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§ & H WATERPROOF

9 8> capbLES,
‘BROWN HARNESS
{/BROWN LEATHER \U

DIRECTIONS FOR USE

STABLE
REQUISITES

SOLD BY ALL SADDLERS

AND
GENERAL MERCHANTS

HARNESS COMPOSITION—(Waterprooil).
JET BLACK OIL—Renews and Preserves.
SADDLE SOAP—-Cleans and Renovates.
HARNESS LIQUID-—Self-shining.
SADDLE PASTE -Gives a Waterproof Polish.
EBONITE WATERPROOF BLACKING
For Boots and Shoes—Requires no Brushing.

AGENTS FOR CANADA—B, & S, H. THOMPSON & CO., LiIMITED, MONTREAL.

L

3

AGENTS FOR WORCESTERSHIRE

T
\\ i

BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO THE KING AND
EMPEROR OF INDIA

CELEBRATED OILMAN’S STORES

e
iT Has No BouaL D€ Queen of Toflet Preparations” 'tentiely Removes and

Prevents all

45 ! BEETHAM’ & ROUGHNESS,
For KEEPING ‘g Y ; REDNESS,
THE SKIN ) 4 IRRITATION,
CHAPS, Etc.
SOFT’ INVALUABLE
SMOOTH, : : >y Soedin i
AND WHITE So0oT HING AND RBFRESHING THE SKIN

and 2s. 6d. from the effects of

e 1 1s. 9d..
Shle Mkcerwt WodEien: i y FROST, COLD WINDS

AT ALL SEASONS. M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England and HARD WATER

ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
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Christmas Number

The Christmas CANADIAN MAGAZINE will be as bright and

as varied as usual.

There will be contributions by the DUKE OF
ARGYLL (Marquis of Lorne), SIR GILBERT
PARKER, G. MERCER ADAM, G. B.
BURGIN, and A. G. BRADLEY.

These are five of the best writers who have written for a Ca-
nadian audience. Three of them are Britishers, two are Canadians,

but none of the five is now living in Canada.

There will be a special coloured cover — the
handsomest design which has yet graced a special
issue of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.
There will also be coloured illustrations, such as
have made this publication famous as the best
printed publication in Canada.

There will be more stories than usual. The story writers are:
DUKE OF ARGYLL, W. ALBERT HICKMAN, W. A.
FRASER, C. M. KEYS, G. B. BURGIN, HALLIDAY GIBBS
(Child’s Story), and perhaps one or two others. This will be an
especially fine collection of bright short stories.

The Christmas Number will, it is hoped, maintain

the fair name which the CANADIAN MAGA-

ZINE has gained throughout Canada, Great

Britain and the United States.

This special number will be sold at the regular price—twenty-five

cents a copy.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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Write for Samples and Price List (scnt Post Frce) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

LIMITED

BELFAST, IRELAND

and 156 to 170 Regent Street, London, W.
Gelegraphic Address: (“LINEN, BELFAST.”)

IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS
AND FURNISHERS TO
His Gracious Majesty THE HING,
H. R. H. The Princess of Wales,
MEMBERS OF THE ROYAL FAMILY AND THE
COURTS OF EUROPE.

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

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World,
Which, 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: Real Irish Linen Sheetings, fully bleached, two yards wide, 46c. per yard ;
2)4 yards wide, 57c. per yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, 6¢c. per yard; Surplice Linen,
14c. per yard. Dusters from 78c.; Linen Glass Cloths, $1.14 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen
Diaper, 17c. per yard. Beautiful Dress Linens, all new shades, from 24c. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 70c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.32 per doz.
Table Cloths, 2 yards square, 60c.; 2!4 yards by 3 yards, $1.32 each. Kitchen Table Cloths,
23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.06 per doz. Monograms, Crests, Coats of Arms,
Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special attention to Club, Hotel, or Mess Orders.)

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: Best quality Longcloth Bodies, with 4-fold fine linen fronts and cuffs,
$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.

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: ¢ The Cambrics of Robinson & Clcaver have
a world-wide fame.”—7%e Queen. ‘‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.”— Sylvia's
Home Journal, Children’s, 30c. per doz.; Ladies', 54c. per doz.; Gentlemen's, 78c. per doz.
Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66¢. per doz.; Gentlemen s, 94c. per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFES: COLLARS—Gentlemens 4-fold, all newest shapes, from $1.18
per doz. Currs—For Ladies and Gentlemen, from $1.42 per doz. ‘‘Surplice Makers to West-
minster Abbey,” and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘ Their Irish
Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness. "—Court Circular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises, trimmed
embroidery, 54c.; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial Outfits from
$50.00 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.00; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

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

ROBINSON @ CLEAYVER, Belfast, Ireland

NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.
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THE FREDERICK HOTELS, LIMITED
HOTEL

GREAT CENTRAL

LONDON
Eng.

Adjoining the Terminus of the
Great Central Railway. On
direct route by Express Cor-
ridor Trains with the Midlands,
Dukeries and the North.

Magnificent Modern Public
Rooms. Orchestras. Re-~
nowned Cuisine. Winter
Gardea. Terrace Prom-
enades. Covered Court-
yard. Elegant Private
Suites at Moderate Rates

Cables : Centellare, London.

**A Temple of Luxury."

For Tariffs and Brochures of these beautiful modern Hotels apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Toronto.

Luxury-Comfort: Economy

These Hotels decorated and furnished by MAPLE, London, the largest and most eminent furnishing house in
the World. Part Contractors to King Edward VII. Hetel, Toronto.

THE FAVORITE
CANADIAN
RENDEZVOUS

Within touch of the great Financial,
Commercial, Legal, Judicial, Med-
ical, Dramatic, Literary, Art,
Social, and Parliamentary centres,
all the great London termini, and
Shopping thoroughfares, yet quiet
and restful amidst its well-ordered
surroundings, the green parterres,
and grand old trees of Russell
Square.

Cables :

HOTEL

RUSSELL LONDON

Hotel Russell, London.

The Latést of the Sumptuous Hotel Palaces of Modern London.
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WINTER PATTERNS

look well, and are for Ladies, Gentlemen, and
Children, in Navy Blue, Black, Crimson,
Purple, Grey, Cream, Ete.

Prices from 28c. to $3.04 per Yard.

TWEEDS, DRESS FABRICS,
COATINGS, FLANNELS,
CHARITY MATERIALS, Etc.

Ladies’ Costumes from $6.40; Skirts
from $2.50; QGirls’ Dresses from $2.20;
Gentiemen’s Suits from $8.55; Overcoats
from $6.90; Boys' Suits from $2.60, Etc.,
to measure.

Any Length Sold. Special Rates for
Canada, Ete.
Patterns, Scif-Mcasurement Forms and /
No. 28— From $8.65, to measure. Price Lists, Post Free, from No. 275—From $7.10, to measure.

EGERTON BURNETT, Limited,
R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

I

IS BABY TEETHING?| | ==

All the troubles of teething are
effectually allayed by [

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S |

TEETHING

D"J.M.BARRIE says:—"WHAT
APAPRGINI | | CALL THE ARCADIA n N

Wy LADY NICOTINE vE
; IS THE A
K
we ik o seimes C R MIXTURE

AND NO OTHER?

Certified by Dr. Hassall to be absolutely

free from opium or morphia, hence safest and }T{ﬁ%fg\?‘s"ﬁm'“’ Invented by the 3rdGEarl olf}(]:";‘(m
G = edi “ @ M

best. Distinguished by trade mark, a gum GUARDS' “_Ju”) ium), = ?"'Caf;er: ankey

lancet. Don't be talked into having others. MUGGES' (S; G

SIL PHlLlP§ Extra specxal) In\ented by gol le Phlhps
SOLE MANUFACTURERS

: CARRERAS, Ltd., 7 Wardour St.
125 New North Road LONDON, W., ENGLAND. i
Hoxton, London, England Agents in Montreal—FRASER. VIGER & CO.,
209 and 211 St. James's Street.
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FO

R
COUGHS
AND COLDS

ASTHMA,
BRONCHITIS,

Congreve’s

Balsamic E |_ | Xl R

FOR 78 YEARS THE MOST
SUCCESSFUL REMEDY IN

Pulmonary Consumption

Of all Chemists and Medicine Vendors, or a supply for
one month, and a book sent by parcel post to Canada
on receipt of 3 dollars, by G. T. Congreve,
Coombe Lodge, Peckham, London, Eng.,

—  New BooKk 0N e—

CONSUMPTION

or PULMONARY TUBERCULOSIS and
its SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT

With Short Chapters on other Diseases of the Lungs
by Geo. Thos. Congreve. An entirely new edition.
Sixpence, Post Free.

16 <g
SPARKLING
GELATINE

FAMED for SIXTY YEARS

Gives a bright Transparent
Solution and is

Always Uniformly Strong,
and always trustworthy.

Sold in shredded form in well-
known checkerboard boxes.

Agents for Canada—
C. E. CoLson & Son, Montreal.
D. Masson & Co., Montreal.
ArtHur P. Trerer & Co.,
Toronto, St. John’s, N.B., and
Montreal.

HIGHEST AWARD AND PRIZE MEDAL,
Philadelphia Exhibition, 1876.

()AKEY’S Silversmiths’ Soap

For Cleaning Plate.

(AKEY’S Emery Cloth

Glass Paper, Black Lead.

(JAKEY’S ““Wellington’' Knife Polish.

Best for cleaning and polishing cutlery; 3d,,
6d., 1s, 2s. 6d. and 4s.

(AKEY’S Knife Boards

Prevent friction in Cleaning and Injury to
knives.

(JAKEY'S ‘‘Wellington" Black Lead.
(JAKEY'S *‘Polybrilliant” Metal Pomade,

Never becomes dry and hard like other metal
pastes.

(AKEY'S Goods Sold Everywhere.

By Ironmongers, Grocers, Ollmen, Brushmak-
ers, Druggists, etc.

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, Limited,

WELLINGTON MILLS, LONDON.

Representative in Canada:
JOHN FORMAN,
560 Craig Street, - Montreal.

over Fifty

Steedman’s

SOOTHING

Powders

For Children Cutting Teeth

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT.
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, etc. |

Preserve a healthy state of the
constitution during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN,
and the address: ~

Walworth
SURREY.
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| John J. M. Bult | |

(Dress and Frock Coat Specialist)

140 Fenchurch St., London, E.C. ‘
X

ENGLAND

CASH TAILOR

Patterns of cloth and self-measurement
forms sent on application,

SOME SPECIALTIES:

Dress Suit (silk lined), $20.50 l
Lounge Suit, 12.00 i
Norfolk and Breeches, 16.00 l

The largest assortment in London
of Tweeds, Cheviots, Flannels, Serges,
Trouserings, Vestings, and Light-
weight Water-proof Overcoatings.

Also Underclothing for Colonial
wear made to measure.

For Illustrated Booklet apply to TuE
CANADIAN MacGazinNg, Toronto.

“ROB_ RO\(m

HINKS, WELLS & CO. beg to draw atteaties

to this new series of

TURNED-UP POINTED & OTHER PENS,
mldnoi the same materials, by the same tools, by
am and at the same works as the
“WAVE&LEY * Series of Pens, which Hinxs,
Wn.u & Co. han for 3o years and upwards (priox
to S ber, 1901) factured for and supplied
to Messrs. Mncuivm & Cameron, Limited,

6d., 1s. & Gross Boxes. Sold by all Stationers
COMPARE OUR PRICES.

HINKS, WELLS & GO., BIRMINCHAM , ENGLAND
MAGIC LANTERNS

BIOSCOPES
Cheapest and Best in the
World. Delightful Home
Amusement. Drawing-
room Bioscope £3 3s.

Pamphengos Ol Lantern, giving
12 ft. pictures, £3 58. Biunial
L Lanterns, high-class effects. Bio-

scopes, £77s, worth £20. Cinemat-
b ograph Peep-Shows, £1212s. Illus-
trated Catalogues. 180 Choice En-
gravings free, 10d., smaller ditto,

. 60,000 Slide List, free, 7d.
Large Illustrated Cinematograph
List, free, 7d. Illustrated Film List, 6d

Specialist in Optical Projection.

W. C. HUGHES

ter House, 82 Mortimer Road, Kingsland, N.,
RS London, Eng.

BRAND’S
ESSENCE
OF BEEF

FOR INVALIDS

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED DIGESTION

Recommended by the Medical Profession
Throughout the World.

BRAND @ CO., Limited
MAYFAIR, LONDON, ENG.

AGENT FOR CANADA:
J. M. SCHEAK, 206 Carlaw Bldgs.
Wellington 8t. West, TORONTO

His Majesty’s Gallant 42nd Regiment,
“THE BLACK WATCH,”

whose name is carved deeply on the
scroll of tame, and whose record in the
annals of military history is second to
none in the glorious traditions of the
British Army, were engaged for the
Canadian National Exhibition, Toronto.
Bandmaster, T. Murray.

“THE BLACK WATCH,” the Glorious
42nd, are Equipped with a
Complete Set of the Famous

BESSON “PROTOTYPE”
INSTRUMENTS

BESSON & CO., Limited
196-198 Euston Read, London, England, N.W.

Agents:

MESSRS. J. L. ORME & SON, Sparks Street, Ottawa
MR. CHAS. LAVALLEE, 35 St. Lambert Hill, Montreal
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SACRIFICE SALE OF FINE BOOKS

a S we are winding up our affairs and going out of business, we have decided

to offer our entire stock of Fine Library Editions at 50 CTS. ON THE
DOLLAR. Sample volumes will be sent for inspection to any reputable
reader of this journal. Purchases of $10.00 and less, cash on delivery. Purchases
of over $10.00 and up to $25.00, payable $5 cash and balance by note at four
months. Purchases of over $25.00 to be settled as follows: One-fifth cash and
balance by notes at two, four and six months.
Transportation Charges to be Paid by Purchaser.

Fielding . s BTN e 12 vols. | Don Quixote ............. 4 vols.
L UL AR T I e - Montesquieu.... ... ..... S 1%
AUBBONY b0 e e * 2 P o T e e q &
Bronte......... G B VP - Rousseau ...... ...... e sk,
Edgeworth .............. % Raoelnle. . 5

These sets are dainty 12mos, bound in polished half-Morocco. The most charming books we

ever imported. Regular price, $3.00 per vol.,, NOW $1.60

The International Library of Famous Literature > o <o
nificent set of books—a library in itself-—20 vol. 8vo, half Morocco. Worth $60, now S3b.
GIOth, B W T I L e e e o o s A S R IR e S e I LAl A $20.

’ Large Svo, 25 vol. cloth, 3,000 illustrations.
Sco tt S waverly Novels rnxnitﬁxéed it a bargain al'S“); it's a gii{ all ‘Zd.s\‘ée.
With the World’s Great Travellers 5 Y- crown Svo, Buckram. A

beautiful Edition de Luxe. Regular
.................... sl A et LTSI S
’ 10 vols. thick crown, 8vo, cloth. © From Putnam'’s.

Th e worid S Orators A great book for lawyers and clergymen, Was $20,
N R R R A L D ST B e s e e o i $10.

’ 20 vols. c¢rown, 8ve, cloth. Limited edition from

H ugo S Complete works The Hawarden Press. Was $40, now.......... $20.
- Six large Svo vol. Half Morocco. Introduction by

The New Natural HlStory Ernest Seton Thompson. 72 magnificent color plates",
2,200 other illustrations. Widely sold at $35. Lovers of Nature Study will find it a great

bargalti-aty & 1o vy cnits St s 8l o (o e B o il i d K AR ShaR o py ke Tt $17.50.

A royal edition of the great dramatist-—10 beautiful 8vo, vols.—bound

Sh a kespea re in classic buckram with white labels. Edited by the noted Shakesperian
scholar, Dr. Alexander Dyce. Full notes and glossaries, illustrated with 187 full-page
etchings, photogravures and engravings—a $35 set for ... ... ... ... 00l $17.50.

price $28, now

The Century Dictionary and Cyclopedia and Atlas, 10 vol.

This Royal Reference Library needs no explanation—Write for special prices.

Besides the above we have numerous other sets of Standard Authors, Music, History, Belle-Lettres

~nd Works of Reference, to be cleared at the same sacrifice prices. Let us know what Author
1 wauld Jike to add to your library and we will furnish particulars. If there is any publication you
wve had offered you and been compelled to pass on account of the price, we probably have it in stock.

THE CANADIAN NEWSPAPER SYNDICATE

TORONTO, - ONTARIO
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AUTUMN PL

BLICATIONS

Whosoever Shall Offend

By F. MARION CRAWFORD

Hlustrated, - Cloth $1.50

The scene is laid in modern Rome
and Sicily.
Mr. Crawford’s most attractive crea-
tions.

The heroine is one of

The
Prisoner of Mademoiselle

By CHas. G. D. ROBERTS

Hlustrated, - Cloth $1.50
A romance of the land of Acadia,

full of delightful descriptions, dainty

love scenes and dramatic situations.

Jess & Co.

By J. J. BeLL, Author of Wee MacGreegor
Hlustrated, - Cloth $1.25

Tells how a young couple get under
way on the sea of matrimonial life—
their trials, joys, disappointments,
and final success—furnish the thread
of the story.

The Loves of Miss Anne

By S. R. CROCKETT

Cloth - - $1.50

A most delightful story. Miss Anne,
in spite of, or perhaps on account of,
her tricksy waywardness, is a most
captivating young person.

The Hound from the North

By RipGweLL CuLLum

Hlustrated, - Cloth $1.50
A thrilling story of adventure and
mystery, centring around the
‘“Hound ” with the scenes laid in the
Klondike and the Northwest.

Hearts in Exile

By JOHN OXENHAM
Photogravure Frontispiece, - Cloth $1.50

This is the story of Hope Palma, of
Serge Palma, and of Paul Pavlof: of
their endeavors to uplift the down-
trodden of Russia. A story of hero-
ism and sacrifice.

The Coming of the King

By JoserH HocCKING

Hlustrated, - Cloth $1.25

An impressive story of the first
stages of Noncomformity in Eng-
land in the days of Charles I.

The Brethren

By H. RIDER HAGGARD
Hlustrated, - Cloth $1.50

A romance of the Crusades. An
English girl is captured by Saladin,
but is rescued by two knights, ‘“The
Brethren,” who are both in love with
her.

THE COPP, CLARK CO., Limited, PUBLISHERS

TORONTO
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THE BOORS

OLD GORGON GRAHAM Geo. Horace Lorimer

Being more letters from the Self-made Merchant to his Son.

Cleverer and funnier than words can tell.

The first edition calls for 50,000 copies. The demand for these letters
is tremendous, and it is no wonder, when every sentence contains so much
common sense clothed in so much wit.

The book itself is very attractive, bound in dark green cloth, with white
title band. Cloth, 16 pictures, $1.25

THE MYSTERY OF MIRIAM J. Wesley Johnston

)

Those who remember ‘¢ Dwellers in Gotham " will not be surprised to learn
that his latest story will be among the most successful books of the season.

The Montreal Star predicts ‘‘a signal success for the novel.”

The Zoronto Saturday Night says it's one of the most enjoyable and best
balanced books published for some time. :

Paper, 75c.; Cloth, $1.25

THE BELLE OF BOWLING GREEN Amelia E. Barr

Whose books are so popular that only the title of a new one need be known to
guarantee its sale.

When it is added that this story takes one to the early New York days, so
full of love and adventure, interest is at once aroused.

Cloth, $1.25

BY THE QUEEN’S GRACE Virna Sheard

For her story Mrs. Sheard has chosen the picturesque period of the reign
of ““ good Queen Bess.” She has read her history well and given a thoroughly
satisfactory color and atmosphere to the story. Indeed, the reader will find it a
very charming and delightful book, that when read will be recommended to
one’s friends. Cloth, illustrated, $1.25

THE :MYSTIC SPRING D. W. Higgins

Thrilling sketches of western life in the early pioneer days of the gold
excitement. The reviewers proclaim the author the Bret Harte of Canada.
¢ The stamp of genius is on every line.”—Victoria Colonist.

Cloth, illustrated, $1.50
At all bookstores or sent postpaid

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher,
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TO READ

GOD’S GOOD MAN Marie Corelli

The best and grandest story Miss Corelli has yet written, and one that will
prove more popular than any novel of the year.

The English publishers say that the number of outside orders received ex-
ceeds anything they have ever known, the American publishers also have run
order away up and Canadians have been waiting impatiently for the past month
for any opportunity to buy and read.

The first edition is simply melting away.

You have all to gain by reading ‘“ God’s Good Man.”

Paper, 75c.; Cloth, $1.25

THE PROSPECTOR Ralph Connor

Needs no introduction to the reading public while ‘“ The Man from Glen-
garry ” is still in its memory.

The title alone of his new book would prepare us for a tale of intense in-
terest, and takes the reader away west to Crow’s Nest.

A description of a football match in which Varsity and McGill struggle for
mastery, will rouse every drop of the sport-lover's blood.

Cloth, $1.25

PATHFINDERS OF THE WEST Agnes C. Laut

No lover of romance should be without this book. It is the history of how
a man, alone and unaided, marched into the wilderness, confronted by enemies,
dangers and difficulties, and conquered the impossible.

Cloth, illustrated, $2.00

DEACON LYSANDER Sarah McL. Greene

Whose book ‘‘ Vesty of the Basins” published a couple of years ago was so
popular.  Her latest will undoubtedly win for its author more friends than ever.

Cloth, $1.00

THE HOUSE OF FULFILMENT George Madden Martin

““Emmy Lou” won the hearts of every one, and to find the same character
under a new name will delight and charm.
New York Sun says: ‘‘She’s delightful in every way.”

Cloth, illustrated, $1.25

upon receipt of price by the publishers.

29-33 Richmond Street West, Toronto
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SECOND EDITION

Bl | QuebecUnder
Two Flags

SDCTIONARY
Itis ‘ |
OPINIONS OF THE PRESS

1 he Bt‘St‘\ | 5 .
f | “This book has the merit of being concrete and categorical.
or [l | It keeps to the region of facts, and leaves the rhapsodical style
! | Home @ | to those who are less sure of their ground."— 7he Nation.
I | - | “ The latter volume somewhat resembles Robertson's ‘ Land
a - > o > - ¢ 1d < 4 ¢ SC L @ S -+ J Nd-
N Re lL(lbI( o // S(‘hOOl(SQ{fl(‘e_“ ‘ marks of Toronto, although it is not quite such a storehouse
v N | of historical rubbish.”~7he Canadian Magazine.

ERS D ICT'ON ARY | ““ This subject is handled in(\-lli?cml_\ by our authors .

. y o v w A
succinct but satisfactory history o the city. ' —New York Herald.

WEBST
! ‘ “Much the best handbook of Quebec that exists.——New Vork
| Evening Post,
| “Son nouvel ouvrage fait le bref historigue de Québec sous les

deux régimes, et donne les détails les plus complets sur son état
actuel, au point de vue civil, artisque et religieux.”—ZLa Patrie,

Includes in the New Edition

25,000 NEW WORDS, Etc.
New Gazetteer of the World
New Biographical Dictionary
Edited by W. T. HARRIS, Ph.D., LL.D.,
United States Commissioner of Education.
2380 Quarto Pages. 5000 Illustrations.

New Plates. Rich Bindings.

FREE, '"A Test in Pronunciation,”” i
structive and entertaining.  Also illustrated pamphlet,

G. & C. MERRIAM CO.,

Publishers, Springfield, Mass., U. 8. A.

“ 1t is valuable both because it is readable and because it is
trustworthy.”— Review of Historical Public attons, Toronto.

“It will be a pleasure to recur to these interesting chapters,
and especially to the newer facts which they disclose.”—7he
Crazette.

“No topic connected with the story of Quebec has been
neglected by the authors, who deserve the highest credit for all
the pains they must have taken in producing so exhaustive a
work."—The Star.

This work may be ordered through the MussoN
Book Co., Toronto, or direct from the QUEBEC
NEws CO., Quebec; price, $2.50. A limited edition
in 2 vols., with 50 photogravures and 3 colored
plates, full bound, gilt edges ; price, $6.00.

A Splendid Boys’ Magazine

COLOURED PLATE % o viee 10e

“The Boy's Own Paper”

This splendid magazine should be in the hands
of every boy of school or college age. It is the
best boys’ magazine ever published. It appeals to

every manly boy who loves fiction, adventure, travel
or sports. It is of the best literary quality, and the
leading writers of boys’ stories contribute to its
| pllgeS.
: Copiously Illustrated.
Colored Plate in Each Part.

Sample copies sent on receipt of price.

Price—$1.20 by the Year New volume begins with November number.
10 Cents for Each Number

Warwick Bros. & Rutler, vmited

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS, - TORONTO
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A High-class School
for Girls and You ng

Ladies—One of the

) very best equipped
Colleges in Canada,

with all the advant-
COLLEGE ;::::x:
in the Capital of the

OTTAWA Dominion,

PREPARES FOR THE UNIVERSITY.
PREPARES FOR LIFE,

Situation beautiful and healthful.
Accommodation ample,
All Departments fully equipped.
Teachers of high standing carefully chosen,
Music (Canadian Conservatory).
Superior Home life,
WRITE FOR CALENDAR.
MRS, J. GRANT NEEDHAM,
Lady Principal.
REV. W. D. ARMSTRONG, M.A., D.D., ‘

President.

The haifsized sulary goes to the man
who has but halt developed hisabilities, 1t
You are earning but halr what you need,
we ean qualify yvou for promotion in your
present work or prepare you for a more
congenial position and better salary, We
are doing it right in your own district
every day for others, to whom we can re-
fer you.

Thousands of our students have become
Civil Engineers, Electricians, Architects,
Iustrators, Advertising Writers, Mana-
gers, Superintendents, Foremen-—all as
the final resultof filling inthe coupon
shown below,

If you want to know how you can dupli-
cate their success and make your waste
hours worth dollars to you, cat out, fill in
and mail us this coupon,

It costs nothing to find out.

Doitnow!?

1
' International Correspondence Schools, 2
[ ' Jox 1333, SORANTON, PA, '
| : Please send me your booklet,'*1001 Stories of Success,’” ,'
14 | " and explain how | can qualify for the position "
, : before which | have marked X i
|
Ll 1
On Ica 5 | I Advertising Writer] Electrician '
- | | Show Card writer Elec. Ratlway supt. | |
' Window mmer ec, 8 ng Supt. '
RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS | gg::grg;ﬁﬁ; 2 ggg;fngns‘;g;-" ‘
170 Bloor Street West, Toronto ; Mechan. Draughteman gme!;gg neer :
> E * : X | ' Architect Mining Engineer '
Thorough course in English Languages, Music, Art, | ' Ne per Ilustrator #uildlng (ll:?lntrl;ctor '
. g |
Elocution, Physical Culture and Domestic Science. | ; &‘;"u al;errvll)::&ner G:.;eré‘:;lne:;n e :
‘px‘cpal:(:s for University and Departmental Examina- | ) gohr.n‘:xl::chl kit i;ﬁ:&g’:”y “ '
tions. Kindergarten and Primary Departments. Teach- | : :
ers thoroughly qualified and of highest standing. | ' '
Specialists in the various Departments. Extensive and | :
beautiful grounds, .
For Prospectus apply to “
MISS PHILLPOTTS 3

|
( :
Lady Principal (8 PRl el SRR o ol e B o il
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- Toronto Conservdtor}_’y”of Music

S N IR E R e e

)

Send for New Calendar containing latest changes of Curriculum, Examination Requirements, Etc.
SCHOOL OF LITERATURE AND EXPRESSION.

Mrs. N1cHoLsoN-CUTTER, Principal.

Sir Joun A. Boyp, K.C.M.G., President.
Dr. Epwarp FISHER, Musical Director.

PROPOSED UPPER SCHOOL BUILDING
RlDLEY COLLEGE ST. CATHARINES, ONT. Upper School—Boys prepared for the Universities and for business.

s Lower School—A fine new building, under charge of H.

For Calendar, etc., apply to REV. J. 0. MILLER, M.A., Principal.

G. Williams, Esq., B.A., Vice-Principal.

Havergal College

Pupils are prepared for Matriculation at the University of
Toronto, for the Havergal Diploma, and for Examinations
in Music and Art.

TORONTO
PRINCIPAL : Miss Knox—St. Hugh's Hall, Oxford ; Uni-

versity of Oxford, First-Class Final ljlonor Examination ;

Cambridge University, Diploma in Teaching; First
Pivision Government Certificate.

Heads of Departments:

HOUSE—Miss Edgar, B.A., University of Toronto; First
Class Honors in English, French, German, Spanish,
Italian ; Governor-General's Medal.

DAY SCHOOL—Miss Chambers, Girton College, Cam-
bridge; Honors in Mathematical Tripos, Theory of
Tcachln%\,’ University of Cambridge.

HEALTH—Miss Nainby, Cambridge and South Kensing-
ton Certificates.

JUNIOR SCHOOL—Miss Woed, B.A., London Univer-
sity, Westfield College.

Assisted by 20 resident mistreases who are graduates of various English

and Canadian Universities, and by 31 visiting masters and teachers.

Special attention is given to Physical Training under Miss
Fotf\eringham and Miss Burnham, graduates of Dr. Sar-
gent's Academy at Boston, who reside in the School and
give individual care to the pupils.

Large grounds attached to the College afford ample space
for tennis, basket ball, cricket, etc., in the summer, and for
hockey upon the full-sized rink in winter.

Miss Burnaby, graduate of the Behnke Method of Elocu-
tion, has joined the College, and takes charge of the reading
and elocution classes throughout the College.

In the Junior School the Curriculum includes, among other
subjects, Elementary Courses in Cooking, Wood Carving
and Domestic Science.

A Kindergarten is attached to the School.

All information may be obtained by letter or by application
to the Bursar's Office, Havergal College.

NEW BUILDINGS NOW BEING FSECTE i il
ST. AN D REW’S CO LLEGE : Rgé)iﬁﬁn%’é. Boys prepare&
Residential and Day School for Boys. TORONTO

D

& and Business. 250 pupils in attendance.
*

Separate ‘Juni
for Universit,ig:

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

.
k
E
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“«@len Mawr”

RESIDENTIAL AND
DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

651 SPADINA AVENUE TORONTO

Thorough English Course.
Individual Attention. Pupils Prepared for the
Universities and for Examinations in Music

and Art. Large staff of Resident and
Visiting Teachers.

MISS VEALS, PRINCIPAL.

TRINITY COLLEGE SCHOOL

PORT HOPE

—

Residential School for Boys

Founded 1865

For Calendar and all particulars, apply to B
the Head Master,
REV. OSWALD RIGBY, M.A. (Cambridge), LL.D., '

For twelve years Professor of History and Dean
of Residence, Trinity University, Toronto.

Ontario Ladies’ College

and Ontario co!\.ervatory of Music and Art,

WHITBY, ONT.

Ideal home life in a beautiful castle, modelled after one
of the palatial homes of KEnglish aristocracy.

The latest and best equipment in every department,
backed up by the largest and strongest staff %‘ specialists to be
found in any similar college in Canada. Sufficiently near the
city to enioy its advantages $n concerts, etc., and yet away from
its distractions, in an atmosphere and environment most con-
ducive to mental, moral and physical stamina. Send for new
illustrated calendar to

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

WESTBOURNE
SCHOOL for GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West
TORONTO - CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed and convenient. Students prepared for
University and Departmental Examinations. Spec-
jalists in each department. Affiliated with the
Toronto Conservatory of Music. Dr. Edward
Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray Knowles,
R. C. A., Art Director; Miss M. Parsons, in charge
of Domestic_Science Department. For announce-
ment and informati dd the Principal

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.
MISS S. E. DALLAS, Mus. Bac.
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THE BISHOP STRACHAN
SCHOOL wrxnmas s

College Street, TORONTO
THIRTY-SEVENTH YEAR
A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal

The ParkdaieChurch School

161 Dunn Avenue, TORONTO
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN FOR GIRLS AND BOYS
For Calendar apply to
Miss MIDDLETON, Lady Principal

|

BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL GROUNDS

7 St. Margaret's
| COHCgC, TORONTO

A Boarding and Day School for Girly

Full Academic Department
‘“ Musical &y

“ An ‘“
‘‘ Domestic Science ¢
‘“ Elocution "
‘‘ Physical Culture **

Only teachers of the highest academic ang
professional standirg employed.
RGE

MRS. GE DICKSON,
o
GEORGE DICKSON, M.A., T
Directoe,

SCHOOL OF MINING |

AFFILIATED TO QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY |
KINGSTON, ONTARIO

1. Four Years’ Course for a Degree
(B. Sc.)

and 2. Three Years’ Course for a Dip-

| BRANKSOME
licamptdic e EUE HALL

\
THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED: '

(c) Mineralogy and Geology
(d) Chemical Engineering A High-class Residential
! and Day School for Girls
(f) Mechanical Engineering f 102 BLOOR 8T. EAST, - TORONTO
(g) Electrical Engineering {

(h) Biology and Public Health

(e) Civil Engineering

Under the joint management of MISS
SCOTT, formerly principal of Girls' Depart-

ment of the Provincial Model School, Tor-
For Czjllendar of the School and further onto, and MISS MERRICK. forme;‘l_v =
information, apply to the Secretary, Kingston.

School of Mining, Kingston, Ont. ( For circular, apply to Miss Scott.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 19

The School— T HE C ENTRAL

CoLLca. BUILDING Business College of Toronto

The Force—w. H. SHAW, Principal, with a staff of

Eighteen competent and experienced Teachers.

The Produ(:t-—?’w('lve Hundred bright young men and
women well trained for business pursuitq who speedily
occupy the best positions available in commercial
life. Our work is thorough, our methods are fair
and honest. Worite for our catalogues and arrange
to let us help you. You may enter any time.

Address, W. H. SHAW, Principal

W. H. SHAW

The ONTARIO AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE,

GUELPH,

Through the MACDONALD INSTITUTE

Provides thorough courses in

Nature Study, Domestic Science and Nanual Training

In September ot each year commence the Normal Courses for teachers in all
departments and the Two-year course in theory and practice of Housekeeping.

Short courses in Nature Study and Domestic Science and Art open in Sep-
tember, January, April and July.

The Macdonald Hall for the accommodation of young women attending the In-
stitute will be ready for use at the beginning of the College year in September, 1904.

For further information address

G. C. CREELMAN, B.SA,, or W. H. MULDREW, B.A., D. Paed.,
President of the College, Guelph, Ont. Dean of Institute, Guelph, Ont.
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Ontario School
of

Practical Science
Toronto

Established 1878

The Faculty of Applied
Science and Engineering
of the University
of Toronto

DEPARTMENTS OF INSTRUCTION—
1,—CIVIL ENGINEERING 2.—MINING ENGINEERING
3.—MECHANICAL and ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING
4—ARCHITECTURE
5—ANALYTICAL and APPLIED CHEMISTRY
The Laboratories in all Departments are fully equipped with the most modern apparatus.
The Calendar, which contains a list showing the positions held by graduates, will be mailed ‘o

- A. T. LAING, Registrar

Hundreds of young men will be wanted as tele- Just ASk to See the Readers’ GUide
graph operators on the Grand Trunk Pacific and
other lines. Why not

LEARN TELEGRAPHY How long have you been looking for
o T information upon that ‘““topic”? Ask
NORTHER, your librarian to let you see the Read-

ers’ Guide. You will be surprised to
find how quickly your troubles will

and‘ee r:ady Jok's s posithindt vanish. Its great value lies in the fact
e have a first-clas i t, h h e %
ggurse of t)énst;ructicm. aesi?ag‘llglg?;el;ier?cgdoé‘g:c a that it increases the value of b
s; our terms are moderate. i i i
A few months spent in this department will other WAEReIAe 10 the llbrary'
qua){fy you to ﬂl} a splendid position.
Full information sent free to any address. The H. W. WILSON COMPANY, Minneapolis

C. A. FLEMING, Principal, Owen Sound, Ont. Publishers of the ONE-PLACE Bibliographies

Toronto School of Physical Culture and Expression
SIMPSON HALL, 734 YONGE ST. (Near Bloor)

. ’ » Fitted with every Modern Appliance
LadleS Gym nasium under Healthful Conditions.

CONSTANCE W. WREYFORD, A.T.C.M., Director of Physical Culture.
CLARENCE L. STARR, M.D., Medical Adviser.

RHODA BLOCK, A.T.C.M., Specialist in Elocution and Dramatie Art.
JULES LESLABY, Fencing Master, late instructor in French Army.

NEW CALENDAR MAILED

ON APPLICATION. OUR TEACHERS COURSE is a Special Feature.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

21

THE VITAL TOUCH
ONE OF THE 300 EFFECTIVE
METHODS KNOWN TO JIU JITSU
FOR DISPDSING OF A DANGER-
0US ANTAGONIST.

GhHe Japanese National System of Physical

Training and Self-Defence

After being jealously guarded as a national secret for over two thousand years, a full exposition of
the art of Jiu-Jitsu

the most wonderful and mysterious physical science in the whole world—will be
given to the American public. i b3 e

Jiu-Jitsu embraces a system of physical training which, without artificiai means,
develops every muscle and tissue and strengthens every organ in the human body. The
Japanese, though small of stature, possess the most perfect physical development of
any nationality, and attribute their wonderful strength and power of endurance solely to
the practice of Jiu-Jitsu,

As a means of self-defence, Jiu-Jitsu is as potent at short range as the most deadly
weapon. A knowledge of its self-preserving principles makes the timid man bold,
courageous and self-reliant. There are over three hundred methods of weaponless war-
fare known to the art, any one of which will enable a man of average strength to dispose
of the most formidable antagonist with an ease and rapidity which is astonishing.

When once a person skilled in the art effects one of the Jiu-Jitsu “holds” it is utterly
useless for an opponent to offer resistance. It makes no difference how unequally
matched in point of size or strength the contestants may be, a knowledge of Jiu-Jitsu
will enable a child of fourteen years to overcome and render powerless a man of thrice
his strength,

FIRST LESSON SENT FREE

Mr. Y. K. Yabe, who has been the most successful teacher of the art in all Japan, has been
delegated to give instruction in Jiu-Jitsu to Americans by correspondence, He has just written an
intensely interesting book which explains the principles of this wonderful system and describes the
evolution of Jiu-Jitsu during the past two thousand years. So long as the edition lasts, this book
together with the first lesson in the art, will be sent free to interested persons, The lesson s fully
{llustrated with full page half-tone engravings, and teaches one of the most effective methods
known to Jiu-Jitsu for deposing of a dangerous antagonist

If you want to learn all the closely guarded secrets of this marvelous science which for centuries
past have been locked in the breasts of the Samurai ; if you would know how to defend yourself
against any form of vicious attack and render helpless your assailant, you should write for this free
book and specimen lesson to-day. It will be sent postpaid by return mail. Address

THE YABE SCHOOL OF JIU-JITSU, 154N Realty Bldg., Rochester, N.Y.

——

-2 o F o o ‘ii ]

We have now in stock at our New Warehouse,

QUEEN CITY RINK, Church St., a thorough,

complete and full assortment of all kinds of

Our PAPER STOCK

BROWN BROS- LIMITED

Temporary Office, 96 YONGE STREKET

PAPER, STATIONERY |
OFFICE REQUIREMENTS
ACCOUNT BOOKS
LEATHER GOODS
OFFICE DIARIES, 1905
PRINTERS' SUPPLIES
BINDERS’ MATERIAL
BOOKBINDING, Every Style

Is exceptionally complete and good.

NEW GOODS ARRIVING EVERY DAY.
CLOSE PRICES.

TORONTO

BUSINESS
|COLLEGE
HAMILTON, ONT.

for its 43rd year, offer-

ing superior advan-
tages for a

BUSINESS
TRAINING

It is one of the
oldest and most
successful in
Canada
and has a splendid
business connection.

Send or Prospectus to

R. E. GALLAGHER, Principal

Canada Business College,
HAMILTON

Mention Canadian Magazine.
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Solid
Coﬁﬁﬁent

ALL THINKING
MEN

Must take thought of the time when
their energies will become impaired,
when their ability to produce the
necessities of life is not sufficient
for the requirements of old age.
Such reflections suggest the use-
fulness of a policy of

ENDOWMENT INSURANCE.

By it two important ends are
accomplished —the guarantee of a
certain sum for one’s declining
years, and that very important con-
sideration, certain provision for the
family.

We would be pleased to send
you full particulars of a policy at
your age.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE
ASSURANCE  COMPANY.

Home Office, Toronto, Ont.

JOHN L. BLAIKIE, President.
L. GOLDMAN, A.LA,, F.C.A,, Managing Director.
W. B. TAYLOR, B.A,, LL.B., Secretary.

Bank of Hamilt:n

Board of Directors
HON. WM. GIESON J. TURNBULL
President Vice-President,
John Proctor Geo. Roach A. B. Lee (Toronto)
J. S. Hendrie, M.L.A. Geo. Rutherford
Capital, $2,200,000
Reserve and Surplus Profits, $2,000,000
Total Assets, $23,500,000

J. TURNBULL, General Manager
H. M. WATSON, Inspector

HEAD OFFICE - HAMILTON, ONT.

Branches
Atwood Hagersville Mitchell Saskat N.W.T.
Beamaville Hamilton Minnedosa, Man. Simcoe
Berlin ‘  Barton 8t. Miami, Man. Southampton
Blyth ‘*  East End Moose Jaw, N.W.T. Stonewall, Man,
Brandon, Man, West, End Morden, Man. Teeswater
Brantford ‘‘ Deering Br. Niagara Falls Toronto—
Carman, Man. Hamiota, Man. Niag. Falls South Yonge “treet
Chesley Indian Head, N.W.T. Orangeville Queen & Spadina
Delhi Jarvis, Ont. Owen Sound Vancouver, B.C,
Dundas Kamloops, B.C. Palmerston Wingham
Dundalk Listowel Pilot Mound, Man. Winkler, Man.
Dunnville Lucknow Plum Coulee * Winnipeg, Man,—
Georgetown Manitou, Man. Port Elgin Grain Kxchange
Gladstone, Man. Melfort, Sask. Port Rowan Main St. Branch
Gorrie Midland Ripley Wroxeter
Grimsby Milton Roland, Man.

Correspondents in United Rtates: New York—Fourth National Bank
and Hanover Nati nk. Bost: nter Trust Co, Buffalo—
Marine National Bank. Detroit—Detroit National Bank. Chicago—Conti-
nental National Bank and First National Bank. Kansas City—Nutional Bank
of Commerce. Philadelphia—Merchants National Bank San Francisco—
Crocker-Woolworth National Bank. St. Louis—National Bank of Commerce,
&m::&mndenu in Great Britain—National Provincial Bank of England

Correspondence Solicited

THE

CANADIAN GAZETTE

A Wecekly Journal of Information and Comment
upon Matters of Use and Interest to those
concerned in Canada, Canadian Emi-

gration and Canadian Investments.

Edited by THOMAS SHKINNER

Compiler and Editor of “The Stock Exchange
Year-Book,” *“The Directory of Directors,” &o.

EVERY THURSDAY  PRICE THREEPENCE

EDITORIAL AND ADVERTISEMENT OFFICES :

I ROYAL EXCHANGE BUILDINGS, LONDON

SUBSCRIPTIONS—For Canada and the Con-
tinent, the charge, including postage, is 4d. per
Copy, 4s. 6d. for Three Months, gs. for Six
Months, and 18s. for Twelve Months.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

A PRACTICAL PATRIOT

WRITES:

“] had a $1,000 policy in the - Life (one of the big
American Companies) which I have decided to drop, after paying
three premiums, and take out a $2,000 policy in the CROWN LIFE,

for two reasons:

“1st. I believe the Crown Life a better and cheaper Policy, giving equal
and perhaps better results, and

“2nd. 1 am British-Canadian and believe in your motto, ‘Keep Your
Money in Canada.’”

The Crown Life Insurance Co.
HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO

SIR CHARLES TUPPER, Barrt., JOHN CHARLTON, M.P., GEO. H. ROBERTS,

PRESIDENT. Vice-PRESIDENT. MANAGING DIRECTOR.

““ Where the Days are Long.”

