5 . v

*

B YO,

TSI A JNXT AT A s o e
W SO PUTLE W AR B Y S 4 : e W % - ST
TAOIN VN X WDy N

t
JANUARY &6

-’
1907 Y

”~ ﬁy NTARIO \ SN/
; é PUBLISHING A
e COMPANY N
1o X D T BT
VI\WSS"> TORONTO:CANADA p N«&
TWENTY=FIVE CENTS

28: No. 3
W



You cannot possibly have a
better Cocoa than

Epps’s
Cocoa

This excellent Cocoa main-

tains the system in robust

health, and enables it to resist
winter’'s extreme cold.

Epps’s
Cocoa

You will find it the
very cocoa you want.

Broadway and Eleventh Street
NEW YORK
Ruropean Plan —— Convenient Location
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON

The Convenieat Location, Tasteful Appointment, Reas.
onable Charges, Courteous Attendance, and Cuisine of
Exceptional Excellence are Characteristic of this Hotal,
and have secured and Retained for it a patronage of the
Highest Order.

NATURAL

ENO’'S

HEALTH-GIVING

FRUIT

REFRESHING

SALS

INVIGORATING

Why not bake at home ?
T O e P S SO

When you do your own bak-
ing, you are perfectly sure
that the ingredients you use
are pure and wholesome.

No doubtful handling, no
artificial coloring.

Baking at home with

Magic Baking Powder

Is simple and sure.

HAVE YOU TRIED IT?

Users are delighted.

EWGILLET

"zoMPANY_LIMITeD U

\
Food products that are produced

. in clean factories are the besg,

Press of the Hunter, Rose Co., Limited, Toronto
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““

tas a peach and
af a,th’ thh Pears

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS' OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
“All vights secured.”
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IT 15 ALWAYS MOST GRATIFYING TO MEET CANADIANS IN EUROPE
IN LONDON 5laien e
HOTEL CECIL

e

THE HOTEL CECIL (Strand Front)

. A magnificent, imposing structure of modern construction, ﬁre-pr.oof and affording every luxury,
comfort and convenience to be found in the up-to-date hotel. Remarkable for the elegance of its
intments and furnishings, the size of its chambers, public halls and dining rooms (accommodat-
ing over 1,000). @ The Hotel Cecil is centrally located, overlooking the River Thames and Victoria
Embankment, with a large court-yard opening into The Strand, within easy access of theatres,
places of amusement, the shopping district and the most interesting points. € The aim of the
management of Hotel Cecil is to cater to the demands of the visitor who reaches London either on
business or pleasure. { The notables of the world gather at the Hotel Cecil, yet if one desires rest
and quietude the arrangements of the hotel are such that he may obtain it to the smallest detail.
One great feature is the living as you please, formal or informal, within reach of either the well-filled
or economical purse. Garage on the premises. Free accommodations for visitors' cars. Cars on
hire at moderate rates.

RATES:
per day Restaurant
OOMS: Single . . from $1.25 2
BEDR s BORits £ 4 v $2.25 DEJEUNER Ry A T T
BEDROOM, BATH, AN : DINER O SR AORRMRR . C 8 0 - M T
SITTING ROOM RN MIRIPER L S L . T $1.25
No charge for lights and and attendance And A LA CARTE
Table d’Hote Room Read the “Cecil Booklet.””
t."* It tells you all
’ngnP‘AST 2 g . 60Oec., 70c., 85c. | about the Hotel, provides you \:it,h a clearly geﬂn:d
LUN:;"::EON b e T R S?g ‘_‘:S :nt':g) r:ttLgnlzlion, gi\'e’s1 you ir:iformntion about places of
N ; A Jaas . " n st, tells you what to do, where to stay. It
DI INCLUSIVE RATES quoted if desired. be had for the asking, by mail or in pergor:l, [}!,'om o

The Offices of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toronto, Canada
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[ 1 it Tk ot AT 120 730 s
The Stage of Former Days

HE F ebruary. number of The Canadian Magazine
will contain an unusually interesting article from
the pen of Goldwin Smith, entitled *“ The Stage of For-
mer Days.” Dr. Smith has long been attracted by the
evolution of the stage, and in his younger days was an
inveterate theatre-goer. The article will be illustrated
with reproductions of rare engravings, giving the features
of players whose names and triumphs are now remem-
bered by very few,such as Edmund Kean, Ristori, Rachel,
Helen Faucit (Lady Martin), Wigan, Jenny Lind, Al-
boni, Phelps and Tietiens. There will also be a full-
page illustration of Sadler's Wells Theatre, London, ¢
which was a favorite place of amusement during the early
half of last century. € The number will contain also
some splendidly illustrated articles, and short stories by
some of the best Canadian writers. & & o

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

10 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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GROSVENOR HOTEL

LONDON

djoining Victoria

Railway Station,

terminus of chief
routes to continent of
Europe, the Grosvenor
is the most convenient
hotel for visitors. Itis
one of the finest in Lon-
don, and is within a
few minutes’ walk of
the Royal Palaces,
Westminster Abbey,
Houses of Parliament,
Government Offices and
the fashionable centres.

UNDER THE MANAGEMENT OF
THE GORDON HOTELS, LIMITED

yor 11lustrated Booklets of the Gordon Hotels, giving full particulars of Tariff, etc., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co. Limited, Toronto, Can

KINGSLEY HOTEL st oseow

HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

THACKERAY HOTEL 253 s
GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON

T"ESE well-appointed and commodious TEMPERANCE HOTELS will, it is believed, meet the requirements, at

moderate charges, of those'who desire all the conveniences and advantages of the larger modern Licensed Hotels.
These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light lhroughoul. Bathrooms on every floor, spacious Dining, Drawing,
Weiting, Reading. Billiard and Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout.

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

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

Kingsley Hotel, * Bookeraft, London.” - Telegraphic Addresses —_ Thackeray Hotel, * Thackeray, London,”
For Mustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tariff, ete., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada.

rr s No EQUAL  &be @ueen of Totlet Preparations” It sstirely Remeves and
FOR KEEPING ° ) ) *» ROUGHNESS,

REDNESS,

THE SKIN IRRITATION,
CHAPS, Etc.
OFT
S : INVALUABLE
SM 00T"9 s eSS ~ ﬁ'_r ;m':nx
OOTHING
AND WHITE. S 3m Cyclingfézgi 5,‘% aﬁﬁf{ﬂNﬁ ::: &o.un.mo:'

o7 as seasons M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England. "2ng'uino warex.

ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
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THE TERRACE, HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT
Loxpon, ENGLAND

“RETAINED WHEN ALL
OTHER FOODS ARE REJECTED"

3 -\FOR INFANTS.CONVALESCENTS AND
SN THE AGED.

o ™ < X
Benger’s Food can be obtained through most wholesale druggists_ana leading drug stores.

30-40 LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, ENG.

CENTRALLY SITUATED FOR CITY
AND WEST END TRAINS

ALSO AT 70 & 71 EUSTON SQUARE

CLOSE TO EUSTON, MIDLAND, AND
G.N.R. STATIONS

Home Comforts, Cleanliness For fllustrated booklet, giving full particulars of tariff, etc., apply to The Ontario Py,
I

ishing Co., Limited, Toronto.

and Quiet

WILD'S cciss TEMPERANCE HOTELS
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THE HOTEL RUSSELL

LONDON, ENGLAND

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

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

Full Informatign and Tariffs from the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited, 15 Wellington Street E., Toronto.

OTHER HOTELS OF THE FAMOUS FREDERICK GROUP COMPRISE

THE HOTEL MAJESTIC AT .HARROOATI;— i THE ROYAL PAVILION HOTEL AT FOLKE-
The leading hotel at this the most fashionable of English STONE—On the main route from London to Paris,
mnudly becoming more popular with the adjoining the harbor landing stage.

ian visitor. | THE HOTEL METROPOLE ATWHITBY - Well
THE HOTEL BURLINGTON, DOVER—The | known as the Harrogate “‘atter cure resort” Hotel.t
finest hotel on the Dover-Calais route to Paris, and com- THE SACKVILLE HOTEL AT BEXMILL—The
manding a position overlooking the whole sweep of | most elegant hotel at the daintiest watering place on the
f,, | South coast.

HOTEL GREAT CENTRAL—London’s most magnificent_terminus hotel, in conjunction with the Great Central
Railway, the direct route to Stratford-on-Avon, the Penn County, Sulgrave Manor, the ancestral home of the
Washingtons ; Nottingham, the centre of the Dukeries ; Manchester, and other great commercial centres of the North
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SECTION

LONDON BRIDGE

completed in 1831, at a cost of £31,000,000, under the superintendence of Sir John and George Rennie.
now 71 ft. broad instead of g ft., and a handsome granite
good view of the Tower Bridge can be
various steamers which start in the summer for seaside resorts, etc.

J. M. BARRIE
In “ My Lady Nicotine,” page
17, says:—

It there is one man in London who knows to-
baccos, it is myself. There is only one mixture
in London deserving the adjective superb. I
will not say where it is to be got, for the result
would certainly be that many foolish men would
smoke more than ever; but I never knew any-
thing Lo compare to it, It is deliciously mild yet
Jull of fragrance, and it never burns the tongue.
If you try it once you smoke it ever afterwards.
It clears the the
When | went away for a holiday anywhere I
took as much of that exquisite healthgiving mix-

brain and soothes temper,

ture as [ thought would last me the whole time,
Then I telegraphed

but I always ran out of it.
to London for more, and was miserable until it
arrived. How I lid off the canister!

That is a tobacco to live for.

tore the

SOLE MANUFACTURERS

CARRERAS, Ltd.,, LONDON, ENGLAND

Agents in Montreal-FRASER, VIGER @& CO.
209 and 211 St. James Street

The_busiest and most crowded of all the bridges connects the City with the south of London.

" balustrade substituted in place of the former solid sides.
obtained from here, while both interest and amusement can be gained by watching the

) It was
In 1903 it was widened, being
An extremely

et 9

TOBACCOS WITH 40 YEARS' REPUTATION

My dear Sir,
don’t argue.
I tell youl [ 44
| have tried nearly
every blend there ==
is, and always have
to come back to
my first love,
‘*‘ Barrie’s Arcadia.”

You cannot beat

“CRAVEN"

GUARDS’ (full)
SIL PHILIPS (extra
special)

CRAVEN (mild)
HANKEY’S (medium)
16s. 2d4. per lb.

ENIGHTBANNERET made from the most expensive
tobaccos) 18s. per 1b.
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey'’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

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

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street,————MONTREAL.

Serges and Clothes
Worth Trying

Samples FREE!

For the asking we send, POST FREE, samples of our Old
Country quality serges, tweeds, dress fabrics, with measur-
ing blanks ume full price-list. We especially ask you to-
see and test our Royal Serges, trademarked thus:

’ Sgenton , Dwinetth
Jioyol €[B Bergeo

Really good serges in many weights and colors for men,
women and children—navy, black, brown, erimson, grey,
green, cream, ete.—~request particulars,

We sell nearly every fabric for men's and women's
wear, by yard or piece; and we also make TO MEASURE
at these prices: Ladies’' Costumes from $6.35; Skirts from
$2.45; Girls' Dresces from $2.20; Men's Suits from $90.00;
Overcoats from $7.00; Boys' Suits from $2.60, ete.

PLEASE ASK QUESTIONS OF

EGERTON BURNETT,

Limited
R. W. WAREHOUSE,

WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAN D.

PEACHS.<*CURTAINS

SEXD YOUR EDDRESS fee BRACK N atE

TRATED &;&_TALOGUE &
R'S GUIDE; it puts you into immediate touch with
&‘!JYKW'H'I greatest Lace Centre, and shows you just how
direct at factory prices, Saves you dollars and gives

.DIRIOT FROM THE LOOMS.

LACES, LACE CURTAINS, LINENS, HOSIERY, LADIES’
AND GENTS’ CLOTHING

popular Parcel, $6.30, Postage Free

s of Curtains made specially for this parcel
wm%:rked Sent separately as follows:
1 {r superb Drawing-room Curtains, 4
yds. long, 2 yds. wide, post free ........$2.45
rs handsome Dining-room Curtains,
ds. long, 60 ins. wide, post free.... 2
2 rs choice Bedroom Curtains, 3 yds.
Jong, 43 ins. wide, post free

The B pairs if sent in one lot, $6.80, post free, well
ked in oilcloth, direct to your address in Canada,
Customers throughout the Empire testify to the value

i ity. Send for our Great Catalogue. Tells you |
and rebabiliy: CUSTAINS, MUSLINS, FURNISHING DRAPERIES, |
HOSIERY, DRESS MATERIALS, BOOIS |

about
#Utﬂlou) LINENS.
su:ju., ;tc.
% wit]
dd“x‘:t‘nd workmanship into our, goods.
Our 49 years' reputation is
Medals, Toronto, 1892; Chicago, 1893.

ou be astonished at our prices and

Established, 1857.

price Lists may be obtained from the office of this |

magazine; apply at office.
SAML. PEACH @ SONS !
NOTTINGHAM, ENGLAND |

The Looms, Box 664,

this handsome book. We put the best ma- |
you} guarantee, Prize |

SOOTHING

Powders

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.

CONTAIN

NO
POISON
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THE BRITISH HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT

AGENTS FOR WOR
LEA & PERRINS’ 5 CngcE:FE?SHIRE

BLAC
ok & BLACK,,
S Q{ :

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

CELEBRATED
OILMAN’S STORES
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Bl. ERMINS HOTEL

ST. JAMES' PARK, LONDON, S.W.
SOCIAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE MOTOR UNION

N Breskfat  3/-
from 5/- Luncheon 3/-
le‘f 8/ Dinner 4/-

om 8/-
ls""."‘ .::!:mnll Inclusive terms
uites lication.
Private Baths. bt b 5

Situated in a quiet position between Charing Cross and Victoria Stations and a few minutes’
walk of Westmingter Abbey and the Houses of Parliament. Telegrams:—"Erminites, London"

A poor set of teeth
can spoil a pretty face.

To make the most of
Nature’s Charms use

Calverl‘s

Sold at all Druggists. In Tins, 15, 30 and 45 cents. “

New Glass Jar with Sprinkler Stopper, 35 cents.
Sample Free if you enclose a 2 cent stamp for postage to F. C. CALVERT & Co.,
344, Dorchester Street West, Montreal.  Descriptive Booklet mailed free on request. H

—
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REGENT STREET, LONDON, ENGLAND

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S

GLOVES AT WHOLESALE PRICES

Ladies’ Fine Kid Gloves, in 8-Button Length Mousquetaire French
Black, White and colours, 3 | Doeskin Gloves, in White, Putty, Beaver,
Buttons, 1/11,2/6 and 2/8 pair. Tan, Brown, and Grey, |1/11 per pair.
Ladies’ Fine Kid Gloves, in 10-Button Length Ditto, in White,
Black, White and colours, 4 Putty, Beaver, Tan, Grey, and Brown,
Buttons, 2/4, 2/6, 2/10, 3/-,3/3, | Pique sewn, 2/10 per pair,
3/6 and 3/11 per pair. llz:l-nuétor:_ l.}.longg‘h lioulquemlrp '[r)oo-
o SKin, nglish make, pique sewn, in Tan,
lﬁ?ﬁ:_’&m&?gﬁ:ﬁ;ﬁg’& ""' Beaver, Medium or Dark Grey and Mole
SO eSS 3/ pae pak :gagﬁ'tfolno 'l)‘?n‘?t:' Mousquetaire Kid
Ladles'Winter Suede Gloves, | Gioves, in White, Cream, Bisouit, Lay-
\que sewn, in Black, Greys, | onder 'Greys, Beavers, Tans, Browns
3Jrowns<, Tans. and Beaver N ) Xt . ! e
Paris Points, 3 Buttons, 2/11 Navy and Black, 3/8 per pair.
i < 16-Button Length Mousquetaire Fine

PO% e, ‘ id, in White, Cream, Lavend
Ladies’ Doeskin Mocha Finish, in Tan, Beaver, Grey, ﬁ"ﬁf:u'f,p.;,"hnk_ §ky,r°f‘;,'-"3}1."c‘k°,“.°.'.‘
and Black, pique sewn, 3 Buttons, 2'6 per pair. per pair.
Ladies’ Real Mocha Doeskin, in Grey, Tan, Beaver | The **Cynthia”12-Button Length Mous-
Shades, and Black, 3 Buttons, 2/8 per pair. uetaire Washable Kid Gloves, in White,
Ladies’ Real Gazelle Gloves, in Beaver, Tan, or Grey, iscuit, ga.-'tel. Glz‘“{;]' Beavers, Tans,
Fair-seam Points, 2 Press Buttons, 2/11 per pair. Browns, Navys, an ack, 5/3 per pair.

Ladies’ Cape Gloves, for Walking, Riding and Driving, éi;g:s"'w‘:: l:‘l:?,g‘lhwmg:st""r:';‘a;:]'?mﬁzzggt (s"lf:;’:

Euglish make. in Tan and Oak Shade, pique sewn, | Biscuit, Pastel, Putty, Beavers, Tans, Nav

. s 5 . , y 1 ¥, and all
Spear Points, 4 buttons, 3/« per pair. Light shades, 3/8 per pair.

it IB-Bu%ton Length Ditto, in all colors, as above, 46
w for Price List, fully llustrated, st Free, on er pair.
i App{lc.(bn | Eo- utton Length Ditto, in all colors asabove, 5,8 pair,
Letter Orders to be addressed to Cheapside. Postal and Post Office Orders to be made
payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, at the General Post Office. ONLY ADDRESSES:

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

child has a natural

appetite for sweets.

Be sure the sweets are
pure and wholesome.
A favourite sweet of
the merry children of

merry England is

Callard & Bowser’é
Butter=Scotch.

TRADE

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

UNCLAIMED MONEY.

£1 ooiooolooo i A?D":;ASENWE:EE!R -

Every man and woman should buy D(]UGAL'S Complete
Index Register to Next-of-Kin, &c., containing nearly 500
es, which gives valuable information regardin% Money
Chancery and elsewhere. Price 73 Cents, Post Free.
. H. DOUCAL & 00, undertake Searches and Engquiries of
;nry description in all parts of the World. No Agents.

F. H. DOUCAL & CO., Law Agents. Established 184

453 Strand, London, Eng. Over 6o Years' Reputation.

e
SULPHOLINE

LOTION
The Famous Skin Fluid

ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES, BLOTCHES
Disappear in a few Days
There is scarcely any eruption but will yield
to SULPHOLINE ina few days, and commence to
fade away-. Ordinary Pimples, Redness, Bloteho.‘
scurf, nou'fh vanish as if by magic, whils
n

The *' Lancet” says:—
“Really wholesome
confectionery.”

MANUFACTORY, LONDON

Mention this magazine

"“.i
old, endu g S8kin Disorders, however deeply |

vooted, SULPHOLINE successfully attacks. It
ys the animalculze which mostly causes

these unsightly, irritable, painful a tions,

and produces a clear, smooth, supple, healthy

skin. Bottles of SULPHOLINE sold everywhere

in Canada.

Wholesale Agents, LYMAN BROS., Toronto

BRAND’S
ESSENCE
OF BEEF

FOR INVALIDS

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED
DIGESTION

Recommended by the Medical
Profession Throughout the World.

Agent, H. HUBBARD

27 COMMON ST., MONTREAL, P.Q.

SAVE
5 MINUTES
Why waste time every
morning making coffee ?

“CAMP”

COFFEE

Made ina moment. See how
good it is, how pure and
fragrant. Mauakers—
R. aterson & Sons,
Coffee Srectalists
Gilasg w.

e Lot terredy o2
dw/zw.[m%}’/z? 7

BLAIRS PILLS

PURELY
VECETABLE

NO RESTRAINT
OF DIET

ALL DRUGGISTS AND STORES
40c. ano $1.00 a Box
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MAGIC LANTERNS | <iouin voo possrss

BIOSCOPES
HUGHES’ MARVELLOUS PAMPHENGOS | An 0ld and F adCd

Finest Ofl-Lighted Lantern Extant. Nearly 4,000 Bold. 130 Candle-power H
Gives brilliant 12 ft. pictures. Further reduced to £3 5s, Hand.
some Biunials Lanterns, £6 10s. Grand Triples, supplied to

Madame Patti, Professor Malden, Royal Polytechnic, Dr. Ur.‘llt_c-n
Guinness. Magnificently lllu-lr.\‘lrd Catalogue, post free. List

of some long-lost relative or ‘]l..““
of 60,000 Slides, d. post free. Bijou Ilusteated Catalogue, ete., iy 3 = AR
6d. post free. Cheapest and Best Lantern and Bioscope friend, no matter how ,‘ '-,..
Outfits In the World. . . distinct or damaged, that y«
Hughes' Bioscope attachment. Gives 16 ft. pictures.

Reduced to £7 7s. Worth £20,
Hughes' Drawing Room Cinemat-

) OV
would like to have a good copy

P . o you
b . A or enlargement made from, )
: ograph, £33s. Complete with Oil Lamp, K i d TE D
: Hughes' Imperial Bioscope. A cannot do better than senc ¢
it ™ revelation in Cmem.\mgrnphu. Film regis- us Our ('\'h'ri('ll('l'. extending
" ¥ tered, reversed and coloured while running. y : y ciVe
'-;r Splendid results. The King of over 26 years, enables us to g '
o Living Picture Machines. From ’ r £ results ob-
] : 'ou the very finest res
o £21. A combined lantern and -“_” he ’
h. tainable.
Cinematograph .y . 4 En-
er du/. -
W. Ureatest money Copies from 3/6 pe ritia foF
taker known, Animated pictures largements from 5/6. Write
in the open air for twenty people, . . o ssible, enclose
: . ? e F »ossible, €
Nota toy. Complete, £91 108, price lists, and if pe ’

Bijou Acetylene ditto, £12 12s,
Delightful results, Coins  money.
Grandly Ilusteated Catalogue of all Cinem

eras, Developing Ap Paratus, etc., post free, M;h‘:‘;’r:':\':l'l;' ([‘]T\"':_ ARTIST'C P"oToGR‘p"Ic co.. LIMlTED

trated film list, post free, 7d,

. London, W.
THE GREAT LANTERN HOUSE roRr OPTICAL 80-82 Oxford —— ' 10 to 4.
LANTERNS AND SLiDES Studios open daily 10 to 6. Saturdays

w- C- HUGHES & CO SDeciallttu Established 26 years Under Royal Patrohage.
i

82 MORTIMER HO® 'x'?gg;LAuo.London. N.England

‘ 088
photograph for estimate. Addres

———

CHILDREN TEETHING

Mothers who value their

own comfort and the welfare
of their children should

never be without a packet of

TEETHING POWDERS

for use throughout this critical period. Be sure you
get the “Teething” Powders, and observe the trade
mark, a Gum Lancet, on each packet

K CUM LANCET
and powder. TRADE MARK

OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND

—




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 15

A GENUINE TAG-END SALE

ere i .
QLlst O 00 2 Our year ends February 1st, and we have prepared a list
f G d Thln S of all the odd sets remaining in stock that cannot be listed

In oy
T 1907 o
tal
throg Umes the :51:” Ovi',g to the fewleft. Some excellent bargains are given, a number of sets being worth nearly
which ¢ asked. REMEMBER—These booksare nottobe confounded with cheap, badly printed or damaged
r expense if not satisfactory.

Ch w ,
E E v:.n:‘ er handle. Any books you order from us by mall are returnable at ou
a .:‘lny order received before January 20th we give complimentary FRE E

EMERSON

""‘lllTln.\' DE LUXE, limit to 1000 sets, rhulu{m\'lm' frnnllsyh-v--s on
vellum. Type new, printed on extra antiq

A.' of Eugene Field in four volumes . « =+ *
DE s
LUXE EDITIONS NOT CHEAP STORE BOOKS Subscrip-| END
| m' oF g tion Price] PRICE
N P UGENE FIELD, 4 Volumes, Ribbed Cloth. .. ......... .coooocoooooo s3.00 | PREE
STERN Limit, 1000 numbered sets, odited by Prof, Win. Cross, of Yale University, and 6 vols. Cloth .
E { noirs by Rev. Mr. Lauren “Stere, printed from the same i the | 6 vols 34 Pers. S-f..’)() $9.75
7 lition which sold per volume. Pe Luxe photogravures and etchings | Mor. 27.00 § 12,50
'um f Printed from sam tos as the 4225 De Luxe Edition. Type and {llus 6 vols, Cloth
ol trations same. Title pages on Japan vellum in two colors, ink and gold Six | 6 vols. 54 Pers. $22.50 | $9.76
e af toetow, with Just s much matter—plates identical ) Mor. | 2750 ) 1250
DEFOE { De Luxe Edition, type lotters old style, cast special for this work. old tops, si1k | 8vols, Cloth, 8 volsf $30.00 $12.50
12 head bands, marbie sides, title pages on Japan vellum in two colors and gold 3.4 Pers. Mor. 36.00 | 16.76
IALm J"'Ununnn the full ** COMEDIE HUMAINE, —0b titles in all ; three st not
found elsewhere ; two analytical studies, five drumnas. Blographical key (¢ 18 vols., $72.00 | $32 50
3 l""""n-') to every story and character in Comedie Humaine. Japan ;-u;wrmh-J 34 Pers. Mor e .
pages in two colors in gold effect.
nn' IR Contains 40 full-page illustrations from original drawings, 12 being photogra- 12 vols
0 { vures. Edited by Prof. Brander Matthews. Exceptional value } 3.4 Pers. Mor. $48.00 $22.50
IRVING Printed from the sams piates 88 DE GRANDE LUXE #360 edition, the anly
difference, this edition is in half the number of volumes and not quite so many 10 vols » 0
") illustrations, but contains 64 full-page illustrations and 16 maps.  Title pages , 34 Pers. Mor $37.50 $19.5
m‘“ in two colors and gold. *
19 P m' { Contains 2000 pages not in any other edition ; sk head bands, gold tops, and } S g $60.00 | $27.50
; W. 85 full-page illustrations, photogravures, ¢ L . $4 Pers. Mow ; s
Really equal to the editions that m-l?a‘(”l:n;n (S Vh Type new and clear, | 10 vols.3-4 Per. Mor ‘.'N.(l’ $19.50
Y Scoteh style following the famous Edinburgh Edition. f 10 vols. Buckr. 30,00 15.00
m"‘ Limited De Luxe Edition complete in four large Tand-tooled volumes, full e i
MY gold backs, gold tops, marble sides and linings, title pages in Japan ""”""" 4 vols. $27.00 $11.50
\‘“u colors in gold. This edition is from the same plates that have been <old ' 34 Pers. Mor. 5 3
7 and are selling at $100 per set. P
n-m {:I\:;'f“"'lmu‘&' Tlustrations from original drawings by Frank T. Ml"rﬂlul' H.'\\'. 7 vols, 0
srce ik other famous artists. Title pages in red, green and gold onim: & g, ; 30.00 | $13.5
% ported Japan paper, high grade De Luxe Edition. 34 Pers. Mor. | $30. .
m! {mum- style of D 9 o v, aboy g i 7
vle of De Luxe book as Thackeray, above. 1.2 Pers. Mor. | $65.00 | $24.50

6 vol
24 Berasior. | $27.00 | 812,50

\\;

J

Japan

que laid paper and all title pages on
!
J

’5/@[0/*/37@[;[/:‘

M Japan vellim in gold, two colors.
5 S M'l [I;!t‘.“(lm.\' LARGE PAPER EDITION, edited by Dr. ‘\Vm. ru;x‘nnkmu'nml.-‘. o vola
Milman and Guizot. Title pages on Japan yellum in red, black and gold, 3.4 Pers. y 33.00 J
\ profusely illustrated by photogravures an etchings. . EO ¥ 5850
L“Im Limit 1000 sets, absolutely new type, famous Dreyden's translations, revised
UVB J by Prof. Clough of Oxford, extra large type, linen-finished paper. Reproduc- 5 vols. '22 50 1 $11.50
tions of busts, famous historical paintings, ete. Title-page on Japan vellum, 34 Pers. Mor. s .
RS
m TEXT, the authentic Chapman and Hall edition, Tevised by Dickens himself,
n' l',"ﬂ ""rl‘"'*"lm“'hlm of Cruickshank, Phiz, Seymour, Hnmnr;li.ls‘n:r. Ill'r"lltn:l} ”';ll Cloth, $51.00 | $29.50
on finest India tint paper, embossed blank plate mark, ete. Edition limit 1o v
1000 sets.  Best boo 5‘1’.,:'{'.',:;’?"-“ m:»nu-y J‘vvr offered in any set of Dickens. 34 Pers. Mor. 907-00 37.50
f More than 200 full-page illustrations on Japan vellum. _Type large, old style,| 20 vols Shot Silk,
\ paper nmhuu- wove pure white and fine <h-c‘kh-(l edge. Ti’nv pages throughout 2 vols. ug';&(: sg;gg
n red, black and gold on Japan vellum.  Edition limit to 1000, numbered sets. ) 34 Pers. Mor. g s
EXPENSIVE Tllustrations from originals, first engraved on wood by hand at VP PR
o the cost o $10,000. Copious xhnmnrh-’:i of words, phrases, scenes and characters. ”’""'oﬂ“’h‘ $ 75.00 | $29.50
.\", & Handsomely tooled in gold leaf in special thistle design. No such Scott value - w x 110.00 | 37.50
'c| —— ¥i“:’"r been offered before. Same De Luxe features as the Thackeray. 34 Pers. Mor. it o
"u lc 'F-dilo’d I,{Bhr,‘ . ent of the Johns llt-i;kﬂxn University, contains the l 15 vols. $48.00 $24.50
hest works, each omplete in itself, Darwin, Spencer, John Stewart Mill, 34 Pers. Mor, 0
Sir John Lubbock, John 'l!,\‘nllall. A st that ought to be in every household. | Vellum Cloth 38.00 19.5
J 22.5
\ Limited De Luxe edition, Jiterally translated, uniform with Defoe. s 34 P?rolthlor *é‘;m s;g?‘%

special Tag-End prices.

tAct
v To‘daY~Use This Form!

OU are
at 1
iberty to thoroughly examine these

Bus. Address. . ..
Home Address. ..

Town. .....

GENER AL
h‘o"l‘o AL OFFICES: (MONTRE
WINNIPEG

CAMBRIDGE CORPORATION, Limited, MONTREAL
Gentlemen :—Please send me the books marked with an X above at the
i
monthly instalments (no payment, however, to be less than $2.00 per

month). It is understood that these are sent '‘on approval.” The title
shall only pass to me when full amount is paid.

c * Your home before paying a single dollar Total of Order. ..
AMBRI Name.....o +vor
DG E CORPORATION, Occupation. . . . .
Limited

Tagree to PAY $...ooucvisuiraniene in 12 equal
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{ The men who prepared the way for the
prosperity of the present time and laid the
foundations of our national success.

THE MAKERS OF CANADA N

q The life-stories of - these and other
nation-builders — twenty-seven in all—
what they did and how they did it, their
wonderful influence on their time and
country, and what we owe to them to-day,
are told in THE MAKERS OF CANADA
series of historical biographies.

§ Twenty volumes. Written by Canadian
scholars. Printed according to the best
book-making art.

¢ A national undertaking of unique im-
portance.

q For the first time, a complete and con-
nected story of the development of the
Canadian nation is given in this series of
personal histories.

§ A new edition is now being offered at a
popular price.

Full Information if You Ask For it.

y Morang & Co., Limited

TORONTO
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

(WYKEHAM HALL)

College Street, Toronto

FORTIETH YEAR
A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN
For Calendar apply to

MISS ACRES, Lady Principal.

. Trinity College
School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

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

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

HEAD MASTER

Know a First-Class Business

SCHOOL?

Where one can get a training in Shorthand, Bookkeeping or
Telegraphy fitted to the demands of actual experience. The
Central Business College, of Toronto, is a school which combines
superior service and appointments with reasonable rates. It
really consists of three schools under the same roof. Each school
is under the supervision of Specialists. A six months’ course
costs $50.00, and this fee entitles the student to tuition in all
schools. The school maintains an employment department which
looks carefully after students who have completed their courses.
If you are looking for the best in the business school line, it will
pay you to send for catalogues and information to W. H. Shaw,
Principal, Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets, Toronto, Ont.

|
|
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Toronto Conservatory of Music
Highest Artistic Standards, Diplomas, Scholarships, Free Advantages

Send for IMustrated Calendar,

EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc,, Musical Director

BISHOP BETHUNE

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor, the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the Young Children also
University Received

For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER

in CHARGE, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Major Street, Toronto

COLLEGE

Havergal College

PRINCIPAL-MISS KNOX. First-class Honors Uni-
versity of Oxford, Cambridge University
Diploma in Teaching.

Assisted by three heads of departments: House—
Miss Edgar, B.A., University of Toronto; Junior
House and School-Miss Wood, B.A., London, Eng-
land ; Day School--Miss Jones, LL.A., St. Andrews.

Pupils are prepared for Matriculation at the Uni-
ver«ity of Toronto for the Havergal Diploma, and
for the examinations in Music of the Conservatory
and the Toronto College of Music, and in Art of “The
Royal Drawing Society,” London, England.

The College offers exceptional conversational ad-
vantages in French, under a resident French Mistress

assisted by six resident specialists in modern lan-
guages.

Particular attention is given to physical training
by two graduates of the Boston Normal School of
Physical Culture, who reside in the College, and give
individual care to the pupils. Instructions in swim-
ming will be given in the new swimming bath.

Large grounds adjoin the College, and afford ample
space for tennis, basket ball, cricket, etc., in Summer,
and for hockey upon a fullsized rink in Winter.

A new Junior School is now being erected. The
Curriculum includes, among other subjects, elemen-
tary courses in Cookery, Wood Carving and Basket
Weaving.

A D tic Science Sch
is now being fitted up.

Copies of the Calendar, containing full informa-
tion as to entrance, fees, etc., may be obtained on
application to the Bursar, Toronto, Ont.

1, with six Departments,

oﬂﬁﬂb Bishop

versi
beautiful situation.

begins Sept. 13th.

s College School,

Lennoxville. P.Q.

HEADMASTER: REV. E J. BIDWELL. M.A, (OXF.)
Boarding School for boys, Preparation for Dnk

'Wel? ?o;? C. Kinggton- or business life. Fine buildings
Separate preparatory.

Next term
¥. W. FRITH Secretary,
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BGlen Abawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Thorough in all its departments. Glves eareful indi.
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training

Offors groat advantages In Music, Art, and Languagoes.
Native French, and German teachors.

Large stafl of experionced residential and visiting Pro-
fessors and Teachers,

Puplls are prepared for the Universities, and for the
Music and Singing Examinavions of Toronto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toronte
College of Music,

For Proapectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal

BRANKSOME HALL

A RESIDENTIAL AND
DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

102 Bloor St. East, Toronto

Under the joint management of MISS
SCOTT, formerly principal of Girls' Depart-
ment of the Provincial Model School, Toronto,
and MISS MERRICK, formerly of Kingston.

For Circular, apply to Miss Scott.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and con-
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examinations.
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F, McGillivray Knowles,
R.C.A., Art Director. For announcement and information, address the
Principal, MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

COLLEGE BUILDINGS FROM THE SOUTH

‘sT ANDR EW S Go L L E G E @ Upper and Lower School. Separate Junior Resiaence.

prepared for Universities, Royal Military Coll d B -
7 jential and Day School for Boys TORONTO 0 ness. Rev. 'l';. ‘fl‘l“ ﬁ)acé - .ae . napu;;‘
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QUEEN’S COLLEGE AND UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE of this University, leading to the de; of B.A. and M.A., D.Sec. and Ph.D., embraces
Classioal Literature, Modern and Orfental Languages, English History, Mental and Mo al Philosophy, Political
Solence, Mathematics, Physics, Chemistry, Mineralogy, Geology, Botany and Animal Biology. This course can
be taken without attendance.

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

For calendar and further information, apply to the Registrar, GEO. Y. CHOWN, HNingston, Ont

'SCHOOL OF MINING Zerlieo scienee
Affliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

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

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Engineering.

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

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

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

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FiNg
SURROUNDINGS
CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work. There are

~=ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT 14 teachers of the highest = also 18 sound-proof piano rooms and a large Assembly Hall,
Academic qualifications, of whom 8 are in residence, and of t LARGE E'

AWNS for games and recreation. F &

H -hers of Modern Languages. out-door skating rink in winter. .
‘o Bué‘i{ﬁ.;l‘ﬂrﬁnqgée:éﬂglgs-)lul& 19, Arlg 3, Physical s R!‘libtlsDEN E ; “- in :ts gement from the .ﬂa
Elocuti & tic Science 2. pecialists in every department. ¥
C%gl.lh? AT#“IDR%"EE fw. :.9 whom 50 are in residence : RECORD-1 06: 14 at Universities; 20 passed .

ation in Music at Toronto University, winninﬁ 11 1st

10 each. : st
R ﬂ!ﬂ FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty ; honors and 5 2nd class, and 10 at Conservatory usSic winng
n.d:mm i";ll'?hNou gct contemplating a university education. 3 first places in honor lists. Dning

ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS GEORGE DICKSON, M.A.. Di oL
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, Lady Principal [Late Principal Upper Canada College, Toronto ot
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Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill Uni-
versity. Situated on Sherbrooke Street, in close proximity
to the University buildings and laboratories.  Students of the

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS

THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.

Ridley College | | o sPECIAL QuEsTIons
. Let us know what subject you are
———St. Catharmes, Ont. par(iculurl)'min‘:'vraeslvdJ int :nd tvre
shall be glad to send'you sample
clippings from Canadian news-
UPPER SCHOOL papers.
Boys prepared for the Uni- | CANADA PRESS BUREAU
versities and for business. LONDON ———— ONTARIO
LOWER SCHOOL
e i e WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO THIS WINTER?
chafﬂe STEE o h Willisisa. A FEW MONTHS SPENT AT THE
Esq.. B.A., Vice-Principal. lpﬁfﬂiﬁ
For Calendar, Etc., apply to ! (s
Rev. J. 0. MILLER, M.A. OWEN SOUND, ONTARIO
Prineipal | | in any of its departments will be time well spent.
Three courses of study—Business, Shorthand and
Typewriting, and Preparatory.

_ College now open for the fall term. Students ad-
mitted at any time. Full particulars sent to any ad-
dress free.

C. A. FLEMING, Principal.
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THE

[ .ondon L.ife

Insurance Company
LONDON, CANADA

@ Em:ﬁ‘ No Specul::iL\I')Z Securities

A High Rate of Interest

ON ITS INVESTMENTS

C/AN/AD/A

LOAN & SAVINGS
CDJ"J ,;-),‘-\j\j _( | (5.73% IN 1905). PAYS

ORONTO, | Profits Equal to Estimates

Get full particulars from any Agent
of the Company or write direct

to the Head Office

Bank Of Hamilton : ESTABLISHED 1883

HEAD OFFICE, HAMILTON ' THE
HON. WILLIAM GIBSON - . . - President |
J. TURNBULL General Manager |
|
¢ i |
Pald-Up Capital. ....... .......... $ 2,500,000 A Weekly Journal of Information and C -
vyl e e e upon Matters of Use and Interest to those
T TR A SN PR 29,000,000 P ¥
o ‘ concerned in Canada, Canadian Emi-
Branches, | gration and Canadian Investments
Abernethy, Sask. Fordwich Manitou, Man. Ripley
fhom " oo, | Miitrigask.  GshatMer, || Edited by THOMAS SKINNER
Rattiefrd, Sask ST Midland Simcne
Beamuvills  Grimaby I T Compiler and Editor of “The Stock Exchange
m‘: ';{K.’?J.'J" L :u'l'i:.'v“': ;;l-.n“h.:'o. Man. Gazette,” The Stock Exchange Year-Book,” "‘11..
ward - oorefield. » e
Bradwardine, M. [ Dearing Br Moose Jaw. Sask. Toronto— Directory of Directors,” *“ The London Banks," &e.
Brantford “  East B Morden, Man, College & Ossing'n | i S &
Carberry, Man. “  West End Ningara Falls gm-on & n;-m:.. ‘
Carman, Man. Hamiots, Man. (r:rl:nnﬂzln.lhsmth v:mzv ':'m:téon
, Sask. Orange , B.C.
gmlcy ‘l!:'r,v.:' oy Owen Sonnd Wingham EVERY T“URSDAY meE T“REEPENQ
Dundalk Kamloopa. B.C. Palmerston xlinkllw. l(an..‘I
Dundas Kenton, Man. Pllot Mound, Man - nn|m. Jomt
Dunnville Killarney, Man. Plnm Coulee, Man. nln'n p;:r AD.—
Ethel Listowel Port Rigin w:, n“'xchn.np
Fernie. B.C. Lucknow Port Rowan > mﬂ’ o baihes , EDITORIAL AND ADVERTISEMENT OF FIOKS :
Correspondents in Great Britain—The Nation: nc ank of
England, Uimiled. vusonn e | | 77-81 GRESHAM HOUSE, LONDON, E.C.
ndents in United States.—New Yorf-;‘:l)nnm RSl B
and Fourth National Bank Boston—Internat 'H et T
o N“‘;".Ibr;‘r:r'—m‘;h ;\nmu(;mm'l";inl.. Kansas City—National
g:‘ntm:} ?o?nmer\-o Phn-ﬂ;'l:hlll—llﬂcvm: :vlmnd Bllll‘k..uos:nllmb— SUBSCRI PTIONS
] Rank. San ncisco—Li v worth Bank. :
;}’t’trﬂu:‘r;‘fmuo;;-nm;l Rank For Canada and the Continent, 18s. per annum,
Collections effected in all parts of Canada promptly and cheaply il Eoaitat torey o gt il
Savings Banks at all offices. P P é A v: x
Correspondence Solicited
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There is no more appropriate time than the beginning
of a New Y ear for presenting your boy or girl—or your-
self—with a Savings Account; nor can the occasion
be more fittingly marked. It may prove to be the
foundation of future success.

A Savings Account will encourage thrift, teach econ-
omy and develop the saving habit, Open one in the
chiid’s name with this Corporation—it may begin with
one dollar—and encourage frequent additions to it.
In the meantime it will be absolutely safe, being se-
cured by more than EIGHT MILLION DOLLARS of
fully-paid Capital and Reserve, and it will bear interest
at THREE AN ONE-HALF PER CENT. PER
ANNUM, compounded every six months,

One dollar deposited each month will amount in ten
years to $143.65, in fifteen years to $236.48, and in
twenty years to $346.90.

Accounts may be opened and deposits made by mail
as conveniently as by a personal visit to the office.
Send to-day for new booklet.

Canada Permanent
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

1<

e
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1905
Another Successful Year

FOR THE

Northern Life

GAINS

Insurance written . $1,383.3856.00 77,
Insurance in force . 4,710,664.00 147,
Premium income . . 161,440.51 167,
Interest income . . . 23,278.21 97
Total assets . . . . 088,344.73 217,

‘“ Government reserve
o for Policyholders 394,269.91 277,

To Agents who can Produce Busines
Good Contracts will be Given

JOHN MILNE, Managing Direcor
LONDON, ONTARIO

THE YEAR 1906

Was a yoar of great prosperity for
the GREAT-WEST LIFE ASSURANCE
COMPANY. With almost $28,000,-
000 of business in force with an
income of over $1,100,000 - with all
investments in the very best class
of securities and earning an aver-
age intorest of over 7 -and with
never a dollar's loss of either prin-
cipal or interest on investments
the past year's record gives the
strongest emphasis to the claim
that Groat-West Policies offer all
that can be desired in Life Insur-
ance—low premiums, remarkably
high profits to Policyholders, and
the benefits of careful, conserva-
tive management.

RATES ON REQUEST

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE, WINNIPEG

Cant Afford It

is frequently offered as a reason for
not insuring. | his however is in re-
ality the strongest possible reason why
a policy should be secured at once.

q If you find it difficult to save the
amount of an insurance premium, what
would the withdrawal of your suppo
mean to your family?

q The strong financial position of the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

enables you to make certain provision
for dependents, and the cost is small

in proportion to the benefits received.

€ Why not insure now?

HOME OFFICE: TORONTO, ONT.

J. L. BLAIKIE - -
L. GOLDMAN - -
W.B. TAYLOR - -

President
- Man. Director
Secretary
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NEW YEAR'S RESOLUTIONS

Having carefully read the advertisements of

OF CANADA,

which have appeared in this Magazine during the past year,

Be It Therefore Resolved

(1) ““That it is the duty of every man whose life is insurable,
to take out a substantial policy in this economically managed
and soundly progressive Canadian Company.

(2) ““That I shall begin the New Year by insuring my own
life therein: (a) for the protection of my family, (b) for the
support of myself in my old age, or (¢) for the benefit of my
estate ; and

(3) . ““That I shall urge my friends to follow my example in
this essentially important matter and lose no time in doing so.”’

This Company 1s very thankful for the promise of New Business
in the New Year, and hastens to extend its hearty good wishes for
the happiness and prosperity of its policyholders—old and new.

\

THE BEST POSSIBLE VALUE FOR PREMIUMS PAID IS GUARANTEED

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

OBERT MELVIN, A. HOSHIN, K.C., e 5
. President HON. JUSTICE BRITTON, | ¥ ce-Presidents

GEORGE WEGENAST, Manager W. H. RIDDELL, Secretary
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ATIONAL~TRUST-
COMPANY~LIMITED.

18~22 KING ST.E. TORONTO.

CAPITAL $1000.000 RESERVE $400000
ASSETS UNDER ADMINISTRATION $9.400.000

ACTS AS—
Executor and Trustee under Will.

AFFORDS ITS CLIENTS—
1. Security.
2. Business Management.
3. Prompt Investment of Trust Funds.

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital paid up, - - $1,000,000
Reserve Fund, - - $1,000,000
Undivided Profits, =~ - $ 133,133
DIRECTORS
S. J. MOORE, Esq., President D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-President
HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

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

GENERAL BANKING SAVINGS DEPARTMENT
BUSINESS AT ALL BRANCHES
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Confederation Life

ASSOCIATION

IMMEDIATE
PAYMENT

Promptness in meeting
claims has been for many
years a point to which
this company has given
special attention. It is
the invariable rule to pay
all claims immediately on
approval of proofs of
death, thus placing ready
money in the hands of
the beneficiary at the
time when it is often
most needed.

PAYMENTS TO
POLICY -
HOLDERS

Since organization the
Confederation Life Assoc-
iation has paid over

$10,000,000.00

to policyholders, and for

every $100 received the

Company has paid or

holds for the benefit of
. polieyholders

$103.94.

W. H. BEATTY, Esq.

PRESIDENT

HON. SIR W. P. HOWLAND
A. MCLEAN HOWARD

D. R. WILKIE
W. C. MACDONALD, secretary anp Actuary  'J. K. MACDONALD, ManAcinG DIRECTOR

W.D. MATTHEWS, Esq. [,
FREDERICK WYLD, Esq. |

DIRECTORS:
HON. JAS. YOUNG GEO. MITCHELL
8. NORDHEIMER E. B. OSLER
WM. WHYTE

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.
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THE

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE
HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets - - - $3,298,918 938
Paid to Policyholders in 18056 - 286,425 3856
Assurance written in 1905 - - 3,329,637 08

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER
President and Managing Director

Che Moy s Oun Paper
The Girls Oun Paper

These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
juvenile magazine literature. They appeal chiefly to the young
people of school age. The best writers of boys’ and girls’
stories contribute to their pages and every issue is beautifully
illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and home-

life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of a useful
character—the kind in which boys and girls delight. Sub-
scribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, ten cents per copy, $1.20 per year.

larfnick Bros. & Rutter, simite

CANADIAN POBLISHERS, TORONTO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 29

THE CANADIAN WEST |

IS THE BEST WEST

Brain, Brawn and Capital can all be Utilized

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

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

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

60 ACRES FREE |

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

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

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

MAY BE FREELY OBTAINED FROM

wW. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION

OTTAWA, CANADA

THE CANADIAN COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION

11 and 12 CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W., ENG. ||
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Drawn by
C. Alian Gilbert
Fov Armour’s 1907 Art Calendar

Copyright
Armour & Company
19%06

Armour’'s Extract of Beef Calendar Offer

Armour’s American Girl Calendar for 1907 consists of six original drawings—by C. Allan
Gilbert, in crayon (as illustrated above); by Harrison Fisher, in crayon and wash; by C. D.
Williams, in pastel; F. S. Manning, in red chalk; John Cecil Clay, in colored chalks; Karl
Anderson, in crayon and wash; six sheets (10x15 inches), daintily ribboned for hanging.
It will be sent, postpaid, on receipt of 25¢, or metal cap from jar of

Armour’s Extract of Beef

—The essence of prime lean beef, packed in convenient jars and ready to serve in scores
of delightful cooking ways. For soups, sauces, gravies and beef teas.

We have a limited edition of calendar designs as art
A 7 t P’a te O_f.fer plates (11x 17 inches), with calendar dates and advertis-
ing eliminated, for framing or portfolio. Single plates will be mailed, postpaid, for twenty-five
cents each, or the six complete, by prepaid express, £1.00. One Armour's Extract of Beef

metal cap good for single sheet, or six caps for complete set.

Armour Limited, 77 Front Street East, Toronto
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The Turning of the Glass

T has come once more to the turning of the glass.
I The sand is all but spent, and the days of the old
year are as chaff in the wake of the wind. By

the gray light in the western shack, at the heaped
tables of the rich, within the great places of exchange,
and even amongst those who go out upon the high
seas, men will give pause. For it is the time of
reckoning. and sober ﬂlought must go to the balance
against mirth and merrymaking. It is the supreme
hour of resolution. May the trend of worship be
not towards the god of go]d. May men not overlean
towards fthe side of materialism. May there be

reverence for simple things, for the young babe

in the cradle and the old man nearing the valley.
May the milk of human kindness and the good
hand of common sympathy go forth to the natal
feast. Then might the New Year dawn bright,
and people the world over could repeat with the poet:
“*Turn again the wasted glass,
Kingly crown and warrior’s crest

Are not worth the blade of grass

God fashions for the swallow’s nest.”

