explained to me
that champagne was too effervescent
by long chalks for nibbling enjoy-
ment, and suggested that next day
I should declare a preference for
whisky.

‘“ ‘Besides, old chap, you've got to
make up the change to the five-pound
mark,” he reminded me.

‘““As I was into it, I agreed, and
next morning we set out again. Mid-
way called at the post-office, and by
good luck secured a crisp five-pound
note.

“Mrs. Waddell looked more he-
witching than ever, and was all at-
tention. The loafers of the previous
day were assembled in augmented
force, and from unmistakable hints
on their part Midway was forced to

. \‘ y
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respond. I could see that the effort
to look happy was indeed an effort.

““ Again he tendered his five-pound
note in payment for the refresh-
ments. I imagined I saw Mrs. Wad-
dell give a hard look at it, but next
moment she was all smiles again.

“‘No smaller money, Mr. Mid-
way?’ she asked.

“ T fear I have thrown about all
my smaller change, Mrs. Waddell,’
he said, and he looked through his
pocket-book.

“Too bad, really—I’ve nothing
but large notes,” he says.

“‘Qhe seecured the proper change
somehow and paid it over to him.

“‘He had arranged that on this oc-
casion the conversation should cover
their personal tastes. ‘First im-
press a woman with your wealth,’
was his dietum, ‘and then show com-
pliance with her fancies.’

¢« ¢Pond of outdoor amusements,
Mrs. Waddell?’ he asked presently,
going to the heart of what he wanted.

¢“She professed enthusiasm for all
outdoor sports. :

¢ My style exactly. I could live
for ever out of doors,” he said.

¢Tn several forms of sport he re-
marked that he had a considerable
reputation. Women like suitors to be
somewhat of heroes, he believed.

“Do you like fishing?’ asked
Mrs. Waddell.

¢« ¢ A pet sport of mine, Mrs. Wad-
dell. Tl tell you a remarkable thing
I did once,” he says. .

“Ye was ready to recite a story
which he had already rehearsed when
Mrs. Waddell interrupted him.

¢« ‘Pishing I think is so stupidly
dulll’ she says, watching him nar-
rowly.

] thought you said you liked
fishing?’ he stammered, looking com-
pletely knocked off the track.

¢¢0Oh, dear no. I only asked if
you liked it, Mr. Midway. I am rather
sorry you are so enthusiastic about
it,” she says.

¢ ‘Not really enthusiastic, you
know, Mrs Waddell,” he says in a
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hurry to recover his position. ‘In
fact, T agree it’s an undoubtedly
stupid sort of sport.’

“‘Don’t let me interrupt the
story, however,” she reminded him
sweetly.

““‘No, no,” he says. ‘Now that I
corie to recolleet more clearly, the
story is one that oceurred when I was
shooting with some friends in Inver-
ness, I had already bagged as much
as any two guns when by some
curious chance a hare and a pheasant
appeared at the same instant. At the
moment I had but one barrel, and
with a marvellous swipe from down-
wards up, what do you think I suc-
ceeded in doing, Mrs. Waddell?’

““‘I trust you missed the poor
creatures. Shooting is so dreadfully
cruel,” she says, with a very pity-
ing look in her eyes.

““Midway looked more than ever
put out, but his accommodating com-
mon-sense came to the rescue.

“¢T did! I missed the pair of
them—deliberately, you know,” he
said very solemnly. ‘I frightened
them both, however, so much that I
had them picked up and cared for
as domestic pets,” he says.

““It was the only spark of imagina-
tion I had observed in him, and I
couldn’t say it was a success. He
hesitated so much that it was plain
he was groping for his narrative.

“““You must be extremely kind-
hearted, Mr. Midway,” she says, in
a way that he took to mean admira-
tion.

¢ ‘Kind-heartedness is my special
weakness,” he says.

““The parting between the pair was
even more cordial than on the pre-
vious morning. But Midway, I
thought, was far too deliberate about
the affair. Somehow he didn’t look
up to the character he was giving
himself.

“I had some work to occupy me
for the remainder of the day; but
that night, as we smoked our pipes,
he told me the later developments.

‘“‘T was again to see Mrs. Wad-
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dell,” he says, ‘and had a cup of tea
with her in the parlour. I hinted
matrimony to her, and I rather think
1’ve struck the mark.’

“‘ITas she accepted you?’ I
asked—in a snappish way, I'm
afraid. If he had said ‘Yes’ I think
I should have tried my hand at
strangling him. ‘‘ ‘Not quite. But
T think you may congratulate me, old
man,’ he says. ‘She said she would
consider it.’

“Though that was non-committal
I still felt a grievance. She had not
temporised with me in the least, but
had given me a point-blank refusal,
with a smile to soothe the sting.

““ “ And now, old chap,’ says Mid-
way, you see the value of common-
sense.’

““His common-sense, I told him,
might be called by another name;
but he said, everyone to his ideas.

““ ‘“Two fivers, you see, have pro-
duced a marvellous effect,” he went
on. ‘What do you think of making
it a tenner to-morrow morning for a
final effect? ’Twould be a regular
dazzle.’

“Taking a hint from his common-
sense, I told him I'd put no more
money in the scheme. I did feel
rather making a fool of myself,
financing another fellow to step into
the position which I had hoped to
ocecupy. He begged me so con-
foundedly, however, not to desert him
on the point of success that once
more I agreed to aid him in mak-
ing up his cash to five pounds.

“Next morning, for the third time,
by extraordinary good luck, he got
a five-pound note at the post-office
in exchange for his money, and we
paid another visit to Mrs. Wad-
dell’s.

“She looked sweeter than ever,
and Midway called for the drinks.
Again he planked down his five-
pound note in payment.

“Mrs. Waddell picked it up and
looked at its back. She smiled and
asked if he had any smaller money.

““‘Not a penny,” he declared,

which was certainly true. He had
invested every cent in the purchase
of the fiver.

‘“With the note in her hands she
retired to the parlour, and Midway
and I chatted in the bar.

““A few minutes afterwards a fel-
low appeared at the door and said
Mr. Midway was required inside.

““‘Glad, Willett,” he whispered,
‘that third fiver has completely won
her over. She wants to say ‘‘Yes,”’
I daresay.’

“T was left to wait, and T waited
so long that at last I came away.
But this is what happened:

““Midway had no sooner stepped
into the parlour than the door was
closed behind him and bolted. Two
burly fellows faced him, and Mrs.
Waddell sat in a chair, her hands to
her face, as if she were crying.

¢ “What do you mean?’ he asked
the men, noting their unfriendly ap-
pearance. They grinned at him.

‘“ “What’s the matter, dear Mrs.
Waddell?’ he next inquired.

““‘Do please explain,” she sobbed,
appealing to one of the men.

“““You’re this lady’s ’usband to
be?’ said the fellow.

““‘T hope so; but what business
may that be of yours, my man?’ said
Midway.

‘“ ‘This,” says the fellow, putting
his hand upon his breast-pocket. ‘I
have a distress for a ’undred and
eighty, and I'm in possession of this
ere ’ouse and everything that’s in
it. If you wish to save the lady’s
eredit just fork out the cash, with
officers’ fees. Me and my mate ’ere
is the officers.

¢ ¢Oh, do please lend me the money
for a few days, dear Mr. Midway,
my husband to be,’ pleaded Mrs.
‘Waddell between her sobs.

““He was staggered, he told me so
afterwards, but his common-sense
saved him. He explained that just
then he was very short of cash. Mrs.
Waddell went on pleading in a way
that was disconcerting.

¢ ¢you have such a supply of

-
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large notes in your pocket-book, I am
gure you would not miss the amount,’
she said. ‘And you are such a care-
ful gentleman,” she sobbed, ‘that
when you change a five-pound note
here you don’t rest till you recover
it again. To-day you have changed
the same note for the third time—
which is an evidence of your econ-
omy, Mr. Midway. I sent it each day
to the post-office for change, and yet
you collared it every time. So, dear
Mr. Midway, from your knack of
sticking to money I’'m sure you must
have plenty—do please lend me the
amount and put these horrid men
away.’

«“Please give me my change,’ de-
manded Midway. He hegan to think
there was sarcasm in her voice.

¢ ¢These wretched men have seized
everything,” she wailed. ‘Your five-
pound note and all.’

“Jle saw a crumpled paper very
like the note in the hand of one of
the fellows, and as the situation was
desperate he snatched at it.

““Tle made the acquaintance of the
floor and failed to get the note. When
he was allowed to rise, the ‘officers’
exchanged opinions. ¢

« ¢Interfering with officers in the
discharge of their duty. Wot’s the
quod, George?’

“¢Three months

e. :
Ge‘er‘g'l‘hree months it is,” said the
other, ‘shall we tie him?’

¢Mrs. Waddell besought them for
mercy, and begged that dear Mr.

ard,” said

Midway should be simply imprisoned
in an adjoining small room. Re-
luctantly the officers yielded.

‘““He remained there for an hour,
a prey to doleful thoughts. Present-
ly a whisper at the keyhole attracted
him.

““‘Oh, dear Mr. Midway, would
you like to escape?’ The voice was
Mrs. Waddell’s,

“‘T would give anything,’ said
Midway.

‘“ ‘But you have nothing to give,’
she reminded him.

“‘True, I forgot my money is
locked up,’ he said.

““¢As you shall be—in gaol, dear
Mr. Midway, if you don’t instantly
escape. If I open the door will you
promise to smeak out by the back
door and go away by the first train?’

““He promised to clear with the
greatest despatch.

“‘And you will soon come back
and marry me, dear Mr. Midway?’

‘“He promised that also and was
then liberated. He returned to my
digs by back lanes, and had just
time to tell me the story while pack-
ing his portmantean. In an hour af-
ter he was on his way back to town.

‘““Well, gentlemen,’’ said Mr. Wil-
lett, concluding, ‘‘that was an exhibi-
tion of common-sense. Don’t mention
the word to me. I tell you some peo-
ple are stupid with common-sense.

“It was long a choice story of
Mrs. Waddell’s how she had pro-
moted two loafers to be brokers in
possession and imprisoned a suitor.”’




OUR NATIONAL STANDARDS:
RELIGIOUS, ETHICAL, MORAL

BY FRANK YEIGH

CONNECTED with the Christian

churches of North America
there are three million more women
and girls than men and boys. This
startling fact is arousing religious
zeal all over the continent, and the
task of finding and properly relating
to the church these millions of man-
hood is being assumed as an under-
taking by men for men.

Where does Canada stand in this
respect? Where does she stand
in the matter of her national
standards, religious, ethical and
moral? Where does the individual
Canadian stand in regard to these
matters of the higher import? Is all
well with the Dominion, and with its
people?

These and similar questions are
bound to arise whenever the thought
of a country is focused upon themes
such as these, and they are surely as
worthy of consideration as the en-
largement of transportation systems,
the gathering in of rich harvests, or
trade dealings with neighbours.

As a partial reply to these interro-
gations, it may be asserted that there
is in these modern days a great
awakening to the ethical conscious-
ness of things. We are living in an
age that is giving to the world an
enlarged definition of the Christian
religion and its fundamental basis of
nationhood and citizenship, an age 1n
which the interpretation of Christ’s
message takes a more comprehensive
view of the scope of life—a sense in
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which is realised the need of our re-
turning to the religious devotion of
our fathers, while linking up to a
larger programme for the future than
even they knew. There is a call for
the harnessing of our twentieth-cen-
tury manhood to the big problems of
the day in their relation to the teach-
ings of Christianity—when the
messages of the Bible shall cease to
be merely religious literature and
become instead vital factors in the
development of character and the
conduct of life.