ONTARIO

THE PREMIER PROVINCE OF CANADA

Rich in Forest, Farm and Mine. The Farmer, the Lumber-
man, the Miner, the Manufacturer or the Sportsman may
obtain much information of value from the publications of
the Department of Crown Lands, Toronto—Excellent Mining
Laws— Liberal Homestead Regulations—the absence of Pro-
vincial taxation—make Ontario a desirable field for emigration.
Write for Maps, etc., to
HON. E. J. DAVIS,

Commissioner of Crown Lands.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid up . . $1,000,000
Reserve Fund . . . $1,000,000

DIRECTORS
R. H. WARDEN, D.D., PRESIDENT. S. J. MOORE, Es@., VICE-PRESIDENT.

D. E. THOMSON, K.C. HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C,
THOS. BRADSHAW, Esg.

HEAD OFFICE:
Canada Life Building, 40-46 King Street West - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, GENERAL MANAGER.

BRANCHES
BRIGDEN EaAsT TORONTO PicTon IN TORONTO—Canapa Lire BuiLpING
BROCKVILLE MiLTOoN STREETSVILLE CorNER COLLEGE AND BATHURST STREETS
BRUSSELS PETROLIA SurtoNn WEsT CorNER DUNDAS AND ARTHUR STREETS
WELLINGTON CorNER QUEEN AND McCAUL STREETS
A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED
DRAFTS BOUGHT AND SOLD LETTERS OF CREDIT ISSUED

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES

INTEREST AT HIGHEST RATES ALLOWED-ADDED TWICE A YEAR

The London Life

Insurance Company
HEAD OFFICE: - LONDON, CANADA

oD Every Facilify

Since incorporation, the Company
has paid to Policyholders or

Heirs, OVEL et s0e s o'sosiepied oo v 51,000,000 EI;AIE‘OKFICES OF THIS COM-
v S . O NY ARE CONVENIENTLY
AN has sk o Yot LOCATED AT 22 KING ST.
ho'.ers to m?et uture eat EAST, TORONTO.
Claims, Maturing Endowments, ITS CUSTOMERS
CLOTIOVBR 112k o Cobivi o ShRIBIRin e $1,500,000 ARE AFFORDED EVERY
AND has a Surplus in excess of {;‘I‘T%I %‘0’[:{,}‘,’ IE(())EI%I:TX}\":%
all liabilities to the public, of over  $100,000 CONSERVATIVE MANAGE-
The Company issues all the Standard DLINES
policies on as favorable terms as other first- s
class companies, besides SPECIAL Policies ?\;‘ff({)gISTSRI?gE?VOI?DAiI% Uf:-
Wl.‘lich afford exceptional advantages in cer- INTEREST ON DAIE‘\/?
tain respects. BALANCES.

Any agent ot the Company will give full
particulars as to rates, etc.

National Trust

JOHN McCLARY, Esq., President COMPANY, LIMITED
A. 0. JEFFERY, K.C., LL.D., D.C.L.,
Vice-President
JOHN G. RICHTER, Esq., General Manager
EDWARD E. REID, B.A., A.LA.,
Asst. Manager and Actuary
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CONFEDERATION
LIFE

ASSOCIATION

THE

BENEFITS
CONFERRED

BY A

GUARANTEED DIVIDEND
POLICY

in the Confederation Life Association should be enquired
into by all those desiring to secure a policy containing

LIBERAL GUARANTEES
AND

PERFECT SECURITY

On account of the clearness and precision of its terms and
the extremely liberal and definite guarantees it offers this
form of policy is deservedly popular.

Full Information sent on Application to the Head Office
W. H. BEATTY, ESQ.

President
W. C. MACDONALD, Actuary J. K. MACDONALD, Managing Director

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO, CANADA
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CANADA

PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION B o

RESERVE FUND,
INVESTED FUNDS, - $23,300,000.00

Deposits Received 10 o é:nr:u:)]:;nd d
Interest Allowed at 9 0O Twice %ach i(ear

Every Facility Absolute Security

DEPOSIT BY MAIL. SEND FOR BOOKLET.

14=18 Toronto Street, Toronto.

THE

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE
HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets - - - - $2,763,960 70
Surplus to Policyholders B - - 1,052,760 70
Paid to Policyholders in 1903 - - 204,018 49

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER J. K. MeCUTCHEON
President and Managing Director _ Superintendent of Agencies
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Paid-Up Capital, $8,700,000

B. E. WALKER, GENERAL MANAGER

110 Branches

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE--TORONTO

HON. GEO. A. COX, PRESIDENT
ALEX. LAIRD, AssT. GENERAL MANAGER

in Canada, the United States
and England

A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED

TRAVELLERS’ LETTERS OF CREDIT

The Travellers’ Letters of Credit issued by this Bank are a great
convenience to Travellers. They may be obtained available in all parts
of the world, and the holder is enabled, without risk or difficulty, to
obtain such sums as he requires at any point in his journey.

Reserve Fund, $3,000,000

BEFORE
YOU DECIDE

make it a point to procure full
particulars of their Perfect Pro-
tection Policy from the Great-
West Life Assurance Company.
A postal card, giving your
name, address and date of birth,
will secure this.

The Great-West
Life Assurance Co.

Head Office - Winnipeg

Branch Offices
MONTREAL ST. JOHN
VANCOUVER

TORONTO
CALGARY

The

Northern Life

PRESENTS
A SUCCESSFUL RECORD

for the first half of the year 1go4.
As compared with same period last
year it shows

An Increase in Premium Income
of 21 Per Cent.

An Increase of Interest Bearing
Assets of 24 Per Cent.

The Northern will give you just
the kind of policy you want.

For information write to Head
Office, or apply to any of our agents.

HEAD OFFICE : JOHN MILNE,
LONDON, ONT. Managing Director.

We have a few good openings for live, energetic
agents.
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C Strong,
Ideal ompany 1yioorous

OF CANADA.

IS 34 years old;

HAS Assets now exceeding $8,000,000 ;

HAS a surplus (on Government Valuation Standard), of nearly $900,000 ;
HAS nearly 30,000 policyholders ;

HAS nearly $40,000,000 of Insurance in force ;

HAS paid over $6,500,000 in cash to policyholders or to their families, and still
HAS in Reserve, for their security, over $7,000,000, in solid assets.

S 't This Company holds in Reserve a Greater Sum
ecurl y than the Government Standard calls for, thus

affording its policyholders Absolute Security.

I L d This Company Stands At The Head of Ca-
t ea S nadian Companies, Canadian business, in the
: net amount of insurance in force Gained over

all its competitors during the past Five Years,
as shown by the Government Reports.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

A. HOSKIN, K.C.,
HON. JUSTICE BRITTON,

W. H. RIDDELL, SECRETARY

ROBERT MELVIN,

% ViICE-PRESIDENTS
PRESIDENT

GEO. WEGENAST, MANAGER
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1A TS L EINCE A

EVERY USER SAYS SO OF

“YKTANE

BRAND

WRITING INHK MUCILAGE
CARBON PAPER TYPEWRITER RIBBONS

USE THEM ALL—THEY WILL SUIT_;YOU

AT YOUR STATIONERS.

THE COLONIAL INK CO., Limited

PETERBOROUGH, CANADA

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM OAKVLLLE

THIS Sanitarium,
established some
eleven years ago for
the treatment of
Alcoholic and Drug
‘ diseases, has had a
very successful car-
eer, and is now the
acknowledged lead-
ing institution of its
kind in Canada.

The spacious
grounds are delight-
fully situated on
Lake Ontario, and
the patients freely
avail themselves of

“INLAKEHURST GROUNDS

the facilities for Lawn Tennis, Bowling, Boating and Bathing.
For terms, etc., Address the Manager, LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE
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WESTERN CANADA

Produces the Most RemarKable Yields of

GRAIN, ROOTS and VEGETABLES

The productiveness of the rich loams and soils that are to be found almost every-
where throughout the Province of Manitoba and the territories of Assiniboia, Sas-
katchewan ‘and Alberta, are now so well known that it is a subject of great interest
throughout all the Western States, as well as in Great Britain and Ireland, and on
the Continent.

CUTTING WHEAT IN THE CANADIAN NORTHWEST.

During the past seven years the immigration has been most phenomenal, and the
prospects are that during the next few years this immigration will continue in largely
increasing numbers. It is confidently assumed that the same degree of success that
?ttended the work of the farmer during the past few years will be repeated in the
uture.

FREE HOMESTEADS may be had in almost all the land districts. Adjoining land
may be purchased from the railway and land companies. Many cases have been re-
corded where the farmer has paid the entire purchase price of his land out of the
first crop.

The matter of climate is one that demands the attention of those seeking a home.
The climate of Western Canada is one that is highly spoken of by all who have made
it their home, and requires no further comment. Hundreds of letters in the possession
of the Department of the Interior give evidence of its healthfulness and its desirability
when compared with that of other countries.

Socially, there is everything that is desired. There are to be found there the
several fraternal societies, schools, churches and other organizations calculated to be
to the upbuilding of a community, and are in evidence wherever there is a settlement.

Markets for the sale of grain and other produce of the farm are at every railway
station, while elevators and mills make competition keen. The prices are always high
and the railway rates are reasonable.
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Nearly fifty thousand Americans took up land either in Manitoba or the Territories
during the past year, and as fully as great a number is expected during the season
of 1904. It is only a matter of computation how much the area which will be placed
under cultivation will exceed the 4,687,583 acres of 19o3. Besides the Americans
spoken of, fully as large a number of British people became settlers. In addition to
these the continentals added largely to the population.

Ranching is an important factor in the prosperity of Western Canada and the very
best results follow. Leases may be had from the Government or lands may be pur-
chased from Railways and Land Companies. x

Wheat Districts. The wheat districts are located in a less elevated country than
the ranching section, and where the snow lies on the ground during the winter months
and where there is sufficient rainfall in summer to grow wheat. Generally speaking,
the wheat districts now opened up comprise the greater part of Assiniboia lying east
of Moose Jaw, where the Red River Valley extends its productive soil, renowned the
world over as a famous wheat belt.

Over 240,000,000 acres of land in the above-mentioned districts are suitable for
raising wheat. The wheat belts, although colder than the ranching country, are ideal
countries for wheat-growing. The cool nights during the ripening period favour the
production of firm grains, thus making the wheat grade high in the market. Wher-
ever wheat is grown, oats and barley grow, producing large yields. Government
statistics covering a period of twenty years show that the yield of wheat runs about 20
bushels to the acre, barley over 40, oats also yield splendidly.

In most cases the yields are regulated largely by the system of farming practised.
The best farmers summer fallow a portion of their farms. Usually one-third of the
acreage is worked as a summer fallow. On the large wheat farms the grain is
threshed and run into small granaries having a capacity of 1,000 bushels. These are
left in the field until time to haul the grain to market. The wheat zone of Canada
is spreading farther north, and we doubt not that wheat will be grown much farther
north than at present.

Mixed Farming. To-day mixed farming is adapted to the greater part of Mani-
toba, taking in all of Assiniboia not included in the wheat belt, the Saskatchewan
Valley and southwestern Saskatchewan, extending into northern Alberta. In many
districts stock raising, dairying and general farming crops go hand in hand. The
pastures are good. Aside from the wild grasses, brome grass and western rye grass
furnish good hay crops and are grown not only where mixed farming is in vogue, but
in the wheat districts as well. Dairying is one of the growing industries. In many
sections creameries have been started which are paying good profits to their patrons.
Hog and poultry raising are profitable industries. Roots and vegetables thrive well.
Wild fruits of many kinds testify to the possibilities in fruit-growing for home con-
sumption at least.

Large Tracts Open for Settlement. New lines of railroads are being built into
the new districts just opening up. The country may be said to have never had a
““poom” familiar to many of our readers. The growth of Western Canada up to the
present time has beex_i s!ow, but we believe sure. The soil varies in different sections
of the country, still it is more uniform than in many of the States. The general
character of the soil is a dark loam underlaid with a clay subsoil. Good water abounds
everywhere.

A letter addressed to the undersigned will secure a copy of the new Canadian
Geography and all other information necessary.

W. T. R. PRESTON,;, WDy SCOET;

Canadian Commissioner of Emigration, Superintendent of Immigration,

11-12 Charing Cross, LONDON W.C., ENGLAND. OTTAWA, CANADA.
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Copyricht 1004, Armour & Company

Armour’s Extract of Beef Calendar Offer

Our 1905 Calendar in black and white presents six new American girls, fac-simile reproductions
of drawings made this year expressly for our special and exclusive use. C. Allan Gilbert Girl (illus-
trated above), Home girl by Stuart Travis, Steamer girl by Karl Anderson, Studio girl by Hugh
Stuart Campbell, Society girl by Malcom Strauss, Winter girl by Louis Sharp, arranged in six sheets
(size 10x15), tied with ribbon for hanging, will be sent post-paid to any address on receipt of twenty-
five cents or metal cap from jar of

ARMOUR'S EXTRACT of BEEF

The Best Extract of the Best Beef for Soups, Sauces, Gravies and Beef Tea.

We have a small edition of calendar designs as art plates (11x17
Art Plate Oﬁ-‘er inches) for framing or portfolio. Single plates will be mailed
inches) g or portfc
postpaid.for twenty-five cents each, or the six complete, by prepaid express, $1.00. One metal cap
{rom jar of extract good for single sheet, or six caps for complete set.

ARMOUR LTD., TORONTO






A GAUCHO COWBOY
WITH CHIRIPA (UNDER-GARMENT) AND CHILD

DRAWN BY WILLIAM BEATTY, AFTER PHOTOGRAPH



THE

CANADIAN

VOL.

XXIV

TORONTO, NOVEMBER, 1904

MAGAZINE

No. 1

THE ARGENTINE GAUCHO

By JOHN D. LECKIE

[HE Gaucho of the Argen-
| tine plains may be of any
race or colour from pure
Indian to pure white, but
he generally possesses a
strain of both white and Indian blood.
In his character he partakes more of
his Indian than of his white ancestry,
perhaps because, in the majority of
cases, the Indian is his maternal side,
and those aboriginal traits which are
notinherited are instilled into him from
the earliest age by maternal tuition.

It is said that if you scratch the Rus-
sian you will find the Tartar, and it is
equally true that if you scratch the
Gaucho you will find the aboriginal
Indian. It is said that mongrel races
generally inherit the vices of both
parents without the virtues of either.
In the West Indies, for example, one
finds the proverb, ‘“ God made the
white man, and God
made the black
man, but the devil
made the mulatto,”
nor can it be denied
by those enabled to
speak with author-
ity that there is a
substratum of truth
in the saying.

Perhaps the near-
est approach to the
Gaucho type and
character to be
found in Europe is
that of the wander-
ing Gypsies, with
whommostof us are

3

acquainted. Travellers who have visit-
ed both Northern Africa or Arabia and
Argentina assure us that there is a strik-
ing resemblance between the Arab and
the Gaucho character, caused doubt-
less by similar surroundings and meth-
ods of life.

Before delineating the unfavourable
points of the Gaucho character, we will
in justice have a word to say about his
good points, of which he certainly has
a few. Like the Arab of the desert,
the Gaucho is characterised by his in-
nate courtesy, hospitality and fidelity to
his master or leader. This is a trait
which seems characteristic of all peo-
ples who live in a semi-feudal state,
and was very noticeable as late as last
century among our own Highlanders,
though in this age of manhood suf-
frage, trades unions and strikes, the
bonds of sympathy which formerly

AN ARGENTINE ESTANCHIA (RANCH)
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SHEPHERD'S HUT AND TRAVELLING CAR

In the latter he lives for months at a time while herding sheep.

attached master and servant have been,
In a great measure, loosened.

Courtesy is a universal trait of the
Gaucho. He may be, and generally is,
unlettered and uneducated, but he
never forgets that he is one of Nature’s
gentlemen, and, unless under strong
provocation, is careful not to offend,
In any way, the feelings of those with
whom he comes in contact. But if
courteous himself, he expects equal
courtesy on the part of others, even
those placed in authority over him, and
would leave in a moment the employ
of any master who dared to address
him a harsh word for any fault he
might have committed. If his dignity
is respected he will, however, general-
ly be found a faithful and trustworthy
servant.

In matters of religion his beliefs are
simple, and no intricate theological
dogmas trouble him. He shows every
reverence for the priest, because this
has been impressed on him as a duty
from his tenderest years. The women,
however, are much more fervent in
their piety than the men, for while the
former are frequent church-goers, the
men rarely enter a church door. They
look on it, however, as their duty to
confess their sins once in a while, and

they can generally manage to mutter
in an unintelligible manner a Credo or
Ave Maria—there their religion be-
gins and there it ends. They usually
know the most important saints’ days
in the calendar such as the church
festivals, for the simple reason that
those days are holidays on which no
work must be done, and this latter
duty is religiously complied with by
the Gaucho. The Gaucho looks on
the foreigner with a curious mixture
of respect and contempt — respect,
because the foreigner is always much
more skilled in the arts and sciences
than he is, and generally also more
practised in the use of firearms; and
contempt, because foreigners are, in
comparison to themselves, such poor
horsemen. The Gaucho almost lives in
the saddle; his horse is his most treas-
ured possession, and even the poorest
of them has one, and often two or
three. There is no moral or physical
excellence in their eyes equal to that of
being a first-rate horseman, and no
man could aspire to be a leader of the
Gauchos who was not an unexceptional-
ly skilled equestrian. During the wars
which afflicted the country during the
last century, foreigners had frequently
to intervene in order to defend their
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AFTERPHOT O

A TYPICAL ARGENTINE GAUCHO
With Poncho, which is Overcoat by day and Blanket by night

DRAWN BY WILLIAM BEATTY, AFTER PHOTOGRAPH

own interests, and on one occasion a
Gaucho orator declared in a warlike
speech that those ‘‘ gringoes” (term
of contempt for a European) were men
of no account, who were not even equal
to a single night’s gallop—a statement

which his large plebeian audience ap-
plauded to the echo. He believes that
the foreigner is not a Christian ; he
has never been baptised ; he is a mere
heretic with no hope of salvation, who
cannot even name the various saints’
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CUTTING UP AN OX FOR FOOD—EUROPEAN OVERSEER AND

GAUCHO COWBOYS

days or recite an Ave Maria or Pater-
noster—a belief which bears evidence
of the teachings of the priests among
an ignorant population.

Although the Gaucho is usually
honest where his master’s property is

concerned,he has
a failing for petty
thieving, and it
is difficult to
get him to un-
derstand the
principle of meum
and Zeum in such
matters.  They
will seldom steal
articles of great
value except un-
der strong temp-
tation, but they
have a weakness
for ‘‘comman-
deering’’ any
stray horses they
take a fancy to.
The prevalence
of horse-thieving
may be account-
ed for by the
ease with which such a theft is accom-
plished, and the strong temptation to
a roving Gaucho, who has lost his
steed, to appropriate one of the many
thousands he finds grazing in the
boundless prairies. Horses, it must

GAUCHO GIRLS POUNDING CORN

Corn meal is prepared by pounding the corn with wooden pestles in a large
wooden mortar and then passing the product through a sieve
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be remembered, have very little
value in the River Plate. We
have mentioned a Gaucho’s
skill in horsemanship. To
ride an unbroken and half-wild
horse is looked upon as a very
ordinary feat. He will not
only jump off a horse at full
gallop, but will consider him-
self unskilful if he does not
alight on his feet without fall-
ing-—a feat which may seem
impossible to an English horse-
man. [ certainly have never
heard of a Gaucho having been
killed by a fall from his horse,

——

an accident not unfrequent
among foreigners.

For their chiefs and leaders
they have always showed the great-
est respect and attachment, even
though the former exercised their sway
in the most despotic manner. Men
like Rosas or Quiroga
easily acquired bound-
less influence over
them, because they
understood the
Gaucho character and
possessed. those quali-
ties which their fol-
lowers admired. Al-
though the Gauchoes
are possessed of a
considerable amount
of native cunning,
Quiroga was more
than a match for them,
and was credited by
them with the posses-
sion of a wisdom equal
to that of Solomon, a
reputation not unde-
served, as the follow-
ing anecdote (which is
only a sample of
many such) will show.
Quiroga was on one
occasion much offend-
ed because one of his
immediate followers
had stolen some article
of his property and he
was unable to detect
the thief. He sum-

EUROPEAN EMPLOYEES ON A RANCH

moned all those he suspected and
distributed among them rods of equal
length, telling them to deliver the rods
at a certain spot, and that the rod of

IN A GAUCHO BACKYARD
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ARGENTINE—GAUCHO WOMAN AND PLOUGH

the culprit would be found to have
grown in the meantime. The rods
were duly delivered, when it was
found that one of them was shorter
than the rest. Quiroga immediately
called up the owner of the short rod
and denounced him as the thief. The
man, in his terror, admitted his guilt,
acknowledging that in the dread of
being discovered he had cut a piece
off the end of his rod.

The Gaucho sets a very low value
on human life, and homicides are of
frequent occurrence. Most of these
arise out of personal quarrels, and in
the local press they are generally al-
luded to as a ‘‘desgracia” (a word
which in Spanish does not mean ‘‘dis-
grace,” as it should in such a case,
but simply ‘‘misfortune”).  Such
offences rarely receive adequate punish-
ment, eight years’ imprisonment being
about the maximum penalty, but in
many cases the imprisonment only ex-
tends to a few months. In very many
cases, perhaps the majority, the crim-

inal escapes punishment altogether. It
is not unusual to find persons still at
large who are known to have commit-
ted half a dozen homicides. ~Though
he has little idea of the sacredness of
human life, this evil record is the out-
come not so much of a bloodthirsty
disposition, as of the lax administra-
tion of justice already alluded to,
which allows crimes of violence to es-
cape almost unpunished. It used for-
merly to be the custom to punish
homicides by ‘enrolling them in the
army for a few months, and sending
them for service on the Indian fron-
tier. One may form some idea of the
nature of troops recruited in this man-
ner.

These remarks apply more especially
to the Gaucho of the Pampas of Cen-
tral Argentina, and the whole region
extending from Bahia Blanca to the
frontier of Paraguay. In some of the
north-eastern provinces they are said
to be of a milder disposition. The
Correntinos (natives of the province of
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Corrientes)enjoy an
unenviable reputa-
tion for bloodthirgti-
ness, nor is this rep-
utation by any
means undeserved,
as | can attest by
personal experi
ence. It has been
my lot to live for
some months
among the Corren-
tinos, and people of
a lower grade of
moral character I
have never met any-
where, although I
have travelled con-
siderably—nor are
their numerous de-
fects relieved by a
single good point I
can think of. The
Argentine army is
largely composed of
Correntinos, and
they make good
soldiers.

The Gaucho is
somewhat of a
musician, and even
of a poet, for not
only will he thrum
a lively air on the
guitar, but he will
accompany it by an
extempore ditty of
his own accomposi-
tion—needless to say his poetry is not
of as high a standard as that of Byron.
For example, if the pedestrian chances
to come on a group of idlers who are
passing the time by listening to one
of these rustic bards, he may not un-
probably be greeted by a number of
complimentary remarks regarding the
honour he does by joining their com-
pany, etc., etc., delivered in a rhyming
jingle, to the music of the guitar afore-
said, all of which the stranger may
very correctly interpret as a gentle
hint to stand drinks all round, nor will
he find his invitation refused by any
of the bystanders.

The attire is not unpicturesque. His

OLD GAUCHO WOMAN

WEAVING A HAMMOCK ON HOME-MADE LOOM

nether gafment, known as a ‘‘ bom-
bacha,” is wide and baggy, like that
worn by a French Zouave, or the di-
vided skirt sometimes worn by lady
cyclists. But his most essential gar-
ment is the ‘‘ poncho,” which is gen-
erally of wool if the wearer can afford
it, though the poorer classes have to
content themselves with cotton. The
poncho resembles a blanket with a
hole in the middle, through which the
wearer thrusts his head, and is used
as an overcoat by day and a blanket
by night. It is a most convenient
garment for a traveller, and can be
adjusted to suit any change of weather.
Thus, in cold or wet weather, it is
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worn so as to envelop the entire body;
if the temperature becomes somewhat
milder, it is thrown over the shoulder
and round the neck, somewhat after the
manner of a Scotch plaid ; and if the
thermometer mounts still higher, it is
the work of a moment to throw it off
altogether. The poncho, indeed, is an
economiser of time, money and labour.

The Gaucho, like most children of
nature, is very superstitious and full of
strange beliefs. He is a decided be-
liever in ghosts, magic, witchcraft,
divining, and, in fact, in everything
supernatural ; nor is it easy to disabuse
him of such ideas or reason him out of
them. Some of their customs are
rather peculiar, such as that of hold-
Ing a wake or “velorio” over the
body of an infant child. This custom
is confined to the lower classes, and
when one of them loses a child, it is
the instant signal not for a manifesta-
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tion of grief, but for a joyful meeting
of all the neighbours for miles around,
who make the night.lively with danc-
ing, music and other diversions, which
will be kept up until an early hour in
the morning.

The time is long past when the
Gaucho was a power in the land; Gau-
cho presidents are no longer seen, and
even Gaucho generals are scarce. The
rapid increase of population in the
River Plate republics, caused by immi-
gration, has tended to drive the Gau-
cho element into the background; for
not only are they relatively inferior in
numbers, but these sons of the plains,
not being residents of the towns, retire
before the march of settlement like the
buffalo and the wild Indian.

The time is probably not far distant
when the Gaucho will be as extinct as
the dodo, nor will civilisation be a
loser by the change.

S

A SUMMER NIGHT, LAKE OF BAYS,
MUSKOKA

BY GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

ILENT the vast of night:

Silent the hills on horizons,

Low, dark, continuing;

Not a leaf is bestirred on the branches

By the wind, now hushed into nothing,

Or the careless, confident touch of a bird alighting ;
Silent the rocks, sullen resisters;

Silent the waters,

Even the very young waves, the gentle rippling washes of
the slim sand’s little lovers;

Very silent the moon, that rises and rises, dear sorceress—

Never a whisper, a hint, yet the luminous, tremulous path

is forever

Turning and twinkling to me, appearing, evanishing,

Infinite points of light liquescent, sparkling and darkling ;
And I look at the hills and the trees and the rocks and the

waters,

And I look at the moon and the glorified path to her glory,
And share my brothers’ silence.
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MR. WATERS

ROM a village boy in Cana-
da to a Protestant mission-
ary of the Gospel in Africa,
had not quite entered into
my youthful calculations,

but so it fell out. Who can tell the

course of a fox an hour hence because
he is now running east?

About the time of my conversion in
Chicago (Moody’s Church), there was
also another young man converted
there, a Mr. Fred Hedden of Colum-
bus, Ohio. We were both constrained
in spirit to go as missionaries to Afri-
ca, and were also of one mind to go
independently and at our own expense.

After seven years spent in commerce
and study (including a brief term of
medicine), [ was ready in 1897. I
joined my yokefellow in Buffalo, where
we were set apart to the work of the
Gospel by the Jefferson Street Church
of Christ.

During my
keeper for a
large manu-
facturing firm
in Toronto, I
had saved
money toward
my journey
abroad. We
made our
purses into
one common
fund. But
there was not
enough in it
to pay our.
way through-
out to our
destination,

1

service as head book-

EXPERIENCES OF

FROM CANADA -

TO TONGALAND

A MISSIONARY

By A. THEODORE WATERS

Johannesburg, South Africa. So we
determined to work our way. After
repeated trips to the East Buffalo
horse sales stables, we succeeded in
working our way to New York, over
the New York Central Ry., in charge
of horses. We rode in the caboose,
but our duty was to get out at the stop-
ping places and see that the horses
kept to their feet. As I rode into
New York city on the top of a freight
car with my guitar (the caboose had
been detached), in a drizzling rain, I
looked like a ‘“ broken ” actor. Had
we failed to get a ride from Buffalo,
we could have walked, but now the
ocean lay before us.

We canvassed all the freight lines
(there were then no passenger boats)
running direct to South Africa, but
without success. We then decided to
venture around by England, so set to
work trying to ‘‘get ajob” to an Eng-
lish port. This route also proved hard

IN DELAGOA BAY
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TONGALAND—MAPUTA COURT HOUSE AND POLICE FORCE

to book on, but through the influence
of a letter of introduction from the
manager of the East Buffalo stables,
we succeeded finally in shipping on a
great steam freighter, as horsemen.
We were called  stiffs,” a sea term
synonymous with the land term “dead-
head.”

Horses, cattle and sheep, with grain
and general merchandise made up our
cargo of eight thousand tons. A com-
pany of fifty ‘‘stiffs” composed the
‘““help” crew, subjects of almost as
many nations, and
as varied in colour,
either from blood
or aversion to
water. Their skill
in swearing and
abuse of each other
was second only to
that of the regular
crew, men of foul
mouths, the charac-
teristic most notice-
able among this
class of men the
world over.

The horses were
‘““stalled” separ-
ately, so that they
could not lie down
during the whole
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voyage. The cattle
were ‘‘ penned ”
together in herds,
also on the lower
deck. On the top
deck pens were im-
provised for the
sheep.

Our sleeping
quarters were down
in the ‘‘forecastle,”
adjoining the cattle
pens. But the
human filth and
stench of this “black
hole” drove us to
sleep among the
horses. The food
consisted of meat
tougher than “bully
beef,” soggy bread
and plain tea. But
we were more fortunate than the others
in our food, for in recognition of my
medical treatment of the steward, who
was ill, he permitted us to eat in the
galley with the cooks. We ate stand-
ing beside the dresser, and at times
had to hang on to the galley ropes
with one hand and feed with the other,
while with our bodies we kept the
dishes from sliding off as the ship
rolled and pitched.

I had only eight horses to feed and
water, but my friend had twelve. And

TONGALAND—RAFTING MATERIAL FOR A SCHOOLHOUSE
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as | was fortunate in having less work
than my companion, so was I more
fortunate also in being free from sea-
sickness, while he, poor fellow, was
sick much of the time. The regular
voyage run was nine days, New York
to Liverpool, but owing to mighty
storms encountered during this winter
season we were four days overdue.
One night, roused from sleep among
the horses during a raging storm, we
learned that the captain, unable longer
to keep the ship heading against the
wind, the huge vessel being as a cork
in a boiling cauldron, in terror and
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horses, for life, struggled to retain their
feet. It was pitiable to see the poor
brutes, one moment thrown upon their
haunches or felled to the floor, the
next hurled with the force of an engine
against the breast planks and iron
stanchions.

Feed boxes, stall boards, pails, lum-
ber, bundles of hay and bags of grain
flew through space or floated about the
flooded deck. Sheep were shot out of
their pen, and even men were dashed
from one side to the other and back
again. The horses, terrified, neighed
and trembled. Their terror increased

T
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despair had determined to attempt to
turn and run before the wind. All was
made ready. The last hope fluttered
in every heart. The signals sounded.
See, she turns! The steel plates creak!
The tempest shrieks among the rig-
ging, bending the masts, and striking
her on the weather beam with a crash;
it swings her clean around, driving her
back upon her track and the American
coast! For a night and a day he let
her drive—and, as I see in my jour-
nal, ¢ This has been to us the day of
days, a day of a mighty storm at sea.”
As a result the hatches are strewn
with wreckage and with dead, dying
and drowning sheep—a hundred to a
hundred and fifty have perished. The

as to this confusion and tumult was
added the bleating of the sheep, the
moaning and bellowing of the cattle,
the whinnying and struggling of their
neighbours, and the yelling and shout-
ing and cursing of men.

The wind, howling, swept down the
stokehold with wrath and fury; and the
ocean piled into mountainous billows
drove its water through the portholes,
scuttles and hatches. She shipped sea
after sea, which flooded the horses to
the knees and blew their drenched tails
taut against their bellies. They knew
their danger. Fear stood out in every
ear and muscle, in every eye and nos-
tril. And the ship itself seemed struck
with the same spirit as she rolled and
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plunged and shuddered and creaked
and groaned in every steel plate!
During the thirteen days’ voyage our
clothes were not once removed, though
much of the time we were wet to the
hips with sea water flooding the
manure. Occasionally we took off our
boots and socks, rinsed them both out
in the horse buckets, and put them to
dry under the blankets on the horses.
On landing in Liverpool the first use
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we made of our ‘‘sea legs” was to
waddle up to the public baths.

A week was spent in Liverpool and
another in London endeavouring to
book for South Africa. We tried
every line running to South Africa,and
were willing to do anything from
stoking coal to commanding the ship!
As a last resort we even called, late at
night, upon Sir Donald Currie, man-
ager of the Castle S.S. Company, in
his city mansion, Hyde Park. But
every effort failed. Though daily we
walked ourselves tired, ate little and
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slept in cheap lodgings in order to
economise, we had peace of mind and
heartily enjoyed our circumstances and
environments.

It was finally decided that I should
go on alone, and Mr. Hedden follow
as soon as possible. After paying for
steerage passage to Port Elizabeth,
and third-class rail to Johannesburg,
there remained to each of us eighty-
nine cents. The parting was a sore
trial under these
circumstances. From
London I went by train
to Southampton, and
resumed my voyage
into the unknown. But
the position only
strengthened me in
spirit, constraining me
to preach with power
to my own steerage
fellow-passengers and
also to the second
cabin passengers dur-
ing the voyage of some
twenty-six days. We
touched at Teneriffe
in the Canary Islands,
and landed on St.
Helena Island, the
prison home of Napo-
leon.

We enjoyed an
early - morning  stroll
up the valley, through
the neat white-washed
Spanish town, to a
banana plantation on
its outskirts. A stone
stairway of seven
hundred steps led us up the mountain-
side to the fortress, which looks far
out on the bosom of the ocean. After
lagging wearily down to the quay in
the sultry morning, I refreshed myself
in the clear, blue waters off St. Helena
before returning to the ship.

The third week I landed in Cape-
town, having sixty-two cents left. An
interview with the Hon. Cecil Rhodes
at his beautiful home added interest to
the very pleasant call of four days in
Capetown. A former Chicago friend
met me on arrival in Johannesburg,
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and kindly entertained me at his pri-
vate lodgings until I took up quarters
among the Kaffirs. Special permis-
sion from the Boer City Government
had to be secured to reside in the Kaf-
fir Location, as white people were not
allowed to dwell among the natives.
Another special permit was granted to
me to practise medicine among these
black people. By this means I sup-

ported myself, and preached the Gos-
In

pel, at first through interpreters.
the meantime I
studied the Zulu
language during
the year and a half
I remained on the
Rand, and used it
among the natives
in the Location, in
the city and on the
gold mines.

On the mines the
preaching is done
mostly in the ‘“‘com-
pounds,” where the
‘‘boys’’ gather and
squat on the ground
around the mission-
ary and hear, per-
haps for the first
time, about God.
As many tribes may
be represented in
the audience, the
teaching may be in-
terpreted into three
or four languages
in succession. As
the first interpreter
is likely to get the
thought twisted, the others are sure to
get it tangled beyond recognition. And
one’s fluency in a foreign tongue is not
enhanced as he observes the uneasiness
of hungry stomachs swaying his audi-
ence. And when the ‘‘ porridge " horn
would blow, without waiting to say
«“Nexepe"” (excuse me) they would bolt
away for their porridge receptacles and
¢ line up " in their nakedness (save the
loin cloth) with tin pans, bowls, small
pots, saucepans, wash-basins, biscuit
and kerosene tins; pot covers, pitch-
ers, powder casks, grocery boxes and

NGWANASI, PARAMOUNT CHIEF OF
BRITISH TONGALAND
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iron buckets! Thus strung out in long
single files from the porridge oven
(some mines have as many as two
thousand ‘‘boys”) they would *‘step
up” to the black ‘‘cook” and have
their share of the ‘“impupu ” plunked
into their vessels from a shovel; with
which implement the cook also stirred
the cornmeal porridge in the several
caldrons from his position on the top
of the ‘‘oven.”

Should the boys get impatient and
crowd, the cook,
having a heavy
sjamboke (whip of
hippopotamus
hide), would slash

E them unmercifully
with it, shouting
‘““Boss up!”

This year and a
half were interest-
ing and exciting
times, leading up
to the Boer war.
When down in
Pretoria,some three
months before this
event, when the ex-
citement was at its
height and every-
body, both Boer and
Outlander, daily ex-
pected hostilities to
be declared, I enjoy-
ed an agreeable call
on the old gentle-
man of the ‘“ White
House,” Oom Paul.
Returning from the
Parliament Build-
ings in his four-in-hand coach, with
liveried footmen and uniformed out-
riders, the President, though aged, step-
ped from the carriage and brushed into
the White House with the alacrity of a
young man, and presently we were both
seated on the verandah—the old man,
with massive frame, and with coarse
and heavy, but commanding features,
wearing his stovepipe hat, and puffing
hard at his famous big pipe, sat before
me leaning upon his cane. The polit-
ical tension was so great I could not
touch upon it, so our interview had to
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be limited to personal remarks and
‘“small talk.” Discontinuing hissmoke
for a while, and removing the green
goggles which he wore, his eyes were
seen to be terribly inflamed, and he
went on to explain that he was under
medical treatment for them. He re-
marked that excepting this ailment he
felt as healthy and as buoyant as in
youth. Notwithstanding the breaking
strain he was labouring under (with
possibly the War Ultimatum already
in his pocket) he appeared at ease and
was agreeable, but would not speak in
English, and limited himself to an in-
terpreter whom I had procured at the
Detective Office of the Police Depart-
ment, as was then required by Gov-
ernment.

Six weeks before war was declared,
I entered into engagement with the
South Africa General Mission to go
into British Tongaland, Province of
Zululand, as pioneer missionary and
Government acting district surgeon.
Again medical knowledge provided for
my support through the salary receiv-
ed from the Government.

From Johannesburg I went by rail,
down to Durban, Natal. Here I pur-
chased supplies for a year. With
over a hundred dollars’ worth of drugs
supplied by the Government and, includ-
ing other additions made later at

Delagoa Bay, the
stuff amounted to
thirty-two native
loads. The journey
from Durban into
isolation required a
month. From
Durban I went to
Delagoa Bay by
steamship. At
Delagoa a sail and
row boat, about
thirty feet long, was
hired to go to the
head of navigation,
on the Maputa
River. The boat
was manned by
two natives, one of
whom was called
the ¢ induna,” or
captain. A missionary from Delagoa
Bay, a Mr. Benoit, kindly consented
to accompany me and return with the
boat. All the supplies were stored
away into this open boat, and early
one morning we sailed out of Delagoa
Bay into the Indian Ocean and during
the afternoon entered the Maputa
River.

During the second evening of this
voyage we narrowly escaped being
wrecked by a hippopotamus, this
virgin African river being infested with
them and with crocodiles. Night was
coming down, and dull angry clouds
spat fitful showers at us. The tide
was running out, and the wind blew
with it, driving the deep and dark
muddy river to the sea with ominous
speed. Gloom possessed us all, in
this wilderness, but the boatmen pull-
ed faithfully and hard at the oars. On
our approach the water fowl, settled
for the night among the reeds, would
start with cries of alarm and fly away
to safety in the marshes.

Looking up stream, we sighted on
the water the little ears and eyes and
great nostrils of a hippopotamus, bear-
ing down upon us. The natives
trembled ! They are always coward-
ly. ‘‘Let’s have some fun with him !”
I called to my friend. He sprang to
the stern with an assegai (spear) and
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I mounted the bow with a shot gun.
The hippopotamus, startled with the
strange sight, shook the river with a
snort like a pig grunt and disappeared
as is their habit. We waited, ready
for its reappearance, but as it did not
again appear by the time we thought it
should, one grumbled with disappoint-
ment, ‘““We’ve lost our fun!” With
the words, we were lifted clean out of
the water and dashed among the
branches of a big tree laying in the
stream, and up over the gunwale
came the hippopotamus’ head and feet,
with mouth wide open and eyes and
tusks gleaming. I aimed the gun at

PR

'
7

aien e

17
wild hog, jackal, fox and many other
small animals; numerous varieties of
the buck and antelope; several varieties
of monkeys and baboons; crocodiles,
fish and numerous kinds of water fowl
and land birds.

A tramp of fifty miles over hot,
sandy paths brought me, at last, to my
destination. The seat of government,
previously at this place, had recently
been removed to the Lubombo Moun-
tains, some sixty miles distant. [ was
assigned one of the vacated buildings
as a dwelling.

On my arrival, on October 5th, 1899,
there were only three other white men
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his mouth, but refrained from shooting,
fearing to only wound him. Down he
went and we stood fixed with terror,
expecting the next moment to be
smashed up by the great brute! Mo-
ments seemed like hours, till atlast he
reappeared down stream, having been
swept down by the current, while we
were stuck in the tree, our only damage
being an oar broken.

At the head of navigation I had to
wait two weeks for carriers. Though
here alone in the wilderness, I enjoyed
this “‘hunters’ paradise” of South-East
Africa. Thereis a place known to the
writer where, within a radius of some
fifteen miles, is found the elephant,
rhinoceros, hippopotamus, leopard,

2

in the territory, viz., two mounted
policemen and a trader. Chief Ngwa-
nasi, who had requested the Govern-
ment to send a missionary to his peo-
ple, came with his retinue and gave
me a warm welcome as missionary,
but a no less hearty reception as sur-
geon, he having a lame foot at the
time! Natives are very keen for
medical treatment, and look to the
white man to perform miracles with
his medicines. A blazer jacket was
presented to the chief in token of
friendship. He returned the compli-
ment later. For several years our
friendship increased and our inter-
courses were frequent. His subjects
numbered ten or twelve thousand and
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his wives forty-six. Previous to 1897,
at which date the British took posses-
sion at his request, Ngwanasi had been
king of all the Tongas, 7.e., what is
now called Portuguese and British
Tongalands.

Ten days after my arrival, the Boer
war having broken out, the white
policemen and part of the native police
force were called up to the mountains to
defend the magistracy against the Boers.
This left me the only Government
servant in the land and with the watch-
care of it, having the remainder of the
native police force under my supervision.

A few days later a native runner
came in haste, bringing a message
from the police, saying that they were
in flight before the Boers, who had
destroyed the magistracy and were
coming down to Maputa, and that the
trader and I should flee for our lives.
My first thought was to do so, but
after deliberation and prayer I decided
to remain at the post of duty. The
trader, however, fled in the night for

PORTUGUESE TONGALAND

Delagoa Bay, and did not return for a
month, during which period 1 was the
only white man in the country. And
the police department not returning for
thirteen months, the general watchcare
of the territory continued in my hands
during this period. Soon after hos-
tilities began, the Government was
pleased to add to my duties and cares
as missionary, school teacher, physi-
cian and guardian of the country,
besides extensive travel in itinerating,
exploration and watching for the Boers,
the two other appointments as post-
master and border customs officer,
with charge of the native forces at-
taching to these departments.

Nearly four years were spent in this
unique isolation. But the many and
thrilling experiences of these years,
and also of the previous years on the
Gold Fields, cannot, of course, be told
in the scope of a single magazine
article. I shall, however, attempt to
give some idea of my experience in
Tongaland in another issue.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH



THE THINGS THAT ARE AT NIGHT

By AUBREY FULLERTON

left the house, and a merry
din of bells and whistles
sounded from either end of
the city. In the later hours
of the afternoon a partial stillness had
fallen, in warning of the night, but
now the busy noise of the streets sud-
denly increased. Like the storm-burst
after a lull, the confusion of the day’s
ending broke upon a moment’s quiet
with quick force and loud report, yet
cheerfully. People were already mov-
ing homeward; some drove in carriages,
some rode awheel, and many were
afoot. They were well-conditioned
people, with whom life seemed to go
brightly, and it was pleasant, in meet-
ing and passing, to note the eager
faces and the apparent good spirits.

Night comes gently up-town. As |
neared the centre of the city the crowd
greatly increased and, at the same
time, changed. Men and women in
plainer garb and less lively manner
came now in twos and threes ; faces
that seemed worn and tired took the
places of the animated ones I had seen
a few moments before ; yet they were
equally eager and perhaps equally
happy. It was, indeed, for these and
not for them that day changed into
night with greatest welcome. For
these were the toilers, the men and
women who had been at work since
morning and now were free.

