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The Premier Hotel of Europe

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

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

: OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
Cecil Booklet. This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of

a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-

tion of service to the visitor to London. It can be had for the asking from

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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THE YEAR’S PROMISE

The Canadian Magazine during 1913 will continue to print only
material that possesses literary, artistic or authoritative value. The same
searching analysis and frankness that distinguishes its literary criti-
cisms will apply to everything it contains, whether it be a charcoal
drawing or an essay in history. History, particularly Canadian his-
tory, will be searched for new impressions and sidelights by such
authorities as Professor W. L. Grant of Queen’s University; Mr. W.
S. Wallace, lecturer in history at the University of Toronto and Mc-
Master University ; Miss Janet Carnochan, director of the Museum
at Niagara; Mr. F. A. Carman, parliamentary correspondent at
Ottawa; Mr. Bernard Muddiman, and others. To the literary history
of Canada, a fertile and almost untrodden field, J. D. Logan, Ph.D., ,
an acute critic and scholarly essayist, will contribute a series of studies,
all new in subject and treated from fresh points of view. The fust
of this series—‘‘Canadian Womanhood and Beauty ”"~—will appear
in the January number. Dr. Logan will review also the music of the
season in Canada.
Travel and descriptive articles of genuine interest and literary value
will appear from W. Lacey Amy, Newton MacTavish, Britton B. ‘
Cooke, H. Linton Eccles, H. M. Clatk, Duncan Armbrust, Ada .w
Macleod, and others. A number of special articles have been prom- ;
ised by Isabel Ecclestone Mackay, who has been known hitherto as
a poet and novelist. There will be national and sociological articles
and studies from such well-known writers as Dr. A. H. U. Colqu-
houn, F. A, Acland, M. O. Hammond, Kathleen Blake Coleman
(“Kit”), John Boyd, J. V. McAree, Lindsay Crawford, Geraldine
Steinmetz, W. A. Craick, Kenneth Douglas.
Already a number of excellent short stories have been secured, and
there will be the best Canadian fiction, brilliant sketches, essays and
verse from such writers as L. M. Montgomery, Theodore Roberts,
Atrthur Stringer, Virna Sheard, Margaret Bell, S. A. White, Archie P.
McKishnie, Ethelwyn Wetherald, C. Lintern Sibley, Alan Sullivan,
gll'iarl: Bellasis, Frederick C. Curry, Carroll C. Aikins, George Herbert

arke.

Mr. John E. Webber will continue his illuminating reviews of the
theatrical season in New York.

' THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITIAN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
3 PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. ¢
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From a Parent’s
Point of View

The value of Calvert’s Carbolic Tooth Powder will be appreciated
in other respects as readily as the pleasing flavour commends
it to a child. For the efficient cleansing services, together with
the antiseptic properties which this dentifrice provides, make it
an easy matter to maintain that standard of cleanliness which
satisfies people who want their teeth to last well and to look well.

YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT. Tins, 15, 30 and 45 cents. Sprinkler-top
glass jar, 35 cents. FOR A TRIAL SAMPLE send 2c. stamps to
. C. CALVERT & CO., 349 Dorchester St., W., MONTREAL.

C@EM@N@
oolh Rowder

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

(] ANYE@% m
M E&IL ING

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

_COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%5553R/2 ST- ENGLAND

=
ASNOEQUAL  « rhe @ueen of Toilet Preparations.” * sy, Removes and
| FOR KEEPING Btk ROUGHNESS,
: etha REDNESS,
THE SKIN < ms IRRITATION,
| SOFT, cn:::i :Etc.
SMOOTH BLE
£ SOOTrHING AND REFRESHING THE SK.IN
AND WHITE after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, ete. ::?tfﬁng c'f’f:‘::

AT ALL SEASONS M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England rrosT, coLp wWiNDs
_— and HARD WATER

Ask your Chemist for La-rola, and accept no substitute.
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is made in
England and enjoyed
all over the world.

Its new and delicious flavour
is distinct—quite distinct—
from any other sauce or relish
you have ever had before.

Selling freely everywhere.

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, etec.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

LUXITE
il SIMPLIFIES |
ERING [

He exclaims aright,
When he says——,
On losing Fluxite.

ANVONE can do soldering work with

The paste that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

In countless homes FLUXITE is being used to repair metal
articles instead of discarding them. Itisalso emsloyed world-

wide by PLUMBERS, EI:GINEERS, MOT!
others,
Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.

The *‘Fluxite” SOLDERING SET, with which is in-
cluded a pamphlet on ‘‘Soldering Work," containing a special
"small-sgace' Soldering Iron, a Pocket Blow Lamp, Fluxite,
Solder, &c. Sample Set, post paid, $1.32.

AUTO-CONTROLLER CO., 266 Vienna Road,
Bermondsey, Eng.

RISTS and

If you want to learn to PLAY
the PIANO
USE

Wickins’
-Piano Tutor

Englia.h and Foreign
Fingering

TARTAN BOOK

; AcompleleaulhmhauveTartan
Book 1llustrating in colour, rzo \B)
|| Tartans and giving concise his I
€1l tories of all important Clans
XY complete with list of Scottish
Family Names, Badges, Arms,
Slogans, etc.
175 Pages, bound in Cloth

50c¢.
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THE EMPORIUM THAT THE ROYALTY OF EUROPE PATRONIZES

EGERTON BURNEIT Lip’s

Costume Fabrics, Suitings and Overcoatings
Are Superior in Quality and Refined in Character and Style.

:rhis will be evident to any Lady or Gentleman who will examine our collection of Patterns. It
is because of the high-class character of our Clothing Fabrics that we have been honoured with
2§ Royal and Imperial Warrants of Appointment to the Royal Families of Europe—marks of
distinction of great significance and a guarantee of our standing and sound business principles,

Samples will be mailed to any address, Post Paid on request.

THE HALL MARK OF

By D ointment to
H. M. THE QUEEN.

INTRINBIC WORTH.

FABRICS FOR LADIES AND
CHILDREN
Fashionable Whipcords, Corduroys, and Vel-
ours, in new colours, navy and black, plain or
shot effects ; Tweeds, Homespuns, Habits, Mel-
tons, Venetians, Velveteens, Silks, Motor Friezes,
Reversible Tweeds, etc.

FABRICS FOR MEN AND BOYS
English, Irish, and Scotch Tweeds of reliable
es; ‘“‘Excelsior’ and ‘‘Wontarewilware”
Tweeds, Saxonys, Worsteds, Trouserings, Covert
Coatings, Irish Frieze and Blanket Overcoatings,

FLANNELS, WINCEYS,
“Shrinknaughts” Viyellas, Lilaines, etc., for
Waists, Shirts, Underclothing and Night Attire.

PURE WOOL ROYAL NAVY
SERGES
(For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children.)
With nearly 40 years’ reputation for Excellence

of Quality, Lasting Wear, and Good Appear-
ance; especially adapted for cold weather Suits
because of their inherent warmth-giving and
protective properties.

Prices from 48cts. to $3.15 per yard.

COSTUMES, SUITS AND
OVERCOATS

made expressly to order.

Samples, Price Lists, of made-to-
Wi = measure Clothing for Ladies, Gen-
inter Coat (as jllustrated | tlemen, and Children, Style Plates, | Suit (as illustration) made-to-order in

-m:: I:I:a:f(de;/[ in fashionable | Measurement Blanks, etc., mailed Toith Toveediie v from $14.50
%‘113.30 Re;’;‘,;,'mg‘,gg‘:, gglr_ to any part of the Dominion, post g;otch STweeds ........ trom §15:10
armt i ' i Pl
i, Comr and o | paid on request e

Adiress: FGERTON BURNETT, L.

W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.
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The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

London’s Celebrated Glove Store

Real

The “Bon Ami”
A smart Real Kid
Glove, made from
stout skins, pique :

sewn; in Black, White and Col-
ours, 2 large Pearl Buttons, 69c.
per pair,

Ladies’ White Washable Real
Kid Gloves; an excellent make
that will wash with ordinary soap
and water, 3 Buttons, 65c¢. per pair.
¢ The ““Connaught’’  Superior
Quality Cage Gloves, British made,
in Tan shades, Spear Points, Prix-
seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons, 71ec.
per pair.

The ‘‘Blenheim’’ Best Quality
Fine Cape, British made, in White,
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey, or Black,
Spear Points, Prix-seam sewn, 2
Press Buttons., 91c. per pair,

Ladies’ Washable Doeskin Gloves,
in Pure White, best British make,
pique sewn, 2 farge Pearl Buttons,

The ‘“Claretie.”
Kid Glove in Black,
White and all Colours, made
from fine selected skins, 3
Buttons. 61 cents per pair.
The ‘Francine” A very super-
ior Real Kid Glove in Greys,
Beavers, Tans,
Black with 3 Press Buttons, 69
cents per pair.

A charming
in Black,

Browns and
per pair.

- The *“"Royal” Ladies’ Fine

8uede, & highly finished Glove
‘hite and all Col-
ours 4 Buttons. 73c. per pair,

Ladies’ Stainless Black Suede
absolutely fast colour,
finest Black Suede Glove ever
produced, 3 Buttons,

The ‘‘Hestia” A Stout Suede

LONG GLOVES
THE *“ ESME”
Superior Quality Real Kid

12 Button length Mousquetaire in
White, Cream, or Black. $1.09
per pair, 3 pairs for $3.23. In Tans,
Greys, Pink, Sky, Heliotrope or
Primrose. = $1.20 per pair, 3 pairs
for $3.53.

16 Button length Mousquetaire in
White, Cream, or Black. $1.58
per pair, 3 pairs for $4.69. In
Biscuit, Greys, Pink, Sky, Helio-
trope or Primrose. $1.69 per pair,
3 pairs for $4.99.

20 Button length Mousquetaire in
White, Cream, Biscuit, Greys, Pink,
Sky, Heliotrope, Primrose, or Black.
$1.93 per pair, 3 pairs for $5.72.

the
9lc.

Glove
Spec.
ially
suit-
able for
the fall
in

Black,
and Colours, with 8ilk Braid
Points, Pique sewn, 3 Press But-
tons, 71c. per pair,

The *“Brava” Ladies’ Fine Real
Mocha Doeskin Gloves, in Tan,
Grey, Beaver, or Black, pique
sewn, Imperial points, 3 Buttons.
73c. per pair,

The * Canadian’’ Ladies’ Buck
finish Gloves, in Tan, Grey or
White, an excellent wearing,
British made glove, 3 Buttons.
95c. per pair.

Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British
made, Prix-seam sewn, 2 Press
Buttons. $1.34 per pair,

Ladies’ Best Quality Real Rein-
deer, British made, Prix-seam
sewn, in rich shades of Tan, or
Grey. $2.17 per pair.

Chamois Gloves—Ladies’ Stron
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natura.
Shade, Prix-seam sewn, Reindeer
Points, British made, 2 large Pearl
Buttons, 69c. per pair.

" an MEN'S GLOVES

The * Arlington”’ Tan Cape Glove,
witn Spear Points; British made,
pique sewn, 1 Press Button. 79c,
per pair,

Tan Cape Driving
Gloves, hand-sewn
with strong thread,
1 Horn Button, 85c.
per pair.

Men’s Stout Cham-
ois Leather Gloves,

British made, 1 Pearl Button. 61c¢
per pair.
Extra Stout Chamois Leather

Gloves, hand-sewn, British made, 1
Button, a splendid glove for hard
Bear. 73c. per pair.

MEN’S GLOVES

Men's Real Antelope a strong
useful glove in Grey, or Tan,

pique sewn, 1 Button. 7lc
per pair.
The “Canadian”

Men’s Buck  Finish
@loves, in Tan, or Grey
a splendid glove for
wear, British made, 1
Press Button. 95c.
per pair.

Men’s Real Deerskin
Gloves, in Dark Grey, £
or Tan, British made,
pique sewn, 1 Press
Button. $1.34 per pair.

Men’s Best Quality
Real Reindeer, in Grey

or Tan shades, 2 But-
tons. $2.17 per pair.

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

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

S
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Awarded the Certificate of The Incorporated Institute of Hygiene

See the Stamp
“HORROCKSES”
on the Selvedge

REFUSE
SUBSTITUTES

HORROCKSES"’

Longcloths, Sheetings and Flannelettes
Are the Very Best the Old Country produces

OBTAINABLE FROM THE LEADING STORES IN THE DOMINION

Horrockses, Crewdson & Co, MANCHESTER and LONDON, ENG.

——
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FASHIONABLE
ENGLISH

HATS & CAPS

MADE BY
TRESS & CO. LONDON, ENG.
" MascoT " il AL %?gﬁimY/M/
CAP ; SN HATTERS.

" Agents in Canada
.\VREYFORD & CO.
TORONTO, ONT.

The food that enjoys the
universal recommendation
of medical men.

q For use during illness and
convalescence.

€ For weakly infants and over-
growing children.

@ As a supplementary food in

cases of malnutrition, and in all cases

of dyspepsia and impaired digestion.

is soothing and comforting, when other foods cause pain. It is
the most easily digested of all foods, but is not pre-digested.
A full descriptive booklet may be obtained post free on application to

'S
AR pENGER'S FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, Manchester, Eng. \
o) ‘m Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, eic., everywhere. BrosC W
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v-—'.' é A cup of ‘Camp’ in the

SRS\ middle of the morn-
ing's housework makes

a wonderful difference.

A minute to make — just
‘Camp,’ boiling water, sugar,
milk —and you are ready,
refreshed, to start again.

CAMP

Get a bottle to-day.

R. Paterson & Sons, Ltd
Coffee Specialists,
Glasgow

SCamp'Coffes
4s delicious !

RS

AT

After a considera-
tion of the very
best dentrifices the
world roduces,
Queen Alexandra
has chosen

Gosnell’s Cherry
Tooth Paste

for Royal Appointment.

Surely such a critical
selection as this should
mean something to you.
It you want to experi.
ence a new delight in a
dentrifice, ask your
druggist  for Gosnell's
Cherry Tooth Paste.—
25 cents the tube.
For the same reason we
also recommend for your
use Cherry Blossom
Perfume.

Get them at ytmr‘dmg-
gists to-day or write

Nerlich & Co,
146 Frontst. W , Toronto

'lll‘.llllllll!HH!llHlHIlI!l‘!‘t:.—?é

PRESS FROM HERE

——
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IS IT OIL OR WATER?

Is it Oil or Water that Nature
supplies to the skin to keep it soft and
beautiful ? It is, of course, Oil, as
everyone knows, yet thousands of
women are misguided into using water
creams, often called vanishmg creams,
for the purpose of improving their
complexions, which of course they
cannot do.

The only face cream that can pene-
trate the skin and restore to it the
natural oil which is always being re-
moved by alkaline soaps. hard water,
and the dirt-laden atmosphere, is
Oatine Face Cream, which, besides
feeding the skin, gets right down into
the pores and removes the dirt and
grime embedded there. The glands of the skin are
always exuding oil. This natural oil prevents water
creams from penetrating through the skin, but Oatine
joins with this oil, helping it in its restoring work,
instead of blocking the outlets as water creams and
soaps do. Test this yourself. Purchase a jar of

oati

FACE CREAM

which can be obtained from all high-cl.
the local agents— igh-class stores, or from

ROBERT SIMPSON & Co.,

ALSO

EATON & Co.,, TORONTO.

The Oatine Girl.




12

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

FREE PREMIUM OFFER

A Maghnificent, Self-Pronouncing Pictorial Edition
of the

HOLY

BIBLE

Handsomely Bound, Imperial Seal Limp, Gold Titles, Round Corners
and Carmine under Gold Edges.

It is our good fortune to be able to ofter one
of the latest and most beautiful editions of the
Bible in connection with the CANADIAN MAGAZINE*

This edition of the Holy Bible is especially
adapted to the teacher, and is of convenient
size, 5 x 7 inches. The plain, large print meets
the great demand for a hand Bible printed from
large clear type. It is neat, durable and artistic
—and surpasses all other similar editions.

This edition contains every help and hint
that the Bible student, young or old, could desire.
Each Bible contains 1031 pages, fully indexed,
the names of the different Books are in heavy
type at the top of pages, enabling the reader to
find book and chapter at a glance, and the
are

chapters numbered

Genesis to Revelation.

consecutlvely from

Some Special Features

An interesting and instructive department,
“Helps to the Study of the Bible,” filling 68

pages written by the most eminent biblical
scholars.
“Revised Questions and Answers” consists

of 120 pages, containing 3982 questions on the
Old and New Testaments, beginning with Adam'’s
fall and cover every point of discussion in every
book of the entire Bible.

Thirty full-page illustrations are made from
famous paintings by renowned artists printed in
a rich tint. In addition there are many valuable
maps printed in colors, giving important data of
the lands and cities that were famous in Bible
times.

The Canadian Magazine
Is the leading literary and artistic publication in
the Dominion. It is non-partisan and absolutely
free from subservient influence. It aims to in-
crease culture and education. To be one of its

readers is evidence of a cultivated taste in
literature and art, and an acquaintance with the
best thought of the best thinkers of the country,
It serves no interests but the entertainment and
instruction of its subscribers,

Take Advantage of this
Great Offer

The regular price of this Bible is $2.70. We
will present every new yearly subscriber to the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE with a copy absolutely free
and charges prepaid. This offer does not apply
to those who subscribe through Agents.

Any person who is now a subscriber to the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE can secure a copy of this
handsome Bible by sending one new subscription
in addition to his own.

The subscription price of the CANADIAN
MAGAZINE, postpaid in Canada and Great Britain,
is $2.50 per year ; to the United States, $3.00,
and foreign countries, $3.25.

DO NOT DELAY—Use the coupon and
send $2.50 to-day, as we reserve the right to
withdraw this offer without notice. Remit by
registered letter, Post Office, or Express Order,
or cheque payable at par in Toronto.

Tue ONTARIO PuBLisHING Co., LTD.,
15 Wellington St. E., Toronto.

GENTLEMEN,—-I enclose $2.50 for one
year's subscription to the CANADIAN
MAGAZINE begmnmg ................
and I am to receive dbsolutely free and
prepaid a copy of the Holy Bible as
advertised.

L remre s W T Sy T SR

TELOT T T ARSI R St - e
C.M,
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The Cassell imprint never appears on a trashy book. Sixty years experience in editorial
selection guarantees the purchase of any of their books without previous inspection
or examination, providing the subject is one which interests the purchaser.

A HOLIDAY

CHECK LIST

OF THE PUBLICATIONS OF

THE HOUSE

Gift
Famous Paintings. A sumptuous
quarto volume containing reproductions in
colors of the famous British and European
galleries. All are mounted in a manner
permitting later framing if desired. With
an introduction by G. K. Chesterton.
Cloth, gilt, $5.00.

oF CASSELL

Books

King Solomon’s Mines. A new
color edition of H. Rider Haggard's great
work.  Uniform with the superb colour
editions of “ Treasure Island * and * The
Master of Ballantrae” published last
Autumn. Entirely reset in an exquisite and
readable type. Cloth, gilt, $2.25.

Four Novels (;f
The Virgin Fortress. By Max

Unusual Interest

Four Gates. By Amy Le Feuvre.

Pemberton. Cloth, 320 pages, $1.25. Cloth, 352 pages, $1.25.
Sincerity. By Warwick Deeping. The Adventures of Napoleon
Cloth, 448 pages, $1.25. Prince. By May Edginton. Cloth $1.25.
For Young Women

Sister-in-Chief. The $1,250 prize |
story by Dorothy a Beckett Terrell. Cloth, [
320 pages, $1.00.

|

The Girls’ Realm Annual. Contain®
every subject in which girls are interested.

Profusely illustrated.  Cloth, $2.00

For Boys from Ten to
Chums. The Greatest Boys Annual. |
Cloth, 1000 pages, $1.75.

All About Ships. By Lieut. Tap-
rell Darling, R.N. Cloth, $1.75.

Sixteen Years of /Age

Sons of the Sea. By Captain Frank
Shaw. Cloth, 320 pages, $1.00.

The Boys Book of Adventure. By
Eric Wood. Cloth, 320 pages, $1.00.

For the Little Folks

Little Folks Christmas Volume.
With hundreds of illustrations.  Picture
boards, $1.00, Cloth, $1.50.

Bo-Peep. A picture book annual for
Little Folks. With handsome color illustra- |
tions. Picture boards, 75 cents. [

Ask the bookseller to show you the full line of "Cassell" books.

Cassell’s Annual for Boys and
Girls. With nearly 200 pictures in colors.
Picture boards, $1.00.

Fun and Frolic. A picture book for
the little folks. Handsomely illustra ed.
Picture boards, 60 cents.

aay of the above will be sent, carriage prepaid by us, on receipt of the price.

CASSELL & CO., Limited.,

42 Adelaide St. W

., Toronto

If out of reach of a bookstore *
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Christmas Sellers

The Hollow of Her Hand, $1.25
By GEO. BARR McCUTCHEON

It is new, it is different—tense, dramatic and

powerful. A beautiful widow, a charming

girl, a big, attractive hero, etc., etc.

The Closing Net, $1.25
By HENRY C. ROWLAND
Author ““The Magnet”
If one wants a spirited tale of action and dan-
ger, full of thrills, full of surprises, full of
healthy, red-blooded excitement, let him read
““The Closing Net.”
Cease Firing, $1 50
By MARY JOHNSTON
Author “To Have and to Hold”

The greatest war novel ever written—and a
new love story that will appeal to all readers.
The Inner Flame, $1.25
By CLARA LOUIS BURNHAM
Author “The Open Shutters,” “Jewel,” etc.
The Wildcatters, $1.25
By S. A. WHITE
A stirring tale of the mines.

The Long Patrol, $1.25
By H. A. CODY
Author ““The Frontiersman”

The Black Creek Stopping

House, $1.00 net
By NELLIE L. McCLUNG
Author “‘Sowing Seeds in Danny.”

George Helm, $1.25
By DAVID GRAHAM PHILLIPS
Author ““The Price She Paid,” etc.

Mr. Phillips’ novels are always in demand.
A Romance of Billy Goat Hill
$1.25
By ALICE HEGAN RICE
Author “Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch."

The Return of Peter Grimm

$125
By DAVID BELASCO
Novelized from the famous play. A power-
ful book.

White Shield, $1.50
By MYRTLE REED
Author “Lavender and Old Lace.”

Corporal Cameron
Cloth $1.25, Cloth Gilt $1.50, Leather Yapp
$2.00
By RALPH CONNOR
Author ““The Man from Glengarry.”
Back Home, $1.25
By IRVIN S. COBB

Mis’ Beauty, $£1.00 net
By HELEN S, WOODRUFF
A second ‘“Mrs. Wiggs.”

Just Boy, $1.25
By PAUL WEST

The Adventures of Dr. Whittey

$1.25
By G. A. BIRMINGHAM

Pike County Ballads
Boxed $1.50
By JOHN HAY

American Belles. Garden of

Girls, $1.50 net
HARRISON FISHER GIFT BOOKS
These are NOT reprints but the regular $3.50
net books of 1911 and 1910

Kitty Cobb, $2.25 net, Illustrated
By JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG
One of the leading American gift books.

On Emerson and other Essays

$1.25 net
By MAETERLINCK
The Book of Woodcraft, $1.75 net
By ERNEST THOMPSON SETON

With the Indians in the Rockies

$1.25
By J. WILLIARD SCHULTZ
Public Men and Public Life in

Canada
2 Volumes—Vol. 1, $2.00 net. Vol. 2, $2.25

net
~ By HON. JAMES YOUNG
Two Volumes. The first volume ends with
Confederation, the second, from Confederation
up to the present time. No contribution to
Canadian literature is of greater importance
than this set of books.

POSTPAID AT ABOVE PRICES.
AT ALL BOOKSELLERS OR FROM

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher, 29-37 Richmond St. W., TORONTO




MACMILLAN BOOKS

POPULAR FICTION
The Rich Mrs. Burgoyne
By Kathleen Norris, Author of “ Mother"
Illustrated in colour, $1.25

Sane and clean. Cheerful and helpful. Just
as fine a book as “ Mother " and as charmingly told.

A Man’s World
By Albert Edwards, $1.25
Written with amazing strength, absolute frank-

ness and refreshing candour. The s:cene is laid
largely in the under world.

Christmas
By Zona Gale, $1.25
One of Miss Gale's typical towns in the Middle

West where they decided to ““do without” Christ-
mas. The story tells how they could'nt.

The Call of the Wild
By Jack London, $1.50

A new and special edition with many illustra-
tions in colour. A delightful holiday gift.

Van Cleve
By Mary Watts, $1.25

The author of ‘“Nathan Burke” and ‘ The
Legacy " this time tells us a story of modern times,

My Lady’s Garter
Many Illustrations by Jacques Futrelle, $1.25

A capital ‘“mystery” story centering around
the theft of a famous jewel from the British Museum,

The Lovers
By Eden Phillpotts, $1.25
A new Dartmoor story, but told in a very happy
and pleasing vein.

»
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FOR CHRISTMAS

THE MACMILLAN STANDARD
LIBRARY
Each volume, cloth, 12mo. $0.50 net

The success of the Macmillan Standard Library,
in which series a number of popular books were
published last year, has been greater even than the
expectatations. Seldom has the opportunity been
equalled to purchase works of current interest and
unquestioned authoritativeness, substantially and
attractively bound and printed, at the price of the
books of this “Library.” The series will be aug-
mented at once by the following titles: Robert
Hunter’s ‘“ Poverty,” Jack Londo.a’'s “ Revolution
and other Essays,” Hamilton W. Mabije's ‘¢ Shakes-
peare: Poet, Dramatist and Man,” Francis G,
Peabody's ‘“ The Approach to the Social Question,”
Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick's ““ Home Life in Germany,"
Jack London's *“War of the Classes,” Simon N.
Patten's ‘“The Social Basis of Religion,” Henry
Van Dyke's ‘ The Gospel for a World of Sin."

SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE LISTS

South America: Observations and Reflections

By James Bryce, $2.00
The author of * The American Commonwealth,"
to which this is a companion, discusses the people,
the economic resources, and the prospects for the
development of industry and commerce, The most
notable work of this kind of the year,

The Modern Readers’ Chaucer
With 32 full-page illustrations in color by
Warwick Goble. Boxed $5.00
Any one unversed in old English is familiar with
the difficulty of reading Chaucer in the original—
to many it is not only a difficulty, but an impossi-
bility. The vast literary wealth of Chaucer's
writings has been therefore up to this time beyond
the grasp of the general reader—for there has been
no complete rendering in modern English. It is to
do away with this condition that ‘*The Modern
Reader’s Chaucer” has been prepared. Adhering
closing to the original, the editors havc rendered in
modern English all the wonderful tales of this
early poet.

SEND FOR COMPLETE CHRISTMAS
LISTS AND CATALOGUES.

THE MACMILLAN CO. OF

CANADA, LTD., TORONTO
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New Books for the Autumn

Four New Novels

The Destroying Angel London Lavender
By Joseph Vance By E. V. Lucas
Author or ‘‘The Bandbox,” etc. Author of “Mr. Ingleside,” etc.
Illustrated. Cloth, = -  $1.25. Cloth, $1.25.
Daddy-Long-Legs
By Jean Webster Mrs. l:‘anceIOt
Author of ‘““When Patty Went to BY(‘M?“"“ Hewlett
College,” etc. Illustrated. Cloth, Author of “‘Richard Yea and Nay,”
$1.00. etc. Illustrated. Cloth, $1.25.
Four New Books for the Children
Sky Island The Flight Brothers
By L. Frank Baum By Mrs. L. R. S. Henderson

Author of “‘Sea Fairies,” ‘“The Wiz piot Board
ard of Oz,” etc. Illustrated. Cloth, icture Boards. Illustrated, $1.00.

$1.25.
The Magic Aeroplane The Italian Fairy Book

By Mrs. L. R. S. Henderson By Anne Macdonnell
Picture boards. Illustrated, $1.00. Illustrated. Cloth, $1.50.

Four New Books for the Library

The Unknown Quantity The Wilderness of the North

By Henry Van Dyke Pacific Coast Islands
Author of ¢The Blue Flower,” By Charles Sheldon
«“The Ruling Passion,” etc. I1-  Author of ‘“The Wilderness of the
lustrated. Cloth, $1.50. Upper Yukon.” lHlustrated.
Cloth, $2.00.
Two Years Before the Mast
By R. H. Dana The Joy of Gardens
A new edition of this stirring sea By Lena May McCauley

classic. Illustrated. Cloth, $1.50. Beautifully illustrated. Cloth, $1.75.

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

The Copp Clark Co., Limited, Publishers, Toronto
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NOW READY

orporal Cameron

A Story of the North West Mounted Police
By

RALPH CONNOR

HIS is the latest of Ralph

C OR p O RAL Connor’s famous novels on the
making of the Great North West.

ERON From the cultured environment of

C his old country home, through the

trials and vicissitudes of life in anew
land, Ralph Connor takes young
Cameron until he becomes a Cor-

poral in that great body of men,
The North West Mounted Police.

Never before has the author had a

in any of his earlier books has he
so risen to the opportunities and
possibilities of his theme. It is a
novel to inspire and to thrill and to
satisfy.

First Canadian Edition 35,000
Cloth, 12mo., Net $1.25

RALPH CONNOR AT ALL BOOK STORES

THE WESTMINSTER CO., LIMITED
PUBLISHERS . - ' TORONTO

more picturesque subject, and not
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BECOME A NURSE

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

WOULD you adopt the most attractive profes-

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

Thousands of our graduates, without previous
experience, are today earning $10 to $25 a week.

Write for “How I Became a Nurse” and our
Year Book, explaining' our correspondence and
home practice method ; 370 pages with the ex-
periences of our graduates.

48 specimen lesson pages sent free to all enquirers

The Chautauqua School of Nursing
210 MAIN ST. Eleventh Year JAM STOWN, N.Y*

FINE LEATHER GOODS

New, Finest Complete line of

LADIES’ BAGS
Wallets, Letter and Card
Cases, Portfolios, KEtc.

BROWN BROS.:

MANUFACTURERS LEATHER GOODS

%&amazoo Point Number Two

TheKalamazm [23°Binder
is of Simple

T

’ HE mechanism of the
1 “Kalamazoo” Loose Leaf

Binder s so simple that one hesi-
]‘ tates to call it “mechanism” at all.
It has no exposed metal parts,
and two or four flexible rawhide
thongs take the place of the rigid
metal posts of the binders in
general use.

These thongs are secured to a
cross bar working on a threaded
screw, and by the operation of
the key at the end of this screw,
the covers are drawn together
or opened for the insertion or
removal of sheets.

The “KALAMAZOO"
Loose Leaf Binder has been
made in the United States and
in England for many years and
is to-day recognized as the best
expression of the Loose Leaf
idea that has yet been offered.

1 Werite for descriptive booklet “C. M.
| giving partial list of Canadian users
[ of the ‘“Kalamazoo' Binder,

l

Warwick Bros. & Rutter

51-53 WELLINGTON ST. W., TORONTO

i Limited
Loose Leaf & Account- = King &
0o akers = Spadina
o Toronto :

<
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L

Faculty of 100
Specialists.

Attendance last
season 2040

:m"'—‘";'—'"“"‘l i \_ - : . I, Students.
: _ g=— 1 Pupils May Enter
RSN i it at Any Time.
st e e AL L e S s Women's Residence.

YEAR BOOK for 1912-13 will be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Expr

RIDLEY COLLEGE L ower School for boys under fourleengcemirely separate. Upper School prepares boys or the

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres
h 2 O In 1909 the School wona University Scholarship in Classics and in 1910 2nd Classics and
St. Catharines, Ont. Mathematies. REV. J. O. MILLAR, M.A., D.C.L., Principal.

Ontario
Ladies’
College

100 ACRES OF GROUND, CAMPUS, GYMNASIUM, SWIMMING POOL.

And Ontario Seven resident University Graduates give instruction in the Literary
Conservatory of Music  Department, and other departments are equally in advance of the ordin-
and Art. ary Ladies’ Colleges in staff and equipment. Proximity to Toronto gives

::}ilty::d‘}/lantaggs without distraction incident to city residence. Offers
he highest ucational Facilities and an exceptio}lally pleasant home
wnlgaElYa'daONT. life under healthful and inspiring surroundings. Send for Calendar to

REV. J. J. HARE, Ph.D., Principal. l
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ST. ANDREW'’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys, Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. UPPE, 4 and
plication, Spring Term Commences
Jan. 20th, 1913,

TOWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on ap
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., HEADMASTER

ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus
MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

MRS, GBRORGE DICKSON,
President. BRI : o R T ARCUPRL . -

Successes :

1st Place McGill Science
Matric. in 1910 and 1912

Head Master:

C.S. Fosbery, MA.

MONTREAL

TORONTO YOUR DAUGHTER may acquire a

safe and liberal education at

COLLEGE OF MUSIC |-
@rna ducics) Cllege

12-14 PEMBROKE STREET
A study of enviroment is as necessary on your

TO s
BORON part as the nature of the training to be acquired.
Select and practised faculty. Situation and
climate ideal. Superior health record. Varied

Musical Director. . : i
courses. ees moderate. ollege re-opens
PIANOVIOS:G#:EOR‘Y,OCAL after ‘Xmas. Vacation on January 6th.
ROBERT I. WARNER, M.A, D.D.
ST. THOMAS, ONT.

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

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

SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Boarding and Day School for Girls

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

|2

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

New Prospectus from Miss STuarT

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

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

A~ %
o
\

“chool

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

en occupying some of the most prominent This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
l%lom‘xl:n E‘hnﬁia. boo}.h in the urmy‘? the pro- roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-
Fe.;s-lonn and in business, have been educa at date, sanitary and well ventilated.
Bishop's College School. Boys are prepared for R M.C., Kingston, the
All B.C 8. candidates for Matriculation into the Universities and business life by an efficient staff
Royal Military College Kingston, passed success- of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
fully, the heada boy taking fourth place. sities. e |

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Ete., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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Havergal Ladies’ College

JARVIS STREET TORONTO
PRINCIPAL - - MISS KNOX

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

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

Junior School
sident in the Northern and Western parts of the City. Large Playing
—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey. Under the direct supervision of Miss
ed by specialists in Junior School teaching and in Languages,
For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.
R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.

for the convenience of pupil
Grounds of nearly four
Knox, a

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ €ollege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.

President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan

Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for the
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examina-
tion of the Toronto Conservatory of Musie, and for
the Royal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified Staff,
Special attention given to Language and Music.
High and healthy situation. Good grounds and
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Electric Light.
Perfect Sanitary Ararngements.

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Prircipa

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

This college is thoroughly equipped in every department. Has an efficient
staff. Is ideally situated. Gives ample accommodation.
Write for calendar and particulars
The Rev. W. D, Armstrong, M.A,. Ph.D., D.D., President,

The MMargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

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

Send for Calendar

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the Univeni&y and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,
who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress,

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

ASHBURY COLLEGE

ROCKCLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA
RESIDENT and DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Modern, fireproof buildings. Excellent Sanitation. b Ten acres of playing fields : Gymnasium,
Careful preparation for R. M. College, Universities and R. Canadian Navy. The last seven years all candidates for R. M
C. entrance passed, one first place.

For Calendar apply:
REV. GEO P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. (DXON) HEADMASTER.
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Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL
College Street - TORONTO
FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR.
Pres.—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Toronto
A Church Residential and Day School
for Girls. Full Matriculation Course.
Elementary work—Domestic Arts—Music
and Painting.
Principal : MISS WALSH,
Vice-Principal: MISS NATION.
Also at 221 Lonsdale Ave., a Branch
Junior Day School.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

mestminster
Go[lege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Education.

The School, by an unfailing emphasis
upon the moral as well as the intellectual,

aims at the development of a true woman
hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C., President.
Ve ’ T 5
WESTMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO ~ MRs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.
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The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal
Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is accomplishing
are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

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

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

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a practical and
scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education, g

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Physics,
Chemistry, French and English,

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course,
and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures
health and excellent physical condition. <

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

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

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is
about $800. X

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
at the headquarters of the several military districts. : : 2

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

THE SCHOOL THAT MADE TYPEWRITING FAMOUS

St. Jerome’s College
BERLIN, ONT.
Residential School for Boys and Young Men Kennedy SChOOl

Courses :
Business, High-School, College Courses ““ Specialists in Stenography ”

New Buildings, Hygienic Equipments, Private Rooms, TORONTO

Shower Baths, Fine New Gymnasium, Swimming Pool,
Runaing Track, Auditorium.

SRS TEU § WONEONIE 570 Bloor St. W. Get Our Catalogue.
Rev. A. L. ZINGER, C.R., Pres.

Branksome Hall

10 Elffi Rvenue, Toronte

A RESIDENTAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS.

Hon, Principal, MISS SCOTT,
Principal, MiSS EDITH M. READ, M.A.

tion for the University and for examinations in Music. Well gquipped Art Depar§ment.
Prgll‘)l?;?o:,;hly efficient staff. yOutdoor Games—Tennis, Basketball, Rink. Healthy locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS. For Prospectus apply to the SECRETARY.
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AreYOU in the

Low Wages is a giant

that holds many an am-
bitious man in its grip.

The very fact that his
wages ARE low seems to

make it impossible for

him to do anything to get a bet-
ter paying position. It holds him
down to the grindstone of
cheap labor day in and day out,
labor that is always uncertain
because there are hundreds of
other men eager for the job.
It holds himdown to an exis-
tence on the bare necessities
of life and provides but rarely
any of the luxuries that bring
increased happiness and home
comfort.

Are YOU in the grip of this
giant of despair? Do you
want a better position? Do
you want larger earnings? Do
you want advancement and suc-
cess? Then do something to get
them. You CAN get themif you
will. To start, ask an institution
that for 12 years has devoted
its entire efforts to assisting men

just like you, how it can help §,

YOU to secure this
advancement. [n all
these years they sure-
ly have gathered some
information that will
benefit you. Ask
them for it. It is free. Use
this coupon now.
You don't have to leave home.
You don’t have to leave your
present position. Only a small
part of your spare time is re-
quired. If you really want to
be more, to do more and to earn
more, do yourself the justice of
using this coupon NOW.,

SicCsS

Shaw Correu;«;:ndence School

391 Yonge Street, ToroNTO CANADA

Please explain (without obligation on my part) bow I can suecesstully
qualify for the position or prolession underlined.

Chartered Accountant
‘A:uditoAr
ost Accountant Art Specialist
Modern Banking Teacher (I:( ‘An
Bookkeeper
Slelotrapher
e l;:-waper Reporter

Ad-Writer Show-Card Writer
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What Shall
I Give?

Christmas brings with it the gift-problem.
Like every other man, you are puzzled to
know exactly how to spend your money to
best advantage.

Let us make a suggestion.

Why not present your wife and children
or your father and mother with a sound,
fully paid-for Life Insurance Policy ?

Other gifts may be more ornamental; few
would be more acceptable. In the event
of your death, such a Policy might stand
between your loved ones and poverty.

North American Life Policies cover the
whole range of Insurance needs. They
give maximum protection at a minimum cost.

Consult a representative of the

North American

Life Assurance Co.

112-118 King Street West,
Toronto, Canada.

The Greatest
Fortunes

have been built upon the foundation
of small savings. Once acquired,
the saving habit grows. Then,
when opportunity knocks at your
door, you are prepared. Make a
beginning with a dollar. Open an
account to-day. We credit compound
interest at three and one-half per
cent.

Married Women

may open Savings Accounts and retain con-
trol. A great many ladies are availing
themselves of the convenience and facilities
our Savings Department affords. One of
our Deposit Pass Books, showing an entry
at her credit, would be a Christmas gift
much appreciated by your wife.

Parents

may open Savings Accounts for children,
and may retain control. Or, if preferred,
the control may be given to the children.
One of our Deposit Pass Books will make
an excellent Christmas present for your
boy or girl. Many a successful man owes
his start in life to a little capital accumula-
ted for him by his parents in this way

INTEREST

is credited twice a year and compounded at

Three and One-Half
Per Cent.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, - Toronto
ESTABLISHED 1855.
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THE MERIT OF THE
FIXED PREMIUM

{Recent events in the domain of life insurance
afiord another illustration of the superiority of
the Fixed Premium system, under which the
regular legal reserve companies operate.

(In the evening of life, when earning power is
declining, a man’s monetary obligations should
grow less, rather than greater.

(That is just what happens in regard to
premium payments for life insurance, through
the application of dividends in reduction of
premiums, under the participating policies of

The Mutual Life Assurance
Company of Canada

HEAD OFFICE - . WATERLOO, ONT.
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

rporated 1869

with which is united The Traders Bank of Canada.