It is a somewhat remarkable fact
that the existence of this modern
need has been simultaneously realised
by many different types of men and
schools of thought. A few months
ago a group of religious leaders,
clerical and lay, from Canada and
the United States, came together to
talk over the situation as outlined,
when it was discovered that nearly
all had been asking the question,
What can be done to direct and
utilise this modern awakening of an
ethical conscience? In what way can
the men of the land be led to become
interested in the other men—in their
higher welfare, in their spiritual up-
lift? :

Thus it came about that a move-
ment was born, avowedly on behalf of
the Christian life of the men and boys
of North America, already widely
known as ‘‘The Men and Religion

Forward Movement,”’ with over a

secore of participating organisations
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of churches, brotherhoods, and inter-
denominational men’s societies.

It is felt that there is a peculiar
signficance in such a movement at
the present time; that it is opportune
in more ways than one.

Tts significance lies in its broad-
based conception, rising above and
reaching beyond denominational or
sectarian boundaries; disregarding
and making unimportant for the time
differences that otherwise divide, and
uniting men of varying shades of
thought in one plan and purpose.

Such illustrations of co-operation,
in the realm of the religious and
ethical serve in themselves to quiet
many of the discordant notes that
sometimes mar the living of one’s
life among men who think differently.
They raise one’s faith in the univer-
sal quality of character and mind
that so often exists and only needs
the ocecasion to be revealed. They tend
to raise all altruistic effort to a higher
level of unselfish service, and to bring
out the best instead of the less than
best in men.

The opportuneness of such a con-
eerted plan for two nations and peo-
ples is realised when their marvellous
period of material prosperity is re-
membered. Canada and the United
States should not and dare not throw
aside as out of use the “Lest We
Forget”’ prayer of the poet. Bless-
jngs unimagined and wealth un-
dreamed of have come the way of
North America. There has been free-
dom from mnoisome pestilence or
devastating plague or sacrificing war;
there have come new applications of
the golden rule in every department
of life—national, religious, civic; new
ehannels of service have been opened,
new depths of sympathy sounded,
new interpretations discovered of the
plan of life formulated and lived by
the Nazarene—He who came to serve.

As in ancient Israel, so in modern
America: national prosperity brings
jts own insidious dangers—of trust in
riches, of great self-satisfaction, of
arrogance of wealth and parade of

power, of forgetfulness of the God of
nations and the part He has played
in the development of these Anglo-
Saxon peoples and countries on the
continent Columbus made known, of
the recognition He demands as His
creative right.

So a body of men, representative of
Christian belief and thought in both
these lands, believe and assert that a
programme to awaken interest anew
in the things that count, in all that
religion includes, is strikingly oppor-
tune because men are peculiarly pre-
pared to give new and deeper con-
sideration to the place and power of
the Christian religion, and this in
view of the apparently overwhelming
issues of the immediate future, for,
notwithstanding the existing peace
and prosperity, there are signs of
unrest not altogether reassuring.
Modern economic standards are be-
ing subjected to criticism; restless-
ness continues to exist in the indus-
trial world, race lines are not yet
obliterated. All these and many like
them constitute problems not easy of
solution,

Other perilous issues exist; re-
ligious and moral restraints are less
keenly felt than by our fathers; the
spread of prosperity has led to the
creation of habits of extravagance
and luxury, and, especially in the
larger centres of population, many
lead an essentially pagan life in the
midst of Christian surroundings.

The scope of the programme of the
Men and Religious Forward Move-
ment is in itself arresting, in-
asmuch as it contemplates a
scheme of activities so compre-
hensive as, if carried out, will
affect a half-continent. Ninety cities
in Canada and the United States
have been selected as strategic cen-
tres or bases, and these are expected
to spread the movement to their sur-
rounding centres, so that ultimately
possibly a thousand towns and cities
will be touched. Already loeal ‘‘Com-
mittees of One Hundred’’ have been,
or are being, formed in Montreal, To-
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ronto, Hamilton, Londen, Winnipeg,
Vancouver, and other Canadian cen-
tres.

It is designed to secure the co-
operation of mnot only the local
churches—for all activities are to
foealise in the church—but of all as-
sociated movements and organisa-
tions along similar lines to the co-
operation of denominations, brother-
hoods and auxiliary bodies repre-
gented in the general ‘‘Committee of
Ninety-seven.”” A union of effort like
this would present such a unique
object in church union as to be in
itself effective and far reaching in
results, while the correlating of such
a force of masculinity working for
and among masculinity, will set an
example and form an ideal of un-
measured valuo

The campaign, if it may be so
termed, is planned to definitely cover
a year, during which time prelimin-
ary survey work may and should be
done. It is worth while for the moral
forces in any city to definitely know
their own local situation—the condi-
tions that surround and confront the
city and town boy and man; the pro-
gramme offered him, from any

source, of eduecation, amusement or
otherwise, the catering to his spare
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time, the influences gfor good or ill.

It is not intended to be a matter
of meetings, mass or gtherwise, but
a subject of clese study. The move-
ment will fail of its purpose if this
problem of the man and the boy, in
their relation to and attitude toward
what religion and high ethial stand-
ards stand for, is dealt with in a
merely superficial way, spending
upon it a minimum of time and
thought. It will be ‘“‘a man’s job,”’

. and the personnel of the men who

have conceived the continent-wide
programme indicates a body of men
who recognise the greatness of the
task they have undertaken.

In the final analysis, any such ef-
fort, if wisely directed and sanely
planned, will, if successful, have a
distinetive mnational value, for the
standard of a mation will be no
higher than the moral standards of
its people. If it be still true that
righteousness exalts a nation, then
every good citizen will weleome any
method that will help to make and
keep Canada that kind of country.
It is, moreover, a national and civie
betterment plan that should win the
support of every believer in Chris-
tianity as the basis of our Anglo-
Saxon civilisation.

-~



FIRST IMPRESSIONS

BY HILDA RIDLEY

IRGINIA CORTLAND was
watching her father from the
. window. It was just twelve o’clock,
and he was preparing to come in
to dinner. The contractor and
builder was, for the time being,
merged in the ordinary carpenter.
To Virginia’s irritated consciousness
it seemed as if her father were never
so happy, never so much in his ele-
ment, as when he was clad in his
workingman’s clothes, doing manua}l
labour. She could almost read his
thoughts as he came towards the
house; he was thinking how well .he
had done in having built such a nice
home, what a fine daughter he had,
and what a neat little maid, and
how good his dinner would taste,
and how hungry he was. ; :
Presently Virginia heard him in
the kitchen turning on the water tap
1 and splashing his face and hands.
In another moment he entered the
pretty dining-room. As he did so, he
seemed suddenly to recollect what he
always forgot in the ardour of his
*work—that Virginia did not exactly
approve of his working garb.
He looked at her hesitatingly, with
a questioning look in his blue eyes;
but Virginia was silent. It was
when they had finished their soup
. she said:
th"‘,“tFather, do you have to do the
work you’re doing now?’’ :
““Yes, I do, my dear,’’ he replied;
““it’s a very important contract.’
“Very important! Something you
have to do with your hands! How
long will it last?’”’
““At least a month.”’
S

““Oh, father!”’

“What is it, my dear?”’

“I am in a fix, that’s all. The
faet is, two friends I made when I
stayed those six months in Montreal
are coming here for a few weeks,
and they will be at the house a great
deal; and, father dear, it may sound
mean, but they are der the im-
pression that you hav down-town
office and do only contracting and
building work. I didn’t tell them so
in so many words, but T foolishly let
them infer that. And what will they
think if they see you working round
like this? It will make such a bad
Impression.’’

The old man was silent a moment,
and then he said:

“I'don’t just know what there is
to be ashamed of, Virginia. I sup-
pose one of these Montreal folks is
the young man you’ve had so much
letter-writing with of late, and I sup-
pose he’s a fine, swell, young fellow,
college-bred and all that.”’

Virginia flushed.

‘“Oh, you wouldn’t ecall him a
‘swell’ exactly,’’"she said; ‘‘but he
belongs to a good, old family, and he
is, of course, rather fastidious in his
tastes. First ifipressions mean so
much. Of course, they will have to
know that you haven’t any down-
town office; but, father, couldn’t you,
while they are here, do some other

~ kind of work?’’

‘““There isn’t any other kind of
work just now,’’ replied her father,
with a troubled expression in his
child-like blue eyes. ‘‘Business is
dull, and T was glad to get the ear-
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penter work, but I will tell you what
1 could do, Virginia: I could work
in the stable and keep the door tight
shut, and no one need be the wiser.”’

““But you would always be coming
out.”’

“Not I. Why, I could take my din-
ner in there and spend the day.
Where’s the hurt?”’

““Oh, father, if you could!” and
Virginia clasped her hands.

““Sure, I can. When are your
friends coming?”’

“They will be here to-morrow—
the brother and sister—and they will
probably be here for dinner. They
will be over nearly every day, I
guess at all times. They are going
to put up at the Stanley, so they
won’t be very far from here.”

““Well, it’s settled. I'm to work
in the stable—and a fine place to
work in, too. Are you happy, Vir-
ginia?”’

Virginia, in rather a troubled man-
ner, said she was, and the old man
went off cheerfully.

The next evening Arthur Rhodes
and his sister Maude were Virginia’s
guests. If Mr. Cortland seemed in
his element in his working clothes he
certainly seemed ill at ease in his
dress suit. Virginia had never be-
fore seen her simple-hearted old
father appear to such disadvantage,
and her cheek burned when he looked
at her in the furtive, deprecating
way he had acquired of late. For
Arthur Rhodes’s good opinion she
would have suffered mueh. She knew
why he was here. Between them
was that tacit understanding which
is more exquisite than avowal—but
more precarious. :

“Yes,”” Maude Rhodes was saying,
‘‘we shall see a great deal of you,
Virginia. I'm afraid we shall not
see so much of you, Mr. Cortland;
but you, I suppose you will be at your
office for the greater part of the
day.”’

Again came the furtive, deprecat-
ing look from the old man. .

“Is your office within walking

distance, Mr. Cortland?’’ asked
Rhodes, after a pause sufficiently long
to emphasise the simple remark.

““No—that is to say, yes—it isn’t
within walking distance, but 1 de
walk sometimes, in fact always.”

Arthur Rhodes tried not to look
puzzled, while Miss Rhodes deftly
changed the subject.

Poor Virginia felt at the end of
the evening that the ‘‘first impres-
sions’’ of her home life upon her
friends had not been altogether
favourable. The guests, however,
showed nothing of this in their man-
ner, and plans were made for many
future meetings. In the days that
followed the friends were constantly
together; but Virginia’s conscious-
ness that she had not been quite
straightforward detracted somewhat
from her pleasure. She would have
explained long ago, she told herself,
about the ‘‘down-town office’” if it
had not been for the ‘‘ridiculous
work’’ her father was now doing.
Very often, as she and her friends
left or entered the house, she could
hear distinctly from the back yard
the sound of sawing and cutting and
hammering.