Newton MacTavish



AN ANCIENT HIGHWAY IN ENGLAND

The King’s Highway

By JANE LAVENDER

{HERE is the Britisher in
all the world who has not
felt the tingle of his own

importance as he walks forth
don the King’s Highway?
And yet few perhaps ever stop to think
of the glamour of romance, the great
pageants of history, the traces of chivalry
and the dignity of age that are connected
with this ancient and honourable institu-
tion. In thesedays of rapidly advancing
democracy the vagabond mayfollow or pre-
cede the footsteps of the monarch, and the
humblest cart in the whole countryside
has an equal right with the most elabor-
ate equipage in the realm. How often you
hear the warning: “Remember, you are
on the King’s Highway.” But it does not
matter how many miles you have trav-
elled, or how many years you have lived

212

in lands that are new, if you would see
the King’s Highway in all its primitive
beauty on the one hand, and in all its
majestic splendour on the other hand,
you must come to the old land. There
is a direct divisional line—stone paved,
dusty enough, treeless—which separates
modern rows of houses or modern rows
of shops, and has no greater beauty in
the British Isles than anywhere else; and
there are districts in even smiling Eng-
land where a village street is bleak and
a country road is rough. But, as I re-
call that initial glimpse of the suburbs of
towns and of British country generally,
there it appeared, the King’s Highway—
a broad and level track with well-paved
footpaths, a -wide sweep of firm earth
curving through a valley. a gleaming
streak of yellow-white skirting a hillside,
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a splendid enclosure between safe, stone
walls, an alluring thing, winding among
green hedges and over little rills and un-
der branching trees, on through a very
garden land, quite from the southern
seaports up to Gretna Green; a road
continuing indeed, a Thing of Beauty
and a Joy Forever, all the way up to
Edinburgh Town.

Maybe you have slightly outgrown the
idea that only three great reasons attract
tourists to England, particularly to Lon-
don—to see the King with his crown on,
to visit Madame Tussand’s, and to go
to the Zoo. But a primary glimpse of
the gold and the white and the scarlet at
the gates of Whitehall, and you have the
sensation of a beginner learning to read
Jiving, not printed, history. You de-
liberately stop a friend or a street officer
and ask,“What are these?” just because
you wish to hear him say, ‘“Those are the
Horse Guards,” and to answer, “Oh!
are they ?”

Perhaps any one crossing for a first
time from the West rather expects to
plunge into the differences of the older
civilisations; even an English street is
going to be at once a strange and at-
tractive thing.

KING’S

HIGHWAY 213

But all Atlantic ships do not come to
port at London City and in broad day-
light. You stop perhaps at Liverpool,
and drive to a hotel when it is almost
dusk, thinking only of how similar are
the evening streets of everywhere—
patches of shade and areas of brilliance,
the flickering of lights set up on lamp-
posts, and a flashing past of high and
shining trams.

However, just this itself, the English
tram, is not quite familiar, not exactly
our own street car. There is an air of
differerice as about the coal-scuttle and
the window blind, and a few other fur-
nishings of the pleasant room allotted for
rest and sleep; so that at the sound of
morning traffic you awake, interested to
view things generally and to look from
the window at the day-lit street

It is strange not to think of it at night,
this deck or upper story, which is the
different thing from the electric car.
These places on top appear to be popu-
lar. Down there on the roadwayv are
hurrying women and girls of the masses,
probably. Each has an apron and a
shawl; no one has a hat; and how does
the one with the loaded basket balance
it on her head? How did she lift it up

ROTTEN ROW, LONDON
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green and grey, but
toward some fifty
circling white-
washed steps be-
tween one doorway
at the ground and
another at the
house-top. But,up
and rested, down
and out again by-
and-by, and there
was Castle Rock
against the sky; and
after a step or two
along the cobbled
way it was but a
choice whether to
walk through that
upper street, whose
every intersection
has a monument to
some maker of his-

ROADWAY IN EVESHAM, WORCESTER, ENGLAND

there? There are long rows of very
flat-looking houses over that way; here,
a monument, and another partly in sight
at the top of the square, and splendid
groups those massive brown buildings
opposite.

Thus, a few people and a few things
at close hand, a bit of life or action
centred at some spot, a glimpse through
a window, and the stranger, any day,
anywhere, gathers some first impression.
He may hardly say to himself or others,
this is acquaintance with a country or a
folk; but isn’t it the conviction with
most of us that first impressions are fre-
quently characteristic things ?

It was just in glimpses from a railway
carriage window that the ordinary British
thoroughfare began to interest, for in-
stance, me; and a bit of glamour that was
ever attached must have truly belonged
to what was seen. Quite practical ac-
quaintance since has not dispelled the
conclusions of first sight.

When I reached Edinburgh it was
clear that here were stones to walk upon,
even cobble stones; for it was in Castle
Street that cars and cabs finally left me
standing, with, alack! my face turned
not to Edinburgh’s storied mount of

tory or of fame, or
directly forward to
the galleries and
the statues, the green gardens and the mag-
nificent vistas of the city’s chief highway.

Now, the ubiquitous tram traverses
Princes Street, and there are disagreeable
people who intimate that the folk who
do not come and see Edinburgh soon
will find themselves whizzed through
even the Wynds off the Canongate in a
narrow-gauge ‘‘electric” of some kind:
but the month of June and glorious
weather, or perhaps just blind prejudice
(my ancestors were Scotch), make me
almost like to meet a Princes Street tram.
There was a feeling of relative safety as
to crossing a public street, and of rela-
tive comfort as to the getting into or out
of a public conveyance, which even yet
comes like balm at any comparison of
the smoke-begrimed monster of Paris
or the whirring racer of London, and
this, at least for one season, clean, roomy,
gentle-moving Edinburgh car.

One smaller and British city held a
rival favourite—Chester, whose little, new
tramcar was in keeping with its quaint
streets, and altogether dignified and de-
lightful in freedom from a load of outside
advertisements, and in quiet colouring
and furnishing within.

The King’s Highway—a way made or
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arranged by order of the King, or be-
cause a king would travel through! How
certainly when in Edinburgh you first
walk down from Castle Hill to Holy-
rood; or, in London, walk by way of
Whitehall to Westminster Abbey, or go
around to the Tower; or, when at Chest-
er, at Warwick, at Winchester, you pass
under such ancient gateways as yet span
the city roads—how certainly your
thoughts turn to historic pageants, prog-
resses, processions, to the reasons joyful
or tragic why these occurred, and to the
civic blessing or the civic bane associated
therewith.

Perhaps the only preventive to much
questioning aloud, is that which keeps
vou also still in the cathedrals—guide-
books can touch but the margins of the
story. Old-world roads and walks and
p;lb’.;:l;.{(.‘ﬁ mean history and literature at
every turn, and it is a long and varied
(h;q;tcr that of royal streets and ways.

Way, mainroad, avenue, suited to
the uses, the ceremonies, the pleasures

KING’
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of a kingdom or a king! Drive through
the Long Walk at Windsor, or even
through any central avenue of a Lon-
don park; seat yourself on a bank at
Calton Hill; walk from Warwick to
Kenilworth, or out and along such coast
roads as you may readily discover in
Ireland, in Wales, or anywhere around
the British Isles—then try the adjec-
tives vou require to fit the splendour
there revealed.

This is exactly one matter that im-
presses at least a Western visitor, the
sense of length, width, space, atmos-
phere, found in some strip of landscape,
the while he is being politely assured
that greatness, so far as the world of
outdoors is concerned, belongs to his
particular country, because on the map
it is so l)lg

A highway for the King, yet the road
or public highway belonging also to the
people; the “course or thoroughfare open
to all passengers; the way kept free,
public, safe for everyone—for the King

“IHE GREAT DIVIDE"
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PARISH CHURCH, CHIPPING CAMPDEN, GLOUCESTERSHIRE, AND OLD THATCHED CIDER
MILL (NOW USED AS DWELLING)

and for the citizen, for the citizen and
the stranger, for you and for me.

They tell you to-day in Italy that the
wayfarer has no longer any cause to
fear the brigand, and that the picturesque
carabineers of the villages and the towns
are also trustworthy soldiers watching
everywhere the interests and the safety
of the people. You walk about and do
get along there very happily indeed.
Yet, what assurance the average stranger
on the London streets seems at once to
have in the governing power of the
guardians of these streets; and how sel-
dom the tourist from anywhere ques-
tions of dangers to his purse or to his
scrip when walking along the banks of
the Avon or the Isis or the Dee.

Oh, the hedge-bordered lanes, the
tree-fringed roads of peaceful Britain!

“You tak’ the high road, and I’ll tak’
the low,
And I'll be in Scotland afore thee.”

It may be the virtual gipsy of more
southern climes who sings:

“ Homeless, ragged, and tanned,
Under the sunlit sky;
Who so free in the land,
Who so contented as I?”

But let the vagabond mood seize vour
soul some summer day and you'll find that
Britain’s Isles are very fair fields to wander
in; and that the wayfarer there—if not
just a lawless tramp—may sing if he
care to:

“Ride past, my proud Lord and your Lady
SO gay;

I, too, share the sunshine, and all you

survey;

I'm as happy, as free, on the King’s High-

way.”

The pedestrian expects a few things to
keep a holiday in any land from being
idyllic, and does not complain when he
cannot here, for instance, leap a fence and
wander through quiet country woods and
fields quite as in the new world; but, he
is disappointed, perhaps, that he can be
importuned as freely here as anywhere to
buy at least shoe laces and postal cards
and posies of wild flowers, if he but seat
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himself one minute by the wayside or gaze
a trifle too earnestly at things notable to
view. But here is this world the mania for
speed seldom permits ‘even the private
motor-car to pass along at a pace meaning
a modicum of discomfort to those travel-
ling otherwise; and all sorts and types
of things called modern aids to travel
threaten to infest (not adorn) the most
retired and lovely of the country roads,
rivers and lanes of this whole conserva-
tive kingdom.

Therefore, come soon you who would
have the enchantment of walking around
at all, and of being directed, and of being
Jost in your first “old country” village.

Bewitching places some of these villages
still! How the roads curve and circle be-
tween the high garden walls!

Are there, indeed, any British towns,
outside of some one or two, where the

streets do cross each other at right angles?
And what fascination to be told over again,
after having already tried and failed,
“(Go straight on, just a wee bit, just as
straight as you can go,” and again to find
the road immediately forming into a loop,
or splitting into the letter Y so that,
however pronounced his bump of location,
no newcomer can by any manner of means
conclude which is the way that does
‘l@ on"’ :

Where would I drop you, practical
citizen of the West, if I might, into these
Islands of the Sea?

Into just which village of streets and
lanes and interesting by-ways?

There is one built on a Welsh hillside,
another on an Irish lough; there are some

in the far north, and several in the east,
the Midlands and the south.

If told, would you go quietly and walk
around a little and find enjoyment—that
is, not take all your motor-cars?

For a few sojourners and wayfarers
will regret when every bit of rural
Britain disappears, and no longer the
pudding artist shall be seen picturing sea
sands white as those o’ Aberdour, orange
as those of Ryde, nor the youthful poet
found addressing sonnets to those cot-

that whitewashed, pinkwashed,
thatch-roofed and tiled are still the typical
spots along the country highways.
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On the Old Country thoroughfares are
the Old Country people. What if writers
who write for the papers have used all
the themes over and over again, and
vou read that folk the world around
now-a-days dress and look alike, a sort
of perennial interest remains, a some-
thing new for every new tourist in the
actual meeting with residents of any
other country whatever than his own;
and therefore there is for each stranger
a something that has never yvet all been
told him, and that he sees afresh with his
own eyes in The London Bus Driver,
The Metropolitan Police, The Huckster
of Cheapside, The Fisherman of the Dee,
The Country Squire, The Citizen on the
Pavement, The Rider in the Row.

And finally there is vet to be found—
for with the passing of the horse this goes
too—there is yet on the British street the
British vehicle, the mere list of its names
seems to set a Westerner comparing high-
way customs and habits: his car, cab,
coupé, spring-waggon, carriage (single or
double), buckboard, buggy, and light
“rig” in general, contrasted with hackney,
hansom, brake, brougham, and all that
array of cart or two-wheeled private
“runabout” which culminates in the
little hollow cubical box, with the bolted
door behind. Tell me the district of
provincial or rural England without this
latter and favourite conveyance, this
“rig” as noticeable to the eye of the tour-
ist as the Irish jaunting-car?

But have you ever found out its name?
Ask and the reply will be, “What do
you mean? My Governess-Car? Pony-
trap? Gig?” for the Englishman never
seems to have a name for it himself, for
this odd little two-wheeled box, into whose
rectangular depths the citizen of any
shire will drop, two-thirds out of sight,
and persist to the rest of the world that
the vehicle doesn’t look funny.

Altogether there are reasons why some
of us, Britain’s friends or kinsmen, care
to cross an ocean to see her genial face
just quite at home, her houses and her
gardens as these are; to view, in pleasant
fact, scenes of city and of country that
have often been described—to live a little
while, or linger, on the King’s Highway.
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Canadian Artists Abroad

By WILLIAM

any criticism of art and
artists it is always advisable
to state what you consider
the essential factors in a
good painting, so that the
lay mind can see immediately how you
arrive at certain judgments. Thus,
with premises clearly set out, there should
be no difficulty at all for critic and layman
alike to reach the same conclusions.

That being the case, may I say that
according to the best French critics there
are in reality only two things in a paint-

value and colour? Without the first
work could not be called a drawing.

ing:
the
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It could be called only a daub, or splotches
of colour, squeezed wantonly out of a
tube. As for the second factor, colour,
so many questions arise out of its use
that it would be far easier to develop its
meaning as we go along.

It may be sufficient for us now to say
that a picture is exquisitely coloured, if
it is warm or cold, or if the law of com-
plementary colours is well observed. In
other words, if we mix yellow and red we
get orange, which in turn imparts that
feeling so-well described as ““warmth.”
Contrarily, if we use blue the resultant
feeling is one of a decidedly lower tem-
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perature. Green and
violet, the comple-
mentary colours of
red and yellow, if
mixed with blue also
produce the same
effect. Thusin every
composition of colour
there should always
be this harmony and
equilibrium.
Carrying this idea
further, we can safely
conclude that in
studies of outdoor
life, if the lights are
warm, the shadows
are cold, and vice
versa for views of
interiors. It is
from this standpoint
that I intend to consider Canadian art.
Before doing so, however, I must re-
vert again to the first factor, value, which
i« the degree of intensity of light from the
object lighting to the thing illuminated.
Naturally, the greater the distance be-
tween these objects the deeper will be
the shadow. Values, then, are the vari-
ous plays of light and shadow; the latter.
by the way, always retaining its trans-
parency.
In stating the above facts, T feel that
I must make some
apology, because to
the initiated they will
savour not a little
of kindergarten
methods. But,know-
ing as I do how
many musical and
art critics are turned
out in modern com-
mercial life, these ex-
planations may not
be entirely inane.
To realise this one
has only to walk into
an ordinary gallery
and listen for a
brief moment or two
to the adjectives
pandied about by
the learned. Tone,

THE BEACH, ST.

PUBLIC GARDEN, VENICE

ABROAD

MALO—PAINTING BY MORRICE
touch, atmosphere, technique, interpreta-
tion, and tens of other words are used
with an assurance that to the neophvte
is not only bewildering but appalling. -
That James W. Morrice, a Canadian
painter who is now in Paris, has already
done something is an established fact.
Born forty-two years ago in Montreal,
the son of David Morrice, he received his
early education in the University of To-
ronto, where he was graduated, and in due
course he entered Osgoode Hall. It would

PAINTING BY MORRICE
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seem, how-
ever, that
the life in the
old ’Varsity
“residence,”
together with
his natural
liking for the
artistic, called
him away
from the
musty tomes
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point to a
broader and
more cosmo-
politan point
of view.
Then, again,
it can be seen

how he was
converted
from the

classic to the
im pressionist

of law. For school. The
some vears A QUEBEC PASTORAL—PAINTING BY MORRICE l’)“"l“_"'v _“"~'
after he could Public Gar-

be found studying art in England, where
his surroundings were more in keeping
with his profession. Leaving England,
he drifted to Paris, the great art centre
of the world, which ever since has been
the guiding star of his life’s work.

He is a peculiar fellow, is Morrice, in
more ways than one, but in none more so
than in his sensitiveness to personal esti-
mates. In his art, however, he is quite at
home, and thus ready and willing to
discuss what, to him, is a labour of love.
His progress in that is indeed an interest-
ing study, because one can gradually trace
his emancipation from a parochial stand-

den, Venice,” now in the possession of
Mr. E. B. Greenshields, of Montreal,
amply illustrates this. In this picture Mr.
Morrice is evidently influenced by the
work of Corot, which certainly cannot
be said of his “Quai des Grands
Augustins, Paris.”” A comparison of the
trees amply proves this. In the scene on
the quai he definitely joins the impres-
sionist school, and his later work only
tends to accentuate his conversion. Both
works, however, are excellent examples
of the schools to which he has adhered.
But it is to his earlier efforts, perhaps,
that Canadians are more akin. In his

A FRENCH-CANADIAN VILLAGE

PAINTING BY MORRICE

(Ste. Anne de Beaupré)
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studies around Ste. Anne de Beaupré,
Quebec, the various plays of light and
shadow are exceedingly subtle. One un-
consciously feels the atmosphere inhaled

by the little school children as they plod -

dutifully on to that village in New France
where shrines are not unknown and be-
liefs are always simple. Follow the same
little ones up the hill to the church beyond
the way, and then look back upon the road
as it winds tortuously through the snow.

Yes, Morrice has drawn better than he
knew.

The lights are warm, even if the shad-
ows are cold.

I must now come
to the recognition of
Morrice, wherein
play the various:
lights and shadows.
In doing so 1 make
no comment. If the
French Government
has seen fit to buy
his winter scene
on the “Quai des
Grands Augus:'ns,’
for the Palais du
Luxembourg, which
is reserved for the
work of the great
modern painters,
any criticism from
me would be not
only uncalled for but
decidedly in bad
taste. Let it be
sufficient to show a
reproduction, as well as one of .“The
Beach, Paramé,” which is now in the
Philadelphia Museum. In both, one
notices the intensely human touch blotted
in an unusually effective atmosphere.

And now for a recent work which
combines the characteristics of them all;
one which is a composite painting, as it
were, of the efforts of James W. Morrice.
As the eye sweeps over the narrow
stretches of sand which fringe the ancient
town of St. Malo, memory takes us.back
in fancy to an episode in Canadian hxst9ry
worthy of interpretation by a Canadla:n
artist. Who knows but that Morrice will
essay the task some day, and that, too,
for the Government of Canada? If he

LE QUAI DES GRANDS AUGUSTINS, PARIS

221

should, rest assured that the result will be
well worthy of his effort.
But that is for the future to decide.
Meantime let us look after the present,
and in doing so see how Canadian art
is represented in the person of George
William Hill, who has just finished his
monument to the Strathcona Horse, for
Montreal. To the good people of Mon-
treal this seemingly long delayed statue in
memory of the fallen Canadian heroes of
the South African War will arrive at a
most opportune time. For it will show
that in the days of her prosperity Canada
is not unmindful of
the obligation
placed upon her
when the existence
of the Empire was in
danger. It will be
at the same time
a fitting monument
to one of Canada’s
grand old men, the
Empire Builder,
Lord Strathcona
and Mount Royal.
It will also be no
mean addition to
Canadian art.
Froma purely per-
sonal standpoint the
individuality of
George William Hill
may not be in-
teresting, but, assoc-
iated as it is with
one of Canada’s
foremost sculptors, the question as to
who he is remains a pertinent question.
The son of a marble dealer, one of the
people of old Quebec, young Hill learned
his “métier’” under the directing care of
his father, who probably saw in the son
only a clever artisan. But the apprentice
lad had higher dreams than that. He
dreamed of other heights to climb, and
in one of those ascents of fancy won the
prize in an architectural competition.
George William Hill thereupon left the
ranks of the workmen, though continuing
to remain in those of the workers. For
the next few years he resided in Montreal,
busily engaged upon some designs for a
number of notable residences. Then,
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feeling he had gone as far as he could
there, he left for Paris, where, inspired by
the work of the great masters, he hoped
to come into his own. Success has un-
doubtedly attended him.

Upon returning home Mr. Hill was en-
gaged to design the Strathcona monument,
the success of which can easily be seen in
the accompanying cliché. As there was,
however, no art
bronze factory in Ca-
nada, he was com-
pelled to leave for
Paris again, where,
almost within a
stone’s throw of the

*anthéon, he opened
his atelier. And now
the equestrian statue
commemorating
Strathcona’s Horse is
finally completed.
The enlarging ma-
chines have traced
its surface for the
last time. The large
bronze is an accom-
plished fact.

As it looms up in
the open, the story
upon which the mon-
ument is based is
plainly legible, so
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that even those who
run may read.

AStrathcona Scout
has been out recon-
noitring. An unex-
pected cannon shot
from the Boers has
caused his horse to
rear up in fear and
trembling. The
statue portrays the
brave soldier reining
in the frightened
steed, as he himself
gazes keenly in the
direction of the hid-
den enemy. The en-
semble effect is most
dramatic. The clean,
sinuous lines of the
horse stand out in
marked contrast to
the rugged, dusty appearance of the man.
The sculptor has moulded faithfully to
life his masterpiece for posterity. Mon-
treal need have no qualms about the re-
ception of this work.

In James W. Morrice and George
William Hill Canada has two most
worthy representatives of the two most
noble arts—painting and scuplture.

BY HILL

PANEL, STRATHCONA HORSE MONUMENT—BY HILL
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MRS. EDDY AS SHE APPEARED ABOUT A QUARTER-CENTURY AGO, WHEN
SHE BEGAN THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MOVEMENT

The Mother of Christian Science

AN APPRECIATION

By ADELAIDE P. FITCH

) ER EDDY, or “Mother
| Eddy,” as her followers call
her, is a much-talked-of in-
: 3] dividual just now. Almost
every day sets afloat some extraordinary
tale concerning her, the latest rumour
being that she no longer exists. Her
disciples refute this report, stoutly main-
taining that in spite of her eighty-five
223

years, she is as much alive as ever;
indeed, there are those who seem to be-
lieve that their spiritual mother is en-
dowed with perpetual life, and will con-
tinue to inhabit her earthly tabernacle
until the end of time and all things.
Furthermore, say they, the author of
“Science and Health,” with key to the
Scriptures, the medium through which
Christian Science obtained its introduc-
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tion to the_world, is not content to sit in
the chimney corner with idly-folded
hands, and ruminate on the successive
triumphs and rapid growth of the society
of which she enjoys the distinction of
being founder; on the contrary her active
brain is ever employed in solving the diffi-
cult problems which confront Christian
Science, or composing helpful pastoral
letters to the various churches or members
of her flock. Thus this servant labours
as assiduously in her allotment of earth’s
vineyard as in the day when Christian
Science was in its infancy, and stretching
out its arms for recognition.

Without descending to the level of
gossip, I shall merely repeat a few harmless
incidents relating to Mrs. Eddy, which
have recently come to my knowlege, and
as they are practically true, the customary
grain of salt will not be required. Con-
cord, Mass., is Mrs. Eddy’s abiding place,
but she does not mingle with her towns-
people, and is not seen by them except
when taking her daily drive. The doors
of her mansion swing open to none but
the favoured few—but could we obtain an
entrance we would find the house full of
precious gifts, presented by doting wor-
shippers of many climes. The drawing-
room is the sanctuary wherein are placed
the treasures her soul most dearly loves.
Upon the walls of this room hang the
portraits of her three departed husbands.
In gazing at these pictures one cannot
but wonder if a large measure of Mrs.
Eddy’s fame may not be attributed to
their inspiration and virile influence.

One summer afternoon, not long ago, a
friend of mine in passing Mrs. Eddy’s
house, observed stationed at certain fixed
spots on her lawn ordinary bushel baskets.
Curiosity prompted him to linger, in
order to discover for what purpose they
were so placed. He had not long to wait.
Ere he had time to pronounce his own
name, one devotee after another stepped
up from a gathering crowd and dropped
into the baskets a bank note of greater or
less value. By judicious questioning my
friend learned that the money thus raised
was to help swell some Christian Science
Church fund.

In an incredibly brief period the baskets
were literally overflowing with greenbacks,
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requiring forcible pressing down to ac-
commodate others. Thus the shower of
money descended until a halt was called.
Two bushels of bank notes reaped in a
single afternoon is a harvest not to be
despised.

Mrs. Eddy is no bloodless saint, floating
in the upper regions and subsisting on air.,
She too vields to hard facts, or bows to
passing fancies, and while frowning upon
the so-called claims of mortal mind, cir-
cumstances compel her to submit to the
very claims she so strenuously disclaims.
She is a firm believer in the gospel of
beauty, is always attractively gowned, and
dwells in an atmosphere of refinement,
luxury and comfort. = She is in all respects
a womanly woman, responding to the
same heart-longings and desires that
attach themselves to the rest of woman-
kind, whatever may be their environment.
She hungers, thirsts, satisfies the cravings
of her palate with good food and drink,
enjoying to the full the little pleasures of
life, the milk and honey of material ex-
istence. She will never, if she can possibly
avoid it, permit her face to be seen except
by her closest intimates, or those of her
own household. When driving, a trusty
parasol completely screens her visage from
peering eyes.

One festival day a deputation of two
hundred Christian Scientists called upon
their “mother” in a solid body to pay
their respects and receive her blessing,
Stepping out upon the balcony, her
favourite rostrum, she addressed a few
words of welcome to the expectant throng
on the lawn below, her face all the while
concealed behind the omnipresent parasol.
She then withdrew after the manner of
angel visitants in general; all that was seen
of the “Sage of Concord” on that occasion
was the back of her head.

Mrs. Eddy is nearing the end of life.
She cannot, if she would, remain here’much
longer. As far as the general world knows
no successor to her has yet been appointed;
whether the society whose every action has
always depended upon her guiding word
will crumble away without it, or whether
another will be raised to take Mrs. Eddy’s
place and continue to sow the seed and
gather the grain, is a question which time
and circumstances will solve.




Worry—the Disease of the Age

By DR. C. W. SALEEBY

1.—THE CONSEQUENCES OF WORRY

 He that is of a merry heart hath a contin-
ual feast.”—Prov. xv: 15.

“The mind is its own place, and in itself
Can make a Heaven of Hell, a Hell of
Heaven."—Paradise Lost.

HE supreme and unique
character of the mind of
man is self-consciousness.
i This it is which, as Hamlet
WL says, makes him a being
of “such large discourse looking before
and after.” If he loses it, he ceases to
be human. Thus, at bottom, the cause
of worry is life; its cure is death.
To live is to care, and therefore neces-
sarily, at times, to live is to worry. But
the end of life is happiness, whether for
self or for others, and therefore worry,
fear and care, though inevitable, are in
direct opposition to the end for which
we live. For what do they-count in
human life?

The two quotations, one ancient and
one modern, which I have placed at the
head of this chapter, indicate clearly
enough what must necessarily be the
case—that the importance of the mind
and of the manner in which it looks

n life has been recognised by the
wise of all ages. Before we attempt to
classify the various states of mind which
we are to study; before we consider
whether there is any worry that may be
called normal and necessary, or study
the worry that is the product of disease
or ill-health, or the worry of which dis-
ease is a product, let us first ask our-
selves what this fact of worry signifies
in human life in our own age and civil-
isation.

1 have called it the disease of the age.
This is by no means to assert that worry
is not, when widely defined, a disease of
every age. But if we consider the
psychological condition—self-conscious-
ness—upon which the possibility of
worry depends, we shall see that, as
2—225

evolution advances, as man becomes
more civilised and more thoughtful, as
he comes to live less in the present, more
in the past, and yet more in the future,
as his nervous system undergoes a higher
organisation, becomes more delicate and
sensitive—in a word, as man becomes
more self-conscious and therefore more
human, so he becomes more liable to that
disease of the mind which is certainly
unique in this respect, that, alone of all
human diseases, there is no analogy to it
whatever in the case of any of the lower
animals.

Every access of civilisation increases
the importance of this malady. Print-
ing must have multiplied it a hundred-
fold; cities, with their pace and their
competition and their foul air, have done
the like—and we are all becoming citi-
fied, if not civilised to-day. I write not
for the easy-going bucolic who, happy
fellow, takes no thought for the morrow,
realising that sufficient unto the day are
the evil and the good thereof; nor do 1
write for any other whom the swirling
tide of the evolutionary struggle has
passed by, to lead a quiet life—quiet but
insignificant for the future of the race—
far from the madding crowd. I write
for those to whom the struggle for exist-
ence is a stern necessify—those who
have others dependent upon them; those
who fear forty and grey hair and death
and consumption and cancer; and, be-
yond all these, “the dread of something
after death.” And I submit that worry
is pre-eminently the disease of this age
and of this civilisation, and perhaps of
the English-speaking race in particular.

We do well to be “strenuous’; we do
well to “strive and agonise”; we do well
to know the discontent that is divine,
that precious seed of insurrection, of
which all progress is the fruit. We do
well to think of the morrow. Far be it
from me to suggest that we should emu-
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late the modern Spaniard or Greek or
Italian. To renounce the struggle for
life is not really to live, but to vegetate.
But we must pay the price—and indeed
we are doing so.

Year by year, worry and fear and
fretting increase the percentage of deaths
that are self-inflicted—surely the most
appalling of all comments upon any
civilisation. Year by year, men and
women show their need for psychic help
by the invention of new religions, every
one of which, in so far as it brings peace
and content of mind, has a serious claim
upon the respect of the philosopher.
Year by vear, we seem more steadily to
lose our fathers’ faith that ‘“underneath
are the Everlasting Arms.” And we
turn to Christian Science and the Higher
Thought and Psycho-Therapeutics and
Occultism and Materialism, or to sheer
Epicureanism (“Let us eat and drink,
for to-morrow we die”)—to arms that
are shortened and weak and temporal.

Meanwhile, all experts tell us that the
struggle for existence is becoming too
severe, and is telling upon the mind of
the race. In olden days men fought
with their muscles or their teeth, directly
and indirectly. The prizes of life and
survival went to him who had the strong-
est teeth and the most vigorous digestion,
or to him who was the fleetest or wiriest.
Those who were beaten in such compe-
tition had indeed to do without the lion’s
share. But a beaten muscle is merely
beaten: it is as good as it was, and prob-
ably better.

Not so with_the beaten mind. Infin-
itely higher in organisation—or rather
in the organisation of the nervous system
on which it depends—the beaten mind
is much more than beaten: it tends to
undergo vital injury. Unlike a muscle,
it can recognise or brood over ‘its own
loss or disgrace. ‘“In ten years,” says a
prophet of evil, “the hospitals will be
on the rates.” He is a Cassandra, I
fear—whosé prophecies came true. Yet
the death rate from the filth diseases falls
every year. Thank goodness our wise

fathers wisely worried over sanitation.

Every condition, however, which elimin-
ates the physical in the struggle for exist-
ence merely increases the importance of

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

the psychical; for there is no discharge in
that war. Hence, the more we control
infectious diseases and the like, the
greater is the strain which we throw
upon those psychical instruments with
which the struggle for life is now waged.
In olden days some could not stand the
physical strain; they had to work long
hours for poor gain and early graves.
Nowadays many cannot stand the psych-
ical strain. They are injured partly
by fatigue, partly by worry. It is a
proved and accented physiological truth
that the adult is much more gravely in-
jured by worry than by fatigue. Hence
our nerve doctors are kept busy. Hence
the incessant discovery of new nervous
diseases.

Of these, two explanations are pos-
sible. One is, that observers in the past
were not acute and skillful enough to
detect them. But this is on the face of it
incredible. Men of the stamp of Syden-
ham had trained powers of clinical ob-
servation which probably no physician
of the present day can rival. On the
contrary, it is generally  admitted that
the introduction of new (and immensely
important) methods into medicine, such
as all those which depend upon the dis-
covery of microbes, has gravely tended
to lessen our skill in clinical observation.
The only reasonable explanation of these
new nervous diseases is that they are
new. I believe that on this point Dr.
Max Nordau is undoubtedly correct.
Their victims represent the consequences
to society and to the individual of the
increasing strain to which the nervous
organisation of men is now subjected.
And I repeat that the general truth, long
recognised by wise men, that nothin
kills so surely as care, has now receives
physiological confirmation. These pa-
tients are not the victims of over-work
as such. I very much question whether
mere mental over-work ever killed or
injured anybody. Amid the chaos of
error and fallacy which embodies the
popular conception of insanity—as of
all other subjects—we may find a fairly
definite impression that mental “over-
work” is the cause of much insanity and
premature decay. Now let me assert, as
dogmatically as words will permit, that
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this is the most arrint nonsense, un-
supported by facts or logic. The case is
simply not so. Do you beg to differ?
Weﬁ, look up any text-book on insanity,
or neurology, or make arrangements for
studying the facts of asylums; thereafter

will agree with what is not an in-
dividual opinion of mine, but a simple
statement of scientific truth. Brain-work
—as such—never killed or harmed any-
pody. Brain-work in a stuffy room will
kill 'you of tuberculosis; brain-work plus
worry has killed thousands; brain-work
plus worry plus insomnia many thou-
sands more; but if the brain-work had
been omitted the impure air or the worry
and the consequent loss of sleep would
have had just the same result. If you
are pre to believe a simple asser-
tion that you hear or read this year, pray
‘pelieve me, for this is a matter of per-
sonal, national and planetary conse-
quence, as we shall see.

I have passed from nervous disease,
as ordinarily understood, to insanity, but
surely it scarcely needs to be said at this
time of day that the tramsition is merely
from one part of the same subject to
another. Mental disease, in a word, is

ysical disease or mnervous disease,
and there is no mental disease that is
not. If obscure paralysis and losses of
muscular control or muscular co-ordina-
tion are increasing, so also, it must un-
fortunately be admitted, are diseases of
the mind as that term is usually under-
stood. For some years I have tried to
do my share in attempting to relieve the

ic mind on this score. To infer
that insanity was increasing, merely be-
cause the number of the certified insane
 was increasing, and increasing out of
rtion to the national increase of

the population, was a worthless argu-
ment. A great measure of the appar-
ent increase of insanity is only apparent
—due to the fact that a larger proportion
of the insane are nowadays certified as
and treated in asylums or homes.
This results partly from increased public
ce in such places, partly from

the increase in all varieties of accommo-

:ion. But, even when these consider-
ations are fully allowed for. it appears to
be certain that insanity is increasing
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amongst us. Recent articles on this sub-
ject in the T'imes have drawn very neces-
sary attention to this subject. How, ,
then, are we to account for the “growth
of insanity”? And even if it be not
growing, it is by universal admission pre-
eminently a disease of civilisation, and
is already formidable enough in all
conscience.

Unquestionably we must recognise that
insanity is in no small measure a con-
sequence or symptom of what I have
called the disease of the age. But, with-
out emphasising the obvious, I would pass
on to congider those many causes of mental
disorder which are not commonly looked
upon or treated as cases of insanity.
The medical profession knows these as
“borderland cases.” They exhibit neither
sanity nor insanity as these terms are
generally understood, but furnish living
instances of the absurd fallacy which
leads us to imagine that men can be
classified, like cheeses, into this brand and
that. Between complete sanity and com-
plete insanity there are all conceivable
stages, and of all such stages many in-
stances everywhere—whereas probably
of complete sanity or complete insanity
it would be difficult to find ten specimens
in as many years. The most that can be
said of many of us is, as Stevenson puts it,
“Every man has a sane spot somewhere.”
The recognition of these borderland cases
and of the problem which they present is
urgently required by society; that their
number is increasing, and rapidly, I
suppose no one would dream of question-
ing. Without any desire to magnify my
office or to seek for simple but false
explanations, I am willing to assert that
worry, directly and indirectly, plays an
enormous and constantly increasing part
in the production of these cases.

Very commonly worry acts indirectly.
The unfortunate seeks to drown his care
in drink, to stifle it with morphia or to
transmute it with cocaine. A note-
worthy fact of the day is the lamentable
increase of self-drugging, not only amongst
men but also amongst women—the
mothers of the race that is to be. Alcohol
and morphia and cocaine, sulphonal,
trional, and even paraldehyde; these
and many other drugs are now readily—
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far too readily—accessible for the
relief of worry and of that sleeplessness
.which, as a symptom of worry and as a
link in the chain of lamentable events
to which worry leads, must hereafter be
carefully dealt with. These are friends
of the falsest, one and all, as none know
better than their victims. Hence border-
land cases, misery, suicide and death
incalculable. There are no causes of
worry so potent as foolish means for
relieving it.

As the belief in dogmatic religion
undergoes that decline which, whether

for good or for evil, is unquéstionably-

characteristic of our time, the importance
of worry increases. A recent writer has
shown how the increase in suicide is
correlated with religious belief and dis-
belief. In European countries the pro-
portion of suicide is least where the
Greek and Roman Catholic Churches
prevail, and highest amongst the Protest-
ants. The number in Paris, as compared
with those in all France, is enormous—
“the irreligious city in a partially religious
country. Italy and Spain are examples
of less suicide in countries where Roman
Catholicism yet holds her own, but Italy
has begun to think, while Spain remains
priest-trammelled, and, therefore, the
Italian average is twice as high. Ger-
many and Switzerland, having very high
numbers, may indicate the mental unrest
in countries where two religions clash.

“Protestantism—a term here inclusive
of Lutheran, Calvinist, and other forms—
invariably has a high number as com-
pared with Greek and Roman Catholic
churches; this probably points to the
dark and hopeless Calvinistic principle of
predestination, and also to the need of
guidance in mental disquietude, the divine

. touch of human sympathy, of which every
soul at some time is in need, being met,
more or less well, by the system of con-
fession.”*

But the increase of suicide is merely
the most complete and important result
of the decline of dogmatic religion as an
antidote to worry. Many lives are blight-
ed by doubt or sorrow or fear for which,
500 years ago, the Church would have

~#Miss C. F. Yonge, in the International
Journal Ethics. :
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provided a remedy. Hence it is un-
questionably true that the consequences
of worry, both as an individual and a
social phenomenon, become more apparent
as men tend to pass further and further
from beliefs and practices—such as private
and family prayer—against which worry
has been powerless to prevail in times .
past.

The consequences of worry in relation
to ordinary physical disease are familiar
to every physician. Not a few non-
infectious diseases are known which seem
frequently to. be predisposed to by
worry. Amongst these are gout, diabetes,
and a certain form of goitre. My friend
Dr. Schofield is of opinion that worry
about cancer, in any particular site, may
actually determine its occurrence there;
but personally I am unable to share this
opinion. )

Directly we turn, however, to infectious
diseases, the facts are seen to be evident
and indisputable. All kinds of infection
which depend upon lowering of the
standard of general health are unques-
tionably predisposed to by worry. We
know now that in the case of such a
disease as consumption the microbe is
encountered by every one. Those
on unscathed who can resist it. That
the bodily resistance is definitely affected
by the state of mind—and notably, in
the case of nurses and doctors, for in-
stance, by the fear of infection—no one
who is acquainted with the facts can for a
moment question. In other words, worry
about disease is a predisposing cause of
disease, and so is worry about anything
whatever. It is the repeated lesson of
experience that, other things being equal,
infectious disease tends to seize upon
those who fear it and to pass over those
who keep their flag flying. The nurse or
doctor or relative who knows that the
disease is infectious, and who has always
feared its name, does, in point of fact,
more frequently succumb than he or she
who takes no thought for self at all.

As a direct cause of the kinds of nery-
ous disease which we call functional,
worry is, of course, all important. Many

" people cannot sleep because they worry

about their inability to sleep. The more
vigorously such persons set themselves to
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coax sleep—meanwhile becoming more
apprehensive of failure—the more likely
does failure become. The case is notori-
ously the same with nervous dyspepsia.
Indeed, any part or function of one’s body
is apt to become disordered if we pay it too
much attention. The higher part of the
pervous system, that which is associated
with consciousness, is wise when it leaves
the lower levels to do their own business
in their own way.
Hysteria in all its many forms seems to
be increasing, and worry is one of its most
t causes. The patient has lost his
or her power of volition. As Sir James
Paget puts it: “The patient says I cannot;
her friends say she will not; the truth
15 she cannot will.” In other words, she
has lost her self-confidence. But space
does not at present avail for consider-
ing, at this moment, the value of seli-
confidence as an attribute of self-con-
sciousness, Suffice it to observe that
worry and self-confidence cannot co-exist.
If proof of the power of the mind in
relation to hysteria and all forms of
functional nervous disease be desired,
the mere progress of Christian Science
will provide it. Christian Science, which
we must afterwards discuss, is increasing
and is even threatening, as Mark Twain
declares, to become the dominant religion,
because it meets a real need. It teaches
that to worry and to fear must be attrib-
uted all the ills that flesh is heir to.
And this is true of such an amazing pro-
jon of these ills that Christian Science
cures them. The religion that has this
kind of survival value will survive, and
is quite independent of the good luck
which, I for one, wish it. That the thing
must be purged of quackery and of the
lies with which it abounds is certainly
true, but this must not blind us to a
recognition of the great truth which,
however unworthily Christian Science
enshrines it, assuredly is as true as it was
hundred years ago, “Thy faith
hath made thee whole.” That there is
or may be a true religion, though I am
a professed student of science, I do
assuredly believe. Such a true religion
will recognise, as religion ever has recog-
with less or greater admixture of
falsity, that faith is a supreme power.
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The relations of religion and worry are
most singular and striking. The true
religion and the truths perceived by
present and past religions are cures of
worry and preventives of its consequences.
On the other hand, many religions have
been causes of worry, laying stress upon
the sinfulness of sin, of the doctrine of
future punishment, and immeasurably
increasing the fear of death.

Human life is worth living, not in
virtue of great discoveries or empires or
banking accounts, or armies or navies or
cities. “Only in the consciousness of
individuals is the worth of life experienc-
ed.” It may do for the ants and the bees to
achieve mere social efficiency, but this, as
such, is nothing in the eyes of self-con-
scious man. In the words of the Declara-
tion of Independence, “Every man is
entitled to lifg, liberty and the pursuit of
happiness.” When one dares to mention
happiness as the end of life, foolish people
commonly speak as if one were thinking
of race-courses or low music-halls, or wine,
or worse. But the word happiness, as
used in the Bible and other classics, has
no such low meaning. There is no
human end but happiness, high or low.
Its one absolute negation is neither
poverty nor ill-health nor material fail-
ure, nor yet starvation—‘he that is
of a merry heart hath a continual
feast.” The one absolute negation of
happiness is worry or discontent. A
prosperous society, consisting of stren-
uous, worried business men who have no
time to play with their children or listen
to great music or gaze upon the noble face
of the sky or commune with the soul from
which we have quoted, and of which
another poet, Wordsworth, said that it
was “like a star and dwelt apart”—such
a society may be as efficient as a beehive,
as large as London, and as wealthy, but it
stultifies its own ends, and would be better
not at all. “Better is an handful with
quietness than both the hands full with
travail and vexation of spirit.”

Such, in brief,are the main consequences
of worry which, in a word, is the negation
of all that makes life worth living. As
I believe that life is worth living, or may

be, I propose to consider the matter fur-
ther hereafter.

(The Second Article of this Series will Appear in the February Canadian Magazine)




The Grim Irony of Luck

By PERCEVAL GIBBON

== HROUGHOUT the brief
E(‘IV__’;} afternoon, from the time that
‘ “\! fi' the troops opened fire on the
1P8% | K@Y people till the cold night of

#2J Russian winter smothered
the fighting, Pavel had nurtured a fanatic
enthusiasm. He was of the fair breed
that is by instinct law-abiding, a youth of
the slow Gothic stem, longssuffering
and thorough, and it needed the barri-
cades in the streets, the doors torn out,
the sledges overturned, the songs and
the shouting, to fire him to the point of
fighting against the livery of authority.
The taint of rebellion that ran like a
quick flame through the universities
of Russia had furnished him only with
a creed and a bundle of phrases—it
needed action to inform him with faith,

He stood, panting and blinking, at the
mouth of an alley, into which he had
been forced when a sally of Cossacks
drove a lane through the mob. He
was realising the day's work, driving
his dazed brain back to its normal pro-
cesses. His right hand was tingling,
and he peered at it in the shadow of the
alley—the crutch of it was black and
burned with the back-spit of his cheap
revolver. Half the buttons were gone
from his student’s uniform, and his cap
was missing too.

He laughed suddenly at the con-
trast of his small troubles with those
of the men and women whose bodies lay
at that moment huddled about the
streets. There were some not a dozen
feet from him. The Cossacks had passed
that way and the dragoons, slashing
feverishly at a mob which, for once,
fought back. There had been some
saddles emptied, Pavel remembered, with
a return of exultation. He had seen one
officer’s fair head very clearly over the
sights of his revolver, and it had been a
good, thrilling, clean shot.

It was at this moment that he heard
the voice, whining with a querulous
note, very like the whimper of a chained
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dog. It came from among those still
citizens who lay in the road, stark black
against the snow. Pavel reconnoitred.
From a far quarter beyond the houses
there was yet the noise of war, the dis-
tant clatter of shod hoofs on cobbles,
shots and screams, but this road was
clear. He adjusted his revolver in his
side pocket to be handy if he needed it,
and moved over towards the voice.
He stepped gingerly over a dead woman,
who sprawled with hands that clutched
at the snow, and found his man. It
was very dark, for the street lamps were
all broken, and at first he could only
see that the man, throttling his groans
to a whine, was struggling to rise on his
elbow. Dead bodies were all around.

‘“Have courage, brother,” said Pavel,
kneeling beside him.

The wounded man gasped an oath
and fell back on the snow.

It was some quality in the voice,
perhaps, or possibly a mere precaution,
that drove the student to lean closer
and look well. He made out a white,
aquiline face, no older than his own,
but it was not this that held him. The

- shoulder-straps on the long coat were

of heavy gold, a broad scabbard was
slung from the belt. It was a soldier,
this groaner; more, it was an officer,
Pavel started back sharply, divided be-
tween instinctive terror and honest hatred.
He could never have told which was the
stronger. He was staring dumbly at
the man on the ground, and then he
realised, with another start and a strange
shrinking, that the man was smiling.

“I cannot hurt you,” he heard, in a
voice which still ran chill with easy con-
tempt. “Just now I am harmless. So
have courage yourself.”

It tailed off into a groan. Pavel could
see well enough now, and he watched the
handsome face knit in a spasm of agony.

“Where are you hit?” he asked, as he
began to recover himself.

“Neck,” snapped the other. It was
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odd to note the sharp irritation that
armed the weak voice—like the threshing
of a boxed snake.

“Get a doctor,” he continued, “or go
and tell my sergeant. I shall die if T
lie here.”

Pavel was squatting back on his heels,
and he shook his head decisively.

“No,” he said calmly. “I will help

ou if I can do it at no danger to myself,
I will not show myself to-night
either to a doctor or your sergeant. Do

u not see I am—I am i

“Ah! you are one of them!” The

ung officer turned his head with an
effort and looked up at him. “Perhaps
jt was you that shot me, eh?”

Pavelnodded. “Perhaps,” he answered.

“Well,” said the other, “if you leave
me here as T am you will have killed me
—and not in open fight. Does that
appeal to you at all? It will be a murder.
But possibly you do not draw the line at
murder? You gentlemen of the barri-
cades are not troubled with scruples, I
believe.”

“Now, look here,” said Pavel. ‘““When

u call us murderers you lie. If you
think that men who see the light——"

The other interrupted acidly:

“Oh, look round you, man!” he cried
feebly, but with spirit enough. Pavel
stared, but there was compulsion in
the mere tone, and he looked about un-
q:mprehendingly. There was nought hut
the naked snow on the empty street,
the dark houses, and the unresentful
‘bodies of the dead.

“Well ?”” demanded the wounded man,
s that a theatre for your speechifying?
Can you do nothing but babble on such
a night as this? By the Lord, I don’t
wonder some of you are hard to con-
vince! Such stupidity! Oh, my neck!”

He groaned frankly, withholding none
of the torment that racked him, and his
extremity stirred Pavel to aid. His
head was clear enough. He would not
jnvite scorn with talk. He could do
something to serve the moment’s need.

“Listen!” he said. “You can have
no doctor, or I should hang to-morrow.
. Don’t trouble to offer your word. I
shouldn’t take it. But I can take you to
a room and a bed, if you wish. What
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comes after must arrange itself. The
alternative is to lie here—and freeze.
Which will you have?”

“How will you take me?” asked the
officer.

Pavel rose to his feet and bent over
him. “Like this,” he said, and lifted him
easily. The wounded man bit on a cry
of pain, and suddenly his slender body
became limp in the student’s arms. He
had fainted.

It was not far to the room. None
accosted them on the way. The dead
and the maimed were commonplaces of
the street in those days, and, for certain
reasons of which Pavel was aware, the
door of the house was unwatched by a
dvornik. He laid his burden on the
bed and dragged off his boots. As he got
ready the brandy to restore him he took
a good look at his captive.

The wounded man was very young.
Pavel saw his boyishness with a wise pity,
not reflecting that he himself lacked a
month or two of twenty-one. He wore
the uniform of an officer of dragoons,
beautifully laced, and his spurs were
obvious silver. There was a foppishness
in the tunic’s cut that somehow was not
ridiculous. The clear-cut young face,
obtruding caste and high-breeding in
every line, was such that luxury seemed
appropriate to its setting. As the brandy
stung his throat the eyes opened. He
came from his swoon to all his faculties
at one step. He surveyed the poor
little room with its coarse furnishings
lonely amid its bareness, with a kind of
complacent amusement.

“Whose room is this?” he asked
presently. g

Pavel put the brandy on the table, and
sat down on the edge of the bed.

It was the room of one Stepan Duraf,”
he replied. “He was cut down by your
dragoons this afternoon, so none will
know that you lie in his bed,”

“But the dvornik?” asked the officer.
For a dvornik watches every door in
Russia—he is the policeman on each
threshold.

“The dvornik also died,” explained
Pavel. ““Stepan shot him at two o’clock.
So, you see, I am safe.”

The wounded man smiled. “I sup-
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pose you won’t tell me your name?” he
suggested.

“Naturally not,” answered the student.
“I am taking risks enough as it is. What
is yours?”

“If you will get my cigarette case out,
there are cards in it.”

Pavel complied.

“Thanks!” continued the other. “Here
you are then.”

Pavel carried the pasteboard over to
the lamp. “Prince Constantine Obrie-
vitch,” he read aloud. He looked over
to the officer. :

“I never met a Prince before,” he said
simply.

The Prince laughed. “The introduc-
tion is not complete,” he said. “It is
one-sided. It is like being presented
to a royalty. You hear your own name
but never that of the High Mightiness.
You might be the Tsar. And, do you
know, I think my wound is thawed. It’s
bleeding.”

Pavel came over to him quickly.
“If I were the Tsar, I suppose you’d
simply have to bleed,” he said. “As it
is, I can probably do something.”

