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The Question of the Day

The question of to-da};,
of to-morrow, and of
every succeeding day is

HaveYouUsed Pears’ Soap? |

The Great English Complexion Soap

If you have not, you
have neglected your
duty to your skin and
complexion.

If you have, you may
feel happy, for you will
have done the best that
can be done for the

Health and Beauty
of the Skin

“All rights secured”
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROJSE IS THE BEST
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Interesting Facts about the World’s Greatest Hotel

HIS mammoth hotel—easily the
largest in Europe—standson 275
acres of ground.

Its tastefully furnished and quietly
situated bedrooms can accommodate
850 guests. The bathrooms number
400, and altogether there are over 1,200
apartments of various kinds.

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

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

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

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

The CECIL maintains, on the premises,
its own laundry, employing a laundry
staff of some 80 persons. Guests can
give out their linen over-night, and
have it got up ready for donning in the
morning, This laundry is responsible

or some 80,000 pieces per week.

The great kitchens which cater for the
large population of this small town
require a staff of 120,—in the persons
of bakers, pastrycooks, butchers, cooks,
ete. :

The magnificent new Palm Court, a
lofty and noble hall, has recently been
built on the site of the old Courtyard
in the Strand. This is decorated in
the Louis Quatorze style, and accom-
modates guests to the number of ¢00.
A skilled orchestra performs afternoon
and evening, and refreshments of a
light nature are served, thus constitut-
ing the Cecil Palm Court the most
refreshing and delightful lounge in
London. ;

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

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

Ask at the Travel Bureau of this Magazine for copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet.
This shows, by text and illustration, some of the luxuries of the Hotel’s interior,
its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a variety
of general information that will be found very useful to the intending visitor to

London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU
TORONTO, CANADA ,
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_ THE BIRTH OF THE DOMINION
W1th_ Some personal reminiscences of Sir Charles Tupper, Bar't, the sole
surviving Father of Confederation.

: By JOHN BOYD
Historian of ‘ The Life and Times of Sir George Etienne Cartier.’’

A personal narrative of unusual interest and value.

THE SIGNIFICANCE OF CONFEDERATION

By A. H. U, COLQUHOUN, L.L.D.,
Deputy Minister of Education for Ontario.

An able outline of the difficulties surmounted in accomplishing the Confeder-

a}ifox'l of Canada and a timely appreciation of its significance in Imperial
affairs.

THE NEW BRITAINS AND THE OLD

By PROFESSOR H.T. F. DUCKWORTH
This article will be regarded in essence as pointing to Canadian Indepen-

dence. In any case, it is interesting to follow Professor Duckworth’s
deductions,

TORONTO’S MELTING-POT
By MARGARET BELL
Old St. John's Ward in Toronto is comparable with the ‘‘ East Side "’ of New
York, and in this breezy sketch Miss Bell depicts the contrasting elements of
depravity, picturesqueness and abandonment. Fine crayon illustrations
by Miss Marion Long.

LIVING WITH GOD’S AFFLICTED

By E. J. PHILLIPS

An arresting and illuminative presentation of modern methods of hospital
treatment in Ontario for persons mentally afflicted.

THE NEW STUDY OF THE OLD BOOK
By THE REV. DR. GEORGE COULSON WORKMAN

Dr. Workman continues his admirable series on Higher Criticism with a
second article entitled ‘‘ The Object of Criticism."’

There will be a good assortment of short fiction, poetry and comment,
besides two-toned reproductions of Canadian paintings worth knowing.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
: i H PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. ¢ !
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HORROCKSES’
FLANNELETTES

are made from carefully selected Cotton.

The Nap is short and close.
No injurious Chemicals are used.
Quality, designs, and colorings are unequalled.

It purchasers of this comfortable material for Underwear all the year
round would buy THE BEST ENGLISH MAKE, they would avoid
the risk they undoubtedly run with the inferior qualities of Flannelette.

See the name “HORROCKSES"” ANNUAL Sale upwards
of TEN MILLION yards.

Awarded the Certificate of The Incorporated Institute of Hygieng.

on the Selvedge every two yards.

HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & CO., LIMITED, MANCHESTER and LONDON.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

€¢ AMY&??
ME@KIN N

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED lNDEL[BLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25c.) from the Inventors.

| COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. "%%%568 %' ENGLAND

THAS NOEQUAL  « gy @ueen of Toflet Preparations.” ™ EUislk, Remoges aed
FOR KEEPING r iy
: (Beeﬂ\am.s REDNESS,

for Preserving

THE SKIN IRRITATION,
@l ' TAN, Etc.
SOFT, m ‘ INVALUABLE
SMOOTH '

. ~ SOOTHING AND REFRESHING THE SKIN
AND WHITE after Cycling, Motoring, Boating, Yachting, Etc. “}:2 S]gﬁfiﬁ;le&:g
hel ;
ek wmasoNs M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England andngR;v‘l)y:TsER.
Ask your Chemist for La-rola, and accept no substitute.

Bl T R ——
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Oakey’s |

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP |

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH 2o
Glass- Piliid; Fiist Paper A S is the new

Oakey’ S "~ Sauce imported
“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH from England.

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery It is made by blending to-

gether the most delicious
Oakey’s

Oriental fruits and spices,
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

secret process.
here are already selling H.P.
Sauce.

Buy a bottle to-day |

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

i

|

l with Pure Malt Vinegar by a
Best for Stoves, etc. | | The Grocers and Stores over

\
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] 'BENGER’S
is above all FOODS the \\§
most eminently suited
for ILLNESS and Invalid ®

w
N

W\ 5 Ly
&\\%\\\ conditions. \‘ AN
\
AN
\i
may be enjoyed and assimilated in most \
Inyalid conditions when other Foods cause \
pain and distress. \ W

It forms with milk a dainty and delicious
cream, entirely free from rough and indigestible
particles, and rich in all those elements of Food
which go to sustain nature and rcstore health.

BENGER’S FoOD IS FOR
INFANTS, INVALIDS & THE AGED.

Booklets and les may be obtained post free from the manu-
facturers—BENGER'S FOOD, Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester,
Englan or from their holesale Agents in Canada :—
The National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal,
or any of their branches at
Halifax, N.S. ¥uromo. Ont  Calgary, Alta,
St. John, N.S. Hamilton, Ont. Nelson, B.C.
L London, Ont, Vancouver,B,C, Ottawa, Ont. g
A Winnipeg,Man, Victoria, B.C. Regina, Sask. “OW

|
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\\§ Bi1ozC through whom supplies may be obtained, \‘m
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ice of Royalty
What dentifrice would a queen
naturally choose ? Surely the cream
of the world's finest productions.
Thuys, Queen Alexandra’s selection of

GOSNELL'S CHERRY TOOTH PASTE

suggests at once to you that it must
be better than anything jou have
ever tried. Learn today the new
delight of this exquisite preparation.

The famous Cherry Blossom
Perfume is also used by Queen
Alexandra. An exguisite article. At
your druggist's, or write

NERLICH & COMPANY
146 Front Street West - Toronto

For sale by the seven Owl Drug
Stores in Toronto,

-
-
-
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27 Royal Warrants

HIGH - GRADE .
Dress Fabrics
and Suitings

Superior in Quality.

Refined in Character.

Distinctive in Style.
Samples representing an ex-
cellent variety of light weight
Woollen Dress Fabrics,
Cottons, Silks, Alpacas, etc.,
in exquisite colors and fancy
weavings; also Tweed, Flan-
nel, and Cashmere Suitings
in fashionable brown and

grey colorings and striped
designs, mailed promptly,
on request.
COSTUMES

as illustration (made to
measure)in superiorDiagonal
Cord — a new light-weight
woollen fabric' in choice
colors, for $13.50. Also in
less expensive materials,
from $7.70.

“Royal’”” Navy Serges

guaranteed to keep their

color, at prices from 49 Cts.

to $3.30 per yd. double width.

Samples, Style Plates, Price Lists,

Measurement, Blanks, etc., sent
on request.

EGEgTON BURNETT, Ld.

. W. Warehouse
Wellington, Som., Eng.

" N°893

SCOTCH

To compare our value write
for Patterns and Catalogue,
sent Post Free. ,

Drop us a postcard and a complete
selection of the finest patterns and qual-
ities the Homeland produces, compris-
ing all the newest and best 1913
designs, in Pure Wool Scotch Tweeds,
Homespuns, West of England Wors-
teds and Indigo Blue Serges, etc.,
will at once be dispatched to your
address, post free

THE SCOTTISH CLOTHING COMPANY

The Great Scotch Tailors
TRONGATE, GLASGQW, SCOTLAND.

Tailored Suits at

Dollars.

To MEASURE, DUTY FREE
And CARRIAGE PAID

Real Scotch manufacture, made in
\ our own premises by our own expert

%)

& workmen, you can fully rely upon
wear, style and appearance. Every
order has individual attention, and is
guaranteed to satisfy or money
returned in full.

It will pay you to write to us for
patterns and accurate easy self-
measurement forms.
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The London Glove Company

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

LADIES’

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

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

The ‘“Canadian” Buck
finish Gloves, m Tan. Grey or

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

LADIES’

No. 306. Superior Qual-
ity Chamois Leather
Gloves, 6 Button length
saxe, with Elastic at wrist,
wide tops, as illustrated.
46¢. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.34,

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

Ditto 10 Button length. same style,
85c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.50.

MOUSQUETAIRE
10 Button length Mousquetaire
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural Col-
our, splendidly made and finished, 7lc.
per pair, 3 pairs for $2 07,

The “Connaught” Superior
Quality Cape Gloves (British
Made), in Tan Shades, Spear Points,
Prixseam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
71c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2 07.

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

Best %ua.lity Cape, Rainproof
Driving Gloves, with gusset, Strap
and Press Button, Prixseam Sewn,
Spear Points, in Tan only. 9lc. per
pair, 3 pairs for $2.68.

MEN’S GLOVES

No. 324, Stout Cham-
ois Leather, prixseam
sewn, splendidly made and
finished, 1 Button, Gfe. per
pair, 3 pairs for $§1.79,

SILK GLOVES

With Invisible Double
Finger Tips

Rich Quality Melan-
Ditto extra stout, hand- ese Silk,(British Made),
ot L Button, 786 ver | i Blost Wihite: Gt
pair, 3 pairs for $2.18. Criva i’astel 'Bcavers’
S, i
The “Canadian’| and Navy, 2 Press But-
Buck finish, a splendid wear- tons, 44c. per pair.

ing glove, in 'fan or Grey,
12 Button length

prixseam sewn, 1 Press But-
Mousquetaire ditto in

ton, 95¢. per pair, 3 pairs
for’ $2.80. :
Black., White or Cream,

The Arlington, Tan ir.
Ca 1? sﬂlov;:‘. megium RIS e
weight, Spear Points, Piqu i
Sewn, 1 Press Button, 780" 8516 Iil;t;g?rfength -

oer pair, 3 pairs for $2.31. .

LADIES’ UNDERWEAR

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

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

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

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

High Neck, Short Sleeves, Slender, or
Medium Sizes, $2.42, Outsize, $2.66.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Company, 15 Wellington St. East, Poronto

Remittances, including postage by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY
Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer,

ail oraers The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England,

General Post Office, London, England.
Address

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

LADIES’ HOSIERY

The L. G4 Co’s. Celebrated

HOLE-PROOF HOSE
made from soft wear resisting yarn, English
Manutacture, Black or Tan. “Sizes 8%, 9,
9% inch feet, 30c. per pair, 6 pairs for $1.71.

“THE INVINCI”
HOLE-PROOF CASHMERE

the best wearing cashmere stocking ever
produced. The feet and ankles are plated
with wear resisting material which protects
the stocking from the pressure of the shoe.

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

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

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

LISLE THREAD, with Embroidered
Silk Clox as illustration, in Black, Tans and

Shoe Bronze, 53c. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.52.
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The Jovial Jest
He’s in no fright,
He werks with zest
Helped by Fluxite.

For BOTH Amateurs and Mechanics

is the paste that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

he usual scrupulous cleaning of the metal is not
Necessary when using Fluxite and it does not corrode.
ANYONE can use it.
Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins,
The ‘P LUXITE’ SOLDERING SKT, is a useful outfit for the
Motorcar or home. It contains a special ‘small space’ Soldering

Iron, o pocket blow-lamp, Fluxite Solder. etc., and a pamphlet on
Soldering Work.’

Sample Set post paid direct, $1,32,
AUTO-CONTROLLER CO., 266 Vienna Road,
Bermondsey, Eng.

T 53 =

COMMERCIAL
INSURANCE

Many Business Men, at this time,
are realising that Life Insurance
may be just as valuable a protec-
tion for their business interests as
for their homes.

The Great-West Life is issuing
many Assurances of this type—
upon most attractive terms.

Explanatory pamphlets will be
mailed on request.

The Great-West Life
Assurance Company
Head Office—WINNIPEG

Over $89,000,000 now in force.

.

Jime spent using
Calverl’s

s76oth Fowder
s time spent well /
—and none know it
better than the people
who have used this
dentifrice for years and
years, and are therefore
in a position to judge the
value of its services—
the cleansing action and
antiseptic properties—
which mean so much to
the welfare of the teeth.

YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT. Tins,

15, 30 and 45 cents. Sprinkler-top glass

jar, 35 cents, FOR A TRIAL SAMPLE

send 2c, stamps to F. C. Calvert & Co.,
349 Dorchester St. West, Montreal.

4
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TALCUM
POWDER

ROYAL VINOLIA

Bland, cooling, soothing, antiseptic and
absorbent—easdy brushed away and not
clogging to the pores. Delicately scented
with the charming Royal Vinolia Perfume,
and sold in a large hinged-top tin, decor-
ated with beautiful Wedgwood design.
contammg about double the quantxty
bought in the usual size package. In

white or flesh tints.
Price 25 cents

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE
Fragrant with the delightful odor of White

Heather. A talcum powder of the very
finest grade, cooling, soothing and refresh-
mg Ideal for toilet or nursery. Gentle-
men enjoy it after shaving. The Royal
tewart Tartan in correct colors decorates
the package. which is the same size as

Royal Vinolia. [In white or flesh tints.
Price 25 cents

LIRIL Violette de Parme

Purity and freshness are expressed in this
talcum’s delicate scent of wviolets.
relief also for soreness, irritation an
abrasion of the skin or prickly heat. In
a daintily decorated tin with perforated
top and swivel cover. In white tint.

Price 20 cents
On Sale at all Druggists
Vinolia Company Limited

London Paris Toronto
134 :

4—/
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Examinations
June 16th to 21st.

Applicaiio_ns must
be in on or before

May 15th.

Students_l;ay enter
at any time.

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC Women'’s

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director Residence.
YEAR BOOK for 1912-13 will be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Expression

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 ac

RIDLEY COLLEGE ) Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

» St Catharines, Ont. | oded wp n D00 Mrli\;lia\tfm}mwnl\/'ﬁl,t)g% ‘131'2\“[&) (‘:91'.l Principal.
~
mrankgnmp ﬁau A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

Hon. Principal, MISS SCOTT, ]
Principal, MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A. |

Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Well equiped Art Department. Thorough-
ly efficient staff. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basket-
ball, Rink. Healthy locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS
For Prospectus apply to the Secretary.

ey 10 EIm Rvenue, Toronto
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wrzstminster
Gollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., Toronto

Every Educational facility provided:

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Education-

The School, by an unfailing emphasis
upon the moral as well as the intellectual,
aims at the development of a true woma?
hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

Joun A. PATERSON, K.C., President.

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO Mzs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

i
—

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in connection
with the galleries are now open.
Senior, Elementary, Life, Antique
and Painting Classes.

Application should be made to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

—

—

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

P®— Special Discounts to out of town Customers.
Trade discount to Dealers.

We are Agents for—

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

MANSELL'S COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
and CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters

* ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 77 YQRK STREET

L —
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Blenabawr

SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Boarding and Day School for Girls

Principal—MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)
Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculumin both Lower
and Upper Schools shows close touch with mod-
ern thought and education. Preparation if
desired for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART

-

Trinity Rg}gll,!eggm OSchool

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865 =
Beautitul Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.
Boys prepared tor the Universities, Royal Military College
nd Business. Religious training throughout the course,
special attention given to younger boys.
For Calendar apply to
REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.
HEADMASTER

Bishop's College
BSchool

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

\

Men occupying some of the most prominent
positions in Canada, both in the'army, the professions
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's
College School.

All B.C.S. candidatss tor Matriculation into_the
Royal Military College Kingston, passed successfully,
the head boy taking tourth place.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION. Etc., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.

This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
sanitary and well ventilated.

Boys_are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the
Universities and business life by an efficient staff
of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
sities.
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College, UPPE4 and
TLOWER SCHOOLS, Calendar sent on application., . b l.yAl.(:lllﬁleln Term :(lolll'
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., HEADMASTER mences Sept. 11th.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Hockey, Swimming Bath.

~ Write for Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON
President.

Head Master:

C.S. Fosbery, M.A.

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

Successes

1st Place McGill Science
Matric. in 1910 and 1912

MONTREAL

TORONTO
COLLEGE OF MUSIC

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

PIANO ORGAN VOCAL
VIOLIN THEORY

Fully qualified staff of teachers in each department.
Calendar and Syllabus sent free on application

LimMITED ed by Artists. We teach you right at H}(:";;

i this very popular profession. Qur courses 1@
12-14 PEMBROKE STREET been prepared by the strongest combination 9
TORONTO art talent in America—6 specialists. We offer

THERE'S MONEY IN ART.

The greatest incomes of modern times are earf

the most authoritative and scientific instructiotﬂ
to be obtained. We bring the art of Europe Y
your home. Prospectus free. Write to-day:

Shaw Correspondence School,
393 Yonge Street, Toronto.
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Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL
College Street TORONTO

FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
pres.—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Toronto

A Church Residential and Day School
for Girls. Full Matriculation Course.
Elementary Work—Domestic Arts—Music
and Painting.

Principal: Miss Walsh,
Vice-Principal: MISS NATION.
Aiso at 221 Lonsdale Ave., a Branch
Junior Day School.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

e
Ashbury College Seidentd Doy Schosl for Boxs

acres o{vf)laymg fields. ~Gymnasium. Careful preparation
for R. M. College, Universities and R. Canadian Navy.

Rockcliffe Park,  Oftawa T jist seyen yiars ail conddntes or R M. C.cntnnce
L Rev. Geo. P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.) Headmaster.

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Calendar

S~

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.

P Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Teparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservato;

Young children also receivet{ PR N

e uakat Degasitncnt (S ThER i Hankony) wil b und
w cal Departmen 0, Theory an armony) w e under the directi
ho for twelye years taught in the School with marked success. REAL A& MBS AN ECONS;

Oice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

or ¢ £
wpmlmlm, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

IN THE CAPITAL OF THE DOMINION
IDEALLY SITUATED— EFFICIENT STAFF—ALL DEPARTMENTS.

Calendar and Particulars promptly sent on application.
sl REV. W. D. ARMSTRONG, M. A., Ph. H,, D. D., President.
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Hvellvg:rgal Ladies’ College

PRINCIPAL - - MISS KNOX

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

HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL - College Heights, Toronto

Junior School
For the convenience of pupils resident in the Northern and Western parts of the City. Large Playing
Grounds of nearly four acres—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey. Under the direct supervision of Miss
Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School teaching and in Languages.

For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.
R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Tre1s

—
A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Cadies’ €ollege

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

Regular Course of Study—That laid down by ‘g'
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for tbe
Universities for the Normal School, for the Exllﬂ“"r
tion of the Toronto Conservatory of Music, an ?‘
the Royal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified gial-
Special attention given to Language and Music,
High and healthy situation. Good grounds an‘
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Electric Light-
Perfect Sanitary Ararngements.

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal }

i k]

The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Rol"
Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its objeet and work it is accomplishln‘
are not sufficiently understood by the general public. !

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction®

in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it correspon
1o Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial ArmY,

lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which

form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is also provided.
Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a practical and
scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education. v
The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Physics
Chemistry, French and English.
The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course,
and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures i
health and excellent physical condition. 4 -
Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offere |

annually.
The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Domin
jon Land Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Society
of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each. ¢
& ngototsl cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all extras s
about 0.

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each yes*
at the headquarters of the several military districts. 1d

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

College, Kingston, Ont. /
|
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R oyal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL,

For Resident and Day Women Students.

Students prepared for degrees in Arts, Pure
Science and Music. Scholarships are awarded
annually. For all information apply to the
Warden.

——

BECOME A NURSE

“No nurse can afford to be without the course.”
—Martha E. Bare, Harper, Kan. (portrait).

WOULD you adopt the most attractive profes-

sion open to women today—a profession that
will be of advantage to you, whether you practice
it ornot? Then let us teach you to become a nurse.

Thousands of our graduates, without previous
experience, are today earning $10 to $25 a week.
Write for “How I Became a Nurse” and our
Year Book, explaining our correspondence and
home practice method ; 370 pages with the ex-
periences of our graduates.
48 specimen lesson pages sent free to all eaguirers

The Chautauqua School of Nursing
210 MAIN ST. Eleventh Year JAMESTOWN, N.Y-

\¥

SHOW CARD WRI.ING.

THE MODERN MONEY MAKING PRO-
FESSION. We teach this very profitable art
Tight at your HOME in spare hours under AN
EXPERIENCED AND EXPERT SHOW
CARD WRITER AND TUTOR.

Experts Earn $15. to $50. per week.
Demand greater than supply.
E"ery young man in business should take this

Course, Free particulars upon request.

Shaw Correspondence School
391 Yonge Street, Toronto,

. SRR 2 :i'-;;'-

T

FOR BOYS
AND GIRLS

A RESIDENT SCHOOL. FRePARAT RY, COMMERCIAL
AND COL EGIAT COURSES. MUSIC AND RT,
Newly built and equipped, ideal site, easy access from
Toronto. Full information in illustrated year book.

Write:—W. P. Firth, M.A., D.Sc., Principal,
= Newmarket, Ont.

I
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W e have prepared a folder dealing with one of the most
attractive 7/ investments in the present market.

Copy Mailed on Request.
National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING -

TORONTO, ONTARIO
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THE

NORTHERN

Life Assurance
Co. of Canada

JOHN MILNE
Managing-Director

HEAD OFFICE
London, Ont.

The Company has closed the past year
with an increase of over 257 in business
written, and an increase of 127, of business
in force.

Corresponding gains in every depart-
ment.

‘ Conservative methods and steady pro
gress have arrived at the goal—SUCCESS. -

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 49, to 6,

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

Dommion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL. LONDON.ENG

-m"é}?alamazoo Point Nuﬁber Onej'
‘ TbeKa_lalsnng@ rezteBinder

al opening -

B

b Y Note ¢

S EIGHT SALIENT ¢
flat KALAMAZOO how lht
writing POINTS hags the
surface ; desk
1. Flat Opening.
The KALAMAZOO is the only | 5 Simele Conaructn: | The KALAMAZOO has all of
loose leaf binder that combines all the e Cansl Bk i, the adjustable features of all the other loose
good points of both loose leaf and rigid | 5 Fase of Operation. leaf binders.
bound books. & No Extossd Metal: It has many new special features peculiarly
It has the same flexible rigidity and easy 7. Accessibility. its own.
opening features, and the round leather 8. Durability. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
made in any size 1equired. E

back of the permanertly bound book.
A N.B.—Send for Free Descriptive Booklet Al.

Warwick Bros. & Rutter, Limited

Loose Leaf & Account- King &
S ook Maxere Toron.to Sl

TRADE E 3

K
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Stofy_ of Another
Successful Year

North m

Thethirty two years
of North American
Life history have
been years of unin-
terrupted growth.
But in 191z more
substantial ~ gains
than ever were regis-
tered all along the
line. New Policies
in 1912 ran 25 per
cent. in excess of
those for 1gr1. - As-
sets increased by
nearly one million
dollars and Net Sur-
plus by 21 per cent.
Policies in Force
now total nearly
fifty millions. The
swing of success is
with the

erican
Life Assurance Co.

THE FIGURES TELL THE STORY:

1912
Policies Issued - -

Policies in Force -+ - 49,469,581
BUSSEES L T e Tamag0180
Net Surplus- - - 1,576,046
Cash Income - -  2,404.757
Total Payments to

Policyholders - 1,116,008
Profits Paid to Policy-

holders - = - " - 166,368

1911 Increase

$ 7,630,336 $ 6,129,426 $ 1,500,910
45:849,515 3,620,066

12,313,108 911,051

1,300,784 275,262

2,295,177 109,580

988,313 128,505

148,135 18,233

You Can Make No Mistake

In insuring with the North American Life. It is

a Company of proven worth

Years it has distributed $1,165,388 by way of
Profits among its policyholders.

disbursements  of profits
amounted to over $166,000.

In the past ten

In 1912
to policyholders

A steadily increasing earning-power on invest-
Ments, a favorable death-rate and a management
tha_t skilfully combines progress with conser-
Yatism, are your guarantees that North American

ife Policies will pay.

North American Life

Assurance Company
““Solid as the Continent ”’

L: GOLDMAN
irst Vice-President and
Managing Direct:r -

EDWARD GURNEY

President

One Hundred

DOLLARS

and upwards may be invested
in our Debentures. They are
issued for one or more years.
Interest at a special rate, varying
according to the term for which
the Debenture is issued, is paid

twice a year.

They are

An Authorized Trustee

Investment

Send for specimen Debenture,

last Annual Report, and all

information,

|

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, - Toronto

Established 1855
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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

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

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

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

Travellers’ Cheques

Issued by the Canadian Bank of Commerce enable the traveller to provide
himself with funds without delay at each point of his journey in a convenient
yet inexpensive manner. They are issued payable in every country in the
world in denominations of

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

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

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

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000
RESERVE AND UNDI-

VIDED PROFITS ... 3,750,000

$6,750,000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $48.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL,
BRANCHES
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The Dwindling Dollar

( These are the days in which the
“Almighty Dollar” has lost nearly 50%

of its “almightiness.”

q A $2,000 income to-day leaves you
in practically the same position as a
$1,000 salary found you a few years ago.

q A life insured for $1,000 to-day is
protected to the extent of only about
$500 of the money of twenty years ago;
therefore

 To provide the same protection you
must

DOUBLE YOUR INSURANCE

‘THE MUTUAL LIFE |

ASSURANCE COMPANY OF CANADA
HEAD OFFICE, - - WATERLOO, ONT.

e ———

T ——
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS :

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

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

3/0-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-3I10

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

LOYDON, ENC., 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St.. E.C NEW YOPK, Corner William and Cedar Sts
N R e e

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT BAANCHES - A

THE e
st LIFE| | WESTERN.

Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA, ASSURANCE COMPANY
—_— : Incorporated In 1851

Assets ... ... $ 2,842,654.08 e

Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00 ASSETS, i 22

69,254.3
Security 3rs et intending insurrs dsie, bty e e B
3 obtain u.n er " Exce] S101r policies w 1€ A

and PrOflf ?eli(t)ucrs::t-un the “Last Word " in liberal Is"l%CLli)RElRS - 2'744’183.92

h the Company has been able to pa i
n e y satisfactor:
T e ?mﬁts lts.hetc}.;lusefm has }yeen continuousl;:
oremost in those feat icl id si izati
Reason i atures from which profits LOSSES paid since or of C

$54,069,727.16
In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
1911 Death Rate 34 per cent of expected, S
Expenses decreased 2,50 per cent. DIRECTORS: ;
Agents Wanted : to give either entire of Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
spare time. W. R. BROCK, Vice-President
W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director
e e ST _
E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN, &7
General Manager President, Head Office: = Toronto
—

SRS S
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Esterbrook’s
Relief No. 314

is an extraor-

dinary pen that

adjusts itself to any

desired slant and writes
smoother than the old
goose quill. Made of special
alloyed metal—won’t corrode

—and finished like a gold pen.
Write for illustrated booklet,

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

§ The Brown Bres., Ltd. - - Camadian Agents, Toronte

provided for those

who are depend-
ent upon you?
Good intentions or

good resolutions

will not count for

“umm vu}‘

u‘umm ”

much when your Qi

widow is struggling

to make a living.

Paid-up Capital - - $6,747,680
ASk ~f0r bOOklet’ Reserve Funds mas e 6,559,478
194 Branches in Canada.
¢ Endowment at E.xtvnding from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.
Life Rate.” ! Deposits received of $1 00 and upward, and interest

allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - . $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = = (,250,000.00
Undivided Profits - - 181,888.26

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business T ransacted.

Father Time

and Old Age are inevitable. Have you
built your ramparts so that you and yours
are immune from the foe of Poverty? If

you have not, dig the first trench now by
taking out a Policy with the

- FEDERAL LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY
HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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Saving Your Money

O better way to start for ultimate in-

dependence than to save your money now

and no better way for saving money than to keep
your spare dollars in a Bank of Toronto Savings Account.
Such an account is an incentive to thrift and a safe-
guard against needless spending.

The Bank of Toronto invites Savings
Accounts from all classes of individuals
—salary earners, wage earners, those
having settled incomes, and those
having money awaiting investment.
Interest is paid on balances half-yearly.

THE MANAGEMENT of the Bank of Tor-
onto unites stability with progressiveness.

Paid-up Capital ................ $5,000,000
ReservedFunds ................ $6,176,578
ROBERE. . 050 G R ivais $58,000,000

I HE INCORPORATED 1855

BANK or TORONTO

Head Office:

TORONTO
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“Fire’s OQut”

HEN comes the matter of insur-
ance. You get out your policy
and note the company in which
you are insured. Certain questions

should not arise to worry you at such a
time.

You should not be worried by the ques-
tion of whether you will be fairly treated
by the company in which you are insured.

You should not be worried over the ques-

tion of whether the company can pay
the loss.

You should not be worried by the ques-
tion of whether you have had enough
protection to cover your clajm.

To be insured in the Hartford Fire Insurance
Company eliminates the first two of these worries,
By consultation with 2 Hartford Agent before
taking out your policy, he will tel] you the proper
proportion of insurance to carry and that elim-
inates the third = Ty

-

Tle evident thing to do before the fire in order tO

eliminate Worry is to be insured in the right kind of
company,

INSIST on the HARTFORD

Agents Everywhere
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The belle of Spotless Town you see
Who shines in bright society.

Her mind is broad. Her waste is slim.
Her pots and pans are never dim.

She has the cents to make a show

By polishing with : h

)R
N\ Q)
[ & ‘
w
The amount of cleaning, scour- In giving your tins the desired
ing and polishing that you can mirrow-like glitter, Sapolio’s rich,
get from one cake of Sapolio is cleansing suds help materially.
simply astonishing. Sapolio’s suds make harsh, injuri-

ous materials unnecessary.

Rub a damp cloth on a cake o.
Sapolio. You then have a quick, eco-

The Reason is plain.
Sapolio does not waste.

You may have tried. strong, nomical cleaner for tin-ware, enamel-
harsh compounds that give poor ware, kitchen knives and forks, “pots
and kettles, dishes, woodwork and

suds. They simply grind off the

dirt, therefore must be used freel parblng
and’wastefull Y Our Spotless Town booklet tells
_ _y' : more about Sapolio and more about
The grinding gives your tins a Spotless Town, Write forit. Sent free.
€ ”» v H
flull, frosted ﬁnxsh. In time Enoch Morgan's Sons Company
it wears off the tin surface.
5 Sole Manufacturers
Then rusting starts. New York City

This is the grocer of Spotless Town.
e hears your wants and notes them down.
e gives you credit for being wise

And charges you to use your eyes.
he names upon the labels show
€ deals in real -

7

|

Z
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1007 PURE -

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

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

“E.D.S.” BRAND GOODS

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

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

“ED.S.” BRAND JAMS, JELLIES, MARMALADE

CATSUP AND GRAPE JUICE
INSIST ON GETTING “E.D.S.” GOODS

E.D.SMITH . WINONA, ONT.

comfortable and dressy by wearing
a pair of light

“KING COATLESS”

Summer Suspenders

Out of sight under your shirt. Hold trousers up

and shirt down. Give neat shirt-waist effect. Ad-
Justable to any size,

Name ““King Coatless *’ on buckles. Say
“King Coatless’’ and make sure you get them.

50 at all Dealers or mailed free with
0 Instructions on receipt of 50c. by

The King Suspender Co.
TORONTO
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THE MANDOLIN PLAYER

Fron the Painting by Laura Muntz. Exhibited by the Montreal Art Association




THE

CANADIAN

XLI

MAGAZINE

TORONTO, JUNE, 1913 No. 2

THE NEW STUDY OF THE
OLD BOOK

1.—THE MEANING OF CRITICISM

BY THE REV. DR. GEORGE COULSON WORKMAN

ANY years ago, no matter when,
at a public gathering, no mat-
ter where, I heard a minister, no
matter who, declare with complac-
ency, ‘‘I don’t know anything about
Higher criticism, and I don’t know
anyone who does.’” The speaker, who
was a person of some prominence,
seemed to glory in his ignorance. I
could have told him something about
it, had an opportunity been afford-
ed; but, as the occasion was not suit-
able for telling him and as he did not
seem desirous of being told, I kept
my seat and held my peace.

Now the time has come for a thor-
ough discussion of the subject, so far
as its meaning and object are con-
cerned. Reading people are not
merely thinking of it and inquiring
about it, but multitudes of them are
eager to understand it. So I have
been requested by the editor of this
magazine to write a series of articles
on the Higher criticism, or the erit-

1-111

ical study of the sacred Seriptures;
for, while the expression may be used
of any kind of literature, it is spe-
cially or technically used of the lit-
erature of the Bible. In this paper
I intend to deal with the meaning
of the term.

According to a common usage, crit-
icism is fault-finding; but, accord-
ing to its etymology, it is Jjudging.
It comes from the Greek kritikos,
able to discern, and is cognate with
the Latin cernere, to sift or separate,
The root of the word means to sep-
arate or divide, and from its literal
meaning the idea of judging or de-
ciding was developed. Hence, a erit-
ic is a judge; and, broadly speak-
ing, eriticism is an act of judgment.
It is the act of passing judgment on
a person, on a production, or on a
performance. Since to eriticise is to
pass judgment on something, all men
are crities in a sense, because they
all judge freely of the character of
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things, and so indulge in criticism of
some kind.

Strictly speaking, however, the
word implies scrutiny, and denotes
the act of judging with propriety;
so that true eriticism is an impar-
tial judgment of a subject after a
careful examination of it. A hasty
judgment does not count for any-
thing, and cannot properly be called
eriticism. A competent critic does
not judge without full information,
nor does he publish his decision with-
out due deliberation. Moreover, such
a person looks for beauties as well as
blemishes; for excellences, no less
than defects; and a critic who will
not weigh both merits and demerits
is not worthy of the name. To crit-
icise fairly, therefore, is to judge
favourably as well as unfavourably,
if one find worthy qualities in the
objeet serutinized.

It seems important to emphasize
that faet, I think, because so many
erities dwell mainly on imperfections
and deal chiefly with defects. I think
it is important also to emphasize that
fact, because so many people expect
a critic to judge harshly or unfav-
ourably, as if they considered his of-
fice was rather to blame than to
praise, or as if they thought his work
eonsisted in detecting errors and ex-
posing faults. There are many such
crities, of course; too many, indeed ;
but, as a rule, their ecriticism shows
prejudice, and is generally unjust.
““Just eriticism demands,’”’ as War-
ton says, ‘‘not only that every beau-
ty or blemish be minutely pointed
out in its different degree and kind,
but also that the reason and foun-
dation of excellences and faults be
accurately ascertained.’’

By distinetion eriticism signifies a
judgment in literary matters, or the
art of judging literature in conform-
ity with an acknowledged standard.
With this limited signification the
term is generally used at the present
time. In this restricted sense each
branch of learning has its appro-
priate eriticism, that is, a recognised
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criterion by which it should be judg-
ed. As a department of literature,
criticism consists in examining any
writing, either ancient or modern, in
order to ascertain its characteristics
and estimate its qualities. Such erit-
icism is synonymous with neither
praise or blame. It is merely an ex-
amination of a literary document
with a view of judging of its char-
acter and contents,

The eriticism to be discussed in
this paper is a section of General
criticism, and has two definite phases,
or two separate spheres. These are
called the Higher ecriticism and the
Lower criticism. Though the dis-
tinetion between them is familiar to
scholars and students, most persons
who are professedly opposed to a erit-
ical study of the Secriptures do not
know the meaning of these phrases.
Many who distrust criticism and de-
nounce crities are utterly uninform-
ed in this respect. Some ridiculous
misuses of the terms ‘‘higher’’ and
““lower”’ in connection with ecrities
and criticism have come under my
notice, or, at least, they would have
been laughable, had they not been
painful ; for it is painful to hear men
speak contemptuously of something
of which they are ignorant, or to find
them using incorrectly phrases which
they should, but do not, understand.

Without stopping to give exam-
ples, I may say that Higher criticism
has been supposed to be a presump-
tuous kind of criticism by one who
arrogates to himself superior learn-
ing, and that Lower criticism has
been supposed to be an inferior kind
of criticism by one who has no title
to learning at all; so that to the un-
instructed the former has stood for
arrogance and the latter for ignor-
ance. But these were only popular
misconceptions. The adjectives
“‘higher’’ and ‘‘lower’’ are here used
conventionally. Hence, in the ordin-
ary sense of the words, the former
is not superior to the latter, nor is
the latter inferior to the former, but
both kinds of eriticism are equally
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scientific and equally important. In
each of these phrases the adjective
is a technical term, and in neither
phrase does it mean what it has so
often seemed to the uninitiated to
imply.

The Higher ecriticism is the erit-
ical study of the Bible, or any part
of it, as literature, and the Lower
eriticism is the critical study of the
text of any of its books. The one
deals with its literary features, the
other with its textual forms. Hence
the first is Literary criticism, and the
second Textual criticism. By these
two adjectives they have sometimes
been designated, and each of them
is less ambiguous than either ‘‘high-
er’’ or lower’’; but Literary erit-
icism is a broader term than Higher
criticism, the latter being only a de-
partment of the former. Much con-
fusion might have been avoided, pos-
gibly, had the adjectives ‘‘literary’’
and ‘‘textual’’ been used instead of
‘‘higher’’ and ‘‘lower’’; but the use
of them would not have prevented
prejudice against critics and ecriti-
cism, partly because some of the
pioneers in Biblical eriticism were
gceptical-minded men, and partly be-
eause some of the results of such crit-
jeism are subversive of traditional
views.

The way in which the terms ‘‘high-
er’’ and ‘‘lower’’ came to be em-
ployed deserves a few remarks. Crit-
icism of the Secriptures is not a new,
but an old, practice. It extends far
back into pre-Christian times, and
there have been Biblical critics down
through the centuries. But, as a
science, Biblical eriticism is a com-
paratively modern thing, having com-
menced with the Reformation, which
was essentially a eritical movement.
For a good while, however, the ecrit-
jcal study of the Bible was of a
rather general character, and was
largely devoted to the text of Serip-
ture. But, about a century and a
quarter ago, when Biblical eriticism
had come mostly to mean Textual

eriticism, Professor J. G  Eichhorn,
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of Germany, began to employ the
term Higher criticism in connection
with Biblical literature. The term
was used by him to denote the study
of the contents of Scripture in con-
trast with the study of the text,
which, because it deals with the
ground-work, so to speak, was called
Lower criticism, it being fundamen-
tal to the other.

Thus the adjective ‘‘higher’’ must
not be understood in the ordinary
sense, much less in an invidious
sense. Like the correlative ‘‘lower,’’
it is, as was previously stated, a tech-
nical term. These terms are used
correlatively to indicate a reciprocal
relation between the literary and the
textual study of the books of the
Bible. But, inasmuch as the Higher
ceriticism has to deal with a more
difficult class of problems, and inas-
much as the contents of a book may
be considered a higher study than
that of the words in which they are
expressed, the adjective ‘‘higher,”’
though not selected for either rea-
son, is suggestive of each fact. Such
is the actual relation between these
two terms, and such is the true dis-
tinetion between these two branches
of criticism.

The Higher eriticism is goncern-
ed with the date, the origin and the
structure of a literary produection.
When employed in the study of the
Bible, it inquires into the age, the
authorship and the literary charaec-
teristies of any book «f Seripture.
Some persons make it include a con
sideration of the credibility and value
of a writing, but such a considera-
tion is the work of a historical ra-
ther than a higher eritic. The Low-
er criticism is concerned with the
text of a literary production. Its
province in the study of Seripture
is to ascertain, so far as possible, the
exact words which the writer used.
By collating old manuseripts, by
comparing ancient versions, by ex-
amining early quotations, by %ift-
ing conflicting testimony and by
weighing complicated evidence, it
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seeks to determine the probable read-
ing of every doubtful passage.

Each of these branches of eriti-
cism has its recognised canons or
rules; and these canons or rules are
neither arbitrary nor capricious, but
rational and scientific, having been
formed in accordance with the laws
of human language and of logical
thought. Since the purpose of this
paper is to deal with the first of
these branches of eriticism, I need
say no more at present about the sec-
ond branch. I should observe, how-
ever, that as the Higher criticism has
to do with the literary features of a
book or writing, its principles are
applicable to any kind of literature.
It makes no difference whether the
writing to be examined is sacred or
profane, the same general principles
must be applied. Hence there is a
Higher eriticism of the Classics, as
well as one of the Old and New
Testaments. Indeed, the term High-
er criticism was originally used of
Classical literature.

The proper application of these
prineiples requires a special equip-
ment on the part of a critic. He
should have excellent judgment, thor-
ough scholarship and careful train-
ing. The work of a critic has often
been vitiated by his lack of one or
othen of those qualifications. No
matter what his scholarship may be,
no matter what his training may
have been, if he have not a balanced
and sober judgment, his conclusions
will be questionable, and they may
be false. Many a eritical conclusion
that has startled Christian people has
been owing to a hasty judgment on
the part of an impulsive eritic. All
eriticism should be sober; but, be-
cause of its sacred character, all erit-
icism of Seripture should be both
gsober and reverent. Sobriety and
reverence are indispensable to a thor-
oughly furnished critic of the Bible.

The function of the Higher erit-
jcism is to deal with the Secriptures
as a body of literature (as a body of
religious literature, of course) con-
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taining spiritual or inspired ideas.
Its office is to examine, to anaylse,
to dissect. It endeavours to ascer-
tain when each book of the Bible was
written, by whom it was written, and
what its literary features are. It
inquires also whether the subject-mat-
ter is to be taken literally or figura-
tively; that is, whether the record is
history or allegory, prophecy or par-
able, poetry or prose. These ques-
tions must be answered before we ean
intelligently expound a writing of
any kind; and, in answering these
questions, let me remind the reader,
critics apply the same literary can-
ons that are applicable to profane or
irreligious literature.

Throughout the inquiry the High-
er criticism seeks to discover whether
the writing is the produet of one
author, or of more than one; to as-
certain whether any part of it has
been modified or not in the ecourse
of its history, and to indicate the re-
lation of one part to another, and of
each part to the whole. Such an in-
quiry furnishes the key to the his-
torical situation, and is preliminary
to the work of exposition; because,
until we know the date or origin of
a document, or, at least, until we
know the circumstances under which
it was written, some portions of the
exegesis must remain obscure. Thus
the work of the critic is fundamen-
tal to the true interpretation of any
book in the Bible. It may now be
seen that the Higher criticism is the
basal part, so to speak, of a scientifle
process whereby each section of
Scripture is to be properly interpret-
ed.

Such eriticism, therefore, is mere-
ly a method of study. Being a
method of study, it becomes a method
of knowledge, by helping us to learn
what we should not otherwise know,
and what those who lived in earlier
ages did not know. As it is concern-
ed with ancient writings or litera-
ture belonging to the past, it is real-
ly a historical method, and it may
properly be described as such. We
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must be careful, however, not to
identify the Higher ecriticism with
either Literary or Historical ecriti-
cism; for, while it has much in com.-
mon with both of these kinds of erit-
icism, it is different from either,
and should be distinguished from
each. Literary criticism is concern-
ed with all the known qualities that
pertain to a piece of writing, and
Historical eriticism is concerned
with all the supposed facts connected
with its history; whereas the ngl.ler
eriticism concerns itself_ solely with
its date, its origin and its structure.
Because of having affinities with each
of the other two kinds, thg Higher
eriticism has been happily called
‘‘Historico-literary eriticism.’’ i
Still, while the Higher eriticism
must not be identified with historical
eriticism, it is a truly historical
method. As such, to .borrow and
adapt a figure, it is a kmq of torch,
whose light conducts us in the ob-
scure tracts of antiquity, and en-
ables us to distinguish the genuine
from the spurious, the probable from
the improbable, the true from the
false. For want of a proper method
our fathers fell into many an error
with regard to the Seriptures. Most
of their mistakes respecting them
were owing to that lack. But by
means of the historical method,
which is a thoroughly scientific
method, we are enabled to detect and
rectify their errors, and in so doing
to disengage ourselves from them. :
The Bible records a historical lit-
erary developmept, just as the rocks
record a historical phypmal devel-
opment, so that there is a perfect
analogy between the two records
with respect to their growth. The
book of Secripture, Ilke.the book of
Nature, came gradually into its pres-
ent form. Those facts are mow
known and acknowledged by men of
every school of thought. To obtain
an accurate understanding of either
book, therefore, we must study it in
the order in which its separate parts
arose. The character of the record
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in each case requires it to be studjed
in the light of its own history. That
way of studying is the only proper
way to get a clear understanding
of anything that has a history.
Hence the historieal method of
knowledge is based on the divine
method of working, and, for that
reason, may be called God’s method
of eomplete knowledge for mankind.

It was this method that led to the
evolution of Biblical science, for
Biblical ecriticism is a science, no
less than botany, biology, or geology,
in the sense that it is a mode of
knowledge that is governed by ap-
propriate rules, and leads to assur-
ed results. It was this method
which enabled men to evolve astrono-
my, or the science of the stars, from
the absurdities of astrology; and
chemistry, or the science of matter,
from the superstitions of alchemy ;
and physics, or the science of en.
ergy, from the simple mechanical
contrivances of the lever and the
pulley. It was this method, more-
over, which enabled them to pene-
trate the mysteries of surrounding
objects, by investigating their econ.
stitution and ascertaining their ele.
ments.

Thus the science of eriticism was
an outsome of the modern spirit of
inquiry. Like each of the other
sciences mentioned, it was a natural
and necessary development. As Bibli-
cal eriticism had to begin, so it is
bound to continue. We can no
more stop it than we can keep the
sun from shining or the grass from
growing. Having once commenced,
the movement had to take its na-
tural course; and having become a
science, it is certain to go forward.
To quote a sane religious writer, ‘‘It
is useless, as it is insincere, to try
to cheeck this devout study of the
Seriptures, or to brand it as some-
thing wrong. It will go on, for it
is God’s purpose that it go on.”’
The sooner that fact is recognised
by Christian people, the better for
the cause of truth.
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And, when Christians in general
become acquainted with Biblical
eriticism, they will not desire to check
it. The method is so rational and its
results are so important that it
needs only to be understood to be
appreciated. Were its importance
universally recognised by the lead-
ers of religious thought, antagonism
towards the movement would imme-
diately cease. But its importance is
becoming recognised more widely
every year, and an increasing num-
ber of religious leaders are coming
to see that rational faith can be
maintained in the Church only by
the aid of reverent eriticism. As
far back as 1897, the Bishops who
attended the Lambeth Conferencey
London, stated in their encyclical
letter that year that ‘‘the eritical
study of the Bible by competent
scholars is essential to the main-
tenance in the Church of a healthy
faith.”’

Without dwelling longer on the

importance of Biblical criticism, I
may conclude this paper by saying
that, as men did not understand
the construction of the universe or
the formation of the earth till they
began to adopt the historical method,
so they did not understand the Bible
till they began to study it historically.
But for this method of knowledge, we
gshould still be as ignorant of both
Nature and Scripture as those who
lived in the Middle Ages. Only dur-
ing the last century, however, did this
method become general among Bibli-
cal scholars, and then only among a
small number in certain countries; so
that the late Professor Franz Delit-
zsch, the most venerated Old Testa-
ment exegete of his day, was un-
doubtly right when he declared that
the historical spirit, by which he
meant in particular the historical
method of studying the Bible, was the
special charism, or gift of God to the
Church of Chrlst in the mneteenth
century.

(‘The Objeet of Criticism’’ is the title of Dr. Workman’s paper for the July
Number.




