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Always R eady |
| Mooney's Sugar Walfers

* are made with double layers-of crisp, spicy biscuit crusts. Each
layer is a delight—between is a rich delicious cream, a com-
bination of sweets that can’t be duplicated.

This luscious cream is made in many flavors—from real fruits. -

At luncheon or dinner to-day instead-of serving the usual
dessert try Mooney's Sugar Wafers. Let their delicious taste’
_to-day decide your desserts for the future.

: : i ., . In Tin Boxes 10c and 25c Sizes

dtlp_g and Candy Co., Lim ited};Stra,tford, : Can;éL

o5 %

e Mooney Bis
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Fashion’s
Favorite

There is one thing that is always
fashion’s first favorite, and
that is beauty. Style of
dress, of coiffure, of head-
gear,and so on,may change

with every month or season,

as whim, fancy, or milliners’
decree may dictate, but beauty
of skin and complexion are
of the fashions that remain
permanent from age to age.

This explains the fact of

the enduring popularity of

Pears’
Soap

which, being all pure soaps possess-

ing unique emollient properties, that  {§
reserve, refine, and improve the beauty
of the skin and complexion, never ceases
to be the leading soap wherever beauty holds
her enchanting sway.

Delicacy—The delicacy and dainti-
nessof the skin of youth are preserved
by the daily use of PEARS

Refinement—The skin is refined,
softened and beautified by the exquis-
ite soothing influence of PEARS.

It is far more economical
to use PEARS than it
is to use ordinary
toilet soaps.

o+ AU rights secured.”
OF ALL SCENTED SOAP5 PEARS' OYTO0 Or ROSE IS THE |BEST
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

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

TARIFF TARIFF
BEDROOMS BREAKFAST
Single 60c., 75c. and 85¢.
From $1.25 per day. LUNCH
Double $1.00
From $2.25 per day. DINNER
Suite of Rooms 31.25,.;1‘35 and
From $6.25 per day. $2.50
SUPPER
No charge for Light 31,0:
or Attendance. Or 4 la Carte.
ORCHESTRA All “fixed price”
AT ALL MEALS meals served in
On Sundays, Vocal Restaurant.
Concert after Inclusive Charges
Dinner. Quoted.
TR RO T

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

Cecil Booklet. This little volume presents by illustration and description a
~ fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London. It can be had for the asking from

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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The February “Canadian”

7 §tormonr: A Town Unbuilt”

by A. Clare Giffin. Here is a most delightful historical sketch.
It is the story of a momentous beginning and, while it is history,
it is romance as well, and must be read to be appreciated. The
illustrations are from actual photographs. It will appear in the
February Canadian Magazine.

The Magdalen Islands

are a part of Canada almost unknown. But they have a romantic
history and setting and a remarkable people. Mr. W. Lacy Amy
whose fine story ‘‘ Blue Pete’’ appears in the January Number, will
give the first of two illustrated articles on the Islands. These
articles are a result of a visit he made to the Magdalens last summer.

Brittany

is one of the quaintest and most picturesque parts of Europe. Miss

mily Weaver has seized upon one of its most attractive features,
with the result that we have a most interesting illustrated article on
Brittany costumes and fashions,

There will be as well “ Ontario in ’37 ”’ a review by Ida Burwash ;
“The Voice from the Soil” (article III), by George Fisher
Chipman; A fine appreciation by Professor George Herbert Clarke
of Browning’s “The Ring and the Book” together with an
excellent selection of short stories.

THE CANBDIAN TIAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE I3 TWO DOLLARS AND. FIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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The largest 25¢c tin of the finest grade Talcum Powder
ins double the ity of powder, in usual size

packages,

Exquisitely bland, ling and soothing. Perfectly ab-
sorbent—easily brushed away, leaving skin and pores
clear, Delicately scented with the charming Royal
Vinolia Perfu.ne.

On sale at all good Druggists

VINOLIA COMPANY, LIMITED
London Paris  Toronto

Canadian Depot : Eastern Ave., Toronto 101

PRICE ONLY 25 CENTS.

N

Q@WW@W@W@@WW@
———r % .:

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

“MELANYL" THE
MARKING

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7535882 ENGLAND

D

IT HAS NOEQUAL  ““ Tbe @ueen of Toflet Preparations ™ it Entirsly Removes and

FOR KEEPING o= P ! ™  ROUGHNESS,
REDNESS,
THE SKIN f & IRRITATION,
CHAPS, Eic.
SOFT, ——
INVALUABLE
s ‘or Preservin
SMOOTH, “THE SKIN.
LEXION
AND WHITE ~ SOOTHING 4ND REFRESHING A courisox
r , Mo g, Skating, Dancing, ete.
AT ALL SEASONS M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England e HARD WATER. L

Ask your Chemist for it, and accept no substitute.
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For INFANTS,
INVALIDS,
and the
AGED.

A FOOD OF GREAT
NUTRITIVE VALUE

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

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

The Lancet describes it as ‘“ Mr. Benger's admirable preparation.”
Mothers :md‘ interested persons are requested to write.for Booklet ** Benger’s Food and How to
Use it.” This contains a * Concise Guide to the Rearing of Infants,” and practical information
onthe care of Invalids, Convalescents, and the A%ed. Post free on application to Benger's Food
Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, England.

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

TO MOTHERS!

Thousands of persons annually testify to the unfailing efficacy of Doctor Stedman’s Teething
Powders, for all disorders during the period of cutting teeth.

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

are guaranteed by the Proprietor and by the highest analytical authorities, to contain no opium
nor other dangerously soothing ingredient, thereby making them the safest and best medicine for

Children. Ask distinctly for DOCTUR STEDMAN’S TEETHING POWDERS and

see the Trade Mark mv%mm a Gum Lancet on every packet and powder, and be not

imposed upon by substitutes,

To be obtained OF ALL CHEMISTS and STORES
Depot: 125, New North Road, London N, England
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It contains No Rubber Solution of
any kind, yet is Absolutely Water-
Resisting, Air-Free and Odourless.

These Coats are now being sold all
over the world by CurRzoN BRros., the
Great International Tailors.

However heavy the rain, it never
penetrates “Salutaqua” garments.

Let us supply you with one of these
Coats, which are invaluable for driving,
riding, fishing, shooting, motoring, as
well as for town or sea-side wear.

Price $12 to Measure.

(Duty and Carriage Paid.)

IF YOU ARE DISSATISFIED
WE RETURN YOUR MONEY.

Send a post card for a set of the * Salutaqua "
7ANA patterns, fashion-plates, and simple self-
"h Y\, / measurement system, by which a fit is assured,
no matter where you live,
i

) ¢ = Askfor the ‘‘ Salutaqua’’ Fabrics when writing.

| The World’s
Measure
Tailors,

(Dept. 138 ), 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.
. Address for Patterns:
CURZON BROS., c/o THE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Dept. 138),

Dlies msistoniiis l’a’"'4 5(1 C_onfedernhon Life Buildings, Toronto, Ontario.
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The World’s Greatest Glove House is

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

Cheapside, London, England

Attention is directed to the following makes of Gloves all of which are of I_Srltish manufacture and subject to Preferential Tariff.

Single Pairs at Warehouse Prices

The *“Connaught” Ladies’ Strong
Cape Cloves, in Tan or Oak Shades, spear
points, prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons,
71 cents per pair,

The “Blenheim’ Best quality, Fine
Cape (loves, British Made in White, Tan,
Oak, Dark Grey or Black, spear points,
prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons, 91 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, Dritish
Made in White, Grey, Beaver and Tan
shades, pique sewn, 2 buttons. 46 cents
per pair

I adies’ S8axe Doeskin Gloves)
British made, best quality, with Strap and
Press Buttou, in Tan, Beaver, Putty, Grey
or White, 69 cents per pair.

The Canadian, Buck Finish, British
made, Prix Seam Sewn, Tan or Grey with
Self Sewn Points, 8 Buttons, 95 cents per
pair.

Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves,
in Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British Made,
Prix Seam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, $1.19
per pair.

A €
Toronto, or will be sent post free from England.

@enersl Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

No intermediate Profits

Ladies’ Best quality Real Rein-
der, British made, Prix-seam Sewn, in rich
shades of Tan or Grey, $2.07 per pair.

LINED GLOVES

Ladies’ Brown or Black Chew-
rette Gloves, British made, with Woollem
Lining, 3 Press Buttons, 69 cents per pair.

Ladies’ Brown Chevrette Gloves,
with Wool Lining, Fur Lined Wrists, and Fur
Tops, Elastic at Wrist, 95 cents. per pair.

Ladies’ Fine Chevrette, British
made, in Brown or Grey, with Fur Tops, hal
Lined with Fur, $1.09 per pair.

Ladies’ Superior quality Chew
rette Gloves, in Brown or Black, British
made, Lined throughout with Fur, Klastic
Gusset Wrist, similar to above illustration,
$1.58 per pair.

Ladies’ Best quality Cape Gloves, Lined throughout with
Fur, Blastic Gusset Wrist as above illustration, in Brown shades only,
British made, $1.95 per pair.

Ladies’ Reindeer Gloves, in Tan or Grey, Lined with Grey
Squirrel Fur, Elastic Gusset Wrist, $2.80 per pair.

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.
detailed and illustrated Price List sent post free, or may be obtained from the CANADIAN MAGAZINE Office,

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

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England

ot

‘CAMP

COFFEE

Is always ‘uniform’ in quality.

It ‘ranks’ high in popular favour.
You ‘fall in’ love with it at once.
It’s the ‘right turn’ and the ‘quick
march’ to health and happiness.

R. Paterson & Sons,
Coffee Specialists, Glasgow.

THe DOCTOR: * Ah! yes, restless

aad feverish. Give him a Steed-
maa’s Powder aad he will seon
be all right.”

Stesdman’s Soothing Powders
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.

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

ROBINSON & GLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND L

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

AND FURNISHERS BY ROVYAL WARRANT OF APPOINTMENT.

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

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

- : From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

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

IRISH LINENS: Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48c. per yard; 2)4 yards wide, 57c. per

yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in .wide, 9¢. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard; Dus-

ters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per ’

yard. Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 10c. per yard.

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

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longcloth, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze
Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new,
with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts for $3.36 the half doz.

IRSIH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERGCHIEFS: ‘“The Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver
have a world-wide fame.””—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.”
—Sylvia’s Home dJournal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 60c.
to $2.75 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66c.
to $8.40 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 94c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: Collars—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from $1.18
per doz. Cuffs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz. Surplice Makers to Westmin-
ter Abbey, and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘Their Irish Col-
lars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.”” —Gourt Ciroular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery, 56¢.; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial
?Slltﬁti _fr;)m $52.68; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00.

ee List).

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

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 42A Donegall Place, BELFAST, IRELAND.

NOTE..—-Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.
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& ™" Oriental fruits and

aromatic spices cun-
ningly blended with |
Pure Malt Vinegar.

H.P. Sauce comes to you from the
Midland Vinegar Brewery, Birming-
ham, England — the largest Malt
Vinegar Brewery in the world.

Unequalled facilities and vast exper-
ience make it possible to offer you
this pure, delicious and high-grade
Sauce at a low price.

Ovdey H.P. Sasce to-day and try it 1

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

FREE LACE COVER with Book of 1,000 BARGAINS,

PEACHS.»+*DAMASK

53 Years Reputation. Tatest Catalogue, largest
issued. Post Free. Lace Curtains, Household
Linens, Serge & Muslin Curtains, Casement
Fabrics, Ladies’ & Gents’ Underwear, Shoes,
Costumes, Gents’ Clothing. A Whole Warehouse
in Book form to look through. Import your own goods
British made and Reliable. ~ Write to-day.

TABLE DAMASK PARCEL Bostage¥ $6,25

2 White Damask Table Cloths, 23yds. by 2yds. &
2 White Damask Table Cloths, 60ins. by 58ins.
all rich Scroll & Floral Designs, hemmed.
2 Half Bleached Table Cloths, hard wearing.
2 Irish Cambric Tea Cloths. 2 Handsome
Tray Covers, all Irish Hand embroidered &
drawn thread. Delivered to your home.
Postage and Duty Paid $6.25,
Marvellons Value, Try One. Write to-day.
SAML. PEACH & SONS, The Looms,
Box 664. NOTTINGHAM, England.

WINTER SUITS AND OVERCOATS
We make the cloth and we make the
Clothes. You save enormously
and secure the finest materials in
dealing direct with us. Suits and
Overcoats to measure from $85.10
to $14.10. Cloth supplied 49¢. per
yd. up.  Value and fit guaranteed.
Write for Cloth Samples. Measure-
ment Charts and Style Books Mailed
¥ree to any part of Canada; also
Particulars of Duties and Carriage.

0. E. BRIERLEY & 00., 50 Station 8t., Huddersfield, Eng

Pupils taught from

Piano  Cutor;
Dickins’ . .

Can play and read Music Al SIGHT.

ENGLISH AND FOREIGN FINGERING
Of all Music Sellers, 60c. post free.

THIS TRADE MARK
has been familiar to users of high-class
knitting wools for a century and a quar-
ter, Itisthe mark of Baldwin's famous

BEEHIVE WOOLS

AND STANDS FOR

Quality Comfort & Durability

See that each Skein of Beehive Wool carriesa ticket

with the Beehive Trade Mark. This mark is a
rantee of reliability. Send for our free booklet

" Beehive Wools and their Uses.”

J. & J. BALD W IN, Halifax.

and Partners, Ltd. Eng,

\
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Quite Right
NATURE BESTOWS on few

the strong white regular set of teeth so generally admired.
But those you possess, whether naturally perfect or not,
should never be neglected. Give them the attention they

require by using

CALVERT’S
Carbolic Tooth Powder

It is a dentifrice with a world-wide reputation as an effec-
tive and satisfactory means of cleaning the teeth, and, as
you know, the cleaner the teeth are kept the longer they
are likely to last, and the better they look.,

Then again, whilst polishing the surface of the teeth,
it provides at the same time an antiseptic cleansing, the
more thorough when the toothbrush is used from.the gums
up and down, to get between the teeth.

And to mention one point more, perhaps not the least
in importance —especially where children are being trained
to take care of their teeth—it is distinctly pleasant to use.

YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT.
Tins, 15¢, 30Cc., and 45c.
Sprinkler-top Glass Jar, 35¢

FOR A TRIAL SAMPLE

send 2c. stamp to F. C. Calvert & Co.,
349 Dorchester Street West, Montreal.
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Re-opens
January 3rd.

Examinations
January 24th, 25th,
26th, 27th.

Applications must be
in on or before
January 11th.

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
Send for 160 page Year Book Special Calendar for School of Expression

LOWER CANADA COLLEGE

Notre Dame de Crace Healthy situation. Use of Westmount Ath}etlc

grounds. 2 tennis courts. 2 rinks. Gymnasium.

MONTREAL. Sloyd (Manual Training) room. Excellent system

For Boarders and Day Boys. of heating, ventilating and humldlfymg class
rooms and dormitories.

HEAD MASTER : Among successes for 1910 are the 1st, 2ad, 4th and 10th

G. s. FOSBERY’ M. A. lpihﬁesc McGill Science Matriculation. Also entrance to the

Late Headmaster, St. John’s School

Queen’s University and College

KINGSTON, ONTAR1O

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

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with t.he Ontario Education Department, are aceepted a
the professional courses for ( m& First Ciass Public School Certificate ; (b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
(¢) Bpecialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B. Paed., D.Paed.

THE LAW COURSE leads to the degree of LL.B;

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

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

THE 8CIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Se., D.Sec.

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

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

A COLLEGE OF

SCHOOL OF MINING  sppiiep science

Affiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

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

i. Power Development

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

m
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Large _Boys prepared for Universities, Royal M@litary
Athletic College and Business. Careful oversight in the
Classroom and on the Athletic Field.

Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A., LL.D.,

Headmaster

UPPER and LOWER SCHOOLS

Re-opens after
Christmas
vacation on
Jan.11th,1911

i £ . Excellent
A Staff

AL B i ! ) ik
i ‘ Complete
Equipment

ST.ANDREWS CoHESE ErEs

Bishop Strachan School

Forty-fourth Year

-

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

A Residentiai and Day School for Girls.

Full Matriculation Course as well as elementary work, Domestic
Arts, Music and Painting. Centrally located yet with large
grounds. Lawn for Tennis and other games. Skating Rink
and good Gymnasium. For Calendar apply to

MISS NATION, Vice-President.

.

ST, MARGARET’S COLLECE

N i
,&H.ﬂg,;,k%fgxw ool i 144 BLOOR ST. E,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

s’lk‘!l S

Bt A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
__::ﬁ Founded by the late George Dickson M.A. former principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dicksom

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers of the highest Academic CLASS-ROOMS built. specially for the work.
quqhﬂeations, of whom 8 are in residence, and of these 4 are European LARGR LAWAS for games and recreation. Full sized outdoor skating:
trained teachers of Modern Languages. rink in winter.

26 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical Culture 2, Elocu- RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the schcol. Specialists

Hon 1 in every department.
Domestic Science 1. RECORD—I1905-06 ; 14 at Universities; 20 passed examination in Music

DgILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence; classes aver- at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class honors and 5 2nd class, and 10
a.g‘e;a Ee;A:AhRA : ) at Conservatory of Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.

by TION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty extended course
for those not contemplating a university educat-i%n, i ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS

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

TRINITY Residential School
COLLEGE for Boys

Healthy Situation. Fire-
SCHOOL proof Buildings.
Extgnsive Iflayg&uada,
large Gymnasium, Skating
PROSTNPE W SN B Rigks. ete

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College,
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys. |

‘ For calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster

REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L. D.
PORT HOPE, ONT.
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ASHBURY GOLLEGE

ROCKLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Large, new fireproof buildings, Perfect sanitation. Beautiful and very healthy situation on high ground
outside City. Ten acres of playing fields. Large up-to-date Gymnasium. ' Junior Department for little boys.

Many recent successes at Universities and R.M.C. For Callendar apply to

Rev. Geo. P. Woolicombe, M. A. (Oxon) Headmaster.

WESTBOURNE

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

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

BRANKSOME HALL

592 SHERBOURNE ST., TORONTO,

Four Doors South of Bloor.

A RESIDENTAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
MISS SCOTT, Hon. Principal. MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A., Principal.

Preparation for the University and for Examinations in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly
efficent staff. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basketball, Rink. Healthful locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
For Prospectus apply to THE SECRETARY.

STAMMERERS

The methods employed at the
ARNOTT INSTITUTE are the only
logical methods for the cure of stam-
mering. They treat the CAUSE—

HILL CRO FT ot ety e ‘i, ‘and inur

BOBCAYGEON, ONT. the slightest impediment in your

A Residental Schooll;gytslle Country for Young speech, don’t hesitate to write us.

- Cured pupils everywhere. Pamph-

Fow Boldings. Lasge Sifls . StiGoes Muster. let, paru(;ulars and references sent
Head Master, W. T. Comber, B.A. (0xford). iy l’Fﬁ‘ll;SARN oT INSTITUTE

APPLY FOR PROSPECTUS BERLIN, NT.,
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Blen abawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Residential and Day Schoolzfor Girls

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

Pupils prepared for the Universities and}
for Examinations « g
University, the Conservatory of Music, and j
the Toronto College of Mnsic.

| Modern Educational Methods,
Influences, and Well-regulated Home.
Lawn Tennis and other games.

sor Prospectus arply to

Native.
in Music of Toronto:

I efining

Rink. "

MISS VEALS, Principal,

RIDLEY COLLEGE L
St. Catharines, Ont.

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate.
and for b

Upper School prepares boys for the

Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L., Principal

W. H. SHAW, Pres.

MODERN BUSINESS TRAINING

Based upon systematic, up-to-date methods
is the work of our great school which has
been so well done for 20,000 students dur-
ing the past eighteen years that we really
have no worthy Canadian competitor.
This is the chief reason why we now have
a larger attendance than any collection of
four other Business Schoolsin our country.
Our free catalogue contains all particulars
ahout our methods and work. Write for

it, Address
W. H. SHAW, Principal, C. B. College
YONGE & GERRARD STS. - - TORONTO

‘"WMWM'f

THE BRITISH AMERICAN
BUSINESS COLLEGE

Established :
Y. M. C. A. BUILDING, -

is & well known name in Business Education,
For over fifty years it has been noted for the
high character of its work, and it is now better
than ever before, in all essential points.
vidual instruction, up-to-date courses, equipment,

STAMPS

COLLECTORS,

1860 |
TORONTO

lements 30¢, 12 Victoria
Indi-

1t is The

25¢ 12 Jamaica Queen 30¢, 15 Mauritius A
;00, 27 India 30c, 6 Fijian 14c, 4 Bs.rt;gdos Jubilee 11c,

nong-Kong 10 ut ern Nigeria 10,
g Ko Clowria 1t0c. 5 British Guiana 12¢, 21 Cape
Good Hope 50c. 4 Lagos 15¢, 9 Trinidad 15¢, 8 Weslerx})
Australia 10¢, 5 Tasmania ¢ 5 Gibaltar Queen 14e, 12
New South Wales 10¢, 100 All Different 50c.

We have the largest and finest
stock of British Colonial stamps
all priced at the lowest possible
prices. Our stock is unsurpassed.
Try a few of these sets, if not sat-
isfactory we will refund your
money. 50 fine different British
o e, 30 Siitheh 133321;
West Indian 25¢, D tbedon

19 Straits Sett-

te_aching staff, positions for students.
First. A handsome catalogue mailed on request.

T. M. WATSON, Principal.

:
B

No surcharges included in any of above
Large 36 page illustrated catalog free with order.

Colonial Stamp Co, 350 E. 53rd St., Chicago
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HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

TORONTO
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Separate Senior and Junior Residental and Day Schools
with Preparatory Department
Preparation for Honour Matriculation, Havergal Diploma, Examinations in Music
and Art. Resident Frenchand German Mistresses, Domestic Science School, with six
Departments. Gymnasium, under graduate of the Boston Normal School, Cricket,
tennis, basket ball, rink, swimming bath, s

For Illustrated Calendar apply to the I ursar.
MISS KNOX, Principal.

The Royal Military College

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

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

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

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

d’%le l?ol?m includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, 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 practise of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition,

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

The diploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the graduation for Dominion ILand Surveyor to
be e(ﬁxxal&:nt to & university degree, and by the Regulations of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same examptions
asa B.A. degree.

Thelength of the course is three years, in three terms of 974 months’ residence each, i .
The total cost of the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is about $800,

The annual competiitive examination for admission to the College will take place in May of each year at the headquarters
of the several military districts,

For full particulars of this examination and for any other information, application should be made to the Secretary of the
Militia Council Otiawa, Ont. : or to the Commandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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The Associated Board
OF THE

Roval Academy of Music
Roval @ollege of Music

LONDON, ENG.

For Local Examinations in Music in the
BRITISH EMPIRE

Patron—His Majesty the k ing.

The Annual Examinations in Practical
Music and Theory will be held throughout
Canada in May and June 1911. An Exhibi-
tion value about $500 is offered annually.

Syllabus, Music for the Examinations
and all particulars may be obtained on
application to

M. WARING DAVIS
87 Shuter Street, Montreal.
(Resident Secretary for Canada.)

The
WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY
Incorporated In 1851

ASSETS, $3,267,082,55
‘LIABILITIES, 640,597.32
SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,629,485.23

LOSSES paid since organization of Company
$52,441,172.44

DIRECTORS: :

Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
W. R. BROCK and JOHN HOSKIN, K. C. LL.D
Vice-Presidents
W.B. MEIKLE, Managing Director,

HEAD OFFICE,

TORONTO

LEATHER GOODS

We have in Stock the Finest Assortment of

LADIES’ BAGS

New Designs, New Leather, True Value

BROWN BROS. mien

51-53 Wellington Street West, Toronto

1910
has been a year of notable progress for the
The Great-West Life Assurance Company.

The business written is largely in excess
of that of any previous year, and as most
satisfactory conditions prevail in respect to
the permanence of the Company’s business,
the Gain.for.the yeur is a most. satisfactory
item.

The three conditions that so largely
account for the .Company’s- success—high
interest earnings, a low expense and favor-
able mortality are again prominent features
in the record for rg10.

Such progress affords convincing evi-
dence of the wide appreciation of the low
rates and high profits characterizing the
Policies of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - - Winnipeg

Ask for a Great West Calendar—-free on request
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NORTHERN
LIFE

We have positions on our
field staff for reliable producers.

As several good Districts are
open, the opportunity 1s now.

Take advantage of it by
writing to our Head Office at
London.

W. M. GOVENLOCK, JOHN MILNE,
Secretary. Managing Director

Assurance Company of Canada.

//{/

/
/

Life |

/ DD s < (%
/ gy

Secure,
Solvent—

! No worry about
the markets.

100 CENTS on
the Dollar to
Your Heirs, no
matter when you
die.

The one pro-
vision you
can always
rely upon.
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’ ican Life/ -
American Uit/

A NEW YEAR
Suggestion.

From a man with a family or
others dependent on hima policy
of life insurance taken out in
their favor would prove a very
appropriate present for them,
for the New Year.

Such a present, unlike many
others that might be given, would
increase in value from year to

year, in addition to which it would |

always be tangible evidence of
love and forethought on the part
of the giver for those in the home.

See one of our representatives now or write
at once regarding a policy,so that you may
secure it in time for presentation on New
Year’s Day.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

‘“Solid as the Continent”

HOME OFFICE—————TORONTO

|

I

GANADIAN
RAILROAD
BONDS

Canadian Railroad Bonds have
always been held in high esteem by
the Discriminating Investor.

The 57 First Mortgage Gold
Bonds of the Niagara, St. Catherines
and Toronto Railway Co. have been
purchased by the best Canadian
Banks and Insurance Companies.

Satisfactory surpluses have been
earned every year over and above all
operating expenses and bond interest
and have been applied to general
betterment of the system.

- The road runs from Port Dal-
housie through the City of St
Catherines, the towns of Merritton

- and Thorold to the City of Niagara

Falls, almost entirely over a private
right of way. The Company also
has a branch line through Fonthill
and Welland to Port Colborne.

Wrrite for special circular
C3, which contains full
particulars of this excellent
investment.

EMILIUS JARVIS & CO.

Members Toronto Stock Exchange

JARVIS BLDCG. - - TORONTO

. Y T IR R
AT R AR
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THE TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

issued by

The Canadian Bank of Commerce

are the most convenient form in which to carry money whe

application at every branch of the bank. They are NEGOTIABLE EVERYWHERE, SELF-
IDENTIFYING and the EXACT AMOUNT PAY

world is printed on the face of each cheque.

BANK OF HAMILTON

Head Office: - Hamilton

Hon. William Gibson, President
J. Turnbull, Vice-Pres and General Manager

Paid up Capital - - - $ 2,500,000
Reserve and undivided profits - 2,900,000
Total Assets - -

- over 35,000,000

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts of firms,
Corporations, and Individuals.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITEDr

n travelling and may be obtained on

ABLE in the prmmpal countries of the
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Investment Bonds

Royal Securities Corporation, Limited, buys
and sells high grade Municipal and Corporation Bonds.
Current offerings include the following:

Municipal Bonds

Province of Quebec (Guarantee) 4%, due 1949.
City of Westmount 8149, due 1938.

City of Westmount 3%49%, due 1939.

City of St. Henri (School) 4149, due 1949.
City of Sydney, N.S., 4249%, due 1939.

Town of Black Lake, P.Q., 5%, due 1938.

City of Winnipeg, Man., 4%, due 1912.

Corporation Bonds

Bell Telephone Company 5%, due 1925,

Laurentide Paper Company 6%, due 1920.

Canadian Car & Foundry Company 6%, due 1939,

Dominion Iron & Steel Company 5%, due 1929.

Dominion Coal Company 5%, due 1940.

Montreal Light, Heat & Power (Lachine) 5%, due 1933,

Locomotive Machine Company of Montreal 4% ;"due 1924

Canada Cement Company 6%, due 1929.

Steel Company of Canada 6%, due 1940.

Nova Scotia Steel & Coal Company 5%, due 1959.

Price Brothers & Company 5%, due 1940.

Winnipeg Electric Ry. Co. 5%, due 1935.

Western Canada Power Co. 5%, due 1949.

Quebec, Montmorency & Charlevoix Ry. 5%, Bonds due
1923.

Prices and particulars furnished upon application.

Royal Securities Corporation, Limited,

164 St. James Street, Montreal, P.Q.
TORONTO QUEBEC HALIFAX LONDON, Eng.

o . |
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and

Undivided Proﬁts} - = $1,307,809.25

S.jJ. MOORE, Esq. President THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esa.
SIR WILLIAM MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

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

Every Department_of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

LETTERS OF CREDIT issued, available in all parts of the world.
EXCHANGE, foreign and domestic bought and sold.
COLLECTTONS given prompt execution.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches.

Don’t Put Money in a Letter

LETTERS ARE FREQUENTLY LOST
AND NEVER RECOVERED. .

Always Remit By
DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

Money Orders and Foreign Drafts

They are safe, convenient and economical and are issued in Dollars, Pounds Sterling,
Francs, Gulden, Kronen, Kronor, Lire, Marks, Roubles, etc., payable in all parts of
the world, If lost or delayed in the mails a prompt refund is

arranged, or a new order issued without further charge.

Money Transferred by Telegraph and Cable
Foreign Money Bought and Sold
Travellers’ Cheques Issued

HUNDREDS OF AGENCIES GENERAL OFFICES
THROUGHOUT CANADA TORONTO, CANADA
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Another Year and
Its Opportunities

have gone. If you have not made the best use of them,
do not repine.  Forget all but the lesson it should teach,
and see that 1911 tells a different tale.

Is your financial position better than it was on 1st
January, 19102 If you had saved and deposited with us
even ten dollars a month, there would now have been
$122.29 at your credit. You know you could have done
this; probably much more. $10 per month deposited
for the past tea years would have given you now $1,437.73,
a tidy sum which might lay the foundation of a fortune.
Begin to-day, and make up for lost time.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION
Toronto Street - TORONTO

What may lie between !

" YOUTH and OLD AGE.

Are you providing for your

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

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

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE . HAMILTON, CANADA.

ART DEPT CAN MAGAZINE
e
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Actual Results Count

As a tree is known by its fruit, so is a Life Company by
the results it produces for its policy-holders. And the best
proof that a Company has made good in that respect is found in
the renewal of their confidence by old policy-holders.

OF CANADA

has many policy-holders who not only take out new policies as
they can afford to do so, but insure their sons in it just as soon
as they attain an insurable age.

A professional man, when acknowledging cheque in
settlement of his matured endowment, says ;

“]l am well pleased with my investment, and expect
to have insured in your Company in the near future my
son for a good amount.”

Head Office - WATERLOO, ONT.

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

Fairy Soap not only agrees with the
tenderest skin, but improves any com-
plexion. Itis made from edible products —
the kind seldom used in soaps. It is white
— undyed — because it has no impurities

or cheap ingredients to hide under the

mask of coloring matter. Fairy Soap
not only cleans, but cleanses.

It’s the handy, floating, oval cake.

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY
MONTREAL
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A Child’s desire for somethir g to drink is natural. It
is simply the demand of the body for fruit. Give them

E. D. SMITH’S
GRAPE JUICE

the more the better for the Children.

E. D. Smith’s Grape Juice is good for the Grown-
ups, it is the most satisfying health-giving of all
beverages, it should be in every home.

Sold at 25c. the bottle by druggists

and grocers everywhere. /
TRADRE
Buy by the name E. D. SMITH.

E. D. Smith, Winona, Ont

Maker of pure Jams, Jellies, Preserves, &c.

TOOTH POWDER

Perfection in Dentifrices.

Sixty years experience in the largest and best equlppedm
dentifrice plant in the world under the ever watchful eye of
experts and blended by machinery of latest design,
the choicest ingredients are transformed into the world
cenowned SOZODONT preparations, in three forms;
Liquid, Powder, Paste.

No particle of git. No taint of acid.

Their healthful fragrance penetrates the
minutest crevices of the teeth, giving the delicious
sensation of perfect cleanliness to the whole mouth
structure for hours after use.

LYMANS LTD. - MONTREAL
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O'I‘T AWA is the most incompre-
hensible city or town in Can-
4da, one of the most eclectic capitals
in the world, and according to its
size contains more sorts and condi-
tions of people—many of whom want
to change their conditions—than any
other place in America. When Queen
Vietoria placed her finger on Bytown
ou the map ehe very probably had
not the faintest notion what sort of
place it would grow to be by 1910.
. But that merely emphasises its un-
usualness.

Why is Ottawa so unusual ? Mont-
real has an instant and immediate
charm ; Toronto is plain to appreciate ;
Winnipeg shows you its best and its

211

worst without ceremony. But Ot-
tawa is the enigma. Not because of
its size, seventy thousand or more;
neither on account of its industries,
which are now proceeding into the
second stage, the saw-mill and the
lumber-yard having been the first.
To begin with there are two dis-
tinet Ottawas. One is Parliament
Hill; the other, Ottawa; the paradox
of which is that those who treat Par-
liament merely as a side show con-
sider that Ottawa the city is the
main circus. They are not particular
about the ‘‘Washington of the
North;”” preferring the Pittsburg;
pointing out that the droning Chau-
diere, a mile below the city, may be



“THE DRONING CHAUDIERE, A MILE BELOW THE CITY, MAY BE VERY GOOD POETRY

very good poetry for Tom Moores and
Ojibways, but that they are worth to
Ottawa just what they will deliver
and transmit in horse-power—which
is away up in G. These local Ot-
tawans and Parliament-scorners have
a vision. It is electricity—watts and
amperes, which are neither Grit nor
Tory. They regard Ottawa as the
switchboard of Canada. Which it is
—on Parliament Hill, where some
men, so it is said, simply touch the
button or pull the lever, and the
thing goes—whoever it may be. This,
however, is mere gossip. You are not
ten seconds in Ottawa till you are
aware of Parliament, which overtops
the city from all points. You may
be there a few times over-night and
not discover that the people who fre-
quent Parliament Hill are anything
much different from ordinary church-
wardens or sidesmen. Hence, Ottawa
is a city of illusions in which the half-
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closed eye is sometimes an advantage ;
though there are said to be eye-openers
under the great tower whose flag
flaps all day when the House sits and
whose ring of lights burns soft and
high at night till the House adjourns.
But if you are minded to treat Par-
liament merely as a spectacle, which
sometimes it is, you will perceive that
Ottawa is largely a series of adjourn-
ments, with an occasional division and
a prorogation at the end.

One of the first pastimes in Ottawa
is watching the people that peram-
bulate up and down Sparks street and
speculating as to who among them
are members or members’ wives, who
are Cabinet ministers, what percent-
age are corporation lawyers and lob-
byists and who are newspaper men.
There is a very pretty swing and
swirl to Sparks street—a sort of
miniature ‘‘Vanity Fair”’ in which the
past and the present and the future



OTTAWA THE

jostle with unconventional oddity.
Some think Ottawa is the Russell
House—which is the place to which
a good share of Parliament goes to
when it adjourns. There is a touch
of almost arrogant opulence about
the Russell. Over the rotunda there
is a dome which contains in stained-
glass designs the coats-of-arms and
mottoes of the various Provinces. In
the dining-room there is an orchestra.
The waiters are in evening dress con-
stantly. Here you are more likely to
discover the man you want than al-
most anywhere else in Ottawa, ex-
cept up at Parliament. Here may be
found the moccasined man and the
shoepacker; the river-driver with his
pipe and his guernsey; the mining
prospector and the lumberman; the
hockey enthusiast and the cabinet
minister. On the street—the same
varigated procession; otherwise there
are times when Ottawa feels very
much like a big overgrown village.

R RN R —
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At the Rideau Club, which is fair-
ly opposite the Parliament Buildings,
you find less of the shoepacker, un-
less he happens to be a millionaire,
and more of the financier. Most of
the lumbermen of Ottawa belong to
the Rideau Club. Most of the Ottawa
bon-tons—outside cabinet ministers.
members of Parliament and civil ser-
vants—are lumbermen. The richest
lumberman in Canada, if not in Am-
erica, lives on Metealf street about
half-way between the Parliament and
the Museum—John R. Booth, who is
the incarnation of what Ottawa used
to be, even while he keeps a shrewd
eye on the Ottawa of to-day. For it
was once the city of wood.

The sign manual of Ottawa of the
past should be smokestack over a heap
of sawdust, variegated with a peavey.
Once there were more saws in Ottawa
than there were what irrelevant
people nowadays call “‘grafters.’
Hull has most of the saws and lum-

“ON PARLIAMENT HILL, WHERE SOME MEN, 80 IT IS SAID, SIMPLY TOUCH THE BUTTON OR PULL THE LEVER,
AND THE THING GOES"




AT THE RIDEAU CLUB , You

ber-piles now. Hull is said by Ottawa
to be rather discreditably ugly; all
the more 8o, as she is right acroes the
foreground of Ottawa’s unparalleled
front landscape, threaded by the Ot-
tawa and backgrounded by the dim
Laurentian hills.

However, Hull is a reminder of
what Ottawa used to be, and that's
a far simpler matter than the Ottawa
that is now. Here and there may be
seen many a log house and roaring fire-
place; and it must have been a sort
of classic of loneliness and strength
when the rampant river-drivers slam-
banged into town from up the reaches
of the river. For it was the place of
meeting for bushwhacking men who
knew nothing about politics and to
whom the big little town above the
Chaudiere was most of the known
civilised world.

But they don’t much indulge in the
backward look at Ottawa. The city is
far more modern than ancient. The
street-cars are heated by electricity.
Apartment houses are more common

214

SEE LESS OF THE SHOEPACKER,'

than churches. Theatres—they have
three, two of which are as up-to-date
as anything in Montreal or Toronto.
In the Russell Theatre, not long ago,
they had English comedy by an Eng-
lish cast—when the orchestra wore
military uniform. Bennett’s vaude-
ville is catered to by the smartest of
touring aggregations outside of the
real top-notchers. The theatres are
nearly alawys crowded.

Modern rush pervades everything—
except the House of Commons police-
men. If there is a by-election or a
hockey match, special extras of the
evening newspapers are rushed out
and bulletined with the speed of the
New York American. Ottawa lives as
much on newspapers as does New
York. Behold a burly Frenchman on
the street, translating an English
placard audibly into French. Every
now and then a train-load of people
pick up and rush down to Montreal
to see a hockey game, or up to
Toronto and Hamilton to football
Cartier Square in summer-time is a



“HULL IS RIGHT ACROSS THE FOREGROUND OF OTTAWA'S UNPARALLELED FRONT LANDSCAPE, THREADED BY THE
OTTAWA AND BACKGROUNDED BY THE DIM LAURENTIAN HILLS."

medley of sport. The whole town
takes to the out-of-doors as naturally
a8 a mob of school children. The ice-
races on the river are to Ottawa what
the Ice Palace is to Montreal. Horses
are judged in Ottawa by their spegd
~—though the cab-drivers are not quite
so furious as they are in Montreal, and
the delivery sleighs run much more
leisurely. g

Smart functions are never done in
Ottawa. They have more ‘‘sassiety’’
than in any other Canadian ecity
according to population. One reason
is the plethora of pretty women.
Smartly habited women are a part of
the perennial moving picture on
Sparks Street. At the theatres, at
churches, on the street-cars, up at
Parliament House; usually a number
in the gallery when the House is in
session; quite as often a bevy of
feminines out for a noonday luncheon
in the Parliamentary restaurant,
quite oblivious of where their hus-
215

bands may be—and, of course, these
busy gentlemen are always at com-
mittees in the forenoon! Not only
the wives of members and wealthy
lumbermen and eabinet ministers, but
the wives of civil servants, help to
make up the giddy heyday of feminine
life in Ottawa.

This is a feature observable no-
where else in Canada. Rideau Hall
may be the throne-room of society in
Ottawa. Parliament Hill is certainly
the ante-chamber. In fact Parlia-.
ment is to Ottawa much what the
Hippodrome is to New York: when
all other sources of entertainment fail
—visit the gallery of the Commons.

Take away the smart set from Ot-
tawa, and you might as well remove
Parliament. While it is true that for
open-air festivity no spectacle in
America quite equals the members'’
lawn at the Woodbine in Toronto, it
must be remembered that the per-
sonages who give it the final and the
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ultimate grand air come from Ot-
tawa, where they are citizens the
greater part of the time. Fashion in
Toronto looks through lorgnettes at
the gubernatorial party at the Horse
Show or the Woodbine. The smart
set in Ottawa are seldom out of
sight of viceroyalty; and the ordinary
first-nighter may see some member
of the family in the vice-regal box at
almost any good play in the Russell.
Candidly, the smart set are a trifle
top-heavy in Ottawa, whose popula-
tion is no greater than Hamilton's.
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This, with the overplus of polities,
tends to keep the normal nerve tem-
perature of the Capital at a higher
degree than can be found in almost
any other Canadian city. With more
industrial life, more ordinary business
and a larger percentage of the com-
mon people who have nothing to do
with debates or lobbies or functions,
Ottawa would be more of a normally
attractive place to the average man.
Perhaps this is what the Ottawa-first
people mean when they talk about
harnessing the Chaudiere. So far
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they are right. But after all—would
it be the essential Ottawa ? We must
have the unusual somewhere. We
prefer to have it in the Capital.
Washington would cease to be Wash-
ington if it had the smokestacks of
Pittsburg. Ottawa will cease to be
the Ottawa to which we are accus-
tomed when it begins to be a switch-
board for the Chaudiere. Besides, the
eternal poetry of the Chaudiere and
the Laurentian hills is a better and
more wholesome contrast to the
officialdom and the political fever and
the smart-settism of Ottawa than all
the switchboards and turbines in Am-
erica.

Ottawa is the legislative centre of
the commercial life of the country.
The Chaudiere is but an aceident: due
to the fact that Queen Victoria chose

Bytown instead of beginning a new
capital somewhere else on the Ottawa.
The first chapter of Ottawa indus-
trialism closed with the passing of
the saw-mill. The second will not be-
gin till the hitching of the Chaudiere
—though meanwhile the Capital is
managing to get along very thriftily
with its industries, and it has many
average points of interest to be found
in other less singular cities. TLet the
frequenters of ‘‘Lovers’ Walk’ con-
tinue to listen to the drone of the
Chaudiere as they ramble among the
brambles under the shadow of the
towers of Parliament Hill. For the
moment, you substitute electricity for
sentiment in Ottawa—well, the begin-
ning of the end of the Ideal is in sight,
And they say there is an Ideal buried
somewhere in Parliament Hill.

DIFFERENT

By HILDA RIDLEY

I SAW a little newsboy, poorly clad,
Selling with other boys upon the street,
And calling ‘“Paper’’ in a voice so sweet
I knew he gentle birth and culture had.
But presently I heard the little lad
Mocked by his comrades, who tried to repeat
His tone, and he made no attempt to meet
Their taunts, but suffered on, alone and sad.

Ah, little boy, I thought, indeed you erred
To have a voice so different from the rest;
Perhaps one day you may pronounce that word
Exactly like the others; it is best,
Unless you dare unto yourself be true,
To acquiesce and do as others do.

FRURpP—
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HOME RULE OR ROME RULE
BY PATRICK F. CRONIN

MUCH ink has been spilled over the

proposition, ‘“Would Home Rule
mean Rome Rule ?”’ The Eucharistic
Congress seems to have been the sig-
nal for renewed waste of incendiary
fluid. In a newspaper of the day
on which I write this article, the fol-
lowing words appear in an extraordin-
arily scarceful page of editorial : *“The
Eucharistic procession has done more
to weaken Canadian sentiment on
Home Rule than a dozen T. P. O’Con-
nors could undo.”’

If the declarations of Ireland’s pop-
ular leaders of any period were consult-
ed, it must be conceded that they
bave unfailingly proclaimed for all
classes and creeds in Ireland, the full-
est religious and political liberty. If
the lesson of history be accepted, the
decision must emphasise this one out-
standing fact: that the Catholice of
Ireland, as a people or a nation, never
persecuted, as they themselves have
been everlastingly persecuted, on ac-
count of religion.. Arguments, or
rather prophecies, of a contrary nature
are, however, so numerous and com-
plicated that they remind a bewild-
ered student of the Irish problem
how :

“The wisest old man that ever was known

In the famous wiseacre nation,

Bat up all night with his head in a sling,

To make this caleulation:

If Pat’s father was John’s son

But John’s son hadn’t a father,
What would John’s son have done

If Pat’s son’s father wouldn’t rather?
He worked all day and he worked all night

Till he came to this conclusion,

That Pat’s son’s father’s father’s son

Was the cause of great confusion.”