He worked with bandages over the
hideous wound in the neck, while the
Prince groaned and strove to still his
shuddering.

“Nasty place to be hit—the neck,”
he said faintly, when the thing was done.
“There are all kinds of arteries in it and
such things, and the bullet’s still there,
somewhere. I say,” he continued, in
a tone of anxiety and remonstrance,
“couldn’t you manage to get a doctor here
somehow?”

Pavel shook his head. “You ask too
much,” he said. “You don’t under-
stand the matter. You’re a Prince,
and walk where you please. I'm not.”

He was fumbling in a little cupboard
as he spoke, and now he turned with some
black bread in his hand.

“This should have been Stepan’s
supper,” he remarked. ‘It will serve for
us. Stepan would never have grudged
it. He was a good sort. Will'you have
some?”

The Prince refused. “Well,” said
Pavel, “I will, at any rate. This and

the brandy and a dice-box—there was
nothing else in the cupboard.”

He sat down on the bed again and
commenced to eat.

“Dice?” queried the Prince.

“Yes,” said Pavel. “Stepan was fond
of the dice. Last night he threw three
casts, his left hand against his right,
for the dvornik’s life. The right hand
won. Thus he shifted his responsibility.”

He went on eating. The Prince watch-
ed him, and a sparkle, as of hope or fun
or malice, lit his eyes.

“You think the responsibility was
really shifted ?” he asked at length.

“Why not?” said Pavel. “Here was
a life at stake, and God looking on. Do
sparrows fall by chance? Why, then,
should the dice or the dvornik fall for-
tuitously ?”’

“Well,” said the Prince, deliberately,
“I will play you for my life. Your re-
sponsibility is not less than your friend’s.
Do you also shift it ?”

Pavel ceased eating. “I don’t under-
stand you,” he said.

“Look at it sensibly,” urged the Prince.
His voice was already stronger. “I
am shot in an ugly place, and I think I
am going to die of it. At this moment
I am all athrill with a fever. The bullet
is lodged inside, in a nest of vital parts,
It needs a doctor to pull me through—
it needs a doctor now. It may be that
I ought to die—that I belong where you
and your fellows have tried to send me.
And, then, itis as likely that you are wrong.
Who is to judge? Will you take such an
authority ?”

Pavel heard him in a grave silence,
and, as he stopped, nodded. “I see,”
he said. ‘“What is to be the arrange-
ment ?”’

“This,” answered the Prince, with
a slow flush of excitement reddening
his face. ““Three throws apiece, aces to
count as seven each. If I win, you go
out at once and bring me either a doctor
or my sergeant. If I lose, you do as you
please—stay here and let things take
care of themselves. Fetch the dice and
throw first.”

Pavel sat for some seconds in thought.
“It is fair,” he said and brought the dice-
box. He placed it on the pillow while

Ppe——
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he wheeled the table to the bedside, and
then propped the Prince’s shoulders with
a folded coat so that he might see the
results.

He took the box, rattled it, and, with
an expert turn of the wrist, strewed the
three bone cubes forth. Five, five, six—
sixteen in all. He pushed the six aside,
and collected the two fives into the box.
Again he threw, and the Prince craned
in his bandages. -

“What is it? What is it?” he was

ng.
cryl"agel pushed the cubes nearer to him
with his forefinger. A six again and a
four. The student picked up the four
for the final cast, and threw at once. A
six again—eighteen in all.

“That will be hard to beat,” said the
Prince, in a voice of dead calm. “You
must throw for me, my friend. This
leaning forward hurts me.”

Pavel threw,and two sixes and a deuce
were the result.

“Jeave the sixes,” said the Prince,
and Pavel threw again with one dice.
It was scarcely better—a trey.

“What shall I pick up for the last
throw ?”’ he asked. He was quite calm.
This was a thing he understood.

“Pick them all up,” commanded the
Prince. “Throw them all. Let the luck

k at the top of its voice or not at all.
w me three aces.”

Pavel swept up the cubes, rattled them
well, and spilled them out on the table.
The Prince was lying back looking at
the ceiling, and Pavel stood without

speaking.

“What is it?” asked the wounded
man at last.

“Three aces,” said Pavel quietly, “and
1 hang.”

He turned to the door at once, and
the Prince lay watching him as he went,
with a face of calm, unemotional interest.
His heavy feet descended the stairs, and
once they hesitated. The Prince, listen-
ing, smiled. But they went on.

avel walked steadily through the
still streets, tracking the troops by ear.
He found the dragoons bivouacked about
their fires in the square before the Gover-
nor’s palace, asked for the sergeant,
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delivered his message, and was then
arrested. He was held for an hour or
two among the soldiers, who offered him
vodka and stared not unkindly at this
live enemy. Then, when the guard was
changed, he was marched off and regu-
larly lodged in the gaol. He had com-
pany enough there, for the net had been
filled to bursting, and the great stone
corridors were crowded with men from
whom the fever of rebellion had leaked
forth, giving place to the anguish of fear
and repentance.

“Where did they catch you?” he
was asked, as he was thrust in among
them. ot

“In the company of Prince Constan-
tine Obrievitch,” he answered.

“The gambler?” queried someone.
“The young man who lost a million
roubles in two nights?”’ ]

“T believe so,” said Pavel. “In fact,
I feel sure of it. But his luck has changed.”

He abode in the gaol for twelve weeks.
He learned what only a Russian gaol in
time of trouble can teach—and that is
not to be written in a story. From
time to time, batches of the prisoners
were taken away. They had been tried
in their absence, sentenced behind their

- backs, and now had to face the music.

None came back. Pavel had little curi-
osity about his own fate. He knew he
should achieve it soon enough. There
were dice in the room, and he played
day and night till he lost his boots and
had nothing further to stake. Then
one day a warder thrust in alhead and
called him by name.

“Only one,” wondered the others.
“What is the idea? Are they going
to burn men alive that they call them
one at a time?”

Pavel was Yed across the courtyard,
and as he went he looked hard at the
sky. But there was no platoon await-
ing him, no gallows black against the
snow-clouds. He was conducted into the
Governor’s room, and there, sitting limp
in a chair, but smart and imperturbable
yet, was Prince Constantine.

The Prince nodded to him. “They
dug it out, you see)’ he said. “You
were not a minute too soon. I don’t
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know why, seeing it was fair play, but
I have been feeling sorry for you.”

“I have been wondering how you
were,” said Pavel.

The Prince smiled. ‘“More,” he went
on, “I have done what I could for you.
You know your sentence is to the mines?”

“I didn’t know,” said Pavel. He paled
at the thought of it.

“Yes,” continued the other. “The
mines, but I didn’t like the idea. I have
not much influence in these matters, but
I have arranged it that you will not go

to the mines. You will be shot. It’s
not so bad, is it? And you certainly
paid up like a gentleman.”

Pavel bowed to him. “Thank you,”
he answered heartily. “Thank you.
You certainly win like a gentleman.”

The Prince rose carefully from his
chair, and held out his hand.

“We are well matched for a game,”
he said. “Good-bye, and better luck
next time.”

Pavel grinned. He saw the joke, and
took the hand cordially.

The Four Winds

BY SPENCER FREER

WIND of the south, wind from the southland kind,
Blow soft and low from out the southern night,

And kiss the flowers, slumbering so light,

They are thy lovers, beauty all enshrined.

Oh, springtime wind!

Wind of the west, wind of fair sky and plain,
Blow clear and cool across the heated land,
Thine air is tempered by the Mountain Hand;

And welcome is thy breath to waving grain.

Blow, summer wind!

Wind of the east, wind of the change and sleet,
Which traileth winter in the weird refrain,
And bringeth up the storm-cloud and the rain.

The last lone blackbird dieth at thy feet.

Oh, autumn wind!

Wind of the north, wind of the northern sky,

Blow chill and cold across the waste of snow,
Across the prairie land where coyotes go;
The wild geese scent thee and they southward fly.

Blow, winter wind!



Canada’s Place in the Empire

By A. E. McPHILLIPS

HE growth of the British
. Vj‘ Empire, made up as it is of
A f 4 the British Isles, Ireland and
i: nb‘ the Dominions beyond the
IRYL S8 Seas, has been phenomenal.
That which has tended most to the en-
largement of its bounds has been the
adventurous spirit of the Anglo-Saxon
and Celtic races, so well combined in the
march of progress, ever reaching out for
new fields of conquest. Wherever the
flag has been raised there has been
established freedom of personal liberty,
protection to property and Christian
civilisation. In the upbuilding of this
world-wide zone of government, the
British Empire has now within its confines,
not only millions of people, but distinct
nationalities. Unquestionably, national
unity and strength has its mainspring in
sentiment and tradition. At times it is
hurtled about that soon will be seen the
dismemberment of this aggregation of
nations. Those who know best do not
hesitate to deny, and with emphasis,
that there is any well-defined sentiment
that makes for separation. This, how-
ever, brings us to the point that'I desire
to make; that is, there must be an
awakening and a realisation that the
Dominions beyond the Seas must have
some voice in the large affairs—questions
of imperial importance. It is inconceiv-
able that any subsidiary place is to be
taken or always imposed upon the peoples
that for a time, perhaps, were doomed to
be at the outposts of the Empire.

The question is, How best can the
change be brought about and at an early
date? Take Canada’s position to-day
with a population of six millions. Ten

hence will see ten millions; and in
2 quarter of a century it is not improbable
that the figure will be twenty millions.
Population alone is not to drcumsg‘ibe
national aspirations (witness the national
prominence, prestige and power of the
people of the United States when the
population did not approach that of
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Canada to-day). It cannot be expected
that the genius and laudable ambition of
the Canadian people will be forever
dwarfed and made secondary to that of
the British subjects who reside in Great
Britain and Ireland. This is a matter
that must be grappled with. The large
questions of empire must come for settle-
ment before the representatives of the
whole empire; and it is for the statesmen
of the day to devise the means to accom-
plish that great end.

It is my opinion that there should be
legislative bodies for England, Scotland,
Wales, and Ireland, which would give
complete self-government, covering the
scope of legislation that we have in Canada
and similar legislative bodies throughout
the Empire. This being accomplished,
there would follow an Imperial Parlia-
ment made up of elected representatives
from all self-governing parts of the Em-
pire; and this truly Imperial Parliament
would deal with all those great questions
of Imperial import, commerce, treaties,
peace, war and the like. Until something
of this character obtains there will always
be danger of dismemberment. It is not
in the order of things that the present
self-governing nations which make up the
Empire will always be contented as
things are now. It cannot be gainsaid
that to-day the Canadian passing along
the Strand does not hold the same position,
nor is he the same factor in the affairs of
the Empire, as the London citizen. This
should not be. The British subject beyond
the Seas should have equality of position
and equality of opportunity in all matters
appertaining to the Imperial Government.
Some will say that this view is visionary
and cannot become an_accomplished fact.
I do not think it impracticable. It must
be and is the only reasonable consumma-
tion of the forces that are now making for
the consolidation of the Empire. In so
far as.tmde relationship is concerned to-
day with a policy of protection, we find
Chamberlain the cynosure of all colonial
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eyes; and it is but a part of the whole
movement which must come and must
be struggled with. Ireland has rather
forced thé question that I have here dis-
cussed; and the situation there will go
far to solve the problem, as, undoubtedly
home rule will soon become a fait accompli.
The Unionist Terrorists, with their cry
that home rule means separation, have got
their quietus. Mr. James Bryce, the
Chief Secretary for Ireland, speaking to
his constituents in South Aberdeen, said:
“The Irish people ought to get a far
larger share of the management of their
affairs to produce confidence in the law
and make them feel that the Government
of Ireland was their Government in the
same sense as the British Government
was the Government of the British people.”
That could be safely, moderately and
temperately done, and it was for that he
was going to Ireland.

- Then we have Mr. Haldane, Secretary
of State for War, in his address to the
electors of Haddingtonshire (East Lo-
thian), saying: “Under any system of
government, the Irish people can only be
ruled, if attention be paid to their own
wishes, and these wishes be allowed to
prevail in matters which do not touch the
integrity of the Empire. Such a policy
involves progressive development of the
policy of devolution begun by Mr. Gerald
Balfour and by Mr. Wyndham. The
spirit and ideal of such a policy is home
rule. For home rule means the bringing
of the system of Irish Government into
harmony with the wishes of the Irish
people.”

There is no doubt that in the granting
of home rule to Ireland questions will come
up for consideration that will make towards
a better conception of the Government
of the Empire and for a wider range of re-
sponsibility in matters of Imperial import.

What a Parliament of Parliaments that
would be at St. Stephen’s, made up of rep-
resentatives from all parts of the Empire,
for there should be the meeting-place; and
with the ease and celerity of transportation
present in these days no difficulties of
distance stand in the way. In this con-
nection it is somewhat pertinent to the
matter under review to recall the words
of Edmund Burke: “My poor opinion is
that the closest connection between Great
Britain and Ireland is essential to the
well-being, I had almost said to the very
being, of the two kingdoms. For that
purpose I humbly conceive that the whole
of the superior, and what I should call
Imperial politics, ought to have its resi-
dence here (London); and that Ireland,
locally, civilly, and commercially inde-
pendent, ought, politically, to look up to
Great Britain in all matters of peace or
of war (A Letter on the Affairs of Ireland,
1797)-

Canada should, of course, not yield up
any of her present constitutional powers.
If anything, she should even have these
powers extended; but, certainly, Canada
should, as should all other self-governing
nations within the Empire, have a voice
in Imperial politics and in what should be
a truly Imperial Parliament. Nothing
short of this would satisfy the genius of
the Canadian people.

The New Yeaf

. BY INGLIS MORSE

SLOWLY from the steeple, near,
I hear the midnight bell—the breaking year;
A signal that the old has passed
And given place at last—
E’er yet the wings are furled—
To vouth that cheers the world.

Pr——
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Education in Canada

By W. FRANK HATHEWAY

T DUCATION means a draw-
‘-‘1_"'{3 g‘:‘“ﬁ;}’ ing out of the faculties and
A @R so evolving their powers that
¥ | students will become the
e very best men and women.
We need to be actors, and doers and
thinkers, not mere imitators and followers.
The average intelligence can learn more
uickly by acting, doing and seeing things
go.e than merely by. hearing the details
of how things are done. The education
needed for the engineer, the architect, the
mason, the pattern-maker, the farmer,
the miner, the eighty-five per cent. of
every country’s population should be
provided mainly by manual training
schools, technical,agricultural, and mining
schools. Germany and Austria woke to
their importance in 1860, with the result
that German manufacturers .are com-
peting in Great Britain to the anxiety of
British statesmen.

In Canada we are lamentably behind
the Austrian and the German. These
countries, although they keep up enormous
armies, think it also wise to spend about
three dollars a head for education, much of
which is expended by the state directly for
technical and agricultural schools. It is
estimated that thirty thousand young

ns in Canada have paid fees to a

'ennsylvania correspondence school since
1900, at a cost of over $1,000,000. This
money was paid into a United States
school in the hope of getting that
very education which our own Govern-
ment should establish in every Province.
Scores of young men leave Canada every
vear to enter the splendidly equipped
technical schools and colleges of the
United States, and become experts in
mining, engineering, etc. The fees go
to United States teachers and the cost
of living to United States people. The
sad feature of this is that it grad-
ually turns the clever Canadian boy into
an active United States expert and in-
clines him to think of Canada as a
pleasant memory. 1 admire the policy

237

claimed by Sir Wilfrid Laurier, and often
expressed in his speeches. It is essentially
Canadian in its demand that ‘“‘transpor-
tation lines must run on Canadian soil,”
and that the “trade of Canada shall flow
only through Canadian ports.”

I ask him to search through the
British North America Act and see what
there is to prevent the central Govern-
ment taking some thought of the educa-
tional future of the Canadian, so that
the farmer, the miner, the engineer and
the mechanic will have his manual train-
ing school and his technical and agricul-
tural college to fit him for the life contest.
Spend fewer millions in the militia de-
partment, and through a minister of edu-
cation spend proportionally in each Prov-
ince millions more in technical education.
Instead of our people spending their
thousands in United States correspondence
schools, let the central Government aid
each Province to provide technical high
schools to which the youth might flock.

Canada, however, shows small inclina-
tion to establish herself on the firm ground
of thorough education. A young country
of six millions which has no enemy, which
needs no defence, only a fairly strong
militia police, is turning the people away
from education and embarking on a
policy of defence, as if war were knock-
ing at our gates. Little Switzerland, which
spends three dollars a head for education,
has to have an army and forts, but why
should we need them? The Arctic zone
on the north bars out the Russian bear.
The Monroe Doctrine makes us safe on
the Pacific and Atlantic. Our neighbours
to the south are our friends. We have no
lands to conquer, and do not need war-
ships. We have no enemy to repel and
do not need more forts. We do need the
ordinary active militia such as we had in
1890 to 1900 to act as police. Externally
we are safe and protected. Our expan-
sion must be internal. We need farmers,
miners and mechanics, and we need good
ones who take pride in their work and who
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are skilled. These are more than militia
or navy, or traders or professions. These
are the makers of wealth. They fashion
and form the raw material of the field, the
mine and the forest into those commodi-
ties which make up our export trade.
Let our rulers spend money lavishly for
the education of these and their children.
These are the Adamses and the workers
in brass, and they demand education,
not education for the physician, the
lawyer, or the clergyman, who are but
the chips thrown up to the high level
of the tide-drift on the shores of labour’s
ocean; not the education of languages
and of the past history of effete mon-
archies with all their Wars of the Roses,
the Tudors, the Stuarts; not that edu-
cation which deals with dead sover-
eiﬁns and dead languages, but a live,
solvent education of the world around us,
the natural world, the chemistry of the
earth, the physics of what we feel and the
mathematics of what we see. This
mechanic, this industrial force, this worker
stands like the German trumpeter. The
blast he blows comes from knowledge of
an abused past. His trumpet-note shall
tumble down the walls of prejudice to
make way for the new Canadian Technical
Colleges. He cries aloud, “In all Canada
there is not one Technical College or
Institute, and only one Technical High
School, and that is maintained by the city
of Toronto. Take then,” he says, “from
the millions we pay in duties for militia
cost, for judges and parliamentary salaries,
take millions each year and establish a
national system of education whereby we
may have technical schools and agricul-
tural colleges, so that we could keep our
youth at home and equip them at all

ints to compete in Europe against
the skill of the industrial classes of the
United States.”

That is what labour, selfish, active,
eager labour says to the rulers and spend-
ers of Canada’s yearly revenue of eighty
millions of dollars. There is, however,
a much higher ground than the mere
trade success on which the industrial
forces of Canada should demand more
education. Our teaching has in the past
been too formal, too much to memorise,
and too little upon the development of

the child’s thought. - We are awake to
this error, but in ourenthusiasm may run
the danger of developing all towards the
technical in the useful arts, forgetting that
the plough came after earth and her beauti-
ful forms were created, forggtting that
beauty existed long before utility was
known, that beauty is the special need of
the soul, whereas utility is for the needs
of the body. Plato, who knew much, says
“that children should have such a plan
of teaching that they may learn without
compulsion.” Centuries before Froebel
or Pestalozzi, he said: “ Do not force boys
to their learning, but train them by amuse-
ment, so that you can better be able
to discern the direction of each one’s
genius.”

In this kindergarten, this manual
training, we must give precedence to the
beauty of nature, for by that we develop
the highest Canadian. We must be more
than skilled artificers, miners and farmers.
By this skill we may compete for trade,
which provides the body with food, cloth-
ing and comforts. In this we are only a
little higher than the animals. That is
what they seek—food, comforts, shelter.
That in man which demands music, paint-
ing and poetry is the soul reaching out
for beauty. This desire, this reaching out,
demands the study of nature, from which
comes all art, both the useful and the
finer arts. The trees beyond the field
must be to us more than timber for ships,
or cords of wood to burn; they must in
their beauty express the power that created
the life in the germ from which they
sprang. The white vein of quartz in
which our eager eyes see a thin line of
gold or lead, must not be only the gold or
lead, but shall show us the laws that rent
these hills, channelled these valleys, and
poured that white quartz through the
coarse granite. The unerring flight of
the wild geese returning to the marshes of
the Hudson Bay and James Bay must not
mean only the shipload of provisions and
furs sent by the Hudson’s Bay Company
every August to the British market; it must
also make us wonder at the intelligence
that guides for thousands of miles the
fleet-winged loon and wild goose as they
move northward in spring. Thus the
bird, mountain, tree, river and lake speak

P —
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to us at last, as the higher education tells
us of the power that enakes and unmakes.
It takes not away from the skill of the
farmer to feel tenderly towards the daisy
and the clover that his scythe has to
sweep into rows behind him. He is a
better Canadian if he permits his scythe
to pass by unscathed the fringed beauty
of the purple orchid as its perfume tells
him of its presence in the damper soil.
That miner is a higher Canadian who, as
he searches for his outcrop, stands a
minute in admiration of the purple
amethyst or the stalactite hollowed by
patural law. He is a higher Canadian
who sees in the rapid flight of the king-
fisher, joy at its swift motion and pity for
its frightened note, who feels in the sweet
breath of the arbutus in April, or in the
last fragrance of the ferns in October, a
visible sign of the spirit of God brooding
over the smallest of His creatures in Fheir
awakening and in their death. This is
the education of the spirit of beauty,
the soul, which, as it belongs to the eternal
and is eternal, understands the message
that Nature has in leaf and flower, in
wave-crest and in mountain-peak. It is
the revealing of this spirit which forms
part of the duty of the higher education,
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and when our Governments carry out
deeply these esthetics in a national system
of education, then will our fine arts and
our useful arts unite in producing the only
sure foundation for the highest national
education.

“Without the rich heart, wealth is an
ugly beggar,” and a nation that loses its
civility, its love, its heart in the amassing
of wealth has lost at the same time rever-
ence for its institutions and love for its
natural surroundings. And these, too,
are largely the basis of true patriotism.
Such a nation loses the power to make
songs for the people, and when a nation
forsakes poetry and music it has stopped
the channels that held it to God, it has cut
the ties that bound it to the spirit. Then
come the days when Satan walks forth and
advises that the world is only for a few,
that all men are not to have equal oppor-
tunities, that one great class will always
be the slave of one small class. Thus
may it not be with Canada, but let the
higher education so inform her new life
that the splendid promise of her Saxon-
Gallic people will be fulfilled in a way
worthy of this new century and worthy
of the Saxons and Celts from whom we
have descended,

Ethics of the Farm

HEN T have, say, a thousand bushels of beans to sell, and my neighbours have
enough among them to affect the market, I know just exactly what to do when

a buyer comes along with a price that is not high enough to suit me. I sell him a
hundred bushels, and mildly hint that he tell the neighbours I have sold. Of course,
we are all eager for a higher price, but example is just about as big a thing in the country
powadays as it is in the city. The neighbours sell, and their beans go off the market.
Again the buyer comes around, and now he must pay my price or get no beans. And
the beauty of it is, he can afford to pay me more, because I set the fashion for him in
gh'e first place. Besides that, he knows that he is raising the price only for me and
only because he needs the beans to finish a carload.

Of course, my neighbours and I are on friendly terms with one another. We

change visits, play cards together, and are generally sociable. But above all things,
and at all times, we are looking out for Number One. I am not an exception.

Farmer John
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The Cattle Country ,

BY E. PAULINE JOHNSON
(Tekahionwake )

P the dusk-enfolded prairie,
Foot-falls soft and sly,
Velvet cushioned, wild and wary ;

Then—the coyote’s cry.

Rush of hoofs and roar and rattle ;
Beasts of blood and breed—

Twenty thousand frightened cattle;
Then—the wild stampede.

Pliant lasso, circling wider,
With the frenzied flight;
Loping horse and cursing rider

Plunging through the night.

Rim of dawn the darkness losing,
Trail of blackened loam,
Perfume of the sage brush oozing

On the air like foam.

Foot-hills to the Rockies lifting,
Brown, and blue, and green;

Warm Alberta sunlight drifting
Over leagues between.

That’s the country of the ranges,
Plain, and prairie-land ;

And the God who never changes
Holds it in His hand.

o~



His New Chance

By MABEL BURKHOLDER

==—2==10 the strained sight of Mari-
Ti,( 1[5} ette the figure on horseback
Py | % toiling slowly down the gorge
i road gradually grew smaller.

=
) :

Although in the clear moun-
tain air that bathed FEagles’ Nest CIiff
the vivid colours of his trappings were
still easily discerned, the girl knew that
her father must be fifteen miles away.
Dreamily she watched him, clutching
ever more tightly the mysterious packet
he had placed in her hand at parting.
Now he had reached the bottom of the
canyon and was lost at the bridge where
the shadows lay thick; but eventually he
reappeared on the other side, and went
crawling painfully up the opposite slope.

“Father doesn’t seem to see the danger
of treading the gorge alone by night,” she
mused, as she finally lost him in the
silent dusk. “Perhaps, as he says, there
is no danger”; and her laugh rang out
like a silvery chime, as the new thought
struck her. “What a joke if someone
would waylay him, when the treasure is
all here!”

Fagles’ Nest, the most impregnable
fastness in the Rockies, was supposed to
be known only to Mariette and her
father, and was reached by the secret path
familiar only to the faithful feet of old
Buck.

The girl glanced up affectionately at
the frowning walls that crowned the
jagged head of the cliff. The pile had
probably once been a monks’ abode,
erected in the impenetrable solitudes by
some intrepid religious enthusiast, but
long abandoned for a more favourable
and sheltered spot. It was in ruins utter-
ly, and from a distance appeared like a
ra; projection of rock, showing no
signs of the life that lately infested it.
No better spot could be imagined for con-
cealing treasure, and that is the use
Mariette’s father was putting it to; for
he had discovered, in the valley below, a
monk’s treasure, which would bring him
a fortune in the cities, could he only
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collect it all and get it safely past high-
waymen and other scoundrels interested
in the problem of living without working.

The girl retreated into her little room
and opened the roll which her hand
tightly clutched. There on a bed of
decayed velvet lay three diamonds, whose
value she could only vaguely estimate.
She turned them to the light, and the vivid
blue leapt up gleefully after the darkness
of years. She was dropping them one by
one into the little bag where more of their
kind reposed darkly, when, moved by a
sudden impulse, and wholly contrary to
her father’s dircctions, she took the bag
and thrust all its precious burden into
her bosom, hooking her dress over it.

“For what concealment does that box
afford,” she muttered, “being the most
conspicuous object in this bare little room
to a robber—should one ever succeed in
finding our retreat?”

A strange new fear fastened on her out
of the darkness.

“This being left alone is playing on
my nerves,” she thought, starting nervous-
ly at the creaking of a board. “I wish
we could get the stuff to El Paso. But,”
going to what she called her front window
and gazing down the sheer face of the
cliff now silvered in the moonlight, “T am
as safe here as I would be in the heavens
I so nearly touch. My home by day is only
a rock, as my light by night is only a
star.”

Nevertheless, in spite of this immunity
from harm, which she had proved to her
entire satisfaction, Mariette took down
the little revolver and thrust it into her
petticoat pocket.

“Trusty little friend,” she said, patting
it, “come with me into that drear old
kitchen while I gather up my dishes.”

Did the floor creak again? Oh! she
was becoming absurdly womanish, she
who had ever been her father’s “man.”
She picked up her lamp, humming un-
concernedly, but stopped on the threshold
as suddenly as if a sword had been flashed
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in her face. There in the outer dimness
sat—a man, a rezl man, a big man—a—a
black man, with his legs comfortably
propped up on a chair, and his head
meditatively thrown back on her favourite
cushion. At sight of the apparition with
the bright light, he gave a start that
nearly threw him off his chair.

“Confound you!” he cried sharply.
“What are you doing here?”

“It might be more to the point to ask
what are you doing here?” she replied,
trying to steady her voice, which seemed
to her like the thin edge of sound.

He stretched lazily. “I only dropped
in for a bite of supper, ma’am,” he said,
with due meekness.

“I’m sure you’re welcome to what you
see,” she responded, indicating the re-
mains of her father’s supper. He sat
up without further invitation, and, while
she tremblingly set before him what her
meagre store afforded, she was studying
him minutely from behind.

He was not black. What had seemed
to her the marks of foreign birth in the
uncertain light was a sunbrowned skin
and a shock of carelessly kept black hair,
but the man was, without doubt, a native
of America. He wore the gay shirt and
scarf of the Spanish herdsmen, and buck-
skin breeches that had seen hard service
in the saddle. His whole makeup was
one of gay grace, the queerest mixture of
ruffianly politeness that ever tormented
the world. To Mariette, those great,
restless, brown eves seemed strangely
familiar, and she searched her mind to
catch the memory connected with that
face somewhere in the dim past, but it
eluded her.

After eating heartily, he pushed back
his chair and came toward her. She had
risen also, and he had no difficulty in
hearing the sharp hiss of her frightened
breath.

“Confound it!” he cried again, grinding
his heel savagely. “T didn’t expect to find
you here.”

“You climhed the Eagles’ Nest to get
your supper from a.deserted ruin, did
you?”

“T was told the house was empty. I
didn’t expect to have to deal with a
woman.”
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“You ought to be thankful I am not a
man to throw you over the cliff for your
impudence.”

“I am not glad though,” he responded
dubiously.

“Idon’t know but what I’ll do it myself,
woman though I am”; and she whisked
the revolver from her skirt. “Now
leave!”

“Come, come, don’t be rash,” he said
calmly, thrusting his hands into his pockets,
a movement calculated to bring to light
the shining barrel of 2 murderous weapon
at his belt. ‘““And pray don’t be nervous.
I hate nervousness in anyone. You act
as if you might be concealing something,
some precious treasure. By the way,
there is a treasure here, isn’t there ?”

Involuntarily she grabhed her throat
to see if it was safe, and he laughed dryly

“Never mind, ma’am,” he chuckled.
“I don’t want to see it—at least not now.””

He struck a match on the heel of his
boot and proceeded to light his pipe.
“Hoping vou don’t object, ma’am.”

It was that hateful, long-drawn “ma’-
am” that supplied to Mariette the missing
link in a long chain of memories. She
recognised him.

“You are—you are—you-—"

“Yes, I am,” he laughed, pleasantly.

“Black Duff!”

He acknowledged the title by a sweep-
ing bow that was characteristic of him,

“In maore respectful terms, Mr. Duifferin
Biack, at your service.” His grace
would have charmed any admirer of
manly beauty, as he stood so provokingly
cool hefore her, but Marietle was not
thinking of grace. She was in a puny
rage at his invulnerableness. 2

‘At least,” he said sadly,” they used to
call me that when I wore (i-ese.”

Mariette looked and discovered on his
blouse the scarlet and gold colours of the
University of Denver. A college-trained
brigand! But that was only one of the
odd contrasts about him.

“Come, come,” he said banteringly, as
she shuddered; “vou’ll have to stiffen u
if you are going to throw me over the cliff.”
- She closed her eyes toshut out his horrid
image, while her quivering form swayed
and would have fallen but for the chair
against which she leaned. She had no show
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of courage, no bluffs, in the hated presence
of Black Duff. The useless weapon
slipped through her fingers, and it seemed
she must fall on her knees and implore her
life at the hands of the most daring and
merciless brigand of the south.

“You poor little thing!” he said not un-
kindly. “This is a real mean scare I'm
giving you. Open your eyes. Holy
Smoke! It’s little Mariette!”

She gave a dry sob. Was the fiend
omniscient? Where had he learned her
name? She wondered if he had squeezed
it out of her as he had the hiding place
of her treasure.

“You are thinking of the place where
we last met,” he said slowly, the smoulder-
ing fires of a tender memory lighting up
his magnificent eyes.

Both their minds had, indeed, jumped
back to that day in the dim past. It was
market day in El Paso. The native
women, gay in their blue and red skirts,
cried their Tuscious wares to the passers-by.
Darkies sang at the wharves of the river,
and heavily laden mules came leisurely
down the mountain roads. Suddenly
the crowd divides, for a guard strides
through, dragging a dusty prisoner, foot-
sore and faint from hunger. He is only
a boy with great wild, passionate eyes,
and a quivering mouth that cannot Jook
stolid in crime, but the whisper goes from
mouth to mouth that it is, indeed, the
notorious Black Duff, driven from his
mountain fastnesses by the hand of justice.

“You were there with vour father,” he
murmured, and his mouth still quivered,
though the vears had hardened it. “I
remember how you sobbed when thev

ve me the lash in the market-place.
gln?ather! Father!’ you cried ; ‘those men
have made some mistake! He is not a
criminal. He looks as if he had a con-
science that would kill him if he did
wrong.” How the crowd laughed! ‘Hush
Mariette, your father said (you see I
have kept the name); ‘it is, indeed, Black
Duff, the most infamous robber in the
south. Conscience indeed!” But you were
not convinced. and when your father’s
back was turned you gave me a cluster of
grapes from your basket—great luscious

pes which tasted like a heavenly feast.
fmbowed and kissed the hand that gave.
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themi—they say I was never lacking in
gallantry—and then your father dragged
you back into the crowd as if a leper had
touched you. Two weeks later, you and
all the world heard that Black Dufi had
broken loose and had gone to the moun-
tains again. Halit is a gay life.”

A laugh and a frown chased each other
over his dark, expressive face, for, while
his lips smiled, his eyes never left ofi
looking sad.

“Strange,” he continued half-reluctant-
ly, as one who tells against his will, “how
straight you struck it about the conscience.
I have one that nearly kills me at times.
Like to see it ?”

He tore open his shirt and exposed the
gleaming, untanned skin of the shoulder.
The light fell on a short, jagged scar, with
the white hone shining under the drawn
skin. Mariette shuddered, but gazed in
horrified fascination.

“Why do you call it your conscience?
Does it remind vou of something ?"’

“Remind me? Oh, yes, it does that!”

“Does it hurt 2"

“Tt stings occasionally, as consciences
will.” He buttoned his collar and shrug-
ged his shoulders. “Oh, well! shall not
a man pay for his sins?”

She gazed at him in awestruck silence
that coaxed his confidence. She was not
trembling any more, but seemed to be
listening with all her senses.

“You see it was my first attempt, and
that is why I remember it. Gracious, how
much has happened since, that I cannot
remember! It occurred to me while T was
wearing these,” and he touched the colours
of which be seemed so proud; “‘as a resnlt
my chum was put out of business just
three weeks before his graduation.”

“Put out of business?” she murmured.

“Killed, ma’am, killed,” he explained
with dark emphasis. “They got me
away. A new country, a new chance,
thev argued. So I thought then, hut
now I know that no new chance comes to
the man who has taken away the chance
of ancther.”

He lapsed into a long silence, broken
occasionally by a deep sigh.

In her intense interest, Mariette had
leaned forward until almost double, allow-
ing the treasure bag to slip loose with
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unfastened mouth. It is safe to say that
both had forgotten its existence, until the
tinkle of a tiny jewel on the floor brought
them back to the subject in hand. Tnto
the farthest corner it took its zigzag way.
Black Duff followed and rescued it, hal-
anced it on his fingers admiringly, and
returned it to her.

“As far as T am concerned,” he said
gently, ““you are quite safe. I will not
touch your treasure—little Mariette.”

““Oh, then you are going now ?” she said
simply. All at once she discovered that
she was no longer afraid of him, any
more than if a mighty cannon that had
been pointed at her had been turned to
face the other way. It would be darker
and colder on the mountain when the
brilliancy of his presence was removed.

“Yes, I am going,” he replied. “Come
with me to the edge of the cliff. Come
see me off.”

The moon was above the summit of the
hills and its light filled the sombre canyon
with weird witchery. Far, far below,
moving uneasily among the spiny cactus
growth of the valley were three specks,
which must be men. He pointed to
them,

“What are they doing ?”” she whispered.

“Keeping guard till I get back,” he
replied. “That is Shorty and Gus and
Big Joh, the California Smasher. They
are impatient. Listen.”

*“T hear only the hoot of the owls in the
cliffs,” she answered.

“That is our call.”

“Are they coming up?”

“Not if they can help it. It is too
hazardous. But if T am not-back by
midnight, they will come. You see,
ma’am, I didn't expect to find anyone
home on the cliff, and calculated all I'd
have to do was to get the box. T knew
all about it from your boy Bill. There,
don’t plan to have his blood—he didn’t
mean to tell.”

She thought of her own weakneéss in
revealing the treasure, and was silent.

“What are you going to do ?” she asked
in childish faith.

“I am going down to them to try to
trump up a story about not heing able to
find the path, getting lost, rolling over the
cliffs, anything in fact to gain time.
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Mayhe your father and his boy will return
sooner than you thought.”

“Well, good-by.”

“ Good-hy—Tlittle Mariette.”

She put her hand in his and discovered
that it was cold and clammy.

“You are breaking faith with your
gang. You-—you think they will kill
vou, I believe.”

*“I think Big Job will kill anyone who
deceives him, and I am going to deceive
him and keep him deceived all night.”

“Oh! is there no other way? Let's
stay here and deal with them as they come
up'77

“I would rather deal with them by
stratagem than muscle,” he replied. “I
am willing to do your bidding, ma’am;
but, consider, T am only one to three.”

“Two to three,” she corrected proudly,

“You? You are only a woman.”

Mariette was nettled. “And therefore
make up in wit what I lose in muscle.”

“No, my way is best.” He was over
the edge of the cliff.

“Men’s ways generally are.
going straight to your death.”

“Likely,” he said obstinately.

“Then go,” she muttered under her
breath, and he went.

Mariette lay flat on the ground with her
face over the cliff.

“Say!” she called.
Mr. Black!”

He turned at once and lopked up. The
moon struck his pale face set with grim
purpose.

“Don’t go away like that,” she pleaded,

“Like what?”

‘“ “\ngry,. »

His face cleared at once.

“If you see they are really going to kill
you,” she planned, “confess the truth,
and T will give you the treasure for them.”

“Never!” he cried, stamping his foot.

“There, he is angry again,” she
pouted.

“Never,” he said again, but the tone
was very different.

“I will save him yet, the handsome
dare-devil,” she cried, springing up, wild
with thought. “A woman’s wit, which
he despises, shall save him, and herself,
and the treasure—save the whole situa-
tion, in fact.”

You are

“Say, Mr.--er—
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She picked up the gun, and when he
emerged into the full moonlight she took
deliberate aim. It was beautifully done.
Instantaneously with the report the man
dropped in a limp heap across the path.

The specks among the cacti moved to
and fro uneasily. It was past midnight
and Black Duff had uot returned. At
times they disappeared, only to reappear
on higher ground. They were coming up.
Steadily, painfully they climbed, seeking
always to cover their movements behind
huge rocks, until they came into the
open space where the limp body lay,
making a gruesome warning to trespassers.
They stopped behind a rock, looking
anon furtively up to the top, and held a
parley. The Fagles’ Nest gleamed with
subdued, expectant lights, as if its eyes
fairly bulged with eagerness to sight the
foe. “We are betrayed,” they agreed.
“The house is guarded. Bill has repented
after all—so much the worse for Bill.
Black Duff is wounded in the back while
flecing. Judge the magnitude of the
danger that would make Black Duff run.”
And though they kicked his body and
called him a coward not one of them dared
venture across the open space where he
had met his fate. By common consent,
they wound down the hill as painfully
as they had come, concealing every
movement until they reappeared on the
plain below.

Then—then a wild figure sprang to the
edge of the cliff, dropped over, and by
leaps and bounds came to her bleeding
victim. She put her ear to his heart, wiped
the blood that oozed from his lips, and
deftly from her apron made a bandage for
the shoulder wound.

“Oh, my hero, my hero,” she moaned.
“Cursed be that fatal shot! Cursed be
woman’s wit that has no strength to carry
out her plan. Do you not see that I did
it for the best? To save you and me? I
have saved my self and the worthless

but you--you! Don’t look
at me with that glassy stare. Ttell youT
did it for the best!”

All night she watched over the head
that lay in her lap, the head that no one
else in all the world would have mourned
to see in the dust, the head that was worth
five thousand dollars in El Paso. She
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watched the moon set thick and red in the
west, and the stars fade before the ap-
proach of day. When the sun’s broad
face smiled above the mountains, the
sufferer stirred for the first time and
opened his eyes.

“You are crying,” he said vaguely, with
a feeble attempt to brush away her tears.
Then reason came back, and he remember-
ed how he had fallen across the path.

“You little vixen, you tried to kill me!”
he panted.

“No, no, no!” she cried, covering his
mouth. “Don’t you see how 1 have
saved the situation? We are all safe.”

“Woman’s wit,” his fevered lips mut-
tered admiringly. “But why didn’t you
tell me about this open space, where we
might have picked them off one by one
as they came up? I had overlooked it.”

“T was trying to tell you, but vou per-
sisted in your own way.”

“You might have made me under-
stand,” he said with the petulance of
extreme weakness.

“1 was afraid,” began Mariette, and
her cheeks became rosy. “I was afraid,
if you stayed up on top, you—you mightn’t
get wounded.”

He nestled his head into a more com:
fortable position. “You put a bullet
into me so I shouldn’t get off with the
gang again, but to all appearances be dead
to the world and to them.”

“Ye-es.”

He sighed contentedly. “Well, we'll
hope this won’t be better for four or five
weeks. By the way, where is it? I'm
numb all over.”

“You are wounded exactly on the spot
of the old scar,” she told him. “Your
conscience is gone—that old conscience
that was always-reminding vou of things.
From this time forth, you will have a new
conscience that will remind vou of a noble
deed.”

The hard lines fell away from his
sensitive, womanish lips. The sun shone
on his bronzed face, kindling upon it a
boyish newness of hope. ‘‘Oh, see the
sun!” he whispered as the light leapt up
the cliffs. ‘I shall see a new day.”

“And, please God, a new chance,”
she said, solemnly lifting her brow to the
morning. :



The Other Side of the Fence

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

& s OMEONE has come to
| ‘{”@” live on the other side of the
ASNTS fcnce." announced Eliza-
| beth at the breakfast table.
J  “Dear me!” said Uncle

B AN
IR R
U
“Does the personage occupy
the whole fence or only part of it ?”

Miss Adams, pouring out the coffee,
looked up.

“How you tease the child, Edward,”
she remarked with a fond glance in the

Edward.

direction of Elizabeth. “Bothersome
little thing!” she thought.

Uncle Edward smiled across the table.

“Oh, pshaw!” said Elizabeth, impa-
tiently. Then with a palpable effort to be
polite: “It’s justa way Uncle and I have.
He understands what I mean, and I
understand what he means, and neither
of us ever means very much anyway—not
at breakfast. It is what is called light
conversation.”

“Something in the nature of a hreak-
fast food,” explained Uncle Edward
gravely—*‘predigested. Flizabeth and I,
according to Miss Corelli, must belong to
the same circle of whatdoyoucallums;
we understand each other by electricity.”

Miss Adams’ smile lost a little of 'its
sweetness. It was really most annoying,
the fuss Edward made over that ugly
little niece of his—a saucy, uncomfortable
child with eyes like gimlets. Still, it would
never do to protest—not vet,

“How nice!” she murmured, a trifle
vaguely. “Is it one lump or twa,
Teddy?”

FEdward Norton looked up, wonderment,
patient and unflattering, written broadly
on his face. Miss Adams’ eves were
modestly busy with the sugar bowl. It
came to him with a little shock that she
was blushing.

“Oh, excuse me!” she murmured.
“Being so much with Mabel, it comes so
naturally.”

“Mother hardly ever calls him Teddy.”
Elizabeth’s voice was shrill with jealous
indignation. ‘“He doesn’t like even me
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to call him that, since a year, because—

“Betty!”

“Because—oh, just because,” finished
Elizabeth, applying herself to her toast.

But Miss Adams’ quick black eyes,
though modestly busy with the sugar
bowl, had not lost the look which passed
across the table, nor her ears missed the
low exclamation. It was really insuffer-
able.

“A good reason,” she remarked dryly.
““ Evidently one of those understood only
by—electricity.”

Again Elizabeth came gallantly to the
rescue. “‘As a matter of fact,” said she,
“I guess there is not any reason, except
that it sounds kiddish.”

Miss Adams, of large, if unprofitable,
experience in the ways of men, knew that
it never pays to be cross. She raised
her eyebrows prettily at Uncle Fdward.

“Children talk so much,” she said
plaintively. “There used to he a very
proper rule about being seen and not
heard.”

“It sounds familiar,” agreed Uncle
Edward. 3

“Ever hear about that rule, Betty?”

“I never talk when I'm not wanted to,”
stiffly, “if that’s what you mean. Shall
I stop now?”

Uncle Edward waved his hand in a
courteous negative. “On the contrary,”
said he. Miss Adams frowned.

“Oh!” said Elizabeth, “T knew you
were dying to know who has come to
live on the other side of the fence.”

“I am,” admitted Uncle Edward,
eagerly. “Hurry up. I don’t want to
die with two eggs and a slice of toast still
before me. Who is it?”

“Give you three guesses.”

“Let’s see! OIld Mr. Merrion come
back to live ?”

“Wrong. He’s dead.”

“Old Mrs. Merrion come back to live 2”

“Wrong again. She’s dead.”

“Well, then, old Mr. and Mrs. Merrion
come back together to live—ghosts!”

’
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Ilizabeth eyed him with suspicion.
““Are you quite sure you don’t know?”
she asked. “The person has been here
three days, perhaps vou have met h—
the person?”

“Tf he had he would most certainly have
mentioned it.” Miss Adams’ tones werc
full of the utmost trust and confidence.
Uncle Edward fidgeted. Elizabeth
grinned.

“Would he?” she asked skeptically.
“Anyway there’s no harm in telling. It
is old Mr. Merrion’s niece who has come,
and I think it’s horrid. She’s sure to go
poking around. She’ll find out all my
nice places and I'll never be able to make
believe they belong to me any more. I
shouldn’t be surprised if she claims my
Ali Baba cave just because it happens to
be on her side of the fence—see if she
doesn’t!”

“Merrion, Merrion,” said Miss Adams
thoughtfully; “if it is Miss Gertrude
Merrion to whom Elizabeth refers, Ed-
ward, you could not have a more charm-
ing neighbour. She is the greatest living
woman authority on religions—other

ples’ religion. I mean, of course,
heathen peoples. I once heard her give a

on Buddhism. I was quite taken
with her. Not at all good-looking, you
know; at least I never could see it, and
not very young, but so intellectual. You
will like her immensely. 1 remember the
Hon. D’Arcy Malloy saying afterwards
that she was simply tremendous.”

“Tremendous!” said Uncle Edward a
little sharply. ““Why, she is—at least I
don’t see how a child of Rodger Merrion
could ibly be tremendous.”

Miss Adams placidly sipped her coffee.
“] presume he meant the paper on Budd-
hism,” she said coldly. “Personally, T
believe Miss Merrion is rather slight.”

“That's better.” Uncle Edward rose
from the table a little hurriedly. “T like
slight e’

glldlﬁisgeo Kdams smiled. She also ad-
mired slight people.

“Not when they’re thin as sticks,
though,” commented Flizabeth.

Miss Adams, to whose carefully pre-
served figure an enemy might possibly
have applied the word skinny, exercised
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a truly Spartan seli-control and continued
to address Uncle Edward archly:

“Oh! you don’t have to admire her,
you know.”

Elizabeth saw the archness and re-
belled inwardly. Aloud she said inno-
cently: “Oh! there’s no danger of that.
Uncle Edward doesn’t admire girls any
more since—-—

“Betty!”

“What were you going to say, Eliza-
beth?” Miss Adams’ voice was very
smooth and gently persuasive, but Eliza-
beth, knowing the look upon her uncle’s
face and considering discretion the better
part of valour, had already followed his
retreating figure from the room.

Left alone, Miss Adams sat idly, frown-
ing a little and crumbling her bread with
nervous fingers. Gradually, however,
the frown smoothed itself out and with a
sigh of relief, as if her meditations had
been comforting, she arose, smiling cheer-
fully.

“He simply couldn’t stand Buddhism,”
said Miss Adams to the coffee cups.

Meanwhile FElizabeth, outside, had
slipped a repentant hand into an unre-
sponsive ane.

#Unclet”

No answer.

“I say, Uncle, shouldn’t T have said
that ?”

“Said what, Elizabeth?”

“Why that—what I didn’t say, you
know ?”

“Oh, that! I don’t know. I was
afraid you were going to refer to my
private affairs. If I was wrong, I beg
your pardon.”

“No, I guess you weren’t wrong,” re-
gretfully. “I was going to say, ‘Since
you stopped being engaged to Kitty
Ferrers.’ I suppose you might call that
a private affair.”

“Well, ves, rather private, I think.”

“I'm sorry then. But when Miss
Adams looked at vou so—so—oh, so
flirty—” Elizabeth paused, as one who
is unable to find further words, and to-
gether they walked in silence to the orchard
gate.

““Betty,” said Edward Norton at last,
“I think I ought to correct a misapprehen-
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sion. Your partiality for me is apt to
prejudice you. As a matter of fact, Miss
Adams did not look at me in the—er—
manner you describe.”

“Didn’t she?”

“Miss Adams, being such an old chum
of your mother, naturally looks upon you
as—well, as a near relative, you know ?”’

“What kind of relative ?”’ asked Eliza-
beth.

““And I look upon her in the same light,
in the same light entirely. I do not like
to see a spirit of jealousy in you, Eliza-
beth, and now that this little misapprehen-
sion is removed I hope to see an improve-
ment in your manners—they need it.”

Elizabeth reflected. ‘“And  why,”
asked she softly, “why didn’t you remove
this misapprehension before—say three
days ago?”

“Well, you see, it is only lately that I—"

“Began to consider the question of the
near relationship of Miss Adams,” fin-
ished Flizabeth. “Isee. But oh, Uncle,
I don’t think I’ll like the new one any
better if she reads papers of Buddhism!”

“Elizabeth!”

“Oh! you needn’t; you didn’t tell me.
I just guessed—electricity, vou know.”

U

Elizabeth was now a panther, creeping
stealthily through the underbrush toward
the river, ready to spring and seize upon
her prev when it came to drink. Though
the prey, in this instance, was only an old
grey cat, the utmost caution was necessary,
for old Timothy had become so used to
being a prey that his hearing had develop-
ed an acuteness almost abnormal. But
to-day, although the panther crept with
absolute noiselessness, it was still not
within springing distance when the prey
arose and walked slowly but determinedly
away. The panther crouched. She
knew what that meant—Human Beings
were approaching.

“I will show you all the very hest places
for fish,” said one Human Being, persuas-
ively. The panther frowned, it was
Uncle Edward’s voice.

““Oh! thanks,” answered the Other Hu-
man Being, doubtfully. “But really,
you know, I think perhaps—vou see
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I’ve known you such a very short time,
Mr. Norton.”