“I suppose your father keeps
horses for his business,”’ said Ar-
thur one afternoon, as he glanced
toward the stable.

““Oh, yes,”” replied Virginia hur-
riedly, as she thought of the one
good, strong horse of which her
father was so proud, and the bright-
ly-painted waggon with ““ Joseph

Cortland, Carpenter, Contractor and

Builder,”’ in large letters on it.

““Horses, you know, are one of my
passions,’’ said Arthur. “‘If T were
a rich man I should go in for them
a great deal.”’

““ Are the horses in the stable now,
Virginia?’’ asked Maud, who was
with' them.

¢“No, I am sure not,”” replied Vir-
ginia, scarcely knowing what she
said. ‘‘Father has them out.”

She had not intended to infer that
there was more than one horse, but

-
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again she seemed to have been forced
into it.

In the meantime no murmur had
been heard from Mr. Cortland as to
his part of the arrangement. He
seemed as cheerful as ever, but Vir-
ginia noticed that he avoided her
guests. As a rule he left the stable
early in the afternoon and went
directly to his room to change his
clothes. One evening, however,
when Virginia was returning home
from a late call, she heard, to her
surprise, the noise of cutting and
sawing louder than she had ever
heard it before, and it was then
nearly six o’clock. Mr. Rhodes was
coming to dinner, and in alarm Vir-
ginia hastened to the stable to warn
her father. As she approached she
heard distinetly the sound of talking
and laughing. Who was with her
father? With a loudly-beating heart
she opened the stable door, and then
stood as if turned to stone, for there,
side by side with her father, at the
carpenter’s bench, was Arthur
Rhodes. He was engaged in ham-
mering a nail in a piece of wood, and
both he and the old man were so ab-
sorbed in their work that they did
not at first notice her.

““Father!’”’ exclaimed Virginia,
and her voice was like a funeral
note.

Arthur Rhodes lifted a flushed,
boyish face to hers. The usually
rather penetrating expression of his
gray eyes was veiled in laughter.

““Oh, Virginia, you don’t mind, do
you?”’ he said. ‘‘I came over here
to see you, and everybody was out.
The sight of the stable suggested
‘horsey’ possibilities, and I was
tempted to take a peep in at the side
window, only to discover Mr. Cort-
Jand. I tapped on the window and
he came out, and then we bqgan_ to
talk, and I told him how fascinating
1 had always found carpenter work
and he was good enough to allow me
to share this bench.”’

Virginia smiled icily.

““You do it for amusement, I sup-

pose,”’ she said. ‘“You are like
father in that; he spends hours in
this way sometimes.”’

She walked toward the door, and
Arthur dropped his work and fol-
lowed her.

I came over early to tell you that
I had tickets to-night for ‘The Res-
cuer,””’ he said. ‘““You said you
would like to see that.”’

‘‘Oh, yes,”” responded Virginia.

She had looked forward to seeing
this play, but later on in the even-
ing when she sat beside Arthur
Rhodes in the theatre she felt that
she had lost entirely her ecapacity
for enjoyment.

The play was not light; it had a
problem. A woman had told her
husband one lie and the problem lay
in a way out of the endless and un-
foreseen entanglements in which the
lie had emmeshed the wife. Vir-
ginia shuddered with sympathy as
she followed out the ramifications.
What would be the solution? There
could be only one. This was brought
home to Virginia with keen force. It
lay in confession. The play also
had a moral, and the moral was
that no marriage could be happy
unless it were based upon absolute
confidence.

On Virginia, sensitive and imagina-
tive as she was, the play made a deep
Impression.

At the end of a restless night she
had made up her mind that she
must ‘‘explain’’ certain things to
Arthur—but oh, how she dreaded
the explanation!

When he came to see her that af-
ternoon she took, as usual, the easiest
course,

‘‘Arthur,”” she began, “I am
afraid you have misunderstood sev-
eral things about my family. I mean
you have some wrong impressions,
and I should have corrected them.
Now I want to explain.”’

She went on to tell him of the non-
existence of a down-town office, of
the existence of only one horse, of
the carpenter work being a part of
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her father’s regular erqployment;
and she told him everything.

‘When she had finished and was sit-
ting with downcast eyes, as one who
awaits some dreaded but expected
doom, Arthur said:

“‘Oh, Virginia, dear, I am so glad
you told me this!”’

Virginia raised incredulous eyes to
his face.

“The fact is, Virginia,”’ said Ar-
thur, with some embarrassment,
“‘the fact is, dear, I knew it all the
time; well, not quite all the time,
but a day or two after I came.”’

“You knew!”

Virginia felt that her cup of
humiliation was full, as her past ac-
tions, emanating from the deceit,
marshalled themselves before her in
quick review.

“Yes, you see, Virginia, my sister
became acquainted at the hotel with
a lady who happened to know some-
thing of your family, although she
did not knmow you personally, and
she spoke with enthusiasm of your
father. She said how sad it was
that, owing to the hard times, his
business on a large scale had fallen
off and how bravely and cheerfully
he was doing just ordinary carpen-
ter work, and how careful he was

not to worry you at all with his
finanecial troubles.

Virginia’s eyes filled with tears.

“He never told me,”’ she said.

She sat looking very white, with
a limp, beaten look. Suddenly she
made a faint gesture.

““Good-bye, Arthur,’”’ she said.

“(ood-bye,”’ repeated Arthur, as
he came nearer. ‘‘Why, Virginia!
you can’t mean it.”’

“How can you care for such a
worthless, deceitful girl!”’

“T do care,”” he averred. ‘‘At
first, I must confess I was—disap-
pointed; but then I tried to under-
stand, and I saw that so much could
be explained in the light of your
temperament. Besides, I knew youn
would confide in me sooner or later.”’

“If T hadn’t explained?”’

““Ah, that would have been dif-
ferent, but I knew you would.”’

After that there was a long silence,
and then Virginia said, shyly:

““Oh, Arthur, what must your first
impressions have been!’”’

“They don’t count,”” he replied,
and then he added mischievously,
as he drew her to him and kissed her
unresisting lips several times, ‘‘these
are the only impressions that
count!”’

o m—— e
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gL ROCKIES

RESIDENTIAL

BY C. LINTERN SIBLEY

ARRING rather than beautifying
has been the hand of man
hitherto in the Canadian Rocky
Mountains. It is this fact that gives
point to the eriticisms that are al-
ways passed upon the Rockies when
they are compared with the Swiss
Alps. It is useless to deprecate
such criticism; useless to say with
Mrs. Malaprop that comparisons are
“‘odorous.”’” The comparison inevi-
tably suggests itself to the mind of
every traveller.

And, indeed, the Rockies have noth-
ing to lose by such comparison.
Against the bleak austerity of the
Swiss Alps they oppose a more mar-
vellous variety of architectural form
and a far greater range of colour,
and these features will increasingly
render them among the most a_ttrac-
tive of mountains. When this is ad-
mitted, as it always is admitted, al-
ways there comes the regret which
may be summed up in the remark
that the Rockies are not residential.

Always? Well, perhaps not quite
always. There are some hardy, ad-
venturous souls who prefer the absq-
lutely virgin wild to the most beauti-
ful seenes in which men and nature
have co-operated. But to the average
traveller human association allied to
natural grandeur must always be the
more attractive, when that human as-
sociation receives its inspiration in
the grandeur it adorns and not ex-
clusively in an outside motive, which
gashes the face of nature with a
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railway line or defaces it with the
still more hideous sears of shacks and
mining dumps.

There is no need to deplore the
railway, because, apart from the fact
that it enables thousands to reach
with ease scenes that less than a gen-
eration ago were to be attained only
at the cost of months of time and
hardships, it is of itself part of the
very poetry of these mountains. But
it is a matter of regret that its un-
picturesque accessories are for the
most part the only signs of human
industry that are to be seen among
the mountains. One can well under-
stand the feeling which prompted
Professor Charles E. Fay to write,
in the latest number of The Alpina
Americana, that ‘‘the Rocky Moun-
tain landscape must yield the palm to
Switzerland in those elements of
beauty which are due to the long-con-
tinued presence of civilised man: the
picturesque village or solitary chalet,
the cultivated field in the level bed
of the valley, or the high-lying green
alp, with its grazing herd.”’

In view of these considerations, it
is a matter of national interest that
the present year is to see the
transplanting of a whole colony of
Swiss people to the Rocky Mountains,
with the ultimate view of establish-
ing in these mountains a strietly in-
digenous population, animated by the
traditions and aspirations of a high-
ly civilised and prosperous mountain
race.

e i i e e
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gide of the main line of
the Canadian Pacific
Railway, near Golden,
British Columbia, and
within unobstructed view
of the passing trains,
One of the pictures given
herewith, which is the
sketeh plan upon which
the village is being con-
structed, gives a good
idea of the scene that the
village will present, and
undoubtedly this village
and its interesting Swiss
population will prove
highly attractive to the
tourists.

The plateau on which
the village is situated has
vast ranges of mountain
scenery before and be-
hind it, giving lovely
views of rugged heights
that rise beyond the tim-

TELEPHOTO OF UNCONQUERED PEAKS IN VICINITY OF EDELWEISS

The nucleus of this colony will be
the corps of Swiss guides now an-
nually imported by the Canadian
Pacific Railway Company to assist
mountain climbers in their ascents.
At the end of the present season, in-
stead of returning to their native land
to spend the winter in comparative
idleness, they will be joined in Can-
ada by their families, and will take
up their permanent homes in a high-
ly-picturesque ‘‘ready-made village,”
now being prepared for them by the
railway company.

The pretty Swiss name of the
mountain flower ‘‘Edelweiss’’ will be
given to this village, and it 1s in-
tended to make it in every _respect
worthy of its name. Thus it is to be
situated on the terraced slopes of the
mountain side, and the houses are to
have the high-pitched roofs and other
features of distinetively Swiss archi-
tecture. 3

Work has already begun upon this
village, which is on the north

-

ber line to snow and gla-
cier-clad peaks stretching
away in wild confusion.
In the alpine meadows and the
rich alluvial bottoms the wil-
lage people will have small hold-
ings, upon which their talent in
the rural industries of farm and
garden may be exercised. Ulti-
mately a string of these Swiss vil-
lages will, it is hoped, be established
throughout the Rockies, so that these
mountains will in a very real sense
at last become ‘‘residential,”’ and pro-
vide not only a native population of
mountain guides, but a native popu-
lation that will contribute to the
wealth of the country industrially,
after the manner of the Swiss of
Switzerland.

It is at Golden “that the Swiss
guides are now located in the sum-
mer, for from this point some of
the grandest and most awe-inspiring
scenery of the whole of the Rockies
and the Selkirks alike may be
reached. Here, 474 miles from Van-
couver, the Kicking Horse River—
which, in coming from the east, the

c— ——
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railway has followed over a roman-
tie tr?a,,il, and, through scenes of
startling grandeur—Iloses its identity,
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SWIss VILLAGE IN THE ROCKIES

and becomes merged into the great
Columbia River, which, in its two
thousand miles of wanderings, follows
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a more tortuous course than almost
any other river in the world.