Fear of importing the Holy Father,
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or perhaps the Inquisition, into a
Home-ruled Ireland, to the peril of
John and his immediate family circle,
has obsessed millions in our wiseacre
nation and continues to do so. Who-
soever reads the correspondence of
the past century between Downing
Street and Dublin Castle, finds there-
in this ever-present dread, as if the
Pope were plotting to regain his an-
cient civil power in the English nation
through Ireland. The fear of Na-
poleon was a temporary diversion;
but at all other times it was the Pope.
And we see one wiseacre in London
warning anothcr in Dublin to be sleep-
lessly on guard, remembering that:

‘“He who England would win

In Ireland must begin.”

Fresh examples of similar vigilance
are occurring almost every day. When-
ever an Irish Nationalist takes a for-
ward part in any religious ceremony,
beards wag, and the eye of the wise-
acre is focused on the Vatican. For
instance, prior to the Eucharistic Con-
gress at Montreal the announcement
was made that John Redmond, leader
of the Irish parliamentary party,
would be in attendance. A Catholic
paper with erratic Irish sympathies,
published in England, reported, after
the congress, which by the way Mr.
Redmond did not attend, that Cardi-
nal Vannutelli bore a message of ap-
proval from the Pope to Mr. Red-
mond’s cause and party. In due
course this was denied from Rome;
and it was added that the Pope had
no intention of approving the Irish
movement. None should know bet-
ter than the Nationalists of Ireland

}
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that when the Pope approves the Irish
struggle the whole world may acknowl-
edge Home Rule is nigh.

The contention I take the liberty of
offering here is that if Ireland were to-
morrow, in the language of the Shan
Van Cocht,

“Free from the centre to the sea,”’
it would be the last spot on earth
to submit to & union of church and
state. I base this opinion not only
upon a pretty fair knowledge of Ire-
land, but, what alone is important,
the unbending opposition which the
Irish race has ever offered to the civil
sovereignty of the church, whether
Catholic or Protestant; and it may as
well be admitted at once that Ireland
withstood more persecution and lost
more of the blood of her people op-
posing the political sovereignty of the
Pope before the Reformation than she
was called upon to endure later in her
resistence of the spiritual sovereignty
of her English rulers.

Catholic and Protestant churchmen
have alike taxed their ingenuity in the
historic argument concerning the state
of the ancient Irish church. Some
Catholics, without actually saying so,
would have us infer that the Irish were
obedient in all respects to the Pope,
whilst Protestants would be inconsis-
tent if they did not contend that the
native Irish church was absolutely in-
dependent of the Pope. Though the
waves of Christian empire travelled
over the world wherever the civilisa-
tion of old Rome had gone before,
the Irish Catholic Nationaliet is proud
to reserve the case of Ireland as an ex-
ception to the philosophic view that
the temporal rule of the Pontiff was
everywhere necessary in those distant
ages of Christian society. He replies
that Treland had never been invaded
by the Roman legions and never later
was subject to the civil power of the
Papacy. Religion was always a power-
ful element in ancient Ireland, as it
is to-day. The Irish were satisfied to
acknowledge the epiritual sovereignty
of the Pope only, and repudiated his

influence in their national concerns.
It was otherwise in England, where
from early times the power of the
Pontiff over the Prince was admitted,
and homage was offered to the *‘Sov-
ereign Pontiff,”” acknowledging his
position to be that of a temporal
suzerain. It was this Pope-ruled Eng-
land which had forced the Pope
into the Irish national trial; and
in regard to the Pope, as all other
adversaries, it is the boast of the
Irish race that they were never con-
quered, because they never gave up
the struggle. To make my proposi-
tion perfectly plain I would say that
when Pope Adrian gave a deed of
Ireland to Henry II. of England, he
did not do it because he believed the
Irish had ever admitted the Papal
title, but because it was a last re-
source to arbitrarily impose a Papal
levy on the country. And it is very
well for Shakespeare to put into King
John's mouth the bold assertion that
no Italian priest shall tithe or toll in
England: but the truth of history is
that the Irish and the Irish alone
kept that principle in practice.

The Catholic faith had flourished for
centuries in Ireland unaffected by
heresy before King Henry and Pope
Adrian thought how to accomplish a
dual conquest of the island. The
Irish church honoured the Papacy
then fully to the extent faithful Cath-
oliecs are bound to honour it to-day,
whilst between Ireland and England
go harmonious and blessed were the
relations that Ireland was the nurse
of English learning, as Lyttelton and
other authorities aver. Dean Swift
in his bitter plea for Irish nationality
put the case this way:

“Britain, confess this land of mine
First gave you human knowledge and
divine!
Our prelates and our sages sent from
hence
Made your sons converts both to God
and sense.”’

The Papacy in the second Henry's
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time was exerting aggressive political
power. From that day to this Ireland,
England and the Pope have been toss-
ed about upon a sea of troubles.
The barque of Peter was unable to
hold all three peacefully together at
any time, and we may say at the
Reformation England found a spirit-
ual boat of her own, into which she
tried to force her island sister, and
pemsisted in violent courses without,
however, succeeding, till Gladstone
disestablished the so-called Church
of Ireland—truly a ridiculous title of
an institution denounced in high Pro-
testant places during the Disestabligh-
ment debates as “‘the most impudent
falsehood in all history.”” Treland
never left, nor wished to change, her
religious position towards Rome.

Now let us get back into history
for testimony under the following
heads: (1) it was the Pope, by under-
taking to deed Ireland to England
upon an assumption of title, began the
fateful chapter; (2) delivery of the

was never satisfactorily made;
(8) whilst the vicissitudes of time
have not spiritually separated the ag-
gressor and the aggrieved, the pur-
chaser, England, has broken off all
business relations with the Papal
power; (4) the situation bothers only
those with a special case to prove.

The history writers for the Catholic
schools of the Christian Brothers, for
instance, have adopted the short-
cut method of getting out of the diffi-
culty by questioning the facts and
suggesting doubt. They look for
proof of the authenticity of Pope
Adrain’s famous bull, and then ¢
a ready apology by adding that if
he did issue it he was deceived by
false information supplied from Eng-
land. It is not so easy to pull the
wool over the eyes of a Pope; and the
over-zealous apologists for the political
privileges of the papacy know it, be-
cause so far as possible they keep the
troublesome bull out of sight. With
the bull in full view, how make plain
the almost miraculous fidelity of Ire-

land to the Holy See ? Perhaps the
clearest-reasoned explanation that has
ever been written was offered by God-
kin, one of those liberal-minded Irish
Protestants who avowed their sym-
pathy for the mass of the Irish Cath-
olic people during the Disestablish-
ment agitation. Ireland, he declares,
experienced her baptism of persecution
when England was Catholic and when
the Pope was on the side of England,
and necessarily responsible for the
Irish persecution. But another King
of England, Henry VIIIL., revolted
against the Papal authority and broke
off all connection with Rome. Then,
it was said, the Pope changed sides in
Ireland, deserting the Pale, and adopt-
ing the cause of ‘‘the Irish enemy,"
80 often excommunicated and de-
nounced as schismatic, contumacious,
vile and barbarous. Thenceforth Papal
intervention became a thorn in the
side of England, and the thunders of
the Vatican were directed against the
English garrison. ‘“‘And indeed,” he
writes,”’ nothing could be more natural
than that the Irish nation should eag-
erly and gratefully accept this power-
ful support. For seventy years from
the Reformation down, there was no
Catholic archbishop in Dublin. The
recusant prelates and clergy were
chased away. No Irish-speaking min-
ister was permitted to open his mouth
in any of the pulpits; no mass could
be publicly celebrated; no Catholic
school could be opened; the churches
were deserted and allowed to fall into
ruin, if not demolished on account of
their Popish ornaments; while all the
men of property and position in the
country who could manage to cross
the seas found refuge on the Contin-
ent and most naturally laboured to
enlist the sympathies of other sover-
eigns in order to recover their homes
and lands. Nor as far as the people
of Ireland are concerned, was the
intervention of the Pope, the Span-
iards and the French, which led to
so many disastrous wars with Eng.
land, an unmixed evil. Tt gave hope
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of ultimate deliverance to a perish-
ing nation, and saved from utter an-
nihilation a most ancient and inter-
esting race of men, while it acted on
the rival clans, now crushed and
scattered, as a powerful bond of union.
The old native church had been al-
most destroyed by the internecine
wars of four centuries, and it received
the coup de grace from Elizabeth.
Hitherto, there had been the Papal
church of the Pale, which came in
with the English colony, henceforth,
the church of the Pale became Pro-
testant, following the destiny of Eng-
land, and the nation gradually obtain-
ed from Rome a new priesthood.”

This priesthood, the priesthood of
modern Ireland, is as strictly native
as it is Papal. It continues volun-
tarily to the Pope the Peter’s Pence
levied in the first instance by an Eng-
lish invader, who received his illegal
warrant from the Pope. There are
occasional popular clashes with Rome,
because Rome has never let go her
anchor to windward, and whilst spirit-
ually on the side of Ireland, is to-day,
as ever, politically on the side of Eng-
land, taking that side openly, as in
the instance of the ‘“Plan of Cam-
paign,”’ but never disposed to smile
upon the political aspiration of the
Irish people to gain back some portions
of their crushed political liberties.

I am quoting no authority unfriend-
ly to Irish Catholics. Godkin writes:
““As a Protestant I can hardly hope
that I have done full justice to the
Church of Rome in Ireland; and I
feel I should be guilty of a dereliction
of duty if I did not make known the
many virtues, as well as defend the
just rights, of the Roman Catholic
priests and people. I have known
both intimately and under all eircum-~
stances, and I believe that the dis-
trust, disparagement and prejudice
which they naturally resent are as un-
warranted by facts as they are un-
fortunate for the country.”

If Ireland to-day had a foreign
priesthood, that priesthood could not
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be one-half so faithful to Rome as the
native priests of Ireland. And yet the
laity of Ireland, proud of this priest-
hood, realise that Rome is against
their political aspirations as long as
England opposes these aspirations.
Verily, Pat’s own father's father's
son is the cause of great confusion.

Since I have referred to the doubt
cast upon the authenticty of Pope
Adrian’s bull let me dispose of it.
Falloon, in his history of Ireland,
writes: ‘“This bull so unfounded in
ite charges against the Irish church
has been justly the subject of much
animadversion even by those writers
who are willing to acknowledge the
spiritual supremacy of the Roman
Pontiff . . The injustice
of the charges contained in the bull
and their glaring inapplicability to the
Irish church have induced some of
the zealous sticklers for the honour of
the Papacy to call in question its
authenticity and to suppose it impos-
sible that it could have proceeded
from the Apostolic See. But how un-
just soever this Papal document may
appear to the world, we have the most
irrefragable proofs that it could not
have been a forgery. The confirma-
tion of it by the Pope Alexander III.,
published in the liftetime of that Pon-
tiff by Cambrenais, is in itself suffi-
cient evidence upon this subject.”

Translated texts of the two bulls
have been preserved by reputable his-
torians.

The Chronicle of the Kings of Eng-
land tells us: ‘““The King after his
conquest of Ireland imposed the trib-
ute of Peter’s Pence upon the King-
dom, namely that every house in Ire-
land should yearly pay a penny to St.
Peter.”’

Falloon deals with the motive of
Adrian and Henry II. as follows:
‘““Henry Plantagenet, the first of the
Anjou race that filled the English

throne, a prince of such unbounded .

ambition that he considered the whole
world little enough for the dominion
of one sovereign, had long contemplat-
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ed the extension of his power over
Ireland and Scotland; but circum-
stances had hitherto been unfavour-
able for accomplishing his design.

B This prince, whose designs
against Ireland had long been in con-
templation, found several obstacles in
his way arising from a combination of
circumstances over which, notwith-
standing his great abilities, he had
little control. However, as the injust-
ice of his cause was not amongst the
number, by the assistance of John of
Salisbury, an intriguing ecclesiastic,
he found means of overcoming every
difficulty; and an alliance with the
Court of Rome, from a pretended zeal
of religion, and a real, though latent
design of violating all its laws, was
agreed upon in order to give this zeal
some colour, even in that age, dark
;qd ignorant as it was. This alliance
with a power which he hated was
mortifying to all the feelings of the
Englieh monarch, but he felt it was
necessary towards the accomplishment
of his wishes, and it is probable he
secretly resolved to overreach the Ro-
man court in her own lucrative bar-
gain. To Adrian IV., therefore, this
application was made, and the Pontiff,
besides being an Englishman and
amicable to the King, was glad of an
opportunity of augmenting the Papal
power and more fully reducing the
Irish to the authority of a church of
which they had long been the stren-
uous and successful opponents. A
bull was accordingly issued by his
Holiness in favour of the English
monarch, a ring was presented to him
in token of his investiture as rightful
sovereign of the Irish, and Henry was
commanded, like another Joshua, to
enter Ireland in a hogtile manner and
put the inhabitants to the sword for
the good of religion and the reforma-
tion of manners. Notwithstanding this
bull was issued in the year 1156, the
insurrections and contested claims in
his French provinces, the unsettled
state of affairs in England, and above
all the protracted dispute with Thomas

& Becket prevented the King from
setting about the prosecution of his
extraordinary mission; and it was not
until subsequent occurrences gave him
an opportunity that he set about re-
ducing to practice a matter to which
he had long directed his attention.’’

The popes were not able to profit
by their experience of the transaction
in shagreen spectacles with Henry II.
Another Pope, who was willing to bol-
ster up the false title deed to Ire-
land, was duped by Henry VIII.

When the monarch, Brian Boru,
fell on the victorious field of Contarf,
O’Halloran tells us, he died as a hero
and a Christain should die, making a
general confession and receiving the
Eucharist. Afterwards, in recognition
of some spiritual favour, one of Brian’s
sons deposited the King’s harp and
crown in the Vatican, where the harp
remained till Henry VIII. took to
writing a defence of the faith for the
edification of the Pope and the dis-
comfiture of Luther. Among the titles
and favours bestowed upon Henry by
the Roman Pontiff for his masterly es-
say in hypocrisy was the lovely harp
of Brian, as if it were an ancient
pledge of the surrender of Ireland’s
sovereignty to the Pope.

I have quoted no Catholic authority
in disparagement of the Protestant
state church of Ireland. I would quote
only Catholic testimony to the long
and desperate opposition which Cath-
olic Treland offered to the Papal state
church. But none need to go beyond
the pages of Gilbert to find as-
surance that there never was a sur-
render on the part of the native Irish,
notwithstanding the attempts that
have been made to represent the con-
ferences of Cashel and Mellifont as
acts of national submission to the
authority of the Pope conferred upon
Henry. As to the motives of the
Irish, Father Malone is an intelligent
witness, when he writes: ‘“The Anglo-
Irish in Dublin not only shut the
sanctuary against the natives and
virtually against the worthiest of the
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Pale; the church became a close bor-
ough, all healthy competition being
set aside, laziness and ignorance re-
sulted. Breeding in and in, trans-
ferred into an herediary priesthood,
into a caste, the Anglo-Irish church
promised to be only an eyesore, a
scandal to the church of God.”
Once the Irish got rid of state
churches, both Catholic and Protes-
tant, they felt no interest in the af-
fection of the English people for such
institutions. Let the English people
look after their own gpiritual con-
cerns and stick to their present notion
of keeping the Pope out of England
by maintaining a Protestant state
church. But they have neither
right nor reason to suspect the Cath-
olicity of Ireland ; and it has long been
@ subject of amazement to Irishmen
that the age-long example of Ireland
has been misunderstood. Exactly a
hundred years ago Charles Phillips, as
devout a Catholic as O’Connell, and
as high-minded a patriot as Grattan,
wrote the following: ‘“The Irish Cath-
olie, firm in his faith, bows to the
Pontiff’s spiritual supremacy, but he
would spurn the Pontiff's temporal
interference. If with the spirit of an
earthly domination he was to issue to-
morrow his despotic mandate, Cath-
olic Treland with one voice would
answer him: ‘We bow with reverence
to your spiritual mission; the descen-
dent of Saint Peter, we freely acknowl-
edge you the head of our church and
the organ of our creed. But if we have
a church we cannot also forget we have
a country. When you attempt to con-
vert your mitre into a crown and your
crosier into a sceptre, you degrade the
majesty of your high delegation and
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grossly miscalculate upon our submis-
sion.” But England, which sees the
Irish exiles in every field of the new
world, defending the various flags of
every faith, supports the injustice of
her exclusive constitution and brands
upon them the ungenerous accusation
of an exclusive creed. England, the
ally of Catholic Spain—the ally of
Catholic Portugal—the ally of Catholic
France—the friend of the Pope; Eng-
land who seated a Catholic bigot in
Madrid—who conveyed a Catholic Bra-
ganza to the Brazils, who crowned a
Catholic Bourbon in Paris—who guar-
anteed the Catholic establishment in
Corsica and in Canada—who gave her
constituttion to Catholic Hanover;
England who one would imagine took
out a roving commission from Quoran-
totti in search of Catholic grievances
to redress, and of Catholic princes to
restore, cannot trust the Catholic at
home who spends his blood and treas-
ure in her service."’

The lapse of a hundred years has
worked little improvement in the
‘“‘great confusion,”” which excited the
amazement of Charles Phillips and the
Irish Catholics of his day. England
still continues to act in Europe as the
guardian of Catholic royalty that seemg
to have outlived its usefulness. The
principle of church and state displays
every sympton of steady decay. The
form in which it survives in Lower
Canada was the free bestowal of Eng-
land on the French-Canadian people,
and TIrishmen are not called upon to
criticise it any more than they do
the other form in which the English
people themselves maintain it. Ire-

land’s national issue is in no way in-
volved.




THE SECRET DRAWER
BY CHRISTIAN LYS

TH ERE was no vehicle of any kind

in the station yard, and the
porter explained that people always
ordered beforehand from the Red Lion
in the village.

“I can get a cab in a few minutes,
sir. Where is it to go to?”’

: ‘“To the Old Manor, Professor Mat-
tineon’s. Perhaps I had better wait
a little while, he may send a carriage
for me.”

““He won't do that,”” the porter an-
swered, ‘‘he has got nothing to send.
He’s a bit near, and that rich, they
say, he don’t know what he’s worth."’

His opinion did not interest me, and
I let him go for the ecab, which proved
to be an ancient affair with a horse
and driver to mateh. We were a long
time covering the four miles of coun.
try road which lay between the sta-
tion and my destination, and the
November day was drawing to a close
when we suddenly stopped by the
roadside.

“What is it, driver?”’

“That there’s the entrance to the
Old Manor,”” he answered, pointing
with his whip to a gate which opened
into a dense wood, and T got out won-
dering whether he could possibly have
made a mistake.

“Maybe you didn’t know the pro-
fessor was a bit of a hermit,’”” he said
as T paid the fare. ‘“The house is in
there somewhere, but I've never geen
that gate open, nor any one go in or
come out of it all the years I’ve known
this road.”

This visit to Professor Mattinson,
who was personally unknown to me,
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had come about in a curious way, and

to explain it T must talk about myself
for a moment. When I had taken my
medical degree, being without ties and
with ample means, I determined to
travel, and with short intervals in
London I had been away for nearly
ten years in Egypt, in Central Asia,
in China, and Japan. They had been
years of deep study and observation,
and T had collected many curios both
unique and valuable. I had in con-
templation a work that should show
the correlation of the various religions
which had existed, or did exist, and
my main study had been directed to-
wards this end. Recently, one or two
articles which T had written on the
subject for a leading quarterly had
been severely attacked. T was spoken
of as a self-opinionated young man,
unwisely perhaps, T had hotly answer-
ed my crities, accusing them of pro-
fessional jealousy. In the midst of a
controversy which had become bitter,
T received a letter from Professor Mat-
tinson expressing great interest in my
views and in the curios upon which T
had based some of my arguments,
and he asked me to spend a day or
two with him at his house in the Mid-
lands and take my curios with me.
The gate opened easily enough, and
I walked up a winding, muddy roed,
guessing my way rather than seeing
it, for it was dark under the trees. T
came upon the house suddenly. Tt
was literally buried in the wood, and
certainly there was no outward sign
of welecome. TIn two windows there
was a dim light, and the only sound
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was the soughing of the wind amongst
the trees. I found the door with diffi-
culty, and knocked. Presently the
door opened slowly and about a foot
only. Against the dim light beyond
was silhouetted the head and shoulders
of a little old woman as she peered
out at me with blinking eyes.

“‘Is Professor Mattinson at home ?'’
I asked.

‘“Who are you ?”’

“Doctor Claxton.”’

““The professor doesn’t see
one,”’ she replied.

“But he asked me to come, he is
expecting me.”’

“I do not think——""

She stopped and turned at the sound
of footsteps behind her.

“What is it, Mrs. Allen ?’’ and the
door was opened wider. ‘“Ah! Have
I the pleasure of welcoming Doctor
Claxton ? Come in, come in. You
must excuse my housekeeper. She
has strict instructions that T will not
see anybody, and I forgot to tell her
you were coming. I must make some
rule, or I should get no peace at all.”

I was inclined to think he himself
had forgotten all about me until that
moment, and his appearance astonish-
ed me. I knew something of his past
career, and calculated that he must
be at least seventy, yet he was a well
set up, vigorous man, more like a
counfry squire than a student. The
hall was bare and uncomfortable. A
lamp stood on a forlorn looking table
on one side, and a solitary rug was at
the foot of the stairs.

The professor took me into a small
room opening from the hall, pushed
an armchair to the fire, bade me be
seated, promised the advent of tea in
a few moments, and then plunged into
politics, the very last thing in the
world in which I should have imagin-
ed he would take an interest. This
room was comfortably untidy, lined
with books, but nothing else to mark
the student in it. My host puzzled
me altogether, and I believe I should
have asked him whether he really was

any
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Professor Mattinson had not Mrs.
Allen entered with the tea. As the
housekeeper went out a woman came
in, a woman I had previously seen at
the top of the stairs, and I rose from
my seat.

“My dear Freda, a most distinguish-
ed visitor. Doctor Claxton, my grand-
daughter.”’

She welcomed me in a low voice,
then turned to the tea-table. Appar-
ently she had never heard my name
mentioned before, and certainly was
not particularly pleased to see me.
She was a very beautiful girl. She
said little, either then or later at din-
ner. The professor did all the talk-
ing, but never once touched upon
science or kindred subjects.

““Now, doctor, we will go and have
a little talk,” said the professor, ris-
ing from the table.

“Which means that T must say
good-night,”” said Freda. ‘‘My grand-
father does not believe in science for
women. Perhaps he fears the com-
petition.”’

The professor laughed and hurried
me away. He seemed as anxious now
to get to science as he had appeared
desirous to avoid the subject before.

“Did you bring any of your curios ?’*
he asked as we crossed the hall.

“Yes, those that T used as argu-
ments in my articles.’’

““Good, fetch them.
examine them together.”’

When I joined him in the room
where we had tea he took up the lamp.

“We will get into a more congenial
atmosphere,”” he said. ‘‘T am a crea-
ture of moods and can think more
clearly when I am surrounded by my
work.”’

Crossing to a door, he led the way
down a short passage into a large
room, one of three communicating.
We were in a museum wherein there
was wealth indeed, but not of the
kind which the porter at the station
had imagined.

““And T am selfish,”’ the professor
went on, as he put the lamp on a

We will
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table. ‘I like to keep my treasures
to myself. I cannot remember the
last time I admitted anyone to these
rooms."’

“I am greatly honoured, professor.”’

“I read your articles carefully, con-
ceived you to be a man after my own
heart; hence my letter. Along the
line you are travelling, I have travel-
led, and believe that few men could
be of greater service to you than I
can. The vigour of youth backed by
the experience of age, could any com-
bination be stronger? You can look
round my museum to-morrow, to-night
we will examine your treasures. Bring
a chair to the table, doctor. Ah! these
are the hours in life worth living for.”’

“TI hope I am not about to disap-
point you,”’ T said.

I had brought three of my treasures,
a scarab, a necklace, and a rough gold
ring.

This is not the place to discuss
them or the arguments T based upon
them. T need only say that T had at-
tempted to prove, successfully I be-
lieve, that the scarab had been in the
possession of Moses during the forty
years’ wandering and had probably
been held by him as a talisman; that
the necklace, composed of stones
which had probably been brought by
the Phoenicians to King Solomon, had
been given by that monarch to the
Queen of Sheba: and that the ring,
of Chinese origin, but found in Ttaly
under the most curious circumstances,
was evidence that at some period in
the world’s history China had been a
dominant power in Europe.

After examining my treasures for
some time with evident excitement,
Professor Mattinson said, ‘“Tell me
how these things came into your pos-
session.”’

My story was a long one, and the
professor listened eagerly, asking
sharp questions now and then, and at
intervals taking up one of the curios to
examine it again in the light of some
statement I made.

“I think your arguments are sound

in the main,”” he said when I had
finished, ““‘and I am inclined to be-
lieve that these things are of the ut-
most value. I believe I can find some
links in the chain of evidence in my
museum here. We will go into that
to-morrow, it is too late to-night. In
the meanwhile, doctor, say nothing
about your treasures. Women are in-
quisitive and ineclined to talk unadvis-
edly. Even Freda is.”

It was well after midnight. I was
surprised to find how quickly the time
had passed. Professor Mattinson
came to the foot of the stairs with me
and with my precious little parcel in
my hand I went up to bed. My room
was at the end of the corridor, and as
I went towards it, a door opened and
Freda Mattinson came out.

“I hope you will find everything
comfortable, Doctor Claxton.’’

“Thank you. I am gure I shall.”’

““Oh, and doctor, we always make
a habit of locking our doors in this
house. Please lock yours.”

She had gone before I had time to
question her. It looked as though
she did not want to be questioned.
I locked my door, I should probably
have done so in any case, and slept
the sleep of the just. The old carved
four-poster was exceedingly comfort-
able.

Dressing next morning I was cons-
cious of being rather excited, and it
was not caused by the anticipation of
a further discussion with the profes-
sor, but by the fact that he had a
grand-daughter. If such a sudden in-
terest in the lady seems absurd it
must be remembered that T was still a
young man, that she was a very beau-
tiful woman, a combination which
usually produces fire of some sort.

She was alone when I went down to
breakfast.

“The professor always works from
early morning until noon,” she said.
““No visitor, however distinguished, is
likely to make him break that rule.’”’

““Does he work in the museum ?”’ T
asked.

e !
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““No, in a den he has upstairs. He
gave me the key of the museum;
there it is. He hopes you will be able
to amuse yourself until lunch.”’

““Are you interested in science ?”’

““One in a family is enough, don’t
you think ?”’

‘““Which means you are. Won't
you be my guide in the museum ?*’

“I have only entered it twice in my
life. It does not appeal to me,’”’ she
answered.

I felt rather snubbed.
she intended me to feel so. It was
not a pleasant sensation, because I
was desirous of creating a favourable
impression upon Freda Mattinson. T
became attentive to my breakfast and
my next remark was about the
weather.

“May I ask why you have come to
see my grandfather ?’’ she asked sud-
denly.

I remembered the professor’s in-
junction last night not to mention my
treasures.

““To discuss one or two controver-
sial questions,’’ I answered.

“You had time to do that last
night. When do you propose to leave
—before lunch ?”’

I did not answer, but I evidently
looked my astonishment.

““T see the idea has not occurred to
you,”’ she went on. “‘Of course, I am
not actually the mistress of this
house, but T may say that I shall be
far happier when you have left it.”

“But your grandfather? I could
hardly treat him with such discourt-
egy, much as I should like to please
you. Won’t you be open with me
and tell me how I have offended
’w ?"

“You have not offended me. I do
not want you in the house, that is all.
Call it a whim if you like. You don’t
see your way to do as I wish ?”’

“I don’t, indeed. However, you
shall not be troubled with the sight of
me more than I can help. I shall
spend the morning in the museum.”’

“I suppose, Doctor Claxton, you

I fancied.
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are prodigiously clever, and know
everything there is to be known about
curios and specimens, where they have
come from, and in whose hands they
have been ?”’

“I can hardly claim such clever-
ness,’”” I said, rather curtly, I am
afraid. I was annoyed by the way
she treated me.

“There is an inlaid cabinet is the
middle room of the museum,” she
went on. “‘If you pull out the bot-
tom drawer entirely, and put your
hand into the opening, you will find
another drawer, a secret drawer, be-
hind. Look at the contents of it and
tell me what you think the next time
we are alone, unlesg———"’

““Yes, unless——"’

“Unless you take my advice and
leave the house at once.””

“I will examine the drawer,”’ T
said.

I did not go to the museum directly
after breakfast. I like a little fresh
air first thing, and I went for a walk
through the woods. Even when I
went to the museum I did not go
straight to the cabinet, there were
so many things to arrest my atten-
tion. Once in front of the cabinet,
however, I was eager to see what
Freda Mattinson made such a mystery
about. T opened the doors which shut
in the nest of drawers and was about
to put in my hand to find the secret
drawer, when T started. The profes-
sor was standing behind me.

““Ah, Freda has evidently been talk-
ing to you,”” he said gravely. “I pur-
posely gave her the opportunity this
morning. What do you think of her,
Doctor Claxton ?°’

““She is very beautiful and——""

“I mean mentally,”” he said, taking
the drawer from me and replacing it.
“These are fossils of small value, as
you see, but this cabinet has a curious
attraction for Freda, an unhealthy at-
traction. Do you understand ?’’

“T am afraid T do not.”

‘My dear Claxton, do you imagine
I should keep such a beautiful woman
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as my grand-daughter shut up in an
out-of-the-way place like this unless
there was a good reason,”’ and he tap-
ped his head with his forefinger. ‘‘She
is not dangerous, but she requires
constant watching. The fact accounts
for my practical retirement from the
world.””

“I am sorry, deeply sorry, I——"’

“Ah, I do not complain,” said the
professor. *“I have more time for
writing and study here than I should
have were I in town. I cannot pose
88 & martyr. Let me be your guide
amongst my treasures until lunch
time; this afternoon we will talk of
yours again.”’

That afternoon and evening he and
I again discussed my scarab, necklace,
and ring. We went deeper and deeper
into speculations, Mattinson leading,
I following, and Freda passed as com-
pletely from my mind as if she had
never existed. When I went to bed,
however, taking my little parcel of
treasures with me, Freda came out
into the corridor as she had done the
previous night,

“You will lock your door, doctor.”’

“Certainly.”

“And in the cabinet ?"

The question was asked in a low
tone and with intense eagerness.

“I could not examine it closely.
The professor interrupted me."’

‘““Are you going to-morrow ?"’

l‘Yes.ll

She turned and re-entered her
room, leaving me depressed. It was
an awful thing that a woman so beau-
tiful should be so afflicted. She was
not dangerous, Mattinson had said,
but was it really safe for her to be
alone in the night ? Might she not
do herself some injury ? Was she dim-
ly conscious that she might do harm
to others, and hence her injunction to
me to lock my door? To-night there
was no swift falling to sleep for me.
I tried to render my mind a blank,
but Freda’s beautiful eyes looked out
of the darkness at me and compelled
my thoughts. How long T lay there

trying to convince myself that I had
not fallen in love with a woman who
was mad I cannot tell, but I was sud-
denly startled by the sound of move-
ment. The moment I set myself to
listen the room was as still as death,
yet it was not empty. Someone, or
something, was near me, watching
me, perhaps, with eyes accustomed to
the dark. Was Freda in my room ?
Had I forgotten to lock the door ?

I slipped noiselessly from the bed,
my hands spread out before me to
touch whatever might be there, for
truly my visitor seemed something
more, or less, than human. The door
was locked, and even as I satisfied
myself on this point the sound of
movement came again, stealthy but
unmistakable. It was in the room, by
the bed, and was a strange sound.
Some one was breathing a little heay-
ily, I thought, and yet this was not
exactly the sound. If one could im-
agine sound from hands feeling in the
dark that would explain it. I am not
by nature a coward, but my forehead
was damp, and the pitch-dark room
became a place of terror. There was
a candle on the table by the bed, but
I dared not go near it lest I should
touch this something evil which had
visited me. It must be evil. There
was another candle on the toilet table
by the window, I remembered, and
with arms still outstretched I went
towards it. The match struck silent-
ly. The candle was a new one and
difficult to light. A long time seemed
to elapse before it burned in a steady
flame, and then it was only a dim
light which illuminated the room. I
think I was half afraid to look toward
the bed; I am sure that fear gripped
me when I realised that no one was
there, that nothing was visible, for
there was still the sound. The cur-
tains drawn at the head of the bed
must hide something.

It was in a kind of desperation that
I crossed the room. I had a curious
sensation of power being drained from
my body and brain, a conviction that
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I must act at once or that my nerve
centres would become paralysed and
I should be unable to move. I pulled
back the curtain. Still nothing, yet
still the sound and a greater sense of
impotence creeping over me. I have
said that the bed was an old, carved
four-poster, and as I stood holding on
to one of the posts, I suddenly under-
stood that the sound came from the
one on the opposite side. T leaned for-
ward to look at it more closely, and
then shrank quickly back again. A
piece of the carving was gone, and in
its place was a funnel, projecting
slightly, and bent downward. Through
it some poisonous fume was being
pumped on to the bed, the full force
of the noxious breath falling where a
sleeper’s head would be, where mine
bad been only a few moments ago.
The poison was fast filling the whole
room. Had I been lying in the bed I
should have been past help by this
time ; as it was I was nearly overcome
as I stumbled across to the window
and opened it. I stood inhaling
draughts of pure air for a little while
before partially dressing myself. For
some time the fumes continued to be
pumped into the room. Now that the
window was open there was no dan-
ger except near the bed, and I was
careful to keep as far away from that
as possible.

The sound ceased presently, and a
slight click told me that the carving
had been fitted into its place again,
but T did not move from the window.
T waited, expecting I knew not what,
but confident that something must
happen. Was there a way of opening
the door in spite of its being locked ?
Was there some secret entrance to the
room ? At any moment I might re-
quire all my wits, and indeed all my
strength, to avert peril. The moments
slipped by, and no sound disturbed
the silence. Perhaps after a time I
dozed a little in my chair, T am not
sure ; T only know I sat there all night
until the gray dawn came up slowly
over the woods.
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As soon as it was light enough I
examined the bed. The fumes were
dispersed ; I doubt whether there was
the slightest smell in the room to be-
tray what had happened. Certainly
I could not decide the exact piece of
carving which had been removed, nor
detect any loose woodwork. The only
peculiarity about the bed, one which
I had not noticed before, was that the
head of it was fixed to the wall be-

hind. There was evidently some
communication with the adjoining
chamber.,

I dressed leisurely and quietly, and
was intentionally a little late in leay-
ing my room. I was at a loss how
to act. This beautiful, mad woman
for some reason must have conceived
a dislike to me, and had attempted to
kill me. Devilish cunning had been
employed, but it was quite possible
that with morning she might forget
what she had done. On the other
hand, if she believed that I was ly-
ing dead, my sgudden appearance
might have a disastrous result. I
would have gone straight to Professor
Mattinson had T known where to find
him immediately.

As I approached the head of the
stairs T heard the professor and his
grand-daughter in the hall below.

“He is late; T will go and knock at
his door,”” said the professor.

“T’'ll go,” Freda answered. “You
kept him up late last night, and he
has overslept himeelf."’

The next moment her quick feet
were upon the stairs. I was convinced
that her haste bespoke fear, T felt sure
that she remembered what she had
done in the night, but T could not re-
treat, so I hurried forward and was at
the top of the stairs before she was
half-way up. She saw me and stop-
ped. The professor, who was evident-
ly about to follow her, stopped too. A
smile came into the girl’s face and her
lips had just moved to bid me good
morning when Professor Mattinson
suddenly broke into a loud, discordant
laugh, reeled back from the stairs and
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fell prone upon the stone flags of the

hall.
* » ¥

I shall never forget that day nor
thoee which followed. They were
pasinful in the extreme,
pleasant duties were thrust upon me.
Professor Mattinson recovered from his
fall in a few hours, but he was a rav-
ing maniac. I had to arrange for his
immediate removal to an asylum,
and his ravings made it quite clear
that he had attempted to murder me
in order to get possession of my treas-
ures. Behind my room there was a
small chamber which neither Freda
nor the housekeeper knew anything
about, and we discovered the connec-
tion between this room and the bed.
What eubtle poison he had used I do
not know, nor did I subsequently find
anything in the museum to help me.
That it was most deadly I have no
doubt whatever, and had I fallen
asleep that night I should never have
awakened again.

And Freda? At first we were so
much occupied with the professor’s
removal that any explanation was im-
possible, and it was quite evident that
she shrank from an explanation. When
her grandfather had gone she took me
to the museum and to the cabinet in
the middle room. She pulled out the
bottom drawer, asd then a narrow
little drawer hidden behind it. This
she held out to me.

“Do you know that, Doctor Clax-
ton? Have you ever seen it before ?”’

In the drawer was a partially cut
emerald of immense size, a stone
which, once seen, could not be for-

and un-.

gotten. I had seen it gome years be-
fore in Egypt. It was in the posses-
gion of a traveller named Matthews,
who had found it in some queen’s
tomb, Queen Hatshepset, I think.

I see you do know it,”” said Freda.
‘I discovered this stone hidden here
quite by accident only a little while
ago. My grandfather said it was val-
ueless, merely a copy, but I had heard
of the Egyptologist Matthews and
learned that, some time before I
came to live here, he had been found
dead in your room. I could not sus-
pect my grandfather, rather I believ-
ed in some malignant influence con-
nected with the stone, but when you
came unexpected, when I overheard,
as you went from th dinner-table,
that you had brought some treasure
with you, I was afraid. That is why
I told you to lock your door, that is
why I was anxious you should go, that
is why I told you to look in this secret
drawer. If there was any mystery
about this stone I thought you would
be likely to know about it, and that
it might warn you.”

My inquiries left little doubt that
Matthews had died as it was intend-
ed I should die, and I believe the lust
for possession of such treasures as
Matthews and I had was enough to
drive Professor Mattinson mad. Some
people, I know, have not taken such
a lenient view, and it is true, of
course, that I was asked to take my
treasures with me, but I believe my
explanation is the right one. It is the
explanation which Frela chooses to be-
lieve, and I am glad, for the chief aim
in my busy life is to keep sorrow and
pain from my beautiful wife.




BELFAST:
IRELAND’'S COMMERCIAL CAPITAL

BY ALF. S. MOORE

THE story of the advancement of

Belfast is one of the most stimu-
lating chapters in the history of the
expansion of British commerce. The
rapidity of its growth is unparalleled
by that of any other city in Europe,
and it is equalled only by Chicago
and perhaps a few of the mushroom
towns that have sprung up in Can-
ada within the last generation. Local
opinion is divided as to whether it
would be more correct to say that
““Chicago is the Belfast of America,”

rather than to admit that ‘‘Belfast is

the Chicago of Europe.”

It is almost absolutely a town of
the present and future.

Turn to the census returns, and it
is to find an unbroken record of in-
creases—not mere increments, butb
literally leaps and bounds. The
directory gives Belfast’s population in
1821 as 87,117 persons. Thirty years
later—the middle of last century—
these figures had increased to 87,063,
and in 1871 they had leaped up again
to 164,412. To-day with a popula-
tion of about 400,000 it occupies the
position of sixth place among the
cities of the United Kingdom, far out-
stripping Dublin, the metropolis of
Ireland. No illustration of its growth
can be more forcible than the fact
that to-day the number of persons
employed in two of its shipbuilding
works alone is double the whole

population of a century ago.

But population is not the only in-
dication of the rapid advancement of
this Irish city. Its commercial sig-
nificance has advanced by the same
“leaps and bounds’—a phrase fre-
quently made use of by one of its
sprightly daily journals. As a port,
it ranked only third in Ireland less
than a century ago; that is to say, it
took third place for the amount of
duty collected. Marvellous is again
the only word to apply to the meta-
morphosis, because it has advanced
until to-day it occupies third place
among all the ports in the mighty
widespread British Empire.

What are the causes that have led
to this rapid development of Belfast ?
Certainly the geographical position
does not give it much advantage.
Follow the good advice of the late
Lord Salisbury: ‘“To understand af-
fairs, study maps.”” A map of the
British Tsles will suit our purpose.
There is Belfast, situated at the
southward end of a sheet of water—
half sea, half river—protruding in-
land into the northeast corner of Tre-
land from the TIrish Sea, or, more cor-
rectly, from that portion of it known
as the North Channel. It is twelve
miles from the open sea—a position
of splendid isolation. TUnlike Glas-
gow, Liverpool, Manchester and other
centres, it has neither of those two
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great essentials to commerce—coal
and iron—within convenient reach.
Alike with tobacco, flax, jute and
other raw products that have made
the town, every ounce of both coal
and iron have to be imported across
the rough and often trying sea that
separates John Bull’s Other Island
from ite greater sisterland. Let us
still stick to our map in considering
the seaward approach to Belfast as a
factor in its growth. The arm of the
sea is comparatively wide, but o
shallow is the river flowing into it
that a channel had to be cut through
four miles of intervening sandbanks
and slobland. The river Lagan, with
no great scour to keep its bed deep
and only forty miles in length, is, at
its best, a small and shallow stream
compared with the Severn, Thames,
or mighty St. Lawrence. In fact, it
was not until mechanical knowledge
had produced the dredger that Bel-
fast’s importance began.

Have its claime as a distributing
centre tended in any degree to its
progress ? Here, with the open map
still before us, it may be seen that
though it is the principal port in the
northern province of Ireland there are
other good harbours—at Newry,
Larne, Coleraine and Derry—all of
which are available. Moreover, Ul-
ster (and in fact Ireland generally)
is agricultural in its main interess.
The industries are confined to less
than a dozen towns, the largest of
which does not approach even a third-
rate Canadian city.

We might explore further, into the
very streets of Belfast itself, for a
solution to our quest for some reasons
of this wonderful advancement. The
Canadian visitor sees Ireland’s com-
mercial capital in Summer when the
fine sunshine makes everything
golden in hue. But on a real wintry
day, when the mud and slush lie
thick and deep, we marvel if the
constant work of the army of al.erb
sweepers can do any good. A string
of loaded drays over the granite pave-
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ment makes the houses quiver as
with a minor earthquake. Occasion-
ally a high tide floods the streets.
To obtain a sufficient fall for the
drainage taxes the most eminent
engineering skill, and, if anything
heavier than a cottage is to be built,
great piles must be driven into the
treacherous upper soil. With the sea
at every tide rising to within five feet
of the street surface at Castle June-
tion, the very hub of the city’s life,
can it be said otherwise than that
Belfast has been literally built up
““out of mud ?”’

With all these disabilities—geo-
graphical, commercial and physical—
how does it come that this city has
advanced and prospered so well ? Tt
is one of those economic questions
that are easier to ask than to answer.
Ireland is, unfortunately, the most
backward portion of the United King-
dom, so far as industrial develop-
ment is concerned; yet here we have
one area of it—covered by the
smallest of our silver coins on an
ordinary map—where the people have
the progressiveness of the American,
the thrift of the Scotch and the pluck
of the English, with a goodly flavour
of the traditional hospitality of the
native Hibernian race to leaven the
lot. Tt is a striking object lesson to
the world of what can be done by self-
reliance, enterprise and application.

Having seen how Belfast lives her
life strangely alone, with her back to
the rest of Treland and her face to
the waters, it is only fitting that we
should choose to make our entrance
from the ocean. The time has not
yet arrived when Canadian pas-
sengers will be landed direct at her
quays, though assuredly the fine
liners of the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way Company have for some years
found Belfast of sufficient importance
to call on their outward journey.
However, let us suppose we are en-
tering TIreland’s commercial capital
by one or other of the magnificent
cross-channel steamers from Liver-
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pool or Glasgow. On either side of
the gradually-narrowing estuary are
green clad mountains—a monstrous
rib on the slope of which nestle sun-
kissed villas forming each bank, while
in the dim distance is the overhead
shawl of smoke betokening the town.
As we make our way up the four-
miles of Victoria Channel, &0 care-
fully margined with buoys and light-
houses, and forming the straight
avenue to the splendid line of quays,
our first impressions of Belfast are
convincing. Ahead of us are the tow-
ering skeleton gantries, leading land-
marks in connection with ‘““the most
magnificent shipbuilding yard in the
world.” ‘‘What do they mean ?” is
the inquiry by those who have never
seen anything of the.kind before, but
the inquirer is not long left in doubt
when a few minutes later he passes
under their very shadow and sees how
200 feet above him, mounted on a
railway traversing this network of
'spans and girders are cranes travel-
ling to and fro, depositing masses of
iron plates here and there as care-
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fully as you or I would pick up a
match. Two of these gantries, each
serving a couple of ships on adjacent
slips, tower high above us, silently
performing the work of 200 men, amid
the discordant din of the beating of
hammers. With them a load of ten
or even twenty tons is mere child’s
play, just as it is to the floating erane
which can swing its load of 200 tons
easily and silently into position.
Meanwhile, as our steamer slows
down to ‘‘half-speed,”’ we have a
good opportunity to gaze around us,
and the first thing to claim attention
is the splendid demonstration of the
prescience and energy of the harbour
authorities in the navigable channel
and the encouragement given to ship-
building. Tt seems like going back
to antediluvian days almost to re-
call how in March, 1791, a shipbuilder
named William Ritchie came over
from Scotland with ten men and “‘a
quantity of shipbuilding apparatus
and materials’’ to establish the first
shipyard. William Ritchie was en-
terprising for his period, and the good



| “ [ |JIU| ll

'L »1” ‘i.ii“g’}

-

THE CITY HALL, BELFAST.

homely folk of those days were wont
to keep royal holiday on such occa-
sions as when he launched a ship of
200 tons burthen. He persevered
until in Octokter, 1838, there left the
slips in his works a passenger steam-
er. This ship, the Aurora, was 170
feet long, of 453 tons register and 750
tons burthen, developing 250 horse-
power. Such was the inception of
the shipbuilding industry.  Other
times, other methods. To-day in Bel-
fast it is the habit to speak of steam-
ers as being such a fraction of a mile
in length, and it would be no exag-
geration to state that a steamer such
as the Awurora could be very easily
stowed between decks on a modern
liner. ‘‘Belfast made the Lagan, and
the Lagan made Belfast.”” There in
a sentence i8 a creed synonymous
with the .city’s motto, ‘“‘Pro tanto
quid retribuamus;”’ which might be
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IT COST MORE THAN TWO MILLION DOLLARS

liberally interpreted in the line of the
Psalmist David: “‘For so much as we
have received let us return as much.””