AUTOGRAPHS OF RULERS IN

CANADA
BY BERNARD MUDDIMAN

THERE is something so intimately

personal in an autograph that
frequently it prompts the same flash
of ready recognition as we experience
on hearing the tone of a familiar voice
or the sight of a familiar face. It
speaks to us so vividly of the man
and his personality that oftentimes
we would fain read something of his
character in the mere flourishes of the
pen. Indeed the autograph huuter,
pursuing poet or actor or other nct-
able persons, believes that with each
signature he has acquired something
far more precious than the mere
namé. A printed or typewritten
name is a soulless thing, he reasons,
but the signatures have something of
the personal essence or aroma of the
men and women themselves. So, too,
it may be that we ourselves, guarding
some letter of the dear dead, beliéve
we still retain a relic that binds us
elosely to them, makes them more real
and charges us to keep their memory
green.

‘With such feelings I have garnered
here a few of the most prominent sig-
natures of the men who discovered,
ruled or made Canada what she is to-
day. And it seems to me as I look
at them now that I have brought to-
gether a kind of graphological history
of the Dominion.* For all these signa-
tures mean a great deal to Canada.

Here is he, who years ago, in 1534,
came sailing with weather-beaten sails
from the bleak coasts of New Found-
land into a copper-green bay of limped
waters devoid of reef or shoal, with
occasional green isles asleep on its
sleepy tide. And as Cartier stood in
the prow he was amazed to find such a
summer sea after the tempestuous At-
lantiec with its fogs and raw winds.
Looking at the quaint, involved, flam-
boyant writing of the old Breton sail-
or, as rich in flourishes as the curves
of his poop and quaint top-sails, do
we not feel him the closer to us across
the gray dividing centuries?

Of course, whether or not we ecan
infer the character of a man from his
signature is a graphological question
that hardly worries the majority of
autographical hunters. 1t has been
said by the famous French savant Dr.
Binet, of the Paris Institute of Psy-
chology, that such a presumption is
without scientific foundation, Per-
sons of indecision in character, for in-
stance, he remarks, often write with a
firm hand, while to attach significance
as to character or intelligence in the
flourishes is a ridiculous eriterion. In-
deed one famous graphologist decided
that Rénan, the author of the famous
French life of Jesus, in his handwrit-
ing showed a ‘“‘small and narrow
mind,’” and one ‘‘prone to over credu-

*At the time I wrote this T had not read a very interesting article on the same
theme in French by Francis Y. Audet, of the Archives Department, Ottawa, entitled
‘“Administrateurs du Canada,’’ and read before the Royal Society of Canada, 1908.
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JACQUES CARTIER
First visited Canada in 1534,

SAMUEL DE CHAMPLAIN
Founded Quebec in 1612,

MAISONNEUVE
Laid the foundation of Montreal in 1642,

COMTE DE FROTENAC
Erected Fort near present site of Kingston about 1762,

LE MOYNE D'IBERVILLE
Explorer in North America, 1686 to 1697,

CHAUSSEGROS DE LERY
Made Plans for Canadian Fortifications from 1716 to 1750.

lity’’! However, it is admitted that
the kind of education given to any in-
dividual may often be safely inferred.
For lawyers write one kind of hand,
artists another and soldiers a third.
Graphology may not be able to deter-
mine at all exactly the sex, age, intel-
ligence or character of a writer; but
its error is one of deduction, for in
each hand there is undeniable data
from which to work. But our deduc-
tions are oftentimes too sweeping as
that common one that fickle women
write in the most beautiful manner.
The error, indeed, like that of all in-
tuitive seiences, rests with the capaci-
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ty of the particular deducer. Yet its
amazing popularity to-day, as shown
in the columns of the newspapers,
makes it evident that it is a belief, at
once wide-spread and founded on a
certain general suspicion, that every-
one leaves a trace of himself and none
other behind on everything he per-
forms. And, perhaps, it is not a fond
fallacy to say, to employ one of our
examples here, that much of Cham-
plain’s simplicity of purpose and ere-
dulity of heart may be seen in his
childlike signature. Again there is a
iraseible note, a fierceness and arro-
gance in the penning of Frontenaec.
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LORD AMHERST
Appointed Commander-in-Chief and Governor, 1761, ’ = 2
Governor of Canada, 1763-6.
SIR GUY CARLTON m
Organiser of the first Canadian Navy.
—_
N e ——

SIR FREDERICK HALDIMAND é’/ﬁ.)
P>y

Governor of Canada, 1778.

JAMES MURRAY /g; . ‘//M,;}

ROBERT PRESCOTT
Governor of Canada, 1796. J% %
£ T &

SIR JAMES CRAIG M}
Governor of Canada, 1807-11. Zd
A
7 1 \)

Both have the mark of genius in their friend of mine has pointed out, re-
well-defined strokes, with curious in- veals imagination — the imagim;tion
equalities; that of alert intelligence, that in the case of Champlain dreamt
for they are clear, simple and uneven. of converting the whole world to the
Largeness of the writing, a graphical faith of Christendom and brooded
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over voyages to far Cathay; while, in
the other, we have an imagination
dreaming of a court & la Versailles in
old Quebee. My readers can amuse
themselves here by reading a charact-
er for each of these great men and
then turning to the page of history to
test his veracity.

All I purpose to do here is to recall
a few events in the lives of the least
known of these Canadian heroes and
rulers. For some like Frontenac or Guy
Carleton, the Clive of Canada, played
during their lives such picturesque
roles that we shall never forget them,
nor will the historian, who dearly
loves a vivid page, ever allow us to.
There is, too, a pathetic charm in ex-
amining the signatures of many of
those figures who only half appear in
the full light of our Canadian his-
tory; the hand of de Léry, for in-
stance, who built early fortifications
at Quebec, at Detroit, and other places
in Canada; or, again, of Sir James
Henry Craig, who saw fighting on
every corner of the world, laid the
foundations of British supremacy in
South Afriea, and then, sick and old,
became one of Canada’s most hated
governors. One is reminded of the
quartrain :

‘““The moving finger writes; and having
writ

Moves on; nor all thy Piety nor wit
Shall lure it back to eancel half a line,
Nor all thy tears wash out a word of it.”’

For these men not only wrote their
names with their fists, shipboard or
forestward, ’mid battle or at the
judgment table, but they also wrote
with their deeds the history of Can-
ada. Maisonneuve, a fanatic that no
unknown land or Iroquois terror
could daunt, lives to-day in the pride
of Montreal, the child of his daring.
Le Moyne d’Iberville, not inaptly de-
seribed as the Drake of France, was
born and bred in Canada and roved
the seas in the true filibustering fash-
ion that delights every boy’s heart.
Those who have read of his explora-
tion of the Mississippi, which he as-
cended in 1699 with his brother, Le
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Moyne de Bienville, a Franciscan,
who had been a companion of La
Salle, and forty-eight men in two
barges, with provisions for a fort-
night, will remember his adventures
far better than those others who only
pass through Iberville Junction from
Montreal on their way to the Eastern
townships. Cartier, Champlain, Fron-

'tenae, Maisonneuve, Le Moyne d’Iber-

ville and Lévis belong to that old ré-
gime that has passed away, the heroie
period of Canadian history, when the
white silk banner with its golden
fleur-de-lys bravely flaunted over the
Chateau St. Louis at Quebee. And of
their company was Jean Bourdon, the
first engineer and surveyor to behold
Canada’s great stores of white fuel.

After these came the English gover-
nors. In my collection of signatures
they turn out in full force from Am-
herst (1760) down to Sir Edmund
Head (1861)—a century of rule and
administration prior to the modern
governor-general.  What men they
were too—for the most part honest
soldiers vainly safeguarding the in-
fant eolony in a civilian mode when
their instinets and their training call-
ed them to war’s alarms.

Ambherst, who ruled the land in the
interregnum before the French had
gone or the English had come, was in
reality a military governor. His sue-
cessor, James Murray, who like so
many of these later governors only
lives a year or two in Canadian his-
tory, distinguished himself at the
sieges of Louisburg and Quebee and
was consequently appointed to this
unenviable post, and harassed beyond
endurance in retaining the loyalty of
good King George’s new French sub-
jeets and satisfying the exorbitant
demands of the conquering English.
Sir Guy Carleton, who followed, is
one of the most golden of all names
in our annals. No other man but
Carleton could have done what Carle-
ton did. Fortunately justice has
been done him in the monograph on
his life in the splendid ‘‘Makers of
Canada’’ series.
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SIR JOHN SHERBROOKE
Governor of Canada, 1816,

THE DUKE OF RICHMOND
Governor of Canada, 1818-19.

DALHOUSIE
Governor of Canada, 181925,

LORD AYLMER
Governor of Canada, 1830-35.

EARL OF GOSFORD
Governor of Canadas, 1835-38.

SIR JOHN COLBORNE
Lieutenant-Governor, 18378.

LORD SYDENHAM
Governor of Canada, 183941,
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CHARLES BAGOT
Governor of Canada, 1841.3.

CLARLES METCALFE
Governor of Canada, 1843-5,

CHARLES CATHEART
Governor of Canada, 18467,

LORD ELGIN
Governor of Canada, 1847-54.

LORD DURHAM
Came to Canada to Report Conditions, 1838,

SIR EDMUND HEAD
Governor of Canada, 1854-61

Haldimand was a Swiss, one of
those strange soldiers of fortune
who carved his way to fame with his
bare sword. Robert Prescott, besides
ruling Canada, conquered and held
for the British Crown the Island of
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Martinique. Sir James Henry Craig
fought everywhere from the Low
Countries to India, from Cape Colony
to Italy and Sicily. His name French-
Canadian historians have particularly
delighted to besmirch, but the Empire
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owes him a debt larger than the sin
of a few years of unsatisfactory Can-
adian administration can annul,
since he won for the British Crown
Cape Colony, the beginning of the
South African Commonwealth.

Sir George Prevost was, like Haldi-
mand, a Swiss by birth, and ruled and
fought in many of the West Indies Is-
lands under the British flag. It will
be noticed that I do not speak of his
or the services of the others in Can-
ada. My object is rather to point out
that, besides ruling here, they had
won laurels in other fields and parts
of the Empire, which brought on them
their selection. For it has often been
supposed that the English Govern-
ment sent men here hap-hazard, with-
out careful discrimination. Nothing
is further from the truth. One ex-
ample must suffice here to substanti-
ate my contention. Murray, Carle-
ton, Haldimand, Prescott, and Pre-
vost were coming to a land where the
majority was French, and they were
all excellent French linguists. Indeed
in those days French was a far more
common language among the English
coming to Canada than it is now, and
the necessity of its knowledge was
greater. ;

However, to proceed in chronologi-
cal order, Sir John Coape Sherbrooke
was one of Wellington’s assistant
generals in the Peninsular war.
Charles, Duke of Richmond, was
hardly a success. The French-Cana-
dian historian Garneau says: ‘‘Be-
fore coming to Canada he had made
such a muddle of his rule in Ireland
that he was obliged to travel on from
one land to another so that he might
recoup a fortune his luxury and ex-
travagances has dissipated.”” He died
of hydrophobia in August, 1819, near
the village of Richmond (called after
him) in Ontario.

Dalhousie, who was present at the
battle of Waterloo, as every Canadian

school-boy knows, seems to have sue-
ceeded by a natural perverseness in
arousing the Canadian feeling of in-
dignation to a fever heat. Lord Ayl-
mer fought everywhere, serving at one
time under Sherbrooke. Lord Gos-
ford’s only adventure beyond the seas
was his Canadian administration.
Lord Durham, who stayed the short-
est time of all, by means of his report
will be perhaps the always most dis-
cussed of them all, and is too well
known in history to justify further
attention here. On the other hand
who was in command under Welling-
ton at Waterloo and crushed the re-
bellion in Lower Canada in 1837-8; of
Charles Edward Poulett Thompson
(Lord Syderham) who united Upper
and Lower Canada and died at King-
ston from injuries received in falling
from his horse.  Sir Charles Bagot
also died at Kingston in 1843. Sir
Charles Theophilus Metealfe served
most of his life in India and left little
impression on Canadian history. His
name, indeed, most likely will be re-
membered in connection with the fa-
mous Metealfe Street of Ottawa. Lord
Catheart, besides governing Canada,
among other things discovered the
mineral ‘‘Greenockite.’’ Elgin’s
name is worthy of comparison with
Carleton. Indeed the work of these
two men in Canada stands out far
above the others. With Elgin our
modern life and government begin in
Canada. For Head, indeed, is only
the tail of the old system, before the
present office of governor-general was
created under Monck.

““The moving finger writes and,
having writ, moves on.’’ But it would
be unjust to forget that all these men,
each in his own way, helped to make
Canada, even if they have not all at-
tained the Valhalla of Canadian fame.
Their hands have written her history
and their names worthily adorn our
statutes.




THE CITY . THAT:WAS BORN

LUCKY
BY SAMUEL BRISTOL

OU’I‘ in Sunny Southern Alberta.

where the sun prolongs the day
in order to make the prairies and the
wheatfields golden, where the keen
winds gradually give way to the all-
eonquering chinook — in this mild
prairie land there was an insignificant
and unassuming town that for twenty
years had suffered under the unfor-
tunate name of Medicine Hat. It is
the only place of that name under
the sun, but, unlike most hats, this
one was upturned upon the prairie,
80 that it seems to catch in its broad
erown more of the glittering sun
rays than any of the conventional
hats of the West.

But Medicine Hat had a bad name;
there is no doubt about it. When
Eastern people heard the name they
shuddered, for they had heard of
Medicine Hat, ‘‘the place where the
weather comes from,”” and so strong
was the illusion in their minds that
the chill had pervaded their very,
systems like an ague. So great was
the dread of that frigid place that
mothers were in the habit of quieting
their babes with the threat of sending
them to Medicine Hat to freeze to
death.

The opprobrium of the name must
have arisen from the faect that the
weather man stopped at the ‘‘Hat’’ a
few years ago and decided to estab-
lish a weather station there. As it
was the most northerly point in the
sphere of that tyrannical genius, some

M

of his satellites became imbued with
the idea that all the wheather which
he made, up in the Yukon, in Alaska,
and the Hudson Bay, got its frigidi-
ty from that town with the queer-
sounding name. Like an epidemie the
notion spread and grew, and before
long Medicine Hat was doomed to
Aretie loneliness—so far as they were
concerned.

Fortunately, however, for Medicine
Hat, there were some brave spirits
who forswore their allegiance to the
weather man, who !eft the homes of
their childhood, and, going boldly
north to the land of dread, they were
surprised and delighted with the re-
ception they received. = Here were
days and days of sunshine, and miles
and miles of grassy prairie, with
thousands of cattle grazing upon the
thick mats of buffalo grass or drink-
ing from the streams and resting in
the long coulées. They found also im-
mense beds of coal in the banks of the
rivers, lying in veins seven feet deep,
coal that burned hot and kept off the
chill of winter. But, more wonderful
still, they found that their wells gave
up not only water but also a gas that
burned forever and kept their lights
blazing night and day. All of these
things were the lot of men who would
not believe and who dared to think—
men from Ontario, and Indiana, as
well as Missouri.

Years have passed since these pio-
neers went to Medicine Hat, and a

5 -
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ecity is now growing up on the prairies
of Alberta, covering the face of the
plains with the works of man. Thous-
ands went during last year to this
city and thousands more are going.
The secret of their going is not, as
might be supposed, the Alberta sun-
shine nor the rich prairies; nor is it
the chinook wind, which makes the
blast from the north subside into a
murmur. It is none of these that
has brought the thousands to Medi-
cine Hat, for the kind chinooks have
been blowing since the Orient began
gending her warm breath across the
Pacific ages ago, and the sun has been
ghining as brightly in Southern Al-
berta, for aught we know, since the
world began.

The secret lies deeper in mother
earth, and the unfolding of the secret
has awakened the world to another
of the marvels of her great empire.
Gas flows from the bosom of the earth
in quantities so vast, and with a force
so great, that it seems that the very
earth had become impregnated with
everlasting power, sufficient to solve
the problems of heat, light and en-
ergy for all the generations that are
to come.

Thirty years have passed since gas
was discovered in Medicine Hat and
for more than twenty years natural
gas has been the principal source of
energy, heat, and light for that city,
but the flow continues with exactly
the same force that it had when the
first pipe pierced the cover of earth
and opened the vast cavern of cease-
less and inexhaustible energy. Seldom
has the world witnessed such a won-
derful gift of nature. For years the
street lights have been burning con-
stantly in Medicine Hat, like the fires
of the Parsees, but no attendants are
needed for these fires and no one
thinks of turning out the lights, not
even when the sun in summer travels
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three-fourths of the way around the
horizon before passing towards mid-
night below the skyline for a few
short hours.

Winter is not a dreaded name in
Medicine Hat, for although the mer-
cury drops low in the thermometer
during some of the winter months,
there is a wealth of bright sunshine
and the knowledge that the warm
chinook is never far away. Even in
the months of January and February,
when the midland cities are held fast
in the grip of the frost king, Medicine
Hat and Sunny Alberta often for
weeks are tempered by mellow sun-
light*

The world was slow in awakening
to the importance of Medicine Hat’s
resources, but since the awakening
there has been so remarkable an in-
dustrial activity that the city has
been transformed within a period of
two or three years into a maze of fac-
tories and mills, Five hundred men
are busy converting the clay, which
they take from the nearby cutbanks,
into tile, brick, and pottery. Two
hundred toil daily in the iron and
steel mills, making the products that
will find their way into every part
of Canada. Two large cement mills
are being built, which with their five
hundred operators will convert the
ores of the earth into material for the
further conquest and subjugation of
the whole West, with great concrete
bridges across the rivers and colossal
buildings for the ecities. Four flour
mills with a capacity of twenty thous-
and barrels daily will be grinding
wheat from Alberta, Saskatchewan,
and Manitoba. Glass factories, eray-
on factories, linseed oil mills and a
score of others are turning out their
products with the power that comes
unaided from the depths of the earth.

The sleepy little town that for
twenty years was offered no more ex-

*If any skeptical reader should wish to verify these facts about the climate of

Medicine Hat he should consult the handbook
way, which says, among other things, regarding that city:

given out by the Canadian Pacific Rail-
““The snowfall here is

lighter and the winter shorter than anywhere else in Canada east of the Rocky Moun-

tains.”’
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citing entertainment than that afford-
ed by the cow-punchers who came
periodically to the ‘‘Hat’’ to buy
their provisions and have their sprees
awoke one day to find herself grown
famous. The town that, according to
Rudyard Kipling ‘‘was born lucky,’’
was finally coming into her own, for
the secret was out. Manufacturers
were flocking to Medicine Hat and
building their factories beside the gas
wells, and new wells were being add-
ed. Men and women were talking
about the wonderful ‘‘Gas City,’’ and
every month brought its hundreds of
arrivals. In one year the population
grew from five thousand to twelve
thousand. The hotels were erowded
to overflowing and people lived in
tents and hastily-constructed shacks.
Builders came in by the hundred, and
the town spread out over the prairie,
with rows of houses marking out new
streets in every direction.

The amount of building permits in-
creased in one year from seven hun-
dred thousand dollars to nearly three
million, and yet there were not
enough houses for the new-comers. A
score of business blocks were erected
in the summer of 1912, modern five-
storey and six-storey structures that
transformed the prairie town into a
modern ecity. Not since the days of
the Forty-Niners in California had
there been such a remarkable exhibi-
tion of city building.

It was Rudyard Kipling, the inven-
tor of unique ideas, who echristened
Medicine Hat ‘“The City that was
Born Lucky,”” and a more fitting
name could not have been found. Yet
the luckiest thing about this lucky
city was not its gas wells, nor its sur-
rounding rich prairies, but rather its
government.

The guiding of Medicine Hat to its
present position as an important man-
nfacturing eity was by some good for-
tune placed in the hands of conscien-
tious and capable men who have given
the city a remarkably good gdmims-
tration. Their policy of giving free

leases of land to manufacturers has
brought to Medicine Hat many of her
leading industries, while adoption of
the single-tax system at the same time
encouraged improvements instead of
levying a tribute upon them. The
Council have been responsible for pro-
viding the city with what is regarded
as the best system of water and sew-
erage in Western Canada. By open-
ness and fairness to all they have de-
veloped a most efficient poliee foree,
which has made Medicine Hat one
of the most orderly cities on the con-
tinent. What is of still greater im-
portance, they have encouraged the
building of schools, churches, and
parks, in order that the city may
have its foundation in the better so-
cial conditions among the people.

A large number of ecities in
Western Canada have been the stock
in trade of the boomsters who
have fed to the eager and ecredulous
investors the almost romantic stories
of the fabulous wealth of these cities
and the remarkable opportunities
which they offered for ‘‘getting rich
quick.” 1In the face of these prece-
dents the record of Medicine Hat in
1911 and 1912 would appear like an
Englishman’s joke.

But in terms of actual work—the
development of resources and the
building of a city, the perfecting of
good municipal government, and the
preparation for the future needs of
her people—in this work Medicine
Hat has a record that is not surpassed
by any of her Western neighbours.

But it should be clearly under-
stood that Medicine Hat is not now
“The Metropolis of the Prairies,”
not the ‘‘Pittsburg of Canada,”’ but
just Medicine Hat, and the only one
in the world. Tt is a busy, rapidly
growing town of fifteen thousand peo-
ple, and with resources which if uti-
lised will support a manufacturing
city whose trade would radiate for
thousands of miles in every direction
and whose population would not be
limited by tens of thousands.



THE OLD HOMESTEAD

From the painting by Maurice Cullen. Exhibited by the Royal Canadian Academy.
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE DAVID LLOYD GEORGI

THE

MAGNIFICIENT

LI
BY W.

T is the mark of a little negligible
legislator to be applauded wuni-
formly by the state at large. When,
on the contrary, he is hailed by one
portion of the community as heaven’s
own messenger, and railed upon by
the other part as a man possessed of a
devil, it is safe to say that he must
contain at any rate some parts of
greatness. Such a man was Joseph
129

INSISTENCE

LLOYD GEORGE
A. BARR

Chamberlain, and such a man is the
Right Honourable David Lloyd
George,

Broadness of mind again, however
admirable in itself, however indis-
pensable to the statesman. is by no
means an asset to the politician who

would achieve results. You cannot
split a log with a mallet. It is too

broad-minded. You must use an axe
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE H. H. ASQUITH,

Leader of the British House of Commons.

The similarity of Mr. George’s intel-
leet to an axe is closely parelleled by
the resemblance between Great Bri-
tain’s political mentality and a log.
This is no insult to either party—in
point of fact, the greatness of this
man and of this people is intimately
associated with these very qualities.
By the first of January, 1906, Mr.
Arthur James Balfour—universally
beloved—had completely lost the con-
fidence of the great British Log, sim-
ply and solely on account of his
breadth of mind. Balfour has a con-
stitutional weakness for studying the
other man’s point of view side by
side with his own; he is, in fact, one
of mature’s ambassadors, and not a
politician at all. Never in the whole
of his political career has Mr. Bal-
four made an enemy, and never has

he lost his temper. On the other
hand, Lloyd George has never yet
failed to do either when ecirecum-
stances have seemed to call for it, nor
has the Right Honourable David yet
thought it worth his while to consid-
er seriously an opponent’s point of
view unless the latter has appeared
to govern the swing of a considerable
number of votes.

[ compare these two men, not as
the figureheads of their respective
parties, but rather as the past type
and the future type of British prem-
ier. KFor Balfour has gone. He is
now winning well-earned vietories on
the tennis-courts at Cannes. And
Lloyd George is coming. He may
succeed Mr. Asquith at any moment :
for all practical purposes he has sue-
ceeded him already, and with his ad-

-y
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Leader of the Irish Nationalist Party in the British House o«

vent British political history has en-
tered upon an entirely new phase.

As to the present Premier, he re
sembles Old Caspar in that his work
is done; it was done while he held
the post now occupied by Lloyd
GGeorge, the Chanecellorship of the Ex-
chequer; and big, efficient work it
was, nothing less than the total re-
organisation of the country’s finances
and the readjustment of the basis of
taxation.

Of the forty million pounds of ad-
ditional annual taxation which the
Tories had been forced to levy be-
tween the years 1896 and 1905. no
less than 369 represented taxes up-
on foodstuffs and ecoal, a burden
which fell without distinetion upon
rich and poor, while nearly 509 econ-
sisted of undifferentiated income tax.
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REDMOND

Mr. Asquith, as Chancellor of the Ex
chequer, altered all this, so that by
the time the great Budget of 1909
was submitted to the House of Com-
mons, some relief had already been
afforded to small in-
comes, while eoal and food were very
nearly tax-free—though it is to be
noted that prices, so far from decreas-
illf_'. }H'Yl':l.\'t'(l a 1:'!11!!'111"\‘ to rise,

But money had to be found for the
Old-age Pensions, a measure of Lloyd

POSSessors Hf

George’s devising, though passed dur-
ing Asquith’s Chancellorship ; and in
the method of finding this money lay
the cause of the first great contro-
versy.

“‘The weight of the burden.’”’ runs
the paternal Liberal doctrine, ‘“must
be adjusted to the strength of the
bearer ™’
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MR.

BONAR LAW

Dark Horse from Canada, new Leader of the Tory Party.

Now the spirit which animates the
Tory party is utterly out of sym-
pathy with this principle. The Tory
party consists mainly of two classes;
people who, having inherited such
wealth as they possess, have no work-
ing knowledge of want, . and people
who have hewn their way unaided to
suecess, and so enjoy that contempt
for poverty which is commonly bred
with the belief that work and deter-
mination will scatter all obstacles.
This man’s god is Darwin. The sur-
vival of the fittest is his creed. That,
he says, is the root and trunk of a
state’s well-being, which, again, is the
sum of its individuals’ success. But
to penalise success for the benefit of
incompetence is to put a premium on
poverty : that is, his iey interpreta-
tion of the Liberal doctrine. Your

ideal Liberal is the good shepherd,
ever thoughtful of the weak. Your
true Tory is the Viking, the man who
survived because he was fit; he would
make his people as fit as himself—at
the lash if need be, but never by
doles. The Spartans were Tories to
a man,

[ quote from a typical Spectator
article:

‘¢Old-age Pensions, it is true, have
brought pecuniary relief to many poor peo-
ple, but, like all other forms of poor re-
lief, they do not destroy poverty, they
only assuage it. So far from removing
the causes which make people poor, such
measures rather tend to encourage the re-
laxation of effort, and thus to increase
poverty.’’

But an unimaginative, unambitious,
unbrilliant and possibly improvident
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE A. J. BALFOUR

Who still is regarded as the real leader of the Tory Party.

mechanic who has laboured stolidly
at his craft for forty hard years and
finds himself at the end earning an
income which dwindles in merciless
time to the tune of his failing dex-
terity, thinks along quite a different
line. Such a man’s idea is that the
attainment of success is as much a
matter of luck as of worth. He holds
that he is of the nation’s backbone
every whit as much as is that former
comrade of his who has become his
employer.

So thinks Lloyd George, his shep-
herd.

Viking and Shepherd: both types
are fine in their purity. I wonder
which type is capable of sinking to
the lower depth under the demoral-
ising influence of party polities?

As to the Tories; at the election of
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1895 they pledged themselves—in
spite of their essential antagonism—
to devise a scheme of Old-age Pen-
sions. During ten years of power
they got as far as a Royal Commis-
sion and two Committees of Inquiry
—whose reports they shelved. This
was, to say the least, immoral.

As to the Liberal record: we are
coming to that.

KA

The youth and upbringing of David
Lloyd George form an illuminating
commentary upon his political views
—that right honourable gentleman
did not achieve success unaided.

His father existed as an unsuccess-
ful schoolmaster, and expired as an
unsuceessful farmer in Wales. His
death oceurred when David was
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LORD LANSDOWNE

Who gave way to the threat to create a new contingent jof Peers.

something more than two years old.
[t left his widow practically penni-
less. Little Master George on this oc-
casion made his first recorded stand
against the tyranny of want, for he
and his small sister piled stones in
the gateway to prevent the removal
of his mother’s furniture at the com-
pulsory sale.

His maternal unele, an obscure cob-
bler in the village of Criccieth, an
elder of a rigid Non-Conformist sect,
took the bereft family under his wing
and exhausted the meagre savings of
his lifetime in edueating his nephew
for the law.

Later on, when yvoung George had
built himself a practice and had taken
his younger brother into partnership,
the brother assumed entire charge of

the little provincial office and sup-
ported Lloyd George through the in-
itial—and unremunerative—stages of
his parliamentary career. Which faects,
if they do not inspire any great con-
fidence in the ‘‘Little Welsh Attor-
ney’s’’ grasp of Imperial finance,
show, at any rate, what stuff these
Georges are made of; incidentally
they go far to justify his steadfast
adherence to the Liberal doctrine of

tempering the wind to the shorn
lamb. He has seen a good deal of

this shorn lamb business at close
range.

Up to the time of the triumphant
Liberal return in 1906, Lloyd George’s
fame rested solely upon his skill at
words. Few British orators have sur-
passed him in his magnificent use and



THE RIGHT HONOURABLE JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN

The Tiger of “Brum” out of action.

abuse of his alien tongue; as to his
speeches in the pure Cymrie (which
language, he maintains, will survive
our bastard English patois unchang-
ed, even as it has survived the tongue
of the conquering Roman), the Welsh,
a nation of ecritical poets, are almost
ecstatic in their enthusiasm. In Eng-
lish he is eloquent, lucid, piquant,
vivid, convineing; ecarefully humor-
ous when occasion permits. The
scintillating rapier of repartee, the
whip of virulent sarcasm, the flour-
bag of ridicule—all these weapons
are at his skilful command ; and more,
the man seems able to create what-
ever emotional atmosphere he pleases.
Last year he reduced a London audi-
ence to tears! Londoners do not weep
freely. He can lose his head, too,
with admirable diseretion. e can
135

storm and beat upon his adversaries
with a violent and seemingly aban-
doned ferocity of vituperation that
has goaded even that cunning old
tiger Joe Chamberlain till he, leap-
ing to his feet in furious rage, has

delivered the very words for which
the Welshman had been angling!

For all that, Mr. Chamberlain, whose
command of gall and vitriol is every
bit as fierce as his own, has more than
once chastised Our Hero eruelly.

In 1906 the people knew well
enough that Lloyd George had the
gift of tongues, but few even of his
most ardent supporters suspeeted that
he could administer almost as well as
he could curse. When, therefore, he
was appointed to the presidency of
the Board of Trade, there was a uni-
versal holding of breath to wait for
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THE LATE SIR HENRY

CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN

Former Prime Minister of England.

the inevitable erash—which did not
arrive, :

“Well, what ean I do for trade?’’
is said to have been his complacent
remark on entering that office for the
first time.

He soon ferreted out an answer,
and casting off for the time his rant-
er’s guise, he set to and reorganised
the whole of his antiquated depart-
ment, from roof to foundation. The
work, though not spectacular, was im-
portant and ably performed. The big-
gest single item was the passage of
the Port of London Act, which took
the ownership of the docks out of un-
enterprising private hands, and, in
brief, transformed the administration
of the world’s greatest port for the
first time into a really efficient and
progressive machine. His phenomenal

success in this department, coupled
with his unusual moderation before
the publie, led people to believe that
Lloyd George had settled down, a re-
formed character; for the most part
they viewed without alarm his trans-
lation to the Treasury on Campbell-
Bannerman’s death and Asquith’s ele-
ration to the Premiership. Again
they were wrong.

‘“Now, listen,’’ said the new Prime
Minister to the new Chanecellor, ‘I
have cheapened on the armaments: |
have eased taxation from the shoul-
ders of the poor; we have between us
endowed them with their long-prom-
ised Old-age Pensions, and some seven
hundred thousand persons over sev-
enty years of age are in receipt of
weekly sums varying from two to five
shillings—I may mention that the
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average is nearer the five—and that
number is going to increase. There
is the key of the safe. There is the
nation.”’

So Lloyd George rose in his might
and produced the epoch-marking Bud-
get of 1909.

In the preamble of his introduec-
tory speech he pointed out that the
two main streams of expenditure for
which he had to provide, and which
made the total of all other outgoings
look like ‘‘thirty cents,”’ were the
Pensions and the Navy. He did not
mention that those swollen naval esti-
mates were the direct result of Lib-
eral legislation during the two previ-
ous years.

The sceptical press of Germany has
again been asking us to manifest our
vaunted good-will by deeds rather
than by words. That has been tried.
During the whole of his premiership
that benevolent old optimist, Sir
Henry Campbell-Bannerman, invited
Germany to cut down her naval ex-
penditure. The form of his invita-
tion was a ‘‘deed,’’ if ever there was
one, namely, the severe curtailment
of our own naval expenditure. Ger-
many accepted the invitation—but
not quite in the sense predicted by
Liberal seers. Not only did she in-
crease her sea programme, but she
‘‘set a nigger on the safety-valve”’
and sped up her rate of construetion
to a maximum that revealed an aston-
ishing and unsuspected efficiency on
the part of German shipyards. Eight
years ago this would have meant lit-
tle enough, but the advent of the
Dreadnought battleship had compel-
led what amounted to a fresh start
in the siruggle for sea-power, having
transformed the previous bone and
musele of the world’s fleets into some-
thing very like serap-iron. QGer-
many’s spurt bade fair to bring her
navy neck and neck with our own.
When these facts became known, pub-
lie opinion asserted itself. Some un-
known Wordsworth uttered a eouplet
which went through the press with
the speed of a scandal in high life:

will

“WE WANT EIGHT, AND WE
WON’'T WAIT.”

A poor enough effort considered as
literature, but it ‘‘caught on.’’ Lon-
don was plastered with it in all sizes
of type. Comedians said it in musie-
halls and made their eternal reputa-
tions. Crowds chanted it staceato in
the streets, stamping their feet in
time. A Tory paper came out with
a bill, just one large ‘‘8,’’ which tiec-
kled the people mightily.

Well, ‘““we’’ got our eight Dread-
noughts, and the sea balance was re-
stored at unnecessarily high potential
and at the further cost of irritation,
both in Germany and in Britain,

It was at the beginning of this
popular movement that Lloyd George
made his introductory Budget. He
passed lightly over the naval situation
and proceeded to deseribe his pro-
posed taxation. First came motor
vehicles: the secale began at £1 per
annum for motor-cycle and ended at
forty guineas per annum for the car
of sixty horse-power and over, doe-
tors’ cars to pay half-rate. This re-
presented a large increase. Three-
pence a gallon was to be levied upon
motor-spirit. Both these taxes were
to go entirely to road improvement.

Next eame the reorganisation of the
Income Tax. Mr. Asquith had al-
ready ameliorated the condition of
the under-wealthy man, but Lloyd
George went further and allowed £10
of his income to stand tax-free for
every child under sixteen years of
age that he could produce. The £2.000
man was to pay 9d. in the pound, as
before ; the man from £2,000 to £3,000,
1s.; the man above that, 1s. 2d., but
the man of £5,000 and over was to
suffer a further ‘‘super-tax’’ of 6d.
in the pound on the amount by which
his income exceeded £3,000—the heavy
burden for the broad back, in fact.

Stamp duties were to be inereased,
likewise the duties on stock transfers,
bonds to bearer, ete. Then came the
historic liquor licenses, and the Tory
handbill: ‘“Not for Revenue.”’
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The alleged ‘‘revenge’’ was for the
destruction of the Lords of Mr. As-
quith’s ‘‘Licensing Bill’’ of the pre-
vious year. The avowed object of
that bill was two-fold: to diminish
the number of public-houses and to
give the state some effective control
over the sale of intoxicating liquors.
The trade’s attitude revealed a cer-
tain absence of enthusiasm which sur-
prised no one but Mr. Asquith. The
method he proposed was the compul-
sory purchase by the Government, up-
on reasonable terms, of the licences
involved. During the keen contro-
versy which followed, the brewers,
distillers, and publicans—well repre-
sented in Parliament—were at great
pains to show the extraordinary value
to which licences had attained, in that
they amounted to absolute monopolies,
forfeited only upon misconduet. They
assessed the total value at something
like 150,000,000 pounds, and they
backed their argument with convine-
ing evidence. When the Lords killed
the measure, Lloyd George was ob-
served to smile that fascinating smile
of his. The brewers had, in fact,
proved his case for him, right up to
the hilt.

‘““What is the State getting?’’ he
now asked, ‘‘in return for this 150,-
000,000-pound concession? A miser-
able 1.29! What -capitalist, what
landowner, what business man would
put up with that paltry rate of in-
terest ?’’

So he proposed to improve it by
charging very much more for the
licences.

The brewers and company had not
a leg to stand on. Their former ex-
position had been altogether too mas-
terly and complete.

Spirit and tobacco duties also came
in for an increase, and finally came
the greatest affair of all, Taxation of
the Land.

1 quote from the actual Budget
speech :

¢«In order to do justice he (a Chancel-
lor of the Exchequer) must draw a broad
distinetion between land whose value is
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purely agricultural in its character and
composition, and land which has a special
value attached to it, owing either to the
fact of its covering marketable mineral
deposits or beeause of its proximity to
any concentration of people.’’

There is the nub of the Unearned
Increment idea.

It will be easy, no doubt, to cite
specific cases where the issue is per-
fectly clear, to find, for instance, in
some city a plot of ground which has
been left undeveloped by a selfish own-
er for the mere purpose of increasing
its value without cost to himself. It
will be easy to select some particular
landlord who takes heavy mining
royalties while incurring no personal
risk or liability, and such a man may
be taxed without difficulty so that he
may, according to one of the Chancel-
lor’s most characteristic utterances:

‘‘Help to pay the large sum needed to
make provision for social needs, for the
aged and for those who have been en-
gaged in digging out mining royalties all
their lives.’’

But for every such case there are
a thousand others, each a tangle of
intricate and peculiar difficulties
which, to unravel with equity, will
cost the State more money than the
tax will yield, as well as time, which
represents more money still.

The bill was denounced in the Lords
as ill-advised, erude and unfinished.
That opinion was subsequently borne
out by fact that ‘““Form IV.”’ the
first set of questions addressed to
landowners, has been proved at law
to contain illegal demands and to
threaten illegal penalties, and so may
be torn up by the recipient. Of this
form something like ten millions have
been circulated in England alone.

Lord Lansdowne’s final motion was
as follows:

‘“That this House is not justified in giv-

ing its consent to this bill until it has been
submitted to the judgment of the people.’?

Then ensued the elections of Janu-
ary, 1910. The Liberal majority fell
from 132 above the combined forces
of all other parties to manus 120 be-
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low that sum. And yet the Liberals
remained in power!

With that crash ended the great-
ness of Mr. Asquith, of whom ‘his
former chief, Campbell-Bannerman,
used to say when force was needed
in debate:

‘““Fetech me the sledge-hammer.”’

An immovable rock was Asquith
as Chancellor; as Premier, a feather
in the wind.

The Liberal members now totalled
275; the Tories, two less; the remain-
der, Irish and Labour members, came
to 122.

Secret commissions in business are
against a Liberal law of 1906, but a
parallel morality in political adminis-
tration, it would seem, is not esteemed
essential by the present Government;
at any rate, they proceeded to bar-
gain with the Irish members for their
immediate support in exchange for a
Home Rule Bill to be passed later on.

The Irish did not conceal their dis-
like of the Budget, but the prospect
of Home Rule was too alluring, and
so the Budget became the ‘‘Finance
Act,”” and the dominant figures in
British Legislature became Redmond,
the Irishman, the holder of the Gov-
ernment’s word, with ability at any
moment to turn them out; and Lloyd
George the Welshman, who had work-
ed all the havoe.

And now a word regarding some
of the events that followed the pass-
age of this measure.

On June 8, 1911, the Birkbeck Bank
suspended payment. Tt was called
the ‘“‘People’s Bank.”’ Tts assets con-
sisted mainly of gilt-edged and Gov-
ernment securities, and land. Its de-
positors and shareholders were mainly
of the artisan class, thrifty folk, the
pick of their kind, the very class of
people that Lloyd George was aiming
to encourage and benefit. The bank
was ably conducted and had a popu-
lar and well-founded reputation re-
sembling that of the Bank of Eng-
land. The failure was attributed
mainly to a rapid slump in the value
of land and of Government securities;
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for during the same year ‘‘Consols,’’
which have been called the barometer
of British finance, sank to the lowest
figure they have ever touched. Other
‘‘sound’’ home securities, Govern-
ment and otherwise, have followed
suit; a fact which has hit the Post-
Office Savings Bank very hard in-
deed. Lloyd George, in his city speech
of February 3rd, this year, has prom-
ised an ‘“‘inquiry’’ (whatever that
may signify) into this matter of Gov-
ernment securities—or insecurities.

Our attention being focused upon
this unusual Welshman, we must pass
over the year of the Parliament Bill
—interesting though it was—and the
subsequent election of December,
1910, which left the various parties in
much the same position, except for a
slight increase in the Tory return suf-
ficient to make them actually the
strongest party in the House—a hol-
low victory so long as the Liberal-
Irish party compact remains in foree.

The wings of the Lords were se-
verely trimmed, and Lloyd George,
having regained his breath, set to
work once more.

Meanwhile a remarkable change
was taking place in the spirit of the-
governors and the attitude of their
minions toward the publie. It is a
truism to say that the duty of a Gov-
ernment is to administer impartially
all existing laws, no matter to what
party they may owe their origin. If
the law is offensive to them, they may
present a Bill of Repeal. Incidents
have oceurred where the present Gov-
ernment has actually contravened the
existing law in respeet of certain edu-
cational grants. Further, there lie
before me as T write the accounts of
five cases of legal action, taken by pri-
vate persons and bodies against pub-
lic administrators on matters of ad-
ministration, in each of which the
Government official has been quite
properly defeated. For such a cause
of action to originate reveals ignor-
ance on the part of the administrator,
which is perhaps forgivable.  For
him to allow the case to come to trial
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shows pigheaded, domineering trucu-
lence in a public servant. But both
these faults pale to insignificance be-
fore the attempt practised by one de-
fendant, no less a person than the
Attorney-General himself, to prevent
the trial ab inconvenienti on the
ground that such a case, if it lay,
would hamper the administration of
the law. To suppress justice, that il-
legality might reign! The plea was
disallowed in the Court of Appeal,
and Lords Justice Farwell and Moul-
ton spoke somewhat strongly upon
the subject of a ecitizen’s right of
trial. This, by the way, was the case
that ’concerned the legality of ‘‘ Form
IV

In the midst of this burning Bri-
tish Rome our little Welsh Nero tun-
ed up his fiddle and began again. As
usual, his motive was excellent and
his basie principle sound :

““Workers shall be insured against sick-
ness, invalidity and unemployment. They
won’t do it of their own accord, so they
shall be compelled. The employer shall

contribute, the employee shall contribute,
and the State shall contribute.’’

On May 4, 1911, he waved his magie
-wand, and lo! there was the Insur-
ance Bill complete in every detail—
well, hardly. Completeness was cer-
tainly the first impression one receiv-
ed, but a very superficial examination
sufficed to lay bare a host of imper-
fections. The Bill started its parlia-
mentary ecareer with eighty-seven
clauses, covering seventy-eight print-
ed pages. During a hurried and in-
adequate disceussion it grew to nearly
double that bulk, and at this state its
development was arrested and it was
gent up to the Lords on December 11,
not because it was ready, but because
the session was drawing to a close.
The Lords passed it without discus-
sion ; they had learned a thing or two.
Such was the ill-omened start of the
Insurance Act.

Now, the Germans, who are still
knocking their insurance laws into
shape, and mpon whose system our
own is supposed to be founded, de-

voted three whole years to careful re-
search before they even framed their
original measure. Conditions, both
finaneial and social, are so fundamen-
tally different in the two countries
that it is almost inbecilic to argue
that the designers of the British Aect
have obtained any reliable aid from
German experience and statisties—
even had time permitted their careful
study, which it certainly had not.
Time did not even permit any thor-
ough investigation into the working
of the many flourishing friendly so-
cieties whose lodges are established
throughout Great Britain; such as the
Foresters, the Oddfellows, the Hearts
of Oak; which societies might well
have been made the starting-point of
the whole scheme, instead of being
merely involved and made subject, as
they will be by the Government’s raw
and revolutionary proposals. But no:
patience is not among Mr. George’s
virtues; nor is he a man that will
brook assistance when he considers
himself equal—as he usually does—
to the matter in hand. Headlong he
hurls himself upon the thing, spar-
ing nobody, least of all himself; re-
gistless, he forces it along against all
opposition, knowing no moderation,
utilising the most extraordinary
means, so that he may achieve his
end.

On this oceasion his attitude was:
““For heaven’s sake, let’s get the
thing moving; perfection doesn’t mat-
ter; we can beat it into shape by sub-
sequent legislation, but while we are
droning away here, thousands, nay
millions, of our fellow-citizens are un-
der the hobnailed heel of -circum-
stances.”’

One cannot withhold momentary
admiration from this headstrong Celt,
with his fiery, emotional heart, so cer-
tain that he is right, so unswerving
in his aim. One’s mind flashes back
to the poor Welsh farmer, dying,
ruined; to his penniless widow; to
that pathetic picture of two babies
piling stones in the gateway to save
their mother’s furniture.
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Well, the Insurance thing s
started now. You must understand
that this measure, as it has
passed the Commons and Lords,
is utterly chaotic. Everyone is
asking questions thaat nobody seems
able to answer. And how should
they? The man in the British street
looks to Parliamentary diseussion to
elucidate the working of an Aet. In
this case there has been no discussion
whatever in the Lords and very lit-
tle in the Commons.

The way of a Bill through Parlia-
ment is this: The ‘‘First Reading’’
is its introduction ; the passage of the
““Second Reading’’ indicates that the
House, or at any rate a majority of
it, is favourable to the measure in
principle. The Bill then goes through
the ‘‘Committee Stage,”’ during which
the veriest details of the bill are sub-
jected to minute serutiny and ex-
haustive analysis. In this stage of
the Insurance Bill most of the clauses
were only partially discussed; thir-
teen were passed without a word of
debate, and eighteen new clauses were
added without a chance of discus-
sion. The next, or ‘“‘Report Stage’’
(which is supposed to be a second
clause-by-clause examination), no less
than ninety-three of the 115 clauses
were passed under the ‘‘guillotine’’
without debate, while 470 Government
amendments were added in the same
fashion. The ‘‘guillotine,”” or, as it
is officially called, ‘‘closure by com-
partment,’”’ is a system under which
a Bill is divided into a number of sec-
tions, to each of which a certain limit-
ed time is allotted for discussion. At
the end of that time, down comes the
knife—perhaps in the middle of a
speech—and the members troop out
and troop in again through the ‘‘aye’’
and ‘“‘no’’ lobbies, thus passing or re-
jecting the whole section. Needless
to say, this drastic device, containing
as it does the seeds of absolute des-
potism, was originally intended for
use only under abnormal stress. The
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Tories, during sixteen years of pow-
er, used it five times. The present
Government in six years have used it
fourteen times!

The three readings of this Act in
the House of Lords were purely for-
mal, for the Lords could no more hope
to amend it than a modeller could
‘““amend’’ the shape of a pot of molten
wax; the thing was not even plastie.

I shall not attempt here to explain
the intricacies of the Bill, but let us
clear our minds, for the moment, of
all disturbing thoughts of poverty and
sickness, and look over Lloyd George’s
latest exhibition in the eold light of
reason. Fourteen millions of workers
are expected to be dealt with under
the Health scheme. Of these, four
and a half millions are known to be
already insured in the large friendly
societies; but apart from these insti-
tutions the country is honeycombed
with small, unobtrusive local socie-
ties whose combined membership at
least equals the figures totalled by the
larger societies. Of the remaining five
millions, many have savings invested
—though the fate of the Birkbeck
makes one tremble for their security
—while numerous others (including
the majority of the three-and-a-half
million women involved) are engaged
upon terms that provide sick pay,
and often full pay, during any ordin-
ary period of illness.

I say these things not to minimise
the intrinsic importance of the scheme,
but to show the folly of Lloyd
George’s frantic haste, which is his
magnificent weakness. There was no
antagonism. Both sides of the House
were with him. The labouring com-
munity, as T have indicated, was not
abnormally distressed. The country,
having waited so long, could well have
afforded two more years of uninsur-
ance in exchange for a better-digest-
ed scheme, with a little less of the
‘‘as shall be preseribed’’ element in
it, and a good deal less of interfer-
ence with the thriving societies.