The transformation scene, when the
train emerges from the dark and
awesome recesses of the Kicking

like peaks still white with the win-
ter snows. To the north and east,
range upon range, are some of the
most massive peaks in the Rockies.
There is perhaps no more fascinat-

CHARACTER OF COUNTRY TO BE MADE RESIDENTIAL

Herse Canyon into the magnificent
amphitheatre of Golden, is one t}_lat
no traveller through these mountains
can forget, and doubly memoral')le
will it become when this first Swiss
village gives a finishing touch to the
scene,

Here the westhound traveller gets
his first view of the Selkirks, rising
grandly to the south and west 1n
what have come to be known as the
Dog Tooth Mountains, from their
serried ranks of sharp, pointed peaks,
resembling fangs. The sides of these
mountains, to a height of 4,000 feet
above the valley bottom, are clothed
with forests of so dark a green as
to appear almost black. Above this
again, sometimes obscured by dense
masses of fleecy clouds, and at other
times sharp and clear against the
skyline, are the crests of these fang-

ing pony trail in the mountains than
that from Golden to Glacier, a two
days’ j(_)urney. This trail, when the
connections are perfected, will be
greatly patronised, but is at present
little known. It follows the valley
of the Canyon Creek, the head of
which gives a delightful variety of
mountain scenery, with glaciers: in-
nume'rable mountain torrents, and
hanging valleys holding lovely little
lakes rich in various shades of blue
and green. Ascending the peaks on
one side the great Columbia Valley
may be. seen, while the other side
gives views of the pyramids, towers
and pinnacles of the Spillimachene
M_ountains, where a virgin field fop
discoveries awaits explorers.

From Canyon Creek there is an
tasy pass to Grizzly Creek, thence
to Bear Creek station, Rogers Pass,

C—- —
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Glacier House, the Caves of the
Cheops, and to the Illecillewet Gla-
cier, up the Asulkan Valley, and to
all the magnificent scenic points in
that vicinity.

a wide variety of game to tempt the
sportsmen. The wooded mountains to
the south are favourite haunts of deer
and bear; the innumerable rivers and
creeks afford splendid trout fishing:

COLUMBIA RIVER NEAR GOLDEN, WHERE THE SWISS VILLAGE IS LOCATED

The Lake Windermere district is
also reached from Golden either by
steamer or by an automobile road,
which is ultimately to be extended
to Banff and Calgary. This road is
destined to be the great automobile
road of the mountains, running
through the playground of the Do-
minion, not the least interesting
feature of which will be the new
‘Edelweiss”” and its people.

Another movement is on foot to
try the introduction into this region
not only of the Swiss people, - but
also the great game animal of the
Swiss Alps—the chamois. Tt is
thought that these animals would
thrive in the mountain fastnesses
which stretch away in every direction
from Golden, and thus give greater
zest for sportsmen. Already there is

the high, rocky peaks to the north are
famous as the home of the mountain
sheep, mountain goat, and gnnlv
bear. Caribou are plentiful in the
district, and other animal life in-
cludes the Parry marmot, little ani-
mals of a dark, silver- tipped gray, re-
sembling the gopher of the plains,
but with a richer and darker fur:
whistlers (the hoary marmot): and
Little Chief hares; brown bear, fox,
wolf, porcupine, and marten.

In faet, the entire distriet with
which this Swiss village will be sur-
rounded is one of intense interest to
explorer, mountaineer, botanist. na-
turalist, and nature-lover.,

As to the regions that have vet to
be opened up to the ordinary moun-
taineer by the Swiss guides to be
permanent]_\' located there, hear what




SWISS GUIDES, WITH KID OF MOUNTAIN GOAT

-

Mr. A. O. Wheeler, the President of
the Alpine Club of Canada, has to
say of the wonderful Spillimacheen
Mountains, which are a feature of the
distriet :

“Fxcept to the prospector these are
little known, and would provide a grand
exploration ground for the alpine man.
Pyramids, cones, towers, pinnacles, and
great snow-clad domes rise superbly.
Wide snow fields lie between. Deep val-
leys cut into the heart of the range. At
their heads are beautiful grassy uplands.
Picturesque ice-falls fill _tho gorges.
Glacial torrents break from ice-caves and
fall hundreds of feet over rock ledges.
The region is unmapped and unnamed,
except locally by the hunter and pros-
pector. I have heard old prospectors tell
of a wonderful waterfall that leaps two

thousand feet down a precipice in a val-
ley rimmed in by high cliffs, to
which there is no entry except by a stiff
climb over the rim, the exit of the
stream lying in a deep, impassable can-
yon. I have heard of another waterfall
that cascades eight hundred feet in a
series of striking rockets. I have seen a
snow field where a group of snow mono-
liths, hundreds of feet high, rise from
its centre. Seen from the heights of the
Dog Tooth Range, this wonderland is en-
thralling. An intense. fascination grips
the beholder and urges an exploration
of its hidden recesses.”’

This, then, is the character of that
region of the high alps of Canada’s
vaster Switzerland which is at last
to be rendered ‘‘residential.’’

-
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LEGENDARY LORE OF ICELAND
BY MARJORIE PATERSON-SMYTH

FAR away in the north-west of
Europe lies the little island of
Iceland, an island so far separated
from the mainland that the majority
of the inhabitants have never had
any intercourse with their fellow-
men. There live a race of men who,
issuing thousands of years ago from
the defiles of the Caucasus, travelled
west and north during many genera-
tions, leaving tribes and parts of
tribes on every fertile spot on the
journey, till they could go no farther.

As a natural consequence of their
isolation, their literature can boast a
freshness and spontaneity unknown
to that of continental Europe. On
the Continent, it was inevitable that
the fashions and customs of one coun-
try, whether literary or otherwise,
should influence to a very large ex-
tent its neighbours. Thus it is that
the heroes Charlemagne, Arthur and
Alexander have made a regular
grand progress through all the saga-
literature of Europe, assuming, it is
true, different garbs from time to
time, according to the temper of the
people, but still, through all, essen-
tially the same.

But apart from all others stands
the great cycle of the Icelandic sa-
gas, the product of a race who lived
on the outskirts of European civi-
lisation, who spoke a language no one
troubled to understand, who worked
out their destiny in their own way.
These Norsemen were a daring and
valiant race; they boasted gallant
fighters and intrepid explorers; they
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took a proud interest in their own
great men and in their own history.
Add to such characteristics an innate
genius for narrative and a life of ro-
mantic adventure, and surely we have
all the requisites of a great and or-
iginal literature.

And in reading this literature, the
first prose literature which exists in
any modern language, we must not
forget that we are reading the history
of our own race at a period antece-
dent to anything like historical writ-
ing. We need not he ashamed of our
kinship with a people who could boast
that “‘none ever furled his sail for
any wind that blew’’; who considered
there was little true manhood in tak-
ing advantage of a man’s weakness:
who produced women such as the wife
of Viga-Glum—the Florence Nightin-
gale of those primitive times.

These Sagas abound in love stories
of the utmost pathos. In the stories
of the Volsungs, we read of Brynhild,
the war-maiden, who, by the will of
Odin, is prevented from wedding the
man she loves. Driven to a mad
frenzy by her sorrow, she compasses
his death rather than see him the
husband of Gudrun; and then—as he
lies dead before her—she falls for-
ward on her sword, and, with her last
dying breath, beseeches that they may
be burnt on the same funeral pyre,
so that at least in death they may not
be divided and that, as they go up to
Valhalla, the shining door that open-
eth for him shall not swing to and
shut her out.
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Still more pathetic is the dying
speech of Gudrun: ‘‘O Sigund, re-
member the pledge thou madest me.
Now from the sombre dwelling place
among the dead, come forth; lift me
in thy shadowy arms and bear me
tenderly to the pale kingdoms of
Hades.”

Most beautiful of all the love tales
is that of ‘‘Gunnlaug and the Fair
Helga.””  Gunnlaug of the Worm
Torgue came to Thorstein to learn
law-craft but from the first he much
preferred to sit at chess with Helga
than to puzzle over law with her
father! Thorstein, however, refused
to give her him to wife, saying, just
as the tyrannical father in the most
modern novel might say, that Gunn-
laug had not the wherewithal to keep
a wife, and that the pair were much
too young to know their own minds.
Softened at last by their united en-
treaties, he agreed to keep them on
probation for three years; if, at the
end of that time, Gunnlaug should
('Inilm Helga, they might be free to
wed.

So Gunnlaug set off on his jour-
neys, during which he visited the
courts of England, Ireland, and Swe-
den. Alas, illness delayed his return
beyond the appointed three years and
Helga became the bride of Rafn.

From the moment of the marriage,
Helga drooped. She would pace about
her new home, like a bird in a cage,
and reck nothing of the jewels and
garments her husband heaped at her
feet.

Time went on and her father wed-
ded her to Thorkel, a man of sub-
stance. Still she sat plucking out the
threads one by one; she had no other
joy than to gaze upon the fading
cloak and pull the scanty threads
away. Then she fell sick. One nlght,
as she sat like some pale ghost with
her head on Thorkel’s knees, she said :
“Bring me again the cloak that Gunn-
laug gave me.”” And when they had
brought it, she sat up, gazed at it for
a moment, then plucked the last gold
threads away and sank back dead.

I have selected one or two of the

love stories so as to give you some
faint idea of the wonderful delicate
workmanship of those great sagas of
which they form but a side-issue. In
a brief paper such as this, it would
be an utter impossibility to do any-
thing like justice to these sagas as a
whole — to these sagas which can
boast tales of adventure and of bat-
tle as fine as the Odyssey and the I1-
liad, love stories rivalled only by
Tristam and Lancelot and the bhest
ghost-tales in the world.

Surely it is these little side-issues,
these pieces of delicate tracery that
show the master hand. Every here
and there throughout the sagas, we
come upon little things which none
but a genius would have mentioned,
and which yet put the crowning
touches to the characters and turn
them for us from stilted images to real
creatures of flesh and blood. It may
be well to mention a few more of
these.

Thorfinn’s wife takes advantage of
her husband’s absence to indulge in
an extra period of spring cleaning.
‘When the Berserkers invade her
dwelling, her first thought is not of
the personal danger of herself—mo—
it is of the dirt the men’s boots will
make in her clean and new-decked
hall !

Again: Grettir, the outlaw, the
reckless, remorseless shedder of men’s
blood, lavishes his affection on an old
pied ram, and this pet comes every
evening to kiss the bearded warrior
good-night.

Once again: We have drawn for us
in Viga Glum a picture of all the
young Vikings, drawing lots to see
who shall sit at table beside the Lady
Astrida, the most beautiful of
maidens.

And one closing example: We have
the wife of Viga Glum, a fit ancestor
for Florence Nightingale, coming out
after the battle to tend the wounded,
no matter to what side they belonged.

These are but a few examples out
of hundreds, but I think they seem
to illustrate my point.

As I have said earlier. I am making
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no attempt to do more than lightly
touch on the sagas—each would need
a separate paper to itself. Now I pass
on to the legends and superstitions
which exist even to the present day.

It would be hqard to imagine any
place more suitable than Iceland as
the cradle of wild and exaggerated
imaginings. There is something about
the broken line of shore, the echoing
caves, the glistening glaciers, the rush-
ing waterfalls, the snoweclad peaks,
that seems to defy one to be devoid
of romance and sentiment. Sur-
rounded on all sides by the monu-
ments of power invisible, man peo-
ples the solitude of air and rock and
mountain top with beings superna-
tural.