How Belfast came to be a port at
all is a matter for surprise. Not much
more than a hundred years ago it
would have been possible for a tall
man to walk across the river without
getting his neck wet. The story of
the dlggmw of the Lagan goes back
to 1784, when the Ballast Corpora-
tion, established by Act of Parlia-
ment in 1785, submitted a plan for
improving the harbour by construct-
ing a canal from the antiquated dock
at the foot of High street to where
the Abercorn Basin now is. Alas,
the work in question was not carried
out until nearly sixty years later
(1849). This was the first real step,
and it led to others. With the ad-
vancement of the ship-yards came
the necessity of a deeper waterway.
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The several firms of the period want-
ed facilities for their trade, and simul-
taneously the growing importance of
the town warranted better attention
to be given to its commercial require-
ments. Eminent engineers were con-
sulted, and the Vietoria Channel—a
straight cut which clipped off the
present so-called Queen’s Island
from the opposite bank—was com-
pleted. Tmproved dredging appliane-
es and the use of steam hopper
barges have wrought wonders since
then.

Yet wonderfu' as the development
of the navigable Lagan has been, the
development of ship-building has out-
stripped it again and again. There
has been no halt in onward progress
It takes no deep knowledge to ob-
serve how the great liner and the
leviathan tramp have been and are
slowly but surely crushing smaller
craft from the seas, and if a builder
cannot supply the demand for either
or both there will be little else for
him to do. Tt is no use construeting
a big steamer if it must remain stuek
in a sandbank when it leaves the
slip. The depth of water sufficient in
1872 to float the epoch making White
Star liner Oceanic—the first steamer
to have the saloon and cabin amid-
ships—would be totally insufficient to
meet present-day requirements. The
harbour authorities, however, met the
question with proper resolution. No
remissness would be due to them. In
August last they had before them the
dimensions of the mighty Olympic—
now happily launched and being fitted
out at the wharf—and so prompt. were
their business capabilities that in the
first week is September they had set-
tled a contract involving more than
£40.000 in preparation for the launch
of this great marine monster and her
sister liner, the Titanic.

Two months is not a long period in
which to undertake great works, yet
a week before the launch the Harbour
Board engineer was able to report that
not alone had the dredging of the

river to float the greatest ship in the
world been accomplished, but that
there had also been completed the re-
moval of a large scoop of the river
bank to provide a turning basin for
vessels of such dimensions. Nor has
this been all their work, for com-
patible with modern and future pos-
sibilities the past year has seen the
construction at £350,000 of the larg-
est dry dock in the world.

In a comprehensive article like the
present, covering Belfast in general,
the exigencies of space do not permit
full description, yet it would be im-
possible to dismiss merely in a few
sentences the wonders of this Queen’s
Island—for so it is still called, though
its insular character has long ag0 pass-
ed away, which has made the name
of Ireland famous over wide oceans
and broad continents. The apotheosis
of this great industrial hive is g
romance of evolution as wonderful ag
has ever been recorded in print. As
we steam slowly along its river
boundary, it seems difficult to recon-
cile the masses of gaunt scaffolding,
gigantic forests of iron and ribs of
half-built ships that rise up like
skeletons, with the few miserable,
stunted shrubs that sixty years ago
gave this place the semblance of g
pleasure ground, to which the towns-
people of the time resorted on holi-
days or during the long summer even-
ings. Why in the near foreground—
now the Abercorn Basin, where al-
most half-a-dozen immense steamers
are fitting out or being repaired—was
a shallow pond where school-boys
bathed. Tt is interesting, too, when
we imagine how a very small portion
of the area constituted the modest
vard of Robert Hickson and Company,
who had as their manager the late
Edward Harland. Tt was not by any
means a prosperous concern, for in
1858, when the young manager wish-
ed to go elsewhere, Hickson made
him an offer of the entire undertaking.
Tt was accepted, and, reinforced by a
partner, the foundations of what is
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now recognised as ‘‘the most magni-
ficent shipbuilding yard in the
world”’ were laid.

A later partner in 1874—and now
the predominant one—was William
James Pirrie (now the Right-Honour-
able Lord Pirrie, K.C., the mightiest
shipping magnate in the world) who
was born in Quebec on the last day
of May, 1847, and who, as boy and
man, has studied practically every

detail of the mighty business of
which he is now Chairman. To-day
there are 20,000 workers. Which

means that every Friday evening they
draw as much as £20,000, which finds
its way into circulation—and it must
be remembered, too, that while other
industrial centres have their slack and
busy years, in Belfast trade, even at
times of general commercial depres-
gion, is never at a standstill.

Tt was only in 1899 that the world
gaped at the idea of the second
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Oceanic—a vessel that eclipsed the
mammoth Great Eastern in size. The
tonnage of the Oceanic was 17,274 and
her length 704 feet. The new White
Star liner Olympic, launched the other
day, eclipses her in every way, being
860 feet long, with a tonnage nearly
three times greater—to be correct
45,000.

Will this newly-launched Olympic
be the limit? The writer has ground
for stating that even greater—incom-
parably greater—projects are already
in contemplation, and the day may
not be remote when from the slips at
Queen’s Island will glide huge and
noble gladiators of the deep 1,000 feet
long and of immense tonnage propor-
tionately. But while Harland and
Wolff are perhaps the premier firm,
we must not minimise the importance
of their neigchbours, Workman, Clark
and Company, with even less his-
tory. In 1879 this firm employed 500
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hands; there are now between 8,000
and 9,000 constantly employed with
a weekly wages bill of nearly £14,000.
To their credit ig that of heading the
world’s record last year with an out-
put of sixteen steamers with a gross
tonnage of 88,052 Those who have
travelled by the luxurious Allan liner
Vicetorian (11,400 tons), notable as
the first ocean going turbine of large
size, will recognise this firm’s ability.

What of Belfast’s other industrieg ?
Their variety ig infinite, for, like Chij.
cago, all its eggs, so to write, are not
in one basket. A century ago it had
fame as a cotton centre; to-day there
i8 not a cotton mill within its limits.
Linen reigng Supreme, and what linen
means to Ireland’s commercial capi-
tal may be guessed from the fact that
in the numerous mills and factories
there is employed capital to the ex-
tent of at least, £15,000,000. And not
without return either, since the total
value of cambrie, piece linen and
other varieties of textiles produced is
estimated to amount to about £7,000, -
000 in a good year.

Figures are naturally dry, but the
reader can grasp the importance of
the linen industry from the following
facts: In a single year—and not the
best of years either—the yarn spun by
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the countless looms in Belfast alone
was estimated to be valued at £1,008, -
831 and measures about; 644,000,000
miles. To know what this means ig
to realise a gigantic ball of yarn
which, unwound to its single thread,
would encircle the world with g girdle
25,000 threads wide. In g three-ply
cord the same yarn would reach from
the earth to the sun and back again.
Or should we desire to pay a visit to
the man in the moon, our big ball of
yarn would give us a network road
380 threads wide and extending be-
tween our planet and his.

And what of the linen which a
year's output of yarn might be wovy-
en into? Tt represents a web con-
taining about 190,966,800 vards of
declared value £7,001,698. We might
unroll this Gargantuan web and make
a path four feet wide, and on its snowy
whiteness we would be able to make
a triumphal tour completely around
old Mother Earth at the equator. We
might even make a tent of this big
web manufactured in Belfast during
a single year, and what a wonderful
tent it would be! Such ae would
amaze even Haroun al Raschid.
With the City Hall tower for its cen-
tre support, this glorious linen canopy
would cover 700 acres and stretch as
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far out over Toronto as fifteen miles
on all sides. To spin the yarn
necessary for this gigantic expanse of
white linen 935,000 spindles were
working, while its further conversion
by weaving into fabric necessitated
86,200 looms. In connection with
the varied processes in linen manu-
facturing nearly 20,000 people find
occupation in Belfast, one firm .alone
(Robinson and Cleaver) engployn!g a
small army in itself. Besides linen
and ships, it is a matter of common
knowledge that here in this busy
corner of North-east Ireland are pro-
duced the best of good whisky,
tobacco, as well as ropes, and min-
eral waters.

The streets are not handsome by
any means. There is a lack of the
picturesque even in those thorough-
fares that are narrow. But Belfa_st
has one ‘‘show place” which its
citizens are justly proud of. It is the
City Hall, situated right in the cen-
tre of the city—a magnificent muni-
cipal palace for the building of
which the people unstintingly gave
£300,000 and then as liberally handed
out half as much again to make the
interior resplendent with marble and
fresco. Belfast is matter of fact,
utilitarian. Tt has not concerned it-
self with architectural fripperies, and
when the inhabitant tells you of the
City Hall he emphasises its cost
rather than explaining its beauties.
Anl yet surmounted by its great dome
which towers heavenwards 178 feet
high, it is a noble building, designed
in quadrangular form, with an internal
courtyard. Partaking of the achitectur-
al style associated with the seven-
teenth and eighteenth centuries it
covers altogether about an acre and a
half of the picturessue pleasance, bord-
ered by four wide streets.

This very imperfect record must
pass lightly over many things that
are of first-rate interest and im-
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portance. Thus the moderate rents,
the splendid and profitable street car
system of forty miles which gives the
citizen luxurious travelling in all di-
rections at a cost of less than a cent
a mile, the big part the City Coun-
cil plays in all departments of life
in return for a taxation of five shillings
in the pound, and the magnificent
Municipal School of Technology, at-
tended by 8,500 pupils—an institu-
tion that in size and scope is almost
unique in the British Isles.

The average Belfastman is bluff to
rudeness and characterised by epend-
ing most of his time behind his desk
and counter moneygrasping, with only
such relaxation as is afforded by regu-
lar attendance at the Kirk where stern
Calvinism is administered in more
than homeopathic doses. To be sure,
this atmosphere is not, quite conducive
to the cultivation of literature, art,
music, the drama and a more liberal
outlook on the finer virtues, but there
is, happily, a promising and growing
section opposed to such philistinism.

One very hopeful sign of the times
is the active interest which is now be-
ing shown towards the encourage-
ment of the lately reconstructed
Queen’s University, the North of

Ireland  University—a picturesque
pile of buildings with a fascinating
beauty of architecture, deemed by

the late Lord Macaulay as “worthy
to stand in the High Street of Ox-
ford.” On this point of education a
very important decision has just been
arrived at in the co-ordination of the
Municipal Technical School and the
University. The relations of the two
representative bodies are cordial, and
there is every prospect that much
good may accrue in the education of
young Belfast to keep the fame of
the city still more prominent in the
eyes of the world. Tt is this epirit
that makes the town great and that
will keep it great.
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THE VOICE FROM THE SOIL

THE FIRST BIG MOVE IN THE WARFARE BEING WAGED BY WESTERN
FARMERS AGAINST LEGISLATIVE RESTRICTIONS AND CAPITAL

BY GEORGE FISHER CHIPMAN

S, HEN you want a thing well done,

do it yourself’’ is a sentiment
respectable both on account of its age
and its sanity. The farmers of the Mid-
dle West have demonstrated this axio-
matic truth by placing their own
grain upon the markets of the world
to their own great advantage.

In the first article* of this series
the causes leading to the farmers’
organisation were set forth, and some-
thing was shown of the results they

TiThr Canadian Magazine, November, 1910.

240

were acomplishing. Farmers’ organi-
sations in the past have been regard-
ed as transient manifestations, but
the purpose of this article is to show
that at last the element of perman-
ency has been added in Western Can-
ada.

In the beginning the farmers organ-
ised as a protest against unfair con-
ditions surrounding the grain trade.
All the grain of the prairie was mark-
eted through one channel—the Win-
nipeg Grain and Produce Exchange.
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All the elevator owners were mem-
bers of that body, and in fact, were
the controlling influence there. Own-
ing the eight hundred small elevators
on the prairies as well as the terminal
elevators at Fort William and Port
Arthur, the elevator and milling
interests had the farmers at their
mercy. Of course, the law said that
the farmers should be given cars by
the railways in which to ship their
own grain to be sold on commission
if they wished. But a few years ago
there were practically no loading
platforms, and it was a mighty hard
job to shovel grain out of a waggon up
into & box car. It took a long time
to fill a thousand-bushel car, when
sixty to eighty bushels of wheat makes
enough for a pair of horses to handle.
When a farmer was eight or ten miles
or more from the railway he couldn’t
load a car in less than s week, with
the best pair of horses in Canada.
And when twenty-four hours passed
the farmer was charged demurrage,
though the railways paid no penalty
for not having the car on hand when
the farmer wanted it. Under such cir-
cumstances the farmer was mightily
tempted to put his grain through one
of the elevators at his local town.

All the elevators in the West,
though owned privately (except a
number in Manitoba acquired by the
Government during the past summer),
are operated under the Manitoba Grain
Act and are public storehouses. Any
farmer may store his grain in them at
a fixed charge of one and three-quarter
cents a bushel a month for the first
month and one cent for each sue-
ceeding month. But the owners of
the elevators also buy grain, as there
is more profit in that end of the busi-
ness. When putting his grain into
a country elevator the farmer simply
drives his team in and pulls out the
tail board of his waggon; the rear end
is lowered, and the grain runs out
into a tank beneath the floor, and the
{armer drives out. The grain is then
elevated, i.e., carried to the top of the

4
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elevator by means of a belt with some-
thing akin to buckets attached. There
it is weighed and then dumped into
bins. To load a car from an elevator,
huge spouts are opened, and a car is
filled in a very short space of time.

In the parlance of the grain trade,
wheat thus hauled by the farmer to
an elevator is known as ‘‘street’
wheat, and wheat loaded into cars by
the farmers from their own teams is
called “‘track’ wheat. The uninitiat-
ed would at once say it was the policy
of wisdom to put the wheat through
the elevator. But was it? There is
no Government system of grading or
weighing grain except when in the
cars going through Winnipeg or Cal-
gary. Out in the country elevators
it is merely a matter between the
elevator buyer and the farmer. The
elevator man would make every effort
to induce the farmer to take a lower
grade 'han was right. For instance.
if a farmer brought in a waggon-load
of One Northern wheat, and the ele.
vator man made him accept a grade
of Two Northern, the elevator man
made three cents a bushel right there
and then. In addition, the elevator
man did the weighing, and often
it was fearfully and wonderfully done
—s80 was the farmer. By having the
scales ‘““fixed”” in favour of the elevator
there might be another gain of from
one to four bushels in a waggon-load.
Further, it is always considered—or
has been in the past—that the bother
of putting ““street’” wheat through an
elevator is worth considerable. This
is called the ‘“‘spread’’ between
“street’” and ‘‘track’ wheat. Here
again the farmer was squeezed for sev-
eral cents a bushel—according to cir-
cumstances. These were the schemes
by which the elevator men made
money.

The grain growers went to Ottawa a
few years ago and fought hard to have
loading platforms provided level with
the floor of the cars—and they were
successful. The railways were com-
pelled to provide these platforms
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wherever there were enough farmers
to need them. The farmers also de-
manded and secured the right to have
an equal number of cars with the ele-
vators. The ‘‘loading platform’ be-
came very popular, and it gave the
farmers relief from the elevator ex-
tortions in many cases. Farmenrs fol-
lowed the plan of working together
and having a loading ‘‘bee’” and thus
they could save a great deal of time.
Railways are branching out contin-
ually, getting closer to the farmers,
which is another improvement.

But after all, the law cannot make
a man honest. The farmers found it
so. This does not mean that every
elevator man was a crook, but cer-
tainly if the evidence of the farmers
amounts to anything a great many of
them were shamefully treated by the
elevator companies. In spite of all
the provisions of the law the farmers
were not getting their due. Some of
the leading spirits of the Grain Grow-
ers’ organisation, of whom E. A.
Partridge, of Sintaluta, Saskatchewan,
was most active, urged the farmers to
form a company of their own and mar-
ket their own grain. Mr. Partridge
was appointed by the Grain Growers
five years ago to study the market
conditions at the Winnipeg Grain and
Produce Exchange and to report. He
did so and advised forming a com-
pany of farmers. In the fall of 1906
the Grain Growers’ Grain Company
was launched at a meeting of a few
men at Sintaluta, with Mr. Partridge
president. It was a joint stock com-
pany with shares of $25 each to be
held only by farmers, their wives or
sons, and the number of shares which
any man might hold was limited to
four. One man, one vote was the
principle adopted, and no share could
be sold or transferred without the
ganction of the shareholders in their
annual meeting. This provision pre-
vented speculators ever controlling the
stock or having it listed on the stock
exchanges. Mr. Partridge, as repre-
gentative of the company, purchased

a seat on the Winnipeg Grain Ex-
change, which is the only wheat mar-
ket in Western Canada, and the little
group of farmers comprising the com-
pany asked the growers to send them
their grain which they would market
for one cent a bushel. The spirit of
a square deal appealed to the farm-
ers and they began to gend along their
grain,

It takes an immense amount of
money to move the wheat crop of
the West, because every farmer wants
and gets three-quarters of the value
of his wheat as soon as it reaches
Winnipeg, which is often months be-
fore it reaches the consuming mar-
ket. The Grain Growers’ Grain Com-
pany made arrangements with one of
the big chartered banks to finance
them. Everything was going swim-
mingly. It began to look as if the
way of relief for the farmers had at
last been found.

But the elevator companies had no
notion of sitting idly by and watch-
ing their profitable business being tak-
en out of their hands. They looked
into the future, saw their profits fad-
ing away and determined to put a
stop to it. How could they do it?
Practically, no person, not a mem-
ber of the Winnipeg Grain and Pro-
duce Exchange ecould handle grain
because all the dealers were members
and were forbidden to deal with out-
siders. The scheme then was to get
the farmers company ousted from the
Exchange Soon a pretext was found.

The farmers’ company had a resolu-
tion on their books stating that they
intended to distribute their profits co-
operatively, that is, after a reason-
able interest was paid upon capital
stock the balance of the profits would
be distributed pro rata with the num-
ber of cars shipped. The farmer who
shipped four cars to the company
would receive four times the profit of
the man who shipped but one car. The
Council of the Exchange sent for Mr.
Partridge and told him that such a
proposition was contrary to the laws

4
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of the Exchange and must be aban-
doned. The president was not in-
clined to yield and the company was
at once suspended from membership.
The fat was in the fire. The Grain
Growers’ Grain Company was very
nearly snuffed out in the fall of 1906,
and if it had been the cause of the
farmers in Western Canada would
have been set back for twenty years.
But not so.

The few farmers at the head of the
company, E. A. Partridge, John Ken-
neday and John Spencer, by pledging
their own personal property, secured
sufficient credit at the bank to finance
what little grain they had on hand,
and one of the members of the Ex-
change violated the rules of that body
and bought the grain at a reduced
rate. So far so good. But what about
the future ?

The Grain Growers’ Associations
have no connection whatever with the
Grain Growers’ Grain Company, but
the members of the Associations were
in eympathy with the company, which
was composed from among their own
members and was working generally
to help the members of the associa-
tion and every other farmer. There-
fore the Manitoba Grain Growers’ As-
sociation took up the fight for the
Grain Growers’ Grain Company. The
Association comprised at that time
over five thousand good able-bodied
voters in Manitoba, and they ap-
proachel the Government to see if jus-
tice could not be done. The Winnipeg
Grain and Produce Exchange was
chartered by the Manitoba Legisla-
ture. The Government looked into
the case and ordered the Exchange
to reinstate the Grain Company.
The Exchange refused and looked
wise. The Association put on
the pressure, and the Government
issuel another order and told
the Exchange that unless they
took back the Grain Company a

pecial session of the Legislature
would be called and the charter of
the Exchange would be cancelled. The

heavy-weights in the Exchange be-
seeched the Government, but all to no
avail, and the Grain Company, after
being fastened out in the cold for
seven months, was taken back into
the Exchange. As Mr. Partridge
aptly said, ‘“Those fellows have been
eating partridge for a long time, and
now they will eat crow.”

Despite all the trouble, when the
Grain Growers’ Grain Company held
their annual meeting in July, 1007,
they were able to announce that they
had marketed 2,500,000 bushels of
grain, had a profit of $790.54, and
had sold 1,853 shares of stock to
farmenrs.

Before beginning another year’s
business, the company must have
credit, and it could not be secured
longer from the original bank that
financed them. The Home Bank of
Canada had just moved into the West.
The Grain Company arranged with this
bank to secure a good line of eredit,
and in return took a slice of bank
stock and the sole agency for that
stock in the West. They sold the
stock to farmers, and to-day the com-
pany holds a large block of bank stock
and farmers throughout the West hold
additional stock in the same bank,
which they are rapidly increasing.
Two directors of the company are
now directors of the bank. Thus the
company and the bank both profited.

At the end of the first year’s busi-
ness Mr. Partridge retired from the
presidency, and T. A. Crerar became
President of the company. He still
holds the position. With the Ex-
change in line and the banking facili-
ties arranged the Grain Company be-
gan their second year’s business in
the summer of 1907. They had plenty
of opposition, but the farmers in the
country knew a good thing when they
saw it, and the end of the businees
year, in the summer of 1908, saw 5,-
000,000 bushels of grain go through
the hands of the company, and a profit
of $30,190.24 was declared. By this
time there had been 2,932 shares sold.
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In the meantime the Legislature
of Manitoba met during the winter of
1006-07, and the Manitoba Grain
Growers’ Association went before the
Legislature, demanding that the chart-
er of the Exchange be amended most
radically so that farmers would have
a chance to see that their grain was
handled fairly. The Legislature whit-
tled the charter all to pieces, but
the Exchange dropped the remodelled
charter and have since carried on
their business as a voluntary Associa-
tion, known as the Winnipeg Grain
Exchange, beyond the pale of the
Legislature. But the Exchange has
not bothered the Grain Company any
further. Various attempts were made
by speculators to smash this farmers
company on the exchange. It was
always uncertain how much grain the
Grain Company had on hand, and
this made it a risky business for the
“‘bulls”” and ‘‘bears,”” who had no de-
sire to have a million bushels dumped
on them when they had forced up the
price. However, the Grain Company
kept strictly to the commission end
of the business and avoided the specu-
lative part, so that they could not be
caught “‘short”’ and beaten.

The fall of 1908 rolled past, and the
grain kept pouring into the hands of
the company. The end of the third
year, in the summer of 1909, showed
that the Grain Company had market-
ed 7,500,000 bushels of grain, and de-
clared a profit of $58,902.08. By this
time there had been 7,558 shares of
stock sold to farmers.

Tt might be well to explain here that
all prices on the Winnipeg Grain Ex-
change are based upon grain that is
in storage in the terminal elevators in
Fort William or Port Arthur. When a
farmer ships a car of grain to the Com-
pany he gets a receipt from the rail-
way agent from the point of shipment
He sends this receipt to the Company.
The car then passes through Winni-
peg and is there inspected and graded
by Dominion Government inspectors.
This certificate of grade and dockage
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(amount of dirt or weed seeds) is sent
to the Company. Then the car passes
on to the terminal elevators, where
it is weighed by Government weigh-
masters and dumped into the ele-
vators. The certificate of weight is
also sent to the company. Then,
when the three papers are put to-
gether, the company may sell the
grain. No grain dealer ever sees the
grain he handles.

In the terminal elevators the ele-
vator companies which operate them
have a system by which they can still
further manipulate the grain to their
immense profit. Grain can be mixed
in the terminal elevators so that a
little high-grade wheat mixed with a
lot of low-grade will raise the whole
to high-grade and thus advance the
price several cents a bushel. This is
strictly against the law, and the Do-
minion Government have seventy in-
spectors and other employees watch-
ing the terminal elevators and check-
ing their business to prevent such
practices. But an army of inspectors
could not stop it. TLast spring the
inspectors weighed all the grain in the
elevators and discovered that the com-
panies had been manipulating the
wheat so_that they had made about
$40,000 in three months. There is
good reason to believe that the ele-
vator companies have made millions
of dollars by this means in years past.
This time they were caught and fined
$5,500. Of course, all this plunder
comes out of the pockets of the farm-
er and gives the Canadian wheat a
black eye on the Liverpool market,
which is the world’s ruling wheat mar-
keb.

In the fall of 1909 the Grain Grow-
ers’ Grain Company went into the
business by advertising largely for
grain and carrying on a publicity cam-
paign. A rule of the Grain Exchange
compelled all members to charge a
cent a bushel commission upon all
grain handled by them. The elevator
companies thought they saw in this
an opportunity to smash the Grain
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Company. The Exchange in the sum-
mer of 1909 dropped the ‘‘commis-
sion rule,”” which gave all members of
the Exchange permission to charge any
commission they liked. The big com-
panies dropped their charges to half
a cent and some even handled the
farmers’ grain for nothing, trusting to
make their profits through manipula-
tion. Things looked shady for the
Grain Company again. But the lead-
ers had faith in the loyalty of the
farmers and they appealed to their
shareholders. The reply was quick
and sane. ‘‘Keep the commission
up to one cent on wheat,”’ was the
verdict of the referendum by the
shareholders. The farmers could not
be bought away from their own com-
pany, and the summer of 1910, when
the annual meeting of the company
was held, showed a triumph. The
Grain Company had handled 16,000,-
000 bushels of grain and had become
the biggest grain commission concern
in Canada.

At last the farmers were on top of
the grain trade. They declared a
profit of $95,662.78, but this was not
all paid out in dividends. The share-
holders decided that it would be bet-
ter to create a reserve fund, and thus
strengthen their company. They had
a paid-up capital at this time of $292,-
957.55, and on this they declared a
dividend of 15 per cent. They also
set aside $25,000 for an educational
fund and placed the balance in re-
serve. The educational fund was de-
voted to grants to the Grain Growers’
Associations in Manitoba, Saskatche-
wan, and Alberta and also to the sup-
port of the official organ of these As-
sociations.

Recently there has been a move to-
wards shipping Alberta grain west-
erly, and the Grain Company in order
to handle this trade, opened an of-
fice at Calgary, where that business
is cared for. Another provision which
the Company made last year to pro-
tect the farmers was to check
the Government system of sampling
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the grain. This is done in the United
States by the Grain Exchanges, but
not so in Canada. The company se-
cured permission from the Chief Grain
Inspector to take a sample from the
cars of grain consigned to the com-
pany. They placed an expert in
charge of their sampling bureau and
thus had an effectual check upon the
work of the Government inspectors.
This was not because of dishonesty
on the part of the Government
officials, but simply to correct errors.
When upwards of 100,000 cars of
grain are being sampled in a year mis-
takes are bound to happen. By
means of the duplicate sampling sys-
tem the company occasionally saved
from $30 to $50 to a farmer upon his
car of wheat. Naturally the farmers
were glad to see this done and no
other company had ever attempted
it. Another protection afforded by
the company was their Claims De-
partment, by which the interests of
the shippers were protected against
the railway companies. When a
farmer is alone against a railway com-
pany he is about the most forlorn ob-
ject imaginable, but when he is back-
ed up by a powerful company he is
likely to secure a fuller measure of
justice.

This in brief is the sustance of the
history of the greatest farmers’ com-
pany on this continent. The Grain
Growers’ Grain Company last year
did over $20,000,000 worth of busi-
ness. They have demonstrated that
farmers are fully capable of conduct-
ing their own affairs. They have
been compelled to fight their way
against the allied forces of the big
pioneer grain companies with millions
of dollars at their backs and have
won out against all odds. The spread
between ‘“‘street’’ and ‘‘track’ wheat
has been greatly reduced, and to-day
farmers are getting a better price for
their wheat than ever before. The
company are now branching out
into other lines of activity. They
have determined to acquire storage
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elevators and provide reliable seed
grain to the western farmers. It is
largely through bad seed that the
farms of the West are to-day cover-
ed in many cases with all sorts ot
noxious weeds.

The originators of the company
had no intention of making it merely
a profit-producing scheme. It was in-
tended to improve conditions not only
in the grain trade but economic con-
ditiong in general in order that the
agriculture might be raised to its pro-
per level and that farmers might live
more wholesome and happier lives.
To this end it was intended to con-
duct the business upon co-operative
principles. This intention is still in
view. The company are now doing
business in almost every province of
Canada and are also exporting largely
to the old country. They now oper-
ate under a provincial charter, but
this winter a Federal charter will be
secured from the Dominion Parlia-
ment ; it will give them wider powers.
The Manitoba elevators are now being
taken over by the Government, and a
similar action is expected in Saskat-
chewan and Alberta. Sir Wilfrid

Laurier has promised that the graft
in the terminal elevators shall be
stopped. All this will break the
power of the elevator companies and
will place the Grain Company more
strongly than ever in control of the
grain trade. Then through the in-
troduction of the co-operative prin-
ciple and the handling of all kinds of
farm produce the company will be
performing a valuable function. A
part of the profits will be devoted
to educational work each year, and
farmers will be educated to the value
of protecting their own interests
against  the  encroachments of
monopoly. It is not a mere dream
to see the day when the Farmers will
own their own mills and grind the
wheat which they are now growing
and placing on the market. The mill-
ing industry is a very profitable one,
and the Western farmers pay more
for the flour ground from their own
wheat in their own province than do
the people of England for the same
flour made in the same place. This
doesn’t look good, but it is true. The
farmers have accomplished much, but
their work is not nearly done.

Editor’s Note.—This is the second of a series of articles by Mr. Chipman describ-

ing the organisation of Western Canadian Farmers.

The first appeared in the

November Number. The third will be in the February Number.

THE NEW BUILDING
OF THE TORONTO BOARD OF TRADE

A HITHERTO UNPUBLISHED POEM
By GOLDWIN SMITH

RISE, stately pile, palatial home of trade;
Our City’s promise on thy front displayed ;

Rise, and . . .

. on far Ontario’s strand

The Merchants’ honour in the father-land;
Rise, where, but a short century ago,

No sound was heard except the Indian’s prow,
Ruffling the silent mirror of the mere,

The plashing waterfowl, the wading deer,
The deep, hoarse moan of the primeval wood

&
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Answering the voices of the lonely flood !
Now, shore and lake and isle alike are rife
With all the sights and sounds of busy life,

Swift as Canadian spring, that, shooting on

From bud to leaf, makes spring and summer one:
Swift as Canadian dawn, with no delay

Of lingering twilight, rushing into day,

Has been the City’s progress: since that hour

To this, her height of wealth and pride and power.

In the Old World all things through cycles grew

To greatness: years are cycles in the New.

What hands, brains, hearts through many a changeful age,
Commerce, have toiled to build thy heritage,

Since barter in the savage cave began,

And rudely showed what man must owe to man;

Since infant enterprise its sail unfurled,

And ventured forth into an unknown world ;

Since new-born science, with unaided eyes,

Looked up for guidance to the starlit skies!

Use well what labouring time for thee hath won.
In these proud halls let no mean deeds be done.
Let never gambling lust of gold deface

With artifice accursed thy mansion’s grace;
Nor avarice issue from thy lofty door

To rob the guileless or oppress the poor.

Let never policy, debased and blind,

Lead thee to shut the gate upon thy kind;
When God hath bidden all lands to all impart
Their gifts, and have one harvest and one heart.
Nor let thy thoughts on wealth alone be bent:
The gold is dross that is not nobly spent.

Think how, in former days, each farmer’'s mart

Was the bright home of Learning, Science, Art;

And bid, with kindred grace, 'neath other skies

A second Venice, Florence, Niirnberg rise.

Still, from these Chambers, may wise counsels come
And bear good fruit in each industrious home:

Still, to these gates may traffic waft its stores

Of golden tribute from Earth’s utmost shores;

And Labour still, its righteous guerdon paid,

Behold with grateful eyes the Home of Trade

Toronto, January 28, 1891.

W .



ROMANCE OF TOBACCO
BY WILLIAM HARRISON

FROM the days of King James II.,
when he issued his historie
“‘Counterblast to Tobaceo,”” all down
the lapse of years, in widespread
dailies, in fly-sheets innumerable, in
prose and poetry, in learned disserta-
tions and in lively discussion, there
has been poured forth a great volume
of invective against the use of the
weed. Most of those who think,
write or argue on this matter do so
in a way that their deductions and
conclusions are negative, and the
habit of using the narcotic is censur-
ed and condemned without the least
consideration or respect for the
opinions of its innumerable devotees.
Without the least intention of en-
dorsing the almoet universal custom
of using tobaceo or of commending
the practice, on the supposition that
there are two sides to every question,
let us for the amusement of the
moment indulge in a little “special
pleading,” dealing with facts as they
exish.

No thoughtful, intelligent observer
of the characteristics of the human
family can ignore the fact that in
every one of us there is an innate
natural desire for stimulants of some
kind. Call it an evil propensity if
you will, but it is there all the same,
and with it we have to do. It mat-
ters not how abundantly our neces-
sities are supplied, there is an ‘“‘ach-
ing void within” that must be filled,
a craving for a luxury that is impera-
tive. If this desire for something
more than our natural food is not
hereditary, it certainly origin‘aifes
very early in our existence. The in-
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fant, though full to satiety, will suck
its thumb with evident satisfaction.
The growing child will reach with
outstretched hands for candy, and
older infants will chew gum. Others
will gratify the desire for stimulants
by indulging in alcoholic beverages.
If we would not increase the already
too large army of drunkards, some les-
ser evil must be brought into re-
quisition, a lesser evil that will soothe,
but not inebriate.

Whether this propensity for stimu-
lants in man is natural or acquired,
nature seems to have made provision
for it. In India the poppy flourishes
for the manufacture of opium: 400.-
000,000 of its people chew the betel
leaf and 800,000,000 the Tndian hemp.
In Africa 10,000,000 use the cocoa
leaf and a gum that exudes from a
tree. In the tropics they grow the
roots of the haasslegh and the ging-
ging. In other portions of the globe
they use absinthe, morphine, henbane,
choral, and opium. As a stimulant
each of these is of doubtful charae-
ter and many of them deplorable in
their effects on the human system.
Not having any special liking for any
of these, our alternative is tobacco.
This the temperate zone produces and
provides lavishly. Here it flourishes
indigenous to the soil. Tobacco
needs no introduction. Tts presence
is familiar to us all. Tt embraces the
circumference of the globe. Tt com-
prehends every class of people from
the most savage to the most refined.
Its universality is acknowledged. Tts
adaptability to meet the craving in-
stincts of the human race is conced-
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ed. It is everywhere. We find it in
the castle of royalty and in the home
of the poorest subject in the realm,
in the gilded palace of the millionaire,
and in the home of the pauper. The
high-born dame who graces the draw-
ing-rooms of aristocracy and the
stormiest virago who yells in the
slums of London are sisters in the
use of the narcotic. It is between
the lips of the most exquisite dude
who promenades for exhibition and
in the mouth of the dirtiest tramp
in the purlieus of filth. It is patron-
ised by the greatest preachers of the
gospel of purity, and practised by the
vilest sinner in the catalogue of crime.
It beguiles the distance to the travel-
ler on the wide prairie and it smoothes
the rugged path of the alpine tourist.
The native of India on his elephant at-
tacks the lion in the jungle, and the
Arab as he crosses the great Sahara
puffs its fragrance on the desert air.
It is an inspiration to the soldiers in
the bivouac and the life of the camp
fire, for they tell of deeds of hero-
ism, narrow escapes and perilous ad-
ventures with greater zest when their
heads are enveloped in the smoke of
8 dozen pipes. It helps the
astronomer as in imagination he soars
away into the illimitable, the geolog-
ist, as in fancy he dives down into the
unfathomable, and the philosopher as
in faith he tries to grasp the incom-
prehensible. It inspires the poet as
he writes, and the author as he
vogitates. It is the young man’s
pride and the old man’s comfort.
The father smokes when his child is
born, he smokes when it gets mar-
ried, and he smokes when it dies.
The boy smokes because his father
smokes, or because he thinks he has
the toothache. The president of the
university indulges in a whiff as a re-
lief to intellectual labours, and the
sgtudent takes a puff as a sedative to
the excitement of footfball. The
millionaire smokes his twenty-dollar
highly perfumed havanna, and Jack
Tar his five-cent horrible.
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The smoker has special privileges
throughout the world, and is tolerat-
ed by all communities. He can smoke
at home or abroad, in the stately
mansion or palatial residence, in the
park or on the promenade. He puffs
in the lowest haunts of iniquity, and
in the legislative hall; and with a
very thin apology, even in the com-
pany of ladies, he can pour forth
volumes of scented aroma. Its un-
equivocal marks may be seen every-
where, on land or sea, in the great
ocean liner, and in the palace car, on
the pavement, the grass and on the
pure white snow. The habit grows in
spite of legal enactments, protesta-
tions, maledictions, and resolutions
to the contrary. It is indigenous to
every land. It grows spontaneously
in every climate, and its fascination
would puzzle the most experienced
smoker to explain.

The incessant holding of the pipe
in his mouth, it is said, gives to the
Turk his noble appearance, to the
Spanish cavalier his stateliness, to the
Arab sheik his majestic mien, and to
the Indian chief his dignity. The
Mexican would as soon be without
his sombrero, as without his chibouk,
and the daring cowboy of the North-
west would not be equipped without
the modest cigar or the inevitable
pipe.

Do you want the poetry of smok-
ing? Go to the land of the Turk and
the Syrian, where tobacco grown in
Nubian and Egyptian valleys and in
Persian and Macedonian gardens is
prepared without adulteration and
inhaled without nausea by the most
effeminate. Watch the Persian
nobleman and the Syrian gentleman,
representatives of Oriental aristoeracy,
as amid the grandeur of Rastern
architecture and magnificent sur-
roundings, on the wide piazza, in the
marble hall or spacious corridor, they
gather around the bubbling nargileh
and from long stems inhale, as we do
the freshest air, the fumes of the
sweet tombecah. TRead the sparkling
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“Letters’’ of Lady Wortley Montague,
once the pride of England’s court,
as she tells of the delightful evenings
spent with the lovely Selma and the
other wives of the Eastern harem, en-
joying through mouth-pieces of gold
and amber the deliciously-prepared
aroma of their favourite latakia. Read
the graphic accounts of travellers to-
ward the rising sun, Warburton's
““Crescent and the Cross,”” Taylor’s
‘‘Saracenic lands,”” and Kingslake’s
‘“Eothen,”” and you are charmed with
the delights of the hookah, and the
luxurious enjoyments of the nargileh.
Read the long list of Eastern stories of
more modern authors, and you will
find the heads of their heroes wreath-
ed in snowy clouds of glorious satis-
faction, as they puff the widespread
narcotic at all times, in all climates
and under all eircumstances. Snatch
tobacco from the lips of the Oriental,
and you deprive him of all his happi-
ness this side of Mahomed’s heaven.
Take it from the mouth of the Ocei-
dental, and you make him say,

“He that steals my pure—steals trash,
But he who filches from me my pipe,

Robs me of that which not enriches him,
And makes me poor indeed.”

No wonder that Spencer in his *‘Faerie
Queen’’ calls it ‘‘Divine Tobacco.”’
Would you have the prose of
smoking ? It is woven in the world’s
history for the past three centuries.
Read the lives of Raleigh, Byron,
Burns, Carlyle, Tennyson, Scott,
Bonaparte, and Bismarck. Read
Bowsell’s “Life of Johneon;”’ Dick-
ens’s ‘‘Oliver Twist”’ and the im-
mortal Pickwick. Peruse TLever’s
“Charles O’Malley,” Ballantyne’s
travels, Henty’'s historic tales,
Artemus Ward, Burdette, and a
score of other authors who have
catered for the information of mil-
lions, and you will find the smoke
issuing from the lips of the Mussel-
man, The Old FEnglish Gentleman,
The American Citizen, the Mickey
Frees, the artful Dodgers, and the
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Josiahs of biography travel and
romance, and detect also the aromatic
odour of tobacco in the fact and fie-
tion of the world’s great library.

Amid the fumes of tobacco, Lord
Palmerston, Earl Beaconsfield, Glad-
stone, Bismarck, and Sir John Mae-
donald solved abstruse questions of
state and finance, originated and
formulated schemes that changed
the political aspect of nations, and
commanded the attention and ad-
miration of the world, Russell, Forbes,
Henty and Vickers, war correspond-
ents at the front, smoked amid the
roar of cannon and the crash of
artillery, and history informs us that
in a desperate engagement a Scots
Gray fought his way through blood
and carnage, cleaved the head of a
French standard bearer, gnatched the
ensign from his grasp, and bore it
in triumph to the lines without even
once removing his pipe from his
mouth.

Tobacco as a commercial interest
rears its colossal head with imposing
dignity and bows to none but the
gigantic liquor traffic. Tens of thou-
sands of the human race owe their
bread to this world-wide autocrat. In
the City of Hamburg, Germany, the
manufacture of tobaceo gives employ-
ment to 10,000 of its citizens, who
turn out 160,000,000 cigars a year,
valued at $2,000,000. From Havanna
and Manilla, Hamburg imports 18,-
000,000 cigars every year, making, in-
cluding their own production, an ag-
gregate of 178,000,000, of which 1583.-
000,000 are exported, leaving 25,000, -
000 for home consumption. England’s
tobacco bill is $40,000,000 annually.
France is a huge factory for its pre-
paration, and Germany is one great
atmosphere of smoke. New Zealand
consumes 40,000,000 cigarettes a year;
New South Wales, 50,000,000, and
Victoria, 90,000,000.

Tobaceo is a staple production of
the United States, which patronises
its own industry by a home consump-
tion of nearly 200,000,000 pounds, ex-
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porting and consuming according to a
government report in 1908, 55,402,-
880,118 cigars or in other words, 5,-
500,000,000 packages, with ten cigars
to a package on which a tax of one
cent a package was proposed, which
means an extra tax of fifty-five mil-
lion dollars on the patrons of the
weed.

Canada is no juvenile novice at the
business, for we contribute our share
to the universal volume of smoke by
a yearly consumption of 12,000,000
pounds, with an annual outlay on 70,-
000,000 cigarettes.

A million and a half of the world’s
population are engaged in the manu-
facture of pipes—clay, briar, porcelain,
china, and amber. One town in
France turns out 40,000,000 -clay
pipes alone, and as a Dominion the
people of Canada puff the narcotic
through $164,000 worth of these
ornaments that go to make up the
smoker’s paradise.

As a source of revenue, there are
millions in it. Every civiliced nation
on the face of the globe, makes money
out of it. It is the chief factor in
the estimates of every government,

a revenue drawn from every home.
Statistics tell us that the tobacco
crop of the world is annually 4,480.-
000,000 pounds from 5,500,000 acres
of land, on which duties are collected
to the amount of one billion dollars
annually. This enormous quantity is
burned and puffed, snuffed, sneezed,
and chewed by a force of 900,000,000
devotees. The world is one great
smoke-house.

Youth passes; love ofttimes grows
cold ; wealth often fails to reach, but
Tobacco remains with us. It is here to
stay. There may be some consolation
in the thought that to tens of thous-
ands of our fellow-participants in life’s
struggles, it may be the only one
source of happiness left in a world that
has dealt unkindly with them.

Oh, thou great goddess Nicotial
Millions have bowed at thy shrine,
have drunk the waters of Lethe, have
passed away and are forgotten. Mil-
lions still are thy willing worshippers.
Thy charms are irresistible. Thy
mild sedative influence is greater far
to-day than when thy great discov-
erer, Sir Walter Raleigh, designated
thee ‘‘The Elixir of Life.”

BURIAL AT SEA

By ALAN SULLIVAN

NEST of bubbles in the wrinkled swell
Of a long wave that lifted round and free,
As though to take its burden tenderly;
Till, pregnant with mortality, it fell:
There was no requiem but the wind to tell
That a man died, and crests of ivory
Trampling the patient bosom of the sea
Rang the grim thunder of his passing bell.
So, while the good ship plunged, he winnowed deep
To fathom uncommunicable plains,
Where space is not and time itself is old ;
Where blind things clamber and lost navies sleep,
Moored in a tideless port, and men in chains
Slumber with kings eaparisoned in gold.