By a short cut through an un-
frequented street I escaped the stress
of the crowd, now becoming intense,
and came into it again at a point lower
down, where it divided in different
directions. It was a pleasant time to
leave off work, the fine mid-fall even-
ing seeming outwardly restful, yet
suggestive also of warm cheer indoors;
and the workers felt the latter influence
if not the other. Emptying the mills,
and shops, and offices, they filled the
streets, an eager crowd that was
quickly gathered and would soon pass.

L1

The trolley cars filled and hurried off,
east, and north, and south, and west,
but here, as uptown, the greater
number were those who walked or
wheeled. Their common purpose was
to get home, mine to follow them ;
and, indeed, without any effort of my
own I was presently caught in the cur-
rent and pressed on with it for several
blocks. Breaking loose where two
streets crossed, I took a favourable
stand at the corner and watched the
crowd go by, no longer myself a part
of it. On and on and on they went—
good-natured, talkative, and probably
hungry. An army of soldiers on the
move is picturesque because of its
uniformity, an army of workers be-
cause of its variety.

I boarded a car and found it a re-
production of the street. Mixed among
office-girls and sales-clerks were some
belated shoppers, known by their par-
cels; and well-to-do business men
shared standing-room with labourers-
by-the-day. I caught myself surmis-
ing the work from which each had
come and the home to which each was
going. I know not how well I guess-
ed, but a man’s calling does, more or
less plainly, fasten its marks upon him.
To most of my fellow-passengers, |
thought, the day had been but one of
a thousand, all alike, but with others
something out of the ordinary may
have happened, to be talked over at
home and long remembered. One by
one they dropped off at their appointed
corners, and at the turning of the road
I too got out.

For the walk back I chose another
route, which led past many of the peo-
ple’s homes. The crowd had been in-
teresting, but it was good to swing
my own gait again, where no crowds
were. The people whom I had seen
hurrying away from shops and offices
were now, some of them, within their
own doors. The houses were alight,
and an undrawn blind here and there
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showed the assembled family at even-
ing meal. Further on I passed a row
of boarding houses, those makeshift
homes of homeless clerks and students,
from whose basement kitchens came
familiar savours.

Back again to the heart of the city,
I found that the stress of the crowd
had greatly lightened. Workmen who
had been delayed, or had had errands
of their own, moved in fewer numbers,
but more impatiently; and the news-
boys cried louder, but sold less.
Many of the smaller stores were still
open and would remain so till eight or
nine o'clock, seeking such custom as
late buyers might bring their way.
The streets, never quite empty, had so
thinned out that it was easy now to
“‘track” a man, and I observed several
enter these open shops and come out
presently with parcels—something, no
doubt, that the wife wanted at home.
But, allowing for all delays, another
half-hour would see the city’s workmen
housed and fed.

And then a strange thing happened.
Work recommenced. Lights appear-
ed in near-by warehouses and offices,
and I saw men hurrying thither—not
so many and not so eager as those who
had hurried out, but still as with a
purpose; for these were the workers
who turned night into day.

Every twelve hours the work-a-day
drama runs its length and begins
anew. At six o’clock, or thereabouts,
the scenes are shifted; the world stops,
turns back, and then goes on again.
One set of workers goes home to rest
and sleep, but at almost the same hour
a lesser throng, to whom the evening
is a second morning, begins. The
one marks its calendar by daylight,
and the other by lamp and lantern.

There is an interval, however, be-
tween the day’s end and sleeping time
that is busy with a life peculiarly its
own. It belongs neither to the day
nor to the actual night, yet partakes of
both. For two or three hours there
is a recess for play, beginning to-
ward eight, when the pleasure-seekers
come out to see and hear. Every

night brings holiday, and summer or
winter, the city observes it with much
ado.

I walked up street again, and met
new crowds, for by this time the
theatre-goers were moving. The
boards announced rare treats to-night,
in tempting promise of which the open
doors let out great floods of light.
They were merry folk who went in-
side, themselves making drama while
they sought a play. Music halls and
churches were also alight. Theatre,
opera, concert, lecture, prayer meeting
—every man to his liking. At one of
the fine houses which I passed an
evening party was beginning, and
would probably be still in progress
long after midnight. I went no fur-
ther, but taking this one street as an
example of many others, I made an
imaginative estimate of the number
and variety of the evening’s events
throughout the city. For this was
play-time.

Thus far I had seen the change from
day to night, the crowded home-going
of the day-workers and the arrival of
the others, the quieting of the city
streets and the beginning of the night’s
festivities. With goings to and fro I
had filled in the three first and busiest
hours of the night, and it was now
past nine o’clock. I turned again to
the down-town streets, where the real
life of the night is most apparent, and
where work goes on unceasingly. One
of the large factories was in tull oper-
ation, and the rumble of wheels and
the thud of hammers sounded out dis-
tinctly in the quiet street. There is a
fascination about mills that run at
night. The cheeriest music I have
ever heard was the sharp ringing buzz
of great round saws in a lumber mill,
working topmost speed at midnight.
Long usage accustoms the night-work-
er to read the laws of nature inversely.
He sleeps while others work, and works
while others sleep. He does his day’s
work, but he does it at night. 1f you
ask him about it, he says he can work
as well, suffers no inconvenience, and
feels no ill effects; but in the long run
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the habitual night-worker falls before
the day-worker.

Down on the water-front I found a
vantage-point for both seeing and
thinking. A steamer discharging
freight, two little schooners swinging
idly at their berths, with lights in the
cabin but not a soul astir; the clumsy
ferry-boat puffing up the harbour with
a score or so of passengers, while as
many were waiting to return—these
were the night scenes at the wharf.
Looking townward, the lights from
many buildings made an irregular out-
line of bright spots in the darkness,
like lower stars. Long rows of street
lamps crossed the city to its farthest
limits, and I wished a bird’s-eye view
were possible.

Yes, the city must have its light.
Yonder was the power-station, with its
high chimney belching fiery smoke,
and through an open door I caught a
glimpse of the great fly-wheels, busily
spinning the whole night through.

Leaving the water-front and coming
again into the streets, I found them
quiet and almost bare. From this out
there would be only such traffic as
night affairs made necessary. The
theatres had closed, and for a while
the cabs and trolleys had been busy;
but there would now be no more
crowds till morning.

From one of the committee-rooms of
the City Hall there gleamed a light;
evidently the city’s business was re-
quiring late hours. Matters of public
import are not infrequently worked out
while the public is asleep, and as a
case in point there came to mind a
night once spent in the Canadian
House of Commons. An important
question had been under final dis-
cussion since early afternoon. The
debate continued through the evening
and the night, and toward five in the
morning the vote was taken. Day
was breaking when the House ad-
journed.

There are a number of places,
however, where night hours are noth-
ing novel, but even more necessary
than in the mills and warehouses.
Telegraph and telephone offices never

lock their doors, their work going on
incessantly by night as well as by day.
Ear down to catch the news, the men
who hold the wires maintain connec-
tion between the sleeping city and the
universe, and in the night watches it is
almost an uncanny thing to talk across
the continent or the ocean. I won-
dered what weighty tidings were mov-
ing now, of which we should hear per-
haps in the morning papers. Thus
from telegraphs to newspapers, and,
following the suggestion, I made my
way to one of the offices where editors
and typos work all night. A news-
paper office is the one place on earth
to which admittance is always to be
had, presumably with welcome, and
boldly therefore I climbed the stairs to
the journalistic work-room. The click
of type-machines and the general hurry-
hither gave at once an impression of
something doing. Here was the peo-
ple’'s news preparing for them while
they slept—a grist of great and little
affairs that must first be winnowed,
digested, and labelled. It was a busy
place, more busy than it had been by
day, and no let-up possible until the
public had its papers.

I rested for a little in a reportorial
chair, for I had been long afoot. Two
chairs away from me was the Night
Editor, shirt-sleeved, and not to be
bothered. Night work here was seri-
ous. A few hours later the hurry
would reach its climax, the press
would start, the mailers and bundlers
would get to work, and by daybreak
the morning edition would be off.
Meanwhile, however, there was news
to get. The Night Editor called one
of his men and said *‘ Police Station.”
I went with him.

It is a doubly dark side of the
night that is known to the city police-
men. They see and hear the tragic
things of which the rest of us learn
second-hand, or not at all. There
were already five night-prisoners at
the station when we reached it, and no
doubt an hour or so would bring more.
One of the cases was of some import-
ance, and furnished material which,
the reporter said, would make interest-




33 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ing news the next morning. When
morning came, too, there would be for
these misdoers the dreaded Police
Court, and the revelations of open
day. Under cover of the night, evil
waxes bold and stalks abroad, or
makes the still hours hideous in dives
and dens. Yet the night is not evil. It
was once as pure as day, and to the
pure man it still is so.

With this glimpse of the unpleasant
night-life, I sought again some cheer-
ier phase. A car, running now at
long intervals, was at the corner, and
I went to the railway depot. The
trains had all gone out. Strangely
contrasting with its daytime bustle,
the great shed was echoing only a
voice here and there and the noise of
an occasional truck. Long rows of
empty cars stood on the tracks, and a
score of men were cleaning them. In
those same cars many travellers had
that day come to the city, and some
who had gone further on were still
travelling. Night journeys, oft-repeat-
ed,.are wearisome, but as a first ex-
perience it is pleasant to speed into the
night on an unknown path, catching
mysterious and fitful glimpses of town
and country from car windows or rear
platforms.

Some incoming trains were still due,
and presently from down the line there
sounded a shrill whistle and clanging
bell. The station wakened into life
again. A little band of weary waiters
gathered at the track, and almost at
their feet the midnight express came
to a stop, engine panting loudly, like
a big tired human.

I followed a passenger to his hotel,
and there found another phase of night-
work. The office was quiet, but ready
for business, and the new-comer fared
better, perhaps, than a day guest would
have done. Elsewhere in the building
preparations had been already made for
the morrow’s meals, and bake-shops
down the street were cooking the
breakfast bread.

A light strayed out from the window
of a ¢ Meals-at-all-hours ”’ restaurant,
and the time seemed fitting to break
my own fast. There were both food

and fun inside, for a group of college
boys were doing honour to a football
champion who had won them a victory
that day—or, now, the day before.
Speeches, songs and college yells go
merrily at night, and the later the hour
the more of zest and the less concern
for to-morrow’s classes. As for my-
self, I was out for the night, and this
was one of the night’s events.

At two o’clock an alarm of fire rang
suddenly and noisily. I knew the
number, and quite ready for some new
excitement, hurried down the street.
The firemen were already at work,
and a small crowd, not fully awake,
had gathered from round about. The
clatter of a fire engine through the
streets at dead of night is disturbing,
but they who wake pay little heed to
it unless the cause be near their own
door. Yeta fire is seen best at night,
when the shafts of flame show vividly
against the darkness. The house was
gone—a little dwelling in which some
workman’s family had had its home,
and from which they were now rudely
expelled with nothing but their lives.
Here was domestic misfortune which
made the fire seem not so picturesque.

I had now seen enough. For an-
other two hours things would go on
very much the same, and then the city
would be waking. Meanwhile I turned
to one of the public squares, where
there were benches, and sat down.
The night was not uncomfortably cool,
and its crisp freshness*was a pleasant
brace to tired limbs. A multitude of
impressions which had fixed them-
selves in my mind during the past
eight or nine hours gave me food to
think upon. There is undoubtedly
something in night experiences which
make them last; they are remembered
long afterward, and sometimes with
startling clearness. It is probably be-
cause night experiences are rarer than
those by day that we so well remember
them; but I prefer to think it a subtle
influence of the Night Spirit. There
stand out sharply in my own memory
a number of nights, with each of which
some particular experience is forever
associated. Very commonplace ex-
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periences they were — nothing more
than nights on the water, or in camp,
or at the old home, night journeys,
visits to lighthouses, moonlight ram-
bles in the fields, sick-room vigils, and
such like—but they gave rise, then and
after, to thoughts and feelings out of
all proportion to their importance.
Not the experiences themselves, but
the time, makes these things memor-
able, and not their own significance,
but the effectual working of the Spirit
of the Night, gives them moral
value.

The impressions of the moment were
restful and pleasant. The great heart
of the city was asleep, and so still was
everything that I heard myown breath-
ing, while the quarter-hours of the
town clock rang out clear and strong.
It had all been so busy at six o’clock,
would be so busy again when daylight
came ! I forgot for a time that work
was still going on here and there; the
city seemed at rest.

I must have fallen asleep, for when I
next looked about me it was with a
sudden start, and wonderingly. I
thought I had dreamed, too. And
then it came to me that the people of
the city were dreaming, even as I had
done. I had seen the life of the day
and the life of the night, but there was
a third, more mysterious than either,
the wayward dream-life. The sleeping
multitude was not dead, but living
more gloriously, perhaps, than ever it
could live by day, fighting battles,
winning fame, doing and achieving.

It was a purely ideal life, but it might,
in many cases, have a practical influ-
ence on real life. There would be
degrees in this busy dream-life, for ac-
cording to individual abilities by day
are the visions by night. Very differ-
ent, I thought, would be the fantasies
now passing before a professor whom
I knew, an msthetic man, and the
dream-experiences of another friend,
the scheming manager of a newspaper.
I could go no farther. It was a book
tight-sealed to me, and what variety of
form or action, what degree of fear or
delight, this unconscious life of the
city was now assuming, I could only
guess. Awake or asleep, how mighty
a thing is a city of people !

There were signs of dawn. The
trees stirred slightly above the bench,
and some chirping sparrows were al-
ready on the move. Here and therea
light and a fresh wreath of smoke an-
nounced an early riser, for whom an-
other day had now commenced. It
was still dark, but gradually the morn-
ing gray came on; the street lights
sputtered and then died out. Delivery
waggons began to appear, and trolleys
shunted out of their sheds on schedule
time. The procession of workers also
began, and in a short time the streets
were busy. It would be two hours yet
before the bulk of the people were
astir, but the early ones were moving
now, and the day had set. [ took the
hint, and again trudged on. When I
reached the house it was after six, and
the city had resumed its noise.




THE WINGS OF NIGHT

By T. W. KING

HE snow was drifting and
the day express from Mon-
treal was belated. The
few passengers wandered
from one Pullman to an-

other — nervous, irresolute, discon-

tented. Westmorland himself had

risen and was pacing the aisle, like a

sentry upon his beat. Each time as

he passed where Grace McClain and
her child were seated, he glanced smil-
ingly towards them.

‘“Come Bertha,” he said, as he
paused for a moment beside them,
‘“let us take Mamma to dinner.”

The child sprang to his arms with a
cry of delight.

‘““ Hurry, Mamma,” she said, “‘we’re
going to dinner.”

*“ You are spoiling her,” Grace re-
monstrated, ‘‘ but she loves you dear-
ly"’

*“1 certainly succeed better with
her,” rejoined Westmorland, as they
seated themselves at the table, ‘‘ than
I do with her mother. Like measles
or mumps, I am dangerous only to
children. Young ladies from three to
five I find are very susceptible; but
after that they get to be—" :

‘ Married ?”

‘“No, adolescent.”

‘“ And how old is that?”

““ Oh, I don’t know—twenty-five.”

‘“ Twenty-five! I like that!”

‘Oh, you aren’t that old ?”

‘“Certainly not.”

‘“ Anyhow, you’re too old. When
they get to your age I find that I am
outclassed.”

‘“ Perhaps you arrive too late!”

Upon their return they found the
car deserted. The child, fretful and
sleepy, now gladly came to her moth-
er's arms for rest. Westmorland
seated himself across the aisle and
gazed fondly upon them—the mother,
herself but a girl; slight, yet womanly,
with hair that seemed black by con-
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trast with her eyes of blue; eyes soft
and gentle, yet large and bright.

‘“ We are the playthings of fate,”
he murmured sadly. ‘I will see that
picture in Scotland as plainly as I see
it now.”

As Grace gently laid the sleeping
child to rest, he took his seat beside
her, and she asked:

“You will keep your promise to
me ?”’

And he answered:

‘‘Yes; the train that catches my
steamer leaves Montreal Sunday
noon.”

‘“ It is best for you to go.”

‘“ Would it make any difference if I
waited until summer ?”’

‘“It might; the day may come when
I cannot tell you to go. It is hard
for me now; but my duty is too plain.’”

‘“So far as your marriage goes—"'

‘“Yes, I know all that you can say
about that! I might obtain a divorce
at Ottawa; any court in your country,
of course, would divorce me; many
clergymen perhaps will say that once
divorced I may, if I choose, remarry.
But my conscience is not in their keep-
ing; I am bound—rashlyandfoolishly—
bound! You are an American, and you
cannot understand it; you are a man,
and you cannot appreciate it; but how
can I keep my self-respect with two
husbands living ? I know that many
good women in your country think
differently; but to be in that position
—perhaps the mother of children,
with the father of one in Toronto and
the father of another in Texas—to me
it is simply revolting!”

‘“ That is a morbid sentiment.”

‘“It is not a matter of sentiment; it
is a matter of duty.”

““You speak of duty,” said West-
morland impatiently; ‘“ do you know
what it means? Duty to whom? To
whom is it due? Is it to this man you
despise, who has disappeared heaven
only knows where; or is it to your own
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little girl? Has she no rights in this
matter ? I waive all question of sen-
timent; suppose you care nothing for
me_f’

‘“ But I do,” she said gently; ‘‘ that
is why I discuss it at all”; then—to
herself rather than to Westmorland—
she murmured:

‘¢ Oh, I wish he were dead!”

‘“ He will be dead to us hereafter.
I can arrange in a few months for your
divorce in Ohio. We will spend our
lives among strangers, and Bertha will
grow up to believe that I am her father.
Why, in time you and I will come our-
selves to believe it.”

““ Will you try to find out something
about him ?” she asked. ‘I have not
heard of him for more than three years
now; he may be dead for all that I
know to the contrary.”

‘“Those fellows never die,” he re-
joined, ‘“but they can be eliminated.
Come, give me your promise now—-for
Bertha’s sake—before we reach To-
ronto.”

“You know,” she continued, still
following aloud her own train of
thought, ¢ that his name was not Mc-
Clain. We were married under that
name, and of course I retain it; but he
wrote to me after the baby was born
that his name was Allen Dow.”

‘“ Oh, well, that doesn’t make any
difference.”

““Do you know that I fancied once
that I saw him in Marietta ?”

‘“ You saw me there at any rate,”
Westmorland responded. He was not
especially interested in reminiscences
about McClain.

‘“But I didn’t,” she went on, ignor-
ing his interruption; ‘‘at that very
time, as [ afterwards learned, he was
somewhere in Texas. He wrote to
me from Belle Centre a dozen times
for money.”

“ And you sent him repeatedly ?”

¢ What else could I do?”

‘“ And he went there by the name
of Allen Dow ?”

““Yes, I know that he did.”

¢ A small, delicate man, was he not,
with a mania for cigarettes ?”

““ He certainly smoked cigarettes.”

Westmorland was trembling with
suppressed agitation.

** And he had the morphine habit, |
reckon?”

‘“Yes, but how did you know it ?”

‘“And a long scar, here, on his
neck ?”

‘“Yes, yes ! Did you ever see him ?
Oh, is he really alive? If he is living
I cannot do as you wish; I cannot, I
cannot !”

They had risen; for a moment West-
morland stood rigid. Then, suddenly,
he drew her, resisting, to him.

‘“ Grace dear,” he whispered, ‘‘do
not be startled; it happened three
years ago. Your life is your own
again. The man is dead !”

Staring and pale, she confronted him.

‘‘ He is dead ?”

‘“‘Yes, the man is dead !”

‘“Thank God.” Then—as she slow-
ly sank to her seat: ,

““Why did you not tell me this
sooner ?”

‘“ The name,” he explained. *‘I knew
him as Dow; you were Mrs. McClain.
He died before I came to Toronto.”

‘‘ But are you sure ?”

He answered—even in her excite-
ment she noticed—with constraint:

‘“I tell you that he is dead.”

‘“No, no,” she protested, ‘‘you are
telling me this to overcome me to your
way of thinking.”

““I am telling you, upon my hon-
our, what I know to be true."

‘“ How do you know it ?”

‘“Isaw him die.”

““When? Where? Why were you
with him ?”

‘“It was during the boom at Belle
Centre; you must take my word for the
fact.” -

‘“ But why do you tell me so little ?
I am shivering with apprehension.

““Oh, it isn’t true,” she sobbed; ‘‘it
can’t be true!”

‘‘ Grace,” he said slowly, ‘‘don’t
say that again! I tell you the man is
dead.”

“ And you saw him die ?”

““No, I didn’t precisely see him die,
but I know, only too well, that he is
dead.”
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“1 don’t believe it !”

“ But I know it.”

““No, no,” she sobbed hysterically;
«I will not believe it; he is not dead !”

‘1 know that he is !”

“ How do you know it ?"”

‘1 killed him !”

Grace covered her face with her
hands—she was rocking herself back
and forth in tearless agony. West-
morland stood helplessly by until
Bertha — suddenly awakened — cried
shrilly. He had taken the child in his
arms when Grace snatched her away
so violently that he flushed with mor-
tification.

“[ will not hurt your child!” he
said bitterly.

‘“Itis A#s child,” she cried; ‘‘can’t
you see what it means? You must
never touch her again! She must
forget you before she learns the truth.”

““ But there is nothing for her to
learn. Of course, I said that I killed
him; that was a violent way to put it.
The fact is—"

‘“ It was accidental, of course ?”

‘*Yes, | never intended to hurt,
much less to kill him—"

““Oh, 1 knew it was accidental !
Still it is dreadful. How did it hap-
pen ? Tell me about it!”

‘¢ His skull was fractured; the doc-
tors should have trepanned it.”

*“ But how did it happen ?”

‘ He fell in the lobby of the Grand
Hotel; he was crazed with morphine at
the time.”

““And you?”

“ Grace, he was trying to Kkill me;
he had a knife in his hand when I
struck him.”

““Then it was you that killed him?”

““ That is one way to put it !”

‘[t is the way that you putit.”

‘“ At any rate,” said Westmorland,
“‘he’s dead.”

His tone grated upon her, and she
answered bitterly:

¢ Yes, heis dead, and the man who
has taken his life proposes to take his
place—to marry his wife and adopt his
child.”

“ No,” said Westmorland, ‘‘I do not

propose to take his place. He had no
place. He long ago forfeited his wife
and his child; he cared for neither, and
I love them both.”

“Don’t, don’t,” she pleaded; ‘‘that
is over now.”

Again the child stirred uneasily;
other passengers entered the car, and
Westmorland said gently:

“[ will leave you for a while; you
are nervous and worn out.”

He was himself overwrought with
the scene and the memories it recalled.

At Toronto he assisted Grace and
the child to the carriage that awaited
them.

¢ I will remain here,”” he said. ‘‘Tell -

Sir William that I am at the King
Edward.”

“It is no use for you to remain,”
she answered; ‘‘I have thought it all
over; I cannot see you again.”

“You will feel differently in the
morning.”

“ No, my mind is made up.”

“ Good night,” he said gently.

But she answered:

““Good-bye !”

11

Sir William Carter had narrowly
missed being the most eminent man in
Canada. But a strain of whimsicality
—it hardly rose to eccentricity—pre-
vented his success in public life; and
speculations had diminished his large
estate. He was now over sixty, living
a retired life; whimsical as ever—even
amused by the comparative failure of
his own career!

His children lived abroad, and he
had settled upon them generously when
he married the present Lady Carter.
She was the sister of Grace McClain,
and Sir William’s house had been
Grace’s refuge and home for years.

He was sincerely attached to West-
morland, whom he long had known,
and greeted him warmly when the lat-
ter called upon the following day:

““ Come to my den,” he said; *“I am
not certain that the ladies are visible.”

“ How are they?”

The Knight smiled at him quizzically:
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““You must be quite an entertain-
ing companion,” he said. *‘ Grace
arrived home in hysterics.”

‘“ Have you seen her this morning?”’

‘“No, but I learned, in a general
way, what you told her.”

*“ Her husband is dead.”

““Yes, and she fancies that you
killed him.”

‘“I suppose that she does!”

‘“ What on earth did you say to
her ?”

““ | was excited; we were both of us
a trifle hysterical—"

‘1 should think so,” Sir William
assented.

‘“ Of course,” Westmorland pro-
ceeded, ““I did knock him down, and
it is possible that he fractured his skull
when he struck the floor; the doctors
said that he did.”

““ Did you know at the time that he
was injured ?”

‘“ No, he was around for a week or
two after that; then he sickened and
died. His skull was fractured; they
should have trepanned it.”

“Itis too bad,” said Sir William;
““ of course, we all know you're fond
of her. Though why”—he went on in
his quizzical way—*‘‘you should have
lingered here for three years to fall in
love with a woman you believed to be
married, is beyond my comprehension
—1I can’t understand it.”

““1 met her in Marietta. [ know
now that she must have visited there
shortly after her husband deserted
her. [ was employed by your friend,
Judge Stewart, in buying and selling
derricks, bits, cable—what we used to
call junk—in the oil fields of West Vir-
ginia. I went to his house in Mari-
etta on business one evening; you re-
member the broad verandah ?”

¢ I recall it.”

‘ They were sitting there that sum-
mer night, overlooking the river. I
was presented to ‘Miss McClain,’ as I
understood it. I met her once again.
I learned that she was Lady Carter’s
sister and that she lived in Toronto.
And I knew, in my heart, that she was
the one only woman in the world for
me!

“ A few months latercame the boom
at Belle Centre. 1 was one of the first
on the ground. I made money fast,
and as soon as I could I turned every-
thing into cash. Then I came to To-
ronto to find Grace McClain, and, if
possible, to make her my wife. I
found her at your house; she was a
wife and a mother!

““I should have returned to Texas,
but on one pretext or another I lin-
gered. You and I were old friends;
there are no limits, Sir William, to
your hospitality; and in time we four
—Lady Carter, Grace, you and I—
were almost daily together, [ knew
her story; in time she knew my secret.
I urged her to seek a divorce; this she
refused to do. Then I promised to go
abroad.

‘‘Yesterday morning I was at the
Windsor, and | saw Grace and Bertha
pass in a sleigh, on their way to the
station. | came with them from Mon-
treal to Toronto. You know the rest.”

Sir William answered with unusual
gravity:

“It’'s awkward,” he said, ‘‘ there is
no doubt about that. We Canadians
are so very old-fashioned! 1 really
think you had best go abroad. Time
is the great healer, you know.”

“But [ must see Grace, Sir Wil-
liam, before I go; I wish to see her
now.”

“I will tell Lady Carter,” replied the
Knight, ruefully; but at the door he
turned, with his whimsical smile, to
say: ‘‘ Westmorland, you certainly
have made a mess of it!”

In a few moments he returned to
say that Grace was in the drawing-
room, and to shake hands, with
mock solemnity, as Westmorland left
him.

She was dressed in black; her face
seemed exceedingly pale, but her man-
ner was quiet and self-contained:

““ You have come to say good-bye?”
she asked him.

‘““No, not precisely, although I will
go away for awhile if you wish it. 1
was excited yesterday—brutal, abrupt.
I hope you will forget and forgive
what I said to you!”
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¢ 1 think I understand,” said Grace.
““You were not to blame. ‘Self de-
fencé,’ do the lawyers call it?”

““ Yes,” said Westmorland eagerly,
‘¢ that was it.”

““] am not passing judgment upon
you; your own conscience can judge
you the best.”

¢ Certainly,” assented Westmor-
land, ‘“my conscience is entirely
clear.”

““You feel no remorse about it ?”

“ No, indeed, I do not.”

““Then it will not make you mor-
bid; I am glad that you feel as you do
about it.”

“And you will make me happy?”’
he asked, almost triumphantly.

‘“ Make you happy?” Again his
tone grated upon her.

““Yes, after all, Grace, this hap-
pened three years ago. Let us be
quietly married and go abroad. On
Bertha's account, the sooner the bet-
ter !”

‘“ Have you no respect for me what-
ever ? "’ she demanded ; ‘' do you
think that I have no respect for my
child?”

““ What do you mean ?”

*“ During the past twenty-four
hours,” she answered, suddenly flush-
ing, as she rose to her feet and con-
fronted him, ‘‘ many things have been
revealed to me: Years ago you saw
me—scarcely met me—at Marietta ;
you fancied me ; you determined, even
then, to marry me! Within a few
months, flushed with your sudden rise
to fortune, you came here, to find me
another’s wife. Does that deter you?
No! You essay to snap that sacred
tie as though it were a rotten thread ;
you treat as beneath contempt the bar-
riers placed by God and man between
us. When my conscience will not
bend to your imperious will—when you
know that I cannot be you wife, with
this man alive—you then declare, with-
out regret, that you killed him ; and,
in the same breath, you command
me—his wife—and our child, to be
your accomplices, to crown your happi-
ness!”

Westmorland looked at her wonder-
ingly :

‘Do you think you are just?”

But now her excitement had passed,
and, seating herself beside him, she
answered gently :

“No, I am unjust. [ let you speak
and I let myself think about you as a
lover, when [ still believed myself to
be married. Of course from your
standpoint I was foolish and wrong to
hesitate about a divorce.

‘“ As to this other,” she continued,
‘‘ you were frank and brave to tell me
the truth ; you might have evaded it.
But of course this puts an end to our
friendship—to our acquaintance indeed,
for Bertha must entirely forget you.
As to our —”

/¢ Marriage ?”’ Westmorland sug-
gested, for she seemed to hesitate.

‘“Yes, as to marriage—let us be
frank ; as to marriage, that is impos-
sible ! ”

“Why?"”

“ Can’t you see?”

“No,”

““ Then I can’t explain it to you ; but
the situation is simply impossible.”

“ And what am I to do?”

““You must, once and for all, say
good-bye.”

‘I don’t see why that is necessary.”

“But I do. There are many rea-
sons that I think you will understand.
In the first place our thoughts and
traditions are so different that every
year you would seem to me more reck-
less and irreverent, and [ would seem
to you more foolish and fanatical.
Were there no other obstacle, this
alone should make us hesitate before
linking our lives together.”

+¢1 will take chances on that,” said
Westmorland smilingly.

‘““But that is not all! In time
Bertha must know that her father is
dead, and how he died. Even though
I deceived her, she would learn some
day. Then think of what lies before
us! The innocence of youth is cruel
in its judgments. How can we live
with this child, year after year, and
this secret between us ?
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‘‘ Again, you and I know the truth ;
but how is the world to know it?
How will our enemies tell it? You
fall in love with a married woman ;
you travel thousands of miles to find
her husband and kill him ; then you
return and marry the widow! How
would this story sound to Bertha, if
she heard it, ten years from now?
No, the world is cruel, but its laws are
wise ; we must avoid the appearance
of evil.”

““ We must do what is right.”

‘“ And we must not appear to do
wrong.”

‘“ But for the present,” Westmorland
plead, ‘‘why should our friendship
be interrupted ?”’

‘1 can answer that easily. When a
man and a woman are placed as we
are — when they have shown their
hearts to each other—they will talk of
themselves whenever they meet. If
you continue to come here as usual,
will you and I discuss Mr. Chamber-
lain, the Alaskan Award, the state of
the weather ? Ah, no, it will be always
the same, and the end is certain :
either I yield to your importunity, or
we part in a quarrel forever.”

‘“ We are not quarrelling now ! ”’

‘“No,” she said, rising and extend-
ing her hand frankly towards him,
‘“ we part in peace.”

‘“ And your mind is made up ?”

““ Irrevocably.”

“It is very hard; it is very un-
just!”

‘¢ It is fate.”

Her tone and manner more than her
words appalled him. To his mind they
spelled the end.

He held her hand between his own ;
she could see that he was deeply
moved ; that his strong feeling made
him, for the time, inarticulate. Then
he turned and left her. She heard him
slowly pass through the wide hall to
the street; then, as the door closed
behind him, she hastened to the win-
dow and, herself unobserved, gazed
after him. The wind was blowing a
gale, and the snow was drifting heavily;
the elements seemed to accentuate her
cruelty.

‘““Good-bye ! she sobbed as he
disappeared from her sight; ‘‘ Good-

(Al

bye, good-bye !

I

The winter dragged slowly by for
Grace McClain. To a few friends she
confided the fact of her husband’s
death; they frankly congratulated her
upon her release. She told them that
he had died some time before; that
only her sister, Sir William and Mr.
Westmorland knew of it; that she
hesitated to formally announce her
widowhood. More than one of her
confidants discreetly inquired about
Mr. Westmorland; she could only an-
swer that he had gone abroad.

But as time passed and no word
came from Westmorland, her interest
revived and quickened in the happen-
ings of her daily life. The spring was
one of peculiar charm, and Grace eag-
erly breathed its buoyant beauty. So-
cial ambitions, long dormant, now
stirred again. She reappeared, with
some of her old-time zest, at the golf
links and upon the bay. She had per-
suaded herself that she had ceased to
remember, when —frightened, elated,
half-pleased and only half-surprised —
she received an offer of marriage that
brought her sharply face to face with
the problem of her life. It was from
her dead father’s dearest friend—her
own life-long friend and guardian.
Although he spoke with modest, manly
depreciation of his own deserts, she
knew full well that to be his wife was
to gratify a very high ambition. It
meant to her social supremacy among
those she had always known, free-
dom from care, a life of luxurious
comfort brightened by congenial ac-
tivity.

By birth, tradition, and through
hard experience she had come to set
no little store upon the well-ordered
conventionalities of life; and marriage
to Westmorland—she faced the ques-
tion bravely now—*‘ would it be quite
respectable ?” Did it not stand for
the suppression of truth, the keeping
of secrets? She was innocent, but the
pitiless question confronted her: could
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she marry the man who had caused her
husband’s death ?

There remained the possibility of
perpetual widowhood. Her own pov-
erty gave Grace no concern; Sir Wil-
liam was her brother, her unfailing
friend; and her sister, after all, was
kind and affectionate; but the child?
And now she blushed guiltily at the
unbidden thought of Westmorland’s
love for them both; in her heart she
knew that Bertha would be his heir.
She tried to make herself believe that
she might never see him again, that he
might marry abroad, and in time for-
get them, but her heart laughed her
to scorn. Hurtand unhappy he might
be, but she never doubted his lifelong
love and solicitude. That was the one
thing in this world that was fixed and
unchangeable ! With a great throb of
love and gratitude she turned to his
photograph that for years had gazed
upon her. ‘‘ Faithfully yours,” he had
written—yes, he would be faithful
unto death. But was she true to
the love God had placed in her heart?
Had she the right to marry one man
while she still loved another? Was it
just to either? Would it not in the
end be cruel to both?

But now the fresh, bright air invited
her. She walked abroad, to find that
gossip was busy with her future. Al-
ready she perceived that deference ad-
vanced to greet her coming greatness.
She was too womanly not to recall
more than one slight put upon her dur-
ing the dark days now happily ended,
and too human not to thrill with the
pride of power within her grasp. Lady
Carter noticed at dinner her strange
exaltation, and Sir William, with the
whimsical smile that covered alike his
pleasure and his pain, murmured si-
lently over his port:

¢« Westmorland, you certainly have
made a mess of it!”

That evening she said to her suitor:

“Do you think that under any cir-
cumstances a woman should marry the
man who has killed her husband—say
in a duel, or in ‘self-defence,” do you
call it ?”’

“They are not quite the same thing,”
he commented. ¢ But, tell me, was
she the cause of the quarrel ?”

““No, this man did not know for
years after that it was her husband.
The husband was insane at the time,
you know, and attacked this gentle-
man and tried to kill him, and in the
scuffle he hurt his head.”

“ Fractured his skull, perhaps ?”

“ Yes, they should have trepanned
it.” She did not know precisely what
this meant, but she recalled Westmor-
land saying it.

““ He was about the streets,” she
continued, “for a long time after-
wards, then he sickened and died; you
see they didn’t trepan it.”

“Oh, a hundred things may have
caused his death. It is only guess-
work, you know.”

¢ But would you advise her to marry
him ?”

“] couldn’t advise a lady I never
knew to marry a man I never saw.”

““That is true; but just supposing—"

“ Oh, a hypothetical case? Well, I
am not on the bench, you know; but I
must say that I don’t like the story. It
is—well—a little too complicated. I
assume that she has no children ?”

¢ Yes, there is one child.”

« Of course that increases the diffi-
culty. I could not advise a marriage
like this, yet the circumstances are so
peculiar that I would not absolutely
condemn it.”

““Thank you,” she said, ‘‘you are
always kind and just.”

* Do not quote me to your friend,”
he said.

‘¢ There is no need of it. I see my-
self that it would never do; the mar-
riage will not take place.”

b

During the night Lady Carter heard
Grace moving about her room, and
stepped to the hall to find her dressed
for the street.

¢ Grace,” she exclaimed, ‘‘where on
earth are you going ?”

«“] am going to Mr. Westmor-
land.”

¢ Where is he ?”
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‘“ He is here,” she said simply; ‘‘he
wishes to see me.”

‘ But, Grace,” she
“‘he is not here.”

““1 must go to him,” she answered;
‘‘he has sent for me.”

““You are dreaming, Grace; it is
two o’clock in the morning !”

The girl stood blinking, like one who
is dazed and blinded by a sudden glare
of light.

‘“] know that he called me,” she re-
peated, in a patient, colourless way.

Lady Carter, now thoroughly fright-
ened, shook her violently, as though to
awaken her.

““You are dreaming,” she insisted;
“‘you must remain in your room till
morning.”

““Very well,” she submitted; ‘I will
not go to bed!”

They prevailed upon her, at last, to
remove her hat and boots, but other-
wise she was dressed, as for a journey,
when she lay down to rest. Soon after
she sank into a deep slumber—almost
a stupor—that lasted for hours. As
she descended to breakfast Sir William
stood at the foot of the stair, and she
gazed at him expectantly:

““] have bad news,” he said, ‘‘of
Westmorland.”

“] knew it,” she gasped; ‘‘he is
dead !”

remonstrated,

‘“ He may be,” said Sir William °

sadly, ‘‘but he is very ill, to say the
least of it. He is at the hospital in
Cincinnati.”

““In Cincinnati ?”

‘“Yes, he has been there, it seems.
He had an ugly accident. There has
been one operation and, by this time,
I fear, another; the second operation
may kill him. If he rallies from that,
he may recover !”

¢ must go to him,” she said; ‘‘he
summoned me last night.”

¢ You wish to go?”

I must go, Sir William !”

“ You know what it means ?”

‘¢ It means that I am going to nurse
him; it means that [ am going to marry
him !”’

¢It may mean, my dear, that you
are going to bury him.”

““You don’t mean that!” she sob-
bed. ‘“Oh, Sir William, you don’t
mean that ?”

““No, there is still a chance !
take you to Cincinnati.”

““ How did you learn this ?"” she ask-
ed him presently.”

‘“ At the hospital they found a packet
of papers with an indorsement upon
them that, in case of death or other
sudden emergency, they should be de-
livered to me as soon as possible. The
surgeon in charge forwarded the pa-
pers to me and also a history of the case.
I telegraphed him this morning; we
should have an answer soon.”

Grace prepared for her journey—
finding a certain relief in the mechani-
cal labour; then she crept to the draw-
ing-room window from which she had
last seen Westmorland, and tearfully
watched for the message of life or
death. Here Sir William found her.

“They telephoned the message,’
she heard him say; ‘‘he is living
still ! ”

They found that there was no train
until evening, and Grace roamed weari-
ly through the house waiting for the
long dead day to wear itself out.

Meeting Sir William, she asked him:

‘“ What were the papers he sent
you ?”’

‘“One was his will; it is, of course,
still unopened. The other related to
the death of your husband; there can
be no question but that he died from an
overdose of morphine. It is true there
was a slight fracture of the skull—how
old or how recent nobody knows, but
there had been a scuffle between him
and Westmorland, and the latter as-
sumed that he might be responsible.
The doctors, nurses and undertakers
were only too glad to agree with him;
he was plucked of hundreds of dollars.
Yet, strange to say, the doctor was
honest enough, at the time, to make a
true return to the government; the
official record shows that ‘Allan Dow’
died from an ‘overdose of morphine
administered by mistake.’ ”

‘“It doesn’t matter now,” she said
wearily; ‘“let us go to the station; I
would rather wait there than here.”

I will
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At Buffalo a telegram awaited Sir
William. The operation had been suc-
cessfully performed, but Westmorland
had not rallied satisfactorily, and the
surgeons feared the worst. Then fol-
lowed a weary vigil; tenderly they
spoke of their brave, true friend as of
one already dead !

Hewas unconscious when they found
him, but his marvellous vitality forbade
despair. Slowly there came reviving
strength and consciousness. For days
Grace had been with him constantly;
he had not known her, but during her
absence one afternoon he recognised
Sir William, and the excitement told
so heavily against him that the sur-
geons forbade her to return. Inafew
days, however, they said to her:

“You may see him, Mrs. McClain,
if you insist upon it. Your presence
may relieve this nervous depression
and rouse him to some effort to get
well; he is making no effort now.”

*“] insist upon it,” she answered;
“I understand.”

At the hour appointed he was sleep-
ing. She slipped to his bedside and
knelt beside him. In the dim, half-
darkened room he awakened slowly.
She bowed over his pale face, and as
his wasted fingers touched her hair
she softly kissed his lips:

“] knew you would come,” he
whispered. ‘‘My sweetheart !”

And she answered:

““Your wife !”

L"AMOUR

BY INGLIS MORSE

I WAS a longing unto thee,
My heart’s true goal—

An arrow that thou drewest

To thy soul.

And I, thy woman’s way loved best,

Which was for me
A hint that did suggest
Eternity.
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ST. LOUIS—FESTIVAL HALL, AT NIGHT

CANADA AT ST. LOUIS

By THE EDITOR

HE relation between a mar-
ket and a fair is often lost
sight of by the public. A
market is a meeting to-
gether of buyers and sel-

lers in some place at an appointed

time. Every fair is, historically speak-
ing, a market, but it is more than that.
A fair possesses features which are
not seen in an ordinary market and is
of a more miscellaneous character; it
extends over a longer period and is

ST. LOUIS—THE VIEW FROM FESTIVAL HALL

In the central distance is the Louisiana Purchase Monument.

On either side are two of

the eight large Exhibit Palaces
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FESTIVAL HALL, WITH ITS STAIRWAYS, LAWNS AND STATUARY

held at greater intervals. The name
is probably derived from the Latin
feria (a holiday), and was originally a
festival of some kind at which traders
took advantage of the opportunity to
display their wares.

When commerce was in its early
stages, for example in England just
after the Norman conquest, the an-
nual fairs were occasions on which
distant or foreign traders visited the
various towns to display wares not
usually procurable there. The great
fair at Stourbridge, near Cambridge,
was held annually in September, and
lasted for three weeks. The space
allotted to this fair, about half a square
mile, was divided into streets which
were named after the various nations
or trades, and in each of these streets
some special trade was carried on, the
principal being in foreign spices and
fruits, ironmongery, fish, metal goods,
cloth, wool, leather and latterly books.
Traders came from such distant points

as Genoa, Venice, the Levant and
Spain.

The continental fairs were one of
the prominent characteristics of medi-
@val mercantile life. Their origin is
ascribed to the great religious festivals
which attracted large numbers of peo-
ple and gave opportunity for trade.
The French mediaeval fairs had their
fullest development in the twelfth cen-
tury. These were mainly in the Cham-
pagne country. Later the Lyons fair
was the most important in France.
Leipzig fair was prominent in the
eighteenth century, when Germany be-
gan to be of commercial importance.

The Russian Annual Fair at Nijni
Novgorod is perhaps the most famous
in the world. Here for two months in
the year two hundred thousand people,
collected from the ends of the earth,
meet to trade. There are sixteen
thousand shops at this point which are
used only during fair time. There is
the Persian Quarter, the China Quar-
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ST. LOUIS—THE CANADIAN BUILDING, ERECTED AT A COST OF $3().()u()

ter, the Khivan Quarter,
the Tartar Quarter, and so
on. As soon as railways
pierce through the great
district of which Nijni
Novgorod is the centre, the
fair will probably change in
character, but for hundreds
of years it has been a great
meeting place for European
and Asiatic traders.