MUSICAL TENDENCIES IN
CANADA

A REVIEW AND A FORECAST

BY J. D. LOGAN

WITIIJN the past year several

events, some negative, some
positive, in portent and in effect, have
occurred in the musical life of Can-
ada. These events seem to mark the
close of an epoch in the history of
musical taste and art in the Dominion
—to define the quality of the musical
taste of the Canadian people, to de-
limit the range of their musical ap-
preciations and to disclose certain
eharacteristic tendencies of taste that
serve to determine which forms of
the tonal art will, in the future, most
naturally thrive in Canada, and
ought, therefore, specially to be cul-
tivated in the musical centres of the
Dominion.

Moreover, during the past year
both the masses and the classes in
Canada appeared to be perturbed by
a sort of awakened musical consei-
ence. They exercised themselves with
opinings, some confident, some wist-
ful, as to the status of musical taste
in the Dominion, and as to the future
direction and scope of musical cul-
ture in a country in which some forms
of the tonal art were indigenous
growths, or were, so to speak, thor-
oughly naturalised, and other forms
seemed incapable of becoming natura-
lised.

Finally: the last twelve years wit-
nessed the rise of the Mendelssohn
Choir to world-wide reputation in
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choral musie, the rise and continuous
growth of the Toronto Symphony Or-
chestra to permanent organisation,
respectable musicianship and elassical
repertoire in orchestral musie, and
the rise of the Toronto String Quar-
tette to permanent organisation and
to a name in this country for exqui-
site chamber music relatively equal
to the reputation of the Kneisel and
the Flonzaley Quartettes. This period
is fairly to be regarded as the first
systematic period of successful eulti-
vation of musical taste and perform-
ance in Canada—providing, of course,
that Toronto is justly styled, as it too
often uneritically is styled, the musi-
cal centre, and, therefore, the criter-
ion by which to judge the musical sta-
tus, of Canada. At any rate, from
the permanent reorganisation of the
Mendelssohn  Choir in 1900 to the
seventh season of the Toronto Sym-
phony Orchestra and of the Toronto
String Quartette (1918), in which
musie in three forms has been syste-

 matically cultivated with great sue-

cess and with marked effect on the art
itself and on the diffusion of musi-
cal taste, is a constructive period in
the musical history of the Dominion,
and, as we shall see, a period whose
fundational work has been complet-
ed. A mnew epoch, as we shall also
see, will begin in 1914,

The preceding considerations, then,

jrrre—

e
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justify the writing of an essay which,
while duly chronicling the most sig-
nificant musical events of the past
season (the last year of the twelve-
year period) in Canada, will concern
itself primarily with a critical review
of conditions, experiments, and ten-
dencies in music in the Dominion,
and with a forecast of the lines along
which musical art and taste will de-
velop in the next decade of social evo-
lution in Canada. At the outset it
must be thoroughly understood that
in a summary essay which has such
a philosophical conspectus as the pres-
ent article, men with ideals will be
considered and treated as more sig-
nificant than organisations and insti-
tutions; tendencies or movements as
more significant than special events;
and fine artistic achievements, even
if seemingly wasted or unappreciated,
as more significant than public curi-
osity and popular acclaim. I am fore-
ed to utter this warning, because if I
treat one man or organisation as
paramount, I shall be considered to
be animadverting against another
man or organisation whose idolisers
think him or it equally as paramount
as the others. But genuine criticism,
as distinguished from private appre-
ciations, must concern itself, not with
detailing personal likes and dislikes,
but with discovering in the actual the
envisagement and progressive realisa-
tion of the ideal, and with showing
how if there be in a city or a country
one or two men who love and pro-
mote the ideal, the people of that city
or country shall be saved.

The past season is noteworthy for
the death of ome species of choral
musie and for the moribund eondition
of other choral species. The fact is
a signal proof of the importance of
men with constructive ideals in the
field of music. In the first place, in
the eity in which the great choral-
dramas of Haendel and Haydn have
had yearly performances for many
geasons, and were the first forms of
the tonal art to have a marked in-
fluence on musical taste in Canada,

oratorio is dead. No oratorios of
genuine beauty and sthetic dignity
were sung in Toronto in the past
year. This was due directly to the
resignation of Dr. F. H. Torrington
from the conductorship of the long
existent and competent Festival
Chorus of Toronto, and to the conse-
quent passing of this organisation as
a positive influence in musical taste
and in perpetuating a noble form of
choral performance. @~ We might as
well face the fact. When, at the close
of the last concert of the old Festival
Chorus in Massey Hall in 1912, as
those who attended it will remem-
ber, Dr. Torrington bowed to the
audience and turned and laid
down the baton which he had wield-
ed for many years, what hap-
pened was not the mere retiring of a
mighty warrior from the field of
musie but the demise of the ‘‘soul’’
of a long-established and influential
musical organisation. True, a new
conductor was immediately appoint-
ed, and the old Festival Chorus was
renamed the St. Cecilia Society. But
the baptism was not from on high;
and after a few gurglings in the press
as to what the members of the old
Festival Chorus, under its new name
and conductor, would accomplish, the
organisation turned its back,to the
publie, shut its eyes for the inevitable
end—and died. And so ended a vital
period and form of music in a com-
munity where Oratorio was perform-
ed so finely as to have earned a con-
tinental reputation for high standard
of excellence and to have given Can-
ada a name for finished singing of
that species of choral art.

In passing, let me add some signi-
ficant historical facts on this matter.
‘When Dr. Torrington retired in 1912
from the conductorship of the Festi-
val Chorus, the press signalised the
event by remarking his activities in
musie in Canada, chiefly Toronto,
during a period covering nearly forty
years, and referred to him as a pio-
neer in the field in this country. The
writers on the press, however, used the
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term pioneer in its popular meaning,
namely, in the sense of first in the
field. Dr. Torrington was a long way
from being a pioneer in music, even
in Canada, in this meaning of the
term. Probably the first man to or-
ganise and conduct musical societies
in Canada was Antoine Dessane,
whose activities in this direction be-
gan in Quebec about 1849.  Some,
however, would give the distinetion to
a gentleman named Fowler, who 18
said to have organised the Philhar-
monie Society of Montreal in 1848.
Nor must it be forgotten that a vice-
president of this society, Mr. Joseph
Gould, in 1864, organised the Men-
delssohn Choir of Montreal and di-
rected its affairs with such splendid
success that the Choir during the
thirty years of its activities attained
a distinetion at home and abroad
somewhat comparable to the reputa-
tion which the Mendelssohn Choir of
Toronto has gained under the direc-
tion of Dr. A. 8. Vogt. Again: some
would give the eredit for pioneer
work in founding the first musical so-
ciety in Canada to Rev. Dr. MeCaul,
President of University College, Tor-
onto, who, with a Mr. John Ellis, es-
tablished in 1846 a choral organisa-
tion called the Philharmonic Society,
which existed for five years, and was
then superseded by the Toronto Voeal
Society. The Philharmonic Society was
reorganised in 1857, and in December
of that year sang ‘‘The Messiah,’’ un-
der the conductorship of Mr. John
Carter. In 1861 Mr. Carter and Mr.
Onions founded respeectively the Tor-
onto Musical Union and the Metropo-
litan Choral Society, both of which
sang the classical Oratorios.

In 1872 the Philharmonic Society
again underwent reorganisation; and
in 1873 Mr. F. H. Torrington was ap-
pointed eonductor of the Society. He
continued in that position till 1894
when a merger took place between the
Philharmonie Society and other inde-
pendent Choruses in Toronto, and the
new organisat)'on was named the Tor-
onto Festival Chorus.  Under this
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name the Festival Chorus flourished
until 1912, when Dr. Torrington re-
signed the conductorship, and, on Dr,
Dickinson assuming the directorship,
the old Festival Chorus was renamed
the St. Cecilia Society.

It is not, then, as the first to take
the field in choral music in Canada
that Dr. Torrington is to be regarded
as a pioneer in the tonal art in this
country but as one who, in the etymo-
logical sense of the term, kept on
during thirty-nine years, 1873-1912,
“‘breaking the way’’ for the msthetic
appreciation and the artistic perform-
ance of choral music in Canada. If
Toronto is justly styled ‘‘the choral
centre of Canada,”” and if the con-
spicuous number of choral societies in
the city has been remarked by the
crities of other countries as a pheno-
menon in itself, this distinction is due
mainly to the long-continued and
successful systematic efforts of Dr.
Torrington to create a taste not only
for choral music but also for the fine
performance of it, and to the incite-
ment which his efforts and success
stirred in others to found new socie-
ties which would carry on choral
music in forms ranging from part-
songs a cappella to the great masses
and requiems of Bach, Beethoven,
Brahms, Gounod and Verdi and to
the ultra-modern ‘‘concert musie-
drama,’’ such as Wolf-Ferrari’s eth-
ereal ‘“Vita Nuova,”’ for chorus, soli,
and orchestra.  The foundational
constructive work of this justly cele-
brated pioneer in choral music came
to its inevitable end in 1912. Oratorio
has been superseded forever in Can-
ada by the other forms of choral
music. No doubt there will be later
performances of the oratorios of
Haendel and Haydn. But modern
taste and modern conditions demand
the performance of the more diversi-
fied and more sthetically winning
choral forms—the species which af-
ford the listener exquisite sensations,
refined nuances in tone-colour, dyna-
mies, and emotion, communion with
pure beauty, imaginative transports
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which carry one away from vulgar
existence to the hills of spiritual
ecstasy or peace

There is but one man in Canada
who has the genius, the experience,
the ideals, and the constructive en-
ergy to achieve this @sthetic end.
Much older, more experienced, more
learned critics than myself have said
that if the world is to see choral music
in the finer forms brought to absolute
perfection, the consummation will be
perfected either in Canada by Dr. A.
8. Vogt with the Mendelssohn Choir,
or in Germany by Siegfried Ochs with
his Philharmonischer Chor of Berlin.
I am not now, however, interested in
forecasting the developments in
choral excellences which Dr. Vogt
may (or will) effect in 1914 and on-
wards. I wish to signalise an extraor-
dinary and significant fact, namely,
that during Dr. Vogt’s recently com-
pleted sojourn in Europe (1912-13),
and the consequent absence of the an-
nual series of concerts by the Men-
delssohn Choir, there was not only
an abatement of public interest in
choral music in Canada, but also
signs of a moribund condition
amongst the various choral organisa-
tions in Toronto; while, on the other
hand, there was an increase in the
public interest in orchestral and
chamber musie, and a distinet show
of fresh vigour and enthusiasm in the
Toronto Symphony Orchestra and
the Toronto String Quartette.

Lest I be supposed unjustly to be
animadverting against the National
Chorus, the Schubert Choir, the St.
Cecelia, and the Oratoria Society, let
me state the facts. As soon as it was
known that, with no concerts by the
Mendelssohn Choir in 1912-13, these
choral organisations would have the
field clear of formidable competition,
it was only natural that they would
announce, in the press and otherwise,
magnificent plans for the forthecom-
ing season (1913), and it was only
reasonable to believe that the pub-
lic would look forward to the
season with expectations of hear-
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ing finer performances than these
choirs had ever hitherto given.
The announcements appeared sure-
ly enough. The St. Cecelia So-
ciety, the Schubert Choir, the Ora-
torio Society, and the National Chor-
us told the public what magnificent
programmes each would present in
the coming season for the people’s de-
light and exaltation. It all looked
splendid and convincing on paper.
But was the publie overjoyed? No,
no. Letters appeared in the press,
and articles in the magazines, either
stating that choral music was being
overdone in Toronto or speculating
whether there were not too many
choral organisations in the eity and
in Canada and whether those which
already did appear to be ‘‘going con-
cerns’’ would not do better to aim at
technical excellence and not so much
at programmes which would stagger
even the Mendelssohn Choir. That is
to say, when the people and the eritics
realised what a hiatus in the career of
the Mendelssohn Choir meant to them
in the way of positive loss and, indi-
rectly, in the way of abortive perform-
ances by other choirs, their musical
conscience was awakened and they
were mightily perturbed over the
situation.

That is one side. Here is the other.,
Neither in voluntary (that is, as it is
called, ‘‘unpapered’’) attendance
nor in finesse or beauty of perform-
ances were the concerts in the past
season (1913) by these choral organi-
sations as successful as in preceding
years. The Oratorio Society, with the
assistance of the New York Philhar-
monie Orchestra, did indeed, musical-
ly viewed, give two really fine con-
certs, but they were most wretchedly
attended. The Schubert Choir con-
certs fell below the standard of ms-
thetic excellence and the attendance
of past years,—the tone quality was
poor, unanimity amongst the sections
was absent, precision in attack also
was absent, and the nuancing was
little better than that of an ordinary
city chureh choir. The National
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Chorus seemingly had taken on a new
lease of life. But it must be remem-
bered, first, that the Chorus had the
assistance of the New York Sym-
phony Orchestra, both to accompany
and to furnish independent instru-
mental programmes, and, second, that
only as compared with the concerts
given in 1912, which were a cappella,
can those given in 1913 be said to be
better—more virile, more interesting.
Again : if there was an increased at-
tendance over that of the season of
1912, it was not due to anticipations
of perfeet choral artistry by the choir
but to the fine orchestral programmes
furnished by the New York Sym-
phony Orchestra under the baton of
Mr. Walter Damrosch.

The facts, as I interpret them, then,
are that in Toronto, ‘‘the choral cen-
tre of Canada,”’ Oratorio has died,
that publie interest in the finer forms
of ehoral musie is moribund, and that
the cause, in the one case, is that the
pioneer work in Oratorio has been
completed, and that the cause, in the
second case, is the critical taste which
the Mendelssohn Choir has cultivated
in the people, so that they will be
satisfied only with—and consequent-
ly will only support—choral singing
which measures up to the standard of
the one Choir which has compelled
the admiration of the most cultured
audiences and eritics in the metro-
politan centres of the continent.

Still another negative event must
be reported, namely the failure of
grand opera, a really exotic form
of music so far as Canada is econcern-
ed, to become naturalised in the Do-
minion.  Colonel Frank S. Meighen
and his musical confréres, who were
the backers of the Montreal Opera
Company, a splendidly efficient or-
ganisation, have been compelled to
disband the ecompany, having failed,
it is said, to get adequate support,
during two years of experimenting,
from the Canadian people. The com-
pany gave eight weeks of opera in
Montreal, and three weeks in Toronto,
in 1913. In the latter city the op-
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eras seemed to be well attended and
certainly were greatly appreciated.
Yet I have been told on good authori-
ty that the weekly deficit was $6,000,
or a total of about $20,000 for the en-
tire repertoire. But, according to the
statement of the directors of the Mon-
treal Company, as given out by Col-
onel Meighen, the Royal City was as-
toundingly delinquent in supporting
grand opera during the eight weeks
the company sang there. The state-
ment reads:

‘“The directors of the Montreal
Opera Company have decided not to
give a season of grand opera next
winter, but, as the company is an in-
corporated body, the organisation
will be kept in existence, with the ex-
pectation of going on again in the fu-
ture.

““The reasons for discontinuing are
insufficient support from the publie,
and the unfitness of the stage of the
present theatre for opera purposes.

‘“At the seventy-two performances
in Montreal there were only twenty-
four full houses, and, granted that
some of the operas given failed to
please, the proportion of full houses
was nevertheless too small. The lack
of a sufficiently large and well-equip-
ped stage for grand opera also made
the productions 6f the past season
very difficult and expensive.

‘“As regards the prospects for
grand opera mnext winter, there are
rumours that sort of travelling off-
shoot of the Boston Company may
visit Montreal for a short season, but
as yet there is nothing definite known,
and in any case it would have no con-
nection whatever with the Montreal
Opera Company, and could not sing
under the name of the Montreal Op-
era.”’

No comment is needed, except to
summarise the a fortiori argument in
the premises:—If grand opera, sung
chiefly in the French tongue, was re-
fused adequate support in . the
French-Canadian capital, how much
less might it be expected to gain sup-
port in Canadian cities, such as Ot-



MUSICAL TENDENCIES IN CANADA

tawa and Toronto, where the prevail-
ing language is English. The faect is
that the Canadian people, while they
may, for all sorts of reasons, have
said that they wanted grand opera,
really did not support it, else they
would gladly have paid to see it.
Surely it is a psychological law of
economics that what a man really
wants, and, by hook or crook, can
manage to purchase, he will willingly
buy. All the more will he gladly
buy if the object he sincerely wants
possesses supreme excellence. The
performances of the Montreal Opera
Company were indubitably very fine.
I shall not indulge any private ap-
preciations, but only summarily sig-
nalise those operas and rdles which
evoked the fullest admiration of the
Toronto audiences and crities.

Happily the greatest ‘‘triumph,’’
as the eritics’ slang phrases it, went
to a Canadian diva, namely, Mme.
Louise Edvina, who in Puececini’s
“Tosca’” and in Charpentier’s
“Liouise’’ thralled her audiences with
acting as dramatic and pervasive as
her singing was golden and transport-
ing. The final scene in ‘‘Louise,’” be-
tween Mme. Edvina and M. Albert
Huberty (as Pére), was a compelling
piece of intense, convincing drama-
tism and a profoundly impressive
spiritunal experience —altogether me-
morable. For it was a memorable ex-
perience to see an actress realise the
ideal, and Mme. Edvina sustained her
reputation as the only ideal Louise.
M. Huberty was, of course, in
““Faust,”’ the finest of all those who
have essayed the rile of Mephisto—
subtle in acting and artistic in sing-
ing; and another Canadian, Mme,
Beatrice La Palme, blonde and petite,
again elicited sincere admiration for
her winning interpretation of the rdle
of Marguerite and for her brilliant
coloratura in the Jewel Song, in
which she attained a purity of tone,
beauty of phrasing, and emotional
nuance that rivalled Mme. Melba’s
silvery warblings in her best days in
the same rdle.
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Following Mme. Edvina in order of
success came Mme. Carmen Melis as
Thais in Massenet’s opera of that
name, Mme. Elizabeth Amsden as
Salome in Massenet’s ‘‘Herodiade,’’
Mme. Maria Gay as Carmen in Bizet’s
opera of that name, and Mme. Alice
Neilsen as Cio-Cio-San (Butterfly) in
Puecini’s ‘‘Madama Butterfly.”’ The
lovely dark beauty of the Latin type
which made Mme. Melis a joy to the
sense of sight was enhanced by her
fine acting and the dulcet mellowness
of her singing tones. Never once did
she fail to conform to the highest
ideal of pure beauty, moral as well
as @sthetic, and the scene of the
‘“Unveiling of Venus,”” which would
have become in another of lower
ideals a sensual display, she trans-
formed into a vision of the divinity
of the human female form. She was
superb throughout and made her role
spiritually exalting. Much the same
praise may be given Mme. Amsden as
Salome. Mme. Neilsen’s interpreta-
tion of the réle of forsaken, innocent
Butterfly was subtle, refined, and ex-
traordinarily saddening; but the rdle
has no possibilities of genuinely mov-
ing emotions. Contrasting with all
these was the wonderful art of Mme.
Maria Gay as Carmen. She threw

‘tradition to the winds, and presented

a realistic Carmen, quite away from
the merely coquettish styles of Calve
and Minnie Hauck. She was devilish,
impish, wayward as a spoiled child,
elementally human, with a woman’s
heart for love and romance, vulgar,
fiery, and even brutal—a most com-
plex character, repelling at one mo-
ment and captivating at another. In
short, Mme. Gay presented her audi-
ence with a subtle psychological an-
alysis of ‘‘untamed womanhood,”
and with such a display of fine dra-
matism that her interpretation of the
réle of Carmen was at once original,
startling and unique. In other words,
it was all great dramatic art. M.
Jean Riddez was the Escamillo, and
he too paralleled Mme. Gay in bril-
liant acting, while his resonant, can-
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tabile baritone dispensed delicious
gensation in his bravura singing of
the Toreador’s Song. I merely wait
to give honourable mention, though
more is deserved, to M. Leon Lafltte,
tenor, and M. James Goddard, basso,
who in voice rivalled M. Huberty.
Let it, then, be remarked that while
the performances of the Montreal Op-
era Company were highly satisfying
and while many of them will long be
remembered, still the fact is that they
might have been better attended, and
that the only opera which paid in re-
ceipts was Verdi’s melodramatic ‘11
Trovatore,”’ which, in msthetic value,
go far as lyric music is concerned, is
about equal to the Sunday soloist’s
delight, ‘““The Palms’’ or ‘“The Holy
City.”” On the side, then, of nega-
tive tendencies in music in Canada,
the result is this—grand opera is
dead, oratorio is dead, and public in-
terest in the finer, more diversified
forms of choral music is moribund.
‘We need not, however, feel diseour-
aged. From one point of view musi-
cal conditions in Canada are as they
ought to be. Further: on the side of
instrumental music the past season
was very successful and is auspicious
of the future. 'Three of the great
American Orchestras were heard in
Massey Hall, namely, the New York
Symphony, the New York Philhar-
monie, and, finest of all, the Boston
Symphony Orchestra. The first two
came as assisting orchestras, but they
were the ‘‘star attractions’’ at the
concerts of the National Chorus and
of the Oratorio Society, and consid-
erably augmented the attendance.
The Boston Symphony came to Mas-
sey Hall on its own initiative, and
though one critie found fault with the
faet that Toronto was not as generous
in turning out to hear this famous
and impeceable orchestra as the peo-
ple of Boston were in attending the
concerts of the Mendelssohn Choir in
that city, still there was a large audi-
ence present and the orchestra was
pleased enough to arrange for anoth-

er visit in 1914.
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In March, 1913, the Toronto Sym-
phony Orchestra, now augmented to
sixty members, closed its seventh sea-
son, with a record of having had the
most successful season since it was
placed on a permanent basis. The or-
chestra gave seventeen concerts, of
which six were of fine symphonie
grade and eleven were of the best
popular order, several of the latter be-
ing given in the more important eiti-
ties and towns of Ontario. The or-
chestral concerts of the fine sym-
phonic grade brought to the city, as
assisting soloists, five distinguished
artists, possessing international fame,
of which the most celebrated was M.
Eugene Ysaye, the Belgian violin vir-
tuoso. He received unprecedented
welcome, the stage of Massey Hall
having to be used in order to accom-
modate the immense audience. ‘‘Not
an available seat was left unsold, and
men and women had to be turned
away,”’ was the authentic report of
the management. I mention this fact
particularly as proof that popular
taste in Canada, during the season of
1912-13, tended more to the apprecia-
tion and support of instrumental
music than of choral forms. But all
the concerts of the Toronto Symphony
Orchestra were largely attended. Pub-
liec sympathy and interest centered
last season in instrumental musie, and
showed signs of increasing amongst
the masses as well as the classes.
Again: the Toronto String Quartette,
which relatively to experience and
public support stands well up with
the Kneisel and the Flonzaley Quar-
tettes in fine performance of Cham-
ber Musie, also closed, in April, 1913,
its seventh, and most sueccessful, sea-
son. In short, last year instrumental
musie flourished, much more than
choral art, even in the city which is
said to be the choral centre of Can-
ada.

‘What, then, of the future of musie
in Canada? I am not going to pro-
phesy the inevitable, but only to sig-
nalise tendencies. The chief choral
organisations of Toronto had their
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opportunity to show that they were
more than popularisers of this form
of music. They failed to do so, and
the eritical taste cultivated in the
people for only the very best in choral
musie will in the future tend to turn
more and more to the concerts of the
Mendelssohn Choir. Dr. Vogt has
come back from FEurope with new
ideals of performance and a broaden-
ed repertoire. Obviously, with the
Mendelssohn Choir freshly reorgan-
ised, as it recently was, to carry out
Dr. Vogt’s ideals of personnel, reper-
toire and technical finish, a new era
in choral music in Canada will begin
in 1914. While the other choral or-
ganisations will continue, chiefly, as
it seems to me, in popular and educa-
tional singing, the progressive realisa-
tion of the ideal will be the work of
the one man and the one choral or-
ganisation that have already made
Canada famous for extraordinary
achievements in that species of the
tonal art. That is to say, the ten-
dency will be for the Mendelssohn
Choir to achieve further perfection,
and for the other choral societies to
be satisfied with respectable perform-
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ance of traditional programmes, no
doubt orchestrally accompanied, as
well as a cappelle. In any case, the
position and aims of the latter will
be secondary hereafter.

Beginning next year, the outstand-
ing events in music will be the con-
certs of the Mendelssohn Choir, and
the programmes of the visiting sym-
phonic orchestras. Assuming that
the New York Sympheny will be re-
engaged by the National Chorus, the
New York Philharmonic by the Ora-
torio Society, the Chicago Symphony
Orchestra by the Mendelssohn Choir,
and the Boston Symphony, as prob-
able, by the management of Massey
Hall, then, if we include the Toronto
Symphony, next season will be a year
supreme in the history of orchestral
musiec in Canada, and will have a
marked effect on the musical taste
and culture of the country. At any
rate, next season will be the begin-
ning of an era of new ideals in mus-
ical eulture and art in the Dominion.
Choral musie is native and perman-
ently assured of growth, and orches-
tral music shows signs of becoming
at least thoroughly ‘‘naturalised.’’

SPRING

By BEATRICE REDPATH

F chance T now should sleep
Beneath the sun-warmed ground,

While heavy years would ereep
Above me without sound,
It is enough for me
That T have one time seen
The lilac-burdened tree
The daffodil’s slim green;
It is enough for me,
If I should pass away,
That I had once loved thee
Upon a mad spring day.




ity PEHLOSOPHY - O "LIFEFS
BY BRITTON B. COOKE

WERE I a preacher I should
preach once a year—sometime

in September for the benefit of
June brides — a sermon on the phil-
osophy of tiffs. I had it in mind
to say the philosophy of quarrels,
but ‘‘quarrels’> is too serious a
word, and my title might, therefore,
have been misleading. The bride’s
mother imparts to the bride lore of
women-kind  concerning  cookery,
household economies and simple rules
for successfully subjugating the head
of the house. The bridegroom’s
friends furnish him with mock sym-
pathy and jokes calculated to lighten
the gloom of the occasion. Both
bride and groom have more or less
common sense and ideas of decent
conduct towards those they love and
those they do not love. But of the
tiff too little is said, for too little is
known. Many a man and wife have
gone through life without realising
that the most important moment of
their lives was a certain quarrel in
the first year of their companionship.
I am a believer in the first quarrel,
but not in the second. I believe the
first quarrel is unavoidable, necessary
and advantageous. If by the end of
the first year the man and the woman
have not encountered this episode,
then they are too long in getting to
know one another. It would be vul-
gar to promote disputes. It is fool-
ish to look for them. And yet a wise
husband and a wise wife will be more
contented after the first quarrel than
before. They are not really married
until the quarrel has come—and gone.
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It must come, but it must also go,
otherwise it is the last, not the first.

There must come moments in your
life, when it is clear to both of you
that you differ in your viewpoint of
certain matters, in your conception of
facts, or in the deduction you make
from a given group of facts. On such
an occasion you may get angry. You
may speak out of pique or jealousy
or irritation. But if you ean be con-
tent to say: ‘“We differ, Tom.”’ And
if Tom will say: ‘“Yes, my dear, we
differ.”” And if you can let the mat-
ter rest there, without bitterness,
without lingering irritation, you shall
have done well.

The first difference is the first real
measuring up of the womanhood of
the one against the manhood of the
other. You have up to this time been
lovers, swimming in a rare atmos-
phere high above the cloud-darkened
earth. You have talked of books, and
agreed — your tastes were similar.
You have discussed persons and
found your intuitions and prefer-
ences alike. You have admired sun-
sets, flowers, old ruins and plays,
side by side, probably with furtive
looks of understanding between you.
In short you have been lovers. Now
you must make the supreme test of
your love and see if each of you can
be himself and herself without feel-
ing any constraint of companionship.
In your first difference of opinion
you have descended from the clouds
where you dwelt alone together, and
are surrounded, if not indeed op-
pressed, with mundane things. The
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ship of matrimony is now out of the
stage of water-colour prints and ex-
quisite designs. It is launched. It
floats. It makes headway. Can you
keep it together?

I admire a little sentiment, but too
much is worse than too much wine. I
appreciate a little poetry, but more
than that is dangerously extravag-
ant. I love those who have ideals,
who try to live up to them, but I
tremble before idealists. So in matri-
mony ; a little sentiment, a little poe-
try, a little idealism, are excellent in-
gredients, but in the bottom of the
dish I like to see that vulgar but rare
element called common-sense, that
noble quality ‘‘humanness,’”’ and that
great thing—the ability to let other
people differ from you, without
yearning to turn missionary and win
them to the gospel of your own con-
victions.

And this, is where the first quar-
rel is such a great moment in both
lives. If either of you is vulgar (or
if both are) the hideous faet will
emerge from hiding and shame you.
If either of you is unjust or narrow
or petty, the fact will now become
clear. For the first time since your
husband and you began the pleasant
occupation of telling each other of
your perfections, you really get down
to a basis of truth. Your two minds
stand forth unclothed, looking at each
other. The limitations of both are
uncovered. Your sentiment, your
poetry, your idealism take flight. The
treasure you have held in your heart
vanishes. You are broken.

That is—unless you are both sen-
gible, or unless one of you is. In
that case you will not have been in-
toxicated by too much sentiment,
poetry or idealism. You recognise
each the limitations of the other.
You meausure each other’s mental
capacity, and you judge how best to
get on together. And you love one
another the more for knowing your
imperfections.

There is nothing more insipid than
perfection. It is all very well that
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all the world, or nearly all, thinks
when it marries it is marrying the one
person, the ideal, the dream of per-
fection. But it is imperative that it
should discover the imperfections, It
is by our imperfections that we are
lovable. I am sure, had I married a
paragon, I should have died of ennwui.

Just the other day a woman said to
me: ‘‘My husband was a somewhat
lazy man, a man who was apt to for-
get to be punctual. He was slovenly
about his person and quick to make
promises out of good-will, which he
had to break because they were impos-
sible of fulfilment. But these quali-
ties endeared him to me, as much as
his virtues, which were many. A per-
feet man, punctual, precise, reliable,
would have bored one to death unless
I had set down his sheer perfec-
tions for a fault and loved him for
that.”’

Men and women are like fine blends
of tea, or fine woods, or fruits. I like
that man who has in his character a
flavour of his own, a personality of
his own. I like a mellow man, or a
man who will grow to be mellow,
which your perfect man never does.
For to be perfeet is to conform to a
standard and to have no individuali-
ty : and to be individual is more neec-
essary, really, than you dream.

In your first encounters you will
begin to discover your husband or
your wife. You can judge the
strength of the enemy by its fire, by
its intensity, by its range and accur-
acy. You can judge his judgment,
his power of self-control, his strategic
ability, his mastery of himself—not
all at one time I warrant, but from
time to time. And if the husband is
a man and the wife a woman, admire
one another for their respective tac-
ties and for the spirit of the enemy’s
defence. Love the enemy for his in-
tention to champion his ideals.

But if you have idealised your
companion and wrapped him or her
round and round with a sort of swad-
dling clothes of idealism—what then?
Tragedy. Never embalm your hus-
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band or your wife in your ideals of
manhood or womanhood, for to
win you, they play to your ideals and
find themselves dressed in clothes that
are not {l.eir own, forced to say words
that are not their words, compelled
to be what they are not. An ideal
husband is a fraud and a fake. The
good husband or the good wife has an
individuality of his own or her own.
Do not blind yourself to that by drap-
ing it in a description from some
foolish novel you have read or some
composite hero or heroine your own
brain has evolved since your were
seventeen. Let that individuality
within abound, flourish. See to it
that it grows, and that you both
grow and develop the best that is in
you.

Finally I believe in frankness, and
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condour. Be brutal rather than taet-
ful, but if you can, be j.ust sweetly
convineing. If you have a headache
and long to pick a quarrel or behave
in a peevish manner, say so—and
smile. Say: ‘‘Tom, I’'m out of sorts.
I don’t know why, but I want to be
irritable.”” If Tom is what I think
he is, he will say, ‘‘Go ahead, my
dear,’”’ and get out of your way.

Be good-naturedly ready for your
first difference. Don’t put oft the
day. It is a good day. Stand up for
your beliefs and state them as well
as you can. Don’t underestimate
your enemy, because he is arguing
against you; don’t underestimate
your own case because the enemy is
your husband or wife. Cross swords,
fence, thrust and parry—and shake
hands. Love grows deeper that way.

WE WILL REMEMBER

Bv JAMES P. HAVERSON

TRUE there will be tears for to-day,

For to-day men see only the pity;
To-morrow the glory shall come,
It shall come from the sea to the city.
For the men of the sea shall be first
(They being more closely your brothers),
And what things unto them are made plain
They shall make plain to the others.

Men shall remember with joy

And pride that shall drive out sorrow,
Through the length of the toil of to-day,

In the face of the looming to-morrow,

The words ye have written in pain

And in strife without any complaining.

And these shall remain in our hearts

And shall greaten our hearts in remaining.
Thus shall arise from your graves,

Though the winds and the snows shall efface them,
Monuments greater than stone;

And hearts and not hands shall replace them.
Our children not born shall be taught

The tale of your valour. The glory

Shall not diminish with years,

Nor your greatness be dropped from the story.
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From the Painting by Florence Carlyle in the Ontario Government Collection
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AMBITION

REALISED

BY VINCENT BASEVI

“TO strive hopefully is better than
to succeed.’’

Muriel Gream quoted Stevenson
as she looked up from the wash tub
and gazed sulkily over a plain of
ripening corn. Behind her was a
shack built of rough timber and con-
taining two rooms. On one side of
this there was a small vegetable gar-
den. Beyond lay a stable and cow
house, and all the rest of the world
in sight was corn—growing corn just
turning to full ripeness under a
scorching sun. The drone of insects
filled the air. Nature at her best was
smiling on those to whom she had
borne a generous harvest. Muriel
seemed unconscious of the beauty all
around. After standing up straight,
hands on hips, to ease her back, she
stooped once more over the washtub
and muttered: ‘‘I walked nearly a
hundred miles to do this!”’

Her voice betokened self-contempt
and sullen despair, yet she was a
bride of three weeks. A pretty face,
spoiled for the time by sulky looks,
was erowned by a mass of dark, wavy
hair which was in sad disorder. Her
sleeves were rolled up to the elbows,
showing arms burned by the sun, red,
sore and blistered. Her hands bore
marks of unaccustomed toil. A torn
skirt carelessly put on gave to her
appearance the finishing touch of ut-
ter distress.

She gave the clothes in the tub a
perfunctory rinse and then hung
them up on a line near by. They
did not look very clean in spite of
the washing. Picking up the soap
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and scrubbing board, Muriel turned
and walked slowly to the shack with-
out one glance at the brightness and
signs of promise all around. The in-
terior of the house bore evidence of
work done grudgingly. A pile of
dirty dishes stood on an upturned
packing case. The table was littered
with old papers and magazines.
Clothes in need of mending were ly-
ing about in heaps. Through a half-
open door the bed could be seen with
the clothes lying in a tumbled mass
as they had been thrown when she
rose that morning. It was after four
o’clock in the afternoon. Some em-
bers were still glowing in the stove.

Muriel piled up a few sticks of
wood and then threw on some para-
fin. In a few minutes she had a
bright blaze with which to boil some
water. Taking a cup and the teapot
from the pile of dirty dishes, she
rinsed these and then made tea. With
a cup in one hand and a magazine in
the other she went out on the door-
step and sat down, sipping her tea
and reading, and now and again look-
ing out across the radiant sea of gol-
den corn. Poor little cockney! She
was overwhelmed with the vastness
of her surroundings, and horrified at
the nature of her work.

Three months ago she had been
equally discontented in her father’s
house near London. The youngest
daughter of a poor professional man,
Muriel’s whole life had been a strug-
gle to keep up appearances. She was
conscious of being a gentlewoman, of
having to look like a gentlewoman,
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and of her social superiority over
most other people. Now nobody
seemed to care who she was or where
she came from. The spur which had
kept her smart in the past, pride of
social rank, had been stripped from
her. A world without social distinc-
tions was beyond her power of com-
prehension, She did not understand
people who could hear unmoved that
she was cousin to a baronet. Her
little suburban soul seemed incapable
of appreciating its emancipation from
the drab monotony of respectable
poverty in a city.

Three of her sisters were trained
nurses, and the fourth was a gover-
ness. They all helped to support the
home in London. But Muriel, the
youngest and prettiest of all had
stayed at home. She had known only
one ambition—to be married. There
was no Prince Charming in her
dreams. She had no standard of
beauty or wealth by which her hus-
band was to be guaged. Simply she
wished to be married. On her
twenty-fourth birthday when she was
beginning to feel really old, and fear-
ing that her chances of matrimony
were diminishing, a letter arrived
from an old friend who had married
and settled down in Alberta. The
friend invited Muriel to pay her a
visit and stay as long as she liked.
There was a post-script saying that
any girl who went to those parts
was sure to be married within a
month. This was meant for a joke,
but Muriel took it seriously, and in-
deed it was the afterthought in the
letter which aroused her interest. It
she could only get to Alberta she
would certainly be married.  This
was the thought uppermost in her
mind for the next few days. By a
skilful process of suggestion she got
her father to propose that she should
emigrate to Canada. There followed
a few weeks of preparation, and then
the awful journey at the thought of
whieh she still shuddered. There was
but little money to spare, so Muriel
had to travel steerage. She was well

supplied with warm clothing, for all
her friends had heard about the bit-
ter cold in Canada. It was cold
enough crossing the ocean, but as
soon as the St. Lawrence was entered,
Muriel experienced greater heat than
she had ever known. There followed
the long, tiresome journey across the
continent in a colonist car. At last
she alighted at a wayside station
where she was met by her friend’s
husband. Then a hundred miles of
prairie trail had to be traversed in a
Red River cart. After the first few
miles, Muriel decided to walk. The
jolting was too much for one who had
never experienced anything less com-
fortable than a London County Coun-
cil tramecar. She faced the long
tramp boldly enough, for probably
the journey was leading to the goal of
her ambition—a husband. Five days
were spent getting to the farm. Her
friends had been three years in the
distriet and had built for themselves
a substantial homestead. For the
next few days Muriel lived in comfort,
and she found some interest in the
novelty of her surroundings. Then
Jack Graem rode over from his farm
to spend a week-end with Muriel’s
hosts.

He was of the best type of young
Canadian farmers. Enterprising,
hard-working, honest and strong, he
stood over six feet high, was straight,
lithe and active. A rather stern face
was relieved by kindly gray eyes, and
small wrinkles near the mouth show-
ed that he knew how to laugh. Jack
Graem was in the mood to fall in love
with any girl. He had been out on
the prairies in his lonely shack for
several years, without going nearer to
civilisation than the township from
which his grain was sent to the mar-
kets of the world. Of course he fell
in love with Muriel, and of course she
accepted his prompt proposal of mar-
riage. It was for this she had come
to Canada. Three weeks later they
were married. And now Muriel was
gitting on the doorstep of her shack,
a torn magazine in one hand and a
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chipped cup containing tea in the
other, her ambition had been realised,
there seemed nothing else to hope for,
and the fruit for which she had yearn-
ed proved to be bitter.

The magazine contained a story of
life on a Western Canadian farm.
The seene might have been taken from
her own homestead, yet there was
something so very different between
her life and that of the heroine in
the story. Her life was so lonely,
disappointing and sombre. That of
the woman in the story was one gay
song from morning to night. She
read the tale a second time and then
tossed the magazine aside. ‘‘All
lies,”” she muttered as she rose and
went into the house.

Muriel took a half dirty cloth off
the window sill and spread it on the
table. Then a few cups and plates
were rinsed. The fire was coaxed in-
to a blaze and a kettleful of water
was put on to boil. Jack would re-
turn soon, so supper had to be pre-
pared. Going outside to a lean-to,
Muriel unwound a cloth from the car-
case of a sheep and tried to cut off
a couple of chops. She was not very
suceessful. A distaste for the touch
of raw meat caused her to approach
the task gingerly. In the end a piece
of bone and two scraggy pieces of
meat ecame away. With these Muriel
returned to the house and began to
prepare supper. A piece of fat and
the results of her operation on the
sheep were put in the frying pan and
this was placed on the fire. Sudden-
ly Muriel remembered that the bed
had not been made. Rushing to the
bedroom she pulled the clothes up,
punched the pillows and started to
smooth out the sheets. Then the
kettle boiled over, and she had to rush
back to the kitchen. After making
the tea, Muriel went on the door step
to wait for her husband.

Ten minutes later he rode into the
yard, a handsome, manly figure on a
horse fully equal to his weight. The
pair presented a fine picture of phy-
sical strength. Waving to Muriel, he
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rode straight to the stable, watered
the horse and then rubbed him down
and gave him a good feed. Then he
crossed to the lean-to, where he found
a granite basin, a towel and a piece of
soap. There followed a tremendous
spluttering and serubbing, and Jack
came round the corner to where
Muriel was sitting, tapping impatient-
ly with her foot.

‘““Well, darling,”’ he said,
sort of a day have you had?”
He stooped and kissed her.

‘““The same as all other days,”’
Muriel snapped in reply. ‘‘Loneliness,
work and discomfort are all one gets
in this part of the world.”’

‘I have had plenty of work to-day,
and I am ravenously hungry. I can
smell supper. I do believe it is burn-
ing.”’

‘“How like you to start complain-
ing before you have even tasted your
meal ?”’

Muriel marched into the house fol-
lowed by her large but meek hus-
band. He was tired and inelined to
be fractious himself, but he realised
that the strangeness of life on the
prairie must be very trying to his
bride, and he determined to make
every allowance for her,

Supper was a dismal affair. The
chops were burned to cinders. The
tea had been made much too long and
tasted of nothing but tanin. The
bread was resilent. A pretence was
made at eating. Now and again Jack
attempted cheerful conversation only
to be answered with snubs. His kind-
ness made Muriel more angry. A
quarrel was needed to clear the air.
Jack rose from the table and went
outside to smoke his evening pipe. He
did not complain about the meal.
This forbearance hurt Muriel more
than abuse would have done. She
knew the meal was uneatable. Deep
down in her heart she knew her con-
duct was atrocious, and she could
not understand Jack’s silence. Add-
ing the dishes from the table to the
pile of dirty plates, Muriel removed
the erumbs by the simple process of

““‘what
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shaking the cloth, and then joined
Jack on the doorstep. There follow-
ed an hour of abject misery for both
of them. If Jack spoke, Muriel snub-
bed him. When he remained silent,
she made stabbing little remarks. He
was tired, hungry and depressed.
With difficulty he was keeping his
temper under control.

Jack went indoors to read a week-
old newspaper borrowed from a
neighbour who had just returned
from the railway siding. He lit the
lamp. It was badly trimmed. If he
turned it up it smoked. When he
turned it down again it gave but a
dim glimmer and made an abomin-
able smell. Then he committed the
fatal blunder of losing his temper
over a trifle.

“T say, Muriel, this is the last
straw,”’ he called out.

““What is the matter now?’’ she re-
plied quite pleasantly.

“This beastly lamp. Surely you
can find time to trim it. First there
was the supper. Then—’’

““What was wrong with the sup-
per?”’ Muriel was beginning to en-
joy herself. This was a quarrel and
she was master of the situation.

“Wrong with the supper? Every-
thing! The chops were burned to
cinders, the tea tasted as if it had
been stewed for hours, and the bread
was so tough that I ecould not get my
teeth into it.”’

‘“Why ever didn’t you say so at
the time? It would not have taken
ten minutes to eook more chops, and
fresh tea could have been made in two
minutes.”’

When a man loses his temper, is
proved to be in the wrong and knows
he is in the right, usually he blusters.
Jack did this. He stormed up and
down the room. His speech was a
mirror held up for Muriel to see all
her faults reflected. Had he found
his wife penitent, he would have said
he was sorry for being cross, that it
did not matter, and then he would
have done a lot of household work
for her. But to be made miserably

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

uncomfortable for a fortnight, to be
baited into a temper, and then to be
asked what was the matter; this was
more than he could stand. His ora-
tion on Muriel’s shortcomings did not
err on the side of leniency, but most
of what he said was true.

‘When he paused for breath, Muriel
said gently, ‘I think you made a mis-
take when you married me.”’

I did not say that,”’ Jack replied
with the accent on the fourth word.

““Oh I think you made a mistake,”’
Muriel continued. ‘‘It must have
been a servant, not a wife you want-
ed. Just let us go over my daily
duties and see if this is not the case.
I rise at four o’clock in the morning
and do the rooms. Then I milk the
cow. Ugh! Horrid job! Then I get
breakfast for my lord and master.
After breakfast there are the dishes
to wash. All the housework has to be
done. There is the washing to do, the
vegetable garden to look after, my-
own meals to get and your supper to
prepare. Twice a week I have to bake.
Then in my spare time, my spare
time mind you, I have to do the
mending. There is wood to chop for
the stove and there are a hundred
and one odd jobs about the house
which ought to be done by a man.
And I walked nearly a hundred miles
to do all this for you. Of course, it
was a servant you wanted. But no
servant would stay in a place like
this. Instead of engaging me as
your general servant and losing me at
the end of the week, you married me
to ensure permanent service. I walk-
ed nearly a hundred miles to be your
servant.”’

A battle royal followed, and Muriel
out-generalled her husband at all
points. Every now and again she
would throw in the remark:

T walked a hundred miles to do
this for you.”

When Jack was thoroughly worst-
ed, he went out on the doorstep again.
Muriel trimmed the lamps earefully,
a work of supererrogation as it was
bed time. Then she washed the
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dishes. Usually this task was post-
poned until morning, put off again
until the afternoon, and partly done
before supper. But on this evening
Muriel was determined that her hus-
band should know how hard she had
to work. Finally she went to bed
and started to ery herself to sleep.

Jack finished his pipe and then
crossed to the stable to bed down the
horse and give him his feed. When
this was done he strolled over to the
fence, loaded his pipe once more and
puffed away, enjoying the smoke and
the cool quiet of the night. Gradually
his anger subsided. He felt he had
been rather hard on Muriel. Poor
little girl! All this rough work and
the loneliness of prairie life must be
very strange to her, and very try-
ing. He would have to be more pa-
tient. The gentle drone of insect life,
the feeling of vastness which eannot
be deseribed, but' which can be felt
on the prairies, and also the tobacco
soothed his nerves. Jack was getting
on very well. Each year his farm
was yielding greater profits. In an-
other twelve months the railway would
reach a point within a mile of his
homestead. He would be able to give
Muriel a good time then. Possibly
they could take a trip to Europe.
Not that Jack wanted to go there.
His farm was his home, and all his
interest was taken up by his work.
There are not many men suited to
such a life. The mind of a poet is
needed to appreciate the Canadian
prairies, the African veldt or the Aus-
tralian bush. The ordinary man is
liable to be conscious only of mono-
tony and hard, uninteresting work.
It requires peculiar characteristics to
rest content with the glories of na-
ture, and to take pleasure day by
day in seeing the earth, pregnant
with a world’s harvest, yield to man-
kind the wondrous product of her
labours. Jaek had capacity for pa-
tient toil equalled only by that of a
peasant, and he had also the instinet
of poetry which enabled him to drink
in pleasure from his surroundings.
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While under the influence of the calm
night he felt ashamed of himself for
having been so small and irritable,
and for bullying his wife. Full of
remorse he returned to the shack,
meaning to apologise, to comfort the
lonely little girl and to promise her
a trip to Europe if she would try to
be patient for a couple of years.

All his good intentions vanished
when he entered the room. He was
tired with his day’s work. The un-
tidiness and discomfort of the place
jarred on his nerves. The hero of
romance who never loses his temper,
never suffers with moods and is never
hasty or unkind does not exist, Jack
sat down to think things over. He
remembered how in imagination he
had painted a picture of the home as
it would bg after marriage. The
clean severity of his bachelor den was
to be turned into a veritable para-
dise by the hundred and ome little
feminine touches of which one reads
in all good story books. A dirty,
crumpled cloth set crooked on the
table, a pile of half-washed dishes
on a packing case, crumbs on the
floor and a bundle of unmended gar-
ments on the only easy chair; these
were the feminine touches in Jack
Graem’s home. Twice he rose to go
and make it up with Muriel. Each
time he sat down again. The dismal,
comfortless room brought back to his
mind vividly the miserable scene of
the evening. A good meal would
have done him good, though he was
not eonscious of hunger. Dull resent-
ment filled his brain. The more he
thought over the situation, the more
angry he became.

Acting on sudden impulse, he took
a piece of paper and wrote, ‘I am
walking nearly a hundred miles away
from this.”” Then he left the house,
turning from his yard into the trail,
and tramped in the direction of the
railway.