ROYALTIES ALL ROUND
BY G. H. READE

MY solicitor, Mr, Bell, was a tall,

gaunt man, and no ordin-
ary doorway could be entered by him
without a stoop. He was a keen busi-
ness man, well-to-do, and like many
another, keenly desirous to add to his
financial gains.

I owed him £800.

““You are quite mad to go down to
the races each day of the meet,’’ he
said, after I had told him that such
was my avowed intention, ‘‘and you'’ll
only sink deeper into the mire, and
if you should lose on the first and
second days. . . .”’

““Or otherwise,”’ I retorted.

“I count upon probabilities not
possibilities,”” he answered.

My friend of the law was not a
‘“‘nagger;’’ so the discussion dropped ;
we quietly took up our hats, left the
offices and reached his elub.

““Tell, me,”’ 1 said, “‘you know Sam-
uel, and he knows a good deal. What
will win the ‘Jubilee’ 27’

“To be honest,”” Bell replied, “‘I
have £5 each way on the favourite—
that’s Samuel’s advice.”’

Samuel was a shrewd money-lending
book-maker—one of Bell’s clients.

I said nothing, and Bell continued :
‘I tell you that, in order that you may
not go down and lose too much.’’

A crowded race special train is hate-
ful, at least both Bell and I thought
so. A crowded race-course enclosure
is even worse, at least Bell was cer-
tain of this, for when five races had
been concluded we met for the first
time since the start of the day’s rac-
ing. Bell had lost £25, I had won
£400 odd. 3

Bell was very nice then, for did I
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not owe him £800, with good hopes ?

Saturday was the day of the ‘‘Jubi-
lee.”” Bell would not come down ; beg-
ged me again and again not to go as
well, and thus make a certainty of my
first winnings. The advice was disre-
garded. I went.

His Majesty the King was an inter-
ested spectator. As a consequence,
many other distinguished people en-
joyed a similar privilege, and so like-
wise did I.

Now, if there is one thing more than
another that is useful in life, it is the
secret feeling internally that all is well
and to find yourself in that desirable
frame of mind that to leave it is mad-
ness; pursue each link that has some
definite connection with one already
forged.

I had a cousin, a friend of the
King’s, and he was there.

“Tell you what,”” he $aid to me
when I had buttonholed him, “I’m go-
ing down to Taunton to-night if His
Majesty leaves early after the big
race—Aunt Gertrude has asked me
down.”’

““And she’s asked me,’’ I rejoined.

“Well, you can’t go,”” he snapped,
““for you will not possibly be able to
be back in London till seven or later,
and then you could not leave Padding-
ton till late in the evening, which will,
of course, be too late to get into Taun-
ton to-night.”’

Now Lord Shortland and I were
both enamoured of the same sweet girl.
I had prior claims and prouder rights.
He had merely his title and cash,
which with the parents went further
than my plain name. Also, I had a
very great weight at heart handicap-
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ping my position. I had promised
“‘the fairest of the fair’’ to pay off
Mr. Bell, the solicitor, before I ever
sought her presence again, and there-
fore I had not given Aunt Gertrude
a decided answer to her week-end in-
vitation.

There were also other sundry debts
I had promised to pay. In truth, she,
dear girl, had bargained for a clean
slate.

I knew Cousin Lord Shortland was
impatient. So were her ma and pa
(I write ma first, for women, social
women, dearly love social flutters, so-
cial titles and the consequent social
advancements thereof, and particular-
ly a tip-top wedding).

All this T had pondered deeply,
when Mr. Bell, who had cared only for
his £800, had begged me to stay home
and not go racing. Lastly, there was
this burning thought, ‘‘Shortland can
go by the royal special and t}%en
catch the ‘diner’ at Paddington, which
left at 6.30.” I stamped on the wood-
en platform of the race stand as the
thought swept by me and muttered,
“Why can’t I?”’

And something else swept by at the
same time. I looked—a piece of horse-
flesh that moved like machinery. Lost
in my reverie of jealous love, time
had taken me by the forelock, and
the ‘“‘Jubilee’’ parade was cantering
past the stands.

I looked again, and the more I look-
ed the more I liked it, so I asked the
man standing at my right hand,
““What is it?”’

He replied, ‘‘Royal George.”

That was sufficient—it was some-
thing Royal;sodown I went into the
surging crowd and had £200 each way
at ““tens’’; and not content I had an-
other £100 on the favourite, ‘‘Reve-
nue,’”’ for a place first, second, or
third, six to four against, as a “‘sav-
r-”
= I saw Lord Shortland; he turned
away to speak to the Duke of Achill;
and as he turned, he seemed to me to

eer.
sn“No doubt,”’ said I to myself, ‘‘he

thinks himself immeasurably my su-
perior; perhaps he is.”” Therefore I
felt as if I cared not one button what
happened or what won. Truly a royal
feeling.

It was a great race. I can remem-
ber it distinetly, there was an excellent
start; then one or two forged ahead
coming round the bend ; there was lit-
tle in it with any of them. Then a
vell, ““The favourite wins,”’ then an-
other, ‘“She doesn’t.”” A counter cry,
““‘She does,’” and then a sort of stiffled
groan to the accompaniment of sundry
cheers. Then something ‘‘swept by,”’
drawing quite clear of the others and
winning comfortably. All I could see
was that the favourite, ridden by
Mornington Cannon, was third.

‘My place money saves me,”’ I mut-
tered hoarsely.

I shut my glasses up with a thump
and looked bewildered.

‘‘Royal George,’’ was the ery.

I gazed at the board; then went
up the number, 10.

I looked at my card : No. 10, ‘““Royal
George.”’

Well, words will not portray my
feelings, for now I had won and won
handsomely, and already I saw my
debts paid. What should I do?

‘“Go home,”’ said a small voice, ‘‘lest
you bet again and lose all.”’

Instinctively I obeyed.

I elbowed my way out of the crowd;
flashing eyes and silken skirts were
naught to me; I was a self-conscious
king. T had won. Consequently my
actions were king-like, sedate and dig-
nified, and down the covered path to
the railway station I walked with regal
steps.

But alas! the station officials
thought otherwise of my “‘status.”

“There is no train, sir, till after
the fifth race is over, and that only
for members.’’

‘““But I want to get to Taunton to-
night and must catch the 6.30 ‘diner’
from Paddington,’” I protested angrily
and with an important air. >

““Maybe, you’ll ride with the King,
when he goes shortly,”” was the satire
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I received for my splendid conceit.

I turned on my heel and walked
down the platform.

Close to me was a railway guard.

He looked at me carefully. Per-
haps thought he (and who shall say
not rightly), ‘‘he’s a King’s messen-
ger, or summat like that,”’ so he dof-
fed his cap. :

At that moment I took some notes
and gold out of my pocket, intending
quietly to count my petty cash. This
action confirmed the old guard’s first
impression.

He came across the lines.

““The royal special will be shunted
down in ten minutes’ time, sir,”” he
said.

““Oh! will it?”’ I replied calmly.

‘““Want a lift,”” said the guard very
quietly.

I tumbled to it all instantly.

In a minute three sovereigns were
in his hand.

““I heard you asking the inspector
yonder,”’ said the guard, and still talk-
ing in an undertone,”’ and I thought
as I know’d you, sir; my brother’s a
waiter at your club and often speaks
of you. I recognise you by the photo-
graph you sent him as a present.’’

‘“Ah, yes!’’ I replied.

““Then, sir, walk up the platform di-
rectly the inspector’s gone inside the
office and 1’1l let you into my van.”’

I nodded acquiesence.

The royal special was a corridor
train, made up of three carriages and
a guard’s van. Into the latter I jump-
ed at the auspicious moment, and
made myself small (in body only), by
taking up a post in the corridor con-
nection between the King’s saloon and
the guard’s van, the guard carefully
locking each door of the connecting
passage. :

Ten minutes later the special was
shunted back.

Five minutesmore and the King and
his party, including my cousin, were
all on board. Another minute, we were
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off, and in another I was sitting with
the guard, no longer a prisoner.

Only one check by signal, and an
otherwise uninterrupted journey was
made to Waterloo.

I saw His Majesty get out—hats off
and on, ete. I saw the others, the
Duke of Achill, and Earl of Creswell,
and Lord Shortland also on the plat-
form. His Majesty drove off by him-
self; the others by themselves. Short-
land had his own private carriage.
And, lastly, I got out of the guard’s
van and made my escape.

Hailing a hansom, I said : ‘‘One sov-
ereign to drive me to my rooms and
Paddington within an hour.”’

“Done,”” said the Jehu, having first
learned the location of my rooms.

And it was done.

No one was more astonished than
Lord Shortland when I met him on
the platform. He gasped.

At the station I saw Bell, too, of all
men. He was off for the week-end
to see a wealthy client at Bath.

The news of my success was a tonie
to his dinner. He looked less gaunt
when that meal was over, and he had
a cheque of mine for £800 in his left-
hand waistcoat pocket.

As for the dearest one, she was radi-
ant. Lord Shortland returned by the
early breakfast train on Monday.

I remained a week, and paid my
bills by way of the post. So she saw
eachreceiptand noted the delighted re-
marks of the recipients of the cheques
and Bell’s comments on my incompar-
able honesty.

But, of course, I was of blue blood,
and it couldn’t be wondered at ome
little bit.

A well-known Society weekly had
the following paragraph in its con-
tents a few weeks later.

‘“Their Royal Highnesses .........
honoured the wedding ceremony of
M B0 s and the Hon-
ourable Eileen ............. Royalty
all round.”’




THE MERMAID

By THEODORE ROBERTS

L]FE, I make my peace with you.

For I have read the signals true,
And I am done with the green and blue.
Death, I make my prayer.

For I am done with the slanted deck,
The fog and the windy air.

For I have spied (once and again)

The face of snow, the lips’ red stain,
The eyes that never gleam in vain.
A-flash in the wake’s bright whirl

I have beheld—God save my soul l—
The pleading hands of pearl.

Hispaniola knows my spars;

And roaring towns and Christ’s high etars
Have seen my glory and my scars.
Bahia knows my fire,

And many a palm-fringed anchorage

Has burned to my desire.

But now! Dear Life, I needs must go,
For I have seen the arms of snow—
Frost and fire in the depths below.
Quick, Death, I wait you now,

For I must touch my lips upon

Her pitiful, white brow.

No more for me shall islands rise
Like mist and fire beneath the skies.
No more for me life's mad emprise.
Like candles on the tide

The sweet familiar lamps grow dim
By wharf and harbour-side.

Life, I make my peace with you.

For I have heard the summons true,
And I am done with the green and blue.
Death, I make my plea. :
Strike not, until I feel her lips

Press mine beneath the sea!
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AN ANCIENT INDIAN FORT

BY EDMUND MORRIS
(KYAI-YI-A-SO-KOS-IM)

WHILE camped on the Black-

foot reserve painting interesting
primitive types to be found amongst
the tribe, I made a discovery of
archaological importance, namely, the
ancient fort made by the Crow Indians
where they took their last stand
against the Blackfoot, who came from
the timber country to the north of
the present city of Edmonton and
drove them out of the country to-
wards the Missouri.

The Crow Indians were a fierce and
war-like tribe of the Dakotah linguistic
stock, and originally, like the Assini-
boins and Manadans, formed a part of
the great Sioux Nation, but were ex-
pelled by them from their early hunt-
ing grounds and driven into the coun-
try of the Flatheads; later they were
again thrust aside by the invincible
Blackfoot, who became plainsmen and
entered into possession of the vast
country extending on both sides of the
international boundary line near the
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Rocky Mountains. At the time referred
to, the Crow Indians had horses, which
they had stolen from the Mexicans
or captured on the plains. The
Blackfoot came afoot.

No white people on the reserve
know anything about this particular
spot, except as ‘‘The Fort,”’ and there
was found only one old Indian who
knew its history, corroborating what
Father Doucet had told me the pre-
vious year. This aged missionary, now
no longer with the Blackfoot proper,
said he and John IL’Hereux many
years ago had camped near the fort,
and when L’Hereux saw it he became
greatly excited and exclaimed: ‘““The
remains of the Spaniards or Mexi-
cans!” But Doucet had questioned
the old recorder of the tribe, Run-
ning Wolf, and he told them it had
been made by the Crow Indians when
the Blackfoot swooped down upon
them from the north. However, ag
Indian tradition is not always to be re-
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lied on, it is possible that the fort
had been made by an earlier race and
used later on by the Crows.

T engaged one of the chiefs and two
Indians, who brought a team and
plough, and we examined the fort and
turned some of the ground.

The fort is well marked and is con-
structed in the shape of a homse-
shoe, being 140 yards long and ninety
yards wide. A trench, which was
originally wide and deep, surrounds
the front and sides. At the back
a thick brush rises and the land re-
cedes to it. Inside the enclosure, near
the trench, are ten pits fifteen feet
in diameter. Most of these pits are
twenty-five yards apart, and in the
centre of the enclosure there is a

came upon several places where fires
had been built a foot under the pre-
sent surface of the ground, and about
these 1 found fragments of a thin gray
pottery made of clay and ground stone
with designs cut in it (Fig. 1), and
a number of buffalo and antelope
bones. In other places, scattered
about, were human bones, amongst
them the collar bone of a child,
which would indicate that the wo-
men and children had taken refuge
in the fort. I found also a stone with
ridges cut on the face, back and
edges (Fig. 2), two rude implements,
such as would be used in pounding
buffalo meat (Fig. 8), and beads (of
bone and shell).

Another day with a white man and

FIGURE 1—FRAGMENTS OF CLAY POTTERY FOUND A FOOT UNDER GROUND IN THE FORT

natural hollow, where the Indians
say the horses would be kept.

The locality was well chosen, being
gituated in the old bed of the Bow
River, about & mile south of the
Blackfoot crossing (Sayopawagnkwy—
ridge under water); in front and on
one side, a plain; on the other side,
the ground recedes to a small stream,
beyond which the great cut banks rise,
forming excellent lookout points cov-
ering the whole of the country. The
grove of trees at the back of the fort
descends to the Bow River.

1 questioned the Indians regarding
its construction, and they said that
those who made it used their hands
and knives. They must have worked
hard!

Turning the eoil with a plough we

an Indian we dug out one of the pits
and found five feet from the top a fire-
place and a quantity of buffalo bones.
Arrangements are now being made
to examine the ground carefully, and
it is likely that many interesting re-
lies of a past age will be found.
This valley of the Bow is of great
historical significance. Here was the
only ford on the river in the neigh-
hourhood, so that from time im-
memorial it had been a great camping
and burial ground of the various tribes
who succeeded to the ownership of the
country. Along the river-bed their
lodges had stretched as far as the eye
could see. :
Besides this ancient fort there are
other land-marks of great interest. On
the prairie, high above the old river-
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FIGURE 2
STONE WITH GROOVES CUT INTO IT. FOUND UNDER
GROUND WITHIN THE ENCLOSURE OF THE FORT

bed, and overlooking the Blackfoot
crossing, is the last camp of the great
Crowfoot (Sapo Maxika), head chief
of the Blackfoot Confederacy. A
circle of stones which surrounded the
lodge, and a smaller circle in the
centre for a fire-place, still remain.
Crowfoot’s nephew asked me to mark
the name of Crowfoot on the
slab of stone. His remains were
buried in the Roman Catholic ceme-
tery about a mile distant, where an
iron cross has been erected, with the
inscription, ‘‘Chief Crowfoot died
April 25th, 1890, aged 69;”’ and on
the other side, ‘‘The Father of his
people.”

T inquired for the grave of the great
Cree Chief Poundmaker, his adopted
son, who died in 1886 while on a visit
to Crowfoot, and found it situated on
the prairie, about a mile south of Crow-
foot’s last camp. The grave had
collapsed and ’“the cross decayed,
so I had the Indians fill it in
with earth and haul stones from the
Bow River, inscribing his name on
one of them.

These great chiefs were two of the
finest specimens, mentally and physi-
cally, the red race has produced, and
I will have more to say about them in
a work on the Indian tribes I intend
to publish.

Other interesting places have been
passed by, I refer to the spots where
the Dominion Government met the
old lords of the soil and I hope the
historical societies will have columns
erected to mark them., Here the
treaties were signed which made it
possible for us to enter into possession
of the country without bloodsheed :
Those great treaties of Fort Qu'-
Appelle, Fort Carlton and Fort Pitt
and the Blackfoot Crossing should
at least be marked in this way.

It seems to me that in our country
the past and those who played an im-
portant part in it are sometimes not
kept in remembrance as they should
be, yet across the border, poets
have sung and philosophers prais-
ed the meeting of the white men
and red, where Penn held a
solemn conference with the Indian
chiefs on the banks of the Dela-
ware.

FIGURE 3
ANCIENT STONE IMPLEMENTS FOUND UNDER GROUND
IN THE FORT
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THE NATIONALIST MOVEMENT
BY JOHN BOYD

“Mais, c’est une revolte” (why,
it is a revolt), said the luckless
Louis to the Duke de Liancourt, who
brought him news of the people’s ris-
ing.

‘‘Sire,”” answered Liancourt, ‘‘it is
not a revolt; it is a revolution.”’

And when the result of the Drum-
mond and Arthabaska election was
announced there were many persons
old in the political game who were
inclined to exelaim, ‘Tt is not a revolt;
it is a revolution.”’

The significance of the election, in
which a usual Government majority
of 1,200 was turned into an opposi-
tion majority of over 200, cannot be
ignored. TLet it be remembered that
in the general election of 1896 the
Liberal party carried forty-eight out
of the sixty-five seats of the Province
of Quebec; in 1900 the Laurier Gov-
ernment carried fifty-eight seats, in
1904, fifty-four seats; and after
the last general election in 1908
fifty-three of the Quebec  seats
were found to be in the T.iberal
column. The Government’s majority
in the present Parliament is around
fifty. Presuming that there would be
little change in the representation
from the other provinces, it would re-
quire a turnover of from twenty-five
to thirty seats in the Province of
Quebec to bring about an entire
chanee in the alignment of political
parties. There are those claiming to
be good judees of political prospects
who maintain that in the event of a
general election with the Navy ques-
tion as the paramount issue there

would assuredly be a marked change:
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in the political map, especially as re.
gards Quebec. Be that as it may,
the situation is such as to be of more
than passing interest.

There were doubtless several con-
tributory causes leading to the defeat
of the Government candidate in Drum-
mond and Arthabaska, but undoubted-
ly the main factor was the campaign
conducted by Mr. Henri Bourassa and
his lieutenants in the Nationalist.
movement, with the active co-opera-
tion and support of Mr. F. D. Monk,
M.P., and other French-Canadian
Conservatives.

It is not my intention to discuss in
this article the merits of the Navy
question or to deal with events from
any party viewpoint. My object is ‘o
explain from the utterances of its re-
sponsible and accredited representa-
tives what the Nationalist movement
means and to give a pen picture of its
leader and of some of those most con-
spicuously identified with the move-
ment.

And first as to its leader. The ques-
tion was recently put to me by a
friend from Ontario—a man of prom-
inence and influence: ‘“What kind of
a man is Bourassa and what does he
really stand for?”’ T.et me now try
to answer that question as fullv as
will be possible within the limited
space of a magazine article. The
main facts of Mr. Bourassa’s public
career are tolerably well known to all
Canadians. Born in Montreal in 1868,
the son of Nanoleon Bourassa. an em-
inent French-Canadian author and
painter, who married a dauchter of
Louis Joseph Papineau, the great
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French-Canadian statesman and trib-
une. Henri Bourassa was educated
by private tuition in his native city.
In 1886 he removed to Montebello,
so long the home of his distinguished
grandfather. Mr. Bourassa was Mayor
of Montebello from 1890 to 1894 and
in 1897 was elected Mayor of Papin-
eauville. At the general election of
1896 he was elected as a Liberal to
represent Labelle in the House of
Commonsg, but resigned his seat in
1899 in order to vindicate the position
he had taken on the constitutional
aspect of the participation of Canada
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in the South African war. He was re-
elected by acclamation and was again
returned at the general elections of
1900 and 1904. He subsequently left
the Federal arena to enter Quebec
polities, and in the provincial general
election of 1908 he was returned both
by St. James (Montreal) and St. Hy-
acinthe, defeating in the former divis-
ion, after a memorable contest, the
Prime Minister of the Province, Sir
Lomer Gouin. He decided to sit for
St. Hyacinthe, is still a nember of the
Legisature, and is also the director
and editor of Le Devoir newspaper
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published in Montreal. Such are the
bald facte of Mr. Bourassa’s career.
They convey no idea of the man’s per-
sonality, and it is in his unique per-
sonality that much of Mr. Bourassa’s
potency lies.

What kind of man is he? Picture
to yourself a man of forty-two years,
in the full vigour of life, of medium
height, compact in build, alert and
energetic in his movements; of dark
complexion, with a short pointed
beard, his shapely head crowned by
closely-cropped hair sprinkled with
gray, and looking upon you from
two piercing eyes that reflect a keen
and subtle intellect, and you have
Henri Bourassa the man. His whole
make-up is one of vitality and power.
In conversation he is quick and ani-
mated, speaking English and French
with equal fluency. Frequently in the
course of conversation, a smile will
light up his countenance, indicating
that subtle attribute that may best be
designated as charm. For Mr. Bour-
assa is a charming man, with a great
deal of the idealist about him. He
is also a man of wide reading and
deep study, in fact, there are not many
men who are better informed in the

- various aspects of British life and his.

tory than the man whom many are
fond of denouncing as anti-British.
His deep knowledge of parliamentary
and  constitutional principles s
not only shown in his public dis-
courses, but it is apparent even in the
most cursory conversation. Mr. Bour-
assa is no stranger in the sister prov-
inces, he has been heard at Toronto,
he has spoken at Halifax and St. John
and at other points in the Maritime
Provinces, and he has everywhere met
with a most cordial reception.
Striking as is Mr. Bourassa’s per-
sonality and charming as he is as a
conversationalist, it is upon the hust-
ings that his power is supreme. The
Nationalist leader is essentially an
orator—a great popular tribune. Tt
has been my privilege frequently dur-
ing the past quarter of a century to be

upon the same platform and to listen
to the greatest French-Canadian ora-
tors of that period, men who
rank with the greatest orators that
the French-Canadian race has produc-
ed—Chapleau, Mercier, Laurier, and
last, but certainly not least, Bour-
assa. Chapleau and Mercier in their
prime were men of powerful build,
great physical force and magnetic
qualities, and by their eloquence they
were able to sway vast multitudes.
Laurier, though never a strong man
physically and inferior in this respect
to his great rivals in eloquence,
possessed in his prime the art of cap-
tivating and swaying an audience,
and his influence as an orator was in-
creased by his striking personal ap-
pearance—almost @sthetic as it was.
The passage of years, while it has
diminished his vigour as a speaker,
has made his appearance the more
striking.

But great as were Chapleau, Mercier
and Laurier in their days of power,
not one of them could electrify a
popular gathering as Mr. Bourassa
can. Not only does he appear to be
himeelf transformed, but it seems as
if his eloquence hypnotises the whole
assemblage. T have stood beside him
on many notable occasions and have
watched him closely and witnessed
the evidence of his unique power. 1
heard him in the St. James campaign ;
I stood near to him when he was
addressing ten thousand people gath-
ered on the Place d’Armes to com-
memorate Dollard’s heroic exploit; T
listened to him as he spoke in Notre
Dame Church during the Eucharistic
congress ; I was in the audience when
he addressed twenty thousand people
on the Champ de Mars, protesting
against insults to the Christian faith :
and T was on the platform when fol-
lowing the Drummond and Arthabaska
election he received a great ovation
from ten thousand of his country-
men gathered in the Ontario rink in
Montreal. On all those occasions his
power as an orator was conspicuous.
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Mr. Bourassa has his peculiarities
as a speaker, as all great orators have.
He begins quietly, and if you have
never heard him before you may be
disappointed at the outset and wonder
if this is indeed the great orator you
have heard so much about. But wait.
It is not long before you are listen-
ing with interest, the spell of his
voice has begun to work, and as he
proceeds a wonderful change is
wrought. Stronger and more resonant
‘becomes his voice till it reaches out to
the furthest limits of the audience,
his countenance, in fact, his whole
figure, seems to become transformed.
His gestures are more frequent and
effective, his utterances more and
more forcible. He is constantly
changing his postion on the platform.
One minute he directly faces his aud-
ience from the centre of the stand, ad-
dressing his hearers quietly without
the least motion, anon he raises !us
arm and emphasises a particular point
with a dramatic gesture, frequ‘ently
striking his breast; at times, as 1f‘ex-
alted by his subject and the occassion,
he will launch into a torrent of elo-
quence that will rouse the audience to
fever heat. Some of his most elo-
quent periods are delivered as he
leans over the railing of the platform,
fixed and motionless, till suddenly
rising to his full height and seeming
to become taller than he really is,
he concludes with a burst of i;npas-
sioned eloquence, directing his invec-
tive against his opponents, his words
falling like hammer strokes. And as
the orator’s mood varies, so does that
of the audience. At times a deep
silence will prevail, then there will
be marks of approval and finally an
outburst of wild cheering and enthusi-
astic gesticulation.

Such is Henri Bourassa the orator.
And let it be said, in common fair-
ness, that frequently as T have heard
him, I have never heard him indulge
in anti-British utterances. During the
memorable campaign in St. James T
heard him deliver a splendid eulogy of

the British flag and the protection en-
joyed by all races beneath its folds,
and I heard him, addressing a great
gathering of his countrymen, make
this emphatic declaration: ‘I am loyal
to the traditions of the race from
which I have sprung, but I am also
loyal to the British flag, which we all
love and admire.”’

It is not only as a speaker that Mr.
Bourassa shines. He can also—what
is not usual with great public speak-
ers—wield a trenchant pen, as the fre-
quent articles which he contributes to
Le Devoir under his own signature at-
test.

I have touched on Henri Bourassa
the man, the orator, the writer, and
now, what does he stand for ?

When we come to consider this
question there is a mass of misre-
presentation that must be swept away.
For instance, T saw it recently stated
that the Bourassa movement, as it
was called, is a clerical and racial
campaign to extend the French lan-
guage and Quebec institutions through-
out Canada. Such a statement is
palpably absurd. Mr. Bourassa, it is
true, is a fervent Roman Catholic, at-
tached to his faith and his language
and a zealous champion of what he
deems are the rights of his people
when be believes the occassion de-
mands it. But what of that? Are
we therefore to infer that his object
is to extend the French language and
Quebec institutions throughout the
Dominion? Tt would be as logical
to say that beaause Sir James Whit-
ney is an Anglican and a champion of
the rights of Ontario his object is to
extend his faith and the institutions
of Ontario throughout the rest of
Canada, including Quebec. Such
statements as the one alluded to are
on a par with a great deal that is
written about the Province of Quebec.
The habitants of Quebec are not the
ignorant, backward and priest-ridden
people that too many in the sister
provinces are lead to believe. They
are a generous, honest, simple-living
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hospitable, freedom-loving people,
with a keen interest in public affairs,
desiring to have their rights and feel-
ings respected, but at the same time
respecting the rights and feelings of
others.

Let those who think that they can
give pointers to the people of Quebec
when it comes to the discussion of
public affairs attend a political meet-
ing in that Province, and they will
be quickly disillusionised. What is
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wanted in Canada is more of the
spirit shown by the president of the
Literary and Scientific Society of To-
ronto University, when in introducing
Armand Lavergne to a Toronto aud-
ience he said: ‘“We are British as
you are British and we glory in the
right of free speech accorded to all
British subjects.”’

Whatever may be thought of Mr.
Bourassa’s views, there is one inesti-
mable service that he has rendered
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He has stood for freedom of speech
and independence of thought. Political
parties are a necessity, but when party
loyalty degenerates into abject servil-
ity the interests of the people are apt
to suffer. Had Mr. Bourassa been con-
tent to be a mere party slave he
might have enjoyed the sweets of of-
fice. As it was he preferred principle
to party and independence of thought
and action to the holding of office,
and public life has been the gainer.
Let that be remembered to his credit.
Everybody is at liberty to differ from
Mr. Bourassa, but his views are at
least entitled to be fairly presented.
TLet Mr. Bourassa himself explain
what he aims at.

It was recently my privilege to have
a personal talk with the Nationalist
leader, during the course of which he
fully and frankly discussed the move-
ment with which he is identified. Tt
wae while he was reviewing the situa-
tion that I put to him the straight
question : ‘“What is the object of the
Nationalist movement ?”” His reply
was equally pointed and unequivocal.
““The Nationalist movement,’” he said
(I quote his words in substance),
“‘is what I may call the search for a
common ground for all Canadians and
that common ground, I believe, can
be found only in looking to the devel-
opment of all our Canadian forces,
mental, moral and mateial. You can-
not, for instance, get all Canadians to
agree in their views as regards Great
Britain, but you may get all Canadians
to agree on the building up of Can-
ada and the creation of a truly nation-
al sentiment throughout the Domin-
ion. And by devoting all our energies
to the development of Canada we will,
I hold, most effectively help to
strengthen the Empire. Such a com-
mon ground as I speak of cannot,
however, be found unless the Eng-
lish-speaking majority take into ac-
count the feelings of the minority just
as the majority in Quebec respects the
rights and feelings of the minority.
There must be give and take on both
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sides. There is nothing of a racial,
religious or sectional character in the
movement, as has been falsely re-
presented ; it is an appeal to all Can-
adians of good-will, whether they be
French-speaking or English-speaking,
to unite for the welfare of their com-
mon country. The movement is es-
sentially Canadian. We want to put
the issue perfectly straight, the larg-
est measure of autonomy for Canada
compatible with the maintenance of
British connection.”’

““Then you do not appeal simply to
the Province of Quebec, but to the
whole Dominion ?”’

““To the whole Dominion, natural-
ly,”” quickly responded Mr. Bourassa.
‘‘“The campaign has been begun in the
Province of Quebec, because it is here
that the forces we oppose have been
concentrated. We are appealing to
Quebec to break the yoke and to re-
gard principles rather than attachment
to any man. But our campaign will
not stop there, and it will be carried
into the sister Provinces and the isgue
Imperialism or Autonomy will be
clearly defined and fought out. And
from what I hear and read T am con-
vinced that there are thousands of
English-speaking Canadians who think
as T do on this issue. Our appeal to
the Dominion, of course, implies re-
spect for the rights of the various ele-
ments that compose the Dominion.
The principle of Confederation involves
respect everywhere for the rights and
liberties of minorities, just the same
as the rights and liberties of the min-
ority are respected in the Province of
Quebec. In order that the spirit of
Confederation shall be lived up to, it
is in fact absolutely essential that the
rights of minorities everywhere shall
be respected.’’

‘““And what is your attitude in re-
gard to Great Britain and so-called
Imperialism ?*’

“We claim,”” answered the Nation-
alist leader, ‘‘that the best service we
can render to great Britain and the
Empire at large is to look after our
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own country, to follow, in fact, the
policy that was advocated by Sir
Charles Tupper in 1893. If every part
of the Empire does the same the Em-
pire at large will be far stronger and
more united for peace or for war than
by trying to bring all parts to one
standard of government and defence.
We hold that what we advocate will
strengthen rather than weaken the
solidarity of the Empire. In fact, I
consider it the worst possible thing,
both for Canada and the Empire, to
foster a false Imperialism, which
must eventually result in grave perils
and trouble. Let us before all, and
above all, be Canadians; let us Eng-
lish-speaking and French-speaking
Canadians unite our forces, let us
develop our resources, let us build up
a great country in which the rights
of all shall be respected, let us
carefully guard our autonomy, and we
shall be rendering the best service,
not only to Canada but to the whole
Empire. That is the aim of the
Nationalist movement.”’

Having heard what Mr. Bourassa
has to say, let us turn now to another
quarter. T take up a pamphlet issued
some time ago by Mr. Olivar Asselin.
It is entitled ““A Quebec View of Can-
adian Nationalism: An Essay by a
dyed-in-the-wool French-Canadian on
the best means of ensuring the great-
ness of the Canadian Fatherland.”
It is dedicated to ‘‘the great English
race.”” Mr. Asselin has played a con-
spicuous part in the Nationalist move-
ment, and he has shown the courage
of his convictions. And here a per-
sonal reference may be pardoned. In
the copy of the pamphlet which Mr.
Asselin was good enough to present
to me he inscribed these words:
“From a fair-minded man to a fair-
minded man.”” He could have paid
me no higher tribute or one that I
would value or appreciate more.
Fairness, respect for the views of
others, even when we are not able to
agree with them, not narrowness, il-
liberality and misrepresentation, are

requisite if we are to serve the inter-
ests of our common country. Let us
respect the feelings of everybody, and
let the views of all be heard. What
has Mr. Asselin to say? His essay,
which fills sixty-one pages of a good-
sized pamphlet, is a most illuminating
review of the whole subject, and it
would be a good thing if it could be
read by all Canadians and especially
by those who are wont to grossly mis-
represent the French-Canadians and to
advocate that the Province of Quebee
shall be ostracised simply because
some of its public men take a certain
view of a great question. Space will
only permit me to quote the summary
with which Mr. Asselin has prefaced
his work, but that will suffice for my
purpose. Here it is:

Nationalism as advocated by the recog-
nised leaders of the Nationlist move-
ment in Quebec aims at the upbuilding
of a Canadian nation on the four fol-
lowing principles :(—

1. In Canada’s relations with the
mother country the greatest measure of
autonomy consistent with the mainten-
ance of the colonial bond.

2. In Canada’s internal relations the
safeguarding of provincial autonomy on
the one hand and the -constitutional
rights of minorities on the other hand.

3. The settlement of the country with
a sole view to the strengthening of Can-
adian nationhood.

4. The adoption by both the Federal
and Provincial Governments of provident,
economic and social laws, that the natural
resources of the country may be a source
of social contentment and political
strength.

The reader may form his own
judgment of this programme.

One of the main factors in the
strength of the Nationalist movement
is the adherence of the younger ele-
ment. Mr. Bourassa has as hig
lieutenants and fellow-workers a band
of devoted enthusiasts. There ig
Armand Lavergne, for instance, the
Rupert of the movement, amj.
able, witty, débonnaire, concealing be-
neath a modest demeanour an ability
that will carry him far. Armang
Lavergne has been heard at Toronto,
where he succinetly defined the

o
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Nationalist creed as Canadian auton-
omy and British connection. Lavergne
is one of the most effective campaign
speakers in Quebec. He has a man-
ner that captivates an audience and
a keen sense of humour. Not only can
he crack a joke, but he can enjoy one
even when it is at his own expense.
An instance in point: It was during
the campaign in Drummond and
Arthabaska. Mr. Lavergne was ad-
dressing a great meeting of the
electors at what is known in the Pro-
vince of Quebec as ‘‘une assemblée
contradictoire,”” when both sides
are heard, and was poking fun at one
of the opposing orators who carried a
large satchel filled with formidable
looking documents. Mr. Lavergne, as
is known, is the author of the law com-
pelling transportation companies to
print their tickets in both French and
English. Beginning his address he
said, “Vous wvenez d’entendre le
‘satchel’ de M. ’* (You have
just heard the satchel of M——."")
Instantly the crowd, with a keen
sense of humour, seizing upon the
English word, cried, ‘‘Parlez fran-
cais’’ (speak French). There were
roars of laughter in which Mr. Lav-
ergne heartily joined, though the joke
was at his expense. The hardest work-
ers for the Nationalist cause, such
men as Olivar Asselin, Omer Heroux,
Tancrede Mansil, to mention only a
few, are all charged with the spirit of
enthusiasm. As I surveyed the great
gathering at the Ontario rink, I could
not help thinking that history was
repeating itself. T recalled the time
when, prior to the general election of
1896, I attended one of the -closing
meetings of the campaign held at
Lachine and heard the Liberal leader
prophesy that his party would sweep
the country. I recalled, too, the
great meeting held on the Champ de
Mars in Montreal following the T.ib-
eral vietory of 1896, when I stood on
the platform Dbeside Sir Wilfrid
Laurier and Mr. Tarte and witnessed
the great popular ovation of which

they were the recipients. It was a
gcene of indescribable enthusiasm.
The young men, the enthusiasts, those
who work and struggle for a cause
simply because they believe in it, sur-
rounded the leaders. To-day Mr.
Bourassa has the youth and en-
thusiasm on his side.

Let us now consider very briefly the
attitude of Mr. F. D. Monk, M.P.,
and of those Fsench-Canadian Con-
servatives who think as he does on the
navy question. Mr. Monk, as is
known, joined forces with Mr. Bouras-
sa and the Nationalists in the Drum-
mond and Arthabaska campaign. He
was on the platform with the Nation-
alist leader at the great Ontario rink
meeting following the vietory, and he
received equally enthusiastic plaudits
from the immenee gathering. He was
hailed by Mr. Bourassa on that occa-
sion as the leader in the movement for
the support of national autonomy. As
a public speaker, Mr. Monk furniches
a rather striking contrast to Mr.
Bourassa. He has less of the Gallic
fire and more of the Saxon composure.
But he is a forceful and convincing
speaker who thoroughly weighs what
he has to say and says it with clear-
ness and precision. A commanding
presence increases his power over an
audience. T have more than once dis-
cussed the naval question with Mr.
Monk, and there is no ambiguity about
his views. He has been charged
with disloyalty, has even been brand-
ed as a traitor to his country and his
party, but he has never swerved in
his course. People are at liberty to
differ from him, but he can at least
claim that he has been consistent in
the course he has followed.

Mr. Monk’s contentions are, briefly :

1. That the navy policy of the Gov-
ernment, the decisions of the Imperial
Conference of 1902, the change in our
relations with the Empire have intention-
ally been removed from all expression of
popular opinion and the freedom of that
expression denied by the Government,
though it was claimed by petition from
many thousands of electors from every
part of Canada.
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2. That the construction of the fleet
proposed by the Government is to be
condemned as involving a useless and ill-
considered expenditure not calculated to
help the Empire and violating the prin-
ciplo of representation, while placing upon
the Canadian people responsibilities which
it was eminently unfair to ask of them to
assume under such intolerable conditions.

3. That the enormous sums urgently
needed at once for necessary works of
development in Canada, such as canals,
railways, and other aids to transporta-
tion must tax to the very utmost our
available resources and credit and that
the expenditure absolutely required for
the navy could not now be undertaken.

The result in Drummond and
Arthabaska, Mr. Monk holds, is a
vindication of his attitude, and he fur-
ther maintains that the appeal that
was there made was one that could
properly be urged before the electors
of any consistuency in Canada. Nor is
Mr. Monk alone among French-Can-
adian Conservatives in the attitude he
has taken. Mr. Rodolphe Forget,
M.P. for Charlevoix, who occupies a
foremost position in the Canadian fin-
ancial world, openly expressed the
view that if there was an election in
Quebec the result in every constitu-
ency would be the same and that
those who said that Mr. Monk was
not well advised on the navy question
did not understand the feeling of the
people of Quebec. Mr. Thomas Chase
Casgrain, a former Attorney-General
of the Province and member of Par-
liament, declared that what had taken
place in Drummond and Arthabaska
would take place at the present time
in any ordinary constituency of Que-
bee.  Other leading Quebec Con-
servatives have expressed similar

views, so that Mr. Monk is not with-
out strong supporters and adherents.

The views of the Nationalists have
been given, the attitude of Mr. Monk
and his adherents has been explained,
and now—what of the future? Mr.
Bourassa declares that the fight has
but begun and that the campaign will
be carried through the English-speak-
ing provinces. ‘‘And let neither Con-
servatives nor Liberals be deceived,”’
he says. ‘““The fight of to-morrow,
which has been preparing for the past
ten years, will not be fought between
two armies morally decimated and
whose battle-flags cover no longer an
idea or a principle. The battle will
be fought out between Imperialists
and Autonomists. The question will
be presented fairly and squarely, and
the Canadian people will choose be-
tween the two principles. And, what-
ever may be the issue, there will be
no civil war as timid people fear. The
minority will accept loyally the deeci-
sion of the majority, reserving, of
course, the right which is essentially
British to use every effort to bring the
majority to think as they do.”

If Mr. Bourassa and Mr. Monk, act-
ing in concert, should in the event
of a general election carry a majority
of the Quebec seats, what would be
the result ? Would it mean that they
would hold the balance of power?
Would it result in a coalition ? These
are questions that time alone can de-
cide. But one thing is reasonably
certain, that if the campaign that Mr.
Bourassa and Mr. Monk have begun
in Quebec is successful, they will have
to be reckoned with.




BLUE PETE

THE SENTIMENTAL HALF-BREED

BY W. LACEY AMY

NOT a rancher inthe Cypress Hills dis-
trict, but would have thought him-
gelf lucky could he have induced Blue
Pete, the ugly, cross-eyed half-breed,
to join any of his outfits permanently.
All kinds of offers had been made to
persuade him to settle down, for his
dexterity with the rope and branding
iron was unrivalled; but the tramp
cow-boy preferred to move from out-
fit to outfit, giving everyone his ser-
vices for a week or two at a time and
picking up by this means a fund of
information and knowledge of the
country and the ways of the ranchers.

For two years every ranch house in
the district was open to him. True
it was suspected that the half-breed
was doing a little rustling on the side,
but this earned him no ill-will from
the ranchers, as few of them had a
secrupulous regard for the parentage
of unbranded colt or calf.

Then, one day Blue Pete and his
little yellow-blotched, serubby-tailed
pinto, ‘“Whiskers,”’ that had carried
him to vietory in all the roping con-
tests, found themselves unwelcome vis-
itors. The word had gone around that
the half-breed was in the pay of the
Northwest Mounted Police, and it did
not take long to confirm the suspicion.

From the first day he had appeared
in the country, whence no one knew,
the excitement and danger of the de-
tective’s life had turned him from the
cow-puncher’s life, with which he
geemed most familiar.

For two years he had been able to
keep secret his connection with the
police, but when the suspicion was
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aroused, the information he had ae-
quired in his wandering life hung over
the head of every rancher with whom
he had worked. They did not know
that in all his dealings with the police
Blue Pete’s information had been only
to prevent rustling or lead to the re-
turn of the stolen cattle or horses, and
never to apprehend the rustler.

But when the half-breed was driven
from his cow-boy life, and complaints
of stolen horses kept multiplying, In-
spector Parker issued instructions
from his quarters in Medicine Hat that
the rustlers as well as the stolen
bunches were to be taken.

One clear morning in June the loss
of eighteen horses from the Seven Bar
Y ranch was reported, and Blue Pete
was dispatched with Corporal Mahon,
a new member of the local force, to
round up rustlers and horses.

The half-breed soon picked up the
trail, and after a close examination
of the tracks of the outriders start-
ed in pursuit, the wrinkles on his fore-
head showing that something he had
discovered disturbed him.

The trail led straight towards the
Cypress Hills, an odd tract of wildly-
wooded hills and valleys, one hundred
miles long by ten wide, rising abruptly
from the prairie. Lying a dozen miles
to the south of where the trail started,
the Hills run parallel to the Montana
border and are separated from it by
a strip of rolling prairie eight or ten
miles wide.

Half-way to the Hills Blue Pete left
the trail and entered a coulee, follow-
ing the depression for the remainder
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of the distance. As the trees of the
Hills loomed up in front, the riders
dismounted to snatch a hurried lunch
before the harder tracking ahead of
them. Mahon drew a letter 1rom his
pocket, and propping it against a
stone, read while he ate.

The half-breed watched curiously.

“What’s that ?”’ he asked bluntly.

“‘Letter from my mother,’”’ answer-
ed the corporal without moving his
eyes.

The half-breed stopped his hand
half-way to his mouth. ‘‘Got a moth-
er?’’ he demanded almost fiercely.

Mahon looked up in surprise. ‘‘Sure
I have, the best ever—and I guess she
thinks I'm about if, too,”” he added,
looking dreamily towards the trees, a
youthful smile playing around his lips
—the smile that had already won him
the name of ““Boy,”” among his com-
panions,

“‘Shouldn’t be in the p’lice,’’ growl-
ed the half-breed. ‘‘Men with moth-
ers ain’t got no right to risk it.”’

Mahon did not answer. He was
thinking of the dear, old, white-hair-
ed mother who had been able to give
him little but her blessing when he
left his home in England to seek his
fortune in the Canadian West. The
glamour of the red-coat’s life had
caught him before he had considered
any other career.

The half-breed reached across and
touched the bit of white paper rev-
erently.

‘‘Mind—mind readin’ me somethin’
of it ?"’ he stammered. ‘‘Never got a
letter myself. Like to hear what it’s
like. Never had a mother either, ’t I
know of.”’

Mahon carefully concealed his sur-
prise. ‘“Why, certainly, Pete,’”’ he
answered.