In the valleys of the interior, away
among the deep woods and rich pas-
tures, the elves of huldra-folk reign
supreme. To the simple shepherd
lads, whose hearts she ravishes, the
elf-wife appears as a tall and lovely
woman with long, golden hair. But
her beauty is but skin-deep and her
garments cannot hide the emblem of
her origin — the cow’s tail. So great
is the fascination that she wields, that
he who comes under her influence
forgets everything for love of her; if
he follow her to the mountains, he is
lost and may forever say farewell to
the society of men. As for the elf-
man, he may be often seen basking in
the sunbeams, but if anyone ap-
proach him, he opens his mouth and
breathes forth sickness and pestil-

. ence.

The legends of the trolls—the Irish
- fairies—afford to geologists and others
a very interesting explanation of vari-
ous topographical features of the
island.

A troll had once taken up his abode
near a certain village; but when the
people there became pious and went
often to church, the poor troll was
so desperately annoyed by the inces-
sant ringing of the bells, that he took
his departure. Nothing has more con-
tributed to the emigration of the troll
folk than the increasing piety of the
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people and their taking to bell ring-
ing.

Some time later, this troll met a
man from his' former village and
asked him to be so kind as to take a
letter back for him, saying that, if
he threw it unopened over the church
yard wall, the person for whom it
was intended would find it.

The man forgot all about the letter
for some time; when he remembered
it, he took it from his pocket and ex-
amined it. Suddenly water began to
trickle from the corner! The letter
now opened of itself and water came
out faster and faster, so that the poor
man had to fly for his life. The
treacherous troll had enclosed an en-
tire lake in the envelope, hoping
thereby to avenge himself on the
church and the church bells, that had
so aggravated him! God ordered it
otherwise, and to this day, the lake
lies in the great meadow where the
envelope was opened.

This attitude of antipathy to the
church was not, however, shared by
all trolls. A troll-man and his wife
took a great fancy to a certain clergy-
man and determined to do him a ser-
vice by taking an island from the sea
and adding it to the church property.
So they waded out one night till they
reached an island, which suited their
notions, and, having rooted it up, they
proceeded to take it ashore, the man
pulling before, the wife pushing be-
hind. But before they could reach
the shore, dawn broke in the east and
they were turned to stone. And there
you can see them in Breidifjordur to
this day, the husband troll a tall,
thin, gawky rock, the wife a short and
stumpy one; and they are called still
old man and old woman.

One large division of Icelandie
legend is naturally concerned with
the sea. According to the Icelanders,
the mermaids are all children of Eve,
whom she hid away on one occasion
when the Lord came to visit her, be-
cause they were not washed and pre-
sentable, and who were in consequence
condemned to be invisible forever.

-
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The seals, on the other hand, are sup-
posed to be the transformed souls of
Pharoah and his host, who were
drowned crossing the Red Sea, and
their number is always being in-
creased by the souls of those who
drown themselves. It is only on
Christmas Eve that they regain their
human shape.

Amongst the Icelanders, as amongst
all races, there are legends about the
devil. 'With one of these I will close.
The devil had a great hatred for a
certain priest called Saemunder, and

was always seeking to do him an in-
jury. One day he turned into a fly
and hid under the skin of a bowl of
milk, hoping that Saemunder would
swallow him, so that he might do him
an injury from within. Saemunder,
however, noticed him at once, caught
him up in the skin of the milk, and
carried him in a bladder to church.
There the poor devil had to stay till
the end of the service. It was a very
long sermon and, the historian
pathetically adds, the devil never en-
Joyed himself less in his life.

IN LACRYMAE HORTO

By J. D. LOGAN

WALKED in the Garden of Weeping,
Where passeth the train of Tearts Broken:
Wearily their way they wended,

With heads bended,

Companions of Grief, seeking some token
That Love somewhere lay sleeping
In the Garden of Weeping.

But one there was, and one only,

Of that Lacrymose train,

Whose soul was darker than her dark tresses.
Alone she went, and lonely,

Crooning in minor strain
This song of melancholy :

0 cruel Love—Love that blessés!

0 cruel Love—Love that stresses!

Daily in my swart hair
The Black Rose of Life I bind and wear
For him, Fond Heart! who sought me,

For him, False Heart! who forgot me.

O cruel Love that leaves me ever reaping

In loneliness

The bitterness
Of thy excess :
Here, unwept, in the Garden of Weeping.




BACK NUMBERS

BY HOPKINS

OPLEY, the night-man, swore
softly under his breath as he
went through the ‘‘flimsy’’ that had
accumulated over Saturday. Copley
down the river in a canoe of a Sat-
urday night and Copley lazily rolling
over for another snooze of a Sunday
morning was a man who gloated over
the faet that Sunday papers were
tabooed in Canada; but Copley at his
desk of a Sunday evening, picking
up the loose ends of the world’s news,
was a different individual. The stroke
of his blue pencil as he ‘‘marked’’
the paper for the foreman of the
composing-room was heavy with irri-
tation.
“Fat’’ MceGregor, the sporting edit-
or, who laboured under a perpetual
grouch of malignant type, came in,
hooked his umbrella on a nail along-
side his desk, and grunting his cus-
tomary surly ‘‘G’night,”’ was an-
swered in kind. Even old Tom Jef-
freys, who had been on the staff for
twenty years, and whose one
pathetic weakness was his inability
“to recognise his declining usefulness
—even he was cut short in the mid-
dle of another ‘‘anecdote’” and left
to nervously adjust his glasses and in
mild surprise put away his little
package of bread and cheese in the
bottom drawer. A noisy group of
printers scuffled up the alleyway.
Out in the street beyond the side-
walks were filled with well-dressed
people on their way to church.
That was the way things were the
night ‘‘Cherry’’ Rutherford first
drifted into the Recorder office. It
‘was not exactly the psychological mo-
477
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ment to ask for a job; but that was
what he was after. Copley brusquely
referred him to the managing-editor,
who might be in soon, might be late,
or might not come down at all, as
happened to suit him.

““Cherry’’ sat down to wait.

“Tidy Teddy,”” the Recorder’s
‘““cub’’ reporter, who prided himself
on his ‘‘keen observation,’’ looked the
new-comer over with a eritical eye
and noted that he was neatly dressed,
was ‘‘husky’’ enough to put up a
hot ‘‘scrap,”” that his cheeks were
cherry-read with health, and ineci-
dentally, when he took off his hat,
that he was bald on top, except for
a few emaciated hairs that alone re-
mained to tell of what once had
been.

The Recorder’s managing-editor
was a new man, sufficiently aggres-
sive and with enough individuality
to wear his hat on one side of his
head without knowing it wasn’t on
straight. He believed in doing
things, and, if necessary, taking
chances. Five minutes of looking
into ‘“Cherry’s’’ big, soft eyes and
listening to ‘‘Cherry’s’’ soft South-
ern accent, and they came out to
Copley.

‘‘Here’s a young man, Mr. Copley,
who’s looking for a place in which
to settle down, and thinks this town
will just about suit him. Trouble
heretofore, too much wandering
around. Wants to get married this
fall. You might see what you can
do for him.”’

And beecause Copley wasn’t in a
very good humour, he sent him out
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to old man Lumley’s, amid the grins
of the whole staff. Old man Lumley
was a fiery tempered old miser, who
lived in a miserable shack on the
outskirts of the city. IHe had been
pestered by small boys till he had
come to accept the ridicule of man-
kind as a necessary portion of life,
and he dwelt apart, with bitter en-
mity to all who approached him. He
was looked upon as the oldest living
citizen, and many strange stories
were told of his fabulous wealth and
where he secreted it.
‘““Cherry’’—they dubbed him that
from the first—Cherry did not get
back to the office till nearly midnight.
When he did come in one eye was
shut, his clothes were torn in sev-
eral places, and he bore other evi-
dences of a very interesting inter-
view. But he had a story, and next
day his two-column write-up of old
Jerry Lumley, with its piquant drol-
lery and delicate undercurrent of
pathos, was the talk of the town.

Needless to say, Cherry stuck. He
made good on everything he was put
at. Acting on a suggestion of the
managing-editor, Copley sent him on
a tour through Western Ontario to
drum up the country correspondents.
Goodness knows, they needed it—and
got it. The Recorder’s district-page
became the paper’s feature, a thing
unknown in old Jeff’s recollection,
and he had been handling the corre-
spondence for six years now.

But jealous? That wasn’t Jeff’s
way at all. He was proud of what
Cherry had done for the paper; it
was always like that with old Tom—
the paper first above every other con-
sideration. He had seen it grow from
a little weekly sheet of four pages
into the foremost daily in the west,
“morning and evening, two editions
daily!”’

He took a great fancy to Cherry—
invited him out to his pretty little
vine-clad cottage in the suburbs,
where the brick walk was bordered
with geraniums and there was a gar-

den at the back, to take tea with the
““missus’’ of a Saturday evening.
What was more, Cherry went, more
than once, and whiled away many a
pleasant hour at dominoes in the
quaint little parlour, with the clean
rag carpet and the mohair sofa. He
even went so far as to get up one
Sunday morning in decent time and
go to church with old Jeff and his
‘“missus,”” and he did that more than
once, too.

The attitude of the rest of the staff
was pretty much that of old Jeff.
They liked Cherry—liked him in
spite of the fact that Copley prae-
tically gave him his pick of the as-
signments. Even ‘‘Fat’’ McGregor
handed him a good cigar oceasional-
ly, and you’d have to know ‘‘Fat’?
to appreciate just what that meant.

And, as for the managing-editor—
there was little doubt that Cherry
could stay where he was just about
as long as he cared to. Altogether, it
looked as if Cherry had indeed found
a town to suit him and was settling
down in earnest; every week when
he got his pay-envelope, he stowed
away a portion of its contents in his
trunk up at the boarding-house.

Things went along this way from
good to better for two months, till
the night arrived when the managing-
editor called Copley into his sanetum
and spoke of reducing the staff. Bx-
penses had to be eut down every-
where if they tere to make the show-
ing required by the directors at the
end of the year. He thought that
one man could very well be spared
from the night-staff and what did
Copley think about it?

Copley, of course, thought that he
could manage; there was Smith, for
instance; he could best spare Smith
if someone had to go.

But Smith was a young man, who
was full of ginger, wasn’t he—a hard
worker and a ‘‘comer’’? The manag-
ing-editor believed in a staff of
bright, young, enthusiastic men,
Modern newspaper-work demanded
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energy almost above everything else.

Copley knew what was coming
then; he had staved the thing off be-
fore. He thoughtfully tapped the
desk with the paper-knife.

“You mean——1?’’ he ventured
slowly.
“Exactly. You know whom. This

is the age of young men, Mr. Copley,
and the best interests of the paper
demand that we infuse into its pages
young blood—ginger! life! snap! I'm
here to build up The Recorder, and
you know as well as T do that we have
one very weak spot in our night-staff
—a back number, in fact, and——"’

““Twenty years of faithful service
should surely bear some weight, sir,”’
interposed the night-editor boldly. ‘T
have always found Mr. Jeffreys faith-
ful and willing ; I always know where
to find him, and he has a great deal
of experience which younger heads

”

The managing-editor waved his
hand impatiently.