The modern type of
World’s Fair came in with
the London Exhibition of
1851, where British North
America was represented by
195 exhibitors. In the New
York Exhibition of 1853
Canada had 152 exhibitors.
At Paris in 1855, Canada
obtained 88 prizes divided
among 321 exhibitors. At
the London Exhibition of
1862, Canada secured 100
medals and 50 honourable

ST. LOUIS — BRAZIL'S BUILDING

This and other national and state buildings show an
architecture much superior to that of the
Canadian building.
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ST. LOUIS—THE 'MAG.\'IFICENT TROPHY WHICH REPRESENTED CANADA IN THE PALACE OF

AGRICULTURE.

mentions. Then there were the Dub-
lin Exhibition of 1865, the Paris Fair
of 1867, the Philadelphia Exhibition of
1876, the Sydney (N.S.W.) Exhibition
of 1879, the London Fisheries Exhibi-
tion of 1883, the Antwerp Universal
Exhibition of 1885, the Colonial and
Indian Exhibition at London in 1886,
the Jamaica Exhibition of 1891, and
the World’s Fair at Chicago in 1893.
At all these there were Canadian ex-
hibits and Canadian prize winners.
Since Confederation the Dominion
Government has spent over a million

THE CENTRAL PART IS 65 FEET HIGH

dollars in making Canadian products
known to the world through the medi-
um of exhibits at various foreign fairs.

The World’s Fair at St. Louis this
year is a magnificent accomplishment.
Three years of steady preparation were
not quite enough to execute the ambi-
tious plans of the promoters, and when
the gates swung open in May, there
was general incompleteness. The
cold wet weather had interfered with
the progress of road-making and land-
scape gardening, while incompetence
or indifference had retarded the com-
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pleting of the
individual and
national dis-
plays. Practic-
ally only the
Japanese and
United States
Government
displays were
complete.

No far as
the buildings
were concern-
ed, the fair
managers had
practically
completed
their labours,
and only a
few finishing
touches were
still required.
These build-
ings are nu-
merous, large,
varied and
splendidly
conceived.
Scattered over
a broader area
than was ever
covered by
a previous
World’s Fair,
they yet pre-
sent one com-
posite picture
of marvellous
beauty with
the towering
Louisiana Purchase Monument as a
centrepiece, and the Festival Hall as
the central view-point. On either side
of the monument are four great exhibit
palaces, covering from eight to fifteen
acres each. The wide spaces between
them are embellished by landscape and
water effects. The Cascade Gardens
connects them with Festival Hall and
the supporting Palace of Fine Arts.
On the outskirts of this central group
are the various National, State and
other buildings.

By July the grounds were in good
order, the exhibits all in place, the

ST. LOUIS—THE MAPLE SUGAR AND SYRUP DISPLAY, WITH SMALL
BUSH AND CAMP ENCLOSED

‘“ Pike” noisy and merry, and the
streets of this Magic City were daily
thronged with unwearied searchers for
that which would delight the eye and
please the mind. The World’s Fair
at St. Louis is a success, in so far as
a World’s Fair can be a success. If it
has not emphasised for the world a
new idea of supreme industrial im-
portance, it has at least indicated the
progress of western civilisation which
has passed in a short half-century from
the banks of the Thames to the west-
ern bank of the Mississippi. Fifty
years ago the Prince Consort watched
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CANADA'S DISPLAY OF FISH AND GAME—GIVEN A GRAND PRIZE

the magnificent Crystal Palace rise to the special benefit of the Western
show the world something new in ex- States and the general benefit of the
hibitions; to-day the people of St. industrial and intellectual worlds.

Louis are imitating his initiative for On this occasion Canada has again

CANADA'S EXCELLENT DISPLAY OF FRUIT, EQUALLED ONLY BY CALIFORNIA
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been repre-
sented,though
perhaps not
so adequately
as might have
been expected.
There are no
exhibits of
Canadian
manufactures
or dairy pro-
ducts because
the Govern-
ment felt that
there was
little gain in
displaying
goods which
could not be
sold in the
United States.
That this was
a somewhat
narrow view
for the au-
thorities to
take, will be
generally ad-
mitted. Yet
there is some-
thing to be
said in their
defence. They
decided,wisely
or unwisely, to
show only
such products
as might be in demand in that country,
and to keep the Canadian building a
sort of immigration bureau. With this
end in view the agricultural and min-
ing products were emphasised, because
these were the products likely to in-
terest prospective settlers and invest-
ors. The Canadian building was kept
small and unassuming, and was plain-
ly furnished so that the farmers would
not fear to intrude.

The picture of the Canadian build-
ing shown herewith proves that little
money was wasted on architectural
design. Some disgusted Canadians
have labelled it ‘‘ The Wedding-Cake
House.” The interior is as plain as
the exterior, and is decorated with a

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER EXHIBIT

few deer heads and some paintings of
rural scenes and cattle. The agricul-
tural trophy in the Palace of Agricul-
ture is in better taste. It is a replica
in outline of the Parliamentary Library
at Ottawa, and is ‘quite imposing.
The pillars and displays which sur-
round it rather detracted from its
striking appearance, but served a de-
cided utilitarian purpose in providing
space for mottoes, samples of food-
stuffs, and other exhibition features.
The display was in favour with the
authorities and was granted one of
the grand awards for displays of this
character.

The following list will give an idea
of the classes of goods which were
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used as accessories to this agricultural
trophy:
FLOUR—
Archie Campbell, Toronto, Ont.
Lake Huron and Manitoba Co., Goderich.
Lake of the Woods Milling Co., Keewatin
Ogilvie Milling Co., Montreal, P.Q.
CEREAL FOoODS—
The Robert Greig Co., Toronto, Ont.
P. McIntosh & Son, Toronto, Ont.
The Tillson Company, Tillsonburg, Ont.
The Frontenac Cereal Co., Kingston, Ont.
Eby, Blain Co., Toronto, Ont.
W. T. Benson, Montreal, P.Q.

Biscurrs —
Christie, Brown & Co., Toronto, Ont.
CHEESE—
A, F. MacLaren Imperial Cheese Co., To-
ronto, Ont.
Ingersoll Packing Co., Ingersoll, Ont.
CANADIAN CLUB WHISKY—
Hiram Walker & Sons, Walkerville, Ont.
ALES AND PORTER—
Dawes & Co., Lachine, Que.
John Labatt, London, Ont.
Toronto Brewing and Malting Co., Toronto.
The Carling Brewing and Malting Co.,
London, Ont.

THE WALTER BAKER EXHIBIT

BAKING POWDER—
E. W. Gillett Co., Toronto, Ont.
CREAM TARTAR—
E. W. Gillett Co., Toronto, Ont.
STARCH—
Imperial Starch Co., Prescott, Ont.
Edwardsburg Starch Co., Cardinal, Ont.
CONDENSED MILK AND CREAM—
Truro Condensed Milk Co., Truro, N.S.

CORN SYRUP—
Edwardsburg Starch Co., Cardinal, Ont.

CANNED FRUITS——

Eby, Blain Co., Toronto, Ont.
CANNED VEGETABLES—

Eby, Blain Co., Toronto, Ont.

HONEY—
General display.
TosBacco—
General display.
Hops—
General display.
MAPLE SUGAR AND SYRUP—
General display. (Sugar samples were reg-
ularly distributed.)
CEREALS, GRAINS AND GRASSES—
Contributed by over 3,000 farmers through-
out the Dominion.

The fish and game exhibit includes
many stuffed animals and a rustic arch
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built of Cana-
dian woods.
This is a uni-
que design,
but the whole
effect was
somewhat of
the ‘‘dead”
variety. The
differing
character of
the particular
woods is not
impressed up-
on the specta-
tor. The en-
quiring public
is not enlight-
ened by pla-
cards or read-
ing matter of
an adequate
character.
The exhibit is
a splendid
one, but it
lacks interpre
tation.

The mineral
exhibit is im-
posing, but
hardly more
effective than
the game and
wood exhibit. It is provided with
labels such as one would find in a
technical museum. The learned min-
eralogist or the experienced miner
would be at home with the samples
and labels, but the inexperienced pub-
lic would find little information of a
popular or educational character. The
material is there, but as with the pre-
vious exhibit, the accessories which
translate the features of an exhibit for
the man who has but a few minutes to
spare for such a display are almost
absent. This is in strong contrast
with the Japanese mineral exhibit,
which occupied about one quarter the
space. This display is walled, and
around the walls are hung pictures of
the various mining camps and plants,
with both interior and exterior views:
on a counter on one side was a model

EXHIBIT OF POSTUM CEREAL CO.

of a mining camp, showing huts,
shafts, drifts and machinery. The
samples of ore were not numerous,
but were quite sufficient for the pur-
pose. The mineral samples in the
U.S. Government Building were also
well displayed, each piece of ore being
fully explained by a large card on
which there was printed a popular de-
scription.  As the United States pur-
chases thirty-two of our thirty-five
million dollars’ worth of mineral ex-
ports each year, this display should
have received the best of attention.
The authorities apparently intended to
make it impressive, but a smaller dis-
play and fuller information would have
been even more effective.

In fruits, Canada makes an excel-
lent display, much to the surprise of
that part of the great public which
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still believes that Canada is a country
of eternal trost and snow. There were
ninety-four varieties of fresh apples
and fifty varieties of preserved speci-
mens. Plums, pears, grapes, cherries
and peaches are in profusion, to add
to the wonder of the sight-seer. The
whole horticultural display is excellent
and has been declared by competent
critics to surpass any similar display
at St. Louis with the exception of that
from California.

Yet it is surprising to find such
an excellent display of fruit. The
authorities did not display creamery
products or manufactured goods be-
cause there was no market for these in
the United States. It is well known
that there is no market—in the same
sense—for Canadian fruit in that coun-
{ry, yet an excellent display was made.
There is an inconsistency here which
a stern-minded critic might declare re-
quired explanation.

The Canadian art display was badly
managed. The furnishings and decor-
ations are tawdry and far from attract-
ive. There is no one in attendance to
explain the pictures, there are no
seats to invite the wanderer to linger.
There are no pictures of our great
waterfalls, of our capacious harbours,
our beautiful forests or our more im-
posing public buildings. There is a
collection of canvasses such as might
have been painted by third-rate French
or British artists. These pictures are
good in their way, and would have
been attractive in a local exhibition in
Toronto or Montreal; as a representa-
tive collection to show strangers
wherein Canadian art, landscape,
nature and civilisation differs from
those of other countries, it is a flat
failure. The art collection of Norway
and Sweden, for example, gave one a
distinct idea of the landscape and the
civilisation of those countries; and so
it was with the others. The French
Art display was one-half industrial, in
keeping with the idea that a Fair is a
promoter of buying and selling.

Pulp woods and pulp are exhibited

along with some British Columbia
woods in a small building near the Ca-
nadian Pavilion. There are also some
samples of hard woods from the other
provinces. There was some delay in
placing this exhibit, butit is worthy of
the occasion. The only point in con-
nection with it is that there is a likeli-
hood of its being overlooked. Had it
been placed in a galleryconnected with
the main building this danger might
have been avoided.

On the whole, it must be admitted
that Canada has been better repre-
sented at St. Louis than at Chicago or
Buffalo, so far as interior displays are
concerned. In horses, cattle and
sheep there has been a falling off, due
partly to the Government’s lack of en-
thusiasm, and partly to the cost of
transportation and difference in cli-
mate. Mr. Beith was the only exhibi-
tor of horses, but his seven splendid
Hackneys excelled all competitors and
brought him $1,900 in prizes. Mr. J.
C. Clark, of Ottawa, was the only
cattle exhibitor, but his herd of six-
teen Ayrshires brought him even more
prize-money than was secured by Mr.
Beith. The Canadian entries of sheep
and swine were more numerous, and
were fairly well rewarded.

Canada has done well, although she
might have done better. The author-
ities have learned some things which
will no doubt be of advantage to them
in future displays. The Japanese ex-
hibitors have taught all teachable na-
tions at this fair; their displays were
completed in time, were well scattered
throughout the various buildings, were
excellently arranged, and were in
charge of shrewd and intelligent per-
sons. Japan has begun to pay back
her debt to Western civilisation.

Canada’s exhibits at the fairs of the
world should be in charge of agricul-
tural, mining and horticultural experts.
Politicians who are merely ¢ good
fellows,” and whose knowledge is
bounded by the uses of a spiral stair-
case, are not the persons best fitted to
manage the advertising of a nation.



DEPARTURE OF THE GRENADIER GUARDS FROM TRAFALGAR SQUARE FOR THE CRIMEA,
FEBRUARY 22, 1854

THE GRENADIER GUARDS AND
THEIR BAND

By J. HENRY

)1 S Majesty’s Grenadier
83 Guards, whose band is
now touring Canada, need
little introduction to Ca-
nadians. The second bat-
talion came to Canada in the Rebellion
period, and were stationed at Quebec
from 1839 to 1842. A battalion came
here also at the time of the ‘‘ Trent ”
affair. Yet at this time a brief re-
view of their history may be interest-
ing.

g'rI‘he regiment dates back to 1636,
when an English corps known as
“The Royal Regiment of Guards”
was one of six infantry regiments
formed from among the adherents of
Charles II during his exile in Flanders.
Their first engagement was the so-
called battle of the ‘‘Dunes” near

43

Dunkirk, on the French coast. On
the restoration of Charles, four years
later, the regiment was re-organised
under Colonel John Russell in England,
though the original troops were still
embodied under Lord Wentworth at
Dunkirk. When this fort was sold the
two regiments were united in England.
They received special colours and the
famous series of twenty-four Royal
badges, one for each company. The
regiment was handsomely dressed in

scarlet coats faced with blue, with
blue breeches and stockings, and
plumed hats. The present ‘‘bear-

skin” headgear was not adopted by
the whole regiment until 1815, the
pattern being taken from Napoleon’s
Imperial Guards. The grenade, which
had previously been worn on the head-
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COL., HORACE RICARDO, M.V.0., COMMANDING
GRENADIER GUARDS

gear, was placed also on the collar of
officers and men.

Their series of victories is long, and
cannot be given in any detail. They
served at Blenheim in 1704, and, in
fact, in Marlborough’s whole cam-
paign from 1702 to 1711. It is inter-
esting to note that this great general
began his career as an ensign in the
Guards, and that he was their colonel
at Blenheim.

During the Seven Years’ War the
Guards served under Bligh, on the
coast of France, in 1758, and under
the Marquis of Granby in Germany
in 1760-3. The regiment contributed
its quota to the combined battalion
of Guards which served in America
throughout the War of Independence.
It served through the Napoleonic
wars, was with Sir John Moore in

1808, and especially dis-
tinguished itself at Quatré
Bras and Waterloo. At
the latter battle the second
and third battalions formed
the First Brigade of Guards
under Sir Peregrine Mait-
land. Their position was
on the ridge above Hugue-
mont, whence in line four
deep they swept down in
their famous charge at the
close of the day. Five
thousand men of the Old
Imperial Guard under
Marshal Ney were seen
advancing with shouts of
‘‘Vive FEmpereur!” They
came steadily on; but on
reaching the crest the
Guards poured out a
pitiless volley, and whether
it was ‘‘Up, Guards, and
at ’em!” or ‘‘ Now, Mait-
land, now’s your time!”
vociferated by the Iron
Duke, Lord Saltoun cried
out, ‘‘ Now’s the time,
my boys!” and the Guards
sprang forward,driving the
enemy over a hedge of dead
and dying down the hill. In
that conflict and at Quatré
Bras the First Guards
lost 181 killed, including
7 officers, and had 853 wounded, mak-
ing a total of 1,034. They had earned
undying fame. ‘‘Guards,” exclaimed
Wellington, ‘‘you shall be rewarded
for this;”” and when encamped at Paris in
the Bois de Boulogne at the close of
the French war, as a distinguished
honour they became ‘‘The First or
Grenadier Regiment of Foot Guards.”
The colours which floated over the
devoted third battalion of the 1st Foot
Guards at Waterloo are still preserved
at Wellingtot_] Barracks, where Cana-
dians visiting the metropolis can now
see them in the Royal Military Chapel.
In connection with the colours of the
regiment, it may be noted that when
six more companies were added at the
outbreak of the Crimean War, as many
additional new badges were created.
On the decease of the Duke of Wel-
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lington, Sept. 14th,
1852, the supreme
command of the regi-
ment was conferred on
Prince Albert, Queen
Victoria’s consort,
who held it till his
death in 1861, when
it passed to H.R:H.
the late lamented
Duke of Cambridge.
In the Crimea, French
and British troops
fought side by side,
and a lasting tribute
was paid by the former
to the honour and
bravery of their island
allies. It is recorded
that one day Marshal
Canrobert asked Lord
Raglan to send the
Grenadiers to the front
with his own men, and
when the British Gen-
eral, feeling obliged
to refuse, owing to
the fatigue of the
Guards, who had just
come off the field, the
Marshal replied: ‘“‘My
Zouaves will do better
if they see the Bear-
skins with them’—
referring to the tall fur
head-dress peculiar to
the Guards. On an-
other occasion, a
French officer, notic-
ing their valour, ex-
claimed: “Now I un-
derstand Waterloo!”

The subsequent
services of this famous
regiment include the
Egyptian Campaign of
1882, where the 2nd
battalion formed part
of H.R.H. the Duke
of Connaught’s brig-
ade; the Nile Cam-
paign, where they
toiled on the River
and fought in the des-
ert; and the Suakin
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expedition of 1885, when the 3rd Bat-
talion was in the field.

The 1st Battalion were at Gibraltar
in 1897, and the following year pro-
ceeded to Egypt to join the forces un-
der Sir Herbert Kitchener on his march
to Khartoum. They were present at
the battle of Omdurman, immediately
returning to London, where they met
with a splendid reception. With their
meritorious services in the recent
South African war every reader is
familiar. In this, as in all their cam-
paigns, they added to the regimental
high traditions.

of their existence are in a special man-
ner representative of the traditional
British Grenadiers, ‘‘old in glory and
honour they have yet the vigour of
youth.”

THE BAND

By the special favour of His Majesty
the King and the- permission of the
Colonel Commanding, the band of the
Grenadier Guards is visiting the Unit-
ed States and Canada this season.
This is not the first visit paid by the
Grenadier Guards Band to the United
States. It was present at the Inter-

THE GUARDS BAND AT ST. JAMES'S PALACE

Their present Colonel-in-Chief is
His Majesty King Edward VII, the
Colonel being the King's brother,
F.M., H.R.H. the Duke of Con-
naught, and the Lieut.-Col. Command-
ing, Horace Ricardo, M.V.O. The
headquarters of the regiment is in
London at Wellington Barracks, bat-
talions being stationed at times also at
Chelsea Barracks, the Tower, Wind-
sor, and, during the summer, at Alder-
shot and Pirbright. Asin the days of
Charles II they are always present,
ready for the persenal service of the
Sovereign and to bear their part in all
the great functions of the State. The

national Peace and Musical Festival in
Boston in June, 1892, and received a
magnificent ovation. The London
press at the time published special
despatches of its performances, when
Dan Godfrey, the bandmaster, con-
ducted.

The band may claim origin from the
earliest body of musicians connected
with the British Army. On January
3rd, 1685, King Charles II, only a few
days before his death, signed a war-
rant authorising the establishment of
twelve hautbois players to be attached
to his ‘‘Royal Regiment of Foot-
Guards,” and this doubtless is the first

Grenadier Guards in the third century « official record of a band other than
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drums and fifes in His Majesty’s
forces. It is a favourite tradition in
the Grenadier Guards that Handel
composed the well-known ‘‘March in
Scipio ” as a parade ‘‘ slow march”
for the regiment, and it has been used
for this purpose since the time of this
eminent composer. The celebrated
‘¢ quick march,” ‘‘The British Grena-
diers,” dates back to the days of good
Queen Anne, in the
early eighteenth
century. The band
was sent to Paris
in 1815 to join the
regiment during its
sojourn in the
French capital, but
it does not seem to
have attained any
particularly high
grade of musical
excellence until
some years later.
Under the late
Lieut. Dan Godfrey,
who was its con-
ductor from July,
1856, to Septem-
ber, 1896, the band
achieved a reputa-
tion second to
none.

The present con-
ductor, Mr. Albert
Williams, Mus.
Bac. Oxon., has
wielded the baton
since 1896, and
during his leader-
ship has spared no

ings has drawn crowds of enthusi-
astic and delighted amateurs to the
illuminated gardens of this very popu-
lar resort. The band always performs
in town on Sunday evenings, in the
Royal Parks—Hyde Park and Green
Park—with thousands for an audience
in the open air, and frequently during
the King's residence at Windsor on
the East Terrace of the Castle.

No prominent
fétes or events
occur without this
band, and during
the season short
tours are made to
provincial exhibi-
tions, seaside re-
sorts and other
places—all indicat-
ing the very import-
ant part taken in na-
tional events by this
worthy company of
soldier musicians.

When engaged
for the St. Louis
Fair the authorities
insisted upon the
band playing at the
low pitch of A 4309,
and consequently a
whole new set of in-
struments had to be
made specially for
this arrangement.
An order was en-
trusted to Messrs.
Boosey & Co., Mili-
tary Band Instru-
ment Manufactur-

effort to keep his A. WILLIAMS, MUS. BAC. OXON., ers, Regent St.,

band well abreast
of the musical ad-
vance so characteristic of these times.

The concerts given by the band of
the Grenadier Guards are a very prom-
inent feature in the outdoor life of
the metropolis. One of the leading
features at Earl’s Court Exhibition, the
great summer attraction at London,
and visited by so many Canadians, are
the concerts in the beautiful Western
Gardens by the Grenadier’'s Band.
During the last few seasons the classi-
cal programme given on stated even-

BANDMASTER

London, on May
3rd, and all the new
instruments were delivered about July
8th, being used immediately at Guard
Mounting and Earl’s Court Exhibition
with complete satisfaction.

The personnel of the band, in all 60
musicians, consists of three sergeants,
five corporals and fifty-two bandsmen,
and the bandmaster. Accompanying
the organisation to America is Captain
G. D. Jeffreys, 3rd Battalion Grenadier
Guards, son of the Right Hon. A. F.
Jeffreys, M.P.
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No. 56—MR. ROBERT MEIGHEN

LMOST every day through-
out the year there appears
on the floor of the Mon-
treal Board of Trade an
elderly man of medium

height and well-preserved frame.

Should he remove his hat, as he is apt

to do on a warm summer’s day, swing-

ing it the while in his hand, he will un-
cover hair as thick as that of the
average youth, though it, as well as
the liberal moustache and square-
trimmed beard, is whitened with ad-
vancing years. As he crosses the
room, mayhapin a preoccupied manner,
his quick step and nervous action indi-
cate a divorce between bis spirit and
his whitened hair. Passing through
into the Corn Exchange Room, he will
pause in front of the quotation board
in a somewhat characteristic attitude,
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regarding it attentively through his
thick-rimmed spectacles, and remark-
ing upon it in a partial undertone,
and apparently impartial manner. But
it is only apparently impartial, for, be-
ing the president of the Lake of the
Woods Milling Co., this man is deeply
interested in the wheat market, the
dividends of the company which he
directs largely depending upon it.

Mr. Robert Meighen is one of the
best known and best liked members of
the Corn Exchange. He is also among
the foremost of Montreal’s successful
business men, successful not alone in
having acquired wealth, but in every-
thing for which the average man
yearns.

Everything ?
thing more.

““You are rich,” said he in his some-

No, he desires one
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what dramatic manner to an envious
and rather impecunious acquaintance,
lately. ‘‘I ask for but one thing—
to be twenty years younger. I can-
not have youth—you have it, and in a
country like Canada you ought to be
able to get the rest.”

His confidence in what Canada has
to offer to energetic young men is
born of his own experience and his
hopeful and fearless outlook, which
outlook, by the way, is more easy for
the successful than the unsuccessful to
reach.

The tribute to youth came from a
man not yet old. His sixty years sit
lightly on him. His physique is as
sound, his step as quick and elastic,
and his intellect as bright as they
could well have been when he came to
Montreal twenty-five years ago.

If success in life is evidence of a
man’s ability, Mr. Meighen must pos-
sess his share. Like so many of Ca-
nada’s successful men, he has known
what it is to battle with adversity. As
his quick and vivacious temperament
may to some extent indicate, he is of
Irish extraction, his birthplace being
the village of Dungiven, near London-
derry. His fatherless youth was spent
in the town of Perth, Ontario, where
he came with his mother when very
young. He received his elementary
education at the public school, and at
the age of fourteen he began his busi-
ness career in the firm of which he
afterwards became a partner. This
firm, that of Messrs. A. Meighen &
Bros., founded fifty-five years ago, is
still engaged in the general trading
business.

Those were the days of small things.
To-day Mr. Meighen is president of
the Lake of the Woods Milling Co.,
Ltd., which he, with Mr. Geo. Stephen
(now Lord Mount Stephen) and others
founded. He is also president of the
New Brunswick Railway Co., now op-
erated under lease by the Canadian
Pacific Railway. He has lately been
elected to the directorate of the Bank
of Toronto, besides which he is a
director of the Canada Northwest Land
Co., the Dominion Transport Co.,
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Ltd., and is interested in many other
prominent Canadian industrial institu-
tions.

One of his most delightful charac-
teristics—delightful and rare—is his
lack of appreciation of the necessity of
a difference between his treatment of
rich and poor. This indication of a
well-balanced mind cannot be easily
counterfeited. His success has not
affected his balance. He has made
wealth—wealth has not made him.

Had he not been possessed of good
judgment, the Lake of the Woods Co.
could hardly have been such a splen-
did success, for the rise and fall of the
wheat market largely determines its
dividends and a few blunders of judg-
ment would quickly wipe them out.
He never authorises a change in the
price of flour until he is satisfied that
the movement in the wheat market is
sufficiently permanent to demand it.
In this his conservative tendencies are
shown. It is said that no one knows
an hour beforehand when a change is
going to take place in the company’s
prices. All are treated alike. When
the time comes the quotations are
telegraphed to all the agents, and
thereafter none may vary from his
instructions.

Although speculation is, to some ex-
tent, constantly present in a business
of this nature, Mr. Meighen is not a
speculator. He never buys shares on
margin; having the money to buy them
outright makes an investor of him.
He foretold to a nicety the rise in
C.P.R. stock to par, though, general-
ly speaking, he will offer no opinion on
the course of stocks. The fact that he
has invested in securities at levels
which they have not since approached,
simply goes to show that insiders and
g)loneyed men are by no means infalli-

e

He seldom leaves the Board of
Trade without engaging in, at least,
one animated discussion, and here his
ready wit and repartee make him a
dangerous opponent. He has an ex-
cellent memory which enables him at
any moment to draw upon a large fund
of quotations in verse and prose, as

-
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well as numerous funny stories, and
these he will use with gusto against
his opponent wherever applicable, and
perhaps sometimes where they are not.
But they all serve to keep the discus-
sion from becoming too bitter, and the
contestants always part on good terms.

As may be inferred, he has many of
the instincts of the orator. Though
cool and calculating enough in a busi-
ness deal, he shows nervousness when
about to address an important meeting
and may be seen walking quickly and
somewhat aimlessly back and forth as
though endeavouring to collect his
thoughts. When he takes the plat-
form he may even forget the order of
his remarks. Then his dramatic sense
will come to his aid and he seldom
fails to aquit himself creditably.

There is also something of the
statesman about Mr. Meighen. The
philosophic aspect, however, does not
appeal to him in the slightest, and he
cares nothing about economics from
that standpoint. Heis an opportunist
with a considerable capacity for belief
in the rightness and patriotism of the
policy which benefits him. And he
furthers that cause in a large-minded
way which calls forth one’s admira-
tion.

He is a strong protectionist. In
politics he is a life-long Conservative.
Although he has been offered many
nominations for parliamentary constit-
uencies, the representation of which
his popularity would probably have
secured for him, he has always re-
fused to stand for election. He is
also an enthusiastic advocate of Prefer-
ential Trade Within the Empire, and
it was he who set on foot, and was in-
strumental in carrying to a successful
issue, the recent meeting of the Mon-
treal Board of Trade which adopted his
resolution upon that subject.

It is worthy of note, too, that so far
back as May 18, 1896, in an interview
with the press he advocated that Cana-
da should give a preference to the
Mother Country, thus anticipating by
a year the policy adopted by the
Liberal Government.

This was not the only occasion upon

which he showed an unusual ability to
sum up the signs of the times and right-
ly interpret them. On Feb. 21, 1902,
largely on the strength of his assur-
ances that England would impose a
tax on grain, he succeeded in getting
a motion passed on the Board of Trade
asking that a preference be given the
products of the Colonies on the Brit-
ish markets of the United Kingdom.
The grain tax, as we all know, was
afterwards imposed. He also private-
ly made the prediction that the tax
would not be removed, but that grain
from the Colonies would receive a
preference. He thus succeeded in pre-
dicting the course Mr. Chamberlain
would have pursued. The British
voter, however, has yet to be heard
from upon the subject.

Mr. Meighen is a prime favourite
with the newspaper men who have
served their time on the Board of
Trade, and they all feel that had the
fates been kinder to him they might
have had in him a colleague of whom
they would have been proud. He fre-
quently refuses them the information
they want; but when he makes a state-
ment they know they may rely upon it.

The president of the Lake of the
Woods Co. has a great capacity for
hard work, and he exercises it as inde-
fatigably now as during his early days.
It might be said that business has been
his recreation and his play, for he never
took any other.

His is certainly a unique experience.
He never took any interest in the
sports which usually occupy the atten-
tion of young people. He never at-
tended games; he knows nothing about
hockey, lacrosse, baseball; he never
fired a gun or went hunting, and, oh
shades of the departed Isaak Walton,
he never baited a hook or sat on a
grassy bank all day with his nerves
aquiver at the gentlest tug. It is
doubtful, even, if he ever attended a
theatre until he had left half a century
behind him. A couple of years ago he
was induced to leave business for a
few months to indulge himself in a
trans-Atlantic tour. Occasionally he
takes a trip out to the Pacific Coast; and
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even then, doubtless his imagination is
engaged in picturing the future wav-
ing fields of wheat, ‘“ all raised,” as
he is wont to say, ‘‘ on the virgin soil
of our great North-West.”

Mr. Meighen’s private life is very
quiet. He lives in probably the most
magnificent and costly house in Cana-
da. He purchased it a few years ago
from his brother-in-law, Lord Mount
Stephen, whose youngest sister be-
came his wife in 1868. The house it-
self is a model of architecture. The
splendid hall and staircase, drawing
room, library and dining room are pan-

nelled in mahogany or satin wood, as
the case may be; the walls are hung
with costly paintings; a splendid man-
telpiece is of onyx and alabaster. In
summer the beautiful and well-cared-
for garden, in which are to be found
many highly prized plants, is the at-
traction of Drummond street.

Here lives the man who commenced
life humbly, who fought his way up-
ward and attained what we term suc-
cess, and whose only wish now is that
he might be twenty years younger—
he has everything else.

T. C. ALLUM.

HIS BROTHER’S KEEPER

By M. A. RUTHERFORD

o 1 INCE his earliest childhood
i Arthur Rilington had ador-
ed his beautiful and stat-
uesque mother, and, in
— return, his mother wor-
shipped—nhis brother John.

Like a filial and super-youthful Sir
Galahad, his pure and fervent devotion
had never wavered. There had been
no interval in all his short life in which
he was not her faithful knight, nor any
age at which he was not ready to do
her service—to challenge creation on
her behalf. But circumstances had
been against the expression of his loy-
alty. No opportunity had been given
him—nor, being reticent by nature,
did he desire it—of clothing his en-
thusiasm in the adequate language of
his well-bred class and world.

To most people the fact that the
Honourable Mrs. Rilington was a
widow with but two sons on whom to
lavish her affection made her palpable
favouritism the more inexcusable. In
the first place, there had been, from
Mrs. Rilington’s point of view, two
children where one would have sufficed
—for her sons were twins. John—
the elder by a short half-hour—was the
heir, therefore needed and welcomed.
But for Arthur there was no such
ready-made role, nor, as far as his

mother could see, any reason or neces-
sity for his existence. ‘‘Poor little
chap!” his father had dubbed him at
sight, with an instinct of prophetic
commiseration. A year later Major
Rilington was killed in a railway acci-
dent, and Arthur was left practically
parentless. His mother’s heart had
not holding capacity for the two be-
side herself.

In addition to the privileges con-
ferred by primogeniture, all the decor-
ative graces of body and mind that the
beautiful worldly woman most prized
had been centred on John; Arthur, who
was small and plain and silent, came in
nowhere. From his nursery days John
was what is called there a *‘taking ”
child; healthy, good-looking, good-
tempered; of such importance in the
household that he was always John—
never Johnny or Jack even to his moth-
er. Consequently his bearing was
assured, his manner fearless and ex-
pansive. The lesson that took Arthur
the morning to learn John mastered in
an hour. Gauged by the same formal
standard the brothers ‘‘ panned out”
differently. Whether the ore they
yielded was of the same value neither
mother nor tutors paused to inquire.

Between themselves the boys, though
antithetical, were not antagonistic.
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John looked down to Arthur and was
kind, and Arthur accepted the position
and looked up to John. His sole in-
heritance from his mother was an in-
clination to think that all was for the
best in this best of possible worlds.
That the treatment he received in it
was different from that awarded to his
brother did not affect his finding.

In spite of the great gulf fixed be-
tween them by their mother’s injudi-
cious hand, the twins had taken each
progressive step in their existence side
by side. They had gone to Harrow
together, and had entered and had left
Sandhurst at the same time. That
John’s name appeared near the top of
the list and his brother’s not far from
the other end surprised no one.

Only one person among all Mrs.
Rilington’s friends had the temerity to
remark that it was astonishing. Mrs.
Rilington’s reply was a self-revelation:

¢« Poor little Arthur, he hasn’t done
badly for him! He must have worked
hard to have got through at all. We
didn’t expect he would. I fancy John’s
example influenced him more than any
of us know. Oh, no! There is not
the least fear that he has overworked
himself. He is perfectly strong and
never complains. He has not given
me an hour’s anxiety since he was
born.”

The rash friend smiled, and agreed
with the last remark more emphatic-
ally than was, perhaps, quite polite.
Arthur, she was certain, had never
cost his mother a moment’s uneasi-
ness since he was born.

So life—the easy, pleasant life of
the rich—passed happily enough for
the young Rilingtons, with plenty of
pastime and very few troubles until
the year after they left Sandhurst.
Even at this point where, in the natur-
al course of events, there should have
been the parting of the ways, the
strange inter-blending of their fates
interfered.

They were both gazetted to the
same regiment. Then the Boer war
was declared, and with the down
hardly formed on their faces, and in
company with most that was young

and eager and strenuous in the Empire,
John and Arthur Rilington set sail for
the front.

At John’s express wish their mother
consented that the farewells should be
said at home instead of on the crowded
transport. Dry-eyed, haggard and
intense, she followed the young men’s
movements, and hung on their words
during the brief hours they could pass
with her. When the moment of part-
ing came she watched them, in an
agony too great for words, mount the
dog-cart that was to take them to the
station and out of her sight, perhaps,
for ever. The reins were in John’s
hands when her white lips parted in a
supreme effort to speak. Then she
put out her hand and pulled her young-
est son by the arm till her lips were at
his ear.

‘“ Take care of John,” she whispered.

¢ Qur bugles sang truce, for the night-
cloud had lower’'d

And the sentinel stars set their watch
in the sky.”

To-night the lines recurred inces-
santly to Arthur. - ‘“The sentinel
stars,” he repeated to himself, linger-
ing on the expression. He loved to
think of them as such, for he, too, was
on ‘‘sentry go,” and had been ever
since his mother’s last injunction fell
on his ear.

The campaign had lasted eighteen
months, and for most of the time the
regiment to which the Rilingtons be-
longed—the Light Defencibles—had
been in the thick of the fray. In the
Orange Free State, in the Transvaal,
in Cape Colony, they had followed the
trend of the fighting; and, although
many a brave soldier had fallen out of
the ranks, never to rise again, the Ril-
ington brothers, the Geminz, as they
were commonly called, had escaped
unhurt. Among their brother officers
it was said that Arthur’s anxiety form-
ed an invisible protective armour round
John that turned both shot and shell.
As there was no such shield for Ar-
thur, his immunity, they agreed, must
be ascribed to luck. John himself
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neither noticed nor returned the solici-
tude.

Arthur’s presence to-night in the
little camp under the stars instead of
in the comparative comfort of the mess
tent at the temporary base, was due
to this well-known tie between him
and his brother. John, his senior in
the regiment as he was in life by a
single step, had been sent out in com-
mand of a small convoy and its escort,
and Arthur had been deputed to ac-
company him.

“] dare say it will be a bit of a
“treat for the Gemini to be together,”
thought their kind-hearted Colonel.
“I'm blest if I ever saw brothers such
chums. It's rather the other way
round as a rule.”

The march was to be a short one.
The little column had only left camp
that morning, and expected to reach
their destination the next evening.
The country to be traversed had been
reported free from the enemy; no dan-
ger was anticipated. For this reason,
and also because we are a sanguine
nation, the escort was small, and offi-
cers and men proportionately light-
hearted.

Night had come, and darkness had
fallen on the land as quickly as a thick
veil drawn by a hasty hand covers a
scarred face. As far as the eye could
see the solitary little camp was the
only sign of human life in the vast and
boundless veldt. The usual precau-
tions against surprise had been taken,
the oxen had been watered, the rations
eaten, the last pipe smoked, and weary
men and patient, long-suffering anim-
als had lain down to rest. Only John
and Arthur seemed wakeful, and ex-
changed a few desultory remarks be-
fore turning in. They spoke of their
mother and of how lonely she must be,
and again Arthur remembered the
charge she had given him.

But darkness is the best cover, and
under its wing men who know the
country and its secrets can effect
movements in unbroken silence. Near-
er and nearer through the muffled
hours of night crept a foe who slum-
bered not, whose case was desperate,

and whose existence as a fighting
force depended on the capture of that
convoy. All they craved—food, cloth-
ing, weapons, and, above all, ammun-
ition—was in those waggons.

As the first glow of dawn deepened
and burned in the eastern sky, a soli-
tary rifle shot rang out over the plain;
then another and another, in sharp
succession, running into one long, un-
broken rattle of musketry. Phit-ping,
phit-ping, sang the hail of Mauser
lead that stung and blinded and bewil-
dered men and animals alike. Phit-
ping on every side, and no shelter at
hand.

The moment of attack had been well
chosen—when Kaffir drivers were har-
nessing the ox-teams, and the bustle
of the start was on the unprepared
men. Taken at a disadvantage, and
for the moment in hopeless disorder,
the men seized their rifles and wildly
returned the enemy’s fire, wasting
their bullets as fast as they could dis-
charge their weapons.

In the midst of the excitement Ar-
thur found time to think of John.

‘“ Lie down, John,” he said, ‘‘what’s
the good of exposing yourself like that?
The men are all right—they will be
steadier presently,” he urged, as a
bullet hit his brother’s helmet.

To his amazement, John’s face turned
ghastly pale. ‘‘ This must be stopped,”
he said brokenly, like a man shaken
with some terrible fear. *‘‘ We must
surrender. We are outnumbered, and
the ammunition is exhausted.”

“‘Surrender! No fear,” returned Ar-
thur reassuringly. “‘ There’s plenty of
ammunition in the waggon. Il have
some served out.”

He turned, and as he did so John
slipped a handkerchief from his sleeve,
fastened it on a bayonet, and held it on
high, where the breeze caught and
rocked it gently.

Almost at once the firing from
the kopje slackened, and then ceased,
and simultaneously the men heard
the bugle sound ‘¢ cease fire.” When
they looked round bewildered, though
no doubt to some extent relieved,
they saw their officers standing to-
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gether, and on the ground between
them a bayonet with a shameful pen-
non attached. Which of the two
had raised it?

But nothing certain was known of
the surrender until, by one of the
strange chances of war that upset all
calculations and render the foresight of
experience futile, Colonel Le Sage
heard from the Rilingtons themselves
an account of what had happened.

For reasons of their own, the Boers
had set the two young officers free,
having first relieved them of their val-
uables.  The brothers had tramped
back to camp, some fifty miles, in less
than thirty hours, They had had
neither food nor water, and had been
soaked to the skin in heavy rain. As
John was on the point of collapse,
shaking in every limb, and almost un-
conscious, he was ordered into hospital
by the doctor, and on Arthur devolved
the task of giving the details of the
unfortunate occurrence.

““ Devilish awkward for the boy, hav-
ing such a story to tell when his own
brother was in charge,” thought the
Colonel, as he prepared himself to lis-
ten to the disclosure.

After the first few sentences his face
hardened. He misdoubted his own
senses.

“I fail to follow you, Mr. Riling-
ton,” he interrupted, in a tone that was
seldom heard by the regiment. ‘Your
story is incredible. Am I to under-
stand that, without your brother’s
knowledge or permission, you flew the
white flag after a bare ten minutes’
fighting, and with a total loss of three
men wounded and two killed?”

““Yes, sir.”

‘“You were not in any way separ-
ated from the ammunition waggon ?”

““No, sir, we were not.”

“ Could you have got at it—if you
had tried ?”

“Quite eastly, sir.”

There was a ring of conviction and
truth in the last three words that had
been wholly wanting in all that had
gone before, and the Colonel recognis-
ed it. A tinge of colour tame into the

young man’s face, and for the first time
since he had come into camp he looked
up. Then, remembering the part he
had set himself, his eyes resought the
ground. But the Colonel had seen
what he wanted in them, and had
formed his own opinion therefrom.

‘“ Do you know you are practically
accusing yourself of cowardice ?”’

‘“Yes, sir,” answered Arthur, re-
lapsing into the cold and guarded man-
ner he had momentarily dropped.

‘“ Well, Mr. Rilington,” resumed
the Colonel, after a painful pause, ‘I
have heard all you've got to say. Of
course, you are aware that you have
left me no option in the matter. It
will have to be gone into when your
brother is able to give evidence, which
at present he is not. In the meantime
I shall be obliged by your considering
the statement you have just made as
confidential. But there’s something
behind it which I haven’t got at. In
the meantime you can return to duty.”

As the youngster left the tent Col-
onel Le Sage sighed deeply. He had
seen many a good man fall in his
country’s service, others had lost
health or strength or limbs, and
others, again—more piteous still—
their reputation and their honour.
Was his old friend’s son destined to
join their dishonoured ranks?

‘¢ It is bound to go hard with him if
he sticks to that story,” he muttered.
‘“But there’s something fishy some-
where. I’d much sooner believe it of
that full-dress-parade brother of his,
I’ll give the boy a chance, anyway,
He may clear himself yet.”

But Arthur never did clear himself.
He fell mortally wounded in the very
next skirmish, and died some hours
afterwards.

¢¢ I am glad the Colonel understood,’*
he said, as he drew his last flickering
breath. And so was Colonel Le Sage
when he heard the message.

Of course the court of inquiry never
was held. There was noobject in stir-
ring up muddy waters. John was
invalided home with rheumatic fever,
but recovered to enjoy himself in civil
life.
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CHAPTER XI—FLIGHT OF THE FRENCH ARMY FROM QUEBEC--MURRAY IN
COMMAND OF THE BRITISH GARRISON—~AMHERST CAPTURES TICON-
DEROGA AND CROWN POINT—PRIDEAUX TAKES NIAGARA-—1759

ey | T H the fall of Wolfe, the
{ | chief command devolved
)’\ on Monckton, but that

D, gallant officer, like his
o - chief, was stretched upon
the ground with a ball through his
lungs, though the wound in this case
was happily not a fatal one. It then
fell upon Townshend to clinch the vic-
tory won by the man whom he alone
of all the army had been inclined to
belittle, and no fault can be found with
the fashion in which he did it.