‘“ ‘My dear Boy,” '’ he began.

“Huh! Called yuh ‘Boy,” too, did
she?’’ interrupted his listener. ‘‘Boy
—Boy!’’ he repeated, as if the name
had acquired a new significance.

“My dear Boy: I was so glad to
get your letter only two days late. I
always worry so when they are de-
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layed. Of course, I know you cannot
write on the same day of every week;
but I live so for your letters that if
they are a day late I am fretting. If
they should cease to come, if anything
should happen to you away out
there’’—

“‘Guess—guess that’ll do,”’ broke
in the half-breed, rising suddenly and
tightening the cinches on his saddle.
‘“Got to move on now. Mustn’t let
’em get out o’ the Hills ’head of us.”’

For hours they led their horses
through the wildest country Mahon
had ever seen—almost impassable for-
est and hill, winding through brush,
down steep ravines, around miniature
lakes, over piles of rock and fallen
trees. Blue Pete silently led the way,
a frown across his face.

As they were mounting a ridge, the
half-breed suddenly stopped and lis-
tened a moment. Then, beckoning
Mahon to follow he turned on his
tracks and hastily led his horse
through the trees for a few minutes,
until in a dense clump he left the po-
liceman and glided away.

Minutes passed, a half-hour, an
hour. A distant rifle shot brought
Mahon to a consciousness of the grow-
ing darkness. A darker shadow
moved into the clump and the ‘‘s-s-s’’
of the half-breed warned him not to
shoot. ~

Quietly Blue Pete led along a
ridge, and beside a small lake pre-
pared to spend the night.

Not a word had been said in ex-
planation of the sudden flight or the
rifle shot. At last the half-breed
spoke.

““Nearly hed yuh,”’ he said. ‘‘Hed
to lead ’em away, or yer mother
wouldn’t have got her nex’ letter.
Can’t fight ’em in the woods.’’

Mahon lay back dreaming. In a
few hours he had come from the tree-
less prairie, all sun and barrenness, in-
to another world of shadows and
trees and life. The weird calls of
the night denizens of the Hills made
his blood tingle. Across the lake two
owls hooted to each other, a flock of
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geese honked overhead, a fish leaped
in the lake.

Blue Pete spoke again. ‘‘Can’t get
lost in these hills; jest keep on north
or south ’n yuh’ll reach prairie.”
Straight back is the nearest way out.”

““ Guess there’s not much danger of
getting lost with you, Pete.”

““Mebbe, mebbe. Can’t tell what
might happen me, though. Keep yer
head ’'n you’ll be all right. Mother
mustn’t miss her letter.”’

Mahon took the first wateh, and at
one o’clock wakened the half-breed
and fell asleep almost instantly,
scarcely hearing his companion’s,
“Don’t forget, straight back’s the
nearest way out.”’

The policeman awoke the next
morning with a feeling of loneliness.
Broad daylight glared over the lake
and softened into the woods beyond.
Close at hand his horse was greedily
cropping the long grass, and across
the lake two deer were nibbling at
the young trees and glancing inquir-
ingly over at his horse between mouth-

Is.

But Blue Pete and Whiskers had
disappeared; and the half-breed’s
lunch parcel tied to the saddle told
him that he would not return. Why
he had left him he could not deter-
mine, but he knew that if he found
the horses he would find the half-
breed. In the meantime he would
trust him.

It was no use to attempt tracking—-
his experience in the woods was too
limited for that. But Blue Pete had
said that straight back was the near-
est way out. It was one of the dull
days in the Western rainy season, and
there was no sun to guide.

About four in the afternoon the
prairie opened before him after the
hardest travelling he had ever ex-
perienced. Fortunately he could see
Windy Coulee about four miles to the
west, which Blue Pete had pointed out
as the probable entrance point of the
rustlers to the Hills, and in a short
time he had turned in on the trail.

For a few yards he could see the
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tracks of the horses, but hard ground
covered all traces as he advanced. Fol-
lowing a clearer space among the
trees, he was drifting helplessly along
when he was brought up with a jerk
by the sound of two rifle shots in
rapid suceession.

Twilight was settling down in the
forest. He urged his horse forward.
A volley of revolver shots showed that
the battle was at close quarters and
just over the ridge.

Slipping from his saddle he hastily
climbed upward. On the ridge his
heart stood still. There lay Whiskers,
the half-breed’s friend, the yellow-
blotched pinto, dead. Then he noticed
what was of more serious import; be-
side the pinto was the half-breed’s
rifle, and peeping from the holster was
the butt of his big revolver.

Blue Pete was surrounded by ene-
mies, and without a gun. Was he still
alive?

A welcome voice came from the oth-
er side of the ridge.

‘““Come out, come out! Gol dang
yuh! Come into the open, just
onct.”” Then in an entreating voice:
‘““Won’t please, someone jest show me
the tip of yer ear.”’

A shot flashed from the darkness of
the ravine, and Mahon, lying flat on
the ground and peering down, noted
whence it came. Sliding his rifle for-
ward he fired towards the flash.

There was a moment’s silence. Then
five spots of light leaped at him from
the darkness. He ducked, but two
holes in his Stetson showed how close
his escape had been. A scurry in the
ravine, and Blue Pete shouted to
him to ‘‘scoot.”’

Leaping on his horse he ploughed
up the bank, passing the half-breed,
who had already uncoiled his rope
from the saddle of the dead pinto
and was shouting something at him.
His horse gave a few bounds forward,
then stopped suddenly, almost throw-
ing the policeman over his head. A
small, gray rope had settled over his
shoulders, and it knew the lassoo too
well to rush to a fall.
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‘‘“What 'n hell are you doing,
Pete?’’ yelled the angry policeman,
reaching for his knife.

“Cut it 'n I’ll drop yer horse,”
answered the half-breed quietly. ‘“Yuh
dang fool! Yuh ain’t got no show
with them five coyotes. Want yer
mother to get her nex’ letter?’’

Mahon saw the point and turned
reluctantly back. f

Blue Pete was standing looking
down at the dead pinto. He had for-
gotten everything else.

““Poor Whiskers!’”” he said in a
voice new to the corporal. ‘“‘Dan got
yuh for keeps that time. . . Yer rag-
ged little tail won’t whistle behind me
in the wind any more. . . . Won't
be together any more at all, will we,
ol’ gal?”’

He straightened up. ‘‘Dan, yuh low-
down cuss!”’ he said in a voice of
restrained passion. ‘“Yuh won’t out-
live her long, or my eye ain’t
straight.”’

He knelt and stroked the bony nose.
“Yuh fell bad, ol’ gal, 'n I eouldn’t
get my rifle clear But yuh threw me
clear o’ the second shot, even if yuh
had a bullet in yer heart. . . . Guess
yuh won’t feel the wolves to-night
- . . Like to give you a decent burial,
but yuh’ll know I'm after Slippery
Dan. ... S’ long, ol’ gal....s’
long.”

He rose and, without looking at his
companion, struck off into the woods.
After a short walk he suddenly dis-
appeared from view, and Mahon,
rounding a rock, saw him push his
way through some dense foliage and
a moment later a light spattered
through. Mahon followed with his
horse and found himself in a large
cave. The half-breed had lit a candle
from a hidden store and was sitting
on a box, his head in his hands.

Mahon could stand the silence no

longer.
“How did they get you, Pete?’’ he
asked. )
Blue Pete looked vacantly at him a
moment. Then intelligence came into
his eyes. ‘‘Ambushed me, damn ’em !
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Goin’ to look fer you. Might a got
lost, ’thout the sun. Wasn’t think-
in’ o’ them at all, but of you—of
something else. Guess yuh fitted in
there all right, Boy.”’ :

““But why did you leave me last
night, Pete?”’

The half-breed frowned, looked con-
fused, and, with a shrug of his hnge
shoulders, answered: ‘‘Yer mother,
Boy, yer mother. Durn it! This
ain’t no game for boys with mothers,
Kind o’ reckoned yer mother’d want
that nex’ letter. . . .’n the next. . . .
'n the next.”’

Mahon listened in surprise. Then he
reached inside his coat and drew out
the letter.

““Would you like to hear the rest
now,’’ he asked gently.

Blue Pete stopped his hand, while
his eyes sought the letter longzingly.
““No, no,”” he answered. ‘‘Reckon I
got to get yuh through this first. . . .
I’'m goin’ to get another horse. Goin’
over to the Post. Back ’fore morn-
ing.”’

He glided into the darkness. A wolf
howled, and the foliage parted again.

““Don’t be feared,”’ the half-breed
said, ‘“’f yuh hear shootin’ over there.
They’ve found the ol’ gal.”’

Mahon blew out the candle and as
the moonlight flickered through the
leafy covering at the mouth of the
cave he heard the weird howl of one,
then of another wolf. As he listen-
ed two rifle shots came close together.
A short yelp after each and all was
silence. ‘‘Poor old Whiskers hasn’t
died alone,’’ he muttered.

In the early dawn the half-breed re-
turned with two horses, and after a
bite, the chase was resumed, Blue Pete
leading the extra horse. He seemed
to know where to pick up the trail
of the stolen horses, for in a short
time they were almost clear of the
trees and hot on the track.

Faster they rode, and, as they top-
ped a roll on the prairie, a big white
horse plunged up a slope far ahead,
and behind it followed a bunch of
horses and seven riders. The pursuers
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were seen at the same time. One of
the rustlers detached himself from
the rest and waited, rifle ready. With
eool deliberation, he fired. The bullet
fell short.

“‘Must be losin’ his nerve. Got to
get that "un, though, or he’ll get us,”’
said Blue Pete, looking to Mahon for
instructions. The latter considered
a moment. Another shot struck the
ground close beside his horse.

“All right, Pete,”’ he assented,
“wing him.”

Blue Pete wheeled to the left where
the rustler had disappeared in a
eoulee. His rifle spoke, and in a few
minutes he was back at Mahon’s side,
and took the extra horse.

““Seare him off 7’ asked the police-
man,

IIY_yes",

Mahon looked suddenly at him.

The half-breed nodded. ‘‘Slippery
Dan,’’ he said laconically ; and Mahon
knew the rest.
~ Ahead of them the rustlers were
urging the bunch of horses towards
a line of wooded hills that marked
the border of Montana and safety.
All the horsemen veered off and left
two men alone, whose superb horse-
manship seemed to bespeak successful
escape.

Blue Pete raised his rifle and a bul-
let hissed through the gloom. The
white leader leaped into the air and
fell. The remainder of the bunch
broke wildly away.

“Now I want those men—but
alive.”” The corporal added the last
words hastily.

“Can’t get ’em,”’ answered the
half-breed, swerving to head off the
scattering horses.

‘T will get them,’” Mahon hissed.

“Pwo good men gone,’”’ muttered
the half-breed as he drew away.

Taking careful aim the policeman
fired. The leading horse fell. The
other, following closely, attempted to
turn aside too quickly, stumbled and
fell, picked itself up riderless, limped
a few steps and stood still, one leg
banging limp. The unseated rustler

‘us this time.
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sent a bullet into its head, and from
behind the two horses the rustlers cov-
ered the oncoming policeman. A puff
from the nearest horse and Mahon
had to throw himself free of his fall-
ing horse.

Only a hundred yards lay between
him and the rustlers. Without a mo-
ment’s hesitation he advanced—not
hastily, but deliberately. Two rifles
covered him.

“You’ll save a lot of trouble if you
surrender quietly,’”” he shouted ad-
vancing with his rifle in the hollow of
his arm.

“You’ll save more trouble if you
stop where you are,’’ a voice answered.

Mahon walked on. A Mounted Po-
liceman never hesitates.

““You fool!”’ econtinued the voice ex-
citedly. ‘“‘You can’t take us. We’ll
fill you full of lead if you come five
yards further.”’

Mahon kept on. But sixty yards in-
tervened.

“‘Can you shoot him, Jim?%’’ came
to the astonished ears of the corporal.

“Can’t do it, Joe,”’ answered an-
other voice. ‘‘I guess it’s all up with
Sorry, Joe. This was
my fault. Too big a coup to pull off.
}’m not going to be taken. Good-bye,

oe!’’

‘“What! Wait a minute, Jim!”’

A figure darted from the nearest
horse and sank behind the other. Two
revolver shots rang out almost as one.
Mahon stopped, dazed that he had es-
caped. Then he rushed forward.

The sun struggled through a rift
in the low west and shone upon the
upturned faces of the two rustlers—
dead.

There they lay, their left hands
clasped, revolvers still smoking, a
small hole in each forehead. Only one
looked up and smiled feebly. Mahon
covered his face with his hands and sat
down limply on the dead horse. The
rustlers were brothers, big ranchers
whom he had often met at their ranch
north of the Hills—well educated,
kindly, proud, humane, so humane
that they had spared his life and tak-
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en their own, so proud that they pre-
ferred death to disgrace.

Something touched him. He looked
up to see Blue Pete standing beside
him, cap in hand. The stolen horses
were loping back towards the Hills, led
by the extra horse Pete had brought.

““Knew—knew yuh wouldn’t get
’em.”” The half-breed’s voice was low
and tender. ‘‘Poor Jim! Poor Joel!
Knew it was you. Didn’t want to be
in at the death.”’

As they were riding back towards
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the Hills, the half-breed broke a long
silence.

‘‘Guess—guess I can have the rest
o’ yer mother’s letter now, can’t L
Boy? Yuh left off where she said ‘if
anythin’ should happen yuh away
out there’—start there.’’

Mahon read the letter through.

‘‘Read it again.”’

Mahon did so.

“ ’Spose yuh’ll be writin’ home again
soon, won’t yuh, Boy? Well, tell yer
mother Blue Pete’s lookin’ after yuh.’’

JANUARY

By DONALD A. FRASER

LAUGHING maiden, January stands,
Bedecked in all her snowy mantle fair;
The sunlight glints upon her golden hair,
And sleeping branches fill her warm-gloved hands.
The green pines bend to her their quiv’ring wands,
The twitt’ring birds give forth their welcome rare,
The fleecy clouds smile through the crystal air,
And Earth rejoices as she greets the lands.
She comes to tomb the faded and the sere,
To rest tired Nature after all her throes,
To cover up the blights of yesteryear,
To heal Earth’s sickness and relieve her woes.
Thus January brings the world goid cheer,
And opes the door to greet the glad New Year.




JOSIANA HANDSATCHEL
BY AGNES FAULKNER NELSON

RUSSEL Craig rolled over in the long
grass. It was the recess-hour, and
two children had strayed from the
schoolyard into the field that ran
alongside the river. In another mo-
ment they would discover him—and
run, perhaps, taking him for a tramp.
But in that he misjudged.

“‘Look, Penelope! Doesn’t he look
like a young Adonis?’’

Russel opened his eyes wide. What
he saw was the second edition of some
grande dame, with one arm thrown
about the shoulders of a shy, demure
little maiden. There was no hint of
flight in their attitude.

““As you’re so well up in the clas-
gies,”” he remarked lightly, clasping
his hands behind his head and tossing
a mop of fair hair out of his eyes with
a careless, easy fling of the head,
““perhaps you can tell me why Dido
committed suicide.”’

“Because Mneas jilted her,”’ was
the quick reply.

Russel’s lips puckered for a whistle,
but no sound came.

“Can’t you do it? You put your
tongue so. Mother says there’s a
proverb about whistling girls, but a
great many of the proverbs are out of
date, don’t you think so? Like
Josiana Handsatchel—she’s so old she
should be super-ann-u-ated.”’

“ And, pray, who is Josiana Hand-
satchel 27’

“She’s our teacher. The boys
named her that because her Christian
name is Josiana and she invariably
carries a handsatchel to school. I
never mind being punished by her,
because when you ery she cuddles
you. Oh, I'm plucky—I don’t ery
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easily. But I do love to be cuddled.
There’s the bell, Pen; we’ll be late for
line.”’

They scampered off through the
long grass and Russel Craig was alone
again,

For five minutes he lay still, gazing
up into the clear blue of the sky.

‘“‘She’s a precocious little bit of
humanity,’” he mused, ‘‘an exact copy
of tha: mothers 111 "bel " . ", &
And so Josiana Handsatchel cuddles
you when you ery? What a com-
forting sort of person Josiana must
be! Josiana! Where have I run
across that name lately? Let me see:
there’s Victor Hugo’s Josiana—the
one who enticed the Laughing Man
away from his little blind girl. But
it’s years since I’ve read that book.

“Josiana!

““I have it. I saw the name engrav-
ed on the inside of a diamond ring in
the north country, three weeks ago.

‘“Josianal

““That’s the very name. A bluff,
old miner wore it—a crackerjack of
an engineer, they told me; an old
bachelor making money and spending
it right and left; a woman-hater, so
they said. Now, a woman-hater’s
either one of two things: he’s a poser
or (like Dido) he’s been jilted some
time in his life. There’s no such thing
as a natural, gen-u-ine woman-hater.
And that man was too sincere to be
a poser, therefore—"’

He stretched himself luxuriously,
then leisurely sat up, gathering a
handful of books that lay scattered in
the grass.

Rising to his feet, he sauntered to-
wards the fence, and, vaulting lightly
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over it, made for the school-house,
where he knocked at the first door he
came to. No one answered, so he
found himself beating time with the
toe of his shoe to the singing within :

‘‘For every little wave has its white-cap on,
White-cap, night-cap, white-cap on.’”’

He knocked again. The -chorus
ended, and, just as the door was
opened from within, the second verse
began :

‘‘Then the lobster, dark and green,
Appeared upon the scene—’’

The singing ceased, and the teacher
stood laughing up at him.

““Well, I call this tough,’’ he re-
marked: ‘“I may be a lobster, but,
honestly, I don’t think I'm a green
one; and, by all that’s visible, I'm
not dark; now, am I?”’

He was tall and fair and handsome.
Taking off his cap with an elaborate
bow, he introduced himself.

“I’'m J. Russel Craig, B.A.”’ he
announced.

“And I'm J. Margaret Deans, M.
A.,”’ she responded. “‘I have fifty
odd ones and two pairs of twins. Will
you come in, Mr. Craig, B.A.?”’

Russel looked down into her face,
and something seemed to tell him that
this was Josiana Handsatchel. She
was a plain little woman, with a sallow
complexion, and smooth, mouse-brown
hair streaked with gray, and innum-
erable crow’s-feet about shallow gray
eyes—eyes that were full of sparkle
like shallow pools lying in the sun-
light. She radiated motherliness—
perhaps because the baby-room was
hers and had been for the last thirty
years. -

“Thank you, I will,”” he replied.
“I’ve a few books on phonics and
paper-folding and a physical geogra-
phy that may interest you. I'm trav-
elling for the Graham-Elliott Com-
pany. B.A., I presume you know,
stands for book agent.”’

“No, I was not aware of the fact.
But perhaps you did not know that
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M.A. stands for ma—sa fine degree.’’

They had been grave as long as
they could be. Miss Dean started the
laugh, and Russel joined in. It was
contagious. In a moment the whole
school was laughing, though what the
laughing was all about not a child
could have told.

“It’s a good exercise for them,’’
said Miss Dean, with a nod towards
the children. ‘‘I start them laughing
occasionally—it freshens them for
work. There, children, that will do.
Now I’ll look at the books.”’

Russel walked home with Miss Dean
—and the handsatchel—not to men-
tion half a dozen children clinging to
their two hands. At the corner they
were joined by Miss Raye, a pleasant-
faced teacher who somehow had
escaped the ‘‘school-marm’’ manner
and who reminded Russel of James
‘Whiteomb Riley’s poem ‘‘Out to Old
Aunt Mary’s.”

‘I hope it doesn’t embarrass you—
seeing two old maids home?’’ she
smiled.

“Now, my dear,”’” expostulated
Miss Dean. ‘‘How often have I ex-
plained to you that there is a differ-
ence between old maids and maiden
ladies, and that we are maiden
ladies ?”’

She glanced at Russel out of the
corners of her eyes.

““The difference consists in this,”’
she went on, ‘“‘that maiden ladies
have had a chance and old maids have
not.”’

““But who’s to know we’ve had a
chance ?’’ objected Miss Raye. ‘‘We
might easily be imposters.”’

“Trust the men for knowing it,”’
said Russel impulsively, and the two
teachers laughed.

As he had not completed his tour
of the schools by four o’clock, and as
it was a Friday, Russel remained in
the town until the beginning of the
week. Sunday evening found him in
St. Andrew’s, seated below the gal-
lery. Russel’s mind wandered during
prayer-time—it was a bad habi’g he
had fallen into. Not even the minis-
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ter’s ‘‘Gather in our wandering
thoughts and strained affections’’
could cause him to concentrate his
attention. He leaned forward, his
head on his hand, a dreamy look in
his wide-open eyes, when suddenly,
without warning, something hard
struck him on the top of the head.
It was so unexpected in such a place
that he started as if he had been shot,
looked about guiltily, then gingerly
picked up the thing that had hit him.
It was round and black and covered
with jet, and a bunch of faded lilacs
adorned one side of it. Apparently
it was a hat.

Russel glanced up towards the gal-
lery and saw a woman’s bare head.
Then he knew in a flash what had
happened. The woman had bowed
her head on the railing and the hat,
fastened all too insecurely—perhaps
with only one pin—had fallen off.
Very softly he slipped out of his
seat, the offending thing in his hand,
and entered the vestibule, to meet the
owner of the hat.

It was Josiana herself.

They stood staring at each other,
wanting to laugh, but restrained by a
sense of the sacredness of the place.

““I’ll never trust one hat-pin again,
as long as I live,”” whispered Miss
Dean. ‘I hope it didn’t hurt.”’

She took the hat from him and
placed it on her head. ‘‘Is it on
straight?’’ she asked. :

Russel nodded. ‘‘Listen,”” he said.
““There’s the amen.”’

The colour crept into Miss Dean’s
face. 3

““We’d be conspicuous going back
together,’’ she said. ‘‘I won’t go.”

“Neither shall I, then. Let’s go
for a walk instead—along the river-
road. It must be pretty there at sun-
set, and we’ll let nature preach us a
sermon.

Very quietly they left the church,
feeling like a pair of truants. Down
past the old Punchbowl Schoo]-house
they went, not stopping until they
ecame to the bridge. The sun was set-
ting, and they leaned against the rail-
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ing of the bridge to watch it. Grad-
ually it sank out of sight, turning the
sky and the surface of the water to
amethyst. The willows on the oppo-
site bank drooped gracefully, touch-
ing the river where the current ran
in little eddies. The erickets sang
from a nearby marsh. It was much
like church—only far more beautiful.

After a long silence Russel broke
the stillness.

‘“‘Are you sure it’s well fastened on
this time?”’ he asked casually. ‘‘If
it should fall over this railing it
would strike something more ruinous
than my head.”’

She smiled as she jabbed the hat-
pin again into her thin hair,

““That comes of being in a hurry,”’
she replied. ‘‘One should never hurry.
Better be late.”’

‘“Which is a nice statement for a
school-teacher to make.”’

‘“Yes, wasn’t it? But the children
—they have strong hearts and good
digestions and are full of superfluous
energy anyway. It takes so much
energy to keep up with them.’’

‘‘Are you fond of the work?’’

““I love to teach; I detest keeping
order. They come to me fresh from
the nursery and sometimes they for-
get and call me mother.”’

A grave, sweet look came into her
eyes. Russel nodded sympathetically.

‘““The great secret of discipline,”’
she went on, “‘is not to say a thing
unless you mean it, and, having said
it, to stick to it. It has taken me
thirty years to learn the lesson. It
has been my life-lesson, too, for it
cost me all I held dear in life once.

‘“It happened a quarter of a cen-
tury ago, so I ecan speak calmly
enough now. I was engaged to be
married—it was my ‘chance,’ ’’ and
she smiled up at him. ‘““He wanted
me to go to Mexico, and I kept put-
ting him off. It was such a wretched
little place he lived in, up in the
mountains, three days’ ride from a
railway station, not a white woman in
the place—all Spanish, and peons for
the most part—peons who stole your
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valuables, and whom you daren’t go
near for fear of getting—fleas,”” she
added with a blush. ‘‘Sometimes I’d
say I'd go, and then I’d change my
mind and give some reason for not
going.

““He was a very decided man—sim-
ple and straightforward, not complex
and capricious like myself. He began
to think I didn’t really care for him.
To settle matters, he finally sent a
telegram straight and to the point:

“CEWALL you marry me on the thirty-
first of December?’

““It was so like him, so strong and
concise, that it affected me more than
the most eloquent love-letter ever
written could have. I felt that I
could go anywhere in the world—to
Siberia, even—as long as it was to
him. Unfortunately, I slept over it.
I kept him waiting twenty-four hours
for his answer (wasn’t that like a
girl?) and then I telegraphed back
one word.”’

“Was it three letters or two?”’
asked Russel involuntarily.

‘It was three. But it was so non-
committal. It might mean anything,
that ‘yes.” It might have been a be-
grudging ‘yes,” or a sullen ‘yes,’ or
an impatient ‘yes,” or a hesitating
‘yes.” He had not the slightest idea
of my attitude.

“The doctor was there when he
opened my telegram. The doctor was
Scotech. ‘Humph!’ he said, ‘she
might have put in a few more words—
it wouldn’t have cost her anything.
It’s my opinion, Dan, you’ll find
trouble up home.’

““And all the time I was preparing
for the trip with the gladdest of
hearts. Now that the thing was set-
tled, once for all, I ceased worrying
and just gave myself up to joyful an-
ticipation. I went to Tom Murphy
(he was a jockey once) and asked him
to teach me to ride.

¢ ‘ave you ever rodden before?”’
says he.

“T shook my head.

« 1t will have to be astrad for the

mountains?’
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* “Yes,” I replied, quite unabashed_

“‘I’ll teach you to fall,” says
‘and to take fences.’ S

“ ‘But I'm not going in for a cireus
rider, Tom,’ I protested.

““ “Ain’t there ravines in the moun-
tains?’ says he. ‘Well, you’ll have to
learn to take those.’

“I think Tom’s ideas of mountains
were rather vague, and my own not
much better. The old worries began
to come back. I expected Dan on the
thirtieth of December. Now that was
the date agreed upon for the celebra-
tion of the raise in teachers’ salaries.
We had been getting on an average of
one hundred and seventy-five dollars
a year and we had struck in a body,
and the board had yielded to our de-
mand for increase of salary. Very
much elated over the fact, the teachers
had planned a supper (to celebrate)
in the only restaurant the town boast-
ed, and that supper was to be on the
night of the thirtieth.

““None of them knew that I was to
be married next day—I had kept it
secret.

“When Dan didn’t come on the
afternoon train I knew the only train
he could come on then was the eight-
forty in the evening. The supper was
to begin at eight. That gave me forty
minutes, an hour perhaps, for the
train was usually ten or fifteen min-
utes late. I suppose you wonder why
I went to the supper at all?’’

“I do,” said Russel decidedly.

“It was from a spirit of loyalty.
We had formed a sort of family com-
pact against the board, we teachers;
we had had a hard fight, and I wanted
to stay with them to the last. It was
a merry supper—for repartee, one of
the brightest I ever attended. Natur-
ally, I was the most excited one there,
and my tongue ran away with me,
Time flew.

‘‘Suddenly I pulled out my watch.
It was twenty minutes past nine.
‘@irls,” I cried, ‘I have an engage-
ment. You’ll have to excuse me.’

““They thought I was crazy. Two
of them pulled me down into my seat
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again, and they insisted that I re-
main for the toasts.’’

She hesitated, turning her face
away from Russel.

“I stayed.”’

““And he had come all the way from
Mexico?”’

‘I knew—it was inhuman. I was
- feverish when I reached home—and
shy. 1 was almost afraid to go in.
When at last I plucked up my cour-
age, I found mother alone in front
of the fireplace, knitting.

““‘Didn’t he come?’ I asked.
‘Yes, he came,” she replied quietly.
‘But he went away again. He waited
half an hour for you. I think he was
angry.’

‘““He never came back—never gave
me any chance to explain. It was just
as well I had not published my wed-
ding.”’

““You should have written,”’ said
Russel.

““Perhaps. He was proud, too.”’

‘““He may come back yet.”’ .

‘“Scarcely. 1 have grown phil-
osophical. We might be so changed
as not even to recognise each other.
And dear knows what corner of the
world he’s in—mining engineers roam
about so.”’

‘“He was a mining engineer then?’’
Russel spoke quickly, excitedly. ‘‘Had
you a diamond engagement ring?’’ he
asked, ‘‘with your name engraved on
the inside?’’

““Yes.”” She gave him a queer look.
““T returned it, of course.”’

“By Jove!’’ he cried. ‘‘Coincid-
ences aren’t so rare in real life as
they are in books.”’

The colour ebbed and flowed in her
sallow cheeks.

““Do you know him?’’ she asked,
after a slight pause.

““T think I do.”’

‘““Well—please don’t tell him my
side of the story. And remember,”’
she warned him, ‘‘I’ve learned to
mean what I say. You promise?’’
Russel’s face fell.

‘“I promise,”’ h(‘e. said.
» *
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Russel was late in coming down to
breakfast next morning—not that his
Sunday evening had been so very dis-
sipating. Passing through the hotel
office on his way to the dining-room,
the figure of a man leaning over the
desk, to register, attracted his atten-
tion. He was a powerfully built man,
strong and muscular, slightly bald at
the temples, and in his left hand hung
loosely a white felt hat adorned with
a leather band of exceedingly fine
workmanship. There was a sort of
cowboy air about him that attracted
other eyes than Russel’s. Suddenly
the man looked up.

“Drummond! Well, I'll be ding-
donged !”’

Russel marched up to him and put
out a hand.

““Thought there was something
familiar about you,’’ he said. ¢ Going
to be here long?”’

““No—just passing through,’’ re-
plied the man, with a grip that made
Russel wince. ‘‘It’s twenty-five years
to-day since I was here before. I find
a good many changes.’’

Russel glanced involuntarily at the
ring on the man’s little finger and
acquiesced with a mental reservation,
that he would find changes in more
than one place. A woman at twenty-
five may not be beautiful, but at least
she has youth in her favour.

A desire seized him to impress upon
the man before him the fineness of a
woman whose freshness may have
faded, but whose heart was still young
—at fifty. Would Dan Drummond be
able to appreciate her?

_ “I’ll show you around this morn-
ing,”’ he suggested. ‘‘If you’ll wait
until T’ve had my breakfast.’’

““Thank you.” The man spoke
without the slightest hesitation. “I’ve
an engagement.’’

“It’s all right,”’ returned Russel
carelessly. ‘‘Thought you might be
going my way—that’s all. I’m a sort
of school inspector.”’

Drummond gave him a sharp look.

‘“See you later?’’ said Russel, as,
with the slightest elevation of the eye-
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brows, he strolled gracefully into the
dining-room.

He had only the mnext ward to
visit, and his tour of the schools
would be completed. At noon he re-
turned to the hotel, and, when he had
dined, paid his bill. His train left
at two. Having nothing else to do,
he walked to the station, sauntering
slowly along the widest, shadiest ave-
nue in the town. As he approached
St. Andrew’s he caught a glimpse of
his little friend, the grande dame,
standing disconsolately against a tree
on the church lawn. She seemed to
be guarding something in the pocket
of her pinny.

The minister’s son, a boy of her own
age, came out of the manse. When
he spied her he walked boldly over to
where she stood.

“You’ll please get off of this lawn,”’
he said; ‘“it’s my father’s lawn.”’

“It isn’t,”’ retorted the grande
dame. “‘It’s God’s lawn—and I'll
stay on God’s lawn if I like.”’

Her words ended in a sob—a
strange sound coming from the little
lips. It nonplussed the boy, whose
arrogance turned to curiosity. It
brought Russel over to where she
stood with quivering lips, trying to
force back the tears.

‘““What is the matter, child?’’

He drew her hand into his, scatter-
ing a handful of rice on the ground.

‘‘She’s—in—there,”” sobbed the
child, pointing towards the church
door. ““‘I’ll never go to school another
day in my life.”’

Light dawned upon Russel.

“Is it a wedding?’’ he asked, his
face becoming animated. ‘‘Gee whizz!
They didn’t lose any time. Let’s go
and peek, little girl.”

He drew the unwilling child after
him into the vestibule of the church.
‘Was it only last night he had stood
in that very place, staring at the
bride, hatless and embarrassed ? Soft-
ly he pushed open the red felt door.
They were coming down the aisle—
Dan Drummond and his wife, follow-
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ed by the minister and the two wit-
nesses. Dan looked radiant, his wife
soberly happy.

““Congratulations!’’ called Russel.
‘““Where’s the rice, girlie? Bless me,
the child’s erying!’’

The bridal party entered the vesti-
bule, and the grande dame rushed for-
ward, clasping her arms about the
teacher’s knees.

“Don’t go away,”’ she pleaded,
raising her tear-stained face to the
bride’s. ‘‘I’ll promise to be so good
if you’ll stay.”’

““There, there, dearie, don’t ery.”’
She placed a hand on the child’s
head, and Russel thought he saw a
tear glisten in her own eye. ‘‘You’ll
have a new teacher and perhaps a bet-
ter one.”’

She glanced up at Russel. ‘‘You
didn’t expect to witness the closing
chapter, did you?’’ she asked, with
her whimsical smile. ‘““I haven’t
quite realised it myself, yet. It was
very good of the board to let me off,
wasn’t it? Dan, this is my friend,
Mr. J. Russel Craig, B.A. Mr. Craig,
this is—my husband.”’

The colour rushed into her sallow
cheeks, and Russel could feel the
thrill that went through her as she
uttered those two words.

The men shook hands heartily.

A cab drove up to the church door,
and the bride stooped and kissed the
child who clung to her.

‘““We mustn’t miss our train, Eliza-
beth. Good-bye, little girl.”’

She turned again at the door to
give Russel a roguish glance.

“I’ve three hat-pins in it to-day,”’
she said. ‘‘I-took no chances.”’

Russel picked Elizabeth up in his
arms and followed them to the cab.
As it drove off, the bride leaned out
to wave them farewell, and in her
hand was a brown leather hand
satchel.

Russel whistled a bar of Lohengrin.

““Well, Elizabeth,’”” was his phil-
osophical remark, “‘I guess she’s
superannuated all right.”’



PLAYS OF‘THE SEASON
BY JOHN E. WEBBER

ROFITING,nodoubt, by the success

in this particular field of endeavour
last year and mindful of the frame
of mind in which our jaded spirits
approach the shrine of dramatic art
at summer-end, the early season’s ef-
forts were devoted almost entirely to
comedy and farce offerings. Of these
we had at least a round dozen: ‘‘Love
Among the Lions,”” ‘“The Brass Bot-
tle,”” ““The Commuters,”’ “‘The Cheat-
er,”” ““Baby Mine,” ‘‘Bobby Burnit,"’
“The Country Boy,” ‘‘Miss Patsy,’’
followed at short intervals by
“Con & Co.,”” ‘“‘Anti-Matrimony,”
““Decorating Clementine,”’ and
“Smith.” Add to these such lusty
yearlings as ‘“‘Seven Days,”” “‘Tillie’s
Nightmare,”” and ‘“The Fortune Hunt-
er,”” and our early list is practically
complete.

There was just one flaw in the
managerial logic: Comedy, even farce
comedy, may on occasion belong to
the realm of pure art, and for proper
appreciation must needs be approach-
ed in as serious and discriminating a
frame of mind as the sternest tragedy.
“Love Among the Lions,”” for in-
stance, or ‘“The Brass Bottle’’ had
literary and artistic qualities that en-
titled them to be heard, not in an idle
moment, but when the season was at
its height and in its most discriminat-
ing mood. To the mistaken policy
of launching them earlier, may be at-
tributed their only partial success.
At least, that is a fair inference and
not too flattering, we hope, to New
York taste at its best. ‘‘Anti-Matri-
mony’’ paid a compliment to our lit-
erary and intellectual refinement that
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we could hardly appropriate under any
conditions. These examples are, of
course, the exception, and few of the
offerings named are open to the ac-
cusation of flattering public taste even
at its lowest ebb. In fact, casting
back over the few short summer
months, the contrast was not special-
ly cheering. Spring had brought ue
Ibsen, Hauptman, Brieux, a charming
revival of Tom Robertson’s *‘Caste’’
and a gala performance of the famoue
Gilbert-Sullivan operatie idyll of a gen.
eration ago, ““The Mikado.”” The sea-
son of flowers and love and other joy-
ous things had therefore an interest.
ing counterpart in our theatrical ex.
perience. But the promise of the
sowing has not yet appeared in the
harvest. On the other hand, and for
our temporary encouragement, we
may remember that the dramatic sea.
son often finds its highest artistic level
in the spring.

“Anti-Matrimony,”’ among other
things, emphasised the distance of a
scholarly recluse from the habits of
thought of, say, Broadway. Measured
by a purely intellectual standard and
choice of .theme, Mr. Percy Mackay’s
comedy, in spite of some dull mom-
ents, is superior to any offering of the
season. In fact, that is its fault. Tt
is too superior by comparison, too iso-
lated from its contemporaries, too
aristocratic and cold, itg ivory white-
ness humbling too much our more or
less begrimed tastes. Tt is packed
with critical analysis and shrewd pen-
etrating thought. Tt is jewelled with
scintillating epigrams. But it soars
above the multitude like an aeroplane,
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EDITH LYLE, LEADING WOMAN IN “THE COUNTRY BOY,” BY EDGAR SELWYN.

and its sparkling, mordant wit shines
on us from the distance of fixed stars.
This aloofness seemed to be realised
for a friendly human hand, in the form
of a pamphlet, stretched across the
void, inviting us to feel at home, to
be happy and to laugh whenever we
felt, disposed towards merriment.
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The comedy is a gentle satire on
certain phases of modern thought or,
to be more exact, on certain popular
interpretations of modern thinkers,
with particular reference to that ever-
present subject, matrimony.

The action takes place in Mass-
achusetts, in the home of the Rever-
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end Elliott Grey, a young clergyman
modern enough to be interested in
sociology and practical reforms. His
younger brother, Morris, has just re-
turned from abroad, where he has
picked up a leaf or two of Nietsche
and the masters, and proceeds to as-
sail the suburban views of his brother’s
household with his new-found doctrine
of freedom, individuality, the over-
soul, the superman and other stray
ends of Continental philosophy. Hie
companion and soul-mate is a young
woman of nineteen, Isabelle, by name,
equally sentimental—which in this, as
in most instances, means devoid of
humour. She happens also to be a
cister of the clergyman’s wife, Mild-
red. Mildred is clever, tactful and
practical, and in addition to her other
charms seems to have inherited the
gense of humour that was left out of
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Isabelle’s compound. The viewpoint
of the comedy is disclosed in this, and
it is Mildred's sense of humour ex-
posing the unsuspecting young senti-
mentaliets to constant ridicule that
provides the entertainment and finally
restores them to sanity. Meanwhile
they have the floor, and to be en-
tirely consistent in their anti-matri-
monial propaganda, have announced
the non-existence of any legal mar-
riage tie between them—a statement
not borne out by fact, as we after-
wards learn. They have really been
married in the ordinary way, but,
ashamed of their weakness, have
agreed to keep the fact a secret. This
knowledge gives Mildred her oppor-
tunity. By pre-arrangement with her
husband, she places herself under
Morris’s influence, professes conver-
sion to his views, and feeds his per-
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sonal vanity to such an extent that
he fancies her his real soul-mate in-
stead of the complaisant Isabelle.
This situation arouses the hitherto
emancipated and un-domestic Isabelle
into a betrayal of the very domestic
passion of jealousy; and, to block fur-
ther advances on her preserves, she
blurts out the truth they were all wait-
ing for—the marriage. This scene
develops into pure burlesque, in which
““Rosmersholm’ is travestied with
considerable literary adroitness, to pro-
vide a mill-race, a mill-door that locks
on the inside and plenty of mud to
complete the discomfort and cure of
the sentimentalists. All this, of
course, suggests no clue to the brilliant
verbal exchanges, the wealth of liter-
ary allusion, or the keen humorous
insight into some familiar modern cur-
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rents of thought that adorn the play.
All the elements of a splendid literary
comedy are there, the lines are above
reproach, and the situation a perfect
one. But, unfortunately, while the
satirisation was evidently meant for
popular entertainment, and written
from the popular point of view, the
populace is still innocent of the mat-
ters satirised. Miss Henrietta Cross-
fan played the réle of Mildred with
entire success.

“The Deserters,”” by Robert Pey-
ton Carter and Alice Chapin, is frank
melodrama. Tt is an army-post story,
told in an interesting way, and it
holds one or two intensely dramatic
situations, but as a picture of army
life its accuracy would be open to
serious question. A murder has been
done and through a combination of
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circumstances, made known to the
audience in a prologue, the wrong
man is not only accused of the crime,
but is himself convinced of his guilt
and persuaded to desert. His inno-
cence is known only to the real slayer,
an army captain and his wife. As the
woman’s reputation, already com-
promised, is at stake, their silence
is explained. Meanwhile the Federal
Government have sent a woman de-
tective to track the deserter, but, as
ehe will not act in cases that end in
capital punishment, the circumstances
are not fully explained. The result is
that she locates her man, and, having
fallen in love with him after the man-
ner of fiction, surrenders him to his
post from a sense of duty to him.
When she learns the truth of his posi-
tion. she sets about to track the real
murderer and, of course, at the psycho.
logical moment, rounds up the guilty
pair in true melodramatic style.

The best reason for the piay is that
it provides Miss Helen Ware, now
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clevated to the rank of ‘‘star,”’ with
an excellent acting vehicle. Miss
Ware's brilliant work some years ago
in “Kreutzer Sonata,’’ when she out-
shone so experienced an actress as
Blanche Walsh, followed afterward
by equally effective performances in
“‘Regeneration”” and ‘““The Road to
Yesterday,”” and more recently in
“The Third Degree,”” have gradually
but firmly established her reputation
as one of the leading emotional act-
resses of the country. In “The De-
serters’’ she has a part calling for con-
siderable versatility and variety of act-
ing method, but she runs the gamut
with entire success, culminating in

emotional scenes of real dramatic
power.
‘“Love Among the Tions” is

adapted from the novel of F. Anstey,
by Mr. Winchell Smith. The story
has to do with one Theodore Sanders,
a gentle tea-taster, who has conceived
a long-distance passion for the ward
of a teacher of elocution. Up to the
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present he has seen the lady from
afar only—or, to be quite precise, from
the other side of the street. On sum-
moning courage for a closer acquaint-
ance, he finds a lady of highly ro-
mantic temperament, anxious to re-
lieve the monotony of her hum-drum
life by some heroic act. His timid
wooings are in consequence suddenly
confronted with the novel proposition
that he marry the young lady in a
cage of lions. He accepts the terms
with a certain show of bravado, but
most of the humour that follows is
concerned with his efforts to find some
loop-hole of escape from the terrify-
ing prospect.

Apart from its downright entertain.
ing qualities, interest centered in the
charming performance of Mr. E. A.
Mathews, a refined young English
comedian, whom the play introduced
to the American public. Mr. Mathews
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is an actor of the most refined type,
and his handling of the highly farcial
situations proved him an artist of re-
straint, delicacy and the utmost finigh.

“The Brass Bottle,” also by F.
Anstey, was a leaf torn bodily from the
book of Arabian Nights, in which
genii, enchanted palaces, and other
highly improbable, but diverting phen-
omena, together with some touches
of Eastern lore, appear. Here is the
story : A young architect has brought
back from an apparently fruitless mis-
sion to the auctioneer, a sealed brass
bottle of curious Oriental design. His
prospective father-in-law, who com-
missioned him to visit the auction-
room, is disgusted. On opening the bot-
tle, however, a genie, imprisoned
therein two thousand years before by
one of the Ptolemies ( ?) is liberated.
In gratitude for his deliverance from
long imprisonment, he proceeds to re-
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ward the impecunious young architect
with lavish but impracticable gifts.
The genie also finds a prosperous client
for him, and rears the client a palace
while the architect is working on the
plans. The architect’'s own humble
abode he transforms into a veritable
Alhambra and provides him a retinue
of servants and dancers from his own
harem for entertainment. Generous to
friends, he is nevertheless ready to
wreak vengeance on enemies and in-
grates. The client who found fault
with his palace is transformed into a
dog, and the pedantie, peevish pro-
fessor—happy symbolism!—into an
obstreperous ass.

This was all igeniously worked into
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the fabric of a modern farce comedy,
and, as may be imagined, with highly
humerous results. The transitions are
also accomplished without too great a
shock to credulity—at least, no greater
shock than burlesque which is used at
points of severest strain—imposes. Mr.,
Richard Bennett acted the part of the
architect with his usual skill and the
Oriental professor of Mr. Fuller Mel-
lish had the right flavour of scholar-
ship. The staging was good.