“I’'m afraid, Mr. Copley, you are
allowing your sympathies to stand in
the way of your better judgment in
this matter. Sentiment, sir, is all
right in its place—essential in its
place; but out of its place is nothing
but bosh, sir! In this instance, I’'m
afraid it is sorely out of place, if
you’ll permit me to say so. A news-
paper is run to make money, not to
support employees who have outlived
their usefulness; whether they have
been employees for ten, twenty, or
fifty years makes no difference. Facts
are facts and business is business and
sentiment belongs exactly where it
belongs, which is not inside a news-
paper-office. 'Who else is there?’’ de-
manded the managing-editor sharply.

“Well——"? Copley hesitated. ‘‘By
order of precedence—there’s—I was
going to say Rutherford——"’

““Rutherford! Best man on vour
staff! What’s the matter with Ruth-
erford? You surely weren’t going to

eﬂt—'—"

““No—— that is, I—he certainly
is a good man.”’
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‘“‘Sober and always on the job?"’

‘l‘Yes.”

‘‘Industrious ?”’

((Yes"’

““Falls down on his assignments?’’

‘“‘No, not once, I believe.”’

“Well then!’’ The managing-editor
frowned.

““I guess if you say so, sir, it will
have to be as you suggested,”’ said
Copley reluctantly. ‘‘But it seems
to me——"’

Cherry tip-toed quietly out of the
exchange-room. He had not meant
to overhear the conversation beyond
the thin partition, but it had been
unavoidable. He went about his
work that night more quietly than
usual. When he turned in his copy
the night editor caught a whiff of
liquor on his breath. But Copley
was too much engrossed to take par-
ticular note of this, and the fact that
it was the first time such a thing had
occurred escaped him altogether.

A few nights later, however, he
noticed that Cherry was behind time.
He came in noisily about nine o’clock
unmistakably intoxicated.  Copley
called to him sharply and he went
over to his desk, leering insolently

.as he did so.

“I’'m surprised at you, Ruther-
ford,”’ said the night-editor in a low
voice. ‘‘Better go home for to-night
and don’t let this oceur again. You
know the rules of the office.”

Cherry went promptly enough. Tt
was two days before he showed up
again at the office. Tt was pay-day,
and old Jeff collared him in the mail-
ing-room and took him over to tea
at his little home in the suburbs.
Whether the advice the old man gave
him took effect or whether the kindly
benevolence of old Jeff’s ““missus’’
had something to do with it nobody
could say; at any rate, Cherry was on
hand Sunday night sober and elothed
in his right mind, and more like his
former self than he had been for
days.

Yet there was a difference, too,
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which puzzled the whole staff. e
did not go to church any more, for
one thing, and, while he kept himself
sober, his breath was frequently
tainted. IHe was more boisterous
than he had ever been before and
talked noisily of funny escapades in
strange places. Hitherto he had been
very reticent about his past; but now
he talked with zest of how down
South he had chased a man with a
gun—case of shoot at sight; how he
had tramped it to Vancouver and
weeded cabbages in a field full of dirty
Orientals for a bite to eat; how he
had chucked one job here for this
reason and another job there for that
reason. Apparently he had ridden
the bumpers all over the country, and
the funny stories he told in his own
inimitable way set the staff roaring.

All but Copley. Copley was wor-
ried. Cherry was too good a man to
see spoiled, and on several occasions
he remonstrated with Cherry. But
Cherry only laughed in his free and
easy way.

He was still doing his work,
though, and doing it well at that.
If at times a slight carelessness was
manifest in his copy, it was not so
glaring but it could be very well
passed over. He was still The Re-
corder’s star man.

So it was natural that when Cop-
ley got a private tip on what promised
to be the biggest scoop The Recorder
had ever manipulated, he called
Cherry aside.

‘‘Better take a day off, Ruther-
ford, and see what you can dig up,”’
_he concluded. ‘‘This may pan out
to be a ripping sensation, and, again,
there may be nothing in the rumour.
But the tip’s pretty straight, and I
rather fancy there’s something doing.
Go quietly, though. You can report
progress to-morrow night; if there’s
a story at all, try and get it 'for
to-morrow night. If you can swing
this, Rutherford, there isn’t a paper
in the country that won’t be open to
you. Good luck. That’s all.”’

Cherry left the office at once. He

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

realised that he was up against a
big thing that would require all his
resources, and there was no time to
be lost. Copley’s tip was to the
effect that the Robertson Loan and
Savings Company, the biggest con-
cern of its kind in the city, was on
the point of closing its doors; that
President Robertson, instead of being
somewhere up in the Temagami dis-
trict on a fishing trip, had absconded;
that he had been preying upon the
company’s resources for years, his de-
falcations amounting to over half a
million dollars.

The sensation which the verification
of this would create would be almost
unlimited ; for not only was Robertson
a prominent figure in church and
social eireles, but his company’s
business had its foundation in a great
co-operative system of weekly collec-
tions from small investors, with the
poorer working classes as patrons.
The effect of the failure would spread
throughout a large section of country
and would undoubtedly create some-
thing very like a panie. :

‘“Gee! What a peach if she’s true!’’
Cherry ejaculated, as the possibili-
ties of the story dawned more fully
upon him.

And at that, he had yet to make
his startling diseovery.

First he paid a visit to President
Robertson’s residence. He went
straight from there to Detective
Tommy Allison, and because Detec-
tive Tommy Allison knew Cherry for
a man to be trusted, he took him
down to the morgue and pledged him
to secrecy for twenty-four hours. He
also accompanied the reporter to pri-
vate conferences with some of the
company’s directors. It was a thing
that was bound to become publie
property before long anyway, and on
the twenty-four-hour condition and
the detective’s guarantee, Cherry got
what he was after.

“Just one more favour, Tommy, old
man.”’ They were back at the police
station again. ‘I want to see you
alone for a jiff—important and confi-
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dential, and all that, you know.”’

Allison opened the door to his
private office, shut it again, and
locked it. They remained -closeted
together' for perhaps three-quarters
of an hour.

0Old Tom Jeffreys, walking through
the park on his way to the office about
dusk next evening, was startled at
being suddenly accosted by a
stranger, who stepped unexpectedly
in front of him; he had not noticed
the fellow standing bv the lilaes.

“Mr. Jeffreys, of The Recorder?’’
he inquired, gruffly. ‘I want to see
you, sir, for a minute on a matter of
great importance both to you and
your paper. Shall we sit over here?”’

The man was leading the way as
he spoke to a bench close by and al-
most hid in the shadow of the trees.
Jeffreys noticed that the stranger’s
trousers were badly frayed and, in
fact, his general appearance was ex-
ceptionally seedy. The old man sat
down timidly, filled with mild wonder
and curiosity. ¢

““What 1 am about to tell you, Mr.
Jeffreys, is going to surprise you more
than a little; in faet, sir, it’s going
to astound you. To be brief, I'm
going to put you wise to the biggest
newspaper sensation this town has
ever seen, and all T ask in return is
that you’ll not try and remember the
man who gave you the tip—meaning
me, you understand. My name is
not necessary. I once worked for
John Robertson, of the Robertson
Loan Company—not here, though,
and where is no matter. T can’t tell
you, either, how I come to know the
facts I'm about to put you next to;
but that they are facts you can easily
corroborate by going to Detective
Allison.

““And now to get to those faects.
To-morrow morning the Robertson
Loan & Savings Company’s doors
will be closed to the public. The
company is on the rocks—ruined
completely. President Robertson has
been bleeding the concern for ten

yvears, and it has just recently been
discovered that his pilferings have
reached the comfortable sum of
$536,000. President Robertson has
been missing since last Thursday; to
cover up this, it was given out that
he was away on an official trip. His
body was recovered from the river
only last night, and it is now at the
morgue,”’

““Good heavens!’’ gasped Jeffreys,
spasmodically clutching the other’s
knee.

““It’s true, sir, every word! When
you leave here, go straight to Detec-
tive Allison and he will verify every-
thing T'm telling you. You are bet-
ter able to appreciate the value of
this from a newspaper standpoint
than T am, who know nothing about
the business, and if you’ll go and
see Allison, he’ll give you details.

‘‘For reasons that you ean no doubt
understand, the directors and the
police have been keeping the thing
dark, but to-morrow morning the ecat
will be out of the bag and the com-
pany intends issuing a public an-
nouncement. I'm giving the tip to
you personally, Mr. Jeffreys, because
I've been told you are not only a
competent newspaper man, but the
oldest newspaper man in this burg.
Not another paper in the country has
a line on this, so far as I know, and
I want you to handle it personally;
in that you can oblige me and that
isall T ask. Go and see Allison. And
now, good-bye, sir, and good luck to
you.”’

The man was gone before the dum-
founded Jeffreys could extricate his
voice from the tangle of his surprise.
For fully five minutes he sat there,
trembling, in speechless wonder.
Then he got quickly to his feet and
set out at a shuffing run for the
police station.

Copley dropped the paste-brush
back into the pot in front of him,
snipped off a piece of telegraph with
his scissors and scribbled a head:
doubling up the ““copy,’” he jammed
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it on the hook and uneasily pushed
his eye-shade back into his hair.
Presently he got up, crossed to the
sporting editor’s desk and leaned over
anxiously.

““S’pose, Mae, you’ve noticed Jeff
hasn’t turned up yet? Wonder if
anything’s wrong—first time this has
happened in ages. Call up the house,
will you?”’

Teddy Brae, the cub, bustled into
the city-room with customary noise.

“T say, Mitech, have you seen
Cherry to-night? Got a peach of a
jag on. Gee; he’s orieyed! Worst
yet!”’

‘““What’s that?”’ Copley’s sharp
ears had caught a little of what was
not intended to reach them at all
““What’s that about Rutherford?’’ .

“T just saw him down street,
sir,”” said Brae.
wcaDrank!)

“Well, he—"’

“Was he drunk?’’

‘“Yes, sir, he—"’ :

Copley flung down his pencil, went
into the managing-editor’s office, and
shut the door.

“Mys. Jeffreys says Jeff left as
usual three hours ago for the office,”’
reported McGregor when Copley came
out a moment later.

The anger in the night-editor’s face
altered swiftly.

“Mitchell, just chase over to the
police station, will you, and see if any
accidents have been reported.”’

The clump of Mitchell’s boots had
no more than died out on the stairs
when a greater noise of stumbling feet
came on the ascent and Mitchell
burst in again. Behind him, prodding
him excitedly in the back, was old
Jeff himself.

The latter ran straight over to Cop-
ley’s desk and clutched the editor’s
arm, while his voice shook as he
poured out the tale of his great find.
Copley stared. THe did not wait to
play with his surprise; he did not
wait for Jeff to finish, but slapped
him on the back.

“@ood for you, Tom! Sit right

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

down and wade in!’’ he cried, and
hurried again into the chief’s office.
The managing-editor responded as if
a fire-alarm had been rung in upon
him. Ie came out, eyes snapping,
sharply quizzing.

‘““Good! Good! Write it, Jeffreys!
Sling it hard! Fine business!’’ He
rubbed his hands together, and the
chief did that only when he was
very pleased indeed. ‘‘Here, better
come into the exchange-room where
you won’t be disturbed. Fine busi-
ness, sir! Fine business!”’