The main part of the battle was over
in twenty minutes. Montcalm’s army
was swept in such headlong rout and
confusion from the field that isolated
efforts to stem the tide were futile,
and the brave French general, who,
mounted on his black horse, had done
his utmost to rally the broken troops,
was now in this bitter hour himself
struck down with a mortal wound.
But on either flank of the actual
battlefield there had been resistance of
a most effective kind. Large bodies
of Canadian irregulars and Indians
had thrown themselves into the border-
ing woods and poured a hot fire into
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the victorious British. There were no
Rangers on the spot, and it had fallen
to the lot of the Highlanders and light
infantry to clear the woods as they ad-
vanced. The former, rashly trusting
to their broadswords only, lost 160 out
of 600 men, mostly in this perilous
performance. After a time, however,
these flanking sharpshooters of the
enemy were driven from their cover to
swell the panic-stricken mob of fugi-
tives who were choking the gates of
Quebec and the approaches to the
bridge over the St. Charles. The
guns of the city, however, had no im-
mediate reason to share in the general
paralysis, and Townshend sounded the
recall as they began to play upon his
pursuing troops. Trenching tools and
guns were being rapidly brought up
from the Anse du Foulon, and no time
was lost in strengthening the position.
An advanced party of Bougainville's
force had actually attacked the rear
during the battle, but the troops left in
reserve had repulsed them without
difficulty. The main column now ar-
rived, but it was too late, for Mont-
calm’s army had vanished, and 4,000
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veterans, flushed with victory, barred
the way.

The loss of the French during the
action was about 1,500, including 250
prisoners. Of the British, 58 were
killed and 597 wounded. Knox tells
us that many of the French officers
who were taken were still haunted
with fears of vengeance for Fort Wil-
liam Henry, and with bared heads
protested earnestly that they had taken
no part in that lamentable massacre.
Montcalm, shot through the abdomen,
laydying within the ruined town. When
told that he had only twelve hours to
live, he professed satisfaction since he
would not, in that case, be a witness
of the surrender of the city. He de-
clared that as he was fated to be beat-
en he was glad it was by so brave an
enemy. He refused to issue any more
orders, saying his time was too short,
and he would fain be left alone. He
did not, however, forget his soldiers,
and dictated a generous note to Towns-
hend on behalf of his prisoners and
the Canadians generally, assuring him
at the same time of his confidence in
the humanity of the English.

‘‘ Be their protector,” he winds up
with touching quaintness, ‘“ as I have
been their father.”

The brave gentleman and able sol-
dier died before the dawn. In the
confusion no coffin was forthcoming.
His remains were placed in a deal box,
and, escorted by a few officers of the
garrison and a troop of women and
children, were borne to the chapel of
the Ursulines, and deposited in a grave
made by the bursting of a British
shell.

Vaudreuil, in the meantime, met the
fugitives from the battlefield at the
bridge over the St. Charles, where
there was a scene of indescribable con-
fusion. Every one had lost his head,
and veteran officers were clamouring
for a surrender, crying out that the
British were upon them, and that they
would be cut to pieces.

The British, as a matter of fact, had
ceased from the pursuit, and were con-
centrating on their lines, worn out
with exhaustion and fatigue. Noth-

ing, however, could allay the panic of
the French, which indeed passed all
reason. A council of war was called.
Vaudreuil loudly blamed Montcalm
for precipitating a conflict which he
himself carefully shirked, and then
proceeded to give a taste of his cour-
age and generalship by urging a re-
treat up the river of the whole army.
In the demoralised state of the French
his suggestions met with an only too
ready response. The whole position
of Beauport was abandoned, just as it
stood, tents and all, to be looted by
country people and the Indians. Bou-
gainville was notified of the move-
ment, and at dark that same evening
the entire French force, except the
militiamen who deserted to their homes
and the feeble garrison within the city,
were hurrying around the British posi-
tion at a pace which the Chevalier
Johnstone, who was with them, calls
a disgraceful rout. Not only Mont-
calm, but Senezergue and De L’Ours,
his second and third in command, had
been mortally wounded. De Rame-
zay, with a thousand quite inefficient
men, mere citizens for the most part,
was left in the city with instructions to
surrender if an assault should be
threatened. This remnant were not
lacking in spirit, and had endured the
siege without murmur, but to expect
more of them at this moment was
ridiculous. If the French army, they
justly urged, was afraid to again face
Wolfe’s victorious battalions, what
could be expected of a few hundred
half-starved old men and boys, with
only a score or two sailors and soldiers
to stiffen them? -

The French army, in the meantime,
did not stay their rapid flight till they
had placed thirty miles behind them,
and reached Jacques Cartier on the St,
Lawrence. A message had been sent
on the day of battle to Lévis at Mon-
treal, who was now in chief command,
and Vaudreuil’s expectations that he
would descend the river and meet
them at Jacques Cartier were well
founded. When that brave and vig-
orous soldier reached the camp of the
fugitive army he was filled with indig-
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nation, as well he may have been. To
a man who had more than once won
victories against great odds the situa-
tion was humiliating enough. Never
in their darkest days of inexperience,
indiscipline and bad leadership, had
the British in America behaved so
badly. Bougainville’s force, which
had retired again upon Cap Rouge,
had increased, according to French
writers, to 3,000 men. There had
been, moreover, 1,500 good militia in-
active on the Beauport lines, to say
nothing of the garrison of the city,
while in Vaudreuil’'s fugitive army
there could not have been much less
than another 3,000 soldiers, and in
great part good ones. The British
army before the city walls was reduced
by casualties to under 4,000. Wolfe's
total losses, prior to the battle, in
killed and wounded and sick, had been
1,500. There were probably 2,000
efficient men on guard at the camps,
hospitals and batteries below Quebec,
which were liable to attack at any
moment from bands of guerillas.
Townshend could hardly have drawn
seriously on this reserve, and we may
therefore picture him, with his small
army and a few sailors who had assist-
ed in hauling up his guns and stores,
busy for the moment with pick and
shovel upon the Plains of Abraham.
The desertion of many thousand militia
is allowed for in the above estimate of
the French, which is, in fact, their
own. Comment isneedless. Panic is
spelled in every line of it, but it must
always be remembered that the author
of the panic was the young hero now
lying dead in the cabin of the Suther-
land.

Lévis, when he reached Jacques Car-
tier, breathed some heart into Vau-
dreuil’s demoralised army. A hun-
dred mounted men with sacks of meal
were despatched in haste bya circuitous
route to Quebec, with instructions to
Ramezay to hold out, for help was com-
ing. The troops themselves marched
upon the 18th. They were to pick up
Bougainville at Cap Rouge, and would
then far outnumber the British. But
that night, when still fifteen miles from

the city, the news reached them that it
had fallen.

There is not much to be said of the
four days which Townshend and his
troops spent upon the heights before
Quebec. He extended his lines down
to the St. Charles, and pushed his
trenches close up to the walls. With-
in the city all was wretchedness, re-
crimination and despair, save for a
small body of gunners, who pounded
the British trenches with commendable
spirit, but with little effect. On the
evening of the 17th some threatening
movements of the English ships and
troops put a finishing touch to the
futile and vanishing courage of the
feeble garrison. Their officers, and
small blame to them, refused to fight,
and told Ramezay, a gallant old gen-
tleman with a good record, that it was
not fair to expect them to sustain the
assault of a disciplined army from
which their own, though far superior
in numbers, had fled. There was a
doughty, if unreasonable, town Major,
however, one Johannés, who waxed
indignant at such sentiments, and em-
phasised his indignation with the flat
of his sword. But it was of no avail.
Ramezay had no choice but to hoist
the white flag, ‘though the devoted
Johannés, who surely deserves to be
remembered at such a moment, in-
stantly hauled it down again. He was
alone in his protests, but eventually
consented to go himself to Townshend
with an offer of capitulation. Itseems
that, by making subtle efforts to spin
out the negotiations, he defeated there-
by his own object by wearing out
Townshend’s limited stock of patience,
since all the satisfaction he could
bring to Ramezay was that if the place
were not delivered up by eleven o’clock
it would be carried by storm. Rame-
zay signed the articles submitted to
him, and they were in Townshend’s
hands by the time agreed upon. He
had scarcelyreceived them when Lévis’
light horse with the meal bags rode in
to say that succour was coming.
Ramezay, however, with an honour
that does him credit, refused to cancel
an agreement on which the ink had
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scarcely dried. The terms were favour-
able, for Townshend’s position was
none too secure, and without loss of
time he marched his army into the
ruined town, which had yet another
siege to endure, though its details
have been hopelessly obscured by the
glamour of the first one. It will be
our duty in the succeeding chapter to
say something of an episode in British
history that is not without honour, but,
for the reason, no doubt, just men-
tioned, is utterly without fame.

In regard to this memorable 18th of
September it only remains to tell how
the re-invigorated French army learnt
that night at St. Augustin that they
were too late, and that the British
flag was already floating over the ruins
of the proud city which for a century
and a half had been almost more
French than France herself.

Of the still more famous 13th of the
same month what more can be said?
It is my business to follow out the
campaign to its termination, and in so
doing to seem, perhaps, a destroyer of
landmarks, a disturber of time-honour-
ed traditions. I should like, however,
so far as my own study of these wars
teaches me, to endorse rather than to
disturb ancient landmiarks. The fight
upon the Plains of Abraham, beyond
all doubt or question, settled the fate
of Canada and eliminated the French-
man as a governing factor in the life
of the western continent. It did yet
more, for if the republic of the United
States was born at Yorktown, the
seeds of the Dominion of Canada were
surely sown on the plateau of Quebec.
In all history there is
dramatic episode ; at the same time it
would be hard to name one that had
more influence on the future of the
world.

The infinite significance of the
achievement was, of course, in great
part hidden from the eyes of those who
shared in or applauded it. But the
immediate value of the victory was
patent enough to the meanest intel-
ligence. When the news arrived in
England, following so closely as it did
on tidings of a disheartening kind,

no more’

there was an outburst of enthusiasm
that, though tempered in one sense,
was in another stimulated to an even
greater excess of emotion by the vic-
tor’s glorious death. All England
blazed with bonfires and resounded
with pealing bells, but the grief for
Wolfe, mingled with the sounds of
triumph, Burke tells us, was most
noticeable. “The loss of a genius in
war is a loss that we know not how to
repair.” ‘““The people,” says Walpole,
“triumphed and wept, for Wolfe had
fallen in the hour of victory! Joy,
curiosity, astonishment were painted
on every countenance. Not an incident
but was heroic and affecting !” The
recent doubters abased themselves, the
tongues of envy which' had freely
wagged were silenced. Townshend,
who failed significantly to do full honour
in his despatches to his dead rival, was
driven amid much obloquy to defend
himself in print, which he did but
tamely. The affection with which the
army he commanded regarded their
fallen chief could be instanced by a flood
of written testimony: ‘‘Our joy is inex-
pressibly damped,” wrote Knox on the
evening of the 13th, ‘“‘by the loss of
one of the greatest heroes that this or
any age can boast of.”

But all further eulogy on Wolfe
must be resisted. Though the crucial
blow of the war had been struck and
the striker was dead, there was yet
much to be done and much even to be
suffered before the end came. For the
present, seeing we must return later
to Quebec, it will be sufficient to state

‘that Murray was left in command of

the shattered city with almost all the
troops that survived the campaign,
and that on October 17th Admiral
Saunders and his ships sailed for Eng-
land, carrying with them the embalmed
body of the dead soldier whose endeav-
ours they had from first to last so
loyally seconded.

The Royal William, bearing the re-
mains, arrived at Portsmouth on No-
vember the 17th. Amid the firing of
minute guns from the fleet, the tolling'
of muffled bells, and the hushed silence
of a vast concourse of spectators, the
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funeral cortége wound its way through
the town on the long road to London.

Wolfe was laid by his father’s side
in the family vault at Greenwich church,
while the bulky monument in West-
minster Abbey commemorates a na-
tion’s gratitude if it does no great
credit to its taste.

While, with 8,000 men, Wolfe had
gone to encounter Montcalm and
Lévis, and take Quebec, Ambherst,
with almost as many good troops and
5,000 provincials in addition, had pro-
ceeded against Bourlamaque, who,
with what forces could be spared from
the main army, was to defend the
Champlain route to Canada. That
Wolfe succeeded and his chief failed is
a fact of history that, reduced to bare
figures, creates an unfair inference.
The former won success by genius and
dash which we may almost fancy com-
pelled the assistance which an admir-
ing fortune gave him. The Ilatter
failed from the lack of such inspiration
as is heaven-born and given to but a
few. He was thorough and careful,
and made almost no mistakes; but he
had great difficulties to contend with,
and did not succeed, this year at least,
in attracting the smiles of fortune.

Ambherst was, in truth, a good sol-
dier and a man of tact as well. He
was well liked in America, though he
had to face the bad odour which the
hapless Abercromby had left behind
him. This, however, in the provinces
which had reason to complain, he
had no difficulty in surmounting. It
was in those rather who had none, but
on the contrary owed their deliverance
from three years of frontier war, and
misery and massacre, to the self-sacri-
fice of Forbes, that obstruction and
discontent met his friendly overtures.

In Philadelphia, where the brave
Scotchman had just laid down his life,
and whither Amherst went early in the
year to talk about reinforcements and
Indian affairs, he found no gratitude
whatever for the routing of the French
and Indian upon the long-harried
Pennsylvania border.  There was
much grumbling at having to shelter
the troops who had fought and bled

for them, and still more because gov-
ernment had not yet met the claims of
team-owners and hucksters, whose
impositions the honest Forbes, it will
be remembered, had denounced in un-
measured terms. The fact was, that
every one in government employ in
America, from Amherst and Wolfe
down to the meanest private, had to
wait for his money. It was a time
of supreme effort and self-denial, and
a moment well worth it, if ever there
were one. Still it was aggravated by
scandalous negligence on the part of
Barrington, the English Secretary for
War. Ambherst was immensely ham-
pered, and had to occupy himself in
urging the provincial governments to
temporary financial expedients, which
was not easy, as the credit of the im-
perial government had suffered greatly.

Afterfinding thegarrisonfor Fort Pitt,
as Duquesne was nowcalled, and that of
a few smaller posts, the southern colo-
nies, freed at length from all fear of
French or Indian, relapsed into their
wonted calm of tobacco-planting, visit-
paying, fox-hunting and mild wrang-
ling with their governors. They ap-
pear no more in this war, in which
they had, indeed, figured somewhat
poorly, while their borderers, who
were for the most part a race unto
themselves, set to work to re-occupy
the ravaged districts along the Blue
Ridge and the Alleghanies. Washing-
ton, with no further prospect of active
service, now retired to matrimony and
country life. He had gone straight to
Virginia off the long and arduous re-
turn march with the dying Forbes, ac-
companied by several of his friends
among the British officers, and mar-
ried in their presence the handsome
and well-dowered widow, Mrs. Custis.
He was personally thanked for his past
services by the House of Burgesses,
and his inability to reply to the Speak-
er’s eulogistic address drew from that
gentleman a happy remark, which, to-
gether with the incident, has become
historic: ““Sit down, Mr. Washing-
ton; your modesty equals your valour.”
Remembering Washington’s outspoken
criticisms of his legislature and the
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feeble support it had given him, one
might well imagine that his heart was
too full for words, and as a simple,
straightforward man, heconsidered that
the less said the better.

Pennsylvania in the meantime was
so backward in voting the troops Am-
herst asked for that he threatened to
remove all the garrisons from her
frontier, a threat which brought mat-
ters to a speedy and satisfactory con-
clusion. For it must not be forgotten
that there was a sturdy minority, even
in Philadelphia, who had felt bitterly
the part played by the Legislature,
while the Western Counties had on
one occasion threatened to march upon
the city and compel the House to take
military action. The Northern Colo-
nies, on the other hand, swallowed the
memory of Abercromby, made the best
of financial difficulties, and came for-
ward handsomely. New York found
3,000 men, and even little Jersey, al-
most the only province without an ex-
posed frontier, supplied a regiment a
thousand strong, while New England,
as usual, was in no way backward.

Colonel and Brigadier Prideaux, who
had just landed, was to lead a force up
the Mohawk route, rebuild Oswego
and attack Niagara. Amherst him-
self, as we know, was for the North-
ern road. Albany was the starting-
point for both armies, and once again
when the ice melted and the spring
opened it resounded with the din of
arms, and the thrifty Dutch traders
reaped the harvest that of necessity
accrued from the prolonged presence
of 20,000 armed men. Once more the
rough forest road from Fort Edward
on the Hudson to Lake George was
beaten hard by a steady stream of
marching troops, of guns and wag-
gons, and the old trysting place at
the lake head was again gay with
tents and varied uniforms, and the bay
itself dark with boats. Amherst had
collected here 6,000 regulars and
nearly 5,000 provincials. There were
2,000 Highlanders with the 17th, 27th,
53rd regiments, and 1st battalion of
the 6oth, besides light infantry under
Gage; Rangers, who now ranked as

regulars, as well they may have, and the
usual small complement of artillerymen.

The inevitable delays in mustering
and provisioning the colonial troops
had occurred, and it was the zoth of
July when another pageant, no less
gorgeous than that of Abercromby in
the previous year, and with more hope-
ful prospects, floated down the lake.
The troops landed without opposition
on the east bank of the river outlet
and marched without hindrance across
to the sawmills whence Abercromby
had delivered his ill-timed and ill-fated
assault. Crossing the stream, the
scouts found the famous redoubt of
Ticonderoga stronger than ever but, to
their surprise, unoccupied. Bourla-
maque was stationed here with nearly
4,000 men—more, in fact, than Mont-
calm had used on the same spot with
such deadly effect. But Amherst was
not Abercromby, as Bourlamaque knew
very well, and would have knocked
those wooden walls to pieces in an
hour. The French were in the stone
fortress on the point. The preliminary
operation of a siege, with some little
skirmishing in the woods which were
full of French Indians, went on.
Bourlamaque, however, was under
orders from Vaudreuil to make his
stand at another point. So on the
night of the 26th he and his garrison
embarked quietly on the lake, aban-
doning the fort. After the last man
had left, a dull roar, followed by a
tremendous explosion, burst on the
summer night as part of the masonry
of the fort was hurled skywards.
Sheets of flame flared from the débris,
making a grand and awful spectacle,
while against the light of the flames
the abandoned French flag was seen
streaming in the wind. A sergeant of
Gage’s corps, with four privates, rushed
forward and achieved the perilous
task of snatching the trophy from the
blazing buildings. Thus, in dramatic
fashion, fell Ticonderoga, for years the
armed gate of Canada, the barrier to
invading armies, and the scourge of
the Northern frontiers as Duquesne
has been to those of the lower colonies.

The French had temporarily retired
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to their second fort at Crown Point,
ten miles down the lake, and Amherst
in his deliberate fashion followed them,
but only to find this also gutted and
abandoned. Bourlamaque had carried
his army to the extreme end of Lake
Champlain and, according to his in-
structions, prepared to resist Amherst
at the ile-aux-Noix. This last was an
island in the centre of the Richelieu
River, the waterway to Canada and a
position of great natural strength.
But, in spite of the numbers and spirit
of his force and his own skill, Amherst
was now stopped by an obstacle, small
enough in itself, but insuperable. This
was the presence on the lake of four
vicious little French vessels, armed
with cannon and manned with sailors.
Ambherst had nothing to cope with
them. It is often said that, as their
existence was no secret, he should have
provided himself with a superior arma-
ment, building it on Wood Creek early
in the season. But it was too late for
regrets; he had now to sit down and
create his little fleet with the sole
assistance of the historic but inefficient
sawmill near Ticonderoga.

It was now only the beginning of
August, and bis ships were not fin-
ished till the middle of October, by
which time there was little hope of
reaching Canada, and none whatever
of assisting Wolfe, of whom no
news had come. Three messengers
had been sent to him: one of them had
got through, but the others were
caught and sent to Montcalm. Am-
herst had a passion for fort building,
and having patched up Ticonderoga,
he decided to restore and enlarge
Crown Point, which, standing out on
a promontory at the narrowest part of
the lake, was eminently the key to the
whole situation. Three thousand men
were now set to work upon the fort-
ress. Others worked upon the ships.
The remainder practised their manceu-
vres or fished in the lake, while the
Rangers, under Rogers, scoured the
woods. .

Qur invaluable traveller, Dr. Kalm,
had been staying at Crown Point a
few years earlier in the piping times of

peace, as a guest of the commandant,
M. Lusignan. He gives a delightful
account of the almost idyllic life led
by the garrison at this romantic spot.
The fort, he tells us, was a quadrangle
with high stone walls, rendered still
more formidable in some parts by the
steep rocks over the lake on which
they stood. At one end was a high
stone tower mounted with guns from
base to summit, while in the enclosure
were excellent stone houses for the
men and officers, and a chapel. On
the shore adjoining the fort were
cleared fields where the garrison cows
wandered, and where every private
soldier had his garden. The com-
mandant was a man of culture and
varied information. The soldiers,
though in no way disrespectful, seemed
on the friendliest terms with their
officers. They were sufficiently paid
and admirably fed, for the woods were
full of game, the lake of fish, and a holi-
day could always be had for the ask-
ing. The men served till they were
forty or fifty years old, when, as we
know, the king presented them with a
farm and provided them with food for
the first two or three years, and some-
times even with a wife. The learned
Professor gazed with admiration at the
lofty, wood-clad masses of the Adi-
rondacks behind the fort, and marked
across the lake the long, level plain of
then virgin forest, backed by the
swelling ridges of the green mount-
ains, from which the State of Ver-
mont took its name. He rambled
everywhere, noting birds and flowers
and trees and rocks, these things be-
ing his immediate business. He also
tells us of a stone windmill, mounted
with cannon—so placed as to com-
mand a splendid view of the water to-
wards Ticonderoga—whence the hos-
tile barks of the British or their Iro-
quois allies could be seen approaching.
All this was in 1749, and though blood
enough had been shed even then along
these lakes, neither the Doctor nor
his host could have guessed what
warlike pageants and stirring scenes
they were yet to witness.

News came to Amherst in August of



62 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

the capture of Niagara and the death
of Prideaux, upon which he at once
despatched Gage to take command.
The two months at Crown Point were
not wholly inactive ones. They were
marked, at any rate, by one of the
most sensational pieces of dare-devil
enterprise that even Robert Rogers
ever achieved.

Now there was a large settlement of
Abernakis Indians on the St. Francis
River, about 180 miles north of Crown
Point, near Montreal, and far in Bour-
lamaque’s rear. They had been set-
tled there for several generations under
the protection of the French, and were
what the Canadian Church was pleased
to call Christians, observing, that is to
say in ignorant fashion, the mere
outward forms of the Roman Church,
but in practical Christianity being no
better than the darkest western savage.
Perhaps they were even worse, as inter-
tribal obligations had been cast off and
they had no limitations to their lust of
blood. They were invaluable, how-
ever, to the Canadians,and the scourge
of the New England frontier. Rogers
set out on September 13th with 230
picked men, to read them a lesson.
“Take your revenge,” Amherst told
him; ‘‘but, though these villains have
promiscuously murdered our women
and children of all ages, it is my orders
that none of theirs are killed or hurt.”

Rogers and his party stole along the
western shore of Lake Champlain in
whale boats, unobserved by the French
cruisers, as far as Missisquoi Bay, go
miles to the northward. There he hid
his boats, leaving some friendly In-
dians to watch if they were discover-
ed, and bring him word. He had now
another go miles to march through the
trackless forest, overlapped upon every
side by enemies. His Indian watchers
soon overtook him with the informa-
tion that his boats were destroyed and
that a large force of French were in
hot pursuit. With this crushing blow
the courage of Rogers and his men
rose rather than fell. They deter-
mined to press on, keep ahead of their
pursuers, destroy the Indian hornets’
nest at St. Francis, and then, sweep-

ing to the eastward, make for the
frontier of New England. Perhaps a
closer knowledge of local topography,
and of the then state of the country
than could be expected of the general
reader, is required to quite grasp the
daring of Rogers’ exploit and the
woodcraft that made it possible. He
sent a message back to Ambherst to
forward provisions to a certain spot on
the Connecticut River, and then he and
his men toiled on for ten days through
some of the densest swamps and forests
in North America. When they reach-
ed the St. Francis River the current
was swift and chin deep. All of them,
however, but a few British officers,
volunteers, were hardened backwoods-
men, and, linking arms, they reached
the further bank in safety, though with
great difficulty. Soon afterwards Ro-
gers climbed to the top of a tree
and espied the Indian village three
miles away, nestling amid the woods
in supreme unconsciousness of its im-
pending fate. Secreting his men, he
himself crept to the edge of the settle-
ment and found the whole population
absorbed in one of their characteristic
festivals, a mad orgie of dancing and
clamour. Creeping back to his force,
which by sickness, death and hardship
had been reduced to 142, he lay with
them in hiding till the dark hours of
the morning. Then, in a half-circle,
they silently advanced upon the town,
now wrapt in sleep more profound than
common from the exertions of the
previous evening. At a given signal
from Rogers the whole band rushed
upon the cabins and wigwams. The
surprise was complete. There were
about 200 men in the place, nearly as
many, unfortunately from Rogers’
point of view, being absent on an
expedition. Every one of them was
killed. A few got away upon the river
but were followed up and slaughtered,
though no women or children were
touched. Five English captives were
released, and 600 English scalps, torn
from the heads of both sexes and all
ages beyond the New England frontier,
were found nailed to the doors of the
houses as trophies. The Catholic
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Church, with amazing incongruity,
rose in the midst of these unredeemed
barbarians, three generations of whom
its bell had rung to mass with labor-
ious regularity. Such was the Chris-
tianity which satisfied the ethics of the
French-Canadian priesthood of that
day. Rogers burnt the whole village
to the ground, including the church,
and one can scarcely profess much
compunction that the priest perished
inside it. Only one man of the British
force was killed, and three or four
were wounded. It was now past sun-
rise, and the famous backwoods leader
learned that there were 400 Frenchmen
just in front of him and 200 more on
his flank. The whole army of Bourla-
maque lay between him and Crown
Point, 190 miles away, and he was half
that distance over the Canadian front-
ier. If his boats on Lake Champlain
had escaped notice he would have got
back without difficulty. As it was,
however, the circuitous route to the
Connecticut River, whither Amherst
had promised to send food in case of
accidents, was Rogers’ only choice.
Carrying such coru as they were able
for their subsistence, these intrepid
men eluded their swarming foes by a
forced march of eight days through
tangled swamps and wooded ridges.
They traversed through blinding for-
ests what is now a fair and famous
country, ‘‘the Eastern townships” of
Canada, an old and highly developed
settlement of purely British blood and
origin, sandwiched between French Ca-
nada and the United States. Ultimate-
ly they reached the broad waters of
Lake Memphremagog, so familiar now
to the tourist and the sportsman.
Here, running out of food, they separ-
ated into small parties so as better to
kill the game they stood in need of,
but which proved woefully scarce.
The adventures and sufferings of the
various groups before the survivors
reached the British lines, are among
the thousand thrilling tales of border
warfare. Many were killed, many
taken prisoners and carried off to the
torture and the stake in Indian vil-
lages. The officer Amherst had sent
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with food to the Connecticut River
miserably failed, for which failure he
was cashiered. The despair of the
ninety odd survivors at this moment
was at its height, for a vast distance of
wilderness had yet to be travelled.
By Rogers’ heroism and fertility of
resource, however, the half-starved
band were in one way and another got
back to camp early in November.
They had traversed over 400 miles,
destroyed more than their own number
of the foulest Indians in the north, and
struck a blow that resounded through
Canada. Ambherst thanked them warm-
ly. One does not hear that they re-
ceived or expected anything more. It
was all in the Rangers’ day’s work,
and Rogers himself has left an account
of the expedition.

Amherst, in the meantime, had

completed his ships, and on the first
venture they destroyed their French
rivals. But it was now the middle of
October, and the weather had broken:
sleet-laden storms were lashing the
surface of Lake Champlain into a fury,
and winter was looming near.
' Lévis, who had long since come
from Montcalm, had helped Bourla-
maque to make the passage of the Riche-
lieu to Canada impregnable under a
long siege—and for that there was no
time, since 100 guns securely en-
trenched defended the passage. Que-
bec, too, had fallen, which lessened
the urgency, and, lastly, the service
period of the provincial troops expired
on November 1st. So the army, still
shivering in its summer clothing, re-
tired up the lakes, leaving strong gar-
risons at Crown Point and Ticonder-
oga, who sent salvoes of artillery
echoing through the surrounding
mountains in honour of the birthday,
and, as it so happened, the last one, of
George the Second.

Prideaux, the brigadier, whose mis-
sion it was to rebuild Oswego, take
Niagara and ruin the French interest in
those north-western regions over which
their sway had been so long undis-
puted, was early in the field. He was
at Schenectady on the Mohawk route
late in May, and was joined by his
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Division. This consisted of the 44th
and 46th regiments and 2,600 New
York provincials. There were forts
now at intervals the whole way from
the Hudson to Lake Ontario, and his
communications were thus secured
against the cross-country raids from
Canada, that had been the terror of
those who travelled and those who
lived upon this forest highway. John-
son was commissioned to seize this
favourable moment of the waning of
French prestige to stir up the Six
Nations to their old enthusiasm for
the British cause. The ever-vigilant
backwoods baronet needed no press-
ing, but held in his lavish fashion a
grand council, celebrated with meat
and drink and eloquence at Fort John-
son. Five hundred Indians attended;
not only representatives of the faith-
ful nations, but of several others for-
metly hostile, who, wise in their gen-
eration, had read the writing on the
wall. This time they sang the war
song on the banks of the Mohawk
with serious intent, and goo warriors
at the response of their chiefs painted
and befeathered themselves for battle.

Prideaux and his men were upon
the site of Oswego by the middle of
June. Haldimand, the second in com-
mand, was given the task of rebuild-
ing the fort. Like Bouquet, he was a
faithful and able Swiss officer, who had
been imported to assist in the forma-
tion of that motley, but now efficient
corps, the Royal Americans. ‘“He
had helped to recruit it among Ogle-
thorpe’s Highlanders of Georgia, the
Germans and Scotch-Irish of Pennsyl-
vania, and the indented servants, poor
whites and Huguenots of the two Car-
olinas. He has a three-fold claim on
England, but she has forgotten him.
He was an indefatigable collector, and
has left 232 volumes of contemporary
papers bearing on this period to the
British Museum, as well as the Bou-
quet papers, which were his property.
His military services were consider-
able, and, above all, he was Governor
of Canada during the Revolutionary
War from 1778 to 1784—a sufficiently
critical and conspicuous post at that

time, which he admirably filled. Ca-
nadians complain, and justly so, that
his memory is at least as worthy of
preservation as that of provincial
preachers and forgotten novelists, but
that they look in vain through works
devoted to cataloguing the illustrious
dead for the name of this trusty servant
of the British crown.

Prideaux left Oswego on July 1st.
He had not been long gone when
Saint-Luc de la Corne, the well-known
French partisan leader, seized the op-
portunity to attack Haldimand. He
brought with him 1,200 men, mostly
Canadian irregulars, and the notorious
Abbé Picquet, with some of his so-
called Christian Indians, whom he ex-
horted to give no quarter to the Brit-
ish heretics. They did not have a
chance, for, though Haldimand’s part-
ies were wood-cutting outside the tem-
porary entrenchments of pork barrels,
they soon rallied to their lines. De la
Corne’s troops were not of the kind to
assault redoubts. They confined them-
selves for some twenty-four hours to
desultory rifle fire from the bordering
woods, and when the guns which had
been brought to bear on them opened
from the entrenchments, they were
seized with a panic, and raced helter-
skelter for their boats, knocking over
the reverend Abbé in their haste.
Some thirty of them were killed and
wounded, among the latter being La
Corne himself. Haldimand was hence-
forward left in peace, and in due
course a new fort arose upon the site
of Montcalm’s first Canadian victory
by Lake Ontario, which in after years
became the familiar quarters of many
British regiments.

Prideaux, in the meantime, with Sir
William Johnson and his Indians, was
hugging the southern shores of Lake
Ontario in boats and batteaux mount-
ed with guns. The coast line to the
outlet of the Niagara River, where the
fort stood, was over seventy miles.
There was a French warship cruising
on the lake, which is here about the
breadth of the English Channel at
Brighton, so it was slowly, and with
due caution, that the unseaworthy
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flotilla crept along the low shores, in
these days so instinct with vigorous
humanity, in those presenting to the
restless lake a continuous background
of silent and sombre woodland.

Captain Pouchot, of the regiment of
Béarn, was in command at Fort Niag-
ara, an excellent officer, and one of the
many combatants in this war who has
left memoirs of it. The Indians for
once—a sign of the change of times—
had failed the French as newsbearers,
and Pouchot was taken by surprise.
Some of his men were absent, and his
garrison reduced to less than 600 all
told. At the very head of the Ohio
watershed, near Lake Erie, there were
still some small French posts, and
Pouchot now sent to these for assist-
ance. Many of the French guerilla
leaders, with wild, miscellaneous bands
of followers, were yet stirring in this
dark country, in vain hopes of dashing
down and catching Fort Pitt, now gar-
risoned with Provincials, unawares.
It was to some of these that Pouchot
now sent, and they hastened to his
succour.

The old fort at Niagara stood on
much the same site as the present one,
in the angle, that is to say, where the
river meets Lake Ontario. It was
large, substantial and well armed, as
became the portal and defence of the
illimitable  trading country behind.
Prideaux had over 2,000 men with him,
besides Johnson’s goo Indians. One-
half of his force guarded the boats,
the other was free for the attack. The
Engineers, like Abercromby's, proved
incompetent, and their first trenches
were untenable. ‘‘ Fools and block-
heads, G—d d—n them,” was the writ-
ten criticism of an indignant Highland
officer. When fresh approaches were
constructed and the British guns
opened fire, a still worse thing hap-

" pened, for a shell burst on leaving the
mouth of a coehorn and instantly
killed Prideaux, who was standing
near. Johnson now took command,
and the batteries were actively served.
In a fortnight the walls were badly
shattered, over a hundred of the small
garrison were killed or wounded, and

5

Pouchot realised that nothing but im-
mediate succour from the West could
save him. On the 24th Johnson’s
scouts reported that a French force
was approaching from above Niagara
Falls. He therefore pushed forward
during the night some light infantry,
Grenadiers, and part of the 46th regi-
ment. They took up their position
in the immediate path of the ap-
proaching French, just below the
mighty cataract. In the cool of
the morning, De Ligneris, Aubry,
Marin, de Répentigny, the cream, in
short, of the Canadian backwoods
leaders, with a wild following of 1,200
men, came down the portage road
from above the Falls. The force in-
cluded the small garrisons at Venango
and Presqu’ile, with a horde of fight-
ing traders from Detroit, the Illinois,
and the West, truculent, ill-favoured
men who lived among the Indians,
and, like them, went to battle strung
with beads and quills, and smeared
with paint and grease. They were
brave enough, but the banks of the
river above the rapids had been cleared.
It was an open, not a woodland fight,
though, indeed, long years of practice
had made even the British linesman no
mean performer among the trees.
Here, however, he was in the open and
flanked by a band of the Iroquois, the
finest of savage warriors.. The French
threw themselves with undisciplined
courage and loud yells upon the Brit-
ish front. The linesmen received them
as Wolfe’s troops on the Plains of
Abraham six weeks later received
Montcalm’s assault—with a steady,
withering fire. They had enough men
here, however, for a flank attack, which
was carried out by the Indians and light
infantry with deadly effect. In an
hour the broken column of white sav-
ages and bush-rangers were flying
back in wild disorder past the Falls
and the long stretch of rapids above
them, to where their canoes were
waiting, in smooth water, to bear
them back into Lake Erie, whence
they came.

Two hundred and fifty of the Ohio
garrison troops alone had been killed
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or wounded in this affair, besides num-
bers of their regulars. All the chief
officers were taken prisoners—de Lig-
neris, Marin, Aubry, de Montigny and
de Répentigny, with many more.

While the fight was in progress up
the river a French officer thought the
British trenches were unguarded, and
a sortie was attempted. It was led by
de Villars, the captor of Washington,
in his youthful essay at Fort Neces-
sity. But as the French approached
what had seemed empty trenches, a
line of bayonets, those of the 44th,
under Col. Farquhar, suddenly flashed
in their faces, and de Villars fell back,
according to his orders rather than to
his inclinations, for though he belong-
ed to a type whose failings were many,
lack of courage was certainly not one
of them.

There was nothing now for Pouchot
but capitulation. Major Hervey, of
the Bristol family, was sent by John-
son to demand it, and from him the
Frenchman learnt for the first time the
full extent of the recent defeat. He
would scarcely believe that all these
redoubtable partisans were prisoners
in Johnson’s camp till, at Hervey’s re-
quest, he sent a witness to verify the
fact. This settled the matter. John-
son practically made his own terms,
though the ‘ honours of war” were
conceded inrrecognition of the gallantry
of the defence. Over 600 prisoners
were sent to New York, the women
and children to Canada. Fort Wil-
liam Henry was again in the minds of
the garrison, and most urgent appeals
were made to Johnson for sufficient
safeguard against the Indians. This,
it need hardly be said, was given, a
matter of course, but a weaker man
than Johnson would have found diffi-
culty in controlling the plundering in-
stincts of his fierce allies. Everything,
however, went smoothly, and the fort,
with its forty guns, ammunition and
stores, was quietly occupied by the
British. .

When Johnson returned to Oswego

a little friction arose between Haldi-
mand and himself as to the chief com-
mand. It was effectually settled,
however, by the arrival of Gage from
Crown Point,” who superseded both.
Gage’s instructions were to attack the
French posted above the first rapids
of the St. Lawrence on the way from
Lake Ontario to Montreal. He effect-
ed, however, nothing of any practical
value in that direction. It was reserved
for Amherst himself, in the following
season, to make the descent of the St.
Lawrence, and with it the final move
in the long game. With the British
in possession of Niagara and Oswego,
the French flag finally disappeared
from Lake Ontario and its shores.
Their western posts at Detroit and the
Illinois, as well as the smaller and re-
moter ones, were isolated by this sev-
erance of the main artery, and could
only be approached by the tortuous
waterways, even now only known to
the sportsman and the lumberman of
the far back country of Ontario. Gen-
eral Stanwix, in the meantime operat-
ing from his base at Fort Pitt, with
4,000 men, had not been idle. He
had clinched the new relations with
the Ohio tribes, and had eventually
occupied every fort to Presqu’ile on the
shore of Lake Erie. The main trunk
of French Dominion was being girdled
by the British axe, and its. far-spread-
ing limbs, which brushed the distant
prairies of the north and crossed the
sources of the Mississippi, must now
perish from lack of nourishment. One
more stroke, and the hardy growth of
empire would shrivel up and die, and
this was to be aimed by Ambherst at
Montreal.

In a letter written on the field of battle at
two o’clock by an officer, the duration of the
fight is estimated at half an hour. The writer
is Colonel de Ruvigny, R.E., grandson of the
Count de la Caillemotte, killed at the Boyne,
and great-grandson of the celebrated Hugue-
not statesman, the Marquis de Ruvigny, and
himself subsequently ﬁft}l Marquis de Ruvigny
(de yure), and a naturalised English subject,
The writer speaks of the fury of the French
attack, and the confusion of their retreat.

TO BE CONTINUED
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A ‘“DONALD"

STORY

By W. ALBERT HICKMAN

NoTe—The ‘ Donald ” of this story is the same imperturbable old engineer of Mr. Hick-
man's story of the ice-crushers, ‘‘ The Sacrifice of the Skannon.”

R. MONTGOMERY PAUL
sat on the broad verandah
of his bungalow and,
through his cigar smoke,
looked up the harbour at

Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island.

Mr. Paul’s business lay chiefly in fol-

lowing the fluctuations of Twin Cityand

C.P.R. and Dominion Steel and Sao

Paulo and Grand Trunk and such like

commodities. He had followed with

considerable foresight and, as a result,
had had a comfortable feeling for some
years. His base of operations was

Toronto. Five years before he had

discovered that Muskoka and the

Georgian Bay lacked coolness, and

various other things which a man from

Toronto seeks in a summer holiday,

and simultaneously discovered that in

the five continents and seven oceans
there is, in all probability, no such
summer climate as that of Northum-
berland Strait and the southern light
of the Gulf of St. Lawrence. So he
built a bungalow on Hillsborough Bay,
and every summer he transported his
family thither and sat on the white
sand watching the sparkling water
and the fifty miles of Nova Scotia
coast beyond, and went cod and bass
and mackerel fishing outside and forgot
how the heat came up in waves from
the asphalt on Yonge Street and on

King Street West.

For the first four summers he had
cruised about a good deal in a twenty-
five-foot launch he had bought in Char-
lottetown, and had found it such a de-
lightful pastime that he had ordered a
bigger boat from a Toronto firm. She
was to be a fine, seaworthy craft with
a steel hull. She was to have power
enough to enable her to steam away
from any boat of double her size in the
Gulf. She was finished by the time he
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was ready to leave, and he had come
in her by lake and river and open gulf
all the way from Toronto to Charlotte-
town. If his stories counted for any-
thing she must, indeed, be a marvel-
lous boat in a sea. She was fifty feet
over all, and though she had a.com-
fortable beam her lines were as pretty
as those of a destroyer. She had a
pair of locomotive-type boilers, a low-
set, short-stroked, big-pistoned, triple
expansion engine, which swung a
long-bladed wheel at a very respectable
speed, and from her low house pro-
jected a short, stumpy, businesslike
funnel. Altogether, to the trained
eye, she looked well balanced and
formidable. Mr. Paul’s tastes were
somewhat luxurious, and he had fitted
her up with all sorts of shining brass
yacht jewellery and innumerable blue
plush cushions. So, from Charlotte-
town’s point of view, the Niobe, as she
was called, was a wonder on the face
of the deep.

For that matter, she was not much
less in the eyes of her owner, who had
just been explaining her virtues to
Mr. Robert Hunter, also a follower of
the fluctuations of things, and resident
in Montreal. Mr. Hunter had a yacht,
too, a red cedar boat a foot or two
longer than the Niobe, and with her
engines set away aft along with a
water-tube boiler fired with oil. She
was called the Mermaid. In mag-
nificence the Mermaid surpassed even
the Niobe. Her boiler and funnel
blazed and scintillated crimson and
gold, for they were covered with rose-
lacquered brass. Yes, and rose-
lacquered brass was in all her parts,
and her cushions were crimson plush
instead of blue. Mr. Hunter had said
a good deal as to the Mermaid's capa-
bilities during the previous season,
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and this was one of the chief reasons
why Mr. Paul had had the Nzobe built
with plenty of power. There were
boats belonging to other magnates in
other parts of the Island and on the
near mainland, but Mr. Paul felt sure
of his position.

‘“ Yes, sir,” he was saying to Mr.
Hunter, ‘‘she’ll beat any boat in the
Gulf under seventy-five feet in length !”’

““ Don’t believe it !”” said Mr. Hun-
ter.

““You don’t, eh! Well, I believe
it so much that I'll put up a thousand
dollars to be raced for, and they can
all come; but it’s got to be a good,
long, open course—say from Charlotte-
town to Caribou. How does that
strike you? Will you come ?”

“Will T come!” said Mr. Hunter,
and he became reminiscent and thought
of the quiet way the Mermaid's engine
turned two hundred and fifty, ‘¢ will I
come! Yes, I'll come—and I’ll give
you a drink out of that thousand when
we get into Caribou.”

‘“ Nice Christian spirit,” said Mr.
Paul, and he laughed and lit another
cigar.

““And you're going to throw it
open ?”

‘“Oh, what could you do? If you
didn’t, every tug-boat captain, every
man in the Strait who owned any kind
of a scow with a portable sawmill
boiler and a single cylindered junk
heap in her would say that if ‘they’d
’a’ let him in he’d ’a’ showed ’em.’
But it’ll be a circus, anyway. The
thousand dollars ought to bring out
pretty nearly everything with wheels
in it,” and Mr. Paul smiled compla-
cently, and blew a smoke ring in which
he framed a picture of the Niobe's
triumphant rush across the line in
Caribou Harbour.