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 12,500,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,500,000 Total Assets = 175,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIR :

HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B. JOHNSTON, K.C.,2nd Vice- President
C A.J. Bro

WWWWWWWWW on. Dav ackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond .J. Brown, K.
W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson
.......... W. J. Sheppard y
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches P. J. Sherman, Asst

., C. E. Neilland P. J. an, . Gen.-Managers
200-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—C90
Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Jamaica, Trinidad and
Bahamas Islands,
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THE EXCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA,

Assets ....... ... $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

2 are what intending insurers desire, both
secu"ty obtained under ** Excelsior " policies which
3¢ also contain the * Last W. " in libera

“d Prof“ ;;;«;ucr(;:-t’un the as ord” in liberal
“e rofits is because it has n continuously
Foremo:tt in those features from which profits

Reuon are derived.

the Company has been able to pay satisfactory

In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
Death Rate 34 per cent of expected.
N Expenses decreased 2.50 per cent.

Agents Wanted : to give either entire or

spare time.

E. MARSHALL,
General Manager

D. FASKEN,
President,
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Lsterbrook
Steel Perns | .

250 Styles

Esterbrook’s Inflexible
No. 322 is the favorite
pen in banks and with
accountants. It makes
fine clear figures ; the ink
dries immediately — no
need of blotting.

There's an Esterbrook

Pen for every purpose—
fine, medium and broad
points,

ASK YOUR STATIONER.

Write for illustrated booklet,

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg. Co.
95 John Street, New York
Works : Camden, N, J.
Brown Bros., Limited

Canadian Agents
Toronto

WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 1851

ASSETS,
LIABILITIES,

SECURITY TO POLICY-
HOLDERS

$3,213,438.28
469,254.36

2,744,183.92

————

LOSSES paid since organization of C
1 $54,069,727.16

DIRECTORS:;

Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
W. R. BROCK, Vice-President
W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director

Head Office: - Toronto
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Paid-up Capital - -

Reserve Funds - -
186 Branches in Canada.

Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and rd, and in
est allowed at best current rl.h:ln e e

General Banking Business.

$6,700,000
5,900,000
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up = - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund - = = 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits - = 138,046.68

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

THE FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office - HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets exceed $ 4,900,000
Insurance in force exceeds, $22,500,000

Full information as to plans, rates, etc.,\

will be furnished by the Agents of the

Company, or from the Home Office at
Hamilton, Canada.
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Money the Key

MONEY in hand—or in the Bank. . is a

Key which will open for you doors of
opportunity which remain locked to those
without funds. You can save money from your present
income by the help of a Savings Account. The balance
should soon be $100; then $500 and more. You will
then be in a position to purchase prosperity,

The Bank of Toronto invites your Savings Account.
Your savings will be safe—Interest is added half-yearly.

Courtesy and appreciation will be shown
HE you at all times.

BANK or TORONTO.

Is a Strong Institution.

—Capital, - - - $5,000,000
—Rest, - - - 6,000,000
—Assets, - - - over 58,000,000

--116 Branches in Ontario, Quebec, and the
‘West.

Head Office, = " Toronto
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THE

NORTHERN

Life Assurance
Co. of Canada

HEAD OFFICE
London, Ont.

JOHN MILNE
Managing-Director

The Company has closed the past year
with an increase of over 257 in business
written, and an increase of 129 of business
in force.

Corresponding gains in every depart-
ment.

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

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6%

We shall be pleased to aid vou in the
selection of a desirable investment.

Dominion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

An Investment Yielding Seven Per Cent.

Special Features

Safety, large earning capacity, long establish-
ed trade connection, privilege of withdrawing
investment at end of one year with not less
than 77, on 60 day's notice.

Send At Once for Full Particulars.

7

Share in Profits
This security is backed up by a long establish-

ed and substantial manufacturing business, em-
bracing a number of the most modern plants
in existence, that has always paid dividends
and the investor shares in all profits, and
dividends are paid twice a year, on Ist June

and December.

NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited

CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING,

TORONTO, ONT,

AGAIN IN 1912

—as in preceding years—the plain evidence of RESULTS proves
that the most popular Life Policies in Canada are those of The

Great-West Life.

Applications for the year will exceed $24,000,000. Business in force
now exceeds $81,000,000, protecting over 40,000 Policyholders.

This popularity rests upon a very sound foundation.

Investigate.

The Great-West Life Assurance Company

Head Office

Winnipeg
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The Ganadian Bank of Commerce

Head Office: Toronto

PAID UPLCAPITAL $15,000,000 REST $12,500,000
SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O., D.C.L., LL.D., President
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager

TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS

The Canadian Bank of Commerce by reason of its large number of branches
in every Province of Canada with direct representation in London, England, New
York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Oregon, Mexico and St. John's, New-
foundland and with Agents and Correspondents in every part of the world, is able
to offer unsurpassed facilities to the travelling public, enabling them to obtain
money in the simplest way at any point on their journey the world over. The
Travellers’ Cheques and Letters of Credit issued by this Bank overcome the
annoying difficulties of obtaining funds abroad, especially in places where identi-
fication is ditficult.

Cheques and drafts on all countries of the world drawn in sterling, francs,
marks lire, kronen, etc., can be cashed or purchased at reasonable rates
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BANK OF HAMILTON

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000

RESERV}, AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,500,000

$6,500,000

TOTALASSETS OVER $45.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
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The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops.
The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
The Land of Opportunity.

Why not own a farm?
Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ ground floor.”

160 Acres Free

The boundless prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
increasing; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
ROOM for 50,000,000 more.

For further information apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA
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SAPOLIO

is in charge of the ‘‘uplift work’’ in the community. It Cleans,

Scours, Polishes, not only in the home, but the Sapolio spirit

shows itself in the very streets. Sapolio-kept homes create self-
respect and a community interest, and everywhere Sapolio

WorKks Without Waste

ENOCH MORGAN’'S SONS CO., Sole Manufacturers
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The Trade Mark which guards the Fruit
from the orchard to your table

Demand pure frui t p od t —f it gathered, selected and conveyed to the factory
un l sl tsupe it is then prepared and cooked in absolute cleanliness.

E D. S. PRESERVES

et thes strongest requirements to the last degree. They are 1007, pure and
hav the l ous, fresh ripe, fruit flavor, which
otten los t )tl r brands, not so wellcared for,
db the dltonot olo ngadhanflp
servative preparations. E. D. S. Brand Pre
Jams andiJellies do not contain a vestige of any
sort of preservative,

SEE THAT YOUR GROCER GIVES YOU
E. D.S. BRAND

Made by

E. D. Smithi.:% Winona, Ont.
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ThHE GRAY PUP
BY KATHLEEN R. COLEMAN (“KIT")

ILLUSTRATIONS BY ARTHUR W. PARSONS

“T'HIS ’ere purp,”’” said Billy
Jones, as Walker the Clown
stripped off the scarlet jacket and un-
laced the little drum of Toby, the
trick dog, ‘‘This ’ere purp might be
any age, for the looks ’o ’im. I
’eard a woman in the parade callin’,
‘Ain’t it a shime for them there cir-
cus people to be usin’ up the old dorg
that way!’” Guess she was one o’
them there wimmin wot goes into
hysterics wen they sees a man ’ittin’
a lazy team an’ up an’ reports ’im.
'Ow old might ’e be, Walker?”’

‘““‘Just three years,’’ said the clown
as the rough-coated gray dog shook
himself, then scrabbled round in a
circle barking crazily. ‘‘That breed
always looks old. He’d be a prize
pup but for the dash of russet on his
ears. That shows the touch of mon-
grel in him.”’

‘““’E’s all the cleverer for that,”’
said the admiring Bill. ‘“‘I’ve ’eard
as them there thoroughbreds ’as no
brains wotever, he they men or dogs.
Say, you're as fond o’ the purp as
another man’d be of his gal.”’

‘‘Fonder, maybe,’” said Walker, as
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he whistled the dog to him and went
off in the direction or the dressing
tent in answer to the call bell for re-
hearsal. Toby, his bar-sinister ablaze
in the sunlight, romped after him.

‘““Fonder then you are of Rosaly,
anyway,’’ said the bareback rider to
liimself as he watched the clown dis-
appear. (‘I’ll wager you don’t know
she’s ready to throw herself at your
‘ead—but Le Tour does.”’

The troupe had just come off par-
ade in the little country town, and
the big tent would shortly be ready
for the afternoon. The dinner gong
had just sounded and the performers
were hurrying to their places. It was
the first stop of the season of Col-
lyer and Chant’s popular three-ring
show, and a good house was looked
for, as everyone was ready for a bit
of fun after the long winter. Walker,
though a top-notcher in the clown
line, was placed after Toby in the
posters. The gray pup was a head-
liner, and one of the biggest draw-
ing cards for the children, who loved
to see him leap through blazing
hoops and beat the drum in the band
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of performing seals. For two years
he had been in the ‘‘profesh’’ with
his master, and now was billed to
appear in his latest feat, being shot
from a cannon to a little platform in
mid-air, where he was caught by Le
Tour, the trapeze artist. Walker had
been nervous of late when Toby was
thrown up, for he knew the acrobat
hated him on account of Rosaly.
The girl was one of the big troupe
of bareback riders and the daughter
of the wardrobe woman—a very pret-
ty, very decent little girl with a touch
of commonness born of the life and
its surroundings. Long since her
woman’s eye had seen beneath the
paint and grimacing of Walker. He
was not one of them. No one had
asked any questions when Walker
joined the company seven years be-
fore. He asked for work and as
they were shorthanded at the mo-
ment, was taken on as stake and can-
vas man. He had worked his way
up from sledgeman to top mnotch in
the clown business, didn’t drink too
much, kept to himself, and told little
beyond that he hailed from across
the pond, and was down on his luck.
A touch of brogue proclaimed where
he came from. And there were stories
—all sorts of stories—that he was a
bank thief who had had to leave his
country, that he emigrated because
of some woman, had been a forger,
and general crook., What everyone
did know was that Walker had some-
how aequired the education and man-
ner of a gentleman, that he made
few friends, avoided women, was a
first-rate hand at his business, and
owned the cleverest dog in the trade.
The pup’s mother he had rescued
from drowning three years before.
In a burst of gratitude she had pre-
sented him with a family of six, of
which Toby was the sole remainder.
Finding the dog intelligent, Walker
took to teaching him tricks, and it
was only when Mrs. Pett, Rosaly’s
mother, remarked one day that
“Toby was a good bit smarter at
his job than most others that bum

rcund here’’—that the clown thought
of turning the little chap’s talent to
account. Now the pup was earning
a tidy little salary of his own.

The affection between man and
dog had grown and strengthened un-
til Walker got almost touchy on the
subject. He was a big, loosely-made
fellow; not a favourite except with
Billy Jones, the little cockney rider,
who with half an eye saw that
Walker had not been brought up to
this sort of life.  ‘‘The fellow’s a
gent, all right,”’ he told Le Tour, ‘I
knows one w’en I sees ‘im’’—at
which the thin Frenchman would
sneer out an oath or two. But Billy
Jones knew. It was only to Toby,
however, that Walker revealed his
soul. The hard gray coat had felt
those tears that in breaking moments
are wrung from the soul of a man.
And Toby respected his master’s
confidence. Too, there was a way he
had of thrusting his russet head into
a man’s hand and of lying up eclose
against a man’s side that in its way
brought comfort

He was a queer little make-up him-
self with his deep amber eyes set in
a ring of black; his wise gray face,
his ears drooping and sensitive like
those of an elephant. He was a close
friend of Fairy, the biggest elephant,
who let him sleep in the straw be-
neath her feet and in many clumsy
ways showed her preference. Above
all, Toby loved the circus. He gloried
in the parade, where he sat stiffly in
his little cart, dressed in a red jacket
and laced cap. Around his middle
his drum was strapped He rapped
it vigorously from time to time with
his forepaws, looking out at the peo-
ple the while with sad, yellow eyes

Everyone was good to the dog,
especially Rosaly. The caresses she
lavished on Toby she could very
easily have bestowed on his master,
and for one of them Le Tour would
have died. Rosaly was @ pretty,
dark-eyed little thing, graceful and
slim, and the envy of all the women
—especially Tiize, the hard-faced

B
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Drawing by A. W. Parsouns

** The affection between man and dog had grown and strengthened until Walker
got almost touchy on the subject. 1t was only to Toby that Walker revealed his soul.

And Toby respected his master's confidence. Too, there was a way he had of thrusting
his nose into a man's hand,”
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chariot racer. The men cireled round
her like flies round a honey-pot, but
she only cared—Ilike all women—for
the one man who never came near,
the man who had long ago outlived
all tender emotions of that sort.
Walker was polite, that was all, but
Rosaly showed her interest a little
too plainly. Rosaly had a way of
finding Walker when their turn was
over—just to pat old Toby, as she
said, and give him a bit of candy.

After rehearsal Lie Tour was in
the dressing tent, doctoring a bruised
face he had got while practising a
new double jump on a narrow plat-
form.

‘‘Halloa, Toby,”” he called to the
dog, who was sitting beside his mas-
ter. ““‘Helloa, pup! feelin’ pretty
chirpy, eh?’’

The gray dog looked at him side-
ways, but made no motion of recog-
nition or cordiality. His ‘‘banner’’
was curled closely round his hind
feet without a hint of a wag in it.
“Surly cur!”’ muttered ILe Tour, as
he mopped his bruises with arnica.
““What do you keep such an ill-tem-
pered brute as that about you for,
Walker? He don’t do much, Any
sort of dog’d stand being shot out
of a gun, an’ as for the swing work—
a nigger’s yellow dog 'ud do it as
well.”’

Whimsical Walker took his pipe
from his mouth slowly—Ilooked into
it, tapped it against the side of the
trunk, and proceeded to fill it from
his pouch. His hand trembled slight-
ly—very slightly. He patted the
gray dog softly. e neither looked
at nor spoke to Le Tour, as, whist-
ling the dog to him, he left the tent.

The acrobat was in an ugly -tem-
per. His bruised face was hurting
him.

“A d—d cur, that’s what he is,”’
he muttered, ‘‘and what’s more, his
master is another—’’

‘’0ld on there, Smithers,”’ called
out Billy Jones, the English bare-
back rider, ‘‘don’t mike a hass of
yourself. He’s a gentleman and a
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quiet chap as most of these ’ere kind
of fellers are, but they can ’it out
a blamed sight quicker 'n you or me
—and w’en they ’its they ’its ’eavy.
You take my advice an’ leave that
‘ere feller an’ ’is dawg alone. Wot’s
the matter with the dawg? ’E’s all
right.’’ .

“I tell you again—you blooming
Britisher, he’s a d—d cad of an
Irishman, and his dog’s a surly cur.”’

The Englishman straightened. Iis
frank face flushed a bit as he turn-
ed towards Le Tour—but he held
his temper well in hand.

‘“Shut your fice, Smithers,’’ he
said quietly, ‘‘wot’s the good of callin’
nimes? Any bloke can do that. W’y
don’t you do somethink? A& If yer
blood’s up, let ’er go. Give the Irish-
man a charnce.’”’ :

““Jest you wait. 1’ll give the whole
blamed shootin’ match a chance when
I feel like it,”” retorted Le Tour
viciously.

After dinner Whimsical Walker
went swinging along at a great pace
with his pipe in his mouth and his
hands thrust deep in his pockets.
The gray dog bounded Jjoyous-
ly before him. They were tak-
ing a brisk walk before the
afternoon’ performance. The man
wanted a quiet hour to think things
over. He was beginning to feel dis-
satisfied with the life. At first it
had done well enough, had helped
him to forget the treachery of the
woman who had fooled him long ago,
but of late the man had yearnings
for the life that really belonged to
him. He had saved a bit of money,
for his salary was fair and he did
not spend it in diamonds and wine
as did Le Tour and the rest. But it
was time for him to break away from
it all. A man of forty-two has no
business knocking about the sawdust
and grimacing at the crowd. Cross-
ing a vacant lot he sat down on a
stump and continued his cogitations.
Things were taking a rather un-
pleasant turn at the big camp. There
was the little girl. Walker was no




Drawing by A, W. Parsons

*“Rosaly, under the glow ot the afternoon sunshine, softened and mellowed by the
canvas, looked her prettiest. She watched the clown with brilliant eyes. To her this
uncouth figure was not whimsy the clown, but a big, clean-shaven athletic, gentlemanly-

looking man with a somewhat sad face and graying hair.”
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Drawing by A. W. Parsons

“The small gray body came hurling down, turned as it fell—and lashed the saw-
dust at Walker's feet. A cry went out, and many perscns stood up on their seats, and
the sound of a child's crying rose shrill. The circus girl slirped trom her horse and

steadied herself on its shoulder.”




THE GRAY PUP

cad, but he could hardly help seeing
how much more she favoured him
than any of the other men. But he
could not be churlish when the girl
came to him with ‘“Oh, Mr. Walker,
please will you let me take Toby
for a walk afer the dinner hour?”’
Besides, she was a very pretty girl
and Walker was—an Irishman. But
he could see how it angered Le Tour.
He, Walker, was a bigger man, and
if it came to a tussle—Whimsy whis-
tled softly—why, he’d been in a
rough and tumble before now and
had not pleyed under-dog either.

“There are curs, my puppy dog,’’
he told Toby presently, when that
wise gray person abandoned a delir-
ious hunt after a respectable black
cat, who at that moment was blink-
ng lazy green eyves dow.. at him from
the top of a wall, ‘‘there are curs
who walk upon two, not four legs,
and when such curs lose their tem-
per, and bite and growl without rea-
son, there is only one way to deal
with them, and that particular way,
my dog, you may see practised on
one of our friends presently if he
doesn’t learn to behave himself.
Come, Toby, jump up—it’s time we
were back in the harness shop, but
it won’t be for long now, little dog—
you and your old master will get
away from it all soon.”’

Things went with a rush that af-
ternoon. Walker was in splendid
form and his inimitable baseball act
—played alone and in beautiful sil-
ence—set the house in good humour
with itself. Rosaly, under the glow of
the afternoon sunshine, softened and
mellowed by the canvas, looked her
prettiest. A casual round of ap-
plause greeted the pretty girl as she
danced into the ring, bowing and
throwing kisses to the crowd. Ap-
parently stunned by this apparitian
of loveliness, the clown took a tiny
mirror from his pocket, and was so
overcome by his own frightful ap-
. pearance that he wept aloud, then
fell to his capering and tumbling.
The girl watched him with brilliant
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eyes. To her this uncouth figure was
not Whimsy the Clown, but a big,
clean-shaven, athletic, gentlemanly-
looking man with a somewhat sad
fa'ce and graying hair,

Up above the ring, Le Tour, the
acrobat, was performing on a couple
of swings. He was a clever fellow
and had the heart of a lion in regard
to his work, which was not over
the net, as he said he could do
better without one. Besides, the
public liked the excitement at-
tendant on the chance of a man’s
breaking his back before their eyes
—and so many clever things had been
done in the acrobat line of late that
people were getting tired of tame
turns and needed the element of dan-
ger to give them an interest in tra-
peze work. There were cities where
Le Tour was not permitted to work
without a net, but this was not one,
and whenever he got the chance he
took it.

Whimsical Walker was always in-
tensely nervous when the big acrobat
did his mid-air somersaults without
the net. Not for the man’s sake, but
for Toby’s. From a platform below,
the gray dog was shot by a can-
non, to the high wooden plat-
eau, where, between turns, Le Tour
took breathing spells. It was the
acrobat’s business to ecatch the little
figure as it came shooting up to him,
and afterwards to come down the
long rope to the ground with the
trick dog on his shoulders. This fea-
ture always came off while Whimsy
was in the ring, and the clown never
failed to fasten anxious eyes on the
big gun, and whistle a bar to his
comrade when he lighted safely on
his perch. To-day, amid the tense
silerce that always fell when the
music ceased and the big drum
thrummed theavily, Toby was shot
from the cannon’s throat and went
skimming up to where Le Tour, with
outstretched arms, awaited him. A
great cheer shook the tent when the
dog landed safely. When it subsid-
ed a peculiar whistle reached the ears
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of Toby—a joyous ‘“Woof!’”’ came in
answer.

Rosaly, as she leaped through the
hoop of paper flowers that Whimsy
held for her, smiled radiantly at him
and threw him a rose from her hair.
The clown kissed it and thrust it
into the breast of his ridiculous lit-
tle jacket. The eyes of Le Tour,
nearing the ground on his way down
the rope, saw the foolish by-play.

At half-past seven that evening
‘Whimsical Walker sat on a camp
stool in a corner of the men’s dress-
ing tent making up his clown’s face.
He felt stupid and out of sorts. His
fine figure looked well in the dull
red tights that he wore under the
immense green and white clown’s
pyjamas which he had not yet don-
ned. The other men were busy put-
ting the finishing touches to their
dress, and Whimsy with the dog be-
side him was comparatively alone in
his corner.

“What a fool I look, Toby,”’ he
said as he white-washed his face and
neck, and with his paint brush be-
gan to make up his ridiculous clown’s
mask, which by a funny combination
of effects made the lower part of his
face appear to laugh while the upper
part wept, ‘‘and I’'m even a greater
fool than I look, old dog, which is
not saying much for my wisdom at
the best of times. Helloa! there goes
our first summons.”’ He jumped in-
to the pyjamas, tied on the green,
white and red ruffles, adjusted his
peaked fool’s cap and slipped on his
grotesque scow-shaped shoes.  The
dog was already dressed in a crim-
son velvet coat and little flat cap fix-
ed between the ears by wires attach-
ed to his collar. Around his middle
was strapped a girth of tiny bells,
which rang at his every movement.

The clown and his dog stepped in-
to a dark eorner immediately behind
the parted flap in the canvas. Wal-
ker held the dog in his arms till his
cne would come, when he would hand
him to a boy in attendance, who
would take him to the men who
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manipulated the cannon. The clown
pressed his little comrade closely to
him and in the shadow stooped and
kissed his rough coat. ‘‘You’ve been
all through it with me, old chap,”’
he said a bit brokenly, ‘‘and we’ll
keep together in the days that are
coming—there’s my cue. Here you
are, Skinner—catch hold—off with
you, Toby.”’

A moment later, amid a round of
applause, Whimsical Walker was
wheeling a large baby carriage con-
taining another clown in a baby’s
bonnet around the ring, and pretty
Rosaly was leaping through her rose
wreaths with sparkling eyes and
laughing lips.

As the time drew mnear for Toby’s
act, Walker grew strangely nervous.
Le Tour was already in his place
standing on the narrow platform,
where he was to catch the dog. His
face looked ghastly white all around
the vivid dabs of paint. The big
tent resounded to the buzz of voices.
It hummed like ‘a vast hive. The
lights never before seemed to the
clown so staring and garish. The
people’s faces almost made him dizzy.
The smell of sawdust, of horses, of
the animals caged outside, mingling
with odours of perfume, sickened
him. He went through the perform-
ance hardly knowing what he was
about till he heard the thunder of
the big drum as the ring-master step-
ped forward to announce the sensa-
tion of the evening.

The house became silent save for
the low confused murmur of voices
speaking in undertones. One might
almost have heard the champing of
horses in the tent outside. Rosaly’s
white horse was held by the ring-
master, and its pretty rider sat gaz-
ing at Walker. The clown was walk-
ing on his hands round the edge of
the ring waving huge lanterns at-
tached to his shoes. As the drum
ceased thrumming he cast these from
him and stood erect and threw an
anxious glance at the little plateau
on which Le Tour was lying ready to
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grasp the dog. Behind the mask of
paint the Irishman felt his face
whitening. He had an odd feeling
about his heart. The girl’s eyes never
left him.

“Boom!’’> The big gun belched
forth its living charge. Flying up,
up, up, went the little erimson-coat-
ed trick dog—up to where the man’s
outstretched hands were waiting.
Then—God! what was it! He missed
somehow !

The small gray body came hurtling
down, turned as it fell—and lashed
the saw-dust at Walker’s feet.

A cry went out, and many persons
stood up on their seats, and the sound
of a child’s erying rose shrill. The
cireus girl slipped from her horse
and steadied herself against its
shoulder,
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The clown stood quite still. His
ridiculous face was working. Some-
one, catching sight of it, began to
laugh. A couple of men came in with
a litter, and gathering the broken
body of the dog in its foolish erim-
son jacket, walked quickly away. The
clown made a break after them; the
ring-master cracked his whip sharp-
ly, and Whimsical Walker began to
dance. The house, which had been
startled for a moment by the ill-
success of the much-advertised trick
dog, fell into pleasant laughter at
the sight of this poor buffoon caper-
ing there with his ridiculous face
half laughing, half weeping. The
band crashed out again, and Fairy,
the biggest elephant, trotted heavily
into the ring, bearing the little Jap
jugglers on her broad back.

LOVE IS DEAD
By PEREGRINE ACLAND

RING the knell, for Love is dead,
Stricken by Time’s callous hand,

Ye for whom his shafts were sped,
Ring the knell, for Love is dead!

He hath drooped his boyish head

On cool Lethe’s shadowed strand,
Ring the knell, for Love is dead,
Stricken by Time’s eallous hand.




THE HINISHED STORY
BY L. M. MONTGOMERY

AUTHOR OF ‘' ANNE OF GREEN GABLES’, ‘ CHRONICLES OF AVONLEA,"” ETC.

SIIE always sat in a corner of the

west veranda at the hotel, knit-
ting something white and fluffy, or
pink and fluffy, or pale blue and
flaffy—always fluffy, at least, and al-
ways dainty. Shawls and scarfs and
hoods the things were, I believe.
When she finished one she gave it to
gome girl and began another. Every
girl at Harbour Light that summer
wore some distracting thing that had
been fashioned by Miss Sylvia’s slim,
tireless, white fingers.

She was old, with that beautiful,
serene old age which is as beautiful
in its way as youth, Her girlhood
and womanhood must have been very
lovely to have ripened into such a
beauty of sixty years. It was a sur-
prise to everyone who heard her call-
ed Miss Sylvia. She looked so like
a woman who ought to have stalwart,
grown sons and dimpled little grand-
children.

For the first two days after the
arrival at the hotel she sat in her
corner alone. After that she was
never alone. There was always a
circle of young people around her;
old folks and middle-aged people
would have liked to join it, but Miss
Sylvia, while she was gracious to all,
let it be distinetly understood that
her sympathies were with youth. She
sat among the boys and girls, young
men and maidens, like a fine white
queen. Her dress was always the
same and somewhat old-fashioned,
but nothing else would have suited
her half so well; she wore a lace cap
on her snowy hair and a heliotrope
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shawl over her black silk shoulders.
She knitted continually and talked
a good deal, but listened more. We
sat around her at all hours of the
day and told her everything.

‘When you were first introduced to
her you called her Miss Stanleymain.
Her endurance of that was limited
to twenty-four hours. Then she beg-
ged you to call her Miss Sylvia, and
as Miss Sylvia you spoke and thought
of her forevermore.

Miss Sylvia liked us all, but T was
her favourite. She told us so frank-
ly and let it be understood that when
I was talking to her and her helio-
trope shawl was allowed to slip un-
der one arm it was a sign that we
were not to be interrupted. I was
as vain of her favour as any love-
lorn suitor whose lady had honoured
him, not knowing, as I came to know
Iater, the reason for it.

Although Miss Sylvia had an un-
limited capacity for receiving con-
fidences she mnever gave any. We
were all sure that there must be some
romance in her life, but our efforts
to discover it were unsuccessful. Misg
Sylvia parried tentative questions so
skilfully that we knew she had some-
thing to defend. But one evening,
when I had known her a month, as
time is reckoned, and long years as
affection and understanding are com.-
puted, she told me her story—at
least, what there was to tell of it,
The last chapter was missing.

‘We were sitting together on the
veranda at sunset. Most of the ho-
tel people had gone for a harbour

-
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sail; a few forlorn mortals prowled
about the grounds and eyed our cor-
ner wistfully, but by the sign of the
heliotrope shawl knew it was not for
them.

I was reading one of my stories
to Miss Sylvia. In my own excuse
I must allege that she tempted me
to do it. I did not go around with
manuscripts under my arm, inflict-
ing them on defenceless females. But
Miss Sylvia had discovered that I
was a magazine scribbler, and more-
over, that I had shut myself up in
my room that very morning and per-
petrated a short story. Nothing
would do but that I read it to her.

It was a rather sad little story.
The hero loved the heroine, and she
loved him. There was no reason why
he should not love her, but there
was a reason why he could not marry
her. When he found that he loved
her he knew that he must go away.
But might he not, at least, tell her
his love? Might he not, at least,
find out for his consolation if she
cared for him? There was a struggle;
he won, and went away without a
word, believing it to be the more
manly course. When I began to read
Miss Sylvia was knitting, a pale
green something this time,. of the
tender hue of young leaves in Mg,y.
But after a little her knitting slip-
ped unheeded to her lap and her
hands folded idly above it. It was
the most subtle compliment I had
ever received.

When I turned the last page of
the manuseript and looked up, Miss
Sylvia’s soft brown eyes were full
of tears. She lifted her hands, clasg-
ed them together and said in an agi-
tated voice: ]

‘“Oh, no, no; don’t let him go away
without telling her—just telling her.
Don’t let him do it!"””

‘‘But, you see, Miss Sylvia,”’ I ex-
plained, flattered beyond measure
that my characters had seemed so
real to her, ‘‘that would spoil the
story. It would have no reason for
existence then. Its motif is simply
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his mastery over self. He believes it
to be the nobler course.’’

““No, no, it wasn’t—if he loved her
he should have told her. Think of
her shame and humiliation—she lov-
ed him, and he went without a word
and she could never know he cared
for her. Oh, you must change it—
you must, indeed! I cannot bear to
think of her suffering what I have
suffered.’””

Miss Sylvia broke down and sob-
bed. To appease her, I promised
that I would remodel the story, al-
though I knew that the doing so
would leave it absolutely pointless,

‘“Oh, I'm so glad,” said Miss
Sylvia, her eyes shining throngh her
tears. ‘“You see, I know it would
make her happier—I know it. I’'m
going to tell you my poor little story
to convinee you. But you—you must
not tell it to any of the others.’’

“I am sorry you think the ad-
monition necessary,’’ 1 said reproach-
fully.

““Oh, T do not, indeed T do not,”’
she hastened to assure me. “‘I know
I can trust you. But it’s such a
poor little story. You mustn’t laugh
at it—it is all the romance I had.
Years ago—forty years ago—when I
was a young girl of twenty, I
learned to care very much for some-
body. I met him at a summer re-
sort like this, I was there with my
aunt and he was there with his mo-
ther, who was delicate. We saw a
great deal of each other for a little
while. He was—oh, he was like no
other man T had ever seen. You re-
mind me of him somehow. That is
partly why I like you so much. I
noticed the resemblance the first time
I saw you. I don’t know in just
what it consists—in your expression
and the way you carry your head,
I think. He was not strong—he
coughed a good deal. Then one
day he went away—suddenly. I had
thought he cared for me, but he never
said so—just went away. Oh, the
shame of it! After a time I heard
that he had been ordered to Cali-
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fornia for his health. And he died
out there the next spring. My heart
broke then. I never cared for any-
body again—I couldn’t. I have al-
ways loved him. But it would have
been so much easier to bear if I had
only known that he loved me—oh,
it would have made all the difference
in the world. And the sting of it
has been there all these years. 1
can’t even permit myself the joy of
dwelling on his memory because of
the thought that perhaps he did not
care.”’

“Ie must have lared,”” I said
warmly. ‘‘He couldn’t have helped
it, Miss Sylvia.’’

Miss Sylvia shook her head with a
sad smile.

“I cannot be sure. Sometimes I
think he did. But then the doubt
creeps back again, I would give al-
most anything to know that he did—
to know that I have not lavished all
the love of my life on a man who
did not want it. And I never can
know, never—I can hope and almost
believe, but I can never know. Oh,
you don’t understand — a man
couldn’t fully understand what my
pain has been over it. You see now
why I want you to change the story.
I am sorry for that poor girl, but
if you only let “her know that he
really loves her she will not mind all
the rest so very much; she will be
able to bear the pain of even life-
long separation if she only knows.’’

Miss Sylvia picked up her knit-
ting and went away. As for me, 1
thought savagely of the dead man
she loved and called him a cad, or
at best, a fool.

Next day Miss Sylvia was her
serene, smiling self once more, and
she did not again make any refer-
ence to what she had told me. A
fortnight later she returned home
and I went my way back to the world.
During the following winter I wrote
several letters to Miss Sylvia and re-
ceived replies from her. Her letters
were very like herself. When I sent
her the third-rate magazine contain-

ing my story—nothing but a third-
rate magazine would take it in its
rewritten form-—she wrote to say that
she was so glad that I had let the
poor girl know.

Early in April I received a letter
from an aunt of mine in the coun-
try, saying that she intended to sell
her place and come to the city to live.
She asked me to go out to Sweet-
water for a few weeks and assist her
in the business of settling up the
estate and disposing of such things
as she did not wish to take with her.

When I arrived at Sweetwater I
found it moist and chill with the
sunny moisture and teasing chill of
our Canadian springs. They are long
and fickle and reluctant, these springs
of ours, but, oh, the unnamable
charm of them! There was something
even in the red buds of the maples
at Sweetwater and in the long, smok-
ing stretches of hillside fields that
sent a thrill through my veins, finer
and subtler than any given by old
wine.

A week after my arrival, when we
had got the larger affairs pretty well
straightened out, Aunt Mary sug-
gested that I had better overhaul
Uncle Alan’s room.

““The things there have never been
meddled with since he died,’’ she
said. ‘‘In particular, there’s an old
trunk full of his letters and his pa-
pers. It was brought home from
(California after his death. I’ve never
examined them. I don’t suppose
there is anything of any importance
among them. But I’'m not going to
carry all that old rubbish to town,
So I wish you would look over them
and see if there is anything that
should be kept. The rest may be
burned.”’

T felt no particular interest in the
task. My Uncle Alan Blair was a
mere name to me. He was my
mother’s eldest brother and had died
years before I was born. I had heard
that he had been very clever and that
great things had been expected of
him. But I anticipated no pleasure
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from exploring musty old letters and
papers of forty meglected years.

I went up to Uncle Alan’s room
at dusk that night. We had been
having a day of warm spring rain,
but it had cleared away and the bare
maple boughs outside the window
were strung with glistening drops.
The room looked to the north and
was always dim by reason of the
close-growing Sweetwater pines. A
gap had been cut through them to
the northwest, and in it I had a
glimpse of the sea Uncle Alan had
loved, and above it a wondrous sun-
set sky fleeced over with little clouds,
pale and pink and golden and green,
that suddenly reminded me of Miss
Sylvia and her fluffy knitting. It was
with the thought of her in my mind
that I lichted a lamp and began the
task of grubbing into Uncle Alan’s
trunkful of papers. Most of these
were bundles of yellowed letters, of
no present interest, from his family
and college friends. There were sev-
eral college theses and essays, and a
lot of loose miscellania pertaining to
boyish school days. I went through
the collection rapidly, until at the
bottom of the trunk, I came to a
small book bound in dark-green lea-
ther. It proved to be a sort of jour-
nal, and I began to glance over it
with a languid interest.

It had been begun in the spring
after lhe had graduated from col-
lege. Although suspected only by
himself, the disease which was to end
his life had already fastened upon
him. The entries were those of a
doomed man, who, feeling the curse
fall on him like a frost, blighting all
the fair hopes and promises of life,
seeks some help and consolation in
the outward self-communing of a
journal. There was nothing morbid,
nothing unmanly in the record. As
I read, I found myself liking Uncle
Alan, wishing that he might have
lived and been my friend.

His mother had not been well that
summer and the doctor ordered her
to the seashore. Alan accompanied
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her. Here occurred a hiatus in the
journal. No leaves had been torn
out, but a quire or so of them had
apparently become loosened from the
threads that held them in place. I
found them later on in the trunk,
but at the time I passed to the next
page. It began abruptly:

‘‘This girl is the sweetest thing that
God ever made. I had not known a wo-
man could be so fair and sweet. Her
beauty awes me, the purity of her soul
shines so clearly through it like an il-
luminating lamp. I love her with all my
power of loving and I am tkankful that
it is so. It would have been hard to die
without having known love. I am glad
that it has come to me, even if its price
is unspeakable bitterness, A man has
not lived for nothing who has known and
loved Sylvia Stanleymain.

‘I must not seek her love—that is
denied me. If I were well and strong
I should win it; yes, I believe I could
win it, and nothing in the world would
prevent me from trying, but, as things are.
it would be the part of a coward to try.
Yet I cannot resist the delight of being
with her, of talking to her, of watching
her wonderful face. She is in my thoughts
day and night, she dwells in my dreams.
0, Sylvia, I love you, my sweet!’’

A week later there was another
entry:

July Seventeenth.

‘I am afraid. To-day I met Sylvia’s
eyes. In them was a look which at first
stirred my heart to its deeps with tu-
multuous delight, and then I remember-
ed. I must spare her that suffering, at
whatever cost to myself. I must not let
myself dwell on the dangerous sweetness
of the thought that her heart is turning
to me. What would be the crowning joy
to another man could be only added sor-
row to me.’’

Then :

July Eighteenth.

‘‘This morning I took the train to the
city. I was determined to know the worst
once for all. The time had come when
I must. My doctor at home had put me
off with vague hopes and perhapses. So
I went to a noted physician in the city.
I told him I wanted the whole truth—
I made him tell it. Stripped of all soft-
ening verbiage it is this: I have perhaps
eight months or a year to live—no more!

‘‘I had expected it, although not quite
80 soon. Yet the certainty was mnone the
less bitter. But this is no time for self-
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pity. It is of Sylvia I must think now.
I shall go away at once, before the sweet
fancy which is possibly budding in her
virgin heart shall have bloomed into a
flower that might poison some of her fair
years,”’

July Ninetenth.

““It is over. I said good-bye to her
to-day before others, for 1 dared not trust
myself to see her alone., She looked hurt
and startled, as if someone had struck
her. But she will soon forget, even if I
have not been mistaken in the reading of
her eyes. As for me, the bitterness of
death is already over in that parting. All
that now remains is to play the man to
the end.’’

From further entries in the jour-
nal I learned that Alan Blair had
returned to Sweetwater and later on
had been ordered to California. The
entries during his sojourn there were
few and far between. In all of them
he spoke of Sylvia. Finally, after
a long silence, he had written :

‘‘I think the end is not far off now. I
am not sorry, for my suffering has been
great of late. Last night I was easier.
1 slept and dreamed that I saw Sylvia.
Once or twice I thought that I would ar-
range to have this book sent to her after
my death. But I have decided that it
would be unwise. It would only pain
her, so I shall destroy it when I feel the
time has come.

““It is sunset in this wonderful summer
land. At home in Sweetwater it is only
early spring as yet, with snow lingering
along the edges of the woods. The sun-
sets there will be creamy-yellow and pale
red now. If I could but see them once
more! And Sylvia—?’’

There was a little blot where the
pen had fallen, Evidently the end
had been nearer than Alan Blair had
thought. At least, ‘there were no
more entries, and the little green
book had not been destroyed. I was
glad that it had not been; and I
felt glad that it was thus put in my
power to write the last chapter of
Miss Sylvia’s story for her.

As soon as I could leave Sweet-

water I went to the city, three hun-

dred miles away, where Miss Sylvia
lived. I found her in her library,
in her black silk dress and helio-
trope shawl, knitting up cream wool,
for all the world as if she had just
been transplanted from the veran-
da corner of Harbour Light.

“My dear boy!’’ she said.

““Do you know why I have come?’’
I asked.

““I am vain enough to think it was
because you wanted to see me,’’ she
smiled.

“I did want to see you; but I
would have waited until summer if
it had not been that I wished to bring
you the missing chapter of your story,
dear lady.”’

““I—I—don’t understand,’’ said
Miss Sylvia, starting slightly.

“I had an uncle, Alan Blair, who
died forty years ago in California,’’
I said quietly. ‘‘Recently I have had
occasion to examine some of his pa-
pers. I found a journal among them
and I have brought it to you because
I think that you have the best right
to it.”’

I dropped the parcel in her lap.
She was silent with surprise and be-
wilderment,

‘“And now,”’ T added, ‘‘I am going
away. You won’t want to see me
or anyone for a while after you have
read this book. But I will come up to
see you to-morrow.’’

‘When I went the next day Miss
Sylvia herself met me at the door.
She caught my hand and drew me
into the hall. Her eyes were softly
radiant.