They swept the papers off the desk.
They got him the best typewriter in
the place; they got Mitchell, the
fastest man on the staff, to pound it
for him. Copley was already out in
the composing-room, going over the
forms with the foreman and clearing
space; every man on the machines
keyed himself for a race against
time. And tingling with the excite-
ment of the whole thing, eyes bright,
head elear, old Jeff plunged into die-
tation. .

Nervously energetic as he was, the
staff had never known the chief to
show the excitement he did that
night. It was past his usual time
for leaving the office; but he gave no
hint of leaving. He kept bobbing in
and out of the exchange-room every
little while to see how things were
progressing. He leaned over Mit-
chell’s shoulder and read a few pages
as they rolled steadily upward out
of the machine. If he was a little
anxious at first as to how the old
man was handling the stuff, his mis-
givings were soon dispelled; for Jeff
was in his old form that night. The
managing-editor chuckled as he went
out and closed the door.

Every little while the ink-bedaubed
“‘devil’”’ ran in with a shrill yell for
“‘copy !’ The assistant-foreman
worked like a demon, throwing in
leads here, picking them out there,
revising whole pages, and rushing
them away to the stereotypers. The
galley-boy buckled in and pulled more
proofs in faster time than he had
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ever been known to pull before.
So the record-breaking night wore
away until the thing was finished.

The stereotypers were chiseling like
mad at the second-last plate and the
hour was about three in the morn-
ing, when Cherry staggered into the
office: His clothes were covered with
dust where he had stumbled coming
up the stairs. He stood for a moment
at the door of the city-room, blinking
‘in the glare of the electric lights.
Nobody seemed to be cognizant of
the important fact that he was pres-
ent; Copley did not even look up.
Cherry grinned as he lurched across
to the desk.

“@'ni’, Mizzer C-Copley,”” he
blurted, good-naturedly.

“My. Manson would like to see
you, Rutherford.”’ :

Copley jerked his thumb over his
shoulder towards the managing-edi-
tor’s room and bent again to his
proofs. ; :

““(ouldn’ fin’ a blame thing—pipe-
dream, thashwha’—whole thing jussa
—pipe-dream !”’ .

“That’ll do, Rutherford. T said
Mr. Manson would talk to you.”’

“Mizzer Mazzon? Oh, awri’.
No needag’ mad, ole chap! T zh’ll
goan zee Mizzer Mazzon thish ver’
minute.”’ ;

He tightened his legs in a
strenuous effort to walk with dig-
nity out into the corridor and rapped
loudly on the managing-editor’s door.
The rapping seemed to sober him
somewhat.

¢«Nnthin’ doin’, Mr. Manson,”’ he
began. ‘“The ru-rumour, zr, was
w’out any jussifi-jussification, zir.”’

Cherry tittered vaguely as he noted
the managing-editor’s frown; it
seemed to amuse him.

“You're a disgrace to this office,
Rutherford.”’” The chief was plainly
disgusted and meant what he said.
“To a man in your present condi-
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tion, sir, the best story on earth
wouldn’t balance a glass of whisky.
Thank goodness! when young scape-
graces like you fall down, we still
have the old fellows to hold things
up ! This morning’s paper, Mr. Ruth-
erford, will explain my meaning more
fully. I am very much disappointed
in you.”

““Thashawri’,”’
staring vacantly.

“I’'m sorry that a man of your
ability, Rutherford, should choose to
act as you have been acting lately.
You are a back number in this of-
fice and for back numbers we have
no use. I'm sorry to say, sir, that
The Recorder can no longer make use
of your services.”’

Cherry grinned sheepishly. °

““Oh, thashawri’, awri’,”” he mum-
bled again. ‘‘Do’ mezhenit; Thash-
awri’,”’

He staggered out and softly closed
the door behind him. Then he quiet-
ly made his way down the stairs—
very quietly, indeed, for a man so
deeply under the influence of liquor.

Out in the alleyway the fresh night
air seemed to revive him to a remark-
able degree. He paused for a moment
to look up at the lighted windows of
the office and he was still standing
there when a noisy chorus broke out;
the boys were evidently showering
congratulations on old Jeff and wind-
ing up with, “For He’s a Jolly Good
Fellow!”’ :

“Poor old devil!” murmured
Cherry. ““It’s the night of his life.”

From the press-room came the sud-
den rumble of machinery. An ex-
press-waggon was drawn up at the
curb out on the street, waiting for
the mail-bags, and an early newsboy
ran past him up the alley.

Cherry’s chubby cheeks wrinkled in
a smile as he pulled out his watch.
He had just fifteen minutes to catch
his train, and he could buy a paper
at the depot.

mumbled Cherry,




O many persons poetry is extreme-
ly prosaic. It may be a fault of
the person himself, but more likely is
it a fault of the poet. However that
may be, it is not the author’s fault
if a recent volume of ‘‘Irish Poems,”’
by Arthur Stringer, fails to give de-
light. These poems are imbued with
the mirth and abandon, the madness
and the sadness of the Irish people.
Coming from a writer of Mr.
Stringer’s standing, they must be re-
garded as the outcome of a direct
literary design, and yet within them-
selves they display the qualities of
spontaneity and emotion. One is
convinced that Mr. Stringer has in-
terpreted Irish sentiment well, and he
has performed the diffieult task of ex-
pressing it in suitable verse form.,
Iyrically, delightfully, artistically. Tt
is perhaps for their artistic excellence
that these poems ean be most praised,
but everyone, whether Irish or not,
will sympathise with their pathos,
smile at their naiveté, and respond
heartily to their soft, limpid musie.
They are quite different from the
class of poetry that Mr. Stringer has
produced heretofore, and are there-
fore an evidence of this author’s ver-
satility and enterprise. It would be
a pleasure to quote frem ‘‘The Phil-
anderer,”” ‘‘The Sisterhood,”’ and
““Wimmin Folk’’ as examples of what
the volume contains, but we shall in-
stead quote one poem in full:

THE MEETING

I’d niver seen the face av her;
And she knew naught av me.
She’d fared that day from Shela Hills,
And I'd swung in from sea.
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It may have been the warm, soft night,
The soft and moitherin’ moon!

It may have been the lonely streets
And the ould sea’s lonely chune!

It may have all been doomed, in faith,
For many an’ many a year,

That soft and mad and wishtful night
Without a laugh or tear!

She helt me face betwixt her hands,
And out av wishtful eyes

For long she watched me sunburnt face
Wid wonder and surprise.

For long against her quiet breast
She helt me throubled head ;

And when I kisst her shmilin’ mouth,
“Ye'll ne’er come back!” she said.

And out she fared to Shela Hills,
And I swung back to sea;

But och, the ache and loneliness
That wan night left wid me!

MR. ARTHUR STRINGER, WHOSE LATEST VOLUME, “IRISH
POEMS" IS HERE REVIEWED, RAKING HAY
ON HIS FARM AT CEDAR
SPRINGS, ONTARIO

R



THE WAY OF LETTERS

lN the Early Victoria days, the fool-

ish heroine, of whom Amelia Sed-
ley is an extreme example, was wide-
ly popular. The timid and clinging
young creature, in white muslin and
fluttering ribbons, who wept on the
slightest provoecation, was found in
every ‘‘best seller.”” She was, natur-
ally, all affection, and usually at-
tached herself to a man of the bully
type. The worse he treated her, the
closer she clung and the more she
wept.

The white muslin girl has seen
several successors, and the modern
American heroine, of many dollars
and insouciant manner is probably
the prevalent type in the fiction of
1911. Tt has remained for certain
modern English novelists to give us
the fool hero—Mr. Maurice Hewlett,
in ‘‘The Fool Errant;’’ Mr. J. Locke,
in ‘“The Morals of Marcus’’ and
other sprightly narratives. Mr. E.
Temple Thurston is hardly to be
ranked with the aforementioned
writers, but in his latest work of
light fiction, ‘‘The Garden of Resur-
rection,”” he has depicted a hero of
the fool variety, whose fatuity is well
nigh incredible. This amazing char-
acter undertakes a trip to Ireland, in
order to save an utterly unknown
heroine from marrying a young
secamp who has talked of his designs
on her money. The latter makes
known his intention during a ecafé
conversation which the hero is un-
lucky enough to overhear. The
young Clarissa, quite as a matter of
course, scouts the advice and pro-
ceeds to various acts of recklessness.
She has a dusky ancestress among her
forbears, which may account for a
shady streak in her character.
Clarissa’s lack of restraint results in
the traditional way, when she throws
herself successfully on the tender mer-
cies of the fool hero—who, by the

way, was just contemplating a volun- |

tary exit from this vale of tears.
The characters are tawdry and un-
wholesome, with the exception of
Cruikshank and his whimsical wife,
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Bellwattle. The writer’s sympathy
with the life of the garden is charm-
ingly expressed, and the hero’s splen-
did dog, Dandy, goes far towards re-
deeming a rather stupid story. The
reader will remember the daffodils
and Dandy long after the troubles of
the lachrymose heroine and the
vapourings of the flabby hero are
forgotten. (Toronto: the Musson
Book Company).

OBERT J. C. STEAD’S third
volume, ‘‘Prairie Born,”” is
scarcely an advance from his first
works, ‘‘The Empire Builders’’ and
““‘Prairie Flowers,”” There are some
pretty good things in it, and some
that are not gond. So many volumes
of verse are marred by a few num-
bers that might so well have been
left out! In this volume there are
several ballads that will be popular,
but their ‘‘swing’’ is so familiar, so
reminiscent, that one wonders when
this style of ballad will end. We
have had a good deal of it in Can-
ada. Here is a stanza from ‘‘The
““Squad of One’’;

Sergeant Blue of the Mounted Police was
a so-s0 kind of guy;

He swore a bit, and he lied a bit, and
he boozed a bit on the sly,

But he held the post at Snake Creek
Bend for country and home and

God,

And he cursed the first and forgot the
rest—which wasn't the least bit
odd.

And here is a stanza from ‘‘The

Mothering’’:

I had lain untrod for a million years from
the line to the Arctic sea;

I had dreamed strange dreams of the

vast unknown,
Of the lisping wind and the dancing

zZone,
Whemﬂothe Northland fairies’ feet had
wn,
And it all seemed good to me.

But, as e have already said, there
is a ““‘swing!’ to these things, and
the public seems to like it. (Toronto:
William Briggs).
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lT must call for much patience and

study to master the requirements
of the modern novel that deals with
the old court scenes. There is a sue-
cinetness of dialogue, a veiled re-
partee, a tangle of intrigue, and
withal a courtliness of antagonism
that is demanded here as nowhere
else. To fail in any part makes the
book the worst of failures, to be
recognised as such by even the
least erudite of readers. In ‘‘The
Justice of the King”’ Hamilton
Drummond has not attempted his
first novel of this kind of life, and
the book shows it. Lacking in inci-
dent of any degree of novelty and
possibly in characters that appeal, the
author has mastered the style of the
Louis and French Court narrative
in a most creditable manner, and one
that will commend the book to the
many who delight in the semi-histori-
cal novel. (The Maemillan Com-
pany of Canada).