Jack stumbled along the track for
some time, he did not know how long,
and then he sat down on a log. Over-
worked and hungry, his brain was
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not working clearly. The real mean-
ing of his action did not dawn upon
him. He did not realise that he was
leaving alone on the prairie a young
girl, quite unused to pioneer life, and
one whom but a few weeks before he
had sworn to love and cherish. He
had a grievance. He did not know
exactly what it was. A shadowy pie-
ture of Muriel was associated in his
mind with a jumble of thought which
left only a sense of injury. Also
there was a sub-conscious feeling that
he had done something shabby. He
could not think what it could be. This
irritated him, but not for long. Over-
come by sheer exhaustion, he slipped
from the log and fell asleep on the
hard ground.

In the meantime Muriel was find-
ing that a bed was a delightful place
in which to nurse a grievance. But
if one is feeling drowsy, the griev-
ance has a tendency to dissolve. This
was Muriel’s experience. Gradually
the sobs died away. Then the tears
ceased to flow. She nestled close to
the pillows and thought that perhaps
she had been rather hard on Jack.
She would be forgiving, but not peni-
tent. She would try to do her work
a little better in future. Certainly
that was a horrible meal to offer the
poor boy after a long day’s work.
These and similar thoughts passed
through her mind as she lay in bed,
dozing off now and again for a few
minutes, and then waking with a
gtart. After some time she felt that
Jack musti be taking longer than
usual to feed the horse. Muriel lis-
tened for him. Then she decided to
go out and offer help. She could not
be of any use, but it would please
Jack to see that he was forgiven, and
that his wife was anxious to be a
real help to him. Jumping out of
bed and slipping on a dressing gown,
Muriel ran out of the house and
across the yard to the stable. It was
in darkness. She looked round the
vard. There was no sign of Jack.
No answer came to her repeated
calls. Muriel was frightened. The
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great, lonely prairie appalled her.
She ran back to the house and sat
down by the table. Jack must have
gone for a stroll to get over his tem-
per. Really it was too bad of him.
He might have known that she would
be frightened to find herself all alone.
He would get a good dressing-down
when he returned.

‘What was the time? Muriel look-
ed up at a watch hanging on a nail.
It was after two o’clock. Uncon-
seiously sha was twisting and un-
twisting a piece of paper in her fin-
gers. Muriel smoothed out the paper,
and her eyes followed the words writ-
ten on it, though her mind did not
take in the meaning at the moment.
She was thinking of something else;
rehearsing a scene for Jack’s return.
Jack! surely his name was on the
paper. ‘Then her mind took in the
full meaning of the message.

“T am walking nearly a hundred
miles away from this.”’

Jack had deserted her; left her on
the lonely prairie. With the shoek
of this discovery there came the con-
seiousness of a wonderful and beau-
tiful sensation. She really loved
Jack. Rather would she live with
him in the loneliest place on earth,
than be without him in the heart of
Tondon. He was more to her than
wealth or gaiety or position; yes,
more than social position. She could
work her fingers to the bone for him
snd do it cheerfully mow that she
knew what love mean:.

it was a new Murie. who walked
across the yard, lamp in hand, to the
stable. The horse was there. Jack
had gone on foot as his note intimat-
ed. Usually Muriel’ was nervous .of
all animals, and particularly of
horses. There was no sign of this
now. She took down the saddle and
put it on the horse as she had seen
Jack do it. Then the girths were fas-
tened. At this point of the proceed-
ings she remembered the bridle.
There was some difficulty about ad-
justing it, but fortunately the old
horse was patient. Muriel did not
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hurry or fuss about her work. She
was too much in earnest. In a few
minutes she led the horse to a chop-
ping block, mounted with the help
of this and cantered out of the yard
and along the track in the direction
of the railway. This was her sec-
ond chase after a husband. Like the
first one, it proved successful. After
half an hour’s ride, she saw the fig-
ure of her husband against the sky
line. She cantered on, and in a few
minutes she was able to see that he
was walking towards her.

The cockney brain works quickly.
In a flash Muriel realised that by
turning homeward Jack had given
her all the trump cards. She almost
drew rein in preparation for the

glories of victory, and then the gen-
erous impulses born of love got the
upper hand. Muriel urged her horse
into a gallop, pulled up short on
reaching Jack’s side, and then slid
to the ground and nestled into his
arms.

Two hours later when Jack went
into the house for breakfast, he found
the place looking bright and eclean.
A new cloth was spread on the table.
The cool morning breeze blew in,
through the windows and played
with Muriel’s hair as she stood by
the stove cooking a tempting meal.
Feminine touches had turned his
home into fairyland. For the ordin-
ary scenes of life are beautiful when
seen through happy eyes.




CANADIAN WOMEN AND

THE SUFERAGE
BY ISABEL SKELTON

A FEW weeks ago I heard the presi-
dent of a college women’s so-
ciety say when announcing a lecture
by a popular speaker: ‘“‘Yes, I have
no hesitation in assuring you she is a
charming speaker. I heard her on
woman suffrage, and she made even a
subject like that, in which so few of
us are interested, very entertaining.’’
This collega club president naively
spoke the truth on behalf of her
countrywomen, but how antiquated
and inconceivable the remark would
have been in this year of grace 1913,
in England or the United States or
Australia—to mention only our Eng-
lish-speaking neighbours.

In England before the expected
vote on the ‘‘Conciliation Bill’”’ on
January 25th, the whole English
press treated it as the public event of
the week, and, afterwards they gave
the Speaker’s surprising decision still
greater prominence. Ever since legi-
timate aspects of woman suffrage,
such as discussions on Mr. Asquith’s
promised alternative and Mrs. Faw-
cett’s refusal to consider it adequate,
or on the possibility of passing a Pri-
vate Member’s Bill next session, or
the necessity of waiting long years
for a united suffragist cabinet, or on
the advisability of trying to establish
some system of local option, not to
mention the outrages of the militant
movement—discussions such as these
have filled more news columns than
the Trish and Welsh Bills and the
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Scottish Temperance Bill put togeth-
er. Although British women are still
far from their goal they have achiev-
ed for their cause predominance in
home affairs.

Their American cousins in the
Western States have outstripped
them, although those in the Eastern
States hardly keep pace. But the out-
look on the whole is promising. The
year just past has seen the number of
suffrage States increased from six to
nine, since Arizona, Kansas and Ore-
gon have followed the example of
Wyoming, Colorado, Utah, Idaho,
Washington, and California. During
the presidential election campaign, the
cause of ‘‘Votes for Women’’ was en-
dorsed generally by the Progressive
Party, and in some States all three
parties either endorsed it or recom-
mended the submission of the question
to the people. Finally, their monster
inaugural parade, with its attendant
circumstances, have advertised their
growing strength throughout the
length and breadth of the land.

Turning next to the Antipodes we
find not the varied and spectacular in-
terest of the struggle but the serious
and weighty consideration due an es-
tablished principle. Equal suffrage
this year crosses the threshold of its
second decade in Australia, and in
New Zealand is about to enter upon
its third. - Wyoming, where women’s
suffrage was granted in 1869, alone
surpasses New Zealond in age, for she
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shares with Colorado and South Aus-
tralia the year 1893 and second place
in the world’s lists.

In the face of our neighbours’ live-
ly sympathy, agitation and achieve-
ment, how is it that, to quote Dr.
Anna Shaw’s recent Washington
speech, ‘‘the Dominion must be prod-
ded into purposefulness?’’

It is not because Canadian women
lack natural endowments for such
work, Their ‘‘capacities, moral, in-
tellectual, and actual,”’ when turned
to channels where their interests lie,
work out as satisfactory results as
do those of English, American, or
Australian women. Looking at what
has been accomplished along the lines
of patriotism, education, temperance,
public health, philanthrophy, settle-
ment work, eare for immigrants, and
many other allied branches of social
betterment, by such active organisa-
tions as the National Council of Wo-
men and W.C.T.U., Women’s Cana-
dian Clubs, Press Unions, Daughters
of the Empire, and Poor Relief and
Children’s Aid Societies, and remem-
bering besides how comparatively few
are the women with the necessary
training, money and leisure in a new
and dominantly agricultural country,
it is quickly and emphatically borne
home, even to the dubious, that Cana-
dian womanhood suffers from no
dearth of ability or of public spirit.

The reasons must be sought else-
where. And first, taking one thing
with another, Canadian women feel
few positive disabilities and hard-
ships through their lack of political
power. For one thing they are not
crowded and forced into public and
business life as their English sisters
are. For every hundred males there
are in Canada only eighty-eight fe-
males, while in England there are one
hundred and seven. This makes in
England and Wales a surplus of one
million two hundred thousand fe-
males and enormously increases the
proportion of women who must be
wage earners. This fact alone goes
far to explain the force, the intense
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and often bitter keenness of the Eng-
lish movement, and also the compara-
tive inertia of the Canadian women.
Again, according to the latest avail-
able figures, twenty-five per cent. of
all English women work for wages
and only sixteen per cent. of Canada’s
female population between the ages of
fifteen and sixty-five are so employed.
Now, in so far as women want votes
for tangible legislative benefits for
themselves, once the laws of the coun-
try give them justice in regard to
property rights, marriage and divorce
and the guardianship of their child-
ren, it is for the women in factories,
in offices, in business, in professions
and in all walks of public life where
they come into eompetition with men
that the battle is being waged.

At first glance it would seem that
the Canadian situation must have more
in common with the American and
that in comparison with the American
achievement it would not be so easy
to construe our manifest listlessness.
In the United States the East is divi-
ded against the West, and the East
can hardly be said to surpass Canada
in positive results. In contrasting the
accomplishment and enthusiasm of
the Western States with our Western
Provinces, the first thing our Western
is the great difference in the length of
settlement. When the advocates of
woman suffrage in British Columbia
have been working as many years as
they have in California, may they not,
too, have as much to show?

Governor Hoyt of Wyoming is re-
sponsible for the explanation that
woman suffrage was carried in his
State in the first place simply through
the clever manipulating of a Republi-
can Governor and a Democratic As-
sembly by one legislator whose heart
was in the right place. Others ex-
plain that the bill was passed partly
as & Western joke and partly as a good
advertisement. At any rate, it was
not the result of a broad and coneert-
ed fight for the issue such as would
have to be made to-day. Chance con-
ferred the suffrage on Wyoming wo-
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men, and the Populist party on Colo-
rado.

The history and the traditional po-
litical doetrines of the United States
have beyond question helped the wo-
men’s cause in a way unknown in
Canada. At the very beginning of
their national career the people of the
Republie explicitly adopted a broad
ereed of political equality, based on
assertion of mnatural and inalienable
rights. The abolition of slavery and
the subsequent gift of the franchise
to the negroes gave added weight to
women’s claims. On what ground
could a nation built on the Declara-
tion of Independence grant political
power to ignorant negroes and with-
hold it from educated women paying
taxes on property? This method of
reasoning had special weight with the
Populist party so strong in the West-
ern States in the eighties and nine-
ties, and to-day it equally appeals to
socialists and labour organisations.

In Canada, on the contrary, we
have rarely committed ourselves to
broad and sweeping doctrines of poli-
tical equality. Nearly every Cana-
dian believes in demoecracy, but, for
better or for worse, he has not for-
mulated his creed in as explicit and
rigid terms as his southern neighbour.
Our struggle for political freedom
was not as spectacular as in the Unit-
ed States, and it has not left as last-
ing and as vivid an impression on the
rank and file of the people. ‘‘Of
course, women have as good a right to
vote as men have,”’ is the answer of
ninety-nine out of every hundred
Canadians, ‘‘but what good will it do
them?’’ is in ninety-eight cases the
return question.

‘We are a sober, unemotional people,
practical, we boast; living too much
from hand to mouth in intellectual
matters, a eritic might say. Anything
we want we want for a reason—a de-
finite, sensible, concrete reason—and
until recently even our serious-mind-
ed women have seen none such for de-
manding the franchise. We possess
already many of the rights and privi-

leges women in other lands hope to
gain with political freedom. Unmar-
ried women with property have the
right to vote at municipal and school
board elections throughout the Do-
minion. This small end of the wedge
will, when driven home a little farth-
er, give them an adequate voice in the
two fields where their largest civie in-
terests are at stake, the public house-
keeping and housecleaning of their im-
mediate neighbourhood and the edu-
cation of their children. In all the
Provinees but Quebec women enjoy
full rights of property and inheri-
tance together with legal and social
equality. The law protects a woman
the same as a man, and in case of
wrongdoing seems almost inclined to
be more lenient towards her. Our
marriage and divoree laws do not dis-
criminate in favour of men. Women
have free access to higher education
at our universities, and with the ex-
ception of the ministry and the bar
they are almost as unhampered in
choosing a career as their brothers.
From the beginning sentiment and
purely personal reasons have been
obstacles in Canada. To plead for
woman suffrage, especially by ladies
of leisure, until quite recently, has
been considered bad form. It has
been hopelessly unfashionable ; indeed,
its early advocates, much to the detri-
ment of their cause, were inclined to
err in the other extreme of rather
freakish and masculine tastes in dress
and manner. It lacked attractiveness
for the leisure class and the other
class lacked the leisure to consider it.
An English lady writing recently on
“Feminism and {Eduecation,’”’ says:
“To a vast number of women a little
housework, intelligently done, would
be an incalculable boon.”’ Canadian
women, high and low, rich and poor,
have always had this inestimable pri-
vilege. May be part of the price we
have paid for it is a too individualis-
~tic conception of our life and work.
In a land where thousands of new
homes are founded monthly, and fam-
ilies, new and old, are all intensely



CANADIAN WOMEN AND THE SUFFRAGE

on the make, political and civie in-
terests do not loom large on the hori-
zon of the majority. However, one of
the planks in the platform of the Na-
tional Council of Women at present
is to gain for women equal rights with
men to hold homesteads in the West.
No matter how wrapped up we are in
our private work and prosperity a
time comes when we realise we must
be alive to the problems pressing on
us from without.

Theoretically Canadian women be-
lieve this and vaguely desire the suf-
frage to remedy such things, but their
practical need is somehow not erying
enough to make their demands im-
perative. The Canadian Suffrage As-
sociation has issued a statement that
it represents through the National
Council of Women and the Women’s
Christian Temperance Union, over
one million Canadian women who de-
sire the franchise. In the majority
of members, however, this desire must
be quiescent or the requests for such
modest extensions of the franchise
as have been so peremptorily de-
nied this winter at Fredericton, To-
ronto, Winnipeg, and Victoria, would
have created throughout the country
more disappointed stir and effort.

Canadian backwardness may also be
traced to other sources. Leaders for
such a movement are from the size
and geography of our country inevit-
ably isolated and far apart. It would
have been hard for the two or three
at Fredericton to uphold the hands
of their Winnipeg sisters, or for them
in return to extend their friendship
and streteh their enthusiasm to Vie-
toria. A couple of inspiring emis-
saries at times of special rally is the
utmost of intercourse and good fel-
lowship that may be enjoyed. But
every year lessens this difficulty; as
our cities grow and our country is fill-
ed, centres of propaganda widen and
multiply so that very soon hands may
be clasped between them and the
warming contagion transmitted di-
rectly from one to another.

But with the growing facilities for
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propaganda, the economic necessity
for political power will also grow. The
larger our cities and the denser and
more evenly balanced our population
the greater will be the proportion of
our women who must be self-support-
ing. Just as their sisters to-day feel
themselves wunjustly diseriminated
against by the homestead laws so they
will discover, with each step forward
in industrial and eommercial life, new
fetters and difficulties which, if not to
be entirely solved by a vote, might at
least be helpfully illuminated. Such
a question as the desirablity for equal
wages for men and women doing the
same work would come under this
head. Besides protecting their own
interests women want a vote for the
good that they may do. This is for
many the most attractive reason. To-
day the cause of Prohibition might be
cited here as it is probably the strong-
est factor in gaining supporters for
woman suffrage. The question of
restricting or prohibiting the sale of
intoxicants always makes a strong ap-
peal to women, so the men fighting
this campaign usually try to augu-
ment their numbers by giving votes
to women. But to base our claims for
suffrage on the good we shall do is a
little risky. We may easily be car-
ried away by the warmth of our pas-
sion to paint too idealised pictures of
the future which would be a source of
disappointment and loss of support
when the time and not the full pro-
mise matured. It is always well to
remember Mrs. Poyser’s words: ‘‘God
Almighty made some of ’em foolish to
mateh the men.”” All women will not
always vote as our ideal woman
would. But herein lies one more rea-
son why women should have the right
to vote—to make mistakes and to pro-
fit by them. The large degree of edu-
cation and public interest that goes
hand in hand with the right to vote
may be easily ascertained by talking
over some present-day national issue
with the mother and daughters and
then with the father and sons in any
ordinary representative household.




ARE WE DEVELOPING A
pia il SENSE:?

AN ARTICLE DEALING WITH THE PRACTICAL AND SCIENTIFIC SIDES
OF MENTAL TELEPATHY.

BY J. SEDGWICK COWPER

lS it really possible for people to

transmit thoughts across space
without words or signs? Is it really
possible for one person to be able to
read the mind of another, and is a
time coming when the post-office and
telegraph will be but memories of the
clumsy age before mankind awoke to
the tremendous discovery of the sixth
sense and each individual commence
to operate a ‘‘wireless’’ system pecu-
liarly his own? These questions to-
day are presenting themselves to the
minds of many ordinary men who
never look at a scientific textbook or
bother with experimental psychology.

Significantly, too, one of the most
suceessful of recent dramas, Mr. Aug-
ustus Thomas’s ‘‘The Witching
Hour’’ was concerned throughout in
its plot and counterplot with the
various phases of telementative phen-
omena. In the story, Jack Brook-
field, a profesional gambler of refin-
ed tastes, discovers by chance that he
possesses telepathic power, and that
what he had previously called his
luek in anticipating a rival’s play is
really a gift for mind-reading. Sat-
isfied of the unfair advantage it gives
him over his rivals, he renounces his
profession, much to the disgust of a
certain Kentucky colonel who shakes
his head doubtfully and makes the
sage remark, ‘‘To think that God Al-
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mighty gives a man a gift like that,
and he refuses to make use of it.”’
But Brookfield does make good use of
his gift after all. By it he is enabl-
ed to explain the strange mania
which had driven young Clay Whip-
ple to kill a man who flaunted a
cat’s eye pin in his face. He not
only secures the acquittal of the boy,
but cures him of his strange anti-
pathy. Incidentally he suggests how
many strange manias such as unreas-
oning fear of the dark, abnormal
lack of self-confidence, and other in-
herited fears and aversions may be
cured.

Few writers of fiction who rely on
scientific phenomena for a place in
their story have showed the close in-
timacy with their subject that Mr.
Thomas shows. This is explained by
the fact that Mr. Thomas has been
for many years a genuine student of
all phenomena related to the dynamie
side of thought. Twenty years ago
he foresaw the possibilities of a play
on this theme, and — as a one-act
playlet—he wrote ‘‘The Withching
Hour’’ for the late J. H. Stoddart
and Mrs. Agnes Booth. The play was
not produced, because the author was
fearful that the public would not un-
derstand it. Its appearance and sue-
cess so many years later shows, as
Mr. Thomas himself has said: ‘“‘the
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awakening and growth of interest in
those themes which the play ex-
ploits.”” The original playlet, for the
benefit of the curious be it said, now
forms the second act of the play.

One of the things which the newly
awakened interest in psychic phen-
nomena has made reasonably clear is
that lucky gamblers and every man
or woman who wins a place of lead-
ership among his or her fellows,
possess in degree, either conscious-
ly or unconsciously, the facul-
ty of telementation.* To be sure it
is never called by so technical a term.
Usually it is referred to as ‘‘insight
into men’s characters,” ‘‘ability to
anticipate events,”” ‘‘personal mag
netism,”’ ete. Invariably the posses-
sor is conscious of his authority over
others, and sometimes appears to be
awed by the mystery of it.

““It 1s Destiny,’” said Napoleon, as
he beheld his wonderful authority
over men and empires.

“Tt is God who is with me,’’ is the
explanation advanced by at least one
pious American plutocrat.

Yet the fact appears that moral
worth does not enter into the matter
at all. The blustering, graft-hunting
political boss, equally with a gentle
Saint Franecis receives the gift, and
each equally according to his light
misunderstands it. Nor does acade-
mie culture seem to be any more a
sine qua nmon than moral worth, for
the majority of the men and women
who display marked psychic gifts
come from the ranks of the academi-
cally uncultured.

But an even more startling fact has
been uncovered. Telementation which
at first had been thought a new pow-
er in the world is seen to be as old as
the world itself. It is inchoate in the
lowest organisms, and is the law
among inorganic atoms. Instead of
being peculiarly the flower and erown
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of the human mind’s most noble en-
deavour, this mysterious quality of
mind-power is seen to be more ele-
mentary than consciousness. Tiny
forms from the slime of the ocean
bed, mere drops of glue, cells without
a nucleous, so low in the scale of life
as to be devoid of rudimentary sense-
organs, by the operation of this pow-
er are made aware of the approach of
other creatures and of the location of
food. Without any organs of motion
they are able to glide from place to
place at will, and apparently by the
force of pure will.

Plants similarly exhibit a know-
ledge of what is happening across
space, as is shown in many experi-
ments similar to that of the school-
boy’s trick in placing a pencil a few
inches away from the stem of a co-
baeas scandens or other creeping vine.
The speed and skill with which the
plant will send out a tendril and
twine round the pencil while not an
example of telementation, shows
mind-power actively at work where
we have ground for believing that
consciousness has not arrived.

Some experiments with ants sug-
gest that these tiny creatures may be
able to teach more than the sluggard.
A cage containing female ants was
deposited inside a barn, fifteen-inch
stone walls separating the cage from
the place where the male ants were
let loose outside. The male ants at
once attacked the mortar joints in
the stonework. The cage was then
removed to another portion of the
barn. The ant army at once moved
away till it came to a spot opposite
to where the cage was placed. So
often as the cage was moved, so often
did the energetic band on the ouft-
side of the stonework move also. To
say that the wonderful sex-call which
could penetrate through stone walls is
an example of ‘‘instinet’’ is not help-

*T have used the word telementation in preference to the word telepathy because

the latter is open to objection on etymological grounds.

It is used in the sense of

‘‘mental activity at a distance,”” from the Greek tele, meaning ‘‘far off,’’ and the

Latin, mentis, ‘‘the mind.’’

The word was, I believe, first used by Mr. William

Walker in his ‘‘Law of Dynamic Mentation.’’
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ful. The ‘“‘instinet!’ is an example
of mind-power operating through
space and through solid matter, fin-
ally registering itself as a specific
message on the brain of the ant army.

The well-known phenomenon of a
flock of birds or a shoal of fish turn-
ing instantly and abruptly as if in
obedience to a common impulse is as
full of interest to us as the study
of a political caucus at nomination
time, or a erowd of French race-track
spectators suddenly smitten with the
riot fever must beto the birds if
they happen to be interested in the
study of telementation.

Mental fascination is practised also
among the animals and reptiles, in
the former principally for the all-
compelling purposes of sex, and in
the latter for the not less compelling
appetite for food. Judging from the
descriptions given by persons who
have ecome within the charm of a
snake’s fascination the mode and sen-
sation is not unlike that method of
fascination for hypnosis practised in
some of the famous clinies of Europe.
A typiecal case is that of a man walk-
ing in his garden coming face to face
unexpectedly with a' snake, whose
eyes gleamed in a peculiar manner.
As he looked, the reptile’s eyes seem-
ed to grow till he could think of
nothing else. Then they changed into
seas of glorious colour which riveted
his attention and made his feel dizzy.
At this moment his wife arrived and
threw her arms around him breaking
the spell.  There are many similar
cases on record, and they suggest
something of what happens to the
luckless bird or rabbit which falls
within the serpent’s spell.

This mysterious quality of telemen-
tative power is not denied the human
race, though it is largely the mono-
poly of Eastern races. By its aid, the
Hindu magicians perform those won-
derful feats which mystify the West-
ern mind and defy all the laws of
Nature. The unhypnotisable camera
reveals nothing at these wonder-pro-
ducing entertainments but the magi-

cian sitting down at one side of the
circle with an amused grin on his
face. In this connection a curious
circumstance has been noted by an
educated observer imbued with the
seientific spirit. During the perform-
ance of the rope-disappearing feat (in
which a rope is thrown up into the air,
and the magician’s assistant eclimbs
upwards out of sight into the clouds,
returning by the same route a few
minutes later) and other tricks, he
noted that if he stepped back out of
the erowd for a few steps he could
see nothing but the magician, all the
magical happenings completely disap-
pearing, and only returning to view
when he rejoined the crowd. A simi-
lar result was reached when he step-
ped forward inside the cirele of ob-
servers, leading him to the coneclu-
sion that the mental powers of illu-
sionment put to use by the magician
were only potent within the inner
and outer edges of the ring, and that
the potency was probably assisted by
the contagion of the other minds.
Among the Hindus this power
comes only as the reward of many
years of effort. The magician starts
as a youth to practice visualisation.
He uses his will in an effort to form
a clear and distinct mental impres-
sion of simple objeets. n How rare
this seemingly ordinary feat is can
be guaged by the difficulty which be-
sets most of us when we attempt to
draw from memory a simple object of
every day use—the paternal on your
breakfast saucer, or the pattern of
the check suit in your wardrobe. We
cannot draw them because we cannot
visualise them. Few persons can by
a mental effort obtain a clearly defin-
ed presentment of their friends.
Some portrait painters have the gift
which no doubt aids them in their
work considerably.  The magicians
by years of practice develop their
imagination and will so that they can
visnalise the sights they show in their
feats, and then project these mental
images upon the minds of their au-
diences. Their feats are examples
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of induced imagination, highly mani-
fested, and they supply some of the
strongest evidences for the theory
that mankind has lying dormant
within itself powers of the most tre-
mendous potentiality.

For the reasons indicated it is only
to be expected that the most wonder-
ful stories of telementation should
come from India. Unfortunately
these suffer from the disability of be-
ing incapable of easy investigation,
and to treat the phenomena of tele-
mentation in any but a strictly seien-
tific spirit would not be wise. No
phenomon should be accepted without
strict and impartial investigation as
to its verity, and no super-sensual

explanation should be permitted
where a rational explanation is at all
possible.

Fortunately the records of the So-
ciety for Psychical Research and other
reliable and ecritical sources contain
many well-authenticated instances of
telementation oceurring in England
and America, while many families
can supply stories which are pertin-
ent enough to deserve investigation.
In the writer’s own family, in the
cases of my grandfather, father and
elder brother, all of whom met unex-
pected and unnatural deaths abroad,
their deaths were intimated at the
time to other members of the family
long before the news arrived by the
ordinary channels.

In the case of my grandfather, a
major in the Wiltshire Regiment, who
while still a young man met sudden
death in action at the taking of Se-
bastopol. His young wife was awak-
ened early in the dark morning by
the spectacle of her husband in his
uniform pulling aside the eurtains of
the old-fashioned four-poster bed-
stead in which she slept. He looked
at her with great yearning in his look
for a moment, held out his arms as
if in farewell, saying ‘‘Good-bye,
Lizzie,”’ and then faded from view.
The spectacle was so real and con-
vincing that the young woman wak-
ened up my mother, then a child of
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seven years, and told her she was
fatherless. Together they spent the
remainder of the night in mourning.
Two weeks later the despatches ar-
rived telling of my grandfather’s
death., When the campaign was over
and his brother officers returned with
fuller particulars of his death, my
grandmother learned that her hus-
band had expired at approximately
the very time he had appeared before
her, and that he had died with her
name on his lips. At the time of the
occurrence she had no fears but that
her husband would return safely, for
in his letters he had purposely made
light of the risks of war, and no inti-
mation had been received in England
of the proposed storming of the fort-
ress. The incident made a vivid and
lasting impression on my grandmoth-
er’s mind. Half a century after, when
she had grown into a venerable old
dame, she would recount with great
emotion the events of that night.

In the case of my father’s death—
he was a sea-captain, his vessel the
S.S. Marie, foundering with all hands
off the Cornish coast in March, 1893
—my mother and elder sister both
dreamed of his loss on the night of the
disaster, though the first news did
not reach home till two days later.
In the case of my brother, who died
in a South African hospital during
the War, my mother and sister again
simultaneously dreamed of his death,
but the arrival of several Christmas
presents and a cheerful letter from
him during breakfast next morning
while the dreams were being discus-
sed gravely, resulted in the family
laughter putting the dreams and the
dreamers quite out of court. But
events showed that the dreamers were
correct. Two weeks later a letter
from my brother’s comrades arrived
telling of his death fifteen days be-
fore.

It is unfortunate that the three ex-
amples quoted are all concerned with
the coming of death, for it quite un-
Justly tends to invest telementation
with a portent which is not deserved.




170

Telementation demands among other
things a supreme effort of will-power,
and it merely happens that many per-
sons accidentally discover this power
in their dying moments in a supreme
effort to communicate with loved ones
who are far away. The same results
might have been obtained had the
same amount of will-power and men-
tal effort been exerted during health
for some cheerful purpose.

Anyone may demonstrate the pow-
er of telementation in a minor degree
by focusing the mind upon some
stranger in the street or place of con-
gregation and willing that he turn
round. The uneasiness some people
evinee without knowing the cause is
something more than amusing at
times. A very desirable place to prac-
tise in is a departmental store where
the clerks are either very busy or
very dilatory. Try fastening your
mind-power upon one of the clerks,
and be surprised at the result.

In looking at the person focus the
eyes at a point beyond, so that you
get the impression that you are gaz-
ing through him or her. By an ac-
commodation of the eye this gaze 1is
lesd tiring than the ordinary gaze, and
for some unexplained reason is much
more powerful for telementative pur-
poses. Having got your subject with-
in the range of your focus then give
the mental command. The operator
must ‘‘so foree his soul to his own
conceits,”” as Hamlet phrases it, that
he can anticipate the subjeet’s re-
sponse with a mental picture of him
obeying the command. The success-
ful operator can feel the struggle and
knows when the subject will obey,
while the unsuspecting subject is at
a loss to explain he obeys.

But, it may be asked, what has
science to say about this? Has any
reasonable theory or explanation
been advanced in respect to telemen-
tation? There is a widely accepted
theory that telementation is propa-
gated by brain waves, or as Sir Wm.
Crookes has phrased it, by ‘‘ether-
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waves of smaller amplitude and
greater frequency than those which
carry X-rays.”” Such waves are sup-
posed to be sent out by the vibra-
tional activity of certain minds and
when received by other minds set up
an excitation or image similar to that
in the mind of the sender. Indeed
the belief is something more than a
theory sinece Charcot, Janet and oth-
ers have asserted that ‘‘the existence
of an aura of spirit-foree surround-
ing the body like an atmosphere, in
some cases at all events, can be prov-
ed as a physical fact.”’

All foree has been demonstrated to
be manifestations of ether vibrating
at widely different velocities.  The
voice of the nightingale sending out
vibrations registerable on the drum of
the human ear: the electrical energy
drawn from the tumbling ‘‘white
coal’” of Niagara, which lights whole
cities and drives thousands of factory
wheels; the inconceivably rapid wvi-
brations which are registerable as
light and colour on the eye’s retina;
higher still the vibrations of the X-
ray which penetrates through solid
matter unhindered ; still higher in the
scale of vibrational activity the won-
derful N-ray and the radio-activities
of radium—all are strange and vari-
ed manifestations of that elusive, im-
material super-physical postulate of
modern seience, ether.

‘“The limits of our spectrum,’’ said
the late F. W. H. Myers, ‘“‘do not in-
here in the sun that shines, but in the
eye that marks his shining.”” May it
not be that the fragments which men
are patiently gathering and examin-
ing to-day in their efforts to find out
the laws of telementation, are evi-
dences also of the unquenchable foree
of evolution. May not mankind’s
next great significant step attend the
discovery of the sixth sense? That
mankind has a potential sixth sense
which now shows signs of bursting
into life many of the calmest, sanest
and most comprehensive of the
world’s thinkers now believe.
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THE FIRING ON THE FLANK

BY FREDERICK C. CURRY

HE staccato notes of the ‘ Halt”’
came from the centre of the col-
umn, and the swirling clouds of light
gray dust died down, as with the
crashing of rifle-butts and champing
of bits the long line of panting in-
fantrymen and sweating battery
horses came to rest.

A sharp command or two, and the
men with delighted oaths threw them-
selves on the grassy roadside, while
the guns, tottering forward, clumped
and clanked into the ditch and up
the far side into the commons.

From up wind came the tantalising
odours of the field-kitchens, and the
men smacked their lips in anticipa-
tion or crammed gingerly loads of
man’s greatest consolation into well-
blackened pipes as with quip and jest
they commented on the morning’s
fight.

The manceuvres were at an end.
The old hill had been attacked and
defended in the same way it had been
every Thanksgiving Day for years,
and the staff were still just as puz-
zled to decide whether the Red or the
Blue forece was victorious. The ver-
diet would undoubtedly be the old
one: ‘‘The O. C. Brigade desires to
express his satisfaction with the way
in which both sides earried out their
duties.”’

This, while very nice on an official
report, would hardly satisfy the read-
ers of the afternoon papers, so I
sought out my old friend Peterson to
hear his view of the affair. A sham
fight is necessarily scattered, but
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knowing Peterson as I did, I felt if
anything unusual had occurred he
would have seen or been mixed up
in it.

I found him stretched leisurely in
the shade of a bush, imploring heaven
or anyone else to supply a mateh. I
supplied the missing article and com-
mented on an old soldier’s helpless-
ness in such matters as outfitting him-
self, Al snorted.

““I knew & chap like you,’’ he said,
““who used to wear twelve yards of
quarter-inch manilla for a belt in ease
of fire, he ended up by hanging him-
self, so the rope came in useful after
all. 'We had a chap like that with
us in the Mounted Rifles. Used to
carry a whole outfit, in case he got
lost. He wound up by getting shot
in the back from the window of a
harmless-looking farm-house.”’

‘“What made me change into the
infantry? Well, I just concluded that
this prancing charger business was
all right in time of peace, but any
fight that I can’t walk into on my
own two feet I don’t eare to be in.

‘“Why, out there they thought more
of a horse than a man. Our own of-
ficers weren’t so bad, but those Eng-
lish Johnnies! I remember one day
we were broiling out on the veldt for
two hours without a speck of cover.
A hundred yards or so back a ridge
sheltered our mounts. One of our
majors complained to a staff officer.
He replied: ‘Your horses are under
cover. What more do you blasted
colonials want?’ T could sea the
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colour rising in our major’s neck.
‘But my men,” he objected. ‘The
h—! with your men, we can get lots
of them.’

““Our chap looked at him and then
worked his way back into the line
with us and told us about it, and just
before he was knocked over himself,
he said, ‘Don’t blame me, boys.’

““One or two of us swore we would
get that chap, but he was shifted to
another brigade and saved us the
trouble. That was the last heavy en-
gagement we were in, the only one
counting for a clasp.

“The rest of our campaign was
police work, chasing up a bunch of
rebels, destroying their arms and
paroling them. In those days a
week’s growth of beard saved many
a man, for if we suspected a man of
taking up arms again, and had any
reasonable proof, he got short shrift.

““Pretty rough justice, you think?
Well, I don’t know. We always gave
the man the benefit of the doubt, and
we had to do something or they would
have all been shooting us in the
backs. Besides, War is war, and I
never heard of anyone playing it with
gloves on.

“Hoffman was one of that type
himself, although he was too cute for
us to eatech him. He had been parol-
ed once, and we suspected he was
mixed up in more than one of these
little affairs, but could not prove it.
Whenever we rode up to his shack
we would always find him sitting
there with his long clay pipe thrust
in his tangled and filthy beard. He
was young, though, in spite of the
beard, and had a young wife. She
was good-looking, too, which is some-
thing most of the Dutch women
aren’t, and she smiled on Jimmy
Phelan, and that’s what started the
trouble. 9 :

““When we were trying to get in-
formation out of Hoffman at the
stoop, Jimmy would be around by the
oven buying bread. Four bobs a loaf,
ghe used to charge for it, anfi we
were glad to get it at that. Jimmy
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was one of these rollicking lads that
couldn’t keep his eyes off a good-
looking girl if he tried. Homesick,
too, he used to drift around there a
good bit oftener than was healthy,
but there was no use warning him.

“ ‘1 think he takes the whip to
her,” he said one day.

‘“ “Who?’ I asked, as though I
didn’t know.

“ ‘Hoffman,” he says through his
teeth.

¢¢ ‘She’s his wife,’ said 1.

‘“ ‘{She’s a woman,’ said he.

I saw he was past arguing with.

““Then one day, when talking to
Hoffman, he suddenly led the way
to the back of the house. I caught
the sergeant’s eye as I followed in
the rear of him, and I knew we both
prayed that Jimmy would not be
there. As we opened the door, I saw
the two. She was standing with her
back to the table, her head tilted back
and her eyes half shut, and poor fool-
ish Jimmy was looking down into
those same deceitful eyes.

‘‘But when she saw Hoffman’s fig-
ure with us, she struck the lad sav-
agely across the face, and dropping
her hands, she clutched the table be-
hind her and her whole face showed
hatred. The change might have de-
ceived the Boer, but we had seen her
wearing her demon smile.

‘““The lad’s face blanched slightly
as he read his fate in the man’s ex-
pressionless face, and he stooping and
raising the child that had been play-
ing at his feet, and setting it on the
table and then mechanically cross-
ing the room.

““So we finished our business with
Hoffman and rode away, not saying
a word. And as we rode a rifle crack-
ed from the farm-house, and Phelan
paid for his stolen kiss. Then we
rode back after Hoffman. He came
without a fight, and in half an hour
he had followed Phelan.

““T used to wonder what it must
be like to be in a firing squad, and I
used to think if it ever fell to my lot
T would palm off the cartridge or aim

And
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high or try in some way to shift the
responsibility on someone else. But
did I? There was not one of us but
thought of Jimmy as we felt the
stocks burning against our cheeks;
and when we rolled the body over the
ace of spades would have covered all
six bullets. That is the kind of cam-
paigning we had, and they call that
war!”’

Peterson paused and glanced down
at his pipe. Instinctively my eyes
followed his. Now Peterson is a
habitual smoker, and in all the years
I have known him I have only seen
this happen twice—his pipe had gone
out.

He laughed mnervously, like one
caught doing something of which he
was ashamed, and proceeded to serape
out the old dottle. I ignored the aec-
tion and asked what became of the
woman,

‘“That’s you every time,’’ he mut-
tered. ‘‘Always asking about the
end of a story before I’m finished
telling it. How do I know what hap-
pened to her? We didn’t want any-
thing more to do with her, did we?
She might have married some other
Boer and been sjamboked to death
for making sheep ’s-eyes at some other
young chap like Phelan. But she
didn’t.

‘‘She stayed there on the farm with
a couple of Kaffirs, and except for
the two little mounds, the one out-
lined with bits of exploded shell and
spent cartridges where Phelan slept,
the other unmarked at all, the whole
affair might never have occurred. We
had reached that stage where the loss
of another comrade was marked down
as a casualty, and, except by the men
of his own section, forgotten in a
few days.

‘“However, we were glad to be mov-
ed up country a few weeks later in
search of more rebels. It was early
dawn when we trotted across the
veldt, the sergeant and I, as part of
the vanguard. We were right on the
beaten path towards the little clump
of bush where Jimmy’s body lay and
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where he had so often picketed his
horse. The sergeant, had dropped
back, and we were riding thigh to
thigh, when suddenly he clutched my
sleeve. It was the woman, hair loose
and flying, as disturbed suddenly by
the rattle of the hoofs on the stones
she rose from one of the graves. And
then she started to speak, calling
down eternal judgment on our heads.

““It was awful. The sergeant sat
as though dazed until she had finish-
ed, and then we swung into the trail
and down into the dried water-course
and up the other side. And as we
rode he muttered: ‘Crazy, eclean
crazy,” as though trying to convince
himself. That memory haunted wus
for days, for a woman’s curses are
not easily forgotten.

““Inside three days we were com-
ing back that same trail for the last
time, and as we neared the spot the
same feeling came over us again as
when we had sat there listening to
the woman, mad or not as she might
have been, when the flat erack of a
rifle broke the silence. We tumbled
out of our saddles, Hogan, the ser-
geant, clutching at his breast and
spitting scarlet froth. ‘Remember
Phelan,” he muttered thickly as I
passed him, and another bullet kick-
ed up the dust beside us. I fired two
shots at a clump of rock, got my range
and settled down to await events.
From the rear, the pom-pom gallop-
ed forward and took up a position
across the water-course. Again the
rifle spoke, and the gun dropped a
shell or two into Hoffman’s house.
Then I saw an arm near another
rock, and again I fired. And thus
we lay for the best part of an hour.
The marksman, there was evidently
but one, answered our fire, shot for
shot, but never exposed his person.
Meanwhile the staff was fuming and
demanding why the advance was held
up. The pom-pom trotted closer and
began to rake up the ground here
and there. Then a lucky shot threw
up the earth around the rock at
which T was firing, and as I gazed
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along the sights I saw the man rise
and deliberately show himself. My
finger curled around the trigger, but
as 1 watched my chance a rifle on my
left eracked. The figure outlined
against the skyline collapsed, and the
head falling back drew the shirt tight
across the chest, revealing the sicken-
ing fact that it was a woman.”’
Peterson paused as if he expected
me to explain the whole story, and
then, sinee I said nothing, he inquir-
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ed: ‘“What do you think of itt"

I countered with another ques-
tion.

““Whose grave did you say you saw
that woman on?’’

He smiled as he answered :

““I knew you'd ask that,
Phelan’s.”’

And then he erowded his pipe hur-
riedly into his pocket, but not before
I had glanced down and noticed that
again it had gone out.

It was

JUNE

By EWYN BRUCE MacKINNON

O-NIGHT the stars breathe but the one soft word,
And my heart is full of the warm meaning moon,

As to her arms is lured

The dancing silver-spangled sea ;

All all is love in harmony,
For this is June.

Yes, this is June, my love, of all the year
The month that lingers most and goes too soon;
For now thou seem’st more near.
The roses decked you for my bride,
And roses strewed you when you died—

And this is June!




THE CROSSING

. BY W. H. OGILVIE
ORE than forty years ago, when popular figures between Melbourne
bri were not so numerous and the Gulf Country, and was the
on Aust rivers as they are to- friend of every drover on the road,

day, most of the stock-routes which He had a wife and one child, and
led from the north crossed the Mur- one night when the wind was roaring
ray River independently, wherever down the Murray flats and the river
the banks were sound and not too was thundering past the hut in ta
steep and the river-bed was elear of tossing flood his wife died and TX
snags and quicksands. At a cross- him with a little five-year-old girl to

place such as this lived Barney cherish and work for. Allen rever.
Allen, well-known to all the drovers ently buried his help-mate on the low
who brought cattle to Melbourne by sandhill, fenced her grave with a
that particular route. Barney’s mod- square of white railing, and went
est hut stood on the Vietorian side of haeck to his work; and Lassie, the
the river, half-hidden in the tall gum  baby girl, planted bush flowers on
timber, and Barney made a living by the grave, and eried bitterly — and
assisting the drovers to eross their forgot,

ally amphibian. A strong and reso- puedthe-etwobeum;;wholly suf.

lute swimmer, he had grown to ae- ficient to each other. Lassie kept the

cept the rushing waters of the Mur. little hut tidy o Lies for her fath.

muhhho:..m With a couple of er,eookedhhmhforhim.lndmde
ho

elever horses ch swam as well as bare-backed to the nearest
he did himself, he made himself for provisions when her father was
simply indispensable to the drovers, busily employed with the cattle at the
of whom were but poor hands river.
Ho water, and were apt to lose With plenty of time and opportuni
their heads when the river ran ty for the girl became an ex
strongly and the frightened cattle mnimmu, and thoroughly at
began to bellow and ecircle, and re- in the water with or without a
' fused to make a straight course from horse. Embefomhermotherdiod
bank to bank. Then it was that lhohldem-edthcﬁnronll'im-
, swimming out on his famous min'hominthecmkofherftth-
or searcely less famous er’-um.mdatmyunof
g:n mare, straightened up the -heeonldero.doneoneithero(m
swerving irresolute leaders and drove horses and guide the cattle to the
Mhthhndhgpheeinlpihof n&rﬁn*
themselves e was twelve she had be-
Reckless, gallant, cheery, and a mhdhpemugmhuhunrn
master in his own particular class of assistant and understudy as well as in
mhnuwmmo!thm eapuityofhomhaperudmk.
m
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Intrepid, clear-headed and alert, and
sitting astride upon her bare-necked
horse she swam the river with the
crossing mobs and guided ome wing
of the cattle while her father looked
after the other. She was the apple
of his eye, his pride and admiration,
and eagerly he drank in every word
of praise which the drovers bestowed
upon her. She was a merry, light-
hearted little witch, beloved of all who
knew her, content with her humble
employment, and unstirred by any
desire for the great unknown life that
lay behind the purple fringe of the
mallee.

1t was Leonard Murray, the Rock-
hampton drover, who broke up at
last the idyllie, careless, boyish exis-
tence which had been thrust upon her
by circumstance and environment.
Murray was a married man with a
wife and two grown-up daughters in
Rockhampton. He earned good
money in his profession, lived in a
large house in the suburbs, and had
his girls educated at one of the best
schools in the city. He talked to
Barney one day at the river-side, as
the last steer of two thousand crept
dripping up the paddled bank and
trailed away across the sandhill.
““You should send that girl to sehool,
Barney—she’s getting too big for this
game now. You can well afford it.
Tt’s only fair to the woman she will
be. A handsome girl and a good one.
Send her to school.”’

¢“Oh! T ean afford it right enough,”’
said Allen,”” and I know she oughten
be wastin’ her time like this, up here;
but, bless yer heart, Len, I couldn’t
never live here without her. Yer see
ever since her mother died she and
me’s never been parted. If she went
to school for a year or two she’d
maybe ferget her old daddy and then
it would never be the same again for
me. It would break her heart, too,
leaving the horses and the swmimin’
and the river an’ all.  Come here,
Lassie, my girl!”’

The strangely garbed little figure,
seated on a dead log, rose and came

towards them. The wide blue dun-
garee trousers, wet and clinging, out-
lined the delicate roundness of the
limbs. The face was piquant, pretty,
and mischievous. The long hair was
coiled tightly and pinned to a blue
handkerchief tied round the brows
turban fashion. The loose white shirt
clung closely to wrist and arm and
bosom. Already, seen thus at infin-
ite disadvantage, there loomed in this
childish figure the possibilities of a
rich and glorious womanhood. She
stood in front of the men without a
trace of shymess, legs apart, hands
clasped behind her on the bridle rein
of the old gray horse. ‘‘Would you
like to go to sehool in Sydney, Lass%’’
asked her father.

She pouted prettily. ‘‘And leave
you, Dad? And old Flying Fish,
and Wild Duck? And the clashing
horns when the cattle erowd, and the
rush of the water when the river’s
big, and the sunsets, and the white
cranes and—no, no, Daddy, 1’d rath-
er stay here with you!”’

“You’re a young woman, nNOW,
Lassie,”” said Murray kindly, ‘‘you
can’t run about like a boy all your
life. You must learn to dance and
play the piano and do faney needle-
work and be a lady like the rest of
them. Then you’ll meet some nice
young Sydney fellow and get mar-
ried.”’

The girl laughed merrily, “‘I'm
happy here with Dad,’’ she said sim-
ply, ‘I can read and write and cook
and bake and darn and swim and
ride. I’m all the lady I want to be.”
A faint note of yearning crept into
her last words, and Murray, quick in
his knowledge of human nature, de-
tected it, and was glad.

Barney, less sensitive, heard only
the sentiments expressed. ‘‘She don’t
care for them things,’’ he said.

But Murray’s interest was awaken-
ed, and it was mainly through his ef-
forts, and on account of his having
won the girl’s confidence and given
her some good advice, that she al-
lowed herself to be sent away shortly

| R
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afterwards to a boarding-school in the
capital, and Barney piloted the mobs
alone.