““Oh, you have made me so hap-
py!’’ she said tremulously. ‘‘Oh,
you can never know how happy!
Nothing hurts now—nothing ever can
hurt, because I know he did care.’’

She laid her face down on my
shoulder, as a girl might have nest-
led to her lover, and I bent and kiss-
ed her for Uncle Alan.

G

-~
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THE DREAMER
By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

“I HAVE a crown of twisted gold
And pearls, like tears, in Jasper bowl,
A robe of purple—yet I hold
Nothing to satisfy the soul!

“I have a milk-white slave whose lips
Are like twin rose-leaves softly curled—
And past my shining palace slips
The fairest river in the world!

“Let now my men of magic show
The secret of the mystic rings!

I am aweary, and would know
The ultimate desire of kings ?

“I'll give my crown of twisted gold,
My pearls I'll give as beggar’s dole,

If for one instant I may hold
Something to satisfy the soul!”’

Dumb were the priestly lips—afraid!
What answer for the soul had they?
Their mocking hearts held faith a trade,

And sold for favour “‘yea’ and ‘‘nay.”’

The king laid by his useless erown,
Forsook his palace by the stream,

And through the world, and up and down
He wandered—captive of a dream!

The ageless dream for which men die,
And ever seem to die in vain,

The hope of something far and high
To ease the seeking soul of pain!

Men pitied, wondered !—turned aside
To argue in the market place—
All suddenly the Dreamer cried,
““A Star!”’ and fell upon his face!

The Star of Birth! Beneath that gleam,
New from God’s unconsuming fire,

The dazzled Dreamer saw his Dream —
The Wise Man found the World’s Desire!




A QUESTION IN ETHICS
BY ANNA MILES OLCOTT

ALTBY pushed the pile of new
crisp bills over the small glass
square, and watched his customer
count them. They meant so little,
those ten hundred-dollar bills, to the
man who had just received them,
and they would have meant so much
to Maltby. The customer departed,
‘cheerfully pompous, The teller
turned to his books and began to
enter a package of checks.

All day he had paid out gold and
gilver and bills until he was weary
with the sight of them. Yet, strange
paradox at the present moment, they
were the things he most coveted.

By what subtle power did some
men accumulate wealth so easily.
Everything Dan Beardsley touched
turned to gold, though Beardsley was
always considered slow at school.
Dan might give him a little of that
money without missing it, but, no,
those rich men piled up their dollars
without care whence they came or
what good they might do others. To
part with them was like losing
heart’s blood. @ When a man gave
money away now-a-days he took good
care the newspapers knew all about
it. There was not much the right
hand did that the left hand didn’t
spy out. Maltby had will, courage,
brains,—yes, brains,—and he had
never seen an opportunity in his life
to make money. But if sheer force
of will meant anything he would get
it yet. !

Suddenly he paused, with the last
two checks in his hand, and began
absently to make straight black
marks on the blotter. Then, giving
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himself a jerk, he entered the checks,
closed the book and, reaching for his
hat, walked moodily out into the
street.

He hailed a mewsboy, bought an
evening Herald and ran his eye ra-
pidly down the columns of advertise-
ments. Evidently he failed to find
what he sought, for, with an im-
patient gesture, he tossed the paper
into a doorway. Upon reaching
Broadway, he took a small eard from
his vest pocket, glanced at it, then
swung himself on to a Lexington
Avenue car.

At TFifty-first Street he got off,
walked back half a block, and halted
in front of a common-place brown
stone house. Taking the card from
his pocket again, he compared the
number on it with the number on the
house. This was without doubt the
place, yet there was no sign on the
door. The curtains were pulled
down and the outer door closed as
though the owners were not at home.
Nevertheless he had reason to sus-
pect he might gain admittance. A
certain grim determination settled
about the corners of his thin lips, ag
he slowly mounted the steps and
pulled the bell vigorously three
times. Almost immediately he heard
the creaking of hinges. A moment
later he disappeared into the house,
and the heavy oaken door fell to be-
hind him with a dull thud.

One hour, two, three went by.
The afternoon waned into the twi-
light and the twilight yielded to
chilly, starless night. The shivering
flames of the street lamps flared fit-
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fully in the gathering mist. Passers-
by grew less frequent, until only oc-
casionally the footsteps of a belated
wayfarer tapped lonelily along the
damp flagstones. One by one lights
shone from the windows of the stolid
brown phalanx on either side, shone
save from the house with its green
curtains pulled down and its outer-
door close shut.

Nine o’clock had come and gone
fully thirty minutes when that door
opened just wide enough to permit
Malthy to squeeze through, then
closed again instantly as though in
fear that he might wish to re-enter.

The young man took off his hat
and drank in a deep breath of the
cool, wet air, before he ran down
the steps. Then, without a backward
glance, he walked rapidly down the
Avenue

He had forgotten that he had not
tasted a morsel sinece noon, he had
even forgotten the woman whom he
loved and who was expecting him at
that moment. He was bent upon one
thing, and one thing alone.

The next morning found Maltby
the teller at his post, a trifle pale
and drawn about the eyes, but count-
ing out the erisp green notes with the
same unerring rapidity. How differ-
ent they appeared to him to-day.
Yesterday he had envied their pos-
sessors, to-day he regarded them with
the certainty that many of them
would soon be his. Already he re-
velled in the lust of possession.

During the luncheon hour he
mailed a note to the woman who had
awaited him in vain the night be-
fore. He told her that business of
the utmost importance would keep
him away from her for the next
month, but that every day of his en-
forced absence she must remember
he was working for her. As he
dropped the letter into the mail box,
a sense of power thrilled through all
his limbs. When he saw her again
he would be his own master and—
theirs.

Never had the teller worked with
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such swiftness, such infallible deter-
mination. ~ Other men, despairing
over, unbalanceable balance sheets,
day after day with astonishment saw
him depart at the earliest hour and
knew that he never left with one
penny unaccounted for, Could they
have seen how he spent the rest of
the day their astonishment might
have merged into suspicion.

On the way home he always
stopped at a certain quiet restau-
rant and drank a glass of milk. Then
he hurried directly to his room,
closed and locked the door, and did
not open it again until the next mor-
ning. Each day the same routine
was repeated with the regularity of
clockwork.

On Tuesday, the tenth of April,
counted hereafter a memorable day
in his life, a messenger boy brought
five thousand dollars in cash from
Dan Beardsley and a confidential tip
in regard to the stock market.

That evening Maltby broke the ac-
customed routine and went to see
Grace Clayborne. Two months later
they were married, and Maltby con-
sidered himself the happiest man in
the city. :

His investments, he told his wife,
had proved successful beyond his
most sanguine expectations. At the
bank he turned his books over for in-
spection and resigned his position.
Men began to look upon him as a
rich man, but had one of them been
asked the nature of Maltby’s business
he could not have answered for the
life of him.

Occasionally Malthy was seen in
Wall Street, but he was neither a
broker nor a speculator. If he
bought stock, it was generally sure
to rise and net him a comfortable
sum. He rarely made use of the
stock market, however, when he did
1t was in a purely legitimate way.

He bought a house up town and
with special care furnished an up-
stairs room for his private study.
This room was cut off from the rest
of the house by a narrow hallway,

A
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to insure perfect quiet, Maltby ex-
plained. But his wife hated, the
room. She felt it was the one place
in the house in which she was not
welcome. It engulfed Maltby like
the tomb and held him bound, some-
times all night, sometimes for hours
during the day.

Once, soon after their marriage,
his wife had ventured to knock on the
door, and, growing alarmed at re-
ceiving no response, had attempted
to open it. Suddenly it flew back,
and Maltby, trembling visibly and
deadly pale, stared at her with hag-
gard eyes.

“You have cost me ten thousand
dollars,”’ he muttered hoarsely, and
pushing roughly past her seized his
hat and rushed from the house.

After that a tiny brass clock on
his writing table eclicked sharply
whenever the hall door was opened
and recorded each elick on a hidden
slip of paper.

Maltby apologised to his wife for
his conduet. The explanation he of-
fered was hardly so plausible as
might have been expected, but she
accepted it without apparent suspie-
jon. He said he had been thinking
deeply upon a most important and
intricate business matter, and that
her interruption came just at the
wrong moment. Then he kissed her,
promised never to say another cross
word to her, and, with manlike su-
periority, thought the subject closed
forever.

She did not tell him that after he
left the house, she crept to her room,
weak with indignation and fear, and
gave way to a passionate burst of
tears. She simply accepted the
apology in the spirit with which it
was offered, and strove bravely to be-
lieve every word the man uttered. He
loved her. She was sure of that. But
instinet warned her that there was a
part of his life in which she had no
ghare. From that day the cloud, no
greater at first than a man’s hand,

began to grow.

Maltby’s business frequently took
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him away from home, sometimes for
a day, often for a week, once even as
far as San Francisco. Always he re-
turned fagged and hollow-eyed, but
in the best of spirits. His return was
sure to be followed in a few days by
a small express package. The day
succeeding the arrival of the package
Maltby invariably deposited with his
banker a sum of money. He had
been known to deposit as much as one
hundred thousand dollars.

After one of these business trips
a subtle change came over him. For
a time he was the Maltby of old, gen-
ial, unselfish, sociable. He spent
hours in the company of his wife, and
seemed unable to do enough for her.

(Grace Maltby looked forward to
these periods of restful happiness
with wistful anxiety. Even they
gseemed fraught with a mystery she
could not fathom. What kind of life
was this man, her husband, actually
leading, a life of which she was in
total ignorance? At times rebellion
within her rose so strong that she
told herself she could stand the un-
certainty no longer, she must demand
an explanation. This was nothing
more than her just right. Suppose
he refused to give it, could she leave
him. She dared not answer. Vague,
unutterable suspicions haunted her
day and night, until she found her-
self starting at a shadow, or listening
with bated breath whenever the door
bell rang.

Then would come a week when
Maltby spent every night locked in
his study, and in the morning emerg-
ed looking like a ghost. That the life
was telling on him would be evident
even to a person less observing than
his wife. She ventured to ask him
once if he were not working too hard.

¢“ Ah, dear one,”” he replied, taking
her face between his hands, ‘‘have
patience with me. In five years, per-
haps sooner, I shall give up business
altogether. Then you and I will
start on our real honeymoon over
summer seas.’’

She tried to take him at his word,
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tried to rest eontent. The crisis came
sooner than she expected.

““Called away on important busi-
ness. Can’t say when I'll be back.
Sorry I haven’t time to come up to
bid you good-bye,”” Maltby had tele-
phoned, and now he had been gone
more than a week.

All day her nerves had been on
the rack. Never before had he failed
to write, but this time not one word
had she heard from him since that
brief message over the wires. Impell-
ed by some inexplicable impulse, she
wandered down the hall toward her
husband’s study. The door was un-
locked, just as he always left it. With
a sudden twitch of nervous dread,
she pushed it open. How frightfully
still everything was. The long room
wore a dejected and deserted air. The
loneliness of it awed her. She cross-
ed to the window and threw it open.
A fresh breeze from the river flutter-
ed the papers on the table. The slight
rustle of paper caused her to look
around, and her eye fell upon Malt-
by’s desk, its pigeon-holes choked
with letters.

All at once she was overpowered
by the desire to touch something he
had touched, to breathe the very air
he had breathed, and pefore she real-
ised what she was doing she ‘was seat-
ed before his desk gazing aimlessly
at the long row of neatly sorted let-
ters. Somehow she felt unusually
near to Maltby at that moment. She
could almost feel the touch of his
lips upon her cheek, almost hear the
sound of his voice in her ear.

A blue envelope stuck halfway out
from a package of white ones. She
put up her hand to push it in even
with the others, but there was some-
thing so strangely familiar about the
letter that she pulled it out instead.
With it came the other letters be-
tween which it had been tightly
wedged. She smiled as she read the
address on the blue envelope.” So he
kept her letters even now. She plae-
ed it on top of the package and gath-
ered all in her hands to thrust back
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into the desk. Then, as she declar-
ed to Maltby afterwards, not her
own will but some all-pervading, ir-
resistible force impelled her to lay
them down again and spread them
out in a row before her, They were
all evidently business letters. She
opened one and read :

Dear Maltby,

I send by express this afternoon $10,-
000 in bills. You will know for what
purpose to use them. Very truly yours,

H. C. Coningsby.
My dear Mr. Maltby:

Certain things have brought to my
knowledge the admirable uses to which
you have been putting your money. Please
accept the $25,000 I express to you to-
day and go on with the good work.

Very truly yours,
Ralph Burnway.
My dear Mr. Maltby:

It is rarely that one sees a man in your
position living up to his convictions. Un-
known to you I have been watching your
efforts in behalf of education and, reform.
The $5,000 I send to-day is but a poor
expression of my esteem.

Very sincerely yours,

Edgar Fulton.
Mr. Alton Maltby,
New York City.

Dear Sir:

Send to-day by Wells and Fargo $50,-
000 in notes. Wateh out for rise in cop-

per. Yours truly,
C. B. Higgins,

One after another she read with in-
creasing astonishment. Each letter
mentioned money sent to Maltby, in
sums varying from $1,000 to $100,-
000. The men who sent it were mil-
lionaires. Some names she had not
heard. Others were world famous.
Keats, the great copper king, had
sent $75,000, while old Murray Clay-
pole, notorious on the Street for his
closefistedness, had begged Maltby to
accept $100,000, giving no reason for
the request.

The mystery of Maltby’s life was
deeper than before. All those pig-
eon-holes were doubtless packed with
similar letters. But these were
enough. She did not care to read
more. The mere thought of what she
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had already done horrified her. Leav-
ing the letters scattered on the desk
she fled from the room and down-
stairs. Almost breathless she reach-
ed the library and slammed the door
behind her. Then with a ery of ter-
ror, she sank upon the floor and
buried her face in her hands.

Maltby, a smile of satisfaction up-
on his lips, stood on the hearth rug
warming his hands with his back to
the fire.

As he caught sight of his wife’s
face the smile vanished. He sprang
to her side and drawing her up ten-
derly, put his arms closely about her.

““Why, dear heart, dear heart, what
is the matter? Did I frighten you?
Forgive me, I thought only to sur-
prise you.”’

For some minutes she could do
nothing but cling to him and sob.

““Come sit down on the couch and
tell me what is the matter. You are
tired and nervous. 1’ve been a brute
to leave you so much alone. But,
dear, look up, I shall not leave you
again. 1 have good mews for you.
I am rich enough to do all I wish
the rest of my life. You and I can
start on our long, long honeymoon.”’

She pushed him from her and re-
garded him with startled, fearful
eyes,

“Don’t, don’t talk to me like that.
I must tell you all. I must—I must
know all. 1 can’t stand this life an-
other day. You’ll despise me when I
tell you what I’ve done, but 1
couldn’t help it, I simply couldn’t
help it. No, don’t touch me until
you have heard. You didn’t write
and I was terribly afraid something
had happened to you. I thought of
you every minute. This afternoon I
started to come down here, but some-
thing made me go to your study. I
have never been there before when
you were away, and the room looked
so desperately lonely it frightened
me. Then I saw your desk and be-
fore T knew what I was doing I had
pulled out a package of your let-
ters, and, oh! Alton! Alton! I read

more than a dozen of them, I never
did such a dishonourable thing be-
fore, please believe that I never did
it before.”’

In spite of her resistance he caught
her to him again and kissed her hair,
her eyes, her throat. ‘‘Is that all?”’
he laughed. ‘“Why, I am glad you
read them. On my way home I wish-
ed you might read some of those let-
ters before I got back. I’ve been
saving them for you.”

¢«“Wished I might read those let-
ters? What have they to do with
you and me? I don’t understand
them; I don’t understand you.”

“Listen,”” he said. “‘I will tell
you everything. You have nothing
to fear.”’ ¢

He walked away a short distance
so that he might wateh the effect
of his words. It was his turn to be
apprehensive.

“The day you promised to marry
me, I wanted money, wanted it more
than I had ever wanted anything ex-
cept you. My small salary as teller
would not allow me to give you all
the luxuries you had been accustomed
to in your father’s house. You did
not know what marrying a poor man
would actually mean. Your father
did, though, and told me so. From
that hour I knew I could never marry
you until I was a rich man. And I
loved you. Ah, even you do not
know how I loved you. Day after
day I paid out money to men who
could squander a fortune without
feeling the loss as much as I would
that of five dollars. Why couldn’t
I make money, too? Then the
thought came, if I could not make
money in the way they did, why
could T not make their brains work
for me. Some time before I had re-
ceived a card from a man who styled
himself, ‘Metaphysician and Thought
Controller.” I hunted him up and
found him in a house that he had
tried to surround with an air of
mystery. I fancy he had never be-
fore come in contact with a man so
dead in earnest. I drained him dry
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of the little knowledge he possessed,
paid him $5, and went home con-
vinced that on his own ground I
knew more than he did. That night
I commenced my experiments. I be-
gan with Dan Beardsley, because I
knew him well, knew his habits, his
office and sleeping-room. I strove to
drive my brain force straight to the
root of his, to make him do, appar-
ently of his own accord, what I will-
ed him to do. Each night for three
whole weeks I divested my mind of
every thought but the thought of
him and the command I laid upon
him. At the end of that time a mes-
senger brought me $5,000 and a tip
on stocks. I took the money and
Dan Beardsley forgot what he had
done with it, forgot, in fact, that he
had ever possessed it. Such was my
command. From that moment I knew
my success was assured. These mil-
lionaires should share their gains
with me. Five millions I set as my
limit, and to-morrow morning the
one hundred thousand I shall receive
will make the five millions complete.
I have never drawn a penny from a
man who was not a multi-millionaire,
and I have never allowed one to send
me a check. You have read some of
the letters that accompany the money.
They are all very much the same.
When I had selected a man who
should be an unwitting contributor
to my fortune, I sought him out and
got his face firmly stamped on my
memory. I learned all I could about
him, and, if possible, I paid a visit
to his office. Then I began to send
out my brain coil. When I took that
trip to San Francisco, I played the
Honourable Maurice Gundy for $100,-
000 and won. He doesn’t know what
to do with the millions he gets every
year from his gold mines. Old Hig-
gins was the hardest customer I tack-
led. I worked on that old duffer
nearly two months and several times
almost gave up in despair, but he
ponied up at last to the tune of $50,-
000, and a rousing good tip on cop-
per. I made five hundred thousand
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on copper that time and it all came
out of old Higgins’s pocket. The
other day I met him on the street and
couldn’t resist the temptation to
have another set-to with him. I
thought I'd let him make up the five
million, and now I've a letter in my
pocket saying the money has been
sent, I'm glad I’ve finished the busi-
ness, for I couldn’t stand the strain
much longer. It was wearing me out.
Often when I came out of that room
up-stairs I was almost too weak to
stand. You know now what my life
has been—you know more about me
than any other living soul knows or
ever will know.”’

He paused, waiting for her to
speak, but with hands tightly grip-
ped in her lap she stared at him with
horror-stricken eyes.

““Well, don’t you approve of me?’’
he inquired uneasily.

““Do you mean that you have really
told me the truth?’’> She spoke slow-
ly, doubtfully.

“The truth? Why, of course, I
have. Every word is as true as gos-
pel.”’

‘“Then you are a thief, a common
thief! How can I believe it! How
can I endure it!’’ and she threw her-
self passionately face down on the
couch as though to shut out the sight
of him.

The words and the gesture cut the
man like a whip. He had not re-
garded himself in this light, and he
rebelled at what he considered her in-
justice.

“Sit up and look at me,”’ he eom-
manded harshly. ‘‘I’m not a mon-
ster to hide from. You call me a
thief. I am no more a thief than
any other business man, not half as
much so as many. How do men like
Burnway and Beardsley succeed in
business? By the force of their own
personality they make other men be-
lieve in them, they bend other wills
to their interests. How do politicians
and statesmen win their way to popu-
l.arl‘ty and fame? They conquer pre-
Judice and govern the masses by sheer
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force of superior mentality. All great
leaders have done the same. What
others have wrought spontaneously,
I planned to do deliberately. I could
not compete with these men in their
business methods. I had neither de-
sire nor talent to become a political
boss—in short, I was too honest. Why
do you accuse me of stealing? In-
stead of condemning me, you ought
to be proud of me. By the concen-
trated impetus of my own brain, by
the potentiality of my own will, I
have compelled men to send me
money of which they have no need
and which they will never miss.
Would I have been less a thief in
your eyes if I had wrung it dollar
by dollar from the poor and the un-
fortunate?’’

She put up a hand to stop him.

““No, I am not going to stop until
I have had my say. Then you can
do as you please. And what harm can
you say I have done old Higgins and
his kind? I have as much right to
use the gift I am born with as a
poet, a musician, or a painter. They
strive to make money in their way—
I, in mine. Instead of calling me
ugly names, why don’t you ask what
I have done with this five million
dollars? 1 have founded scholar-
ships at Yale, Harvard, Vassar and
a dozen other colleges; I have given
hope to men released from prison
without hope; I have sheltered the
fatherless; I have pledged the in-
come from four millions to the wel-
fare of my fellow-men. One million
I have reserved for you and me. What
a glorious life you and I can spend
together! Don’t you see, now, that
I am right?”’

Grace Maltby’s face was pinched
and white, and her voice was un-
steady.

““You argue well, Alton, but some-
how I ean’t see it as you do. It seems
to me that all this time you have
been getting money under false pre-
tences. I don’t know anything about
metaphysics or thought projection,  §
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can comprehend only plain everyday
facts. As far as I can see, you have
given all this money away simply to
quiet your own conscience. I’d
rather have you poor and feel that
every penny you earned was honest
gain. You may be a genius, but I'd
rather have you an honest man.’’

Maltby bit his lip and ran his fin-
gers through his hair. Here was a
contingency he had failed to reckon
upon. He wondered vaguely if the
world would look upon him with the
eyes of his wife. Perhaps he could
convince her yet.

““Go up-stairs,”’ said he kindly,
““and dress for dinner. Don’t hate
me until you have given me time to
think over what you have said.”’

No sooner had his wife left the
room, than the man locked the door,
pulled down the shades and threw
himself back into a deep arm-chair.
One more trial and his work would
be complete. A shock like the prick
of an electric needle warned him that
he had accomplished his purpose.

Again Maltby stood with his back
to the fire, but this time no smile
lifted the corners of his mouth. He
was listening tensely to quick steps
along the hall. Then the door open-
ed and his wife with outstretched
hands came straight toward him.
Her face was flushed and happy.

““Alton, dear,”” she ecried, ‘“‘how
stupid I was. You are right, of
course. You will do more good in one
year with that money than these old
dullards would ‘do in a lifetime.”’

“T knew you would understand,’’
he whispered, putting his arm around
her, and drawing her toward the din-
ing-room.

But in Alton Maltby’s heart the
spirit of unrest took up its abiding
place. He entertained no scruples
about the money, that troubled him
not at all, but he knew he had rob-
bed his wife of her most precious
heritage, her independent sense of
right and wrong. He had made her
like himself.



A DAY IN THE LUXEMBOURG

BY NEWTON

MacTAVISH

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM SKETCHES IN OIL BY JOHN RUSSELL

UNLESS we linger here in the cool

of the shade and see the pano-
rama unfold before our very eyes,
we shall have but a fleeting impres-
sion of this great playground in the
heart of Paris. It is a great play-
ground, great not only in extent of
acres, not only in beauty of garden,
but greater still in the contrast that
is here shown from the garish gaiety
that has defamed Paris the world
over.

As you observe, hundreds of pil-
grims pass this way with unseeing
eyes, They are bent on discovering
at Paris the things that they have
heard (mentioned under fthe palm,
and they do not suspect them here
in these Gardens of the Luxembourg.
But it is different, T hope, with you
and me. You and I have been fore-
warned, we have stumbled upon the
revelation, with no eredit tto our-
selves, in the same manner as one
views with wonder the definition of
a bit of scenery that hitherto has
stood unnoticed.

This revelation came to me, in
part at least, when I saw Mr Rus-
sell standing over yonder against the
parapet, painting a pieture. And
when I saw what he was doing, saw
his interpretations and delimitations
of these beauties, I, too, fell down
and worshipped.

Worshipping is an exercise one
might well perform in this August
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sunshine. For sunshine is the pres-
ent glory of the Luxembourg. It
scatters gold upon the gravel and
fine gold upon the playing water in
the fountain. It filters down through
the leaves and turns to amber the
liquids in the long thin glasses that
are longer and thinner because of the
straws of gold reaching up to eager
lips that drain to the dregs. The
artist responds to it more than we
dare, for we are seeking also as he is
seeking, but in a different way, the
human side of this panorama, the
element that imparts the temper of
the scene.

The scene is indeed full of temper,
the temper of the French people.
The people of France, particu-
larly of Paris, and, more particular-
ly still, of these gardens, are su-
premely indifferent to their surround-
ings. They become absorbed in the
thing in hand, whether it be a piece
of erocheting or a passage at love.
Love seems to be established here,
and we do not wonder that M. Remy
de Gourmont chose this spot for the
first sweet mocturnal exchanges be-
tween his friend Sandy Rose and the
goddess of his imagination.

Goddesses may be passing about on
these walks to-day, and by the ex-
pression on the face of the young
man on ‘the bench with his 'arm
around the cherie seated at his side,
doubtless he imagines that she is
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at least an angel. Imagination is
everything, in any case, and I ima-
gine that the French people love to
love. I intended to write ‘‘live to
love.”” And it makes but little dif-
ference, since loving 1is living and
living loving.

Thus we love this young couple in

L U

Painting by John Russell
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stone parapet and look down into
the expansive laps of the bonnes
femmes who have formed a sort of
sewing-circle under the twitching
leaves. The chatter that you over-
hear is but their contribution to the
great medley of sounds. And indeed
it is a modest contribution, for when

“SUNSHINE IS THE PRESENT GLORY OF THE LUXEMBOURG'

the youth of their affection. Youth
after all is the great period of zest,
and we miss it from the soldier and
the damsel who sit together in i
corner of the terrace. He is mot an
old soldier, but old enough to keep
one eye on his companion and the
other on the smart creatures who en-
liven the facade beneath the encir-
cling terrace.

The terrace is the spot ideal for
the spectator. With carved busts of
French nobility here and there for
contrast, you can lean against the

you hear the band and the almost
inextinguishable sounds that accom-
pany the hundreds of children at
play, the revellers at the Punch and
Judy show, the kites flying, the boats
sailing, the football bouncing, the
nursemaids perambulating, the dia-
vola throwing, the croquet balls click-
ing, the sparrows chirping, the pig-
eons cooing, you begin to realise the
soothing effect that sound has when
it is modified by other sound and dis.
sipated in great space.

Sound and colour and movement
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are the features of these gardens as
we court them this August after-
noon. Their attack upon the senses
is irresistible, and their spell scarce-
ly permits one to think of other
things. The gamins with their hoops,
the long-eared asses and their carts,
black-robed clerics and gaily-clad

Painting by John Russell
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ger the credulity of one’s readers.

Credulity is a flattery worth eul-
tivating in this age of doubt. All
ages are doubtful, but none so much
as the one in which vne lives. There-
fore, you may doubt my word, which
is not given on my sole authority,
that these Gardens of the Luxem-
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“GAMINS WITH THEIR HOOPS"

ladies pass between you and the ven-
erable pile beyond the fountain, and
you do not realise that there before
you, still standing to-day, is the pal-
ace conceived and completed by Marie
de Medici. It is now the home of
the French Senate—a very grave and
dignified structure in the midst of
all this abandon. And just to think
of it! Therein sate the Directory.
Therein was tried Prince Louis Na-
poleon. Therein—well, one is sup-
posed to know all these things, but
it is doubtful whether one does. And
in any case it is not well to endan-

bourg do not equal in extent the
great parks of London and New
York, or even Toronto. They are
not dotted with lakes or marked by
bridle-paths. They do not provide
groves for fallow deer or ponds for
the blue heron and timid bittern.
Motor cars do not dash through them
two or three abreast, and one could
not discharge a fowling piece with-
out its being heard at all corners.
Nevertheless, you have here quiet,
open stretches of park land, the soft
umbrage of great trees, and in spots
at least the wild look of nature at her
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will. You have an excellent exam-
ple of early architectural and land-
scape gardening, and if you have a
fancy for achievement in artificial

arrangement, you can arouse it here.
But whatever arrangement there is,
it is as nothing compared with the
human tide

disarrangement of the

Painting by John Russell
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feeling that we are in and of the
place, and we laugh at Punch and
Judy with the spontaneity that is im-
possible under the eyes of neighbours
at home. Of course, you know that
the thing is silly. Still, after all, it
is a change. It is a long time since
you have seen Punch and Judy. It

3 r—

“SUNLIGHT FILTERS DOWN THROUGH THE LEAVES"

that ebbs and flows all about you.
And in the ebbing and flowing, as
already we have observed, deposits
are made here and there like
crustacea upon the seashore—the
nursemaid with her novel, the old
woman with her knitting, the painter
with his sketeh-box And what are
you yourself? A listener. A curious
body. An observer of the foibles and
fancies of humanity.

Humanity here takes one out of
oneself, and, when everything is
said and done, we all are but human.
Thus we begin to move about with &

must be a quarter of a century.
Just think of it! Thousands of miles
away in the little old village, in an-
other age, in another world, you last
saw these universal antagonists, these
sage survivors of Neapolitan comedy.
And they have scarcely changed a
hair. Red of mien, big-nosed and
humpbacked, there they bedevil each
other for our amusement, in the same
manner as they have been bedevilling
each other everywhere, every day.
‘What grotesque fancy! And how we
all laugh! As if it has been not al-
ways the privilege of man to whack
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his wife on the head and then look
around to see whether the world is
aware of his lordship. It is the same
travesty on domestic life as we saw
enacted by the waggon showmen in
that other world, and it makes us
think, as Hamlet thought, that there
are more things in heaven and in

Painting by John Russell
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turn to the anarchist at my side, ex-
change smiles with him, and by a
slight nod of head, an uplifted eye-
brow, or a thrust in the ribs convey
to him my appreciation of the seene.
[f he is a sensible anarchist he will
turn to the divine healer next to
him and follow my example. In that

“BLACK-ROBED CLERICS AND GAILY-CLAD LADIES "

earth than are dreamt of in their
philosophy.

Philosophy there must be in the
antics of these ancient buffoons, some
homely philosophy that reaches the
heart through laughter and brings
us all to a common level. For we all
are one in this entertainment, child-
hood and old age alike, and though
we may speak a dozen languages we
all know when to laugh. And what
a hopeless muddle there would be if
this simple circumstance did not ex-
ist. As it is, when Punch knocks
Judy down and sits upon her, T can

manner a wave of sympathy can pass
over the entire assemblage, making
it one.

Nevertheless, there are things on
all hands to distract us and you
turn aside to see the grass-cutters at
work, looking as if they have just
come in from the fields of Normandy.
You marvel at their cunning as they
draw their flat-bladed seythes across
the sward like a barber his razor
across the cheek. For, indeed, they
actually shave the ground, and it is
pleasant to hear, now and then, the
sound of their whetting. It is a
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sound of husbandry and poetry and
unstudied rhythm,

Rhythm! That is the word to ex-
press the echarm of this place. The
whole movement is rhythmie, and
you feel yourself coming into unison
with it. You are back again at the
parapet, leaning listlessly against the
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stones, and watching the play of light
upon the fountain. The maid closes
her book,sighs deeply, and rises to
depart, The sewing-circle is dis-
persing. The lovers have left the
bench and are walking slowly to-
wards the Grand Avenue, happy, we
divine, in their very nearness to each
other. There is almost a procession
of departing perambulators. For the
day is waning, and you are content
to witness the brilliance and gaiety of
the afternoon transform into the
grays and gravity of evening.
Evening closes the sketcher’s box.
The miniature sails are furled, the

kites hauled down. From the shel-
tering eves come the faint twitter-
ings of 'sparrows, very faint after the
earlier blaring of the band. The
carved busts along the terrace assume
the semblance of reality, and uncon-
sciously one reads the inscriptions
engraved in the supports: ‘‘La Duch-

“*ASSES AND THEIR CARTS”

esse d’Orleans,”” ‘‘Margaret de
Valois,”” ‘‘Margaret de France.”’
Margaret of France! You wonder
whether the carved image really pre-
serves her features. Yet why should
you wonder? For what is «he now
to you? There, above, in the wan-
ing light, reposes her bust. You look
at it indifferently, perhaps, and it
is as nothing to you. For you do
not care. She is no more to you than
any one of the hundreds who passed
this way when the sun shone—hun-
dreds who are now seeking Life in
the cafés of the boulevards. Gray
dulness has succeeded the gaiety
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and colour of their passage through comes to furnish a paradox, for be-
the gardens, making the carved fig- yond these gates ’aris just now is
ures look cold and austere. But gloom spreading out her ancient trappings
comes with the falling of night. It of mirth.
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THE SPIRIT OF PARIS
By CARROLL C. AIKINS

WIL\T is thy secret, woman beautiful?
O wanton saint and sacred courtesan,
Elusive spirit, chary, bountiful,
So slow of censure and so swift to ban!

What is the secret of thy destiny,

The hidden import of thy surging streets,
And still, white avenues of reverie,

Thy mocking aspiration that defeats?

Analysis of all descriptive sense
But, as the mingled fragrance of strange flowers,

Dulls the keen thought to careless impotence
And drags it, fettered, to thy smiling bowers

Where all thy ways are dimly veiled about
With baffling credence, as a priestless shrine,
And one must love thee with a faith devout
To guess some secret of that soul of thine ?




From the Painting by Raphael

THE MADONNA

By H. ISABEL GRAHAM

MARY, mother of our Lord, what sacred sorrow rests

Upon thy pure, seraphic brow ? The secret thou hast guessed:
The awful shadow of the cross is flung against the skies,
And portents of dumb agony lie in thy love lit eyes.




THE MAN

WHO FOUND OUT

BY ALGERNON BLACKWOOD

ROFESSOR MARK EBOR, the
scientist, led a double life, and
the only persons who knew .it were
his assistant, Dr. Laidlaw, and his
publishers. But a double-life need
not always be a bad one, and, as Dr.
Laidlaw and the gratified publishers
well knew, the parallel lives of this
particular man were equally good,
and indefinitely produced would cer-
tainly have ended in a heaven some-
where that can suitably contain such
strangely opposite characteristies as
his remarkable personality combined.
For Mark Ebor, F R.S., ete., etec.,
was that unique combination hardly
ever met with in actual life, a man
of science and a mystie.

As the first, his name stood in the
gallery of the great, and as the see-
ond—but there came the mystery!
For under the pseudonym of ‘‘Pil-
grim’’ (the author of that brilliant
series of books that appealed to so
many), his identity was as well con-
cealed as that of the anonymous writ-
er of the weather reports in a daily
newspaper. Thousands read the san-
guine, optimistie, stimulating little
books that issued annually from the
pen of ‘‘Pilgrim,”” and thousands
hore their daily burdens better for
having read; while the press gen-
erally agreed that the author, besides
being an incorrigible enthusiast and
optimist, was also—a woman; but no
one ever succeeded in penetrating the
veil of anonymity and discovering
that ‘‘Pilgrim’’ and the biologist
were one and the same person.

Mark Ebor, as Dr. Laidlaw knew
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him in his laboratory, was one man;
but Mark Ebor, as he sometimes saw
him after work was over, with rapt
eyes and ecstatic face, discussing the
possibilities of ‘‘union with God’’
and the future of the human race,
was quite another,

““I have always held, as you
know,”” he was saying one evening
as he sat in the little study beyond
the laboratory with his assistant and
intimate, ‘‘that Vision should play
a large part in the life of the awak-
ened man—not to be regarded as in-
fallible, of course, but to be observ-
ed and made use of as a guide-post
to possibilities—"’

‘““I am aware of your peculiar
views, sir,”’ the young doctor put in
deferentially, yet with a certain im-
patience,

““¥For Visions come from a region
of the consciousness where observa-
tion and experiment are out of the
question,’’ pursued the other with
enthusiasm, not noticing the inter-
ruption, and, while they should be
checked by reason afterwards, they
should not be laughed at or ignored.
All inspiration, I hold, is of the na-
ture of interior Vision, and all our
best knowledge has come—such is my
confirmed belief—as a sudden re-
velation to the brain prepared to re-
ceive it—"’

‘“‘Prepared by hard work first, by
concentration, by the closest possible
study of ordinary phenomena,’’ Dr.
Laidlaw allowed himself to observe
sharply.

‘‘Perhaps,’” sighed the other; ‘‘but
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by a process, none the less, of spirit-
ual illumination. The best match in
the world will not light a candle un-
less the wiek be first suitably pre-
pared.”’

It was Laidlaw’s turn to sigh. He
knew so well the impossibility of
arguing with his chief when he was
in the regions of the mystie, but at
the same time the respect he felt for
his tremendous attainments was so
sincere that he always listened with
attention and deference, wondering
how far the great man would go and
to what end this curious combination
of logic and ‘‘illumination’’ would
eventually lead him.

““Only last night,”’ continued the
elder man, a sort of light coming in-
to his rugged features, ‘‘the vision
came to me again—the one that has
haunted me at intervals ever since
my youth, and that will not be
denied.”’

Dr, Laidlaw fidgeted in his chair.

‘“ About the Tablets of the Gods,
you mean—and that they lie some-
where hidden in the sands,”” he said
patiently. A sudden gleam of inter-
est came into his face as he turned
to catch the professor’s reply.

‘“And that I am to be the one to
find them, to decipher them, and to
give the great knowledge to the
world—"’

“Who will not believe,”’ laughed
Laidlaw shortly, yet interested in
spite of his thinly veiled contempt.

‘‘Because even the keenest minds,
in the right sense of the word, are
hopelessly—unscientific,”” replied the
other gently, his face positively
aglow with the memory of his vision.
““Yet what is more likely,”’ he con-
tinued after a moment’s pause, peer-
ing into space with rapt eyes that
saw things too wonderful for exact
language to describe, ‘“‘than that
there should have been given to man
in the first ages of the world some re-
cord of the purpose and problem that
had been set him to solve? In a
word,”” he cried, fixing his shining
eyes upon the face of his perplexed
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assistant, ‘‘that God’s messengers in
the far-off ages should have given to
his creatures some full statement of
the secret of the world, of the secret
of the soul, of the meaning of life
and death—the explanation of our
being here, and to what great end we
are destined in the ultimate fullness
of things?”’

Dr. Laidlaw sat speechless. These
outbursts of mystical enthusiasm he
had witnessed before. With any other
man he would not have listened to
a single sentence, but to Professor
Ebor, a man of knowledge and pro-
found investigator, he listened with
respect, because he regarded this con-
dition as temporary and pathological,
and in some sense a reaction from
the intense strain of the prolonged
mental concentration of many days.

He smiled, with something between
sympathy and resignation as he met
the other’s rapt gaze.

‘‘But you have said, sir, at other
times, that you consider the ultimate
secrets to be screened from all pos-
sible—"’

““The ultimate secrets, yes,”’ came
the unperturbed reply; ‘‘but that
there lies buried somewhere an in-
destructible record of the secret
meaning of life, originally known to
men in the days of their pristine in-
nocence, I am convinced. And, by
this strange vision so often vouch-
safed to me, I am equally sure that
one day it shall be given to me to
announce to a weary world this
glorious and terrific message.”’

And he continued at great length
and in glowing language to describe
the species of vivid dream that had
come to him at intervals since earli-
est childhood, showing in detail how
he discovered these very Tablets of
the Gods, and proclaimed their splen-
did contents—whose precise nature
was always, however, withheld from
him in the vision—to a patient and
suffering humanity.

““The Scrutator, sir, well desecrib-
ed ‘Pilgrim’ as the Apostle of
Hope,”’ said the young doctor gent-

b ]
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ly, when he had finished; ‘‘and now,
if that reviewer could hear you speak
and realise from what strange depths
comes your simple faith—"’

The professor held up his hand,
and the smile of a little child broke
over his face like sunshine in the
morning.

““Half the good my books do would
be instantly destroyed,’’ he said sad-
ly; ‘‘they would say that I wrote
with my tongue in my cheek. But
wait!’’ he added significantly ; ‘‘ wait
till I find these Tablets of the Gods!
Wait till I hold the solutions of the
old world-problems in my hands!
‘Wait till the light of this new revela-
tion breaks upon confused humanity,
and it wakes to find its bravest hopes
justified! Ah, then, my dear Laid-
law—"’

He broke off suddenly; but the
doctor, cleverly guessing the thought
in his mind, caught him up immedi-
ately.