The next harbour up the Straitfrom
Caribou is called North Harbour. On
its south shore is a deep cove with its
east side a steep, spruce-covered bank,
and the west sloping away into a
sandy beach. Down by the beach is a
long, white lobster factory. One day

in August a young lady of about four-
teen summers was sitting on a rock at
the foot of the bank and swinging a
bare foot in the water. The sky was
without a cloud, and, as usual, as blue
as that of the Mediterranean. The
Strait rippled and sparkled, and every
white house about Wood Islands, on
Prince Edward Island, could be seen
with perfect distinctness through the
fifteen miles of crystal-clear air. It
was a perfect Nova Scotia summer
day—and there was nothing beyond.
But it was evident that the young lady
was not happy. Her golden hair—
and it was golden, and glinted like
polished gold in the glare of the sun—
blew down across her glowing cheeks
and freckled nose, and she brushed it
back petulantly and wearily, and
scowled. Then a sculpin swam lazily
up to the rock and settled down to
rest, and the girl threw a quohog shell
at him. ¢ Go away, you ugly beast!”
she blurted, and the sculpin accepted
the advice and kept on going until he
found a hole four feet deep under a
friendly bank of eel grass. Before the
sculpin reached the eel grass—though
he went so fast that his tail ached for
some time afterward—the change had
come, the inevitable reaction with all
her sex from six to sixty, and the
young lady was weeping. Finally she
heard the shingle crunch, and she faced
round defiantly, while she rubbed the
tear stains away with the edge of her
skirt. A small boy, a year or two
younger than she, was coming toward
her, piloting a man with grizzled hair,
who was smoking a little black pipe.
The two were followed by a portly
black cocker spaniel. The girl raced
over the rocks.

‘“ Hello, Mr. McDonald,” she cried,
‘‘ where did you come from? Where
did you find him, Dick ?”

‘“He walked down,” said Dick,
‘“and I saw him comin’ in the gate,”
and he swung the big hand he was
holding with vigour. Donald McDon-
ald, the old engineer of the Caribou
Fire Department, used to walk over to
North Harbour periodically on an infor-
mal visitto Aleck Morrison’s lobster fac-
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tory. When he came the children knew
there was sure to be something interest-
ing happen. Donald could make the
most wonderful boats withstern wheels,
which were driven by rope belts and a
treadle that you worked with your feet.
Once he came down on Campbell’s
team with some iron bars and pieces
of brass, and in a few days had turned
a leaky dory into a treadle boat with a
real screw propeller. Donald’s most

.communicative moments were while

he was with Aleck Morrison's two
children, and then he was nothing less
than a revelation to the black spaniel.
On this particular occasion Donald
smiled his most ingenious smile.

““A joost looked’t Conoondrum
theyre,” indicating the spaniel with a
wave of the three-inch pipe, ‘“’n’ a
thocht: Weel, y’re gettin’ so fat that y’
won’t ha’ hair t’ coover y’re skin een a
leetle while, 'n’ @’ll ha't be gettin’ old
strips o’ buffalo robes ’'n’ dyin’ them
black an’ cementin’ them over th' theen
places, 'n’ a don’t know that a’d make
mooch of a job o’ ye then. So a joost
thocht a’d walk heem doon hear for
exercise, y'see.” The three laughed,
and the black spaniel took the joke
pleasantly and wagged his tail.

‘“ Ees y’re father better, Maisie ?”
Donald went on.

““Some,” said the girl. Then she
remembered her troubles again. ‘‘But
he says he’s goin’ to sell the colt, 'n’
he won’t let me’n’ Dick go to th’ circus
in New Glasgow, 'n’ he won’t let me
go in 'n’ get the wool to knit a shawl
for Grandma’s birthday, 'n’ he won’t”
—and the girl’s lip trembled again.

“ Noo y’ needn’ cry,” said Donald
hastily, ‘“a’ve na doot we can—"

«] don’t care, it's my colt anyway;
Papa said so when it was born, 'n’—”
and there were further signs of a
breakdown, as well as of another in
sympathy on the part of Dick. Donald
was in a difficulty for a moment.

«“Y’ see,” he finally said, ‘‘y’re
father’s been seeck a long time, ’n’ he
mayn’ be sure aboot sellin’ th’ colt, 'n’

’ see he hasn’ had a chance t’ get t’
th’ bank, 'n’ maybe he deedn’ ha’ th’
money fr y't' go t* N’ Glaisga. Y’

know,” he went on confidentially,
‘“ people when they’'re seeck often get
so worrked up aboot themsel's thut
they never theenk o’ leetle things.
Here, noo, here's five dollars for the
two o’ y’,’'n’ a’ll see him aboot th’ colt,
'n’ a've got a gran’ plan on foot thut
when y’ hear aboot 't y' won’t want t’
go t' N’ Glaisga or onywhere. Y’
musn’ tell onyone a gave y' th’ five
dollars.” The lack of logical sequence
in it all was splendid, but it had the
desired effect. Aleck Morrison had
put a good deal of money into addi-
tions to the lobster factory and into
new gear, and the season had been
poor. All the summer he had been
sick, and now ought to be well on the
road to recovery. But he didn’t seem
to mend as he should, and Donald
knew that worry had as much to do
with it as anything else. His wife
thought he was well off, and the chil-
dren thought him rich, and so it might
prove ultimately; but now things were
running pretty close, and the proposed
selling of the colt was, in all probabil-
ity, only a method for raising a neces-
sary hundred dollars or so to bridge
over the hard time. Aleck had always
said, with a good deal of pride, that he
had never owed a man a cent for more
than two weeks in his life, and Donald
knew Aleck, and knew that he would
object to breaking his record now.
After all, two or three hundred dollars
would make everything easy again.

Maisie had brightened up wonder-
fully, and Dick had become sympathet-
ically cheerful.

‘“Tell us what y’re goin’ t’ do?” he
said. Donald made up the trio of
smiles.

““Coom up 'n’ we'll see y're father
firrst,” he said. *‘‘Thees plan,” he
went on, as they started, ‘‘ ees a great
plan. Eets goin’ t’ beat th’ dory wi’
th’ propellor all t’ pieces. No, y'll joost
wait! Y’ll know all th're ees t’ know
soon enough.” Maisie and Dick ran
ahead, and left Donald and the black
spaniel to follow more slowly. They
rushed into the room where their
father was sitting.

‘““Here’'s Mr.

McDonald comin’,
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papa, 'n’ he’s goin’ t’” make something
new for us, maybe a new kind of a
boat.”

‘“ He’s a great Donald!” said Aleck,
half to himself. ¢ He’s always able to
keep the two of y’ quiet, anyway.

““Well, Donald, I'm glad to see y’.
I get pretty dull sometimes. Maisie
says you've got' some new plan on
hand. What are y’ goin’ t’ make
now—a real steamboat, I suppose ?”
Donald got comfortably settled, with
the girl on his right knee and the boy
on his left. He stowed the black pipe
in a pocket reserved for it alone.

“A want y’' t' lend me th’ Goos-
ander!” he said solemnly. It may be
explained that the Goosander wasa long,
black launch that Aleck had bought
two years before from the Dominion
Government for use in towing out
loads of traps and for general service
about the factory. The Government
had used her as an auxiliary to their
revenue boats, in preventing smug-
gling from St. Pierre and Miquelon,
but she was not well adapted to
their purposes and they had disposed
of her.

‘“The Goosander!” said Aleck, with
a look of surprise, ‘‘yes, y' can
have her and the whole factory if y’
like. But what are y’ goin’ to do
with her?” Donald drew forth from
his pocket a copy of the Caribou Cour-
zer, and pointed to a paragraph.
Aleck read as follows:—

‘“ Owing to a discussion as to the
relative speed of certain steam yachts
which has arisen among a number of
the wealthy Toronto and Montreal
men who are summering on the Island,
Mr. Montgomery Paul, the owner of
the splendid yacht Nzobe, has gener-
ously put up a thousand dollars to be
raced for by steamers of any type up
to seventy-five feet over all. Entries
are confined to boats owned by sum-
mer or other residents of the Maritime
Provinces. The course is to be from
Charlottetown to Caribou, and the
date, weather permitting, September
12.” The paragraph gave various
other details, and ended with the as-
sertion that the proposed race was al-

ready exciting great interest. Aleck
finished and looked at Donald.

“Y’ don’t mean to say that y’ want
to go into that with the Goosander!” he
said.

““O’ coorse a do!” was the reply;
‘“a’m needin’ soom recreation ’'n’ a
dare say y’ll be able t’ fin’ soom use for
th’ thoosan’ dollars.”

““Yes, we could find plenty of use
for a thousand dollars if we got it,
though y’ would have to take the half .
of it. But there’s not much danger of
gettin’it. The Goosander would be
somewhere off here when those fel-
lows got in. They've got some fine
boats over there now: boats they’ve
brought down from Upper Canada.”

“Aye!” said Donald, ‘““so a’ve
heard. Maybe a’ll go ofer ’'n’ see
them. Howefer, eef y’ theenk we’ll

not get th’ thoosan’ y’ needn’t mind
sayin’ y'll tak’’t eef we do. A don't
want th’ money, y’ know; a’ll get more
th’n a thoosan’s worth o’ recreation
oot o’ th’ beezness; so between us
we’ll be makin’ a clear two thoosan’,”
and Donald smiled. Aleck grinned at
the argument, and submitted the more
readily because his faith in the Goos-
sander’s chances was exceedingly small,
Donald thought a moment.

‘‘Aleck,” he said, ‘“d’y’ know
wheyre a cud buy a nice young horse?”
Maisie's eyes had been sparkling at the
thought of the Goosander racing the
yachts across the Strait; now she be-
came very solemn, and flashed a be-
wildered glance at the old engineer.
She felt the big hand tighten for an in-
stant on her shoulder, and knew that
in some inscrutable way it was all right,
Aleck was silent, and looked doubt-
fully at Maisie. He was surprised to
see that young lady very cheerful.

‘¢ What do you want with a horse? »
he said.

‘“What a wanted t' know wiz
wheyre a cood get one,” was the re-
ply. Aleck knew it was no use to ask
for further information. He hesitated.

‘“ I’ve got a fine colt that might suit
y’,” he said finally; ‘‘ Maisie, y’ bring
the colt round, like a good girl.”

Still more to his surprise Maisie ran
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off willingly enough, accompanied by
the boy, and in five minutes the colt
was at the door. Donald made a crit-
ical examination of him, and finally
offered a hundred and twenty-five dol-
lars, which was promptly accepted.
He wrote a cheque and handed it to
Aleck.

¢ Theyre!” he said, ‘‘ Noo, a'm goin’
doon t’ look ofer th’ Goosander; coom
on, Dickie. A’ll be upt’ dinner, Aleck,”
and the three started for the shore,
leaving Aleck Morrison surprised, but
more comfortable than he had been for
some time. They had not gone far
when Maisie looked up inquisitively at
Donald, who smiled.

“A suppose y’ want t’ know aboot
th’ colt,” he said; *‘ weel, a’ll joost be
needin’ a horse for a leetle, 'n’ ’ts fery
likely a’ll be willin’ t’ sell een a month
or two—'n' y' may be wantin’ t’ buy
one yersel' aboot thut time. Y’ never
can tell what will happen. A—a tak’
fery good care o’ my horses,” he added,
as he got the black pipe underway
again. Maisie laughed and was satis-
fied, and, of necessity, Dick was satis-
fied, too. '

The Goosander lay at the wharf be-
low the factory. As has been re-
corded, she was once the property of
the Dominion Government, and for a
number of years she had come and
gone by night, and had hung just over
the edge of fog banks, and had trav-
elled betimes without lights, and had
escorted one or two brigs and several
small, slippery-looking schooners into
Sydney or some other port, and had
lain still amid the sound of axes on
full casks, and had floated in a sea that
reeked of Cognac. In those days
many a good, fast fore-and-after knew
that she was not to be despised. But
she had too little freeboard and she
was too fine, lacked the beam that
makes a good sea boat, and the Gov-
ernment had finally sold her to Aleck
Morrison. The Goosander had never
been beautiful, and Aleck had added to
her freeboard by putting a gunwale

lank all round her. The gunwale

plank made her too high, and took

away all the torpedo-boat appearance

she formerly had. Then it had not
been put on very artistically, and had
left her with a magnified sheer, so that
she didn’t look unlike a gigantic dory.
Aleck finished by painting her black.
Altogether, the effect was not pleasing.
She had a fine, steeple-compound en-
gine and a new boiler that Aleck had
put in under Donald’s advice shortly
after he got her. Donald had often
cruised in her, and had apparently a
vast belief in her capabilities. “‘A'd
like t' ha' her for aboot a week!” he
often said, ‘‘a’d show y’ what she cud
do. All she’d need'd be t’ get a string
o’ kelp tangled up een her rudder for a
tail 'n’ they’d theenk ’twas th’ Great
Sea-Serpent coomin’.”

Just at present she looked particu-
larly disreputable. Below the water-
line she was grown over with weed;
her black paint was blistered and
peeled; her gunwale was split and
splintered in many places along its
fifty-seven feet of length; the engine
was covered with a scant, dirty
tarpaulin, and the boiler and long
funnel were streaked with yellow rust.
Maisie and Dick went out to the end
of the wharf to spear flounders, the
black spaniel retired to the shore and
found a shady spot under a bush, and
Donald climbed aboard the Goosander.
He looked over her slowly, then lifted
up a hatch over the shaft and sniffed at
the oily, iridescent, black water that
was sluicing about with the slight
motion of the boat.

‘Y’ dirrty, deesgraceful old hoolk !
Y’ shood be ashamed o’ yersel’ for not
keepin’ yersel’ clean. Beelge water !
Beelge water! Y’ can’t help havin’ a
leetle, but no self respectin’ steamer
allows’t to accumulate like thut!”
After this rebuke the old engineer
rummaged around for pieces of oily
waste and kindlings and soon had a
fire underway. Then he opened up
the lockers and got out hammers and
monkey wrenches and spanners and
oil cans and boxes of packing and laid
them all in order. While the steam
was getting up he swept her from stem
to stern. He caught the sound of a
slight hiss. ‘‘Pop valve leakin’!” he
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commented, and made a mental note.
‘‘Aye, 'n’ a try cock, too.” He swung
his weight on each of the eccentric
rods, and felt a hardly noticeable jar.
‘‘Pairfectly -deesgraceful !” he said.
‘‘Aye, nuts on th’ straps loose.” He
studied the inside of the fire-box.
‘“Tubes tight; thut’s good, disteenctly
good!” A little later he examined the
gauge. ‘‘Seventy poon.” He opened
the throttle and immediately closed it
again. ‘‘Not packin’ enough een th’
three boxes for one. Magneeficent
gland!” and he began measuring and
cutting, packing and sliding it into
inaccessible places with a jack knife.
Bye and bye he looked to his moor-
ings and opened the throttle again.
Bump-siss-bump-siss-bump-siss went the
Goosande?'s engine, with a lot of little
psp-clicks in between, which, to the
uninitiated, mean nothing. Donald
turned on the bilge water ejector and
sat down to listen. For a diagnosis
his ear was as good as an indicator
any day. It came in muttered com-
ments. ‘‘Low press’ valve set too
high—cut off too late—guides bindin’
a leetle—th’ cross-head soonds like a
wire nail machine—a cood leeft out
thut crank pin,” and he aimed a
dexterous blow at it as it flashed past.
““Weel, een coomparison wi’ soom o’
them y’re notbad! A’d like a leetle
more vacuum, tho', eef a cood get ’t.
Howefer, a’'m not goin’ t' poot a
surface condenser ’'n’ a circulatin’
poomp 'n’ an air poomp een y’ for ’t.”
So the comments went on until he drew
the fire, and a little later there were
rods and bolts and nuts and valves
lying about on all the lockers, and the
Goosander’s engine was an apparent
wreck. In the midst of the wreck,
filing and hammering and fitting and
testing, sat Donald McDonald, late
engineer of the MacMichael boat
Dungeness, the craft which, for some
mysterious reason, used to do twelve
knots while he was in her, and never
before or since.

When the time came Donald went
up to the house to dinner, during
which meal he was uncommunicative.
Immediately after dinner he went back

to the Goosander and worked until they
blew the horn for supper. Again after
supper he went back and worked until
darkness came down. After the
children went up to bed the black
spaniel came aboard for company, and
Donald lighted a lantern and kept at it.
When Aleck went to bed about eleven
he could see the faint light down by the-
wharf and hear the sound of hammer-
ing of steel on steel coming up on the
quiet night air. He knew that it was
useless to interfere. Donald knew
where to find his bed, and when he
was ready he would come to it, and
not before. The fact that the bed bore
marks of having been slept in was the
only evidence that he had been near the
house during the night. No one heard
him come in, and when Aleck first
looked out in the morning, when the
sun was coming up over the Gulf, the
old engineer was aboard the Goosander,
smoking like a locomotive and still
hammering, and the spaniel was slum-
bering on his jacket on the wharf.

That day Donald worked steadily;
and again brought the lantern into use
and knocked off at midnight. The
following day by eleven o’clock he had
the engine assembled again. He filled
the boiler and started a fire. When
the steam was up and he opened the
throttle it was easy to see that the
Goosander’s engine had seen magic.
The piston rod glided up and down
noiselessly; not a breath of steam
showed anywhere; and never a hiss or
a sigh could be heard; the eccentrics
slid around, oil-bathed in the straps,
and the straps never varied the width
of a hair; and the cross-head and
crank, no matter how fast they were
swung, were perfectly silent.

Then Donald cast off the Goosander's.
moorings and started out into the
harbour alone, and the way the
Goosander ploughed up and down
North Harbour astonished the inhab-
itants of the surrounding country,
Aleck watched through the glass and
could see the old man studying his
watch while he raced back and forward
between the buoys. After a little
while he came into the wharf, tied up,
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drew the fire, covered the engine,
and came ashore to dinner. Dur-
ing the progress of the meal he spoke
very seldom, and then his remarks
referred chiefly to smelt fishing, to an
incident that occurred on the Dun-
geness, and to the probable weather.
On the last subject he was noncom-
mittal. After dinner he departed,
leading the colt and followed by the
black spaniel, and said that he would
be back in a day or two,

Late that afternoon he took the
Island boat, and that evening he
stepped ashore at Charlottetown. The
next day was devoted to research.
He wandered about the wharves and
got various and unreliable opinions as
to the capabilities of the Mermaid and
the NVzobe and other boats in the vicin-
ity. His only generalisation from the
information he gathered was that the
Niobe was the best of them all. Then
he went to headquarters for fuller de-
tails. He got a small boat and rowed
down slowly past Mr. Paul's bunga-
low. The Nwbe was at anchor, and
Mr. Paul was aboard, pottering about
and offering advice to his engineer.
Donald stopped rowing and cast a
glance of evident admiration at the
steam yacht. Incidentally, the admir-
ation was perfectly sincere. The bait
was too seductive to Mr. Paul, who
liked to dissertate on the Niobe, and
was fond of a new and sympathetic
audience. :

‘¢ Fine day!” he remarked, ‘‘ having
a look at the boat?”

¢t Aye!” said Donald, ingenuously,
¢ she’s a gran’ craft.”

¢One of the finest! one of the very
best! Would you like to come aboard?”
Donald accepted with apparent reluct-
ance.

¢ That’s right. Come right up here.
1 suppose you belong about here?
Other shore. Do you fish ?”

¢ A ’ve feeshed a little—Weel! This
ees a magneeficent boat. A’d think'’t
’d be deeficult t' keep all th’ brass
clean. She’s beautifully feeted up—A
__—does she burrn wood or coal?”’ The
uestion was uttered with the inno-
cence of a little child.

““Coal,” was the reply, ““all these
steamers burn coal, you know. Don’t
know whether you'd like to see the
engine or not. It's down here.”
Donald signified his willingness, and
Mr. Paul proceeded to dilate on ma-
chinery in general, in passing mention-
ing the fact that the Niode's boiler was
so strong that it stood the strain when
the steam inside pressed 19o pounds
on every square inch of it, that that
type of engine was called a triple ex-
pansion engine for various complicated
reasons, and that it had driven the
boat seventeen measured miles in one
hour. Donald asked if the seventeen
miles would be considered fast, and
Mr. Paul ‘answered ‘* Very. Faster,
in fact, than any other boat of the size:
in Canada can do.” Donald said ‘“‘Na
doot” with perfect sincerity, adding:
““A’d like t’ see her goin’ t’ full speed.”
Mr. Paul appreciated the interest.

““1 was just getting up steam to
take her out when you came along.
She’ll be ready in a few minutes now.
If you're not in a hurry perhaps you'd
like to have a turn in her.” *‘A’d be
fery glad,” was the reply.

“ Have a cigar ?” said Mr. Paul.

‘“No, thank y’'; a'll joost smoke
thees,” and he produced the black pipe.
A little while later Donald’s boat was
tied to Mr. Paul's wharf and the Niobe
was steaming out toward Charlotte-
town Light. At the light her engineer
opened her up and she came in at full
speed, while Donald sat by the wheel
with Mr. Paul and marvelled. Several
times he seemed to have difficulty in
getting the black pipe going properly,
and had to resort to holding his coat.
over it. A close observer would have
noted that he surreptitiously looked at
his watch on each occasion. When
they got back and Mr. Paul had been
duly thanked, he asked Donald if he
expected to be in Caribou on Septem-
ber 12.

‘““A hope t’' be theyre parrt o th’
day,” was the reply.

‘““The reason 1 asked,” said Mr.
Paul, ““is that we're going to have a
steam yacht race from here to Caribou.
I thought you might like to see this
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boat when she’s at her best. You
ought to be there in time to see the
finish.”

“A’d like t’,” said Donald, ¢ a'll try
t’ be theyre een time. A’m sure a’m
mooch obliged t’ y’,” and he climbed
into the little boat and rowed away
toward Charlottetown.

““That’s a queer old cuss,” said Mr.
Paul to the engineer. The engineer
admitted that he seemed to be.

As Donald tied up his boat he smiled
drily. *‘‘Seventeen mile,” he mur-
mured; ‘“ more like thirteen, a theenk.
Howefer, a’ll soon see.” He went up
to the nearest bookstore and bought a
chart of Charlottetown Harbour. Then
he went back to the wharf and sat
down to it with a pencil and a foot
rule. When he had finished he began
smoking with unusual vigour.

““Good! fery good!” came between
puffs. ‘‘ Better than a thocht. She’s
not so bad,th’ Viobe,” and he smiled. As
he spoke there came over him an almost
imperceptible change. Perhaps only
those who had been with him in the
Dungeness, or those who had stood be-
side him on the night he screwed down
the pop-valve of the old ‘‘ Ronald ”
fire engine and spoiled the reputation
of the new double-cylindered machine,
or those who had seen him work in the
number six compartment or at the
centrifugal pumps of the Shannon be-
fore she sank, would have been able to
interpret the meaning of the change.
To the uninitiated it was only that his
smile was a little more bland than
common. But the light of battle was
in his eye. As usual, when the odds
against him suddenlyloomed up heavier
than he expected, he became more im-
perturbable than ever. |

He went back to Caribou by the
next boat, and on the following after-
noon appeared at North Harbour. He
was exceedingly uncommunicative,
stating merely that he had ‘‘been doin’
a leetle explorin’.” He got a fire
going in the Goosander as soon as
possible, and started out into the har-
bour again to race against time between
the buoys. When he came back he
told the black spaniel, and him alone,

that the trial was not satisfactory.
The rest of the morning he spent in
making all sorts of measurements of
the old boat, and in figuring and mak-
ing complicated drawings on a piece
of planed pine board. At dinner he
said he was going away in the Goosan-
der for a few days, and about three he
took the black spaniel aboard, cast off
his moorings, hauled on his wheel-
ropes until his tiller was hard-a-port,
threw open his throttle, and the
Goosander boiled out through the little
entrance into the Strait. He turned
once and waved his cap to the chil-
dren. The last they saw of him the
Goosander was heading south and he
was sitting motionless in the stern.

Four days passed without a sign of
Donald; but on the fifth morning the
black launch appeared around the
point of the Little Island and came in
through the Wide Entrance. In her
there were four men instead of one,
and over her gunwale protruded vari-
ous things, including, apparently, a
good deal of dimension lumber. That
morning Aleck had managed to walk
down to the wharf, and he gasped with
amazement as the Goosander tied up.

‘“ Hello, Jim Mclntyre,” he said,
‘“have you come too? Donald, for
heaven’s sake, what have y’ got there?
It looks as if you'd been robbin’ a junk
heap.” Donald grinned.

Y’ look as eef y’ were feelin’ bet-
ter,” he said, irrelevently. ‘“A’m glad
o’ thut.” He surveyed the load with
complacency. ‘“A’ve brought Mcln-
tyre 'n’ Carswell 'n’ Beely Dunn,” he
went on, ‘‘’n’ we're goin’ t' make
soom leetle temporary alterations een
th’ Goosander.” Aleck was speechless
for some time while he carefully looked
over the collection.

““It looks asif y’ were goin’ to make
something,” he said finally. The re-
mark was quite justifiable. It may be
said that the Goosander’'s boiler and
engine were compact, and there was
plenty of room fore and aft of them.
At present in forward, and lying on its
side, was a very short, very stout and
apparently very rusty upright boiler.
Beside it lay a firebox, equally rusty,
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which had evidently been built for a
boiler of larger size. There was also
a great variety of old iron tyres off
cart and waggon wheels of all sizes,
together with a full thousand feet of
iron wire off hay bales, and perhaps a
thousand superficial feet of spruce
boards. In aft there was a long-
cylindered, deliberate looking old hori-
zontal engine, which bore the marks
of having already accomplished a life-
work. Donald confessed later that it
had spent twenty-two years in a sash
and door factory. Then over the Goo-
sander's stern there projected a bat-
tered, rust-pitted funnel, a dozen feet
in length. Besides these things there
were boxes containing innumerable
bolts and spikes and staples and nails;
a long, new, somewhat ponderous bit
of shafting, with a double crank; most
of the portable tools from Donald’s
little machine shop, and a great un-
classified residuiim, which to a less
ingenious mind than Donald’s would
have been nothing more than what
Aleck called it—junk. Aleck had been
studying the load carefully.

*¢ Look here,” he finally said, ‘‘what
are y’ goin’ to build, anyway ?” Donald
smiled.

“ A’m goin’ t' beeld what y’ might
call 'n accelerator,” he said.

‘¢ And what's an accelerator ?”

““Thut’s what a’'m goin’ t’ beeld!”
was the reply, and there the conversa-
tion stayed.

Ten minutes later the old man and
his crew had brought down a couple of
piles, and were erecting them as shears
over the Goosander as she lay at the
wharf. The spaniel viewed the opera-
tions from a distance and inferred some
permanency; so he retired to his bush
and slumbered. With tackle rigged
to the shears the ancient boiler and
engine were hoisted on to the wharf
along with the rest of the ‘‘junk.”
Then ways were laid and the Goosander
was hauled up ready for operations to
pegin. Her bottom was cleaned and
painted with copper paint until it
looked as in the days of her youth. At
supper the ‘“accelerator” was dis-
cussed at some length, but as neither

Mclnotyre nor Carswell nor Billy Dunn
seemed at all certain as to its precise
construction, and Donald refused to
give any further details, the result was
not satisfactory. The next day two
timber bases were built in the Goosan-
der, one forward of her machinery and
one aft, and in the former was set the
newly acquired fire-box. Donald’s
plan was unfolding. Now there began,
along lines new to marine engineering,
the construction of a pair of remark-
able paddle wheels. Both in diameter
and in width their size was consider-
able, but their chief glory lay in their
strength. Their construction occupied
nearly ten days, and would be extremely
difficult to describe. It is sufficient
to say that, in the end, if analysed and
their component parts traced, they
would be found to embody portions of
the following: three derelict wind-mills,
a worn-out mine-ventilating fan, and a
cotton loom, together with practically
all the spikes, staples, bolts, iron tyres
and wire before mentioned, and a
goodly part of the unclassified junk
and the spruce boards. During their
building Maisie and Dick watched
every movement, and would stay until
Donald and the others knocked off in
the evening.

Finally the Goosander was launched
again. The long shaft was fitted into
the old horizontal engine, which was
swung aboard and bolted down to the
base. Great bearings were bolted to
the gunwale, and the paddles were
slid into place and keyed. The short
boiler was dropped on to the fire-box,
and stayed with a forest of iron wires
and a few lengths of chain. Then
came the fitting and connecting up of
the new main steam pipe, and the set-
ting up and guying of the twelve-foot
funnel, and the Goosander was com-
plete.

The result was somewhat incongru-
ous. When Donald had tightened the
last nut he walked along the beach for
fifty yards or so and sat down on a
rock to look at her. When he came
back he said: ‘“ What a ha’ been tryin’
to fin’ oot wiz whayther she looked
more like a paddle boat wi’ a screw,
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oor a screw boat wi’ paddles. We’'ll
ha’ t’ get a fire een th’ two booylers 'n’
see what she’ll do.” So they filled the
boilers and started the fires, while
Donald reached into inaccessible places
with a long-nosed oil can and drowned
all the new bearings with oil. Ina few
minutes the steam began to show in
the gauges. The old man smiled.

“ Mclntyre,” he said, ‘‘y’ can fire
th’ fore booyler ’'n’ look after th’ wheel;
Beely, y’ can fire th’ aft booyler; Cars-
well, y’ tak’ th’ screw engine, ’n’ a’ll
look after th’ paddle engine mysel.’
Bein’ unaccoostomed t’ th’ worrk eet
may ha’ soom leetle peculiarities.”
Aleck came down and sat on the
wharf with Maisie and Dick to see the
start. The black spaniel thought over
the matter and decided to superintend
in person, so he went aboard and sat
in the stern with Donald. Carswell
looked at his gauge.

““I've got a hundred and sixty,” he
said, ‘ what have you got, Jim?”

‘“ Hundred and thirty!”

‘Y’ might cast off that line, Beely,”
said Donald. In a moment the Goos-
ander was floating free. Carswell
swung over his lever and opened his
throttle. There was a swirl under the
stern and the ripples clacked against

the bow. The paddle wheels stirred
uneasily. Maisie danced up and down
on the wharf, and Dick shouted:

““Look, Pop, she’s goin’!” Donald
opened his cylinder cocks and started
his throttle, and the long-cylindered
engine heaved a profound sigh, splut-
tered out a stream of mixed steam and
water, and started. Pap—gape—f;l:e.
-pap-pap-pa-papapapapa wen
gigtsar:)tp ':h% l;‘:oall;ldles, as Donald
opened the throttle wider, and the
Goosander gatherefi way and moved
majestically out into the harbour.
Mclntyre brought her round until she
was broadside to the wharf, and they

stopped her for Aleck to inspect. It
was the first time he had had a good
look at her since the transformation.
He was immediately seized with a con-
vulsion of unseemly merriment, and lay
on the wharf with his knees drawn up
and laughed until he was red in the face.

‘‘ Take her away!” he gasped, ‘‘she
looks like a suction dredge. Say,
Donald y’ want to be careful not to get
the two engines goin’ opposite ways or
Dick and Maisie ’ll have to take the
dory out after y’. Ify’ want any more
funnels on her I've got a lot of old
stove-pipe up at the house. Go ahead
and let’s see if y’ can make the new
wheels go round.” Donald suddenly
opened her up. The long-cylindered
engine evidently looked upon Aleck’s
remarks as personal, and the way it
handled the new wheels was a sight to
see. There was a tremble, a roar as
of the noise of many waters, a rush of
toam, and a great cloud of flying spray
that enveloped Donald and the stern
of the Goosander, and caused the black
spaniel to sneeze violently and finally
to crawl into an open locker, where he
remained during the rest of the voyage.
Aleck expressed his satisfaction. Cars-
well opened up, and the Goosander
boiled off towards the buoys on Don-
ald’s trial course, leaving a wake like
a Fall River boat. Mclntyre kept
urging his fire, and for an hour they
ran back and forward from buoy to
buoy while Donald studied his watch,
When they got ashore he said he was
pleased, and spent the rest of the after-
noon wrapping pieces of old carpet
and jute bags around the whole length
of the new main steam pipe ‘“t’ prre-
vent excessive coondensation.” He
finished the dressing with a coat of
marine glue, and from that time for-
ward, wherever the Goosander was,
that steam pipe was a notable object in
the landscape.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH

\
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M. MacLL EAN

OMEN do not attack men's will.
They throw spells over their judgment.
—~Amelia Barr.

Give most men a good listener and most
women enough note-paper and they'll tell all
they know.—George Lorimer. ‘

HE discussion over the influence of
books still waxes more or less
(and more often less) merrily on.
There is something, of course, to be
said on both sides, but most of us will
stand by one of our sex, Miss Agnes
Repplier, in the views set forth in her
recently published book of essays,
¢ Compromises.” In attacking the
seemingly prevalent belief that books
have a controlling—in fact, the con-
trolling influence in the lives of our
young people, she takes as a text Car-
lyle’s acid sentence: ‘¢ Not the wretch-
edest circulating library novel which
foolish girls thumb and con in remote
villages but will help to regulate the
actual practical weddings and house-
holds of these foolish girls.” She an-
wers sternly: ‘“ More than this itwould
be impossible to say, and few of us, I
think, would be willing to say as much.
The idea is too oppressive to be borne.
. . . Personally, I believe that a
foolish girl is more influenced by
another foolish girl, to say nothing of
a foolish boy, than by all the novels on
the library shelves.” The writer re-
members a time, dozens of years ago,
when she was a ‘‘foolish ” girl her-
self. She was eagerly reading ‘‘ John
Halifax, Gentleman.” John was a
good boy, he was a noble man, and
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this foolish girl adored him. Yet
another foolish girl—a not-much-loved
foolish girl, either—came along and
dared her to take a bite out of a cake
of N. P. washing soap. And the first
foolish girl did. Now, John would
never have taken the dare. It would
have been stronger to resist it, espe-
cially as the N. P, soap was not good
to eat. And this foolish girl, remem-
ber, adored John, and knew him like a
book. Only once do we read of his
allowing himself to swear, and that
was when he could not help it; butif
he had known this foolish girl, and
had been aware that she adored him,
perhaps he would have let go of him-
self again.

Well, we have heard of mothers
washing out their little boys’ mouths
when they have been saying bad
words, and we can think of nothing
more effective than N. P. washing soap.

® B.J.T.
DOMESTIC ROCKS
PAPER 111

THIS brief paper will deal with fam-

ily fault-finding, or what might
be called the donfs in the home. Of
course every home knows the sound of
this word; and, while it is a very good
and necessary word at times to keep
the baby from falling over the balcony,
etc., used too often it becomes ex-
tremely hackneyed, and, like any other
abused and overworked animal, it fin-
ally gets its back up and refuses to do
its work.

‘“1 never think of minding mother,”
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a vivacious young girl said to me the
other day. ‘‘But if father tells me
not to do anything—oh, dear! I just
stop at once.”

This is not an exceptional case, by
any means.

“Why?” I queried, just for infor-
mation.

‘“ Oh, because—mother keeps at me
all the time and I get used to it. But
father—well, he isn’t around the house
much, and he only tells me once, but I
can tell you he means it!”

The whole trouble, then, is the
ceaseless repetition of the don’s. The
mother, so much in the house with her
children, with little to take her out of
her narrow, paltry cares, forms uncon-
sciously the fatal habit of ‘‘ nagging,”
which, I believe, drives more sons to
drink and more daughters into un-
lovely marriages than any other thing.

““Don’t sit all day reading novels.
I never see you withouta book in your
hand,” comes from the lips of one
fault-finding mother, when in reality
the little offender does not read more
than an hour a day. The mother is
merely speaking with impulsive care-
lessness, as she passes the sitting-room
where she happens to find her—possi-
bly—favourite daughter curled up in a
big chair. Or: :

““Don’t track so much mud through
the house. I believe you are worse
than the dogs!”

And at another time :

““ Don’t be seen walking with Mary
Smile again. You ought to have too
much pride. But your tastes always
did seem to be low in the company you
keep.”

A minute’s pause, and then :

““Don’t wear your best hat every
time you go out. You won’t have
anything fit to wear to church soon. . .
Don’t laugh so loudly.: It is decidedly
vulgar!”

The mother does not mean half she
says. Neither does she intend to hurt
her daughter’s feelings, for she is fond
of her, perhaps, after her own fashion.
But her continual and exaggerated re-
proofs are taken literally and seriously
by the child, who in time loses self-

respect, and away down in her impres-
sionable heart believes herself to be a
little reprobate; but, most of all,
doesn’t care. She slowly but surely
gets used to the thought that she is a
useless, wrongdoing and very wicked
child. -

The parent has no thought of such
an evil consequence; in fact, she would
be the first to loudly protest should
any outsider cast the slightest slur
upon the conduct of Zer daughter.
Why, the very idea! Louise is the
best behaved girl in town !

Yet selfishly she indulges that ‘‘nag-
ging” propensity, quite regardless of
consequences.

‘ Nagging,” it may be contended, is
not a very pretty word; but it is so
expressive, and, alas!it will be so

- generally understood.

Another phase through which nearly
every youngster has passed is the
continual comparison with the children
of other parents. :

‘Don’t be always quarrelling, you
two! Why aren’t you like Molly and
Prudence Sticks ! They always get on
so beautifully together "—forgetting,
apparently, the only example the un-
fortunate children have ever had—the
unhappy inheritance of bickering
parents.

Then Mrs. Sticks says to Prudence :

‘I can’t see why you don’t get on
better with your music. We have
spent ten times as much on you al-
ready as they have on Irene Freak;
and see how she canplay! Her mother
has something to be proud of; but
look at you. You can’t play the sim-
plest little piece without stumbling”’—
quite ignoring the scientific fact of
heredity, and that neither she nor her
husband could, to save their lives, tell
the difference between ‘‘God Save the
King” and ¢‘Yankee Doodle,” ex-
cepting, of course, when they heard
the words.

At the same time Mrs. Freak is more
than likely saying to Irene:

‘1 wish you were only some use in
the world, like Prudence Sticks. Now,
she can make all her own shirt-waists,
and she does all Molly’s sewing as

.



WOMAN'S SPHERE 79

well. Besides, her aunt told me only
the other day that she knows how to
bake bread and do all kinds of plain
cooking. Her mother can go away
for a little visit any time and leave her
to keep house for the father. She isa
perfect little treasure. But you—all
you seem fit for is to strum on that old
piano from morning till night, until 1
declare I am heartily sick of the very
sound of it. Why don’t you go out
more, and get a little colour in your
face like Patty Hope ?”

And I would wager a good deal that
Mrs. Hope is saying to her young
““hopeful ”:

¢ Patty, come here this minute and
take off your hat. Don’t you dare go
out of the house this day. You're for-
ever gadding the streets. I'm just
going to speak to your father about
the way you are going on. I simply
won’t put up with it any longer.

“ And you make too free with the
boys, too. 1 never see you coming up
the street any more without one of
those everlasting school-boys tagging
after you, and then they have to hang
on to the gate for hours. It's so vul-
gar—just like the servant girls and
their beaux. And, besides, you're too
young to be thinking about such things.
I never looked at a boy until I was
twenty. (?) If you were only as modest
as Primrose Plane across the street, |
would be the happiest woman in To-
ronto—no, don’t dare talk back. I

“say you're not to leave this house again
to-day.”

Across the way Mrs. Plane is hold-
ing forth in this wise:

My dear Primrose, I wish you
would go out more and try to get over
that dreadful bashfulness. You’re aper-
fect stick, and need never hope to get
on in the world unless you are friendlier
with people. Now, there is Patty
Hope. She has so many nice boy
friends ; and I think it is the best thing
for a girl. Why, 1 was married to
your poor dear father before I was
seventeen! (?) But I've seen you go
around a block to avoid meeting even
your harmless cousin Tom. Do try
to get over that way you have, or
nobody will ever like you!”’

And so on, and so on.

It would take a chapter in itself to
narrate a few of the complaints brought
against the conduct of the sons of the
house. But boys are more fortunate.
They can get out of the house, though
they do have many a parting shot
hurled after their vanishing heads.

® A. M.
A HUSBAND TEST
N a serious medical work, of

American origin, I came across an
article the other day on the way to tell
whether a young man will make a
suitable life-partner for a self-respect-
ing young woman or not. Prof.
Goodrich, one of the greatest experts
in the reading of human character,
was quoted as having advised the
following course :

First introduce the young man in
question (not the questionable young
man) to some old lady and leave them
together for a while, the longer the
better. (That depends, too, on the
point of view.) Then ask the old
lady what she thinks of him. (You
may be willing to risk this, but I
shouldn’t.) »

Next try introducing the youth
incidentally, of course, to a young
baby. (These are the exact words in
the book.) And do not stay around
yourself, but afterwards get the baby’s
opinion of the person at stake (couched
in unintelligible terms, but translated
on request) from the baby’s mother or
nurse. Ask how the victim was
treated. If the baby pulls his mous-
tache or ‘‘crows” to him, it is a sure
sign the young man may be trusted
(which is more than I would be
willing to admit regarding the baby;
but this isn't my essay. The book
goes on to say:) Babies and very old
people are the very best judges of
human nature. With either, the young
man will be off his guard and act out
his inner nature. (Now I think this
would be taking an unfair advantage
of poor innocent man—sort of a female
detective agency. But we must finish
the quotation, as there may be girls
just mean enough to try this scheme !)

The baby will instinctively feel
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an unkind or wicked presence and
promptly turn from it, while the old
lady whose sight has grown dim
depends upon her inner or intuitive
impressions, and is rarely mistaken
when she does so.

This, the pro‘fessor declared after
thoughtful deliberation, was his very
best advice to young women about to
launch upon the perilous sea of matri-
mony.

On looking into the matter there
seems to be another side to the ques-
tion. There is certainly something
else to consider beside the conduct of
the baby and the subconscious impres-
sions of old age, namely, the bravery of
him who dares tackle either situation.
It is generally admitted that a youth
of the stern sex has a strange aversion
to a newly-introduced infant, that he
would rather meet an elephant or face
the cannon’s mouth; and as for the
contingency of the baby crowing or
taking liberties with his moustache—
well, that would be the last straw.
The trembling youth would be more
than‘likely to drop that tender bit of
‘‘crowing” humanity upon the floor.
And yet surely no critic would be so
‘misguided as to declare that such a
baby is the making of a criminal
because the young man could not
endure its presence even for a minute.

Moreover, he who willingly ap-
proaches, without a tremour, any old
lady but his own grandmother, for
the purposes of conversation, is plucky
indeed. Whether she is favourably
impressed with him or not is of little
-consequence beside the consideration
of manly courage thus evinced.

A. M.
&

A WOMAN'S HAIR

HAIR dressers tell you a lot of inter-

esting things at times, especially

when your head is bent low over the

marble basin and partially submerged

in the water which is to wash off the
““shampoo” mixture.

An expert told me the other day that

a woman’s scalp has one more layer

ithan a man’s. It then occurred to me

that we are not called ‘‘thick-headed”
by the opposite sex without a good
and scientific reason; and in future,
instead of resenting the accusation, we
ought manfully to accept the situation
with resignation.

Now, it is well to know that there
are compensations; and while com-
pelled to admit a disadvantageous
thickness of scalp, we can claim and
justly boast a superior thickness of
hair. Of course, this “‘glory of
woman” seems a doubtful good at
times. When, for instance, you come
home at night, worn and weary after
a delightful dance, you manage some-
how to slip out of your clothes—but,
oh ! that hair! What unkind things
you say to it when nobody is there to
hear or defend its reputation! But
your words are not words of wisdom,
nor is your conduct likewise, for you
know perfectly well that “‘it has to be
some time, it may as well be now.”

Nevertheless, you throw yourself
upon your downy couch for perhaps
half an hour, all the time dreading the
ordeal of taking out the dozen or two
hairpins, brushing the luxurious locks
and plaiting them, or putting up the
shorter strands in curl papers—or, it
may be, laying them tenderly away in
a bureau drawer, for thus it is with
some ill-favoured mortals !

This brings me to another fact
gleaned from a dresser of hair—that
most of the switches and wigs on sale
in the hairshops are obtained from our
asylums and prisons. They are pro-
cured for a mere trifle and sold at a
big profit. If their origin were more
generally known, there would be fewer
women—women of refinement that is
—who would allow unknown switches
to touch their sensitive scalps ; particu-
larly those very up-to-date individuals
who minutely explore all the sacred
mysteries of the universe and make a
fad of psychic research. Such persons
would probably contend that the con-
tact of the inanimate hair of the criminal
with the live scalp of a saint would
make, in time, an equal criminal of the
wearer.

A. M.

.



HE accounts to hand of the
defeatofthe Watson Labour
ministry in Australia show
that its overthrow was
effected by a union of the

forces of Mr. George Reid, the most

thorough-going free-trader, and Mr.