Those were dreary days in the little
hut on the sandhill. At first he could
hardly bear the separation, but, as
the days went by, and the autumn
brought it’s usual busy period, Allen
found peace in hard work and in the
satisfaction of a voluntary martyr-
dom in the interests of his daughter.
Letters came to him from Sydney,
long letters at first full of homesick-
ness and weariness, detailing hatred
of the city and the people and the
school and the dull and deadly rou-
tine of it all. Then came letters that
showed a waking interest in the new
life, letters deseribing dances and pie-
nies and moonlit trips across the har-
bour; then letters reticent, distant,
distriet ; letters strangely out of touch
with the old life; letters that forgot
to ask about the floods and the horses,
and the river steamers and the drov-
ers.
Three years went by, and the time
of her exile was fulfilled, and still
Lassie lingered in Sydney. She could
get work, she said, in the city. She
told of many situations that had been
offered to her; and expressed a fear
that she could mnever settle in the
Bush again.. And always there were
requests for money, money, money.
Allen was fairly well off for a man in
his position. For many years he had
been able to save something from the
money he made at the river, but this
constant strain was telling on his
bank account. At last he was obliged
to shorten the supplies, and at last
the daughter whom he had not seen
for three and a half years agreed to
return to the hut by the Murray.
Allen was delighted. He went whist-
ling about the place like a boy, set the
hut in apple-pie order—he was al-
ways a tidy man—and made ready
with loving care the little bedroom
with its humble fittings and lined log
walls. He gave the pots and pans a
special eleaning and spent hours in
polishing the snaffle bit on the bridle

which had always been Lassie’s par-
ticular property. His was a secret
that his favourites, the horses, must
share,

“‘Lassie’s coming home on Mon-
day,’’ he whispered into the gray ear
of Flying Fish as he swam him over
to meet Jim Mutrie with his two
thousand steers from the Warrego,
‘‘Lassie’s coming back,”’ and the old
horse as he heard the words seemed to
put fresh power into his shoulders
as he buffeted the brown water and
blew through his great red nostrils,
forging onward to the northern bank.

On the appointed day Allen bor-
rowed a waggonette from his nearest
neighbour, Hamilton the selector, and
drove into Albury to meet his daugh-
ter. When the Sydney train drew up
alongsida the platform he searched the
windows in vain for a glimpse of Las-
sie. ' The people began to alight, and
he secanned wistfully each female fig-
ure with a great sorrow of disappoint-
ment gripping at his heart. In the
horde of well-dressed travellers he
failed to find the girl whom he sought.
While he paused irresolute, and the
hurrying, chattering throng swept
past him, a tall, good-looking, but
rather flashily dressed young woman
tapped him on the shoulder with a
sudden ‘‘Hulloa, Dad!”’ He turned
and saw his daughter. Those three
and a half years had changed her out
of all knowledge. Certainly it was
Lassie, and yet—and yet!—

“My girl!”’ was all he could say,
as he threw his strong arm round her.

““Don’t, Dad; don’t erush my frock
““your hands are so dirty, too!”’

A couple of girls, passing, snigger-
ed and looked back over their shoul-
ders, and, suddenly ashamed, the
bushman looked down at his rough
red hands, innocent of cuffs, engrain-
ed with the dark contact of the river
mud, and freshly smudged now with
the black grease of the harness. For
many months he had dreamed of this
meeting, his loyal heart beating in an-
ticipation to the thrill of its coming
rapture, and now the hour had come
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and had brought some strange sense
of disappointment. It was his Las-
gie, grown to splendid womanhood,
but somehow different from the wit-
ching, happy girl he had loved and
lost.

«“My word, you're a swell now,
Lass, in your fine clothes,” he said,
rather shamefacedly; ‘‘yer wouldn’t
have minded a streak o’ black on yer
blue dungarees once on a time. Well,
well, never mind! Where’s yer bag?”’

““Bag!’’ she said scornfully, “I've
two boxes and a hat box and a dress-
ing case in the van. 0, do let go my
hand. It looks so silly!’’ She swung
away from him, and challenged bold-
ly with her eyes a broad shouldered
young fellow who was standing near,
watehing her with unconcealed admi-
ration.

Allen walked unsteadily towards
the van, where people were claiming
their luggage. Realising it as yet but
dimly, he was, nevertheless, stricken
to the heart. Busying himself with
the luggage and strapping it secure-
ly on the back of the waggonette, he
goon grew more cheery, and helping
his daughter up to the high front seat
—she would have made light of the
effort in the olden days—he sprang
up beside her, and soon the sturdy
Bush horses had drawn them through
the town and were tossing up the
gray dust in clouds upon the river
road.

““Now, tell me all about what yer
bin doin’, Lass! I’ve been longin’ and
longin’ to see yer, till T thought I
could bear it no longer and I'd have
to come down and fetch yer home.
Old Flying Fish ‘1l just go off his
head wi’ joy when he gets you aboard
again. Burnett’s gived notice fer to-
morrow—fifteen hunder’ fats — and
the river’s big. I’ve got the old togs
out an’ aired ’em fer yer. He glanc-
ed with a smile at her dainty city
clothes. ‘‘Yer’ll be spoilin, fer a
gwim agen, eh! Lass?”’

She looked across to where a glim-
pse of brown betrayed the old river
surging down bank high beyond the

gum-trees on their right. ‘‘Ugh, how
I hate it all,”” she said, ‘‘the dust
and the dead gum leaves and the rot-
ten dying sheep and the blistering
sun and all. I wish I’d never come.
Do put the whip on those crawling
brutes and let’s get on into the tim-
ber!”’

“Crawling brutes? Why, Lassie,
woman, that’s the best horse on the
Murray River,”” he said, laying his
whip gently on the quarter of the
near horse, a long low bay with a
swinging earnest step and a bold
high-carried head. ‘‘Jim Hamilton
wouldn’t take a hunder’ pound for
that feller—only lent him to me to-
day because it was a sort of special
oceasion — your coming home, Las-
gie!”’

The girl winced at the word home.
““You’ve never put up a decent house
yet, I suppose,’”’ she said, pouting,
“‘the same old tumble-down, is it?”’

“Well, Lassie, it ain’t much of a
place, certainly,”” he said slowly,
“‘but I’ve never wanted no other, nor
your mother didn’t neither, nor you
when we was so happy there together.
It’1l surely do wus two for all we
want.”” He spoke cheerily, but his
heart was heavy. How was this dain-
ty, over-dressed girl to live in the
poor place that he knew as home. He
wished he had mended the broken
shutter before he left and nailed a
bit of calico over that torn patch near
the window—yes, he wished he had
thought about that bit of calico.

TFor miles they drove in silence.
The girl would not talk about Sydney
nor would she let herself be interest-
ed in the river and the horses and the
mobs that had lately crossed. She
cared nothing about what the neigh-
bours were doing, nor that the Wan-
darra woolshed had been burnt down,
nor that Murray’s fine old roan eamp
horse had been drowned the last time
he crossed with cattle. All these
things were outside the world in
which she now lived, and very sadly
her father at last recognised the fact.
Hurt and disappointed he relapsed
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into a meditative silence. ‘‘It’s not
Lassie — not my Lassie, at all,”’ he
kept saying over and over to himself
with pathetic insistence. He looked
down at his rough grimy hands, and
wondered if it was he who had chang-
ed; grown careless perhaps as he had
grown older. And so in the shadows
of a bitter disillusionment on both
sides Barney Allen brought his daug-
ter home.

He watched her anxiously next
morning as, in a long blue wrapper,
she toyed with the uninviting chops
and damper of the Bush breakfast.
“You’ll be coming to help me cross
the cattle,”” he suggested rather
doubtfully.

““What do you take me for?’’ she
asked, with withering scorn. ‘‘Don’t
you see I hate your cattle and your
drovers and your wretched monoton-
ous life. Dad, I’'m going back to
Sydney ; I can’t stay here.”’

Her father paused with half a chop
on his fork, and his jaw fell.

““Your’re—going—back—to—Syd-
ney!”’

““Yes! I couldn’t stop here. Dad,
can’t you see it’s impossible? You
don’t understand—this life—it’s im-
possible to me—this hut—the desper-
ate loneliness——’’ She stopped sud-
denly, for the man’s face had grown
ashen pale, and he reeled as he stood
up. ‘“‘Do yer mean it?’’ he asked in
a low earnest voice, ‘‘ye’re going
back?’’

““Yes! I must go back,’’ she said.

He rose from the table without an-
other word and, taking his bridle
from the verandah, went to catch his
horse, and over the river came the
ringing cee-ee of the drover waiting
to have his cattle crossed.

The river was running deep and
brown as Allen led old Flying Fish
down to the edge of it. Without hesi-
tation he leapt on to the horse, bare-
backed, and urged him into the tawny
angry tide. On the opposite bank the
drover’s men, in a group, watched
his progress with anxious eyes. The
gray horse was caught by the strong-
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running tide and ecarried swiftly
down stream but, swimming deter-
minedly with his head lying low on
the water, he gradually forged across,
and, with his master floating lightly
above him with one hand on his mane
he eventually landed safely and
scrambled up the sloping bank, snort-
ing and tossing his gallant head.

Burnett rode forward from the
group. ‘‘By heaven, Barney, that’s a
ripping horse in the water—I never
saw anything to beat him yet. She’s
running big to-day. Can we cross
7em?r)

‘‘Sure thing,”’ said Allen, ‘‘I’ve
crossed when it was four feet higher,
but we’ll have to put ’em in above the
island to allow for the swing of her,
and of course we’ll have to watech for
trees coming down.’’

‘‘Right,’’ said the drover, ‘‘I don’t
want to stop on this side if I can help
it. 'We’ll put a hundred in first and
see how they get on.”” He sent a
couple of his men back to bring up
the leading bullocks.

Allen stood by his horse. His shirt
and trousers clung to him, and the
drip of the water darkened the sand
where he stood. He was strangely
silent and forbore to laugh and jest
as was his wont on these occasions.
Now and again he patted the gray
horse on the neck or stroked his wet
ears. Presently the bullocks same up,
big-horned, wild-eyed, ringing and
frightened.

‘““Gently there!’”’ said Burnett,
steadying the great nervy creatures
down to the water, There they check-
ed and tried to turn, but the little
band of men pressed them down the
bank, and presently, lowing with a
low moaning note, they took the wat-
er in a bunch.

Burnett and one of his men swam
their horses on the top side of them;
Allen, as was his usual custom took
the dangerous position on the lower
side, and with it the main responsi-
bility and burden of the erossing.
With a confidence born of years of
practice he set the gray into the wat-
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er, and the old horse, well broken to
the work, started swimming quietly
without fuss or fret.  For twenty
yards or so the bullocks swam steadi-
ly, then the full force of the current
caught them; they began to waver
and ring round, and try to turn back
to land. Allen urged his horse for-
ward and swung the stock whip which
he always carried. It would have been
a dangerous moment for any man less
practiced in his work than Barney
Allen, but he knew every move in the
game, and so did his horse, and veer-
ing upward in the strong current they
straightened the leaders and compell-
ed the bunch to swim forward. Pres-
ently they seemed to catch sight of
the farther shore, and ploughing
steadily on with horns clashing and
heads low in the water they made
straight for the landing place. Behind
them the three men floated above
their strongly swimming horses, and
though earried swiftly down stream
seemed in no imminent danger. Allen,
looking forward over the gray ears of
his favourite horse saw, far off in the
gum-trees, the glitter of a white dress.
A low groan escaped him and was lost
in the thunder of the angry waters.
Then a strange thing happened. This
man who had crossed many hundreds
of thousands of cattle and had swum
his horse over the flooded Murray
waters times out of number, who

knew every move of his dangerous
trade, suddenly seemed to lose his
head, dropped his weight upon his
horse and pulled like a tyro at the
bridle. /

The gray plunged and snorted as
the current pressed him and he found
himself helpless to resist it. Vainly
he fought for his head; his master
seemed to be suddenly bereft of his
senses, he tugged and hauled at the
reins; and turned the gray completely
round. For a moment there was a
whirling struggle with the tide, and
then both went under, to re-appear—
apart—forty yards farther down.

Burnett’s man was the first to land.
““Good (od!”’ he cried, as he slipped
from his dripping mare, ‘‘Barney’s
gone—what made his horse turn over
like that — I never knew that gray
horse fail him before.”’

Burnett splashed past him through
the trodden slush of the landing
place.  ‘‘There was nothing wrong
with that gray,’’ he said, ‘‘it was Al-
len himself—he pulled him over—I
don’t know why—but he pulled him
over!’’

A couple of hundred yards farther
down the cruel river flung up on a
bank of sand — dead — those two
strong swimmers, horse and man; and
only the girl in the white dress guess-
ed why Barney Allen had chosen that
crossing for his last.




AHE - STOLEN

RING

BY MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED

OUTSIDE Viectoria Station a young
old lady who had twisted her
ankle and was obviously in pain, tried
vainly to attract the attention of port-
er, policeman or cab-driver. She car-
ried a dressing-bag and a sheaf of
roses—suggesting the return from a
week-end visit, and she used her um-
brella for a support to her dragging
foot. An attractive woman, though
in her forties, with a refined face,
dreamy, myopic eyes of limpid blue,
dark lashes and brows, a delicate
complexion and cloudy grayish hair,
the hue of wood-ashes. A gray gauze
veil, twisted round her toque, framed
the sweet face becomingly; her slim,
almost girlish figure showed to ad-
vantage in a gray tailor-made dress,
a little shabby but of admirable cut.
Miss Rose Arminell showed the in-
definable stamp of an unmarried wo-
man who had had a love-tragedy. Sen-
sitive, appealing, strangely sad, child-
ishly innocent, yet with the look in
her eyes of having groped in dark
places and of having seen shadows of
dreadful things, she did not seem fit-
ted to battle with an unsympathetic
world. Now, despairing of assistance,
she signalled to a shoe-black near by,
and, in a gentle voice, asked him to
call a four-wheeler. The boy shook
his head, For at that moment two
young gentlemen in serge suits and
straw hats, each with a rose in his
button-hole, hurried up, the elder of
whom pushed the younger forward
and bade the shoe-black clean his
boots and look as sharp as possible.
The elder might have been twenty
183

—a fair, smooth-faced, school-boyish
person with a jaunty air; the younger
looked about sixteen—a dark lad with
a sullen face and slouching yet de-
fiant carriage, but having an inde-
finable something about him that af-
feeted Miss Arminell curiously. She
started, blushed, and gave the boy a
long searching look as if she were
trying to trace a likeness to someone
she knew. Then her eyes fell; she
looked disappointed, having failed to
find what she expected.

It seemed unaccountable that flash-
ing association taking her back near-
ly twenty years. For the lover of
her youth, of whom for an instant
the dark youth had reminded her,
had been of quite a different type.

The elder of the youths who was
the fair one took off his hat to Miss
Arminell, and said in a frank school-
boy manner:

““Didn’t you want a four-wheeler?
I'll get you one while my friend is
having his boots blacked,”” and he
was off and hailing a cab-driver be-
fore Miss Arminell could make any
answer.

‘While the driver he secured was
eetting down luggage and disputing
over the fare, Miss Arminell thank-
ed the young gentleman, and when
he asked her if he could see after her
luggage, told him she had only her
dressing-bag and begged him not to
let her detain him.

‘‘Oh, that doesn’t matter. W'ere
only just up from Hampshire—came
by the same train as you—I saw you
getting out and was nearly coming
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up to see if I could do anything.
Haven’t you hurt your foot?’’ Miss
Arminell explained that she had
twisted her ankle on her way to the
station that morning and that it was
just beginning to pain her a little.

‘“‘Bad luck!”’ said the youth.
‘‘Please let me put you into the cab.

Oh, we’re not in any hurry,’’
as she waived aside his offer. ‘‘Faect
is, an old uncle of mine gave me a
cheque for a week’s spree in London,
and I’ve brought my friend there to
cheer him up a bit. He’s failed in
an exam, and had a row with his peo-
ple, and he has got the hump in con-
sequence. We’re regular country
bumpkins both of us, and he’s hav-
ing a shine put on his boots before
going to the Exhibition.”’

The dark lad with his boot on the
shoe-block shot a resentful glance at
his friend, ‘‘Oh, shut up, will you?”’

‘“All right, old chap,’’ returned the
fair one cheerfully and whispered
confidentially to Miss Arminell, ‘I
told you he’d got the hump.”’

Miss Arminell murmured sympa-
thetically that she hoped he’d enjoy
himself and forget his trouble; and
just then the four-wheeler signalled
to them, another cab being in the
way.

The young man held out his arm,
but she refused it.

‘‘Oh, no, thank you.”” Then, as he
persisted, ‘‘But you may take my
bag if you like.”’

He relieved her of the dressing-bag
and of the bunch of roses. Leaning
heavily on her umbrella Miss Armi-
nell hobbled to the four-wheeler, At
the door the youth hesitated and lean-
ing towards her with his hand on the

fastening and his eyes fixed on her_

face, exclaimed impulsively,

“‘Excuse me, but I’m pretty posi-
tive we’ve met before—don’t you re-
member—at Wray Lodge—a garden
party—Ilast snummer?”’

“I don’t know any Wray Lodge.
You are misiaken.”’

“Oh, surely, I couldn’t mistake
your face. You’re Miss Ffolliot?”’

‘““Indeed I am not. My name is
Arminell,”’

He looked at her amazedly.

“You astonish me. The resem-
blance is quite extraordinary. Ah!
Allow me?’’ for she put her hand on
the door. He helped her into the
cab with great care, placing the bag
and the flowers on the seat beside her,
and asking where he should bid the
man drive.

‘““Near Addison Road Station.”’

The young man hesitated again and
said awkwardly.

‘I say, I don’t like your going off
alone with your foot hurting you—
it does hurt?”’

She admitted the fact with a wan
smile.

““Do let me help you home?’’

Miss Arminell stiffened. ‘‘You’re
very kind, but I couldn’t think of
troubling you.”’

““Honour bright it’s no trouble.
Fact is, I'm used to looking after a
sister who’s lame—an accident—her
spine, you know—and I can’t get over
the notion that you’re Miss Ffolliot.
If you won’t let me see you home,
mayn’t I call to-morrow and ask if
you’re all right?’’

‘““You are very kind,”’ repeated
Miss Arminell; ‘““but I shouldn’t
dream of troubling you.”’

“I'd love to come and make sure
you’re all right. Do let me?”’

The face was so boyish, the inter-
est so frank that Miss Arminell re-
laxed, and gave a weak little laugh.

““Well—really! Are you in the
habit, may I ask, of making friends
with unprotected ladies at railway
stations?”’

He protested.

‘“Never did such a thing in my life
—But you—seemed as if I knew you
—And I thought of my poor sister.
Look here, I'd like to tell you—’
he proceeded jerkily. ‘‘My old dad’s
a clergyman. He’s Rector of Kings-
wear, near Southampton, Ronald Har-
rison’s my name, and my friend over
there—well his dad’s a bit of a Tar-
tar—Westmacott his is—’’
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‘“Westmacott!’”? Miss Arminell
echoed the name. ‘‘No, I don’t know
him.”’

“You can look my dad up in the
elergy list,”” urged Harrison.

““Oh, I shouldn’t think of doubt-
ing what you say.”’

““Then I may call—both of us—to-
morrow—just to ask, you know?’’

Miss Arminell fairly gave way.

“I can’t imagine what pleasure it
eould be to come and see an old maid
in a West Kensington flat,”” she said,
““but if you’d really like to call, come
and have tea to-morrow about half-
past four.”’

Harrison thanked her as if she had
conferred on him an inestimable fa-
vour.

‘““Right you are! We’ll turn up,
you may be sure, shan’t we, West-
macott?’’ for the other lad had come
up shyly and now responded to the
invitation rather sulkily, Miss Armi-
nell thought.

‘“He’s as shy as a rabbit poking out
of a warren,”’ said Harrison. ‘‘Now
don’t you scowl, old chap; We’ll be
there, Miss Arminell—half-past four
—59, Grace Court, near Addison Road
Station. Thank you, Miss Arminell
—All right, cabby.”’

He flourished his straw hat. The
dark lad took off his more quietly.
The cab rattled off, and Miss Armi-
nell reflected that she had done an
unheard of thing in asking two abso-
lutely strange young men to tea. She
excused herself to herself.

‘““But they’re not men—only two
lonely country lads. And, besides—’
She sighed under her breath, ‘I
can’t think what it was in the dark
one that reminded me of him.”’

She forgot the increasing pain of
her foot during the rest of the drive,
thinking of him—the man whom, at
twenty-two, she was to have married;
whom she had adored and who had
jilted her, broken her heart and for
geveral years driven her insane.

That was the tragedy of Rose Armi-
nell’s life.

He had been an Australian squat-
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ter, who had wooed her in England
and had gone back on the under-
standing that she was to come out
and marry him a year later. The
week before she was to start a cable-
gram informed her that he had mar-
ried another woman.

The shock drove her mad. When
they let her out of the sanitarium,
cured, she was a prematurely aged
woman of thirty-one, entirely alone
in the world. Since the day that the
blow had fallen, she had heard noth-
ing of James Goring.

Miss Arminell’s flat was in a block
that had no lift and a merely nom-
inal porter. It was quite a pretty
doll’s house, with a corner bow win-
dow, Virginia creeper, a nice view
and a few rather valuable odds and
ends of furniture and brie-a-brac in-
herited from her mother. She had
a woman in who usually left soon
after mid-day dinner, Miss Arminell
preparing her own tea and frugal
supper. Next day, however, she kept
the woman to make and bring in tea,
and she also thought it well to invite
Miss Ripley from the next block to
meet her two visitors.

She sat waiting for them behind
the tea-tray, her sprained foot bound
up and resting on a footstool; her
sweet, elderly face worn after a night
of pain. But the doctor had dressed
the sprain that morning with sooth-
ing lotions, so that it was now com-
paratively easy. Punctually at four-
thirty the young gentlemen appeared,
wearing the same serge suits and each
with a flower in his button-hole. Both
seemed in high spirits. Harrison, the
elder, full of boyish fun and prettily
solicitous for his hostess, whom he re-
proached for not letting him come
home- with her and call the doector
sooner. He made friends at once
with Miss Ripley, who observed that
only nice country lads would see any
fun in taking tea with two old maids
in a West Kensington flat, at which
Harrison laughed uproariously. He
showed an immense interest in all the
domestic arrangements and seemed to
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regard the who proceeding as a de-
lightful joke. Westmacott, the young-
er boy, laughed and chattered like-
wise, but Miss Arminell felt that his
gaiety was rather forced, and attri-
buted the air of surly defiance and of
embarrassment underlying it to shy-
ness and discomfiture over his recent
failure in his examination. This boy
at once attracted and repelled her,
and she was again thrilled by that
indefinable flash of expression which
reminded her of the tragedy of her
youth.

Harrison chaffed Westmacott for
his country appetite and manners and
told absurd stories against themselves
of their misadventures at the Exhi-
bition the previous evening. They
ate quantities of bread and butter
and huge chunks of cake, and not till
he had satisfied his hunger did Har-
rison begin prowling about the room
looking at the curios and examining
Miss Arminell’s Chippendale chairs
and settee.

He appeared to know something
about such things. His invalid sister,
he said, had her room filled with
““erocks’’ and his old dad was always
abusing ‘‘the mater’’ for her bar-
gains in old oak and china. The Ree-
tory was just echock full of ‘‘pots and
pans,’’ he told them, so that even the
lumber-room overflowed into jumble
sales. He talked on with engaging
candour as he moved about inspecting
Miss Arminell’s little treasures. She
had some fine Japanese ivories and
bits of cloisonné picked up by a sea-
faring uncle, a quaint old silver clock
on the mantel-piece and, almost hid-
den by the array of roses, two lovely
Cosway miniatures of dead Arminell
ladies, set in fine old paste which glit-
tered against a faded red velvet back-
ground.

“You really ought to have some
willow-pattern plates up there,”’ said
Harrison, pointing to the empty up-
per shelf of a three-cornered cabinet.
“That’s all that’s wanted to make

it perfect.”’ 3 :
“Yes, I know,”’ said Miss Arminell ;
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““but I haven’t any blue plates.’’

“I’ll tell you what,”’ ecried the lad
eagerly. ‘“When I go back, I’ll look
over the old blue erocks in our lum-
ber-room and send you half a dozen.’’

“‘Indeed, I couldn’t think of aec-
cepting such a present from a strang-
er,”” replied Miss Arminell stiffly.

““Oh, now you are unkind !—After
I have eaten such a lot of your cake
and drunk three cups of your tea, to
call me a stranger! I shall make the
mater send you her paste-board all
the way from Hampshire and pave
the way for the plates.”’

‘I should, of ecourse, be charmed to
make your mother’s acquaintance,’’
said Miss Arminell; “‘but I beg you
will not send the plates, for 1 should
only return them immediately.’’

Harrison seemed really hurt. He
said he felt afraid now to ask if he
might look at the view from some of
the other windows. He should like
to tell his mater all about the flat.

Her view was Miss Arminell’s weak
point. The dining-room window look-
ed over to the Exhibition grounds,
and, on fine days, she could see from
her bedroom the towers of the Crystal
Palace. Finally she deputed Miss
Ripley to act as show-woman to the
young men.

Westmacott wanted to remain with
his lame hostess, but Harrison spoke
to him quite sharply, Miss Ripley
thought, bidding him remember his
promise not to be a shy duffer and
neglect opportunities. Whereat West-
macott gave a queer laugh and fol-
lowed the two.

He disappeared when they were in
the dining-room, and Miss Ripley re-
turning along the passage surprised
him standing by the dressing-table in
Miss Arminell’s bedroom, the door
of which was open. He turned with
a violent start at her bantering in-
quiry what he was doing there, said
he had mistaken the door, and had
stopped to look at the view. Miss
Ripley was & trustful and unobservant
old maid, yet the thought struck her
that it was careless of Miss Arminell
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to leave her trinkets about on the
dressing-table. A chain, a brooch or
two and her rings lay there, and one
or two of these Miss Ripley knew were
valuable.

She took Westmacott to the draw-
ing-room, where Harrison by the
mantel-piece, was now discoursing
fluently to Miss Arminell, fingering
the roses as he did so, and fidgetting
with the vases. He chaffed Westma-
cott unmercifully when Miss Ripley
told how the boy had strayed into
Miss Arminell’s room; so much so
that Westmacott turned erimson and
ceried out. _

“I say, we ought to be going.”’

““Right you are, old chap! I’ve
been enjoying myself so awfully that
I forgot the time. Do you mind
your servant calling us a taxi?’’ he
asked Miss Arminell. -

They never stopped thanking the
ladies while the taxi was being fetch-
ed; then hurriedly took their leave,
Harrison talking noisily, while they
went down, to Miss Ripley, who
wateched them from the landing.

At the hall door, they flourished
their hats and presently the taxi
whizzed off, Miss Ripley was recalled
to the parlour by a ecry of dismay.
She found her friend tottering to-
wards the mantel-piece.

“My clock! Oh, they have taken
my eclock!”’ -

Sure enough the little silver clock
was gone; likewise the Cosway minia-
tures. Miss Arminell swept away the
disarranged roses which had covered
the theft. :

“The ivories?’’ she exclaimed ap-
prehensively. 3 : :

The ivories, the bits of cloisonné—
all had disappeared. : :

““Stop the thieves!’’ shrieked Miss
Arminell struggling frantically to-
wards the door. Miss Ripley and the
charwoman flew downstairs on to the
pavement and caught a last gl}mpse
of the taxi turning down a distant
street. 3

““No hope of catching them now,”’
said a policeman who came up at their
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cries. ‘‘Better go in and see what
more is missing before lodging a des-
cription of the stolen articles.’’

Miss Ripley found Miss Arminell
at her dressing-table, weeping bit-
terly.

“My watch has gone and my
rings,”’ she wailed. ‘‘I meant to put
them on and didn’t. My mother’s
diamond and ruby ring, and my
name-ring that I value more than all
the rest.”” Her voice broke. ‘‘Ruby,
opal, sapphire, emerald, for ‘Rose’—
O—oh!’’ moaned the poor lady, ‘‘I
can’t bear to lose that.”’

It had been her engagement ring,
put away during those dark years at
the sanitorium. Afterwards she had
no address to which to send it. So
she had kept and worn the ring, fool-
ishly fancying that it might attract
back to her the man for whom she
cherished an undying love.

Miss Arminell sat alone in her par-
lour the morning after the theft. The
worry had set up inflammation in her
foot ; it ached horribly, and so did her
heart.

Someone rank the door-bell. She
heard the charwoman answer it and

-a man’s voice ask for her by name.

At the sound of that voice, the poor
woman’s heart seemed to stop beat-
ing. Voices do not change greatly
with the years. She heard the char-
woman say, ‘‘Miss Arminell is in here,
sir,”” and the parlour door was open-
ed and closed again behind a tall,
lean man—bronzed, strong featured
with a grizzled moustache and frost-
ed hair—a man who looked as if he
had worked and thought and suffer-
ed, though he was well tailored and
prosperous enough so far as outward
appearance went.

He advanced a few steps and stood
dumbly gazing at Miss Arminell. She
rose, elutching the arm of her chair
for support. A hoarse sound came
from her lips, but she could speak no
word ; she could only stare at the man
as if he were a ghost.

His brown eyes stared, too, into
her blue ones, still clear enough to be
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the éyes of a young girl—stared with
a wild brightness—the wildness of a
great longing.

And to her it had truly been death
in life. She knew this now. Even
when the black curtain of existence
in the sanitorium had been lifted,
she had lived in a gray twilight as
of dimly lighted vaults. And now, in
a moment, there had been let in a
flood of dazzling daylight. Once again,
she felt young, vital, her pulses thril-
ling anew to her heart’s desire.

“My dear, my dear—what can I
say? What right have I to speak to
you of my love? I can only kneel at
your feet and pray to you for for-
giveness and merey.”’

He was kneeling now, kissing her
hands, his lean body quivering with
emotion, his gray head bent over her
lap. There was something infinitely
pathetic in that bent gray head. Miss
Arminell stooped and touched with
her lips one silvery ecurl thinning
away from the temple, a tender little
caress that had been peculiar to her-
self in the old, sweet days.

He looked up, his eyes wet, his lips
twitching in his agitation.

“You—you remember even that?’’

“I have never forgotten.”’

““You did not hate me! Rose. Oh
my best beloved—I ecan’t explain.
She has been dead two years. It was
all a hideous, hopeless tangle—I had
compromised her—meaning no harm.
Her father forced the situation. But
I was never really untrue to you, my
dear. Believe that. Weak, but not
wholly false. I loved you with all
my heart and soul as T loved you in
the beginning, as I love you at this
moment.”’

“It is enough. I don’t want you
to talk of—of what came between.
We are together at last,’’ she answer-
ed brokenly. And truly, there was no
need for further words.

Their arms went round each other :
their hearts beat within breasts that
touched in a close embrace. The by-
gone misery melted away in that long
kiss of reunion. The two lost souls
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and found their home at last.

At length suddenly releasing her,
and rising to his feet he said grim-
ly, “I must tell you of the painful
circumstances which brought me
here.’’

She echoed his words bewilderedly.
‘“The painful ecircumstances—2?’

“‘I came to restore to you part of
the property that was stolen from you
vesterday and to implore your mercy
for one of the criminals—my son.”’

‘“Your son!—Ah!’’ She understood
now the flashing likeness. ‘‘The
younger one— Westmacott— 27’

““Ralph Westmacott Goring—to my
shame and his. I pray Heaven this
may be a lesson he will never forget.
He—it is a long story. I need not
give details—he has not been a good
boy—oh, this is the first time he has
committed theft—but he was expell-
ed from school, and it led to great
bitterness between us. He ran away,
meaning to work his way to Ameriea,
got into the clutches of a gang of
gentlemanly thieves—the fellow he
was with is noted for his ingenious
methods of getting into flats, He
persuaded the boy into doing what he
did. Thank God when it was done,
Ralph felt so horrified that he came
straight ta me and made a clean
breast of the whole thing. He gave
me these, and I have brought them
back to you—You will understand
that T recognised this ring.’’

“I do not mind about the rest,}’
she said, ‘“now that I have got this
back.”’

He was intensely moved.

“Rose, will you be merciful and
forgive my poor boy for the sake of
what that ring meant to us—and-??
he spoke chokily, ‘‘for what, Heaven
grant, it may mean again?’’ AL

She smiled seraphieally. ‘1 forgive
him with my whole heart—Let us
think only that it is he
strange way has given us back to each
other.”’ :

He took the ring from her and sol-
emnly put it on the third finger of
her left hand. N Fiaey

who in this
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THE GARDEN GATE

BY. .. F,

ISS ELIZABETH COURT-
NEY was delightfully young
in everything but years and of a very
agreeable age with regard to those
poisoners of peace. Moreover she did
not make the smallest seeret about the
number of them, and if ever the date
of some occurrence, not quite recent,
came socially in question, she would
say in a manner both natural and ac-
curate: ‘I remember I was just fif-
teen when it happened, so it must
have been twenty years ago. Fancy!”’
This gave rise in the minds of those
who were not ‘‘quitg nice’’ on the
subjeet of Miss Courtney to very dis-
agreeable conclusions, and Mrs. Raw-
lins for instance, who had two grown-
up daughters, said several times, dir-
ectly afterwards, that she happened
to know that the event in question
took place ‘‘twenty-five years ago at
least, my dear.””  Thereby libelling
Miss Courtney.

There were not, however, many of
Miss Courtney’s neighbours and ac-
quaintances who showed so seratching
a disposition, for there was no one of
the residents in the pleasant country
town where she lived more justly
popular. Of course she had her weak-
nesses, and it was not to be expected
that due discussion should not be held
over them, but sensitiveness with re-
gard to her age did not happen to be
one of them. But it was pleasant to
look young, to preserve, as she did,
that moderate (but adequate) allow-
ance of comeliness which she had
when a girl, and to find that at the
garden-parties, which formed the
staple of the social festivities during
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the summer months at Coleton, and
the tea-parties with Bridge after-
wards which took their place when
dusk was early and winds were shrill,
she still ranked among the more ac-
tive lawn-tennis players, and was not
yet relegated to the staider tables at
Bridge. On the conclusion of these
winter entertainments Miss Couprt-
ney’s maid was always announeced,
who took her down home, perhaps, a
hundred yards of well-lit road, and
Mrs. Rawlins would wonder, some-
times to herself, sometimes to others,
at what age an active woman might
hope to be able to take care of her-
self. Mrs. Rawlins observed also with
undeniable accuracy that during the
winter just before which Elizabeth
had bought a fur-coat, she usually
found that she had left behind in the
drawing-room her handkerchief or
purse, and returned with that famous
garment not yet buttoned, so as to
show that it was fur-lined throughout,
but without her goloshes, about which
there was no striking feature (except,
said Mrs. Rawlins, their size). A resi-
due of truth lurked there, for unde-
niably Elizabeth liked pretty clothes.
And in excuse for Mrs. Rawlins it
must be urged again that she had two
daughters about whom also there was
nothing remarkable except their size,
who had long been of marriageable
age, and had wizen little giraffe-faces
at the tops of their long thin necks.
Miss Courtney was one of those wo-
men with regard to whose continued
spinsterhood all that can be said is
that it was an unfortunate accident.
She had all the qualities that go to
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make lovable wives and mothers; sim-
ply the conjunction of the right man
and the right moment had not occur-
red. The right man had indeed oc-
eurred, but he had occurred at the
wrong moment, many years ago, when
marriage for him was out of the ques-
tion, since he, like she, was barely out
of his teens, and the matter of his
livelihood was a question that requir-
ed provision. Harry Sugden was the
son of one of the partners in an em-
inent firm of solicitors which had its
headquarters in London and a branch
office down here in Coleton, and just
when matters were beginning to be a-
quiver between him and Elizabeth,
his father had been moved to take
charge of the central office in London.
That was fourteen years ago and
Elizabeth, though she had not seen
Harry since, kept the warmest corner
in her heart for him. To her he had
remained that slim shy youth, whose
brown eyes looked always as if they
had some special communication for
her, while she confusedly felt that she
had some secret answer for him. But
the ripening had never come, and it
seemed that Elizabeth’s tree of love,
like so many others, was of the sort
that bear one fruit only, and that had
remained green and unplucked on her
tree. How keenly Harry had desired
to be its gatherer, she did not know,
and, since this subject was hardly a
maidenly one, she forbore to conjec-
ture. Twice since those days, had the
wrong man approached her, but never
another right one, and now, as seem-
ed more than probable (especially to
Mrs. Rawlins) the right time had
passed by her and the shadow of ir-
revocable celibacy begun to lengthen
over her unvisited garden.

Her mother had died some ten
years ago and she lived with a kind
dull father and an orphaned niece, in
a comfortable ugly house with a
eharming garden, in what was known
as the residential quarter of Coleton,
where life flowed with so deadly a
regularity and monotony that it was
almost miraculous that Elizabeth had
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retained so vivid and eager an inter-
est in life. Her father read the
morning paper every day, except Sun-
day, until half-past twelve, when he
walked very slowly down the road
away from the town till one. At one
o’clock he turned and thus reached
‘““The Evergreens’’ at half-past. At
half-past three he again set forth,
and arrived at the County Club at
four. There he took a cup of tea and
some buttered toast, and played
Bridge till half-past six. He ate an
excellent dinner at home at half-past
seven, and played Patience till half-
past ten. Up till four years ago he
had played a round of golf every af-
ternoon, and since then had never
played another, though the family
still took their summen holiday at
Westward Ho, and strolled on the
links. Finally if it rained he sat in-
doors instead of going out at half-
past twelve, and drove to the County
Club in a closed fly, instead of walk-
ing there. He had retired from busi-
ness ten years before, and there seem-
ed no reason why he should not live
for ever, except that he was in a
chronic state of slight anxiety about
his health, which was admirable.

Marian, Elizabeth’s niece, was an
extraordinarily pretty girl just over
twenty, whose mind, unlike Eliza-
beth’s, had succumbed under the
deathly narcotic of the residential
quarter, and might be said to be non-
existent. She was always oceupied,
never interested, and slept like a top
for nine hours every night. She play-
ed practically interminable finger-ex-
ercises on the piano most of the morn-
ing, stopping suddenly when all pros-
pect of her doing so appeared to have
vanished, and embarked on a sonata
of Beethoven’s which under her fing-
ers sounded like a finger exercise also.
She walked in the afternoon, and did
absolutely interminable needlework
all evening. She was never in the
least bored, for her inherent dullness
protected her like chain-armour from
the assaults of ennui.

Garden-party season had begun,
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but the year was backward, and it
was doubtful whether the strawberry
beds at the ‘‘Eeverygreen’s’’ would
furnish sufficient fruit to supply the
wants of Miss Courtney’s guests.

‘“But it’s no use,”’ said Elizabeth
in answer to a depressing suggestion
from Marian that they should eat no
strawberries themselves until the gar-
den-party was over, ‘‘it’s no use in
not having as many as we want in the
interval. At least, dear, I should be
very sorry to offer to our guests on
Thursday week the strawberries
which are ripe to-day.”’

Mr. Courtney poured himself out
his first glass of port. He had two
every evening, the first while the
ladies were eating dessert, the second
after they had gone to the drawing-
room.

“They are chiefly not very ripe to-
day,”’ he said. ‘‘I should be afraid
to eat many of them. I should not
advise you to eat themy too freely
Marian, nor you Elizabeth.”’

““I have only eaten five,”’ said
Marian with her usual aceuracy, hav-
ing counted the stalks, ‘‘and I have
but three more.”’

‘“Well, take my advice, and let five
be sufficient.”’

““I’ve eaten more than I should like
to count, Daddy,’’ said Elizabeth, ‘‘as
well as some before dinner.”’

““Dear me, if T ate strawberries be-
fore dinner, I should suffer for it,”’
said Mr. Courtney. ‘‘Besides I should
spoil my dinner. But you always had
an excellent digestion, ‘‘my dear.”’

““Yes, thank goodness, and I'm
greedy too,”’ said Elizatbeth. ‘‘How
did your Bridge go this evening, Dad-
dy?’’

‘1 won two rubbers and lost two,”’
said Mr. Courtney, after a moment’s
thought. ‘‘Those that I won were not
so big as those T lost.”’

““That always happens,
it?”’

Marian could not let this pass.

““No, Aunt Elizabeth,”’ she said,
“for Uncle Edward’s adversaries
must therefore have won more in the

doesn’t
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rubbers they won, than they lost in
the rubbers they lost.”’

‘“And I held four aces when it was
not my deal,’”’ added Mr. Courtney.

‘‘That always happens any how,’’
said Elizabeth.

Marian did not feel sure of that,
but the conversation being unusually
brisk this evening, she did not have
time to question it.

“‘By the way, there was a new face
in the card-room to-night.’’ said Mr,
Courtney. ‘‘Mr. Harry Sugden. Per-
haps you remember him, Elizabeth.
He said he remembered you. He has
come to take charge of the firm’s of-
fice here. Dear me, it must be ten
years since he went away.”’

‘‘Fourteen,’”’ said Elizabeth. ‘I
was just twenty-one at the time.”’

‘““Faney your remembering that,”’
said Marian, without malicious inten-
tion, but as a matter of fair comment.

‘“He asked if he might call to-mor-
row,’’ continued Mr. Courtney, ‘‘and
I proposed that he should eome into
lunch, so that we can walk up to the
club together afterwards.”’

““Or drive up together if it is wet,’’
said Marian.

Elizabeth longed to ask further
questions, but fearing more fair com-
ment, preferred to be silent.  She
told herself that Harry Sugden’s re-
turn was a matter that could not in-
terest her any more than it could in-
terest any other middle-aged woman
in Coleton, but her heart refused to
acquiesee in this unsentimental truth.
She wanted to know what he looked
like, whether he was married or not,
(““as if,”” said common-sense, ‘‘that
could possibly matter,”’) whether he
was bald or stout, whether his eyes
would still seem to have a question
waiting behind them. Yet it was al-
most certain that he was not married ;
otherwise renewed intercourse would
have taken the form of calling on his
wife.

And then she pulled herself up
short. It was all fourteen years ago,
and as Marian said, it was strange
that she remembered anything about
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him. But she was conscious of re-
membering far more than was con
venient; remembrance tugged at her
heart-strings, and it was of the four-
teen intervening years that she seem-
ed to remember so little.

Elizabeth passed a somewhat wake-
ful night, her mind alternating be-
tween memories of days long dead
yet never buried, and prolonged inde-
cisions as to what she would wear to-
morrow. There was a new frock, late-
ly ecome home, which she had ordered
for the garden-party, white with
cherry ribands; a bleached straw-hat
with a bow ta match the ribands
‘“went’’ with it it was rather
daring. Then she remembered that
she had not said her prayers, and got
out of bed to perform this duty. In-
stead, the clear moonlight poured on
to the blind of her window caught
her attention, and she looked out. The
moon was nearly full, and the white
sexless light illuminated the garden.
How the shrubs had grown up during
the last fourteen years; the garden-
gate over which he had vaulted when
he went away was quite hidden even
from those upper windows, and she
had then seen him vault it while she
stood on the tennis lawn. Everything
else had grown-up too, she among the
rest. Certainly cherry-colour-
ed ribbons and white were a little au-
dacious, but she had chosen them long
before she knew he was coming back.
Of course, if it was a cold gray day
she could not wear them, but other-
wise if it was warm . she
would be out in the garden at lunch-
time; the sweet-peas actually did
want picking. And then she
got back to bed again, oblivious of
her neglected devotions.

Poor [Elizatbeth’s plans went
strangely awry. The morning was
fine but rather chilly, and at break-
fast Marian remarked that she won-
dered Elizabeth did not feel cold in
that thin dress. As a matter of fact
Elizabeth did, but trusted that the
exercise of picking sweet-peas would
warm her. She heard the lunch-bell
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ring, but lingered among the garden
beds, expecting that the others would
join her, till the pariour-maid came
out, and told her that they had sat
down ten minutes ago. She went in-
to the drawing-room, and a total
stranger gravely shook hands with
her. Then she sat down—Marian had
taken the bottom of the table in her
absence, and a grove of flowers cut
her off from all sight of him.

They talked about the next inevit-
able elections, and suddenly in the
middle of some commonplace of Mr,
Sugden’s familiar tone, an odd little
crack in his voice arrested her. It
made her heart leap; it was like sud-
denly coming face to face with an old
friend. J

Marian was in great form. She had
evidently read the political leader in
the morning paper, after Mr. Court-
ney had finished with it, and so had
Mr. Sugden. Each capped the ap-
propriate comments of the other, and
he seemed interested.

Mr. Sugden manceuvred his head
round the flowers in the centre of the
table.

‘““And are you as keen a politician
as your niece ?’’ he asked Elizabeth.

“No, I am afraid I am still indiff-
erent,”” she said.

“I remember you used to be,”’ he
said, and that was the only reference
made to the past.

Afterwards Marian played a slow
movement of one of the mueh-practis-
ed sonatas, and he complimented Eliz-
abeth on the pianist’s touch. The
movement was somewhat long, and
soon after it was finished he and his
host strolled up to the club. But he
promised to repeat his visit, indeed
he asked if he was allowed to. And
it was Marian who said they would
all be delighted. Then as he shook
hands with Elizabeth, once again her
heart leapt, for looking out from the
stranger’s face were eyes that she
knew.

For the next few weeks his visits
were frequent at the ‘‘Evergreens,’’
and Elizabeth slowly sickened with
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the noble malady of love. Once four-
teen years before had she felt its pre-
monitory symptoms, but it had passed
off. Now it came to her later in a
form both aggravated and suppress-
ed by age, like some ailment common
among the young infecting someone
of maturer years. All that had been
strange in him to her at their first
meeting became confused with her
earlier recollections of him, so that to
her mind, he was no longer the siry,
slim youth who had so nimbly vault-
ed out the garden-gate, but this spare
shy man who said so little, and gradu-
all began to mean so much to her. And
now the malady was suppressed: it
could not leap to the surface as it
would have done in her youth, in the
unconcealed eager pleasure that his
presence obviously gave her. They
could not romp and laugh together
over silly trifles, and for the first time
she became conscious of her age, con-
scious, too, of how curiously and in-
conveniently the tale of her years was
at variance with the essential youth-
fulness of her heart. She had to con-
trol and master herself: it would
never do if she let him see . . . .
she must not let herself be ridiculous.

His visits to them were frequent,
and some five weeks after his reap-
pearance in Coleton, he came to dine
with them on a hot evening in July.
They had sat out on the verandah
facing the lawn to drink their coffee,
and then Marian had gone back into
the drawing-room to play the latest
acquired of the sonatas to them, while
Mr. Courtney laid out a new and ex-
asperating Patience. Harry Sugden
after a little time had followed Mari-
an indoors, and quite suddenly a new
light broke on Elizabeth that explain-
ed in a flash the frequency of his
visits, and immediately. afterwards,
overwhelmed her, as by answering
thunder, in shame at her blindness. It
was Marian he wanted, and indeed
there was little to wonder at: she was
voung, she was chamingly pretty, and
from the first he had admired her!
But for more than a month Elizabeth
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had not seen it. All the time she had
been thinking about herself.

But here the essential youthfulness
of her heart, which in some respects
was so awkward at the age of thirty-
five came to her aid in an impulse of
vigorous courage, and that night
when she had gone to her room, she
sat and steadfastly readjusted her at-
titude. She had to ery a little at first,
because the malady was strong within
her, but soon, because she was wom-
anly and unselfish, she accepted and
welcomed what she had been so long
in seeing. But did Marian care for
him? It seemed impossible that she
should not, and yet Marian was not
very enthusiastic about him.  Only
that day she had said in a tone of im-
partial statement, ‘‘That makes the
fourth time he has come here in the
last ten days,”’ when Mr. Courtney
had announced that he was to be their
guest at dinner. Or—Marian was
rather secretive—was this impartiali-
ty assumed? Elizabeth had, she most
sincerely hoped, entirely concealed
her own emotional pressure, and it
was not to be expected that Marian,
who held herself so much more firmly
in control, should betray anything.
If Marian did not care for him . . .
but Elizabeth was bound to hope that
she did. His happiness was her para-
mount need.

Meantime, there were endless little
corrections to be made in her own be-
haviour. She must give them more
opportunities of being alone together,
must suggest that Marian should
show him the new fountain at the far
end of the garden . countless
little facilities (she was not good at
imagining them) would present them-
selves. And then Elizabeth had to cry
a little more on her own account, and
said her prayers.

It was a little disconcerting, when
all her resolution was so eagerly en-
listed, to find that after this dinner,
day after day went by, and no sign
of any kind came from Mr. Sugden.
Certainly he was neither ill nor away,
for he played bridge, so said Mr,
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Courtney, every afternoon at the
County Club, but for the next fort-
night his visits ceased altogether. But
during the interval, assiduous prac-
tice on the part of Marian had render-
ed presentable another movement of
the interm nable sonatas, and Eliza-
beth had given her for her birthday,
the most delicious new hat, which
suited hen admirably, so that the
‘““‘Evergreens’’ were ready for him,
whenever he pleased to return there.
But July broiled itself into August,
and it was not till the eve of their de-
parture for Westward Ho, that he
came,

Elizabeth was out in the garden in
the grass walk that led to the gate
over which he had vaulted: the draw-
ing-room windows were open and the
sounds of the new movement came out
into the still air with great precision.
Then suddenly she looked up and saw
him at the gate.