““Perhaps this very summer,’’ he
said, trying hard to make the sug-
gestion keep pace with honesty; ‘‘in
your explorations in Assyria—your
digging in the remote civilisation of
what was once Chaldea, you may find
—what you dream of—"’

The professor looked up with a de-
lighted smile on his fine old face.

‘“Perhaps,”” he murmured softly,
““perhaps!”’

And the young doctor, thanking
the gods of science that his leader’s
aberrations were of so harmless a
character, went home strong in the
certitude of his knowledge of exter-
nals, proud that he was able to refer
all wisions to self-suggestion, and
wondering complaisantly whether in
his old age he might not after all
suffer himself from visitations of the
very kind that afflicted his respected
chief.

And as he got into bed and thought
again of his master’s rugged face,
and finely shaped head, and the deep
lines traced by years of work and
gelf-discipline, he turned over on his
pillow and fell asleep with a sigh
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that was half of wonder, half of re-
gret.

It was in February, nine months
later, when Dr. Laidlaw made his
way to Charing Cross to meet his
chief after his long absence of tra-
vel and exploration. The vision about
the so-called Tablets of the Gods had
meanwhile passed almost entirely
from his memory.

There were few people in the train,
for the stream of traffic was now run-
ning the other way, and he had no
difficulty in finding the man he had
come to meet. The shock of white
hair beneath the low-crowned felt
hat was alone enough to distinguish
him by easily.

‘““Here 1 am at last!”’ exclaimed
the professor, somewhat wearily,
clasping his friend’s hand as he lis-
tened to the young doctor’s warm
greetings and questions. ‘‘Here I am
—a little older, and much dirtier
than when you last saw me!”’ He
glanced down laughingly at his tra-
vel-stained garments.

““And much wiser,”’ said Laid-
law, with a smile, as he bustled about
the platform for porters and gave
his chief the latest scientific news.

At last they came down to prac-
tical considerations.

““And your Iluggage—where is
that? You must have tons of it, I
suppose?’’ said Laidlaw.

‘‘Hardly anything,”” Professor
Ebor answered. ‘‘Nothing, in fact,
but what you see.”’

“‘Nothing but this hand-bag?”’
laughed the other, thinking he was
joking.

‘“And a small portmanteau in the
van,”’ was the quiet reply. ‘‘I have
no other luggage.”’

‘“You have no other luggage?’’
repeated Laidlaw, turning sharply
to see if he were in earnest.

‘““Why should I need more?’’ the
professor added simply.

Something in the man’s face, or
voice, or manner—the doctor hardly
knew which—suddenly struck him as
strange. There was a change in him,
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a change so profound—so little on
the surface, that is—that at first he
did not become aware of it. For a
moment it was as though an utterly
alien personality stood before him in
that noisy, bustling throng. Here,
in all the homely, friendly turmoil
of a Charing Cross crowd, a curious
feeling of eold passed over his heart,
touching his life with icy finger, so
that he actnally trembled and felt
afraid.

He looked up quickly at his friend,
his mind working with startled and
unwelcome thoughts.

““Only this?”’ he repeated, indi-
cating the bag. ‘‘But where’s all the
stuff you went away with? And—
have you brought nothing home—no
treasures?’’

““Phis is all T have,”” the other said
briefly. The pale smile that went with
the words caused the doctor a second
indeseribable sensation of uneasiness.
Something was very wrong, some-
thing was very queer; he wondered
now that he had not noticed it
sooner.

“The rest follows, of course, by
slow freight,”” he added tactfully,
and as naturally as possible. ‘‘But
come, sir, you must be tired and in
want of food after your long jour-
ney. I’ll get a cab at once, and we
can see about the other luggage after-
wards.”’

It seemed to him he hardly knew
quite what he was saying; the
change in his friend had come upon
him so suddenly and now grew upon
him more and more distressingly.
Yet he could not make out exactly in
what it consisted. A terrible sus-
picion began to take shape in his
mind, troubling him dreadfully.

“I am neither very tired, nor in
need of food, thank you,”” the pro-
fessor said quietly. ‘‘And this is all
I have. There is no luggage to fol-
low. I have brought home nothing—
nothing but. what you gee.”’ :

His words conveyed utter finality.
They got into a cab, tipped the port-
er, who had been staring In amaze-
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ment at the venerable figure of the
scientist, and were conveyed slowly
and noisily to the house in the north
of London where the laboratory was,
the scene of their labours of years.

And the whole way Professor Ebor
uttered no word, nor did Dr. Laid-
law find the courage to ask a single
question.

It was only late that night, before
he took his departure, as the two
men were standing before the fire in
the study—that study where they
had discussed so many problems of
vital and absorbing interest—that
Dr. Laidlaw at last found strength
to come to the point with direct ques-
tions. The professor had been giv-
ing him a superficial and desultory
account of his travels, of his jour-
neys by camel, of his encampments
among the mountains and in the
desert, and of his explorations among
the buried temples, and, deeper, in-
to the waste of the pre-historic sands,
when suddenly the doctor came to
the desired point with a kind of nerv-
ous rush, almoss like a frightened
boy.
““And you found—’’ he began
stammering, looking hard at the
other’s dreadfully altered face, from
which every line of hope and cheer-
fulness seemed to have been obliter-
ated as a sponge wipes the markings
from a slate—‘‘you found—’’

““I found,’’ replied the other, in
a solemn voice, and it was the voice
of the mystic rather than the man
of science—‘1 found what I went to
seek. The vision never once failed
me. It led me straight to the place
like a star in the heavens. I found—
the Tablets of the Gods.”’

Dr. Laidlaw caught his breath, and
steadied himself on the back of a
chair. The words fell like particles
of ice upon his heart. For the first
time the professor had uttered the
well-known phrase without the glow
of light and wonder in his face that
always accompanied it.

““You have—brought them?’’ he
faltered.
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‘I have brought them home,’’ said
the other, in a voice like the ring of
iron; ‘‘and I have — deciphered
them.”’

Profound despair, the gloom of
outer darkness, the dead sound of a
hopeless soul freezing in the utter
cold of space seemed to fill in the
pauses between the brief sentences.
A silence followed, during which Dr.
Liaidlaw saw nothing but the white
face before him alternately fade and
return. And it was like the face of
a dead man.

““They are, alas, indescructible,”’
he heard the voice continue, with its
even, metallic ring.

““Indestructible,”” Laidlaw repeat-
ed mechanically, hardly knowing
what he was saying, or what to do
with his seething thoaghts.

Again a silence of several minutes
passed, during which, with a creep-
ing cold about his heart, he stood and
stared into the eyes of the man he
had known and loved so long—aye,
and worshipped, too; the man who
had first opened his own eyes when
they were blind, and had led him to
the gates of knowledge, and no lit-
tle distance along the difficult path
beyond ; the man who, in another di-
rection, had passed on the strength
of his faith into the hearts of thou-
sands of his books.

““I may see them?’’ he asked at
last, in a low voice he hardly recog-
nised as his own. ‘“You will let me
know—their message?’’

Professor Ebor kept his eyes fix-
edly upon his assistant’s face as he
answered, with a smile that was more
like the grin of death than a living,
human smile.

“When I am gone,”” he whisper-
ed; ‘““when I have passed away. Then
you shall find them and read the
translation T have made. And then,
too, in your turn, you must try, with
the latest resources of science at your
disposal to aid you, to compass their
utter destruction.”” He paused a mo-
ment, and his face grew pale as the
face of a corpse. ‘‘Until that time,’’
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he added presently, without looking
up, “‘I must ask you not to refer to
the subject again—and to keep my
confidence meanwhile—ab—so—lute-
___ly.))

£

A year passed slowly by, and at
the end of it Dr. Laidlaw had found
it necessary to sever his working
connection with his friend and one-
time leader. Professor Ebor was no
longer the same man. The light had
gone out of his life; the laboratory
was closed; he no longer put pen to
paper or applied his mind to a single
problem. In the short space of a few
months he had passed from a hale
and hearty man of late middle life to
the condition of old age—a man col-
lapsed and on the edge of dissolution.
Death, it was plain, lay waiting for
him in the shadows of any day—
and he knew it.

To describe faithfully the nature
of this profound alteration in his
character and temperament is not
easy, but Dr. Laidlaw summed it up
to himself in three words: Loss of
Hope. The splendid mental powers
remained indeed undimmed, but the
incentive to use them—to use them
for the help of others—had gone.
The character still held to its fine
ascetic and unselfish habits of years,
but the far goal to which they had
been the leading strings had faded
away. The desire for knowledge—
knowledge for its own sake—had
died, and the passionate hope which
hitherto had animated with tireless
energy the heart and brain of this
splendidly equipped intellect had
suffered total eclipse. The central
fires had gone out. Nothing was
worth doing, thinging, working for.
There was nothing to work for any
longer!

The professor’s first step was to
recall as many of his books as pos-
sible; his second to close his labora-
tory and stop all research. He gave
no explanation, he invited no ques-
tions. His whole personality erum-
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bled away, so to speak, till his daily
life became a mere mechanical ‘pro-
cession of elothing the body, feeding
the body, keeping it in good health
so as to avoid physical discomfort,
and, above all, doing nothing that
could interfere with sleep. The pro-
fessor did everything he could to
lengthen the hours of sleep, and
therefore of forgetfulness.

It was all clear enough to Dr.
Laidlaw. A weaker man, he knew,
would have sought to lose himself in
one form or another of sensual in-
dulgence—sleeping-draughts, drink,
the first pleasures that came to hand.
Self-destruction would have been the
method of a little stronger type; apd
deliberate evil-doing, poisoning with
his awful knowledge all he could, the
means of still another kind of man.
Mark Ebor was none of these. He
held himself under fine control, fac-
ing silently and without complaint
the terrible facts he honestly believ-
ed himself to have been unfortunate
enough to discover. Even to his in-
timate friend and assistant, Dr. Laid-
law, he vouehsafed no word of true
explanation or lament. He went
straight as a die to the end, knowing
well that the end was not very far
away.

And death came very quietly one
day to him, as he was sitting in the
arm-chair of the study, directly fac-
ing the doors of the laboratory—the
doors that no longer opened. Dr.
Laidlaw, by happy chance, was with
him at the time, and was just able
to reach his side in response to the
sudden painful efforts for breath;
just in time, too, to catch the mur-
mured words that fell from the pallid
lips like a message from the other
side of the grave. :

“‘Read them, if you must; and, if
you can—destroy. But—but’’— his
voice sank so low that Dr. Laidlaw
only just ecaught the dying syllables
—_*‘hut—never, never—give them out
to the world.”

And like a gray bundle of dust
loosely gathered up in an old gar-
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ment the professor sank back into
his chair and expired.

But this was only the death of the
body. His spirit had died two years

before.
3%

The estate of the dead man was
small and uncomplicated, and Dr.
Laidlaw, as sole executor and resi-
duary legatee, had no difficulty in
settling it up. A month after the
funeral he was sitting alone in his
upstairs library, the last sad duties
completed, and his mind full of
poignant memories and regrets for
the loss of a friend he had revered
and loved, and to whom his debt was
so incaleculably great. The last two
years, indeed, had been for him ter-
rible. To watch the swift decay of
the greatest combination of heart and
brain he had ever known, and to real-
ise he was powerless to help, was a
source of profound grief to him that
would remain to the end of his days.

At the same time an insatiable
curiosity possessed him. The study
of dementia was, of course, outside
his special province as a specialist,
but he knew enough of it to under-
stand ‘how small a matter might be
the actual cause of how great an il-
lusion, and he had been devoured
from the very beginning by a cease-
less and increasing anxiety to know
what the professor had found in the
sands of ‘‘Chaldea,”” what these
precious Tablets of the Gods might
be, and particularly—for this was
the real cause that had snapped the
man’s sanity and hope—what the in-
scription was that he had believed to
have deciphered thereon.

The curious feature of it all to his
own mind was, that whereas his
friend had dreamed of finding a mes-
sage of glorious hope and comfort,
he had apparently found (so far as
he had found anything intelligible
at all, and not invented the whole
thing in his dementia) that the sec-
ret of the world, and the meaning of
life and death, was of so terrible a




THE MAN WHO FOUND OUT

nature that it robbed the heart of
courage and the soul of hope. What,
then, could be the contents of the
little brown parcel the professor had
bequeathed to him with his pregnant
dying sentences? :

Actually his hand was trembling
as he turned to the writing-table and
began slowly to unfasten a small old-
fashioned desk on which the small
gilt initials ““M.E.”’ stood forth as a
melancholy memento. He put the
key into the lock and half turned it.
Then, suddenly, he stopped and look-
ed about him. Was that a sound at
the back of the room? It was just
as though some one had laughed and
then tried to smother the laugh with
a cough. A slight shiver ran over
him as he stood listening.

““This is absurd,”” he said aloud;
““too absurd for belief—that I should
be so mervous! It’s the effect of
curiosity unduly prolonged.”” He
smiled a little sadly and his eyes
wandered to the blue summer sky
and the plane trees swaying in the
wind below his window. ‘‘It’s the
reaction,’’ he continued. ‘‘The curi-
osity of two years to be quenched in
a single moment! The nervous ten-
sion, of course, must be consider-
able.”’

He turned back to the brown desk
and opened it without further delay.
His hand was firm now, and he took
out the paper parcel that lay inside
without a tremour. It was heavy.
A moment later there lay on the table
before him a couple of weather-worn
plaques of gray stone—they looked
like stone, although they felt like
metal—on which he saw markings of
a curious charaeter that might have
been the mere tracings of natural
forces through the ages, or, equally
well, the half-obliterated hierogly-
phies cut upon their surface in past
centuries by the more or less untu-
tored hand of a common scribe,

He lifted each stone in turn and
examined it carefully. It seemed to
him that a faint glow of heat passed
from the substance into his skin, and
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he put them down again suddenly,
as with a gesture of uneasiness.

‘“A very clever, or a very imagin-
ative man,’’ he said to himself, ‘‘who
could squeeze the secrets of life and
death from such broken lines as
those!”’

Then he turned to a yellow en-
velope lying beside them in the desk,
with the single word on the outside
in the writing of the professor—the
word Translation.

““Now,”” he thought, taking it up
with a sudden violence to conceal his
nervousness, ‘‘now for the great solu-
tion. Now to learn the meaning of
the worlds, and why mankind was
made, and why discipline is worth
while, and sacrifice and pain the true
law of advancement.”’

There was the shadow of a sneer
in his voice, and yet something in
him shivered at the same time. He
held the envelope as though weigh-
ing it in his hand, his mind ponder-
ing many things. Then curiosity won
the day, and he suddenly tore it
open with the gesture of an actor
who tears open a letter on the stage,
knowing there is no real writing in-
side at all.

A page of finely written seript in
the late scientist’s handwriting lay
before him. He read it through from
beginning to end, missing no word,
uttering each syllable distinetly un-
der his breath as he read.

The pallour of his face grew dread-
ful as he neared the end. He be-
gan to shake all over as with ague.
His breath came heavily in 2asps.
He still gripped the sheet of paper,
however, and deliberately, as by an
intense effort of will, read it through
a second time from beginning to end.
And this time, as the last syllable
dropped from his lips, the whole face
of the man flamed with a sudden and
terrible anger. His skin became
deep, deep red, and he clenched his
teeth. With all the strength of his
vigorous soul he was struggling to
keep control of himself.

For perhaps five minutes he stood
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there beside the table without stir-
ring a muscle. He might have been
carved out of stone. IHis eyes were
ghut, and only the heaving of the
chest betrayed the fact that he was
a living being. Then, very quietly
—with a horrible quietness, in fact—
he lit a mateh and applied it to the
sheet of paper he held in his hand.
The ashes fell slowly about him, piece
by piece, and he blew them from the
window-sill into the air, his eyes fol-
lowing them as they floated away on
the summer wind that breathed so
warmly over the world.

He turned back slowly into the
room. Although his actions and
movements were absolutely steady
and controlled, it was clear that he
was on the very edge of violent ac-
tion. A hurricane might burst upon
the still room any moment. IHis mus-
cles were tense and rigid. Then, sud-
denly, he whitened, collapsed, and
sank backwards into a chair, like a
tumbled bundle of inert matter. He
had fainted.

In less than half an hour he recov-
ered consciousness and sat up. As
before, he made no sound. Not a syl-
lable passed his lips. He rose quiet-
ly and looked about the room.

Then he did a curious thing.

Taking a heavy stick from the rack
in the corner he approached the man-
tlepicce, and with a heavy shattering
blow he smashed the clock to pieces.
The glass fell in shivering atoms.

““(Clease your lying voice forever,”
he said, in a curiously still, even
tone. ‘‘There is no such thing as
time!’’

He took the wateh from his poe-
ket, swung it round several times by
the long gold chain, smashed it into
smithereens against the wall with a
single blow, and then walked into
his laboratory next door, and hung
its broken body on the bones of the
skeleton in the corner of the room.

‘Let one damned mockery hang
upon another,”” he said smiling odd-
ly. ““Delusions, both of you, an
cruel as false!”’

He slowly moved back to the front
room. He stopped opposite the
bookcase where stood in a row the
““Seriptures of the World,”” choicely
bound and exquisitely printed, the
late professor’s most treasured pos-
session, and next to them several
books signed ‘‘Pilgrim.’’

One by one he took them from the
shelf and hurled them through the
open window.

“‘The devil‘s dreams! The devil’s
splendid dreams!”” ‘he cried, with
a horrid laugh.

Presently he stopped from sheer
exhaustion. He turned his eyes
slowly to the wall opposite, where
hung a weird array of Kastern
swords and daggers, scimitars and
spears, the collections of many jour-
neys. He crossed the room and ran
his finger along the edge. His mind
seemed to waver.

“No,”” he muttered presently;
“‘not that way. There are easier
and better ways than that.

He took his hat and passed down-
stairs into the street.
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It was five o’clock, and the June
sun lay hot upon the pavement. He
felt the metal door-knob burn the
palm of his hand.

“Ah, Laidlaw, this is well met,”
cried a voice at his elbow; ‘‘I was
in the aet of coming to see you.
I’ve a case that will interest you, and
besides, I remembered that you fla-
voured your tea with orange leaves!
—and I admit—"’

It was Alexis Stephan, the great
hypnotie doctor.

“I’ve had no tea to-day,”’ Laid-
law said, in a dazed manner after
staring for a moment as though the
other had struck him in the face.
A new idea had entered his mind.

““What’s the matter?’’ asked Dr.
Stephan quickly. ‘‘Something’s
wrong with you. It’s this sudden
heat, or overwork. Come, man, let’s
go inside.”’

wh
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A sudden light broke upon the face
of the younger man, the light of a
heaven-sent inspiration. He looked
into his friend’s face, and told a
direct lie.

“0Odd,” he said, ‘I myself was
just coming to see you. I have some-
thing of great importance to test
your confidence with. But in your
house, please,”” as Stephan urged
him towards his own door—‘‘in your
house. It’s only round the corner,
and I—I cannot go back there—to
my rooms—till I have told you.”’

““I’'m your patient—for the mo-
ment,”” he added stammeringly as
soon as they were seated in the pri-
vacy of the hypnotist’s sanctum,
‘“‘and I want—er—"’

““My dear Laidlaw,”’ interrupted
the other, in that soothing voice of
command which had suggested to
many a suffering soul that the cure
for its pain lay in the powers of its
own reawakened will, “‘I am always
at your service, as you know. You
have only to tell me what I can do
for you, and I will do it.”’ He show-
ed every desire to help him out. His
manner was indescribably taetful
and direct. : ;

Dr. Laidlaw looked up into his
face. ;

“I surrender my will to you,’’ he
gaid, already calmed by the other’s
healing presence, ‘‘and I want you
to treat me hypnotically—er—and
at once. 1 want you to suggest to
me’’—his voice became very tense—
‘“that I shall forget—forget till I
die—everything that has occurred to
me during the last two hours; till
1 die, mind,’” he added, with solemn
emphasis, ‘‘till T die.” :

He floundered and stammered like
a frightened boy. Alexis Stephan
looked at him fixedly without speak-

P And further,”” Laidlaw con-
tinued, ‘‘I want you to ask me no
questions. I wish to forget for ever
something I have recently discovered
—something so terrible and yet so
obvious that I can hardly understand

137

why it is not patent to every mind
in the world—for I have had a mo-
ment of absolute clear wvision—of
merciless clairvoyance. But I want
no one else in the whole world to
know what it is—least of all, old
friend, yourself.”’

He talked in utter confusion, and
hardly knew what ha was saying.
But the pain on his face and the
anguish in his voice were an instant
passport to the other’s heart.

‘“Nothing is easier,”’ replied Dr.
Stephen, after a hesitation so slight
that the other probably did not even
notice it. ‘‘Come into my other room
where we shall not be disturbed. I
can heal you. Your memory of the
last two hours shall be wiped out as
though it had never been. You can
trust me absolutely.’’

“I know I ecan,”’ Laidlaw said
simply, as he followed him in.
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An hour later they passed back
into the front room again. The sun
was already behind the houses op-
posite, and the shadows began to
gather.

““I went off easily?’”’ Laidlaw ask-
ed.

“You were a little obstinate at
first. But though you came in like
a lion, you went out like a lamb. I
let you sleep a bit afterwards.’’

Dr. Stephen kept his eyes rather
steadily upon his friend’s face.

‘“What were you doing by the fire
before you came here?’’ he asked,
pausing in a casual tone, as he lit
a cigarette and handed the case to
his patient.

“I? Let me see. Oh, I know; I
was worrying my way through poor
old Ebor’s papers and things. I'm
his executor, you know. Then I got
weary and came out for a whiff of
air.”’ He spoke lightly and with per-
fect maturalness. Obviously he was
telling the truth. ‘‘I prefer speci-
mens to papers,’”’ he laughed cheer-
ily.
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“TI know, I know,”’ said Dr.
Stephan, holding a lighted mateh for
the cigarette. His face wore an ex-
pression of content. The experi-
ment had been a complete success.
The memory of the last two hours
was wiped out utterly. ILaidlaw was
already chatting gaily and easily
about a dozen other things that in-
terested him. Together they went
out into the street, and at his door
Dr. Stephan left him with a joke and
a wry face that made his friend
laugh heartily.

“Don’t dine on the professor’s old
papers by mistake,”’ he cried, as he
vanished down the street.

Dr. Laidlaw went up to his study
at the top of the house. Half way
down he met his housekeeper, Mrs.
Fewings. She was flustered and ex-
cited, and her face was very red and
perspiring.

“There’ve been burglars here,”
she cried excitedly, ‘‘or something
funny! All your things is just
any’ow, sir. I found everything all
about everywhere!’”’ She was very
confused. In this orderly and very
precise establishment it was unusual
to find a thing out of place.

““Oh, my specimens!’’ ecried the
doctor, dashing up the rest of the
stairs at top speed. ‘‘Have they been
touched or—1?”’

He flew to the door of the labora-
tory. Mrs. Pewings panted up heav-
ily behind him.

““The labatry ain’t been touched,”
she explained, breathlessly, ‘‘but they
smashed the libry clock and they’ve
‘ung your gold wateh, sir, on the
skelinton’s hands. And the books
that weren’t no value they flung out
er the window just like so much rub-
bish. They must have been wild
drunk, Dr. Laidlaw, sir!”’

The young scientist made a hur-
ried examination of the rooms. Noth-
ing of value was missing. He began
to wonder what kind of burglars they
were. IHe looked up sharply at Mrs.
Pewings standing in the doorway.
For a moment he seemed to ecast
about in his mind for something.

“0dd,”’ he said at length. “‘I only
left here an hour ago and everything
was all right then.”’

“Was 1it, sir? ' Yes, sir.”’ She
glanced sharply at him. Her room
looked out upon the courtyard, and
she must have seen the books come
crashing down, and also have heard
her master leave the house a few
minutes later.

‘“And what’s this rubbish the
brutes have left?’’ he cried, taking
up two slabs of worn gray stone, on
the writing-table. ‘‘Bath brick, or
something, I do declare.”’

He looked very sharply again at
the confused and troubled housekeep-
er.
“Throw them on the dust heap,
Mrs. Pewings, and—and let me know
if anything is missing in the house,
and I will notify the police this even-
ing.”’

‘When she left the room he went
into the laboratory and took his
watch off the skeleton’s fingers. His
face wore a troubled expression, but
after a moment’s thought it cleared
again. His memory was a complete
blank.

“T suppose I left it on the writing-
table when I went out to take the
air,”” he said. And there was no one
present to contradict him.

He crossed to the window and blew
carelessly some ashes of burned paper
from the sill, and stood watching
them as they floated away lazily over
the tops of the trees.

- —



ON THE ROAD TO KEREMEOS

By LUCY BETTY McRAYE

ON the road to Keremeos the dust is whitely drifting,
The sun-drugged earth is lying in a shining, shimmering haze,
Where toward the glowing heavens the hills are softly lifting
In the late October days.

As we ride to Keremeos on the four-horse stage,
Oh, the warm wind eager-airy
Bears the aromatic, prairie
Scent of Sage!

On the road to Keremeos the weary eyes are rested,

For the distant hills are painted in the softest colours seen,

Hills of velvet, velvet shadowed, velvet toned, and velvet breasted,
Undertones in gray and green.

As we ride to Keremeos on the four-horse stage,
How the wind, light-footed, vagrant,
Breathes the permeating, fragrant

Scent of Sage!

On the road to Keremeos, our spirits blithely singing,
With the freedom and the freshness and the fragrance of it all,
Through the sand, and through the cactus, the stage is swaying, swing-
ng,
As the purple shadows fall.

As we ride to Keremeos on the four-horse stage,
How the autumn wind that wanders
On the air the sweet scent squanders,
Scent of Sage!

On the road to Keremeos the golden light is failing,

Turning sand and sage to silver, and the green and russet hue

Deepens, disappears in shadows, from the benches in enveiling
Mists of violet and blue,

As we ride to Keremeos on the four-horse stage,
Oh, the night wind awakens, bringing,
Pungent, penetrating, clinging

Scent of Sage!
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ADELINA :

IMITATOR

BY MADGE MACBETH

AN imaginative aeronaut sailing
over Rideau Street at half-past
seven in the evening might have
likened the scene below to a huge
sieve through which human latoms
dropped ceaselessly, irregularly; and
those who did not drop, moved in
solid lines the length of the street—
to the east or to the west. They
pushed one another, they jostled one
another, they dodged and wormed
themselves in and out, without seem-
ing to have a destination or a haven
of rest.

Naturally, no one dropped through
the slush-covered sidewalk and into
the sodden earth; they merely slip-
ped from the ranks, as it were, into
brilliantly-lighted shops; and those
who could afford to luxuriate in true
holiday spirit freed from the drag
of responsibility—the undecorated
tree, the half dozen gaping stock-
ings, the buying of to-morrow’s big
dinner or the 'tragic possibility of
having no dinner—those atoms of the
crowd slipped with light banter into
the nickel shows which punctuated
the street here and there. For it
was Christmas FEve, and some part
of the world must be gay!

The wavering glare of electric
lights which crawled inch by inch
through a thick gray fog lent noth-
ing of a holiday glamour to Adelina
as she turned out of Nicholas Street
and linto the crowd. Although @
small, shrivelled child of scarcely
ten years, she saw things in their
hardest, most material aspect; she
had no imagination, no illusions.
Standing shivering on the corner, she
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resented the fact that girls could
laugh and flirt, she hated the fatly-
complaisant women who carried well-
filled, ecreaking baskets to the peril of
blue noses, which reached no higher
than hers, she bitterly scorned the
beggars—the men who covered their
rags with two signs, one in French
and one in English—asking alms.
The crowd, the night, everything, in
fact, seemed only to bear upon her
harder and remind her of the strug-
gle for existence.

’Lina walked step by step with
the erowd past the somewhat deplet-
ed toy display in Ogilvy’s window,
past the bakery from which issued
tantalising hot and sweet smells, past
Moreland’s shop, where the sight of
the fruit made her empty little in-
sides ache, and she clenched her dirty
fists, shook the tangled red hair out
of her eyes and groaned aloud:

““Christmas! Huh!”’

Her story? Ob, it is nothing un-
usual! Her father, a handsome man
of a certain type, had a penchant
for the young women of the neigh-
bouring mica factories—young women
with pounds of step-hair cosmopoli-
tanly taken fromy many ecounters,
with mnear-gold bangles and with
piano-legged expanse of anatomy,
showing itself between ill-fitting
pumps and serrated shirt. Adelina,
or ’Lina, as her mother fondly call-
ed her, in response to a femlinine
trait, secretly admired her father in
spite of his brutishness and secretly
pitied her mother for that quality of
non-resistance that resigned acecept-
ance of ill-treatment and neglect

-
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which may have been the root of all
their infelicitlies. |

On days when she was able ’Lina’s
mother helped Madame Landry with
her ironing, and in that way main-
tained the tiny back room which she
and her daughter called home. Their
food was bought out of the small
change Madame Landry and other
neighbourly  philanthropists paid
Lina for delivering bundles of wash-
ing. What the father contributed
was largely a matter of excitement
and suspense; he contributed period-
ical vidits which were not an unal-
loyed pleasure, for the scant five and
ten-cent pieces which ‘formed the
mainstay of his family’s income
usually found their way to his poe-
ket—unless ’Lina, apprised of “is
coming, arranged to secrete .8 in-
come successfully.

He had never lived with them sinece
‘Lfina eould remember. Neighbours
commiserated with her mother ac-
cording to their point of view. Some
wagged their heads and said:

“‘Land sakes! Ain’t it a pity that
she don’t make him stay with her
and the kid, anyhow? And hliim that
handsome!”’

While others more practically m.
clined elicked their tongues into theip
cheeks, saying:

‘‘Goodness knows what that poor
critter’s done to deserve him! He
was home yesterday, and I bet my
boots he’s took her money off her
again!”

But there was no one to prevent
And he came as often as he
thought there was any money to take
‘“‘off ‘her.”  Prayers, entreaties,
threats were useless. In answer to
the first there was derision; to the
second there were promlises of im-
mediate payment, and to the last
there (were blows. Trickery some-
times suceeeded, and ’Lina was learn-
ing that she must find ways of out-
witting her father if they would Jive
at all. These ways were not easy to
discover.

And all this was bad enough! One
ean grow accustomed to anything,
however, and Adelina had never
known a more even existence. But
when a visitor intruded upon thelir
domestic infelicities offering gratui-
tous advice and impractical assist-
ance the child felt that her cup of
misery was indeed too full! She could
care for her mother, she was learn-
ing to outwit her father, but the
visitor was a hard proposition!

Pushing her way through a phal-
anx of boisterous pleasure-seekers,
'Lina found herself in the limelight
of a new nickel theatre. A phono-
graph wailed complainingly, ‘“I’m so
tired of violets,”” and a man with a
dark red megaphone exhorted the
people to step inside, explaining that
the attractions offered here were vast-
ly superior to any in the city; that
not only was the ‘‘Brigand’s Bride’’
being shown for the first time, but
several amateurs had consented to en-
liven the Christmas Eve by compet-
ing for a ten-dollar prize, which would
be given absolutely free to the person
with the best offering. Could they
beat that? Eh? What?

‘Lina listened and shivered; she
edged closer to the man partly be-
cause there was a hint of warmth
emanating from the glittering arch
of the vestibule and partly because
she was pushed in. Some one pass-
ing dropped a whole stick of chew-
Ing gum and the child pounced upon
it like the greedy little animal she
was.

““Gee!”” ghe chewed noisily, ‘‘Gee,
but it’s good to get yer pinchers on-
to somethin’}”’

Feeling her crowding against his
knees the gentleman lowered his
megaphone for an instant and gazed
tolerantly into ’Lina’s upturned face.

“Got a stunt to do, Bernhardt?’’
he inquired pleasantly.

“Yep!’’ lied ’Lina solemnly,

““Go on in, then,” said the man
pulling her up out of the slush.
““Climb on the stage and look round ;
you’ll find the other tragedians hang-
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in’ about there, too. Step this way,
ladies and—"’

Chewing hard, 'Lina went through
the door and into a dimly-lighted
hall. She had seen moving pie-
tures once, and she had heard of ama-
teur night at The Dominion, but the
only thing which concerned her at
the moment was that the hall was
warm and that she had ‘‘her pinchers
on to somethin’.”’

She had hardly seated herself be-
fore the lights flared up and a girl
wearing a scant black costume writh-
ed herself to the piano. Simultane-
ously a erowd of people entered and
'Lina, fearful lest she would be put
out for disobeying instructions, sped
swiftly toward the stage. In another
moment she found herself behind the
white curtain verily a blot upon the
grandeur of the other contestants. No
one noticed her except to draw away
from her; she scowled darkly at the
two little girls who stood stiffly be-
side their mother, listening to her
last admonitions; she stuck out a
red little tongue at the boy who stood
next her and gazed compassionately
from his maroon velvet suit to her
sodden rags. She bit her lip and
blinked back furious tears when a
man with one arm addressed her
kindly after giving a general greet-
ing to the others as he joined them.
He went so far as to ask her what
she was going to do. She did not
answer. Going to do? She knew she
could do nothing, and the thing she
most wanted to do was to get out.

As this meant climbing down from
the stage and passing before the audi-
ence, to say nothing of the mega-
phone gentleman at the door, Lina
saw that escape was impossible. What
was going to happen to her as a pun-
ishment for deception she did not
know; for the moment she did not
care. The room was warm, and her
teeth bit hard into the piece of hea-
ven-sent chewing-gum. "

After a long time the Brigand won
his Bride and the amateurs were call-
ed. Six nervous, self-conscious per-

formers followed one another in turn,
encouraged or discouraged by the
variously expressed sentiments of the
crowd. As the man with one arm
was dragged from the stage by a large
hook (at the request of the younger
members of the audience, who did not
seem to have a taste for sentimental
ballads) ’Lina felt a horrible nausea
creep over her—there was left only
one other contestant beside herself!

Should she eonfess to the manager
person who had them all in charge?
Or should she try to remember the
only ‘‘piece’’ she ever knew, and risk
the jeers of the boys and the dread-
ful hook?

But she forgot her own problems
as the only remaining amateur step-
ped forward. This was a girl who
wore a limp lingerie dress over vivid
pink; white shoes and pink stockings
covered large flat feet and generously
turned ankles; pink beads (nine
strings) and a wide pink band around
her adopted puffs put a beautiful
finish to a ravishing vision of ele-
gance—at least in ’Lina’s eyes. Great
applause greeted her and her bow
was all that Maude Adams could have
accomplished. Then with that voice
which is a draw between a gargle and
a badly imitated baritone, the elocu-
tionist announced :

“Lena’s Happy Christmas!’’

Wide-eyed and trembling, little
Adelina listened to the story of her
life; she heard about her own mo-
ther deserted by her brute of a father
—dying for want of food and cloth-
ing; she listened to the description
of her own valiant struggles in the
way of bread winning; she heard the
kind neighbours (only with different
names) spoken of warmly; but when
it came to the Hard Proposition the
truth was perverted!

‘With much adoo the girl paraded
her virtues before the silent crowd;
she told them how this Friend of the
Needy went to the tiny hovel where
“T,ena’’ lived, laden with comforts—
even luxuries, for the child and her
mother; she was called Lady Santa
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Claus, and an Angel of Mercy. Every
sentence brought to light more gifts
she had showered upon the grateful
mother and daughter. There were
shoes and lovely woolly blankets,
there was a load of coal standing at
the door this minute, to say nothing
of a whole line of grocers’, bakers’
and butchers’ carts!

But the girl lied!

Amid flattering applause express-
ed more by word of mouth than with
the hands, the elocutionist left the
stage somewhat self-consciously. Her
place before the footlights was in-
stantly taken by a savage little fig-
ure fairly shaking with unrestrained
rage. |

‘“’Taint so!”’ she sereamed wildly.
“‘Don’t yer believe it! She was giv-
in’ yer a lot of guff! They ain’t a
thing come to our house—and they
won’t nothin’ come there, nuther!’”’

““Who left the door open?’’ asked
a humorous youth in the rear of the
hall. ‘‘Somethin’ odd has blown
in!’’

““Slow music, dearie,”’ suggested
someone else. ‘‘They say that the
cheel-id is in London—"’

Oblivious to everything except
meting out justice and showing the
Hard Proposition in her true colours,
'Lina told her story. With childish
abandon she threw her whole soul in-
to the recital of her grievances, mim-
icking the visitor in her pompousness
until the house rocked itself in glee,
Many members of the audience re-
cognised that type of slummer from
unpleasant experience and enjoyed
seeing it held up to ridicule, f

One person above all others was in-
terested—one man. He sat in the
very front row and did not take his
eyes from ’Lina’s face, neither did
he laugh with the others; he turned
a dull, uncomfortable red and occa-
sionally muttered to himself.

“She come to our house only yes-
tiddy,’’ cried the child angrily, “a-
pullin’ her clothes round her this
way.”” (Furious applause from the
audience.) ‘‘She pulled ma’s blan-
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ket off’n our chair with two fingers
and set on the corner of it, sniffin’.
‘Have ye got the woollen underwear
I recommended yit?’’ she says to ma.
'Lina threw her shrill voice an oc-
tave lower, and the crowd whooped
its appreciation. ‘No, ma’am,’ says
ma, skeered like, ‘An’ the reason?”
the woman wants to know, ‘I hadn’t
the price,” whispers ma, coughin’,
‘Nonsense!” she says, ‘you’r wasteful
an’ nmo manager,” says she. ‘You
should be guided by me. Why, I
make experiments on livin’ fer two
cents a day—an’ then there is money
left to spend wise, not foolish!’

“Two-fifty fer the kind of com-
binations she wants us ter git!”
shrieked ’Lina, passionmtely, ‘‘An’
us a-borry-ing coal from Madame
Landry!”’

““ “The room seems close,” she says
next, making faces at us. ‘Has it
been aired this mornin’? ‘It was aw-
ful cold,” says ma shiverin’ and point-
in’ to the winder what had rags stuff-
ed in it. ‘I thought it’d be warmer—'’
The woman shakes her head mad-
like and grumbles ’taint no use tryin’
to help us’n. Then she says:

“‘Me good woman, I have brought
ye somethin’ of great value; I will
help ye in spite of yerself.’

The man in the front row shook his
head dejectedly and sighed.

I fergit what she called it,”” pro-
ceeded Adelina rapidly, ‘“but it were
notin’ but a ‘candle what made
the cussedest smell you ever smelt!
Me an’ ma an’ even Madame Landry
had to clean right out fer the ever-
lastin’est time! Whew! Take it from
me—it was the limit!”’ |

The din in the hall was frightful ;
éveryone appealed with the delight-
ful informality of their class to the
next one and compared notes. Did
they ever hear of Mis’ Farrell? She
was one of them wimmen what but-
ted into—

“I bet my shirt it’s the one with
them glasses hangin’ on a chain,”’
said another. ‘“‘She come to see my
brother’s wife’s sister,”’ said another.
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““She had enough papers about feed-
ing children—an’, by golly, Maria
hadn’t no children—"’

““(Gee, but the kid is sore all right,
all right!’”’ sympathetically remark-
ed those who had no experiences to
relate to a neighbour.

“ A stinkin’ candle and some post
cards for Christmas!’’ jeered some
one else. ‘‘Don’t that beat alll’”’

Part of the audience did not see
the situation as it was; they could
not know that ’Lina took the previ-
ous recitation as a personal reference
to her warped and wretched exist-
ence, but she made a hit, notwith-
standing. All of them enjoyed her
imitation of the Hard Proposition—
all of them except the one man.

*

She left the building with the
whole ten dollars in her dirty little
hand, and she left in company with
that solemn man whose face was still
red and who seemed very unhappy.
But ’Lina was too excited to notice
trifles. When he spoke to her she
looked at him with a scowl.

“Say, would you like a doll, kid?’’
he asked awkwardly.

““Naw,’’ said practical ’Lina, ‘I
ain’t got no time fer messin’ around
dolls.”’

“What wonld you like for Christ-
mas?’’ asked the man, nonplussed.

““Say, what yer givin’ us?”’ de-
manded the child with the flattering
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suspiciousness of the street.

“I always give some kid a Christ-
mas present,”’ lied the man, easily,
““and you might as well be the one
this year—that’s honest! What’ll we
start on "’

““Meat!”’ ’Lina hesitated no long-
er; no nagging conscience urged her
to first cry enough. The two of them
staggered back to Nicholas Street
bending under the weight of gro-
ceries, clothes, blankets and even toys.
Madame Landry fairly gasped when
she opened the door. Dropping every-
thing on the threshold, ’Lina bound-
ed up the oilcloth-covered stairs to
tell her mother the wonderful news.
It is a lamentable fact that she nei-
ther said ‘‘good-night’’ nor ‘‘thank
you’’ to the man who had befriended
her, and when her mother tore open
sleepy eyes to gaze upon the gifts of
the gods, she looked in vain for the
agent, He had gone.