Deakin, leader of the protectionists

and Mr. Watson’s predecessor as

Premier of Australia. Mr. Watson’s

short reign was only possible through

the division of his opponents. It
seemed unlikely that they could unite,
but they eventually did so, and de-
stroyed him.

°Gd

One of the political phenomena in
the antipodes is the strength which
labour shows at the polls. Its inter-
ests and principles largely prevail in
the Government of New Zealand. In
all the Australian colonies it is a strong
political force, represented influentially
in every legislative body. Inthe Fed-
eral Parliament it succeeded in gain-
ing the reins of power. Why labour
should in Australia show that unity of
purpose which it has failed to manifest
in other lands where popular govern-
ment is equally in vogue, is not easily
answered. Economically, Australia
exhibits some rather unusual features.
Every one will be struck with the
populousness of the towns as com-
pared with the country which they
serve. Melbourne and Sydney, the
capitals of Victoria and New South

Wales respectively, are both consider- -

ably larger than the largest of our
Canadian cities, although the density
of the adjacent population which they
serve is quite inferior to that of the
settled parts of Canada. It is per-
haps, however, in the rural portions of
the country where some of these differ-
ences in economic and political condi-
tions have their rise. In the Austra-
lian colonies the small farmer, who is

6~81

the basis of the population of a country
like Canada, is by no means numerous
enough to be influential. Australia is
largely given up to the large farm. A
proprietor often covers an immense
area with his flocks, and is not only a
farmer but also an extensive employer
of labour. Labour as a political force
is scarcely known outside the cities in
America; in Australia a goodly num-
ber of the inhabitants of cities find
occasional employment in the country.
A labour ministry has just been formed
in West Australia, where Perth, the
largest town, has but 20,000 inhabit-
ants, or thereabouts. The recent
elections in New South Wales leave
the Labour party with the balance of
power,
oD

This was long the position of affairs
in the Federal Parliament. No one
party was competent to carry on
the affairs of the Government. Both

HON. G. H. REID

Australia’s new Premier and Minister for
External Affairs
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HON. MR. MCLEAN
Australian Minister of Customs

Sir Edmund Barton, the first premier
of united Australia, and his succes-
sor, Mr. Deakin, had to depend on
Labour votes to keep them in power.
Labour and Protection helped to keep
Mr. George Reid, leader of the Free
Trade Opposition, on the wrong side
of the House. At length Mr. Watson
and his colleagues of the Labour party
persuaded themselves that it was time
to assume office and its responsibili-
ties. Mr. Deakin was defeated, and Mr.
Watson accepted the task of forming
a ministry. It was wholly composed
of men who had actually depended for
their livelihood at one time or other on
manual labour, with the oneexception of
Mr. H. B. Higgins, one of the prom-
inent members of the Melbourne bar.
He accepted the Attorney-Generalship.

The other members of the Labour

Ministry were decidedly interesting .

personages. Even their foes would
have conceded one thing, namely, the
common capacity for unremitting and
earnest work. As one not over-
friendly critic said: ‘‘They are like a
band of ascetic brothers working at
all hours to spread a new gospel.”
Mr. Watson, the defunct Premier, is a
printer by trade, but early showed an
interest in political affairs. He was

first elected for the Young seat in the
Legislative Assembly of New South
Wales. He and his colleagues showed
themselves able to live on their indem-
nity, and thus are enabled to devote
their whole time to their public duties.
To this, undoubtedly, a large share of
their success is due. Mr. Watson is
described as being by no means of an
impressive figure, but an indefatigable
worker, a plain, convincing speaker,
and with a great deal of patience,
policy and flexibility of temper. Mr.,
Hughes, the Minister for External
Affairs, had been an umbrella maker.
He qualified himself to practise law
during his spare time, but was not
considered a sufficiently heavy weight
to take up the duties of Attorney-
General.  Senator McGregor, Vice-
President of the Council, was a brick-
layer’s labourer before he entered poli-
tics. Mr. Fisher, Minister of Cus-
toms, was a miner. Mr. Dawson,
Minister of Defence, is a mechanical
engineer, and is one of the cleverest
debaters in the Australian Parliament.
Mr. Mahon, the Postmaster-General,
is a shorthand reporter, and learned
his Parliamentary lore in the gallery
of the House. Mr. Lee Batchelor is
an engine fitter, and was the only
native-born Australian in the defunct
cabinet, although ‘‘ Australia for the
Australians ” is one of the party’s cries.

6D

This group of men had gained a great
reputation for their self-abnegation
and self-sacrifice on behalf of the cause
they represented. Their enemies say,
however, that these qualities broke
down in sight of office. Mr. Deakin,
while in power, was dependent on the
votes of the Labour party, who held the
balance, with the consequence that
many of the radical changes advocated
by it were translated into statutes,
But because he would not go far
enough with them he perished. He
resisted an amendment to the arbitra-
tion bill providing that civil servants
should come under the scope of its
operation. The free traders, however,
supported the amendment, and Mr,

v
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SIR GEORGE TURNER

Australian Treasurer

Deakin was defeated, and resigned.
No section of the House was strong
enough to carry on the Government,
but Mr. Watson, as leader of the
Labour party, was offered the oppor-
tunity of forming a ministry, and
accepted it. A curious situation then
arose. Mr. Watson was at the mercy
of any chance union of his disunited
enemies and had, therefore, to be wary
to afford them no incitement to
coalesce. The consequence of this
was that the party which, out of office,
was seething with new ideas, became
in office more cautious and conserva-
tive than the party they had displaced.
It was not prepared even to urge the
clause upon which the Deakin ministry
had been defeated. Indeed, its
announced programme was so like
that of its predecessors that it became
a matter of amusement throughout
Australia.
oG

The Labour Ministry at length fell,
however, on a clause of the arbitration
bill which provided that the arbitration
tribunal should give a preference to
unionists over non-unionists in afford-
ing employment. The clause was
knocked out in committee, and the

SIR JOSIAH SYMON

Australian Attorney-General

Government's foes were able to unite
their forces, when Mr. Watson moved
for a recommittal. Such a motion
prevented the possibility of amend-
ments or compromises. A reading of
the debate shows how angry the
Government and its supporters were
at what some of them called ‘‘a dirty
trick.” They were defeated, and
resigned. In the meantime Mr. Dea-
kin’s Liberal and Protectionist follow-
ers had fixed up a truce and alliance
with Mr. Turner's Conservative and
Free Trade followers. They agreed
to put the fiscal debate on the shelf,
to unite on other questions and form
a Government. Mr. Deakin refused
to take any office, but promised
his hearty support as a private mem-

ber. Mr. Reid was chosen leader
of the alliance. Mr. Maclean, Mr.
Deakin’s chief lieutenant, took his

place beside Mr. Reid with ‘‘equal
powers.” This does not look hopeful.
There is, however, a quantity of useful
legislation waiting for a strong Gov-
ernment to make it law, and, if tariff
disputes can be effectually laid aside,
this combination, which at least con-
trols a majority in the House, may be
able to effect some useful work.

John A. Ewan.
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Leader of the Opposition (Conservative)

BORDEN

PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

THE GENERAL ELECTIONS

ON November 3rd the people will
vote for those whom they want
to represent them in the House of
Commons during the next five years.
Incidentally, they will decide whether
Sir Wilfrid Laurier shall remain in the
Premiership, or whether it shall be

84

offered to Mr. R. L. Borden, the leader
of the Conservatives.

Already the decision as to the char-
acter of the next House has proceeded
some distance. There are about a
million men in the country, and of
these about 430 have been selected as
candidates. The other 999,570 will

4



SIR WILFRID LAURIER

Premier of Canada and Leader of the Liberal Party

not be members. The district and
ward gatherings sent representatives
to the electoral district conventions,
and the conventions have selected the

85

430 men, a Conservative and a Liberal
for each constituency and here and
there an Independent candidate. Of
these candidates, perhaps one-third are
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LORD GREY

Canada’s New Governor-General

new men; the remainder are former
members or former candidates. Taken
as a whole, they are much like previous
crops. A few are bad, a few are good,
and most of them are neutral. Of the
215 who will be elected, about one
hundred will exercise some good influ-
ence in the government of the future,
about one hundred will be mere vote-
recorders, and about fifteen will exercise
a pernicious influence. At least, that
is the inference to be drawn from past
experiences.

The real question before the electors
on November 3rd is not whether the
Liberal party or the Conservative
party shall be victorious, because that
matters little. The chief decision is

that concerning the
character of the new
members. It the
electors vote wisely,
the ballots will be
marked for the best
candidates—the
men with the clean-
estrecords, with the
strongest characters
and the highest
ideals. The country
needs a set of mem-
bers who will keep
country in front of
party, who will
think less of a possi-
ble government
contract or govern-
ment appointment
than of the country’s
best interests.
Candidates who are
known to be
drinkers, gamblers
and impure in their
private life should
be discouraged.

So far as protec-
tion is concerned,
there is little differ-
ence between the
parties. The Lib-
erals are in favour
of a reasonable
tariff, the Conserva-
tives of an adequate
tariff. If the Liberals are returned to
power, the tariff will remain practically
where it is now; if the Conservatives
gain the treasury benches, the tariff
may be increased slightly.

One of the chief issues is the build-
ing of the Grand Trunk Pacific from
ocean to ocean. The Liberal govern-
ment has made a contract which is
partially government ownership of the
roadbed, with a possible ultimate gov-
ernment operation of one-half of the
line. The Conservatives are in favour

“of government ownership of the entire

roadbed, with a limited measure of
private operation.  Just what effect
on the building of this transcontin-
ental line a Conservative victory would
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have, is hard to
estimate.

In respect of
leaders, the Liberal
party has some-
what the advan-
tage, in that its
leading men are
better known. Sir
Wilfrid Laurier has
been leader of that
party for a dozen
years, and has
made a name and
reputation which is
second to none
in the country.
Messrs. Mulock,
Fielding, Sifton
and Aylesworth are
men of tried exper-
ience and well-
known ability. Mr.
Borden, the leader
of the Conserva-
tives, is a man of
splendid parts, dig-
nified, scholarly,
and with fair exec-
utive ability. His
lieutenants are,
like most lieuten-
ants of oppositions,
not so well known
as the Cabinet Min-
isters, and suffer
from that disadvan-
tage. Nevertheless, the fight will
not be one-sided, and if the Liberals
are returned to power it will be with
a reduced majority. During recent
sessions their majority was almost
too large, especially that from the
Province of Quebec.

The

b, 4

THE NEW GOVERNOR

HE new Governor-General will
arrive shortly, and the present
occupants of the vice-regal mansion
will depart. Lord and Lady Minto
leave with the best wishes of all classes
of Canadians. Lord Minto has avoided
the rashness which has characterised

87

LADY GREY
New Mistress of Rideau Hall

the public actions of such British
representatives as General Hutton and
Lord Dundonald, and has followed
rather the example set by the Marquis
of Dufferin and the Earl of Aberdeen.
While he may have differed with his
Ministers on some public questions, he
never carried his objections beyond a
calm and judicious discussion. He
never, so far as the public is aware,
made a protest of any kind in a spirit
which might have been resented by the
elected rulers of the country. Lady
Minto has been foremost in social
leadership and earnest in good works.
She has made many warm friends who
will wish her all prosperity, success and
happiness in whatever sphere she may
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spend the remainder of her useful life.

Of the new Governor and Lady Grey
much is expected, since they come with
bright reputations and high praise from
those who have had opportunity of
knowing them. The selections made
by the British Government in the past
have been admirable, and apparently
another credit must now be recorded.
Their Excellencies are certain to have
a warm welcome, although this could
not be truthfully said if the appoint-
ment had been given to others whose
names were mentioned before the final
designation was made.

Albert Henry George Grey, 4th Earl
of Grey, was born in 1851. He was
educated at Harrow School and Trinity
College, Cambridge. He represented
Northumberland in the Liberal interest
from 1880 to 1886. He became agreat
friend of the Hon. Cecil Rhodes, and
was administrator of Rhodesia for a
time and later a director of the British
South Africa Company. In 1877 he
married Alice, the third daughter of
Robert Stagner Holford, M.P. They
have one son, the present Viscount
Howick.

Jokn A. Cooper

SN

FORGING AHEAD

IN spite of a few bluebeards who act

as patronisers-general to the rest
of the people, our native literature is
steadily forging ahead. One or two
reviewers, being troubled with dic-
tionary indigestion, still think it smart
to deride the art of Parker and Fraser,
and to ignore all other native writers.
Afew banker-authors and other pseudo-
literary persons, puffed up with the
pride of a large salary and a cash sur-
plus, continue to insist that there is no
such thing as Canadian literature, that
patriotism should have nothing to do
with history, fiction or poetry. Ac-
cording to these self-appointed teach-
ers it is quite correct to speak of ‘‘Ca-
nadian trade,” ‘‘Canadian tariff pol-
icy,” ‘“ Canadian sentiment,” and so
on, but it is bad taste to use the phrase
¢ Canadian Literature.”

During the past few weeks, such
well-edited journals as the Toronto
Mail and Empire and the Toronto
News have devoted as much as a page
in the Saturday issue to Canadian
book news. It is pleasant to notice

that Katharine Hale of the former
paper, and Marjory MacMurchy of the
latter, are honestly endeavouring to
do in the literary field what Sir John
Macdonald tried and Sir Wilfrid
Laurier is trying to do in the political
field. There are other patriotic writers
on the daily press who might be men-
tioned in connection with similar
work, but these two reviewers have
been especially prominent by reason of
their recent successes in this special
field.

Just here it may be remarked that
when a London journal answered Sir
Gilbert Parker’s plea for more liberal
treatment with the remark that it took
him at the estimate of his own coun-
trymen, that London journal was
entirely misled by these pessimists.
Sir Gilbert Parker may occasionally
put his name to a lame work, may
once or twice give us a novel showin
signs of haste, but he is still the lead.
ing Canadian novelist. The good
work that he has done in the past has
given him a permanent and abiding
place in the esteem of his fellow-citi.
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zens in this part of the Empire.
His receptions in this country have
always been most enthusiastic, and
perhaps another visit to us would
be the best answer to his critics.

e
LEGAL REMINISCENCES

R. Hamilton, author of ‘‘Os-
goode Hall, Reminiscences of
the Bench and Bar,”* has become
known to the reading public of
Ontario by several previous works.
His description of the Georgian Bay
and its surroundings attracted
favourable notice at the time of its
publication. He has also devoted
much study to the negro question,
and is a recognised authority on
subjects connected with the history
of the African race in Canada and
the United States.

Mr. Hamilton’s professional con-
nections have been wide and varied,
and he is competent from his own
training and experience to speak
with authority on matters relating
to the Ontario Bench and Bar.

Reminiscences are sometimes in-
teresting only to a very limited
circle. A work dealing with legal
recollections might be supposed to
appeal only to legal readers. The pro-
fession of the law, however, touches
on so many points of life with ordinary
people that any subject connected with
it applies to a much wider circle than
the legal profession itself.

Mr. Hamilton has furnished a record
of the law society and an account of
the prominent officials connected with
the courts and the other machinery of
Osgoode Hall. Anecdotes of the judges
and of the leaders of the Bar give
a fair idea of their private and official
characters. The place taken by mem-
bers of the Bar in occupations and
pursuits outside of their own profes-
sion is dwelt upon. In order that the
tyros of the profession may also see
that they are not neglected, an account
is given of their essays in oratory and
literature. It will be seen, therefore,

*By James Cleland Hamilton.
The Carswell Co.

Toronto:
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MARSHALL SAUNDERS AND HER GUINEA PIG, PRUDY

Miss Saunders has recently taken to farming
near Meadowvale, N.S.

that this work by its scope covers
much ground. Mr. Hamilton has
rescued many traditions and legends
which in a short time would have per-
ished altogether.

Apart from the domestic relations
of Bench and Bar, Mr. Hamilton has
dealt with two subjects of distinctly
general importance. The first of these
subjects is that of the mode of appoint-
ment to office in Osgoode Hall. Be-
neath Mr. Hamilton’s satire lurks too
much truth. Mr. Hamilton might
have added that some of the more re-
cent appointments to the Bench have
certainly not been the reward of pro-
fessional reputation or ability, but
have been due to his Captain Quid.
The other subject is legal education.
On the latter topic Mr. Hamilton has
opened up an interesting discussion,
and deserves credit for his courage
and plain speaking.

In turning over the pages of Mr.
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Hamilton’s book many well-known
names will be found. Some of them
will be remembered by the younger
members of the Bar with affectionate
gratitude. Others will be mentioned
with respect, and the general public
who read the book will be surprised to
learn in how many directions the influ-
ence of the Bar permeates public life.
Curious and valuable illustrations are
interspersed among the pages of the
book and add to its value.

S
ROBERTS' NEW NOVEL

e HE Prisoner of Mademoiselle,”*

by Charles G. D. Roberts, is
a story of a Bostonian ship’s company
which made an attack on the trouble-
some French Colony at Port Royal,
with the idea of plunder and of mak-
ing a search for gold, amethyst and
malachite in Acadia. A young lieu-
tenant, while on a scouting expedition,
gets lost and is ultimately taken pris-
oner by a pretty young Frenchwoman.
The romance of these two is the chief
interest in the story.

Roberts is not a strong story-writer.
He is a poet, a stylist, a maker of
musical prose—but not a dramatist.
This new book is sweet, wholesome
and charming, but exhibits little
strength. It is not as full of “ guff”
as are the works of Marie Corelli and
some other popular writers, because
Roberts is an artist of taste. He is
never guilty of expressing cheap opin-
ions. He has a picture in his mind
and he paints it with more or less
fidelity.

p-

GABRIEL PRAED’S CASTLE

SARA JEANETTE DUNCAN hasnot

written anything quite so lively and
so fascinating as Alice Jones’s “Gabriel
Praed’s Castle.”t This is a novel
which, if the writer is not mistaken,
raises Miss Jones to the proud pre-
eminence of being the leading Cana-
dian female novelist. Miss Duncan,

*Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co.
fBoston: H. B. Turner & Co.

now Mrs. Cotes, held that position for
many years; but while Mrs. Cotes’
work has been going off, Miss Jones
has been giving signs of unmistakable

genius.  ‘‘ Bubbles We Buy” was
good, ‘‘ Gabriel Praed’s Castle” is
better. A Canadian who has become

suddenly rich, mainly through profit-
able mining investments, goes to Paris
with his daughter. They are taken in
hand by one of those clever women
who make a business of introducing
rich strangers to dealers in pictures,
antiques and modish costumes. They
have some experiences which illustrate
the peculiarities of life in Paris—the
art life, the tradesman life, the social
life. The love story of the Canadian
girl and an American artist is an inter-
esting feature. The deceptions prac-
tised by a dealer in antiques and the
part played by a clever female model
in luring the old gentleman to pur-
chase the contents of an old castle,
supply the most exciting scenes in a
book which is bright, lively and vivid.

b.
BRITISH AUTHORS

HE author of ‘“Wee MacGreegor”’
has a newer and longer story,
“‘Jess & Co.,” for this season. It will
be issued in Canada by the Copp,
Clark Co. ;

W. H. Fitchett, editor of the Aust»a-
lian Review of Reviews for many years
and now editor of Australian Life, the
leading six-penny monthly in that
colony, is a writer of popular historical
works. ‘‘Deeds that Won the Empire”’
was well received. The Copp, Clark
Co. will issue his new book, ‘“The
Commander of the Hirondelle.”

Morang & Co. will issue the latest
novels by Hall Caine and S. R,
Crockett, though there is little reason
for Canadian attention to these prolific
and persistent pen-scratchers. Justin
McCarthy’s ‘‘An Irishman’s Story”
will probably be worth while, and so
will Stephen Gwynn’s ‘‘The Masters of
English Literature.”

The London Studio still continues to
be the best shilling art journal in the
world. It is sold by the leading book-
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sellers here, and its sales would be
considerably greater were it not that
the British Government taxes the
colonial eight cents a pound for postage
on all British monthlies. This mag-
nificently printed and illustrated publi-
cation should have a wider circulation
in Canada than it has, for it certainly
is ‘‘the best value.”

The average student of English will
find Professor Meiklejohn’s last volume
a most comprehensive summary. Itis
entitled ‘‘English Literature: a New
History and Survey from Saxon Times
to the Death of Tennyson.” It is an
excellent book of reference, with splen-
did perspective, and well-chosen quota-
tions from the authors’ writings and
from the dicta of their critics. (Lon-
don: Meiklejohn & Holden, 11 Pater-
noster Square, E.C. Large octavo,
650 pp.) ; 3

It has been said that the British
writer of short stories who comes
nearest to De Maupassant is Rudyard
Kipling. De Maupassant was often
filthy, judged by our standards; Kip-
ling is brutal according to French
standards. Each has his merits, but
to compare the two is to compliment
each. In his latest volume ‘¢ Traffics
and Discoveries” we have a volume of
short stories almost if not quite equal
to Mr. Kipling’s best. Some are of
India, some of the sea, some of the
fancy. Under the latter division come
““The Return of the Children,” and
““The Army of a Dream.” Both are
wonderfully clever and the former
exquisitely touching. (Toronto: Mor-
ang & Co.)

Marie Corelli's new novel *‘ God’s
Good Man ” is an attempt to portray
the character of a type of country
clergyman. It is a fair attempt, too.
¢ The Reverend John Walden was one
of those rarely gifted individuals who
cannot assume an aspect which is
foreign to temperament. He was of a
cheerful, even sanguine disposition,
and his countenance faithfully reflected
the ordinary bent of his humour.”
Yet JohnWalden is not entirely a saint ;
he has human traits as most of Miss
Corelli’s characters have. Neither is

the book devoid of the love-story ele-
ment, for John Walden is introduced
as an old bachelor and dismissed
as a benedict. (Toronto: William
Briggs.)

Just at this time a novel with a Rus-
sian setting should meet with much
interest, if that novel be worthy.
“ Hearts in Exile,”” by John Oxen-
ham, is worthy. It depicts the long,
slow struggle against autocracy and
bureaucracy, the lives broken in the
cause of reform, the hearts shattered,
the hopes dismayed, the great struggle
which lies between ignorance and in-
telligence in a nation. And yet the
novel is not too ponderous; it is a
simple story. (Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Co.)

S

CANADIAN AUTHORS

DR. DRUMMOND is preparing a
new volume of poems, but it will

not be issued before February. Mr.

Coburn will do the illustrating.

“Doctor Luke of the Labrador,” by
Norman Duncan, is now running seri-
ally in the Toronto Globe. It will be
é:ssued in book form by the Revell

o.

Mr. Thompson-Seton will have a
new animal book this season. It will
be issued by Scribners.

‘‘Sportsman Joe,” by Edwyn Sandys,
is about ready. Macmillans are the
publishers.

‘““By the Queen’s Grace,” Mrs.
Sheard’s new novel, will be profusely
illustrated. William Briggs will have
an edition here.

Mr. Fraser’s volume of animal stories
has been delayed, and will not be issued
this season.

Professor Goldwin Smith’s My
Memory of Gladstone” has been issued
here by Tyrrell. _

““The Prospector,” by Ralph Connor,
now running seriallyin the Westminster,
will be issued shortly in book form by
the Westminster Co.

““A Chicago Princess,” by Robert
Barr, will be issued here by McLeod &
Allen.

Langton & Hall will issue the Cana-
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dian edition of Miss L. Dougall’s new
story, ‘“The Earthly Purgatory.”

‘‘Pathfinders of the West,” by Agnes
C. Laut, will be issued here by William
Briggs. Cloth, illustrated, $1.50,

A new volume of Canadian poetry,
‘‘Between the Lights,” by Isabel E.
Mackay, is an addition to the long
“‘poetry” list of William Briggs. The
posthumous volume of poems by James
A. Tucker will be issued by the same
publisher, with a biographical memo-
rial by Arthur Stringer.

L. C. Page & Co., of Boston,
announce a story by Theodore Roberts,
with the title ““Hemming the Adven-
turer.” Mr. Roberts has been in the
West Indies since his marriage.

An interesting announcement made
by William Briggs is of a forthcoming
volume of the Speeches of the Hon.
John Charlton, who, after many years
in the Dominion House, has decided,
owing to ill-health, not to offer himself
for re-election in his old constituency
of the north riding of Norfolk county.
The book will be a substantial volume
of some five hundred pages, containing
addresses on a wide variety of topics,
most of them on public questions of
the day.

A volume on Muskoka, by Mrs.
Potts, of Port Sandfield, an English
lady who has resided in Muskoka for
many years and become enamoured
of its attractions as a summer resort,
is now in the press and will soon
appear bearing the imprint of William
Briggs.

Bliss Carman will add a prose
volume to his list, with the title
“Friendship of Art.” The fourth
volume of his ‘““Pipes of Pan” will be
added to the verse list.

The Hon. J. W. Longley has written
a life of Joseph Howe, which is shortly
to appear in a ‘‘subscription” edition,
and perhaps later on in a popular edi-
tion.

William Briggs is publishing some
very tasteful booklets of Canadian
verse for the Christmas demands.

Besides Miss Isabel Graham’s ‘A Song
of December,” already issued, and very
favourably received by the public, a
collection of poems for the various
months of the year, by Mrs. Annie L.
Jack, of Chateauguay Basin, P.Q.,
will be published in a pretty brochure
with the title, ‘“‘Rhyme-Thoughts for
a Canadian Year.” A western writer,
Miss Marion E. Moodie, of Frank,
Alberta, makes a bid for recognition in
a tasteful booklet of ‘‘Songs of the
West.” This is an excellent way
for our writers of verse to get their
literary works on the market. These
pretty brochures should find a ready
sale.

‘A Parson’s Ponderings” is the title
of a collection of literary essays by
Rev. Canon Low, of Billings’ Bridge,
author of ‘“The Old Faith and the New
Philosophy.”

A work entitled ‘‘Canaan and
Canada,” by the Rev. D. V. Lucas,
D.D., author of ‘“‘Australia and Home-
ward,” will be published this month by
William Briggs.

‘‘Harold Bowdrin’s [nvestment” is
the title of a recently published story
by Mrs. Hattie E. Cotter, of Frederic-
ton, N.B., a writer of several stories
published in England and the United
States.

b}

NOTES

The Musson Book Co., Toronto,
will this season issue a half dozen
volumes, of which the most important
will probably be ‘“The Seeker,” by
Henry Leon Wilson. ‘“The Spenders,”
by this writer, is a splendid book, and
well worth reading by anyone with
courage enough to brave public opinion
and read a book published two years
ago.

The Poole Publishing Co. announce
“River-Laid” by R. W. Chambers;
‘‘Nostrours: a Tale of the Seaboard,”
by Joseph Conrad; ‘“The Lady of
Loyalty House,” by Justin H. McCarthy,
and a half dozen other books.



THE BIG FOUR

AN amusingincident is told of a clever

Yankee who visited old Dal-
housie college, at Halifax, some years
ago, for the purpose of selling a lift-
ing machine to the gymnasium.

He had been travelling considerably
among the different colleges, and had
found his machine so well adapted to
amateur athletics that he commended
it with a considerable degree of confi-
dence and a good deal of fluency.

Four youths from Cape Breton were
seated on a bench, listening to the
drummer, with some amusement:

‘¢ Perhaps,” said he, one of the
young men over there would give the
machine a test to see how it will do.”

With some little demur, one youth
at the end of the bench walked up,
took hold of the machine and set it
up till the indicator would go no fur-
ther.

The next youth was invited to try.
He took hold of the machine with a
similar result. The agent’s eyes be-
gan to open, but he invited the third
youth to try. The result was as before.

‘“ Well,” exclaimed the drummer,
“I never! ‘‘Let’s see you have a lift
at it,”’ turning to the fourth man.

With a smile the fourth stepped up
and set the indicator round with a jerk
almost enough to break the machine.

¢‘ Jupiter, Hercules, Samson and
Goliath!” exclaimed the drummer.
¢ Will you tell me where you were
growed?”

¢ Oh, faix, we juist cam’ frae Ca’ Bre-
ton, over,” said one of the boys, in an
inimitable tone of Irish, Scotch and
Geelic mixed.

¢« Well, gentlemen, I wasn’t carryin’
samples for giants. But I can supply
you. Just give me your order, and
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idle/oments:

my firm will put a special machine at
rock bottom prices when I tell 'em who
it's for.”—F. W. M.

L
THE STORY OF THE R.O.G.

A RICH old gentleman, who was in
poor health, returned to the home
of his youth after an absence of many
years, to find himself eagerly welcomed
by his relatives, two families of whom
were settled near him.

One of these showed him tearfully
how poor and needy they were. The
father was crippled from rheumatism;
the mother had lost the use of her right
hand; the oldest son was out of a posi-
tion, and the daughters were breaking
down from overwork and insufficient
food. Their every act was character-
ised by a poverty as distressing as it
was irritating.

The other family were as poor as the
first, but they managed it differently.
They wore their best clothes when they
went to see their aged relative, talked
largely of moneyed operations, and
went without their meals to hire a
swell turnout in which to show him the
beauties of the place. In fine, they
posed as charming people and eman-
ated that air of prosperity which is so
graceful and comforting.

When the R.O.G. made his will he
said to the lawyer, benevolently:

“] wish to leave my indigent rela-
tives two hundred pounds, for they are
very needy, and a little will go a long
way with them, poor things. As for
the other family”—

““You wish to leave them two hun-
dred also ?” asked the too hastylawyer.

“By no means,” replied the R.O.G.,
in horror. ‘‘People in their position
would be insulted with such a small
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it is old or new as a per-
sonal episode of that great
man I do not know. Itis
that he wrote a book some
time ago entitled ‘‘ Forty-
five Mornings,” and asked
Robert Barr to read it in
manuscript. Mr. Barr said
it was as good as ‘¢ Plain
Tales from the Hills.” ““Not
better?”’ asked Kipling.
‘“No, I don’t think it is,”
answered Barr. ‘‘Then,”
replied Kipling, ‘‘it won’t
get published,” and there
and then he cast it to the
flames. It seems a pity Mr.
Barr was not at his elbow
when he wrote his spasm
about Joseph. His friend
might have craved permis-
sion to publish it as a pipe

light.

THE FUNNY SIDE OF UNITED STATES POLITICS

THE HERO—*‘Take that, and #zaf, villain!”

VILLAIN (aside)—*‘Oh, Theodore, stop it, you're tickling

me so!”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.”

gift; you must remember that they are

accustomed to money. Putthem down

for ten thousand.”
Moral.—Environment tells.

) |
ANECDOTES

An English manufacturer, who has
just returned from a tour in Scotland,
is relating an amusing incident which
occurred duringhis trip.

In a remote village in the Lowlands
he came across an inhabitant of such
venerable appearance that he stopped
to chat with him.

¢¢ By-the-way, what is your name ?”
inquired the traveller. ‘‘Robert
Burns,” was  the answer. ‘‘Dear
me! that’s a very well-known name.”
¢ Nae doot it is, mon; I’ve been black-
smith in this village for nigh on sixty

”»
ears.
Y x

Somebody told a story about Rud-
yard Kipling the other day, and whether

At the recent commence-
ment of the University of
Philadelphia a visitor at the
ceremonies was joking with
Provost Harrison upon the subject of
‘“‘his busy season,” when so many gifts
are made to the colleges conditional
upon other sums of money to be raised
within a specified time.

¢ Speaking of that, I heard a good
one the other day on President Har-
per,” replied the provost, asif to guide
the conversation out of a channel
which might become' a little personal.
“A friend of mine was walking down a
street in the residence district of Chi-
cago, when he noticed that every
house in the block was absolutely
deserted. As he put it, it was for all
the world as if the citizens had fled
from their homes. ¢ What is the
cause of this?” he asked a gentleman
who chanced to pass, and the man re-
plied quite seriously:

‘¢ Rockefeller has given another mil-
lion to the university, but to get it
Harper has to raise half a million be-
fore sunset. He is said to be on his
way to this part of the town.”



RAILWAYS AT ST. LOUIS

HE Grand Trunk Booth was an
important feature of Canada’s
display at St. Louis. It was small,
but admirably designed and furnished.
The wonderful natural scenery of our
country was pictured in such a way as
to attract the attention of tourists and
sportsmen. Canada is under obliga-
tion to her broad-minded railway man-
agers for the excellent displays they
have always made on occasions of this
kind, and for the imposing presenta-
tion of Canada’s natural beauties which
they are continually giving to the trav-
~ elling public.

The Intercolonial Railway Exhibit
was one of the best parts of the Ca-
nadian contribution to the world’s dis-
plays. The space occupied by it was
large and attractively furnished. The
New Brunswick moose, caribou and
deer were represented by some mag-
nificent heads. The
excellent fish of the

with his wife and three small chil-
dren, he was on his way home to see
his old mother, who still lived near
Campbellton.

4

DUNRAVEN'S NEW MOVE

“HOME Rule by any other name

would smell as sweet.” Thus
the Freeman’s Journal; and the phrase
is perhaps the best commentary that
could be made on the misguided, if
amiable programme which Lord Dun-
raven’s Irish Reform Association—a
pheenix from the ashes of the old Land
Conference Committee—has promul-
gated. Lord Dunraven and his friends,
of course, declare that the maintenance
of the Parliamentary Union is ‘‘ essen-
tial to the political stability of the Em-
pire,” but they advocate ‘¢ the devolu-
tion to Ireland ot a larger measure of
local Government.” The Nationalists’

district through
which the Interco-
lonial passes were
also well displayed.
Some time ago,
while travelling on
this road from
Montreal east, the
writer met an expa-
triated Canadian
returning home
after an absence of
fifteen years. He
explained that he
had visited the In-
tercolonial Exhibit
and it made him so
homesick that he
determined to make
a visit at once. So,
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ST. LOUIS—THE DAINTY BOOTH OF THE GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY
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ST. LOUIS—THE INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY'S ATTRACTIVE AVENUE

action in the matter of the working of
the Land Purchase Act is the measure
of their readiness to rest content with
any allowance of ‘‘local autonomy”
such as the Irish Reform Association
contemplates. Whilst the Z7mes sees
in the new proposals a peril to the
Union, Mr. Davitt regards them as a
subtle enticement to Nationalist- dis-
ruption, Mr. Redmond finds them use-
ful in helping the circulation of the
Home Rule hat in the States, and Mr.
‘O’Brien adopts the placid 7dle of Brer
Rabbit. The proposals are open to
adverse criticism on two grounds: they
are at least premature, and they are too
indefinite. But their discussion has
served to draw serious attention to the
shortcomings of the Government.
There is an ugly rumour abroad that
Mr. Wyndham has lost interest in his
task. It is scarcely to be wondered at

if this is so, but the fact would be
lamentable for all that.—Pubdlic
Opinzon.

o

STREET RAILWAY PROFITS

ORONTO is now receiving about
$100 a day from her street rail-
way franchise. Montreal is also find-
ing her arrangement with the street
railway company profitable, as will be
seen from the following from the Mon-
treal Gasefte: ‘“ The city this year is
to get $127,483 from the street rail-
way, which is about 534 per cent. of its
gross earnings within the city. The
proportion will increase also as the
earnings of the company grow. There
have been worse bargains made from
the municipal point of view than that
by which the street railway got a fran-
chise in Montreal.”
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Theldeal Beverage

[OMONO]

A Pale Ale, palatable, full
of the virtues of malt and
hops, and in sparkling con-
dition, is the ideal beverage.

OBOMO)]

And when chemists an-
nounce its purity and
judges its merits, one needs
ook no further.

{| Will make you
STRONG

As a strengthening tonic in declining
health, or during recovery after exhaust-
ing illness, the effect of Horsford's Acid
Phosphate is wonderful. It nourishes
and strengthens the nerves, improves
th: appetite and digestion, and gives
restful sleep.
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Build Well
My Boy

The carefully built body of youth yields good health and daily comfort
all through life.

There is no ‘“ good time ” on earth that equals the ‘‘ good time” every day.

Just to breathe sweet air, feel the pulses thrill, step with a swing and
spring hard to hold in leash, and know yourself to be possessed of the greatest
gift of the gods—

HEALTH

But one can give it all up by a very little daily drugging on coffee which
attacks stomach, nerves, heart and other organs, first stimulating, then depres-
sing, then setting up chronic disease. That’s the indictment. Examine any old
coffee drinker and see if you can find ONE entirely free from disease.

The POSTUM FOOD COFFEE supplies actual food elements in a liquid
form, rebuilding the body and nervous system, at the same time furnishes a
delicious beverage, much like in color and flavor to the milder grades of Old

T POSTUM

¢« There’s a reason.”
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Servant Q\lesﬁm\

— you'll settle it so far as .

the Washing and Cleamr\g
are Concerned by

Supplying Yours With

Pyles Pearlil\e

The work will be done
well —easily —safely
and you'll have a

Grateful
Servant

Carpets and Rugs

On the carpet depends the beauty
of the house. There is nothing that
makes the home look more comfortable
than to have a good carpet or rug in the
room or hall. This big store is noted for
its assortment of fine carpets and rugs.

'!l..._—ln' JI e
=TT e
éll_’ lll ﬁf )

—DMail Orders receive special attention—

JOHN KAY, SON @ CO., Limited

36-38 Hing St. West, Toronto, Can.
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Sweet Caporal
Cigarettes

“The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked.”

—London Lancet.
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Ausn 2ln- long. Extra
width or length 40c¢. por in,
In two pieces $1.00 extra,

Shipped same day money

ll‘;ﬁ(»ﬂ(‘ttllo 30 nights’ free CAN'T GET HARD-NOT HARD TO GET. “BREATHES,” NOT * BREEDS."

Recommended by all users, especially Invalids, Hospitals, Hotels, Eto.
trial and money returned
on receipt of {m“lb“ if MARSHALL VENTILATED SANITARY MATTRESS
not satisfactory. Made to give Comfort, Health and Restful Sleep. Absolutely no sagging. Alr ciroulation keeps
Charges prepaid East of it clean and wholesome. No need for making cver. Lasts a life-time,
Sault Ste. Marie. WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND TESTIMONIALS
$ore Dew? CREEED Ryakae THE MARSHALL SANITARY MATTRESS CO., Limited, Toronto, Can.

ROGERS’ FINE FURNITURE

S| MAHOGANY
FURNITURE

REASONABLE PRICES

Our unique position in the trade enables
us to offer quite exceptional values in the
higher grades of furniture. Take the
Dinner Waggon illustrated as a single in-
stance. It was built at our factory here
in Toronto, and is in every respect equal
to the orlgmdl from which it was copied.
| The wood is choice Tabasco Mahogany,
E and is highly polished, so as to bring out
its beautiful color and exquisite grain to
the best advantage.

Importers are obliged to ask prices
higher by at least Thirty Per Cent.
! Sk il ¢ than our quotations on this line of goods.
AR A L 2o We save you the duty. Write for
cuts and prices.

- 431—-DINNER WAGGON

The ROGERS FURNITURE CO0., Limited, 97 Yonge St
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The World’s Best

There is nothing better, abroad

or at home, than **Seal Brand*’

Coffee. Its winelike clearness,

In [ and 2 pound sealed tins.

“Seal Brand” Cofice

Chase Q. Sanborn, - Montreal

| fragrant aroma and delightful \ i '
l : flavor, are irresistible. ! ; l

e e e e e e e

Internal Furnace Saves 10/

An externally fired boiler wastes fuel
because of the radiation of heat from the
outside of the brickwork and the leakage of
cold air above the fire, which causes a double

loss by heating the excess of air and by
producing imperfect combustion.

In a Robb-Mumford internally fired boiler
the heat is transmitted directly to the water,

and air cannot get into the furnace except
through the regular drafts. This makes a

saving of at least 10 per cent.

Robb Engineering Go.,umiws, Amherst, N.3.

William MecKay, 820 Ossington Avenue, Toronto.
Ageﬂts Watson Jack & Company, Montreal.
J. F. Porter, 3556 Carlton St.,, Winnipeg.
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The fashionable Cloth for Fall Wear
will be

Priestley’s
. Panneau

Cloth

and will be worn
by all the
best dressed
ladies the world

over.

LR 2R 2 IR 2

SEE THE GOODS AT
ALL THE BEST DRY
GOODS STORES.

30
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Yo can do it
just as well
Pour over lumps of ice, strain and serve

SEVEN KINDS BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

G. F. HEUBLEIN @ BRO.
HARTFORD NEW YORK

HEWSON TWEEDS
REPLACE THE SCOTCH

Are now the recognized high-class product in
Canadian Woolens for ladies and gentlemen.

Expert Designing—Careful Weavling——ﬂigh Finish

Always mark Hewson Pure Wool Fabrics.

Look for our brand, the coloured oval on the back
of goods every three or four yards.

HEWSON WOOLEN MILLS, Limited Y}
Ambherst, N.S.
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WAM P OLE S

YunoraPerfume
lossom

So true to nature that a bunch
of the blossoms and a bottle of
the perfume seem as one.
HENRY K. WAMPOLE @. CO.

Manufacturing Chemists,
TORONTO CANADA
\\vn _

by Looking

at the results of the work done by our
cleaning and dyeing system. We dye
and clean everything in the way of
Ladles and Children’'s Wear and Gentle-
men’s Clothing, also dye, clean, curl and
remake Ostrich Plumes and Tlps

VVhatever work customers require they may safely
place with us.

R. PARKRER @ CO.

Dyers and Cleaners
Head Office and WorKks—
787-791 Yonge Street, TORONTO

BRANCHES Montreal, London, Hamilton, Galt, St. Catharines,
Woodltock and Brantford.
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BROUGHT UP ON NEAVE'S FOOD.

Neaoves
Food

Infants, lnvalids
and -the ged

s« AN EXCELLENT FOOD,

admirably adapted to the
wants of infants.”’

Sir CHAS. A. CAMERON, C.B., M.D. -

GOLD MEDAL, Woman’s Exhibi-
tion, London, (Eng ), 1900,

THREE - QUARTERS OF A
CENTURY'S REPUTATION.

Neave’s Food is regularly
used in the

RUSSIAN IMPERIAL NURSERY.

MANUFAOTURERS: —JOSIAH R NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND.
Wholesale Agents:—THE LYMAN BROS. & CO., Limited, Toronto and Montreal.

Everybody Says
“INDISPENSABLE”
THEY ARE' CORRECT

TTHE

Co SRR T UE

\ “CUBEAUTY
' HAMMOCK COT. i F

PATENTED

MANUFACTURED SOLELY BY
THE GEO. B. MEADOWS, Toronto
_Wire, Iron and Brass Works Company, Limited
TORONTO, CANADA
Send for booklet, ‘‘Sleep Baby, Sleep.”

Pr|smat|c Blnoculars

in Stock
made by
the well
known

House of

ROSS

Limited

of London
England

These are unexcelled by any other make, and
are now offered at prices lower than ever

8 power, $37.70 and $42.00

10 power, 45.00 and 49.30
12 power, 50.00 and 54.00

SEND FOR LEAFLET

CHARLES POTTER - - OPTICIAN

85 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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THE DESK OF THE ACGE.

Every Device
necessary to make a desk reliable,
labor saving, economical, is found
in those we manufacture. In ma-
terial and construction, in finish
and utility, in durability and design
they lead all other makes. They
make an office a better office.
£2r Onr Catalogue goes in detail,
Canadian Office & School
Furniture Co., Limited.

PrestToNn, Ontario, Canada.
Office, School, Church and Lodge
Furniture.

for 500 neatly printed

00 Business Cards, Note

— Heads, Tickets, Bill

Heads, Statements or

Envelopes. Price list and samples free.

FRANK H. BARNARD, Printer
77 Queen St. East, Toronto.

PLAYS

Speakers, Dialogues and Entertain-
ments of all kinds. Catalogues free,
Ames Publishing Co., Clyde, Ohio.

BABY’S OWN
SOAP

prevents roughness of
skin and chapping.

Best for toilet and nursery use. oas
ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., Mfrs. MONTREAL.

the

A Knowing Woman
Knows

That she can't begin too early to look after her
complexion.

That it won't keep fresh-looking always,

That it is sure to become faded and withered.

That wrinkles give one a hardened expression.

That lines will form around the eyes and mouth,
on the forehead and beside the ears.

That her cheeks and neck will lose the plumpness
of youth unless she does something to counteract the
ravages of time before it is too late.