The panther peaked through the bushes,
The Other Human Being wore a blue shirt-
waist suit and a shady hat. The panther
had never seen either of these before. “It
must be the other side of the fence,” de-
cided she. “Oh, how I wish Miss Adams
would come along!”

“Yes, but I seem to have known you
for ages,” Uncle Edward’s voice went on.
From what the panther could see, he
seemed to be addressing himself to the
shady hat. “You see, Miss Merrion,
when a lady is more or less in the eyes of
the public—-"

“Public!”

“Well, not public, exactly. But I
can’t feel like an acquaintance of three
days. After having heard you give vour
remarkable paper of Buddhism I felt that
I—that I—”

“You must have felt very strangely
indeed,” interrupted Miss Merrion kindly.
“So you heard me give that paper? Let
me see, it was at—where was it, Mr,
Norton ?”

Quite carelessly the shady hat had
turned itself so that he could observe
nothing but an interesting bow at the back,
but the panther, watching, saw a delight-
fully fresh and youthful face with dancing
eves and lips that were trying hard to keep
from smiling. ““Oh!” said the panther,
“and Miss Adams said the other day
she couldn’t see it!”

“It was, let me see,” said Mr. Norton,
hesitatingly—*‘well really now, I'm not
quite sure. Awfully treacherous thing,
memory. Now, though the place escapes
me, I can quite well recollect Hon.
D’Arcy Malloy saying afterward that
it was simply tremendous.”

The shady hat turned round again.
Miss Merrion’s face was sweetly serious,

“How kind!” she smiled. ““The Hon,
D’Arcy always makes such luminous re-
marks, they are apt to dazzle one. But
do I understand that you are interested
in Buddhism, Mr. Norton? You have
studied the subject ?”

“Oh, awfully! But as I was saying, I
really believe you will find me indispens-
able in vour fishing. My little niece
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knows this stream by heart, and if you
will let me come with you I can show you
some splendid pools.”

The panther writhed. “Oh!” she
whispered, “‘the mean thing, the traitor!
He'll tell her about my Ala Baba cave
next!”

“Tf I could be sure you would talk about
an improving subject,” said Miss Merrion
thoughtfully.

¥ assure you—'

“Well then, perhaps. 1am so pleased
that you know all about Buddhism. So
few people do. I should so much like to
know vour opinion of it, from a religious
standpoint, say, or a Socialistic stand-
point, or a political standpoint, and from
any other standpoint that happens to
occur to you.”

“They don't,” said Uncle Edward,
helplessly.

“PDon’t what?”’

“Occur to me. That is—er—you see
the whole thing is so tremendous. It’s just
as that Malloy chap said, it is tremendous,
you know.”

Miss Merrion sighed. “Indeed, I feel
it as deeply as you do,” she said, gently.
“Still,” she went on, evenly, “I would so
much like to know what you think of it
as a whole.”

“Shall 1 put your worm on?” The
tone was so humble that Uncle Edward
might almost have been the worm him-
self.

“Thank you. I admit that I do not
manage worms successfully. But you
were going to tell me how you looked upon
Buddhism as a whole.”

“(Oh, well!” desperately, “‘as a whole T
expect there are some pretty decent points
about it, don’t vou think 2”

Miss Merrion raised her pretty eye-
brows slightly.

“Decent points! Oh, I suppose you
mean that Buddhism does contain some
ideas which are essential truths and with-
out which no religion could be built up? T
sce. Now, what do you—"

“Hush! s—s—sch! Now then, put
her there, no, no, a little to the left.
Right. Now then hang on to him! Oh,
look out, let me help you! Got him?
Slowlv now; there he is!”

“Oh, what a beauty! Did you ever

’
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catch as big a oneasthat, Mr. Norton ?”
Miss Merrion’s tone was ecstatic.

“Never!” said Mr. Norton, eagerly.

“Did your niece? The one who knows
the river so well?”

“(Certainly not.”

The listening panther fairly wriggled
with rage. “Oh, if Miss Adams would
only come!” she breathed. And then,
because things like this do happen right
along, Miss Adams did come.

“Oh—Edward,” said a smooth voice
which could belong to but one lady. *“I
thought you were running into town on
business this morning.”

* “Just returned,” cheerfully. “Miss
Merrion—Miss Adams; but, of course, you
ladies have met before.”

“Never before, I think.”
tone was chilly.

“Oh, no, never!” If Miss Adams’
tone was cold, Miss Merrion was frigid.

“1 remember meeting your charming
and talented sister once,” went on Miss
Adams. “I had the privilege of hearing
her paper on Buddhism. It was a re-
markable paper. I remember hearing
the Hon. D’Arcy Malloy speak of it after-
ward. He said it was——"

“Tremendous,” finished Miss Merrion
sweetly. “Mr. Norton, too, has just been
telling me how much he enjoyed that

i ,

“Edward! Why, 1 was not aware that
he was present.”

“Oh, but he was, only he took me for
my sister. Do you think me like her,
Miss Adams?”’

“Not at all,” slightingly.

“Oh!” with a sigh of relief, “I am so
glad. Esther looks so learned, she fright-
ens people. Now, I am quite harmless. T
never wrote hut one paper in my life, and
that was at school on “The Cat as a
Domestic Animal,” so I don’t consider
myself learned, you know. Mr. Norton
has been terrifying me by his display of
profound knowledge.”

“Oh!” Miss Adams’ tone was not
encouraging.

“I was giving a fishing lesson—er—
just a few hints, you know,” explained
Edward hastily. “You may perceive that
we have caught a fish.”

“We!” said Miss Merrion, sharply.

Miss Adams’
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“Do I understand that you claim a share
of that fish ?”

“You could hardly divide it,” remarked
Miss Adams kindly. “It is so very small;
not bad, though, for one who is taking
lessons.”

“Oh, but I don’t think it’s small!” said
the proud fisher. “It’s quite large.
Mr. Norton says he never caught one as
large himself.”

“Does he?” If looks could kill, it is
terrifying to think of what might have
happened to Uncle Edward. “Then
some of the stories I have heard him tell—
however, I must not interrupt the lesson.
Good morning, Edward. Miss Merrion,
I will do myself the pleasure of calling
soon. Good morning.”

The culprits stood spellbound until the
last flutter of the indignant lady’s dress
had disappeared. Then they both sighed.
I can’t explain just why, because people
sigh from such different causes.

“Gracious!” said Miss Merrion, when
she had collected herself. “Who is she ?”

“Chum of Mabel’s, my sister-in-law;
she is staying with us at present. In fact
she is almost an institution here. Acts
rather as if she owned the place, doesn’t
she?”

“If you might be considered as going
with the place, she does.”

“You are unkind. I assure you, I am
quite ownerless. Often I have tried to
even give myself away, but no one seemed
to be looking for snaps. Once, I grieve
to say, I was returned with thanks.”

“Ah! any reason?”

“More material on hand that could be
conveniently used for matrimonial pur-
poses.”

“I suppose you—felt quite badly?”

“Y-es. T did then. Lately I have
begun to wonder if I were not reserved
for better things.”

“The study of Buddhism, perhaps-—"’

“Oh, Miss Merrion, please! You
wouldn’t tread upon a worm, would vou?
Not a humbled and helpless worm like
me?”

“I don’t know. If I were a Buddhist
worm I might, or a worm that told dread-
ful fibs.”

Uncle Edward began to reel in his line.
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Dejection showed plainly in every line

of his handsome countenance. The
watching panther was disgusted. “He
thinks she’s mad,” moaned she. “Oh!

isn’t a man silly ?”

“I suppose,” Uncle Edward’s tone was
dogged, “I suppose I may as well go
along. It’s evident that you won’t play
with me any more, Miss Merrion. And
vet I did it for the hest. It is always
when I am doing things for the best, that
I put my foot in them. It is exceedingly
discouraging to a man of high principles.”

“You would call it high principles, I
suppose, to say that you remembered me
reading that paper?” '

“I hold that it was an extreme case, in
which the means were justified by the
end.”

“And the end was?”

“The end was—may I tell vou what
the end was—Dorothy ?”’

“You may not, Mr. Norton. I am
compelled to remind you that you have
known me just three days.

“You don’t need to remind me. 1 will
never forget those three days. Are you
angry? Do you think T had Letter go
home?”

“Perhaps you had.”

“Do you think T had ?”

“I’m—afraid so.”

“Very well, I go.
return.”

“I can’t help that.”

““And the next day.”

“I can’t prevent you, of course.”

“And the day after, and every day
after, right on to the end.”

Dorothy threw little stones into the
water, and said nothing. Uncle Fdward
began to disjoint his rod.

“Don’t you want to know wkai end >»
he asked persuasively.

Dorothy threw another stone and fol-
lowed it critically with her eve. “Did
you see that stone skip?” asked she.

“Don’t you?” he persisted.

“When I read a book I never look at
the last chapter.”

“Never?”

< iNever.”

“Not even when you get there?”

Dorothy stopped throwing stones. Her

But to-morrow I
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face was now quite hidden by the shady
hat. %
“Oh, when I get there, naturally!”
“Then don’t vou think,” said Uncle
Fdward, taking in a firn clasp the little
sunburnt hand, searching aimlessly for
stones, “‘don’t you really think that a man

would be a fool if he didn’t try to hurry .

up the last chapter—Dolly?”

“Don’t!” cried she, starting up, crim-
son and trembling. “Oh, please don’t!
I want time, I want to be sure, I—please
let me go, now.”

“I don’t suppose I'm supposed to
listen to this,” thought the panther miser-
ably. “I never dreamed they were going
to be so silly! He’s dropped her hand;
what's she waiting for?”

But the liberated lady did not make
good her escape. Instead of flying she
even came a little nearer and giving him

251

a glance, hali entreating and wholly
beautiful, she whispered: *“It has been
such a lovely story, I want to be quite,
quite sure that the ending will be a happy
one!”

Then, swiftly eluding his outstretched
arms, she vanished into the wood.

And the panther, as she crept stealthily
away to seek once more her prey, mused
sorrowfully, and perhaps a trifle scorn-
fully, upon the unaccountable ways and
manners of human beings. Yet deep in
the panther’s heart there lurked a very
unpantherlike determination, which might
have been interpreted in words somewhat
after this manner.

“When I grow up I will have a shady
hat, and goldy hair and eyes that look
like the sky in the fishing pools, and—oh,
dear, I'm afraid Uncle Edward will be
awful old then!”

o

At Christmastide

BY HELEN BAPTIE LOUGH

T Christmastide, what matter if the trees

Stand gaunt and leafless, and the early snows

In ragged drifts, wind-scattered here and there,
But make the dull, brown fields more dull and brown,

And flowers sleep as though to never wake?

The old world dreams of holier things, and all
The hearts of men—hard though they be and cold—

Throb with a mightier joy than summer flowers

Or spring’s full-flowing brooks could ever bring,

Because the God of heaven and earth and sea

Deigned to send down, in His surpassing love,
That mightiest gift of Fatherhood divine,
His own begotten Son at Christmastide.



SILLERY IN THE EARLY DAYS
From an Old Print

An Old-Time Novel

“The History of Emily Montague®’

REVIEWED BY IDA BURWASH

Agcl I' is not surprising that this
9 | old-fashioned book is now
of | seldom seen. Judged from

) the standpoint of letters its

==l story has little to commend it,
though in its day it ran to two editions—
one, published in London in 1760, the
other in Dublin in 1786, in four thin
volumes.

Yet the book has a certain interest—
chiefly perhaps in the fact that it stands
to-day the first attempt to reflect the
social life of Canada in the days of English
rule. In the first of those transfer days
Frances Brooke, the writer of the book,
came to Quebec, where her husband
was chaplain of a regiment. Accord-
ing to the fashion of the time, in the year
1769, the preface of her novel is addressed
“To His Excellency Guy Carleton, Esq.,
Governor and’ Commander in Chief of
His Majesty’s Province of Quebec, etc.,
etc.”

As an author Mrs. Brooke was not a
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novice. She had already written an
opera which was produced at Covent
Garden and a novel, ““Lady Julia Mande-
ville, ” which was widely read in England.
In London she was somewhat of a per-
sonage, a familiar of the famous “Blye-
Stocking Club,” and an associate of such
distinguished wits as Johnson and Gar-
rick. She kept her footing too in the
world of art, for in connection with Mary
Anne Yates, a noted actress, she was co-
lessee of the Haymarket Opera House, and
in the studio of her friend, Miss Reid, she
mingled with the celebrities of her day.
There she encountered Fanny Burney,
whose novel “Evelina” was soon to take
the London world by storm. Shy Fanny
as yet had not ventured into print, but if
her greeting to Mrs. Brooke was timid,
her opinion of that authoress was boldly
confided to her Diary. As usual on re-
turning home that evening, down went her
live impressions. ““Mrs. Brooke is short
and fat and squints,” she scribbled, “but
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she has the art of showing agreeable ugli-
ness. She is very well bred and expresses
herself with modesty upon all subjects,
which in an authoress, a woman of known
understanding, is extremely pleasing.”
So much for the woman.

For the writer there is unfortunately
less to be said. Mrs. Brooke had a rare
opportunity. The life of a New World
vivid in its contrasts lay open to her view.
Daily, men and women of different races
and nations went their ways beside her
within the walls of old Quebec. A pen-
picture, even of the surface life about her,
would have been a precious heritage to-day.
The old Chateau St. Louis must have been
the background of fascinating scenes. A
description of its quaint interior, or of
the odd mixture of Old World pomp and
New World circumstance that doubtless
marked its state receptions—an account,
indeed, of any of its functions would have
been invaluable to the story-writer of a
later date, a treasure to the modern
student struggling to recover a true im-
pression of the past. But the great
novelist, like the poet, is born, not made.
With all her chances, Mrs. Brooke but

the surface. Not a word descrip-

tive of the city did she leave. Not a
social event is detailed. She had not the
wer to create a single character. Yet
weak though her book may be, we owe
her something for the effort—something
for the fact that behind the “plot” there
still flit glimpses of a Canada of long gone
days. They are fleeting glimpses, it is
true; but “he,” says the wise man of old,
“who having eyes to see what time and
chance are perpetually holding out to him
as he journeyeth on his way, misses nothing
he can fairly lay his hands on.” Having
fairly laid our hands then on this old book,
a glance at its fading pages may not be

The outline of the story briefly runs as
follows:

To ease his mother’s embarrassments
at home, Ned Rivers, a young Englishman,
takes up a grant of land in the New World,
preferring Canada to New York, because
“jt is wilder and its women are hand-
somer.” At once a favourite in “society,”
he meets at Montreal the charming Emily,
and regardless of her engagement to a
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rather vulgar Baronet, Rivers falls in
love with her at first sight. Luckily the
baronet becomes heir to a fortune and is in-
duced by his scheming mother to put off
his marriage for six months. During this
interval Rivers and Miss Montague are
thrown together at the house of a mutual
friend, Miss Arabella Fermor of Quebec.
The usual happens in good old-fashioned
story-book style. Emily’s engagement to
Sir George is broken offi—to the delight of
Arabella, who considers the Baronet
“more an antidote to joy than a tall
maiden aunt.” Rivers woos and wins his
Emily, but on the point of marriage is
disturbed by news of his mother’s illness.
Fearful of interfering with her lover’s
“duty,” Emily in a transport of self-
sacrifice sails for England. Rivers, fran-
tic, follows in a second ship. Arabella
goes later with her father, and the story
shifts to England. There all is arranged
as in the fairy tales of old. The plot be-
comes extremely confused, but Emily’s
unknown father turns up at the right
moment to bestow her hand on Rivers.
Mrs. Rivers is left a fortune in the nick of
time. Arabella marries her Irish Captain
Fitz, Lucy Rivers her brother’s favourite
friend, and in the light of this glittering
honeymoon the story ends.

Following a fashion of the day, the tale
is told in the form of a series of letters
written by these English settlers in Canada
to their friends at home.

These letters are written chiefly to the
Colonel’s sister, Lucy Rivers. Her brother
at first gives her his impressions of the
country as he sails up the St. Lawrence
from the Gulf. He describes “its wild-
ness and loneliness, its solemn silence with
no sign of man’s occupation,” when
wrapped in the mystery of primeval woods
and hills, it is more than beautiful and
rouses in him a sense of the ‘“great
sublime.”

But gradually overcome by his passion
for the pretty but bespoken Emily, his
outlook, manlike, takes a pessimistic
turn. He grumbles that the glory of the
Indian is fallen—that the savage has
learned little from the white man but
“excess in drinking.” Disgusted, he
declares the French Canadians are super-
ficial; that gay and fascinating as the
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women are, ‘“never on earth has he met
females that talk so much and feel so
little of love.”” The nuns, it is true, are
gracious and dignified, gentle by birth and
breeding—the Ursulines so much so that
“he frequently forgets the recluse in the
woman of condition”; but, while he is
willing “to let the world play the fool in
its own way,” he is depressed by the sacri-
fice of so much youth and beauty swallow-
ed up by convents and in gloom watches
novice after novice go to her doom.
Luckily for Lucy, she has a gayer cor-
respondent than her love-sick brother.
Arabella Fermor, a school friend of the
Rivers, had recently joined her father on

forty or fifty “caleches” bearing their
burden of pretty women, French and
English ; the latter wrapped in loose,
floating cloaks of India silk.

The climate is described as all the year
round agreeable and healthy, the summers
divine, the sun cheering and enlivening,
the heat as great as that of Italy or South-
ern France, without the damp of England.
And then, as now, this glorious summer
was made the most of. Then, as now,
picnic parties visited the lovely scenes
in the neighbourhood of Quebec. The
exquisite Falls of Montmorenci and the
wild charm of the Natural Steppes cast as
keen a spell on beauty-loving natures a
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his charming property at Sillerv. The
letters she sends to Lucy are full of chatter
of Quebec and its surroundings. To
the English girl in the midst of London
fogs the English girl in Canada writes
delightedly of the clear skies, the brilliant
Northern Lights and the glorious moon-
light of the West. Though the sun.is
hotter than in England, it is tempered by
breezes and the evenings are deliciously
beautiful and cheerful, particularly when
the flashing fireflies, like a thousand stars,
shed their delicate splendour on trees and
grass. The modern Quebecker will smile
as she reads that on such evenings it was
a common sight to see on the Ste. Foye
Road (then the Hyde Park of Canada)

hundred and forty years ago as they do
to-day. Arabella writes in transports of
admiration “of the wild grace of the
Montmorenci River, deep and beautiful,
bursting its way through the stupendous
rock-—of its magnificent walls crowned
with noblest woods, its gayest flowers,
its little inlet streams gushing through a
thousand grottos, suggesting the haunts of
the Nereids, and of its little island set in
mid-stream, like the home of the river-
goddess herself, beyond which the rapids
rival in beauty even the cascade.” This
in itself, she writes, “is worth crossing the
Atlantic to see.”

To describe the beauty of autumn she
can find nothing more expressive than the

L34
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Canadian phrase ‘‘ superbe et magnifique.”
In November, however, she is surprised
to see ‘“windows being pasted up,” par-
ticularly as both Indians and beavers have
prophesied a milder winter. But when
December arrives with emphasis, the
beaver’s falsity is insult heaped on injury,
forthe snow lies six feetdeepon the ground,
rising above the windows so that they have
literally to be ““dug out” every morning.
The Canadian girl of to-day carries her
summer with her through the depths of
winter. Dressed in the flimsiest of gar-
ments as she floats about her furnace-
heated, flower-decorated rooms, she doubt-
less has her own opinion of the “good old
days of her ancestors.” She may even
hug that opinion to herself with an inward
chuckle as she reads of Arabella, shivering
and distinctly cross, trying to write in an
atmosphere where the ink freezes on her
: where wine freezes beside the stove
and brandy thickens like oil; and where
the largest wood-fire in the chimney does
not throw the heat a quarter of a yard.”
But Arabella had her compensations.
1f there were days when she ruefully
gazed at the snowy path down the hill to
the farm—down whose turnings on sum-
mer days past she had gleefully watched
“her beaux serpentize”’—at least on every
Thursday there were the Governor’s
Assemblies, when into the Assembly
Chamber the little beauty swept surround-
ed by a troup of her encircling “beaux”;
and at the State Ball in the Governor’s
Palace, she writes to her friend, “at least
three-quarters of the guests were men.”
Nor were cariole-drives despised by
this saucy beauty—when “ weather or no,”
wrapped in buffalo robes and snug in
ed scarlet hood lined with sables, quite
the prettiest hood in the country, winning
for its wearer from the “military” the
name of Little Red Riding Hood—the
little coquette was off at a pace of twenty
miles an hour, skimming over the beaten
enow and finding the inevitable “upset”
not the least exhilarating part of the
“experience.” Even in weeks when the
cold was too severe for any outing, in the
old house at Sillery the days were scarcely
dull. There was little chance for moping
with Emily Montague and Colonel Rivers
and Arabella and her Irish Captain
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Fitzgerald playing shuttlecock all morning
to keep their frozen blood in action, and
livening up their evenings by “playing at
cards—playing the fool—making love
and making moral reflections.” Among
the latter, Arabella in a very chilly moment
“reflects” on those stupid enthusiasts
who talk of a ““new Athens near the Pole,”
being firmly convinced that ““ Genius can
never exist in Canada,” where the faculties
lie benumbed six months in the year.”
She is also illumined by the possibility that
Pygmalion’s statue was after all “only a
frozen woman thawed by a sudden warm
day.”

The colonial fashion of receiving gentle-
men on New Year’s Day meets with her
heartiest approval. That the gentlemen
of the city should call in person to wish
their friends and hostesses the Compli-
ments of the Season was a graceful atten-
tion. A later writer states that on such
occasions the ladies were greeted by their
visitors with a “chaste and holy salute.”
When it is remembered that this was a
time when tea was twenty-five shillings a
pound, and wine twelve shillings a dozen,
the modern hostess may have her doubts
as to the peculiar grace of this ancient
custom.

While Arabella dashes off her quips to
Lucy, her father corresponds with a noble
Earl. To his lordship he writes sedately:
“The system of the French is military not
commercial. Every peasant is a soldier,
every seigneur an officer; all serve with-
out pay, and their lands are practically
free. The habitants are tall, robust and
indolent, loving war and hating labour;
brave, hardy and alert in the field, but
indolent at home like the savages whose
ways they quickly take to. But though
ignorant and stupid they have a strong
sense of honour, and are vain and look
on France as the only civilised country in
the whole world. Yet they have an
aversion to French troops, but idolise
Montcalm, for whom even his enemies
wept.”

Montmorenci has its charms for Cap-
tain Fermor too. In winter, as he stands
below the fall, on the “glassy level” of
the frozen river, he isdazzled by the colours
as the sunlight strikes the ridges of the ice.
He describes the scene in its wild mag-



256

nificence as one of grandeur, variety and
enchantment.

“Quebec,” he confides to his friend,
“ranks as a third or fourth rate English
country town; where there is much hos-
pitality, but little society—where there are
cards, scandal, dancing and good cheer,
but where the politics are as difficult to
understand as the Germanic System.”

This correspondence is short and ends
with the following unique suggestion:

“Your Lordship’s idea in regard to
Protestant convents here on the footing
of the one we visited together at Ham-
burgh is extremely well worth the con-
sideration of those whom it may concern,
especiallyif the Romish ones are abolished,
as will most probably be the case. The
noblesse have numerous families, and if
there are no convents they will be at a loss
where to educate their daughters, as well
as how to dispose of those who do not
marry at a reasonable time, and the con-
venience they find in both respects from
these houses is one strong motive to them
to continue in their ancient religion.

“I would wish only the daughters of the
seigneurs to become nuns, obliged on
taking the vow of obedience to prove
their noblesse for three generations, which
would secure them respect and limit them.
They would take the vow of obedience but
not of celibacy, with power as at Ham-
burgh of going out to marry, but only for
that, and as at Hamburgh even the Abbess
should have power to resign.”

Before the scene shifts from Canada,
however, we have Arabella’s farewell to
the spot she prefers above all others in the
world except London—her farewell to gay
Quebec where ‘‘the beaux were six to one,”
where she drank chocolate with the Gen-
eral in town, and syllabub with her friends
in the woods of Sillery; her farewell to
““the sweetest country in the world, where
she danced twenty-seven dances at the
Governor’s Ball on Thursday.” To
Montmorenci she hurries again, where
“for the last time,” she writes to Lucy,
“T visited every grotto in its lovely banks,
kissed every flower, raised a votive altar
on the little island, poured a libation of
wine to the river-goddess; and, in short,
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did everything it becomes a good heathen
to do.”

Every age has its exaggerations. To
the visitor, fleeing from the modern
park, the blare of the merry-go-round,
and the cruel advertisement of the zoo,
this picture of whimsical Arabella saying
a romantic farewell to grove and stream
in the wild silence of the gorge has its
enviable points.

Then comes an impression of the Bic
of a hundred and forty years ago, jotted
down in passing. ‘At Bic,” she continues,
“we landed to pick raspberries, just in
view of shores wildly majestic, the south
water just trembling to the breeze, the
ship with all her streamers out, floating
on the tide, with a few scattered houses
seen among the trees in the distance.”

Finally, we have a last glance at the
lively scribe just as she disappears from
western shores, for in August the ship
lies becalmed in the Gulf of St. Lawrence.
“Here,” she writes once more, “we fished
under the Magdalen Islands in a dimpled
sea and dancing sunbeams, the fish play-
ing on the surface of the water, while in
the distance rose the Magdalens, fenced in
by their walls of rock.”

Here the connection of the story with
Canada is dropped. If the impression it
leaves is slight, it is not unpleasing—this
passing glimpse of an old New World,
of Montmorenci in its first wild grace, as
of the majesty of the St. Lawrence in its
lonely and unpeopled days! This glimpse
of first winters when the snows lay deep
on isolated farms—when houses were bare
of luxuries, yet had a grace of their own as
we see them still in the light of their pine-
wood fires blazing up the rough chimneys
and in the warmth of the welcome thev so
graciously included! This glimpse too
of amusements simple in style vet keenly
enjoyed, and of that first rubbing together
of the edges of French and English
natures, each at the moment incapable
of understanding the other’s point of view.
Best of all, perhaps, to the present day
Canadian is the suggestion of the growth
even then of the settler’s love for the home
of his adoption—for “Canada the sweetest
country in the world.”
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LEAVING CAMP FOR THE DAY’'S WORK

Patriotic Military Training

By LT.-COL. WILLIAM

SHALL try to consider mili
tary service purely from the
point of view of a patriotic
citizen of the British Empire,
) and indeed limited to the
exigencies of our North American situ-
ation. In our people at large there is
a phlegmatism with regard to our Cana-
dian militia which is appalling when
we think that the very existence of our
country may depend on the basis of our
military organisation as largely as upon
the spirit of our people; and that the
former may be moulded to influence the
latter.

It may readily be answered that the
reason such a small number of represent-
atives of the people take any part in
parliamentary discussions of the militia,
or why so few persons in the-country
at large even write or speak on questions
affecting it, is because these things are
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held to be purely technical and profes-
sional. The average citizen thinks that
they should be left to the comparatively
small circle of men who are at the
moment taking an active part in the
militia itself.

The technical or professional side of
the matter is not what I aspire to treat
of in this article, but rather of other
considerations which should be apparent
to every patriotic citizen. And I hope
that I can put them plainly as grave
matters, which, instead of being merely
of academic interest, will appeal to every
intelligent man and woman in Canada
as primary duties to the country. Take
as preliminary considerations: What is
the object of our military force? Do we
need a military organisation in Canada?

Taking the object into consideration,
what should be the form of our military
organisation ? If it is necessary to give
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every able-bodied citizen some training
to fit him to defend his country, then
how will it affect the individual, the
community at large, and the British
Empire ?

With these preliminary matters in view
we first ask the question, What is the ob-
ject of our militia? Is it a paid army kept
by the rest of the community to defend
them against attack from foreign foes,
or is it a species of constabulary like our
North-West Mounted Police or the Irish
Constabulary, but in this instancé main-
tained to act against strikers, or to pre-
vent riots? An answer to the first ques-
tion might reasonably be that the militia,
as it exists, is so helplessly inadequate
when considered as a force which could
defend the country, that some sympathy
must arise for the people at large who
do not take it seriously. Then, on the
other hand, if it is viewed as an organisa-
tion whose object is chiefly to enforce
law and order when called upon, we are
amazed that we require such a large and
expensive constabulary in the heart of
Canada; and the question immediately
arises whether, having this object in
view, it could not be remodelled on vastly
simpler and less expensive lines.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

When we look back and consider the
history ‘of the militia, with which is in-
separably linked the history of our
country, we find what, at all events, was
the intention of our forefathers as to
the object of the militia, and we are also
brought face to face with the considera-
tion of the second: question, “Do we
need a military organisation in Canada ?*

In 1812-13-14, for three long eventful
years, the ‘handful of people in Canada
withstood fthe  armed force of the grow-
ing nition to the south of :us and bravely
repelled “thirteen invisions of that vastly
more numerous people. ‘After that was
all” over these btave men ‘decided on a
form of national defence, in the light of
the practical experience ; obtained by
them in” their three years’ successful
death-struggle - for -~ their country and
their flag. The plan they decided upon
is the same plan that has been adopted
by every country in the world save Eng-
land in her “magnificent isolation” and
the United States in her North Ameri-
canism and vast numerical strength.
The plan our forefathers deemed essen-
tial to the safety of Canada was that of
the Boers, of the Swiss, of the Japanese
(though less drastic), and with the same

1906 CAMP, CANADIAN MOUNTED RIFLES, ALBERTA
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patriotic fundament of home defence
that underlies the extreme rendering
given by Germany, France, Italy and
Russia, to the only possible system for
a brave and patriotic people.

Our forefathers therefore determined
to provide for again defending their
country if it should be necessary; and as
they reasonably held it to be “an every
man’s job,” they framed laws which
mmpclléd every able-bodied citizen who
was not a criminal to turn out under
arms once a year while in the prime of
life.

But unfortunately in Canada in that
day there was inequality in the render-
ing of an otherwise perfect system.

In Ontario it was necessary to turn
out but on a single day; in Nova Scotia
during the five days’ training provided
for in that province much useful work
was done, while in Quebec three muster
davs were exacted at difterent times.
Naturally anything like efficiency was
out of the question in Ontario, and after
the union of Upper and Lower Canada,
the Acts of 1845 and 1855, instead of
strengthening the weak spots in a na-

e
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tional patriotic military system inaug-
urated the voluntary standing army system
of England, which all recent enactments
have been following and emphasising
ever since.

We have drifted somewhat away from
a direct answer to our question. Evi-
dently our forefathers thought a militia
organisation necessary. Their view of
its object undoubtedly was to repel in-
vasion from the south should the great
nation there at any time make up its
mind to repeat the attempts of a century
ago.

Though the original design of our
militia has been lost sight of, though we
are not working on the lines thought
necessary by our forefathers, and though
we have so far drifted away from them
as to have made the inadequacy of our
svstem for the defence of the country
so apparent that the average business
man does not take the present militia
seriously, vet with all that the heart of
the people is true as steel; they believe
that the object of our militia should be
the defence of Canada to the death, and
that we do need a military organisation.
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[ cannot give a better example in sup-
port of this than to allude to the splen-
did feeling of loyalty whenever a county
council is appealed to in support of
Canadian defence organisations.

It is not many years since I approached
more than one county council and laid
before them the matter of the struggles
and difficulties in connection with keep-
ing up our volunteer militia. I put
the question to them somewhat in this
wise: If for any reason they believed
the defence of Canada so hopeless as to
be waste of energy in attempting, or
undesirable for any, other reason, the
matter could end there; but if they be-

lieved we should, and would, put up
the fight that our forefathers did in
1812-14, then the county should play

its part in giving countenance and aid
made necessary under our present military
organisation. Though it is usual to
have party feeling shown in almost every-
thing in our Canadian administrative
bodies, I have yet to see a want of una-
nimity in a county council on this
question. Conservatives and Liberals
alike vote solidly to a man in favour of
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the principle of the defence of Canada
and a willingness to give any reasonable
aid on their part to necessary and well-

conducted military urﬂamxdtmm. I will
say this, that instances have arisen
where the behaviour of some loafers
who have “gone out to camp” for the

money they could get out of it, has
shocked county councils and caused
withdrawals of assistance. These men
care as little for the work or the
regiment they enroll in, as for the
patriotic object of the tr.nnmg and
do grave wrong to the militia in the
eyes of many \\()rth_\' men and women
among the farms and villages of our
country. There are many county coun
cils whose recognition of their duty to
their country is a gem in the diadem
of Canada, but I am never tired
in mstdn(mg the sterling loyalty and
patriotic devotion of the good old coun-
ties of York and Peel, as examples of
the stuff of which thc county councils
are made.

This brings us ‘to the consideration
of the third question. Taking the ob-
ject of our militia to be for the defence

C.M.R. CAMP—DISMOUNTED FOR THE FIRING LINE
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of Canada and not a police force, what
then should be the form of its military
organisation? In any ordinary every-
day affair, when people wish to feel sure
that they will have a safe opinion—or
as safe as we can get anything in this
life—they turn to those who have had
experience in the particular matter con-
cerned. It would be expected, there-
fore, we would obtain the best practical
view as to the most satisfactory form of
military organisation to ensure the safety
of Canada, from the men who have
taken part in actual operations carried
on with that object in view.

This naturally takes us back again to
those giants of 1812, whose plan of mili-
tary organisation I have touched upon.
The original plan mapped out by these
men, from their practical experience,
was that every male citizen, physically
fit and not a criminal, should be liable
for military service between the ages of
eighteen and sixty. They also were .of
the opinion that an untrained, undis-
ciplined mob, not knowing one end of
a rifle from the other, was undesirable;
they therefore provided by law that all

-“THE HORSE LINE

should be compelled to acquire some ex-
perience in military organisation and the
use of arms. As has been pointed out,
all the provinces in Canada at that time
adopted this principle, but, unfortunately
for the general success of the plan, it
appears to have been carried out in a
very slip-shod manner and it soon de-
generated into a voluntary turnout, those
who cared to be present at muster an-
swering their names. It is even said
that often an adjournment to the nearest
public house constituted the dismissal.
A system such as that must soon fall into
disrepute, which was the case in this
instance. This system is what is known
as universal service or conscription. It
is in reality a form of patriotic service
in that it provides a national organisation,
whereby all loyal citizens can co-operate
in the defence of their hearths and homes.

There is another form of military ser-
vice which reached its acme in the “mer-
cenaries” of the middle ages. In this.
class the consideration for service is not
on the basis of patriotic devotion, but
for so much money paid for services.

To-day in Canada the regulating fac-
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tor in our militia, outside of those city
corps which do not draw pay, is the
amount of money that will induce a man
to give his service to the state.

I do not say for one moment that in
time of danger a very large proportion
of the populace would not be willing
and anxious to fly to arms in defence of
the country. But on the one hand there
are not arms to which they could fly,
and on the other hand absolutely un-
trained men, with strange and untried
arms, would be of little use in an emer-
gency, such as the invasion of Canada.
The thing to be considered is the best
actual form of military organisation for
times of peace as well as for times of
war. It is inconceivable that there
ought to be two different systems, one
for peace and one for war,as we now
have them; so that, virtually, it comes
down to the question of the choice of
the two—the patriotic form laid down
by our forefathers or the dollar basis on
which we are now working. .

Two considerations of considerable
moment present themselves with refer-
ence to the latter:

Can we afford to keep a paid soldiery
of sufficient numbers to do the fighting
for the rest of the people? Are we rich
enough, are we debased enough to have
to rely on such a system for our defence
and, indeed, if such a national luxury
is to be continued, is it a possible system
from another point of view, namely, the
successful defence of the country?

Therein lies the gist of the whole matter.
The fact that the ‘“levee en masse”
clauses still exist in the Militia Act—
the dead-letter part of the Act—is the
best answer. The clauses say plainly that
existing conditions are mot supposed to
defend Canada, but that in case of real
national emergency every man would be
called upon to bear arms.

Accepting the fact that the defence of
Canada is “an every man’s job,” then it
follows that as trained men are better
than ignorant men, it would be alto-
gether advisable to have the “levee en
masse” clauses in the Militia Act a. live
principle, instead of a dead letter, and
that we should have some form of pat-
riotic service in Canada whereby every
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sound man in the country should have
sufficient training to be able effectively
to take his place in the line of defence
of his country.

This now brings me to the fourth
question I undertook to consider at the
start: If it is necessary to give every able-
bodied citizen some training to fit him
to defend his country, then how will it
affect the individual, the community at
large and the British Empire? It would
be mere theory to say that a certain
amount of military training, engender-
ing system, discipline and obedience, is
good for any man. That, added to the
intelligence resulting from our excellent
school system and the individual re-
sourcefulness coming from effort to over-
come natural conditions in a new coun-
try, the results of military training become
a distinct asset to the country. And again,
that the underlying spirit of loyalty, and
probable co-operative basis of training,
must have a distinct bearing on the
unity and power of the whole British
Empire.

We can, however, do better than merely
theorise. We can look for example to
such countries as Japan and Switzerland
for results. Perhaps Japan demands
more time and attention to patriotic
training at the hands of her citizens than
Canada would deem necessary, though
the compulsory service in Japan is lighter
than in most European countries, and
is designed to interfere as little as possible
with business. Of course, every school
in Japan is under a military system, and
from the time a male child can think at
all the magnificently unselfish ideal of
dying for his country, as the highest
distinction that can come to a man, is
the goal set for him. The development
of individual intelligence, respect to
superiors and implicit obedience—the
outcome of this intelligence—coupled
with the abasement of self, in devotion
to emperor and country, has made Japan
one of the most ideal communities of
people in the world. In this latter case
I am only able to point to results and to
what has been told me by persons who
have recently been enquiring into the
reason of these results in Japan.

But in the case of Switzerland we for-
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tunately have the opinions of men who
have summarised statistical information
from the result of fifty-two years’ experi-
ence of the system in their own country.
Col. Camille Favre is one of these. He
gave a lecture in June, 1903, before the
National Service League in London.
The Duke of Wellington, President of
the League, alluded to the lecturer as
“the distinguished Swiss military writer
and historian.” The lecture is pub-
lished in pamphlet form, with a preface
written by the noble duke which con-
cludes as follows: “In the belief that
the Swiss militia system presents a sound
model on which we may form an ade-
quate and efficient home defence force,
“A Nation in Arms,’ without laying un-
due burdens upon the people, without
harmful interference with industry, and
without departing from those traditions
of civic freedom which we share with
the Helvetian Republic, I commend
these pages to the thoughtful considera-
tions of my countrymen.”

The first thought, by way of digres-
sion, that at once arises to the mind of
any Canadian is, What on earth does
England need the Swiss system for, cut
off as she is from all the world by one of
the choppiest and most disagreeable
parts of the storm-ridden North Atlantic
ocean? The second thought is that
there must, however, really be some-
thing in it if regular organisations to
promote patriotic service exist in Eng-
Jand, headed by such men as the
Duke of Wellington, and that we
recollect having read extracts from
speeches of Lord Roberts advocating
these principles. And, finally, a third
thought must creep up in our minds, to
the effect that if, indeed, there is any
real need for the Swiss system of pat-
riotic service, as against the Canadian
“dollar” system, in sea-girt England, the
matter instantly becomes of burning in-
terest to every Canadian who realises
that the only bulwarks that exist for 3,000
miles between ourselves and a powerful
race with another flag are the loyal
hearts and unarmed, untrained hands
of a sturdy, fast-growing branch of the
British race.

Among his opening remarks Col. Favre

says: “If we wish to discover the
foundation of the Swiss army, itself
identical with the Swiss nation, we must
seek it in her past history. It is her

< history that has created the military

spirit and the national traditions, which,
after the lapse of centuries, form the
basis of our military system as it stands
to-day. The memory of the great deeds
of our forefathers remains graven on
the hearts of the people, and is kept
alive by festivals and public commem-
orations, which it is customary to hold
on the anniversaries of the great battles
of the middle ages. It is remarkable
that these celebrations do not provoke
any resentment on the part of the de-
scendants of the vanquished, and that, in
spite of diversity of language and of
race, the sentiment of national unity is
a dominating force.”

One point that Col. Favre brings out
very strongly is the great improvement
in the class of the Swiss soldiery since
the adoption of their patriotic service.
In connection with this he says: “In the
old days, two centuries ago, armies were
the scum of the population. By the
beginning of last century things had be-
gun to improve; but since the adoption
of compulsory universal service, which
has drawn into the ranks every able-
bodied man of the nation, the personnel
hasundergonea very considerable change.”
Of the necessity of the system to the
community he says: “But whatever the
future may have in store for us, one
thing is quite certain, namely, that if
we wish to counteract the evils inherent
in a democracy by a system of national
discipline, we must make a beginning
either at the school-boy’s desk or on the
parade ground. In no other way can
a nation be taught self-control.”

In this connection it is not impossible
to imagine the day coming when Cana-
dians may pray to be delivered from a
bureaucracy more intolerant than any
known form of aristocracy.

Col. Fabre sums up the whole experi-
ence of the fifty-two years’ trial of pat-
riotic system in Switzerland, coupled
with his personal knowledge of it, in the
following conclusions: “Judging, then,
from the experiences of Swilzerland we
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may safely say that compulsory service,
besides being intrinsically sound and
right, is beneficial to the country as a
whole and to the individual man. 1t is
right that in a country which calls
itself free every citizen should make
a personal contribution towards the de-
fence of his home. It is not right that
this sacred duty should be left to those
who make soldiering their profession,
or to those who, actuated by the loftiest
motives, are prepared of their own free
will to devote a large part of their time
and money to the cause. If the material
and moral advantages of education are
to be realised to the full, it becomes
imperative that every man should fully
understand the meaning of the words
duty, obedience, discipline and self-
sacrifice in time of war. And not only
from the moral standpoint is military
service thoroughly sound, but also for
purely physical reasons. We must take
what stand we can against the physical
degeneration which is one of the inevit-
able consequences of modern civilisation.
Finally, it is well that all classes of men,
brought together by the common duty
of military service, should mix freely
with each other. Many false notions will
be dissipated, many lifelong friendships
will be formed. If, indeed, we feel any
misgivings lest some of the younger men
pick up bad habits from their town-bred
comrades, it should be perfectly easy,
by the exercise of some judgment, to re-
fuse admission to those who do not
appear to offer a sufficient guarantee of
good behaviour.” (In the case of Japan,
as many more men every year are liable
for service than they can afford to train,
the foregoing principle is brought much
into use. Thus it is a mark of honour
to be chosen in that country.)

“But now you will ask, What are the

drawbacks to universal service? In the
first place, the personal inconvenience
to the civil population. But, as 1 have
endeavoured to show you, this incon-
venience is in reality a blessing in dis-
guise, and confers great benefits upon
the nation as a whole. By developing
the character, and giving a certain sta-
bility, the sum total of the moral and
material energy of the country is largely
increased. The second drawback is the
risk inseparable from all human efforts.
It might prove a failure (Col. Favre was
speaking in England), but if a country were
unable to produce a satisfactory army by
this means, it would simply mean that the
moral stamina of the people had so Jar
degenerated that they refused to make the
sacrifice mecessary for national safety. A
national army is, for good or evil, the
national barometer. If the army does not
prosper, it means that the country despairs
of itself. Is it not well worth while, then,

~ making an effort towards its salvation 2**

To those who have read thus far, the
deduction will be very clear that the
popular prejudices, which undoubtedly
exist, against what people have in
their minds as “conscription” are
due entirely to misunderstanding. Any-
thing can be overdone. The most
sacred subjects can be misrepresented
and misused. Where the training of
men to make them fit to defend their
firesides takes the form of years of ser.
vice, the thing is overdone, is unneces-
sary, and is a burden. But where 3
form of national patriotic service can bhe
carried on somewhat as in Switzerland,
it becomes a benefit to the individual
and to the community in many ways, and
might easily be the means of defeating
the ends of some powerful aggressive
nation who could otherwise tear down
our flag and conquer our country.

TO BE CONCLUDED IN THE FEBRUARY NUMBER




AEBURN, the astute, the
cool-nerved, the boyish-
faced plunger that scorch-
ed the betting-ring with
a playful smile on his
lips, was sa untering

" % through Lincoln Park so
early that the birds peeped at him in-
quiringly. It was quite too early for a
well-dressed human. But that was Rae-
burn’s way of life; he kept as clean physi-
cally and morally as he could, environed
by doubtful associations as he was. The
horses and the dollars he considered
clean; but where others faced the bottle
or the cards, he roosted early and rose
early.

Just now he was turning over in his
mind the matter of Pibroch’s presence
at the Woodlawn races. A slight mys-
tery over a horse had a charm for Rae-
burn’s grappling mind. Mystery meant
a projected coup; and in every coup,
with its necessarily limited elect, was
room and chance for a master hand.

Suddenly the student was reached
from his deep retrospective study of
Pibroch’s races in the past by a woman’s
cry and the haphazard clatter of iron-
shod hoofs. A dozen paces away a girl
dangled, foot in stirrup, from a blood-
bay horse, that, half held by the clutched
rein, head drawn to chest, struggled to
break into a frenzied race of death.

Raeburn, man of quick decision, lithe
and strong as a panther, sprang for-
ward and, as the animal’s head came up
with the loosened rein, slipped his fin-
gers through the ring of the snaffle, and
swung his weight against the bay’s
shoulder. Then commenced a fierce
struggle for mastery between the fright-
crazed horse and the cool, strong, deter-
mined man. Once Raeburn was lifted
clear off his feet; then he had the bay’s
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A Sequel to
“THE GLOVE STAKES"

head down against his chest, and his
fingers closed over the wide-spread nos-
trils till the struggling creature choked
for breath. The man was dragged
twenty feet; then the horse was brought
to his knees, his lungs strangled by the
clutch on the nostrils. But he was up,
and they still fought—always in a circle
to the left, that kept the cutting ironed
hoofs clear of the girl. A crumpled
sheet of brown paper, tortured by a
scurrying wind, crackled insanely against
the white-stockinged legs of the horse.
This was the inanimate fiend that had
caused the trouble. A sudden gust
whisked the paper to the grassed sward
fifty feet away, and the bay, held in
that strong grasp, cried inwardly: “ Mas-
ter!” and stood still, trembling like a
leaf.

With his left hand still on the snaf-
fle, Raeburn cautiously stretched his
right till he reached the stirrup; with a
wrench he slipped the girl’s foot from
its holding-iron, and swung the horse
clear. Then, as he turned, his eyes
opened wide with astonishment, and in-
voluntarily he exclaimed: “By Jove,
you're plucky!”

The girl was on her feet. “I'm not
hurt,” she said simply, “thanks to vou,
sir; you've saved my life.”

“Nothing of the sort. I—I—"

“Yes, vou did; I saw it all; you did
just the cleverest thing—you know about
horses.”

The girl had big brown eyes, and
there was a soft Southern drawl in her
voice.

“Are you hurt? Shall I get you a
cab?” Raeburn interrupted the girl’s
flow of gratitude.

“T’ll ride Redskin, thank you; I’'m not
hurt.”

“But——"

reve
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“Oh, nothing will happen! It wasn’t
his fault; T was careless—I fancy I was
dreaming. The paper startled him—
he’s been a race-horse, and has nerves
—he jumped, and I fell; that’s all.”

Raeburn held his hand to his knee,
and from it the girl vaulted lightly to
the saddle. There was a half invita-
tion in the brown eyes, and Raeburn
walked along beside the still restive
horse, saying: “This is my way, too.
Redskin does look as though he might
gallop some with those powerful quar-
ters. Do you race him?”

“Oh, no; he belongs to Jack—" The
girl hesitated, and the man, shooting
an upward glance, saw that her face
was rose-blushed, also that the features.
well chiselled, were good to look upon,
and the brown eyes swimmingly full of
unknowing.

“Jack is your brother?”

“No; he’s a—a friend.”

“Does ‘Jack’ race Redskin? Is he a
racing man? DI’m interested because I
—well, T see a good deal of racing, one
way or another.”

“No, I don’t think he knows much
about it—he does sometimes.” The girl
hesitated, looked at her companion,
then brushed the horse’s black mane
with her riding-crop, as though she
were debating something.

“Well,” continued Raeburn, * you must
tell him not to bet on the horses. Tell
Jack”—he showed his even, white teeth
in a smile—“tell him it’s a foolish, los-
ing game. You see, I know about this
thing, and—and—well, I like pluck.”

“He’s not going to bet after to-day.”

“Why ‘after to-day’?”

“He’s going to make a lot of money;
a_ friend’s horse is going to win, and
after to-day we—I mean, Jack is not
going to bet again. Do you bet on
horses? You do? You saved my life
—TId like to show you that I'm grate-
ful—if I told you the horse’s name, you
could bet, and make a lot of money, too,
couldn’t you?”

“Please don’t—stop, you mustn’t.”
Raeburn raised his hand warningly.
Too late! It was out.

“Pibroch is the horse’s name.” The
girlish lips threw the words at him al-

most defiantly—certainly with ingenu-
ous naiveté.

The man flushed guiltily. He had
stolen a stable secret. But what an ex-
traordinary coincidence—telepathic, to
say the least of it; the very horse that
had occupied his thoughts when the
girl’s frightened cry had rung in his ears,

“Have I done anything dreadful ?*
she queried. “You look shocked.”

“No—that is—well, you mustn’t be-
tray Jack’s secrets. But a woman that
can keep a secret is—well, dangerous,”

“I'm sorry; but you saved my life,
Mr——?”

“Raeburn, Miss ——?”

“Brooks.” The girl smiled. She had
pulled the bay to a stand. She pointed
to a many-gabled house with her riding-
crop, and continued: “I'm living with
my aunt. My real home is in Georgia.
Will you be at the place where they
race to-day? T want Jack to meet you
—to thank you.”

“And to tell me about Pibroch, eh?
Yes, I'll look for you at the course. I’m
glad you escaped so well.” He- lifted
his hat, and the girl reached down her
small, gloved hand. Raeburn just
touched the finger-tips, as Redskin, still
nervous, lunged sideways.

A smile conquered Raeburn’s strenu-
ous attempts at suppression, and wrin-
kled his lips as he turned away. It was
too droll, this grotesque idea of his re-
ceiving a tip from a girl who spoke of
the race-course as ‘“the place where
they race.” There was a sweetness
about the simple, direct expression of
gratitude; the sublime faith in Jack’s
certainty of winning a lot of money and
then swearing off. The whole thin
flitted through Raeburn’s experienceg
mind like a dream of stepping off Broad-
way into a pasture-field where maids in
white poke bonnets milked quiescent cows,

“So Pibroch’s due to-day,” he mut-
tered as, his hotel now the definite ob-
ject of attainment, he swung along loose-
limbed. “I must find out who really
has the horse here.”