“ Adelina stood thoughtfully be-
fore her newly-covered bed. She had
on a warm flannel nightie—she had
eaten her fill.

“Say, ma,’”’ she said slowly, ‘“‘he
knowed the name of that durned book
she give ye—all about the way fter
treat yer huz-bun, an’ he called that
candle the same name she did. An’
ma—he knowed jes’ the way she done
everything! 1 bet my shirt,”” she

went on, emphasising each word. ‘T
bet my shirt, she’s tried some of her
dirty work on him! Say, ma, can ye
beat it?”’




Imminrant Types

Seuen pastel portraits of
artual  immigrants to Canada.
Orawm dirert from the orioi-
nal subierts by Aunded Lapine.
Lach one is true to type, aud
as a group they rompnse an im-

portant phustoguomiral  study.




Drawing by Andre Lapine

146

THE ENGLISHMAN




Drawing by Andre Lapine

THE SCOT

147




Drawing by Andre Lapine

148

THE ROUMANIAN



Drawing by Andre Lapine

149

THE NORWEGIAN




prawing by Andre Lapine

THE GALICIAN




Drawing by Andre Lapine

THE HUNGARIAN




Drawing by Andre Lapine

THE RUSSIAN



THE COWING-UNDER OF ALKALI
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“GETTING squeamish, Alkali?’’
asked the younger desperado

tauntingly. ‘‘Is them old iron nerves

of yours turned pewter? What?’’

No answer came from the older
man. His feet shifted continually.
At intervals he gave a muffled cough
and slouched farther into the shelter
of the station shed at Clover Bar
where the Northern Express would
make its last stop between Fort Sas-
katchewan and Edmonton helow. Al-
kali was used to the chaffing of the
various pals he had worked with, es-
pecially used to Cole Banzard’s
chaffing. He heeded it not. His mind
was focused on the urgent matter
at hand. It dwelt in the face of dis-
tracting inward thoughts upon the
night express from the east.

There was money aboard, easy
money and big. A pal who had but
barely made his get-away after the
Latonia affair was responsible for the
information. Too timid as yet be-
cause the mounted men marked his
moves to take a chance himself, this
pal had given the hint to old Alkali,
had passed the job to him in ‘consid-
eration of a wusurious rake-off. But
the rake-off was not Alkali’s trouble.
Neither was the job itself his trou-
ble. Newest of all pioneer lines the
railroad touched the edges of un-
peopled places. Truly to be called
the Northern, it ran well north. of
fifty-three. It threaded the outskirts
of Saskatchewan and Albe_rta. It
poured hordes of settlers into the
Peace River country, across the
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Athabasea plains, through all the
Mackenzie valley that trends by clay
of wondrous fertility to the barren,
ice-locked Aretic. Here was the law
of progress applied. Here was the
inevitable evolution of the land. Yet
progress and evolution, Alkali knew,
spelled the doom of the Brotherhood
of Outlaws. It forced them to obey
in fierce literalness the primeval in-
stinet of earth-born creatures to fight
and everlastingly fight for existence.

Well, he was a fit man to fight!
Old they called him, but he had bur-
ied scores half his age. Not in crime,
but in endurance, in pioneering,
foreloping, feats of the far trails.
That was before he had joined the
brotherhood, before the first Western
railway had beaten him out of his
lands down there by Calgary. Fine,
full, fat lands they were in his re-
trospection, ranch lands once, now
the basement floors of a metropolis.
The railway people had stolen those
lands just as deliberately as Adam
stole the apple. They worked upon
the age-old principle of the strong
and the weak. Against a corpora-
tion sinewy Alkali had been the
weak, He had fallen back at last
upon the ancient Western resort of
the gun and sent a bullet through the
leg of the agent who drove stakes
at his door. Then they arrested him.
It was his first experience with the
mounted. He got seven years for
shooting with intent to kill.

A ridiculous accusation, ridiculous
at least to those who knew Alkali,
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who understood that had he really
shot with intent to kill, Alkali’s ball
would have been found in the agent’s
heart. But in the accusation and in
the sentence was no humour for Al-
kali. Little by little along with the
humour every other saving grace
oozed out of him under the grip of
the seven callous years. Goden
nuggets in the muck of those years
were the days his wife came for her
scarce visits and brought the little
Lorinne, a feminine lump of rosy
flesh and dimples, with a voice that
erooned undauntedly among the grim
cells. But during the seventh year,
through illness, the visits were lack-
ing. Lorinne, now a slip of a girl,
came alone to sit upon the father’s
knee to speak of her own and her
Aunt’s nursing. When there was no
news, Alkali paced up and down like
a caged animal or throttled railway
officials in his dreams. Then one day
a month before release Lorinne and
Alkali’s sister Mona appeared. The
fact that Mona was free to come told
Alkali the truth even before they
could sob out the words.

Alkali walked unconfined again,
but a changed man, bitter of spech,
fierce of eye, flinty of heart. No com-
pensation for his lands had been
fortheoming, so he took the remnant
of the savings that for seven years
had supported wife and child, and
fought his ecase in courts. Before
the railroad had robbed him. Now
the lawyers, through many hearings
and long delays fleeced him of what
the first robbers had left. And final-
ly the judges flimflammed him in de-
cision.

Hellish fires burning in him, Alka-
li rode north from Calgary the night
they threw him down. He had left
the little Lorinne with Mona at Fort
Qaskatchewan, Mona was unmarried,
had a home and some land of her
own at the Fort, land left her by a
rancher uncle. Her fortune was not
large, but it was enough for herself,
and during a certain period at least
the child would occasion no drain on

her resources. As for Alkali, he pos-
sessed nothing but a horse, a rifle,
and a blanket. Directly or indirect-
ly, the railroads had all the rest. Yes,
they had it, but by the gods of the
great northland he vowed he would
have it back. It was his. If he could
not have it with the law, he would
have it without the law, beyond the
law, in spite of the law. In fighting
his case he had had men estimating
on the lost property. It was worth
five hundred thousand dollars, While
he served seven years, it had climb-
ed to that dizzy value. A half-mil-
lion of his the bigbellied magnates
had in their coffers, eh? Good! He
would dip into those coffers, dip and
dip until he had recovered every cent
of that half-million. Then he would
depart with his own. It would not
be robbery. The railroad people had
committed the robbery. His act
would be simply that of an honest
man putting out his hand and taking
that whichi had been filched from
him. These magnates sent currency
across the country in cars. Alkali
decided he would see to it. On this
line or that it did not matter. The
farther from the centres of civilisa-
tion the better, and the less risk to
him! All railroads, Alkali reason-
ed, were the same, anyway. There
were secret amalgamations and
things. His lawyers—those cursed
thieving lawyers—had told him so.
The roads made a pretence of com-
petition, but back of the directorates
they divided spoils. It was a gigan-
tic combine, a machine, a trust. It
sprung a hold-up from the front. In
case of a struggle lawyers slipped
close and pilfered from the rear.
Henceforth Alkali would hate all
lawyers, and most of all Ralph Van-
derg, the railroad’s leading counsel.

At Battle Canyon in the fall of
that same year Alkali’s first chance
came. This side the Pass the Van-
couver Limited had an lexperience
that was read damp from all West-
ern printing presses. Alkali’s name
was afterwards spoken in awe, and
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the East denied that the West had
ceased to be wild and woolly. The
mounted police galloped hundreds of
miles upon false trails and wore out
ponies to no purpose, and general
bad temper dissembled in the force.
And though Alkali was again far
north, one of Alkali’s friends deliv-
ered a package in a secret fashion
at Mona’s house in Fort Saskatche-
wan. In the package was a heavy
sum and a note that he hoped to see
them soon. In which hope he reck-
oned without the vigilance and ten-
acity of the mounted. After that in-
itial escapade he found that he could
not approach Fort Saskatchewan’s
precinets at all. Nor could he com-
municate with Mona and Lorinne.
Against that the police had set up a
barrier, and they watched always,
hoping for Alkali to try to ecross it
and lay a trail by which they could
hound his down. The Government
went further and offered for him,
dead or alive, a reward of five thou-
sand dollars.

Yet wait and watch as they might,
Alkali never crossed the mounted
men’s paths. The old wolf was wary.
Since becoming a hunted thing, the
savage instinet of the outlaw reviv-
ed within him. He was mindful first
and foremost and beyond all other
things of self-preservation. He eir-
eled, but did not traverse, the trap-
line.

So through those lonely northern
years Alkali’s double loss became a
triple one. Child-hunger was the
canker in his system, the malignant
ulecer in his tough, old heart. For
thirteen years, except in imagination,
he had not seen the face of little
Lorinne. This not seeing in the flesh
was a bad thing, but the seeing in
fancy was worse. No outlaw has any
business with imagination. Cole Ban-
zard had none. That was why he
could not correctly diagnose Alkali’s
trouble as they cerouched in the sha-
dow of the shed at Clover Bar. Hav-
ing no power of conjuring visions
himself, he failed to comprehend the
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man who had. Cole Banzard thought
his companion had an attack of
nerves, and he understood that such
an attack must be shaken off before
the night made demands on them. He
knew the surest way to do it was to
anger Alkali. Accordingly Cole con-
tinued to use his trenchant tongue.

““When ye start dragging your pe-
dals round that way and hawking
so, I knows as something is wrong,”’
he taunted. ‘‘Ye have symptoms of
blue funk or—or—a yellow streak.’’

Old Alkali turned quickly and
gripped Cole Banzard’s arm with a
force that made the younger man ut-
ter a gasp of pain.

“There’s no yellow in me. And
you sure know it, Cole Banzard. Did
you ever see me quit? Did I say a
word of shirking to-night?’’

‘“No, no, I ain’t saying that. Leg-
go my arm!”’

Alkali released the arm, his bronz-
ed, hawk-nosed, face dull and hard in
the anemic glow of the solitary sta-
tion lamp.

Banzard rubbed the dented flesh.
““Ye have a devil of a grip,”’ he
growled. ‘‘Your fingers is steel and
your nails flint, Alkali. Ye need
manicuring. One of them girls in
the barber shops down to Edmon-
ton.”’

He chuckled at the idea, but Al-
kali clapped a hand over his mouth.

““Sounds ecarry up a damp night
like this,”” he warned. ‘‘You don’t
know who might be around. Just
kill your chuckles, Cole.”’

“Kill your hawk and shift, then.
A man’d think ye was some pesky
tenderfoot, ’stead of toting all that
head-money. Your limbs is narvous,
Alkali.”’

‘“’Tain’t nervousness. TIt’s the
kid’s face, if you must know. The
times T see her T sure can’t keep still.
Unlucky, too, Cole! It’s always—’’

““Oh, chuck that craziness,’”’ Ban-
zard interrupted. ‘‘Ye can’t see a
kid’s face when there’s none to see.
Anyway, she ain’t a kid. She’s twen-
ty mow. Don’t mix faces and bad
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luck signs in with jobs. Pull to-
gether, Alkali. Ye’ll fall all apart.
It’s well to think of the matter to
hand, ain’t it? Are ye riding the
freight as far as the Fort, cutting
yon wire, and jumping the express
back? Or do ye stay here to give the
engineer and fireman sealed orders?
Take your choice, Alkali, and take it
quick. There’s the freight working
up Rannel’s Cut. Which’ll ye do?”’

‘““Go to the Fort, Cole.”’

“Bh?”’ Banzard blurted his
amazement. It was evident that he
was but giving his companion the
choice as a mere matter of outlaw
etiquette and that Alkali was really
expected to stay.

“I’ll go to the Fort, Cole,”’ Alka-
li reasserted. ‘‘I’ve never taken that
chance before. But to squeleh your
talk of yellow streaks 1’1l take it now.
Mind you have the horses right
handy here if anything goes wrong.’’

““But, hold on, Alkali,”’ Banzard
protested. ‘‘I ain’t letting ye risk
that. I was joking. I’m meaning
you to act here.”’

“I’'m not acting here, Cole. There
was a doubt in your system; I’ll sure
settle that doubt.”’

And the freight’s headlight com-
ing into view, he shook off Cole’s
detaining hand. He edged away to
the trackside, where the rumbling
way freight had stopped a minute or
two to erash some Clover Bar freight
on the platform. Ranchers’ goods
the stuff seemed, tools, wire fencing,
and galvanised sheeting. While the
brakesmen were thus engaged, Alkali
found opportunity to swing upon a
flat car. It was an empty ballast ear,
and the outlaw lay face down upon
its gritty bottom till the men sprang
aboard and the train coughed its way
out into the velvet dark. Then with
a sensation approaching comfort he
sat upon his haunches. Fort Sas-
katchewan was but a few miles away,
just across the river itself. Its spat-
ter of lights formed a nebulous glow
ahead, for a mist was rising in the
valley and making a spray like fine
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rain. As he was whirled along, Al-
kali vaguely considered the glow that
marked the Fort. Under it was his
little Liorinne, In spite of her twen-
ty years she was still his little Lor-
inne. And not for thirteen years
had he been so near her as he would
be this mnight. At the thought of
proximity a tremour went through
his limbs, and a wild idea was born.
He was even on such a misty night
as this taking a chance with the
mounted. Why not take it to some
purpose? Why not creep up in the
fog to Mona’s house for a glance
through the window? Only a glance
through the window! For a moment
Alkali succumbed to the sweets of
temptation, but savage instinet re-
arose and condemned such madness,
Besides there was Banzard hidden
with the horses by Clover Bar, and
the express was coming. Such a pro-
ject was beyond all reason, beyond
all possibility.

Across the big bridge the way
freight rolled, and as it slowed at the
Fort to switch and give right of way
to the express, Alkali slipped from
the flat car and ran ahead. He made
a detour round the station, ‘climbed
up a telegraph pole beyond, and used
a pair of pincers, taken from his poe-
ket, on the wire. At Clover Bar his
pal was to perform a similar work.
Thus messages could be sent neither
way from Fort Saskatchewan, and
only south from Edmonton. Mes-
sages to the south could do no harm.
This was the first step in the affair,

Another detour back and Alkali
concealed himself in the dark angle
of a freight shed just outside the
range of the switech lamps. On the
platform of the station in the dis-
tance he could dimly see a single pas-
genger, a lady awaiting the Northern
filyer. She was pacing impatiently
back and forth. Alkali noted that
she wore red, and he caught himself
foolishly wondering how Lorinne
would look in red.

Little time, however, had he to
wonder, for the fluty bellow of the
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express vibrated through the woolly
fog that was now becoming a drizzle.
The fast train rolled majestically
through the puny sidings, stopped
one snappy instant to lift the single
passenger, and came on. Alkali dart-
ed from the shadow of the shed and
leaped upon the steps of the l'ast car,
It was a Pullman, and Alkali hoped
to crouch undetected within its rail-
ed gates. To Cole Banzard he had
spoken of this as an unlucky night,
but luck seemed with him. The Pull-
man porter was not in sight. No
doubt he was up somewhere in the
forward part of the train. The ves-
tibule door was open, and through
the glass panels of the partition Al-
kali could see the long vista of the
Pullman. The towelled chairs were
full, and the occupants had an un-
mistakable air of wealth. Yet Alka-
li’s business was not with them. He
robbed no man. He exacted pay-
ment from a company. He would
simply look after these people and
hold them in check while Cole Ban-
zard politely requested the engineer
and fireman to go with him to the
express car and obtain a certain par-
cel there. Thus Alkali’s survey of
the Pullman passengers was a dis-
passionate one. But when his calm
eyes ran down the line and rested on
the man nearest the door they sud-
denly flamed with passion.

Ralph Vanderg! The outlaw’s
teeth snapped together. He barely re-
gisted the impulse to spring inside
and crush that sleck, smiling face.
The railroad counsel was in the act
of swinging about a chair for the use
of the lady in red who had just come
down the car. Her back was to Al-
kali, but as she sat down in the prof-
fered seat, he had full sight of her
face.

Alkali’s leathern countenance pal-
ed. His whipeord arms trembled,
and under him his legs went sudden-
ly hollow. He stared fixedly upon
his Lorinne.

He knew her instantly, although
the childish features had blossomed

out in maturer beauty and the child-
ish figure developed into woman’s
luxuriousness.

There was a rasping sound in the
old man’s throat, as if alkali dust
were choking him, and his frame
shook like a cottonwood in the gale.
At his heart the child-hunger gnaw-
ed till he felt he must ery out to her
the great want of his soul. Then as
swiftly as emotion moved him came
material reaction. His bony, angular
form stiffened, and he turned about.

‘“Nothing doing, Cole,”’ he mutter-
ed, as if speaking to his pal. ‘‘Noth-
ing doing on the express to-night!’’

For the presence of Lorinne had
crumbled their well-made plans, To-
night the soul of the father, and not
the soul of the outlaw, ruled. While
the train slowed for Clover Bar, he
would give Cole Banzard a coyote
call, the signal to straddle horse and
ride. He himself would drop off and
do likewise. To Cole’s inquiries the
reply that railroad detectives were
aboard would suffice.

On the point of quitting the vesti-
bule before someone chanced to stroll
out and discover him, Alkali took a
last, hungry look at Lorinne. Van-
derg was speaking as he looked, and
his words made the outlaw pause.

‘““So you got my telegram all
right!”’

““Yes, or I shouldn’t be here.”’

The sound of her voice, a sound
he had missed for thirteen years,
thrilled Alkali like harp-chords. He
leaned against the bevelled panel of
the Pullman and pressed his face to
the glass. So close was he to them
that if he swung the door, he could
reach out and almost touch them.
Their speech came distinetly through
the silence of the easy-gliding car.

“Well,”” Vanderg was saying. ‘I
have news for you. That’s why I
sent the telegram for you to come
aboard and meet me on this train. In
Winnipeg I conferred with the com-
pany offiecials. They offer compro-
mise.”’

Lorinne’s frown deepened. ‘‘Aunt
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Mona and I don’t want compromise,”’
she snapped. ‘“We want our land
or the money for it. That there was
a flaw in the title is no reason why
the railroad should steal it!”’

Like an old charger that scents
familiar battle, Alkali pricked up his
ears. So the road was at its game
again, eh? The thought made him
see red again, and he quivered as he
listened to the company’s tool.

“My dear girl! You use very
harsh terms. Although I am extreme-
ly sorry, I cannot help but state that
the company is quite within its
rights. Titles and deeds, you under-
stand, are very lmportant things.”’

“If the land hadn’t lain so close
to the Fort and just where the rail-
road wanted it, do you think there
would have been any flaw in the
title?’’ demanded the girl.

“They offer compromise,”’ Vand-
berg repeated. ‘‘Half the sum—"’

““We take nothing less than five
thousand,”” interrupted Lorinne.
““The land is worth it. It is all we
have. Do you want to throw us in-
to the streets?’’

“Compromise!”’ Vanderg persist-
ed. ““If you refuse, let me tell
you from experience that you will
lose your case in the courts there to-
morrow.”’

“To-morrow we’ll see,”” Lorinne
declared, rising to her feet with the
evident intention of taking a geat in
another car.

Her front was bold, but under the
boldness old Alkali could tell that
she was very near to tears.

Vanderg continued to importune.
“My dear girl, consider—consider!’’

((N0!7’

““Then you lose!”’

““Maybe! But you’ll know there’s
been a fight ”’

0Old Alkali’s bosom glowed. In
her he saw his own spirit reincarnat-
ed, the spirit that fought from the
drop of the hat.

““Still, she’ll lose,” he figured, his
exhl]aratlon giving way to wrath. ‘I
ought to know railroads and Van-
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derg. They’ll have her lawyers and
the judges bought, same as with me.
Yes, she’ll sure lose But she said
she ’d take its value. I’ll sure get her
that value. That car looks good!’’

With a savage movement he kick-
ed open the door of the Pullman, and
his two blue Colts looked down the
length of the car.

“Put em up,’’ he commanded gut-
turally.

The people put them up—pairs be-
hind pairs of hands with fingers
spread like fans. Ralph Vanderg’s
arms were in the air a little sooner
than the others. There were no
sereams. Alkali had expected one
from Lorinne, but at his sudden en-
trance she had sunk again into her
chair, sitting white and still with her
small, white hands rigidly upraised.

‘“‘Line in the aisle,”” Alkali order-
ed sharply. ‘‘And Gawd pity the
man as makes a false move. Streteh
for all that’s in you.”’

Alkali knew they must be nearing
the Bar. There was need for rapid
action.

““You weazened rat,”’ he cried, sin-
gling out a dried-up, under-sized
man al the farther end of the aisle,

““go through the men’s pockets and
be thundering quick. Drop the stuff
into your hat.”’

The little man took one look at
Alkali in his rough trail garments
and sombrero pulled low on his fore-
head, then he obeyed, Alkali’s left-
hand weapon followed him as he
came down the line, drawing forth
a roll of bills here and a pockethook
there, and dropping everything into
his fedora. It was with an unholy
joy that Alkali saw him peel a heavy
roll of yellow bills from Ralph Van-
derg. There must have been close to
a thousand in that roll. It made the
little man’s eyes bulge, but he drop-
ped it into the hat right smartly He
had come to the end and his thin
hands shook as he gazed at Alkali
with horrible apprehension.

“Good!”’ grunted Alkali. “You d
make some pal, eh?”’
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He laid one weapon on a handy
c¢hair and put the money in his pge-
ket with the free hand, afterwards
grasping the Colt again.

““Sit down,’”’” he croaked.

They sat down with glad alacrity.

““Now the one as leaves a seat be-
fore I leave the steps will sure get
plugged. Savvy?”’

He turned to Lorinne.

‘1’11 trouble you to open the plat-
form door, miss, while I back out.”’

“1’ll open it,”’ chorused a dozen
men, thinking to save the girl.

““You’ll stay where you are or
suicide,”” growled Alkali. ‘‘Come,
miss!”’

Lorinne did as commanded. Her
lips were set tight. Alkali with wea-
pons still in readiness backed out to
the door which she was holding open.
There he pushed her out on the
platform and slammed the door shut.
She clasped her fingers, uttering a
low cry, and stared in terror at the
uncouth figure of the strange out-
law. The tail lamps shed a dull
light upon the platform, and through
that radius of light the woolly mist
hurtled by in streamers of gray,
gwishing the cheeks of man and girl.

“Here!”’

Alkali held the bills out to her.

“Put it in your dress somewhere.
No one will know. The road will
skin you out of five thousand to-
morrow. Here it is back.  This
pile runs that much anyway.”’

“No,”’ she refused, and with ve-
hemence. ‘‘It’s stolen money. I’'m
pnot a thief.”’

She drew herself up proudly.
Her eyes were bright, and her
breast heaved with mingled excite-
ment and fear.

In chagrin Alkali hammered the
Pullman’s gates with his fist. You’ll
not take it?’’ he appealed despair-
ingly. ‘‘Hustle! They’re coming.”’

“No! let me go in!”’ Lorinne
choked on the words, showing the
strain she was under.

“But—but what about the—the
other?’”’ he stammered, trying to
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mention the incident in a vague way.
‘I know a man as knows your Aunt
Mona, and he—he told me how
enough money was left with you two
to last a lifetime.”’

‘“‘Stolen, too!’’ flushed Lorinne.
‘“Aunt Mona wouldn’t take it. She
quietly turned it over to the Gov-
ernment.’’

“H—I1!"’ blurted Alkali.

Behind him sounded footsteps in
the vestibule, slow footsteps of men
exploring cautiously. Also, the en-
gine whistling long for Clover Bar.

‘“They’re coming,’’ he whispered,
“For the last time will you take
this—or—or take some I’ve cached
in the hills?”’

“For the last time—no!’’ Lorinne
declared.

Unknowingly she sneered in scorn
upon the flesh that was of her flesh
and blood that was her own.

That sneer hurt Alkali more than
any wrong ever inflicted upon him,
but he had been under the lash of
circumstances too long to whimper
over any fresh welt. He bowed his
head to the sneer, threw the money
on the car steps, and tossed his Colt
revolvers after them.

““Then you’ll have to take me,’’ he
announced grimly. ‘‘It’s old Alkali
with the five thousand on his head.
Railroads and Vanderg can’t do you
out of that.”’

The train lurched as the brakes
went on for Clover Bar. Alkali
wound one arm in Lorinne’s, as if
the girl held him, and raising his
other hand to his mouth, sent a
shrill coyote call through the misty
drizzle.

Even as the men swarmed out of
the Pullman vestibule, Cole Banzard,
riding his own horse and leading Al-
kali’s, galloped into the light of the
tail lamps.

He reined in on the stick gravel.
‘““Come on,”” he called. ‘“What in
thunder—"’

‘“Beat it for the Athabasca,”” the
old outlaw yelled. “‘They’ve sure
got Alkali!”’




MRS. BRADY'S BONNET
BY ETHEL HAMILTON-HUNTER

MRS. Brady was at war with her-
self and the whole world. And
all because Mrs. Flanagan would
wear at the Annual Fair next Mon-
day a gorgeous new bonnet.

She was sitting in Mrs. Flanni-
gan’s kitchen, and they were appar-
ently the best of friends, but then
the great box with the hat in it
arrived.

A sudden vicious pride stole into
the heart of Mrs. Flannigan and
tempted her to play traitor.

‘“Got any new duds for th’ Fair,
Mrs. Brady?’’ she asked innocently,
‘““or be ye thinkin’ of warin’ what
ye have? 1 always did like that last
mantle and the bonnet ye got two
year last Christmas twelve-month.”’

Mrs. Brady had seen the box, but
as it was carefully wrapped in brown
paper she had absolutely no idea of
its contents and took the bait quite
readily.

““Dade,”” said she, with sudden
confidence, ‘‘ ‘tis me auld bonnet an’
dolman I’ll be warin’. Things has
gone agin John an’ me af late. Th’
praties has blight an’ th’ corn ain’t
well saved. He’s not for buyin’ any-
thin’ new—Ileastways not as I knows
it, but remembering the nasty little
rub regarding the antiquity of her
best head gear, ‘‘Ye’ll be warin’
that blue sthraw ye got for Ham-
ond’s weddin’ nigh on three year
next month, I suppose, Nora Flanni-
gan?’’ ;

“Well, no,”’ said Mrs. Flannigan,
an oily smile overspreading her
sleek countenance. ‘‘My man he says
to me yesterda’, ‘Nora,’ says he,
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when we was drivin’ past Mooneys,
‘just run up,” says he, ‘an’ buy a
smart hat,” says he. ‘I’d like ye’d
look rale handsome at the comin’
Fair.” Fancy me in a hat, Mrs.
Brady, why there’s only a few month
between me and you. Well, I runs
up, an’ here it be. Fancy me lookin’
handsome. Oh! that bets all T ever
heard. Throth, some husbands be
rale silly about their woman. What
do ye think of it, Mrs. Brady? It
be rather elligant, ba’nt it?’’

A heap of white tissue paper now
lay on the ground, and with tremb-
ling fingers Mrs. Flannigan bran-
dished before her visitor’s gaze the
loveliest bonnet she (Mrs. Brady)
inwardly thought she even had seen.

The crown was composed of trel-
lis-work of gold, there was a rouche
of green silk at one side and a bow
of green and black ribbon at the
other, while from either side there
hung two long tempting strings of
rich black velvet.

Mrs. Brady, with a great effort,
composed herself.

““It must have cost a power of
harrd-earned money,’”’ she ventured,
““but d’ye think it be a wee hit young
mabbe for a woman of your age,
Nora Flannigan. Nay! whist now,
there be no jealousy in me, nor do
I pretand to be younger nor T am.
John he says to me (which of course
was a lie) ‘Mary,’ says he, ‘is there
anythin’ what ye wants?’” ‘No,’
says I, unselfish like, for T knowed
him was harrd up. Oh! there he
some what spends and some what
gsaves—but I'm keepin’ ye, ma’m.

!
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Looks like wet weather, 1 be afeared,
good-day, ma’'m.”’

With this final salutation she
walked away, and very bitter were
her thoughts as she ascended the hill
and entered the little house her hus-
band ecalled his home.

It was time for the mid-day meal,
and John sat in his accustomed place
before the fire.

Even as she came in she thought
how old and bent he looked, and that
ageravated her, since James Flanni-
gan was but fifty-two.

He did not seem to hear her com-

ing, but gazed fixedly into the blaz-
ing logs. How white his hair look-

ed! How the veins stood out upon
his wrinkled hand!

“John,” she called in her shrill
voice. But she had to repeat his
name thrice ere he turned.

““Where’s th’ kettle, man? Drat
but ye’re lazy. Near one, and no
water boilin’.”’

The old man left his seat and with-
out a word proceeded to the other
end of the room, where he found the
kettle, and, having filled it with
water, returned to his seat by the fire.

His wife meanwhile had thrown
a newspaper over one end of the
table; and, having placed two cups
thereon, a loaf of bread, some drip-
ping, and a bowl of sugar, awaited
the boiling of the water.

Soohn.

“Did ye spake, Mary?’’

“Did I spake! Drat th’® man.
Yes T did spake—and perhaps ye
won’t like what I'm goin’ to say Tt
he nearly three year since I had a
new honnet, John Brady. James
Flannigan bo afther hnvm’ Nora a
beauty. Some husbands do be proud
of showin’ off their woman She’s
to wear it at th’ Fair on Monda’.
Now. John, ye wouldn’t have Eily’s
mother to be outdone be Nora Flan-
nigan, would ye?”’

Eily’s mother! THow the thought
had buoyed him up all through those
weary years, while the woman'’s sharp
and loveless nature grew

tongue
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harder to bear year by year.

No matter what happened, she was
Eily’s mother.

Yes, the mother of little Eily lying
those long nineteen years in her little
tiny grave!

How he had loved the child! Even
now the very thought of her would
bring tears to his old eyes. Her life,

her illness, her death were the hoard-

ings of his memory.

Mary and he had waited a long
while before Eily came, and then—
0O God!

The big tears came rolling down
his cheeks, it all came back to him
so plainly—her prattle, her merry
laugh, her sweet, dimpled face, and,
after all that—.

Mary knew there was no money.
He told her so last night. She knew
how terrible this year had been, how
he had toiled early and late, and
yvet there was barely what would
feed them. But she was Eily’s mo-
ther, and he must not forget that.

She had turned her back upon him
now. He felt so glad she had not
seen the tears. He wiped them care-
fully away ere he spoke.

“‘Baint that I wouldn’t, Mary,”’
said he, taking up the thread of the
conversation, ‘‘but I can’t, woman.
Have ye forgot so soon what T told
ye last night. This time the month
whin th’ corn is all in I’ll see what
I can do, but just now it be harrd
to kape th’ wolf from th’ door.””

It was then Mary shamefully lost
her temper. For a good quarter of
an hour she said all she could say;
but by that time John had gone out.

For three days this state of affairs
lasted. Then there came a change.

Saturday was market-day at the
nearest town. John had to go there
on business, to pay his rent, and try
to eet rid of some of his corn.

The house was very quiet Mary
had gone to a meighbour’s funeral.

John ate his frugal meal, yoked
the ass, and, getting the corn safely
into the cart, prepared for the
journey.
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The corn was badly saved; he
knew it. How he longed for a good
price to-day.

Up in a secret niche above the bed
his life’s savings lay.

With trembling fingers he searched
for the bag and counted out the
money.

The price of their funeral! He
daren’t touch that. ‘What would
bury them? The rent! It was im-

possible to take any of that.

All that remained was just a few
shillings, except—. In a dirty piece
of cloth very tightly twisted there
was a sum of money.

For years that piece of cloth had
held precisely this same sum at one
particular time.

By stint of tobacco, by an odd
job earned, he had managed to
gather it up. Twelve silver shil-
lings! How hard the struggle was,
only he himself knew!

Nothing but great love could have
inspired such a sacrifice; but it
meant once a year he saw Eily’s
grave,

He knew Mary would ridicule and
fume at such an absurdity, so the
secret had been well kept.

While they lived close to the
graveyard he went there every day ;
but the rent increased, and they had
to return to the little cottage they
had occupied in their less prosper-
ous days.

He thought his heart would break
when he knew they must go so far
away, but there was no suitable land
nearer.

Then it was he planned this yearly
visit. At what a cost! Yet, oh! the
the pleasure.

It is no exaggeration to say he
lived for that day all through the
other three hundred and sixty-four.
He loved every inch of that little
mossy mound. It was so quiet there
—nobody ever disturbed him.+ He

could lie down unseen and sob out
all his weary grief; and she heard
him, he was sure of that, his little
Eily alwuys heard.
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With unseeming haste he pocketed
the twelve silver coins. Upon his
patient face there rested a new joy-
ish smile. Eily’s mother would have
her bonnet. Yes! What ever hap-
pened she would have it.

It was only four days since he had
completed the sum, all extra work
and he was growing so old, so old. y

But next year would come round
quickly—why, if the corn sold well
he might even be able to go yet. So
with a quiet smile he drove off.

Things turned out badly,
worse than he had expected.

The corn was rejected; it would
not sell.

There was nothing for it, his sav-
ings must go. He had made up his
mind—. FEily’s mother would. Ah!
there in the window was just the
thing. What a bonnet! He stood
and looked at it admiringly.

Round the front were rows of
black heads; a bunch of red berries
caught by a diamond crescent orna-
mented one side; a feather the other:
and the strings were of a beautiful
vermilion.

John flattened his nose against the
window for a full five minutes. Then
he boldly entered the shop.

It was the first time he had ever
been on such an errand. He felt
very confused and shy. Half a
dozen young women were busy as-
gorting boxes upon the counter. He
raised his old hat and addressed the
nearest.

“‘Good-morra, lass.”’

An mudible titter was the only
answer, so he tried again. :

‘“A foine day, thank God.’’

“Thank God,”” echoed the young
ladies, and tittered louder than ever

““Liook forninst ye,”” said John ili
real desperation, ‘‘and hand me out
yon hot with thim long red sthream-
ers. I be longin’ to take it home to
Mrs. Brady.”’

One of the young women stepped
forward and at once produced the
article.

““We ecall this a toque,’’

even

Said She.
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to go out and make it up. * Eily's mother! She felt ashamed of the thought.”




166 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

in a very grand voice, ‘‘a toque
with strings.”’

“How much, lass? John was
fumbling in the pocket of his coat.

“The price is—Ilet me see, fifteen
shillings.”’

“I have only twelve.”” The old
voice shook. Tears of disappoint-
ment were in his eyes.

“Well, let me see.”” She moved
to the farther end of the counter,
and, having spoken to an elderly
man, returned with a beaming face.

“You can have it for twelve shil-
lings,”” she said, ‘‘as you seem to
have taken a fancy to it.”’

John handed out his money, and
received in exchange a large box
which he ecarefully deposited in one
corner of the cart.

It was mnearly eight before he
drove up to the cottage door. The
corn had to be unloaded, the ass put
up. Then he went inside, Mary was
sitting before the fire, her hands
resting on her knees.

She did not turn, though John felt
sure she knew of his approach.

“Mary, lass’ the old voice called,
“Mary, I have brought it to thee.
Eily's mother must look powerful
grand at th’ Fair. It be a splindid
one, Machree, see—"’

With trembling fingers he opened
the box.

“Tt has cost twelve shillings. Do
not ask me how I did it, Mary; but
there, lass, T have brought it to
thee."’

With glittering eyes Mary sprang
to her feet. The prize she had so
longed for was hers at last.

All the paper was gone now.
Right up to John’s old wrinkled fin-
gers the bonnet rested. But, oh, how
soon its downfall!

With a wild spring the woman
dashed it to the ;zround. :

“Mwelve shillin’! twelve shil-
lin’!”’ she shrieked in mad fury.
“Pwelve shillin’ for that! Do ye be

wantin’ to make a turkev-cook of
me, man, that ye be wastin’ twelve
shillin’ on a red hat like that. Drat

”

ye! ye're the biggest fool that iver
walked th’ earth.’’

For a moment John stared at her
in wild amazement; then the truth
slowly dawned upon him,

: His big feet stepped
upon the red strings as he ecrossed
the room; he did not even trouble
to pick it up. Something in his
head seemed to be swimming round
and round and round. It had been
such a long tiresome day, and he
had eaten nothing since early morn-

ing. To-morrow would be Sunday,

the day he should have gone to see
Eily’s grave.

He would sit now at the end of
the garden by the little stream, and
think a while.

‘‘Hush-a-bye Baby on th’ three top,
Whin th’ wind blows th’ eradle will rock,
Whin th’ bough breaks th’ cradle will fall,
Down will come baby, eradle and all—’’

It seemed the child was
q1tt1nﬂr on his knees. ‘‘Eily! Eily!”’
e sobbed. ‘It be so lonesome!
Oh, come back, Machree, an’ kiss me
wonst again.”’

But no Eily came. Only the big
tears kept rolling down his cheeks.

He thought Mary would have been
so pleased, and now :

2 The long year stretched
away before him He was so
old, so old! Could he ever face the
long, cold winter? Why it was even
growing chill already.

How merrily the water ran! Just
the same as when Eily’s little brown
feet paddled there. He would go
down and sit just where she used to
play.

K0S
"

Mrs. Brady felt uncomfortable,
Everything was so quiet. Would she
pick up the bonnet? Would she try
it on? Nobody was there. After all
perhaps it wasn’t quite so bad

Slowly she lifted it and stood be-
fore the glass.

““I needn’t have been so quick,’’
she mused. ‘‘After all, it bain’t so
bad. Thim red strings do suit me

-,

e o
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powerful. They look awful well tied.
Yes,”” she reflected, ‘‘they be won-
derful becomin’, after all. Thim red
strings suits me grand Nora Flan-
nigan ’ll get a mighty start.”

: But where was John? She
had taken him rather short. Perhaps
she cught to 2o out and make it up
Eily’s mother! She felt ashamed of
the thought. She would go out and
find him now. She wanted to know
so badly where the money had come
from.

How cold it
John be?

Down the little garden path she

was! Where could
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went, down the worn steps where
long ago Eily’s baby feet had wan-
dered.

o [t was growing dark, but
what was that down where the water
babbled and ran, down where the
vushes grew, lying there so still, so
still, with the water running over it
so very cold?

‘“John,” she called tremulously,
¢ John.”’

But

there was never an answer,

never a sound,
Step softly. Clasp your hands.
The red strings, Mrs. Brady, will

have 1o come off your bonnet now.

SNOWFALL AT NIGHT

By J. C. M. DUNCAN

FR().\I the breathless height
Of the brooding night,
Flake upon flake of silvery white,
Over the town,

Into the street,

Here at my feet,

Keep sifting down,
Like white-winged dreams from the upper deep,
Through a stilly atmosphere of sleep.

The paths of the night,
Grow spotless and white,
; The stains of day are hidden from sight,
While o’er the town,
Till morning breaks,
The silvery flakes
Keep sifting down,
And make, when the still white night gives way,
A faultless path for the feet of day.
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IN GLASTONBURY ABBEY

By ARTHUR STRINGER

(“Abbot Henry dug deep and almost despaired, when at the depth of seven feet he tound a
leaden cross with ‘Here Lies King Arthur, The Renown King, In The Isle Of Avalon’ in Latin.
On digging much lower he found a_dug-out oak coffin, with the bones ot a very tall man, with
many wounds in his skull, and the Queen with golden hair delicately braided, which fell to dust
at a touch. The remains of both were buried in the Abbey Church.”—Marson's Glastonbury.)

ROM Kelt and Gaul and Roman,
From Druid, vanished Dane,
From Kymry and from Saxon Ine,
Its dead cry out again.

The voice of Dunstan whispers,
The tongue of Arthur calls,
And Guinevere lies sleeping still

Beneath its broken walls.

Here Avalon still blossoms
Beyond the mists of Time,

And from the graves of dreamers dead
The Engilsh roses climb—

Those dreamers 'neath its ramparts,
Those hands beneath its silt,

That laid our lordlier walls of life,
The arch of England built!

Here creed with creed once battled,
Here king fought pagan king,

And round the pillars gray with time
The kindlier ivies cling.

But arching o’er their arches,
Behold, the soft blue sky;

And o’er the green of lenely graves
The lark and linnet ery!

Through beechen aisles of silence
The murmuring leaves awake;
And life grown sad witk weariness

Forgets the ancient ache.

Yet past the whispering twilight,
The altars touched with gloom,
The valour that was Arthur’s still

Outlives the Abbey tomb!

And ’neath the soft green grasses
That in the breezes wave,

The glory that was Guinevere
Still whispers from the grave!