In his new comedy, ‘“The Commut-
ers,”” Mr. James Forbes, a successful
Canadian dramatist, by the way, hae
taken for his field of merriment the
little ills that vex the life of the sub-
urban dweller. Suburban life, it
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would seem, is not all bird-song and
scent of new-mown hay, but between
the daily nervous tension of those who
have to ‘‘catch’’ trains and the anxious
vigil of those who remain stationery
at home, rustic peace is bought at con-
siderable nervous expenditure. These
vicissitudes Mr. Forbes has set forth
in his own humorous, pungent and
telling way in the course of four acts.

Mr. Edgar Selwyn is another Can-
adian dramatist who figures conspicu-
ously in the season’s offerings. The
popular success of ‘‘The Country Boy"’
is probably due to the vein of strong
human interest underlying its fund of
genuine humour, bright dialogue and
droll characterisation. ~ Within the
strict limits of comedy, Mr. Selwyn
tells the story of an artless country
boy’s experiences in the city, and in
the course of a humorous narrative,
succeeds in throwing into strong con-
trast the forced artificial life of the
city, and the simple natural life of the
country.

““The Cheater,”’ adapted by himself
from a German farce ‘‘Der Doppel-
mensch,” provides Mr. Louis Mann
with one of those excitable German
characters in which he revels. Known
already as a leader in social reform,
Godfrey Plittersdorf finds himself,
thanks to his late brother’s sense of
humour, heir to a dance-hall of sullied
reputation but shining profits. The
profits, of course, get the better of
Godfrey’s scruples, and the comedy is
mostly based on his efforts to keep the
fact of his heritage a secret from both
his family and his constituents. The
fun may be imagined.

‘““The Marriage of a Star,”’ Miss
Clara Lipman’s theatrical vehicle for
this year, strikes a somewhat serious
strain. A concert star, with a divorced
husband, a marriageable daughter, an
artistic temperament and an extreme-
ly youthful face, manages unconscious-
v to divert the attention of the cub
lover of the daughter to herself.. In
the adjustment that followg, hidden
sentiments are brought to light that

“THE BLUE BIRD.”

DANCE OF THE HOURS, IN
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result in the reunion of the divorced
pair, her giving up of public life, and
the return of the young lovers to their
interrupted happiness. The chief aim
of the story seems to be to enable this
versatile actress to be seen in many
moods and contrasting scenes, ranging
from the gayest comedy to strong em-
otional drama.

“Con and Co.” facetiously de-
seribed by its adapter, Mr. Oliver
Herford, as ‘‘a cheeky comedy,” dis-
closes how a resourceful young Ameri-
ican contrives to do the gay life of
Berlin on his uncle’s niggardly al-
lowance of five dollars a week and his
own wit. The title is derived from
the firm name under which his finan-
cial operations are conducted, and is
sufficiently descriptive of their char-
acter.

“Decorating Clementine,”’ from the
French of de Caillavet and de Flers,
is evidently an expurgation as well as
a translation. At least, one can hard-
ly imagine a French audience being
highly amused over either the lines or
the situations of the Gallicised version
now running on Broadway. However,
the acting is so excellent that we may
forgive much, even the doubtful com-
pliment of considering our morals at
the expense of our entertainment.

Clementine is a famous authoress,
happily married to a man whose chief
recommendation, according to her own
statement, is his abundant good
health. It has just been proposed to
confer for the first time in its history,
the ribbon of the Tegion of Honour on
a woman. Clementine at first does not
aspire to the decoration, but when
she learns that a rival claimant, with
half her reputation, has been entered,
ehe loses no time in putting the nec-
essary wires in motion. She goes so
far as to flirt with the director of fine
arts, and persuades her good-natured
and dutiful husband to flirt with the
director’s wife in her interests. It
so happens, however, that the latter
is a more or less dangerous coquette,
and Clementine awsakens to the fact
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that a serious flirtation is on between
the two. She has won the ribbon,
but apparently at the expense of her
domestic happiness. However, things
are not so serious as she feared, and
when explanations are made and the
husband’s gentle philanderings for-
given, the devoted couple prepare for
the country, and a new lease of con-
jugal happiness.

Miss Hattie Williams plays the part
of Clementine with considerable spirit
and that sterling comedian, Mr. G. P.
Huntley, is admirable as Count
Zakouskine, the conceited fop with the
“fatal charm.” Miss Doris Keane,
however, as the flirtatious young wife
of the Director, carries off the lion's
share of the honours for a perform-
ance full of vivacity, piquancy and
charm, with an occasional gerious
note.

The happiest of all the numerous
brood, and the brightest farce in many
a day is Margaret Mayo's new-born
‘“Baby Mine.”” The authoress modest-
ly claims origin (on the paternal side,
we assume), in a recent newspaper
despatch which contained the start-
ling information that about 8,000 Chi-
cago husbands were at the moment
fondling the children of others in the
belief that they were fondling their
own. But lest we jump to conelusions
concerning the morality of the Weet-
ern city, we are in the same breath
assured that the wives’ deception goes
no further than the maternity hos-
pitals.

The absence of certain details in
the report imposes some tax on
credulity, and in endeavouring to sup-
ply these — with an eye always to
humourous possibilities — Miss Mayo
has constructed a rollicking, joyous
human farce, handling the delicate
situations with considerable naiveté
and yet with an engaging frankness
that disarms the most prudish ob-
jector. A young husband and his
ingenue wife have quarrelled. The
charming wife has one fault: She
fibs, She has just fibbed over a per-
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fectly innocent luncheon engagement,
and the exasperated young husband
packs his grip and accepts an agency
in another town. It develops that one
of the numerous bones of contention
has been children. It is at this crisis
that the newspaper paragraph enters
into the story. Guided by her best
friend, the hitherto reluctant wife
sees an opportunity to gratify her hus-
band’s dearest wish, on very agreeable
terms, and the prospective months of
separation seem a gift from heaven
to make the deception perfect. The
absent husband has, of course, been
gradually prepared for the momentous
event, and preparations at home timed
with his inevitable return. Tt so hap-
pens, however, that at the crucial
moment the real mother changes her
mind, and with an already arrived,
eager husband on their hands, the
dilemma of the household may be im-
agined. Then arises a series of those
humorous complications by which the
delighted young husband temporarily
finds himself a father, not of one but
three, all borrowed, bought or stolen
for the occasion, and as ruthlessly
torn from his paternal grasp by irate
or repentant parents.

Whatever the ultimate effect on the
domestic happiness of the twain, the
purposes of the comedy have at least
been most agreeably served and ex-
cellent entertainment provided. The
diminutive Miss Marguerite Clark, in
the réle of the ingenuous wife, played
with unexpected skill and all her ac-
customed charm.

“Smith’” oscillates between a senti-
mental comedy and pure farce, and
Maugham’s hand is too fine for either.
The chief interest of the play to New
Yorkers will probably be that it pre-
sents its favourite, John Drew, in the
réle of a farmer. At least the dialogue
informs us that the character Mr.
Drew impersonates is a farmer, though
there is nothing in his make-up or
general appearance to suggest a r}lral
occupation. This is perhaps explained
by the fact that the action takes place
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in London, and the farm is away off
in Rhodesia along with the clothes,
the brogans, and the rusticity. In
fact, by the time Tom Freeman (John
Drew), reaches London, he presents
the front of a well-tailored, well-groom-
ed, very gentlemanly member of go-
ciety. He does submit one evidence of
his physical prowess—he pulls a cork
after a servant has failed, a feat which
finds great favour with ‘‘Smith,”
whom he is already bent upon mar-
rying and taking back to Rhodesia. Ag
may already be gathered, Mr. Drew
does not supply much of the illusion
of the farmer here, and his comedy
work is along the old familiar lines.
However, his public is satisfied, and
he is always a graceful, refined and
agreeable figure on the stage. Miss
Isabelle Irving, as the sister, played
with her accustomed buoyancy and
charm, and Hassard Short, as the
impertinent enob, could not be im-
proved upon. First honours, however,
fall to Miss Mary Boland in the
technically difficult réle of Smith.
Beautiful in the extreme, Miss Boland
is rapidly becoming an artist of front
rank, and Smith is her best and most
charming performance to date.

One views the New Theatre’s pro-
duction of ‘“The Blue Bird”’ with
mingled feelings—gratitude that a
play of its inherent literary and poetic
quality should have had a hearing
amid 8o much that is commonplace,
banal and remote from any considera-
tions of art; disappointment that so
much of the charm, faney and mystic
quality of the Materlinck fairy tale
would not yield to the visualising pro-
cess of the stage. This is by no means
a criticism of the New Theatre’s ef-
forts. The production was on a scale
of real magnificence. Nothing was
lacking to give the proper pictorial set-
ting. And in elaborateness of detail
and pure scenic wealth it will com-
pare with the best we have seen. But
the fact remains, and it saves disap-
pointment to remember it, that the
emotions excited by the stage per-
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formance fall short of the emotions ex-
cited on reading. We are pleased, in-
terested and carried along with the
children in delighted surprise, but the
imagination is not stirred as in the
mental journey through the same
dream world, and the sense of un-
reality, far from being realised, is
often destroyed in the attempt at re-
alisation. The essence of ‘““The Blue
Bird" is spirit, and spirit cannot be
made manifest in the flesh without
rome toughening and coarsening of the
spiritual fibres. And pictorial setting,
though it have the delicacy and illus-
iveness of a Whistler nocturne, still
imposes a restraint on the roamings of
fancy, still defines rather than ex-
tends the limits of the imagination.
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Stage ventures into the realm of the
mystic and unknown have, therefore,
to contend with very tangible ob-
stacles at the outset, and while the
delicate manipulations of the modern
stage can modify these, it can never
quite overcome them.

Dignity, pictorial eloquence, serious-
ness of purpose and, with one or two
exceptions, effective casting, greatly
aided the New Theatre in its lofty en-
terprise.  Atmosphere was perhaps
lacking, but these minor shortcomings
and the limitations imposed by a de-
finite medium still leave ““The Blue
Bird” the most delightful, the most
inspiring and dramatically satisfying
experience of the season at the
moment of writing.

THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW

By INGLIS MORSE

N mad processional the wind
Sweeps homeward from the sea
On this, the last night of the year—

Awaking memory

Of phantom days, shrined in brief song,

To fleeing music set,

And Time's crescendo stirs again

The surges of regret.

The tolling of the midnight bell

I hear across the sky,

While o’er the magic threshold comes
The new year’s glad reply.

Aside like some loose fitting cloak
The worn-out vesture lay,

And don with proud and joyous thrill
This garb of New Year’s day.




THE CANADIAN SPEECH

A CRITICISM

BY MIRIAM WILLIAMS BROWN

“O NE hates to think of these splen-

did people using second-class
words to express first-class emotions,’’
wrote Rudyard Kipling in ‘‘Letters to
the Family” during his last visit to
Canada. Many persons from the old
land lament the degeneracy of the
Canadian tongue, not only in regard
to the choice of words, but also as to
the manner of uttering them.

So pronounced are our faults that,
though we speak English, we can
scarcely boast of what should be
our rightful heritage, speaking the
‘‘tongue that Shakespeare spake.”’
Rather are we guilty of the impro-
prieties which Hamlet strove to over-
come in the players when he said:
“‘Speak the speech, I pray you, as 1
pronounced it to you, trippingly on
the tongue; but if you mouth it as
many of our players do I had as lief
the town-crier spoke my lines.”’

The art of speech is a part of edu-
cation that is sadly neglected, I am
not now speaking of sermons, orations
and debates but of the common, every-
day uses of speech. When the time
comes that we recognise the import-
ance of training along this line, the
English language will lose its unde-
served reputation for harshness, and
we shall learn that it is rich in beau-
tiful and sonorous sounds. But Eng-
lish as we generally hear it spoken in
all parts of this continent is harsh,
nasal and often unintelligible. Re-
cently a lady was heard to say: f‘I
tot fur three year 'n Trntuh,’”’ which
being translated reads, ‘‘I taught for
three years in Toronto.”” This ex-
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ample is not an exaggeration, but a
fair instance of what may be heard
any day and in almost any locality.

Ask a street car conductor to call
out the name of the street at which
you wish to get off. How often are
you able to tell what he says?

Of late the fault of mumbling has
been to some extent remedied by the
girls in the telephone office, but not
before a long-suffering public was al-
most driven to desperation.

Think of the economy of nerve force
it would mean if all employees in pub-
lic offices, ticket agents, train dispatch-
ers and clerks, were made to pass an
examination in correct enunciation
before receiving an appointment.
Such training would be eminently
practical, for it would save both time
and energy for the employee as well
as for the public.

One who appreciates the music of
speech cannot but deplore the mutter-
ing, mumbling and mouthing which
are so general. Those who know what
constitutes accuracy of language are
constantly shocked by grave errors of
enunciation. If these defects were
confined to the classes already men-
tioned, the case would not be so bad -
but in all classes, from the society
lady with her pink tea gabble, to the
parliamentarian, the clergyman and
college professor—from persons of all
ranks—we hear the most serious of-
fences against the mother tongue.
When a clergyman announces his
““tex’’ from the ‘‘Axe’’ of the Apos-
tles, and expresses a wish that all dif-
ferences of ‘‘sex’’ (sects) were at an
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end, it is time to think of finding a
remedy,

Canadians and people of the United
States are fond of attributing their
vocal and speech defects to the cli-
mate. Not climate, but carelessness
and ignorance, make one say mout’n,
for mountain, fount’n for fountain,
vilet for violet. The omission of the
vowel sounds destroys the beauty of
the words and often gives them a
nasal quality.

This is a fault that is very marked
with us. We smile in a superior way
when we hear a cockney say, ** Hi ham
Henglish.”” A Canadian would say,
“I saw ’er las’ Tuesday an’ tol’ ’er
to tell 'im the nooz,’’ and would be
resentful if the Englishman smiled.

How often we hear such expressions
a8 “‘the childr'n of Isrel,”’ *‘edjuka-
shun,”” “‘wuz, tur, frum, ov, onto.’’
This slovenly mode of speech destroys
the tonal quality of the language, and
it is not surprising that foreigners
find it harsh or that English people
are amused when they hear us speak.
The fact is, that we do not take time
o open the mouth properly, and there-
fore the vowels are distorted.

The music of speech is largely in
the vowel sounds; but the consonants
must also be distinetly articulated.
Another fault, which is akin to our
lack of repose of manner, is a cramp-
ing of the vocal organs so that a nasal
twang is produced. These unpleasant
effects may be overcome by -correct
training—not, however, by the use of
the forced and bombastic tones of the
‘‘elocutionist.”” It is quite as neces-
sary to train the speaking voice as it
is to train the singing voice, and ex-
cellence in either is rarely attained
without painstaking effort.

Many young women spend much
time and money acquiring accomplish-
ments such as music and French,
which in the end are by most of them
executed very badly. Any of these

i well done, is desirable; but is
there not something wrong when we
turn our attention to so many differ-
ent subjects and leave out of our
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scheme of education the one art which
we are most frequently called upon
to use—the art of speech? Has any
young woman a more effective accom-
plishment than that of a gracious
manner and a musical, well-modulated
voice ? Yet how rarely is a good
speaking voice heard!

It is pitiful to notice the number
of voices that are being ruined every
year, and especially when we reflect
how much might be done by a little
common sense instruction, Children
scream and shout, straining the
muscles of the throat in & way that
is ruinous to the voice, yet no one
checks them. Mouth breathing is &
very common habit, and all too seldom
is the information given that this ha-
bit is the cause of a very large per-
centage of throat diseases.

It 1s quite distressing, too, to find
how few persons can speak in a public
room in a way that will make them
heard at a distance. We have all
many times strained our nerves trying
to listen to some poor, mumbling
speaker, who really had a message
worth delivering, but who was pre-
vented from doing so because he did
not know how to use his voice. This
fault is by no means confined to ama-
teurs: lecturers, actors and clergymen
are often quite unintelligible in their
mode of utterance. Yet carrying
power, resonance, beauty and richness
of voice may be acquired by most per-
S0ns.

When we come to the question of
reading, the case is no better. Ask
the average college student to read a
passage aloud, and his bungling, hesi-
tating efforts will convince you that
reading is a lost art. Even when his
training has fitted him from an intel-
lectual standpoint to interpret litera-
ture, the improprieties of utterance
are so marked that listening is pain-
ful ; yet he may have before him most
excellent material for effective read-
ing. Says Gummere: ‘“‘Sounds of the
human voice have an endless variety
and shade of gradations. Think of
the modulations of spoken words by
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which we express grief, joy, threats,
entreaty, pain and so on.”” The sharp
“‘explosive’’ consonants, the lingering
effect of the liquids, the broad vow-
els, the thin vowels—all these, with
their combinations, make up a won-
derful material for the skilful poet to
work with. Such qualities of sound
add to the mere rhythm of poetry
what melody adds to the rhythm of
music. The most evident use of these
qualities lies in the imitation of nat-
ural sounds—Ilike ‘‘hiss,”’ ““cuckoo,’’
“murmur,’”’ ““buzz.’”” Or the imita-
tion may extend to more than one
word and so suggest some action or
situation—onomatopoeia. Homer has
a line which resounds with the swell
and surge of the ocean bellow. Shake-
speare’s verse—

‘‘The multitudinous sea incarnadine,’’
does not so much imitate as give a
distant echo and hint of tossing and
storm-swept waves, and the suggestion
of a sea-beach far below the speaker
who describes it is certainly audible
in
**The murmuring surge that on the unnum-

ber’d idle pebbles chafes.’’
More directly imitative is Milton’s de-
}slci'liption of the opening doors of
ell—
““On a sudden open fly with impetuous recoil
and jarring sound

The infernal doors, and on their hinges

grate

Harsh thunder,’’

Or of heaven—

‘‘Heaven open’d wide
Her ever-during gates, harmonious sound,
On golden hinges moving.’’

In order that the reader may be
able to render these tonal effects, the
speaking voice must submit to the
same orderly task, the masterly disci-
pline, the unwearied superintendence
undergone by those who reach the ut-
most accomplishment of the singing
voice.

Unfortunately, there is but little

realisation of the need of such pre-
paration. Doctor Rush, speaking on
this question, says: ‘‘There is a whole-
some kind of conviction in the minds
of fools which forces them to confess
their want of knowledge in mathe-
matics if they have not studied that
science. But taste, they say, is ‘nat-
ural,’ therefore everyone should have
his own. It is true everyone knows
what will please himself in his ignor-
ance, the wise alone know what will
please the intelligent in education.”’

In every civilised country the art
of speaking well, that is, of using re-
finement and accuracy of utterance,
has been a distinguishing mark of the
cultured classes. It is then somewhat
singular that the world has been con-
tent to be guided by blind impulse and
the imitation of very imperfect mod-
els, without endeavouring to find some
system of instruction which would
produce many instances of success,
Just as the conservatories of music
produce multiplied instances of sue-
cess in the art of singing. In this
country the past generation had to
give their time and energies to hew-
ing out homes in the wilderness; but
with the development of the wealth
of the country has come a greater op-
portunity for the finer things of life,

The ideals of the nation are form-
ing, and in this formative period it is
most important that correct standards
of speech should be maintained, that
enunciation, care of the voice, tonal
quality and music of speech should
receive due attention in all our schools
and colleges. When this is done we
may realise the truth of Emerson’s
words: “‘The sweetest musie is not in
the oratorio, but in the human voice
when it speaks from its instant life
tones of tenderness, truth or courage.
The oratorio has already lost its rela-
tion to the morning, to the sun, and
the earth, but that persuading voice
is in tune with these.”’
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L. P. BRODEUR:

THE MAN BEHIND THE NAVY
BY FRED G. H. WILLIAMS

THE St. Lawrence route is now the

Dominion’s greatest asset, and
L. P. Brodeur is the greatest asset of
the St. Lawrence route.’’

This is the way in which one of the
best known business men of Montreal
answered me when I asked him for
an opinion of the Montreal lawyer
and statesman who has come so
prominently before the people of the
Dominion in connection with the
creation of the Canadian navy. And
it was a description of the Minister
which I found universally accepted
Ly the business men of Montreal, re-
gardless of their tongue, their faith
or their politics, whenever I began to
“‘talk Brodeur.”

Some wit remarked the other day
that the City of Montreal owed so
much to the dredges which have made
the channel wherein the great ocean
vessels come up to its wharves,
that it should add the design of a
dredge to its coat of arms. But
Montreal might well go further than
that. Tt should reserve o place on
ite remodelled harbour front for a
statue in years to come (may the
da.y be long distant) of Louis Philippe
Brodeur, the French-Canadian who
has made a reality of the dreams had
over sixty years ago by John Young
and Hugh Allan, and the other pioneer
shipping men of the city under the
shadow of Mount Royal.

While the deepening of the St.
Lawrence between Montreal and
Quebee was commenced before Con-

federation, under the direction of
Honourable John Young, and carried
on under suceessive governments until
a twenty foot channel had been ge-
cured in 1869, one of twenty-two and
a half feet in 1877, and one of twen-
ty-five feet in 1882, it was not until
1904 that the work was formally
transferred from the Department of
Public Works to that of Marine and
Fisheries. The minister in charge at
that time was the late Honourable
Raymond Prefontaine, and upon his
sudden death at Paris he was suc-
ceeded as the head of the department
by Mr. Brodeur, who had for two
years occupied the post of Minister
of Inland Revenue. Since that time
the work of deepening the ship chan-
nel has gone on with immense speed,
owing largely to the personal en-
thusiasm of the head of the depart-
ment and his determination to make
the St. Lawrence that which nature
intended it to be, the true channel
for the export of the products of the
northwestern half of the continent to
the sea. The enterprise involved
more than the deepening of the ship
channel. Tt meant the transforma-
tion of the harbour of Montreal into
a properly organised port, with ele-
vators of great capacity, with re-
modelled wharves, and with a Bys-
tematic co-operation between the
railways and the shipping companies.
It has been a tremendous work, but
it has been pushed well on to com-
pletion, because of the personal de-
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termination of the minister and of
his success in convincing his col-
leagues of the Privy Council, and
especially Mr. Fielding, the Finance
Minister, that every dollar expended
on the St. Lawrence ship channel and
the port of Montreal is a dollar well
gpent for Canada, and a dollar which
hag been repaid back to the farmers
and other shippers of Canada in the
form of reduced freight rates. Tt has
involved the expenditure of many
millions of dollars; it will mean the
outlay of many more millions (for
the size of the steamerms coming to
the St. Lawrence is increasing every
year, and the ship channel will have
to be deepened to thirty-five feet at
low water); it has called for the
spending of hundreds of. thousands
of dollars for lights and other aids to
navigation, but it has resulted in the
transformation of the St. Lawrence
into a channel, which is as well
lighted for its nearly a thousand
miles from the ocean to Montreal as
is the estuary of the Mersey and the
great port of Liverpool. And while
no one would claim that all the credit
for this national benefit is due to
Mr. Brodeur, there can be little
doubt that his persistence and his en-
thusiasm have been responsible for
no small share in it.

What manner of man is this who,
trained in the law, has thus turned
out to be a successful administrator
of a great department of the Govern-
ment ? First and foremost, he is a
typical French-Canadian, proud of
his native province, prouder still of
the great Dominion of which it is so
important a part, and proudest most
of all that he is a citizen of the
British Empire. The son of a man
who fought for constitutional liberty
in the struggle of 1837, Louis
Philippe Brodeur is a living proof of
the fact that freedom is the mother
of free men. Born at Beloeil, on the
banks of the Richelieu river, in the
homestead which saw his father take
up arms against the government, the

boy was early the father of the man.
He was naturally a Liberal—what
else could be expected from his par-
entage? And when in the lake
‘seventies he left College of St.
Hyacinthe to proceed to Montreal and
enter Laval to study law, it was not
surprising that he became affiliated
with young men whose minds ran in
the same direction as his own.

Like many another who has since
attained national reputation, young
Brodeur was but poorly endowed with
this world’s goods, and it became
necessary for him to find some work
to do which would put him through
college, and, following the example
get vyears before by Cartier and
Laurier, he divided his time between
law books and lectures on the one
hand and journalism on the other
hand. He was a good reporter and
a clever political paragrapher, and
proved a great addition to the news-
paper fraternity of Montreal. But
his skill in politics was by no means
confined to the use of his pencil and
pen. Gifted like most of his com-
patriots with a ready speech, with
the faculty of stating political points
with vigour and lucidity, he became
an active politician before he reached
hiz majority.

These were the days when the Pro-
vince of Quebec was almost hopeless-
ly Conservative and gave a majority
of twenty-five for Sir John Macdonald,
for Sir Hector Langevin, for Caron
and Mousseau; and it took no small
courage to be a Liberal. But a little
band of students in Montreal ‘‘kept
the fires alight,”” and they, mostly
members of the Club National, never
failed to respond to the call of duty
to go out into the country and talk
to the habitants upon the issues of
the day. Among them were Dan-
durand, the Speaker of the Senate in
the last Parliament; Marcil, the pre-
sent Speaker of the House of Com-
mons; Prefontaine, who died in har-
ness as Minister of Marine ; Lemieux,
now Postmaster-General; Beleourt,
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HONOURABLE LOUIS PHILIPPE BRODEUR.

an ex-Speaker of the Commons and
now a senator; Cloran, then an editor
and now also a senator; Devlin, since
a member of three Parliaments (the
Dominion, the British, and now that
of Quebec); Guerin, afterward ap-
pointed a judge; and others whose
names have passed from memory.
Chief among them was L. P. Bro-
deur. While he had not the fiery elo-
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quence of some of his colleagues, such
for instance as Dandurand or Dev-
lin, or in later years of Lemieux, he
possessed a forcible style of oratory,
which went home with the people
and made him of exceptional value
as a campaign stumper.

There was one feature about that
Club National of the late ’seventies
and the ’eighties, which has left its
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impress upon Canadian politics. Its
members were all enthusiastic
French-Canadians, but they recog-
nised that an essential of success in
Canadian politics was a knowledge of
English, and they one and all made
it their business to learn the langu-
age of Shakespeare (or perhaps it
would be more fitting to say the
language of Gladstone, for, taught by
Laurier, they almost worshipped the
Grand Old Man). And so it came
that when the first mock parliament
was started in Montreal in the mid-
’eighties the leaders of the Club
National became members. There
they had the opportunity, both of be-
coming acquainted with parliamen-
tary procedure and of making speech-
es in the two languages. L. P. Bro-
deur was, for one term, the ‘‘Speaker”’
of this mock parliament, and when,
years afterwards, he occupied the
Speaker’s chair in the real Parliament
at Ottawa, he confessed more than
once that the lessons learned in the
Fraser Institute in Montreal were of
immense value to him.

The choice of Wilfrid Laurier as
leader of the Liberal party in the
House of Commons in 1887 put new
hope into the veins of the fighting
young Liberals of Quebec, who fore-
saw the day when he would lead them
to victory, and they redoubled their
endeavours for the cause and the
leader, with the result that, although
the Liberals lost the country as a
whole in the general elections of
1891, they, for the first time, secured
a majority of the members from the
Province of Quebec. - Among the
Liberals who came into the House of

- Commons at that election was L. P.
Brodeur, then twenty-nine years of
age, and a lawyer of seven years’
standing. His election for Rouville
county was a complete surprise to the
politicians, and his majority was
small, only sixty-nine, but he has
held the constituency ever since, ob-
taining a majority of 1,085 in 1900,
and has the distinction of being
the only Liberal elected in Quebec
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by acclamation at the last general
election.

This young man soon made his mark
in the chamber. Applying himself
with diligence to his duties in the
House and in committees, he was of
great value to his party in the fight-
ing sessions which intervened between
1891 and 1896. It was, therefore,
with little surprise that parliamentar-
ians learned, after the Liberals got
in in 1896, that Brodeur was Laurier’s
choice for the position of Deputy
Speaker and chairman of committees.
This office carries with it the succes-
sion to the Speaker’s chair, if one’s
political party is retained in power,
so that when Sir Wilfrid came back,
after the general elections of 1900,
Mr. Brodeur was promoted to be the
First Commoner of Canada. And a
most popular Speaker he proved to
be.

Cabinet rank was next. When
Mr. Bernier, the Minister of Inland
Revenue, was appointed to the Rail-
way Commission in January, 1904,
Mr. Brodeur was called to the Privy
Council and sworn in as the new holder
of that portfolio. Many people out-
side of Parliament consider this de-
partment as one of the least im-
portant in the Government, but Mr.
Brodeur brought it into the limelight
by the active and successful campaign
which he waged against the American
tobacco trust, in which he clipped the

claws of that monopoly and compelled

it to respect Canadian law.

Then in 1906 there came the
vacancy in the Department of Marine
and Fisheries, caused by the death-
of Mr. Prefontaine, and Mr. Brodeur
stepped upward. From that date to
this he has been engaged in work of
the most arduous description. He
had not long been in charge before
he found that the methods of doing
business in the department were, to
say the least, antiquated and not
suited to modern needs. He engaged
a force of expert accountants to go
over the books and inaugurate a mod-
ern system of accounts. And when
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the Civil Service Commission, under
the chairmanship of Mr. J. M.
Courtney, was appointed, Mr. Bro-
deur threw the doors of his depart-
ment wide open and gave the com-
missioners every opportunity to in-
vestigate its workings.

While this work was in progress,
Mr. Brodeur was chosen by the
Premier to accompany him to the Im-
perial Conference of 1907, and no
sooner had that historic gathering ad-
journed than Mr. Brodeur and Mr.
Fielding were appointed by the Im-
perial Government to negotiate the
first treaty ever secured by one of
the self-governing dominions with a
foreign power. These negotiations in
Paris, which lasted for several
months, resulted in the trade treaty
between Canada and France which
was finally ratified this year and is
now in operation. Then came a
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strenuous session during which Mr.
Brodeur was the target for attack by
his political opponents as a conse-
quence of the report of the Civil Ser-
vice Commission. The revelations
were an undoubted shock to the
country, but they have resulted in
permanent good. When the Minister
saw that the Civil Service Commis-
sioners had not placed their finger
upon any guilty man in particular,
he urged, and secured, the appoint-
ment of Mr. Justice Cassels as a spe-
cial commissioner to investigate the
whole department. As a result all
the guilty men implicated in the
revelations before Judge Cassels have
been got rid of. New men have
taken their places, and the system of
purchase by patronage has been swept
away and replaced by a system of
purchase by open competition in all
cases. To-day the department is on
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a straight and honest basis and Mr.
Brodeur claims credit for the regen-
eration which has taken place under
his administration,

The crowning of Mr. Brodeur’s poli-
tical career, so far, came, however,
when last year he represented Canada
at the Imperial Defence conference
as a result of which came the Naval
Bill of the present year under which
Canada has made a start with its own

navy. Unfortunately, the constant

pressure of official work ever since his
appointment to the Marine depart-
ment resulted in a  physical break-
down on Mr. Brodeur’s part, and the
work of putting the Naval bill through
Parliament fell to Sir Wilfrid Laurier,
although the bill itself was drafted by

the Minister of Marine. Since then,

until a few weeks ago, Mr. Brodeur
has been on the sick list, but he was
sufficiently convalescent to go down
to Halifax and personally welcome
His Majesty’s Canadian ship Niobe
to Canadian waters when she arrived
on October twenty-first.

Mr. Brodeur has been, and is, the
recipient of many attacks from the
opponents of the naval policy. He
is condemned in some of the English-
speaking provinces because he would
go no further than he did in meeting
the views of the Admiralty. He is
denounced by the Nationalists of
Quebec because he has gone too far;
but since he has partially recovered his
health he has shewn that he is will-
ing to face the issue in any of the
provinces and to defend with all his
power the very important step to-
wards ‘‘nationality within the Fm-
pire’’ with which his name will be
ever associated.

Louis Philippe Brodeur is as large
of heart as he is of body. Generous
to a degree, so far as his income will
allow, the poor, the rich, the labour-
er or the capitalist, all equally get
from him a cordial shake of the hand
and a cheery word. And, while a
firm friend, he is a hard fighter. As
Laurier’s chief lieutenant in the Pro-

vince of Quebec he is beloved by his
parliamentary following, while he is
just as popular with his English-
speaking colleagues in Parliament as
with those who speak his mother
tongue.

The Minister of Marine and of
Naval Affairs is one of the hardest
workers in the Government. Each
morning finds him busy in his home
at an hour when the ordinary busi-
ness man is thinking of turning over
to have his last forty winks. It is &
common thing for him to reach his
office in the West block before nine
in the morning and to remain there
until six or eight at night, unless
called to a meeting of the Cabinet or
required to attend to his duties in
Parliament. 'And the work continues
until well on in the evening. Many a
legal question is decided by the
Minister without reference to the
Justice department, and it is signi-
ficant that in no case has his judg-
ment ever been over-ruled.

He has done much for Canada on
both coasts as Minister of Marine.
Now that he is also Minister of Naval
Affairs, he has added responsibilities,
but the spirit in which he intends
to administer them is well illustrated
by the following extract from his
speech of welcome to the officers and
men of the Niobe:—‘‘“We must con-
sider that our interests are so inter-
woven with those of Great Britain
that her supremacy on the sea and
her perpetual command of the great
commerce of the world appeal to us
anl awaken a responsive echo in our
country. If, then, we can assist even

in a small way, but in proportion to

our strength and resources, in the
safeguarding of her supremacy, it be-
comes our duty to do so. And in this
establishment of a Canadian navy for
the protection of our commerce and
defence of our coasts we are display-
ing to the world our readiness to Go
our share in the upbuilding of the
Empire.”’

And so while Louis Philippe Bro-
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deur is developing our means of trans-
port, while he is improving our chan-
nels of communication to our over-
seas markets, he is also doing his
share to provide defence for that trade
and commerce which he has done so
much to benefit. The one is the com-
plement of the other. He has given
as well, his son, to be one of the first
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midshipmen of the Canadian navy;
and while we all hope that the day for
the defence of Canada’s commerce by
Canada’s cruisers may be far off, we
can all, no matter what our polities,
join in paying tribute to the national
work performed for Canada and the
Empire, by the son of the rebel farmer
on the banks of the Richelieu river.

DO YOU REMEMBER ?

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

DO you remember that lone, ancient shore
Whose irised waters, stretching towards the west,
Into uncharted realms of sunset bore

Our vision and our quest ?

We stood together. . ..over land and sky
A silence like a benediction fell,
But the sea wove its immemmorial spell
And would not cease to sigh.
A gray ship went adown the dusky east,
Drifting in phantom fashion past our ken,
And a white gull soared where the heaven was fleeced
To wide, free wastes again.
With lifted eyes we watched its glorious flight,
And saw a sinking moon beyond the bar,
A silver shallop moored unto a star

In haven of the night.

Behind us was a land all dim with pines
Garmented in the twilight; and before
Lay the dark ocean symbolled with the signs

Of untranslated lore;

And we, drawn nearer, felt our hearts beset

With love that needed not of words to be

Best understood....Oh, time stands still for me
And holds that moment vet!




GOLDWIN SMITH'’S
“REMINISCENCES”

A REVIEW

BY THE.

“REMINISCENCES,” by Goldwin

Smith, is in importance and
genuine interest one of the first pub-
lications of the year. Its appearance
upon the book counters so soon after
its author’s death is a triumph in edi-
torial anticipation and publishing en-
terprise. When Mr. Arnold Haultain
began the task of editing this volume
he elaborated his responsibilities, with
the result that nothing of significance
in the original text is permitted to
pass without all additional informa-
tion being given necessary to intelli-
gent reading. But that is not all. A
reference is made to Andrew D.
White, first President of Cornell Uni-
versity, who. ‘“‘shone as a writer.”
and the foot-note (an instance of edi-
torial aptitude) shows that the lat-
est volume, ‘““Seven Great States-
men,” by this author was published
so recently as last September.
Again, a reference is made to “My
friend Warren,” and the foot-note
shows that he referred to T. Herbert
Warren, who was Vice-Chancellor of
Magdalen College, Oxford, from 1908
until his quite recent resignation of
that position. Therefore it is evident
also that the volume has been edited
with infinite care.

Goldwin Smith had a wealth of re-
miniscence, and to even glance over
the pages of this volume gives one the
impression that he must have had

something to do with every person of
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note who lived within the last seven-
ty-five years, or is still living. In
one of the first chapters he relates
personal observations regarding the
great Duke of Wellington, and to-
wards the close he comments on the
political attitude of Henri Bourassa.

The atmosphere in which Goldwin
Smith passed his last days contained
a subtle tincture of pathos. Mr.
Smith himself was by no means a
sombre man, for he possessed a keen
sense of humour, and he cherished the
memory of any fine satirical turn.
But he had none of the serene com-
placency of old age, the serenity that
seems to be the portion of those who
have an abiding faith in happiness
that awaits.

A few years before his death, when
asked why he had never published
anything on a particular incident to
his career, he replied that he had writ-
ten something on the subject, that
there were some things that might
better appear after the writer had
passed away, and that the particular
chronicle would in all probability not
be kept long from the light. There
was in his look and in his words a fine
tone of sadness, and one could scarce-
ly dissipate the serious reflection that
it imposed.

Some readers have failed to find
beauty of style in the writings of
Goldwin Smith. Perhaps they have
been looking for the obscureness of
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Emerson, the oratorical elegance of
Macaulay or the flamboyancy of In-
gersol.  With better results, they
might have looked for the simplicity
of Goldsmith. But Goldwin Smith
suited his style to his subject, and
if one seeks beauty one need go no
farther than the first chapter of these
“Reminiscences.”” It is entitled
“Boyhood.” T do not know when it
was written, but the very first para-
graph can be cited as an outstanding
instance of masterful description and
literary beauty.

Observers of Goldwin Smith might
look for a severe arrangement of
Disraeli, but the incident is dismissed
with nothing more than a few burn-
ing words—in one paragraph. Men-
tion is made of an attack by Disraeli
in the House of Commecns, with this
further statement: ‘“He afterwards
pursued me across the Atlantic and
tried to brand me, under a perfectly
transparent-pseudonym, if ‘Oxford
Professor’ could be called a pseu-
donym at all, as a ‘social sycophant.’
There is surely nothing more dastard-
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ly than this mode of stabbing a
reputation. .

“‘Disraeli’s strong point as a speak-
er was personal attack, apart from
which he was apt to be heavy. I
heard him at the time of the Mutiny
make a highly laboured speech on
the Indian question which evidently
wearied and partly cleared the House.
Even as a novelist he indulges in per-
sonal attack, though when he comes
to deal with Lord Hertford his own
sycophancy betrays itself and he be-
trays a strong contrast to the free
hand of Thackeray. His ‘‘Letters of
Runnymede”’ are an extravagant imi-
tation of Junius. He says to Russell,
who had given him no provoecation,

A miniature Mokanna, you are now
exhaling upon the constitution of your
country, which you once eulogised, and
its great fortunes, of which you once
were proud, all that long-hoarded venom
and all those distempered humours that
have for years accumulated in your petty

heart, and tainted the current of your
mortified life,

‘““He avowed that he was a flatterer,
having. as he said, found the practice
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useful. To the Queen he ‘‘laid ‘it on

with a trowel’’ and with most satis-

factory effect. He once opéned a sit-
ting of the Privy Council with an ex-
travagant compliment to her as an
authoress. He was overheard pander-
ing to her hatred of Garibaldi, and
when she said that she had been told
the same thing before, said, ‘Then it
must be true, for no one would tell
your Majesty anything but the
truth.” "’

Of the 466 pages comprising the
volume, the last forty-two are devot-
ed mostly to Canada and Canadians.
Sir John Macdonald is the ‘‘Great
Man of Canadian Politics,”’ at the
time of the writer’s coming to Can-
ada. [About 1870.] ‘‘A very curious
and notable character he was,”” ob-
serves the writer. ‘‘The study of his
life from his earliest years had been
the manipulation of human nature for
the purposes of party. In that craft
he was unrivalled. A statesman in
the higher sense he was not, nor an
administrator. His principles, his
economical principles especially, were
the shifts of the hour. Only in his at-
tachment to the British Crown, and
in his determination, as he said, to
die a British subject, could he be
said to be firm. He was personally
very attractive, bright, good-humour-
ed, versatile, capable of being all
things to all men, of talking well on
serious and even on literary subjects
to the guests at one end of the table,
and cracking rough jokes or telling
risqué anecdotes to the guests at the
other end. He was said to be like
Disraeli. There may have been a
slight likeness in face. The dark
Highland face has something of Jew-
ish cast. Other likeness there was
none. Maecdonald had nothing of Dis-
raeli's imagination. He more re-
sembled Palmerston as a tactician
and a speaker whose object was not
oratorical effect, but the capture of
votes. He was not himself corrupt.
Tt was for the game more than for
the stakes that he cared. But he
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was unscrupulous in corrupting other
men. He decidedly did not love Spar-
tans. He was credited with saying
that the perfection of a ministry
would ‘be twelve men, each of whom,
if you liked, you could put into the
penitentiary. He spoke in jest, no
doubt; but in the jest there was a
grain of truth. On the eve of a gen-
eral election it was pointed out to him
that some of his men were talking
Protectionism which, whatever might
be its effect in such a country as the
United States, with their vast area of
production and home trade, would not
do for Canada. ‘‘No,”” was his re-
ply, “you need not think I am going
to get into that hole.”” Scarcely two
months had passed when into that
hole he got. Rallied by his friend on
his change, he jauntily replied, ‘‘Yes,
Protection has done so much for me,
that I must do something for Protec-
tion.”” He was a survivor of the
times in which whisky played an im-
portant part in politics, and he had
not put off the habits of his jovial
generation.

‘““Macdonald was not delicate in the
choice of his instruments. An inci-
dent which I am going to mention
showed this and at the same time a
certain sensitiveness which he retain-
ed after a life which it might have
been supposed would have thoroughly
steeled his nerves. He came to my
house for the wedding of his son. On
the evening of his arrival he was in his
usual spirits. Next morning as we
drove to the church a cloud seemed
to have come over him. At the wed-
ding breakfast he sat perfectly silent.
When his health was drunk, he dis-
appointed the company by merely
stumbling through two or three dis-
jointed sentences. He was called up

to reply to another toast, with no hap-

pier result. On my return home I
found the Chief of Police waiting at
my door and desiring to see Sir John

‘Macdonald. Those were the days of

Fenianism, and T fancied that this was
some alarm from that quarter. Tt
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turned out, however, an American
who had served Sir John in some se-
cret and probably associated with him,
and having demanded $3,000 of him
wag trying to indiet him for perjury
and had chosen the day of the mar-
riage for the service of the writ. The
attempt, of course, came to nothing,
but the apprehension of it had evi-
dently been enough to upset Sir
John Macdonald.

““The professions of George Brown,
the head of the Grit party and Mac-
donald’s mortal enemy, were far more
moral than those of Macdonald.
Whether he was a better man may be
questioned, while he unquestionably
was far less attractive and amusing.
A Liberal he might call himself; but
it could be only in a party sense.
Of liberality of character and senti-
ment, of breadth of view or tolera-
tion of difference of opinion no hu-
man being wias ever more devoid.
Master of The Globe, which then,
unhappily for the country, was the
only powerful paper, he used it with-
out scruple or merey to crush every-
body who would not bow to his will.
For this work he had congenial in-
struments in his brother Gordon and
his chief writer Inglis, a Presbyter-
ian minister instinet with the spirit
of the Westminster Confession. The
headship of a party and the editorship
of a paper ought not to be in the same
hands. When they are, the judge
is confounded with the advocate or
with something still more unfair or
bitter. The best of Brown was his
fidelity to the cause of the North dur-
ing the American war of Secession.
On the other hand, he traded long on
the antipathy of the British and Pro-
testant to the French and Catholie
Province, a very mischievous and un-
patriotic line. For one moment
George Brown touched the goal of
his ambition, having in consequence
of a mere Parliamentary accident been
called upon to form a Government.
But he immediately fell, raging
through his organ against Sir Edmund
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Head, who had very properly refused
him a dissolution. In his large and
burly body dwelt a strong but thor-
oughly coarse mind. When pitted
against Sir John Macdonald in the
Confederation Government he soon
felt his own inferiority and withdrew
to his despotic reign in the office of
The Globe.”

There is a reference to Quebec in
Confederation and to the Nationalist
movement, which is of especial inter-
est just now:

““Confederation, when settled itself,
could not beget issues of principle.
The contest between parties again be-
came a struggle of factions for power
and place, with the rancour, intrigue,
and corruption inseparable from such
a contest, and with the sort of states-
manship that it forms.

“What is the destiny of Quebec ?
Durham took it for granted that Que-
bec must be absorbed in British Can-
ada. Tnstead of being absorbed, Que-
bec dominates by the help of venal
support in the other Provinces. Her
quasi nationality has now a powerful
and chivalrous champion in Bourassa.
But the end must come. The Eng-
lish Provinces and the United States,
to which the workmen of Quebec go,
will have their influence. The people
of Quebec, the peasantry especially,
are pious and devoted to the priest-
hood, who have hitherto been their
leaders and masters. But Papalism
cannot reign for ever, and when it
loses its hold, Quebec’s nationality
will fall.