He drew from his pocket a book of
race entries. ,

“Mr. Bender’s Pibroch. I guess Mr.,
Bender is from No-Man’s-Land—the

-
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man in the moon. It's a hundred to
one Pibroch is running for the books.
And if 'm a judge, the big brown eyes
of the girl from Georgia will swim fuller
of tears than laughter after Jack’s plunge
on Pibroch. Highland doesn’t make
any mistakes, and he warned me in New
York that Pibroch had been sold to a
short-card gang. I'm going to break
up that play just for fun—and for the
sake of that girl from Georgia.”

For an hour Raeburn trailed the name
of Bender through Woodlawn, in and
out of hotels, and a couple of saloons
where were hand-books, without coming
upon the slightest trace of a corporate
body labelled Bender. Leading ques-
tions, diplomatically put, threw no light
upon the ownership of Pibroch. In

Woodlawn nobody evinced the slight-
est interest in the horse. Nothing of
his quality had leaked. }

Chafing at the complete stillness of
this thing that should have clinked a lit-
tle in some link of its chain, Raeburn,
his eyes lowered in concentrated thought
as he walked, almost fell over a little

man.

“Pardon—by Jove! you, Paddy?”

It was Paddy Boone, the jockey; and
Paddy owed the full success of his up-
coming to the man who, because of
that, had privilege to ask: “What are
you riding to-day, Paddy?”

“Nothing in the first race, sir; in the
second, the Lincoln Handicap, I ride
Pibroch.”

“Pibroch!”

No wonder Raeburn reiterated the
name with an emphasis of surprise.
Woodlawn seemed full of Pibrochs—
just the name; but here, surely, would
{)e tangibility. And if Boone had the
mount, the horse must be out to win.
There wasn’t money enough in the full
coffers of the hookies to bribe Paddy
Boone—he knew that. Besides, when
the owner put up one of the best jockeys
in America, he must mean winning.

“Who’s the owner?” Raeburn asked.

“Mr. Bender, sir.”

“Who’s Bender? Never heard of him.”

“T don’t know. I never heard of him
before yesterday.”

“Who engaged you?”
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“A man named Cusick. He’s man-
ager for Bender.”

“Cusick—Bart Cusick! Paddy, that
man is the whole gamut; he’s—did he
make any break? Did he—well, sug-
gest any funny business?”

“Not on your life, Mr. Raeburn! Do
you think I'd take the mount if——"

“No, I know you wouldn’t, Paddy;
they must be going to win.”

“I think it's a sure thing, sir. I think
you can bet the full limit on Pibroch.
I know he’s well, for I see him do a
sweating gallop with his clothes on, and
he was pullin’ the boy out of the saddle.
And you know what the horse was like
early in the season, sir, down on the
Metropolitan tracks. Anyway, Mr. Rae-
burn, I'll win on him, no matter what
they want.”

“You stick to that, Paddy. Tl see
you before the race.”

“So it’s Bart Cusick’s hand,” Rae-
burn thought. “A sweet friend for
Jack! A delightful prospect this for
the girl from Georgia. That tumble
this morning came near cracking her
neck, but it may save her from break-
ing her heart. Cusick is no philanthro-
pist, and Jack is up against it. But it
puzzles me.” i

Again he visited a couple of hotels,
poring studiously over their registers.
He smiled when he read in one, ‘“Bar-
ton Cusick, New York,” and beneath,
on the next line, “Fritz Finkle, New
York.” He noted that their allotted
rooms were next each other. “A worthy
running-mate, Mr. Cusick! Finkle, book-
maker, is about as immoral as Bart
Cusick, gentleman tout; and I guess
Bender stands for both names. Gal-
lant old Pibroch, you thoroughbred,
you’ve fallen among the forty thieves.”

Raeburn took a seat in a recessed °
corner of the office, and watched over a
paper for occult testimony of the con-
nection between the two crooked ones.
Presently Cusick and a square-shoul-
dered young man stepped from the
elevator; the racing man laid his hand
upon the young fellow’s shoulder re-
assuringly, and his face was the picture
of sincerity.

“T’ll bet that is Jack getting the final
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tip that Pibrochzis to win,” muttered
Raeburn; “he looks an easy mark for
Cusick.”

The young man of easy confidence
grasped Cusick’s hand gratefully, and,
saying something which Raeburn could
not hear, nodded his head decisively in
parting.

When he had gone, Cusick went out
for a minute; but presently he reap-
peared cheek by jowl with Book-maker
Finkle. A satisfied smile hovered about
the thick lips of the rich-gorged man of
odds, and the tout’s face seemed to
curve like a hawk’s beak as he explained
to his confrere in this thief’s game how
they were to get a thousand easy ex-
pense money while they fooled the public.

“That much for mine,” Raeburn
laughed softly, as he slipped quietly
through the door and hurried to his own
hotel.

Still, he was puzzled. He knew Cu-
sick’s general game, which was to get
into the confidence of some man with
money and betting tendencies, and steer
him on to a loser, sharing the spoil with
the book-maker. But they had engaged
Boone to ride, and the horse was fit,
that meant winning. They had the
money to bet themselves if the horse
could win, and wouldn’t give the tip
to any one. Indeed, . it was puzzling,
even to Raeburn. Also it was alto-
gether lovely, fascinating, this puzzle
of many rings that wouldn’t come off.

Though Raeburn hurried, he had
neglected some ‘matters of his own over
this affair of the girl from Georgia; and
these personal things—a change of at-
tire, his lunch, and an importunate
friend who could not be shaken off—
ate into the time that is always swift-
_fleeting; and he reached the course late,
just as its fevered occupants were in
the throes of preparing for the first race.

His sharp eyes questioning the lawn
for the girl, Raeburn passed twice up
and down the grassed floor. Ah! there
were the big brown eyes of the girl, and,
almost hiding her, were the wide shoul-
ders which now most certainly meant
Jack—Mr. Hutton, as the girl intro-
duced him, full of thanks te Raeburn
for saving the lady’s life.
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“Now, tell Mr. Raeburn about Pi-
broch, Jack.”

“Yes, there’s no reason why I shouldn’t
now,” Jack laughed, “for my moneygis
on, and at a good price, too.”

Raeburn started. “You've bet al-
ready? Why, there’s no betting on the
second race yet?”

“I know that. That’s where I get the
bulge on the public by knowing some-
thing.” o

“Who told you about Pibroch?” = -

Jack hesitated. “I promised not} to
tell any one,” he answered; ““but—well,
you're to know all about it, so—a Mr,
Cusick; he manages the stable for the
owner, Mr. Bender. They're backing
Pibroch away at the pool-rooms in
New York, for he’s a sure winner.”

“Is Cusick an old friend? I have a
good reason for asking this.”

“No, I met him here—he came to the
bank to get large bills for a lot of small
ones. He volunteered to do me a good
turn for the trouble I took over his
little matter.”

“Gad! this is a thieves’ game,” Rae-
burn grunted.

“A what?”

“Well, this Cusick is a tout, a race
thief, and you've bet your money with
the man who owns Pibroch. Now,
what do you make of that?”

“I—I—don’t know.”

“Neither do I—quite.”

The girl’s face was white, her eyes
were big with dread. ;

“Well, he’s a crook, I'm sorry to say,
and we must see what his game is.
How did you bet so early?”

“Cusick said the horse would be
backed as soon as the betting on the
race commenced, and he could get the
book-makers to lay him a better price
before the first race. He got me four
thousand to one thousand dollars, and
the horse will start two-to-one or less.”

“Let me see your ticket, please.”

Jack drew two betting-tickets from
his pocket.

“Ah, I thought so—Finkle & Co.
Just stand here,” Raeburn commanded.,
“No, that won’t do—go into the club
lunch-room, Mr. Hutton, and wait.
Don’t stir from there, as you value your
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thousand. TI'll be back before—well,
soon.” ‘

He almost ran to the paddock. Ah,
Juck was with him! There was Paddy
Boone, looking like a gaudy wasp in a
black jacket striped with yellow. Rae-
burn ran his eye over the throng of

ple. Cusick was nowhere in sight.
EI? sauntered leisurely up to the jockey,
and, speaking in a low tone, said: “Pad-
dy, Finkle owns Pibroch, and Cusick
is running fool money into the book on
the horse; that means he won’t win.”

“My God, sir, I won’t ride a stiff "un!
1 might get ruled off for life. T’ll go to
the stewards!” There was a wail in
the boy’s voice.

“No, you won’t, Paddy; I'll see you
through. Go down to Pibroch’s stabling
—hurry, I'll wait here—who’s in charge ?”’

A nigger, Dave Johnson.”

“He'll be easy. Find out if they’ve

iven Pibroch anything—you can tell.

ind out, if you have to promise the
nigger five hundred—T'll pay. Hurry!
Make an excuse that you’ve fergot the
weight you're to make—anything.”

When the boy had gone, Raeburn
shifted his position to the gate that led
from the paddock to the course stabling,
which was but fifty yards away. Twice
he looked at his watch—strong tribute
to a most unusual nervous interest.
Three minutes, five minutes—ah, there
was the wasplike jacket coming up the
little hill from the stabling hollow.

And the boy’s face! When their

met, Raeburn slipped into a near-
dock stall, followed in nervous
haste by the jockey.

“Jt’s a ringer, sir,” he gasped. ‘“Two
of them——”

“What the devil do you mean, Paddy ?”

“PDo you remember the chestnut horse,
Sammy B., sir—he was no good?”

“] don’t.”

“Well, I do; I rode him. And they’re

in’ to run Sammy B. to-day as Pi-

”»

“Of all the frappé nerve! I see—I
understand! And they’re putting you
up so the public and the stewards will
see a strong ride on this horse that can’t
win; and that’s why Cusick is touting
the money into Finkle’s book.”

“Pibroch’s there, too, sir; both horses
are in No. 12 stable.”

“Great Scott! Icicles for nerves!”
Raeburn knitted his brows. Was there
ever such a puzzle in racing?

“I've got it, Paddy. Do the horses
look alike?”

“Their breeders wouldn’t know them
apart, sir. 1 wouldn’t if I hadn’t been
lookin’ for trouble, and didn’t know
Sammy B. like my own brother. He
used to bore out in running, so he was
raced with a pricker on the bit; and I
saw the old marks of the brads on the
lips of the horse they said was Pibroch
down at the stable. Pibroch hasn’t got
no marks like that, ’cause he runs straight
as an arrow. Just then a horse pokes
his nose out of the next stall, and I
knows it’s the real Pibroch. They were
both blanketed, sir.”

“Good boy, Paddy! Tl skip. Stay

here for a little, then get ready. Weigh
out for Pibroch—I think youwll ride
him. If you don’t, I'll stop it at the
last minute.”
* The bugle was sounding for the jock-
eys to mount horses for the first race
as Raeburn hurried through the pad-
dock and dove into the lunch-room.

‘“Here, Mr. Hutton,” he said, draw-
ing a roll of bank-notes from his pocket,
“here’s a thousand dollars. 1 want
you to nail this Cusick—tell him that
you want to bet another thousand. Keep
him away from the paddock, even if
you have to knock him down. It’s all
right. If it isn’t, I'll appeal to the stew-
ards at the last minute. Give me that
betting-ticket—you have two—the small
one—that’s it, four hundred to one
hundred dollars.”

“I bet that for the lady,” Jack said,
with an apologetic smile.

“I'm going to use it to make your
other bet come off. Get my thousand
on sure.” Then he was gone, racing
through the paddock and down to the
stabling. Just in time. A chestnut-
headed horse was on the point of be-
ing led out of a stall in No. 12.

“Hold on, Johnson,” Raeburn cried.
“Put Sammy back; we want the other
one!”
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The eyes of the big negro became
large, white-rimmed china alleys.

“What’s dat, boss?”

“Finkle has switched. We're out for
a killing, see? Here’s yours?” Rae-
burn shoved the ticket, ‘Four hundred
to one hundred dollars, Pibroch,”
stamped “Finkle & Co.,” into the train-
er’s hands.

“Now shift, quick,” he commanded.
“Finkle wants Pibroch—there he is in
the next stall. Get him out. Some-
thing has leaked, and if we run Sammy,
we’ll get ruled off for life.”

The darky hesitated. He knew Rae-
burn—knew him for a big turf plunger,
and that if he were backing Pibroch
there would be thousands won; but he
was confused, and he was a slow-witted
negro.

“Where’s de boss, sir?”

“Cusick? He’s betting my money in
the ring”—which was really quite true.
“Hurry up, you're late now. There’ll be
some of the officials coming down here,
first thing we know.”

Still in a woolly-brained muddle, the
darky ordered the stable-boy to bring
out the other horse.

~Raeburn waited until the real Pi-
broch was on his way to the paddock,
then he followed. In the paddock he
said to Paddy Boone: “This is Pibroch,
isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Keep the nigger busy, Paddy. Make
him saddle at once.” Then he took up
his stand close to the stall in which was
Pibroch. Cusick might come into the
paddock to speak to the trainer—prob-
ably would, so Raeburn waited to inter-
cept him. Presently he saw that slick
gentleman heading for Pibroch’s stall.

Raeburn waited until the tout was
close, then he stepped forward and
greeted Cusick cordially. The latter
was flattered. To be taken notice of
by the great plunger was decidedly
worth something.

The plunger took Cusick familiarly
by the arm and led him away, saying:
“Do you know anything about that
horse Pibroch? I'd like to have a bet
on him—he ought to win—but I heard
a whisper that some thieves have got
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him here, and I don’t know what he’s
doing. Have you heard anything?”

Strangely enough, they were both
actuated by the same governing desire
—Raeburn to keep Cusick away from
Pibroch and his coloured trainer, and
Cusick equally anxious to keep the
acute-eyed plunger away from what
Cusick supposed to be Sammy B. So.
happy in the achievement of their wishes,
they sauntered on across the stand lawn
and down toward the betting-ring.

“I think Pibroch ought to win,” Cu-

sick said. ‘“The owner’s backing him—
I know that for a fact. I'm backing him
myself.”

By this they had reached the book-
makers’ mart.

“Well, I'll pay five hundred on Pi-
broch and chance it,” Raeburn said.
“He’s three to one, I see.”

“There’s three and one-half,” seven
to two,” suggested Cusick, pointing with
his thumb toward Finkle’s book.

“Gad! Tl have five hundred of that,”
Raeburn. declared.

And as he handed up the vyellow-
backed certificates of gold, Finkle winked
solemnly over his head at Cusick, and
Cusick winked back; and when Rae-
burn had departed, the book-maker
leaned over to his sheet-writer and said:
“God in heaven, Jake! did you ever see
such a day for suckers? And, of all
men, Jim Raeburn!”

And Raeburn, clinging with tenacity
to Cusick, threaded his way through the
stunted forest of humans across the
lawn to a bench on which sat Hutton
and the girl from Georgia, saying:
“The horses have gone to the post; let’s
watch the race from here. Why, Mr.
Hutton!” Raeburn cried, holding out
his hand to the young man with eager-
ness; then he winked, and Jack took the
hint. “Ah, you know Mr. Cusick?
Good! We'll watch this race together.
What are you betting on, Hutton? Pi-
broch? So am I—I've just bet five
hundred on him. He’ll win—Mr. Cu-
sick says so; it’s all right.” He nodded
cheerfully.

The race was three-quarters of a mile;
and over at the six-furlong post, behind
the barrier, stretched across the course
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like a fish-net, eight horses gyrated and
interwove like goats on a sun-warmed
rock.
“They've doped that black, Rocket,”
Raeburn said from beneath his race-
glasses; “he’s shoved his nose through
the barrier twice. He’s fair crazy.”

“Sammy’s quiet——""  Cusick, in his
unctuous interest forgetting that it was
not Finkle beside him, thus- far worded
his thoughts, breaking off in the dawn
of intelligence with a jerk that nearly
threw him off the bench.

“Eh? Sammy? There’s no Sammy
in this race, is there?” and the plunger’s
placid eyes searched Cusick’s face with
a disconcerting probe.

“Ha! ha!” laughed Cusick. “I mean
the little nigger on Whistler. He’s
aslnp."

Indeed, Pibroch, that Cusick thought
was Sammy, was possessed of the un-
ruffled quietude that great horses show
at the starting-post. The big chestnut
wheeled leisurely under the gentle hands
of Paddy Boone, as each line-up was
disrupted by the foolish-brained Rocket;
and then, as the eight came forward
groggily, like an awkward squad of
recruits, Pibroch’s head would be straight
out, his powerful limbs carrying his
weight evenly, and his eye on the gos-
samer thing of restraint that barred him
from the joyous battle of speed.

Pibroch’s sluggish at the post,” Rae-
burn remarked. ‘“He may get Ileft,
with that crazy dope-horse breaking up
the starts; and if he gets left we're in
the soup, Mr. Hutton.”

This he backed up with a wink and a
little nod, and Jack, guessing at his
meaning, said: “Oh, Pibroch won’t get
left; the starter won’t let them away
until our horse is in the lead. You've
arranged that, haven’t you, Mr. Cu-
sick ?”

Raeburn could have patted Hutton
on the back for this glint of intelligence.
Chuckling inwardly, he stared in feigned
astonishment and reproof at Cusick.
The latter gentleman laughed uneasily,
saying: “That’s a dangerous joke, Hut-
ton. Mr. Raeburn might think——”

His voice was drowned by a commo-
tion. “They’re off! There they go!”

voices cried. There was the rustle of
dresses, the clatter of feet, as men and
women clambered to stand on the bench
seats on the lawn; a vibrant-tongued
bell was clattering a warning to the
ring; and across the oval field, like a
mob of colts that had croached a fence,
the eight thoroughbreds were springing
to the best of speed and endurance.

Small, strong fingers clutched Rae-
burn’s arm and pulled their owner up
to the bench beside him. Turning, he
looked into the big brown eyes that
were now jet black with the intensity
of restrained excitement.

“Will he lose?” she gasped. ‘“He’s
behind—will that black horse win now ?”

Raeburn studied the colour-mottled
mass of legs and heads and undulating
bodies that was now drawing out seg-
ments of itself, lengthening like the body
of a writhing serpent, as the fleeter
ones breasted into the lead.

“The black?” he muttered. “No,
Rocket won’t do—he’s got a pin-head
boy in the saddle.” He shot a look at
his program. “Apprentice allowance—
I thought so—a stable-boy, running the
horse off his legs. Don’t worry about
the black, Miss Georgia; he’ll crack up.”

“But our horse is behind, and you
said——" aie,

But Raeburn’s ears were adder’s ears;
the joy of the struggle across the ellipse
of chance, the course, now at the lower
turn, crept into his soul, and he raced
with the eager, straining thoroughbreds.
He was at Paddy Boone’s ear with his
wise counsel and his admonition. Open-
mouthed, the black, unchecked by the
brainless babe on his back, burned up
his strength in useless speed; raced with
the posts of the rail, galloping against
himself six lengths beyond the bay,
Whistler, and the white-legged Mascot.
Close to the rail, with ears pricked, his
outstretched muzzle nosing Mascot’s quar-
ter, was Pibroch, his boy as still, as mo-
tionless, as part of the great chestnut
himself. :

“That’s the trick, Paddy,” Raeburn
whispered to his glass. “Wait, my boy;
you’ve got all the best of it; don’t fight
them, Paddy. There comes the black
back to you—the dope’s effervesced.”
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At the bottom, broadside on, the rac-
ing steeds seemed to lengthen out;
optically they grew many feet; their
speed magically increased; they crept
stride by stride to the black. At the
turn into the straight, the line of sight
again was a necromancer; the four that
raced in front were like one team in a
chariot-race; the colours of the jackets
blended—they interwove like gay rib-
bons on a May-pole. Over the watch-
ers was a hush of perplexity. No one
knew; no one called in triumph. Even
Raeburn, long schooled, waited for a
sign. Ah, it was Rocket still in the
van! He saw the black horse sway to
the rail in his. tiring, and blot the gold-
yellow of the chestnut like a curtain
bars the sunlight. And against the
black’s flank leaned Whistler; and be-
yond, hugging Whistler, twinkled the
white legs of Mascot.

“Damn that dope-horse! T’d like to
shoot him. He’s pocketed Pibroch!”
Raeburn muttered. “Now, Paddy, good
boy, watch for your opening.”

He lowered his glasses, and stole a
look at the girl’s face; then he set his
teeth and watched again this thing that
was now altogether in the vicarious
grasp of chance. It wasn’t the trivial
thing of a bet won or lost; it was happi-
ness or a long wait for the girl from
Georgia that was there in that pocket
fashioned by the straggling, useless black.

“They’re all riding like devils,” Cu-
sick declared—“all but the boy on Pi-
broch. I'll take my oath he's been
got at by some one—he’s not making an
effort. If Pibroch’s beat, it will be the
jockey’s fault.”
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Raeburn answered this with a mut-
tered imprecation. Was chance going
to throw the race, and all it meant to
the girl at his side, into the thieving
hands of Finkle and his friends? And
the horses were opposite the betting-
ring now; ten seconds more of the pock-
et’s hold and it would be too late. Sud-
denly the black faltered; his boy cut
once, twice, with his foolish whip, and
as it bit into Rocket’s flank, the horse,
courage gone, shrank, and curled to-
ward the thing that stung him.

“Pull out, Danny—knee out and let
me up!” Paddy’s voice was a pleading
wail as it filtered between Pibroch’s
eagerly pricked ears.

To the stable-lad on the drunken
black Jockey Boone was a revered idol,
and he answered the command. A
slight turn of the wrist, a twist in the
short-knotted rein, and the weary Rocket
leaned in his stride against the bay.
Then the watchers on the bench saw
the wide-nostriled head of Pibroch creep-
ing up the narrow lane; then the wasp-
like jacket of Paddy Boone fluttered
beside the blue and crimson of Whistler
and Mascot. Now there is full open-
ing; and, like a greyhound slipped from
leash, Pibroch comes through with a
great pounding, thunderous gallop, and
somebady clutching Raeburn’s arm sways
and cuts foolishly downward in a sudden
letting loose of pent-up blood.

“Gad! you were playing for foolish-
ly big stakes,” Raeburn whispered, as
he eased the girl from his arm; “but
you've won, and I'm glad. Remember,
no more betting after to-day for Jack.
It’s a fool’s game.”




A GROUP OF PARSEE MAIDENS

Characteristic Types of Beauty

By H. S. SCOTT HARDEN

JHE characteristics of a people
are often best judged when
f5 you watch how they eat, how
they do their work, and

%Y how they pray. Perhaps no
people in the world are so contented with
their lot as the Parsees. It was some time
in the seventh century that their descend-
ants were driven out of Persia by the
spread of the Mohammedan rellng._m, an.d
they settled in India. Ever since, this
race has, like the Jews, clung together with
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that Free Masonry that has brought them
success wherever they have gone. To-
day we find amongst them throughout the
Indian Empire some of the wealthiest
merchants and many of the leading lawyers
and doctors. In their good works they
are most charitable, most liberal and
most devoted. One has only to look at
their magnificent homes on Malabur
Hill in Bombay, to see their temples of
prayer and their charitable institutions,
to study the lives of the Parsees. The

b2
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Parsee women are, as a race, extremely
handsome. One cannot call them beauti -
ful, but their picturesque shawls, which
are often of the most delicate colours,
show off the jet-black hair and fine fea-
tures as they drive in their open carriages
along the promenade by the sea. Unlike
the Indian women they attend European
balls and garden parties, and are often to
be seen dining at the fashionable hotels,
escorted by their husbands and men
friends, who wear the curious, shiny-black,
Beretta-shaped cardboard hat, and who
do not uncover the head even in the pres-
ence of royalty. The Parsees neither
bury their dead nor burn them, but the
naked bodies are laid out on a grating in-
side a round tower of silence, exposing
them to the sun and the birds of prey.
As the funeral procession passes through
the grounds one sees the vultures assemb-
ling on the walls, and in half an hour or
so after the body has been deposited
nothing is left but the hones, and these
fall through the gratings and are washed
away to sea. The sun dries up anything
that remains. The accompanying picture

shows a group of sisters—a very wealthy
family in Bombay. Two of the girls
married Englishmen.

It was my good fortune not long ago to
stay for a time with a tea planter in
Ceylon. 1In the early morning when the
mist was still hanging over the vallevs
we watched the coolies with their haskets
on their backs wending their way to the
fields. The dav’s work had begun. As
the pluckers filed past our hungalow I
saw, half hidden behind the coloured
shawls, faces of girls from Southern India,
some with beautiful features and many of
them pretty. These women are hired hy
agents and come over in large parties to
the island, and are employed to pick
the leaves and trim the tea bushes. They
work in the fields until six, spreading out
like a line of soldiers when skirmishing
through the bush, halting now and then to
empty the baskets, which are weighed.
Payment is made according to the amount
picked, and some girls become so quick
at plucking the leaves that at the end of the
week there is quite a nice little sum to
their accounts.

CHINESE LADIES GOING SHOPPING

v
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These women never mix with the
natives of the island, but live in lines
of sun-dried brick houses surrounded
by a compound fence.

"Here, when the work is over, they

wash and feed, sitting on their mud
floors, often with their children by
heir sides, eating rice and wheaten
cakes. On Sundays they adorn them-
selves with their picturesque costumes,
each one outvying the other in some
coloured drapery which hangs grace
fully over the shoulders across the
well-formed figures. Their arms and
ankles are covered with silver and
brass bangles and the fingers with
rings studded with stones.

In China the roads are rough and
narrow, and very few carriages are used,
so the Chinese ladies go out shop-
ping in wheelbarrows. In the country
there they are wheeled in for miles,
and the barrow men, as they are called,
wheel their loads over the ruts and
stones without upsetting. The ladies
seem to enjov theride.  In summer they A PRETTY TEA-GATHERER
wear dainty white costumes. Their feet
when children are bound up with white ing on the toes strengthens the hips, and
cloth bandages—so tightly that as time it is a sign of beauty with a woman
goes on the toes almost disappear. Walk- to have a strong, well-developed figure.
The hair is most carefully arranged
and caught up at the back with a
net, through which long pins are
pierced to keep it in order. Chinese
women are often quite white and have
pretty little faces. They are always
spotlessly  clean—-although not so
courtly and well educated as the
Japanese, vet they are in society al-
ways polite, and they manipulate their
chop-sticks in a most delicate manner.

It is predicted in New Zealand that
the stalwart Maori race will soon
be extinct. According to the latest
census there are less than fifty thou-
sand of them in all. Of what might
be called the native races of New
Zealand, they are easily the brightest
and most respected, and unlike most
peoples similarly situated they are
extremely generous, hospitable, fair-
minded and daring to the degree of
recklessness. The accompanying pho-
tograph shows a good type of Maori
A MAORI WOMAN womanhood.




Monument to the Late Archbishop Bourget

“LOOK UPON THIS PICTURE”
—Hamlet

A COMPARISON IN ART

Sometimes it is said in a public way that there is no native art in Canada. That
seems to be at least not exactly correct. On Dominion Square, Montreal, stand two
monuments within speaking distance of each other. One of them is the work of
a Canadian sculptor, Hebert. It was erected to keep fresh in the minds of the faithful the
work that Archbishop Bourget had done for the Roman Catholic Church in that great



Monument to the Late Siyr John A, Macdonald
“AND UPON THIS”

—Hamlet

diocese. The other is the work of an old-country sculptor, and was erected by the Sir
John A. Macdonald Club, of Montreal, to the memory of ““Canada’s Grand Old Man.”

But what a difference there is between these two works of art! It should rather
be said, what a difference between the one work of art and the other monument!
After looking at the photographs, would any person care to say that Canadians must

always go abroad to obtain real art? The answer is obvious.
Randolph Carlyle

(V]
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Recollections of Joseph Howe

and His Family

By EMILY P

|l\\ CATHCART THOM-

[SON, the only surviving
'<Iuwhtc of the great Nova
| Scotian ~ Reformer, having
| read .m article in THE CaNA
DIAN MAGAZINE f April, 1903, on “The
Haunts and llnmcs of Joseph Howe,” has
kindly placed at my disposal several in-
teresting photographs and some not less
interesting notes on her father and his
family. These are partly from memory,
partly from memoranda made by her
mother on family affairs. From this
latter source comes some at least of the
information concerning  John Howe,
Joseph’s father, a fine old Lovalist, of
whom his son ever spoke with love and
veneration.

John Howe believed that he could count
amongst his ancestors his namesake, the
Puritan chaplain of Oliver Cromwell, but
was unable to prove this. He was descend-

JOHN HOWE, FATHER OF JOSEPH
From an Old Painting

WEAVER

ed from one of two brothers who left
England at the Restoration, and was the
only representative “of the Howes who
took 1hc British side in the Revolution: ary
War.” At that time he was editor and
printer of a Boston newspaper, and was
also King’s Printer of the Royal Gazette.
Retiring to Halifax in 1776, he was made
King’s Printer and Postmaster of Nova
Scotia, with the right of appointing sub-
ordinate officers for different parts of that
(then) huge province, and for Prince
Edward Island. He received also, like
other Loyalists, a grant of land on the
Northwest Arm, “where he put up a kind
of bungalow and got over such furniture
as he could from Boston.”

He married twice. His first wife's
children were John, who succeeded him
as King’s Printer and Postmaster; William
who became Commissary-General; David,
who died comparatively voung, and a
daughter, Mrs. Austen, who was for many
vears head of a Ladies’ School in St. John,
N.B. The second wife’s children were a
daughter, who married and died young,
and Joseph Howe.

His case hardly bears out the popular
idea that great men owe most of their fine
qualities to their mothers, for the second
Mrs. Howe does not appear to have heen
a woman of very marked personality.
Her grand-d: m"htcr says: “Very little is
remembered of Joseph Howe’s mother,
except that she was a notable New E ng-
land woman, looking well to the ways of
her household.” She adds that her son
had *“the greatest respect for her memory,
but more sympathy with his father, w hose
sermons and other writings he hopcd to
have leisure to edit and publish”—a
leisure that never came.

John Howe was for many years leader
of the sect of Sandemanians, known in
Scotland as Glassites, and said to believe
in community of goods, abstinence from
blood and from things strangled, love-
feasts, and a weekly celebration of the



RECOLLECTIONS OF

Communion. His son, Joseph, did not
become a member of this sect, but ““ was a
Churchman, not liking dogma. He was
brought up, as he always said, ‘on the
Bible and Shakespeare,” but in the ethics
of the New Testament and the patriotism
and trust in God of the Old he was always
a believer.”

The elder Howe was ‘“‘a most benevo
lent and good man.” He took a great
interest in the Maroons, a body of negroes
from Jamaica who, after long defiance
of the British authorities, were conquered
and transported to Nova Scotia in 1796.
They were settled at Preston, a village
fourteen miles from Halifax on the op
posite side of the harbour. Mr. Howe
went out often ‘“‘to preach to, teach and
sympathise with them.” In 1800 the
Maroons were sent to Sierra Leone, but
a few years later, when, during the war of
1812, a number of southern negroes sought
refuge with the British troops, Preston
again became a coloured settlement; and
seemingly Mr. Howe once more took up
his work of charity amongst the ignorant
and poverty stricken blacks. Evidently
he was not one of those content to say to
the destitute: “Depart in peace, be ye
warmed and filled,” for his wife consider-
ed it necessary to protect him against his
own charitable impulses, and on these
expeditions to Preston took care that he
had only money enough for his expenses,
and even that she put into the hands of
Jerry, his young Irish servant. ‘“The
master’s way of giving” was “trying in a
familv where money was none too plenti-
ful.” " He was on one of these benevolent
excursions on
the jlast day of
his life, and it
was Jerry who
found him dead
one Sunday
morning in his
lodging at Pres-
ton.

He was a man
of good educa-
tion and of liter-
ary tastes, and
to him directly
his youngest son
owed the chief

LAST PHOTOGRAPH OF
JOSEPH HOWE

JOSEPH HOWE
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JOSEPH HOWE AT 45 YEARS
From an Oul Painting

part of his rather desultory education. He
could, indeed, make nothing of him as a
classical scholar, but the lad, ‘“‘though
healthy and athletic,” took kindly to books
in general. His sister, a few vears older
than himself, was his companion and assist
ant in his studies. When she married an
English gentleman in business in Monte
video, her husband promised her voung
brother “a place in his office and his
house.” With this hope in view, Joseph
was learning Spanish when the dreadiul
news of his sister's sudden death changed
his plan of life.

As “the family had no interest in or
perhaps aptitude for mercantile pursuits,
nothing seems to have occurred™ to
Joseph but “to enter his brother Jchn’s
establishment, where he acquired the
manual dexterity which enabled him to
boast, years after, that ‘he could set types
with the best of them.”” Meanwhile he
wrote for ““literary papers, both in prose
and verse, and studied men and manners
in the society he met in his brother’s house,
only going to the ‘Arm’ from Saturday tiil
Monday.” He made himself so useful
that his brother “was reluctant to part
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with him, when at the age of twenty-one
he decided to strike out for himself.”
He bought the Nova Scotian newspaper
from the brothers, William and George
Young, who afterwards became respect-
ively Chief Justice and Solicitor-General
of Nova Scotia.

“The paper did not suffer” in the
hands of its young editor.
had always a great power of attracting to
himself able and enthusiastic young men,”’
and at twenty-three ‘“‘he felt emboldened
to propose himself as a husband to the
daughter of Captain John Macnab, a
retired officer of the Nova Scotia Fencibles,
living on his father’s estate, Macnab’s
Island.”

Miss Susan Ann Macnab was born in
the officers” quarters at St. John’s, New-
foundland, and “one of her first remem-
brarices was hearing the reveille.” After
the Peninsular War, Captain Macnab was
retired with his rank and pay, and went
to live at Macnab’s Island, where his
father gave him a house and garden.
His daughter, then ten or twelve years old,
was educated by her mother, and a gover-
ness, brought out from Scotland by her
uncle, Hon. Peter Macnab, to educate
his own daughter. “These young ladies
spent some time each winter with relations
in Halifax to enjoy some of the gaieties,
and it was on these occasions Miss
Macnab met her future husband.”

Her father’s “horror and indignation”
at Joseph’s proposal “were extreme, but
the young people knew their own minds;
Mr. Howe persisted in making frequent
visits to the island; Mrs. Macnab became
his friend; and in February, 1828, Cap-
tain Macnab brought his wife and
daughter to Halifax for fear of bad weath-
er,”” and the young people were quietly
married at the house of a cousin of the
Captain’s by Archdeacon Willis, of St.
Paul’s Church. Neither bride nor bride-
groom belonged to the Church of England,
but at that date the ministers of other
Protestant churches were not allowed to
perform the wedding ceremony.

Their first home was in Bedford Row,
where they lived two years, during which
they “‘lost their first child, and Mrs.
Howe her good health.” Joseph Howe
then bought two houses opposite the

“He (Joseph) .

Province Building, and turned them into a
comfortable dwelling and printing office.
“From the publishing office were sent out
many notable books, and in time, it, with
the paper, would have been money-mak-
ing,” though in connection with it was a
stationer’s shop, which “was not a success.
The manager did not manage, and it
was eventually closed at a loss.”

During these years, Howe made many
friends for himself and his paper in his
own province and in Prince Edward
Island, and ‘“‘his wife always looked back
with regret to that time of peace and
plenty; and wished often that he had
waited,” before entering on his political
career, “till he was more independent
in means and till every liability had been
cleared off.”

But the great libel trial hurried him
into the political arena, and when he be-
came Speaker of the House and Indian
Commissioner, he removed to Poplar
Grove, “a very handsome house with
garden and ice house,” in what was then
an aristocratic quarter of the town.
Howe’s next neighbour was Hon. Michael
Tobin, the President of the Legislative
Council, and the officers’ quarters were
near by. Opposite the house was a la
open field, with a few trees which had
given the place its name, and from its
windows “there was a lovely view of the
harbour and Dartmouth.”

When Howe retired from the Govern-
ment, retrenchment became necessary,
and after a brief sojourn in a smaller house
in town, he removed to Musquodoboit, “to
a lovely place owned by Mr. Annand and
his brother. The house was large, on a
hill sloping down to the river. . . The
farm was worked by others, but Mr.
Howe’s time was fully occupied.” He
was absent three months each winter to
attend “the House,” but when at home
was constantly writing for the papers, or
using rod or gun, and it was “one of the
disappointments of his life” that he never
succeeded in shooting a moose.

“Mr. Howe was passionately fond
of ballad-singing—the ballads ~of all
countries—and would often interrupt the
performer by joining in to show where
expression should be given.”

Like his father, Howe was a man of

T D b e e 1 it
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simple habits. He ate “a large breakfast
at eight o’clock,” then “nothing more till
6.30, except apples or other fruit at one.”
He was “a great water drinker,” taking
nothing but that till after dinner, when
“he had a few glasses of port in his own
room, and a cigar (very large), afterwards
coming into the drawing-room for tea at
eight o'clock, followed by a rubber.”
Mrs. Howe was ““a splendid whist-player,”
and thus she and her husband usually won.
When, after the great Liberal victory
in 1847, Howe became Premier, he re-
turned to town, and after a few months in
a small house on Morris Street, took one
with a good garden on a new road facing
the common, not too near to neighbours.
The question of education appears to
have been a difficult one in the days when
Howe’s children were growing up. Mrs.
Thomson mentions that at one time, the
editor of The Pearl, who kept a school for
boys, gave instruction to herself and her
sister, “ perhaps to oblige my father, whose
ideas of a liberal education for girls were
quite in advance of that age.” Now,
soon after the family returned to Halifax,
the ladies of “The Sacred Heart Convent”
ed a school for girls, under Madame
Peacock, the Lady Superior, “a delight-
ful and clever woman,” and Howe entered
his daughters on the list of pupils. But
their attendance was not for long, for the
eldest married in 1851, and the second,
“a beautiful and sweet girl, engaged to a
naval officer,” died in the following
, “to the lifelong regret of those that
c:d her.”
In 1854 Howe returned to his own house
ite the Province Building, to be
near his work, the office of first Commis-
sioner of Railways having been accepted
by him. This office ““was intended to be
ent,” and Howe, thinking ‘“he had
seen his life’s public aims accomplished,”
““hoped thus to have a certain income
assured, which would enable him to make
a provision for his family and old age.”
But this was not to be. In a very short
of time, he again took on himself the
Jeadership of his party, and, having offend-
ed the Roman Catholics, generally hither-
to numbered with his supporters, was
defeated at the next general election.

/4
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He was now appointed by the British
Government Fishery Commissioner for
Newfoundland, and removed to a pleasant
cottage near Dartmouth. There, after
his return from Newfoundland, “he gave
the first of those afternoon parties, after-
wards so fashionable,” attended by
“people of all ranks and classes, headed
by Admiral Sir J. Hope, who kindly
sent blue-jackets to assist with outdoor
games.”

It was at this time that “the Tories
were attempting to pass Confederation,
but, against Responsible Government,
without an appeal to the people. Mr.
Howe had written and spoken in favour
of Confederation always, also of some
closer political union with the Mother
Country, but the country was not ripe
forit.” Tts advocates ‘‘ were afraid to put
it to vote by an election, which Mr. Howe
and his friends demanded.” At length
Howe and a colleague were sent to repre-
sent their case to the British government.
“In vain. He was told that it must be
carried, and was begged to use his in-
fluence to keep the peace. . . . He came
home to repeat this, but men’s minds had
been inflamed. A public meeting was
called. One gentleman declared that
‘the United States would help us,” another
that ‘it was time the English flag was
hauled down from the Government House!’
Mr. Howe decided to take his own course.
He accepted Confederation with ‘better
terms’ for his own province, entered the
Government at Ottawa. . . . and loyally
helped to make it a success. Time has
shown the wisdom of his decision.”

“All these anxieties and exertions had
affected his health. His disease (enlarge-
ment of the heart) had begun to declare
itself,” and, at 69, ‘“he felt rest and free-
dom from responsibility essential.” He
accepted the Lieutenant-Governorship of
Nova Scotia, and “left Ottawa, to die
amongst those he loved best. The end
soon came. He passed away after great
suffering on the night of June 1st, alone
with his devoted wife and youngest son.
The others were not sent for,” as it was
not realised “till too late that his attack
was more serious than the pain he often
endured without a muwrmur.”



Canthooks and Hearts

By BRADFORD K. DANIELS

or|]ARRY CONKLIN sat on a
#| deal bench and watched with
Kl outward calm the flushed,
38 triumphant face of Lou Le
e 60| Grande as she was whirled
away into the midst of the dancers on the
arm of Jéan Boutellier, the swarthy, red-
shirted giant who had so suddenly ap-
peared on the scene as his rival. As the
couple reached the middle of the room,
Lou tossed him a saucy, defiant look over
her shoulder, which made some of the
river-drivers who noticed it laugh up-
roariously. Conklin joined good natured-
ly in the laugh at his expense, and then
leaned back against the wall and watched
the merry crowd, which filled the shanty
to overflowing. To-morrow the rival
gangs would start to bring down the fall
drives to Martin’s mill, and they were
celebrating the occasion by a grand
““shakedown.”

For a time Conklin got glimpses of the
fluffy brown head which graced the most
marvellous throat and bust that his eyes
had ever rested on, and then as he saw
that Lou did not purpose to return his
way, he fell to reviewing the strange cir-
cumstances of their friendship. Out on a
moose hunt in the Quebec woods, he had
climbed up a spruce trunk which the
wind had toppled over, and, rifle in hand,
watched for the big bull moose that was
heading down the valley. Although thirty
feet above the ground, he was not high
enough to see far through the thicket of
winter beech about him, to which the dry
leaves still clung.

Suddenly the leaves rustled not twenty
vards ahead of him, and in an instant his
rifle covered the spot. Then something
brown slipped past an opening in the
branches, and his muscles were just
stiffening for the recoil when the same
tempting face with its mass of gold-brown
hair, which he saw now dimly through a
halo of tobacco smoke, appeared directly
in line with the sights of his rifle, and with
an involuntary cry he jerked up the muzzle
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a fraction of an inch as his finger pressed
the trigger. In his new position he over-
balanced and toppled off the tree trunk.
As he fell he heard a woman shriek, and
then all was a blank till he opened his eyes
in the little room back of where he now sat.
He remembered yet the thrill of joy which
came to him when he saw the same face
bending over him which had filled the
last moment of his consciousness. v

There was a premonitory scraping of
fiddles, a red-faced girl in a yellow waist
and with stray locks of hair hanging down
the back of her neck in damp strings,
stepped before him on the arm of a burly
river-driver, and the dancing was resumed,
Conklin watched the yellow waist absently
for a moment, and then resumed his
reverie. Old Joe Le' Grande, Lou’s
father and the boss of the mill, in the
absence of a surgeon, had set his broken
arm and patched up the ugly gash in the
back of his head; and then Lou—willful,
perverse, passionate Lou—had nursed
him back to health and strength.

Then bad come the delightiul days
when <he had sat by the window and
sewed, and he had lain and admired the
profile of the faultless face against the
whitewashed wall, while he told her about
his college life, and she had listened with
an eagerness that made him want more
and more to take her away from her
present sordid surroundings and give her
the chance in the world which she so
richly deserved. In his growing infatua-
tion for her he had put off writing to the
captain of his college football team, who
doubtless was impatiently awaiting his
return, until finally he had become asham.-.
ed to write. Luckily his parents were in
Europe.

The race between the two gangs of
river-drivers to see who would shoot the
first log into Martin’s mill-pond had
by a mere chance, but interest in it had
steadily grown, until now it was a contest
beside which a race between two *Varsity
boat crews dwindled into insignificance.
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“Devil” Jean Boutellier and his gang of
red-shirted giants worked on Wildcat
River, bringing in the logs from Salmon
Lake; Dave Maxon’s men wore blue
shirts and operated on West Branch.
Boutellier's men had the reputation of
being the hardest set that had ever spun a
log. Boutellier himself, whose very look
struck terror into the ordinary man, had
been in charge of the Wildcat River outfit
for six years, and the stories of his heart-
less discipline were told with bated breath,
even among hardened river-men. Before
joining Boutellier’s gang a candidate was
put through a series of tests in river driving
which for coolness of head, quickness of
decision, strength and agility, would have
made the accomplishments of the average
football man seem those of a mere child.

But the supreme test, while kept a
secret by an oath which no man had ever
dared to break, was known to be one of the
most heartbreaking and brutal things to
which any human being was ever subject-
ed. It always took place at night at some
secret rendezvous far up Wildcat River
to which the candidate was taken blind-
folded, and many a superb specimen of
manhood who had come through all the
other tests triumphant had been sent down
the river after this, a poor, broken-hearted
wretch who invariably slunk away from
the settlement in disgrace.

Conklin rose and slipped out into the
keen frosty air, for it was November. He
wanted to get away from the dancers and
the fetid air of the shanty to some quiet
spot where he could think. It had all been
so novel, so extraordinary, that he had
never really asked himself the blunt ques-
tion as to whether or not he loved Lou Le
Grande. But the sight of her smiling up
into that swarthy giant’s face had sudden-
ly revealed the truth to him. His bache-
lor’s degree next spring? His place on
the football team? What were they to
Lou Le Grande!
~ Conklin paused in his aimless ramble
under a naked sugar-maple, and suddenly
remembered that on that very spot he had
done the only unmanly thing toward Lou
that he could remember. They had
paused here in one of their strolls—he
had been telling her about commence-
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ment exercises—and as the moonlight
filtered through the boughs and touched
her shining eyes and parted lips he had
taken her in his arms in a moment of mad
impulse and kissed her in a way that had
left her white and trembling. She. had
remained quite still for a little while, and
then, suddenly bursting into tears, had
freed herself and run away to the house.
The next day she had met him in the old
saucy, imperious way, and quite ignored
the incident of the night before. But
they had never taken another moonlight
stroll together.

And was this shaggy black bully the
explanation of it all? Well, if he wished
to win Lou Le Grande he must put up
the fight of his life. For a time Conklin
stood lost in thought. “I'll do it!” he
said at length, as an idea suddenly occur-
red to him. With a new light in his clear
gray eyes he returned to the shanty and
went straight to Dave Maxon, who along
with several other men of his own age
was seated in a corner discussing the
coming contest. :

“T’ve decided to take up with your offer,
Mr. Maxon,” said Conklin quietly.

“What! go up as a hand along with the
boys? Good for you, young man!” ex-
claimed the squat, massive river-boss, his
beady blue eyes almost disappearing in a
mass of wrinkles as he rose and slapped
Conklin on the back in a way that nearly
knocked him off his feet. “I always
wanted you from the first time I saw vou
on a log” (Conklin had been practising
for the sheer sport of the thing). ‘“And
besides, now’s your chance to make a
showing over there,” he added, glancing
in the direction of Lou Le Grande with a
kindly twinkle in his eye.

In a few moments the room was buzzing
with the news that Conklin was going to
join Maxon’s gang. “He’ll fall in and
wilt his collar,” said a driver with a
freckled face and a shock of bristling hair
as red as his shirt. At this deliberate
insult to the new member of their gang a
low growl ran through the groups of Max-
on’s men scattered about the room, and
for a moment it looked as if the effrontery
would be answered for with blood. Just
as the strain was reaching the breaking
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point Lou left the side of Jean Boutellier,
and going quickly over to Conklin, held
out her hand.

“I'm so glad you did it!” she said im-
pulsively, giving him a look which Conk-
lin never forgot. “I was beginning to
think you were a coward.” Then she
turned and went over to the fiddlers,
asking them to play the “Fisher’s Horn-
pipe.”

Men who a moment before had been
glaring into each other’s eyes, coughed,
scraped their feet on the floor, and then
looked about them for a partner to the
music which was already in full swing.
In a flash the truth came home to Conklin.
Lou had been secretly despising him for a
weakling with not sufficient strength to
put up a real fight for her. Raising his
eyes, they met those of Jean Boutellier
fixed upon him in a curious sort of way,
asif tosay:

“Well, vou may possibly demand my
personal attention after all.”

With unerring intuition Conklin di-
vined the man’s thoughts, and squaring
his jaw with its deeply cleft chin, started
across the room toward Lou, who still
stood alone watching the fiddlers. Bou-
tellier, reading the challenge aright, shoved
aside the half-dozen drivers who stood in
his way, and the two men reached Lou’s
side at the same time.

“May I have the pleasure of the last
dance,” began Conklin. With an angry
snort Boutellier pushed past him and
offered Lou his arm in a way which was
more a command than a suing for her
favour.

The fiddlers paused, their arms still
crooked and their bows hovering above
the strings. The dancers stopped as if
by a preconcerted signal, and every pair
of eyes in the room was fixed upon the trio.

Lou looked coolly at the big arm thrust
out at her, and then said with an air of
finality which could not be mistaken:
“T don’t care to dance any more to-night;
but I promise the néxt dance to the man
who shoots the first log into Martin’s
mill-pond.” g

“Bravo!” exclaimed Dave Maxon,
and at the signal the spectators broke into
deafening applause.
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Barry Conklin, canthook in hand, stood
poised beside a pile of logs in the gray
frosty night of a November morniné.
All down the banks of the stream among
the frost-whitened bushes, blue-shirted
river-drivers stood in the same eager
posture as himself. All were awaiting the
rifle-shot from Pine Hill on the crest of
the divide, which could be heard at the
same time by Boutellier’s men at Salmon
Lake.

Maxon, cool, massive, masterful, stood
on a rock in the centre of the stream, try-
ing the strength of a pike-poleandoccasion-
ally glancing along the line of blue-shirted
figures. In the tense silence a jay called
raucously from the top of a white-birch,
and at the sound the men started, and one
man dropped his canthook. The man
next to him ripped out a scathing oath,
and then the silence flowed back like a
wave.

“Crack!”  Before the rifle report had
time to echo from the surrounding hills
there was a motion among the blue shirts
as if a hundred steel springs had been
released by the sound, and the next
moment there was a thunderous splash ag
pile after pile of logs went tumbling inte
the river.

Conklin felt the blood surge to his
temples, and laughed as his canthook bjt
into the big spruce log which was the key
to the pile placed in his charge. It was
the old mad exultation which he had ex.
perienced in his first football game against
Toronto University, and he was blind and
deaf to the tumult about him till the last
log—a spruce with a sweep in it—went
flopping over and over and struck the
water with a resounding splash. Conklin
raised his head for the first time since the
shot had reached his ears, and his eves
met the inscrutable gaze of Maxon, who
with a skill that seemed little short of
magic was turning aside the logs which
seemed bent upon clambering upon the
ruck on which he stood. Conklin followed
the boss’s glance down the line, and
noted with a thrill of pride that he had
been among the first to finish his pile.