And as the green leaves mantle
The crumbling arch of time,

So men and all their tangled creeds
Toward God and beauty climb!



HIS GOOD NAME
BY ].“]. BELL

L

THE great liner was nearing the

end of her long voyage. The
dawn of another day would see her
slowing into port. Dinner in the
grand saloon was just over. It had
been a merry repast. There had been
much hearty laughter, many con-
gratulations and expressions of good-
will. A record passage had made the
possibility of Christmas Eve on shore
a certainty, Kven passengers mnot
homeward bound caught the spirit of
the majority and joined in the jubila-
tion of the hour.

The weather was calm and, for the
season, unusually mild. A full moon
shone from an almost cloudless sky.
A score or so of passengers, eschew-
ing the luxurious shelter of music
lounge or smoke-room, paced the
spacious deck.

Against the rail, in the shadow of
a life-boat, a man and woman stood
in converse. His bearing was that of
a young man, but even in the half
light his dark countenance betrayed
a harsh melancholy that suggested
middle-age at least; however, he was
a little over thirty. Her years were
less difficult to guess, she had the
mouth of a girl and the eyes of a
woman; she was slimly though not
delicately formed; her face was gen-
tle—gentle in both senses of the word.
“In her early twenties;”’ you would
have said.

She was regarding him with a
gomewhat puzzled look. ‘“You say
you are eager, yet not glad, to be
home, Mr. Garth—"’ A /

“T didn’t say home, Miss Nevis,”
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he interrupted; ‘‘I said England.”’

‘1 beg your pardon,’’ she murmur-
ed, a little stiffly, and turned away
her eyes.

‘“‘Forgive me,”” he said with com-
punction, ‘‘I was rude—and not for
the first time. I sometimes wonder
how you have put up with my rude-
ness and bitterness all these weeks,
But, believe me, you are the last per-
son in the world to whom I would
willingly be rude or bitter. Only the
word home is like a sting to me.’’ He
sighed and gazed down at the rush-
ing water.

‘““Ah!”’ she exclaimed softly, and
turned again to him. ‘‘How stupid,
how unkind I have been, to talk of
it so often! I ought to have under-
stood or guessed—"’

“How should you? What was I
to you but an irritable individual
who took undue advantage of your
good nature and patience ?’’ He faced
her once more. ‘‘Miss Nevis, I wish
I could tell you what your acquaint-
ance—I daren’t use the word friend-
ship—has meant to me since we left
Sydney. You knew nothing of me,
and yet—’’

““You knew nothing of me, Mr.
Garth,”” She smiled faintly. ‘“‘But
are you really such a suspicious char-
acter?”’

He gave a short laugh. - “‘Possibly
you have noticed that I have hardly
spoken to anyone on board save your-
self?’’ he said.

““I have sometimes thought more
variety in the way of society might
be good for you.”’

““And for yourself?—I am well
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aware that I have been monopolising
you. You ought not to have permit-
ted it, Miss Nevis,”” he said with a
poor attempt at a bantering tone.
“«“What would you say if I told you
now that I am travelling under an as-
sumed name?’’ ;
She laughed. ‘I‘Are?y’ou a prince
nly a duke, please?’
or“OYo}l,l’re sure II don’t look like a
eriminal 2’ He regarded her with
ve eyes. :
gr‘:&bru{)tly the smile left her lips.
“Mr. Garth!’”’ she whispered. :
¢My real name is not Garth, Miss
Nevis. It is’’—he paused—‘‘it is dis-
honoured. No use in mentioning it.”’
She did not shrink from him, but
her hand tightened on the rail. “‘I—
I am sorry,”’ she said at last.
“Sorry!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Did you
hear what I said?”’
She bowed. >
“That my real name was dishon-
oured ?”’ s
She bowed again.
“You are not—disgusted?’’
“Why should I be? You did not
dishonour it,”’ she returned quietly.
His expression of harsh melancholy
almost vanished, his voice was eager
as a boy’s, as he cried: ‘“You believe
that of me? You take me for an
honourable man? . . . Ah, but how
can you know?”’ :
I just know,’’ she answered sim-

pl{ God bless your sweet faith,’’ he
whispered. ‘‘Miss Nevis,”” he went
on in a low tone, “‘will you let me
tell you something of myself an(’l,why
I am now bound for Engl{md?

Perhaps it was his voice rather
than his words that rendered her sud-
denly shy. She glanced ‘back at the
lights of the lounge, saying:

“I'm afraid it’s getting late, and

ought to go.”’ :
. “I%: is my last opportunity,”” he
pleaded. ‘“Won’t you listen for a
few minutes?’’ :

She hesitated. Five weeks is a long
time on board ship, and this man
had been her daily ecompanion. She
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could no longer pretend to herself
that he was no more than a passing
acquaintance, that his affairs were
nothing to her.

Once more she leaned her arms on
the rail and watched the water bril-
liant with lights from the port-holes.

““Thank you,’’ he said softly. ‘‘I’ll
put it in as few words as I ean.’”” He
thought for a moment, then began in
a cool, steady voice:

‘“It is twelve years since I left
England in disgrace and much to the
relief of my friends. Many a man
in my position would have had the
police after him, but the man who
believed 1 had injured him was merei-
ful and proud. He even offered me
money to get away comfortably. But
he could not prevent the story get-
ting abroad. He was my uncle—the
rich member of our family—and he
had brought me up and taken my
cousin and myself into his busi-
ness. My cousin and I were friend-
ly, but not particularly so. Though
we were about the same age, our
tastes were very different. My cousin
was the old man’s favourite, and had
a great regard for money; he was
in a hurry to he rich. He went too
fast, and igot into trouble—such
trouble that I dare say he did not
know what he was doing when—well,

I’1l spare you the details, Miss Nevis.

PR An evening came when my
cousin and I were summoned before
our uncle. He asked whether we
could explain certain figures—ugly
figures? One of us was responsible.
My cousin denied all knowledge. I
said nothing at all. Why I acted so,
I really could not tell you now. Per-
haps I thought then that I was be-
having nobly; now I know it to have
been sheer idioey.”’

*‘Oh, no!”’ cried the girl warmly.

The man who called himself Garth
shook his head and continued: ‘‘My
uncle gave me an hour to leave his
house. Before the time was up my
cousin came to me secretly to implore
me to keep silence for one year. He
was, he assured me, on the eve of
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making a huge fortune, and so cer-
tain was he of success that he insist-
ed on my taking his written promise
to pay me one-half of all he possess-
ed at the end of twelve months, and
to confess the truth to our uncle. I
didn’t want to have the paper then,
but I'm glad I have it now.”” He
tapped his breast. ‘‘He has had
eleven years’ grace, anyway.’’

‘“So he has never made any repar-
ation?’’ she inquired after a pause.

“Our uncle died within the year,
deeming me a blackguard. I learn-
ed of his death through a newspaper,
not from my cousin.”’

“But at the end of the year?’’

“Nothing happened at the end of
the year. Nothing has ever happen-
ed so far as my cousin is concerned.
| grant that for the last ten years
he might have experienced difficulty
in finding me—had he wanted to do
80; but for two years he was aware
of my whereabouts.”’

“Perhaps he did not make his for-
tune after all,’”’ she ventured, wine-
ing at the bitterness in his voice.

““You are charitable, Miss Nevis;
but it happens that he inherited our
uncle’s business and fortune. At the
present moment he is enormously
wealthy. Some little time ago, ere
I decided to make this voyage, I em-
ployed a person in London to dis-
cover and send me particulars.
cousin is married, has a son, lives in
a splendid west-end house, and is
noted for his liberality and hospital-
ity. From a cable received at Gib-
raltar 1 learned that he gives a large
party to-morrow night—"’

““‘Christmas Eve!”’

“Chirstmas Eve, Miss Nevis. I in-
tend to be present.”’

At the significant tone of his voice
she gave a little shiver.

“Are you feeling cold?’’ he ten-
derly inquired.

“No; but I must go soon. . . .
Have you never reminded your cou-
sire of his promise, Mr. Garth?’’

“Never; and T confess that until
lately I had no idea of doing so. Per-

My
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haps I hadn’t enough time to think
about it. But now—'" He halted.
““Now ?’’ she echoed.

‘““Now he has got to clear my
name.”’
““I—I see. But — perhaps — he

thinks you are—dead.”’

“I’ve no doubt he hopes I am,”’
was the grim reply. ‘‘Well,”” he
went on, ‘‘I won’t boast that I would
not touch his money, simply because
I happen to have made enough
through my own exertions. Other-
wise I should be inclined to force the
bond. But I must have back my good
name.”” He looked straight into her
eyes. ‘“‘And I never desired it back
so strongly as I do now,’’ he whis-
pered passionately.

Her eyes wavered before his and
fell. And suddenly a sob escaped
her.

‘‘Miss Nevis!”’ he cried, distressed.

““Oh, I am sorry for you,”’ she
said, ‘‘but what will this mean to
your cousin’s wife and child?”’

For a moment anger got the bet-
ter of him. ‘“His wife and child!
And what if I should desire a wife
and—and child ? Miss Nevis,
am I seeking anything more than the
barest of justice.’’

‘‘Indeed, no. But justice is such
an awful, hideous thing when it
strikes the innocent along with the
guilty. I sometimes think that is the
real reason for representing Justice
blindfolded and armed with a clumsy
sword.”’

He drew in his breath. ‘‘So you
would advise me, he said in a strain-
ed voice, ‘“to remain under my
cloud ?”’

““‘I have no right to advise you in
anything,”” she replied with gentle
digni‘y.

He was nettled into saying. ‘““Can
you give me any reason why I should
not confront my cousin to-morrow
night?’’

Softly she answered: ‘‘To-morrow
is Christmas Tive.”’

““On Kaster Eve my cousin allow-
ed me to be cast out.”
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Her eyes filled. ‘‘Poor man,’’ she
murmured, ‘‘but you have found
happiness since. You have not been
miserable all the time.”’ ;

““No, of course not,”” he admitted
sulkily. § i

‘“I believe your cousin has.

“I don’t. He can’t have a con-
seience.”’

““Some consciences never seem to
make one do the right thing, but they
do go on hurting all the same. Please
don’t think I do not sympathise with

ou.”’

g Said Garth abruptly: ‘‘Why d’o
you defend him—a man you don’t
even know?’’

“T don’t defend him. No one could
defend him. But I would beg you
not to add revenge to your justice.
Let Christmas pass before you con-
front him.”’ §

‘“But that is mere sentiment.’’

““‘Even so, the world would be un-
endurable without it. Oh, Mr. Garth,
if you do this thing to-morrow, what
of all your Christmas Eves. to come,
however your name may shine? Will
you ever forget the broken man and
those who love him?’’

““The world is still before him. He
retains his wealth. I envy him your
sympathy. It is, of course, nothing
to you that I remain a wanderer un-
der a false name.”’ :

The girl raised her head. ‘That is
not quite fair of you,’’ she said warm-
ly. Then, with a slight inclination
—“T must go. Good night—and, lest
we do not meet in the rush to-mor-
row morning, good-bye.”” She held
out her hand.

¢“Miss Nevis,”” he whispered rather
wildly, hoarsely, ‘‘do you forbid me
to take back my own?’’

““Forbid you, Mr. Garth?’’ a cer-
tain haughtiness had crept into her

voice. ‘‘Of course, I do not forbid
you.”” She drew her hand from his
clasp. :

“‘But’’—desperately—'‘is my good
name nothing at all to you?”’ For
a moment she hesitated, looking
downwards. Her words were audible
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and no more; they seemed to come
unwillingly—

“I—I'm afraid it is nothing to
me.”’

She was gone, leaving him there,
a half-stunned creature. He stared
at the gleaming water. . What
a fool he had been to dream that she
might care a litile, to imagine that
his past or future mattered to her!
5w Later the old bitterness got
the better of him. There were other
women in the world—plenty of other
women. His first business was to get
back his good name. Then . 3
But he knew in his soul that there
was no other woman in the world
like Sybil Nevis.

;¥ 88

Next morning he kept to his state-
room until the ship was alongside the
landing stage. He was among the
first to disembark. He did not look
back, or he might have seen Miss
Nevis watching him with sorry, puz-
zled eyes. Making straight for the
special train, he ensconced himself in
a ‘‘smoker’’ and opened a newspaper.
He was aware that like himself she
was bound for London, and until
last night he had indulged happy
thoughts of the railway journey.

Now, though sitting in the same
train, she was all the world away
from him. He tried not to think of
her, not to speculate on her destina-
tion in town, to forget that she had
promised to give him her address
there. He sought to blot out all his
plans for and visions of meeting her
in London immediately the ugly busi-
ness was over and he had an unsul-
lied name to offer her. He attempt-
ed to read, but his eyes were incap-
able of seeing aught but her gentle
face and beautiful name against the
common paper and printer’s ink—
Sybil! -

As he left the train he caught a
glimpse of her engaging a porter.
Evidently no one had come to meet
her. He felt that he ought to offer
her his assistance with respect to her
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luggage, yet he hurried from the
platform and tipped an inspector
heavily to have his own belongings
gent after him to his hotel. The play
was over; the lights were out—what
use to take a last peep behind the
curtain? Let him forget all the fool-
ish glamour and prepare for the stern
business awaiting him a few hours
hence. He walked from the station
like a man under the influence of a
drug.

He scarcely noticed the changes in
the traffic of London—the whirling
taxi-cabs, the elegant cars, the noisy,
vile-smelling ’buses that would have
seemed so strange to him twelve
years ago. And he deliberately shut
his eyes to the many signs of Christ-
mastide. In the Strand he encoun-
tered a man he had known well in
the days of his youth. The man half
halted, started, flushed, and walked
on quickly, Garth went white. Ver-
ily, he was not forgotten! It was
time he obtained justice!

Ll

““Sure this is the house?’’

““Yessir. Number 24, you gave.’’

“Oh—all right,”” Garth paid the
driver, and after the cab had gone,
stood staring up at the windows of
the great house. Nearly all the win-
dows were dark.

“‘Simmons has given me either the
wrong address or the wrong date of
the party,”” he muttered. ‘‘However,
it’s easy to make certain.”

He ascended the broad steps and
rang the bell. As he did so a clock
in the neighbourhood tolled ten.

“If this is his house, and he is
out, 1’1l wait till he comes in, though
it should be Christmas morning,”’
said Garth to himself.

The door was opened softly by a
man-servant.

“T)oes Mr. Charles Stannard live
here?’’

“Yes, gir. But—"’

““Has he gone out?’’

¢No, sir,”’ the man hesitated. ‘“Ex-
cuse me, sir, but is it important that
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you should see him at this hour?’’
“Very important.”’

The man invited Garth to enter,
and closed the door very quietly.

“I’11 find out whether Mr. Stan-
nard can see you, sir,”’ he said in a
hushed voice, and treading on tip-
toe led the way to a room at the back
of the spacious hall. The visitor no-
ticleld that the house was exceedingly
still.

The man showed him into the lib-
rary and requested his name.

““Garth—Mr. James Garth, of Syd-
ney.”’

Left to himself the visitor allowed
his gaze to wander about the hand-
some room. No doubt about it,
Charles Stannard was a wealthy man.
Yet all his riches would avail him
naught against the demand of jus-
tice. Already Garth heard him of-
fering half his fortune to save his
name, saw him on his knees implor-
ing mercy. All at once he shivered
and went nearer to the fire.

A large photograph on the mantel
caught his eye—the likeness of a lit-
tle boy, a singularly beautiful and
frank countenance.

¢“Can that be his son?’’ he thought
sarcastically, and was proceeding to
study the young features in detail
when the servant returned.

“Do you mind waiting for a little
while, sir?’’ said the man. ‘It is
not possible for me to inform Mr.
Stannard until the doctors haye
gone.”’ :

“‘Certainly, I’ll wait.
Stannard il1%”’

“No, sir. It is Master Charlie.”’
The man’s voice fell to a whisper.
“Very ill, sir. We are afraid—’’ He
checked himself. ‘I will inform Mr,
Stannard as soon as possible, sir,”” he
said, and went out.

For a moment or two Garth gazed
at the closed door. Then, as though
against his will, he turned again to
the photograph. The fine boyish eyes
looked into his. . . .

At last, with a stifled exclamation
he moved from the hearth and wa.lkeé

Is—is Mr.
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right across the room. He stopped
short at a table laden with parcels
of various shapes and sizes, and bear-
ing also a heap of unopened letters.
He could not help seeing what was
written on the labels and envelopes.

¢“Master Charlie Stannard’’—the
name of the little boy who was very
ill — his Christmas presents, his
Christmas cards. . . .

Garth clenched his hands and turn-
ed away. What was it that Miss
Nevis had said about justice blind-
folded and armed withl a clumsy
sword? Could justice not strike his
enemy so that none other should suf-
fer. If justice must strike now,
would it not be better for this little
boy who was very ill that he should
never get better—never open those
parcels and letters? And the little
boy’s mother—what of her?

He dropped into a chair. His hands
relaxed ; he bowed his face in them.
‘What was he going to do? Had Miss
Nevis been right after all? He want-
ed his good name, and to obtain it he
must ignore what he had called senti-
ment. Sentiment? Nay, common
humanity, his love for a woman, his
pity for a child, his very reverence
for Christ—all these tender things
bade him stay his hand. He could
not have both a good name and a
good conscience. Which would he

choose ?
IV

The clock on the mantel chimed
eleven ere he uncovered his face. It
was worn with the spiritual struggle,
yet something of the harshness of his
melancholy had departed. He got
up, gave himself an impatient shake,
walked over to the hearth and took
from his pocket a blank envelope.
From the envelope he extracted a
soiled sheet of paper. For a brief
space he regarded it, weighing its
value, as it were, then stooped to
place it in the fire.

But the flames were not to have
jt—from his hand, at least. Struck
by a new thought, he rose and car-
ried it to the writing table. There
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he spread it out and with a blue pen-
cil taken from the tray he scrawled,
‘“‘Cancelled’’ across it. Then he plac-
ed it in the envelope, addressed it
to ‘‘Charles Stannard, Esq.’”’ and left
it on the blotting-pad.

There was nothing more for him
to do but get away as quickly as
possible. With that idea in view he
crossed to the bell. Ere he could
press the button, however, the door
opened. He pulled himself together
expecting his cousin.

But it was a woman who entered,
and at the sight of her his composure
gave way.

‘“Sybil—Miss Nevis!’’ he ecried.

She was very pale, but her voice
was fairly steady. ‘‘Yes, Mr. Garth.”’
She closed the door soundlessly, and
advanced a few paces into the room,
halting with her hand on the back
of a chair. ‘‘I suppose you did not
expect to see me here,”’ she said with
the ghost of a smile.

For an instant his heart flamed
hot against her. ‘‘So you knew all
the time’’ he exclaimed.

““It is but a few minutes ago that
I was told you were waiting to see
my brother-in-law. I have known
only since then. On the steamer I
did not know your real name.”” She
paused and added: ‘‘I would have
come at once, but the truth was a
great shock to me.”’

““I beg your pardon,’”’ he said, a-
bashed by the gentleness of her
speech.

“It was natural to suspect me.”’
Her grip on the chair tightened; she
lowered her eyes for a moment, then
raised them bravely to meet his.
“Mr. Garth,”’ she said, ‘‘I am no
longer in a position to plead for the
man who wronged you. You might
reasonably say I was pleading for
myself. 1 cannot expect you to be-
lieve that last night I tried to speak
for your own sake no less than com-
mon humanity’s. But now in Christ’s
name I beg you to delay.”’

““Don’t!”” he muttered lower than
she could hear.
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““—_to postpone your act of—jus-
tice. Of late Charles has been very
unfortunate; he is all but ruined.
He and my sister will have to begin
life all over again. But, above all,
their little son, their only child—’"’

Garth took a step forward. ‘‘Say
no more!’’ he said shakily. “‘I—I
have given it up.”’

“You have given it up?’’  She
failed to grasp his meaning.

“I found I could do nothing to
Charles. I have left the only evi-
dence against him on his table, there.
1 was going away when you came in.

I will go now.”’

He was just in time to support
her and help her to a chair.

‘“Oh, you good man,’”’ she sighed,
hiding her face; ‘‘you good man!’”’

He winced. He looked down at
her bowed head, his heart in a tur-
moil, then with a sigh turned and
moved over to the window. When
she had recovered herself they might,
perhaps, part friends, he thought,
gazing into the blackness. And there
was no sound in the room until a
once familiar voice said brokenly—

““‘Sybil, my dear, don’t give way.
I've come to tell you that the ecrisis
is past. Charles is going to get bet-
ter. Alice wants you to—Oh, my
God!”’

For Garth had slowly wheeled a-
bout, and was now facing his cou-
sin. But save by his voice Garth
would never have recognised the hag-
gard, worn-out man who clung to the
open door.

The last of Garth’s hatred flick-
ered out. Perhaps it was not his
own spirit alone that guided him as

he went forward with outstretched
hand.

“Charles,”’ he said huskily, ‘“‘I’m
glad your boy is going to get better.
And it—it’s the time of peace and
good-will, you know.”’

Letting go the nervous hand he
glanced at the girl. ‘‘Good-bye, Miss
Nevis, and thank you,”” he said
softly, and left the room.

With all her gentleness Sybil was
no conventional weakling. She over-
took his fumbling at the outer door.

‘““Where are you going?’’ she al-
most demanded, drying her eyes.

““To consider what can be done
for my cousin,”’ he answered shame-
facedly; ‘‘and to Sydney by the
first steamer,’”’ he added somewhat
harshly.

““The first steamer!’’ There was
that in her voice that made hisheart
leap.

Yet he replied coldly—

“Would you ask me to stay till
the next? Remember this is London
and my dishonour is not forgotten.
Would you care to be seen with me
in London? My good name—"’

“It is nothing to me.”’

‘““You have said so before.”’

“Yes, . ¢ o % think you mus
understood me then,”’ she whispered.
‘I meant that it was nothing com-
pared with—’’ She broke down.

There was a silence.

“Tell me straight,”” he said fat
last, with a great effort, ‘‘tell me
straight, Sybil Nevis, am I anything
at all to you?”’

It seemed a very long time till she
breathed the word—

“Everything!.”’

ep————— —— -
J



1 E. BDOUBLE DOCTOR
BY PAUL SHEARD

ILLUSTRATIONS BY FERGUS KYLE

ENRY TRAVERS PEABODY,
Doctor of Musiec and Principal
of the Harmony Conservatory of
Music, was a mouse-coloured little
man, standing about five foot nothing
in his gray spats. He had been the
founder of the conservatory and was
a sort of father to the institution—
always to be found some place inside
it.

Where he had taken his degree I
never found out, but ’twas rumoured
that he was the product of some fam-
ous college overseas. At any rate, he
played the organ with great dignity
and power, and as well he instructed
the choir in the largest Episcopal
church in town. He could converse
in his pleasant way, on anything
musical, from the ancient composers
up to the higher mathematics of
counter point and thorough bass.
Also, by way of relaxation, he play-
ed the clarionet, never in publie, of
course, but for his own amusement,
as he put it—said the sound of it
soothed his nerves, and I, for one,
don’t doubt it.

On my rare visits to his sanctum in
the conservatory, he would sometimes
unearth the slender black and silver
instrument, and produce therefrom
music such as a little brook makes
skipping over pebbles He always
sat the same way whenever he played,
with his legs tucked under, like a
snake charmer, and what with his
round spectacles, white hair, and
long black coat, he made an odd-
looking picture.
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Everybody in town knew Dr. Pea-
body, there was a quaint dignity
about the little man which marked
him out, and also he was possessed
of a humour which made friends for
him. The community regarded him
as a fixture, and so in the spring of
nineteen hundred and four we were
all rather surprised to hear he in-
tended leaving us. 1 questioned him
about it the next time we met.

“Yes,”” replied the doctor, after
due reflection, ‘I have decided to
take a vacation—to go out West.’’

“Out West?”” I exclaimed.

‘““Not as a cowboy,’”’ smiled the
doctor, ‘“but, you see, a relative- of
mine died—ah—a year ago, and left
me a small piece of land, out in Al-
berta, with a little cottage on it. He
also left a Chinese cook, I believe,
and,”” there the doctor smiled, ‘I
was thinking of moving out there
and practising the clarionet.”’

Well, T couldn’t think of anything
else for a while, but what a time Dr.
Peabody would have of it trying to
manage a Chinese cook, and what a
mess that little cottage would get in-
to. But evidently his mind was made
up, for, sure enough, we all went
down to the station a week later and
saw him off. Quite an impressive
little farewell party it was, all the
doctor’s old pupils were there, and
we made speeches and wished him the
best possible luck. We helped him
on board the train with his trunk
and clarionet case and away he went,
waving his gray gloves at us through
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the window. We felt quite depress-
ed after that. I think nobody expect-
ed ever to see the little doctor again,
somehow, and he had been such a
favourite, as well as a landmark,
that we were quite glum about it.

Imagine everybody’s surprise, then,
about a month later, when Dr. Pea-
body returned and took up his cus-
tomary abode at the Harmony Con-
servatory. We were glad to see him,
of course, yet all wondered what had
gone askew with his plans. But the
doctor was absolutely mum about the
whole affair, and so quite a little
mystery arose. Some said the Chin-
ese cook, and others, the climate, had
been too much for him, but that was
as far as we got, for the object of our
conjectures would only smile urbane-
ly behind his spectacles and change
the subject. All manner of things
were hinted at before the incident
lost interest and was finally dropped,
and Doctor Peabody once more fell
into line as commander-in-chief of all
things musical in our town.

It was not until about two years
later, when I was visiting in the
West, that T got from the lips of one
Sam Collins, cow-puncher, certain
facts which seemed to throw some
light on Dr. Peabody’s little mystery.

It happened that we two were ly-
ing rolled up in our blankets beside
the embers of a éamp fire, at the end
of a long day. T was drowsing com-
fortably, and contemprating the stars
in the heavens and Sam was puffing
a black pipe and cursing black curses
at an attack of lumbago, which he
claimed had settled in his left shoul-
der.

““BEver try rubbing turpentine on
it?’’ T inquired

“T never did,”” said Sam, ‘“because
T never seen none handy, bhut T’ve
been advised that it’s a right smart
remedy for my complaint Old Doe
Peabodv told me so and I reckon he
knew what he was talkin’ about. I
sure wish, sometimes, that T had a
bottle of it.”’
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“Did you say ‘Peabody’?’’ I ask-
ed.

“Yes,”” said Sam, ‘‘Little sandy
complected man he was, with white
hair, and used to wear storm win-
dows. I knew him the time he stop-
ped a spell in a little shack near ol’
man Uston’s c¢reek. He was from the
East, like yourself, D’you know him,
by any chance?’’

“I know a Doctor II. T. Peabody
from C ,’’ said I, naming the
town, ‘‘who came out West, I remem-
ber, for a while one summer about
two years ago.”’

“That’s ‘hom,”* said Sam;, “H. T,
Peabody; and I’'m sure glad for to
meet a friend of his; say, he’s a
wonder, ain’t he?”’

I admitted that the doctor was re-
markable in many ways.

““KEver hear him play that horn of
his?”’

““The clarionet?’’ said I. *‘Yes, of-
ten).”

Sam puffed at his pipe for a while
in silence. ‘‘Remarkable he was what
he was,”” he said at length. ‘‘I re-
member the day the narrow -gauge
pulled up and dropped him an’ his
traps off. A bunch of us was at the
depot and the sight of him sure took
us back a heap. You see, we had
been kind of expecting somebody to
arrive as it were, on account of a
Chinaman bein’ employed for a week
tidyin’ up the ol’ shack; but we
never expected anything like what
the doctor was.”’

““Well, the Doc¢ stands there blink-
in’ fer a spell, an’ then comes over
an’ asks, very polite like, could 1
direct him to the whereabouts of Gus
Clooney’s cottage—it seems the doc-
tor had been a kin of Gus’s.”’

‘¢ “Come to settle?’ says 1.

¢¢ ‘Temporarily,” says he.

“ “Well,” says I, kind of takin’
to the little feller at the start, ‘T’m
glad to know you. My name is Sam
Collins.’ _

¢« <My, Collins,” he replies, I am
Dr. Henry Travers Peabody, an Tlm
delighted to meet you."
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‘“He always sat in the same way whenever he played "

““An’ so I introduces him to the
boys, an’ they was so plumb tickled
with the idea of havin’ so much
learnin’ an’ refinement come to set-
tle, that we formed an escort and
drove the Doc to his cabin, on the
buckboard  All the luggage he’d
brought with him was a trunk an’
a odd-lookin’ black satchel, which he
clung to continuous when the buck-
board jolted.

‘¢ “What’s in the satchel, doc?’ ask-
ed Pete Sims.

‘¢ ‘Huh,” said Foxy Brooks, who
had once been East, an’ was proud
of his information, ‘that’s the doe’s
black bag; they all carries ’em. Tt’s
full of instruments, ain’t it, doc?’
An’ as the doe says it was, Foxy asks,
‘Thinkin’ of practisin’ in these
parts?’

179

““‘The doctor looked puzzled fer a
minute an’ then says he guessed he’d
do about two hours a day.

‘I reckon,’” continues Foxy, ‘that
you-all got lots of patients where you
come from?’

““The doc smiles an’ says he al-
ways studies diligent, which answer
seemed a bit ambiguous somehow to
me.  When) we reached Clooney’s
shack, we helped the doc in with his
trunk an’ bid him good afternoon,
at which he said we had acted very
friendly an’ courteous, an’ he was
glad he’d come.”’

“I had o1’ Bert Hipworth as a
side partner that summer— Round
Shot Bert’ they call him—an’ I told
him all about the Doc that night
after supper. Bert was plumb in-
terested about him.
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“ And so I introduces him to the boys"

““ ‘How long did he say he prac-
tised ?’ asked Bert.

““ “Two hours,” says I.

‘“ ‘He must be a real fine doctor,’
says ol’ Bert. ‘Practice,” says he
‘makes perfect, an’ they tell me some
o’ them young doctors have to prac-
tise eight or nine hours. In the East
each one o’ them puts it up on a
brass plate by his front door, just
what hours he practises, so’s you’ll
know how good he is. I seen them
plates myself when I was in Chicago.
I guess Doc Peabody is a real cracker-
jack or he’d need fer to practise a
lot more than two hours.’

“Well, we none of us saw much
of the doctor for a while after that.
He seemed to keep to hisself most
discreet, an’ then one night my part-
ner, Bert, got took bad with a kind
of chillin’ spell Tt had been rainin’
fer some days an’ I guess Bert had
been sleepin’ too many nights in wel
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clothes. I didn’t think nothin’ of it
at first, an’ stuck aroun’ in the tent
expectin’ every little while fer Bert
to quit jshiverin’ pn’ shakin’ and
git better. But around about ten
o’clock he got real bad. 1 first no-
ticed it when he remarked, kind of
feeble, that he was a deep sea loo-
loo-bird an’ was growin’ pin-feathers
on his feet.’

‘ ‘Hold up, Bert,” says I, ‘just
you lie quiet for a bit. I'm goin’
out to git some medical assistance
fer you, an’ so don’t die or throw a
fit or nothin’ till T come back, T’
not be gone long.’

‘“And with that T ups an’ saddles
Bert’s an’ my ponies, an’ rides, like T
was in a hurry, over to Doc Pea-
body’s shack.

““It was about three miles and T
reins up some out of breath, an’
seein’ a light in one o’ the windows,
bangs on the door an’ yells,
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“I reckon he thought he was bein’ kidnapped or somethin '

““That brought the doctor to the
door, an’ luckily he was dressed.

““ “What’s up?’ says he.

““ ‘Doe,” T says, ‘just you jump on
that there pony an’ come along with
me.’

‘¢ ‘Bless my heart!’ exclaims the
Doe, ‘“What on earth—?’

¢¢ ‘Explanations,’ says I, ‘will come
later on. There ain’t no time just
now.’

‘¢ ‘But, my good man, I don’t un-
derstand! I—’

““What with havin’ a quick temper
and thinking of ol’ Bert an’ the loo-
loo-bird, I grabs my six-shooter an’
pokes it under the doctor’s nose

‘¢ ‘Now, Doec,’ I says, ‘I’ll explain
later on. You just get your hat an’
come along. It’s real urgent.’

““So the Doc gets his hat, an’ T
sees his queer-lookin’ black - satchel
on a chair inside, an’ thinkin’ as he
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might need it, totes it along. Well,
sir, 1 seen some funny sights in my
time, but I think the picture that lit-
tle doctor made, tryin’ to set on
Bert’s brone an’ ridin’ hell-to-lea-
ther, beats anything I ever seen! I
reckon he thought he was bein’ kid-
napped or somethin’, an’ he was
plumb scared to death. But the Doe
was game all right, an’ seein’ as he
couldn’t reach the stirrups, he just
dug his heels into the pony’s floatin’
ribs an’ hung on—an’ every time he
went for to fall off, I'd come up close
an’ give him a hand.

““When we reached the camp, the
Doc was near dead, but T dragged
him inside. Ol” Bert hadn’t improv-
ed none an’ was imaginin’, in a whis.
perish kind of voice, that he was out
ridin’ herd.

““‘Go to it,” he was sayin, ‘ye old
moth-eaten bag o’ shoe-strings! Stick
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‘1 got my orders "

with the bunch, confound yer flee-
bitten hide!’

‘¢ ‘There,” says I to the
‘There’s your patient—’

““The little chap kind o’ pulls his-
self together an’ looks worried.
‘Why,” says he, ‘that man’s sick.’

“I was plumb disgusted ‘Sick,
hell!” T says. ‘He ain’t sick. Ol’
Bert’s had a disappointment in love
an’ is feelin’ bad. Can’t you look
at his tongue or feel his pulse, or do
somethin’ to relieve his pain?’

“Well, the Doc give me a fierce
look an’ goes over to Bert an’ puts
his ear 'down to Bert’s chest, an’
when he looks up again I got my
orders, straight from the qhoulder

= ‘Lwht the fire,” says he, ‘an’ get
some hot \\ater an’ fetloh me a dry
blanket an’ a bottle o’ wisky, an’ a
towel. An’ have you got any lin-

Doe.
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seed? Well, some bran then—and
get a move on you, ’stead of standin’
lookin’ like a Maiden’s Prayer or

somethin’, and lend me your knife.’

““Well, things commenced to move.
That little doctor grabbed the knife
an’ took Bert’s clothes off, cutting
anything what he couldn’t untie.
Then he rubs the patient all over
with a blanket, an’ then starts mixin’
up a bran mash—boilin’ hot. I never
see anything like the energy an’ sa-
gaciousness what that little doctor
possessed. IHe makes the bran into
a poultice, ’stead of feedin’ it to
Bert, as I would a done, an’ slaps
the thing on his chest, so hot that ol’
Bert commenced cursin’ again. Then
he rolls him up in a blanket, an’
together we drags him up close to
the fire. After that the Doc heats a
couple of large stones, and wraps
them in a cloth an’ jams them under
the blanket, up against the patient’s
feet.

““‘Now the wisky,’ says he, an’
he gives him about four fingers.

““*Take some yerself, Doec,’
I. ‘You look kind of all in.’

““But, no, sir, he was too interest-
ed in Bert to hear me. Finally the
Doc quits fussin’ with ol’ Bert an’
sets down beside him, an’ inside of
half an hour—dinged if the patient
wasn’t sleepin’ quiet and breathin’
even an’ natural.

“We went outside after a while
an’ set down to get a breath of fresh
air. The Doc¢ was luggin’ that black
case of his.

¢ ‘Doctor H. T. Peabody,’ says I,
‘you’re all right, an’ the slickest
doctor T ever seen work. T hope you’ll
excuse the way I brought you out
here.’

“ “Your friend will be all right, T
think,” says he. ‘But it looks to me
as though he’d had a close shave
with double pneumonia.’

“I happens to think of somethin’
an’ pul]q out twenty dollars. ‘Your
fee,” says I, ‘Will ths cover it?’

¢ ¢‘Fh?’ says the Doc. *Why, man,
[ didn’t do mothin’ but what you

says
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might a’ done fer yerself.’

“ “You’re the doctor,” says I, ‘an’
you got t’ have a fee, I know that
much. If so be this ain’t enough,
say the word an’ I'll go inside an’
get the correct amount.”

“Well, that kind of seemed to take
the gimp out of the doctor; he got
all red an’ embarrassed, and finally
says, lookin’ at me queer:

““Mr. Collins, perhaps you don’t
understand. but no doctor ever
charges a fee for his first patient in
a new district. This 1s the first case
I've had, an’ I can’t take nothin’
for it. It’s professional etiquette,’
says he.

““Well, you bet T put my money
away quick, and apologised fer the
break. To change the subject I says,
“What’s inside the black case, doe-
tor? I’ve always had a hankering
after articles scientific an’ plausible,
an’ T ain’t never seen the contents of
a doctor’s bag.’

““He opens it up, smilin’, and ding-
ed if there wasn’t one of them French
bugles in it, all fitted up with shiny
handles an’ doo-dads!

¢ (Gosh!’ T said, ‘T must a’ grab-
bed the wrong bhox in my hurry. It’s
a lucky chance o’ Bert didn’t need
a leg sawed off or somethin’.’

¢ ‘Tt most assuredly is,” said the
Doe.

¢ ¢Can you play that thing?’ says
1. some surprised that a learned man
like him would have such a triflin’
contraption about his person.

¢ ¢T think I’ll play it now,’ says
he. ‘it auiets my nerves a bit.’

“Te fitted it together an’ played
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a tune, awful quiet an’ still like, so
as not to disturb ol’ Bert; an’ I jest
lay on my back an’ listened. Let
me tell you I once heard a military
band down at the Peg, and also a kid
by name of ‘Charlie,” that played the
piano down at Blink Peters’s saloon,
but the Doc had ’em all beat. You've
heard him play it, you say?—then
you know. Jest like the wind in a
sleugh swamp it sounded to me—or
an ol’ hoot-owl at night, away off.
Land! I could a’ listened to him
fer hours.

“However, about dawn he got up
an’ had another look at Bert, an’
made him a fresh bran poultice.

¢“‘Let him rest quiet,” he said, an’
marched off home with his black case,
nor would he use either Bert’s horse
nor mine.

“Well, sir, Bert Hipworth got
clean better in three days. The doe-
tor became real friendly and sociable
after that, an’ Bert an’ me would
often ride in an’ call on him, even-
ings. We liked the way he talked,
refined an’ tutored, I ecall it, an’
sometimes he’d play on that flute of
his for us. That’s what took ol’
Round Shot Bert, he never seemed to
git enough of the Doe’s pipin’. Said
it reminded him of a girl he used to
know down at Reo.

“That little doctor was certainly
awful popular with us, an’ we hated
to see him go. Left awful sudden,
too. T remember the last time we
was at his place. T was tellin’ him
about how I’d been in to town, ‘An’,
Doe,” says I, ‘I seen some of the
boys, an’ I told them about the way
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you saved ol’ Bert from pneumonia.
We don’t git mueh diseases in these
parts, but accidents happen awful
frequent. I made all the boys prom-
ise that they’d send fer you when-
ever they wanted a octor; an’ I
shouldn’t be surprised if you had
quite a large practice after a while.’

“Well, the Doe seemed powerful
interested and asked a lot of ques-
tions as to exactly what 1’d said. But
the next time we rode over to his
shack we found the Chinese cook
nailin’ boards over the windows. All
we could find out from the yellow

peril was that the doctor had packed
up and vamoosed; didn’t seem to be
no reason fer it either. Bert an’ me
certainly felt awful bad, an’ missed
him a whole lot. His conversation
was sure enlightenin’ for anyone to
listen to.” ”’

Sam Collins was silent for a long
time, and I remained gazing at the
big stars. Finally he said:

““If so be you run across the little
doctor after you go Kast, give him
my regards. An’ say—get him to
play that tune he calls ‘Celeste Idea,’
it’s a crackerjack ’’

ANZASTHESIA

By ROBERT CARY

HE nurse above the growing ether-fume:
““Soon you must sleep, and sleeping know no pain.”’
Sanguine the great calm surgeon, yet I feign
Courage, and think upon an early doom.
Echoing strangely through the oppressive room
(/onvorse of skilled assistants—a roar!-—and wane
Of speech, a thunderous solitude, a brain
Submerged, and I—am I beneath the tomb?

Surely no silence could be more supreme

Than that with which unconscious darkness rings.
For hours oblivious a heavy dream

Of Death was mine; I heard the widening wings
Of cavernous Night; I saw—the wondrous gleam !—

But it was day’s, and my spirfit still the Spring’s!