“I heard you were going away to-
morrow for your holiday,”’ he said,
““and T wondered if T might come and
say good-bye.”’
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“‘But surely,’’ she said. ‘It is niee
of you to come. We—we haven’t seen
you for a long time. Marian is in-
doors. Will you go in? I will join
you when I have finished—?’

He looked at her for a moment:
then back at the gate through which
he had come.

“That was the gate I went out at
when we said good-bye years ago. At
least I went over it.”’

‘“Yes you vaulted it,”’ said she des-
perately wishing that he had not men-
tioned that. But she managed to
laugh. ‘‘Fancy you remembering
that,’’ she added.

They walked a few yards in silence ;
then he stopped.

‘I wanted to see you again before
you went away,’’ he said. ‘‘And ask
you if . . I kept away you see
because I thought you didn’t par-
ticularly care whether T eame or not.
And SN A

Marian executed a hard aceurate
run, and made three great thumps on
the piano. But they did not go in to
join Marian.




THE -MATE OF

THE

“PARAWAN?”

BY STANLEY PORTAL HYATT

UNTER’S HOTEL consisted of a
large and grimy room and a
number of small and equally grimy
cubicles on the first floor of an old
Spanish house in the Calle Pizarro,
oune of the back streets of Manila. You
could get nothing to eat in ‘‘Hunt-
er’s,”” and nothing to drink, except
iced water; but on the ground floor
there was a German bar, where ques-
tionable liquor was retailed at cut-
throat prices; whilst, across the street,
next to Ah Lung’s ‘‘Select Sanita-
tion Laundry,”” was the ‘‘American
Eagle Restuarant,”’ in which a New
York Jew supplied meals of a sort at
half a dollar Mex each, or twelve for
five dollars Mex if you paid in ad-
vance. Ah Lung was the only man
in the Calle Pizarro who gave any
eredit; but then his customers lived
in a very different part of the town.
Had he depended on the guests in the
hotel, it would hardly have paid him
to bribe the immigration officer to
admit those three new assistants of
his.

The sitting-room in ‘‘Hunter’s’
was always gloomy, for the houses on
the other side of the narrow cobbled
street shut out all the direet sunlight.
Tts furniture was simple, consisting
merely of half-a-dozen rough tables
and a score or so of chairs; whilst in
place of pictures, there were framed
copies of the rules, which began and
ended with the statement that beds
must be paid for when booked. In
one corner lay a pile of soiled maga-
zines and papers, and littered about
the tables were shabby draught

boards and battered chessmen.
197

‘‘Hunter’s’” guests were generally
in keeping with the room. They were
mostly men down on their luck, ex-
soldiers and sailors, out-of-work team-
sters and contractors’ clerks, repres-
entatives of the erowd of adventurers
which had come out with the Army
and had been left stranded when the
war was over. As a rule, they stay-
ed indoors during the day, for Manila
is a suburb of the Inferno, and they
had all learnt the folly of raising a
thirst when you lack the means of
satisfying it; so some lay on their
beds in the stuffy little cubicles and
gasped, whilst the others squabbled
languidly over games of draughts, or
turned the ragged pages of those an-
cient magazines and growled at the
dulness of their contents.

Mr. John Page, the former mate of
the ‘‘Parawan,’”’ sat at the window
of ‘‘Hunter’s,”’ sucking an empty
pipe and gloomily watching Ah
Lung’s assistants plying their irons.
He was not in a pleasant temper, and
his expression grew, if possible, even
less amiable when he saw his late
skipper come down the Calle Pizarro
and turn into the doorway of the
hotel.

“Well,”” he growled, as the other
dropped into a chair beside him, ‘‘is
there anything fresh?”’

The skipper drew a newspaper out
of his pocket, unfolded it, and pointed
to a paragraph marked in blue pencil.

““Yes,”” he said grimly. ‘‘There is
something fresh. There’s that.”’

The mate grunted. ‘‘Let’s see,’’ he
said, holding out his hand; then his
lips tightened a little as he read:
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‘““Captain Wilson of the Hong
Kong salvage steamer ‘Grappler,’ re-
ports that on his way up from San
Bernadino he passed the wreck of the
‘Parawan,’ and that, contrary to ex-
pectations, she has not broken up;
and he considers that, now the mon-
soon has changed it will be possible to
salve her. Our readers will remem-
ber that the ‘Parawan,’” one of the
new four-hundred-ton coastguard
steamers, was wrecked on the coast
of Palapog a few weeks ago. The of-
ficers and crew took to the boats, and
were picked up soon afterwards by
the transport ‘General Sherman.’
Palapog is an wuninhabited island
forming the most easterly outlier of
the archipelago. We understand that
Captain Wilson’s news has led to a
further postponement of the inquiry
into the loss of the vessel. Captain
Tomlinson and Mr. Page, the mate,
are still in Manila, awaiting the find-
ing of the court.”’

The mate folded the paper, and
crammed it into the pocket of his
soiled white jacket.

‘“Here’s one who isn’t going to
wait,”” he said. ‘‘I’'m off to Hong
Kong.’’

The skipper laughed harshly. ‘‘Do
you think they, would let you go?
Don’t be a fool, man. If you try and
bolt, they’ll clap us both in goal,
and,”’ he lowered his voice, ‘‘you
know whether we should be likely to
get out when they had salved her. It
would be a good deal more than a
court of inquiry then.”’

The mate had gone very cold, but
there were big beads of perspiration
on his forehead. ‘“We could slip
aboard a tramp without their know-
ing,”” he muttered.

Tomlinson shook his head. ‘‘They
watch the water-front too closely.
They don’t suspeet us yet, I’'m sure
of that; but they would if we tried to
leave. They won’t mind us taking a
trip to one of the Island ports, though
—Catbalogan, for instance.’’

‘““What do you mean?’’ demanded
the mate.
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The skipper leaned forward. ‘‘I
mean to get on board the wreck first.
It’s our one chance. We can go down
to Catbalogan and run on to Pala-
pog in a native sailing boat.”’

The mate frowned. ‘‘Won’t they
stop us there, too?”’

Tomlinson shook his head. ‘‘I think
not. I think not, because—’’ he paus-
ed whilst an artilleryman lurched
past, ‘‘because the Governor at Cat-
balogan is a native, and he is in this
business himself.’’

‘““Then why in blazes can’t he see
to it?’’ exclaimed Page. ‘‘It’s their
concern to get the wreek chased out.’’

The skipper’s lip curled. ‘“Would
you trust your neck, or at any rate
your liberty, to a Filipino’s punctua-
lity? He means to do it, I know; but
there will be a saint’s day or a cock-
fight or some other fooling to keep
him putting it off until the salvage
people get there. And then——’’ he
shrugged his shoulders expressively.

‘““Where’s the money coming from
to take us down?’’ asked the mate
roughly. ‘‘All my gear is in pawn,
and I haven’t had a smoke to-day,
let alone a drink. You might offer
me a cheroot. I see you've some in
your pocket, so I suppose you’ve rais-
ed the wind.”’

Tomlinson handed him a couple of
cigars. “‘Don’{ lose your temper,
Page,’’ he said, ‘‘it won’t help us.
Yes, I worried some cash out of Car-
los Dagujob, who got us to go in for
this in the first case. He didn’t like
parting, but I put the serew on him.
. . . Of course, as he hasn’t
broken up, there’s a chance we’ll pull
through after all, and get the whole
of our money.’

Mr. John Page laughed scornfully,
‘“A precious poor chance. I was a
fool ever to agree to help you.’’

‘“And I was a fool to ship a drunk-
en brute as mate,’’ retorted the skip-
per. ‘““You piled her up there, you
can’t deny that.’’

‘“And you abandoned her, instead
of standing by an’ burning her, or
getting rid of the evidence some other
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way,’’ growled the mate. ‘‘You said
she was sure to go to pieces.”’

““So I thought she would, until I
read that to-day. Then 1 went to
the Coastguard Bureau, and saw the
chief. He says she seems to have lift-
ed right on top of the reef, and to
have settled down in the soft coral,
almost on an even keel. He was most
civil, and says if they get her off,
he’ll see we don’t lose our tickets,”’
and he laughed mirthlessly.

The mate grunted. ‘‘I don’t see
what you find to laugh about. Did
you tell him we wanted to go to Cat-
balogan?”’

““Yes, I said old Don Pedro, who
owns the ‘Cervantes,” had told us we
could put in our time aboard her if
we liked ; and the chief said he didn’t
mind, so long as we were here for the
next sitting of the court. He knows
there’s no fear of our getting out of
the archipelago. The ‘Cer-
vantes’ sails to-morrow. With any
luck she will be in Catbalogan on the
15th, and we ought to be aboard the
wreck by the 18th. I suppose you can
be ready in the morning?’’

““I suppose I can,”’ answered the
mate, sulkily, then he held out a rath-
er uncleanly hand, ‘‘Give me some of
that money . What, twenty
pisos! That won’t even get my gear
out of pawn. Give me fifty, at least.”’

The skipper sighed. ‘‘We shall
have to go carefully on it.”’

““I thought you said we should get
the whole lot, after all,”’ retorted the
mate, whose confidence had returned
at the touch of the bank-notes. ‘“ Why,
we’ve lots of time. The ‘Grappler’ is
the only salvage boat in port, and
Wilson has got another job on, that
collier in the Straits. I don’t mind
if they take away my beastly Yankee
ticket, so long as we get the money.
1 should go home and take a pub I
know of in Weymouth, down where
those Jersey boats lie.””

The skipper sighed again. ‘‘T shall
be content to scrape out of it any
way, just to dump the stuff over-
board and clear.”’

199

Mr. John Page sneered,
you’ve lost your nerve,”’

That same evening, Captain Wil-
son of the salvage steamer, ‘Grap-
pler,”” was sitting with his agent’s
managing clerk, at one of the little
tables in the Orpheum, the music
hall of Manila, where the Army and
Navy and Mercantile marine con-:
gregate nightly to drink weak beer of
local manufacture and listen to six-
month-old songs from the lips of
sprightly ladies, who have been im-
ported at great expense, though ap-
parently with only half their ward-
robes, from Australia and the China
coast.

“I'm glad we got it fixed,”” Wil-
son said during the lull following a
song on the seemingly inexhaustible
subject of Maisie. ‘‘I suppose there
are no insurgents or ladrones or simi-
lar hard characters who are likely to
interfere with me?”’

The other shook his head. ‘‘No.
The place is quite uninhabited, and,
anyway, the insurrectos—the insurg-
ents, you know—are lying very low
just now. The Americans have given
them a good deal of what they asked.
Half the governors of the islands are
Filipinos. Still, I should never trust
them. They are all brigands by nature,
and are never really happy unless
they have their bolos, those abomin-
able two-foot-long knives, in kheir
hands. Of course, a party
might come over to loot the ‘Para-
wan,” now the monsoon has changed,
so I should lose no time, if I were
you.”’

A half-caste at the next table, who
had been watching some acrobats on
the stage very attentively, leaned for-
ward slightly, apparently to get a bet-
ter view.

“I shan’t waste any time,”’ Wil-
son answered. ‘‘I shall leave the
other job and do this one first. T can
get out the day after to-morrow, and
be down at Palapog on the 17th or
18th:”"

The half-caste dropped his cigar-
ette into the ash tray and lighted a

‘‘Bah!
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fresh one with a rather shaky hand,
then he applauded the acrobats so
vigorously that Wilson’s companion
turned around.

““Hullo, Senor Dagujob, 1 didn’t
expect to see you here! A grave gov-
ernment official like yourself should
have other things to do.”’

Carlos Dagujob got up with a
laugh, ‘I ean’t be at work all the
time, senor. I ecame in to-night to see
these acrobats, as I was told they
were so clever,’’ he spoke in the stilted
English of one to whom the language
was not very familiar. ‘‘But now I
must go back. The rest will not in-
terest me, I fear,”” He raised his
hat, and turned towards the door.

““Who was that?’’ asked Wilson.

The other man shrugged his shoul-
ders, ‘‘One of their new native of-
ficials, the Registrar of the High
Court, a half-breed, a mistizo so we
call them here. Well, is there
any fresh gear you will want?’’ and
they began to talk again of profes-
sional matters.

Meanwhile, Senor Dagujob had
made his way to the bar, where he
gulped down an absinthe as if he
needed the stimulant; then he glanc-
ed round the place, and his eye fell
on Mr. John Page, who was scowling
at the company in general from be-
hind a huge stein of beer. The half-
caste walked over to him, and took a
chair at the same table.

““Do you know where to find Cap-
tain Tomlinson ?’’ he asked hurriedly.

Mr. Page shook his head. ‘‘Don’t
know where he’s lodging now,’’ he
answered surlily.

Dagujob ran his hand nervously
through his lank hair. ‘‘But you
are going with him to-morrow? Well,
then, will you tell himn that he must
hasten, hasten, for the ‘Grappler’ will
be sailing for the wreck in one or
two days.”’

The mate put down his stein sud-
denly, and stared at his informant.

“Of course, I’ll tell him,”” he
growled at last. ‘‘It touches us both
pretty closely—and you, too.”’
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The half-caste fumbled with his
packet of cigarettes. ‘‘I only just
found out, and I cannot see him my-
self in the morning.”’

“I’m not likely to forget it,
Mr. Page grimly.

The half-caste got up. ‘‘Good-bye
and good luck.”’

The mate grunted. ‘‘Precious lit-
tle luck about this business,”’ then
he called to the bar-boy for another
stein of beer, over which he sat for
a full half-hour, evidently deep in
thought.

Suddenly he heard his own name
spoken, and glancing up, saw Wilson
standing in front of him.

‘‘Hullo, Page,’’ said the skipper of
the ‘‘Grappler.” ‘‘You look as if
you had been cut off with a shilling
by a rich uncle. Going to have a
drink? I’'m away in a few days to
try and get that old hooker of yours
off the bed you found for her.’’

Mr. Page growled something in-
audible, and pushed his empty stein
over to the waiting bar-boy.

““What are you doing now?’’ eon-
tinued Wilson. ‘‘Nothing, eh? Well,
vou had better come along with me.
I want some assistance, bossing up
the niggers and that sort of thing.
They’re not going to finish your in-
quiry till T get back, and give ’em
a chart of the reef. Dilatory beggars
these Yanks, almost as slow as Dagos
over anything judieial.’’

The mate stared at his boots for a
minute, then he looked up. ‘“All
right,”” he said, ““I’ll come. I’'m too
broke to pick and choose.”’

So, when the ‘‘Cervantes’’ steam-
ed out on the following morning, her
only passenger was Captain Tomlin-
son, who had gone abroad at the last
moment, after a hurried search
round ‘‘Hunter’s’’ and similar re-
sorts had failed to furnish any eclue
to Mr. John Page’s whereabouts.

““T suppose he got drunk and was
run in,”’ muttered Tomlinson. I
was a fool to give him so much money.
Still, T should have plenty of time
to get through by myself.”’

»

said
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The ‘‘Grappler’’ was a day late in
leaving Manila, and she lost another
two days through having to put into
a small port to remedy some boiler
troubles. Captain Wilson cursed at
the delay, and his mates followed his
example; but Mr. John Page accept-
ed it very philosophically. He had
no duty to do yet, for an unsympa-
thetic court in Singaphore had de-
prived him of his British ticket a cou-
ple of years previously; and since
then he had been working on an Am-
erican ticket, procured through a po-
lice-captain for twenty dollars, Unit-
ed States currency. He had smuggled
a case of whisky aboard with him,
and he had made it last fairly well;
but on the morning of the 20th he
awoke painfully sober, to which trou-
ble was added the even greater one
of knowing that before midnight Wil-
son would be aboard the ‘‘Para-
wan.’’

The ‘‘Grappler’’ was brought to an
anchor half a mile off the reef, and
a boat was lowered at once.

‘““You had better come, Page,’’ the
skipper said. ‘‘You know your way
about her.”’

Mr. Page descended into the boat
without a word. He was outwardly
calm; but anyone who had been suf-
ficiently interested to watch him
would have noticed that he was chew-
ing fiercely on an unlighted cigar.

The wreck appeared very battered
when viewed closely. Her white
wooden sides were streaked with red
lines of rust from stanchions and
rivets, and the varnish had already
blistered off the little mahogany deck
houses. . One of the stumpy topmasts
had broken at the cap, leaving a jag-
ged end, and all the loose gear had
been swept from her decks. The fun-
nel was white with crusted salt, and
the falls from the davits were hang-
ing just above the water, swaying
mournfully in the breeze.

Her late mate ran his eye over her
critically, then, suddenly, he gave a
start of surprise, and bit clean
through his cigar. ‘‘She’s been loot-
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ed,’” he said hoarsely. ‘‘Look, the Gat-
ling off the boat deck, and the two
one-pounders which were abaft the
charthouse have gone.’’

Wilson gave a low whistle. *‘ Pleas-
ant for the Yanks. They’ll start a
new insurrection on the strength of
those.”’

Mr. John Page laughed almost
pleasantly, and carefully lighted a
cigar. ‘“‘Ye are just too late, sir,”’
he remarked, but there was no regret
in his voiee.

The scene on deck bore out the
promise of the rust-streaked hull. The
engineer’s cabin, the first into which
they looked, was typical of the rest.
There were bunk curtains, mouldy
and discoloured hanging in front of
a pile of sodden bedding; on the floor,
a pool of black, stinking bilge water
with a pair of boots and a pyjama

" jacket rotting in it; two or three

photographs on the partition, almost
unrecognisable, peeling from their
mounts; half a dozen pipes with tarn-
ished mounts in a fretwork rack, and
a cigar box jammed behind the wa-
ter-bottle; a suit of mildewed oilsking
on a peg and a sea-chest with a bro-
ken lid.

““You people went in a deuce of a
hurry,’’ remarked the skipper.

Mr. Page laughed again, then
pointed to the sea-chest. ‘‘This was
looted only a day or two ago, sir. See,
it’s dry inside. I expeet they got my
kit, too,’”” he said resignedly, and
did not even add an oath.

They went round the main deck
cabins, and found everything of value
gone; then Wilson led the way on to
the upper deck, opened the chart-
house door—and jumped back with a
ery of horror,

‘“Oh, my God! What’s this?”’

Mr. Page looked in, too, then sway-
ed with a sudden faintness, ‘‘It’s
Tomlinson,”” he muttered. ‘“Tomlin-
son. Is he dead?”’

Wilson gave a half-hysterieal
laugh, ““Dead! Why, he’s been boloed.
His head’s almost off.”’

It was enly too true. The late
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skipper of the ‘‘Parawan’’ lay in the
middle of a sticky red stain with an
appalling gash on his neck. In one
of his hands was a broken bolo, whilst
the other held a fragment of a white
native shirt,

Wilson stared at the body a mo-
ment, then he closed the door again
and went over to Page, who was lean-
ing against the rail, deadly white.

‘““What do you make of it?’’ he
asked sternly. ‘“You said he was in
Manila.”’

Mr. Page licked his lips before an-
swering, ‘‘So he was. I left him just
before I met you in the Orpheum. —
I know nothing about it.”’

Wilson gave him a searching look;

then, without another word, went
down the companion to the main
deck, whence he descended by the iron
ladder into the little hold. It was a
quarter of an hour later when he
clambered out again, with a very
grave face and with half a dozen
small pieces of stout board under his
arm,
“Go down and have a look,”” he
said to his second mate who was wait-
ing for him. ‘“We can easily patch her
up.’’ then he tossed the bits of wood
overboard, and watched the 'tide
sweep them away.

That evening, when they ran a mile
out to sea and buried what had once
been Tomlinson; then the skipper
sent for Mr. Page. He was waiting
at his desk when the ex-mate came in.
‘“Shut the door, and help yourself to
a whisky,”” he said without looking
up. ‘‘Funny business this, isn’t it?”’
Then he swung round in his chair,
““How many guns did you have in
that lot?”’

Mr. Page started to his feet. ‘¢ What
do you mean?’’ he began. The skip-
per laughed gently, and taking out
half-a-dozen German-made martini
cartridges from his pocket arranged
them carefully in a circle round his
tumbler, ‘“Sit down, Page. There’s no
evidence left. T chucked the pieces of
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the broken ammunition case over-
board, and these cartridges were the
only other things—beside Tomlinson.

“I worried the whole story out of
him,”’ said Wilson, when he was tel-
ling the story in Hong Kong some
years later. ‘‘It seems old Tomlinson
got in tow with some of those new
native officials the Americans had
made, and agreed to run in a cargo of
guns, so that they could start a fresh
insurrection against their benefac-
tors, true Filipino style. Well Page
piled up the ‘Parawan,” and they
thought she must go to pieces, but
when they found she could be salved
with the guns still on board, they
were in an unholy funk. Tomlinson
arranged to hurry down and get the
guns away in native boats, and Page
was going with him, but backed out
when he found I might be there first,
he himself went with me, as he
thought it would look as though he
were innocent, and didn’t know the
stuff was on board. Cunning skunk!
How did I come to suspect? (Oh,
Page’s own manner first, and then the
discovery of a broken German ammu-
nition case and some German cart-
ridges. Poor old Tomlinson must
have worked like the very deuce to
clear the wreck, and, undoubtedly the
natives boloed him at the finish to
save the wrench of paying him. But
they had to pay with interest after
all,”” he laughed softly. ‘‘I got all
their names from Page, and I put the
serew on them, the whole crowd of
conspirators, including two judges, a
public prosecutor and a registrar. I
could do it, you see, because I had no-
thing to fear.”’

‘“And what happened to that rot-
ter of a mate?’’ asked the man to
whom he was telling the story.

“Mr. John Page? Oh, he lost his
certificate, of course; but I gave him
a share of the plunder, and now he’s
keeping a pub at Weymouth. He has
done with the East, he says—which is
perhaps, a good thing.”’



CURRENT EVENTS
BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

HE tension in the Balkans has
beent sensibly relieved by the
abandonment of Scutari by Monte-
negro, which the Powers have decided
to incorporate in the new autonomous
Albania. There is also a determina-
tion on the part of the Great Powers
to sink their differences. Russia and
Austria-Hungary have exhibited a
praiseworthy desire for mutual toler-
ation and scelf-restraint, and there
seems now a likelihood that the Bal-
kan States will cease from troubling
Europe and submit their disputes re-
garding the distribution of the spoils
to a conference of the Powers. One
potent factor making for peace is the
shortage of supplies and the general
stringency prevailing in the money
markets., The Balkan States are ex-
hausted by the prolonged fight made
by the Turks, and there is little dis-
position in any quarter to provide
money unless there is some guarantee
that peace will be assured.

3%

One of the most remarkable in-
quiries of recent years is drawing to
a close. The investigation by a com-
mittee of the British House of Com-
mons of the traffic in American Mar-
coni shares, following the conclusion
of a contract between the British
Marconi Co. and the Government, has
excited widespread interest and is
still agitating the British press. Sir
Rufus Isaacs, the Attorney-General,
Mr. Lloyd George, Chancellor of the
Exchequer, and the former Chief
Liberal whip, now Lord Murray, are
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the Ministers concerned, and the in-
vestigation has been searching and
prolonged. Political animus has
played an extraordinary part in this
unpleasant affair, and the vitriolic at-
tacks of The National Review and
other partizan publications on Mr.
Lloyd George have defeated their
purpose and caused a reaction in
favour of the accused Ministers.
One of the most discreditable fea-
tures of the campaign against the
Liberal Cabinet is the attempt to stir
up an anti-Semitic feeling in England
and to ascribe all the ills of the eoun-
try to ‘‘the Hebrew cluteh upon the
Radical party, the spread of Hebrew
power and Hebrew ideals in Parlia-
ment, in the press, finance and so-
ciety.”” Sir Rufus Isaacs, his brother
who is at the head of the Marconj
Company, the Postmaster-General,
and his brother, Sir Stuart Samuel,
who was unseated for participation
through his firm in a government con-
tract, are all Hebrews, but it is a, po-
litical obsession to assume that these
men exercise a sinister influence on
the policies and principles of the
Liberal party, or that the political
controversy between parties in Eng-
land ‘‘ig the old struggle between
men and money.’”” If money speaks
at all in British polities, and it still
carries weight, it is through the Tory
party it becomes articulate in the life
of the nation. The Liberal record of
the past five years is one associated
with a levelling-up policy and with
legislation designed to strengthen
that section of the people least able
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to speak in terms of money value at
election times.

The latest Lloyd George budget
has come as a great surprise. Lloyd-
Georgian finance is the despair of
the critics. No new taxes, no fresh
burdens, but an unbounded confld-
ence that the expenditure required
for all the needs of the country will
be provided out of the taxes already
levied. It is a personal triumph for
the nimble-witted Chancellor of the
Exchequer, that his much-disputed
Budget of 1909 has justified the claim
then put forward on its behalf—that
as an alternative to Tariff Reform
and food taxes it would prove equal
to every demand made upon it. It
was prophesied at the time that Brit-
ish capital would flee the country,
that industry would be paralysed, the
navy starved for want of money, and
that the last state of the country
would be worse than the first. These
predictions have been falsified by the
mncreasing trade and wealth of the
country, the provision of more money
for defence, and an expanding rev-
enue from the new taxes imposed four
years ago.

While Liberal principles of finance
have been so splendidly justified by
the marvellous growth of trade and a
general rise in the tide of prosperity,
the Unionist party is still floundering
in the Serbonian bog of Tariff Re-
form, hoping against hope for some
disaster to overtake the Asquith Gov-
ernment. The Marconi episode is the
only erumb of comfort that has fall-
en from the Asquith table.

Failing the advantage hoped for
from this perfectly honourable but re-
grettable transaction, the Unionists
are once more turning their attention
to the Irish Home Rule Bill, which
has now come up for a second time
under the provisions of the Parlia-
ment Bill. Lord Curzon assures the
country that Treland is steadily drift-
ing into civil war and this trump card
of the Unionist party will be played
with all the old-time vigour and un-
serupulous disregard for truth. Home
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Rule will triumph, not so much
through the tact and skill of the Lib-
eral party as through the hopeless in-
ability of the Unionists to convince
the country of the sincerity of their
opposition. It is not forgotten how
when there seemed a possibility of
averting the assault on the House of
Lords the Unionist leaders at the
celebrated Veto Conference were, with
one or two exceptions, prepared to
buy off the Parliament Bill, the price
to be their support of a Home Rule
Bill on federal lines. Compromise is
once more in the air, and while a
show of hostility is being made to the
measure before Parliament the gen-
eral conviction is seizing hold of the
public mind that some compromise
will be effected and Home Rule by
general consent be realised.

Several reasons may be assigned for
this change in public opinion. To a
much greater extent than is generally
supposed the Unionist party stands
committed to drastic changes in the
government of Ireland. The know-
ledge of this has broken down British
prejudices, and there is absolute in-
difference on the question throughout
England, where in Gladstone’s time
religious and racial feelings were
deeply stirred. But a still more re-
markable fact is the indifference of
the Irish people themselves. There
are several reasons for this. In the
first place the Home Rule Bill is a
compromise. It does not satisfy na-
tional sentiment in the fullest sense.
It does not stir the enthusiasm of
young Ireland; it makes no appeal to
the imagination of the people. At the
best it is an improved form of loecal
government, handicapped by finanecial
stringency that may eventuate in
more taxation, facts which do not en-
thuse the farmers who foresee the
rise in more aggravated form of the
old lines of cleavage between town
and country and inecreasing expendi-
ture on social reforms from which
the agrieultural community will reap
few benefits. Conservative by in-
stinet, the farmers under an Irish
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Parliament will be the bulwark of the
Irish Conservative party that will
come into being.

The landed gentry, the Church, the
Protestant Ascendancy leaders, the
linen manufacturers and the farmers
will eventually line up in oposition
to the Labour and Radical forees of
the cities and towns. Between these
two forces, and holding the balance
of power, will be a rejuvenated Na-
tionalist party comprising the intel-
lectuals. They will draw their main
strength from the Gaelic League and
young Protestant Ulster. The open-
ing of the Irish Parliament will wit-
ness a resumption of the struggle for
Irish nationality as Thomas Davis
and other worthies of the past under-
stood it—'‘Peace with England; al-
liance with England; to some extent
and under certain circumstances, con-
federation with England; but an
Irish ambition, Irish hopes, strength,
virtues and rewards for the Irish.”’

The defeat of the present Bill
would strengthen this Nationalist in-
fluence in Ireland ana arive Redmond
from the leadership. The Irish party
is a moderating force at the present
time, and to substitute for it the un-
comprising adherents of the old Na-
tional cause would not be to the ad-
vantage of the British Tory party
were it to return to power. There is
on foot, accordingly, a movement to
effect a compromise between the two
parties, the only difficulty being the
attitude of Ulster. How far it may
be possible for responsible leaders to
go 1t is difficult at the moment to say,
but the question of the Irish customs
and proportional representation are
gome of the matters that may leave
room for negotiation. Were the Bill
recast to admit of the immediate ap-
plication of Home Rule all round
there is reason to believe that it would
attract the support of the many who
are unable to give a hearty ‘‘aye’’ or
a hearty ‘‘no’’ to the Asquith pro-

posals. 2

w

The German statistical department

has shattered one popular delusion as
to the superiority of the German
race over those of other European
nations. The population of the Ger-
man Empire is rapidly increasing,
but in Berlin and other towns modern
degeneracy is affecting the birth-rate
to a rather serious extent. The low
birth-rate in France is notorious, but
the canker is beginning to eat at the
vitals of the Teuton nation.

In Shoneberg, a large suburb of
Berlin, for instance, the birth-rate
has fallen from 26.5 to 13.7 per thous-
and inhabitants in the last ten years.
In another suburb, Wilmersdorf, the
birth-rate is only 13.9 per thousand.
In Neukolln, a working-class district,
the rate has fallen in one year from
259 to 23.7. From a number of pro-
vincial towns a similar decline is re-
ported. The growth of night-life in
the German capital is generally ac-
cepted as the primary cause of this
decline. The stolid, studious Prus-
sian now vies with the Parisian in
his love of gaiety and dissipation.
Cafés and bars remain open till four
o’clock in the morning, and these re-
sorts and the streets generally pres-
ent almost as busy an apearance in
the small hours of the morning as in
the afternoon. Berlin, in faect, is be-
ginning to ape the manners of older
capitals, and the traditional ideas of
the sober-minded Teuton of Bis-
mark’s days are undergoing serious

changes.
3%

Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Webb have
long exercised a profound influence
upon modern thought in the British
Isles through the Fabian Society,
their books, and in other ways. They
are among the most prominent expon-
ents of State Socialism, and the Lib-
eral social legislation of the past five
years has been influenced in a mark-
ed degree by their propaganda. For
a time, at least, Mr. Lloyd George sat
at the feet of these Gamaliels and im-
bibed their doetrines in relation to
social and industrial problems. Mr.
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and Mrs. Webb now desire to make
a still wider appeal to the public and
have founded a sixpenny weekly, The
New Statesman. Among the brilliant
contributors to this new weekly are
George Bernard Shaw, and the first
number, it is said, contains more than
one unsigned editorial from his pen.
In style and appearance it conforms
rigidly to the make-up of The Spec-
tator and The Saturday Review.

The new journal is an expression
of the revolt now so apparent in other
countries as well is in Great Britain
against government by mere politi-
cians and partizans. Statesmen, not
politicians, is the great need in every
country, and The New Statesman
opens with some scathing and satiri-
cal comments on the attitude of Min-
isters towards the feminist movement.
Even the Labour party comes in for
some hard knocks for sinking its
identity in Liberalism and losing its
freedom of action. The Labourites are
warned that ‘“if the apearance of uni-
ty with Liberalism becomes too in-
sistent, the whole Labour right to ask
for the progressive vote or to contest
three-cornered elections at all will
necessarily have disappeared; the
voters will see no more reason why
they should not simply elect Liberals,
and Labour members will retain their
seats on Liberal sufferance.””  The
keenest shafts of the brilliant writ-
ers of The New Statesman are reserv-
ed for the Government and for the
Irish party. Frankly espousing the
woman suffrage cause it criticises Mr.
McKenna’s bill in regard to ‘‘ foreible
feeding’”’—‘‘Cat and Mouse Bill”’—
and declares that ‘‘everybody knows
—except those who never know any-
thing beforehand—that the women
are going to get the vote. That is
what makes all this mischief so exas-
perating.”’
%

Woman suffrage has again receiv-
ed a setback by the defeat of the bill
in the British Commons by 266 to 219
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votes. Mr. Asquith spoke during the
debate and declared that the bill
would enfranchise six million new
electors and that it had never been
approved by the existing electorate.
If no legislation were introduced un-
til the electors had been directly eon-
sulted or had given their assent, there
are many measures now on the sta-
tute book which would not be found
there. Mr. Asquith’s arguments were
not very convincing and Sir Edward
Grey and Lord Robert Cecil had no
difficulty in showing that a large see-
tion of the women had made it clear
by constitutional methods that they
desired the vote. In 1832, 1867 and
1884 statesmen gave ear mnot to the
electors so much as to the inherent
rights and claims of the men who were
clamouring for admission to the fran-
chise. Mr. F. E. Smith, the brilliant
young Tory member from Liverpool,
and who is certain be be in the next
Tory Cabinet, made the remarkable
admission that it was not until 1906,
when militancy began, that a single
member of the British House took the
movement seriously.

Following on the heels of this tem-
porary defeat comes a suggestion from
Mr. R. Munro-Ferguson, M.P., which
points to a probable solution of the
woman suffrage question, as well as
that of Home Rule. The idea is that
by the devolution to local Parlia-
ments of local matters the door would
be open for the introduction of wo-
man to a wider sphere of political ae-
tivity without interfering with the
supreme control of the Imperial Par-
liament in international affairs. Mr.
Munro-Ferguson’s suggestion is to
give manhood suffrage at twenty-five
years of age for the Imperial Parlia-
ment and the same suffrage to women
for domestic legislatures in the sev-
eral parts of the United Kingdom.
The urgency for devolution or Home
Rule all round renders the solution
of the franchise problem on the lines
suggested a practical one.



GARRICK AND HIS WIFE

From the Painting by William Hogarth, in the Roval Gallery at Windsor Castle
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THE JUDGMENT HOUSE

By Sik GILBERT PARKER. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

T would be difficult to find a better
example of the well-constructed
English novel of the present day than
this that is cast upon a huge canvas,
that show the hand of the master-
craftsman, and yet withal that does
not depart far from tradition, that
does not arouse any new emotions,
that does not introduce but one new
character, and that a minor one, that
_does mnot wander from well-beaten
paths—a novel, indeed, that possesses
many qualities whose greatness
is diminished because of their preval-
ence in scores of other novels. While
it is in some respects a greater novel
than the same author’s recent story
entitled ‘‘The Weavers,”’ it is more
conventional, and in construction
more as if made by rule. In it one
moves amongst the social life of Lon-
don at the time immediately preced-
ing the Jameson raid, and the atten-
tion of the reader is adroitly shifted
from time to time from England to
209 :

South Africa. The characters are

taken mostly from London soecial
cireles. We have the heroine, Jas-
mine, a young woman of unusual

beauty and ecleverness, a society but-
terfly, who, notwithstanding inherent
qualities for better things, is con-
stantly endangering her reputation
and her character by seemingly use-
less and frivolous eneounters with the
men of her immediate eircle. We have
Rudyard Byng, a millionaire miner
from South Africa, who attracts Jas-
mine because of his manliness and
other qualities not usually encounter-
ed amongst the men of her acquaint-
ances. Jasmine marries Byng, not-
withstanding her professed prefer-
ence for another man of her cirele,
Tan Stafford, who comes of excellent
family and possesses an admirable
character. The other characters are
Adrian Fellowes, Byng’s private sec-
retary, with whom Jasmine becomes
entangled; a prima donna Al’mah,
who is the mistress of Fellowes:
Lady Tynemouth, a friend of Staf-
ford;: and a South African half-
caste, named Krool, who appears in
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the capacity of Byng’s serving-man.
Although Krool plays a minor part,
he is the most original character in
the book and one who lives longest in
the reader’s mind. The best parts
are those to which he, as a character,
contributes. Jarmine, although she
is the wife of a millionaire, the wife
of one who can give her everything
that she might desire, and although
she flits about in her social sphere,
going and coming as she wishes, she
is unhappy, and it seems to be impos-
sible for her not to engage the atten-
tion of other men then her husband.
One of these, Tan Stafford, for whom
she seems to have had, even from the
first, a real fondness and a real at-
tachment, attempts to induce her to
elope with him, but on the eve of the
elopement he and the husband discov-
er that she is woefully committed by
the discovery of a letter written to
her by Adrian Fellowes. While this
domestic embroglio is being enacted,
the war breaks out in South Africa.
All the leading characters determine
to take part in the struggle—all ex-
cept Adrian Fellowes, who is mysteri-
ously murdered, or at least whose
dead body is found in his apartment.
The other men go to South Africa
to fight and the women go as nurses,
and there on the South African veldt,
under the levelling influence of war,
many of the difficulties under which
these people laboured are straighten-
ed out. Tt is made known that Jas-
mine and Byng, over whom some sus-
picion was cast, were innocent of the
death of Fellowes, and that in reality
he was murdered by Al’'mah. Staf-
ford is killed on the field on battle,
and the way is therefore opened for a
reconciliation between Jasmine and
her husband. To the reader, how-
ever, the reconciliation does not seem
to be satisfactory, and although war
has been used many times as a vehicle
for the novelist to bring estranged
lovers together it does not, in this in-
stance at least, seem to do its work
well. If the field of battle is intend-
ed to symbolise ‘‘The Judgment
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House,”” one accepts the symbol but
doubts the conclusion. However, this
novel will be read with profound in-
terest, and although it is not an his-
toriecal novel it is based on history. Tt
it big, but one hesitates before pro-
nouneing 1t great.

o~

WHERE ARE YOU GOING?

By EvrizaBETH ROBINS.
William Briggs.

NDOUBTEDLY every writer has
some motive for writing every
book. It may be the desire to see his
name attached to the fly leaf. It may
be finanecial importance that he is
seeking. It may be many things,
and undoubtedly Elizabeth Robins
had a most praiseworthy motive in
writing this her latest book. We
could not imagine so brilliant a writ-
er doing anything without giving
careful consideration to the motive
But whatever her desire in this in:
stance she has more than fulfilled it
The grace, the ease, the delivery, and
subtlety of expression are all so re-
freshing, after many of the modern
novels which seem to be turned out
of the mechanical mill of book-lnaking
that one involuntarily thinks more
optimistie thoughts about modern lit-
erary achievements in general. Ip
style the book represents Marguerite
Audoux. Its very simplicity is an art
in itself, its short, meaningful sen.
tences proving very dehghtful aftey
the numerous, ecumbersome sentences
of the ultra-smart type which char-
acterise much of recent fiction
The story concerns two girls, sis-
ters, who were brought up, in great
exclusiveness in an English country
home. Their mother shielded them
from all knowledge of wordly affairs
and was always careful that their con-
versations should be of the most econ.
ventional type. One of these girls, the
younger, was very pretty, piquant
and somewhat of a coquette. The
other was more of a prude and pos-
sessed the foresight which her young
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sister lacked. Naturally they could
not remain forever shut up in their
hothouse shell. People came amongst
them, the younger, being the more
vivacious of the two, was much sought
after. She desired to see more of life
than the quiet country afforded. They
had an aunt living in London. They
wrote to her, and were invited to stay
with her for such a length of time
as would prove profitable in finding
them husbands. The remainder of
the book has to do with their adven-
tures in the great city which they did
not know.

A very careful distinetion is drawn
between the characteristies of the two
girls and the inevitable result of a
certain side of London life on their
different natures. As mentioned
above, the book was written with a
motive—a warning perhaps to all
voung girls who are unaequainted
with the ecity. And it is beautifully
written with all that charm and delie-
acy which alone make for interest
among those whose tastes demand the
best in literature.

a7,

THE TRAITOR

By F. CLIFFORD SMITH.
William Briggs.

HIS volume contains seven short
stories by an accomplished
Canadian writer. Mr. Clifford Smith’s
work as a novelist has been before the
reading public for some years, but, so
far as we know, this is the first collec-
tion of his short stories to appear in
this form. Many readers will reecall
““A Lover in Homespun,”” *“A Daugh-
ter of Patricians,”” ‘‘The Rift With-
in the Lute,”” and ‘‘The Sword of
Damoeles,”” and therefore a volume of
short stories by the same author will
be a weleome addition to this interest-
ing library. ‘‘The Traitor,”” which is
the first story in the book, gives title
to the whole collection. It has much
more plot than is usual in present-
day short stories, and it contains sev-
eral first-rate character sketches
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Some of the other titles are: ‘‘The
Fencing-Master,”” ““‘Not Alone by Ap-
pearance,”” ‘‘The Unclaimed Re-
ward,”” and all are written by one
who well understands the construe-
tion of the short story and the im-
portance of plot and action.

THE AMATEUR GENTLEMAN

By Jerrrey FarNon, Toronto: The

Musson Book Company.

NE could scarcely say too much

in praise of this book, for it
possesses most of the qualities that go
towards the make-up of a first-class
entertainment. A wholesome collee-
tion of humour, enough pathos to give
it contrast, enough dare-devil love-
making to give it spice, enough man-
liness to give it character, enough
philosophy to give it variety, and a
happy ending to make it worth while.
Jeffrey Farnol always manages to
make his gentlemen either dashingly
gentlemanly or villainously villainous,
and his women supremely virtuous or
supremely bedevilling.  These char-
acteristics we encountered in ‘‘The
Broad Highway.’’ We failed to find
them again in ‘‘ The Moneymoon,’’ by
the same author, but they have re-
appeared in still greater abundance in
“The Amatewr Gentleman.’’ This,
in brief, is the story of a young man,
the son of a coantry inn-keeper, who
suddenly inherits a fortune. With
this fortune at his back, the young
man determines to set out for London
to become a gentleman. His friends
and associates warn him that he will
never be anything but a bogus gentle-
man, and, at best, an amateur. But,
nothing daunted, he sets out, and of
course his way is full of adventure.
First of all, he falls in love, which
for one of his type, and one of Jef-
frey Farnol’s heroes, is a very nat-
ural thing for him to do. His love-
making is quite in keeping with his
temperament, and although the lady
of his desire is not quite of his cali-
bre of attractiveness, she nevertheless
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serves well to display his ardour and
recklessness. Be it enough to say
that he sueeeeds in the role of gentle-
man, and in due course of time he is
accepted as a gentleman among gen-
tlemen. Of course he has had to af-
fect the dress of a dandy, become a
sport, and to take part in all the
games and adventures which during
the time of the Georges occupied the
men of leisure in London. It so hap-
pened, however, that during a meet-
ing of some of the dandies of the time,
amongst whom was our hero, the old
father, the inn-keeper, comes to town
to discover his son. He discovers him
and claims him, but, noting the
change and the surroundings, he ac-
knowledges his mistake and with-
draws. The son, however, follows
him and taking him by the arm and
turning to his associates, says: ‘‘My
Lords, gentlemen! I have the honour
to introduce to you John Barton,
sometimes known as ‘Glorious John,’
ex-champion of England and land-
lord of the Coursing Hound Inn—
my father.”” In that act he proved
himself to be not only a gentleman,
but as well a man.

S

THE MATING OF LYDIA

By Mgrs. Huomprrey Warp. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

THERE are penalties attached to

every kind of success, and not
the least is the penalty of being ex-
pected to live up to one’s own high
standard. One ecannot read, for in-
stance, a new novel by Mrs. ITumph-
rey Ward with the same indulgence
which one would extend to a new and
untried writer. All Mrs. Ward’s
previous work rises up and challenges
comparison, and it is by this measure
of excellence that we are delighted or
disappointed. This may be hard on
the author, yet it is inevitable; and
wise indeed the teller-of-tales who
knows when his best has been given
and is content to rest there. Could
one look upon ‘‘The Mating of Ly-
dia’’ as a first book, the pronounce-
ment would be distinetly promising.
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but being compelled to consider it
as successor to a long line of good
novels counting among their number
such a masterpiece as ‘‘The Iistory
of David Grieve,”” one is forced to
disappointment. The new book is a
commonplace story, without special
distinction of style or conception. A
yvoung girl-artist, Lydia Penfold, and
the two men who love her, centre the
interest of the tale, but the heroine is
unremarkable, the heroes unsatisfy-
ing, and the interest loosely held. The
one unusual character is Edmund
Melrose, a millionaire collector who
devotes his immense income to the
purchasing of art treasures, while his
estate is uncared for, his tenants die
in hovels, and his wife and child be-
come homeless wanderers. This Me-
phisto tempts Claude Faversham, the
prineipal hero, to lend himself to his
infamous purposes on promise of he-
ing made his heir, and Claude suec-
cumbs, only to be overtaken later by
remorse for his rash decision. Press.
ed too hard, he at last rebels, and only
the opportune murder of the eccen-
tric millionaire prevents his disinheri-
tance. As it is, he finds himself half
suspected of being the murderer, but
is speedily cleared of the suspicion
while his prompt restitution of the
old madman’s money to his defraud-
ed daughter completely rehabilitates
him in public opinion and renders
him a fit mate for the incomparable
Lydia.

A
"

THE training of boys will be to the

fond parent always a problem
of the gravest character, and it is be-
cause of that fact that William A,
McKeever, Professor of Philosophy
at the Kansan State Agricultural So-
ciety, has written his book entitled
“‘Training the Boy.”” The purpose of
the volume is to show how to train
and develop the whole boy, not g
part of him. Tt suggests a practieal
method for rounding out the bovish
capabilities, and emphasises all fof*ces.
not merely some of them. (Toronto -
The Macmillan Company of Canada )
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SERIOUS BLUNDER

Newport was aroused last month
over a story that .J. Pierpont Morgan
told at a luncheon at the Fishing
club.

“They talk of the high cost of liv-
ing,”” Mr. Morgan said. ‘‘but it’s just
as bad abroad. You all know what
Trouville is like in the season.

““An American took in Trouville’s
grande semaine last year. When his
bill was sent up he paused in his
breakfast and studied it with a sar-
castic smile.  Then he sent for the
hotel clerk.

‘¢ “See here,” he said,
a mistake in this bill.’

“““Oh, no, wmonsieur
cried the clerk.

““ “Yes you have,” said the Ameri-
can, and with a sneer he pointed to
the total. ‘I’ve got more money than
that,” he said.”’—St Louis Dispatch.

an

‘vou’ve made

Oh, no!”’

’

MODERN

me one of these old robber
"7 commanded the

‘“Show
castles of the Rhine,
tourist.

“‘Robber castles?’’
zled guide.  ““Does
mean a garage?’’
ald.
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echoed the puz-
the gentleman
—Washington Her-

YRR
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A SriGHT DIFFERENCE
““I hear your three daughters have
become engaged this summer.”’
“Well, not precisely. It is only the
voungest, but she has been engaged
three times.”’ — Meggendorfer Blaet-
ter.

Tue NEW JUNIOR PARTNER :
settling that Arnold case, dad.

Well, I've succeeded in

THE SENIOR PARTNER: What! Goodness, boy, why
I gave you that case as an annuity, —The Tatler




ON THE LEVEL

“Do you assimilate food,
aunty ?’’

““No, I doesn’t, sah. I buys it open
an’ honest, sah.”’—Baltimore Awmeri-

Can.,

your

S

NERVE
Lady— ‘Why do you give me this
bit of paper?”’
Tramp—‘Madam, I do not like to
criticise your soup, but it is not like

mother used to make. Allow me to
give you her receipt.”” — Fliegende
Blaetter.

S
5

Wourp Cause Less TROUBLE
A fond mother in Valparaiso, hear-
ing that an earthquake was coming,
sent her boys to a friend in the coun-
try, so that they might escape it. In
a few days’ time she received a note
from the friend, saying:
““Take your boys away and send
Judge.

along the earthquake.’’

*“ Master, Master, the kitchen's a-fire !
«Oh dear. oh dear, Cook, will you never learn the happy medium? Look at these cutlets, they are

positively raw "

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ENcouraciNG CHOLLY
“I’m doing my best to get ahead.”’
asserted Chollie.  ““Well, heaven
knows you need one,’” assented Dollie.
-—Toledo Blade.