Now that the nerve-racking strain of
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suspense was over, the men threw them-
selves into the work with volleys of oaths
and an utter scorn of fear that awed
Conklin. They ran along twirling logs
with death awaiting them if they made one
false step, plunged into the dark, seething
water through some momentary opening,
and starting a log, bounded out again just
a second before the two approaching
masses rushed together with a grinding
crash which would have literally cut them
in two had they been delayed a moment.

Fear! Some miracle had cast out fear.
They had quite forgotten themselves, and
were toiling only for the honour of the
West Branch River gang.

“Hullo, there, Conklin! run down to
the eddy and keep the logs from piling up
in the backwater,” roared Maxon, as he
drove his pike-pole into the snout of a
sixty-foot pine with a vicious thrust whi ch
made the monster pause in its mad rush
and tremble from end to end. Conklin
looked in the direction in which Maxon
had jerked his head, and saw that the
eddy was on the opposite side of the
thrashing mass of demented things sup-

to be logs which lay between.
Clutching his canthook near the ring, he
drew a deep breath and ran out upon the
drive. Once, in springing over an open
space which suddenly yawned beneath his
feet, he looked down, and the experiment
nearly cost him his life. The logs seemed
to spin round and round him, and the
very hills began to rock. Leaping blindly
forward, he landed upon the end of a
small spruce, which at the sudden im-
sank with him to his waist, and re-
mding like a cork, would have tossed
him into the air, had not the inch-long
calks in the soles of his stout shoes held
him nailed to the surface. Toppling over
among the writhing monsters, he would
have been crushed before he could have
drowned, had not a passing driver freed
his feet with two lightning-like thrusts
of a canthook and dragged him out to

‘ftAylwa_vs light on one foot,” the rescuer
called as he dashed away.

Standing waist deep among the ice-
incrusted bushes at the backwater, Conk-
Jin could see the half mile of madly racing
logs with blue-shirted drivers darting to
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and fro over their shifting surface. The
curses, the shouts, the wild tumult of
pounding logs and roaring water seemed
to set his blood on fire, and he understood
for the first time how it was that in battle
men lost all sense of fear. Fear! Bah!
Fear was only a creature born of idle
fancy.

It was nine o’clock, and now that the
logs were going well down a long stretch
of water with plenty of sheer-dams at the
bends to keep them from piling up along
the shore, the men gathered about a cook-
house which suddenly appeared through
the hemlocks round the shoulder of a hill,
and each seized a mug of boiling-hot
coffee and a “junk” of bread dripping
with molasses, which had been prepared
for them.

“A bully start, boss. Five minutes
ahead of last fall in passing the third
beaver dam,” said a long, loose-jointed
individual named Sanderson, with water
spurting out of the slits in the toes of his
shoes at every step. Maxon grunted and
buried his face in his coffee mug. Before
Conklin had fairly begun to eat the rest
of the gang had finished.

It was the morning of the third day,
and the terrible strain was beginning to
tell. Men who had scarcely stopped to
eat or sleep since the signal shot from
Pine Hill, moved about like somnambu-
lists, breaking jams, keeping watch at
shoals, and rolling back stranded logs in a
dull, mechanical way which even the
biting curses of Maxon, as he moved up
and down the river like some terrible
grizzly, were powerless to change. The
drive had reached Cariboo still-water,
and before the herculean task of pike-
poling the logs for a solid mile through
dead water the men shrank as from a
blow. They leaned dejectedly upon their
canthooks, their slouch hats drawn low
over their eyes. They were bitter, re-
vengeful—toward whom or what they
could not have explained.

“Do it, or by the red roaring hell!—"
came suddenly over the crest of the hill
which separated them from Wildcat
River in a voice which resembled the roar
of a mad bull. Boutellier’s men were
almost abreast of them! For one breath-
less moment Maxon stood on the butt end
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of a big spruce that had climbed out upon
the shore like a tired dog to rest, and
surveyed his gang.

“Men, are we going to let that black-
hearted bully beat us?” he demanded,
sharply.

“No!” replied Long Sanderson, tossing
his greasy slouch hat into the air with a
wild whoop that brought a yell of defiance
from over the hill.

The yell was returned with a ringing
cheer, and then the tremendous task of
pike-poling the logs across Cariboo still-
water was begun. Unless the job was
completed in two hours defeat was in-
evitable. As Conklin looked at the vast
mass which seemed to lie sullen and
exhausted after the mad journey which
had just been accomplished, he was
seized with an idea. Why not keep the
middle of the channel open by means of
the same wedge-shaped formation which
they sometimes used in football to carry
the ball down the field? With a bound he
(rossed the logs and was at Maxon’s side
explaining his plan. The grizzled old
river-driver watched the eager, boyish
face narrowly for a time, and then said:

“Young man, I've knocked youngsters
into the water before now for wanting to
teach me my business.” Conklin began
to stammer apologies. “Wait!” Maxon
commanded, placing a great, wrinkled
paw on Conklin’s shoulder. “You can
try.”

With curses that in some inexplicable
way were understood by all to be com-
pliments, the men followed Conklin’s
directions and lashed the tops of three
strongly tapering logs together, and with
a few blows of an axe brought the blunt
snout to a point. A score of men drove
their pike-poles into the contrivance and
forced it into the mass of logs which filled
the channel. To their unbounded delight
it worked like magic, and soon a stream
of logs, three abreast, was moving stead-
ily along in the wake of the “rooter,”
as Long Sanderson named Conklin’s
invention. In an hour and fifteen min-
utes from the time that the idea had oc-
curred to Conklin the last log leapt over
Blueslate Bluff. With a cheer that could
be heard above the deafening roar of the
waterfall, the steaming drivers seized

Conklin and tossed him three times almost
to the tops of the trees.

LT

Above the “Witch’s Caldron” was a
mile of the most exasperating rapids on
the whole run. Down this last descent,
like hounds on the home stretch, the
were now leaping in headlong flight. Their
ends were all broomed and splintered from
days of butting into unyielding rocks; the
few strips of bark which the blazers had
overlooked had long since been worn
away, and each log was now as smooth as a
polished pillar. To venture upon them
without well-calked shoes meant a sud-
den plunge into the dark-brown water,
and almost certain death.

Conklin  stood fascinated. On the
logs came. They jostled and hustled each
other as if fighting fiercely for first place.
Here a log struck its fellow a glancin
blow and shot out high and dry upon the
shore, only to be hurled back again into
the struggle by the watchful drivers;
there a big pine that had discovered an
open space shot forward over a fall, butted
squarely into a rock at the bottom with
such force that it turned a complete
somersault, its glistening length towerin
threateninglyabove the heads of the drivers
for a moment, and then falling with a dull
crash across a boulder, broke in two in the
middle.

Before the wide swirling water which
rose from the blow had subsided another
pine, three feet through at the butt, came
leaping after, landing upon a sharp ridge
of slate which rose midstream, and was
cleft in two as neatly as if struck by some
giant axe. At the narrow places men with
canthooks and pike-poles fought desper-
ately to keep an open passage; for if but
one log swung crosswise of the channel it
meant the whole drive would be wedged
into a solid mass which would take hours
to set in motion again. The “Witch’s
Caldron” was now in sight, and already
a dozen picked men with pike-poles poised
stood waiting at the narrow opening above
the falls, where the treacherous water
slipped over the precipice in a long,
yellow band as smooth as oil. Across
the glassy space above the falls the logs
came steadily on, quickening their pace

Jaop
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as they neared the place as if gathering
speed for the final plunge.

“Look there!” Conklin turned to the
man beside him in surprise, and following
his glance saw that one of the men had
missed his aim at a big spruce coming
_sideways, and it now lay right across the

brink of the chasm, either end fast upon
the rocks. A few logs shot over it, two
or three wiggled under it, and then the
main body began to pile up against it in
a wall which mounted higher every mo-
ment. For one heartbreaking moment
the men stood and looked helplessly at
one another, and then Conklin got a
glimpse between the branches of Joe Le
Grande’s cook-house and a flag waving
from its top.

Lou was waiting to welcome the victor!
Seizing an axe he started to run out upon
the jam to cut the key-log in two, but
before he had gone three steps Maxon’s
great paw fastened upon his shoulder and
dra him back.

“You're here to ride the first log down
the flume, young man,” he said with a
twinkle in his eyes. Then he snatched
the axe from Conklin’s hand and started
out himself. He would order no man
into such a death trap as that. At the
sight of their boss taking such a risk upon
himself, which properly belonged to them,
a dozen men sprang forward; but Long
Sanderson, with one great leap, reached
the middle of the log ahead of them all.
He turned his back to the wall of logs
which towered over him, and spreading
wide his feet, swung the glittering axe in a
lightning-like sweep. At the first blow
theYspruce snapped like an overstrung
bow and shot Sanderson forward clean
over the cliff. where his unfailing luck

the overhanging branches of a
yellow birch within his reach. With a
preliminary growl that ended in a roar
the mass of logs leapt after him, and
the men poured down a narrow path
to a point below where they were likely
to again.

m si%;aal from Maxon the gate to the
flume was opened, and a spruce log forty
feet long and two feet in diameter was
quickly selected for Conklin’s ride. Dur-
ing the brief pause in which the log was
heing poled across a few rods of still water
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the shouts of Boutellier’s men came past
the end of the ridge. They too were
making ready for their giant leader to
shoot the flume which ran almost parallel
to the one down which Conklin was about
to venture.

The two gangs were not more than thirty
rods apart now, and as Conklin watched
with a sort of horrible fascination his log
approaching he heard Boutellier rip out
an oath, saw him spring into the water
and seizing a log in his arms hurl it out
upon the shore with as much apparent
ease as if it had been a stick. He evident-
ly had rejected the first log selected for his
ride. Conklin’s log reached the flume,
and seizing his pike-pole in the middle,
he sprang squarely upon the back of the
monster as it shot past him. Behind him
he heard the shout of Boutellier’s men,
but he dare not even glance to one side to
see the position of his rival. As Conklin
sped down the plank channel fully fifty
feet above the bottom of the rock-strewn
ravine which the structure of stout trestle-
work followed, a sudden terror seized him,
and with it came an almost uncontrollable
desire to leap over the side. Then, as the
keen autumn air washed him like an
endless wave, he got the impression of
simply rushing through space, and all
fear left him.

He was nearing the mill-pond now,
going straight as an arrow and almost
as swift. Above the mad rush of the
wind in his ears he heard his name go up
in a mighty shout. He got a glimpse of
Joe Le Grande waving a flag from the
top of the mill, saw the crowd sway, and
then like a flash the log which he rode
shot back from under his feet, and he
went flying over the side of the flume.
A splash, a great roaring of water in his
ears, and after what seemed a small
eternity he came to the surface of the deep
pool into which his good angel had guided
him. Glancing over at the parallel flume
he saw a red shirt shoot past him, and the
next moment a wild huzzah arose. At
the sound the face of Lou Le Grande rose
up reproachfully before Conklin. He
felt a sudden sense of unbearable shame
at the realisation of his failure; and then
his thoughts were diverted by the sight of
a man mounting the trestle-work above
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him. With the agility of a cat the man
regained the ground and dashed away
toward the mill, Conklin following.

“A wire across the flume!” the man
shouted from the top of the dam, and at
the word Maxon’s men, who at that
moment came pouring through a gap,
rushed at Boutellier with a chorus of
oaths and dragged him from the log on
which he still stood near the shore, doffing
his slouch hat and bowing to the cheering
crowd.

“Put a wire across our flume, did you?”

“To hell with the cowardly cur!”

‘“Hang him to the beech-tree up on the
cliff!”” came in quick succession from the
infuriated men in blue.

Boutellier fought like a wild beast,
denying as long as he had breath the base
act of treachery of which he was accused.
but he was soon overpowered, and lay
helpless upon the sawdust-covered ground.
For a moment the men in blue glared at
him as if they were tempted to stamp the
life out of him on the spot; then with
hoots of derision they started to drag him
to the top of the cliff. Conklin ran after
them, imploring them to listen to reason,
but they paid not the slightest heed.
Maxon, realising that his men had at last
got beyond his control, stood motionless
like a weather-beaten block of granite.
From the east trail came the shouts of
Boutellier’s men, who, having to make a
long detour in order to reach the mill,
were just beginning to appear on the op-
posite side of the ravine. At the warning
the men in blue rushed the helpless giant
up the cliff, part of the men attending to
the hanging, and the remainder getting
ready to receive the red-shirts. Armed
with their steel-pointed canthooks, they
stood about the brow of the cliff prepared
to do deadly execution in case the on-
coming gang attempted to rescue their
leader.

With a dexterous hitch Long Sanderson
lashed Boutellier’s hands behind him,
cursing him for a cowardly cur as he
worked. Boutellier’'s eves looked as
baleful as a mad bull’s, but he maintained
a sullen silence. Sanderson slipped a
noose over the victim’s dishevelled head,
tossed the end of the rope over a branch,
and as it fell a dozen eager hands seized it.
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“Do you want to say your prayers?”
demanded the self-appointed executioner,
eyeing contemptuously his victim from
under his shaggy red brows. Boutellier
gave him a look of unutterable scorn, and
then the momentary silence was broken
by a woman’s voice at the base of the cliff,
calling imperiously: y

“Wait a moment, Sanderson! I have
something I want to say.” Sanderson
wheeled and glared at the intruder, and
then as he recognised Lou Le Grande he
deferentially doffed his hat.

“I put that wire across the flume; Jean
is as innocent as a child,” she said, with
flushed face and heaving breast. Sander-
son stared incredulously for a moment,
and then dropped his old hat with an
oath.

“Let him go, men!” came in a deep
growl from the base of the cliff, where
Maxon stood massive, motionless, his
great paws resting on the top of his cant-
hook. Opening a tobacco-stained clasp-
knife, Sanderson cut the cords which
bound the man, who had escaped hangin
by a hair’s breadth, and Boutellier climbeg
slowly to his feet and shook himself like a
shaggy dog fresh from the water. Then
his eyes met Lou’s, and with a bound he
went over the edge of the cliff and reached
her side.

“Oh, forgive me, Jean! Say you for-
give me! It was a dreadful thing to do;
but I was so afraid you would lose!” With
something between a groan and a cry
Boutellier wound his great arms about
the sobbing girl, and drawing her close to
him kissed her with rare tenderness.
Then, throwing back his massive head
with its shaggy hair, he looked out upon
the astonished crowd with a light of
triumph in his flashing black eyes such as
a man knows but once in life.

“Accept my congratulations!” said
Conklin, stepping up and offering Boutel-
lier his hand, when the touching little
tableau was over. Boutellier looked
squarely into Conklin’s eyes for a moment,
and then seized the proffered hand be-
tween both his own and wrung it in silence.

Three hours later the following tel
reached the coach of the McGill football
team: “If possible save place on team.
Back in week. Conklin.”




The Mohawk’s Revenge

By THOMAS F. ASTLE

=zl ECILE DE SEVIGNY had

4 )| been the happiest maiden in

A r’l all New France, but now an
AN | unaccountable foreboding of
RIFFE®) calamity possessed her. Her
father, Monsieur le Marquis de Sevigny,
had not found the country to his taste.
He was the leader of the brilliant company
of nobles who had come with the Marquis
de Tracy to Quebec to retrieve lost for-
tunes or to satisfy a desire for adventure.
But Canada was not an Eldorado, and
fighting savages was not heroic according
to the standards of the courtiers of Louis
the Magnificent. Therefore Monsieur
was dissatisfied and determined to return
to the land of his birth.

The Marquis wished to bid farewell to
his friends in a manner worthy of himself,
and on the eve of his departure entertained
in his residence those of the citizens of
Quebec whom he considered worthy of his
notice.

Merrily the evening passed. Young
nobles vied with the officers of the Carig-
nan Regiment for the favour of the
daughters of Old France and of those of
New France, the first of the Canadiennes.
But around the daughter of the Marquis
were most of those gay spirits gathered.
No maid in all New France was just like
Cecile de Sevigny, none so courted, but
alas, not one so inaccessible.

Amid the general gaiety and laughter it
was noticed that Cecile was unusually

sive and sad. She danced and sang,
and her wit was sharp as ever, but she was
not the merry, joyous Cecile of other
times.

The aged Marquis de Tracy, most gal-
Jant of gentlemen, spoke encouragingly
to her. >

“How now, pretty one,” said he. “Is
vour heart heavy at being compelled to
jeave us? Or perhaps,” he added joking-
ly, ““you are sad at leaving that little heart
behind. There are enough here who
would like to detain it.”

“Who knows, Monsieur?” answered
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Cecile with a far-away look. “This
heart of mine may be buried here.” She
was thinking of Paul and the revengeful
Indians.

The music started for the next dance,
and a uniformed officer came forward to
claim Cecile as his partner, but to his
chagrin she excused herself.

“I must be alone a moment,” she said.
““Monsieur will pardon.”

A moment later she passed unnoticed
through the dining-hall to a side door
leading to the verandah. There she
paused a second, but no one was following;
then stepped noiselessly to the soft grass
at the side of the gravel walk. She passed
quickly through the garden to the back of
the house; then into a grove of spruce
trees which hid from view the maize field
beyond. The light of the candles was still
dimly outlining her graceful figure when
a youth stepped from behind a tree.

“Is it you, Paul?” she asked in a sweet
mellow whisper. And for answer she
was clasped in strong arms and ardently
embraced.

“C’est moi, cherie. 1 was afraid you
would not get away. But come behind
these bushes, a coureur de bois must not
be seen with Mad’moiselle Cecile de
Sevigny.”

“Yes, I am so afraid! T can only stay
a moment, Paul. Let us not prolong the
pain of parting. Oh! I am so afraid
something terrible will happen to you!
Those blood-thirsty savages! Would that
I could stay to share the danger!”

“Then you are to leave for France to-
morrow ?”’ asked the youth hopelessly.

“Yes, Paul, it must be so. Our dream
was beautiful, but now all is over.”

“Dieu, if there was only some way!”
exclaimed Paul. “But it would be mad-
ness. If you followed me in my wild life
vou would not live a month. If T could go
to France—but vou know why I am
banished hence.”

“Oh, there is no way, Paul, no way!
Our fate is hard, but cannot be resisted.”

.
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She threw her arms about his neck and,
looking eagerly into his face, said broken-
heartedly: “You will always have my love,
Paul. I leave my heart with you. When I
reach France I will renounce the world and
spend the rest of my life praying for you.”

“And I, said Paul, “will go back to
the forest and seek the death that ever
lurks there-——what was that ?”

They listened. The quick ear of the
bushranger had caught some faint sound,
but it was not repeated. The girl’s heart
gave a great thump.

In the dancing-room the merriment in-
creased.

“We must part now, Paul,” sobbed the
trembling girl.  “They will miss me in a
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moment, and if they find you here they
will kill you. Kiss me, Paul, and end
this, for it is killing me. Adieu, adien!
would that it were ‘au revoir.’”

Once more she was clasped in his strong
arms. For a moment the ecstasy of love—
then a feathered figure leapt from the
darkness. . There was the glint of steel,
followed by muffled groans and all of pain
and sorrow was gone from the lovers
forever.

Swiftly, noiselessly, the Mohawk war-
rior glided like a snake through the trees
and shrubbery, while the straggling
moonbeams shone on the nut-brown hair
and golden tresses at his bhelt. He had
meted out his revenge.

POINTS OF VIEW

FOREMAN:
DuGaLp:

“Donal’ carries twa o’ thae pipes.”
“Ay, I hae obsairved him a’ the forenoon.

But ye

maun jist remonstrate wi’ Donal’ yersel’.”’—Punch.




HE President’s Message to Congress
covered a wide range, but was not

as startlingly radical as some had antici-
pated. The clause in which Canadians
were chiefly interested was that with refer-
ence to the sealing industry in the Pribyloff

Islands. The President furnished statis-
tics showing the rapid diminution of the
seal herds and attributed it to pelagic
sealing, or in other words to the catching
of the animals at sea. It will be remem-
bered that the whole question was consid-
ered by an international court, of which Sir
John Thompson was a member, some
vears ago. The chief decisions of that
court were that a close season should be
established during the summer months
and that hunting should be prohibited
within sixty miles of the islands. As
Japan was not a party to this convention,
the Japanese have ignored these rules,
and it is altogether likely that it is the

operations of their hunters that have
awakened the President’s interest in the
matter.

U

Nevertheless, it is to Great Britain he
goes with complaints, although Great
Britain has consented to an extension of
territorial waters twenty times greater
than that recognised by normal inter-
national law in any other part of the
world. The President seems to desire
that Canadians should cease seal-hunting
altogether. Last year the value of the
Canadian catch was $322,000. The ob-
jection to this traffic is not altogether, we
may be sure, because of the number of
seals taken, but because it interferes with
that monopoly which the Alaska Com-
mercial Company desires to preserve in
the business. The company leases the seal
islands from the United States, and un-
doubtedly regards with extreme disfavour

the free hunters whose

sales of skins prevent
it from regulating prices
and exercising the other
pleasurable privileges
that appertain to monop-
olies. v

It may readily be agreed
that the extermination of
the seal herds could justly
be called an act of van-
dalism, and if it be shown
that pelagic sealing must
inevitably lead to that
result it should bestopped.
But it must be stopped
under conditions. The
other nations interested
will not stop in order that
the United States may
reap all the benefits. The

GET-POoR. Q:'TZK

national treasury derives
a handsome revenue from

THE RAINBOW BRIDGE

—Brooklyn Eagle

Pt

the lease, and the leasing
company, once it had
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a monopoly of the busi-
ness, could fix its profits
to suititself. Whatprop-
osition is Uncle Sam pre-
pared to make? The
islands should be inter-
nationalised and the com-
merce in skins managed
with some eve to the
public interest.

U

Another matter attract-
ing much interest among
our neighbours is the
trade of the South Amer-
ican countries. Secretary
Root journeyed to all the
principal Pan-American
capitals last summer, but
does not appear to have
found an immediate solu-
tion of the problem of

securing a greater share
of the trade of these coun-
tries for the United States.
At present they do not
enjoy ten per cent. of it,
Great Britain and Ger-
many securing the lion’s
share. The Secretary now tells his
countrymen that they cannot capture their
fair proportion of this trade until they can
carry on their exchanges in American
bottoms. The United States flag, he
says, is never seen in the harbours of
South America. The remedy he suggests
is the Ship Subsidy Bill. TUnfortunately,
in the middle West the Ship Subsidy Bill
is not popular even among Republicans,
and Democrats all over the couutry
oppose it with one accord. The Senate
passed the bill during the former session,
but the House rejected it. A determined
effort will be made to get it through at
the current session. It will confirm the
view that the party in power is tied hand
and foot to self-interested cliques of
money-makers in the Atlantic coast cities.

U

In the British Parliament the Fduca-
tion Bill is still the storm-centre. The
other day in the House of Lords the
Marquis of Lansdowne, leader of the

A LITTLE RECONSTITUTION

THE Bissors—‘There! he looks quite nice now—his own
parents won’t know him when we send him back to them.” |

—Westminster Gazette

Opposition in that body, laid down cer-
tain principles with regard to the attitude
of that House on public measures that
have attracted some attention. He ex-
pressed his total dissent from the pro-
visions of the Trades Disputes Bill, but
said that he would not call upon the peers
to throw it out, because it was one of the
measures which he recognised as having
played a part in the general election.
The voters by their ballots had approved
of the principle involved in it, and he
was not prepared to set his predilections
in opposition to that decision.

U

It will, of course, be asked whether the
existing educational situation was not
equally condemned at the general election.
The two prominent topics were undoubt-
edly Mr. Chamberlain’s fiscal proposals
and the Unionist educational policy.
Mr. Chamberlain and all his followers
Lelieve that the success of the Liberals
was not so much due to the opposition

o1t



CURRENT EVENTS ABROAD

to the revival of Protection
as hostility to the Unionist
solution of the educational
problem. That played quite
as prominent a part as the
question whether a Trades
Union could be the subject
of legal proceedings for
damage caused by the action
of its officers. Many will feel
that neither the Liberal nor
the Unionist solution of the
educational question is satis-
factory any more than it is
satisfactory in Canada. Both
here and in the Old Country
we must recognise that denom-
inational teaching, however
desirable, is impossible in
state-aided schools. When
that is said, however, it should
not exclude the children from
gaining an acquaintance with
the most important book that
comes from the press. The
idea of withholding from
children a wide knowledge of
a book that is imbedded in the
history of the country and which tinctures
and informs literature in all its branches,
is one to which too strong terms of con-
demnation could scarcely be applied.
There is surely a solution that would
take away this reproach. A pupil who
_ emerges from the schools without a fairly
extensive knowledge of the Old and New
Testaments has a large part of his educa-
tion to complete.

U

Pope Pius X has determined to resist,
in a passive way at least, the efforts of
the French authorities to separate church
and state. The impression created on
most fair-minded people is that whatever
the merits or demerits of the movement
may be, the work is being done in a quite
unnecessarily harsh and unfeeling way.
A man has a right to dispossess his tenants,
but when he exercises that right in an
inhumane way public opinion is not slow
to express itself. If he turns a helpless
woman and a brood of half-clothed chil-
dren on to the roadside, public condem-
nation of his conduct almost overbears

£
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T OMMERSE. .

THE OYSTER AND THE SHELL

A condition Secretary Root is said to have faced in
South America.—Minneapolis Journal.

his legal rights. The case in France has
some analogy to this. Men have grown
grey in the service of the church in France
and now, in the midst of the debility of
age, they are cast forth to make what
provisions they can for the maintenance
of life. There is no special hardship in
asking the cBurch to depend upon the
voluntary offerings of its worshippers in
France as in America, but the cruelty
arises in the sudden change of conditions
without adequate provision for bridging
the gulf between the old aud the new.

U

What will be the result? Are there
enough true sons of the church in France
to establish a crusade? Some talk of
revolution under a Bourbon or a Bona-
parte, but the way revolutions are effected
nowadays is at the ballot-box. If there is
a majority of the voters of France hostile
to the Clemenceau programme they should
be able to upset all that is being done at
the next election. But the call of the Pope
may awake fires that are now smouldering.

John A. Ewan



THERE'S a thing we love to think of when
the frost and ice and snow
Hold high carnival together, and the biting
north winds blow.
There’s a thing we love to think of through
the bitter winter hours,
For it stirs a warmth within us—’tis this
fair young land of ours.
Something sings it all the day,
Canada, fair Canada; P
And the pride thrills through and through us,
"Tis our birthplace, Canada,
— Jean Blewett
U

PRACTICAL PATRIOTS

HE city, on what used-to-be-called
Burlington Bay, deserves the ad-
jective that has become historic. When a
Hamiltonian goes to Marathon, he shows
the rest of the world a clean pair of heels.
When the Hamilton Daughters of the
Empire undertake to fight the white
plague, the tuberculosis germ or microbe,
or whatever it is, simply curls up in con-
sternation. Last May ¢he Governor-
General of Canada opened the Mountain
Sanatorium, equipped by the chapters of
the I.O.D.E., who had worked most suc-
cessfully under their enthusiastic regent,
Mrs. P. D. Crerar. Just before Christ-
mas these Hamilton daughters gave a
unique  entertainment, = “Childhood’s
Days,” which resulted in a handsome
sum being expended on winter comforts

for the patients at the sanatorium.

As women all over Canada are anxious
to receive suggestions for new entertain-
ments, it may be well to describe this
delightful affair. Every booth in the
Thistle Rink was arranged in illustration
of a rhyme or tradition of childhood.
Four and twenty blackbirds served the best
of substantial fare, green-and-silver fairies
dispensed ice-cream, the Queen of Hearts
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and all the little Hearts displayed ‘the
fancy work, chrysanthemum girls served
cooling lemonade, and the most “fetch-
ing” Turkish maidens served black coffee
in an Oriental corner. There were no
fancy or Cobalt prices, and the Hamilton
“Daughters” deserved every cent for
their commendable cause.

U

THE TRAIL OF THE SNOB

CANADIAN newspaper got into

all sorts of trouble not long ago
and the story of its tribulation provided
amusement for the men readers. As all
the feminine world knows, the modern
daily newspaper usually has a department
known as the society column, in which
pink teas and noisy weddings are chron-
icled. Happy is the woman whose name
appears ‘‘among those present,”’ and thrice
happy is she whose chic gown and pé
cherché boa are deemed worthy of men- -
tion! Such columns are usually marked
by bad English and worse French, while
the men who call them silly slush are not
far wrong. However, they are no worse
than the page devoted to sport, and if you
do not believe me just read a few para-
graphs about the ‘“honspiels” and such
trivialities.

But to return to the aforesaid news.-
paper. Quite without the editor’s knowl-
edge, “inadvertently” as the politicians
say, a letter signed “Anonyma” found
its way into print. The writer expressed
herself as disgusted that the name of a
certain woman whose husband is connect-
ed with “trade” should appear in the
social columns of the paper to which the
writer addressed herself. The offender’s
only objectionable feature was her hus-
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band’s business. After this letter came a
deluge of protesting correspondence from
democratic citizens who tore the foolish
“Anonyma” to shreds. Taking it alto-
gether, the episode is highly humorous,
especially when one considers the lady’s

-name. Has “Anonyma” ever stud-
ied Greek? We fear that her ancestors
had more dollars than culture or she would
not have made such a blunder.

A Canadian’s house is his castle, and his
wife makes out the visiting list. She has
a perfect right to invite or exclude as her

nal taste may dictate. If “trade”
offensive, let her avoid its associations.
But she only exposes herself to ridicule
when she indulges in such criticism as
that of the complaining correspondent.

In a new country like ours, the small
grocer of to-day is the capitalist of to-
morrow. It would be edifying to know
just what the descendants of the “old
families” of one hundred years ago are
doing to-day. Tt would also be edifying
to know who “Anonyma’s” grandpapa is
or was. All this talk about ‘“trade”
savours of antiquity in the extreme. John
Bull is a shopkeeper, although, as Merri-
man tells us, he usually keeps a gun
behind the counter. ILord Iveagh and Sir
Thomas Lipton go in surprisingly “good”
society and are tired, no doubt, of seeing
their names among those present. It is
not those of gentle birth who assert super-
jority. It is the new rich who, in the
language of “Lady Baltimore,” have not
“money enough to gild their bristles.”

U
MISLEADING ADVERTISEMENTS

SEVERAL of the Canadian news-
papers, among them the Toronto
Globe, have published editorial warnings
against a certain class of advertisements
that promises young Canadian girls em-
ployment in United States cities. While
our newspapers exercise great caution
regarding advertisements that seem in
any way dubious, it is impossible to obtain
absolute safety in advertising matter. It
is of the most vital importance that young
girls, especially those in villages or the
country, should be on their guard regard-
ing offers of employment in Buffalo,
Detroit or Chicago. Onme can hardly
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believe in the diabolical depravity that
has lured unsuspecting girls into shame
worse than death. But facts, as terrible
as they are true, are in the possession of
certain charitable and social organisations
in our cities, and once more the girls of
Canada seeking foreign or city employ-
ment are urged to make every inquiry
before taking steps towards securing the
advertised positions.
U
RUSKIN AND GIRLHOOD

N the November number of Scribiner’s
Magazine is a most interesting
article on ““Ruskin and Girlhood,” by L.
Allen Harker. The writer tells how a
Ruskin Society was formed in her native
town which tried to bring beauty and
pleasantness into the homes of the ex-
tremely poor. One of the youthful
members was in favour of distributing
photographs of Fra Angelico’s pictures
among the distressed. The author of
the article wrote to Ruskin complaining
that a photograph of Carpaccio’s St.
Ursula had heen received with the
scantiest approbation by a bed-ridden old
woman. Ruskin said in reply:

“Give the poor whatever pictures you
find they like of nice things, not of merely
pathetic or pompous ones. They're apt
to like sick children starving in bed,
beggars at street doors, Queen Vic open-
ing Parliament, etc. Give them anything
that’s simple, cheerful or pious; always, if
possible, coloured—never mind how badly.
Shall T send vou some coloured birds?”

One of the difficulties with a certain
class of young women is that they take life
too seriously and are everlastingly worryin
over their feelings, as if their mental ang
emotional “states” were of planetary
importance. These are the honestly mis-
led young persons who adore fashionable
clergymen and run after fake philoso-
phers. Would that they might meet such
a wise Mentor as Ruskin proved himself!
Here is a bit of advice: “To answer your
main question about having a right to be
happy, it is not only evervbody’s right
but duty to be so, only to choose the best
sort of happiness. And the best sorts are
not to be had cheap.”

Ruskin, according to the writer, would
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never, even to please his pets, pretend
either interest or admiration which he did
not feel. ‘““And there are perhaps per-
sons who will heartily sympathise with
the following sentiments”:

“Indeed I'm sorry to have grieved you
and A. I knew I should, but couldn’t
help it. I can’t pretend to care for things
I don’t care for. I don’t care for babies.
Rather have an objection to them. Have
no respect for them whatsoever. Like
little pigs ever so much better. Here’s
my little wood woman come down to fetch
me my faggots; she’s got nine piglets to
take care of, and her whole heart is set
on them, and I call her Pigwiggina, and
inquire for her family verv anxiously
every day—but you really mustn’t expect
me to care for inferior beings.” What-
ever may be thought of Ruskin’s prefer-
ence, whereby the piglet is set above the
humanlet, he was a very brave and honest
man to write such a letter to an enthusias-
tic young mother. But he would have
been defeated as a candidate for parlia-
mentary honours.

There are many whimsical turns in his
letters to the voung folks. After a period
of severe illness and depression he wrote:
“I had great joy and sense of being in
my right place to-day in the Turner room,
and am going to stay in London till people
have been taught that they can’t make
my skin into gloves yet. . . . I went to
the Private View of the old Water Colour
yesterday, and there were people glad to
see me there. Robert Browning among
others. And I've been to the British
museum and am staying very contentedly
within reach of it and some other places.
And I'm not going to theatres, and alto-
gether I'm as good just now as I know

how to be.” 1]
PROFESSORS OF DOMESTIC
ECONOMY

IN Canada, as well as in the United

States and England, the teaching of
domestic economy is becoming a calling
for women. Miss Eunice T. Biggs in an
article on the subject in an English period-
ical says: “A cheerful brisk tone prevails
among the students, and their unanimous
verdict is that the work, though hard, is
enjoyable. It is certainly work well

suited to womanly tastes and capabilities;
to carry it through, physical activity must

" be combined with a high degree of mental

alertness.” V]

WOMEN’S CLUBS IN LONDON

CCORDING to an article in the
Grand Magazine, “the first genuine
women’s club in London was the Somer-
ville. Established in 1878, it passed
through years of change and vicissitudes
in its modest premises over a popular tea
shop. It began modestly with a sub-
scription and entrance-fee alike fixed at
five shillings. When it took smarter
premises in Hanover-square it soon suc-
cumbed, and is now only remembered as
a pioneer in club history.

“In 1884 the Alexandra Club was
founded. Its membership soon reached
goo. The qualification was eligibility to
attend H.M.’s drawing-rooms.

“In 1887 the University Club came
into being, and, as its name denotes, was
the meeting-place for students and women
who had been at college together. The
limit of members was then 300; qualifica-
tion, a degree at any university or regis-
tration as a medical practitioner of the
United Kingdom.

“In 1892, Mrs. Massingberd created
the Pioneer Club. A woman of ideal
aims, she was always ready with a gener-
ous purse to keep her creation in the
vanguard of progress. The club was,
therefore, very progressive, and, though
beginning modestly over a perfumer’s
shop in Regent Street, is now established
in a house of its own at No. 5 Grafton
Street. Each Pioneer wears a small axe,
the club badge, and is known by a number
in lieu of her name as a symbol of perfect
equality. Female suffrage, anti-vivi-
section, temperance and vegetarianism
appealed to many Pioneers, whilst a
number of writers, actresses, and singers
have from the first been included in the
list of members. The club motto is-
‘They say? What say they? Let them
say.” Equipped with all these fine
phrases, the Pioneers serenely disregarded
the sneers of facetious people, who were
highly amused that a Temperance Club
should provide a smoking room for its
members. A further source of amuse-

o ——
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ment was the evening dress of the Pioneers,
a black satin jacket, with a white collar
and tie, taking the place of low-necked
evening toilettes.”

The writer concludes a most entertain
ing article by asserting: ‘“When women
have acquired the sense of comradeship
learnt by men in public schools, which
they certainly lack, then even men will
allow that clubs are as necessary for
women as for themselves.”

U
POPULAR ACTORS

ON this continent at least, the stage is
more popular with women than
with men. Concerts, art exhibitions,
and plays are patronised by audiences
largely feminine. There may have been
few women who deserve to be called
“artists”” in the creative sense; but the
men who write the great novels and
dramas, who paint the masterpieces and
compose the magnificent operas, would be
left with slim audiences were it not for
the appreciation of women. However,
the stage is a sphere where woman has
proved her equality to man, since acting
is her very nature. Indeed it may be
questioned if an actor has attained the
histrionic perfection of Bernhardt or
Rachel.

An actor who does not win the approval
of women is lost. But there is a certain
kind of actor who is sure to appeal to
feminine enthusiasm. Of this class are
John Drew, Kyrle Bellew, Nat Goodwin
and, in a lesser degree, James K. Hackett.
They are artists who have brought the
drawing-room manner to perfection, and
who, while sacrificing no whit of manli-
ness, are graceful and poetic lovers.
There is a difference between sentiment-
ality and romance, and many a woman,
who is merely and delightfully romantic,
is accused of the former silly quality.
Anglo-Saxon men are stolid in expression
and awkward in gesture, whatever they
may be in feeling. Hence the woman
who craves polished manners in her ad-
mirer turns with quick appreciation to
the golden-voiced actor, finding in his
speech and gallantry the Ivanhoe, the
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MR. NAT GOODWIN

Rudolf Rassendyll or the Cyrano whom
she has secretly cherished, Women do
not care for crude or lavish expression;
what they crave is delicate suggestion,
subtle phrase, courtly wooing. What
wonder, then, that they turn eagerly to
the drama for what they seldom find in
real life? Three of these actors who ex-
emplify the gailant qualities have recently
been in Canada: ihe English Kyrle
Bellew, the American Nat Goodwin, and
our own James K. Hackett.

U
WOMEN EDITORS

BOTH in West and East the woman jour-

nalist is assuming greater responsibil-
ity. Miss Clara Hind of the Manitoba
Free Press has achieved unusual suc-
cess in the business department, her crop
estimates being held in high regard. Miss
Annie B. Merrill is doing creditable edi-
torial work on the Calgary Townsman,
while Miss Isabel Armstrong of London,
Ontario, has full charge of the Echo
and got out this year an extremely hand-
some holiday number of that enterprising
weekly.

Jean Graham



777 Abovt
- New

BOOKS BY CANADIAN AUTHORS

’l‘EN noteworthy books of the month
are by Canadian authors. They
are as follows: “The Doctor,” by Ralph
Connor, who is now regarded as one of
the leading novelists of the day: ‘“ The
Undertow,”” by Robert S. Knowles, a rising
personality; ‘“Alexander McBain, B A.,”
by Adeline M. Teskey, a Welland lady,
author also of “The Village Artist”’;
“The Camerons of Bruce,” by R. L.
Richardson, author of “Colin of the
Ninth Concession”; “The Cornflower
and Other Poems,” by Jean Blewett;
“Songs and Sonnets,” by Helena Cole-
man; “A Song of Empire and Other
Poems,” by George Frederick Scott;
“Preludes: Sonnets and Other Verses,”
by John Daniel Logan; ‘‘Studies in Plant
Life,” by Catharine Parr Traill; *“ Cupid
and the Candidate,” by Mrs. Leeming
Carr, of Hamilton.

U
“THE DOCTOR”

ONE might be almost justified in say-
ing that “The Doctor” (Toronto:
The Westminster Company, Limited,)
is Ralph Connor’s best work. If one were
content to stop at the night when Barney
entered Dick’s bachelor apartinents and
found his trusted brother and Iola, his
swectheart, in a passionate embrace—if
one were content to stop there and read
no further, the verdict would likely be
that the author had exceeded himself.
But it is, perhaps, the best word for the
story to say that the reader is not con-
tent to stop there. Unfortunately, how-
ever, the latter half does not seem to
ring true, and the denouement is any-
thing but satisfactory. Maybe it suf-
fers the fate of many so-called purpose-
ful novels, and it is interesting to wonder
whether the author has sacrificed the
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acclaim of posterity in order to serve
what to him appears to be the present
and higher duty. “The Doctor™ is a
well-executed, almost delightful ro-
mance up to the end of the fourteenth
chapter, but from the fifteenth chapter
on there is deterioration. The first
chapter takes the reader into sweet rural
bypaths in old Ontario, and introduces
a charming maiden, with the red of the
thistle in her cheek, the perfume of the
clover in her hair, and the frankness of
truth and the glory of good breeding as
the chief mainstays of her character.
Margaret Robertson loves and is loved
by a neighbour’s son, Barney Boyle.
Barney has a brother Dick, who is about
to return from college, and the three
meet at a dance following a barn raising,
At the dance unexpectedly appears a
young school teacher named Iola, a
Southern damsel, possessing a wonder-
fully seductive voice and a face and form
full of sensuousness and alluring beauty.
Jola sings and strums upon a guitar and
captivates the rude but sensitive Barney_
Barney. had pledged his word to his
mother to “see” Dick through college,
but suddenly his eyes are opened, and
if Dick is to be a minister he will be a
doctor. But Dick is in no way slighted,
and a means is provided for both youths
to go. Then the scene of action shifts
from the country to Toronto, where we
find Barney and Dick at college, Mar-
garet in training as a nurse, and Iola
cultivating her voice. Margaret loves
Barney intensely; Barney loves Iola al-
most madly; Dick loves Margaret per-
haps less passionately, while Iola is
ambitious for a “career.” Iola con-
ducts herself loosely, if not altogether
wantonly, and so drives Barney to Bal-
{imore in despair. While Barney is
away, Dick, who has fallen somewhat
because of academical chastisement for
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heretical leanings, and who has no hope
of winning Margaret, cultivates the com-
panionship of Iola. One night the two
give way momentarily to a common
moral weakening, and are discovered
by Barney, who has returned in obedi-
ence to his frantic affection for this young
woman. Then Barnev disappears, and
Jola goes abroad to conquer Europe.
Dick goes as a missionary to British
Columbia, having reconciled the church
authorities, and it becomes convenient
also to transfer Margaret thither as
matron ,of Kuskinook hospital. Barney
turns up in that western district, where
he is medical superintendent for a rail-
way company. Finally a letter is re
ceived from JIola, and Barney sets off
to visit her in Scotland. He finds her
at death’s door, she having gone into
decline, and after she dies, on the day
of his arrival, he returns to the Rockies
and falls a victim of appendicitis. Mar-
garet and Dick are present at the last,
and Margaret’s love of Barney stands
the test of years. But the last chapter
finds Dick and Margaret, a year later,
back in the old bypaths, and when Dick
repeats his love story it falls on respon-
sive ears. According to the light of the
story Iola was intended for Dick and
Margaret for Barney. But “The Doc-
tor” is a purposeful novel, misnamed
withal, for Barney Boyle was ‘“The
Man?” first and “The Doctor” after-
wards. Nevertheless word comes from
the publishers that already 150,000 copies
have been sold.
U

“THE UNDERTOW?”

THE author of “ St. Cuthbert’s,” which
easily proved the best selling Cana-
dian novel of 1906, has produced a new
story, “The Undertow” (Toronto: The
Fleming H. Revell Company), which sur-
passes its predecessor in every quality. In-
deed, Mr. Knowles in this new novel has
done work which has not yet been attempt-
ed by any other Canadian writer, and
which places him, in the estimation of some
critics, beside such workers in the same
field as Thomas Hardy, Henry James,
and George Meredith. “ The Undertow ”
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MR. ROBERT S, KNOWLES

Whose novel ‘“The Undertow” is arousing a
good deal of comment

is an enlargement upon a metaphor.
What the strong swimmer most fears is
not the rolling billows and the rushing
waters, but the hidden undercurrents
which tug at him and devour his strength.
So is it in life—in the moral and spiritual
life. The forces that make for the down-
fall of the human soul are not those which
one can combat in the open; they are
the hidden sins that haunt the soul’s
obscure recesses. This is the theme of
Mr. Knowles’ novel, and he has worked
it out with great power and skill. Since
Mr. Knowles seems to have gifts for
melodrama, we would suggest that the
story be dramatised. Properly staged,
it would make an effective presentation of
a cardinal truth which the preachers
either neglect altogether or handle with
doubtful power. We recommend the
book strongly. We, however, suggest
that in a future edition it would be well
for the author to eliminate as much as
possible the homely, pathetic element,
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MRS. JEAN BLEWETT
Author of '‘The Cornflower and Other Poems”’

dubiously secured by quotations from the
Presbyterian Book of Praise.

U
A TEMPERANCE STORY

“ A LEXANDER McBAIN, B.A.” (To-

ronto: The Fleming H. Revell Com-
pany) is the story of a promising life
ruined because of an inherited weakness
for stimulant. A young man of unusual
capabilities, enjoying the respect of his
community and the love of a charming
village maiden, is permitted to go to
college owing to the industry and self-
sacrifice of a widowed mother. He is a
good student, and a good man at heart,
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but his inherent tend-
ency towards in-
ebriety finally over-
comes his good ap-
preciation of decorum.
He falls into indolent
and drunken habits,
He is discharged from
a modest position in
the village store, and
finally leaves home in a
state of penury, from
which he fails to re
cover. Finally, on his
way home again in a
repentant mood, he is
converted at a religious
meeting, but whether
there was a sufficient
change to overcome the
desire for drink is not
put to the test, because
almost immediately
afterwards the young
man is killed while
rescuing a child. That
is where the story fails
most, although at hest
it is disappointing, the
chief character lacking
definiteness and mag-
netism with the others
verging on the com-
monplace. However, as
a temperance story,
“Alexander McBain,
B.A.,” should find g
place. Itisalso a faith-
ful picture of life in the average Ontario
village where gossip and {wholesomeness
compete for first place.

U
MRS. BLEWETT’S WORK

EW writers of verse in Canada have

a more sympathetic or admiring
following than Jean Blewett, whose
latest volume, “The Cornflower and
Other Poems,” has just been issued by
William Briggs, Toronto. There is per-
haps good reason for that, for Mrs. Blew-
ett has a genius for expressing in a pic-
turesque way the very sentiments that
wholesome people like to hear expressed,
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of playing in a delicate way upon the
very emotions that unvarnished people
like to have played upon, and with a
confiding, yet artistic aptitude, of draw-
ing inspiration from the well-springs of
a common human sympathy. It means
a great deal to be able to do that, and no
writer who values endurance can afford
to iguore it. It is gratifying to read a
verse in which there is no philosophic
roblem to solve, no unseen motive, no

h, mean treatment, nothing, in fact,
to jar the sweet-minded. Such is the
work of Jean Blewett, and as such will
her work find an abiding place in the
affections of her readers.

Note Mrs. Blewett’s poetic touch in
this extract from “The Highland Shep-
herd”:

“0O the hills of purple heather,
And the skies so warm and gray!
O the shimmer of the sea-mist
In the sea-wind far away!
O the calling of the torrent
Sweeping down Ben Vorlick’s side,
And my white flocks faring foldward
In the hush of eventide!”

U

DELIGHTFUL VERSE

ARELY has so delightful a volume

of poems been sent out from a Ca-
nadian publishing house and by a Cana-
dian author than “Songs and Sonnets,”
the work of Miss Helena Coleman
(Toronto: William Briggs). Apart alto-

gether from the true rhythmic beauty .

of the versc and the embodiment of
lofty conceptions, the letter press and
cover design make of the book a pleas-
ing, artistic production. There are in
all about one hundred songs and son-
nets, and they have in them the ring of

uineness. Many persons, having read

m time to time some of this author’s
verses, written under a nom de plume,
had wondered who the writer was, and
it will be gratifying for them to know
that so valuable a collection is now
available in book form. Miss Coleman
has the rare accomplishment of rich,
magnetic expression, while her technique
is admirable. Her style is not anlike that
of Clinton Scollard, and that is saying
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a gouod deal. Here is an extract from
“Indian Summer?”:

We linger by the crimson vine,
Steeped to the heart with fragrant wine,
And where the rowan-berries shine,
And gentians lift their blue;
We stay to hear the wind that grieves
Among the oak’s crisp, russet leaves;
And watch the moving light that weaves
Quaint patterns, peering through.

¥
THE KELT IN POETRY

IT is gratifying to see that the verse

of John Daniel Logan, which is well
known to the magazines, has been col-
lected and published in a neat volume
by William Briggs, Toronto, under the
title “Preludes: Sonnets and Other Ver-
ses,” with an epistle in criticism and an
essay entitled “The Rhythmical Dummy:
A Recipe for Verse-Makers.” The vol-
ume is not pretentious, but the thoughts
contained therein are clothed in chaste
English, and there is evidence of a care-
ful study of technique. The “Epistle
in Criticism” is addressed to Peter Mac-
Laren MacDonald, and is, we should
say, an expression of admiration for the
true poetic fire possessed by the Keltic
race, and as well an appreciative ex-
planation of the failure of the Canadian
Kelt in poetry.

Dr. Logan is a native of Pictou County,
Nova Scotia, a young man yet, but one
of considerable attainment. He is a
Ph.D. of Harvard, and a cultured gentle-
man of letters. Of his poetic instinct
the following sonnet, ‘‘The Solitary,”
will speak:

I lie where oft your rare swart tresses lay

And oft your sweet voice called me in the
night,

But all the slow, blank hours in their flight

Do mock me as I call and vainly pray

That your fond, vivid vision long may stay

In my dear dreams, and with dawning light

Brin, reaLer dreams of days 'mongst vales
ight

With flowers of Joy when we the winding way

Of Love trod carelessly. Dear Heart, alas!

The lone, long, lingering trail of life must I

Forever unaccompanied take and pass

Forever disinherited by Hate?