1HE FORTUNE €AKE
BY ESTELLE M. KERR

AUTHOR CF “LITTLE SAM IN VOLENDAM," ETC.

ALL morning long [ had spent
writing and rewriting that let-
ter, and when it was finished it was
but a note after all. The explana-
tions filled the wastepaper basket and
strewed the floor in fragments, but
of what use were explanations? Noth-
ing mattered but the main fact that
it could not be. :

I sealed the envelope and laid it
beside the large packet of letters and
the small one containing the ring,
and my feeling as 1 did so was one
of intense relief. Perhaps in the
years to come I may regret it, but at
least this period of indecision had
come to an end, and for the first time
in weeks I felt really light-hearted.

I picked up my sewing and mov-
ed to a rocking-chair beside the win-
dow; as I did so the date I had me-
chanically written at the top of my
letter flashed over me—DMay the sixth,
my birthday; I had quite forgotten
it, and Lally had yet to come and
remind me of the fact. Lally would
never forget, for it is her birthday,
too, and at five one’s natal day is
of greater importance than it is at
five and twenty.

To Lally I seem so very old that
it is difficult to believe that I was
once young, and that I can still re-
member it is marvellous. Once, be-
ing pressed for an answer, I confess-
ed to being eighteen, and she looked
at me reproachfully and said:

‘“Oh, Aunt Lally! Eighteen, and
not married yet!”’

Lally’s views on matrimony are
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much the same as mme were at the
same age, and when I tell her tales
of my own childhood, she opens her
blue eyes very wide, and says:

““But can you really truly remem-
ber when you were five?’’

Indeed I can. They say it is a
sign of age when we grow retrospec-
tive, but on anniversaries one is apt
to pass in review the days that are
past, and to-day I am reminded of
an event that stands out clear in the
misty memories of my childhood—
my first birthday party. It is not
so much the recurrence of the fives,
that brings it to my mind, but the
fact that twenty years ago my little
brain was agitated with the same
questions that have been troubling
it to-day—before I finally succeeded
in writing that letter.

When I was five I had a birthday
party. The guests were invited for
four o’clock, but long before the hour
my sister, Clara, in her crisp white
frock, was flattening her nose against
the window pane It had taken me
somewhat longer to complete my toi-
let, so lost was I in admiration of my
new red stockings, and when I enter-
ed the room it was with a self-con-
seious strut, which earned for me the
sisterly epithet of ‘‘stuck-up.’”’ While
I was meditating how best 1 might
retaliate, Clara cried, ‘‘Here they
come,”” and rushing to the door drag-
ged in the first of our guests.

The others followed most pune-
tually, and with them came Cousin
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“The candle went out without a flicker "

Kate, who had promised to help us
entertain  We were very glad off this,
for she knew some beautiful games
called ‘‘Seetherobbers’” and ‘‘Nuts-
inmay,”” and the boys never fought
when she was playing, and none of
the girls said, ‘‘That’s not the way
we play!’”” When Cousin Kate
played with us we never quarrelled,
except for the privilege of holding
her hand.

One little girl was shy, I remem-
ber, and wouldn’t join us, but play-
ed with my doll’s house under the
piano, and broke it, tco And a boy
in a sailor suit tried to kiss me, but
I slapped him, and I eried when he
tried to sit next to me at table. I
didn’t like boys when I was five.

Lally doesn’t like them now, and
when I tell her that they are not all
rough and rude, she philosophically
remarks:

““When I gets to be a big lady like
you, I’ll likes ’em.’’

Between every game we would run
out to see if supper was nearly ready,
and at last the door of the dining-
room swung open and revealed the
shining table to our delighted eyes.
Clara was placed at one end of the
long table and I at the other, and
in the centre was a tall white cake
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on which five red candles were burn-
ing. They told me it was a fairy
fortune cake and must be eaten very
carefully, for fortunes, it seemed,
were not as digestible as raisins. Hid-
den in it was a button which repre-
sented a large family, (agreeable, I
thought, but prosaic) ; then there was
a stick, which signified that you would
rule your household, (I did not long
for power). The five-cent piece had
attractions; I sighed mnot for the
riches it typified, but for the sugar-
sticks their material emblem would
purchase; the thimble—an old maid
—was a thought too horrible to be
considered; Clara would be sure to
get that; she would like it above all
things. 1 had set my heart on the
ring, for I shared Lally’s tastes for
wedding-bells and bridesmaids

So absorbed was 1 in speculating
on my probable fortune, that I hard-
ly touched any of the good things
set before me until the-arrival of the
jce cream, when a general sigh of
satisfaction spread round the table
and I forgot my fortune for a mo-
ment in the joy of getting the hard
substance pounded into a delectable
consistency. Just ‘then the magic
cake was taken from its place in the
centre of the table and set before

4

—
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my plate, for it is always the pri-
vilege of the birthday girl to cut it,
and wish a wish as she blows out a
candle. Of course, I wished for the
ring, and I blew hard and straight.
The candle went out without a flick-
er. I then put in the knife and cut
myself a generous slice. There was
a metallic sound as it touched my
plate, and I turned it quickly over
and saw-—the thimble! I stared at it
with incredulous eyes. 1 did not
weep, | did not faint—in the really
tragic moments of life one seldom
does those things—but, I forgot to
eat my ice cream!

Supper was now over and as the
children in their paper caps were
leaving the dining-room, I seized the
opportunity to ask Clara what she
had found in her cake If she also had
discovered a thimble, I reasoned that
my lot would not be so lonely, for
Clara had always said that when we
grew up we should live in a big
house together like the Misses Darecy
and never get married, but keep a
lot of cats and dogs. But, oh, the
irony of fate! Clara, the sworn spin-
ster, had drawn the little brass ring.
It was too small for her finger and
she threw it contemptuously away.

““I shan’t marry,”’ she said, ‘‘I
hate boys, and I don’t believe in for-
tunes, anyway!’’

Now, I stood rather in awe of my
strong-minded sister, so I didn’t say
anything, but quietly picked up the
discarded ring, which exactly fitted
my third finger.

1 shan’t - wmarry. o -boy, i L
thought, “‘I shall marry a man!”’

How it was possible for boys to
turn into thosa wholly delightful
personages known as men, was to me
as incomprehensible as the transfor-
mation of ecaterpillars into butter-
flies, but Clara knew and scorned the
weakness of the whole sex. I was
glad, however, to hear that she difi
not believe in fortunes, but scepti-
cism was foreign to my nature and
the thimble had been a severe blow

to my hopes.

After supper the games were re-
sumed with greater enthusiasm, and
while we were playing blind man’s
buff, I saw the boy in the sailor suit
trying to kiss Maud, who was a dear
little girl, and my best friend, I
slapped him again, but Maud, to my
surprise, resented the interference.

““Why, you don’t like it!1’* T ex-
claimed in genuine astonishment,

““Yes,”” she said, ‘‘of course I do!
I think he’s just sweet, and when I
grow up and have to get married,
1I'm going to ask for him.”’

Strange, how everybody seemed to
be considering matrimony that day!
Just then the ‘‘blind man” rushed
towards us, and with shrill screams
we fled to opposite corners of the
room. I found myself beside Ruth,
who was fanning herself on a sofa.

‘‘Ruth,”” I said, ‘“do you expeect to
get married some day?”’

“Yes,”” she replied, ‘‘I’'m, going
to marry a minister, so he can preach
to me at home and I won’t have to
2o to church—it’s so stupid! Come
on, let’s play.”’

But I would not be diverted from
the question of the moment, and I

decided that Ruth’s argument was

foolish, for a clergyman lived oppo-
site to us, and I saw his wife and
eight children start out for church
regularly every Sunday morning,
Besides, lots of men could preach. I
had heard my mother say that father
could preach better than he could
practice, and I was sure he could
practice if he tried, for Clara did an
hour every day, and she was only
eight! Ruth evidently knew nothing
about it, so I decided to ask Tom.
He wasn’t so rough as most boys,
since he still wore kilts, and I rightly
judged that he would take a sensible
view of the matter.

Tom was trying to count some
marbles and had evidently never
given the important subject of ma-
trimony a thought, for when I pro-
pounded the usual question, he stood
on one foot and meditatively swung
the other to and fro. This seemed

4
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*Then, it you don’t mind, Cousin Jack, I'd like you to marry me"”

to give him a good idea, for he plant-
ed both feet firmly on the ground
and said, with an air of complete de-
cision : g
““Yes, when I grow up I'm going
to marry my grandpa, and then he’ll
let me drive the horses all the time.”’
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This seemed to me
plan, but mnot quite feasible—I
didn’t know why. I had never
thought it possible to marry one’s
grandfather, and then I suddenly re-
membered Cousin Jack He was a
being above all others suitable for

an excellent
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the responsible pos'tion of husband,
and on him I fixed my maiden choice.
| set out to find him without delay,
for he had said he would come to
my party. Although not really a
relative, he was a constant visitor at
our house, and I thought him so ex-
tremely attractive that I had some
misgivings lest someone had ‘‘asked
for him’’ already.

I opened the library door, and
there he was, sitting on the divan be-
side Cousin Kate. 1 had heard my
parents speaking of them the night
hefore, and this suggested a way of
gently leading up to the subject.

““Cousin Jack,”” I said, ‘‘Do you
love Cousin Kate?”’

“Of course, I do, monkey,”” he re-
plied laughingly, ‘“Who could help
o

“1 thought so,”” T said, ‘‘because
T heard mamma tell papa that she
was almost sure you did.”’

At this they both looked so em-
barrassed, that a vague fear crept
into my heart, and I moved a step
nearer Cousin Kate.

“You don’t want to marry him,
do you?”’ I asked.

“Of course not,”’ she replied,

turning very pink.
“Then, if you don’t mind, Cousin
Jack, 1'd like you to marry me.”’

2

‘“A capital idea,
shall it be?”’

Just then someone called me and
said that the children were waiting
to say good-bye, so I went and shook
hands with them with an air of dig-
nity becoming to a person engaged
to be married; and the party was
over.

It was quite a blow to my hopes
when I was asked to be one of the
bridesmaids at Cousin Jack’s wed-
ding, instead of filling the more im-
portant role, and so I learmed my
first lesson in man’s faithlessness.

said he, ‘‘when

N
"

My reveries were interrupted by
a sound of merry laughter, and Lally
burst into the room—

“Tt’s time to eome to my party,’
she announced, and seized me by the
hands ‘‘What’s this on your finger,
a thimble? Take it off and put on
your beautiful ring. Perhaps I am
going to have a ring, too.”” She add-
ed, “Do you know what I’'m going
to have at my party? A fairy for-
tune cake. Do you believe in for-
tunes?”’

‘(Yes.77

“Then;80-do. 1.77

And together we set off for the
party.

’




THE LAST SANTA
BY MARGARET BELL

ARTHUR must have been awake
for more than an hour. His
mother had told him that he might
see Santa Claus, if he lay awake long
enough. He had gone to bed at eight,
as usual, and had slept. But he
woke suddenly, and sat up in bed.
All his toys showed plainly from
the corners and on the walls.

From outside his window some-
where, the moon was sending beams
across the snow and ragged treetops,
right into his little white room. And
then Arthur remembered that the
next day was Christmas, and was
glad. He shivered a little, as he sat
up in bed and drew the «clothes
around him. The white rocom was
very cold, and the curtains on the
windows stlrred the tiniest bit. Ar-
thur would have reached over and
shut out the frosty air, but he was
afraid his cough would come And,
anyhow, the doctor had said he must
leave his window open. He followed
the trail of the moonbeams across the
walls. It fell on his old Teddy bear,
lying in a ragged heap in the corner.
Arthur had not paid much attention
to the bear, of late. It was one of
his Santa gifts of two years ago.
Three or four times, he had thought
of giving it to the little boy who left
the paper every evening. It seemed
strange that the moonbeam should
have hunted it out in its corner.

““The moon seems to leve you, old
Teddy, dear,” he thought, ‘“‘but I
don’t blame her. For I love you, too.
Maybe that is the reason the moon
does. For you made me happy a lot
of times.”’

And as he looked at the much-
worn thing, he seemed to see a little
form with long, white whiskers and
a laughing face. And by-and-bye, a
whole circle of these figures appeared
around it, and Arthur knew the old

Teddy bear held many dreams of
Santa Claus.
There was a wondrous suit of

armour hanging in the room. Arthur
had never played with it, very much,
His mother said he was not big
enough, and it would have to hang
on the wall of the little white room,
until he grew. Strange that he should
have noticed it in the shadows, just
then. One might have thought the
moonbeams had forgotten it. They
danced in all the corners and on all
the walls, except the prace where the
armour hung. Arthur felt a funny,
chokey feeling in his throat, when he
looked at it, and made a move to get
out of bed so that he could put it in
the moonlight. But he forgot the
open window and the frost, and the
cough came.

In a few minutes, he sat up in bed
again. There seemed to be something
which made him watech the moon-
béams playing in the corners. Therc
was one little ray which kept dane-
ing from one toy to another. Tt
paused a moment on the forty tin
soldiers lined up in sober rows, it
flirted with the Punch and Judy
show nodding in the corner, it lay
glistening for a long time on the
tailless rocking horse.

By and hv Arthur closed his
eyes, in a kind of half sleep. And
he imagined he could see whole rows
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of Santa Clauses, dancing and gyrat-
ing around the room. They were
jolly-faced old fellows, such as he had
been accustomed to see in picture
books and shop windows., But Arthur
did not notice any packs all bulging
with toys. They danced around
the old playthings in the room. The
Punch and Judy, the tin soldiers, the
tailless rocking horse. And once or
twice Arthur imagined that they
spoke to the different toys, all but

the coat of armour which hung
against the wall where the moon-

beams forgot to shine.

One Santa approached the rocking
horse and touched the bridle.

“You have done well, little
friend,”” he said. ‘‘Remember the
rainy day, when Master Arthur got
up from the measles? You did not
forget yourself, in spite of his peev-
ish words.”’

And the Santa turned so that
Arthur could see his face more plain-
ly. The moonbeams seemed to make
his smile more jovial. Another lit-
tle Santa came up to him, and point-
ed to the corner where the coat of
armour hung. And the smiles faded
from their faces, and the first Santa
shook his face sadly.

‘s a beautiful enough thing,
but there seems no strength within
it. But we should not judge, for it
may be the fault of some other, that
it should stand thus away from the
radiance of the moon "’

And Arthur began to think that
the Santas were wise old fellows. He
would have liked to speak to them,
but he knew he was supposed to be
asleep, and they might not like it, if
they saw he was awake. So he sat
looking through half-closed eyes,
wishing the moonbeams would be
more kind with the suit of armour.
It was true, he had not been so happy
with it as with the other toys, but
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he felt sorry that they seemed to for-
get it, and the kind old Santas even.

Presently the door opened, and
someone ‘came in, with a huge
pack on his back. Arthur’s eyes
opened wider, and he scarcely breath-
ed, so frightened lest the real Santa
would hurry away, if he thought he
was looking. He snuggled down
amongst the clothes and watch-
ed the old fellow come to the foot
of the bed. One by one he took the
beautiful things from his sack, and
filled the little stockings which hung
from the railing. They were soon
full, and he placed things on the
floor.

Arthur felt a sadness come over
him. For the bulky figure stood in
the centre of the moonlight, and hid
the old toys in his shadow.

““TI think I love them the best,’’
Arthur said to himself. ‘‘For I know
them better.”’

As the little old man opened the
door to go out of the room, Arthur
tried to eall ‘after him. For he
thought he recognised the smile which
was sent toward the little bed.
Through his half-sleep it seemed to
be the smile of his father. And yet,
the figure was different. Arthur may
have been dreaming of his father, he
was not quite sure. He could not
understand how he 100ked so much
like Santa Claus then, when he was
so tall and thin at other times. He
would tell him in the morning that
Santa in some ways was like him. He
did not call out, for the bulky figure
did not linger in the doorway. And,
besides, the window was open, and
his cough came.

One by one, the moonbeams left
the toys huddled in an indiscrimin-
ate heap of darkness and fell, in a
great radiance, on the little pale face
which lay, smiling and cold, amongst
the pillows.



LA BLANCHISSEUSE DOREE
BY MARJORIE L, C, PICKTHALL

AS Pére Barthélemy turned out of

the gusty, dusty street, where
the wind had been tugging rudely
at his old soutane, and into Mére Ba-
zame’s yard, he stepped into peace.
Smiling, he flicked the dust off his
sleeve with delicate fingers, looking
at the tubs under the apple trees, at
the little gray shanty, and at the
sign over the door. It seemed to him
that the tarnished letters were full
of little gaping mouths ready to snap
at a possible customer. Some penni-
less student had painted the sign for
her long ago, ‘‘Lia Blanchisseuse
Dorée’’ in a fat flourish of gold.
“Long ago,”’ said Pére Barthélemy
with something of a sigh, ‘““when she
was not called the White-foot for
nothing.”’

But there she was, toiling at her
tubs, and Pére Barthélemy knew she
needed smiles from him, not sighs.

““The peace of God be upon you,
Mére Bazane.”’

““ And upon you, mon pére.”’ The
little woman looked up from her re-
verie with a quick smile, and her
eyes, in her small weatherbeaten face,
were still as blue as wild flax. “‘It is
a beautiful day, mon pére.”’

“Dusty and gusty in the streets.’’

““ Ah, the streets, my father! I am
out of them here, and glad to be so.
Sometimes a bird comes to the apple
trees, and when they are in leaf I
look up among their boughs and
think I am in my old home again.
We had an orchard there.”’

‘“A beautiful one, my friend?”’
Pére Barthélemy’s keen brown eyes
were very soft.
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‘““An orchard is always beautiful,
my father.”’

““That is true. And how is your
good husband to-day?’’

The accustomed mist of grief dim-
med the blue eyes of the Golden
Washerwoman. ‘‘Ah, my father, he
is no better; he will never be better.
Ah, the poor child, how he suffers!
All last night I was rubbing him
with oils. But I mind nothing if I
can keep my strength and get him
all he needs. He is much younger
than I.”’ Her little knotted hands
shook upon the side of the tub. ‘‘I
weep in the night when I think of
it. What if I should die first and
leave him uncared for?’’

Something that might have been
admiration rippled over the priest’s
calm brown face. ‘‘I am not old,
Mére Bazane. Will you trust me?
While I live I will never forget him.”’

‘“Ah, mon pére!”” Her hands
shook still more. ‘‘That is good, that
is of a heavenly kindness. But no
one can understand him but I, no
one does him justice, no one can
guess his sufferings. And he speaks
to me with such affection! Only this
morning he said, ‘Hola! my little old
cabbage,” he said, ‘make me some
good soup!” The brave heart! Will
you not see him?’’

‘T have no time, and I must not
hinder you when you are so busy.”’

“Yes, I am busy, thank the saints.
It is a lady’s dress, my father, and
the work upon it is wonderful.’”” Her
fingers sought the fine lace wistfully.
“‘But before it came to me it receiv-
ed, not a washing, but a massacre.”’
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That evening Monsieur le Curé
went to see his friend the doctor.

Le Docteur Simon was hard at
work among his hollyhocks when
Pére Barthélemy leaned over the
gate. ‘‘Ha!”’ said he, pointing a
trowel at his visitor. ‘I can see
where you have been! You have been
with our Blanchiesseuse Dorée.”’

“Yes,”” said the Curé, quistly, .
‘“and I have come to ask you—is
there anything the matter with that
villainous husband of hers?’’

“I do not know,”” said Simon
gruffly, making the earth fly like a
digging terrier.

““There were bruises on her arm
again,”’ said Pére Barthélemy slow-
ly. ““I have thought much of that
matter, my friend.”

““So’ have I.”” The doctor spoke
from a shower of flying earth. ‘‘And
I will tell you this. The brute will
die, if he dies at all, from eating and
lying still. Unless by the judgment
of God. But that is your depart-
ment.”’

““Our poor little Golden Washer-
woman! How long is she to endure?’

‘““Till her heart breaks. You have
all influence. Why do you not have
the brute removed ?’’

““I have thought much, Simon.
And I have thought—I have guessed
—that it would not be for her hap-
piness.’’

“Ha!’’ said the doctor again, with
a look at the curé. ‘‘Ha! This Love!”’

“Just so, my friend. We cannot
meddle with it.”’

The doctor grunted among his
hollyhocks. ‘‘Yes, this Love. I have
seen many manifestations, many
symptoms of it. The heroic sym-
ptom has never shown itself so plain-
ly as in the case of our Blanchisseuse
Dorée. Name of a name! If I were
you, my dear, I should never be sur-
prised to see a hale young angel or
two helping her with the wringing
and half the powers of heaven on
guard among her apple trees.’’

- ““And there is no hope for her re-
lease?’’
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‘‘Speaking as a doctor, no. As a
man’’—the doctor was small and of
a wicked, elfish humour—‘‘as a man,
I am so greatly tempted to tell the
pig to drink his liniments some day

2

Pére Barthélemy laughed. ‘‘He is
of my flock, and I say that a long
purgatory is his only chance. Well,
well! What would she say if she
heard us?”’

““Those sort of creatures always
live long. Perhaps you can tell me
why. These slugs are manifold as
my good intentions, and will have a
like fate, Remember our Blanchis-
seuse in your prayers.’’

But for once the doctor was wrong.
La .Blanchisseuse’s husband died
quite suddenly, and she was a widow.
Upon Pére Barthélemy came the
weight of her wild grief.

““O, mon pére, he is gone, he is
gone! Dead before me, and he so
much younger! You should have
seen him when he came courting me.
Such a fine lad, and even then I was
plain and hard-favoured. I cannot
believe it. O, Mother of Sorrows,
give him back to me! I was weak,
I was wicked. When he called me
sometimes I came slowly. My legs
were stiff with the rheumatism, but
I should have hastened. And often
I fell asleep when I was rubbing him.
O, my father, how shall I live with-
out him?”’

“‘She will not live,”’ said the curé,
But the doctor said: ‘‘Wait. That
grief must find healing.’’

The Golden Washerwoman awoke
at last to a sense of other things than
her loneliness. She need be the Gol-
den Washerwoman no more. There
was the insurance, to meet the dues
of which she had striven for years,
urged and helped by Pére Barthé-
lemy. La Blanchisseuse Dorée was
rich, mon Dieu, as rich as any lonely
woman need be. My faith, she had
money in the bank. Regardez 13!

“I will buy mourning,”’ she said,
‘“‘such mourning as will become my
age‘n
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So she bought cheap black ma-
terials, and made them up herself
after long-forgotten fashion plates of
twenty years before. A little monu-
ment in grief, veiled in crape, she at-
tended mass and spoke long to the
priest who loved her. ‘‘She begins
to take an interest in her dresses,”’
said he to his friend the doctor. In
the luxury of buying, Mére Bazane
found a little comfort.

And presently the crape upon Ler
gowns gave place to black lace, very
deep and of a heavy pattern, the
like of which had never been seen in
the parish. She bought a chain of
large jet beads linked with gold. A
brooch of black enamel, roped with
gold, bore a little blackish portrait
of her husband. There was a dread-
ful mourning ring upon one of her
little knotted fingers. The flock of
Pére Barthélemy wondered and ad-
mired.

Upon the day when the old sign,
“Ta Blanchisseuse Dorée,”” disap-
peared from above her door, and she
herself appeared in penetrating pur-
ple ribbons, Monsieur le Curé went
to see her.

“The peace of God be upon you,
Mére Bazane.”’

The Golden Washerwoman, small-
er and more meagre than ever be-
fore, rustled her heavy black drap-
eries upon the floor, and wept upon
Pére Barthélemy’s hand. .

“How is it with you, Mére Ba-
zane?’’

““Well, well, mon pere. The em-
ptiness of the heart is terrible, and
the nights are full of a voice that
does not call me, that will never call
me again, Sometimes I look for my
tubs under the trees and for a little
I am desolate that I need them no
more. And then—’’

““And then?”’ ;

“Then I go and buy things, my
father.”’ She raised brave blue eyes
like the eyes of a child. ‘‘It helps
me to forget, it fills the emptiness,
seest thou? I have never bought
things before. When I washed the

fine dresses of rich ladies, I used to
lay the lace against my hands, be-
cause I loved it. It was beautiful.
And I had never had anything that
was beautiful.”” She smoothed ithe
deep black flounce of her dress with
a little hand that was always tremu-
lous now. ‘‘This is beautiful, too,
but it has no colour. Colour warms
me like a fire, mon pére, fills me like
a food. Is it a sin?”’

““It is no sin, my friend.”’

““Come, then, and I will show. At
first I was afraid. That was a sin,
to be afraid of thee.”

She went to a little wooden chest
and raised the lid. It was as if a
rainbow had flashed suddenly into
the dark damp room. La Blanchiss-
euse Dorée laid her tremulous hands
upon a silk web of pure colour with-
in and drew it out—pale blue, the
colour of spring skies. Upon that
she shook a length of rose-coloured
satin, damasked in a pattern of but-
terflies. And then a glow of crim-
son silk, worked in tiny silver flow-
ers.
‘““When my mourning is ended,’’
she explained, fondling the gorgeous
fabrics feverishly, “‘I can wear these.
Meantime I buy them, my father.”

Something nearer tears than laugh-
ter took Pére Barthélemy by the
throat as he thought of the little
washerwoman dressed in these silks.

““She will waste all her money,”’
he said anxiously to ILe Docteur
Simon, ‘‘buying these things.”’

‘““‘Let her,”” answered the doctor,
‘“if it makes her happy.”’

““It does mot make her happy,”’
said Pére Barthélemy quietly. He
knew his Blanchisseuse Dorée.

As time went on, the Golden Wash-
erwoman broke further from the
bounds of decorous mourning The
flock was interested, if a little scan-

- dalised. She adopted the royal col-

our of grief, and upon it played in-
finite variations in which she trot-
ted to church like an army with ban-
ners. The two men who honoured
her were troubled.
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“If you had not touched wine for
thirty years it would not take much
to make you drunk,’”’ said Le Doc-
teur Simon.

‘“She is searching feverishly for
happiness,’’ said Pére Barthélemy.

When Mére Bazane appeared in a
purple dress with large white spots
the curé was taking a hard-earned
rest among the hills. But he heard
of it. And on his return he went
straight to her house.

As he turned out of the dusty
street he saw her under the apple
trees, toiling above her old tubs. She
was singing as she worked, in a worn,
sweet voice, of a fair Isabeau of long
ago who walked in her garden. And
aboveé her head the leafless apple
boughs stretched a gray web of sha-
dows, and the old sign creaked in
the wind.

‘“Mére Bazane!’’

‘“Ah, mon pére! Ah, mon
pére, I need nothing now to complete
my happiness. It is by the blessing
of God that you are returned. I die
of joy.2’

‘“But—my dear, you are working
again?’’

““Ah, my father, there is meed!”’
She spoke as if in triumph, and her
blue eyes gleamed among the gentle
wrinkles.

““Need? Your money—?’’

““Safe in the bank, and there it will
stay. Come, my father, and see!’’
She led him to the open door and
pointed within. :

Upon the floor sat a fat dark child
some three years old. He had pull-
ed the end of the rose-coloured satin
out of the chest and wrapped himself
in it. He gazed at Mére Bazane and
the curé with sullen dark eyes set
rather close in a small heavy face.

“See him, the beautiful! He is
the orphan of my dear husband’s
nephew. Now I am so rich, they
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have let me take him to bring up.
Shall I not be rich for his sake? Mon
Dieu, how I will work and save!’’

Her voice trembled with her little,
knotted, fluttering hands. She mov-
ed to draw the silk away. ‘‘Give it
to me, my angel.’”’

The angel wrapped himself in the
rich folds tighter than ever, and
sereamed harshly, like a fierce bird
that has no words. La Blanchisseuse
Dorée looked up flushed and panting.
““See,”” she said proudly, ‘‘already
he wants all the fine things he sees,
and fights for them. Is he not clev-
er? Such a determined mind for
his age. And he shall have all he
wants, the little one. Mon Dieu!
how I will wash and bleach. I will
never grow tired.”’

The child, released, wrapped him-
self again in the soft satin, and re-
sumed his sullen, steady stare. Pére
Barthélemy stood chilled and silent,
seeing the whole tragedy of sacrifice
renewed. He saw the small dark
thing forever asking, demanding,
claiming, La Blanchisseuse forever
toiling to supply, until—until she was
cast aside like a worn-out husk. He
shrank from the child as from a little
full-fed vampire.

And then the true thought burst
winged from his heart.

‘‘She has her reward already,’’ he
thought.

‘I shall cut up my dresses to make
things for him,”’ said the Golden
‘Washerwoman happily, ‘‘and spend
no more money, no indeed. He will
want it all, all And he shall have
it. Mon Dieu, how I will work.”’

Pére Barthélemy’s eyes were dim
as he raised his hand and made the
sign of the cross. ‘‘Of such are the
kingdom of heaven,”’ he said softly.

But he did not say them of the
child, as the Golden Washerwoman
thought.

s




CHRISTMAS RHYMSTERS
BY DONALD A. FRASER

MOST children are born rhymsters.

They take a delight in making
little couplets, triplets or quatrains
about their companions or the things
they see around them. I remember
seeing a crowd of small school-chil-
dren being chased by one of their
companions armed with a long
switch. They were shouting in sing-
song tones:

«Bill, Bill,
From Cedar Hill,

Never works,
And never will.”’

‘When ‘‘Bill”’ got close enough to
any one of the youngsters, he dealt
him a cut across the legs with the
switch, and then made after another.
Neither the switcher nor the switchee
was at all angry. It was all in the
game; but the game would not have
been half so enjoyable without the
rhyme. Sheas

It is in the springtime of year
that the poet is supposed to receive
a double portion of that divine af-
flatus that compels him to tune his
lyre and sing; and so, I suppose, it
is quite natural that those who are
in the rosy springtime of life should
let their feelings burst forth in metre
and melody. '

It was getting near the Christmas
season, and one day in school I said
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quite unexpectedly to the children:

“TI want you all to write me some
poetry.”’

““Oh, Mr. Fraser, we can’t!’”’ was
the general chorus.

“‘Did you ever try?’’

“Ne, sar.?

“Well,”” I said, ‘‘you never know
what you can do till you try. Now
I want you to try to write some
verses about ‘‘Winter,”’ or ‘‘Christ-
mas,”’ or ‘‘Santa Claus,”’ or any
subject you like that is suitable to
the Christmas season.”’

When I came to colleet the at-
tempts, I found that every pupil had
tried to write something. Some of
the verses were decidedly blank, and
in some the metre was not at all
steady; but they were all arrayed in
lines with a capital letter at the be-
ginning of each line; so that was
something.

Most of the verses were about
“Winter’’ and ‘‘Christmas,’’ with a
few about ‘‘Santa Claus >’ Here are
a few samples. They are not poetry;
perhaps they are not even verse, but
do you think you could have done
any better when you were ten years
of age?

There is a vigour and dash ahout
these lines of Horace’s that are quite
worthy of his illustrious namesake
of ancient days:




Ho! for Winter, the gladdest time of all
the year;

The time when Christmas comes,

With all its gladness and cheer,

Ho! for Winter, the gladdest time of all
the year.

Ho! for Winter. Now get out the sleigh,

Andbaway we will go sliding over the
ay.

Now for the skates, and wait for all the
other mates,

Ho! for Winter, the gladdest time of all
the year.

Ho! for Winter. See the snowballs go!

See them flying to and fro!

My, how merrily we make them go!

Ho! for Winter with all its gladness and
cheer,

It’s the happiest time of all the year.

Little Myrtle, too, seemed even
more fond of ‘‘Hos.”’
Winter time is here.
Ho! Ho! Ho!

I know it won’t be drear.
Wo! Ho! Ho! ¢

Ice upon the pond.
Ho! Ho! Ho!

Children skating round. ;
Wo! Ho! Ho! ¥

Sleighs coming down.
Ho! Ho! Ho!

Snow upon the ground.
Wo! Ho! Ho!

This was Harry’s offering:

When Winter comes ’tis very cold,
And all the children feel very bold.
The children feel they’d like to go

Out into the air and play with the snow.

When Winter comes the birds fly away
To a warmer climate, and there they stay
Until it gets warm again,

And then they’ll come back again.

Margaret dignified hers by num-
bering the stanzas with Roman num-
erals.
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i
In the Winter-time,
When the snow is on the ground,
I like to sit by the fireside
That keeps us so warm.

XL

December winds that blow so coldly,
Come and rattle the windows so boldly;
Also comes the Santa Claus,

And makes us happy without any cause.

XL

In December comes the Christmas
With its happy times;

Sleigh-riding, and lots of tobogganing,
And the happy chimes.

IV,

We like the Christmas best of all;
Because Christ was born that day.

If we let Him, He will help us,
And lead us the right way.

Roy’s metre may not be very good,
but his philosophy is:

Just after the Autumn we wake up one
morn,
To find that the snow is on the ground;
The trees they are leafless, the birds are
all gone,
And the snow is still falling around.

Some people hate Winter, and say it is
cold,
And they’re sitting by the fireside in
the warm;
But if you go out bravely, and are feel-
ing very bold,
You’ll be warm in spite of snowballs
and of storm.

There is a breath of poetry about
Myra’s little verses:

Winter is nigh,

And there’s not a bird in the sky.
They have all gone away

For the long Winter days.

The flowers are all sleeping,
And Jack Frost comes creeping,
Makes the ground all white,
‘White with snow and ice.
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The wind is blowing,
And the snow is coming,
And the rain is falling,
And the wind is calling.

The ice days are here,

And the birds have disappeared,
And the Summer days have gone,
And the Wintry days have come.

And the Spring is near,
And the birds are to appear,
And the birds are singimg,
And the bells are ringing.

A touch of tragedy seems to hover
near this little bit of Maggie’s:

In the Winter’s stormy blast,
High the bells are ringing,

Many a ship will never come home
While the waves are roaring.

In the Wintry blast at sea,
Many a ship is lost,

While the waves are tossing inward,
And the sea-gull homeward flies.

Peter is a bit of a wag as you can
tell by his lines. He submitted two
gems :

‘When Winter comes,
I don’t like sums,

I like to play

Out with my slay.

Little Charlie Price,

Fell down and broke the ice,

And lost all his dice;

So he could not play dice very nice.

It would be a poor Winter with-
out a snow-man. So here he is manu-
factured by Willie:

It was a Winter morning,
I did go out that morn,
To make a little snow-man,
Before it got too warm.

And when I made my snow-man,
I went into the house

To get some coal to make his nose,
And then to make his mouth.

199

Johnny’s poem is short, but very
suggestive :

On Christmas day the turkey comes;
The people snuff their nose,

And say: ‘“What’s that?’’

We eat the turkey. My, it’s good!
And crack! Crack! the bon-bons break.

Christmas, with its trees, and pres-
ents, and Santa Claus, formed, of
course, a considerable proportion of
the poetical output. There is quite
a spirit of Christmas-time about
these lines of Marjorie’s:

Sing a song of Christmas,
Snow all on the ground,

All the little children,
Running round and round.

Sing a song of Christmas,
All the children merry;

And all the little children
Rosy as_a cherry.

Sing a song of Christmas,

Children playing with their toys.
All the little girls,

And all the little boys.

Edith was not the only poet who
scorned the limitations of rhyme:

Christmas bells are ringing

Christmas bells are hung.
Merry Christmas!

Christmas bells are chiming,
Merry Christmas!

Hanging Christmas bells,

Christmas bells are tolling,

Happy Christmas to all.
Merry Christmas!

Christmas bells are chiming
Merry Christmas!

By the suffusion of smiles on Wal-
ter’s face, while he was writing his
lines, I felt sure they would have a
humorous ecast; nor was I disap-
pointed :
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Christmas time is drawing near,
And the turkeys are in fear;
Because they think

Their end is near.

They think they will
Be made in stew,

Or else be stuffed,
And eaten, too.

And all the little children
Will have a jolly meal,
Until their little stomach feels
As if they have ate too big a meal.

Jack is a bit of a joker, too:

Christmas is a jolly time!

In the morning you hear the chimes.
Christmas is a happy time,

For little and big children, too—

And the children eat candies and nuts,
And then they get sick;

Then their mother gives them castor-oil,
Oh, Christmas is a jolly time!

Loda’s is short and sweet:

Christmas is coming.

The geese are getting fat;
All for Christmas,

And the scraps for the cat.

Cegil may not be a poet; but he
certainly is a plagiarist:
Christmas is the time in the year
When Santa Claus comes here,

He brings us toys, and all sorts of things,
We are anxious to see what he brings.

We wake up in the morning.
Oh! see the lovely things.
We have a lot of fun

On Christmas Day.
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He is very good and funny;
He gives us lots of toys.
He has a round belly,
Like a bowlful of jelly.

Freddy’s lines on Santa Claus will
bring the Christmas poems to a close.
They present rather an unusual pic-
ture of Santa:

Great, big, old Santa Claus
Comes Christmas Eve,
And lays his paws

Upon my head,

As I am in bed,

His paws are cold,

So I am told.

Of course, there is always some
pupil who gives you something dif-
ferent from what was asked for. Eu-
gene was evidently not in tune with
Christmas spirit; but his lines are
too spirited to leave out. So I will
tack them on at the end:

When I went to bed,

My mother hit me on the head.

I thought it would not get well,
Until I danced a jig so swell.

I kept a-dancing all the night,
Until I had to have a fight.

I had a fight with brother Joe,
Until his blood began to flow.

That all these little poets may have
a very happy Christmas, is my very
earnest wish, as I am sure it is yours,
too.




MARRIAGE

By H. G. WELLs. Toronto: McLeod

and Allen.

N this his latest novel Mr. Wells
once again gives justification for
being called one of the first of liv-
ing novelists. ‘‘The New Machia-
velli’”’ affirmed that classification a
couple of years ago, and yet this
newer novel is quite different from
the story of Remington’s struggle be-
tween the passion for public life on
the one hand and on the other hand
the dominating passion for thc com-
rade of his heart. There is in ‘‘Mar-
riage’’ no discussion that could of-
fend the most squeamish, and there-
fore it is the one big Wells novel,
written in the author’s prime, that
can be read and enjoyed in the fam-
ily circle. While it is in parts grave-
ly amusing, it is almost from begin-
ning to end of its 529 pages a con-
stant exposition of the little differ-
ences and deceits that are permitted
day after day in homes that are sup-
posed to be above reproach. Book
I. introduces the reader to the Popes,
an ardinary middle-class English
family, who are passing the sum-
mer at Buryhamstreet, and it serves
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also as an introduction to the main
purpose of the story, a consideration
of the married life of Marjorie Pope
and Professor Trafford.

There are thousands of girls like
Marjorie, for she is pretty, vivacious,
clever, adaptable, irresponsible, with
a weakness for finery, bargains, and
the envy of friends and acquaint-
ances. Onme is not surprised, there-
fore, when she jilts Mr. Magnet, a
humourist, whose yearly income is
5,000 pounds, and elopes with Traf-
ford, to find that she sets out to show
these friends and acquaintances that
to marry a professor need not mean
that one must give up many of the
luxuries and appointments of fairly
well-to-do people. She and her hus-
band agree that 300 pounds would be
an ample appropriation for the furn-
ishing of their house, which, in an-
ticipation of their circumstances, the
husband has already taken at a mod-
est rental in an unfashionable part
of the city. But Marjorie is not good
at figuring. She buys with taste and
some abandonment; indeed, on the
principle that when you buy a pair
of fine old brass candlesticks it is
a pity not to have an old mahogany
chest to set them upon; that when
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you have a good mantelpiece, it i_s a
pity not to have a good impression-
istic painting to set it off, especially
when you can get for ten pounds the
work of an artist whose merest daub
will be selling for thirty guineas a
decade hence. Thus, Marjorie shops,
assured that she will be the de-
light of her friends and the envy of
her acquaintances, but blissfully ig-
norant of the fact that she has drawn
from their joint bank account 700
pounds instead of 300. So that at
length, after children have begun to
bless the union, Trafford is induced
to give up temporarily his researches
in chemistry, a work that hitherto
has been the one ambition of his life,
and devote his energies to the task
of making money. He does make
money, but alas! he loses his zest for
research, and never again returns to
the laboratory. Success at money-
making and the consequent social dis-
tinetions drive these two almost to
the point of separation, but there 1S
hidden in their hearts a genuine and
an abundant love for each other, and
one infers that a period of isolation
from the world, which they suffer to-
gether in Labrador, has restored in
them a sound estimate of life and
that they are returning to London
with faith in each other and in good
possibilities of mankind.