That of the many “fm»ds". for the skin (many with-
out any nourishing properties whatever), she knows
that there are none to equal

PRINCESS SKIN FOOD

Price $1.50, mailed anywhere.
with each pot.

That it positively contains no harmful ingredients,

That it can be used at home to remove lines and
wrinkles, fatten thin cheeks and neck, restore the skin
to its former vitality, benefit scars and pockmarks,
and develops the chest and bust.

That a very valuable article for those who do not
understand face massage is the GRAMAM-HYDRO-
VACU, as it lifts lines and wrinkles out of the old set
grooves and prepares the skin to properly receive the
skin food. Used along with the Princess Acnetine
it is guaranteed to cure pimples, blackheads and flesh

worms.
Moles, Warts, Red

SUPERFLUOUS "AlR, Veins,Scars,Birth-

marks, ete., removed forever by Electrolysis, Satis-
faction guaranteed.

Skin and Scalp Diseases always cured ; Smallpox
Pittings eradicated. Consultation invited at office
or by letter. No expense.

Send ten cents for our elegant 40-page Rhododen-
dron covered book, * A Study of Your Face and Fig-
ure,” and sample of Princess Cream. The book is a
valuable one to any woman, young or old.

GRAHAM DERMATOLOGICAL INSTITUTE

Dept. D., 502 Church St., Toronto, Ont.
Telephone North 1666 Established 1892

Massage directions
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Such dainty and delicate
Confections are

COWAN'’S

SWISS MILK CHOCOLATE,
CHOCOLATE CREAM BARS,
N CHOCOLATE WAFERS, e

Careless
Navigation
Wrecks Ships
and
Careless
Habits
Wreck Teeth

Insure against the
wrecking of the
teeth by using

Wampole's
Formolid
Tooth Paste

Antiseptic in
action and
Delicious
in Flavor

The toilet equip-
ment of ladies or
gentlemen is not
complete without
some_of it,

Put up in Collapsible Tubes, which are on
sale at Drug Stores only

Price, Twenty-five cents (25¢.) each

DEPTL:
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¢ Chainless

Wolverinc

Touring Car.

[he Reid Mfq. Co.
V19 23 Jones St.
Detroit

Catalog now ready,

) w
ROYALTY PAID :;‘;L,}Lz‘m ‘pz';m*;‘.‘;.&"’ E
ER

B. CO.
832 Baltlmor- Bldg.

SONG- POEMS

CHICAGO, ILL.

= ’ FH.BRIGOEN. O.SA
|| ™®8ma0en ProR GO BRICOEN, NANKR, -, M

I

A SKIN OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’'S

ORIENTAL CREAM or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

¥ sa REMOVES Tas,
& = T3 Pimples, Freckles,
5 < @ Bu Moth-Patches, Rash and
Ki2e 8e Skin diseases, and every
mEES LT blemish on beauty, and
[ E 5 &% defies detection. On its
D - ok virtues it has stood the
o g > test of 56 years; no other

has, and is so Inrn\leu-
we taste it to be sure it is
properly made. Accept
no counterfeit of similar
name. The distinguished
Dr. L. A. Sayer said to a
lady ot the hawt-fon (a
atient):—"Ads yow
adies will wse them, I
recommend ‘' Gouraud's
Cream’ as the I(a.rt harm uln/ all the Skin preparations.” One
bottle will last six months, using it every day.
Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfluous hair
without injury to the skin.
ERD. T. HOPKINS, Proprietor, 37 Great Jones St.,
For sale by all Druggists and ?
the U.S., Canada and Euro
Also found in New York City at R H. Macey's, Stearn's, Ehrich's, Ridley's

and other Fancy Goods Dealors. g4y Beware of base imitations, 41,000
reward for arrest and proof of any one selling the same.

N.Y.
ancy Goods Dealers lhruughoul

i.

CLARK'S

DELICIOUS

PORK & BEANS

A relish for young or
old, and a most whole-
some dish for all.

Sold plain or with Chili or Tomato
Sauce, in tins, and ready to serve.

5 and 10c. All Dealers.

W. CLARK, Mfr., Montreal

904
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Are You Progressive ?

THE HAMMOND
TYPEWRITER

THE LEADING TYPEWRITER
OF THE WORLD

WORK /N SIGHT.

™ 4 Has every good Has many which
————— . .
feature of all no other writing

T H E H AM M O N D other Typewriters machinepossesses
TYPEWRITER CO. =z
MONTREAL - 13 Bleury Street AS FAR SUPERIOR

BRANCH 5 Talenhont Maln 1148 to the old type-bar variety
as the express train to the

; e a oach, or the auto-
Write for Catalog and we will instruct our =t ge Cagl 08 e 5
nearest representative to call on you. mobile to the cart.

i
|
%
|
|
;

000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000¢

00000000 0000000000000 00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000¢

THE SU T‘YPEWR-ITERS

No ribbons to buy— No

equivalent expense — Writ-
ing like print from the
printing press—The swift-
est, strongest, simplest of

typewriters.

$55.00 —————— $95.00

SEND FOR BOOKLET —

CENTRAL TYPEWRITERf COMPANY

SOLE CANADIAN DEALERS

{ AGENTS WANTED Head Office: 12 YongejSt. Arcade, Toronto, Ont.
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Peculiar

merit, peculiar to itself, distinguish-

BALDTTKX BEDEB N A ing it from all others, has made

P s Eaooy = Electro-Silicon famous among the
MACHINE OF MERII housewives of both the New and

Old World, wherever civilization
and Silverware exist. Its use has

Why emnhasize just one good point
about The Smith Premier?  The
man who buys this, The World’s Best
Typewriter, becomes the owner of
equally distributed excellencies i1 the
most modern of writing machines

been continued for successive gen-
erations by owners of Valuable

The Smith Premier Typewriter Co. Family Plate. At Grocers and

HOME OFFICE AND FACTORY | Druggists everywhere.
SYRACUSE, N. Y, U. 8. A,
Braxcr Orrices IN ALL LARGE CITIES

Postpaid 15 cts, per box (stamps).
Trial quantity for the asking.

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO,, Limited, Montreal,
Sole Agents for Canada,

The Passing

of the

Blind
Typewriter

Miss Stenographer
Experiences
A

Change

The Exchange of Blind Machines for

VISIBLE UN DERWOODS is now an every-day occurrence. The old plea of the

; - 4 opposition to buy a machine on its “reputation” is no
longer effective. The Underwood NOW HAS the reputation and exclusive features. 5,000 satisfied users in Canada testify

to th

“THE UNITED TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Limited, TORONTO

Branch offices in all leading Canadian cities




50 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

)00 00000000000000000000006060000

000000006000 00000000iairdiitas
TVIVIVITITITPIITIIPIOPIPVPPIOCOIIOOIOIOY

“Rene”

“RENE” is the only brand of cigars we manufac-
ture, made in one style, one size and one quality,
packed in one style of box (60).

‘We sell same at one cash srioe only. It isthe only
cigar factory of its kind on the American con-
tlnlent making a specialty of one high-class cigar
only.

It is made to suit gentlemen of good taste.

The word “RENE” is stamped on each cigar; none
others are genuine. Sold everywhere. Manufac-
tured and guaranteed by

THE RENE CIGAR CO., Hamilton, Canada.
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UNDERWEAR

is madeinlarge variety of styles
shapes and qualities; in uniox;
suits and separate gar-
ments for women, men
children,in light, mediug,
and heavy weights for
all seasons.

GUARANTEED AGAINST
SPOILING BY SHRINKAGE

Send for

lllustrated Catalogyue
No. 2, with illu.tr._
tions and prices
Dressing Gowns, Ohl.-g
Waists and samples o¢
various weightsg

Ladies’ Dressing Gown, Materials, mailed freg,

DR. JAEGER'S $i3iiiy SYSTEM gompany
2206 8t. Catherine 8t., MONTREAL

00000 0000000tdldddso
CVVVIVIVIIIVIIVIIIOIIIOIIFS

0000000000000 00000000ldlldisaa Ood oo

l

TVVVVVVVIVIVIVIVIIPIPICVISI0000000 Yooee

&

OO LLALLL

SAVE MONEY WHILE THE SNOW FLIES

KELSEY RECORD

3 made and sold in 1889,
Over 24,000 in use in 1903,

vossseed

TVVTIVVIVITTITTIIIIPIPIIPIIIOCIIIOIIIINTS
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In use in over 400 Canadian towns, extending from
the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Used for the proper and economical warming and
ventilating of more than 50 Canadian schools.

Over 2,300 in use in its home city (Syracuse, N

This satisfactory record must be due entirely to merit
as the Kelsey is not a low-priced warming device,

will do the work with 25% less fire-pot cap.

HEAT MAKERS
FUEL SAVERS

EZ"DIRECT CONTRACTS MADE—PROPER RESULTS GUARANTEED

KELSEYS

Healthful, Efficient and Satisfactory results,

acity, which means a big saving in fuel, in
addition to which Kelsey users get much more

WINNIPEG, MAN.

VI TIVIVIVIVIISIIISIIST
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WRITE FOR A KELSEY BOOKLET

The JAMES SMART MFG. CO.,

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
5

Limited
BROCKVILLE, ONT.

0000000000000000000000000000000000004¢



TO keep the body warm and healthy is not a matter of

how muck you wear, but what you wear.

People who are afraid of drafts and subject to
colds, pneumonia or rheumatism are the very people who
wear the most wool.

And it is their woolen underwear that keeps the skin
in this sensitive condition.

The Dr. Deimel Underwear does everything wool
does 7ot do.

It keeps the wearer free from colds, gives better protection
and more warmth and comfort than any other underwear made.

It is the Underwear of Safety.

Send for free sample of fabric and booklet, giving
valuable information on the Underwear question.

The Dr. Deimel Underwear is made in such a wide variety of sizes that
we can fit everybody. If your dealer cannot supply you, write to us.

The Deimel Linen-Mesh Co., 2202 St. Catherine St., Montreal,

SAN FRANCISCO: NEW YORK: LONDON:
111 Montgomery St. 491 Broadway. 83 Strand, Hotel Cecil, W.C.
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McLAOGHLIN
COTTERS

No. 240-THE IRVINGTON
One of our new designs for 1904-05, for
city and town driving. Elegantly upholstered,
richly painted and handsomely designed.

No. 221%

This is one of our highest priced regular
Standard Cutters. The illustration speaks for
itself. It will carry the whole family or 2 only
and no crowding.

S 5
No. 214%

All of our Cutters have high spring backs
and soft spring cushions. The decorations on
bodies are all hand-painted—no transfers used.
Mouldings are solid wood, and everything about
them pleases the eye, suits the pocket-book and
satisfies the purchaser. Catalog on application,

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO.
OSHAWA, ONT.

THE PALMER M
PIANO

has come into prominence
quicker than any other [RNS
Canadian make. It com- \ %
bines all the qualities of a

high-grade Piano at a
moderate price. Before
purchasing examine a
Palmer—and enquire the
price.

The Palmer Piano
\ Company, Limited

H
i TORONTO, - ONTARIO
o

A
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Perfect Digestion Means Health

You Can Also Enjoy Mince Pie if You Take Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets

the nutriment to all parts of the body and the process
of assimilation and repair is kept up uniformly, resulting

in healthy organs and members.

Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets

guarantee perfect digestion, no matter what the condition of

the stomach is. The reason is plain. They themselves

digest the food and permit the stomach to rest and get well.

l WHEN the food is properly digested, the blood carries
i

ALL DRUGGISTS —— =50 CENTS A BOX.

| SR e e
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HAUNTS OF
FISH AND CAME

The finest fishing and hunting regions in
Canada are reached by the lines of the

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

THE TEMACAMI TERRITORY.

MOOSE PLENTIFUL.—Open Season, Oct. 16th to Nov. 15th.
BEARS, PARTRIDCES and DUCKS are abundant.

All information by applying to undersigned.

HANDSOME BOOK FREE.—Illustrated descriptive publication on fishing and hunting sent free on application.

WHAT YOU CAN GET.—Deer, Moose, Bear, Caribou, Ducks, Partridge, etc. The fishing unexcelled: Bass,
Pickerel, Maskinonge and Trout abound.

SEASON FOR DEER, where they are found in large numbers, Nov, Ist to | 6th.

J. H, BURGIS, G. W. WATSON, J. D. MC DONALD,
860 Washington St., BOSTON, MASS. 249 Clark 8t., CHICAGO, ILL. 124 Woodward Avenue, DETROIT, MICH, Union Station, TORONTO.
C. L. COON, R. BUSHBY, F. P. DWYER, J. QUINLAN,
285 Main 8t., BUFFALO, N. Y. 6 Burgess Block, CORTLAND, N.Y. 200 Brosdway, NEW YORK, N. Y. Bonaventure Station, MONTREAL,

Or to— G. T. BELL, General Passenger and Ticket Agent, MONTREAL, CANADA,

T. H. HANLEY,
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ROYAL

LAN LINE =5,

TO LIVERPOOL

CALLING AT MOVILLE, LONDONDERRY

The Allan Line Twin-screw Steamer * Tunisian.”

TURBINE-ENGINED STEAMERS BUILDING
VICTORIAN, 12,000 Tons VIRGINIAN, 12,000 TONS
NEW STEAMERS
TUNISIAN, 10,575 Tons, Twin Screws BAVARIAN, 10,375 Tons, Twin Screws
IONIAN, 9,000 Tons, Twin Screws

These fine new steamers sail every Friday to Liverpool, calling at Londonderry.

The steamers are amongst the largest and finest in the Transatlantic Lines, and are excelled by none in
the accommodation for all classes of passengers. The Saloons and Staterooms are amidships, where least
motion is felt, and all above the main deck. thus securing perfect light and ventilation. Bilge keels have

n fitted to all the steamers, which has reduced the rolling motion to the minimum. The vessels are also
fitted with Marconi’s system of wireless telegraphy.

Electric lights are in use throughout the ships, and the cabins have all the comforts of modern first-class
hotels. Cuisine is unsurpassed.

1904 PROPOSED SAILINGS 1904
From LIVERPOOL STEAMERS From MONTREAL From QUEBEC
BRI s T Fri., 28 Oct., 5.30 a.m. Fri., 28 Oct., 3.00 p.m.
iy 4 Nov,,9.00 “ = 4 Nov., 10.00 **
Wy | B U Rk AR e L
ity | PN T ) o | PR Y R
Tues.,22 “ 600 *“ Tues., 22 * 400 *“

TUNIBIAN embarked mails and sailed from Rimouski Sunday, September 6, 1903, 12.25 noon ; arrived at
Moville and landed mails Saturday, Sept. 12. Time of passage, after deducting difference in time, 6
days, 5 hours, 27 minutes.

BAVARIAN is a twin steamer to Tunisian (10,375 tons), made over 20 miles per hour on trial trip. Time
.gof passage. Moville to Rimouski, 6 days, 3 hours, 12 minutes, the fastest on record over this course.
IONIAN—Latest addition to the fleet (9,000 tons, twin screws). Average time of this Steamer, on her five

between HALIFAX and MOVILLE is 7 days, 6 hours. Her record passage is 6 days, 12 hours,

3 minutes. (Sept. 18th to 24th, 1903.)

IAN sailea from Himouski Sunday, October 20th, 10,15 a.m., and arrived at Moville Sunday, October

PARt.Ih? 7.30 n.mn.ﬁ Deducting difference in time, 4 hours, 30 minutes, the actual time of passage was 6 days,
12 hours, 5 minutes.

Greatly reduced rates now in effect.. For further particulars apply to any Agent of the Company.

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge Street, Toronto
or H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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Another of the many beautiful sights in the Canadian Rockies
is Mount Sir Donald, on the line of

The Canadian Pacific Railway

MOUNT SIR DONALD--SELKIRK RANGE

Facing the hotel, the Hermit range, on which the old cowled hermit and his dog have kept
watch and ward for untold ages, stands in stately line, snow-capped and grim; to the right, Sir
Donald rears his hoary head near Eagle Peak, from whose summit over an hundred glaciers are
visible, whilst to the left lie Ross Peak, Cheops, Abbott, and a score of other equally daring ascents,

Two daily transcontinental trains of the CANADIAN PAcCIFIC RAILWAY.

For further information apply to
ROBT. KERR, C. E. E. USSHER, A. H. NOTMAN,

Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent, Asst. Gen'l Passenger Agent,
. MONTREAL MONTREAL TORONTO




There

are

More

Sportsmen

in the

New

Brunswick

Woods
this

season

than

ever

known

in its

history

ROOM FOR THOUSANDS MORE
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Moose Assured
Excellent Guides

and easily reached

from Montreal, by

Canada’s New Train

the “Ocean Limited”’

and

Canada’s Famous Train

me “Maritime Express”
Intercolonial
Railway

S“ Fishing and Hunting,”
Write for ( “Week in the Canaan Woods,”
‘““ Moose of the Miramichi,”

TO

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT

MONCTON, N.B.
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IT'S GOOD

IMPORTANT.
THE BUSINESS TO
FOUR-TRACK LOOR AFTER
NEWS

The Popular
Illustrated Magazine
of Travel and Education
From 130 to 160 pages each issue, every

one of which is of human interest,
Subscriptions for 1903 only will be re-
ceived until December jist, 1904, at 30
cents per year; to foreign countries, $1.00.
After January 1st, 1905, the subscription
price will be $1.00; to foreign countries,
$1.50; at newstands, ten cents per copy.

SUBSICRIBE NOW

and take advantage of this extraordinarily
low rate.

GEORGE H. DANIELS, Publisher,

YOUR HEALTH

AND there is nothing like a sea voyage

on a comfortable ship, with pleasant
people to revive and invigorate your energies
and interest. There would be fewer doctors’
bills to pay if everybody went to the West
Indies each winter on a

P. @ B. STEAMER

A 42 days’ passage
for $130.00

is a cheap way of escaping doctors’ bills.

ASK
R. M. MELVILLE - - - .

Toronto

7 East 42d St.,

Box No. 147, New York.

PICKFORD & BLACK - Halifax

Dominion Line Steamships
WEEKLY SERVICE—MONTREAL TO LIVERPOOL

From Liverpool STEAMER . From Montreal
Thursday, September 15....... VANCOUVER........ Saturday, October 1, Daylight.
o 4 L B CANADA..... B | 38 o 8, S
o ¢ 28l SOUTHWARK . (v £ o 15, 2
A October B e KENSINGTON ....... s L 22, 4
s A 18 i BDOMINION ... o0, 0 5 5 29, ke
s o vy S oS CANADA . e B (32 November 12, %

v November 3....... SOUTHWARK........ 5> i 19, &

The S.S. “CANADA?” holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.,
The S.S. “CANADA” and S.S. “DOMINION” have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers,
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

gr Special Notice is called to the “ KENSINGTON” and “SOUTHWARK.” These steamers carry
only one class of cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be given the
accommodation situated in the best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
Promenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the require-
ments of that section of the travelliig public, who, while wanting the best the steamer
affords, do not care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two

classes of cabins.
For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

HAS THE DOMINION LINE,
& '41*6‘121:?&0!5&', TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE.
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ARE YOU ON OUR

MAILING LIST?

On the 15th November we will issue the largest catalogue ever
published of Traveling Goods, Leather Goods and Leather Novelties.
A post card asking for Catalogue C will bring it to you. We pay
express charges in Ontario and make liberal allowances to other points.

o S

FITTED BAGS, SUIT CASES,
$13.00 up to $85 00. $2.75 up to $30.00.
DRESSING CASES, BAGS OF
$2.50 up to $35.00. ALL KINDS,
CARRIAGE BAGS, PR 300,
50c. up to $16.00. TRUNKS,
BILL BOOKS, $3.50 up to $40.00.
50c. up to $6.00. HAT BOXES,
BILL FOLDS, $3.50 up to $10.00.
35¢. up to $2.00. JEWEL CASES,
PURSES, $2.00 up to $12.00.
v d e ey PHOTOGRAPH
CIGAR CASES, FRAMES,
50c. up to $6.00, $1.00 up to $3.00.
TOBACCO NOTE: DRINKING
POUCHES, K yan GLASSES,
50c. up to $2.00. 50c. up to $3.00.
FLASKS, We are the largest WRITING FOLIOS,
50c. up to $5.00. . $1.00 up to $13.00.
SEWING SETS, makers in Canada and COLLAR AND
50c. up to $4.00. have the finest retail CUFF CASES,
SEA LION 3 $1.00 up to $5.00.
CLUB BAGS, | store in the world. MUSIC HOLDERS,
$10.00 up to $25.00. $1.00 up to $5.00,

The JULIAN SALE

Leather Goods Co., Limited
105 King St. West, Toronto, Canada
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WE HAVE BEEN MAKING

“Dominion Pianos”

for more than 11,000 working days—about 34 years.

hen we started in the business we thought we
knew how to make good pianos, and after we had
sold a few other people thought so, too.

Since then we have made and sold about 19,160
“Dominion” Pianos and more than 46,000
““Dominion” Organs.

Every one has given satisfaction,

What some ofgthe 19,160 purchasers say about
their *“ Dominion Pianos” is told in an in-
!erestmg booklet, which we'll gladly send you if
you're interested in gnnd pianos.

We want you to * Get Familiar” with * Do-
minion” Pianos.

THE DOMINION ORGAN AND PIANO
COMPANY, Limited
BOWMANVILLE, -

c—

Ganadian Northern Railway

The New Canadian Highway from Port Arthur, the head of Lake Supetrior, to

Fort Frances Morris Gladstone
Winnipeg Emerson Neepawa
Portage La Prairie Carman Dauphin
Brandon Hartney Swan River

Line surveyed and now under construction to

Prince Albert Battleford } Edmonton

Traffic interchanged at Port Arthur with Steamers plying on Lake Superior,
Georgian Bay, Lake Huron, Lake Erie, Lake Ontario and River St. Lawrence,
and with Canadian Pacific Railway all rail route.

A FAST LINE

Freight rates, Folders and other information furnished on application to

R. H. BELL, T. F. & P.A,,
Board of Trade Bldg., MONTREAL, QUE.

WILLIAM PHILLIPS, G.E. A, GEO. H. SHAW, Traffic Manager,
TORONTO, ONT. WINNIPEG, MAN.
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A Comfort
in Every
Home.

Hartshorn
Shade Rollers

standard of the r
THE KIND YOU CAN'T GET AT S The ta et th' two 1d.
We have a Bank (and the price is only $1.50) fronzCS » Simpilest, caS’ICS r.un-
which is without a (ln}]ht th(‘ipvilt of 'l‘lsllylhilli.’ mng; perfcct automatic action.
in its line ever manufactured. Size, 34 inches
lllikhhx 11; il(1<~hcs long x 24 ini‘}ur‘ \\i‘id(;, .;ll‘m_u.;. When you bUY the “I.mptovcd”
durable and beautifully finished. ‘itted with P
inside mechanism which prohibits getting at no tacks are rcquxrcd.

contents, You need one. SCC tha.t thc script signaturc Of

The Ofﬁce specialty Mfg. 00. Stewart Hartshorn is on the

LIMITED label attached to every roller.
Factories—Newmarket, Ont. 55 Yonge St., abe L

New Premises, 97-103 Wellington St. West, That is for yout protcction.
TORONTO

== WORLD’S FAIR
ST. LOUIS

OVER THE

WABASH LINE

The World’s Fair is a grand success. In all probability,
none now living will see anything of its character approaching
it in grandeur and magnitude, and the great Wabash is the
best route to go by, because it saves many hours of travel
and lands passengers right at the main entrance World’s Fair
grounds before going to Union Depot. Excursion tickets on
sale daily until Dec. 1st. Passengers leaving Toronto on even-
ing trains arrive at World’s Fair grounds next day at noon.

FOR TIME-TABLES, DESCRIPTIVE FOLDER, ADDRESS

J. AL RICHARDSON, Dist. Pass. Agent.
Northwest Corner King and Yonge Streets, - TORONTO
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CracKker
Proof

Doubt all we've said about
MOONEYS PERFEC-
TION CREAM SODAS.

\ Doubt the crackers all you
will.
Y them you eat, will prove tha.t

we are right and you are

» wrong. For you can’t doubt

the fresh, crisp deliciousness :\
of
Mooney’s
Perfection
Cream Sodas

CLARK’S
OX TONGUES

, dn()f' are absolutely perfect. The
AN M’l}eroJW best cook can hardly equal
‘ their flavour, tenderness,

perfection.

Imported Ox Tongue cost
‘more because of the duty,
but Clark’s cannot be sur-
passed in quality.

W. CLARK, Mfr., Montreal
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Wouldn'r You Like
To BeTaller

WOULDN'T YOU LIKE TO
ADD FROM TWO TO FIVE
INCHES TO YOUR HEIGHT,

to improve the general symmetry of your figure, to add to
your general appearance? There is no longer any reason why
anyone should be short or stuunted. Mr. K. Leo Minges has
at last perfected the work of his life in discoveri ng a safe, sure
and permanent method by which anyone can get taller with-
out any inconveniince. It is such a simple method that one
wonders why it was not thought of before. Yet ittook a life-
time of study to perfect. Anyonecan now enjoy these benes
fits ; to do so necessitates no application of drugs; no internal
treatment ; no operation; no hard work; no big expense.
Mr. Minges’ method has been adopted by the
leading educational institutions and gym-
nasiums in Rochester and elsewhere. Anyonecan

Free to any Short Person

The secrets which Mr. Minges has discovered will enable
you to’get taller, more graceful and fmprove the symmetry of
your figure, and this can be accomplished in your own
home, no matter what your age, your sex, your height may
be. And in order to put these benefits within the reach of all,
there has been prepared for free distribution among short
people, alimited edition of a book explaining this discovery
in detail. If you wish toadd from 2 to 5 inches to your height;
if you whnt to be graceful and have a symmetrical figure ; if
you want to be a ** proper height to dance with,” to be able to
“gee in a crowd,” and to reach the correct height, you should
write for this book at once. It fully explaing how you can
obtain these benefits, and is free.

Write to-day, addressing

THE CARTILAGE CO.
154N Unity Bldg, - ROCHESTER, N.Y.

" The aniversal Perfame " \
for the Handkerchief ‘

Toilet and Bath,

Be sure
you get the
gendine.

RRAY & LANMAN'S

FLORIDA WATER.
Refuse all substitutes.

PLEASANT TASTE

CALVERT'S

o
now take it up. I
i

in a dentifrice makes it
easier to get the children
to take care of their teeth.

CARBOLIC

TOOTH [

SAMPLE

sent on receipt
pOWD of 2-cent stamp

possesses this requisite,
combined with antiseptic
and cleansing qualities,
which have obtained for
it the largest sale of any
dentifrice.
In Tins, 15, 30 and 45 cents each, or mailed
Sfor value from
F.C. CALVERT & C€O., 807 Dorchester St., Montreal.
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CURES WHILE YOU SLEEP

Croup,
Bronchitis,
Coughs,

Grip,

Hay Fever,
Diphtheria,

Scarlet Fever,

Don’t fail to use Crrsorene for the dis-
tressing and often fatal affections for which
it is recommended. For more than twenty
years we have had the most conclusive as-
surances that there is nothing better. Ask
your physician about it.

An interesting descriptive booklet is sent free,
which gives the highest testimonials as to its value,
ALL DRUGGISTS
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 1651 Notre Dame 8t., Montreal

RIGH L. UT GLASS

A Choice Selection of Exclusive
Designs

LAMPS and SHADES

WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY

WILLIAM JUNOR
88 West King Street, TORONTO

GIVES NEW LIFE

TO THE HAIR

Bird Bread

COTTAM'S famous food for birds,
formerly only sold with COTTAM
SEED. Now sold separately at roc.
the ‘mn kage, two large cakes.
The high reputation enjoyed by
BiRD BREAD has caused us to
make this departure after re-
fusing for years to sell it
apait from CutrTAM SEED.

Send name of dealer not selling BIRD BREAD apart
from COTTAM SEED, with 6¢c in stamps and get free
two large cakes. Feed your birds onthe Standard (1)

Cottam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Suppliesand Remedies. All grocers,
Advice FREE. about Birds. Bi-d Book 25:. by mail

Bart Cottam Co. 64 Dundas St., London, Ont.

INDIGESTION

cansarreo.eYK.D.C,

IT
TO HEALTHY ACTION AND TONES WHOLE SYSTEM.

FREE HAIR
GROWER

A trial package of a‘new and
wonderful remedy mailed free
to convince people it actually
grows hair, stops hair falling
out, removes dandruff anpqd
quickly restores luxuriant
growth to shining scalps, eye-

MISS EMMA EMOND,
of 8t. Sauveur, Quebec, Can., brows and eyelashes. Send your

before and afrer using

a and address > £
il oty name and address to the Alten

heim Medical Dispensary, 2132
Foso Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio, for a free trial package,
enclosing a 2¢. stamp to cover postage. Write to-day,

Red-HeaptToncmne!

J- M. DOUGLAS @ CO.,

Montreal, Sole Agents for Canada.
ESTABLISHED 1857
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Good morning, Carrie. Thank you for bringing the Hunyadi Janos. Always be sure to get %
Hunyadi Janos (full name) and bring two glasses. My husband takes it before breakfast—half a tumbler, h
It always relieves him of @onstipation as it does me of biliousness.

Spring Purity

To brew good ale pure, hard
water is an absolute necessity.
The solvent powers of water
are so great that few springs
produce water pure enough for
brewing.
Carling’s springs were discovered
after many years of searching, and the
prewery established only when Government
analysts deposed that the water never tested
less than 99.08 degrees pure.
Ask for Carling’s Ale—accept no other,
because no other is quite so good.

Carling’s Ale

The Ale that’'s Alwawvs Pure -
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O FOR SMOKERS’ THROAT!
ur

Wood Floors

are made in our own factory and
are now to be found all over
Canada from Halifax to Vancouver.
They are superior to the cheap
American floors imported here and
carry with them our guarantee.
In addition to our catalogue (free
on request) designs we make any
other designs required at low prices.

SOLE AGENTS FOR BUTCHER'S BOSTON
POLISH FOR FLOORS.

The Elliott & Son Co.,

Limited,
79 King Street West.

THROAT
PASTILLES
EVANS)

FER VORALISTS
0D PUBHIC SEAERS

& Hoarseness, Voice Failures, Catarrh and Bron-
chitis yield to the one Infallible Specific

EVIANS’

Antiseptic Throat Pastilles

FROM ALL DRUGGISTS
EVANS AND SONS, Limited

Montreal, Toronto and New Yorx

THE RIGHT PAINT TO PAINT RIGHT

EAsy 1O APPLY -~ COVERS WELL—WEARS WELL
BEAUTIFIES AND PROTECTS

Write for Booklet telling how some beautiful homes have been painted
with Ramsay’s Paints.

A. RAMSAY & SON, PAINT MAKERS

EsTABLISHED 1842 MONTREAL

The KODAK system abolishes most
of the opportunities for making mis-
takes. No dark-room, better pictures.

KODAKS, $5.00 to $97.00—KODAK DEVELOPING MACHINES, $2.50 to $10.00

Catalogue free at the dealers, or by mail from CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited,
Toronto, the Canadian Home of the Kodak. Torotito, Gas.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

You Can’t Miss
the Mark

«Silver Plate
That Wears.”

You will find it on the silver plate that is most desirable in design, most suitable in style, This
stamp is a sign of old-fashioned, enduring honesty in the materials and making—new-fashioned
energy and good taste in the finish. In selecting Spoons, Knives, Forks, etc., make sure each
piece is stamped:

“1847 Rogers Bros.”

The first question from the lips of a person wise in silver handicraft will invariably be—
“Is it 1847 ware?’’ Ifitis, itisall right. Sendfor Catalogue No. 61

MERIDEN BRITANNIA COMPANY,
Meriden, Conn. New York. Chicago. San Francisco.

SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS EVERVWHERE.

Hamilton, Ont.

Embody the highest type of
piano manufacture.

Awarded the Gold Medal at
Paris Exposition, 1900.

Sold by reliable agents from
Atlantic to the Pacific.

THE NEWCOMBE PIANO CO., Limited
HEAD OFFICE :
Cor. Church and Richmond Sts., TORONTO

,
i
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A high-priced Piano—but worth its price

G/e GOURLAY PIANO

Is the Culmination
of Piano Excellence

. In its manufacture we have begun where others left off. In it we have achieved some-
thing better than that hitherto acknowledged as the best. Whatever one piano manufac-
turer may do is open to the world to examine and criticise, to experiment upon and improve;
and the experience and judgment which direct wise experimenting are the qualities which
tell Wwe possess those qualities. Our intimate experience with and knowledge of the
world’s best pianos has aided us not a little.

The GOURLAY is the Crowning Success of nearly
a Century of Advancement in Piano Construction

If there is no agent for the Gourlay in your district, you can buy divect from the Jactory. Our
new payment plan is aspplicab]c everywhere.  We ship subject to approval, paying the return freight
lf"l_t‘! satisfactory, & urely the purchase of a Gourlay is a proposition easy enough for anyone.
Write us anyway, We welcome correspondence.

T ——
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DREWRY'S
i “REFINED”
ALE

(REGISTERED)

| §
B RPN % ['he favorite Ale

. | &
Tints rather than colors, subdued effects I'.'l.”ll‘[r tl;:'m | f W
pronounced contrasts, these are what constitute the t
charm of stained shingles, and make even the low-cost 0 es ern
% *
2

No house, no matter how cheap or ordinary in archi-
tecture, can justly be regarded as commonplace if the
shingles are stained to match the woodwork or general
coloring tone of the building.

Shingletint is a scientific combination of linseed oil,
coloring matter, creosote oils and the necessary drying
agents, and produce the most artistic and durable color
effects known on shingles.

Stained woods and descriptive literature sent free
upon application.

house a thing of beauty.
Pure and well matured

E. L. DREWRY, Winnipeg

BERRY BROTHERS, Limited
Varnish Manufacturers WALKERVILLE, ONT. |

0090000000000 00 0000000000000

Cutlery and
Cutlery Cabinets

We keep constantly on hand a stock of
oak chests or cabinets fitted with sterling
silver or silver-plated goods, and will be
pleased to furnish you prices on any style
of chest desired. We also carry a complete
stock of

English
Table Cutlery

Write for Prices

flice Lewis & Son

Limited

Cor. King and
Victoria Streets

TORONTO Cutlery Cabinets from $45.00 to $150.00
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The mistress of the
house about silverware;
she knows its value per-
haps better than you do,
knows designs, good
taste, and she will make
no mistake about the
quality.

SHE KNOWS

and will tell you,
you can make no mis-
take either in Design or
Quality if it bears the
Standard Silver Co.

trade mark.

The Standard
Silver Co.

LIMITED
Toronto, Can.

THE GREAT REMEDY.

LAIR ¢

GOUT
., PILLS,
GouT, FOR

»
RHEUMATISM,
SCIATICA,
LUMBAGO,
NEURALGIA.
The Excruciating Pain is quickly relieved, and cured in a
few days by these celebrated Pills. Sure, safe, and effectual,
All Chemists and Stores at 1s. 1}d. and 2s. gd. per box.

Beautiful
Pictures

are produced only by
pure rich colors,

Winsor & Newton

are artists’ colormen
to the Royal Family

and their

Oil and Water Colors

are the world’s stand-
ard, Not dear, For
sale at all Art Stores,
A.RAMSAY& SON,
MONTREAL.

‘Wholesale Aﬁents for

1877 FOR 27 YEARS 1904
WE HAVE SUCCESSFULLY TREATED

CANCER

WITHOUT THE USE OF THE KNIFE

The Berkshire Hills Sanatorium

is the largest private institution in the world, and the ONLY
one where Cancer and Tumors are permanently cured. It is
owned and conducted by a regular graduate. AN physicians of
standing ave cordially invited to come and make a personal
investigation. They will be entertained as our guests. Upon
receipt of a description of any case of Cancer or Tumor, we will
mail atour expense the most valuable information ever published
on this subject, and will tell you why the knife fails to cure, and
why the X-ray, Radium or any other light treatment can never
be successful, and all forms of so-called home treatments are
worthless, Addres

DRS./|W. E. BROWN & SON, North Adams, Mass,

AsK your Grocer

Wi

Absolutely Pure.
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HALL’S

VEGETABLE SICILIAN

P 1am
/John I’Iack"mtosh
the Toffee King'

A high-class preparation in |
MACKINTOSH'S TOFFEE

Is a Pure and Delicious | every way' A lway S re'
OLD ENGLISH CANDY . f stores color to gray hair,

And I want to say to the readers of The Canadian

Magazine lhalluj\{ux the candy for the whole family, ' a]l the dark’ riCh COlor it

and the children in ;anlruhr There is no sthing ‘* just
as good,” or ** Just like it.” Your dealer can supply you.

Ulélk:" l:‘rhc me, and send me his name, and I wiil talk used tO have. The hair
L Lyt e L . | grows rapidly, stops com-
JOHN MACKINTOSH . | ing out, and dandruff disap-

Dept. 60 78 Hudson St., New York
If your druggist cannot supply you, send
pearS. to R. P. Hall & Co., Nashua, N, H.

is a synonym for the BEST. ALWAYS see that the

MATCHE.S

you purchase bear the above name, 7.e., if you want the best.

AsK for one of the following brands:

SULPHUR: G

.“KING EDWARD”
“ TELEGRAPH” “HEADLIGHT”
“ EAGLE”
“TELEPHONE” “VIOTORIA”

“LITTLE COMET”

FOR SALE BY DEALERS EVERYWHERE
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The oven of an Imperial Oxford Range and the old-fashioned
spit before an open fireplace do better roasting than any other
cooking apparatus invented.

In the olden days the spit had to be kept turning to get all sides
of a roast cooked. It is much the same with the ordinary cook-stove,
The heat of the oven is greatest on the fire side—roasts, bread, pies,
cakes, etc., have to be turned and twisted to get them cooked at all.
The result is uneven, unsatisfactory cooking—good food ruined,
The diffusive flue construction of the

Imperial Oxford
Range

draws fresh air into the flue chamber, super-heats it and diffuses it
evenly over the oven, thus heating it quickly, thoroughly and uni-
formly—back, front and sides are at the same equal temperature,
The result is juicy, tender roasts, light dainty pastry, evenly raised
bread—successful cooking.

When you buy an Imperial Oxford Range you get the result of
over sixty years’ thought and experience in scientific construction of

cooking apparatus.

The Gurney Foundry Co.

LIMITED

TORONTO, CANADA
WINNIPEG MONTREAL VANCOUVER

J
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TO0 COLOUR TRY ALEXANDRE'S

GREY HAIR|SHADEINE

LONDON MADE

Trial Bottle Trade Mark,

1 2§C Copyright

-
SHADEINE colors grey or faded hair BLONDE, LIGHT or DARK BROWN,
BLACK,"AUBURN and GOLDEN. Contains no lead, silver, mercury or
sulphur,” Absolutely mless. Guaranteed not to burn or prod
natural tint; is perm nt, washable and free from grease =} _
tificate enclosed yottle, 85¢. Trial bottle, 12 1-2¢c. Of all chemists,

Limited, Yonge St., Toronto. L. ALEXANDRE,
58, Westbourne Grove, London W., England

to do piecework at their homea
LADI Es We furnish all material and p:i
to $12 weekly. REx

from $7
ence unnecessary. Send sw.mpod envelope to
CO., Desk C. M., 3¢ Monroe Street, Chicago.

THERE IS NOTHING LIKE R D c

PO NERYOUS. PYSRERSIA
FREE SAM?LE C.AND PILLS. Write for them.

K.D.C.CO. Ltd. IBo.tcn U.S.. and New Glaaiow Can.

I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

By the Cross of St.

George,
But I'd stuff and I'd gorge
Of the kind that they call

“LADY CHARLOTTE"

This standard Canadian Denti-
frice has given unvarying satis-
faction for years as a cleansing
and Anmomm agent in the care
of the teeth, Pogsessing the deli-
cate aroma of the Teabe:
it leaves the mouth refreshed and
thoroughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with ite aid—
the gums become hard, well colored
and healthy, and the teeth glisten-
ing and white to the

. It
is especially recommended for
children’s use —Harmless and
efficient.

At all druggists, 25¢.

‘\
1
|
J
l
|
]

|

Beautifies and

Preserves the Complexion.
A positive relie 1 for chapped
hands, rhnllnn' andall skinaflictions,
Mennen’s face on every box. Sold every.
where ,or hy y,mxl, 28 cents,
Avoid Harmful Imitations. Sample Free,
GERHARD MENNEN C0., NEWARK, N.J.

Sogesns WENNEN'S VIOLET TALGUM fomsidine

Exquisite,

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

Cured and sold by us for over fifty
years, is unsurpassed for flavor and
quality. Try it. Boiled or fried,
it will please you.

For Sale by all Leading Grocers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited

HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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Crown Brand Corn Syrup

leads all in its
fect food, because

ONCE TASTED—ALWAYS USED;

————

The Edwardsburg Starch Co.

Established 1858

OFffices:
NTREAL, TORON

MO
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FREE INSURANCE

The man who takes an Endowment
Policy in the Manufacturers Life is
practically getting Free Insurance.

True, he has to pay a small annual
premium for 10, 15, 20, or 25 years as

he may choose, but at the end of that
time he gets all his money back with
good interest thereon, and his 10, 15,
20, or 25 years of insurance will have
cost him nothing.

Write for rates to

The Manufacturers Life Insurance Co.
Head Office, Toronto, Canada

The Well Forged Link

R ings True so the tested chain holds fast, and it
is just so with

BOECHKH’S

AN ST ST S )

BRUSHES

They have stood the test for over
half a century and still hold fast
to their enviable reputation

““THE STANDARD GOODS OF
CANADA.”

For sale
by all reliable dealers

UNITED FACTORIES
Limited

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
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STRONG
GRATES

& —

‘‘ Pandora " grates are composed of three
bars, with short bull-dog teeth, which grip,
chop up and throw down the gritty clinkers,
but squeeze the hard coal upwards.

The two outer pars work on the centre
one, and all three are held together in one
strong iron frame, which can be removed by
merely unscrewing one bolt. This is a great
point in a range. Most range grates require
expensive experts to take out old ones and
put in new grates. You can do the trick on
a ‘‘ Pandora " in ten minutes, with a ten cent
piece for a screw driver. Isn’t that simple,
convenient, inexpensive

The more you know about the *Pandora”
the better you'll like it.

SEND FOR OUR BOOKLET.

M¢Clarys

Montreal, Winnipeg,
8t. John, N.B.

London, Toronto,
Vancouver,
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LEA QPERRINS

THE
GREATEST
GLOBE TROTTER

OF THE
CENTURY

WELL
KNOWN AND

APPRECIATED
THROUGHOUT
THE. WORLD
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Let Nature Cure You
of Biliousness.

‘“ Fruit-a-tives’' cure Liver troubles just as nature
intended them to be cured with fruit. ‘‘Fruit-a-tives’’ are
the tonic, laxative, curative principles of fruit rendered
many times more effective by the secret process of combining
them and compressed into tablets, When vou take ‘‘Fruit-
a-tives,”” you get all the medicinal properties of fruit in
their most effective form.

Il

or Fruit Liver Tablets

Absolutely free from vegetable and mineral poisons—act
as gently and naturally as pure fruit juices--and may be
used daily without fear of ill-effects. For chronic Constip-
ation, Torpid Liver, Stomach Troubles and all affections of
the Kidneys and Skin-—*‘Fruit-a-tives' are the ideal tonic
laxative and corrective. At all druggists. 50 cents a box.

FRUITATIVES Limited. OTTAWA.
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THE ACCOMPANYING CUT
SHOWS THE

“SOUVENIR”
RANGE

§ Which is the very best in stove
manufacture, fitted with the celebrated
Aerated Oven, thereby ensuring
properly cooked and palatable food.
In buying a new Stove or Range

%

bear in mind ‘‘ That the remembrance
of quality remains long after the price has been forgotten.”

SOLD BY THE BEST DEALERS EVERYWHERE
MANUFACTURED BY

THE GURNEY, TILDEN COMPANY, Limited

Hamilton Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver
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WircH HAZEL

TOILET
SOAP.

REGISTERED BRAND

roR @Am?’s BATH

mROYAL CROWN LimiTeD. WINNIPEG . CANADA .