O hear me, Heart of mine, O hear my cry:

‘‘Still do I love thee, still do I love and wait.”
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MR, R. L. RICHARDSON

Whose latest novel “The Camerons of Bruce’ has just been

issued by William Briggs

MR. RICHARDSON’S NEW NOVEL

ANY book that describes in an inter-

esting, dramatic way the difficulties
and hardships that were encountered by
our forefathers is worthy of much com-
mendation. Such is the ‘“Camerons of
Bruce,” the latest work of Mr. R. L.
Richardson (Toronto: William Briggs).
The story affords the author much oppor-
tunity for first-class descriptive work and
good character drawing. It deals with
the adventures of Lachlan Cameron, a
youth of twenty-one, who sets out from
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Bruce County to avenge
the disinheritance of his
lamented father by an
uncle who lives among the
Indians along the Sas-
katchewan river. The
incidentsof this adventure
are numerous and full of
action. One cannot help
wondering how so busy a
man as Mr. Richardson
could find timeto cultivate
his taste for fiction. Few
journalists in Canada are
more widely known than
he is, and his latest
romance will therefore be
read by many with much
interest.
U

A POLITICAL STORY

IN “Cupid and the Can

didate” (Toronto:
William  Briggs), Mrs.
Carr has produced g
political story of good
action, originality and
interest. It is by no
means a pretentious vol-
ume, but it is written with
a light, facile hand, and
should have a place with
“the clever things.”
There is in it a generous
amount of wholesome
humour, and it is perhaps
as a humorist that Mrs.
Carr most excels. All who
read “Cupid and the
Candidate” will welcome
another book by the same author. The
dedication is to Mr. James J. Hill,

U
A BOOK FOR NATURE LOVERS

CQTUDIES of Plant Life in Canada ™

(Toronto: William Briggs) is a
new and revised edition of a volume is-
sued by Mrs. Traill under the same title
some years ago, and which is so well
known to those who have been interested
in Canadian wild flowers that but little
need be said of it here. This new edition



ABOUT NEW BOOKS

is issued in an attractive form, and besides
eight reproductions in colours, there are
twelve half-tone engravings from special
drawings by Mrs. Agnes D. Chamberlin.
It is dedicated to the Countess of Grey,
and its object is perhaps best set forth by
the author, who says in the preface: “It
is not a book for the learned. The aim
of the writer is simply to show the real

leasure that may be obtained from a

bit of observing what is offered to the
eye of the traveller. . . . . Even to
know the common name of a flower or
fern is something added to our stock of
knowledge, and inclines us to wish to
know something beyond the mere name.”

U
IMPERIAL VERSE

o A HYMN of Empire and Other
Poems” (Toronto: William Briggs),
by Frederick George Scott, is a daintily-
bound volume containing more than
thirty poems by this Quebec writer.
The initial poem is an expression in
dignified verse of the true Imperial
sentiment, which is filled not only with
ide, but with a sense of responsibility.
!Re poems on nature are appreciative of
the peculiar ruggedness of Quebec scenery,
as well as of the summer agpects as
shown in the glancing rivulet. We have
not often seen the quatrain in Canadian
y, and this selection “By the Sea,”
is such as to make us wish for more ex-
amples:
“Fyer the strong. salt life, ever the dream,

Ever the pulsing force, the mystery
Of tireless Nature working 'neath the stars,
Her destiny apart from human things.”

U
A BOOK FOR BUSINESS MEN

“THE Making of a Merchant” is an
excellent book, particularly for
young men starting out on a business
career. The author, Harlow N. Higin-
botham, was a partner of the late Marshall
Field. He is also a well-known financier
and President of the World’s Columbian
Exposition. He should therefore be re-
garded as an authority in the business
world. Indeed, his career has long been
watched by merchants all over the coun-
try, and he is generally pointed out in the
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mercantile world as one of the outstand-
ing successes of the last quarter-century.
Undoubtedly his book will have a large
sale. It is published by Forbes and Com-
pany, Chicago.

NOTES

It is gratifying to note that Bliss Carman
has had published (Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Company) a comprehensive vol-
ume of his best poems, under the title
“Pipes of Pan.” The book is of generous
bulk, and contains five works that were
issued separately last year under distinc-
tive titles, as follows: “From the Book
of Myths,” “From the Green Book of the
Bards,” “Songs of the Sea Children,”
“Songs from a Northern Garden,” and
“From the Book of Valentines.” Bliss
Carman is regarded as one of the first
poets of the day, and no Canadian should
be unacquainted with his rare style of
expression.

Housekeepers, that is, real housekeep-
ers, and all who contemplate building,
occupying or furnishing a house, or, in-
deed, all who live in at least fair circum-
stances, should make acquaintance with
“The Complete Home,” by Clara E.
Laughlin (New York: D. Appleton and
Company). It is safe to say that wher-
ever this book is read its influence will be
very marked, and further, that if its con-
tents were generally known there would
be in household arrangement fewer in-
congruities to shock artistic sensibilities
and more recognition of the fitness of
things. The volume is so comprehensive
that it is impossible to cover its scope in a
brief review. There are fourteen chap-
ters and nearly a score of full- page illus-
trations. It treats of almost everything
encountered in a modern household, from
the extermination of vermin to the choos-
ing of antique furniture or decorations.

The “History of the Royal North-West
Mounted Police,” by Captain Ernest J.
Chambers (Black Rod), has just been
issued, and is an exceedingly interesting
and important addition to contemporary
historical literature. It is perhaps the only
authentic history of this famous corps, and
it is therefore exceedingly valuable as a sou-
venir. It is printed on superior coated
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paper, handsomely bound, and contains
a profusion of excellent half-tone illus-
trations. Although the name is not given,
it is understood that the publishers are
McPhee Brothers and Bayley, an enter-
prising Montreal concern.

A new volume of John Imrie’s poems
has just been issued (Toronto: The Imrie
Printing Co.). This makes the fifth edi-
tion, which puts the output up to 7,300
copies. Mr. Iinrie’s poems have long
been admired by an increasing circle of
readers, and they are steadily gaining in
appreciation. The new volume is "at-
tractively bound in gilt cloth, with gilt
decorations.

Ginn and Company, Boston, have pub-
lished a neat little volume entitled “The
Philosophy of Goethe’s Faust,” by Thomas
Hamilton, author of “The Education of
the Wage Earners,” etc.

“Alcestis and Other Poems” is the
title of an attractive little volume by Sara
King Wiley (The Macmillan Company
of Canada). The book is composed
mostly of blank verse of a classical order.

The very title of “The Running Horse
Inn” bespeaks a story chock full of
romance and chivalry. It is a novel of
the Colonial Library series, and written
in a clever way by Alfred Tresidder
Sheppard (Toronto: The Macmillan
Company of Canada). All who enjoy real
stirring scenes, full of action and not too
much tragedy, will take readily to this
book. The story deals with exciting in-
cidents rendered possible by the Napo-
leonic wars which were then agitating
Europe. The author has handled his op-
portunity well, and produced a novel of
popular interest.

“Hope: My Wife ” is a story by L. G.
Moberley (Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company), dealing with the problem of
an early unhappy marriage, a separation,
and a reunion after some years, the hus-
band proposing to his own wife, whom
he had failed to recognise.

“Highways and Byways of the Mis-
sissippi Valley,” by Clifton Johnson (The
Macmillan Company of Canada), is a
splendid account of travel, incident and
folk-lore along the most majestic and
interesting rivers on the North American
continent. It is very evident that the

author was heart and soul in his work,
and what adds greatly to the value and
attractiveness of the volume is a list of
more than sixty illustrations from actual
photographs taken by the author. It
is usually the case that persons who
write entertainingly and instructively
about places of general interest fail to
provide backing for their work in the
form of convincing illustrations. In this
particular case there is an apt combina-
tion of author and artist.

The thirty-eighth volume of “The
Studio” (44 Leicester Square, London,)
is one of the most sumptuous publica-
tions that comes to the reviewer during
a whole twelvemonth. To give an idea
of its immensity, not to speak of its
artistic merits, it is only necessary to
say that it contains more than six hugn-
dred illustrations of the best art of the
day and of the highest attainment in
reproductive skill. Many of the full-
page illustrations are in several colours,
producing exceptionally pleasing results,
Scarcely anyone is able to keep in touch
with the advance of art who is not
acquainted with this work.

“The Studio” for November con-
tains 145 illustrations. The feature is
a number of reproductions from Alex-
ander Young’s collection of C. F. Day-
bigny’s work.

Perhaps no country in the world just
now is so attractive for a study ground
as Persia, and on that account “Persia,
Past and Present,” by A.V. W. Jackson,
a Columbia University professor (To-
ronto: The Macmillan Company of
Canada), is a most acceptable and very
timely production. Prof. Jackson is not
only an observing, painstaking traveller,
but he is also an accomplished writer.
The work, therefore, is the result of rare
perceptive faculties, following a first-
hand study of the subject, and a clear
corception of how the best material
should be piaced before the reader. The
book is rendered exceedingly valuable
by about two hundred illustrations, mostly
reproduced from photographs taken by
the author himself.

“The Old Testament in Art,” edited
by W. Shaw Sparrow (Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company), is an extremely

A
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valuable and instructive volume, com-
ising, as it does, reproductions of the
E:l works of the best painters of relig-
ious subjects from the Renaissance down
to the most modern schools. The vol-
ume is of generous proportions, and
there are about two hundred pages, most
of which contain full-page reproductions
of famous paintings. Many of the photo-
vures are of exceptionally fine qual-
ftr;. Some of the painters whose works
are reproduced in an illuminative way
are Michelangelo, Raphael, Watts, Rem-
brandt, Dyce, Burne-Jones, Bonguereau,
Holman Hunt and Corot. The inter-
tions are by such capable critics as
mce Benedita, Keeper of the Luxem-
bourg, Paris, and Rev. R. J. Campbell,
London.

The interest that human nature takes
in such occurrences as the escape of a
nun from a convent is shown by the dis-
cussion that has been aroused in some
circles in England over Joseph Hock-
ing’s latest novel “The Woman of Baby-
lon” (Toronto: The Copp, Clark Com-
pan The story centres around the
results that follow an adoption of the
Roman Catholic faith by the mother of
the heroine of the tale, an entrancing
young woman, who is induced by a chain
of circumstances to enter a convent,
where she languishes while her parents
and lover search for her, almost in vain.
The lover finally discovers and she is
released. The conditions and restric-
tions of convent life afford a difficult
subject, and many may therefore ques-
tion the soundness of some of the inci-

ts.

Eugene Field’s well-known “Poems
of Childhood” would be dainty morsels
for old or young, even if presented on
brown wrapping paper, but they are
published in a magnificent volume by
Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York, with
illustrations by the clever artist, Maxfield
Parrish, and form one of the best holi-
day productions of the season. The
vo{nmc starts off with “With Trumpet
and Drum,” and ends with “Over the
Hills and Far Away.”

The wonder is that Stanley Weyman
can produce so many books and yet
maintain the snap and go that has made

his name famous. His latest is “Chip-
pinge Borough” (Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada), a tale of
the stirring times in England during the
period of the Reform bil} Lovers of
exciting romance and adventure will
find this novel well up to Mr. Weyman’s
high standard.

One of the most acceptable stories of
the holiday season for boys is ‘“Brier-
Patch Philosophy,” by ‘‘Peter Rabbit”
(Toronto: The Copp, Clark Company).
It is the work of William J. Long, who
has won a great reputation as a writer
of this entertaining class of literature.
While the book is interesting from a
purely fanciful standpoint, it contains
many philosophical passages, the opin-
ions of Brier-Rabbit, while quaint and
original, baving, nevertheless, a tinge of
wisdom well put.

Rev. J. D. Freeman’s “Life on the
Uplands,” a study of the Twenty-third
Psalm from a new point of view, has
met with success rare among books of
its class. The publisher (William Briggs)
reports that the demand for the book
was so instant and strong that in less
than a week of publication a second
edition had to be put on the press.

Johu Coutts, author of “Man’s Or-
ganic Constitution,” etc., has written a
new book entitled “The Divine Inherit-
ance as revealed in the Bible, Man
and Nature.” It is published by the
National Hygienic Company, Limited,
London.

The Christmas number of 7The Globe
has long been regarded as equal to the
best European and United States holi-
day publications. That is saying a
good deal, hut it is even more significant
when it is supplemented with the state-
ment that the production this year is in
advance of all its predecessors. One
of the noticeable things about it is the
increasing attention that is being given
to the artistic treatment of advertising
matter, and it is pot going too far to
say that some of the advertisements are
really works of art. Advertising of a
high and cultured order is rapidly com-
ing to the front in Canada, and The
Globe is to be commended for its enter-
prise in this respect.

e et



A STEP IN THE MAKING OF
LITERATURE

“HE unveiling of 2 monument to the
memory of Alexander McLachlan,

poet and patriot, at Orangeville last
Thanksgiving Day is one more indication
that, even in Canada, the admirers of
literary genius are becoming sufficiently
energetic as to place before the public
some enduring mark of their appreciation.
It was the second of two events of the
kind that took place in this country during
1906. The first was the unveiling of a
monument to Cremazie in Place St.
Louis, Montreal, by the poet’s French-
Canadian compatriots. Occasions such
as these two are far more significant than
most persons would think, for the monu-
ments should play no small part in the

making of a Canadian literature. Some
might wonder what a slab of marble or a
cast of bronze could do towards the mak-
ing of literature. Either one might do
much. The literature of a country need
not be good, but it must be Ln«lurmk
Indeed, it must have already endured the
‘1.\1.51113_; fancies of succeeding genera

tions before it can claim the dignity of a
national literature. That is why no per-
son is able to say that we have a Canadian
national literature. The making of hooks
in this country does not go back far
enough to justify any person to say that
this or that work has stood or will stand
the test of time. A person might say that
some particular writing will live, but that
assertion could be at best only a prophon

And thcrefore the decision as to whether

SCENE AT UNVEILING OF MONUMENT TO ALEXANDER McLACHLAN AT ORANGEVILLE
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or not Canada has a national
literature must be a prerog-
ative of posterity.

But by building monu-
ments to our writers we can
in some measure affect the
exercise of that prerogative
and cause our opinionsto stand
even after the passing of many
generations. Looking at it
from that standpoint, we must
regard it as a great and
serious privilege, and therefore
the building of monuments
of this kind should not be
undertaken in haste. When
posterity sees the monuments,
posterity will want to read
the writings, be they good or
bild. One monument or some
other enduring mark of ap-
preciation might cause to live
the work of an inferior mind,
while the rare touch of genius
might pass away in the for-
getfulness of succeeding gener-
ations. However, scarcely any
one would say that an error
was made in erecting a mon-
ument to either Mclachlan
or Cremazie. Still, there exists
the potency of the thing for
either good or evil.

The monument to McLach-
lan was unveiled by the poet’s daughter,
Miss Elizabeth McLachlan, and, as may
be seen from the photograph (although
most of those present are not shown), there
was a good attendance. The money to pay
for the cost of the memorial was raised
by public subscription. The chief orator
of the occasion was Joseph C. Clarke,
B.A., Principal of Port Elgin High School.
The venerable figure with snow-white
hair, standing on the platform, is that of
Dr. Alexander Hamilton, of Toronto,
editor of McLachlan’s works. He con-
ducted the proceedings.

U
LAST OF THE ANTI-CONFEDERATES
SENATOR W. ROSS contributes the
following: “In your issue of April
you state “the death of Hon. Alfred
Giltin Jones removes the last of the Nova
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SENATOR W, ROSS

Scotia Anti-Confederates.” This is not
correct. Jones was never in the House of
Assembly, and there are three of us living,
hale and heurty, who were Anti-Confed-
erates, as well as the late Governor Jones:
Hon. W. H. Ray, now in the Legislative
Council of Nova Scotia; Samuel Mac-
Donnell, the Customs Inspector in the
Island of Cape Breton, and the writer,
who is in the Senate of the Dominion.
Only fifteen Liberals were returned in the
election of 1863, and we were all elected
in 1867, some of us by acclamation. Sir
Charles Tupper, then Dr. Tupper, was
the only Confederate returned from Nova
Scotia, with the bare majority of sixteen
votes. We were by no means opposed to
the union of the provinces, but forcing
this measure on the electors without an
appeal to them, and in this we followed
Joseph Howe. You also called the late
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SAMUEL MacDONNELL

Governor Jones “Sir,” which he might
have been entitled to, but he declined the
honour offered him by the Prince of Wales
during the last visit of Royalty to Halifax.
I will be pleased if you make these cor-
rections.” 9

THE BIRTHPLACE OF GILBERT
PARKER

IN the County of Iennox, about nine

miles from Napanee and nestling

cosily between two low hills, lies the vil-

lage of Camden East, the birthplace of

one of Canada’s most brilliant sons, Sir

Gilbert Parker.

Standing on one of the hills you can
look down on the peaceful little village,
lying on either bank of a most beautiful
bit of river and creeping partially up the
opposite hill.

“One of those little places that have run
Half way up the hill, beneath the blazing
And St%?n sat down to rest as if to say,

I’ll climb no further upward, come what
may.”

The Anglican church, situated at the tep
of the higher of the two hills, is the most
pretentinus structure and occupies the

THE CANADIAN
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most prominent position in the village,
standing like a sentinel among the moss-
grown marble slabs that mark the resting
places of those asleep in the quiet hill-side
churchyard.

At the foot of the hill the river glides
smoothly, quietly and lazily in and out
among the shadows and nooks of its
thickly foliaged banks, turning here and
there to almost lap the doorstep of some
tiny home, or, flowing softly over the flat
limestone rocks, makes natural laundries
or ideal bathing places for the village
children.

Excepting where the old dam, rotten
with age, allows the water it pretends to
hold hack to slip over its broken edges in
little cascades of frothy olive-green and
yellow-white foam, the river glides noise-
lessly and with scarcely a ripple to disturb
its mirror-like surface--typical in its
serenity of the village and its inhabitants.

At the foot of the hill, just below the
church, the river is spanned by a pictur-
esque bridge from which, looking either
up or down the stream, beautiful bits of
scenery delight the artistic eye.

But a few feet from this bridge and al-
most in the shadow of the church. stands

HON. W. H, RAY
Member Legislative Council of Nova Scotia
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the house in which Gil-
bert Parker was born. It
is a low, two-story frame
building and, like the best
of the village homes, is
most unassuming in its ap-
pearance. It stands facing
the one and only street of
which the village Dboasts
and may be said to be “in
the business centre,” for al-
most opposite it is the
general store and post
office, wherein one may
post his letters, purchase
his dry goods, groceries or
hardware, and where the
thrifty house-wives, owners
of a cow or poultry, may
sell their surplus of butter or eggs, or ex-
change them for other household neces-
sities.

Time passes lightly over the village,
and changes take place slowly, and every-
thing in the place is practically just as it
wae when Gilbert Parker, as he is un-
ceremoniously called there, with other
Jads of his age, obeyed the summons of
the school bell, and, books in hand, ran
up the tiny street. The same houses that
then stood there are there now, unchanged,
and owned by the people who then owned
them or by their sons and daughters.
Even the furnishing of some of these
homes have not been altered a jot.

The blacksmith’s shop on the river’s
bank is the same as when
little Gilbert paused on his
way to watch the glowing
furnace or the shoeing of
a neighbour’s horse, and the
present owner of the shop is
a son of the blacksmith Gil-
bert knew then, and the dear
old lady who in ‘those days
displayed in her window
sundry glass jars containing
curly sugar sticks and striped
red and white peppermint
bull’s eyes, still caters to
youthful appetites.

In fact, life in that village

on with such unchange-
ableness, serenity and sim-
plicity, that one would

%
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imagine the change and haste, and the
passions and worries of life had failed to
find out the sheltered nook wherein the
village lies, or else, having found it, were
ashamed to intrude.

Nathaniel Hawthorne had a remarkable
appreciation of serenity and quietude of
this kind. A sequestered hamlet must
have been to him “a thing of beauty and
a joy forever.” Those who dwell in these
delightful spots scarcely rise to the occasion
of their own importance, when it is dis-
covered that they have given birth of
some genius, or that some genius has given
birth to them. But that is the way
of life.

The Editor

STREET SCENE IN CAMDEN EAST, WHERE GILBERT
PARKER WAS BORN
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HOW WE BUILT THE CHURCH

OR the last twelve months I have
been occupying the position of chief
clerk and floor-walker in a small village
store, situated a few miles down the lake
road. Here we handle everything from
a bottle of cough mixture toa post-mortem
certificate. As a rule the certificate fol-
lows a dose of the mixture.

One day a customer from a farm down
on the second concession came in and
asked for half a sheet of fly paper and three
cents’ worth of toothache gum. She
then wanted to know if we gave trading
stamps. Two days later a man bought a
couple of washtubs. He had heard that
the town council were going to do away
with the saloon and he wanted to put in a
supply against a calamity like that.

I had always been accustomed to think
of pay-day as a time for rejoicing. But it
is such a long time since the pay-car has
switched off on my siding that I am begin-
ning to show signals of distress. My
wash has been accumulating at the laundry
for the past two months, and I am now
reduced to the last shirt. Last week I
went up to the “Chinks” to beg a clean
shirt for Sunday, but was warded off with
““no monee, no shirtee.”” I am in such
straitened circumstances that I have been
compelled to forego the pleasure of attend-
ing church service. I used to enjoy the
singing and the glowing descriptions the
preacher gave about the lake of fiery
brimstone—he could make it so realistic
that your tongue would become dry
listening to it. He had the same power
when describing a sea voyage. He would

310

]

paint on your imagination the waves and
storm-tossed vessel so vividly as to almost
make you sea-sick. Once a man sitting
next me had to get up and make a run for
the door. When a fellow is “broke,” the
most embarrassing part of church service
is when the deacons start taking toll
with the tinware. They seem to hold the
plate in front of you with so meek an ex-
pression on their countenances that you
are reminded of a patient stepping into
the dentist’s chair. Five cents is a small
enough amount to put on a collection
plate, but some people when they get a bad
coin passed off on them during the week
save it for the offering on Sunday, and
then pray that the heathen in far-away
lands may be taught to see the error of their
ways.

At ope time the humblest building in
this part of the country was the Methodist
church. And the manse adjoining had
such a cheerless, sun-baked appearance,
that even the wandering hoboes never
considered it as being a place for a likely
hand-out, and so side-tracked it complete-
ly. When the minister first undertook
the task of supplying spiritual manna to
the flock in this community, he hadn’ -
enough of the national currency to pay
bus fare from the station to his new place
of abode, which was not his fault. Accord-
ingly, he did the next best thing—walked
the four miles with a baby on one arm
and his wife’s hatbox on the other.

Within the last year all this has changed.
The little wooden meeting-house has been
supplanted by an expensive, pressed brick
edifice. In the old building the preacher’s
table stood on a level with the seats. Now
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the pulpit is elevated half way to the ceil-
ing. On the wall, directly above the
minister’s head, is the text: ‘“He is
risen.”

The manse. also, has undergone a
transformation, but it is still avoided as
much as ever by the tramps, for a bull-
dog is now chained near the gate with a
well-practiced habit of sinking his teeth
into the tasty shanks found beneath the
trouser legs of the ragged gentry.

The church choir has likewise “‘caught
on.” On Sunday all the latest *‘ Parisian”
millinery styles are displayed, while seal-
skin jackets and mink caperines suggest
a run on the bank account of some out-
raged papa or protesting but helpless
husband.

This sudden rise from an obscure gather-
ing of the faithful to an up-to-date con-
gregation is easily accounted for. The
new minister soon after his arrival called
a meeting of the church dignitaries and
their wives. A series of boldly planned
“schemes” were suggested and after-
wards successfully carried out.

The first event was a misnamed
“strawherry and angel cake social.”
After paying for admission an additional
ten cents was charged for checking wraps
and headwear. A few steps farther along
1 was encountered by a well-groomed indi-
vidual who tried to sell me a small book of

written by a local poet. I was
told that the writer had lately been com-
mitted to an asylum, and that the sale of
his ical works was to defray lt:e exli
pense of ing the interior of his ce
ded. g\:’“hengl had bought the poems
concluded that the fellow’s brain cells
were padded enough already. At this
time the orchestra, consisting of two
violins and a snare drum, were going
through the motions of playing *“William
Tell,” with variations. While they were
waiting for applause, the minister got up
to say how glad he was to see so many
le enjoying themselves. He then
asked a blessing for the success of the
venture, and the conflict was on.

The thing was a failure from the start.
Instead of complying with the specified
bill of fare, the strawberry crop having
failed, they served around gooseberry jam
and egg muffins. A young lady was on
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the programme to sing a solo, but by a
merciful act of Providence she was unable
to fulfill her engagement, having spilled a
cup of coffee down the front of her dress,
which had been white. A talented young
artist from Hamilton was to have given a
selection on the mouth-organ, but he
received a severe cut on the lip from a
table knife while trying to eat a piece of
muffin. These two sudden but well-
timed reverses put an end to the musical
part of the programme. A special col-
lection was then taken for the famine fund.
Some thought the riot act would be read,
and the peaceably inclined departed for
their homes.

The next affair was a bazaar, which
proved a great success as a money-getter.
This was followed by a series of concerts,

socials, house solicitations and special

exhortations from the pulpit. When a
monied member was known to be dying,
the minister would swoop down upon the
unfortunate, and impress upon his fast
fading memory that one more generous
donation to the church fund would act as
oil for the beacon to light his passage
across the dark sea. On the other hand,
when the departing one had no worldly
wealth to dispose of the minister would
say: “Well, John, we are all sorry to see
you going. You are passing out of

-darkness into everlasting light.” In this

case, it seems, there were no beacons to be
kept supplied with oil, which implied
that the path he was taking would be well
lighted f)!; the fires which seem to allure
so many down that way.

So in a short time enough money was
raised and the church was erected. The
congregation is described as being go-a-
head and progressive, while the minister
is looked upon as the right man for the
position. So he is.

Walter Mills

ALPHONSE AND GASTON OUTDONE

T was “befo’ de wah” in old Virginia, and
young “Marse” Martin had just re-
turned from the University. Upon his
arrival he was told that “Unc’ Patrick”
and Aunt Sallie had plighted their troth,
and wished to be married with becoming
pomp and ceremony. The snows of
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LIGHT ROSES

DARK ROSES

eighty winters had silvered Uncle Patrick’s
woolly locks, and Aunt Sally was past
threescore and ten.  So “Marse” Martin
thought the occasion might be humorously
elaborated. He bestowed upon Uncle Pat-
rick a discarded swallow-tail and got his
sisters to bedeck Aunt Sally out with
gorgeous bridal array. When the mo-
mentous evening arrived Aunt Sally’s
wrinkled cheeks were veiled in white
mosquito netting, and her toothless mouth
smiled expansively. After the ceremony

“Marse” Martin
turned to the bride-
groom and said:
“Unc’ Patrick,
aren’t you going to
salute the bride ?”
Unc’ Patrick bowed
with Chesterfieldian
grace, as he repaed:
“Arfter you, Marse
Martin, arfter you,

Soh!” J.M.B.

)

A LITTLE
TWISTED

GERMAN resi-
dent of a West-

ern Ontario town has
gained a local repu-
tationas a fun-maker,
owing to his fond-
ness for figures of
speech, which in Eng-
lish he often sadly
distorts. Once he
heard a man refuse
to do something be-
cause he had “other
fish to fry.” When
an opportunity to use
this expression arose,
the German said:
“I can’t do dot ting.
I haf to go home and
vry some vish.,”
Again when he had
a “crow to pick”
with an acquaint-
ance, he remarked:
“I haf to rub g
schickens mit yvou.”

U

THE SNAIL AND THE RACE-HORSE

DO not revile the patient snail
Because he crawls so very slowly.
As a race-horse he would fail
Without doubt, this creature lowly.

But think of this, and answer true:
Would the race-horse on the track
Than the snail much better do
With his stable on his back.

—F. C. Gordon in St. Nicholas



Toronto’s Progress
Canadian

—The Advent of the

Northern

By C. PRICE-GREEN

HL opening of the Canadian
J| Northern Ontario Railway from
I ‘il Toronto to Parry Sound, and
RN ".l. the fact that Toronto becomes
the headquarters of this Railway System, is
a fitting climax to the history of a century
of Toronto’s progress; to which a fitting
tribute has been paid in the banquet given
by the Board of Trade of the City of Toronto
to two of those wonderful men, “Canada’s
nation builders,” William Mackenzie and
D. D. Mann, on December 14th, 1906.

Just one hundred years ago, this town
(then known as little York) numbered a
population of 580, who resided in two brick
buildings, four block houses, and a scatter-
ing of log shacks. So limited were its re-
sources, it appears, from a letter written at
the time by the Lieutenant-Governor to the
inhabitants, that it was necessary to give six
months’ notice for them to make provision
for the accommodation of the 25 gentlemen
composing the Provincial Legislature about

to assemble. ;
Transportation in and out of the town

was over mere trails.

What a wonderful evolution has taken
place in just ten times ten years! To-day the
population of the City of Toronto is over a
quarter of a million, three important rail-
ways centre here, with ramifications making
connection from all over the continent;
steamers ply from the port chartered to
carry as large a number of passengers as
ocean liners, and palatial hotels provide
accommodation for a travelling public coming
from the four quarters of the earth.

Toronto is now recognised as the gateway
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to the summer paradise of the American
continent : that vast country to the north,
a natural park of thousands of lakes and
streams and tens of thousands of islands,
surpassing in beauty a poet’s dream or artist’s
gift to paint; a country of high altitudes,
of bracing, rarified atmosphere, surcharged
with ozone and laden with the odour of the
pine forest; truly the land of enchantment,
to which all must return who have once
sought entrance.

Through this country runs Mackenzie-
Mann’s line, the ““Canadian Northern Ontario
Railway,” at present completed from To-
ronto as far north as Parry Sound; well term-
ed “The Lake Shore Line of the Muskokas’’;
one of the greatest products of modern en-

WM. MACKENZIE
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D. D. MANN

gineering skill. Truly not only have its build-
ers ‘“builded well,” achieving the highest
type of railway, mounted with the most
palatial equipment evolved by the craftsmen,
but with an artistic sense seemed to have
been inspired not to mar the beauty of nature;
the line being but a silvery shaft of light to
lure the traveller onward “to the, and
hills where no tears dim the swem that
nature wears." ;

That the allurements of the Muskokas
have not all been told, is more than ever
realised in a journey by this new approach,
as hitherto unknown vistas of beauty one
after another delight the eye, a constant
panorama, sustaining the interest from the
beginning to the end.’

The railway passes from Toronto into the

picturesque and historic Don Valley, crossing
and recrossing the stream, on massive stone
and steel structures, no less than nine times.
Through a pastoral country covered with
prosperousifarms and peaceful villages, along
 Lake Simcoe’s magnificent shore line for

nearly twelve miles; by I.ake Couchiching;
Severn River; Sparrow Lake’s bold and
broken shore, on the promontories of which
are seen pretty cottages of its summer people;
then a wild scene of rock and boulder, a
lavish touch of nature’s pigment midst the
evergreen forest ; over Ragged Rapids on the
Severn River, sixty-five feet above the tor-
rent, we view the water in the gorge—a
sight approaching grandeur, the deep water
beyond the foam reflecting the colour of
the trees, contrasting with the red granite
walls which rise perpendicularly from the
water’s edge—a picture of vivid hue.

At Torrance the first glimpse of Muskoka
Lake is obtained. We are now in that en-
trancing district deriving its name from the
great chief of the Hurons, “Musaquodo, ™
meaning “clear sky,” a country too well
known to need description, and too ravish.
ingly beautiful to be describable. Through
Bala Park, the high shore line affords a
striking and protracted view of Bala Bay.
Cassidy Lake is seen through a tracery of
pine and birch trees; then Lake Joseph, which
will be the distributing point for that part of
the lakes. Now we pass intoa “terra incoge
nita,” a glinting fairyland of lake and stream-
let, one body of water seeming to join another
in an endless labyrinth. Portage Lake,
Long Lake, First Lake, Otter Lake, Riche
mond Lake, Lake Churchill, Seguin River,
giving rise to the apt term ““Lake Shore Line
of the Muskokas,” now into Parry Sound
on the Georgian Bay, through the foothills,
getting a panoramic view of the town audg
part of the harbour.

One realises in such an environment thag
a new and potent factor has come to life in
the transport of travel, which must become
increasingly popular, reducing as it does
the time between Toronto, the Muskoks
Lakes, Parry Sound and the Georgian Bay,
practically ' bringing' this  delightful region
at our doors. ‘ §

-
-
-
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Who Said

Theldeal Beverage

©e@®

A Pale Ale, palatable, full
of the virtues of malt and
hops, and in sparkling con-
dition, is the ideal beverage.

©®®®
And when chemists an-
nounce its purity and

udges its merits, @ae needs
iook no further.

(OMONO

L (LONDON)

0000000000000 00000000000000000000000000000000
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“A man is known by the candy be
sends.”

Toronto Chocolate
Creams

The most delicious confection
made in Canada

60c. Per Pound
Mail orders promptly and carefully filled.

130-132 Yonge Street, Toronto
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"WOOLENS|

FLANNELS, YARNS |
WORSTEDS, and all
materials containing

ANIMAL WOOL.

must be carefully |
washed to keep them
SOFT & PREVENT |
SHRINKING. Don't |

“Wash woolens and
flannels by hand n
luke-warm

PEARLINE
suds; rinse thoroughly
lin WARM water:

wring dry; pull and
 shake we” and they

send them to the (O '; | will keep soft with-
cleaners=but use O R | out shrinking.

PEARLINE v W 'DRY IN WARM

MODERN SOAP G | TEMPERATURE.

Pomts in French Cleamng

Purlty marks the daintiest fabrics that have
been through our French Dry Cleanmg process.

Even the sheerest materials come out
without the slightest change of color, without
injury of any sort, and are absolutely without
the suggestion of an unpleasant odor.

Even kid boots and slippers are success-
fully treated, while shawls and feathers are sent
here in large numbers to be cleaned and dyed.

R. PARKER & CO., byers anp CLEANER:

Branches and Agencies all over Canada - TORONTO, CANADA
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. ENDURANCE

You cannot go under the wire as a real winner in life’s race unless
you have physical strength to carry on your work.

No one can afford the handicap of a weak body or shaky nerves,
from improper food.

There is a true, dependable food, safe to rely on.

Grape~Nuts

contains certain elements selected by a food expert from wheat and
barley which make the kind of muscle, brain and nerves that endure.

““There’'s a Reason’’

Read the little book, ‘‘ The Road to Wellville,”’ found in pkgs. of Grape-Nuts.

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A,
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Egyptian Cigarettes

(Cork Tips)

15c. per box
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Hammer the Hammer

Accidental Discharge Impossible

Every owner of an Iver Johnson has
a double feeling of safety. Safety as
to protection of life and property, and
absolute safety as to accidental dis-
charge; for there is but one way to
discharge the '

IVER JOHNSON
aromsnc REVOLVER

and that is to pull the trigger.

In addition to the safety features of
the Iver Johnson is the knowledge of
absolute reliability and accuracy and
dependable quality,

Iver Johnson Safety
Hammer Revolver

3-inch f!:‘mrrcl, nickel-plntscd finish,
22 rim fire cartridge, 32-3 “
center fire cartridge - - - 36.50 j;,

Iver Johnson Safety

Hammerless Revolver
-inch barrel, nickel-plated
nish, 32-38 center

fire cartridge - - - s7.50

Sold by Hardware and Sporting

Goods dealers everywhere,

or will be sent prepaid on

receipt of price if your deal-

er will not supply.

Have you ever noticed
the paper bag that forms a
lining in every package of
Orange Meat? The
manufacturers of this fa-
mous whole wheat food demand ex-
treme cleanliness in the whole process
of manufacture, and in order to pre-
serve the nutty flavor so peculiar to
Orange Meat they have secured a
specially prepared mercerized bag f?r
this purpose. The peculiar paper in
this bag is manufactured by only one
paper mill in America by a secret pro-
cess, and 1s guaranteed to preserve its
contents from moisture, taint or odor,
from contact with any other goods.

The Orange Meat Company have
spared no expense in order to retain
¢he delicate flavor and delicious taste

of Orange Meat.

Look for the

Owl's Head . 7 for Our
trademark [ % Booklet,
on the ' / “Shots*

gl'ip ] P full of firearm lore;
gives important facts

every owner of fire-

arms should know; goes

into details and illustrates

by sectional views the peculiar

construction of the Iver Johnson.

Iver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Works

146 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass.

New York Office, 99 Chambers Street.
Pacific Coast, P. B. Bekeart Co., Alameda, Cal.
European Office, Pickhuben 4, Hamburg, Germany.

Iver Johnson Bicycles and Single Barrel Shotguns
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For Every Meal

At breakfast with porridge ‘‘Crown Brand
Syrup’’ is delicious.

Used with plain puddings or made up with
pastry or odd scraps of cake, ete., it makes a
delightful after dinner dessert.

At supper it is just the thing to eat with
bread and butter, toast or biscuits.

‘“CROWN BRAND CORN
SYRUP” is syrup at its best and
in its nicest and most wholesome
form.

Prepared in a perfect manner
it is absolutely pure.

Your dealer keeps it in air-
tight tins, which preserve its
purity and flavour.

ORDER SOME TO-DAY
2 1b,, 10 1b., and 20 Ib. tins,

W> The Edwardsburg
EB‘WARDSBUE(’; ; Starch Company, Limited

a@ -.\‘ Established 1858
Reg gyett® g \ WORKS: CARDINAL, ONTARIO

OFFICES: MONTREAL & TORONTQ
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Priestley’s “Huguenot” Cloth

Their latest creation in Dress Fabrics. Huguenot

Cloth is a combination of beauty, suppleness and,
durability, which will add to the reputation of,
these celebrated makers. g

"Huguenot Cloth

PRIESTLEY’S Unrivalled dyeing and finishing
has produced a cloth sure of immediate appeal
to the present day's demand. “HUGUENOT"
Cloth contains all the durability and close texture °
of the oldtime serge, with the soft, rich, draping

qualities of a French cashmere.

Fashion’s Favorite

colors include the latest shades, rich tints of red,
green, blue and brown and new evening shades.

For Hard and Dressy Wear

It will be the leading dress fabric for Spring wear.
For sale at all the best dry goods stores.
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€ When buying a power plant there
is an obvious advantage for the pur-
chaser to deal with one responsible
company for the complete equipment.
€ When different parts are bought
from different firms, as for instance the
boiler from one concern and the engine
from another, each company is apt to
ascribe any failure in its product to de-
fects in its nival’s work, whereas, when
one concern has a contract covering
everything, there can be no dodging
of responsibility.

{ We build complete Power Plants
both for Steam and Water, and have
many to our credit in satisfactory
operation all over the Dominion.
¢ We invite correspondence and will
furnish estimates cheerfully and

promptly.

THE JENCKES MACHINE (0.

Limited
Executive Office:

5 LANSDOWNE STREET
SHERBROOKE, QUE.

Plants : E
SHERBROOKE, - QUE.
ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

Sales Offices:

HALIFAX ROSSLAND VANCOUVER

ST. CATHARINES

MEN WHO KNOW, SAY

OUR WALDECK

is the correct model. quality and fit unsurpassed, comes in all thes

heights and sizes.
FOUR HEIGHTS
BACK 134 IN x 2}{ IN FRONT
2 INX23IN F
“ 2% w™wx 23 IN
T RIRMEES T
8IZES 14 TO 17

and the price is 20c. each, 3 for 50c. Ask for the WALDE! rror
of Fashion, the reflection is a collar for n-\'vnln;:.nlr»-xs ’l’hgfh‘-;‘:' :‘s‘q\‘

venticnal, therefore established. Notwithstanding the
made to introduce wing collars for dress m-raak‘ms.klh--lt't:l‘ml’\:lthh:' -
holds its popularity well. Made in Canada by Canadians for (‘lh&im

WATERLOO, CANADA
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Williams' °sick®

( The Thoughttul Man

who carefully considers the
comfort and health of his face
always insists on getting Will-
iams’ Shaving Soap. Its pure,
creamy, emollient lather as-
sures a degree of satisfaction
and healthfulness afforded by

no other shaving soap.

willlams' Shaving Sticks and Shaving Cakes sold everywhere. Send 4 cents in stamps for a Williams’ Shaving Stick
or u cake of Luxury Shaving Soap (trial size). Enough for 50 shaves.
Address
THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY
Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
Loxpox Paris BerLIN SYDNEY

«The only kind that won’t smart or dry on the face.”

41



42 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

First in merit and first in the admira-

tion of the Canadian people—
the favorite and famed

HEINTZMAN & CO.
PIANO

(Made by Ye Olde Firm of Heintzman & Co.)

Dutch Model or Library Style Art Piano

“Excels any piano I have ever used.”— ‘ “I shall insist on having a Heintzman & Co.
Albani. piano whenever I visit Canada.”—Burmeister.

PIANO SALON:
115-117 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO, CANADA

—

 Genuine goods
have ‘SKINNER'S

SATIN’ woven in
selvage.

{ The Best
Lining for
Furs, Coats
and Suits.

( Skinner's Pure
Dye Black Taffeta
is the beft manu-
factured.

‘ﬂ Guaranteed for

two seasons wear.

%
A e 5
N

FOR SALE BY LEADING CANADIAN DRY GOODS STORES
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To everyone who owns a home or expects
to build, the question of modern bathroom

equipment is of the most serious import. The
installation of
“Standand” Porcelain Enameled Ware

has a vital influence not only u?on the value of your

property, but upon the health of the entire family for
years to come. Its one-piece construcEion guarantees
sanitary perfection; its pure, snowy-white surface is a
safeguar(s)e against uncleanly accumulations, and its
beauty of .design is the source of unlimited pride and
satisfaction 1n usage.

Our Book,“ MODERN BATHROOMS," tells you how to plan, buy and arrange
your bathroom, and illustrates many beautiful and inexpensive as well as luxurious
rooms, showing the cost of each fixture in detail, together with many hints on deco-
ration, tiling, etc, It is the most complete and beautiful booklet ever issued on the
subject, and contains 100 pages. FREE for six cents postage and the name of your

lumber and architect (if selected).

e ABOVE FIXTURES, No. P-30. without shower, can be purchased from any
plumber at a cost approximating $167.75—not counting freight, labor or piping—is
described in detail among the others.

CAUTION: E: plece of “$tandard” Ware bears oar “Stasdent” ‘‘GREEN and GOLD”’
guarantee label, and has our trade-mark “Stssdasd” cast on the outside. Unless the label and
trade-mark are on the fixture it is not “Stasdasd” Ware. Refuse substitutes—they are all inferior
and will cost vou more in the end. The word “Standand” is stamped on all our nickeled brass
fittings; specify them and see that you get the genuine'frimmings with your bath and lavatory, etc.

Address Standard SanitaryMfa.Co., Dept. 41, Pittsburgh, U. S. A.

Offices and Showrooms in New York: “Stasdant” Building, 35-37 West 31st Street
London, England, 22 Holborn Viaduct, E.C. New Orleans, Cor.Baronne & St,Joseph Sts.
Pittsburgh Showroom, 949 Penn Avenue
Louisville, 325-329 West Main Street Cleveland, 208-210 Huron Street
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‘Permanent and Artistic

wall decorations come from using ALABASTINE. Write
to-day for our book, ‘‘Homes, Healthful and Beautiful.”’ It
demonstrates in beautiful tri-color illustrations how you can
make your home more attractive and more sanitary. It
shows how easy it is to apply

ALABASTINEF

how little it costs, and gives many suggestions for home
furnishings as well as for wall decorations.

Send ten cents for a copy of ‘‘Homes, Healthful and Beautiful,” with many dainty ideas for the

decoration of your home. You can have your money back if you think it is not worth it,

THF, ALABASTINF, CO. Limited

145 «Willow Street, Paris, Ontario

The most attractive part of
a room should be the fire-
place. The

Brick

Fireplaces

manufactured by the Milton
Pressed Brick Company are not
only ornamental but useful.
For offices, club houses, summer
residences,ete.,theyarethe cor-
rect thing. The cost is reason-
able. Send for free catalogue,

,Mi]ton_ Pressed Brick Co.

Limited

Works and Head Office: MILTON, ONT.
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ALCON CANTAB “A” ARATAB

Buttonholes that Stand the Strain

A buttonhole is usually the weakest part of a collar, In Arrow Collars
the buttonholes are as strong as the strongest part. They are strongly
stitched and strongly reinforced at the ends where the strain comes hardest.
Arrow Collar buttonholes are made with infinite care—they are cut to a
hundredth part of an inch and as a result, sizes are invariably exact.

The foundation of the acknowledged superiority of

ARROW

COLLARS

is due largely to the wenderful Arrow Collar fabric, the
best collar fabric known—a weave of surprising fineness
and evenness, strong, white and of unusual wearing
qualities. This fabric is carefully inspected inch by
inch—a single imperfection causing its rejection.
After approval, the fabric is put through the
famous CLUPECO Process and shrunk. Then
it is cut, shaped, stitched, the final result being
the perfect collar—the Arrow Collar. Among
the 200 styles you can find your favorite
shape in

QUARTER SIZES.
At All Dealers.

20 cents each; 3 for 5o cents.
Write for booklet and dealer’s name.
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO.

LARGEST MAKERS OF COLLARS
AND SHIRTS IN THE WORLD.

471 River St, Troy, N.Y.
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If you wish to possess a piano of superior tone quality, one that will enable
you fully to express your interpretative ability ; if you desire an instrument
that will be permanent in musical character, choose a Dominion. It
possesses those qualities which satisfy and will endure. Its responsive touch
and general mechanism make it the favourite alike of the teacher and pupil,
It is a better investment to purchase an instrument whose musical qualities
you know will be lasting, than to buy one that may disappoint you later on.

DOMINION PIANO AND ORGAN CO. Limited

BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

Weor>N\g NO O IR 2%
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| Laurentides National Park

HIS renowned hunting and fishing

territory takes on increased popularity
yearly. Dates for hunting and fishing may
be applied for at any time. Increased accom-
modation will be provided for sportsmen by
1st September, 1906, in the great Caribou
Barrens. For information of any kind re sport

ADDRESS

The Hon. Minister of Lands, Mines and Fisheries

QUEBEC, P.Q, CANADA
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SEND FOR OUR JANUARY

| WHITE GOODS CATALOGUE

It will be ready for mailing December 24th. Your

name and address on a post card is all we ask for this

| handsomely illustrated book. Get your name on our
| mailing list early. Write to-day.

HERE is no exaggeration in saying that this

January White Goods occasion will surpass

our best past sales of this kind. While the
predominating feature will be Women's White Under-
wear, yet many other lines will be associated with it,
and almost every line of White Goods needed by men,
women and children will be ready for your choosing.
The garments all bear the stamp of care and neat-
ness, as well as daintiness and exclu-
siveness. We believe that the aver-
age garment as we have priced them
will cost you about what the matenials
would sell for by the yard. In many
cases less. Looking at it from your
practical standpoint, you would say
the making must be thrown in. In
fact, this White Goods Sale is a
triumph of economical production for
the benefit of the many. Our illustrated catalogue, at the trifling expense of
a post card, with your name and address on it, will bring this vast stock to
your very fireside. Write to-day.

ADDRESS

e SIMPSON o

TORONTO, ONTARIO
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Food

/ljﬂ/l&f,?lll/a/lb'.f
and -the Hged

“AN EXCELLENT FOOD,
admirably adapted to the
wants of infants.”

Sir CHAS. A. CAMERON, C.B., M.D.

| GOLD MEDAL, Woman's Exhibi-
i tion, London, (Eng.), 1900,

d e t———

‘ THREE - QUARTERS OF A
i CENTURY'’S REPUTATION.

é Neave's Food is regularly

21

v e SR T L used in the
BROUGHT UP ON NEAVE'S FOOD, RUSSIAN llPERIALNURSER'
MANUFACTURERS :—~JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND

Wholesale Agents:—-THE LYMAN BROS, & COMPANY, Limited, Toronte
and LYMAN, SONS & COMPANY, Montreal.

Tasty and nourishing—it is just the food to
build up robust health and to make a good
supply of warm, healthy blood.

Clark’s Pork and Beans is a perfectly cooked
and tastily seasoned dish, which can be eaten ecold
or served steaming hot in five minutes. The name
of W. Clark guarantees purity and high quality,

WM. CLARK, MFR., MONTREAL.
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LESIN

THE

NATURAL CURE

AND

PREVENTATIVE

for all Kidney and Liver
Compliints, Disordered
Liver, Indigestion, Gout,
Rheumatis n, etc. Bottled
and sold under the approval
of the French Government
and endorsed by the high-

Such dainty and delicate
Confections are

COWAN’'S

est medical authorities
everywhere.

Vichy Water

REMEMBER THE WORD

CELESTINS

Milk Chocolate,
Croquettes, Wafers,

Cakes, Medallions, Etc.
Chocolate Cream Bars
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Honorable John Costigan

NEW BRUNSWICK'S “GRAND OLD MAN" COMES
OUT STRONGLY IN FAVOR OF “FRUIT-A-TIVES."

Who has not heard of the Honorable John Costigan? He is to-day one of the most powerful, as

well as one of the oldest, figures in Canadian politics. To-day, at the age of 71, he is the idol of
the electors of New Brunswick, and a power to be always reckoned with in Parliament. When a
public man of the Hon. John Costigan’s position voluntarily testifies to the marvellous cure effected

by “Fruit-a-tives,” it is bound to carry convincing weight with the whole Canadian peo
) L y E people.

OTTAWA, ONT.,
232 Cooper St., Jan. Sth, 1906,

You know what fearful trouble 1 have
had all my lifetime from constipation,
[ have been a dreadful sufferer from
chronic constipation for over thirty years
and I have been treated by many {\h\\L
cians and I have taken many Kkinds of
proprietary medicines without any benefiy
whatever. I took a pill for a l\.\np: time
which was prescribed by the late Dr. [ s
R. Church, of Ottawa. Also for many
months I took a pill prescribed by Dy,
A. F. Rogers, of Ottawa. Nolthiug
seemed to do me any good. Finally 1
was advised by Dr. Rogers to try ** Fruit.
a-tives,” and after taking them for a few
months I feel I am completely well from
this horrible complaint. I have had no
trouble with this complaint now for &
long time, and I can certainly state thas
‘‘Fruit-a-tives” is the only medicine }
ever took that did me any positive good
for constipation. I can conscientiously
recommend ‘‘Fruit-a-tives” to the pub-
lic, as, in my opinion, it is the finest
medicine ever produced.

(Signed)
JOHN COSTIGAN.

Was ever medicine put to a severer test than this? Here was a great Public Official, who had
suffered for more than 30 years with Chronic Constipation,
made absolutely well in three months.