*

SMALL volume of much better
new verse than one usually en-
counters comes from the pen of
Sherman C. Swift. It will be found
mostly too conventional for the
popular taste of to-day, but there are
passages that arrest attention, as,
for instance, the sonnet entitled ‘‘The
Lone Mosquito’”:

Lone haunter of my midnight-darkened

room
What deep dismay, what craven fears
are mine, ;
As on my ear, athwart the trembling
. gloom, T
The ringing, stinging, pinging, whing-
ing whine
Of thy thin warpipe falls, portentous
sign
Of carnage dread, more feared than
cannon’s boom : 1
An arrant coward, the conflict I decline
And d(s’trive in vain to flee my certain
om.

Like pirate viking on some smiling

coast, _
Like thieving free-lance on some princely
town,

Upon me from the shades thou swoopest

own,

Bloodthirsty Pillager! a vampire ghost,

That through the night rich, purple
booty rapes,

And with the dawn full-gorged, un-
scathed escapes.

The sonnets are generally very good,
particularly the one entitled ‘‘ Robert
Browning.”” (Toronto: the Univer-
sity Press).

*

ICHARD REMINGTON, the
character developed by H. G.
Wells in his late novel entitled ‘‘The
New Machiavelli,”’ is a person much
in discussion just mow. That is, of
course, because Mr. Wells has pre-
sented him deftly to the public. His
career is one continuous rivalry be-
tween two master passions—the love
of statesmanship and the love of wo-
man. In early life Remington
finds himself married, but he dis-
covers also that he has not yet be-
gun to live, and he begins to seek a
career in politics, taking as his
model, with some limitations, the
early Italian eraftsman. But another
woman comes into his life, and there-
after he wavers between her and
public service. It is a book that has
to be read to be understood, and it
is one of the literary ‘‘sensations’’ of
the season. (Toronto: MecLeod and
Allen).

*

IN reading ‘‘ The Path of Glory,”’ by

Paul L. Howorth, one is reminded
of Gilbert Parker’s ‘‘Seats of the
Mighty.”” But the reminder is not so
much in the story and style of writing
as in the time and setting. There has
always been a glamour of romance
around the city of Quebee, and no
time in the history of that ancient
capital seems to offer the same op-

" portunity for the exploitation of love

and adventure as the period imme-
diately preceding pnd up to the con-
quest by the English. The ““Path of

——— — — — i —
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Glory’’ led Wolfe to death and took
from France its great American
colony. The central figures are
Charles Randolph, of Virginia, and
Alfrede de Saint-Pierre, daughter of
a French commandant. This novel is
thrilling in its adventure and strong
in its love scenes. (Boston: Little,
Brown and Company).

5

HE charm of freshness and
novelty pervades Stewart Ed-
ward White’s book, entitled ‘‘The
Cabin.”’” Here is a volume that is
merely an account of how the author
and a few companions went up into
the Sierras and built a cabin there—
and a very delightful one it is, too.
Mr. White is, as his readers know,
a lover of the free, open life of the
wild, and in this book he tells of how
he has been enabled to enjoy it to the
full. (Toronto: the Musson Book
Company).

THE (Canadian Annual Review
of Public Affairs, of which
Mr. J. Castell Hopkins is the
editor, completes, with the 1910
volume, which is just out, its first
decade as an annual publication. Tt
is the most comprehensive review of
our public affairs that we have. TLast
year was unusually fruitful, and the
editor has reviewed such topies as
the naval question, and its relative
interests, and the death of King Ed-
ward with good judgment. The
volume is well illustrated. (Toronto:
the Annual Review Publishing Com-
ny).
pany) 5
ONE of the most promising of
young American novelists whose
first venture, ‘‘Queed,’’ is being gen-
erously received by. the crities, is
Henry Sydnor Harrison. His novel
consists mainly of a character study,
Dickensian in some respects, whimsi-
cal and perhaps overdrawn. The
style of writing is pleasing, except
that the humour is sometimes af-
focted. Queed is a grave, conceited
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young man, one who is made a target
for witticisms, He is struggling to-
wards a lofty goal, and is assisted by
two young women of somewhat con-
ventional type. (Toronto: the Mus-
son Book Company).

%

"UNCANNY TALES’’ is the title

of a posthumous volume of
short stories by the late Marion Craw-
ford. The title pretty well deseribes
the contents. These tales have not
the terrible uncanniness of some of
Poe’s, but they are sufficiently so to
suit most persons who like that kind
of reading. (Toronto: the Maemillan
Company of Canada).

*

MANY readers will recall a little

book that was widely read sev-
eral years ago—‘‘The Lady of the
Decoration.”” It was an account in
letter form of an American girl’s ex-
periences in Japan. Now Miss Ade-
line Teskey, a Canadian writer, has
turned the tables and written the im-
pressions of a Chinese girl in
America. Between® the two books
there is this fundamental difference:
““The Lady of the decoration’’ is the
impression of an American girl by
an American writer; ‘‘The Yellow
Pearl’’ is the impression of a
Chinese girl as an American writer
thinks she would be impressed. In
one sense, Miss Teskey’s is a good de-
vice for satirising Western conven-
tionalities, and the book (or, rather,
diary) is written in a spicy, some-
what whimsical style; but one hap-
pens to wonder whether a Chinese
girl, who is, after all, half white,
would refuse to wear a fur garment
decorated with an animal’s head or
an imitation of one. Perhaps she
would, but the question is suggested
merely to point out the many diffieul-
ties that this author had to overcome
if she attempted to do more than
mildly scoff at American customs that
may be absurd. (Toronto: the Mus-
son Book Company).



Tz Worsr or I
“I'm sorry you’ve got to leave
Eden and go to work simply because
I gave you the rest of that apple,”’
said contrite Eve,
‘“‘Never mind,”’ answered Adam.
““The ultimate consumer always

gets the worst of it.”’—Washington
Star.
£
Disauisenp

“You didn’t pay the slightest at-
tention to the policeman who warned
you about the lights on your auto-
mobile!”’ said the magistrate sevére-
ly.
y“I am at fault, judge,”’ replied
Mr. Chuggins. “‘I’'m a stranger in
the city and he spoke so politely I
didn’t think he could be a real police-
man.”—Washington Star,
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“Aw, why don’t you get a sweater on, and be a
nﬂ:;m" " —Jugend (Berlin)
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9

ONE oF THE Six BEst
“John, whatever induced you to
buy a house in this forsaken region?’’
““One of the best men in the busi-
ness.’’—Life.

Riegar m0 A Dor
“I ecan tell you,”’ said he, ‘““how
much water runs over Niagara Falls
to a quart.” ;
“How much?’’ asked she.

“Two pints.”’—The Christian Ad-
vocate. {

»*
A Steure
Police Officer—‘In order that the
villain who caught and kissed you in
the dark may be tracked, we must set
our police dog after him. So to trace
the scent you must give Nero a kiss.’”
—Fliegende Blaetter.
%*
No TroUBLE AT ArLp
‘““Have you any serious trouble
with your new automobile?’’
“Not a bit. So far T haven’t hit
a single man without being able to
get away before he got my number.’”
—Cleveland Leader,
¥
Brack anp Brug
“Your husband is not looking well
to-night, Mrs. Rhymer.”’
““He isn’t, and I’m not surprised
atiitet ‘
‘““No? Has he been overworking 9°?
‘It isn’t that so much, it is his
originality. Why, that man is struck
by so many original ideas that his
mind must be one mass of bruises,’”
—Woman’s Journal.
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SHADES OF COLUMBUS!

TEACHER : What Is the capital of Ohio? Think carefully; it was named after one of the greatest men
that ever lived.
“Jack Johnson."

His OnLy Hore

The doctor stood by the bedside,
and looked gravely down at the sick
man.

““I ean not hide from you the fact
that you are very ill,”’ he said. ‘‘Is
there any one you would like to see?’’

““Yes,’” said the sufferer faintly.

““Who is it?”’

¢ Another docto;. »’—Judge.

No Neep ror THAT

A minister, in an address to other
ministers, once said that he thought
ministers ought to be humble and
poor, like their Master. ‘‘I have of-
ten prayed,’’ said he, ‘‘that T might
be kept humble; I never prayed that
T might be poer—I could trust my
church for that.”’—Ladies’ Home
Journal.

9

- Life

Tae Rean Test

“How,”” the president of the Fat
Man’s Club was asked, according to
a magazine writer, ‘‘did you prevent
fraud among your applicants for
membership? Didn’t some men try
to get in that weren’t up to the
standard weight?’’

“Yes,”” the portly officer replied;
‘““but it was no use. Applications
had to be presented in person at the
Polk building, fifth floor. There was
no elevator. The applicant climbed
the five flights of stairs. At the top
he met a man who asked: ‘Were you
looking for the Fat Man’s Club?’
‘Yes.” ‘The main office is on the first
floor,” the man said. ‘Your applica-
tion is rejeected. We receive no man
who can climb five flights of stairs.”’
—Kansas City Star.

3
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Proun FaTnEr: “Well, my boy, and what kind
of sheep do you keep on this farm?"
LAND AGI!’I'" (in pupil stage): “Oh, er—big—

woolly beggars. —Punch
SHADY

He—“Don’t you think she has
rather a good complexion?’’

She— ‘It strikes me as being just
a trifle too impressionistie.’”’—Serib-
ner’s.

¥

GENEROUS

Grandma—‘Johnny, I have dis-
covered that you have taken more
maple sugar than I gave you.”’

Johnny—*‘Yes, Grandma, I’ve
been making believe there was an-
other little hoy spending the  day
with me.”’—Harper’s Bazar.

TaERE WAS A REASON

“It’s all very well for. you to
preach economy,’’ said his wife; ‘““but
I notice whenever I cut down ex-
penses that you smoke better cigars
and spend more money for your own
* pleasure than at any other time.”’

““Well, confound it! What do
“you suppose I want you to economise
for, anyway?’—The Pittsburg Ob-
server. 2

AN ExampLE

‘‘Pa, what’s a metrical romance?’’

‘““Well, this month’s gas bill is
one.’’—Toledo Blade.

£
REFUSED TO BE AUREOLED

Sunday School Teacher—‘If you
are a good boy, Willie, you will go
to heaven and have a gold erown on
your head.”’

Willie— ‘Not for mine, then. I
had one of them things put on a
tooth once.”’—Puck.

¥
No News

Visitor (who has been going for
the last half-hour)—‘‘You know, I’'m
not physically strong, but I've got
good staying powers.’’

Hostess (wearily)—“Yes, we no-

: ticed that.”’—M. A. P.

¥
BRIBERY

Mrs. M.—'‘“Who did you vote
for?”’ :

Mrs. N—‘T don’t remember his
name. He gave me his seat in the
street car last week.’’—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

*
Up Against It

“In the days of the ancient
drama,’’ said the pedantic person,
‘““performances were given in the
open air.’’

“What a discouragement that
must have been,”’ replied Miss
Cayenne, ‘“to the man who insists on
going out of the theatre to get a
breath of fresh air.”’—Washington
Star.

¥
EXPLAINED :

Two ladies, previously unaec-
auainted, were conversing at a recep-
tion. After a few conventional re-
marks, the younger execlaimed :

“‘I cannot think what has wupset
that tall, blond man over there. He
was so attentive a little while ago,
but he won’t look at me now.”’

“‘Perhaps,’”’ said the other, ‘“he
saw me come in. He’s my husband.
—Penny Pictorial.
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