“In these movements and the atten-
dent controversies I supported the pol-
icy which T believed to be best for
England as well as for Canads and
the continent to which Canada be-
longed. England was uppermost in
my thoughts. But T was thus ex-
posed to the ire of Imperialists, to
some of whom the character and man-
ners of the English gentleman were an
object rather of praise than of imita-
tion.

““To grace their movement, the Im-
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perial Federationists brought over a
Duke. On a very hot day he was
driving with a party of which I was
one. Opposite him sat a Mayor, who
took his hat off. The Duke, taking
this for an act of social homage, bent
condescendingly forward and said,
‘Pray, Mr. Mayor, keep your hat on.’
‘Thank your Grace, I was only cool-
ing my head.” ”’

There is no record that Goldwin
Smith ever got farther than the ‘‘Rid-
dle of Existence.”” He may have
hesitated at the brink; he may have
possessed sufficient consciousness at
the end to feel the slipping away of
all that materialists can cling to—but
we have no record of it. His last
words for publication ring their own
knell of finality :

“My wife’s name on the tumb, my
joy departed, I still did not want to
spend the rest of my days in idle
gloom. My eyes were turned to Cor-
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nell, one of the happiest scenes of
my life. I was still, for my age,
vigorous and able to hold the pen,
which, not the sword or the spade,
had been my instrument of labour.
At Cornell a new building of the Uni-
versity had been called after my
name, and, what was more to the
purpose, teaching in History seemed
likely to be of special use to American -
youth in the coming time. I might
have gone down to my grave in
honour, as I certainly should in peace.

““That hope was suddenly blighted,
that door to a happy and perhaps not
unfruitful old age and exit, was shut.
I received a shock which ruined my
intellect, my memory, my powers as
a teacher. Without the aid of a first-
rate Secretary, I could not have
stumbled on as I have done.”

The shock he refers to, as Mr.
Haultain explains, is the fall he re-
ceived a few months before he died.




“THE Gospel of the Hereafter’’ is

the title of a volume of extreme
interest by Reverend J. Paterson-
Smyth, of Montreal. Some time ago
three articles by this writer appeared
in The Canadian Magazine under the
general caption of ‘“The Gospel of the
Hereafter,”” with distinctive sub-
titles of ‘‘Hades,”” ‘‘Heaven,”
‘““Hell.”” These contributions to a
popular magazine caused a great
amount of discussion, perhaps because
of the fact that the author, who oe-
cupies one of the most important
Anglican pulpits in Canada and is a
man of scholarly attainments, avowed
a profound belief in the existence of
an “‘intermediary”’ state after death
and beforeudgment. He distinguish-
es between Hades and Hell, Hades
being, according to his interpretation
of the Secriptures, the same as the
Catholic Purgatory. Paradise he dis-
tinguishes from Heaven, and inter-
prets the words of Christ as directed
towards the thief on the cross, ““To-
day then shall be with me in Para-
dise,”” as meaning that the thief
would meet with Christ again in the
intermediary state between death
and the final judgment. Again he
quotes: “No man hath ascended into
Heaven, only the son of Man who is
in Heaven.”” This, he contends with
reason, is good ground for the belief
that Heaven and Hell are stages in
the existence of humanity that have
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not yet been reached. The volume
is in large measure an elaboration of
this theory, with emphasic on the
belief that Hades is a place of pre-
paration, that much can be done even
after death as preparation for the final
state, and that the Heathen, for in-
stance, have an opportunity in Hades
to hear about the plan of salvation
and to prepare for judgment. There
are chapters on “‘Communion of the
Saints,”” and ‘‘Probation in this life,”
and the speculation is made that the
Ministry of the Gospel is earried on
after death.

The volume is one of the most in-
teresting publications of the season.
(Toronto: Fleming H. Revell).

*

lT would be difficult for the author of

“The Wood-Carver of 'Lympus”’
to follow that novel with another
equally successful, yet Mary E.
Waller has almost done so in *‘Flam-
sted Quarries.”” Both books are full
of what is known as gushy sentiment,
asd yet there is in them a quality
that appeals strongly to the average
reader; and it is, after all, to the
average reader that a writer should
direct his appeal. ‘‘Flamsted Quar-
ries”” is the story of a girl, the child
of TIrish immgrants to the United
States. This girl is rescued from the
New York vaudeville stage by a priest.
and taken to ‘‘Flamstead,”” a small
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village in Maine, and there she lives
amongst the plain, unaffected people
who toil in the granite quarries.
(Boston : Little, Brown and Company.
Cloth, $1.50).

lT is a great pleasure to read Doctor

Wilfred T. Grenfell’s unaffected ac-
counts of his experiences in Labrador.
His latest volume is entitled ‘‘Down
to the Sea,”” and while it is not, as its
title might indicate, a novel it has all
the fascination of romance. Doctor
Grenfell does not need to excite his
imagination, for a simple statement
of fact is sufficient in. the circum-
stances. ‘“‘Down to the Sea’’ contains
nrany entertaining chapters and an-
cedotes, and one might well quote
from any page. In the first chapter,
under the title ‘“The Northern
Lights,"" the author is writing about
the superstition and simplicity of the
people of Labrador, and their abound-
ing faith in charms, in seventh sons
and more unswervingly in seventh
sons of seventh sons. He relates an
incident to a night's lodging. Dogs
were barking underneath the house
and keeping them awake. ‘‘It so
happened,” writes Doctor Grenfell,
“‘that my host's seventh son was at
home, and he promptly offered to
charm the dogs into quietude. This
he did by standing with his back to
the wall and apparently twiddling the
thumbs of his clasped hands in some
peculiar way. He also muttered a
few words which he would not tell
me. For my part, I was so tired that
I went to sleep watching him, and
for me, at least, the charm worked.
My driver also confessed that he
thought it was we who were charmed ;
for the seventh son had faded from
sight and memory while still twiddling
his thumbs.”” = (Toronto: Henry
Frowde. Cloth, $;)-

THE latest novel by Henry De
Morgan, ‘‘An affair of Dishonour,”
“is a tale of the time of Charles II.  In

this particular at least it is different
from this author’s other stories, and
the fact that he has subdued history
and brought his imagination to play
upon it sufficiently to produce a novel
such as this seems to be adequate
proof that he possesses greater
capabilities as a writer than the abil-
ity to recount in an entertaining man-
ner his own observations and the do-
ings of people he has met. The prin-
cipal figures in ‘‘An Affair of Dishon-
our’’ are Sir Oliver Mauleverer, a con-
niving, sensuous member of the Eng-
lish aristocracy, and Lucinda, a
charming, high-minded and lovable
woman. Sir Oliver is a product of his
time, a time when woman’s honour
was more than otherwise of but little
consequence. He is attracted by
Lucinda, but the attractiin is such
that he wishes merely to make her
his plaything for an hour. But in the
end he comes to love the girl, and in
view of his colossal vanity and selfish-
ness it is not easy for him to obey the
dictates of a genuinely tender passion.
Lucy loves him devotedly and is
blind to his faults and vices. She
succumbs to his stronger will, and
when her disgrace becomes known her
father challenges Sir Oliver to fight a
duel. Sir Oliver does not fight fairly,
and the father is slain, whereby Sir
Oliver becomes in all sense of honour
a murderer. Lucinda in time aban-
dons him, but with the anticipation
of motherhood she returns and mar-
ries the father for the child’s sake.
She does not know that Sir Oliver
tricked her father in the duel, and she
misleads herself in the belief that her
sin has been the indirect cause of her
father’s death. This story is not so
good as the others by the same
author, and the time it covers is only
a few months. (Toronto: Henry
Frowde). X

S TORIES of real life in modern In-
dia, touching both European and
native sides of it, are presented to the
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public in a new book by Winifred
Hestos, M.D., entitled, ‘“A Blue
Stocking in India.”” The author
spent some years of strenuous work
in India, accepting the duties attach-
ed to the life of a missionary doctor,
and from time to time recording her
impressions in letters which she ad-
dressed to a person named Eleanor.
This series of letters has been com-
piled into book form, readers of which
get an insight into the joys and sor-
rows experienced by the brave little
doctor, who gave her best efforts to
improve conditions in general, asd in
particular to alleviate the burdens of
oppressed women and girls. The nar-
rator’s letters are strikingly simple in
style, and much of them is written in
a semi-serious vein. Whether the
little woman is in the throes of over-
taxing professional duties in the heat
on the plains, or is striving to recover
from physical collapse, while resting
in the cool pine woods of the Him-
alayas, she writes with a facile pen
and shows a personality that mostly
leans to the humorous and to the
hopeful in life. (Toronto: Fleming H.
Revell Company).

*

WHATEVER might be said against
G. K. Chesterton’s theories or
comments as set forth in his latest
volume, ‘““What’'s Wrong With the
World,”” there is no doubt at all that
to read his pages is to receive first-
rate entertainment. He is, if nothing
else, brilliant, and nowadays bril-
liancy counts for much. In this book
he virtually says that any person
might tell what is wrong with the
world, but the great thing is to tell
what would make it right. Tt is diffi-
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cult to tell what Mr. Chesterton writ-
es about, because there is 80 much
merely in the way it is presented. He
uses an abundance of instances, one,
for instance, that some people say
Canada is creating a literature of her
own and that one might just as
sensibly say that Canada is growing
a moustache of her own. However,
not to read some of Chesterton’s writ-
ings is to not be in good touch with
current literature. (Toronlo: Cassel
and Company).

*

TWELVE short stories in one

volume by the Baroness Orczy,
the author of ‘“The Scarlet Pim-
pernel,’” is enough to arrest any one,
Such, however, is what is presented
in “Lady Molly of Scotland Yard.”
This is a volume of detective stories
told by the author of one of the most
romantic of detective stories written
in recent years. They are full of in-
terest and action, and that is what
the reader of this class of fiction likes
most of all. (Toronto: Cassel and
Company).

*

“HOW to read character in hand-

writing”” is the title of a
small book by Mary H. Booth. The
author .treats the subject as a science
and an entertainment as well.
(Philadelphia: The John C. Winston

Company).
- g
A LITTLE love story, written with
some charm, but poesessing no
particular originality, is entitled ‘‘The
Story of Yuku.” The author is

Dorothy Dean Tate. (Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs).




DIRECTIONS FOR GETTING YOUR DAUGH-
TER TO ELOPE WITH YOUR
CHAUFFEUR

Surround her, from her earliest
youth, with religious influences.

Be engaged, during the time of
adolescence, in making so much
money yourself that you have no time
to supervise her education personally.

Make a rule never to let her see
any young man who isn’t a member
of some Y.M.C.A. Never permit her
to associate with men, anyway.

When you hire your chauffeur be
sure and get one of the kind known as
“husky.” It makes no difference how
much or little education he has. If
he is ‘“‘husky’’ he will answer.

Then let nature do the rest.—Life.

THE AMERICAN OF THE FUTURE
—Le Rire (Paris)
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A LUxury
Judge—"‘Why did you burn your
barn down, just after getting it in-
sured ?”’
Farmer—‘‘Your honour, a poor man
like me can’t afford to have a barn
and insurance too.”’—Meggendorfer

¥
ArraNGING IT

Irate Tailor (who has called fre-
quently to collect, without success)
—“My dear sir, I wish you'd make
some definite arrangement with me.”’

The Man—‘Why, surely—let’s see
—well, suppose you call every Mon-
day.”’—Judge.

‘Blaetter.

*
TArING CARE OF THE NEIGHBOURS

The new clerk at the drug-store re-
turned the prescription to the old
customer with a request that he wait
till the boss returned.

““But why can’t you fill it out?”’

““I could if you was a stranger, but
I ain’t to fill 'em for folks that lives
about here.”’—Success.

*

Ir Works Bora Ways

The Woman—'‘Here’s a wonderful
thing. I've just been reading of a
man who reached the age of forty
without learning how to read or write.
He met a woman, and for her sake
he made a scholar of himself in two
years!”’

The Man—*‘That’s nothing. I know
a man who was a profound scholar at
forty. Then he met a woman, and
for her sake he made a fool of him-
self in two days!”’—Cleveland Leader.

"
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WHAT OTHERS ARE LAUGHING AT 311

At Any Cosr

Jane—'‘I've something on me mind,
"Arry, that I hardly knows how to
tell yer.”

"Arry—*‘Aht wiv it.”

Jane—""I'm afraid yer won’t marry
me if I tells yer.”

"Arry—*‘Aht wiv it.”’

Jane—'‘I'm a somnambulist,
'Arry.l’

'Arry (after prolonged pause) —
“Never mind, Jane, it’ll be all right.
If there ain’t no chapel for it, we’ll
be married at a registry.”’—Punch.

*
GENEROUS.

““Joseph,’” said his mother, reprov-
ingly, “I should think you'd be
ashamed to be in the same class with
boys so much smaller than yourself.’

“Well, mother,”” replied Joe, *I
look upon the matter in a different way
altogether. It makes me feel fine to
see how proud the small boys are to
be in the class with a big boy like
me.’'—The Delineator.

e
TaE ExiLe.

The Walrus—‘Gee! But it’s lone-
some around here. What caused you
to become a hermit ?”’

Eskimo Dog (sadly)—‘‘I was with
Cook I"”’—Puck.

*

Tacr

A fashionable photographer has un-
doubtedly achieved the pinnacle of
tactful achievement. A woman with
a decided squint came to him for a
photograph.

“Will you permit me,’”’ he said,
promptly, ‘‘to take your portrait in
profile? There is a certain shyness
about one of your eyes which is as
difficult in art as it is fascinating in
nature.”-—Yo'uth'a* Companion.

A FarLure

‘“Have you completed your gradua-
tion essay ?”’

“No,”” replied Mildred. “T read it
over to father and he understood
every sentence. I've got to rewrite
it.”’—Washington Star.

T\NT—
A PAINFUL MISUNDERSTANDING.

PPLICANT FOR SITUATION="'I've come abaht’that
job wot wos advertised. "’

ExPLOYER—* Well, can you do the work 7"

APPLICANT, (in great lhrm)— Work! I thought
it was a foreman you wanted |’ —n:}i

GENEROSITY

The Backer—‘‘Go it, Billy, yer
ain’t half licked yet."

The Fighter—“Well, you come and
‘ave the other 'arf. I ain’t greedy!’
—Tit-Bits.

%

TeE LiMir
Knicker — ‘‘Is his house mort-
gaged ?”’
Bocker — ““Up to the auto.”’—New
York Sun.
%

Tre WorLp oN WHEELS
“Well, T mortgaged my home yes-
terday.”’
““What make of auto are you go-
ing to get ?”’—Houston Post.
x*

Tre Roor or A Ev
Bill—""They tell me that y’r old
friend Jimmy got'r job yesterday.”
Dan—**Ain’t it terrible, Bill, wot
some people will do f’r money ?""—
Sydney Bulletin. .,
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@ GoLrER—"1 e;n't,geqthe thing out, and I've hit
hard enough | "

SurEriOR CADDIE—' Ah, sir! it’s not strength
wot's required, it's intellec’. —Punch.

A TerriBLE THREAT
Immature Conduector (to clarinet
player)—'‘See here, Herr Schlag,
why don’t you follow my beat ?”’
Veteran Clarinet (solemnly)—"If
you don’t look owd, I vill!”’—Puck.

¥

Dusry
Train Passenger (to porter who is
wielding whisk)—'‘Much dust on me,
porter ?*’
Porter—*‘'Bout fiftey cents’ wuth,
sir.”—Boston Transecript.

*

Horses LATER
“My lord, the carriage waits with-
out.”’
“Without what, base varlet, with-
out what?”’
““Without horses, my lord—it is the
automobile.”’—Brooklyn Life.

*

LAow EXAMINATION IN THE LADIES’
SEMINARY
Examiner—'‘Miss Jones, state the
chief impediment to marriage.”
Candidate—'‘When no one presents
himself.”’—Fliegende Blaetter.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

How TrHiNGS LOOK:

To PESSIMIST
Keep out.
Dangerous.
No smoking.
No admission.
Beware of the dog.
Keep oft the grass.
Elevator .not running.
Don’t feed the animals.
Trespassers will be prosecuted.
Not -responsible for hats and coats.

To OpTIMIST
Come in.
Take one.
No collection.
Admission free.
You are invited.
Strangers welcome.
Ask for free sample.
No trouble to show goods.
Let us ‘‘feather the nest.”
Money back if not satisfied.—Life-
£ 3
Way WiLLie Quir

Joiner (to his apprentice)—'‘Well,
Willie, have you sharpened all the
tools ?”’

Willie—*“Yes—all but the 'and-saw,
and I haven’t quite got all the gaps
out of it.”’—Sketch.

*
FORTUNATE

“Did Tom have any luck hunting
tigers in India?”’

‘““Yes; great luck.”

‘ ‘HOW ?"

““He didn’t meet any tigers.”’—Tit-
Bits.

*

A MorTAL COMPLAINT
“Your husband will soon be con-
valescent.”’
““Convalescent! Oh, doctor, can’t
you give him some medicine to cure
that ?"—Fliegende;* Blaetter.

INCONSIDERATE
Lawyer (to client)—"It is an un-
heard-of thing for you to murder an
old lady for the sake of forty cents!
You didn’t get emough even to pay
your lawyer.”’—Soleil.
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BOVRIL

RENEWS THE BLOOD.

Pure blood gives power to resist sickness,

Bovril makes rich

red blood and builds

up a strong vigorous body.

BOVRIL Ltd. 27 ST. PETER ST., MONTREAL

GOLD MEDAL

FOR

Ale and Porter

AWARDED

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

R dp7 AR

Candies, Cocca and Chocolates
are acknowledge the best the World over.
Only the highest grades of raw materials,
are allowed to enter into the
same, and the blending
of all materials is
supervised by
experts.

What with the careful workmanship as well
as scrupul ! li in our plant
it is not suprising that
Her First Choice, Her Last Choice, and
Her Choice at all times is the

Unequalled 5
Matchless By, s

When near our Store, a glass of our Unexcelled
Ice Cream Soda or a cup of our
World renowned Hot Chocolate

will refresh you.
Our Canadies are made on the premises

130-132 Yonge St., TORONTO, Ont.
‘A MAN IS KNOWN BY THE CANDY HE SENDS”
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THE PHONOILA

For the Winter Nights
HE PHONOLA is the ideal entertainer

for the long winter evenings. It will sing,

talk or play for you.

There 1s no limit to the pleasure it will

give you and your friends.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue

Pollock Manufacturing Co., L.

Berlin, - Canada

Spreads Like Butter

You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cl}eese in blocks for the same money as you would re-
ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in favor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese
as there is in the price.

Never becomes Hard, Every particle can be consumed.

SOLD ONLY IN 15¢ AND 25¢ BLOCKS
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS
Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL
PACKING CO., Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario, Canada
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in the right
balance for

“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A,
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are made of tested, flexible materials
specially shrunk to hold their size

They Fit 2 for a Quarter

PARKDA ¢ cHAMSERL;\,N
Sold by leading Men’s Furnishing Stores.
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Avo.id Caustic and Acids on any of your
Utensils

There is just ONE pure, hygienic
cleanser that is SAFE to use —

Full Directions and Many Uses on Large Sifter Can— 10c.



32 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

It tastes good alone, or spread on bread
or pancakes. Candy made from it is
wholesome and delicious,

All who have tried Corn Brand Syrup agree
that it is the best table syrup on the market. 'The product
is pure, the price is moderate.

Your Dealer has it for you in
2, 5, 10 and 201bs. air tight tins with lift-off lids.
Order some from your dealer.

Edwardsburg Starch Co.,Limited.
®
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Cleaning and
Dyeing Feathers.

We are particularly successful in the Cleaning, Curling
and Re-dyeing of fine feathers and plumes.

Ostrich plumes, tips, feather trimmings, feather fans,
boas, stoles, etc., are cleaned in their former colors,
and re-dyed according to the primitive colors, from the
lightest down to the darkest.

WE are able to dye plumes every known shade and
to curl them beautifully, and to dye two or more
shades on the one feather.

R. PARKER & CO.

Cleaners and Dyers
TORONTO, - CANADA
Branches and Agencies in all parts of Canada.
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THE

ILLIA

SHAVING
DEVICE

Sold in Nearly 30,000 Stores

When you make the “hoe”

Turns

like motion that is natural with here, to
- a safety razor, THIS razor gives any
the slanting cut that codxes the angle
beard off easiest. The blades instantly.
are real razor blades of the Stays
finest steel. where
Try It Without Expense : yaa
eave
Nearly 30,000 drug stores keep this razor, it until

in nearly every town. Write to us. We
will direct you to the nearest store and changed.
arrange a trial, Spring
C lete outfit, Quadruple Silver pressure
plate, blades and stropper, in Morocco foint

case, $2.50, $4.00, $7.00 and $10 00.
by mail, money back if you want it. never
The first cost is the ONLY cost—no wears
added blade expense. dut.

The Williams Shaving Club saves all
sharpening.

We would like to send you ourcomplete

description of this successful razor.

THE WILLIAMS COMPANY
68 Hudson Street . Hoboken, N.J.
Sole trade Distributors for Canada

The National Drug & Chemical Company

AT
Halifax, N.S. Ottawa, Ont.
Montreal, Que. J Toronto, Ont.
Kingston, Ont. | London, Ont.

Winnipeg, Man. Regina, Sask.

Hamilton, Ont. J Calgary, Alta.
St. John, N.B. Vancouver, B.C.
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S

R MUSICIANS

OF MASTE

ST

( Grieg

DVARD HAGERUP GRIEG, born 1843, is the most celebrated of Norwegian Composers.
And he with MacDowell in America are the chief exponents of the Keltic spirit in
modern music—the spirit that dwells on the mystery, weirdness, loneliness, ghostliness,

sadness, and magic of hill and stream, forest and glen, mists and shadows, the night, the lover,
the wanderer and deathless death. :

Grieg received his first music lessons from his mother till he was 15 years old, when he was
sent to Leipsic to study under the best masters in composition and pianoforte. He is celebrated
as a conductor and pianist. As a composer he has written sonatas, concertos, choral and
orchestral pieces, but his best and most popular works are his songs and pianoforte composi-
tions. His music is as glowing and as brilliant as the Norwegian winter and summer : it is
full of pathos and weirdness, and often dances with elfish movement.

Grieg’s most popular songs are ‘ I Love Thee,”’ ‘‘ Sunshine,” ‘‘ With a Violet,”” *“ With a
Water Lily.”” He is best known by his two  rchestral suites ‘* Peer Gynt,” originally written
as a pianoforte duet There are magical haunting harmonies in *‘ Ase’s Death,’” and an un-
earthly oriental quality in ‘ Anitra’s Dance.’” As arranged for the piano they require an

The PBell piano

which, with its greatest of modern improvements, THE ILLIMITABLE REPEATING ACTION,
and its full, rich, resonant tone, renders perfectly every degree of musical shading, whispering
like the leaves or resounding like the heaven’s thunder. The Bell Art Piano is the Ideal of
the Master Musician.

THE BELL PIANO and ORGAN COMPANY, Limited, - GUELPH, Ont.
Our Booklet C containing a series of Biographies free on request.
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WA THE

DOMINION
PIANO

At the Superb Heights of Tone Perfection

Over 80,000 Sold in 40 Years

PUR'ITY. and volume of tone is attained for you in the *‘Dominion” Piano by absolutely free
vibration of the sounding board. The air space behind the sounding board is free of
posts, which partition it, “damp’ and choke the vibration, cause overtones, These posts in
ordinary pianos are not in the “‘Dominion,”" as a solid, one-piece grand-piano plate frame takes
the string strain instead —grand-piano value in spite of the moderate cost of *‘Dominon” instruments.
Also, the “loaded” strings in the bass octaves have the loading wire coils brazed to the
body wire. These wires which weight the bass strings cannot loosen and “sing,” causing tiny,
jingling and unmelodious tone—each *“Dominion” note, in every octave, is perfect in purity,
sweetness and quality of tone.

The *Dominion” is, first of all, a musical instrument—40 years of continuous construction
and improvement by skilled workmen, its actual perfection of design—these have made it eager-
ly demanded in the tropics, in South Africa, and in England, as well as is in Canada. Its
quality is its salesman.

“DOMINION" ™55, 9r5m
Player-Pianos

are sold at moderate cost and on easy terms. For your benefit expense is concentrated

on manufacture—on attaining perfection. Costly warerooms, professional testimonials, free

infruments to professionals—all are avoided. You get the most in actual musical value your

money can buy you. You get the long service from the quality and workmanship and material

put into *Dominion’" Pianos, Organs or Player-pianos—each the best in thein own field. We

and our agents are at your service. Write us to-day—it isthe first step by which you can get
the greatest value in musical instruments.

Dominion Organ & Piano Co., Ltd.

BOWMANVILLE, > ont.

/—\

|
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GOURLAY PIANOS

ARE IMPROVED AND APPROVED

The Gourlay Piano is different from other pianos—even other

first-class pianos. It is d.istinctly an original creation both as
regards scale and construction.
1t is an advance on other pianos in its improved tone—touch

—scale—sounding board—back—pin block—in its every part. And
every improvement is a real improvement—one whose worth is

proved, by our experience w
The Gourlay Piano is abreast of the times
in its many improvements

ith the world’s best pianos.

Our new system of payments provides eight practical
methods. One is sure to suit you. Write for particu-
lars.  Our illustrated catalogue is free for the asking.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

188 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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How do YOU

Entertain?

When guests “drop in”—when conversation palls
—do you not long for the ability to entertain musi-
cally?

Your home needs a

GERHARD HEINTZMAN
SELF-PLAYING PIANO

The most complete self-playing piano made in Canada.
With it you have always at hand a wmatchless
source of self-amusement and entertainment of guests
—can instantly satisfy a mood for any kind of music,
grave or gay, “popular” or soul stirring opera.

And all this is oossible though you know nothing of
the production of music,

A few lines from you will bring full particulars
by return post, or, if in the city, call at our new sales-
rooms, 41-43 Queen St. W. (opposite City Hall), and
see for yourself this wonderful self-playing instru-
ment,

Your present instrument taken as part payment
and liberal payments can be arranged.

Gerhard Heintzman, Limited

City Hall Square
Hamilton Salesrooms TORON TO N\

127 KING ST. E, e

b
é
X

— &

e
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Wonder-

ful indeed

are the pos-

sibilities

opened up to

the hostess of to-

day—no matter

how inexperi-

enced she may

be in the art of cooking—by the use of

PURE

- PLajy

SPARKLING

TRADE MARK

; ; ; IS A
It is an indispensable kitchen necessity—the A S N
basis for any number of easily prepared dishes, |
and the daintiest of desserts. i c u A R A N T E E l

RECIPE FOR GRAPE-FRUIT JELLY —— i

%% box Knox Sparkling Gelatine.
1 cup cold water, 1 cup boiling water,
1 cup, or less, sugar. Juice of one lemon.
2 cups grape-fruit juice and pulp.

Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes; dissolve with
boiling water; add sugar, stir until dissolved and add lemon
juice. After liquid has been strained and cooled, add
grape-fruit juice and pulp. To avoid settling of pulp,
do not pour into mold, which has been placed in ice
water, until jelly is just ready toset. Cutin small cubes
or cut totake whole sections of pulp; place in grape-fruit
skin baskets; finish with teaspoonful of red bar-le-duc
preserve.

OF THE QUALITY OF OUR {
SILVERWARE.

LOOK FOR IT WHEN SE-
LECTING YOURCHRISTMAS
GIFETS. |

IT STANDS FOR EVER Y-
THING THAT IS BEST IN
RICHNESS OF DESIGN AND
STYLE.

ALL FIRST-CLASS JEWEL-
IERS IN CANADA CARRY OUR
GOODS IN STOCK.

Beautiful Recipe Book FREE

Revised edition of “Dainty
Dessertsfor Dainty People,””
containing recipes for Des-
serts, Salads, Puddings, Ices,
Ice Cream and Candies—
illustrated in colors. Just

mention your grocer’s name, il : 8 The
Pint sample for ‘:’c stamp i & ;
and your grocer's name.
CHARLES B. KNOX C0. Standard Silver Co.
499 Knox Avenue : LIMITED

TORONTO

JOHNSTOWN, N. Y.

Branch Factory:
Montreal, Canada

HEST MEDAL.
PACKED BY
CHARLES B.KNOX
JOHNSTOWN. NY. USA.

ART DEF'T CANADIAN MAGAZINE
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EDISON AND HIS PHONOGRAPH IN 1888

IN 1911

Many peoplethink that all sound-reproducing
instruments are Edison’s. Thomas A. Edison
invented the talking machine idea and made
‘the first instrument, but the only instrument
he has studied, experimented with and per-
fected is the Edison Phonograph.

You want the instrument with the sen-
sitive wax cylinder records that have
a musical tone far beyond that of other
records; the one equipped with a sap-
phire reproducing point that never
needs changing; the one with a sub-
dued volume of sound, suited to the
hf)me; the one that plays Amberol
(fou.r-minute) Records, giving all the
music of any selection without cutting

or hurrying, and the one that permits
of home record making—the most fas-
cinating feature ever offered by an
amusement machine.

To get all this you must get an
Edison Phonograph.
Thereis an Edison Phonograph at a price tosuit every-
body's means, from the Gem at $16.50 to the Ambe-

rola at $240.00. Ask your dealer for complete cata-
Jogs of Edison Phonographs and Records, or write us.
Edison Standard Records . . . . . 40c.
Edison Amberol Records (play twiceaslong) . . 65¢c.
Edison Grand Opera Records .  85c.to $2.50

National Phonograph Company, 6 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J., U.S.A.
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Suffragette vs.
Aunt Salina

in securing the right to vote.

The Canadian housewife is much more
interested in lightening household drudgery than
That is why the

NEW CENTURY WASHER

is so popular. It takes all the back-breaking labor out of
% wash day and sweetens the temper of the housewife.
— ’ Besides, it cleanses the clothes forcing the water
) ozl ) through the fabric rather than rubbing them. |
(e e A Send a Post Card for |
=, et L a0 ~;.ui//// » “Aunt Selina’s Wash Day Philosophy.
% 3\
Ty N CUMMER-DOWSWELL
N8 <L LIMITED
= S @ HAMILTON -  ONT.
g )

The
j| Original
A and

only
Genuine

Beware of
ifl Imitations Sold
{ on the Merits
| of

mmierk MINARD'S
sJ LINIMENT

it costs but little

to equip

office, store, factory,

club or school with
the one cleanly, safe,
thief-proof system for
storing clothing, etc.,

D. L.
STANDARD
LOCKERS

Made of
STEEL
Compartments sepa-
rated by geel self-
ventilating partitions.
Sightly; Sanitary;
fire-proof.  Priced
low —consult Catalog
B. Where shall we

send it?

DENNIS WIRE & IRON WORKS
CO. Ltd., of LONDON, ONT.

TORONTO VANCOUVER
106 Pacifie Bld3. 615 Pender Street
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AN FEDUCATIONAL - INFLUENCE

il 1HE HOME—
The GRAM-O-PHONE can be made to represent much

more than merely an amusement — a careful selection from
the Victor repertoir of over 3,000 records can ‘make it a strong
educational influence. There are no minds so easy to cul-
livate to an appreciation of the best in music as those of

ANY Vietor. Berliner children. Victor records include the classic symphonies of

dealer will be giad ¥ i
to play ihe rlecnlr)d:ugou great composers, sacred music by celebrated choirs, the rare
[Fe it e e e . .
erd gscords (wo'in  yoices of the greatest operatic stars, etc., etc., as well as the

ail 10¢ extra. ¥ .
dbeictie Vo™ .popular :airs of the day. For, from $15 up, you can buy

"HIS MASTERS VOICE” 4
SypinagDept

¥

(EASY PAYMENTS IF DESIRED)

THE BERLINER GRAM-O-PHONE COMPANY, Limited, 31 Lenoir St., MONTREAL
When Thinking of Xmas Gifts, Remember the Gram-o-phone and this @ trade mark.
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full of ba.d accounts that made h\c sad And sorc
‘Whtle I nodded, body swaying,
~ dreaming debtors bad were paymg
by someone sayin

.

ing at my ofﬁce door- i
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«“JUIL.IAN SALE”

FOR FINE LEFEATHER GOODS

A Beautiful Gft |

Lady’s Dressing Bag

One of these fine bags would make the most ideal of gifts, really the finest articles
in this line that have ever been shown in the “Julian Sale” Leather Goods Lines,--made
of the best hard grain English Morocco Leather--black--with Green Silk Linings.

Contains the following articles in finest real Ebony---Long Bristle, Solid Back Hair
Brush, Cloth Brush and Hat Duster, Large Mirror, Comb, Tooth Brush Bottle, Perfume,
Powder and Talcum Bottles, Perfume Spray, Nail File, Button Hook, Two Pairs of Scissors

and Good Clock,---the priceis - - - . . . . . . $50.00

Same Case with Parisian Ivory Fittings instead of the Ebony - - $75.00
IF YOUR DEALER DOES NOT KEEP JULIAN SALE COODS WRITE FOR NEW 100 PACE CATALOCUE NO. 26,

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, - TORONTO.
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FEATURES

Fast Trains and Modern Equipment.
Double Track and Perfect Roadbed.

Pullman Sleeping Cars on Night Trains and Parlor
Library-cafe and Dining Cars on Day Trains.

Reaches all leading cities in Eastern Canada and the State of
Michigan and through direct connections with the leading
centres of the United States.

The INTERNATIONAL LIMITED, the finest and fastest train in Canada
runs daily from Montreal to Chicago, passing through ten of the leading
cities of Canada.

THE CRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

is the only line reaching

TwWO OF THE LEADINC HEALTH RESORTS
IN AMERICA

“ST. CATHERINES WELL ”—The Famous Salt Springs, St. Catherines, Ont.

“MOUNT CLEMENS, Mich.”—* The Mineral Bath City.”

Both of these places are Famous Health Resorts.

Wirite to J. D. McDonald, Union Station, Toronto, or to J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, for
finely illustrated descriptive advertising matter of these resorts giving all information, hotel rates, etc.

W. E. DAVIS, G. T. BELL, CEO. W. VAUX,
Passenger Traffic Mgr., Asst. Pass, Traffic Mgr., General Pass. Agent
MONTREAL; MONTREAL. MONTREAL,

e e T ——
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

ESTABLISHED 1854

WINTER SERVICE - - WINTER RATES

ST. JOHN and HALIFAX to LIVERPOOL
600 Miles shorter distance than from New York.
TURBINES AND TWIN SCREW STEAMERS

The ‘* Table ” of the Allan Line is famous for its excellence. It suits the most
fastidious taste,  As regards attention to all the wants of passengers the motto of the
Passenger Department is * We Study to Please ”’. On deck, discipline, order and clean-
liness prevail. *‘ Eternal Vigilance  is the watchword. Elegant accomodation.

Turbine Steamers V1CTORIAN, VIRGINIAN, 12,000 Tons.
New Twin Screw Steamers, CORSICAN, HESPERIAN, and GRAMPIAN,
11,000 and 10,000 Tons.

From From From From

STEAMERS ST. JOHN HALIFAX STEAMERS ST. JOHN HALIFAX |
:OORS!CAN .... Friday 6Jan. Sat. 7 Jan, *VIRGINIAN..., Friday 17 “ Sat. 19 Mar
‘HRAMPIAN ... Friday 20 * Satc 21 TUNISIAN..... Sat. 26 Y -
*HKSPrRIAN... Friday 97 * Bat. 28 *VICTORIAN .. Friday 31 “ Sat. 1 Apr.
*Q()RSIf?AN..... Friday 3Feb. Sat. 4 Feb. CORSICAN ..., Sat. 8 ADE e R
TUNISIAN...... Friday 17 ¢ Sat. 18 * *VIRGINTAN ..., Friday 14 * Sat. 15 Apr.
*(‘HIA.VI PIAN.... Bat. 25 * e TUNISIAN..... Sat. 28 .
CORRICAN ..., Friday 3Mar. Sat. 4 Mar. *VICTORIAN ... JFriday 28 Sat. 29 Apr.

HESPKRIAN... Sat. : D
*Royal Mail Steamers.

Saloon $80.00 and $70.00, upwards.
Second Saloon $50.00 and $47.50.

HE ALLAN LINE SEND FOR H. & A. ALLAN
TORONTO CIRCULARS MONTREAL
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IMPROVED TRAIN SERVICE TO

MONTREAL

OTTAWA
Canadian . Pacific Railway

1@

Leave West Toronto
Arrive NORTH TOURONTO
Leave NORTH TORONTO

Arrive Montreal 7.00 a.m., Ottawa 6.50 a.m. Through Sleepers for Montreal and Ottawa,
Passengers may remain in Sleepers until 8.00 a.m.

Except
Sunday

Leave North Parkdale Sikiaa ; .m. 2 Daily

SLEEPING CAR ACCOMODATION HELD AT

Toronto City Office . Main 6580 North Toronto Station . N. 372l
King Edward Hotel . Main 4098 West Toronto Station . Jct. 403

Northbound YONGCE STREET CARS run direct to NORTH TORONTO
STATION

Trains lv. TORONTO UNION DEPOT for Montreal and Ottawa
9.02 a.m. and 10.30 p.m. daily. Through sleepers for both points,

WM, STITT, R. L, THOMPSON,
Cen. Pass. Agt., MONTREAL District Pass. Agt., TORONTO
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BY THREE OF THE M0ST LUXURI
STEAMSHIPS IN THE WORLD
CARMANIA ™53t
FRANCONIA "5
‘. w CARONIA

A l. L 4 ¢ “ |
Carte dining serv- ; . x> T — 20,000 Tons
ice without u:iitiunnl charge. bl 8 | -

Stop-overs, Iﬁ.{dinuﬁ)pp%ﬂuli{ial for
y i

;?' allowed, . Passengers are not required to book
i b°f the entire cruise, as arrangements may be made to tetura

y either the Lusitania or Mauretania frem Liverpool, therel:’y enabling one te
Your Central Europe at a considerable saving in both time and expense.
From New York during the Winter Season of 1911 as follows:
| ICARMANIA s i 1011 Cal ) MARERS, UM AR
2 LU » 4 E U AV ,‘l L or
0 iiRONIA- : January 21st, 1911 | GENOA : NAPLES = ALEXANDRIA
| “CAR ”» an IME

. SASHA. February 18th, 1911 *Omits call at Fiume on Feb. and
| 'FRANCONIA,” March, 11th, 1911 ) March trips.

4 “‘Snlms List,” ““Rate Sheet'’ and *‘Steamer Plans’’ as well as Booklets A New Way to
; ,,E'Ol Woerld," ““Mediterranean-Egyptian-Adriatic Cruises,”” *‘Carenia-Carmania and
b may be on application at any of the Company's offices or agencies.
L CUNARD LINE 21-24 State St. Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, St. Louis, Minneapolis,
New York SanFrancisco, Toronto, Montrea), Winnipeg, or Local Agts.
The above steamers are fitted with submarine signal apparatus and with
arconi’s system of wireless telegraphy.

ous

7 Z
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Beautiful in the Extreme

is the view from Parker's Hotel, Naples. In the foreground the Villa Residences of Naples’ finest suburb: beyond
the City and the Bay. A magnificent panorama of uninterrupted loveliness with Vesuvius—Grey Beacon of
Antiquity—still keeping watch and ward over the

MOST BEAUTIFUL CITY IN THE WORLD

NAPLES -PARKER’S HOTEL

Private Suites with Baths, Up-to-date in every respect, In the
healthiest part of the town, Cuisine excellent, Sanitation perfect.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY

(LIMITED)

TWIN SCREW LINE NEW YORK TO BERMUDA

WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY AND BILGE KEELS.

S.S. “BERMUDIAN” 5,600 tons at 10 a.m., 10th .and 24th December.
FARE & $40 AND UPWARDS

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE.

NEW YORK to ST. THOMAS, ST. CROIX, ST. KITTS
ANTIGUA, GUADELOUPE, DOMINICA, MARTINIQUE,
ST. LUCIA, BARBADOES and DEMERARA.

S.S. “GUIANA,"” (new), 3,700 toms, S.S. “PARIMA’’, 3,000 tons, S.S.

“KORONA,’”" 3,000 tons, Sailings from New VYork, 13th and 27th December at
2 p.m., and every alternate Tuesday thereafter at 2 p.m.

For further information. apply to

A.F. WEBSTER & CO. COR. KING AND YONGE 8TS8., THOS COOK & SON 65 YONCE ST. TORONTO
A. E. OUTERBRIDGE & CO., GENERAL ACENTS, 29 BROADWAY NEW YORK.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY LIMITED, - QUEBEC.
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Ivliss WayDown
FEast

visits Senorita .Qali/ornia
in O1d-Mission-Land where
January 1s like June

You can go there fooby way of Grand (@nyon of Arizona
C on the train of 1uXur)r

(alifornia) imited

For art booklets of the frain and frip address W] Black, 108 Ra\ilWayExca\né icago
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White Star-Dominion

(Canadian Service)

Royal Mail Steamships 5 Largest and Most Modern
Steamers in the Canadian Trade

R. M'S. “LAURENTIC”, Triple Screw. R.M.S. “MEGANTIC”, Twin Screw.

Latest production of the shipbuilders’ art; passenger elevator serving four decks.

Every detail of comfort and luxury of present day travel, Superb accommodation
for First, Second and Third class passengers.

REGULAR SAILINGS
Portland, Liverpool
“DOMINION” December 24th; January 28th;  March 25th
““CANADA” Jauuary 14th;.......... Feb. 18; March 18th; April 15th

SN R NRLE e i Mar. 4th; April. 1st; April 29th
MODERATE RATE SERVICE
R.M.S. Canada e -2 R.M.S. Dominion

One Class Cabin Steamer (called second class)

On these steamers passengers receive the best the steamers afford at a very moderate
rate ; they are very largely patronized by those making a trip to the Old Country, who
wish to secure comfort at a moderate expenditure. Third Class passengers are also
carried and berthed in two and four berthed rooms.

For particulars apply to Agents or Company’s Offices.

TORONTO . WINNIPEG . MONTREAL
41 King Street E. 205 McDermott Ave. 118 Notre Dame St. W.

No Strenuous Living

ON THIS TRIP.

It is the ideal, real vacation trip and one that many Canadians
take every winter. It means six weeks of delightful idleness
on board a stegmer which is fitted for your comfort and has
an excellent staff of stewards.’

You will visit all the principal Islands of thc British West
Indies and spend sufficient time at each to see the sights.
One of the steamers leaves Halifax every twelfth day.

The cost of the trip is really very small being only equal to
the amount you would pay per day at a first-class hotel,
A post card request will bring you full information about
the trip.

THE ROBERT REFORD CO. LTD. PICKFORD & BLACK R. M. MELVILLE
MONTREAL HALIFAX TORONTO
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WHY NOT VISIT

Atlantic City, N.J.

America’s Greatest and Most Ponular Health and
Pleasure Resort

STOP AT THE

[FalD) Beae

il i £ B,
Modern High-Class Homelike Excellent ‘ V o) ER TAE
Table and Serv.ce g # il AMERIC AN

Splendid location. Centre of allattractions. RIVIER Al
Exceptionally well equipped for the comfort e 3

of guests all the year round. Flevator. Sun e
parlors. Private baths. Refined surround- A i e t ndle
ings. Suitable for ladies unaccompanied. 7 i, i

Social diversions. Orchestra. Capacity 500.

$2.00 up daily. American plan. Write : = PANAMA CANAL
for rates and illustrated art folder of house. : e lcolL OMB iA

A. CONRAD EKHOLM, Owner and Proprietor

3 Cruises de Luxe

By the Magnificent New

CEGYPT SS.AVON

THE NILE
HOLY LAND

CAIRO, FIRST .
CATARACT, KHARTOUM

Cooks luxurious Nile Steamers
sail from Cairo few every days
during the season. Special pri-
v testeamers and dahabeahs for
families and small parties.

Twin-Screw

11,073 Tons

The larg est, finest

andfastest steam-

er specially con-

structed for serv-

¢ : ice in theTropics

e cruising to the

e West Indies thi

COLOMBIA : winter.