“Fruit-a-tives” are the most perfect combination bile, given up by the liver, which enters the bowels

known to medical science. They are fruit juices, con- and makes them move.

ce?px-ttlfg and combined with tonics and internal Take “Fmil,-a-tivel.s;." They sweeten the stomach
iseptics, i adi h . ki 7 o szt

= {;Ifllk(a liver pills, anti-bilious pills, and all prepar- regulate the liver, kidneys and bowels—clear the

ations containing calomel. cascara, senna. licorice. etc. :3"}1121;:}"’362:“” up, strengthen and invigorate the
—“Fruit-a-tives” act like fruit DIRECTLY ON THE z S ? i {

LIVER. They arouse this organ to vigorous health— _ 90c. a box or 6 boxes for $2.50. Sent on receipt of
sircngthcn it—and increase the flow of bile. It is the price if your druggist does not handle them.

FRUIT=A-TIVES, LIMITED, - OTTAWA
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Eminent Physicians
Prescribe

3 \ Wilson's
9% Invalids’

Port

| Inall cases of
| general debilily

and
_1 convalescence,®

RN 1S KING

LS. T

ST R
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THE ARTISTIC
Karn Piano

is an instrument of the e
highest merit, built in G T T\ e e SR
conformity with the ; e R
demands of critical
dealers and the cul-
tured laity.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

KARN PIANO AND
ORGAN CO.

W oodétock, Ont., Canada

m DEPT-CANADIAN MAGAZINE .
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The Grace of the Gown

entirely depends upon the Corset, and no
woman with a desire for distinctive, artistic
effect in dress can succeed without first
securing a model suited to her figure.

Tapering Waist

Corsets

are so well made that they cleave to the
form as though moulded to it, and they are
sufficiently resilient to permit the utmost
freedom of movement. They impart the
graceful tapering lines that the fashion de-
mand, and give the ““chic,” erect figure with
an easy air of style, impossible in the ordin-
ary Corsets. These Models are artistic and
elegant in every line, absolutely hygienic,
and decidedly comfortable. They produce
that beautiful and bewitching appearance,
which so greatly adds to a woman’s charms.

Prices, $1.00 to $5.00

'RODGERS"

THE CUTLERY
EVERYONE NEEDS

( The above trademark stamped
on every “Rodgers” blade guar-

antees it to be serviceable, strong,

and durable—as perfect as cutlery

can be.

{ Everyone needs “ Rodgers™ cut-
lery because it is the best and the
most economical ; and because

must come up to a very hiSh

standard of strength before it leaves

the factory.

INSIST ON GETTING
RODGERS CUTLERY

—

JOSEPH RODGERS & ﬁ

LIMITED
Cutlers to His Majesty

SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND
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IF
| WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,
And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

‘ But I'd stuff and I'd gorge
n s Send us youraddress
33 a a' "r absolutely sure; we
explain the business fully remember we guarantee a clear pro-
LADIE No canvasing; steady work.

X
‘ \ By the Cross of St.
George,
‘ Of the kind that they call
”
“LADY CHARLOTTE
and wewilishow you
how to make $3 aday
furnish the work and teach you free; you work in
e locality where you Jive. Send us your address and we wil'
. or every Aav's work absolutely wure, weite st oGee
wb'uun‘t‘mu Cos "Bex 910 . WINDSOR, ONT
doz. All materials furnished.
grampod envelope. BEST MFG. CO., Champlain Bldg.,
Chieago.

| Cream’ as the least harmful of all the skin prepavations.

53

A SKIN OF BEAUTY I8 A JOY FOREVER
DR. 7. FELIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL CREAM, or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

EMOVES Tan,
Pimples, Freckles,
Moth-Patches, Rash and
Skin Diseases, and every
blemish on beauty, and
Jefies detection, On its
virtues it has stood the
test of 58 years; no other
has, and is so harmless
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 of the Aawt-fon (a
atient):—"As yow
ladies will use them, 1
recommend ' Gouraud s
One

the Skin
No other cosmetic
v

AS WELL AS
will do it.

Beautifies

PURIFIES

bottle will last six months, using it every day.

to work on piecework, $3.00 per |

Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfiluous halr
without injury to the skin.
GOURAUD'SORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults, exquisitely perfumed
Price, 25¢. per Box, by Mail.

| FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 (reat Jones Street, N. Y.

Something wrong with the
breakfast > Seal Brand Coffee
will right the wrong.

ALL GROCERS

CHASE & SANBORN
79

LUBY’S

GIVES NEW LIFE

TO THE HAIR
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35 Years’
Experience

o Christmas Gift

A box of Chocolates is good taste; a fancy box of G. B. Chocolates is perfect taste

35 Years'

Experience

The latest and daintiest arrangement for Chocolates

The “Evangeline” Art Boxes

A delicious assortment of Creams, Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts.
In %, 1, 2, 3, and 5 pounds. Full weight in every box.

AN A BB NN T M TN T VM Gl T L VI T ™ T\ VAT AT A

GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B., CANADA

ART

EPT.
U AN A BTN T I IS ABATA U AP AV E S vmﬁg&:".“‘!!‘-"“gl
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Secret of
The Steinway

To “assemble,” or put together, a piano—the keys
from one maker, the action from another, the case from a
third, and so on—is a comparatively easy task. T'o build
a piano from the beginning, is an entirely different matter.

A peculiar distinction of Steinway & Sons is that
they manufacture in their own foundry and factories
cvery portion of a piano, building their instrument en-

tire. In this fact lies one of the secrets of its greatness
and worth,

This makes the Steinway, not an “assemblage,” but an
artistic whole, producing a harmony and unity that can
be achieved in no other way.

The workmen likewise are more than makers of parts;
they are artists all working intelligently toward one end—
the production of a perfect piano. Consequently, they im-
part a beauty of workmanship, a perfection of art and of final
result, impossible to be attained under other conditions,

For the sane reason also the Stein way possesses an indi-
viduality, an integrity of being, an endowment of rich, ten-
der, emotional beauty of tone, which distinguish it from
every other piano in the world.

The Miniature Grand Piano is five feet ten inches in
length. Scientific experiments have determined this to be
the exact size necessary to reproduce the remarkable arr-i.
butes of the larger Steinway Grand Pianos. Price $925

The Vertegrand, the new model in upright form, pos-
sesses all the fundamental qualities of the more expensive
piano; butis constructed so simply thatit can be sold for $600

THESE PIANOS ARE OBTAINABLE FROM THE
CANADIAN REPRESENTATIVES

NORDHEIMER’S, Limited

Head Office: 15 King Street Fast - TORONTO
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UPTON'S JAM

“OMEMADE
Plun

PT‘ON,S Home-made Jams

Jellies and Orange Marmalade are delicious and absolutely pure

Comfort on the Wabash

The new and elegant trains on the Wabash are the
admiration of travelers; every comfort is provided
even to the best hotels, or the most luxurious homes.
Nothing is wanting to complete one’s happiness; the
days and nights pass only too quickly while traveling
over the Great Wabash System. For full particulars
address J. A. Richardson, District Passenger Agent,
North-east comer King and Yonge Streets, Toronto;
and St. Thomas, Ontario.
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dJ. Palmer & Son

Limited

Artistic Wig Makers
and Hair Designers

Patronized by Royalty. Established 1847

The largest hair factory in Canada.
w department under skilful artists.
Mail orders a specialty.

We make all the latest Parisian
designs.

Toupees, Wigs, Trans-
formations, Pompadours

We carry the finest assortment of
special designs in Hair Ornaments,
Perfumery and Toilet Articles.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

105 Notre Dame St. West
MONTREAL

- =

that she has the best of
Silverware when it bears
this trademark. The
beauty of the designs
add to the character of
the whole entertainment,
Every article of Silverware made by the
Standard Silver Co. is e asily and posi-
tively identified by the well-known
trademark which guarantees its quality.

Standard Silver Co., Limited

35 Hayter Street, Toronto
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Ventilated—Sanitary—Healthy

et ~ e W 1

.\"cvcr needs making over,
Guaranteed b years, Sar.
isfaction guaranteed.

Neover sags or gets T NN Gy
lumpy; always soft NN et o

and luxurious. L

A MARSHALL SAITARY MATTRESS

for Xmas would certainly be the most appreciated gift that money could buy,
Good, Clean, Sanitary Mattresses are the most important in a home. The
Marshall is the only Sanitary Mattress in existence. The old Air-Tight,
smelly, cotton felt or fibre cannot be sanitary. Don't be Buncoed by your dealer
trying to sell you some other mattress just as good—it is impossible. We let you
try our Sanitary Mattress Free until satisfied for yourself it is the best. We sell
direct or through all reliable dealers in Canada. Send for Catalogue, Prices, etc,

THE MARSHALL SANITARY MATTRESS COMPANY, Limited
TORONTO, ONTARIO

) ROBINSON'S
_w*BARLEY

Dr. H. Pye Chavasse in his “Advice to a Mother™ says:

““The best artificial food in my
opinion is cow’s milk and

Robinson’s Barley

This food has long been used in the Royal Nurseries
of England and Europe, and is daily becoming more
popular throughout Canada.

A booklet giving most interesting nursery matler, and some delicious
recipes, mailed free to all parts of Canada

F. MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, 403 St. Paul St., MONTREAL,
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THE DESK OF THE AGE.

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 | all other makes. They
mnze an office a better office.

2% Onr Catalogue goes in detail.
Canadian Office & 8chool
Furniture Co., Limited.
PresTON, Ontario, Canada.
Office, School, Church and Lodge

Furniture,

A pure, deMcious and antiseptic Dentifrice
in & powder form that exercises a dectdodlﬂ
ve influence on the teeth, aa

e

t\ Q!
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Mount
Birds asinas

SPORTSMEN1! Fishermen/! |
Hunters! Lovers of Naturel |
# The wonderful art of TAXIDERMY, so |
long kept secret, can now be easily learn-
ed right in your own home. |

AR 3)how to

Y WeTeachbyMail ;5.5

mount Birds, Animals, Game - Heads,

tan akins, make rugs, etc. A delightful

and fascinating art for men and women.

Easily, quickly learned during spare time.

Enjoy your leisure hours., Decorate home

,and den '“th ourt;lne cwp!ges. Orlln-

our income gelling moun specimens and mounting
¥ - s, reasonable rate. Suocess Guaran-

Learn this art
at home by mall
during your
leisure -
hours

eremen
others. test meth
.'.omlt‘m]u. Bix years of successful teaching BY MAIL
“‘m record. Endorsed by thousands of satisfied students,
is for full particulars, our beautiful catalog and
Write Today Taxidermy Magazine, ALL FREE. Writetoday.
CHOOL OF TAXIDERMY, Inc.
148 R St.. Omaha, Neb.

s ————— e —
THERE IS NOTHING LIKE R -i ;-is
#

For NERYOUS DYSPEPSIA

MPLES K.D.C. AND PILLS. Write for them.

?0‘2&: Ltd.l Bootoni U.8.. and New Qlaﬁow. Can.

abundant growth of
hair. Quickly stops falling
hair., Keeps the scalp clean
and healthy. Pre-
vents the hair split-
ting at the ends. 4

An elegant dress-
ing for the hair,/
making it softff
and smooth,

For the whiskers and
moustache we make a
Dye known as BUCKING-

HAM’S DYE. It colors in-
stantly a rich brown or a
soft black.

R. P. HALL & CO,,

Nashua, N, H,

only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the 7Merits

MINARD’S
LINIMENT

TED ~—
SSORS TO C.C.RICHARDS &00.{ |}
i » i

AUV |
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Underwood

907 of the typewriters used in Canada are
Underwoods—a fact which needs no elaboration.
It is the original, perfected, visible wniter, tried
and proved by 200,000 satisfied users.

( The Underwood will do anything that any
other typewnter will do and do it better. It will
do many things that no other typewriter will do.
| There are over 2,600 Underwoods in use in
Toronto alone—a fact which speaks for itself.

Information on request.

United Typewriter Company, Limited
7 Adelaide Street East, Toronto

And in all the principal cities
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SPENCERIAN
STEEL PENS

The Standard American Brand for Fifty Years.
PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND

The leading numpers for Canada will be sent
postpmaa on receipt of Canada stamp.

e s i

In a few years a pen-and-ink bill or
statement will be as great a curiosity as
a long-hand business letter is to-day,

The New Tri-Chrome
Smith Prenmer Typewriter

which writes purple, black or red as de-
sired, is putting this detail of bookkeeping
on a business basis in all modern offices.

SELECT A PEN FOR YOUR WRITING
Sold by all Stationers in Canada and United States.
For Samples apply to the Proprietors,

The price is the same as that of all Smith
‘remier Models.,

Tue Smrra PreMier Tyrewriren Co.
Syracuse, N, Y,

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., - - New York City Branch Stores Everywhere.

The Typewriter of Universal ¢ Adaptability”

mooer NO. 12 Visible Hammond

R Perfect Visibility and
HA
/c Vi Qﬁi’;D ,{3 Polychrome Ribbon

Are NEW FEATURES added to the
FORTY HAMMOND ADVANTAGES

Writes 30 languages, in many styles and sizes of type,
on one and the same machine,

Has 135 type shuttles instantly interchangeable.

Alignment perfect and permanent (cannot change).

Impressions uniform because automatic.

These features alone would put the HAMMOND IN
A CLLASS ABOVE ALL OTHERS. Our Catalogue
describes the 37 other HAMMOND features. Get it,

Why should you buy an inferior instrument when
the price is the same?

Don’t delay. Delays are often costly. Write to-day to

THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO.

59 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO 183 ST. JAMES STREET, MONTREAL

Ry
"o \%:
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¥* 3 Home Comforts and Convemences o
ﬁ REINDEER REINDEER JERSEY §
33% Co::l:in..:cd Milkczgl"(:' :zgar Sés‘rili::d a
S : o
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3 o
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§ -a‘-:'.‘:'ﬁ':w‘ g
% chdy to u Swutuud §
EVERY CAN GUARANTEED &
ﬁ AL For Purity and Quality‘ :
& 5 ano” S TRURD CONDENSED MILK CO., Limited %
% Truro, Nova Scotia :
B o o e h S e S T e S i G L h S S DT C R TR

If you wear Made from finest

Australian wool
and silk and
wool. Yams all

UNDERWEAR 2 fold. in il
- garment; does

onceyou Will the most sensitive skm made frcm pure, fine wool; not get out of

guaranteed absolutely unshrinkable, We replace
any that shrink, Madein light gauze, medium and
heavy weight. Stocked by all first-class dealers

always be shape or hard

our customer with washing.

e ——
I W .
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Pure

“Jaeger”

Protective
Underwear

This is the ideal under-
garment for winter. The
double fold over the chest
and abdomen by promoting
and stimulating the circulation
. of the blood makes the cold
less felt and gives additional
vitality to the whole system;
at the same time it protects
the delicate organs of the

united Garments.  The stockinet web, of |

which it is made, is porous, soft and light,
though thoroughly warm and comfortable;
and it fits perfectly. .

No other underwear possesses this in-
valuable feature. By preserving the natural

warmth of the body, it prevents chill under |

all conditions of change, however sudden

such change may be.

Made in all sizes and weights
for men, women and children.

SELLING AGENTS IN ALL CHIEF CITIES

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE No. 2

DR. JAEGER CO., Limited

316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal
286 Portage Ave., - Winnipeg

Wool 101

/%=  throat, chest and abdomen. ‘

63

B O

ENNEN'S
P

OWDER

Mennen’s Borated Talcum
Toilet Powder

used daily renders the most tender skin proof against
chapping and the usual ill effects of wind and weather,
Mennen's soothes, heals, and preserves the most deli-
cate complexion, Put up in nonerefillable boxes, for
your protection. If Mennen's face is on the cover, it's
genuine, that's a guarantee of purity. Delightful
after shaving. Sold everywhere, or by mail 25 cts,
Sample free.

Gerhard Mennen Company
Newark, N. J.

Try Mennen's Violet (Borated) Talcum
Powder,

It has the scent of fresh cut Violets.

—

HOTEL NORMANDIE

BROADWAY and 38th STREET, NEW YORK
IN THE HEART OF THE CITY

FIREPROOF
SINGLE ROOMS WITH BATHS AND IN SUITES

$1.50 PER DAY AND UPWARDS

EUROPEAN PLAN

Centre of A

t and Busi Distriot
Telephone in Each Room. Restaurant and Palm Room.
The Cuisine Unexcelled. Moderate Prices.
SEND FOR BOOKLET
ELMER E. ALLMY, Proprietor
Also Osburn House Rochester, N.Y.
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garment ie different from all others, because
NEEDLE RIBBED machines, on which the
A

e --vnIy ones

[ E k
racter that makes up into und T
both unjon and two. piece, of the most comfortable f
type.
In the firet plac 1 will notice that deli
fascinating feel, iny » irrita ski
E ELLIS,
11 fee

Sole Makers in Canada

The ELLIS Manufacturing Co.

Limited
HAMILTON, ONTARIO %

REDUCE YOUR
COPYING EXPENSE

Our Rapid @

Roller Letter
Copier will re-
duce the Copy-
ing expense in
your Office by
50°/s, and di-
rectly save
100°/, in Time.

Ask us to mail you our Copier Catalog, Post.
paid, Free
97 WELLINGTON STREET WEST, TORONTO

Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Winnipeg,
Vancouver, Calgary, Halifax, Hamilton,

THE()FFICE G.(0.Loamen
MANERS OF FILING SYSTENS

FEARMAN’S FAMOUS

STAR
BRAND

HAM

THE S8TANDARD 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 S8ale by all Leading Grocers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited
HAMILTON, ONTARIO

ST
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Fine Uphols’ceredj

Furniture

A notable feature of our stock of upholstered furni-

ture is a fine collection of Parlor Suites, Individual
Arm Chairs, Reception Chairs, Sofas, Ete., repro-
duced from originals by such famous makers as
Chippendale, Heppelwhite, Sheraton, and Adam.
Some of the designs are illustrated in our new

catalogue, a copy of which will be mailed to readers

of the Canadian Magazine on request.
ARM CHAIR $28.60

e
fr——

JOHN KAY, SON & COMPANY, Limited

36 and 38 King Street West, Toronto J}

The cntical eye of the business
manager never fails to note the
rustle of quality of a letter when
written upon good stationery.

20th Century Bond
Hercules Bond
Danish Bond

are three of ourcelebrated papers,
suttable for Letterheads, State-
ments and Circular Letters.

Ask your Printer to use them—Write for samples if
he don't keep them in stock.

The Barber & Ellis g&

72 York Street, Toronto
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FOR BABY'S BATH

—and every toilet purpose as good

a soap as “Baby’s Own" cannot be
bought for as little money.

BABY'S OWN SOAP

Some soaps are made to look like
“Baby’s Own,” but the refined vege-
table oils and flower perfumes which
distinguish “ Baby's Own " and make
it so good for the skin are absent
from these imitations.

And you will probably pay as much
for the substitutes as you would for the
genuine. Therefore, why buy them?

LET THE

KODAK

Tell the story of the home
days of the children. Pho-
tography is simple now—
Kodak has made it so.

“KODAK HOME POR-
TRAITURE” is the title of g
beautiful little book that shows
more than a score of such pic-
tures, made both indoors and
out, and gives many valuable
hints on how to make them. It
may be had free at the dealers
or by mail

Canadian Kodak Co.

Limiteq

(<}

e B AR TP L A

Toronto, Can.
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THE BEST OF ALL AND &

For over sixty years Mrs. WinsLow's
S0oTHING SYrUP has been used by mothers
for their children while teething. Are you
disturbed at night and broken of your rest
by a sick child suffering and crying with

in of Cutting Teeth? If so, send at once
and get a bottle of ** Mrs, Winslow’s Sooth-
jng Syrup” for Children Teething. Its
value is incalculable. It will relieve the ]
poor little sufferer immediately,  Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake ¢
about it. It cures diarrhecea, regulates the
Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic,
softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation,
and gives tone and energy to the whole
system. ‘* Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup”
for children teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the oldest
and best female physizians and nurses in
the United States, and is for sale by all

07

\

| FOUNTAINoeDELIGHT
FRAGRAN"T;F:EFR ESHLIG
PERENNIAL SWEETNESS.

Y LA, NN A
©FLoRiDA WATERSNS A

“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME"
| FOR THE HANDKERCHIEF,

druggists throughout the world. Price,
twenty-five cents a bottle. Be sure and ask
for ** Mrs. WinsLow's SOOTHING Syrup”

FFIVITTIIITTIFEIFS

TOILET AND BATH.
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS AND SUBSTITUTES. |

|

Mclaughlin Carriage Factory in 1873 McLaughlin Gnoe Plnt in 1906

frontage then - {5 feet  Factory frontage now - - - 20 1.
;ﬁ& of Employees then 8  Number of Employees now - - - 7 ik 32)
Number of Agents then 0 Number of Agents now 1,200

Manufacturing capacity now, one complete ve};icle e-very 10

Manufacturing capacity then, vehicles
1 * . 35 minutes.

per annurm

WHAT MADE THE CHANGE?

The policy of maKing nothing but the best goods and a square deal.

We're working along the same lines still. Call upon our nearest agency for anything
in the Cutter or Sleigh line if you want the latest and best.

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited, Oshawa
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Gourlay Jianos

CAN BE DEPENDED UPON AT ALL TIMES

q If you possess a Gourlay Piano there's no need to send for a tuner
whenever you expect company, nor apologize for your piano’s shortcomings
when a friend sits down to play.

 The Gourlay non-varying end-wood pin-block system of construction pro-
vides a bearing from the tuning-pin right to the iron plate that is non-varying
sectional end-wood. Hence the need for tuning even under severe climatic
changes is reduced to a minimum, and your certain pleasure in its exceptional
tone quality assured.

Write for Our Booklet on Piano Construction

Gourlay, Winter & Leeming, 188 Yonge St. Toronto

BRANCHES AT HAMILTON AND WINNIPEG

A
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Cluett Shirts give most satis-
ﬁcﬂon to the wearer because
y are cut on an exact sys-
a of standard measure-
‘*"‘Iﬂnts of average men.

*s reason and science

¥

P

5 in making a Cluett Shn‘t

= pevervary. ExammeaCluett

g Blnirt—'note the fineness and
P":‘ ness of the fabric.

Loom can produce nothing
than this. See the

; ﬂnilh of the buttonholes—
‘the even. stitching of each

Put your tape on and test
the distance between button
W Both sides of the
- puom are precisely the same.
“This gives the smooth fit
'_!Meh makes the wearer feel
home in his clothes.

Ask your dealer for

M of each pattern. Every

Every thread of fabric enter-
ing into a Cluett Shirt passes
a most rigid inspection and
must be perfect. Cluett Shirts
are made in a multitude of
styles, in white, and endless
fancy patterns of exclusive
designs.

The Cluett Coat Shirt,
which “‘goes on and off like
a coat,’’ is acknowledged the
perfect garment for neglige,
general wearorevening dress.

Ask your dealer for Cluett
Shirts,and look for the Cluett
label.

Write for ““Ti-days’ Shirt”
—a booklet that will interest

you.
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO.
471 RIVER ST., TROY, N. Y.

LARGESY MAKERS OF COLLARS AND SHIRTS
IN THE WORLD.
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ORCESTERSHIRE |! =
T ~ % *.
CASAUUCE ! el
"Twns the voice of the cook, To tish, flesh and fowl,
I hoard him exclaim, It gives wonderful zest,
“LEA & PERRINS' " for me, No new Sauce for me,
For it’s always the same! LEA & PERRINS' is best !

The Finest Sauce in the World! Look for the name, ““LEA & PERRINS’” and take no other,
J. M. DOUGLAS ®@. CO., Montreal, Canadian Agents

A CUSTOMER WRITES :

“My new Robb- Mumford
boiler burns 28 wheelbar-
rows of coal per night in
comparison with 45 with
my other boiler, everything
else being equal.”

Robb Engineering Co., unies, Amherst, N.S.

320 Ossington Avenue, Toronto, William McKay, Manager
District Offices { Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jack, Manager
355 Carlton St., Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 71

.S ¥ ARSI
The most delicious drink the or

Aﬂﬂb C@ @ {E&ﬁﬂ A sientiically mixed |

cocktail, aged in wood
% Gt that's more dc]ight-
ful and satisfying than
any “‘made by guess-
work " cocktail can be.
Take a bottle home—
and just strain through
cracked ice.

There are seven varieties

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.

Sole Proprietors

New York Hartlord London

WALTER R. WONHAM & SON
6 S(. Sacrnmcn( S(.. M()ntl’fll

Canadian Agents

La Reine des Belles Femmes !
The Queen of Beautiful Women !

No matter what your age may be, if your ‘h_ui_r is abundant and
becomingly dressed, you possess a treasure of feminine beauty

Fashion or insuffi-
ciency demand the
help of the artist en
cheveux and as such
the ‘‘Maison” JULES &
CHARLES take the
foremost position in
Canada, Their latest
charming novelties,

s The Empire
FARISIAN TOUT AU TOUR TRANSFORMATION Curls
The Parisian Tout au Tour Transformations on

'“Mrwol‘ht Hair Construction have nothing com- 8
mon with inferior imitations advertised under similar names,

MEN'S TOUPEE AND WIG
The largest Stock of En Tout Cas Wavy Switches, Fronts, Pompadours, Waves, Ornamental
Combs, Etc. Men’s Toupees and Wigs of unapproachable Quality.

OUR MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT GIVES PROMPT ATTENTION. WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE.

HAIRLENE <G HaR

rhne maison JULES & CHARLES, - 431 Yonge Street, Toronto
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|T’S Summer Now In JAMAICA

Our Ilustrated Booklet

“JAMAICA ana v SPANISH MAIN™

describes this attractive and dehightful
Winter Resort with its splendid hotels,
etc., reached in about four and one-half
days by the superb twin screw steamer
Prinzessin Victoria Luise, and new
steamers Prinz Aug. Wilhelm, Pring
Joachim, Prinz Waldcmar. Prinz Eitel
Friedrich, Sarnia and Siberia, ete. , ete.

;Rates from $5.00 per day upward I
Addffll

HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE
85 and 37 Broadway, New York

l”'i“n]nut Street, l’hilndc]phin Pa.
159 Randolph \mot Chie: 1L
90 State Street, Boston aﬁﬂm
908 Market St., San F rancisco, Cal.
901 Olive Street, St. Louis, Mo,
AGENCIES IN ALL LARGE ITIES

72

MADE IN ONTARIO

F ARMS From the best of agricultural land.

TIMBER From the largest forests in the world.
MINERALS riuinneiscenespioresmitl
pOWER From unequalii(; gxsfggé{s throughout

HON. F. COCHRANE, Minister Lands and Mines, TORONTO, ONT.
N

—
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Algonquin
Park

Do you Know the place?

If not your pleasure has suffered. Take a free

trip—a mental little journey—through Algonquin
Park by asking for the handsome publication on
this resort issued by the Grand Trunk Railway
System. It contains a fund of information, is hand-
somely illustrated with half-tone plates made from
direct photographs and maps of the district. Take
the trip some evening after dinner, with your wife
and children. Then slam the door on the doctor for
1907 by taking your family next season on a real
journey through this ideal territory. Write for free
literature to J. D. McDONALD, District Passenger
Agent, TORONTO, or J. QUINLAN, District Pas-
senger Agent, MONTREAL.

Q. T. BELL, General Pass. and Ticket Agent, MONTREAL
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

TO LIVERPOOL

DRAWING KOOAV‘I'—‘D\UYAL MAIL STRAMER VIRGINIAN

FAST ELEGANT SAFE STEADY

HE New Triple-Screw Turbine Steamers Victorian and Virginian on their first season have

not only reduced the time between England and Canada to 5 days 20 hours (time of

passage of S.S. Virginian, Moville to Rimouski), but have won from the travelling public
most flattering testimony for their comfort and elegant appointments as well as for their entire
freedom from vibration, which boon is secured by the Turbine engines. The bilge or side keels,
which is a feature of all the passenger steamers of the Line, reduce the rolling motion to the
minimum. 22 separate water-tight compartments insure safety, and the appointments ordin;;-;]y
only found in hotels of the highest class—Library, Writing Room, Music Room, Smoking Room,
all of ample dimensions and replete with chaste decoration, Promenade deck amidships, 200 feet
long, 60 feet wide. Rooms en suite, with private bath and toilet, etc.

Rates very moderate. For further particulars apply to any Agent of the Company,

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge St.,, Toronto or H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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Canadian Northern
Ontario Railway

SHORT LINE TO

Muskoka

AND

Parry Sound

“LAKE SHORE LINE
OF THE MUSKOKAS”

The scenic route along the shores of

Lake Simcoe Lake Joseph
Lake Couchiching Portage Lake
Sparrow Lake Long Lake
Spence’s Lake Rankin Lake
Lake Muskoka Otter Lake
Bala Bay Richmond Lake
Cassidy Lake Lake Churchill

TO THE

GEORGIAN BAY

Fast, Solid, Vestibule Trains. The C.N. O. Ry. brings Muskoka at our doors.

WM. PHILLIPS, General Passenger Agent

Toronto City Office, Corner King and Toronto Streets. Telephone Main 5179
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AT THE FOOT OF BALA FALLS, A MUSKOKA BEAUTY SPOT

l will see this beautiful region brought even closer to the city.
Tracklaying has steadily progressed, engineering problems
encountered and surmounted, stations erected, and, in the

C.P: R. shops at Montreal, some of the most perfect and luxurious train
equipment seen in Canada has been built—all with one object in view—

MUSKOKA 1IN 1907

The Canadian Pacific Railway is completing arrangements for a splendid
passenger service early in the season. Direct route to Bala and the West-
ern lakes, with good connections for all Muskoka points.

PR, FAST TRAINS. FIRST-CLASS PASSENGER ACCOMMODATION
\CANADIAN

For any information, write :
C. E. E. USSHER, C. B. FOSTER,

\ PACIFIC/
\\ RAILWAY, A
A Gen. Passenger Agent Dist. Passenger Agent

g MONTREAL TORONTO
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The “‘Empresses’” |

Canadian Pacific Railway Company's
Royal Mail Steamships

r—]can»—w-n‘
— W = U B> o

EMPRESS OF BRITAIN

E.xcel in GComfort, Luxury, Speed
and Steadiness

They are the finest and fﬂsiesl'ﬁoa.(ing hotels on the Atlantic service. Wireless Teleg-
raphy, Deep Sea Telephones, Z\ew' Thermo. Heating Process, Ten Watertight Compart-
ments, Deep ‘‘V" Shaped Bilge Keels—to promote steadiness at sea, and many other
improvements. Length 570 feet, Breadth 67 feet, Horse Power 18,000, Tonnage 14,500,
with extensive covered in or open Promenade Deck Space. S

The Dining Saloon is 58 feet long, fu.ll widilh of ship, and seats over 300 persons. It is
panelled in mahogany, decorated in white enamel with carving in a rich dull gold—
the seats are upholstered in crimson leather.

The Music Room, SN}oke Room, Library and Gafe are all sumptuously and luxuriously
arranged and furnished. Comfort is so blended with luxury and beauty to make these
the ideal means of crossing the ocean. :

RATES 0f PASSAGE { First Cabin from $80 to $500.00 according to location.
- | Second Cabin from $45 to $47.50 according to location.
Tickets at any Steamship or ‘Railway Agent in Canada and the United States

resses sail from St. John, N.B. (West St. John), on Fridays. after the arrival +P.R.
Th: N‘;’“g from Montreal, at 7.25 p.m. on Thursdays. As they only touch at Halifax for r‘:mlol's‘.(\:wxifh
: put on board by tender, passengers with luggage must board ship at St. John. Other Ships sail

‘n".:m St. John and do not touch at Halifax.
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ROYAL MAIL TRAINS

INTERCOLONIAL

RAILWAY

CANADA’'S FAMOUS TRAIN

THE MARITIME EXPRESS

Leaving Montreal 12.00 noon Fridays, carries the European
mail and lands passengers, baggage and mail at the steamer’s
side, Halifax, the following Saturday. Baggage checked
through to Liverpool, England. from Montreal, Quebec. etc.

SPECIAL TRAINS. When inward bound mail steamers
at Halifax do not connect with the regular train— Maritime
Express, westbound—special train, with through sleeping and
dining car attached, for passengers, baggage and mail, will
leave Halifax for Quebec and Montreal, connecting with
trains for Ottawa, Toronto and all points west.

ANY FURTHER PARTICULARS ON APPLICATION TO

General Passenger Department, - Moncton, N.B.
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DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

WEEKLY SAILINGS

MONTREAL 1o LIVERPOOL PORTLAND 10 LIVERPOOL
IN SUMMER (Via Halitax in Winter)
S. S. “CANADA" S. S. “KENSINGTON" S. S. “ DOMINION"
5. S. “SOUTHWARK" S. S. “ VANCOUVER" S. 5. “OTTAWA”

The 8.8, “CANADA" holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.
The 8.8. “CANADA” and S.8, “ DOMINION” have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers,
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

To Europe in Comfort At Moderate Rates

Per S. S. “ KENSINGTON™ S. S. “SOUTHWARK" S.S. “VANCOUVER"
S. 5. “OTTAWA" (formerly the White Star Line S.S. “GERMANIC")

To Liverpool, - $42.50 To London,. - $45.00

AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class ot cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
iven the accommodation situated in the best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
romenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the requirements

of that section of the travelling public, who, while wanting the best the steamer affords, do

sot care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabins.,

For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

H. G. THORLEY, THE DOMINION LINE,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE.

79

FOR THE WINTER GO TO

FROST MALARIA
UNKNOWN IMPOSSIBLE

Prom New York, 48 hours, by the new Twin-screw Steamship “BERMUDIAN,” 5500 tons
% Sailing every ten days

FOR A WINTER'S CRUISE-GO TO

WINDWARD WEST INDIES

Sailings from New York every ten days for

St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts, Antigua, Guadeloupe,
Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbados and Demerara

Special Cruises for Barbados direct; returning will call at Martinique,

Dominica, St. Kitts, St. Croix, St. Thomas and Bermuda, per SS.

“Pretoria,” 3,300 tons, sailing from New York 1st and 29th December,
1906 ; 26th January and 23rd February, 1907.
Fares: $100 to $130

For Pamphlets and Full Information apply to
A. E. OUTERBRIDGE @& CO., Agents, 39 Broadway, NEW YORK

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, Limited

ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, Quebec A.F. WEBSTER, Agent, Corner King and Yonge Sts., Toronto
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CURES WHILE YOU SLEEP

Croup,
Bronchitis,
Coughs,
Grip,
Hay Fever,
Diphtheria,
Scarlet Fever.

Don’t fail to use Cresorrnr 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 C0., 1651 Notre Dame 8t.,Montreal

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 Agents for
Canada,

Many years of careful
study among birds pro-
duced patenc

Bird Bread

That is why it can be
relied upon and why there
is such an enormous
demand for it. 10e, the
pkge., 2 large cakes,

Send name of dealer not selling BIRD NREAD apare
from COTTAM SEED, with 6c. in stamps and get free
twolarge cakes. Feed your birds on the Standard @)

Cottam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Supplies and Remedies, * All{:nt"\
Advice FREE about Birds, Bird Book asc. by madl,

Bart Cottam Co., © Dundas St., London, Out.

IN LAKEHURST GROUNDS

For tems,etc., Address the Manager, LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Linied, OAKVILLE |

OAKVILLE
ONTARIO

This Sanitarium,

established Some
eleven years ago for
the treatment of Alco-
holic and Drug dis.
eases, has had a very
successful career, and
is now the acknowl.
edged leading instity.
tion of its kind in
Canada,

g The Spacious
grounds are delight-
fully situated on Lake
Ontario, and the pa-
tients freely avail
themselves of the
facilities for Lawn
Tennis.Bowling.Roat-
ing and Bathing,

—



)\ Attractive Suggestion

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 81

“Silver Plate that Wears.”

in Table Silver, they only give you a
hint of what is made in the old
reliable brand of

“1847 Rogers

Bros.”

Spoons, Forks, Knives, etc.
over half a century the standard
of quality.
Remember ““71847’’—the identifying mark
» of the genuine ““Rogers.”’

\\ The finishing touch of elegance will be
given a table if the silver is of correct
style and character. % The most critical
cannot fail to be pleased with the

S/7.¢

large and varied line made

AN
O in this brand.
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Supply your
help with

EDDY'’'S
WARES

and make life
worth living.
With a

| 3%1 WASHBOARD
- EDDY FIBRE TUB

INDURATEGTF 18RE WARE

DURABLE

P HT.
-75& LG

washday labor is reduced to a minimum and comfort
to the worker is correspondingly enhanced.
See that you are well supplied with

Eddy’ s Washboards, Tubs, Pails, etc.
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:
IONC ago we realized that the baking and roasting

qualities of the oven of a range are of greatest

importance to the range user. 'We brought our
knowledge, gained by years of experience, to bear on
this one point. The result was the Imperial Oxford
Diffusive Oven Flue. With this exclusive feature, the
Imperial Oxford $tands to-day the most perfect baking
and roasting range on the market. q After getting this

most important feature of a range to such a point of perfection we naturally
did not neglet any other improvement which could add to the working of

the range. These improvements were incorporated in the

Imperial Oxford
Range

because they added to the life of the range, simplified its operation o
economized fuel. € Of these improvements the drawout oven rack is one
which will instantly appeal to the cook. The handle of this rack is outside
the range—always cool enough to hold with the bare hand. By pulling
this handle forward anything roasting in the oven may be drawn out onte
the oven shelf to be basted, without touching the hot pan or reaching into
the oven. The same applies to the test-
ing of bread, cake or pies. € We would
like you to see the Imperial Oxford Range.
If your dealer doesn't handle it, write us
for illustrated literature and the address
of the nearest dealer who does.

THE GURNEY FOUNDRY

COMPANY, LIMITED

Toronto  Montreal Hamilton
Winnipeg Calgary &’
Vancouver

”—.:E.

RGN SN 9y NS
& .;ﬁ&d&“f%@,’@\‘}.’.—‘.‘ﬂ@;




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 83
e e o

Twenty
Years of
Floor

Laying

have qualified us to
advise as experts in
this branch of house
furnishing. Write
for our catalogue of
floor designs

Account Books

We Manufacture Every Description

Ledgers, Journals, Cash and
Day Books — All Sizes, Style
of Binding and Ruling.
Loose-Leaf Ledgers and
Binders, Loose-Leaf
Price Books and Memos.
“Up-to-Date” Stock—
Undoubted Value.

BROWN BROS.

LIMITED
Mercantile and Manufacturing Stationers

ELLIOTT & SON

Manufacturers “MTEP

o E T
51-55 WELLINGTON STREET WES 79 King St. W., Toronto

TORONTO

Armstrong

FINE FINISHED

Carriages

Some might think
that, as is most cus-
tomary, we were a
branch-off from a
United States con-
cern. No, no.—
Established Guelph,
Can., 1834. Estab-
lished Flint, Michi-
gan, 1880.

CANADA

UNITED
STATES

It is the careful attention to
Detail in Designing, Detail in Selection of Material, Detail in Manufacture, Detail in Fair, Square
Dealing with Customers—that has built up the reputation of the ¢ Armstrong Line. We make
a great variety of styles. 1907 Buggy Catalogue, illustrating all, is ready for mailing. %

J. B. ARMSTRONG MFG. CO., Limited
(THE GUELPH CARRIAGE GOODS CO.)
Montreal Branch, 120 Craig St. West GUELPH, CANADA

il
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, SPORTING
SHIRPTS

Are designed to give the greatest freedom of action
and general comfort.
They are well and strongly made, look natty, and
come in hundreds of printed fancy weaves.
In summer weather they are very comfortable
and quite the correct thing for business and general

wear.

Careful dressers for more than a quarter century have
always demanded Tooke Shirts.

TOOKE BROTHERS, Limited,
MONTREAL. 904

@@@J@ @Z@%&SOEHNJE EN@HND@ C
gm}ﬂ%i@@ﬁ@@ﬂ@@

e = 3
71 JADARMS JL&@IN@E{& swp [ENGINTE MFG m,
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ENGLISH CUTLERY

CARVERS IN CASES

Our stock of Cutlery includes the best patterns Dessert Sets Fish Eaters
aiihw Jesding Game, Fish, Beef Carvers

BRITISH MAKERS Oyster Forks Soup Spoons, etc.

RICE LEWIS & SON, LiMiTED, TORONTO
“a'“’s Fat Vanish | IRV

records of reduction in_hune
dreds of cases with the Kress. HICH CANDLEROWER LICHT
lin Treatmant that we decided, -

for a limited period only to
give free trial treatments. A
reduction of & pounds n
week guaranteed. No per-
son is so fat but what it will
have the desired effect, and no
matter where the excess fat s 1
located—stomach, bust, In» |
cheeks, neck—it "will quic | | ADASTHENT
vanish without exercising, (hct- | A |
ing or in any way interfering
with your customary ha
jts. No starving, no
wrinkles or discomfort.
Perfect harmlesst

Easy and quick results.
Don’t take our word for
this; we will prove It
to you at our Own expense, Rhcumath Asthma,
Kidney and Heart troubles leave as fat is reduced, Write
to-day for free trial treatment and illustrated booklet
the subjects it oosts you nothin Address Dr. Bromley
o, Dept. 55 B, 18 Fulton Street, New York Citys

 ALL DEALERS

See that the box bears this label and that
the burner has the name ‘‘International”
on it. None genuine without,
CONTROLLED
CANADA, UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

THE INTERNATIONAL GAS
Get ' Improved,” no tacks required. APPI.'ANCE CO-, Limitw

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers 535, 537, 539 Queen St. E., Toronto, Can,

HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the script name of Stewart
artshorn on label.
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STAMP COLLECTING

o S0
1|
y

= an instr 1 fascinating pursuit, in which hundreds of
thousands o tors throughout the world find a delightful
recreation. A collection is within the reach of everyone, and
clously bought is a splendid investment, as stamps are
stantly Increasing in value, Start a collection now by pur-
chasing one of the following packets.

50 Picture Stamps from the British Colonies, including
views of world-famed Waterfalls, Mountains, Cities and Views:
ictures of anfmals and birds, all different; an interesting and
nstructive packet. Price, 54

200 different, being a htative collection of British
Colounial stamps, carefully selected, and including many scarce
stamps.  Price, only $2.50.

100 different Colonials from Gold Coast, Transvaal, Mau
us, Australia, New Zealand, ete. An excellent packet. Pries

60 different from Natal, Jamaica, Cape, ete. Price, 1

THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM

This beautiful album contans spaces for all postage stamps
Issued since 1840 (when stamps were first issued), including all
stamps of King Edward issues, being the latest and finest
album published in the world,

Hane 1ely bound in full cloth, gilt lettering, embossed,
$1.00 net ular price, $2.00; bound in extra cloth, gold em-
bossing un. ring, extra blank pages and stubs $1.50 net,
regular pri 00. All post free. E
Send for booklet and sample page of this world-famed album.

We Buy Btamps—Send 4c. for illustrated buying list of
Canada stamps.  All kinds of British Colonials bought.

THE COLONIAL STAMP COMPANY
Publishers and Stamp Dealers
963 B. 634 St., CHICAGO, U.S.A.
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INDIGESTION
CON

UERED BYK D
IT RESTORES THE STOMACH L -

e
TO HEALTHY ACTION AND TONES WHOLE SYSTEM,

YOU NEED IT!

If you are the fortunate possessor
of a complete set of THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE you will need a copy of
the Comprehensive Index for the
first 25 volumes, now in course of
preparation.

As a work of reference 1
it is indispensable, as by its aid you |
can readily find any article, on any |
subject, by any author, if it has been
published in THE CANADIAN MaG- :
AZINE. Only a limited number will '
be issued. Bound in cloth.
$2.00. Order early.

Price

THE
Canadian Magazine
TORONTO [

8 KING STREET EAST, -

THE

PIONEER LIMITED

is the most famous train between
Chicago, Milwaukee, St Paul and
Minneapolis. Its route is via the

CHICAGO, MILWAUKEE
AND ST. PAUL RAILWAY

the same route selected by the
United States Government to carry
the mail. All the cars on The
Pioneer Limited, including standard
and compartment sleepers, library-
buffet car, dining car and coaches
are owned and operated by The
St. Paul Road, affording an excel-
lence in service and equipment not
obtainable elsewhere. In both the
compartment and the standard
sleepers the berths are longer,
higher and wider than the berths
in sleeping cars elsewhere.

A. J. TAYLOR

CANADIAN PASSENGER AGENT

TORONTO, CANADA

T—
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Stomach Sufferers
Squander Millions

IN SEARCH OF RELIEF
THIC world is full of disordered stomachs and.go per cent. of the

money spent upon physicians and drugs goes in an attempt to cure
the stomach.
People are made to believe that in order to gain health they must doctor
their stomachs and use cathartics. So the doctor gets his fee for the
stomach treatment and the druggist for the physic, until the savings of a
lifetime are exhausted and yet no cure.
Let’s be reasonable.
The sick stomach is in every case the result of over-eating, hurried
mastication and improper choice of foods. The mucous lining all the
way down the food tract loses its sensitiveness, and when food is forced

down the muscles fail to respond. They do not churn the food as they

should. The glands no longer give out gastric juice to dissolve the food and
render it capable of assimilation. The man has become a dyspeptic.

There is one sure way and only one to bring positive relief. Put
into that stomach of yours the very elements that it lacks to get that food
into liquid form. It takes pepsin, diastase, golden seal and other fer-
ments to accomplish this. The healthy stomach contains these elements.
The dyspeptic stomach lacks part or all of them. Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet
is made up of just what the dyspeptic stomach lacks—nature’s digestives.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are not a medicine, nota drug, not a
cathartic. They do not cure anybody of anything but Dyspepsia and
Indigestion and such ailments as arise from poorly digested food.

While they digest the food the stomach recuperates. The mucous
membrane is coming out of its stupor, the gastric juice is coming to the
surface, the muscles are regaining their power. Every organ of the body
takes on new life, the skin gains color, and the eyes are no longer tinged
with yellow. Youlive.

Why doctor and why drug yourself? Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets will
take care of your food while Nature cures you.

Try a box at your druggists, 50 cents. Or, if you prefer a free trial
package before buying, send your name and address to-day. F. A. Stuart
Co., 68 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich.
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Souvenir Steel Plate Range

Here Are Some Points of Interest in Our Newest Steel Range

OVEN—The oven is large and

square, made in three sizes with

drop oven door which forms an ove n

shelf when open. The inside oven

shelf ‘as well as the oven door is

aluminized, making a bright, clean

interior. The construction is such
that it is impossible for ashes to leak

through into the oven.

FIRE BOX

The construction

of the fire box is
such that the
parts which are
(‘xp\\sl‘d to the

fire are made

exceptionally
strong and sim-
ple, and the du-
plex grates can
be taken out
and replaced

through the side
door without dis-

turbing the rest

of the fire box.

“AERATED"

—This Ran ge,

as is the case
with all Souve-

SUPREME SOUVENIR nirs, is fitted with

the celebrated
‘““AERATED OVEN" by which fresh air is constantly being heated and admitted into the
oven, carrying all impurities up the chimney. This particular ** AERATED" feature always
keeps the interior of the oven sweet and wholesome

ALL BEST STOVE MEN SELL THIS RANGE

MANUFACTURED BY

‘The Gurney, Tilden Co., Limited

HAMILTON MONTREAL VANCOUVER

WESTERN AGENTS

TILDEN, GURNEY & CO., Limited

- Winnipeg, Man,




(N atural Flavor)

Food Products

., Libby’s
} Appetizing
Soups

ive zest to any dinner by
. their delicious, piquant flavor.

i
Made in the spotless Libby ||
kitchens, by the well-known !’

!

Libby chefs,
Libby’s
Concentrated
Soups

are recognized as the best of the
ready-to-serve soups, and include
Ox Tail, Chicken, Vegetable, Con-
somme, omato, Mock Turtle and
Mullagatawny.
AsK your grocer for Libby's, 1 [
and insist upon Libby’s. ‘

The new 84-page booklet, “How to Make s |
Good Things to Eat,” gives many delight- ]
ful recipes for luncheons, dinners and i

% evening spreads, that every housewife will

appreciate. It is sent free on request. {|
™ \! Libby, McNeill @ Libby, Chicago.
— O




that is in my soul.”

1
For particulars and literature explait

g
THE WILLIAMS PIANO G0+

OSHAWA, ON*

Motion & 1780  Thgkeyie.. 1903 Ll
Emotion | |Walter Baker & Co.s| 18!

as well as respiration, circulation, thought and

feeling, are closely related to the tremendous

vital activities going on within the body.

F Coffec interferes with the perfect running
of Life’s Machinery.

It is a perfect food, highly

nourishing, easily digest-

ed, fitted to repair waste

strength, preserve health

and prolong life: .
A new and handsomé 4

It pays and pays big to quit and use

POSTUM

for 10 days. Then note the improved physical UR%mi"mt“bﬁ illustrated Recipe Boo
! 1 . 8. Pat. .
| poise and mental strength. sent free.
<B td.
i i ‘“ ’ " Walter Bahef & Co" L ;
‘ o 1 Thoro's. & Resson Established 1780 DORCHESTER, mAS8
l 45 Highest Awards
in Europe and America
Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich.,U.S.A. Branch House, 86 St. Peter St., Montreals o

A Wearing,
Sick Headach®

That hacking cough eating: PUE o
. is usually the painful penalty of overed . ess, %
continues son:etim'vs v:\ln-;t-d U?’ fatigue, nery Our:‘l)l atter

through neglect to be regular in habits. ‘,, spee’
how brought on, Beecham's l'l.ll-“ “'11'1 E’é‘; gAftel L
relief to most severe and obstinate cas

Because your sys- :
doxe or two, sick headache entirely

tem is exhausted and

. . -
- - g your powers of resistance z D IS ap pears &
—_— weakened. Take s directiy 10
o ¢ ¢ because this famous remedy g0¢ .0
L Scort’s EmuIJ'ion seat of the trouble and passes it OUb
' & o @ Q Beecham's Pills combine ccv‘lt’i”l'l‘ l‘“‘.,““emlyn‘;wwl
A . ties in exact proportions, whicil & he g
‘ It builds u P an d o stomach, liver and bowels al d re¢ ';:";rtéfully ﬁ?‘%
P funetions of the body. They are % g ag stan
y ¢ strengthens your entire pounded as a doctor's preseription ¢ tiom
W us a gold dollar, she constiP®
¢ System. You can relieve sick headach®
indigestion and sleeplessness of
. s 0o
; It contains Cod Liver g With a Dose or TW
f Oil and Hypophosphites | . s
so prepared that it is < !
easy to take and easy to g 1
digest. '
. “
N All Druggists; ‘ @
N\ 50c. and $1.00. g
< | poxe®

Sold Everywhere in

IN ODOmiE

g% NO HEATING