S
a“w

UNNECESSARY
Pastor (from the pulpit)— ‘The
collection which we took up to-day is
for the savages of Africa. The trous-
ers buttons which some of the breth-

ren have dropped into the plate are e
consequently useless.”” — Fliegend
Blaetter.

SoME DIFFERENCE

““I don’t believe any two words in
the English language are synony-
mous.’’

““Oh, I don’t know. What’s the
matter with ‘raise’ and ‘lift’?’’

““There’s a big difference. I ‘raise’
chickens and have a neighbour who
has been known to ‘lift’ them.”” —
Philadelphia Ledger,

—Punch




TWICE-TOLD TALES

Harassen HosTEess.

A GeNTLE HINT

A miserable-sinner-looking clergy-
man sought advice of an experienced
preacher, and was told, among other
things, ‘‘If you are preaching of hell,
your ordinary expression of counten-
ance will do; but if you preach of
heaven, I should try and look a little
more cheerful.”’—Christian Register.

S
“w

BROTHERS-IN-LiAW

In an English town a gentleman
and a countryman approached a cage
in the travelling zoo from opposite
directions. This cage contained a
very fierce-looking kangaroo. The
countryman gazed at the wild animal
for a few minutes with mouth and
eyes both open, and then, turning to
the gentleman, he asked, ‘“ What kind
of animal is that?”’

““Oh,”” replied the gentleman,
““that is a native of Australia.’’

The countryman ecovered his eyes
with his hands as he exclaimed in hor-
ror, “Well, well! my sister married
one of them!”’—Judge.

** Do you dance, or are you a walnut 2"

215

Punch

A TANKE AT RADCLIFFE

To the list of famous misprints
should be added that aseribed to Miss
Irwin, dean of Radeliffe College, who
was made to say in an annual report
that the new swimming tank at Rad-
cliffe had a capacity of 20,000 gals.—
Christian Register.

Deap Game

Bricklayer (to mate, who had just
had a hodful of bricks fall on his
feet)— ‘Dropt ’em on yer toe! That’s
nothin’. Why, I seen a bloke get kill-
ed stone dead, an’ ’e never made such
a bloomin’ fuss as you’re doin’.’’—
Tit-Bits.

LookED Suspicious

The Stranger—‘‘ Are you quite sure
that was a marriage license you gave
me last month?”’

The Official— ‘Of course!
the matter?’’

The Stranger—“I’ve lived a dog’s
life ever since.’'—Philadelphia Times.

‘What’s
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PERFECTLY SAFE
‘1 should think you’d be afraid
to let vour boys run your automo-
hile ?’’
““Oh, no; I have it insured.”’—
Home Herald.

K
o

Music Hara PowEer
““Was your daughter’s musical
education a profitable venture?”
“You bet! 1 bought the houses
on either side of us at half their

value.”—Judge.

KA
5

NoT SELFISH
“Mary,”” said the sick man to his
wife, after the doctor had pronoun-
ced it a case of smallpox, ‘‘if any of
my ereditors call, tell them that I am
at last in a condition to give them
something.”—7"t-Bits.

3

UNTIMELY ToMMY

Mother — ““Tommy always eats
more pie when we have friends at
dinner.”’

Visitor-—‘Why is that, Tommy?"’

Tommy—‘’Cos we don’t have no
pie no other time.”—New York
Evening Mail.

DIFFERENT

Madame Lillian Nordica returned
to Farmington, Maine, her old home,
after an absence of thirty years, and
sang “‘Home, Sweet Home’’ to her
former friends. She and her audi-
ence were very much affected, but
maybe Madame Nordica would not
have felt that way if she had had to
stay there for the thirty years.—
Herald and Presbyter.

an
38

ANSWERED

““You, there, in the overalls,”
shouted the cross-examining lawyer,
““how much are you paid for telling
untruths?’’

“‘Tess than you are,”” retorted the
witness, ‘‘or you’d be in overalls,
too.”’—The Housekeeper.

No Sxow

Jones— ‘Do you think the horse
will survive the automobile?”’

Brown—‘Not if it gets in its
way.”'—Woman’s Home Companion.

AN Air-Pump
““I must brush the cobwebs from
my brain.’’
““Then you ought to get a vacuum
cleaner.”’—Baltimore American,

an
e

PETRIFYING
She—Oh, professor! 1 saw such
a funny old fossil in the museum
to-day. 1 thought of you at once.™
—Judge.

CurTiNg CAPERS

Mrs. Nuwed—'‘Mary, for dinner
I think we’ll have boiled mutton
with caper sauce. Are there any
capers in the house?”’

Mary—‘‘No. ma’am.”’

Mrs. Nuwed—*‘Then go out in the
garden and cut some.’—Harvard
Lampoon.

G

P (A

H

= B4 Minns

Boy. to moterist who has stopped his car in order to
compensate his victim: Garn! T didn t touch your old
motor car, guv'nor. —Tatler
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There is no doubt left

as to the food value of

| BOVRIL

Users of Bovril know from experience that it is a quick reviver
of strength.

Stringent physiological tests at Trnity College, Dublin, estab-
lisheg that Bovril is a valuable food in itself and thatit is a
great aid to the assimilation of other food.

BOVRIL is not a medicine but a valuable spring tonic.

'E‘VERY box of b contains a

Guarantee Certificate which requests
the return of any box not absolutely fresh,

~

|
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Bonbons. Chocolates

S

4

- QII Landid . .. d I‘ w&l’
¥ consistency of Ingersoll separated candy-making establishments, 56 Huyler's
Cream Cheese lends itself well :m‘t:_m sales somia, enables us to :u.k:

wrance alone makes it worth while to always ask
for Huyler's. Cales Agents Everywhere,

Write for Interesting tsooxter—it tells how punty
and freshness are assured in all Huyler products.

64 Iring Place New York
, 130 Yonge St.

(7

o to dainty Chafing Dish recipes.

You can make delicious Welsh
rarebits, cheese fondus, cheese
sautes and sauces, etc, with it,

INGERSOLL
CREAM CHEESE

@,

R

%5

o

56 Huyler Stores
in U.S.and

Toronto
Can.

Sold
by all .
Grocers (o
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We've Caught the Expression

—of real delight that greets a box of * Neilson’s.”

Not merely the smile of pleasure on receiving
a box of “candies”’—but the “thrill” of delight on
finding that they are “Neilson’s.”

Neilson's Chocolates represent
the highest achievements in the art
of fine confection making. Be it
in the invention of new flavors,
the blending of rich chocolate
with imported nuts, fruits, or
creams in exquisite delicious~
ness—or be it in the purity and
high excellence of the materials
themselves;—

Neilson's take precedence
in the realm of dainty con-
fections.

Neilson’s

Chocolates

*'THE CHOCOLATES THAT ARE DIFFERENT"'
Sold by leading Druggists
and Confectioners f
everywhere

WILLIAM
NEILSON
LIMITED

Toronto
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Breaking
the Bonds
of Habit

Most of us cling to the things of life
which please the senses, and continued
indulgence leads to fixed habits —some
good, others exacting a heavy penalty.

If any habit, such as coffee drinking, is
found to interfere with one's welfare and
comfort, it's time to break away.

Medical opinion and the research of pure
food scientists agree that the coffee habit
is extremely harmful to many persons.

It is hard to induce people to give up
coffee, but if they are given the pure-food
drink

POSTUM

they will find a distinct gain in health
without loss of satisfaction or pleasure.

This nourishing table beverage, made
from choice wheat and the juice of South-
ern surgar-cane, possesses arich Java-like
flavour, but is absolutely free from the
coffee drug, caffeine, or any other sub-
stance which could prove injurious to the
most sensitive organism.

The ever-increasing demand for Postum
amply proves its worth as a safe table
beverage for those who seek the freedom
and power which come with mental and
physical poise.

“Therve's a Reason”

Jfor
POSTUM

Sold by Grocers.

From Bronze in the private

Galleries of C. W. Post.
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F you knew what we know
about typewriters, no
machine but the Underwood
would receive your consid-
eration.

In all probability] you have not inter-
ested yourself in typewriter mechan-
isms. You prefer to judge by results.
And it is a good way too.

The manager of a large manufactory in a small Western Ontario city said the other day:
“I wouldn't buy any typewriter but an Underwood. I don't know much about the different
makes, but with the Underwood I know I will get the best service. There are so many
Underwoods in this town that I know there must be a big dependable organization behind

the machine."”

United Typewriter Co. Ltd.

All Canadian Cities.
Head Office . Toronto.

If You Are Particular

Men who are most particular and make a
careful choice of their stationery, decide on
a paper that bears characteristics of taste,
substantiality, and fitness to the importance
of their messages.

Crown Vollum

is a fine, thick, Baronial note paper and
commands the respect of all.

If your stationer cannot supply you, write
us for samples and the name of a dealer

who can.

BARBER-ELLIS - LIMITED
BRANTFORD TORONTO  WINNIPEG  VANCOUVER
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A Quick and
Thorough Helper
In House Cleaning Time

MANY USES AND FULL
DIRECTIONS ON LARGE
SIFTER-CAN----i0O¢
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

The aim of cutlery manufacturers is to become what

“Rodgers” is—the leader in cutlery manufacture,

Rodgers’ Trade Mark is the hall mark of excellenpe.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

A and

({A\\\\_‘i\\\ ) only

('Th £ the -
&;w”"“ 7 Genuine
;‘é lefwwg;g;vﬁ*ﬂx Beware of:

M Imitations Solg
=l on the Merits
of

sl MINARD'S
3 LINIMENT

CUMMER-DOWSWELL, Limiten
HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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June
Mornings

In these early summer mornings
serve Puffed Wheat or Puffed Rice
with berries.

These are royal dishes. The tart of
the fruit forms an ideal blend with
these crisp, airy wafers, these almond-
flavored grains.

Or serve the grains with cream and
sugar. They taste like toasted nuts.

Gigantic grains—eight times normal
size—with walls as thin as tissue.

Use them in candy making—for
frosting cake—as a garnish for ice
cream. Wherever nut-meats taste
good, try these nut-like grains.

We sold in March forty million dish-

es of Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice.
That shows how people like them.

For suppers or luncheons or bed-
time, serve Puffed Wheat or Puffed
Rice in milk.

The grains float like bubbles. They
are four times as porous as bread.

morsels—brown
Also whole-

They are dainty
and crisp and toasted.
grain foods.

Then remember this: These grains
are steam exploded. All the hundred
million granules inside of each grain
are literally blasted to pieces.

So the grains don’t tax the stom-
ach. Prof. Anderson’s process makes
cereals digestible, to an extent un-
known before.

That fact helps to make Puffed
Grains an ideal evening dish.

Puffed Wheat,10c—Puffed Rice, 15¢

Except in Extreme West

The Quaker Qats ®@mpany

Sole Makers—Peterborough

(434)
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Style—

and Service

Not only have Ide Silver
Collars a smart look-—but
they stand laundering best,
and hold their shapebecause
of the LiNnocorp BurTON-
HOLES (found in no other
collar) thatdon’t ‘‘tear out.’

lde J}Yve :
Collars

Y% Sizes—3 for 50c

because correctly shaped, give you a well-groomed look, even
though your clothes be most modest in cost.

The new Sussex is an absolutely exclusive shape—exhaling the at-
mosphere of the Strand and Piccadilly. More distinctive, more comfortable
than any collar you have seen—durable and style-retaining because of its
LiNocORD UNBREAKABLE BUTTONHOLES, front and back.

Buy the Sussex at your dealer’s today. Other new and attractive Ide
Shapes are the Cabaret, the Sanford, the Pembroke.

WRITE FOR STYLE BOOK
GEO. P.IDE & C0. (Makers of Ide Shirts), 531 River St., Troy, N.Y.
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For evening wear

the La Diva Corsets offer the most perfect founda-
tion for an up-to-date costume, helping the figure
without any undue pressure.

The most stylish women in Canada are wearing the La
Diva which are sold at prices which make every one a bargain.

There is a La Diva for every figure—If your dealer cannot
show you a suitable one, it is worth your while to write us
giving his name and stating your height, weight and waist
measure.  We will recommend you the most suitable corset
and where to buy it.

DOMINION CORSET CO.
Makers of the D. & A. Corsets.

. QUEBEC

-

e TR

.

Wise Motorists Choose “JAEGER”’ Coats

q If you are a motorist you know the value of a good
motor coat or ulster.

(] Jaeger Pure Wool Coats have the quality, the fit and
the style that add so much to the comfort and pleasure
of motoring.

q 'Thei:e are so many Jaeger styles and effects that
satisfaction is a foregone conclusion.

 Our expert analyst inspects all material used.

DrJAEGER i@

316 St. Catherine St. West, Montreal
352 Portage Ave., Carlton Block, Winnipeg
And at Jaeger Agents

32 King St. West, Toronto

784 Yonge St., Near Bloor, Toronto
Everywhere
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Forty Years Experience Built
Into These Lawnmowers

Taylor-
Forbes is \ \\
the name you

will most likely
find on your
neighbor’s lawn-
mower.

Of course there are “ o
plenty other lawnmow- AdanaC

ers made in Canada, as . WOOdya“ 3

well as the several kinds F\ g Empress i
that are imported. i ”

Still for all that Taylor- R The “Adanae 'cuts ®
Forbes is the name you will ‘ sw:?.th i t(_) 21 nchey
most likely find on your neigh- wide. 1 Lis S
bor's lawnmower, because there
are more of that kind in uselin
Canada than any other.

A great many more.

If.your Hardware Dealer has
not a Taylor-Forbes Lawnmower
in the size, and at the price you
consider right for a good-working
machine, drop us a post card and
we will tell you who the Dealer is
in your town who has a complete
stock of our lawnmowers for you

to select from.

These lawnmowers atre perfection
in their way. There is 40 years
experience built .into every ma-
chine. They are thoroughly

guaranteed. Made in a vari-
ety of styles, the best known
being

excel the most
expensive of the
imported lawn-

MADE BY

. TAYLOR-FORBES Gy Guelph

Sold by Hardware Dealers everywhere in Canada.
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For Help

Spread a sheet of Tanglefoot when

you see the first fly. For these winter
survivors may breed countless armies
later.

Tanglefoot will save you from untold
annoyance from flies this summer. No
other method has proved half so
effective.

300,000,000 Sheets Used Yearly

A mighty army of Tanglefoot is
ready to help you. Each sheet can
destroy 1,000 flies. And Tanglefoot
not only kills the fly, but seals it over
with a varnish that DESTROYS THE
GERM as well as the fly.

So Tanglefoot is a double protection.
Now after 30 years, hardly a household
in America would be without it,

Don’t Risk Poisons

Every summer fatalities are reported
from their use. In several states the
sale of poison is forbidden except by
registered pharmacists.

The poison does not kill the germ on
the fly, Poisoned flies drop into your
food, into baby's milk, are ground to
dust in the carpet.

Fly traps, too, are unsanitary and
disgusting to care for,

Tanglefoot the Safe Way

You take no chances when you use
Tanglefoot. It is the non-poisonous,
sanitary way of fighting flies. In sec-
tions bothered by fleas, too, it is a
veritable boon.

Don’t be without Tanglefoot this
summer, if you want to enjoy freedom
from these pests.

Preferred for 30 Years

The original Tanglefoot always bears
this trademark. It contains one-third
more sticky compound, hence lasts
longer than the no-name kinds sold
merely as fly-paper or sticky fly-paper.
Ask your grocer or druggist for
’é‘.anglefoot for this season’s war on
ies.

Made Only by The O. & W. THUM CO., Grand Rapids, Michigan

A little gasoline will quickly remove Tanglefoot from clothes or furniture. [14]

R e S S W

4
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20 to 307, Less Coal

On account of its distinct-
ive construction the Kel-
sey Warm Air Generator
saves 20 to 30 per cent
of ‘coal bills.

A Kelsey has 61 square feet of radiating surface
to one square foot of grate,

This large radiating surface is provided for in a
battery of heavy, cast iron, Zig Zag tubes that
surround the fire grate.

These heavy tubes store up heat and radiate
it evenly.

All the heat from the coal is concentrated in these Zig Zag tubes
which are right up against the fire. And because of their immense
weight they retain the heat for hours after the fire gets low, making
constant ‘‘firing up” unnecessary.

That is why the Kelsey is the most economical of all heating systems.
It saves from 20 to 30% of coal bills.

Our booklet, *“ Achievements in Modern Heal-
ing and Ventilation”, tells all about this
economical heating system. Send for it.

THE JAS. SMART MANUFACTURING CO., Limited

Brockville, Ontario. Winnipeg, Manitoba

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name ‘“Milton” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO.

Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
. - - 50 Adelaide St. W,

Toronto Office -
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New Hose Free

Send for six pairs of Cotton or Cashmere Holeproof Hose.
Six pairs guaranteed to wear six months. If any wear, tear
or break a thread in six months, you get new hose Free!

Light, medium, and the heavier weights.

K

Six

essmamLT

More than a million people in the United
States and Canada now buy their hose from
us in this way. They save all the darning
they formerly had to do. They never wear
darned hose now. They save money, too,
for twelve pairs a year keep their hose whole
forever. Six pairs for men cost $1.50 to $3
a box. Six pairs for women cost from $2 to
83 a box. Three pairs of children’s Hole-
proof Stockings, guaranteed three months,

cost $1.

Think What It Means!

Think what such hose—at the price of
common hose—save in time, trouble and
money. Forget the darning. Forget hurt-
ful darned places that m?ke the feezt sore
Forget the whole question of hosiery by
simply buying two boxes a year !

Our 13th Year

We have been selling fine hose in this
manner for the past thirteen years. In that
short time we have come to be the largest
house of our kind in existence. Our success
is due solely to making the hose that the
most people prefer. The same people buy
them again and again because
of their wonderful quality. In
all our experience, 959/ of our
output has outlasted the six
months’ guarantee. That
amounts to 24,700,000 pairs.

All guaranteed.

guarantee coupons with every six pairs.
i R B A ST A B e

Our $60,000 Inspection

insures this quality on every stitch. We pay
that amount in salaries to inspectors yearly.
They examine each pair twice over, carefully,
to see that it lacks every possible law. We
do this to protect ourselves as well as to in-
sure the wear to our customers. There is no
better way that we know to make hosiery,
and there are no better hose to be had.
Don’t you think that our million customers
prove it ?

The figures above refer to our business
in both Canada and the United States.

Send the Coupon

Send today for six pairs of these hose to try. See what they
save. Note the comfort they give. Send the money in any con-
venient way. Mark the grade, size and color plainly. Send the
coupon below, or a post card or letter. Do it right now. while
you're thinking about it. We guarantee satisfaction as well as
the wear.

Holeproof Hosiery Co. of Canada, Ltd.
279 Bond Street, London, Canada.

[lolepraof flasierg

(432)

Holeproof Hosiery Ce. of Canada, Ltd
279 Bond Street, London, Canada.

Gentleman: Ienclose$........ for which send me one box
of Holeproof Hose for....... ...... (state whether for men,

women or children). Size. .......... Color

“Wear [folepraof [fose and ff)dlbejyeud @
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Now then

take care
how you

make that
soup.

A jolly good soup is Edwards’ Soup—but, as you
know, even the best of soups can easily be spoilt
if you don’t make them in the proper way.

This is how to make Edwards’ Soup (Brown or Tomato variety) :—

Put a pint of cold water in a saucepan, add one packet of Edwards’ Desiccated

‘ Soup (Brown or Tomato variety), boil for thirty minutes, stir frequently, salt and
pepper to taste and—there you are !

DWARDS
= SOUPS

E

There’s no bother of peeling vegetables and cutting up meat. t}?autysi:e“;
packets of Edwards’ Soup to-day and—take care how you make P!

5¢. per packet.

White. ~ The Brown voriesy
Edwards' Desiccated Soups are made in three varieties—Brown, Tomat‘ﬂ;wo are purely vegetable sowps,
is a thick, nourishing soup prepared from beef and fresh vegetables. 1) he other

2 opy post free.
Lots of dainty new dishes in our new Cook Book. Write for a coP
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Do You
Know?

That for a good all round ser-
viceable suit of clothes there is

nothing to equal a Blue Serge
or Cheviot, and when vou are
getting one, get the best—

VICKERMAN’S

BLUE SERGES ||
and CHEVIOTS

| MATCHLESS
Are The Best LIQUID

Manufactured. | GLOSS

They Never Fade The best polish made

for furniture and other

QLA L e Ko

S VAR MARK : original lustre,
The makers name along the Selvage every 3 yards.
Letus know if your own tailor does not 1 USC it in dusting. It cleans and
handle them, We can tell you who does. || disinfects as well as polishes.

ment stores everywhere. Get a

Toronto. trial can today.

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.
e R

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY, Limited

Toronto, Winnipeg, Montreal, St. John, Halifax

|

NiSbet & Auld, Limited ; Hardware, furnitare and depart-
|
f
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Canadlan Factor

365 Sorauren Avenue

all the Music g
ofalltheWorld

The Columbia Grafonola is the
one incomparable instrument o
music. This new Columbla “Grfmd

machine” obsolete. Its tone is bé:
yond compare. No winding—it
runs by electric motor. It sto
automatxcall‘ at the 2nd of e

y and Headquarters

Toronto
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’ TRADE
W8 ARy

This is no ordinary ‘‘drink-it-just-to-be-drinking-
something’’ beverage. Coca-Cola has distinctive,
individual qualities that you will recognize. Just to
look at a glass of it tells the story—bright, spark-

‘ ling, clear,
* . Delightfully refreshing—completely thirst-
\ I} / quenching—absolutely wholesome. 1t’s worth
repeating.

Delicious—Refreshing
_ Thirst-Quenching

Demand the Genuine—
Refuse Substitutes.

Send for our o W r
free Booklet. you hseeneev:n
é Arrow think

of Coca-Cola.

SR Rty Sl e

THE COCA-COLA COMPANY, ATLANTA, GA.
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AN ATMOSPHERE "<&
OF REFINEMENT

: Wholesome, inthe
Warmth from a

00D CHEER

WARM AIR FURNACE

Such a delightful indoor
" Climate is made possible
y’The adequate HUMIDITY

from its big
:CIRCLE WATERPAN

The James
Stewart
Manufacturing J

{ Company Limited

WOODSTOCK, ONT.
WINNIPEG, MAN.

FURNACE CATALOGUE
MAILED "ON REQUES!
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Let Elgstica Protect and
eautify Your Floors

‘I”Jse It as a safeguard against the
ear and tear to which floors
are constantly subjected.

ELAE%:ICA

FLOOR FINISH

(::n hard wood or soft, on lino-

mum or oilcloth—will endure for

u:trrlths and remain beautiful and

. ous, unmarred and un-

ratched — free from stains and
Water spots,

4 4 ELASTICA is pre-eminently the

O0r varnish. It is easil i
A . applied and
™es hard over night. i

Send for Book No. 84

Howto Fini
/ Complc:: Ii‘"l?lsh Fl?ors"—Home Edition. Itcontains
q nformation about the proper care of floors.

Frueonar Vst @,

Insren

NIPEG

CamQRONTO . wIN
ew ‘;‘ Ficw y of Standard Varnish Works.
ork, Chicago, London, Berlin,
Largestin the wond ana s
world an. t
definite standards otr;uatl,i:;?nb“m

Floor Coverings

That Satisfy

We have been trying for years to pro-
tect you against substituted imitations
of wire-grass floor coverings,

CREX—the original and genuine—
now has the name woven (almost invis-
ibly) in the side binding on the round-
ed edge, as shown in illustration.

Before you buy, look closely for
CREX on rug or runner—it’s your pro-
tection and stands for HIGHEST
QUALITY.

CREX coverings are sanitary and
durable—do not hold dust or dirt—are
reversible and easy to keep clean.

They are suitable for all-year-round
use in any home—indoors or out. Not
affected by rain or dampness—they lie
flat—never curl.

Most dealers carry a varied assort-
ment. It will pay you to look at the
many beautiful and artistic designs.
The low prices will astonish you.

To introduce CREX in your home
we are making a special size sample rug
12 x 30 inches which we will send, post-
age prepaid, on receipt of 35 cents in
stamps or coin. State preference of
color—green, red, blue or brown,

“The Story of CREX” and catalogue
of numerous patterns in natural colors,
mailed on request.

CREX CARPET COMPANY

Dept.N4 877 Broadway, New York
Originators of Wire-Grass
Floor Coverings
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CLARK'S PORK & BEANS

PLAIN SAUCE, CHILI SAUCE, TOMATO SAUCE

An appetising, nourishing, and ‘satisfying meal
provided for the housewife with the minimum of
preparation and the maximum of comfort.

Is it not worth while to know that you can P
obtain the most carefully selected beans cooked
thoroughly and whole by a process which is
unsurpassed, and which retains the full mealy !
flavour of the beans, blended with the most
delicate sauces, giving you no trouble beyond
heating for a few moments?

That is what Clark gives you

ORDER CLARKS’' FROM YOUR GROCER
W. CLARK 3 : x - MONTREAL “

UR METAL LOCKERS are oné |
of the necessary features of the {
equipment of Modern Business Estab-
lishments and Public Institutions, They
are fireproof. They provide absolut€ .
security against theft, and promoté€.
order, system and tidiness 'wherever,
used, They do not harbor germs$, |
odors or insects; they save timeé
money, trouble and contents, and
economise space, Each Locker bears . /\
a distinct number with the corres- !
pondingly numbered key, so that any
Locker can be easily located, and
confusion, mixing or loss of clothing )
and personal effects is rendered im-
possible,

DENNIS WIRE & IRON WORKS CO.

LONDON, ONT. NADA
N CAD e
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5 2NN for 20 e (@D ~  After a warm bath, when a delicate skin is

most easily irritated, there is nothing that
soothes and safeguards quite so effectively as
the free use of Williams® Talc Powder.

Four odors—Violet, Carnation, Karsi and Rose

AN ATTRACTIVE OFFER

For Users of Williams’ Talc we have had manufactured
a charming little Vanity Box, heavily silver-plated, containing a
French powder puff and a concentrating mirror. We will
Powq gladly send it with a sample can of Williams’ Violet Talc

er and a tube of Williams’ Dental Cream, trial size, on receipt of 20 cents in stamps.

; Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, P. O. Drawer 235, Glastonbury, Conn.
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A TELEPHONE TALK

There are over 500 rural telephone systems owned locally in

Ontario.

When one remembers that only a few years ago there

was but one telephone company, and, comparatively speaking

no rural telephones

in Ontario,

the development has been

nothing short of marvellous.

Have You A Telephone?

If not, write us and we will tell
you how to proceed in order to
secure telephones for your locality.
We have been actively identified
with the starting of the majority
of municipal and local systems and
are in a position to supply accurate
and reliable information.

Are You Operating A Line?

If so, and you are not using ouf
telephones, ask about our FR
TRIAL OFFER. We claim ouf
telephones are superior in desigfhs
material and workmanship to any
others on the market, and are
prepared to let you prove it OF
your own lines.

No. 4 Bulletin—Latest telephone book published, free on request.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Ltd-

18-20 DUNCAN STREET

.w

% TORONTO, CANADA '
R !
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GERHARD HEINTZMAN
Is The Piano for ENDURANCE

You are buying your piano for a great many years of service. Only a piano that will

endure will satisfy you in the end.
Thousands of owners of Gerhard Heintzman Pianos, who have had them so long and used
them so hard that they seem to simply have to write about their lasting qualites.
They see the l:esuhs but we see the reasons. This piano is built right. Its material
and construction are not sacrificed for any consideration whatsoever; it involes the cost
of his investment to the owner, but it involves a life-time’s reputation to us who

have made the

GERHARD HEINTZMAN

Canada's Greatest Piano.

Send for our beautiful book ‘describing the piano fully, whether Self
Player, Grand or Upright.
Your present instrument taken as par t paymen
a fair valuation.

GERH ARD HEINTZMAN, Limited
41-43 Queen Street W,, - TORONTO
( Opposite City Hall)
New Hamilton Salesrooms
(next to Post Office.) 0-95

t at
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Garage at Woodlands, P.Q., owned by
Mr. W. G. Ross, Harbor Commissioner of
Montreal.

A Garage of
Asbestocement

The walls of this Garage are of Asbestos
Corrugated Sheathing. The strips run from
roof to ground without a break.

The roof is of

ASBES TOSLATE

Cement Shingles

laid in the diagonal or French style, finished
with our regular Ridge Roll.

The advantages of this type of constructidn
are many.

So far as the exterior is concerned the Gar-
age is fireproof.

Walls and roof never need paint. The beau-
tiful Newport Grey is absolutely permanent,
and so are the Indian Red and Blue Black in
which Asbestoslate Shingles are also made.
The building is permanently weather-proof.
The Asbestocement hardens and toughens
with age.

The light-colored, non-conducting Asbesto-
cement ‘‘sheds” the sun’s heat and prevents
extremes of temperature within. This is
important.

The cost is less than that of any other
permanent construction.

For Booklet C.M. giving full information
about Asbestocement building material, write

Asbestos Manufacturing Co., Limited
: Address :
E. T. Bank Bldg., 263 St. James Street,
MONTREAL
Factory at Lachine, P.Q. (near Montreal)

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

 and action mark the successful man of
# woman.

Heavy uncomfortable underclothing
| hampers the movements and saps the
energy.

CEETEE

PURE WOOL, UNSHRINKABLE
UNDERWEAR

for Spring and Summer is light 2

weight, but because of the pureness

and quality of wool used, it absorbs al
i the perspiration.

| Free action of the limbs and body i8
rendered easy by shaping the garme?
during the process of knitting.

All joins are knitted not sewn. Made
in sizes to fit all the family.

Worn by the Best People,
Sold by the Best Dealers.

Manufactured by
The C. TURNBULL CO, of Galt, Limited

der:
Also manufacturers of Turnbull's High-class ﬁi?bﬁ‘;ng: for |

wear for Ladies and Children. Turnbull’s *
Infants and * CEETEE” Shaker Knit Sweater Coats.
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You want just a small compact file
which can be conveniently placed beside the desk, so
that records which are needed most frequently can be
kept handy for reference.
Office Specialty Half Section
for this purpose. They occupy 2
a great need.

See them at our showrooms,
requirements with one of our represen

s are admirably adapted
small space and fill

or discuss your filing
tatives.

Head Office and Toronto Showrooms :

97 Wellington St. West

Filing Equipment Stores: MONTREAL, OTTAWA, HALIFAX,
TORONTO (head office), WINNIPEG, CALGARY, EDMONTON,
VANCOUVER.

Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

{e(DFFICE SPECIALTYMEG.C.

o 8 B B i, AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
==X CANADA
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Eventually you will visit Medicine
Hat, and Invest in some Property.

Why not make up your mind to do it now before
prices get too high for your means, and turn this
increase into a profit for yourself ?

Our long experience in the Real Estate business
in MEDICINE HAT enables us to give our Cus- Ha
tomers the best purchases on the market.

We are also the FARM LAND COMPANY of
Southern Alberta, and have over 250,000 acres to
select from. r

Ask any ‘‘ Ginther Customer’ and he will tell
you about our standing—we have thousands of
satisfied customers-—and we WANT YOU.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.

F. M. Ginther Land Company, lelted

Hull Block (“We sell the earth””)  Medicine Hat, Albertd

The Western Engineering Company

—

SUPERVISING
CONSULTING
CONTRACTING
ENGINEERS
SURVEYORS

-~ Medicine Hat
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MEDICINE HAT

Western Canada’'s Manufacturing Centre and the Heart
lof the World’s Greatest Gas Field, Offers

REMARKABLE OPPORTUNITIES

to live manufacturers

Mcgiicinc Hat's Natural Gas Franchise is owned by the
City and successfully used for Industrial Purposes.

Domestic Rate, 13% cents per M feet
2 Manufacturing Rate, 5 cents per M feet.

Magnificent Water Supply, Good Schools, Excellent
Churches, Best Climate in Western Canada, Expanding
Markets, Wealth of Raw Materials, Ample Distribution
Facilities, and Single Tax make Medicine Hat an

IDEAL LOCATION FOR FACTORIES

f“ ree Sites and Trackage.  Free Natural Gas.  Forty
ndustries Now Located—Others Coming in at the Rate
of One or More Monthly. Write:

SECY.-COMMISSIONER

BOARD OF TRADE AND INDUSTRIAL BUREAU
MEDICINE HAT ALBERTA

Factory men by filling out and mailing this coupon to-day can
secure a panoramic photograph of Industrial Medicine Hat.

Secy, -Commissioner,
Board of Trade and Industrial Burean,
Medicine Hat, Albcrta.
Please send me full information about Medicine Hat and
its unrivalled advantages for the Western Canada Trade.

0 OF
: O% E-’p&% 1 ai interestedin i, it i tolidei s it ass v ik s
& &
a/s i )\&6\ » Natne o Lot s e s wiites oo AR SBG BTN N 1
MEQIEINE AT
A\ BER CONOETN.. . o5 b o oo e s e el ka0 w18 & wiwiwiba i ikt & o s
N5
Osz’g\,yeva 0@. City OF TOWIL .. evveeennnnnnnnioocees toaiioeieeetonannneens,
IAL

Province or State .

55
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Medicine Hat Real Estate

During the past half year we have been dealing almost
exclusively in Medicine Hat properties.

Following are some of the many big deals transacted .
through our offices.

Read carefully and notice the large percentage of profit
accumulated during the past 6 to 8 months.

In every case below, mentioned our clients took and
depended on our judgment for a rapid rise in value, and in ,
each case it has been greater than we anticipated.

320 acres, W. ¥, Section 17. 3 miles from post office. Cost our
clients $100,000. Present valuation, $350,000. Now known as
Industrial Centre, and selling up to $200 per 25 foot lot.

3 lots Toronto Street, opposite Assiniboia Hotel, Cost $85,000.
Present valuation $150,000. Offer of $125,000 refused.

250 feet frontage Esplanade. Co—st_- $87,500. Present valuation
$115,000. - 2

" Pruett Block—now Church —Bl—o—ck. Cost $65,000. Now worth
$110,000. ;

50 feet Main Street north. Cost $4,—5€0. Present valuaticn $20,000

300 acres 2 miles from post office. $133,000 cost to syndicate,
organized by us. Now held at one million dollars.

Are not these good substantial proﬁts ?

e yqﬁ not desire to participate with us and our clients in
like profits if you are assured that they will actually be made ?

_ Look us up when you come to Medicine Hat, or better
still, write us now. | '

~ Ouwr syndicates and our mode of doing big business will
interest you. °

E. C. METZNER

211 Alberta Loan Block 224 South Railway St.
Calgary, Alta. Medicine Hat, Alta.

e

I
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MEDICIN E HAT

has 50 established
industries all using

NATURAL GAS

at 5 cents per 1,000 cu.
ft. Workers, Manu-
facturers, Builders, In-
vestors write us for
information about the

Gas City.
The A. P, DAY INVESTMENT

COMPANY, LIMITED

Hull Block - - Medicine Hat, Alta.

e

e
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MEDICINE HAT
The City of Natural Gas

tHE MIiLne Price ageney | |

GET THE LITTLE BOOK 55
IT TELLS YOU EVERYTHING Milne Price

Agency
Med. Hat

Kindly send Booklet
and information on Medicine

SUITE 20 HULL BLOCK
MED. HAT.

D B. NIBLOCK
.'N. HARRISON T R HARRISON

NIBLOCK & TULL lelted
Medicine Hat, Alberta ‘

Head Office CALGARY

C LHE FINANCIAL BROKERS

REAL ESTATE INVESTMENTS
OCEAN STEAMSHIP TICKETS
INSURANCE—FIRE, LIABILITY, Etc. A"s
CONTRACTOR’'S BONDS
ESTATE EXECUTORS
RENTAL AGENTS

Agents for- sall +Ocean Steamship Lines gl The Grand Trunk
Pacific Railway.

Reliable quotations furnished gratis on valuation of Medicine Hat,
Redcliff and Dunmore properties.

Original Sale Agents for the Townsite of Dunmore.
WRITE FOR MAPS AND PRICE LISTS

NIBLOCK & TULL, Lim_itgd
Box 1040 Medicine Hat, Albf;tidi
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Kenilworth

Redcliff (South)

KE ‘s
Red?]ilf%woRTH adjoins the original townsite ot
insca .tand during April was added to the town
. i it also adjoins the 80 acres of Industrial
Bt o giltlrchascg by the Town Council of Redcliff.
il tuhated in Sec. 4, 13, 6, which section em-
edic: qu Industrial Sites. It lies between
teicle ;‘lf at and Redcliff, south of the C. P. R.
sy h ¢ proposed C. N. R. route goes directl
i preg it. The proprietors of KENILWORT
}A Who :er}t are negotiating with 3 large industries
b uewmg to the liberal terms offered and its
x S atcp}:)sxtlon are about to locate on the River
B ont s ewan, which bounds KENILWORTH
i outhern border. A large furniture man-
Work ry has bought heavily for sites for its
ah people.  All the property is high, dry and
$200" ever Otlot ]guar;mteed. Price $250. and

a"d‘lge;onths. erms: % cash, balance 6, 12

A TOILET TREASURE

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

eneral Toilet use it is

delightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute !

References : Royal Bank of Canada.
PHONE 10s5.

g. KEITH BELL & SONS,

edicine Hat - “ Alta.
\

|
J . Washburne's Pat. *‘0.K.” Paper

Fasteners, used exclusively by those
who desire the bestin Office, Bank,

MediCine Hat : : . Made of Brass
W/ S and nickel-plated Steel, three sizes; p:::hp

Th : CSOMNEA o Bright Metal boxes of 50 & 100 ;
e ; T S
of mfrlt)_’ where Industrial Plants are 1 ) A - oo atered ok o e
. €importance than Real Estate. || s ‘{,“,?'ﬂ;%“é%"%?,.‘cﬁm}w%o"'
i “'. MFC. CO., ,N. Y.

€ Us or come and see us. As we are § | Gl S A

n 5
hey POsition to give advi havi b | e S edie —
e for > advice, having been
e e | WANTED—SALESMEN AND SALESWOMEN
it i 1,000.00 to
T Hundreds of %god positions now open paying from $1,
nce required to get one of them.
HEws, MURRAY & JORDAN %‘fm?v?ﬂ :e)::;r'you%oimefnigﬁpgl:de_ Trageling Salesman or Sales-
E i o an by mail in eight weeks and assist you to secure a good position
tablished 1908 wﬁm ou can earn wages while you are learning Practical Sales~
. exs';!“);, Write today for full particulars and testimonials from hun-
s Bly Lands. 381 MAIN ST. S'rfés of men and women we ha\xdx;ie:eeax;ﬂ egéncze;lsm good positions;
also li d positions open. e i
hstﬂoi'lglogﬂxl. SALESMEN’S TRAINING ASSOCIATION
806 Kent Building Toronto, Ontario

BE A VENTRILOQUIST 5%, %

FRTUNES 1N SUCCESSFUL SONGS

PAID THOUSANDS

- T3 yoy in Royalties i i
lllllbﬂ“hli;s?l:%é’ﬂelgﬂ Or musical compositions to me for acceptance. $500.00 a Week.. you can d? ltu I will tell you the
% Sheq e SF & 50 per cent. royulty contract. I composed and secret, best paymg professlon in the world. Ven-

Ozeng op  Wedding of the Winds” wal il i
¢ i g altzes. Million copies sold.
}‘3‘1 no'ﬁ'-yT”l;‘Ahhcamns are “FAMOUS HITS." Established 16
HAIL To SECURE MY FREE BOOKLET.
LL, 27 Columbus Circle, New York

loquists are always in de_mand, send stamp for
h;:g?culars to B. J. Murfin, Box 222, Guelph,

Ontario, Canada.

“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

“THE -BEST”

There is nothing _quite like either, for both_are

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL

A
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To Smith the winter had been a miserable one—cold, cheerless rooms—
uncomfortable both day and night—Wife and children ill with colds and La
Grippe—coal bills bigger than ever, and he was very discouraged.

One evening his wife remarked on the new gown that Mrs. George Jones
was wearing. He said, ‘I don't see how that Jones chap can afford it.’
His wife replied, ** Well, Mrs. Jones was telling me that they had put in s
new boiler a couple of years ago.—At the end of the first winter, Mr. Jones
in going over his coal bills found that notwithstanding the higher price of
coal, they had spent much léss in cash than in previous years and laughingly
gave Mrs. Jones the difterence, saying ‘ You can buy a dress with that'—
So every year since, she buys a dress with ‘Coal Money.""

He called on Jones the next day to see this
wonderful heater. It was called the PEASE
“ECONOMY’' BOILER. Jones explained the
many exclusivs money-s:\vin », heat - extracting
features that the PEASE “EC%NOMY" BOILER

possesses.,
Smith installed one, and now his wife has gowns equally as good
as Mrs Jones—The children are healthy—the house is always warm
and comfortable and happiness reigns supreme. Smith is convinced that a

PEASE “ECONOMY ' BOILER * Pays for itself by the coal il saves.
Write to-day for free booklet.

PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY

TORONTO =
Branches—Montreal, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Vancouver
Factories—Brampton, Ontario.

HE SAID—‘‘ Few of us realize how much salt we eat. The fact that we
put salt on all meats and vegetables—in bread, cake and pastry—
soups and sauces—butter and cheese—shows the importance of
using an absolutely pure salt.”

=_ .SHE SAID—¢ Well, we are using WINDSOR SALT and no one could

i s make me believe there was any better salt in the whole world than
«®s my old standby 64

WINDSOR
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ENSITIVE skin

needs the protec-

tion of Ingram’s
Milkweed Cream.

Tan, sunburn, redness
and chapping are relieved
by its use, and dry or
| Sagging tissues are toned

e o — | The Ideal Scrap Book

‘yny ram’s mf"m“ ' | | Loose Leaf, already gummed.
Milkweed [ | | Ideal Photo Album.

Cream &= 1 | Ideal Memory Book.

§ .

50 cents—$1.00 ; A Record of all Special Events.
Applied lightly, night and morning it softens, whitens and i | e 4

beautifies the skin, < . | ) Practical, Convenient, Complete,
hIt i3 absorbed quickly by the skin which is never sticky, b | Slmple- rac ) ¢ P

‘s’ iny or greasy after it use ; requires no rubbing, therefore Telescopic Tube Expans L
088 not enlarge or exaggerate the pores of the skin, © o ; P .

by <4 U8 Prove to you the value of Ingram's Toilet Specialties  KI All Sizes and Prices.
Y & personal test ; write us yours and your druggist's name

. address, and receive free, our box of samples. Or enclose

ten cents ang we will mail them direct. Address |
.. Frederick F. Ingram Co. °
D\e"mt, Mich. 9 Ouellette Ave, Windsor, Can.

DD NAY 28,4 0CT LiSOL

LIMITED

| Ingram's Vi Vboia Soliveraine Hoce 71—‘

| elveola Souveraine Face Powder |. o TORONT
| is bowdered perfection for the com lexion, Price 50c. at | < on St. i

1 ‘é"\lg store, or by mail, post paid. pA handsome Vanity ! 51 53 we“lngt ’

X FREE Wwith Ingram’s Velveola Sonveraine.

v,
. =

=]

IT°S PURE—

You like it when you taste it fmd
you enjoy it when you drink it---
when you ask for Beer, always
specify Cosgraves. It costs 1o
more than the ordinary kind.

At all hotels and dealers.

COSGRAVE'S
GOLDEN GATE BEER




You
have
never be-
fore had any
certainty of fit
and wear when
you bought hosiery.
You had to take your
chances.
You no longer need do
that. For now, at some
reliable store mear you, you
can choose the hosiery that
is-: GUARANTEED—Pen - Angle
Hosiery, ;

We can safely guarantee Pen-
Angle Hosiery for several rea-
sons. In our gigantic mills we
knit this hosiery on machines
for which we have the sole Can-
adian rights.

With these machines we fit the
hosiery to the exact form of the
leg, ankle and foot—without a
seam !

You need no argument to see that
seamless hosiery must be more
comfortable than the seamful, foot-
wearying kind. Don’t forget the
name or how the trademark looks.

FOR LADIES

FOR MEN

No. 1760 —‘Lady Fair"” Black
- Cashmere Hose. -Medium
weight. Made of fine, soft cash-
mere yarns, 2-ply leg, s-ply foot
heel, toe and high splice, giving
strength where needed. Box of
3 pairs, $1.50, 6 pairs $3 00.
No. 1020,—Same quality as 1760,
but heavier, Black only, Box
of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs $3.00.
No. 1150.— Very fine Cashmere
hose. Medium weight, 2-ply leg,
4-ply foot, heel and toe- Black,
light anddarl? tan, lca{.her. cham-
agne, myrtle, pear ray, ox-
glood. hel;‘/o, cardinal, gBox of 3
pairs, $1,50; 6 pairs $3.00,
No. 1720.—Fine quality Cotton
Hose. Medium weight, made
of z.ply Egyptian yarn with 3-
ply heels and toes. Black, light
and dark tan, champagne,
myrtle, pearl grey, slate, ox-

Read This Remarkable
Guarantee
Weguarantee the following lines
of Pen-Angle Hosiery to fit you
perfectly, not to shrink or stretch
and the dyes to be absolutely fast.
We guarantee them to wear
longer than any other cashmere
or cotton hosiery sold at the
same prices. If, after wearing
Pen-Angle Guaranteed Hosiery
any length of time, you should
ever find a pair that fails to ful-
fill this guarantee in any partic--
ular, return the same to us and
we will replace them with TWO

new pairs free of charge,

Ask at the store first,

ORDER THIS WAY

Nc 2404.—Medium weight
Cashmere, z-ply Botany yarn
with special ‘‘Everlast” heels an

toes. Black, light and dark tan,
leather, champagne, navy,
myrtle, pearl gray, slate, ox»
blood, helio, cadet blue an

bisque. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50;6

gairs, $3 00. 5
Vo. 500 —‘Black Knight” win-
ter weight black Cashmere half-
hose, s-ply body, spun from pure
Australian wool, g.ply silk splice
heels and toes. Box of 3 pairs
81 50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1090—Cashmere half-hose-
Same quality as 500, but lighter
weight, Black only. Box of 3
glairs. $1.00; 6 pairs $2.00,

0. 330.—"Everlast” Cotton
Socks. Medium weight. Made
from four-ply long staple comb-
ed Egyptian cotton yarn, wit
six-ply heel and toes. Black

blood, helio, sky, pink. bisque.
sBox of 4 pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs
1.

No. 1175.—Mercerised. Same
colors as 1720. Box of 3 pairs,
$1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

TION SIZE.

supply you, state number, size of shoe or 1
stocking and color of hosiery desired and  Put up in boxes;
enclose price, and we will fill your order a
postpaid. Remember we will fill no or- $1.00; 6 pairs,
der for less than one box and only one  $2.00.

size in a box, BE SURE TO MEN-

If they cannot
light and dark tan,

box of 3 pairs,

PENMANS LIMITED

Dept. 68, Paris, Canada.




OHO
e® %,
X0 Cubes

are the concentr, i

3 ated rich-

:isea;d goodness of prime beef. We
one all the concentrating. You

ot water, and s
™ » erve. A Cube
\::9? A cupful. Handy—quick
Fivin Petising — invigorating — health-
€ and a food and tonic in one. .
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is what Mr. Ewald of Illinois made
with our Diamond Post Card
A Gun. Takes 8 size Photo Post
i) Cards on Paper direct, also But-

ton Photos finishedin k minute,
without Plates or Films. No
canvassing. Experience unneces-
sary. 8c profit on every t'i!m..
Mrs, Robinson of West Vi%nh.m' e

Mr. e,;gﬂ’:rke of Connbuy-.’:;‘ll ulmreg §12
operai gt e i i
dreds of -imnu reports. Cl’r‘c‘nlam?e’nz Fr!‘el:.

atlonal Metal & Ferrotype Company,

frer

~__ept.
~—Aw, No, 2223, W. 12th St., Chicago, Iilinols.

| (NFORMATION 7.

How to get good Agri-
and in British

r $5, . st
S0 South Ryrp o5, e, Write, E. H. Living-

e ——

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion of ater=

proof Collars

ever made. Ask
to see, and buy
no other. All
stores or direct

for 25¢.