Sailing from

NEW YORK

JAN. 21 (27 Days) $140 and up
FEB. 18 (32 Days) $150 and up
MAR. 25(19 Days) $85 and up

BERMUDA
ANNUAL SERIES OF TOURS TO 11-Day, All Expense Tours, $55 and up,
EGYPT, Ho ly I-AN n, lEVA"T, Etc. A.V"”"Nt" to Dec. 81, including 7 days’ hotel, shore excur-
Select tours leave Jan. 7, 11, 21, 25; Feb. 4, 18, 22; P CUBA
March 11, ¢ Weekly Service to Antilla (Nipe Bay).
A R 0 U N D T H E w o R L D 'go:rl ;ssro)manid up, I;"i.‘!‘i’tilllg ll;-rm-;m:. Santiago and
Last departure of the 39th Annual Series of Tours de T Bk Y i
3¢ ‘ e ) s Q
{gxc Around the World, Jan. 7, 1911. Tour limited to Jdmalﬁ&, [ﬂﬂamﬂ, Trllll(ldd, B&l'hﬂd(}\\, OtC.
2 members, Six months’ leisurely travel, visiting Tours by Company's regular mail steamers, 6,000 tons ;
Sﬂ'l?t. Northern and Southern India, Burma, Ceylon, excellent cuisine orchestra.
traits Settlements, China, Japan and Honolulu. SANDERSON & SON, 21-24 State St., New York
Illustrated descriptive programmes from 149 La Salle Street, Chicago,
TH 0S. COOK & SON W. H. EAVES, N.E.P.A,, 200 Washington St., Boston
65 Yonge Street, Traders Bank Bld’g, Toronto, Canada
S NEW YORK. BOSTON, 332 Washingto
‘I\l;{lu{:‘nl‘:v.}‘ln,\. l:l;"fs‘[m l'.rnml“.;:.m % (71‘(1(‘}/‘\12:5:: ? Clark St.
. RANCISCO, 686 Market St, MONTREAL,
40 Otfices Abroad. Established 1841,.
Cook’s Travellers’ Cheques
Are Good All Over the World J
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The

P rice

The

Ouality

and the

Service ,

Table d’hote

BREAHKFAST
75 cents

LUNCHEON
75 cents

DINNER
$1.00

ON AN

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWA

Dining Car are frequently commented
upon and ALWAYS FAVORABLY

Through Diners on Maritime Express, leaving Montreal, Bonaventure
Union Depot, 12.00 noon daily except Saturday for

Quebec, St. John, Halifax and the Sydneys
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HOTEL

ST. DENIS

BROADWAY and 11th ST.
NEW YORK CITY

Within easy access of every point of
interest. Half block from: Wanamaker's.
Five minutes” walk of Shopping District.

NOTED FOR : Excellence of Cuisine,
comfortable appointments, courteous
service and homelike surroundings.

Rooms $1.00 per day and up
With privilege of Bath
$1.50 per day and ,up

EUROPEAN PLAN
Table d’Hote Breakfast - 50c.

WM. TAYLOR & SON, INC.

Hotel Cumberland PANAT}!A CANAL
. Oy the
New York City mencan[{nes

Broadway at

oﬂo]ena’m/ Twinyfcrew

54th Street
A Real H
Lue.\":nlausomc S S NEW Y@@K
Comfortable 10,800 TONS
Ab-olll__xitreel::“mf When the Snow Flies, the Sunny Isles

of the Caribbean Smile a Welcome.
Leaving New York

January 28 and March ¢

1911

31 DAYs EacH
$150 480 ye

The S.S. “New York" is equipped
with every modern convenience, including
Wireless, Submarine Signals, Swimming
Pool, Electric Fans in every room, Dark

T
Hardwood floors
throughout, cover-
ed with genuine
Oriental rugs, is a
feature of the Cum-
berland which in-
dicates the charac-
ter of the entire es-
tablishment. Rare
attention to home-
like details elimin-
ates the usual hotel
atmosphere. Yet
there is retained all
the charm of hotel
life—provision for

S every wantimmed-
& jately at hand, And

at prices within
the limits of the Room, Launches, Orchestra, etc.
average income, Optional Shore Excursions, including

across the Isthmus, along the Canal Route,
across Cuba, etc.
Send for Further Particulars to
PLEASURE CRUISE DEPT.
9 Broadway, New York
Or Boston, Chlc-ﬁo. Minneapolis, Montreal, New

Orleans, Philadelphia, Seattle, St. Louis, San Fran.
cisco, Toronte, \'/nhmg«on, Winnipeg.

The Cumberland is within:

;A few steps of surface cars, elevated and sub-
d‘ty -—Eight minute’s ride of the best shopping
is ncn.— I'en minute’s walk of twenty theatres.

** Broadway *’ cars from Grand Central
Depot pass the door.

Rooms with bath, $2.50 per day, upwards
Write for Booklet Today
HARRY P. STIMSON, Manager




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Good ? |

Well, 1 \&
should

g
RINOCO 1s

a revelation in
pipe tobacco. It
is one of the. finest of the Tuckett brands. Fifty years
of experience and skill have combined to produce in
ORINOCO, a tobacco of perfect blend. It really is a
“bully”’ good smoke.- Try it in a college man’s bull dog,
in your “old reliable,” or the long church warden, and
it'’s cool, sweet, and fragrant.

burns freely and evenly. Tastes good and will not bite
the tongue. Fine, old-fashioned, sun-cured, Virginia leaf
—pure and unadulterated—is what ORINOCO is made
of. It’s simply great. Try it. Stake 10c o nthe Tuckett
repclllt’ation and the Tuckett experience and get a package
to-day.

In Tins and in Packages.

Sold by most every dealer in Canadas

TUCKETT LIMITED, HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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“Just a minute, Jackson!”

The keen, business.like directness of the GILLETTE
appeals to the man whose time js worth money.

No time wasted in honing, stropping or fussing with
a complicated shaving device. He simply reaches for
the GILLETTE—and shaves.

And such a shave !

The Gillette blade, thin enough to take a perfect
temper, yet held absolutely rigid in the handy GILLETTE
frame, and adjustable to any beard, shaves as no other
razor can shave.

The GILLETTE changes shaving from a time-
consuming ordeal to a pleasant three minute incident in
the morning toilet.

Nearly four million progressive men use the
GILLETTE—do you?

Standard Sets $5—Pocket Editions $5 to $6.

At Hardware, Drug and Jewelry stores. Look for
the big Gillette Signs—they show you where to buy.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA

Limited.
Office and Factory—63 St. Alexander St., Montrcnl.

KNOWN THE = WORLD OVER
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“One Grade only and that the Best”

(Our motto for Forty-three Years of successful Vehiclé Manufacturing)

1911 Model 215 Passenger, 30-35 Horse Power
$I 900 (Top and Wind
Shield Extra)
McLaughlin —Buick Automobiles hold more road and track records than any other
car manufactured in Canada. Our line is larger than ever before and we offer to you

the latest improvements in Automobile construction for 1911, Send for our announce-
ment sheet showing our full line of Automobiles and specifications of each model.

f\“ ”Tﬁ,
/11X J
m Quality remains , ”%&" .

i long after price g
is forgotten.

Our chain of branches, extending from coast to coast, carry full lines of vehicles and
parts and are easily accessible to every owner of a McLaughlin Vehicle.

Catalogue mailed on application.

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited
OSHAWA ONTARIO

Branches: St. John, N.B., Montreal, Peterboro, Toronto, Hamilton, London,
Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver.
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Nothing else will send a man
up in the air so quickly as the
ripping of a buttonhole in his collar. The
buttonholes in most collars are of the spread-
ing type. Linocord Buttonholes, found only in

Collars

arebuttonholds. They securely
lock the ends of your collar
e and prevent gaping—retaining
R : s ¥
LINOCORD | the fit, set, size and style until
are easy-to-button the collar is worn out.
A on s tewr| _The newest style is the
oul.  wies can| Biplane (illustrated above)—
be copied, but not | Upper front closed, with proper
our Buttonholes. § space for the correct Fall scarf.
Write for our booklet ‘“AVIATION,” and for
““What’s What”’—the encyclopeedia of correct dress.
IDE Shirts—$1.50 and upwards.
GEO. P. IDE & CO., 465 River St., Troy, NeY.

In Canada Silver Brand Collars are 3 for 50c.

N -
s Uy

MONOPLANE
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Westfn Canada

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

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

160 Acres Free

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

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
Room for 50,000,000 more.
For further Information Apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA.
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Sectional
BooKcases

FIT ANY PLACE.

Some | They take up less room than others.
R;?:;’"s They give you more book space than any.
They They are the handsomest of all.
Are They are the most simple in construction.
; ;::t They don’t cost you any more money.

Write for Catalogue C.

CANADA FURNITURE MANUFACTURERS

LIMITED

General Offices, WOODSTOCK, ONT.
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appetizing drink,

MONTREAL
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A Perfect BreaKfast

drink, that with its delicious
aroma and flavor tempts the
most capricious appetite, and
with its full richness satisfies
the hungriest man, is

SUCHARD's
CocoA

It is a food as well as an

selected cocoa-beans of which
Suchard’s is made are richer
in nutriment than even meat
or bread. Suchard’s is the
finest form in which you “can
get all the appetizing and
strengthenin roperties of
one of nature’'s choicest gifts to
man—the cocoa-bean. Try it.

FRANK L BENEDICT & CO.

JAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVA

<

Vi

OTTAWA, .

Bearing

Washer

A washer guaranteed to take out all he
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven by
steel springs, with a litt] - assistance from
the operator.  Per ectei to the minutest
detail, Can be supplied throughour agents
cr d.rect to any address.

Write for booklet.
J. H. CONNOR & SONS Limite

for the

SAVAVAVAVAYAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAYA
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I.EAt PERRINS

By RovaL WARRANT.

};Z 5 The Original and Genuine

S - Worcestershire

THE

To a savory soup

—a: dasty fish—a |
toothsome fowl—a
delectable roast or
chop—Lea &

Perrins’ Sauce adds

the taste of

perfection.

J M. DOUGLAS & C O
.%, MONTREAL. 7=
+ Canadian Agents. zs
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LIKE a really fine jewel among dull and life-

less stones, the wonderful brilliance;of

Eite Cut Glass

places it above all others to even the
most casual observer who makes com-
parison.

The superior glass is somewhat
responsible, but the greatest factor of
all is the cutting, almost unbelieveably
perfect.

The Butte fly, Wheat, Maple Leaf and
other remarkable fine hand effects, exclusively
Elite patterns, have set a new standard in cut
glass making.

Ask your dealer, he carries the genuine Elite, or can
get it for you.

Look out for the Elite trade mark on every piece—
its presence is your guarantee of value.

GOWANS HENT & CO, Limited ‘1%

‘ 7/ Manufacturers

Trz;iéill:iark 16 Front Street East - Toronto T

For business Correspondence

Ask your pri. ter to show
you these four grades of
paper: :

Danish bond, English
bond, Hercules bond,
Regal bond, white and

colors.

Envelopes to match.

The Barber & Ellis

Co., Limited
63-71 Wellington Street West,
TORONTO.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

P E 27k

Although sold at as low a price as
$2.50, the ‘‘La Diva’’ Corset embodies
the latest Parisian ideas and the finest
workmanship, and there is a model
for every type.

~ The ‘‘La Diva/ No. 550, shown here-
with, gives the long, graceful lines
required by present modes.

The Dominion Corset Company, Quebec
at all Good Stores.

(2-12-10)

Clark’s Concentrated
Soups

(Chateau Brand-)

Little children will quickly learn to pick
out Clark’s Concenirated Soups at the store,
Bl because of the picture of the “Chateau”
S on the label.

Y% And these are the soups they will ask for because

CHATEAU BRAND is the soup the children like®

Get a tin at your grocers

WM. CLARK, HH b MONTREAL.
Manufacturer of High Grade Food Specialties.
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Babys Own Soap

(7
il 7,

Pure Vegetable oils and Natural
flower perfumes give to the lather of
Baby's Own Soap that softening,
soothing effect so grateful to

sensitive skins.

Baby's Own has been for almost half a century the standard toilet and nursery Soap of Canada

Common sense argues against the purchase of imitations which all seek cheapness and not
s
excellence.
sttty
ALBERT SOAPS. LIMITED. MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL.

Established over 50 years

FEARMAN'’S

“STAR BRAND” HAMS

The Standard of Epicurean Taste

cured and sold by us for over 50
years, unsurpassec for flavor and
quality. Try them, boiled or fried,
they will please you.

For sale by all leading grocers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited

Hamilton, Ont.

|
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A REGCORD OF OVER
SIXTY-FIVE  YEARS

For over sixty-five years MRS WIN-
SLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Areyoudisturbedat nightand
broken of your rest by a sick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
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. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion of one of the oldest and best female
physicians and nurses in the United
States, and is for sale by all druggists
thronghout the world. Price twenty-five
cents a bottle. Be sureand ask for ‘‘MRs.
WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP.” Guara-
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
June 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1098.

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTA CREAM 3 macicat

BEAUTIFIER

Purifie EMOVES Tan, Pim"
as well a ¢ ples, Freckles:
Beautifies [ g R Moth Patches, Rash,
the Skin oo and Skin diseases, and
No other > ., every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-

tection. It has stood
the test of 62 years: no
other has, and 18 so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit ofsimilar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haut-fon (a
> S X patient)— ‘“Ads you

s = ladies will use them, 1
recommend ‘Gouraud’s Cream’ as the least harmful of all the
Skin preparations.”

For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers

COURAUD’'S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults, Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE

Removes superflous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail
FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r 37 Great Jones St., New York City.

will do it.

W. H. Kennedy, Prop. FREE BUS

New Royal Hotel

MEAFORD, ONT.
“THE TRAVELLERS’ HOTEL?”

First Class Sample Room. Electric Light Throughout.

That’s the point—they heat ALL the rooms

ALL the time!

The KELSEYV is the heater that gives large

volumes of warm, pure, fresh air, rather than a

small quantity of dry, superheated air. It is easily

managed, and is gas, smoke and dust proof. The

KELSEY will reduce your fuel bill 30% Our
catalog "8 tells you all about the "KELSEY.”
There are many points of interest in it for you'

Why not send for it to-day ?

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING CO, Ltd.

WINNIPEG, MAN.

BROCKVILLE, ONT.
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= 3
UPTON’S

Orange Marmalade

All the concentrated good-

¢

ness of the choicest,
selected Seville Oranges,
Delicious for breakfast—

good at any meal.

Made and guaranteed absolutely pure by
THE T. UPTON CO. LIMITED, HAMILTON, CAN.

\-/MmA z

Put in a
Milton
Brick
Mantle

in your

Home.

Their cosy appreance - artistic
designs and beautiful colour effects
make them a real pleasure to
possess.

They give an especial air of comfort and refinement to the Library or Den.

Let us send you catalogue. Prices range, $18.00 up.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. vm.

MILTON, ONT. Toronto Offices, Janes Building.
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Mount Birds

and Game Heads,— to tan skins make rugs and robes,
the work right and do it quickly.
us, by mail, and used in mounting this fine bear.

Evel‘y sporfsmall, fine trophies. Nothing is finer for the home,
art easily and quickly by our Standard Methods. We Guarantee s\
Book Fully Explains
Today forthe FREE BOOK.

%

den or office.

BlG PnuFITs mounting for others or selling your mounted specimens.
dermy as a business, yoi can make

New Uncrowded Field. Thousands are making fine profits from taxidermy as

business for a life's work. Taxidermists are few, and the Demand is Great, I

““Within the past two months I have turned out more than $300 worth of work.
premium at the state fair.
1 have just sold a collection of specimens for $216, which m
dermy work, and it is all due to your excellent course of lessons.” —J. T
+ I have made over $675 by selling my

That is what your school has done for me,"" =1

“‘Since taking your course last yea
others. Your lessons are fine, and every sportsman should join the school.”’—
that we taught these men Taxidermy by Mail.

Remember i ned with the work.

business for many years. Our specimens took

Great Taxidermy Book FREE »—-

We have prepared a splendid book on taxidermy. It tellsall about the art,
explains how we can teach you the business, right in your own home during
vour spare time. This book is NOW FREE, Send the COUPON TODAY
and get this valuable book, and a FREE COPY of THE TAXIDERMY
MAGAZINE, also sample diploma and hundreds of letters from delighted
students.

. . BE SURE AND GET THIS BOOK. Send the coupon TODAY:
right now, before you forgetit. You are sure to be interested. <

THE NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY,
5041 Elwood Building, Omaha, Nebraska.

— Animals —Fishes

etc., By Mail in Your Home.
We teach you the Standard Methods, the same that Mr. Kohli learned from

every hunter, trapper, angler or nature lover should be able to preserve his own
\ i Anyone can learn the
“cess or refund tuition. Ovr fine FREE
Our School and How to Learn the great art of Taxidermy.

You can easily earn From $20 to $40 a Month from your Spare Time by
1f you wish to enter taxi-
from $2000 to $4000 per year.
side line, or going into the
ad what a few students say:
My specimens took first
A. S. Harmer, North Yakama, Wa
in all $700 I have earned from my taxi-
T. Stanton, Klammath, Ore.

specimens, and doing work for
H. C. Hammond, Syracuse, N,Y.
We can teach you equally well, you will
Our school teaches taxidermy only, and we
FIRST GRAND PRIZE and 9 Gold Medals’at the exposition.

Is the work of Wm. Kohli, Bluff-
ton, Ohio. It is the First animal
that he ever tried to mount.
Many Professionals Cannot Do As

_ Well. Here is_the secret
of his success. He learned
the easiest and best meth-
ods in the world from our School
and did a fine job of mounting the
first time he tried it. We have
thirty thousand students, all doing
equally well.

We Gan
Teach
You to

We teach you so that you can do

Send the Coupon

Investigate this

1y

have been in the
J. W. ELWOOD, President

THE N. V' ~~**00L OF TAXIDERMY,
5048 Eilwood Bldg., Omaha, Neb.
.nd without any obligations, you
Learn Taxiderny,’’ also copy
and full partici ars of your system.

Please send me free @
““How
of Taxidermy Magazine

Name

Address

SESEEEEEEEENSENENERREN=
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Our Doclor knows—when we get sick—
Just what we need to get well quick.

Rich nutviment to stand the shock, so
He says ““Give them lots of X0,

CUBES

We invented OXO CUBES to help Mothers and Nurses

in the sick-room.

It’s so easy to carry out the Doctor’s wishes'with OXO

CUBES.

We have done all the thinking—all the measuring—all

the “making ready”’.

You get the perfect productin OXO CUBES. Simply
drop a cube in boiling water and the beef tea is ready,
with the rich nutriment and sustaining qualities of the

best beef,
Sold in Tins containing 4 & 10 cubes.

Two Free Samples sent on receipt of 2c. stamp

o pay postage and packing.

28 Lombard St. OXO is also packed in Bottles for People
Toronto, who prefer it in Fluid Form.

41 Common St,
Montreal.

18

@ Dutch Artists & English Painters

use only the celebrated

WINSOR & NEWTON'S
0il and Water Colors

acknowledged by all the standard in
the art world, Ask your dealer.

iNA. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL,

‘Wholesale agents for Canada,

MAGIC
TRICKS

More fun than
1 your friends
nd all social
, shooting

Novelties, Jokes, Puzzles, ¢
a comedy theatre to amuse y
at home, at the club, dinne
gatherings. Trick pencils, trick ¢
cig: 0X, trick matches, taic

cards, plate

st' bombs, squirt bouquets,

1 hundreds of other novelties.

r our large illustrated catalogue

¢. pocket card trick fr send

r, novelty dea and stationers

send for our special wholesale price list. The
best novelty line on the market.

MYSTO TRICK & NOVELTY CO.
80 Parkway Ave., Toronto, Canada
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‘7 “THE SAFEST OF THE SAFE”

THE E (; HAMMERLESS
- &RARMS 0 REVOLVER

Shoots Sure—
Hits Hard

Price

$7.00

Dependable and

Strong
Revolver illustrated—38 caliber,
5 shots, 3£ inch barrel, nickel finish, price $7.
wurnished with 4, 5 and 6 inch barrels, or with
biued finish at additional price. Made also in
32 caliber, 6 shots, barrels 3%, 4, 5 and 6 inch.
CAN BE FIRED ONLY BY PULLING THE TRIGCER.
Rather than accept a substitute order from us direct. Look for our name

on the barrel and the little target trade-mark on the handle.
We want you to have our beautifully illustrated catalog. Write for it to-day.

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS CO.. 620 ®ark Ave.,Worcester, Mass.
SN —_————— w

mnéi‘ Kalamazoo Point Number One :' nm
‘| TheKalamazc;D rear°bDinder B

1s Fl at openlng

See T AN Not

EIGHT SALIENT 3
flat KALAMAZOO how it
wrlhng POINTS hUgS the |
surface . desk
I Flat Opening.
2. Simple C 10
The KALAMAZOO is the only | 3 VieTiootor The KALAMAZOO has all of
loose leaf binder that combines all the i Cikar b oo the adju tuble features of all the other loose
good points of both loose leaf and rigid PRtk Doslish leaf binders.
bound books. NG E pnaad Metal: It has many new special features peculiarly
It has the same flexible rigidity ard easy 7. Accessibility. its own.
opening features, and the round leather 8. Durability. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
back of the permanewtly bound book. made in any size 1equired.

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

Warwick Bros. & Rutter. Limited

Loose Leaf & Account-

Book Makers TO ro n.to Spa m-a

=
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Independent Telephones

The best of engineering ability and experience, high grade
material and first class workmanship have entered into the pro-
duction of our telephones.

Along with the above we have an equipment of special tools
in our factory not surpassed in any telephone factory in the world.
This insures a uniformity of quality—all the parts for one thou-

,%ggnd or five thousand telephones will be turned out exactly alike.

We have secured in our rural
telephone, one that will give
the best service for the longest
possible time with the least
amount of attention. This is
what counts on rural party
telephone lines, where every
trip to put a telephone into
working order means time and
money.

S
&

If you want telephones, it will
pay you to communicate with
us.

Get Our Trial Offer

If you are interested in
telephone affairs ask for our
No. 2 Bulletin, which gives
full instructions in regard to
the building of a telephone
line. We will also send free
of charge, an illustrated book
entitled ‘‘Canada and the Telephone,”’ containing thirty-two
;rtist's sketches, illustrating the value of a telephone in the rural

ome.

We handle everything in the way of construction material
and make a specialty of prompt shipments.

We are also manufacturers of the ILorimer Automatic
Telephone for towns and cities.

F Write us if you want anything in the telephone line whether
it is information, apparatus or construction material.

(Canadian [ndependent Telephone Co.

LIMITED

18-20 Duncan Street, TORONTO
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“Sovereign
Hot Water Boiler

COMFORT in Canada dunng

the winter time depends

v (| mainly upon the efficiency of your
7 7 house-heating system. The “Sover-
andg) | eign’ hot water boiler is a purveyor
MApa .
= ] of warmth and comfort indoors dur-
& @

ing the most severe stress of wintry

OVERE’GI‘. ! @
4) : weather.

People who live in homes beated by ““ Sovereign’’ PBot

ater Boilers, will spend a more Bappy Christmas Season

than those who live in houses not so well heated—they
will be more comfortable

Taylor-Forbes oupey

Largest Manufacturers of house heating apparatus in Canada
Head Office, Works and Foundries: GUELPH, CANADA.

TORONTO: 1088 King St. west ST. JOHN, N. B.: H. G. Rogers, 53 Dock St.
MONTREAL: 246 Craig St. West QUEBEC: Mechanics Supply Co.
VANCOUVER: 1040 Homer Street HALIFAX,N.S.: General Contractors Supply Co.
WINNIPEG : The Vulcan iron Works CALGARY : The Barnes Company
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RODGERS
CUTLERY

WHEREVER good steel is known and ap-
preciated, you find Rodgers’ Cutlery taking

the lead over all others.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND.

GOLD MEDAL et

ALE &PORTER

From Canada’s GREATEST Brewery

For sixty vears we have brewed by the old English method as adopted
by BASS AND CO. and GUINNESS AND CO,

WE DO NOT CARBONIZE, and by so doing destroy Nature’s best and
finest health-giving properties of barley, malt and Bohemian hops.

No fad, no new methods, as used by some brewers who can’t compete
with genuine methods.

Demand Carlings’s and’ get the Finest Made in the World
Every Dealer Everywhere
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SURPRISE
A PURE

kD SOAP
Snowy White Clothes.
Easy, quick work.

|SURPRISE
sorax WASHING
(Pulverized Soap) POW DER

For Washing Dishes.
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At Brussels I910'| vancouver Island

Brussels International Exposition 4—t
e “The Great Britain of the Pacific.”

, eI ASPECT.
: T T Southern part of Island resembles Kent
(MODEL 10 VISIBLE) and Devonshire. Fruit and flowers.
P
I YV il CLIMATE.
AR ; ﬂ @r Snnshiny, equable—no extremes.
OPPORTUNITIES.

Good health, good living, and good
profits for ambitious men with small
capital (“A fine chance for the boys™)
in business, professions, fruit growing,
poultry, farming, manufacturing, lands,
timber, mining, railroads, navigation,
fisheries, new towns.

0= INVESTMENTS.
Safe at 6 per cent.

was awarded the B
£~}
Grand pr]x For AUTHENTIC INFORMATION and
new Illustrated Booklets, write
over all competitors VANCOUVER ISLAND DEVELOPMENT

At Paris 1900 (Paris International Exposition) the Smith Premier Tyrc- LEAGUE, Room A-41, Broughton St.,
writer (Model 4) was awarded the Grand Prix over all competitors Victoria, B. C.
The Smith Premier Typewriter Company, Syracuse, N.Y. !

ranches Everywhere

Would you like to have a typewriter for
your own personal use?

f course your letters should be type-written, and it so much

easier and quicker to do them on the machine, even if you
operate it yourself.

Perhaps you feel that $100 or $125 is too big an outlay for a typewriter

for your personal use,—but you would not hesitate a moment at anywhere from
$25 to $50 for a good typewnter.
If that is the way you feel about it, buy one of our rebuilts. The only difference

between a rebuilt and a $100 machine is,— it costs less.
Send right now for a little catalogue which describes a score of different styles at prices as low as $10.

Not everybody who wants a rebuilt can buy one--there are not enough fo go round.

United Typewriter Co.

Adelaide St. E. - TORONTO
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DEARER COFFEE.

The housekeeper will have to make up
her mind to pay more for her favorite break-
fast beverage in the near future or buy a
poorer quality, and few are prepared to do
the la.ter.

Reliable information from South Amer-
ican countries confirms previous reports that
the growing coffee crop will be much beneath
the average and totally inadequate to mect
the demands of the constantly increasing
consumption.

Importers are now paying 4 to 5 cents
per pound more than six months ago for
their various grades, and as the profit of the
retail dealer is none too large on high grade
coffees, he will either have to increase his
selling price or accept a profit much smaller
than he ought to get considering the expenses
of a well managed retail establishment.

The consumer has the consolation that
old prices will no doubt be restored in the
course of a year or so, and it is more than
probable the crop of 1911 will be a good one.

~

~
A TOILET TREASURE

~ Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

N the Bath it is cooling
and reviving; on the
Handkerchief and for

{ general Toilet use it is

delightful ; after Shaving

% it is simply the very best

3 thing to use.

o

Ask your Druggist for it

Accept no Substitute!
-

TOURMALINES
AQUAMARINES
FANCY SAPPHIRES

and other semi-precious
in this Season’s Artistic designs in

JEWELLED NECKLETS
AND LAVALLIERES,

Selections sent upon approval to out of town patrons

known to the firm.

Henry Birks & Sons, Limited.

Gold and Silversmiths.

MONTREAL.

gems

are fashionably set

Phillips Square.
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forWhooping Cough,
Croup, Asthma,
Sore Throat, Coughs,
Bronchitis, Colds,
“ Used while you sleep.”’ Diphtheria, Catarrh.

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding
drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of
Whooping Cough and relieves Croup’ at once.

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma,

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by All Druggists

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the
irritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresolene. They can’t harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.,62CortlandtSt., New York

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada
312

Without Knowing Shorthand Write
100 Words a Minute

and Increase your Income—Treble your Dispatch of Business—

Save your Time at an actual cost of just 2 Young people everywhere,

Clerks, Collegians, all kinds of Business and Professional Men and
Women master my new method of Abbreviated L(ﬂg_lmnd in
six short evenings. So Simple the \rery1‘1rstlussoxTwillincrense
your speed at least 10%. Use more as you learn more, daily, quick-
1y, easily, Send $2. to-day for my self-instruction manual, which teaches
you complete. Satisfaction guaranteed or Money Refunded. Sample
Lesson 20c. and full ?;rﬁiéul:l}s'F'r'ée:—w'ii TR B G

A.B. WEAVER, Court Reporter, Dept. E., Buffalo, N.Y.

TRAPPER’S GUIDE

Tells you when, where and how Y
totrap. Tells you of Animal Baits
that are as importantto a trapper
astraps. Reveals trapping secrets
and give. methods that will in-
crease the catch of any old trapper
and quickly make successful trap-
pers of the inexperienced.

Tells how to prepare skins and how to
get the most money for them.

The book also containsthe Game Laws
of all the States and Canada and gives other informa-
tion worth many dollars to any trapper. It will be
sent to you free if you write at once.

F. C. TAYLOR & CO.
CREATEST FUR HOUSE IN THE WORLD
780 Fur Exchange Bullding, St. Louls, Mo.

EETEE

UNDERWEAR

Insist on underwear
bearing this trademark.

Note its perfect shape,
the quality of the ma-
terial, its softness and
elasticity.

« Ceetee” gives solid
comfort and lasting
satisfaction—theunder-
wear de luxe, yet costs
no more than ordinary
makes.

«CEETEE” UNDER-
WEAR is knit to fit
the form —not simply
cut from the fabric—
never binds, wrinkles
or sags.

From first to last it is the
underwear that pleases.

Ask your dealer to show
you “Ceetee” — it means
absolute underwear com-
fort.

In all sizes for men, women
and children.

Look for the “sheep”

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, Limited

Manufacturers—Estb. 1869
Galt - Ontario 2609
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Club Cockfails§

A BOTTLED DELIGHT

A revelation to those who try
them for the first time. '
—--the finest liquors, mixed to
exact proportions and aged to a
wonderful mellowness.

Always ready. Simply strain
through cracked ice—and serve.

Martini (gin base) and Manhattan
(whiskey base) are the most popular.

At all good dealers.

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.

HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON.

Hunters are buying Ross Rifles

“Ross " Sporting Rifles are meeting with ready sale to hunters
of big Game throughout the British Empire because of their
accuracy, power and ‘‘ handiness ",

Even a $25.00 *“ Ross " Sporting Model can be
matched for accuracy against any imported arm—
no matter how costly, while no action is more reli-

T [ e
N \@'k}f‘ '\:HM

l
«

able nor quicker.
Dealers throughout the British Empire sell
“Ross"” Rifles.

$25. 00 and upwards.

[llustrated Catalogue sert free on request.
The Ross

Rifle Co.
Quebec, P.Q.
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LARGE GARAGE LONG DISTANCE PHONE 81

THE VILILAGE INN
GRIMSBY, ONT.

Special rules for the Winter Months. Every bedroom
has a Private Bath, Licensed but NO BAR.

64 miles from Toronto. 18 miles from Hamilton: 54 miles from Buffalo.
33 miles from Niagara Falls. 18 miles from St. Catharines.

HOTEL CECIL
NORTH BAY, ONT.

Under New Management Accommodation 200 Guests
Hot Water Heating, Electric Light, Rooms with Bath, Sample Rooms
Rates $2 to $3 per day, American plan

JNO. E. ROSS, Manager, Late of the ‘“R~ssmore’”

GRAND CENTRAL HOTEL

ORANGEVILLE, ONT.
TEE TRAVELLERS HOTEL
First-class Service. Good Sample Rooms.
GEO. M. ENGLERT, - Proprietor.

THE CORNWALL
The TRAVELLERS HOTEL
SAULT STE. MARIE, ONTARIO

EACH ROOM EQUIPPED WITH TELEPHONE
Special Attention Given to Tourists and Commercial Men
Free Bus to and From Trains and Boats
M. F. GOODWIN, PROPRIETOR

TIME SAVING COIN WRAPPER

i d

We are now making
the Detroit Coin Wrap-
per for all sizes of Can- [
adian Coins It holds 0
every coin securely, and
cannot unroll accident-
ally. Why use tin wrap-
pers which lacerate
fingers and disfigure
furniture,

The Detroit is made of heavy paper with self-sealing flaps in
nine different sizes. Price $3.00 per 1000 boxed. $2.25a thous-
gfn&i, ‘wl(lien bought in 10,000 lots, with name printed free
if desired.

Send for S le and Particulars

T. J. PARSONS, 70 Bond St., - Toronto, Ontario

famous

er dinner

MAGIC taick”
ettt FREE

INCLUDED

Mysto Trick and Novelty Co.
80 Parkway Avenue. Toronto, Canada

C.H. ACTON BoND SANDFORD F. SMITH A H. CASSELS

BOND & SMITH
ARCHITECTS

19 WELLINGTON STREET W, TORONTO

J. L. THORNE AUDIT AND
SYSTEM CO.

ACCOUNTANTS, - AUDITORS,

SYSTEMITIZERS.
PHONE MAIN 3420
7012 Confederation Life Building, TORONTO, CAN.

7 el

Cosgrave;s Pale Ale

Discriminating ale drinkers prefer
Crosgrave’s Pale Ale because is pos-
sesses the characteristics sought and
appreciated by those who know what
good ale should be,

Bottled at the Brewery
On Sale at all Hotels and Dealers

The Ceosgrave Brewery
Co. of Toronto, Limited
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OU have probably
been intending to
try Red Rose Tea for

some time, but from ““force

of habit’” have just kept on

using another tea.

Break the Habit and try Red Rose next time, you'll be
glad we recommended it to you.

Red Rose Tea

“Is Good Tea”

Your Grocer wwill recommend it

fronnnin

““The Beer with a Reputation’’

%
&/ /1

PILSENERJLAGER

lives up to its reputation as the
purest, most wholesome, most delicious
lager brewed. None finer at any
price, and few as good at double
the price. 214

““The Light Beerin the Light Bottle”

AT HOTELS, CAFES AND DEALERS GENERALLY.
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In the frozen regions of the North or in the
hot countries of the South, a pure high grade
Coffee like

Seal Brand
- Coffee

is the friend of mankind, bringing comfort and
cheer wherever used.

Sold in 1 and 2 1b. Cans only. 115

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

Telkwa the Coming City

will be the BUTTE of BRITISH COLUMBIA. TELKWA is not a townsite or a paper town
but is a thriving established town—the metropolis and centre of the famous Bulkley Valley
farming country. TELKWA is located at the junction of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers and
is on the routs of the Grand Trunk Pacific Transcontinental Railway. TELKWA adjoins
fifty thousand acres of the richest coal fields in Central British Columbia, which will furnish
fuel for the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

The mountains surrounding TELKWA contain immense deposits of gold, silver, copper
and lead, and after the railroad is running TELKWA should be the largest mining and man-
ufacturing city in Central British Columbia

TELKWA is a live town with good hotels and baths, good general stores, real estate offices
Government Mining Recorder’s Office, laundry, bakery, blacksmith shop and other substan-
tial improvements. A good lumber mill and brick yard will be located at TELKWA this
summer. TELKWA will have fifteen thousand people after the railroad is running, and a few
hundred dollars invested now will make you independent after the rich mines are developed.

Good lots from $100.00 to $500.00 on easy monthly payments. Positively only one thou-
sand lots in this prosperous town will be sold. Act quickly before the choicest are gone.
Mail $25.00 and a good lot will be reserved for you, the balance payable ten per cent. per
month—NO TAXES—NO INTEREST.

Address

NORTH COAST LAND COMPANY, Limited,
Dept. A, 410-411-412 Winch Bldg.,, - VANCOUVER, B.C,
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There are ;no dark days for
those who use the

.3ASPECIAL| | K B\ “Silver Plate

O D ! K f that Wears”
\ ?}“Ag)

The high power of its Zeiss-Kodak
Anastigmat lens (£6.3) in onnection
with the flexibility of 8peed €control in
. the compoundshut-
ter makesnap-shots
possible on days
where a time expos-
ure would be neces-
sary with an ordi-
nary camera, In
every detail of con-
struction and finish
a perfect product.
Pictures 3% X 5%
(post card size).
Uses Kodak day-
light loading film
cartridges.

PRICE

$65.00

Canadlan Kodak Co. Limited

All Dealers. Toronto, Canada.

BRIGHTEN UP st o B
using WASHBURNE'S PATENT
PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

SOLD lbe past YEAR should
convince U of their

SUPERIORITY.

obtain the
heaviest grade of
triple plate and to se-
cure selection from the
greatest variety of beautiful
designs in spoons, forks, knives, etc.,
ask your dealer for the celebrated

|847 ROGERS BROS.ranie

The original “Rogers” silver plate,

.
05  Easily put on or taken off
with the thumb and finger. Can
be used repeatedly and ‘ thev alwa 05: work.” Made of brassin 3

sizes. Put up in brass boxes of fasteners each,
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
All stationers, Send 10c for sample box of 50, assorted.
ated booklet free. Liberal ﬁscounl to the trade.

The 0. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. 5. A. ‘No 18

Smith, Kerry & Chace

Consulting and Constructing Engineers | first produced over sixty years ago.
Confederation Life Building, SOHS bﬁl;admgt ?ealers e
€n or catalogue
AAROBTS B MERIDEN
4 ALSO 'l BRITANNIA CO.
Winnipeg, Calgary and Vancouver : Hamilton, Ont.

Meriden, Conn,
New York Chicago

C. B. Smith, J. C. C. Kerry, W. C. Chace
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DHAUGHTS NEVER |
 CAUSEDAGOED| i

whatever as to the
evil effects of a
close, stuffy atmos-
phere. Inthe win-
ter time, when

Bpectal Cable {8 The Mall A Emplre i storm doors and double windows help to make the

Over Our Own Leased Wires. - : s w ey
| London, June 26—Dr. Sir Fre denck' 1y house practically air-tight, we live in a death-

Treves astonished the public last week | {¢ dealing atmosphere, breathing air vitiated with the
by declaring that “the dea that colds| . vapor elimination from the lungs of the occupants
are caused by draug, s are absurd.!
" No cold ever had such an origin,
¢ Colds are the orlgm not of draughts.
< ‘but of stuffy rooms”’ Other famous |.
" London. physicians back up Sir Fred- i
erick in holding that ‘ ]
{ ever cauaed by dra.ught.,

%
L3

\
\ You may ques-
tion Sir Frederick’s

et

Stuffy Rooms Alone Responv-'.
-~ sible Says Dr. Treves.’ ..

pores of the skin. There should be: humidity,
but it must be pure and refreshing as the outdoor
air, and it is through the introduction of fresh out-
door air and its ample humidification by means of
the large Circle Waterpan that the

s
¢ and the organic secretions and moisture from the
\:'
]

A i g

“GOOD CHEER”

Circle Waterpan Warm Air Furnace

makes the atmosphere of the houseinfwinter like that of a bright June morning—warm, refresh-

o S Y

ing and life-giving.

The demand for our booklet “ Humidity and] Humanity " is taxing the Capacity of our
mailing staff, but we have a copy for you upon request, stating where you saw this adver-
tisement.

The JAS. STEWART MFG. CO., Limited,

WOODSTOCK, Ontario - - - WINNIPEG, Manitoba

For the b(lentlllt, and Effective
Treatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting to
Surgical Procedure
For complete information address
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM

North Adams, Massachusetts

BerkshTil;Z Hills

Sanatorium

The only private institution of mag-
nitude in the United States for the
exclusive treatment of Cancer and
other malignant and benign new
growths, Conducted by a physician
of standing. Established 32 years.

R | Best for three generations and still L E
surpassing all imitations. Wood or tin rollers, de-
pe nd.lblc, lasting springs; shade raises or lowers at will and
* gtays put.”) ' Improved” rcquiru, no tacks for attaching shade.
or it,

Inventor’s Look fi
ngnuturo on Take none
every roller. without it,
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Denotes Shirts and Collars
of unusual wear; of fault-
less fit; of newest modes.

Essentially
quality wear.

OU, Sir, who like to feel that no
man of your acquaintance wears
better linen than your own, there's
assurance of the best in haberdashery
if you just insist on seeing this mark:

At all Men’s Made in
Furnishers A Berlin Can.

120

You Parents

may make “MATCHES” for your children
| ' But

You haven’t found the Way to make a
MATCH like

“"EDDY-S SILENTS"

N NOSE  THE ACME
S OF PERFECTION
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L0BINSON'S

‘PATENT’

For Infants
and Invalids

Whenthedoctor says ‘‘barley
water,”” use Robinsons’
“Patent” Barley. Pure,
wholesome and con-
venient.

The best food for
delicate digestions.

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

ROBB CORLISS ENGINES

Have the Armstrong-Corliss
valve gear, which will oper-
ate at a higher speed than the
ordinary releasing gear.

This valve gear does not
depend on springs or dash pots
for closing and runs without
noise.

The wearing parts of the
valve gear are enclosed in a
casing and run in oil so that
friction is reduced to a mini-
mum.

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

Oanadian Express Buillding, Mont;‘o-l, R. :l Robb, Manager
Traders Bank Bulldi Toronto, Wm. McKay, Manager
District Offices: Bark Bullding, 4 P Manag

Union Bank Building, Winnipeg, W, F. Porter, Manager
Grain Exchange Building, Calgary, J. F. Porter, Manager
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FREE TO MILLIONS

A Va;luable Little Book Sent Free For The AsKing.

Medical books are not always interesting reading, especially to people enjoy-
ing good health, but as a matter of fact scarcely one person in ten is perfectly
healthy, and even with such, sooner or later sickness must come.

It is also a well established truth that nine-tenths of all diseases originate
with a breaking down of the digestion, a weak stomach weakens and impoverishes
the system, making it easy for disease to gain a foothold.

Nobody need fear consumption, kidney disease, liver trouble or a weak
heart and nervous system as long as the digestion is good and the stomach able
to assimilate plenty of wholesome food.

Stomach weakness shows itself in a score of ways and this little book
describes the symptoms and causes and points the way to a cure so simple that
anyone can understand and apply.

Thousands have some form of stomach trouble and do not know it. They
ascribe the headaches, the languor, nervousness, insomnia, palpitation, constip-
ation and similar symptoms to some other cause than the true one. Get your
digestion on the right track and the heart trouble, lung trouble, liver disease
and nervous debility will rapidly disappear.

T'his little book treats entirely on the cause and removal of indigestion and
its accompanying annoyances.

It describes the symptoms of Acid Dyspepsia, Nervous Dyspepsia, Slow
Dyspepsia, Amylaceous Dyspepsia, Catarrh of stomach and all affections of the
digestive organs in plain language easily understood and the cause removed.

It gives valuable suggestions as to diet, and contains a table giving length
of time required to digest various articles of food, something every person with
weak digestion should know.

No price is asked, but simply send your name and address plainly written
on a postal card to the F. A. Stuart Co., Marshall, Mich,, requesting a little
book on Stomach Diseases and it will be sent promptly by return mail.
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Buster Boys

is easy if you have the right kind of

i _ building material. ~ You can’t build

i ) /" them out of white flour. In making

: modern white flour nearly all the muscle-

building, bone-making elements in the

whole wheat grain are discarded. All

these are retained in SHREDDED

WHOLE WHEAT and are made di-

gestible by steam cooking, shredding
and baking.

‘A SHREDDED WHEAT BISCU IT
every morning for breakfast will give a
boy or girl all the nutriment that is
needed to grow on. It will fortify
them against the diseases of childhood.
TRISCUIT is the same as the biscuit
except that it is compressed into a
wafer. It is used as a toast in place
of white flour bread. It makes the

white flour cracker of commerce

look sickly and pale.

At all grocers. Our new illus-
trated Cook Book is sent free.
TheCanadian Shredded Wheat Co.,

LIMITED. 2120

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 Wellington Street, East.

=~ " «r1's ALL IN THE SHREDS"



The secret of the fine,
natural flavor of Libby’s
California Asparagus is
that ‘it is. put into the
tins immediately after
being cut in the ﬁelds.

Libby’s coatains
only the largest
and best spears
—every one per-
fect—and so
tender that
the whole
spear is
edible.

Insist upon
getting Libby’s.

to serve
cold as a
salad, or as

a delicious |

dinner -vege-
table.
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Leave off
Worry—
and Coffee

Drink well-made

POSTUM

and note how ‘‘things come
your way.”’

It’s worth thé trial!

“There’s a Reason.”

POSTUM CEREAL COMPANY, Ltd.,
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S. A.

BAKER’S
BREAKFAST

i1s made from the
best cocoa beans
scientifically

blended.

Absolutely pure,
healthful, and

delicious.

Get the genuine with our trade-mark on the package
53 Highest Awards in Europe and America

Walter Baker & Co. Limited

Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS.

Registered.
0. 8 Pat, Oft,

In principle and in efficiency
the enly perfect dentifrice 1s
CALOX, the Oxygen Tooth
Powder. lts principle is the
evolution of oxygen. Its efficiency
as a cleanser of the teeth is due
to the oxygen which it
generates when used.

All Druggists 25c.

Sample and boeklet free on request.
National Drug & Chemical [ %
Co. of Canada, Limited,

Montreal

MENNEN’

“FOR MINE”

Borated

Mennen’s 25 Powder

keeps my skin in healthy condition.

Sample Box for 4c. stamp.

GERHARD MENNEN CO.
Newark, N. J.

Trade Mark