THE ARLINGTON GO,
Canada, Ltd.
58 FRAZER Avenug
TORONTO

y | = J.RANTONS. 123
’ “RESERVOIR = I
”‘_‘:YV!INN]PEG B W,

. R
Vi RESERVOIR PEN
ing *%azing; t'%l' with one filling, Always ready,
%t&nq Const, O Dlotting. Best for ruling, manifold-
RJ Paid, 14 fant use, Fine or medium points, Sent
°r 20¢, 3 doz, 40c, 6 doz, 75¢, Postal

Ote o 7
Ap, Hag -°0ey Order, Money back if wanted.

e STy,
Wi}?} Hargrave dt., Winnipeg.
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Rémoh Gems

> Lookand Wear
; < LikQ B o
Diamonds

A Marvelous
Synthetic Gem

Not Imitation

reatest triumph of the electric fur-
ill cut glass—stands filing, fire and

—the

nace. /
acid tests like a diamond—guaranteed to con-

tain no glass. Remoh Gems have no paste, foil
or backing—theirbrilliancy is guaranteed forever.
One-thirtieth the cost of a diamond, These re-
markable gems are set only in 14 Karat Solid
Gold Mountings.
Sent On Approval Anywhere In U. S,
—your money cheerfully refunded if not per-
fectly satisfactory. Write for our 4-color
De Luxe Jewel Book—yours for
the asking. Address
Remoh Jewelry Co.,
645 Washington Ave., St.Louis

Bunions are Doomed
All the agony and torture of bunions will soon be forgotten and
your feet will regain their perfect lines and shapliness if you use

DR. SCHOLL’'S BUNION-RIGHT

It straightens the crooked toe—removes
the cause of your bunion or enlarged joint
permaunently, Gives instant relief and final
cure of all bunion pains—and can be
washed and replaced as often as desired.
Dr Scholl’s Bunion-Right sold at Shoe or
Drug Stores, S0c each, $1.00
a  pair.
Money back if not satisfied s ;
FREE ADVICE b
Write today for Dr. Scholl’s great book on bun-
jons and name of dealer who sells his appliances
for all foot troubles.

THE B. SCHOLL MFG. CO.
214 King Street East, Toronto, Canada.

COLLECT'ON LECTED every

where. No collection, no charge. American. Vancouver
Mercantile Agency, 336 Hastings 8t. West, Vancouver, B. C

BAD DEBTS COL.

Whenever you feel a headache coming on take

NA-DRU-CO Headache Wafers
They stop headaches promptly and surely. Do not contain
opiu{n. nl:orphinc, phenacetin, acetanilid or other dangerous

drugs. 25c. a box at your Druggist's. 125
NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED.
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MARINE

GILSON k. ENGINE

Sizes 2, 4, 7, 10, 18, 25 and 40 H. P. Single and Multiple Cylinder
i

ain, satisfactory service,
e improvements

An Engine of Quality—for cert
with new and’exclusiV

It has the smooth, clean cut lines—the breedy appearance —the class and c{uulity of the
thoroughbred—Ginger, reserve power and staying qualities as well. Most easily started.
It has the broadest guarantee—Satilfaction. Write for catalogue. Agents wanted.

94 York Street, Guelph, Canada

cfs \MFG‘CO- Ld. - -

The v 2int Easier to Use
ME! Shlne' Better for the Shoes
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ves—onedon

ave
7in seven

Figure up your annual coal bill, divide it
by seven, and you have the amount the Hecla
Furnace will save you every year. (] The steel-
ribbed fire-pot doesit. Adding steel ribs to the fire-
pot increases its radiating surface three times more
than is possible by any other method. The steel-ribbed
fire-pot heats the air quicker. It sends the heat through
the registers instead of up the chimney. ¢ Examine the
Hecla. Compareit with other Furnaces. ¢ You will find
every feature that makes for convenience and ease of
operation. But the Hecla is the only one that has the
Steel.ribbed Fire-pot—the firepot which saves thou-

Section Of sands of users one ton of coal in seven.
fire-pot I I: I '
showing ribs H A
of steelplate

which save FURNACE

ttonin 7. No Gas or Dust

And this furnace cannot possibly
leak gas or dust. The joints, usual-
ly bolted or cemented, are fused
in the Hecla in a perfectly tight
joint. Timeand service cannot
loosen the Fused Joint. The
fusing welds the Hecla Rad-
iator into one piece.

Our Booklet ‘‘ Comfort &
Health'' should be in the
hands of every one who
has a heating problem
to solve. It will be
sent free of charge
if you write Dept. C.M.

oNT’

-

" CLARE BROS. & CO., LIMITED, - PRESTON,
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(jgt a fifteen-year roof

When you lay a new roof on your
residence, barn, chicken or hog
house, you want every assurance
it will last a reasonable length of time

You. get an artistic and durable roof—one that needs no
'®pairing, one that is weather-proof, that is practically fireproof,
and guaranteed for fifteen years, if you select

Certain-teed Roofing
in Rolls and

Quality Cert.ified—Durability Guaran-teed) Shi n gl es

Use Certain - teed Roofing on the sides as well as roof, and have a

Poultry "house that is free from dampness and frost—two of the
Ost common causes for failure in raising chickens. You do not
aVe to wade through a maze of complicated directions to lay

\Ce”afn - teed Roofing—hammer and nails only are necessary.

Get our new book, ‘Modern Building
Ideas and Plans.” A book of this kind
would ordinarily sell for $1—but as it
illustrates the use of our Certain - teed

——r—— S—
Roofing on all kinds of model city, factory
and farm buildings, we offer it to you at 25c.
and refund your money if not satisfied.

This book consists of 64 pages, giving
about 70 plans, illustrations and des- Gel this
f:riptions of farm, town and city build- valuable book
ings, Send for it today.

General Roofing Manufacturing Co.

Winnipeg, Canada
E. st. Louis, lll. * Marseilles, Ill. Minneapolis, Min. San Francisco, Cal.
London, England Hamburg, Germany

Yory, Pa
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Camp Nominigan——'Smoke Lake—Algonquin Park

Algonquin National Park
The Ideal Summer Resort for Camper, Fisherman, Canoeist

200 miles north of Toronto 175 miles west of Ottawa
Altitude 2,000 feet above sea level Good hotel accommodation

The New Camp-Hotel * Camp Nominigan

being inaugaurated this season, will prove attractive. This sort of camp is new
to the ** Highlands of Ontario.” It consists of log cabins constructed in group®
in the hearts of the wilds, comfortably furnished with modern conveniences’. ;
such as baths, hot and cold water, always available.

Handsomely illustrated folder free on application to J. D. McDonald, 917 :
Merchants Loan and Trust Bldg., Chicago, IlL; F. P. Dwyer, 290 Broad“f'ay’
New York, N.Y.; J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal; C. E. Hornifs'
Union Station, Toronto, Ont.; E. H. Boynton, 256 Washington St., Boston' ;
Mass.: A, B. Chown, 507 Park Bldg., Pittsburg, Pa.; or H. M. Morga® 28
Main St., Buffalo, N.Y.

W. E. DAVIS : G. T. BELL 1
, Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal Asst. Passenger Traffic Manager, Montred

H. G. ELLIOTT
General Passenger Agent, Montreal

/
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STREET IN pryuags

CANADIAN

THE OLD DUTCH HOUSE,

BRISTOL

.

) ggot w24
‘,xll"

l;,u:nik
. {
B

NORTHERN

'ATLANTIC ROYALS

ST. LAWRENCE ROUTE
MONTREAL TO BRISTOL

| I ERE is an opportunity to see some of the most famous places of the Old World at a
modest outlay. A health-bringing trip and a liberal education combined.

You

take the *Royal Edward”" at Montreal on July the fifteenth for Bristol, Special

alrange
Ngements have been made for the balance of the tour whic

h includes a visit to London,

aris, yoors
Amsterdam, Brussels, Ostend, Antwerp, the Isle of Marken, and the historic city of

Ghent,

Speci :
. Opecial—Rovers
of Ghe:l: especially good year to visit the ancient city
X nive. On the date the party will reach that city,
ful swi rsal and ‘lﬂtematioml Exposition will be in
e :gf. Ah will be a great Exposition with its
from 41 tt and Industry housing unique exhibits
ibition a‘:?;ﬁh'“ world.  The slogan of this Ex-
% ousand and O 2
tossing Half the Gloﬁe g:nsce" ne Attractions Worth

By all
m
l-..-,t i:‘"‘: ask or send for the illustrated book-
gives the ontains the complete itinerary and
Ee atty and °i$!f in detail. In it is described in
P ntormal style the various places to

with pictured account of their most

Travel Club Tour

Familiar as you are with Paris and London, the
program which has been arranged will include many
points of interest you probably have not seen before.
This will also hold true of Amsterdam, Brussels
and the other cities on the list. A day and a
night in Bristol may be profitably spent by the
traveler because some of the most intensely
interesting and historic scenes in all England,

may be visited there or nearby. 4

interesting features.  Simply Pliaie
write your name and address send me
on the coupon, and you will your Rovers

receive booklet by return ’Il;r::ﬁlet_CIUb
mail.

to the
ne; :
ny : % Kﬁ-;s%t?;e?mﬁhlp Agent or to any ot these General Agencies of the
254 e ast, Toronto, Ont.; 226-30 St. James Street, Montreal,

ni i R
on Station, Winnipeg, Man. ; 123 Hollis Street., Halifax, N.S.

Address.....coviieininansee

CaN
ADIAN NORTHERN STEAMSHIPS, LIMITED e
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Planning Your

VACATION

BEAR IN MIND THE MANY DELIGHTFUL RESORTS
SO CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY THE

Canadian Pacific Railway

Point au Baril, French and Pickerel Rivers, Muskoka Lakes, Rideau Lakes,
Kawartha Lakes, etc.

Full Particulars from C. P. R. Agents, or write

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent - - TORONTO
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CANADA'S SUMMER PLAY-GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING YACHTING | FISHING

T THE ANCIENT
e L CAPITAL
{

"g‘“‘“f»‘: : oA W b
R L5 0 S it o i Bt e B B S L 0 LS

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

INTE CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS
RCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY
GENER Write :

AL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT - MONCTON, N.B.
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds
can be carried. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguard
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced- by 1
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are |
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and ‘
Hotels at every point ashore, are readily accepted on Steamships
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA \

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666.66 .. Reserve Fund $2,920,000
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .- Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

—

DRESDEN - HOTEL BELLEVUE|

UNIQUE POSITION, WORLD
RENOWNED, VERY SELECT
All modern and Sanitary Comfort
APARTMENTS and SINGCLE BEDROOMS
with private baths and toilet attached

The favorite home of English and American Society

: Tariff booklet can be obtained from R. RONNEFELD, ’
AUTO GARAGE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, TRAVEL DEPT., TORONTO Cen. Manag® 1
‘,—/
W
DO NOT FAIL TO VISIT

ANTWERP 30 minutes from BRUSSELS

And make your Headquarters the

NEW HOTEL ST. ANTOINE

- - Entirely Renovated in 1910; - -
Fifty more Private Bathrooms added

Beautifully Illustrated GUIDE to ANTWERP

Mailed Free on application to

Canadian Magazine Travel Dept. B . TORONTO., Ont-
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The Allan Line Steamship Co., Ltd.
ROYAL MAIL

LIVERPOOL — GLASGOW — HAVRE — LONDON

Week End Sailings by the St. Lawrence Route
SUMMER SERVICES 1913

; MONTREAL—QUEBEC to LIVERPOOL
éé)CTORIAN 5 June 2.30 a,m,Q VIRGINIAN 19 June 2.30a.m.
RSICAN {4 s o { TUNISIAN 27 ¢ 2.00a.m.

3 MONTREAL—QUEBEC to GLASGOW
,.é’CRAMPIAN 7 June 4.00 a m. o HESPERIAN 21 June 400 a.m.
ANDINAVIAN 14~ « “ | +PRETORIAN 28 "« 4
*One Class (II Cabin) Service.
DON

*MONTREAL—QUEBEC to HAVRE and LON

IoNIAN 8 June Dayli TIAN 22 June Daylight
POMERANIAN 13 '+ g g((:)(}){INTHIAN 29 e g
*One Class (II Cabin) Service.
Firct_q - sl Fit IRATES OF PASSAGE
a.ss—\éltchtongn, Virginian  $90. up. | GLASGOW—One Class [II cabin] $47.50 up.
er 5
Second-CIass——Victortizarll[,n\e/gfginian $5$2820 ::g MONTREAL to HAVRE - $55.00 up.
5 LONDON $45 00 up.

Other Steamer -  $50.00 up.

For further information, reservations, etc., apply

90 s H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
AL tate St., Boston, Mass. 2 St. Peter St., Montreal, Canada
LAN & COMPANY, 127 North Dearborn Street, Chicago, IlL.
THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,

3207;!Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent
omer Street, Vancouver, B. C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.
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Grand Ball and Concert Room at
the Ritz-Carlton Hotel, Montreal

at Sherbrooke and Drummond Streets

This beautiful room is a feature of this Ritz-Carlton Hotel, and
is much admired by all who see it.

Not only has it been the scene this winter of many fashionable
social events, but on Saturday afternoons it is thrown open to
those who come to enjoy the music and take five o’clock tea.

The Ritz-Carlton Hotel in Montreal claims to be the most
modernly equipped and most comfortable hotel in Canada, and
its location, at once central and fashionable, is making it the
choice of those to whom appeal refined surroundings, perfect
though unobtrusive attention, and excellent cuisine.

The rates are from $4.00 per day for Room with bath—and
every room is a model of comfort and has outside view.

For terms and reservations address the Manager, Ritz-Carlton
Hotel, Montreal.

;—_—*}
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Tell your Friends before you sail

TO WRITE YOU AT THE ﬁ

WALDORF

HOTEL

LONDON
ad STAY THERE

Booklets free from
Canadian Magazine, Toronto

FurnessRailway

The Gateway to the
English Lake District.

20 Rail, Coach and Steam
Yacht Tours through
Lake-Land in operation
every week-day, June to
September.

Touﬁ. ’
li'hitedu Weekly Tickets available for an un-
;‘::ble Bumber of journeys for seven days, to

tholders to explore the beauties of the

UN[Q :
UA|
or ful;:.ED Tl_MVELLING FACILITIES ALL THE YEAR ROUND
dent o E:ﬂlm:\lars apply to Mr. A. A, Haynes, Superin-
OﬁiCes of e Line, Barrow-in-Furness, or at any of the
ALF essers Thomas Cook & Son? X
RE|
: D AsLETT, Secretary and General Manager,
. Darrow-in-Furness, March, 1913.

PARIS

(FRANCE)

Hotel Continental

5 rue de Castiglione
and on Rivoli Street
facing the Tuileries
Gardens. Modern
Comfort. Elevators.
Baths—Hot and Cold
W ater in every room.

R SR
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RICHELIEU AND ONTARIO |
NAVIGATION CO. A~

Plan your VACATION TRIP now

SUGGESTIONS Where To Go:

1000 Islands, Rapids, Montreal,
Historical Quebec or Wonderful Saguenay River.

Short trips to Olcott, Niagara Falls, Buffalo.

Delightful Summer Hotels

Manoir Richelieu -  Murray Bay, P. Q.
i'Hotel Tadousac - Tadousac, P. Q.

open early in June.

For Rates, Folders, Etc., apply to
JOHN PIERCE, A. G. P. A,, HUGH D. PATERSON, G. A. P. D=
Montreal. Toronto.

H. FOSTER CHAFFEE, Passenger Traffic Manager,
Montreal, P. Q.
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FAMOUS AT HOME AND ABROAD

Holland FHouse
Fifth Avenue and 30* Street

8 e o
avorably known for the Excellence of its

uis
e and the Character of its Patronage.

Enlarged Rooms. 200 New Baths.
Every Modern Appointment

\J. OTTO STACK

heis Prevented—Stopped

ado tedSI[{‘L‘S after thorough tests, is now officially
“Satlyor?‘ Y il:actxcally all tEc Great Lakes and New
Fou tantic ip Companies running south and many
Years
> and

and s
Osts ofg

ago Mr. M
edy on the
ecelved

Others‘xll gave a personal demonstra-
English Channel, Irish Sea and the
ch peopl unqualified endorsement from leadin
octie as Bishop Taylor Smith, Lord Northeliff,
Nages of'i tankefs and professional men. Letters
With muchn e'l'“at“’n_al renown—people we all know
et, whi ‘}']a u;;lble information are contained in an
& ch will be sent free upon receipt of your

a
opiuothersiu-s 0
m IS guaranteed i i i
°“al.oranyc [ee not to contain cocaine, morphine,
ﬁmst k," hours, §, :oab‘(t)arproducts. s0cent box is sufficient for
dir, esalereeps'MOthérs'[]' X for a Transatlantic voyage, Your
Micet to gy, f you havl s or will obtain it for you from his
Yoch. Api¢ Mothersi]) 'i‘zany trouble getting the genuing send
ok, p, 0 at 19 §t, B e_anedy Co., 402 Scherer Bldg., Detroit,
Tis, Milan. i'ial:bﬁrzt” London, Eng., Montreal New

)

l

EUROPE

Attractive Tours by All Routes, including Tours
de Luxe and Vacation Tours, escorted or inde-
pendent as preferred. Widest choice; inclusive
fares; best tour-leaders; small groups. Uniform-
ed interpreters at stations and ports, and other
exclusive facilities for independent travellers.

Special Midnight Sun and Russia Tours.
Summer Tour to the Orient.

ROUND THE WORLD

Tours de Luxe leave Westbound, September 11, October 4,
Eastbound October 18, November 1, 29, Jan. 8, Southbmmci
(Australia, New Zealand, etc.) Oct. 28.

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

for individuals. families, and private parties arranged for
travel in Europe. America, and Round the World.

Send for Program desired

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.
MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West
NEW YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, BSAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.
Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Over the World

INDEPENDENT g

AROUND
THE

WORLD
TRIPS
$618
uP

|
OST educational trip of the age.
Start any time, any place, either.
-'directions The price il’tha.
same. Europe, Mediterranean,Egypt,
India, Ceylon, China, “Japan,’Java,

Philippines, Hawaii, etc.
) CHECKS GOOD,

ALL OVER THE WORLD
Write for ““Around the World"” Booklet M
OELRICHS & CO.,Gen, Agts..5 Broadway,New York '

H. CLAUSSENIUS & CO., Chieags  ALLOWAY & CHAMPION, Winaipeg.
CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK, St. Losis ROBERT CAPELLE, San Francisce

Lea;nito Play the Piano or Organ

Instantaneously with our new Chart. No teacher needed, you
can learn in a few hours, full instructions with every Chart.

Price complete $1.00 post paid.
Song Poems and Melodies Wanted
ke money for you, write to-day.

Send us your work we can mal

Murfin Music Co., Box 222, Guelph, Ont., Canada.
WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE

TRY MURINE o2y
EYE REMEDY

Try it for Red, Weak,
Watery Eyes and
Granulated Eyelids.
Tlustrated Book in each Package. Murineiscompounded
by our Oculists—not a «Patent Medicine”—but used in
snccessful Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedicated
to the public and sold by Druggists at 25¢-50c per bottle. Murine
Eye Salve in aseptic tubes, 25¢-60c. Marine Eye Remedy Co. ; Chicas~
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“JULIAN SALE”

For Fine Leather Goods

LADIES DRESSING BAGS

MAKE HANDSOME AND USEFUL WEDDING PRESENTS

These Dressing Bags are made from the finest of black hard grain Eng-
lish Morocco Leather—lined with very finequalityof green silk—fitted with
very fine toilet fittings in Ebony and Parisian Ivory—with cut glass toile
bottles. These Bags contain Hair Brush, Bonnet Brush, Cloth Brush, Mir-
ror, Soap Box, Talcum Box, Perfume Bottle, Powder Box, Hair Pin Case;,
Nail Buffer, Hook, File, Comb, Scissors and Address Book. 16 in. size:

With Ebony Fittings $45 i Pﬁiﬂitsiila; o $50

If you cannot buy “JULIAN SALE’ Leather Goods from your dealer write fof

Catalogue No. 30. /

The Julian Sale Leather Goods CGompany, Ltd-
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.
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Read whavtuw
this Mother

says:

¢ 1 am the mother of eleven children,
and have brought-them all up on
Robinson's ‘‘Patent” Barley, since they
were a fortnight old; they were all
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
just seven weeks old; and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very
delicate baby which was gradually
wasting away, and she tried several
kinds of food, and when I saw her I
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barley,
and it is almost wonderful how the
child has improved since taking it.
I have recommended it to several
e, as I think it is a splendid food

’ peopl
for babies, and I advise every mother
that has to bring up her baby by hand

to use Robinson's ‘Patent’ Barley, as

PATENT BARLEY @&

i Mrs. A. C. Goodall,
gets the credit for the health, 12 Mount Ash Road,
of this family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hill, S.E.,

ﬂ & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL London, England

What is Killing Your Lawn?

Crab Grass secure such a hold on

Dandelion, Buck Plantain and
many lawns that the grass is completely smothered out. ; ;

The Clipper Lawn Mower is the only mower that will cut and drive
these weeds from your lawn and it will do it 1 one‘ sea'son.. .

Old style mowers catch the top of the grass, jerking it, breaking the
Brass ungif : feeders at the roots and killing it. The Clipper Mower does not touch the
thic il it cutsit. In this way the feeders of the roots are not broken and the grass becomes

» Producing a beautiful lawn, WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.

Clipper Lawn Mower Company
| R Dixon - - % a - [llinois

A Razor is only as Good as its Steel

or perfection and
d steel to keep

h
the eg you buy a razor with a Barrel Trade Mark you get raz
You arrel Mark is its guarantee—made of the finest tempere
T temper,

S
;; Where quality is demanded.
EEFF-BREDT & Co.,
TORONTO

Canadian Agents
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/
«That's what the Chief is looking for."

RIGHT, snappy-looking letters and clean-cut carbo®
copies. It's some satisfaction to sign letters that are tyPS
through a Peerless Ribbon. The clear type standing out with-

out blurred letters or smudges has an inviting appearance. It is €2y
to read. It seems to bespeak a message from a live firm.

. . . . ‘
The copies are important, too. A dirty, faint copy wastes your time to ll'e": “kl.

often obscures the very_thing you want to know. Peerless Carbon copies 10©

»,  PEEREESS

CARBON TYPEWRITER
PAPERS RIBBONS
If vour letters are not as neat asyou would like

i fo reat’
'f your copies are not as clear and eas| i ibbons

you are not using Peerless Carbons an
Just give them a trial.

There are dealers everywhere. If vou cann!
locate one, we will be glad to send samples.

PEERLESS CARBON AND RIBBON
CO., LIMITED Tasd

176-178 Richmond Street West -

e
[DEAL ™=

Any height from 2 to 8 feet. They are decidedly
ornamental but are strong, keep their shape and do
duty for years. Gates are from 3 to 14 feet 1P
length, single or double. The self-acting latch 1

like the gate itself. Satisfactory in every waY:
WRITE FOR BOOKLET 144. RV“_LE'

THE McGREGOR-BANWELL FENCE CO., LTD. W‘&E‘fmy

———

nt?

Wm. English “ CANOES”

Are known the world over for their Strength, Beauty and Durability. hfl)eil for
absolutely unsurpassed in quality and are reasonable in price. We have 2 mo

every requirement. Write for Catalogue.

p, 0o

Wm. English Canoe Co, 184-186 Charlotte Street, Peterboroug
Established 1861l.
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No Corns Next
Week

Would you like to think In 48 hours take the Flaster off. Then lift
that your oldest corns would out the corn. There will be no pain or sore-

be ended forever next week? D€SS:
They can be ended in a The B & B wax gently loosens the corn so
it comes out root and all.

simple i11i
corr?s m::’:t}gl ::e ?nldlééo.n And that corn won’t come back. Another
e a y in  ¢orn may come if you still pinch your feet, but
Y. . 5 the corn that comes out is ended.
Apply a little Blue-jay Millions believe this because they have

plaster. That ends the pain, done it. Millions of others still putter with
and from that time on you corns. Please, for your own sake, make a
simply forget the corn. test of this scientist’s invention.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. It loosens the corn.

B stops the pain and keeps the wax from spreading.
C wraps around the toe. Itis narrowed to be comfortable.

D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15¢ and 25c per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters.

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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SANOL’S ANTI-DIABETES

A remedy which has no equal for

DIABETES

No Diabetic should fail to give this perfectly
harmless and efficacious remedy a trial.
never fails to effect wonderful results. It has
the unrestricted approval of prominent physt-
cians. Price $2.00 per bottle.

SANOL
is a Reliable Cure for Gall Stones, Kidney
Trouble, Kidney Stones, Bladder Stones, ‘AL

Gravel, Lumbago and all diseases arising

@ from Uric Acid. Price $1.50.
SANOL’S BLOOD SALT
(Sal Sanguinis)

This salt is an excellent and absolutely harm=
less remedy for any disturbances of digestion
: such as Dyspepsia, Gastric Catarrh, Souf
ASK FOR Stomach, Heartburn, Loss of Appetite, CO{;
stlpa.txon, etc., and as an aid to digestion !
66 \y/ D 1) wasting and nervous diseases.

LOG \X/ OO The preparations of the originator have been

awarded First Prize Medal at the Hygiene

3 fOf 50 Didactical Exposition by the University @
Lemberg. Price 50¢. per bottle.
A Comfortable Collar and Correct LITERATURE ON REQUEST.
Styke The Sanol Mfg. Company of Canada, Ltd.

975 Main Street, Winnipeg, Man.

Hair Goods by Mail

Where to Buy Hair
Goods

GLENN-CHARLES have the largest
Stock in strictly Best Quality Hair
Goods at very reasonable prices.

If you are intending to purchase a beautiful Natural Wavy
e

Switch, Psyche Coil, Front, Transformation, or 2 Men
Toupee or Wig, write us for price quotations.

Send small Sample of Hair and by Return Mail we will for¥
the Goods required. If not suitable return at our expense:

NN - CHARLES, 89 KING STREET, WEST

(Formerly Jules & Charles) TORONTQ, CANADA-

ard
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S‘elecﬁon. %

& S‘cienge m
Roastin

Llave helped

SEAL

BRAND
COFFEE

fo stand the
long test

ﬂeférforz.{e

ZLor Wﬂlﬁ‘

CHASE &—2
SANBORN
MONTREAL ~
i R S RIS

{ Cream

A\
4;;
)

N

/|
A A skin like the softness of velvet' :&
A clear and pearly white, is the perfection #
;‘\ of beauty. The regular use of %
i

! GOURAUD'S |
Oriental

—

W will render a complexion that will be the envy
y of every one.

The surest guarantee of its perfection is the
{y fact of it having been in actual use for nearly
\/ three quarters of a century.

¢ It cannot be surpassed for the relief of tan,
y pimples, freckles and other blemishes of the
WV complexion.

W 50c. and $1.50 per Bottle

# At Druggists and Department Stores, or
) direct on receipt of price.

Gouraud’s Oriental Beauty Leaves

p They are a dainty little booklet of perfumed
W powder leaves, always ready for an emer-
& gency. 10c. by mail will bring them.

v FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Props., §
§,’ NEW YORK. N
W

ceceeseeeses




Martini—Regular
Martini— Dry (medium)

Martini—Brut (very dry)
Manhattan——Regular
Manhattan — Dry

All Dealers
G. F. Heublein & Bro.

Sole Prop’s.

HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON

“3 Grizzlies in under 1 Minute”

3 Black Bear g Cariboo
4 Grizzlies 2 Moose

*

the .280 Ross. Last season in Cassiar, B. 1 went a 500
head and bagged ‘the lot, at ranges varying from 60 to it
yards, in 27 shots. My bag consisted of 3 Black vBeat]Z)n |
Grizzlies, 2 Goat, 2 Cariboo, 2 Moose. In my estimat™,

L4
there is no rifle to compare with the ‘“Ross -290'1
3 e

The balance is perfect, the action fast and squth .Whlof
1(:lhe flatness of trajectory quite does away with the judging
istances.

1 shot a ant at over 500 yards with pxﬂ§§!¥
same sight that I take at 100 yards,” The 3 grizzlies. 4
killed in under one minute, Cluny C. Luke, Alberni,
(Extract letler to Ross Rifle Co.)

d
$55 oo The “Ross” .280 High Velocity is now ."‘;ltag(l,;_
. at $55.00 and the Ross .280 Amunition, Wl% Y
per tube expanding bullet, patented, specially adapte
at $7.50 per 100.

£
Get one NOW for your next trip. If your dealer cani®
| show one write for illustrated catalogue.

| ROSS RIFLE CO. - QUEBEC, canada
R |

z Goat Feb. 10, 1913—Writing to tell you how&)leased 1 311&:;'“1}; ‘/1
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FEARMAN'’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but ° Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

GELATINE

Quality Quantity Sure Results

From one package you can make
a delicious dessert, also a tempting
salad like the above.

Use either package—Plain or
Acidulated. The latter containsan
envelope of concentrated lemon
Juice,saving the expense of lemons
for flavoring. Each package con-
tains tablet for coloring.

Try this delicious
KNOX LUNCHEON SALA D=y

Soak 1 envelope Knox Gelatine in 1 cup cold water
5 minutes. Dissolve in 112 cups boiling water. Add
juice of 3 lemons if you use the Plain package (or use
part of the Concentrated Lemon Juice in the Acidulated
package soaked in cup water) and 13 cup sugar,
When jelly is beginning to set put in 1 cup celery cut
fine, cup nut meats, small pieces of apples, oranges,
bananas or other fruits, pimentos or green peppers, cut
up, if desired. Put in large or individual molds and
serve on lettuce or endive leaves with a mayonnaise
dressing and garnish with marshmallows or nut meats,

Knox Recipe Book FREE

A book of recipes for Desserts, Jellies,
Puddings, Ice Creams, Sherbets, Salads,
Candies, etc., sent free for grocer's name.

Pint sample for 2-cent stamp and grocer’s name.

CHARLES B. KNOX COMPANY

499 Knox Avenue
Johnstown, N. Y.

Branch Factory :
Montreal, Canada

Either package makes
2 full quarts of Jelly.
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REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTHMOTHER AND CHILD

A Record fof”Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and erying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrheea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colie, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. ‘‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’’ for chil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world. Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.’’

YOUR MONDAY SMILE

will be a broad one when youTthrow out that old \

wash board and install the Connor Ball Bearing

Washer. Blue Monday drudgery will be banished, |
for the Connor Ball Bearing almost jruns itself. |

Makes play of washing
clothes. No sloppy
floors, either. The lid
fits down tight when
closed. And when open-
ed the water drains back
into the tub. And unlike
ordinary washers there's
no centre post in the tub
of the Connor. Nor any
other obstruction around
which clothes might
wind and become torn.
You'll be delighted with
the speed in which the

. Wash
Connor g3, Washer
does the work, with the beautiful appearance of
the clothes, and with the gentle, kindly manner in
which it treats your delicate laces, .insertions, etc.
Soon pays for itself in the time, labor and wear-on-
clothes that it saves. Write for descriptive booklet.

J. H. CONNOR & SON, Limited

OTTAWA, CANADA

When In Doubt
Always ask for UPTON'S

which represents the best
in

JAMS and JELLIES

made from the purest of
fruits under the most hy-
gienic conditions— the nat-
ural flavor of fresh fruits.

Try an order of UPTON'S
on your next grocery list.

The T. Upton Company, Ltd.

Hamilton, Ontario.

R A 3 U
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Keep Cool

You can have a
comfortable |
kitchen the hot- |
test summer
day if you use a

New Perfection
Qil Cook-stove

NO COAL. NO ASHES. NO DIRT.

Furnished with 1, 2 and 3 burners, with
shelf and racks for keeping food hot, and in-
dicator on oil tank. For best results use
Royalite oil. Stock carried at all chief points.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY
Limited

Toronto Montreal Halifax

Winnipeg Vancouver St. John
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EVERY LOVER

of beautiful Silver Plate will appreciate the new styles
and designs of our creations for 1913.

The Purity, the Style, the Goodness

of the Siver Plate which bears the brand of this
factory entitles it to the name of

“Standard” Silver Plate

as distinctive and leading among all makers of

High-class Goods.

PURITY marks the character of the de-
sigmdoes of the material which enters
into the manufacturing of the goods.

DURABILITY is combined with purity al-
ways_g-i.Wshopper the assurance of a
Silver Plate which will wear and wear and wear.

S e

Wisdom says : “‘Let the reputation of the manufacturer be your guaran-
tee. Ask for ‘Standard’ Silver Plate.”’

SOLD BY RELIABLE DEALERS EVERYWHERE.

HA

Manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited

Toronto

o2 o %‘f’, A

ACSYY K SAy
W
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HE !particles of pure vegetable oil which are rubbed
. into the open pores of the skin with the creamy
fragrant lather of Baby’'s Own Soap renew the life of
the skin, help nature along. It assures a soft, white,
healthy skin, and its use delights both young and old.

Baby’s own Soap is for sale almost everywhere, !

Albert Soaps, Limited, Manufacturers, Montrcél
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BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS
SAUCE

GIVES PIQUANCY AND FLAVOR
TO MEAT, FISH, CURRIES, POULTRY,
SALAD AND CHEESE

THE ORIGINAL
AND GENUINE
WORCESTERSHIRE

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., MONTREAL, CANADIAN AGENTS.
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The Russell-Knight “28”

Is A Proved Success

An engineering corps which has never been equalled in the whole automobile
world has passed and approved this car. The foremost engineers of France,
England and Germany, under the headship of Mr. Knight, and associated with
our own engineering staff, manned by men of wide experience, have combined to
produce a motor efficient to a degree equalled by none and approached by few.

The Knight engine's reputation for economy and power is upheld in this latest model. The
efficient, long-stroke motor (5% inch stroke ) guarantees maximum power from the fuel zonsumed.

Canadian road conditions have been anticipated and successfully met in design, power and wheel
base. The lines are pleasing, the body and chassis are in perfect harmony.

Other conveniences of note combine to
make Model ‘‘28” a car of real comfort.
The tonneau windshield, the power tire
pump, the perfect oiling system for the en-

The Russell Model ¢“28” combines an elec-
tric starting and lighting system of the fly-
wheel type, with left hand drive and centre
control. This gives complete mastery of the

car from the driver's seat, a feature that will
commend itself at once to the experienced
motorist.

gine, demountable rims, the tonneau heating
system, all mean comfort either on city
streets or country roads.

The efficiency of a Russell-Knight ‘‘28” far exceeds any requirement that may be placed upon
it: All fair trials will convince you of its superiority, The car may be seen at any branch of

the company.

Place your order at once to ensure early delivery.
A catalogue will be mailed upon request.

RUSSELL MOTOR CAR CO. LIMITED
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORY, WEST TORONTO
Branches at: Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver and Melbourne,!Aust_

Russell-Knight ‘28" Touring Model.............

Russell-Knight ‘28" Roadster Model

Russell-Knight Model ‘28" Seven Passenger.... $3,500
F. O. B, West Toronto
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When Your Wife
Goes Shopping

" MOTOR CAR should partake of the nature of
an investment. It should pay dividends in

pleasure and usefulness every minute of the
day. When you are busy at the office, your wife may use it
while shopping or calling, if it is a reliable car—one that is never
out of commission. Such a car is the ‘‘McLaughlin.” The
owner of a McLaughlin car need never forego the benefits of such ownership
even for a single day. While it is true that you may never need to make use
of the McLaughlin Service which is maintained for the purpose of giving
quick, adequate and economical aid to McLaughlin owners, through its de-
pots located in all parts of the country, it is a very tangible asset as well as
an assurance of protection and security.

Write jfor literature

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., LIMITED, OSHAWA
Toronto Garage and Salesroom —Corner Church and Richmond Streets
Other Branch Houses— St. John, N.B., Hamilton, London, Belleville,
Winnipeg, Regina, Saskatoon, Calgary, Vancouver,
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Thercal}?fdia:p Sectional Garage

It's the Garage worth while and the one you should
buy, The price is casy too. $125.00 will buy one large
€nough for a small touring car. The bigger sizes cost a
little more and are worth it. Metal walls and roof, fine
Panelled doors. casement windows, brass finished hard-
Ware, handy fitments, everything complete. We shall be
glad to send you photograph and specification sheet C2.

GENERAL SECTIONAL CONSTRUCTION CO.
WINDSOR, ONT.

HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the script name of
Stewart Hartshorn on label.
Get “Improved,” no tacks required.

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers

Like hungry wolves

FiSh Bit‘? ag gmfgf the %::
2 e Magic-Fish-Lure.

ﬂshllgayrtn:aggr diseovered. Keeps you busy

! Bulllng then% %ut.d Werliti;e to-deans; !aev% ngt%‘é! a

¥ 1p introduoce it. .

J‘.’xll‘t.oGhr%gory. Dept. 81, 8t.Louis, Mo

FOR FLAVORING CAKES
Pies, Puddings, Sauces and
Ice Creams try Shirriff’s True
Vanilla. The real extract of
Mexican Vanilla Beans. Sur-
passes all others in flavor, 26
bouquetand strength.,

|
|
|

The new Baker coupe is the
reigning success in Electrics —
combining all popular features
of beauty and luxury with me-
chanical excellence which has
kept the Baker in the lead for
fourteen years,

More room ; longer wheel base ;
easier riding ; dignified, low hung
lines ; genuine limousine body, lux-
urously upholstered and introducing
the hit of the year—Revolving Front
Seats, permitting occupants either

to face forward or turn about as
they wish.

The Baker holds the record for

economy of up-keep and for mileage
secured from one battery charge—

the strongest proof that it is Built
Right.

A handsome catalogue will be mailed
upon request to

Baker Motor Vehicle Co.
of Canada Limited
WALKERVILLE -

Toronto Office :

ONTARIO
477 YONGE STREET
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The
Vest
Pocket

KODAK

Literally small enough to go into the vest pocket
(or a lady’s handbag)—big enough to bring home all
outdoors—a miniature in size, but lacking nothing of
Kodak efficiency or simplicity.

Has Kodak Ball Bearing shutter with iris diaphragm stops
meniscus achromatic lens, Autotime scale and brilliant reversible
finder. Loads in daylight with Kodak film cartridges for eight
exposures. A fixed focus makes it always ready for quick work.
Lustrous black metal finish.

Pictures, 154 x 24 inches. Price, $7.00

Calalogue at vour dealers' on request. Free.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED - TORONTO
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“F her. -
s ehaer:
and Me”

JNEANTS:
DELIGHT

TOILET SOAP

1L TERED oils of

Cocoanut and Olive

---these form the
basis of Infants-Delight
Toilet Soap.

Can you imagine any-
thing purer, more delight-
fully cleansing, or better
for a delicate skin?

Even the perfume is
antiseptic and healing.

Ask your dealer for a
cake --- It’'s 10c. every-
Where.

John Taylor & Co., Ltd., Toronto

Oldest and Largest Perfumers
and Toilet Soap Makers in Canada.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“Silver for the
Country Home

Itis now the sensible practice of many

| city residents to store their sterling in
| safety vaults during their absence from

town and use

1847
ROGERS BROS.

** Silver Plate that Wears *’®

in their country homes. For quality,

le, finish and wear there is no silver
plate equal to this well-known brand.

Our new pattern, Old Colony, illus-
trated here, isideal for Colonial and Old coony |
English dining rooms, and will appeal [f#l esvrens |
to all lovers of simplicity in silverware. [§ ‘

You can make no mistake in buying
1847 ROGERS BROS. silverware. Our
process of finishing closes the pores of
the silver so that it is worked intoa 4
firm, hard surface that will stand s
years of the severestkind of wear.

Guaranteed by the largest
makers in the world, For sale
by leading dealers. Visit the
store of your local dealer and
see for yourself the beauty
of this famous silverware,
Write for illustrated cata-
logue . “T-14," showing
many of the newest pattcms.

Meriden Britannia Company \}
HAMILTON, CAN.
Meriden, Conn. New York
Chicago San Francisco
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PILSENER LAGER
“The Beer That is Always O.K.”

me anothet
case O

The best health-drink for the whole family. Aids digestion and
nourishes the body as it quenches thirst. Relieves fatigue, and invigor-
ates tired nerves and muscles, as it delights the palate.

O'Keefe's ‘‘ Pilsener '’ Lager is the mildest of stimulating liquid
food—the purest and most delicious of beers.

ORDER A CASE FROM YOUR DEALER.

«The Light Beer in the Light Bottle”

The housekeeper who would make wash-day easter,
can do so by using

i EDDY'S WARES

Eddy’s Indurated Tubs allow the water to re-
tain heat longer and never rust. Being made
in one seamless piece cannot splinter, and so
the danger of snagged fingers and torn clothes
is eliminated. Used in conjunction with

EDDY'S WASHBOARDS

wash-day loses half its terrors. = = =

Wi
£
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in your daily
washing

can work
complexion
wonders

Your skin, like the rest of your body, is continually being rebuilt. Every day, in washing
you rub off dead skin, and new skin forms in its place. This is your opportunity. Follow
the directions for using Woodbury’s Facial Soap given below and make your washing a contin-
ual aid to nature’s persistent efforts to make this skin what you want it to be.

Five ways of Washing

1st. For very tender skins. Wash with
Woodbury’s Facial Soap in the usual way, rinsing
the lather off after a very short time.

2nd. For oily skins, Rub Woodbury’s lath-
er into your skin, leave it on for several minutes
and then wipe it off with a dry towel.

3rd. For very sluggish skins. Rub a thick
lather of Woodbury’s into the skin and leave it on
all night.

4th. For hard, dry skins. Rub Woodbury’s
lather into the skin and then while it is still damp,
cover it with rubber tissue or other water-proof
material.

Woodbury’s

For sale by Canadian dealers from coast to coast, including Newfoundland

Write today to the Woodbury

Canadian factory for Samples

For 4¢ ae aill send a sample cake. For 10c
samples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial Cream
For 50c. a copy of the
Woodbury Book and samples of the Woodbury
preparations. Write today to the Andrew Jergens
Co., Ltd.,ro9-E.Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario.

and Facial Powder.

5th. For users of cold creams. Apply a
thick lather of Woodbury’s and massage it into
.the skin, finally rubbing it off with a dry towel.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the work of an
authority on the skin and its needs. Use persist-
ently the treatment above best suited to your skin
and your complexion will gradually take on that
finer texture and healthy color so much admired.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap costs 25¢ a cake. No one
hesitates at the price after their first cake. As a
matter of fact, it is not expensive, for it is solid soap
—all soap. It wears from two to three times as
long as the ordinary soap.

Tear off the illustration of the cake shown below
and put it in your purse as a reminder to get Wood-
bury’s and try this treatment tonight.

Facial Soap
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF | |
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS |

A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE |

OF OUR WAKING HOURS? |

Have you ever COJ\)’S[DERED what makes
CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
tor SETTLEMENT ?

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of

whose farms thousands are growing rich. ‘1

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, OF
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., England-

L i
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P.A.

for pipe
grouches

-
 ———

Everybody’s
mighty strong for
Prince Albert, because
it’s tobacco with a smile.
Sort of turns on the sun-
shine—and every time you
fire-up a jimmy pipe or roll a
cigarettesay toyourself, ‘Old Man,
here goes for another joy smoke.”
Thousands of men who never smoked
o2 pipe or rolled a cigarette have been

led to it” by P. A., because it’s so good,
so sweet and fragrant and so fresh.

PRINGE ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke

is tobacco without Po A.

a bite and it won’t in the tidy
parch your throat. full 2-0z tin
You see, P.A. is made :
by a patented process
that cuts out the bite.
Why, you can keep
fired-upallthetimeand
never getatingleon your tongue or a dry spot in your throat.

According to Hoyle, that’s going some/ And there’s just one way to
prove it. You be game enough to buy P.A. in the tidy full 2-o0z. red
tin. Then you'll know for yourself why Prince Albert is King of "em all.

There's a lot of ragtime con talk about ‘‘just as good as P. A.,”
“just like P. A.” Get this: No other tobacco can be like Prince
Albert, because the patented process is owned exclusively by the
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co, P.A. wasn’t born twins and has
no brothers or sisters. Remember that!}

Most Canadian dealers now sell Prince Albert in the tidy full 2-0z.) CRIMP

red tin, If your dealer does not handle it, tell him to order LONG Burning E’p‘;
from his jobber. Leading Canadian jobbers are now supplied. . CIGARE 1R ToBAc:’(;b

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston Salem, N. C., U.S.A.

““Every
pipe’s a
Jimmy pipe
if it’s packed
with P. A.”
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These New Spring Gowns
Were Made With
Diamond Dyes

“ Any bright woman can be as successful as I have been in making pretty clothes, if she
will select models that suit her, get the patterns, and use Diamond Dyes according to
directions. This new spring dress of mine I made over from a pink crepe de chine which I dyed
dark green, and selecteq the model from the————Fashion Book."

LAURA M. TIFFANY

“I am glad to send you a photograph of my latest Diamond Dyes
Dress. I made this over from some pale yellow messaline materid
which I had in a dress last spring. Idyed it brown. Isn’titstylish? ;

ETHEL L. DE MOTTE.

You, too, can solve dress problems with Dia-
mond Dyes. You need not hesitate to dye your
most costly garments.

Perhaps you have some last season’s dresses
thatare too good to throw away, Perhapsthey are
a little soiled or faded, or the color is out of style.

There is no knack or secret about using Dia-
mond Dyes. They are as easy to use as soap.

It's as easy as washing a handkerchief to give
them handsome new shades with Diamond Dyes.
And Diamond Dyes will make them look like
new, too.

Buy a package of Diamond Dyes today. It
will cost but 10c at any drug store. Tell the
druggist what kind of goods you wish to dye
Read the simple directions on the envelope.
Follow them and you need not fear to recolor
any fabric.

DiamondDyes

There are two classes of Diamond Dyes—one

Pink crepe de chine for Wool or Silk, the other for Cotton, Linen, or

dyed green Mixed Goods. Diamond Dyes for Wool or Silk

come in -Blue envelopes. Diamond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed
Goods come in White envelopes.

Here’s the Truth About Dyes for Home Use
Our experience of over thirty years has proven that no one dye will
successfully color every fabrics

Yellow messaline
dyed brown

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics. qul anﬁ
Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vegetable fibre fabrics. “Union” or “Mixe o
goods are 60°/, to 80°/, Cotton—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics. Vegetable ﬁb?/
require one class of dye, and animal fibres another and radically different class of dye. As prolO %
we call attention to the fact that manufacturers of woolen goods use one class of dye, while ma?
facturers of cotton goods use an entirely different class of dye.

Do not be Deceived

i 1 g
For these reasons we manufacture one class of Diamond Dyes for coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, and l“"u“
class of Diamond Dyes tor coloring Wool or Silk, so that you may obtain the very best results on EVERY fabric. o
REMEMBER : To get the best possible results.in coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, use the Dial’l‘lOl‘d Dy
manufactured especially for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods.
AND REMEMBER : To get the best possible results in coloring Wool or Silk, use the Diamond Dyes manufac
especially for Wool or Si%k.

rured

Dtamond Dyes are sold at the uniform price of 10c per package.
THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED, 200 MOUNTAIN ST., MONTREAL, QUE:
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Mental
Activity

is dependent for its success-making results, upon
the way the brain cells are fed.

Right food turns “mental activity” into
pleasure and profit.

The natural, wholesome food elements, such
as Albumen, Phosphate of Potash, etc., from
field grains, scientifically combined in GRAPE-
NUTS, are quickly taken up by the human
machinery for rebuilding worn-out brain cells.

The practical demonstration of this scien-
tific proposition may be proven by use of

Grape-Nuts

“There’s a Reason”

BAKER'S
COEQaA

The Cocoa of
High Quality

lie in its absolute
purity and whole-
someness, its deli-
cious natural fla-
vor. and its perfect
assimilation by
the digestive or-
gans.

Registered
Trade-Mark

W alter Baker & Co. Limited

Established 1780

Montreal, Can. Dorchester, Mass.
—

The 'very. soul of the flowers is caught and
hgld captive in this exquisite perfume of

—the first perfumers of Canada, and the
creators of distinctive perfumes that rival the
choicest of the old world,

PANDORA

PERFUME

is a fascinating fra'gg-ance—alluring. subtle
and thoroughly feminine. The Perfume, par
excellence, for dainty women.

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD. - TORONTO

Vot A & W W e

o S »@Eﬁf&@

E GUARANTEE

that our Mennen’s
Shaving Cream will give
the same thick, creamy
lather and comfortable
shave, vvhether used with
hot, cold, fresh or salt
water.

This is not a mere
statement — it is a
guarantee,

Send for Free Sam-
ple tube and be
convinced.
GERHARD MENNEN
COMPANY

Newark New Jersey

T. H. Best Printing Co, LimiTep, TORONTO, Can,