3

BLISS CARMAN: A STUDY IN
CANADIAN POETRY

By H. D. C. Lees. Buxton, England :
The Buxton Herald.
lT doubtless will come as a surprise
to most Canadian readers—even
those among them who make some
effort to keep in touch with our na-
tive literature—to learn that Canada
has produced a poet whose work has
made such an appeal to an English
critic that he has felt himself called
-upon to make an extended study of
it and to present the results of this
study in a portly volume of 254
pages. Yet such is the case. The
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poet who has had this high honour
paid to him is Mr. Bliss Carman; the
critic who has studied him is Mr.

-H. D. C. Lee, and the book was writ-

ten as a thesis for a doctorate of the
University of Rennes.

Mr. Lee in a preface explains that
an article by Mr. Sarolea, of the Uni-
versity of Edinburgh, written thir-
teen years ago, deploring the tend-
ency of English criticism to confine
itself to the study of home products
and suggesting the advisability of
giving closer attention to ‘‘the lit-
erary output’’ of Greater Britain
and America, led him first into ‘‘the
little known territory’’ of French-
Canadian letters and, afterwards, on
the suggestion of Professor Le Braz,
of Rennes University, into ‘‘the more
fragrant realms’’ of English-Cana-
dian poetry.

Mr. Lee says he believes his study
to be the first of its kind, and such
is the case, for, strangely enough to
those who have fallen under its
charm, there has not until now been
even an attempt to estimate Mr. Car-
man’s poetry in all its various, yet
ever harmonious aspects and charac-
teristics. Mr. Lee’s study is on the
whole diseriminating, but, while mak-
ing all due allowance for certain
obvious faults in his work, he does
not hesitate to proclaim him a ‘‘dis-
tinctively original poet.’” Indeed, he
goes further, and declares him to be
“‘one of the most original and capti-
vating poets of the present century,”’
and follows up this declaration by
saying :

‘“Bliss Carman is not omnly a singer of
whom the Dominion has every reason to be
proud, but one of the most original and
captivating poets of the present century.
To describe the impression produced by
his verse we can find no more appropriate
words than those he himself uses in
speaking of a rainbird’s song: ‘It is a
strain which pierces to the heart and
plays upon the soul. The world is re-
newed for us. We pass backward a
thousand years to the morning of the
earth, before care and sorrows were be-

gotten, before ever we bethought our-
selves of retrospect and inquiry’.”’
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A bibliography of Mr. Carman
forms one of a number of appendices
to Mr. Lee’s book, and it may be.ln-
teresting to mention that it comprises
just fifty items.

.
”w

PAN’S GARDEN

By ALGeErNON Brackwoop., Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

HIS is a volume of nature stories

so good that one hesitates before

so classifying them. Because _they
involve much more than the ordinary
nature story, for they establish be-
tween man and the growing things of
the vegetable kingdom so close an af-
finity that one is constrained to be-
lieve that trees actually do see and
think. This is particularly applicable
to the story entitled ‘‘The Man Whom
the Trees Loved.”” Here is presented
an intense psychological study. A
husband and wife live together on
the edge of the New Forest in Eng-
land. The man loves the trees, and
he passes much of his time walking
amongst them. The woman fancies
that they are luring him away from
her, and in time her fancy becomes
an hallucination. She lives in con-
stant dread of the great trees, and
when the wind thunders through
them she believes that it is the voice
of some monster that is coming closer
and closer. The nearness of the for-
est and her husband’s love for it be-
come the great impending tragedy in
this woman s life. This is a book for
cultured readers. There are decora-
tive drawings by W. Graham Robert-

son.
-

W

TWO ' YEARS BEFORE THE
MAST

By Ricaarp HENRY Dana. New edi-
tion, illustrated. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

IT is seventy-six years since Richard

Henry Dana visited the bay of
San Francisco, and fifty-three years
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since he described in the last chapter
of his famous narrative, ‘‘Two Years
Before the Mast,’’ the great progress
in shipping that had taken place
down to that time. Now his son, in
a mnew illustrated edition of the
father’s narrative, adds a chapter in
which he makes a further contrast,
showing the still greater advances
that have taken place since 1859. This
new edition is a fitting casement for
so remarkable a book. The printing
and binding are good, and there is a
wealth of illustrations, some of them
full-page colour reproductions of
paintings by E. Boyd Smith.

£

CAPTIAN F. 8. BRERETON has

achieved a small library of his
own books, and therefore his work is
pretty well known. He has made
a specialty of writing stories of
adventure for boys, and two of
his latest which will be popular
are ‘“A Boy of the Dominion”
and ‘‘Kidnapped by Moors.”’ The
first gives the varied adventures
of a lad who comes to Canada to
learn farming and discovers that he
has undertaken more than he had an-
ticipated. The other book deals with
the thrilling adventures of a million-
aire and his son, who go to Tangier
and are persecuted by a band of cut-
throat robbers. (Toronto: The Copp,

_Clark Company.)

S
=

THE HOLLOW OF HER HAND

By GrorGe Barr McCurcrron, To-
ronto: William Briggs.

THERE is always plenty of read-

ing to be found in George Barr
McCutcheon’s books. The question
is, “Does the average reader of to-
day prefer much reading, or con-
densed thought?’’ Most assuredly,
George Barr McCutcheon is a favour.
ite author, if he belong to the first
class. For he can offer as great a
collection of diffuse words and
phrases as any writer,




-
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His latest book, ‘‘The Hollow of
Her Hand,’’ is no exception to this
rule. There they are, the overwhelm-
ing array of epithets, the ‘‘bro-
mides,”” the melo-dramatic outbursts.

““Into the thick of the storm the
motor chugged. Grim and silent, the
man at the wheel, ungoggled and
tense, sent the whirring thing along
swiftly over the trackless village
street, and out upon the open coun-
try road. The woman closed her eyes
and waited.”’

What an excellent paragraph for
a class in adjective drill! One might
even forget the bromides and the dif-
fuseness of such a book, with such a
plot.o’erhanging. There are four
hundred and twenty-two pages of it.

At first, we thought MeCutcheon
was going to annihilate the theory of
the relationship between feminines
and felines. But the motive turns
out to be as treacherous as the ordin-
ary woman is capable of. There are
two leading female characters, so. it
is rather difficult to choose which shall
be the heroine. The one who sat
in the chugging motor on the
trackless country road, was on
her way home, after identifying a
murdered man as her husband. Sud-
denly, she comes upon a woman about
her own size, ‘‘ wearing a long brown
ulster and a limp, fluttering veil.”’
She knows instinctively, it is the
other woman, the woman. who has
slain her husband. Now, the wife
really loved her husband, but she
does not blame her rival for stabbing
him. So she takes her to her ‘‘lux-
urious apartment’’ and shields her
from the police. Her idea is to have
her husband’s brother fall in love
with his brother’s slayer and marry
her. Thus will she have her revenge
on a family who have always refused
to place her on as high a social plane
as themselves.

And so on and so on. The book
should be dramatised. It would make
a wonderful hit in a fourth-rate
house of melodrama.
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WOMAN IN THE MAKING OF
AMERICA

By H. AppiNgToN BrUCE. Boston:
Little, Brown and Company.

HE author of this volume is a
Canadian by birth, a son of Lt.-
Col. John Bruce, of Toronto. He has
resided for some years in New Eng-
land and has devoted himself to both
historical and psychic research. His
former volumes have been concerned
chiefly with mental phenomena and
have attracted much popular notice,
especially the book entitled ‘‘Scien-
tific Mental Healing.”’

To those who have enjoyed Mr.
Bruce’s graphic yet thorough treat-
ment of subjects generally deemed
occult, this latest production is a dis-
tinet disappointment. In the first
place, Mr. Bruce chooses to confine
the term ‘‘America’’ to the United
States, thereby ignoring the women
who have contributed to the making
of Canada and Mexico, to say noth-
ing of Brazil, the Argentine Repub-
lic and others. This is a piece of nar-
row effrontery, and that a Canadian
has so erred makes the offence all the
more distressing. The book, from be-
ginning to end, is a fulsome laudation
of the feminine celebrities of the
United States, which is written with
little charm of literary style, and
with a curious'lack of historical pro-
portion.

On the cover of the volume is re-
presented in gold a woman with a
hatchet. 'We are not informed whe-
ther this is a Pilgrim Mother or the
lamented Carrie Nation, but would
judge from the costume that the lady
is merely a pioneer. We hope that
Mr. Bruce will return to his ‘‘ad-
ventures in the psychical,”’ in which
he has few equals as a popular ex-
plorer.

THE UNKNOWN QUANTITY
By Henry VAN DykE. Toronto: The

Copp, Clark Company.

OF this volume perhaps the tales
that will be especially interest-
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ing to Canadians are those that have
a French-Canadian setting — ‘‘The
Wedding Ring,’’ ‘‘Messengers at the
Window,’’ and ‘‘The Countersign of
the Cradle.”’ The setting for these
stories is, as the author tells us, ‘‘a
chain of little lakes—a necklace of
lost jewels—lying in the forest that
clothes the blue Laurentian Moun-
tains in the Province of Quebec.”’
The volume contains also a number
of ‘‘Half-told Tales,”” which are
mostly suggestion, and other stories
ol varying character, but all happy
and optimistic, even if in places sad
to the verge of tears. This is a vol-
ume of charm also in the illustra-
tions by Charles S. ‘Chapman,. Garth
Jones, Sigismond de Ivanowski, Paul
Julien Meylan, and Blendon Camp-
bell.

PHRYNETTE MARRIED

By MarTHA TrROLY-CURTIN. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

WHEN one recalls the impressions
left by Phrynette’s life in
London, one can scarcely think of
her as being married. And indeed
one may even read her account of
her life when married and still think
of her as an unattached, absolutely
careless, irresponsible bundle of
fanciful femininity. TFor she dis-
plays all the characteristics, the en-
dearments and contradictions of those
wilful creatures who go about doing
“‘awful’’ things and yet who never
do anything very wrong or anything
that anybody ever fears they will
do. What gives Phrynette the op-
portunity to flirt and plan an elope-
ment and converse racily is the ab-
sence of her husband, who has gone
on a hunting trip to India, an ab-
sence for which Phrynette can see
no reasonable excuse. But although
the book makes one tremble for this
young wife’s reputation, one is grati-
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fied in discovering that after all she
is well able to take care of herself.

K
"

MY LADY’S GARTER

By Jacques Furrenre. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

TILL another of those tales for
which ‘‘Raffles’’ paved the way.

The principal ingredients necessi-

tated by this type of story are: an

object of great value, a clever gen-

(fleman-thief, an almost equally

clever detective, and an onlooker who :

sees most of the chase. In this case
the spoil is one of the two historic
garters given by Edward the Third
to the beautiful Countess of Salis-
bury. This garter, which is of great
beauty and value, has been stolen
from the British Museum, and is in-
tended for the private collecton of
an acquisitive American millionaire.
But no sooner is the booty upon Am.
erican soil than the search for it be.
comes so hot that the millionaire in
question decides to restore his stolen
treasure. This he cannot do openly,
so it is arranged that he shall leave
it in a certain place where it will
be “found’’ by those responsible for
restoring it. Here chance, so kind
to novelists, steps in and the jewel
falls into the hands of “‘The Hawk,”’
one of those remarkable thieves who
never get caught. From this point
onward the book ds an agreeably ex-
citing series of incidents, of bril-
liant strategies on the part of the

Hawk and equally brilliant blund-

ers on the part of the police. There

is a case, too, of mistaken identity,

but everything ends pleasantly for
all concerned.

e STAR-LED TO THE HEIGHTS”’

is the title of a Christmas story
presented in a neat little volume by
Dora Farncomb. (London: The
Farmers’ Advocate Publishing Com.-
pany.)




Tae Best WAY

¢ (lad we met you. Old boy Stan-
ley insists on marrying that chorus
girl. T shall ecut him off absolutely,
and you can tell him so.”’

The Family Lawyer— ‘I know a
better plan than that. TI’ll tell the
girl.”’—London Opinion.

%
AWFUL

The president of the universiay
had dark circles under his eyes. His
c}leek was pallid ; his lips were trem-
ling; he wore a haunted expression.
Every now and then he turned and
glanced apprehensively behind him.

“You look ill,”’ said his wife.
““What is wrong, dear?”’

“Nothing mueh,”” he replied.
“But—I—I had a fearful dream last
night, and I feel this morning as if
]—as if I—’’ He hesitated and
stammered. It was evident that his
nervous system was shattered.

¢“What was the dream?’’ asked his
wife,

“1_—1 dreamed that the trustees
required that—that I should—that I
should pass the freshman examina-
tion for—admission!’”’ sighed the
president.—Youth’s Companion.
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‘Wickep, WICKED

“I suppose your wife was more
than delighted at your raise of sal-
ary, wasn’t she?’’ asked Jones of
Brown.

“T haven’t told her yet, but she
will be when she knows it,”” answered
Brown.

“How is it that you haven’t told
her?”’

“Well, T thought I would enjoy
myself a little while first.”’—Judge.

S
Two or THEM

His companions bent over him with
pitiful earnestness, and stared be-
seechingly into his waxen features.
Again came the flutter of the eyelids,
but this time his will mastered ap-
proaching death. His lips weakly
struggled to execute his last com-
mands, and the friends bent closer
to hear the faltering whisper. ‘I am
—gone? Yes—er—I know. Go to
Milly. Tell her—er—I died with—
her name on—my lips; that I—er—
have loved—her—her alone—er—al-
ways. And Bessie—tell—er—tell
Bessie the same thing.”’—ZLondon
Weekly Telegraph.




TWICE-TOLD

Noraing DoIxg.

Two woman’s college professors,
the professor of English literature
and the professor of history, attend-
ed a matinee of a Shakespearean
production during /Christmas week
to make ‘‘notes’’ for their lectures
for the following year and to com-
pare dimpressions. When they ar-
rived at the theatre they were dis-
mayed to find that their seats were
separated several rows. They real-
ised that their point work would
practically be nullified. The history
professor, however, noticed that the
man sitting next to her seemed to
be alone, and after much hesitation
she decided to explain matters and
ask him if he would take the seat of
the literature professor three rows
ahead. She was a shy, Southern
young woman, but finally, mustering
up her courage, she laid her hand
on the man’s arm and asked gently:

‘‘Excuse me, sir; but are you not
alone?”’

The man grew confused, coughed
nervously, and then, putting his hand
to his mouth, he whispered to the
amazed professor: ‘‘Cheese it, kid,
my wife is sitting next to me.”’—
Ladies” Home Journal.

ES

FEARFUL

Wife—“Why did you refuse to
give that man the rooms?”’

Husband—‘‘He looked so ill-tem-
pered, I was afraid I should never
summon up courage to raise his rent
later on.”’—Fliegende Blaetter,

e
OnLy His Past Lire TAINTED

““But why does your father object
to me?’’ demanded the humble suitor.

‘““Because,’’ explained the haughty
beauty of proud lineage, ‘‘Papa says
his ancestors have always been gentle-
men of leisure, and you have to work
for a living.”’

““Well, tell him I don’t expect to
after we are married,”’ replied the
humble suitor.—Phiadelphia Record.
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PEACEFUL JOHN BULL!
* England desires no further territory ! —Mr. Asquith.
— Ulk (Berlin)

MaTcHED

“1 would like,”” said a book-agent
to a busy editor,”” to call your at-
tention to a little work that I have
here.”’ :

““Yes?’’ replied the editor. “ Well,
let me call your attention to a whole
lot of work that T have here.”’—Ez-
change.

o
-

PAamp BY THE BENEFICIARIES.

Mr. A—“A more deserving medi.
cal man than our friend Richard does
not exist. He very frequently aec-
cepts no fess from his patients.”’

Mr. B.—“ You don’t say so ! "’

Mr. A.—He generally settles
with the heirs.”’—7'%¢-Bits,

3
No Prry NEepED
Pastor—‘I was so sorry for your
wife during the sermon this morn-
ing, Doctor. She had such a dread-
ful fit of coughing that the eyes of

the whole congregation were fixed
upon her.’’

Doctor—“Don’t be unduly alarm-

ed. She was wearing her new hat
for the first time.””? — Fliegende
Blaetter.
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THE SPREAD OF THE SEX WAR

Tue Vicar (announcing “outing " for mother's meeting,) ** We shall assemble at half-past nine, and—
u

er—you may bring your husbands.”

CHOrUS OF MOTHERS.

Squaring THE FaMiLy CIRCLE

Smith walked up the street the
other evening with a box of choco-
lates under one arm and a big pack-
age of meat under the other.

‘‘Helloa, Smith,”” said Brown,
“gone in for housekeeping? I didn’t
know you were married.”’

“I'm not yet.”’

‘““What are you doing with those
chocolates and meat, then?”’

““‘Going to see my girl.”’

““Do you have to furnish the fam-
ily with meat already?”’

““Oh, no; the sweets are for the
girl and the meat is for the dog. [
have to square both.”’—The Sacred
Heart Review.

AWFUL

Henry Clews, at a dinner in New-
port, said of American traveling:

““Tt is delightful to travel in Am-
erica, but I think that American
porters handle our luggage a little
too roughly.

““Once, at a certain station, I was
amazed and pleased to hear a uni-
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“ Oh, but we want to enloy ourselves.”

— Punch

formed official
porter:

¢ ‘Hi, what are you knockin’
them trunks about like that Tor?’

““The porter had been lifting great
trunks above his head and hurling
them down on to the floor furiously ;
but now he stood stock-still in as-
tonishment.

¢ “What’s that, boss?’ he said.

““ “What do you mean by knockin’
trunks about like ithat? repeated
the official. ‘Liook at the floor, man.
Look at the dents you’re makin’ in
the conerete. Don’t you know you’ll
lose your job if you damage the
company’s property?’ ’’ — Epworth
Herald.

shout to a burly

£

His RECOMMENDATION.

A cook has been going round a
station in the south of India with
the following ‘‘character,”” and he
is somewhat surprised he is not en-
gaged: ‘‘Abdul has been my cook
for three months; it seems much
longer. He leaves on account of ill-
health—my ill-health.’”’—Chirisitdan
Advocate.
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In the illustration THE ARCH
represents the actual body build-

i wer derived from the
e BOVRIL

quantity of BOVRIL represent- 3 soay ™
ed by THE KEYSTONE. is buildor

Just as the Arch, without the Keystone is incapable of supporting itself—so in many cases the food one
takes seems useless so far as body-building goes, without some substance to help the digestive functions.

It has been demonstrated conclusively by the physiological tests made by Prof. Thompson, D, M.,
Sc. D., that BOVRIL is a most nutritious food and that it also assists the digestion and absorption of
ordinary food in a very marked degree, It is thus a wonderful body-builder,

The tests established incontrovertibly: 1° The remarkable food value of “BOVRIL.” 2° That
« BOVRIL" possesses the peculiar power of enabling the system to extract the full store of nutriment
from ordinary food. 3° That these two properties give ‘‘BOVRIL" a body-building power of from
10 to 20 times the quantity of “ BOVRIL” consumed. (See diagram.)

BOVRIL

IS MORE THAN A FOOD.

QP R R k)
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To be sure of the Goodness of
your Christmas Candy buy

9

Bonbons* Chocolates

Our splendid organization, consisting of 14 widely
separated candy-making establishments, 56 Huyler's
stores and 4000 sales agents, enables us to make
this nation-wide guarantee of freshness, This as-
surance alone makes it worth while to always ask
for Huyler's, Qales Agents Everywhere.

Write for Interesting Isoorier—it tells how punty
and freshness are assured in all Huyler products.

64 Irving Place New York

0. 130 Yonge St.
J \ Torontlo,

an,

66 Huyler Stores
in U.S. and
Canada

John Labatt.

LIMITED
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You Need Better Light

For Your Business—
efficient light that brings
more trade and increases the
efficiency of your employes.

For Your Home—Ilight
both beautiful and efficient—
better to read by, work by,
bringing out the beauties of
the home and making home-
life more enjoyable.

Good light is ‘ample, soft, and
restful; it has the glare taken out of it and is directed
where you want it in an evenly diffused radiance. You can
greatly improve the light you now have by using

Macbeth-Evans Shades and Globes

For most purposes Alba is the best illuminating glass.
It makes light nearest like daylight. Georgian is a
beautiful decorative glass which is distinctly favorable to
toilettes and complexions.

For Commercial Lighting, send for Catalogue No 47 of Alba Lighting Fixtures for stores,
offices and all other public places.

For Home Lighting, send for Catalogue No 42 which illustrates Alba and many other
beautiful examples of plain and decorative glassware in Globes, Urns, Bowls,
Pendants, etc., used for Direct, Indirect, and Semi-indirect Illumination.

Why not send for these books and learn how you can make your home more
beautiful and your store more profitable at little or no increase in cost.

Macbeth-Evans Glass Company Pittsburgh US A

Canadian Sales and Show-rooms
70 King Street West Toronto

Regstered
U. S. Pat. Off.
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INSTANT POSTUM

(pavenT appLiED FON)
isther Postum in a concentrated f
adied. Bes directions for preparing on otber

§ berial No. 8202, Guaruatesd. by Postum Cerenl Co.1}
the Food and Drugs Aet, Juoy 90, 196,

PoSTUM &

e b 5. ur. O

GEREAL |

Jimepousd made of derent
tion of New O

ManuFAC

a
Postum Cerea
m52). Battle Creek, Mich., U. K, A

A Try Tells Why

Send grocer’s name and 2c stamp for postage, for 5-cup Sample Tin of

Instant Postum

This new food-drink makes a far more nourishing table beverage than
either tea or coffee.

.Old and young can drin}: it vyith fullest benefit because it contains no
caffeine or any otheg harmful ingredient—only the full rich nutrition of North-
em wheat and the juice of Southern sugar-cane.

Thousands now use this delightful beverage instead of
pleasant taste is remindful of Old Governmcntajgai':.)s Factel ool cefn I

Instant Postum requires no boiling— it is made by stirring a level

teaspoonful (more or less for strength desired) in cup of hot water, and add-
ing sugar and cream to taste. )

Grocers sell 100-cup tins at 50c.  50-cup tins 30c.
“There’s a Reason’’ for POSTUM

Postum Cereal Company, Limited Gt
¢ * ¥ an Postum Cereal C any
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A. Wi AGor On:afi:v, é‘;‘\l;é:\ Ltd.,

39
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“Have You
a Little 'F airy

o

in Your Home"”;

HEALTH
depends
largely upon
cleanliness; the
> 4\ \daily bathisworth
/=S | more than all kinds of
: & | medicine. €If you have
never bathed with Fairy
Soap you do not know
thereal luxuryof bathing..

Fairy Soap

is made in the handy oval cake;
it is twice as handy as the old-
fashioned oblong bar. Fairy Soap
is white and pure—made from high-
) est grade materials; it lathers freely,
\\ cleanses thoroughly soothes and
'\ softens the skin. Fairy Soap
floats; it's always withineasyreach.
([Falry Soap is the best soap made
for the toilet and
bath. Once tried
you would never
be without it for
many times its
cost

THE N. K

FAIRBANK

COMPANY vLiMITED
MONTREAL
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(utlery

Kept Clean and Bright

. Many Other Uses &
Full Directions On
Large Sifter-Can 10¢
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TRY.IT ——
AT OUR RISK

“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, 5oc. and $1.00

The Most Efficacious Scalp and Hair Treatment

Your Money Back if Not as Claimed
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Rexall Stores

They are &5 Druggists in over 3000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

UNITED DRUG CO., BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, ILL. TORONTO, CANADA

COPYRIGHT. 1910, UNITED DRUG COMPANY
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Heard
In the Diner !

(A story from whole cloth, but laden with facts)

“The physical director of our Club says most of us overeat—
“That heavy, rich food is not only hard to digest, but dulls the brain and makes the
mind logy.

“I hadn't been just right for a while back and it put me thinking, with the result that
now my breakfast is generally a bowl of

Post Toasties

served with some rich cream and a sprinkling of sugar—adding a soft-boiled egg and a cup
of Instant Postum.

“The flavour of these crisp bits of toasted corn is a real treat, and the clear head and
comfortable day which follow such a breakfast are something worth telling about.”

‘“ The Memory Lingers”

al Company, Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Com: any, Ltd.,
Postﬁ’:ttgegreek Mich., U.S.A. Windsor, Ontario, C;\ma‘:ia
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Where
Weather Resistance

Are Most Needed

Don‘t overlook the fact that the part
of any building which is most fiercely
and most persistently attacked by the
elements is the roof. Rain—hail—
driving snow-—blazing sun—tearing
winds—devouring flames—all wreak
their utmost energy on the roof.

ASBESTOSLATE

offer the best protection against these attacks. Made o.

two practically indestructible materials, Hydraulic Cement 3

and Asbestos, these shingles are absolutely proof against A

tl}"le destructive agents which so quickly destroy wooden

shingles, metal roofing, “‘ready roofing,” and slate.
Asbes'tolate Cement Shingles make the handsomest, most ASBESTOS
enduring roofs that money can buy—at a moderate cost,
Made in three soft colors, Slate, Grey and Red. Writetoday for Booklet C. M.

ASBESTOS MANUFACTURING CO., Limited,
E. T. Bank Building, Montreal Factory at Lachine, Que.

TRADE MARK

Bore or Pleasure-?-Which?

LETTER-WRITING used to be a “‘fine art.” Now it is

almost a lost art. Some men even dictate home letters to
the hotel stenographer.

Letter-writing is a bore-—until you find the stationery that turns
it into a double pleasure—-once for you and again for the lucky

recipient.

WOMEN OF TASTE MEN OF CHARACTER
write their social notes and ‘‘thank write their own personal letters. They
you” letters on paper that reflects want paper strong of texture, heavy
breeding and culture, and fine of finish.

IRIS LINEN CROWN VELLUM
is a fine fabric finish of just the right makes of duty a pleasure—substan-
weight and size—boxed to meet the tial, delightful to write on. Adds
requirements of critical users, distinction to any letter.

At your stationers—or from

BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED, Toronto
TORONTO - BRANTFORD - WINNIPEG

g
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Quality
Pen Appeals
To Everyone

NOTHING could serve the purpose

of Christmas giving more acceptably than
W_atermap’s Ideal. It is of the useful sort that
1s increasingly advocated. Gifts of this pen mean an end
to inky fingers and scratchy penmanship, and convenience
that will facilitate a friend’s business or social writing
for years to come. The exclusive success of the
Waterman Patents and the care in making the pens
are known throughout the civilized world. There
1s a pen for every member of the family in large
and small sizes, plain or handsomely mounted in
gold or silver, and with pen points to fit every
handwriting ; then there is a Safety type for
women, and the Self-Filling Waterman’s Ideal.
Pens are exchangeable after Christmas to suit
the hand. Our illustrated folder sent free,
will assist you in selecting,

Safety Type
Plain or Chased
No.12} V. 8

No. 124 8.
Pocket Size

$3.00
Either Size Gold
Banded

$1.00 extra
Also in larger sizes

In attractive Christmas Boxes.
Your Local Dealer

Regular Type

-
4 Self-Filling Sterling Silver

Type - . : : 2 Fil.
Gord will assist you in your selection DT
v Banded 8'ze larger
No. 12 8.F. No. 414 Fil.
Ko Tisr ot
k - F. $ % H Plain (without
7 ,‘5-00 L. E. Waterman Company, Limited ;_' f ,,,a,,(,,,;,,g
s0 Plaln 107 Notre Dame St., W. Montreal Z ;o. }: :?1(6)3
0.

24 School St., Boston 115 So. Clark St., Chicago 17 Stockton St., San Francisco |+
173 Broadwav. New York Kingsway, London 6 Rue’Hanovre, Paris 3

Clip-nn-éap 25¢. extra

Silver 50c.
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A Mistaken Idea

Because Fashion-Craft is sold as ready-to-wear—that—the clothes
and other materials used are not on a par with those to be found at
a first class custom tailor's, { We positively state and can prove
that the highest grade woolens made can be bought in any Fashion-

Craft Shops in Canada only in greater assortment and at lower prices than any
custom tailor could possibly attempt.

Shops of

b

We have the "great advantage of rr
buying direct from the best factor-
iesin the world in quantities from
50 to 500 yards instead of purchas-
ing 2% to 10 yards from a whole-
sale woolen house as an average

custom tailor has t? do. See the 22 King St. W. 102 Yonge St.
saving in cost of Suit or Overcoat? 426 Yonge St., Toronto #
You get it. Also at King & Hughson Sts., Hamilton

P. BELLINGER, Proprietor
And at shops of Fashion-Craft
throughout the Dominion
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For Short or Medium Figures

La Diva Corset No. 718 shown herewith is a Paris design,
brought over by our designer on his last trip, the only change being
to adapt it to the slightly fuller and stronger forms of Canadian
women. (Thisis why so many imported corsets pinch and hurt).

It isideal for the short or medium figure. This model, when
combined with the straight loose fit of the tailored garment, gives
the wearer the fashionable effect which is so much sought after by
stylishly-dressed women.

.. This corset is made of Frencl
ribbon and bow, and has six suspenders,
is boned entirely with duplex steel and s

La Diva No. 718 is sold by the best retailers at $3.00 and it will
be found fully equal to any imported corset at $ .io. Like every
other La Diva, this model is fully guaranteed. ét er models are

sold at from $3,00 to $7.00,

THE DOMINION CORSET CO. - QUEBEC
Makers of the Celebrated D & A Corset

JAEGER rox CHRISTMAS |

he limitless catalogue of
tmas gifts more suitable,
more attractive and more appreciated than one of
the following list of Jaeger Pure ‘Wool Goods, which
include something suitable for everybody ?

h coutil, daintly trimmed with lace,
hook and draw string. It
topped with silk.

Is there anything in t
goods offered for Chris

Lounge Jackets, Sweaters, Motor
Mitts, Mufflers,
ts for In-

Dressing Gowns,
Coats, Hoods, Gloves, Waistcoots,
Fleecy Caps, Slippers, Dainty Garmen

fants, etc.

At any Jaeger Store, or Stores where
Jaeger Goods are sold.

DrJAEGER % €:

32 King St. W., Toronte, Ont.
316 St. Catherine St. W., ‘Montreal.
364 Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.
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Coleman’s for Correct .Clothes

The “Short
Pattern” Idea

in Made-to-Measure

Clothes for Men

Y “‘short patterns’” we mean just

B enough material for one suit of

each. Gives you exclusiveness

in dress, and this is a good deal to be

preferred to wearing something
everybody else is wearing.

—Ask for samples for early winter
wear—Scotch tweeds—a suit to your
mreasure in the Coleman style $25
to $40.

A post card will bring you our mea-
suring chart, and all information how
to order by mail. Mention Canadian
Magazine.

COLEMAN’S Ltd.

Canada’s Master Tailors

101 King §,t W., Toronto, Can,

PEEREESS
Typewriter

RIBBONS

and Carbon

PAPERS

are the Acme of Quality.

THEY are the product

of the choicest raw
materials, and the highest
grade of workmanship.
Business men who use our
brands are assured of clean
letters, and clear, unsmudged
carbon copies. Sold by
the best dealers everywhere.

Samples and booklets
descriptive of Peerless
goods on request.

Canadian Dept.

PEERLESS CARBON and
RIBBON Mfg. Company,

Limited
Toronto, Canada

The
Mark
Quallty
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RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN=

2in.
CHATHAM

2840 in, -
KENSETT
Sheridan realized that one must not
only be well-dressed, but feel well-

dressed.
The newest collar of today for the well-

2% in.
PEMBROKE

dressed is the Pembroke. It has the improved
buttonhole for the closed-front collar—the
LINOCQRD ““SNAP-ON,” which is so
worked into the band that it will neither stretch
nor break in laundering. Will not spread
pull apart nor slip off the button. :

Simple to adjust, the “SNAP-ON’ holds
the collar together in front and assures the de-
sired straight-closed-front effect ewery time
you wear the collar.

The Pembroke (234 in. high), Ken in. hi

g:::h:;x; (identical in sbapg. )2 in. hs;:zt;)(zxgﬁxgcl rllatl];tg El)c;;x:ﬂ

pe. Ask to see this desirable collar—with the

new, strong, practicable ‘‘Snap-On”’ buttonhole in front and
LINOCORD buttonhole in back—at your dealer’s.

GEO. P. IDE & CO.
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HERIDAN, brilliant playwright, author of
S ¢tThe School for Scandal,”’ had a keen
wit—a keen mind. He understood man-

kind well. ay :
Himself a great dandy in his time, Sheridan

truly ‘“held the mirror to na}ture" when he
laid stress on the gain in having one’s neck-
dress correct.

Today to have yours 50, wear

*nllars

Have Ample Scarf Space

14 Sizes—2 for 250 T OME

They have unusual smartness, which they

keep throughout a long life.

No collar can retain fit or style if the but-
tonholes stretch or tear. Ide Silver Collars
have LINOCORD BUTTONHOLES that neither

stretch nor tear.
Hundreds of impartial laundry tests have

proved that IDE SILVER COLLARS last
longest and keep their shape best.

Send for our STYLE BOOK
and the name of the nearest IDE SILVER
COLLAR dealer. A postal will do.

531 River St., TROY, N. b i




| &

H

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

y

—_
LT rIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIWI'IHIII!IIIIIII l’]llllllll|||I|||IIIIIIII!"]IIII'!}IIIIIIIlllllllll!!lllll

WN

imlﬂ.lm [

q ,l.l||I|||1|||||||‘l"|||l"' "l"ll'
A

) |

S

il{ a1

i
Jl

THE particles of pure vegetable oil which are rubbed

into the open pores of the skin with the creamy
fragrant lather of Baby’s Own Soap renew the life of the
skin—help nature along. It assures a soft, white, healthy
skin and its use delights both young and old. Baby’s
Own Soap is for sale almost everywhere.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL
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"First Come;
11" First Served.

%% rovicnon L DA

WHEN the fun is over and you’re fagged out
: with your romp in the winter air, Cowan’.s
will make you feel fit. You want something nouri-
shing after an evening’s exercise—something that
will digest easily—something that will let you sleep
well. Cowan’s is all that. It is pure cocoa ground from the

Choicest cocoa beans.
YOUR GROCER HASIT

210

The Cowan Co.

Limited
Toronto,
Ontario

"
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The Gillette Safety Razor is the one Christmas
gift a man is sure to welcome. With its sheen of
polished metal and rich leather it wins his admiration at first
sight, and his appreciation grows with every morning’s shave.

The Gillette Safety Razor

STANDARD SET, in Plated Metal Case as illustrated below, at the right, with
12 Blades $5.00
STANDARD SET, in Morocco Grain, Real Seal or English Pigskin Cases,
with 12 blades $5.00 to $7.50
POCKET EDITIONS, in Metal Cases, Silver or Gold Plated or Gunmetal Finished,
with 12 blades $5.00 to $6.00
POCKET EDITION, in Black Cowhide, Seal or Pigskin Case, with 12 blades
$5.00 to $6.00

COMBINATION SET, in Seal Grain Case, with Razor, 12 Blades, Shaving
Brush and Soap, as illustrated $7.50
COMBINATION SETS, in Plated Metal, Real Seal and Pigskin Cases, with
Silver or Gold Plated Razors and a variety of fittings....$6.50 to $50.00

Ask your Jeweler, Druggist or Hardware Dealer to show you the Gillette

Sets in these different styles. If by
any chance he cannot, write us
and we will see that you

are supplied.

Gillette Safety Razor Co. of
Canada, Limited
The New Gillette Building, Montreal
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**HIS MASTER'S VOICE *
JTME BEST KNOWN TRADE MARK
" IN THE WORLD :’ X

ICTROLA

THE BET | 4 XMAS GIFT

IS A GENUINE |3 VICTOR VICTROLA

_Reproduccs in your own home the marvellous voices of the world’s greatest singers, the
martial strains of famous military bands, the exquisite melody of instrumental quartettes, the per-
ect performances of renowned instrumentalists, or the latest songs of the day by leading
comedians.

Enjoyed by every member of the fa
and entertainment.

Victrolas are priced within the reach of all (from $20.00 to $300.00) and are sold on
easy terms as low as $1.00 a week if desired. :

Any *“HIS MASTER'S VOICE " dealer in any town in

8 e o .

trate this marvellous musical instrument for you. i Bk
Werite for tree copy of age Musical Encyclopedia listing over 5000 records and for our beauttiu’ 108 S

Novel. Use only * ”i‘.:. \flnsot‘tl:j({o(gmg need‘les forn\('%:tnfkRecords. Double sided records are 9oc for the two selections,

BERLINER GRAM-O-PHONE COMPANY, LIMITED sl

47 Lenoir Street

mily and a constant never failing source of pleasure

Canada will gladly demon-
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ESTABLISHED 1852

The Test of Time

q For sixty years tens of thousands of Canadians have been
kept warm by “A.R.C.” Brand Gloves, mitts, moccasins and
sheep-lined coats. The test of time is final and absolute. No
fine-spun theories can controvert it.

q Year after year our patrons have bought our goods, because .
they KNOW by experience that the ‘‘A.R.C."” Brand stands for
honest value, commercial integrity, and skilled workmanship.

§ Our OLD friends need no reminding. The solid merit of
“A.R.C.” goods insures their continued good-will, It is the
thousands of NEW Canadians that we wish to introduce to the
comfort and satisfaction of ‘‘A.R.C.” goods. That they are be-
coming acquainted with our brand is shown by the fact that we
are adding 20,000 sq. feet to our already large factory.

q Buy experience—not experiments—Demand the time tested
“A.R.C.” Brand.

g We make—Gloves Mitts; Moccasins; Sheep-lined, Corduroy,

Duck and Leather Reversible Coats; Sheep-lined Driving Sox;
Working and Outing Shirts,

A. R. Clarke @ Co., Limited

TORONTO
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SEND for Hosiery Made with
Seventy - Cent Yarn!
Guaranteed Six Months
25¢ to 50¢ a Pair

A M‘ L weights in this 3-ply, soft yarn, but you can get
llllon People the lightest weights if you want them.

men, women and children, .
are wearing Holeproof Our Thlrteenth Year
ar with ‘‘Holeproof."’

Hose! 26,000,000 pairs This is our thirteenth ye
t sale of any brand

have been sold on the six- It now commands the larges
months guarantee' Think of hosiery sold, because of the satisfaction to
users. Hose that wear out in two weeks are a

how good these hose must be to

please so many wearers. Send bother, no matter how comfortable they may be.
for six pairs and try them. «“Holeproof,”” the most comfortable hose in ex-
They save wearing darned hose istence, last twelve times as long— guaranteed.
and they save all the darning. Can there be any question between the two kinds?
1f any of the six in the box

wears out within six months Send Trial Order Now

you get a new pair free. '
But we don’t pro-
tect just the heels
and toes. Ev-

Use the coupon below. Send in your order.
See what a saving. Note their convenience.
You’ll never wear common kinds once you know
ery stitch is these advantages. They are made for men,
guaranteed. women and children. Get list of sizes, colors and
1f a thread prices. Only six pairs of one size in a box. Col-
breaks the ors alike or assorted, as you desire.

JHir . i 0% Indicate on the coupon the color, weight, size

sidered worn ¢ i

out, yougeta and kind you want and send the money in any con=

new pair free. venient way. Th'ousal'nds buy from us this way.
We guarantee satisfaction as well as the hose.

ﬂol FARPUS HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, Lid

e roo OSIer 90 Bond Street, London, Canada (381)
FOR ME o
WOMEN” AND CHIL .
o LOREN Trial Box Order Coupon
HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.
. ur Wonderful Yarn ROOF K London, Can.
€ pay for our Gentlemen: I enclose $ioiilas, for which send me one box
Cents a poUnd 1t -ya;:n L . e ok scventy of Holeproof Hose FOF. s vovaasssvsansets (state whether for men,
COtton th ﬁ. s gyptlan and e Island women Or children). Weight.ceeeeseneeess® (medium or light).
Sevent’ s -neSt yarn that money can buy‘ Size...- - Color (check the coloron list below). Any six colors
buy y cents is the top market price. We could D28 ox, but only one weight and size.
yarn ciommon yarn for thirty cents. But such PEET By AN T e e
light VSV2--ply, heavy and coarse. Ours is 3-ply, N e aea
eight and long fibre. We make heavier e e R e
LIST OF COLORS
For Men and Women—Black, Light Tan, Dark Tan,
M — Pearl, Lavender, Navy Blue, Light Blue.
For Children—Black and Tan only—med. weight only
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Get New Ideas in Heating
Your Home

—before you decide upon what Heater.

Modern experts say that the best Heater is
the one that heats and ventilates at the same
time, There is no other that will do this so
satisfactorily as the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

The Kelsey is entirely different from other
Heaters in comstruction and method of
warming and distributing air.

Let us show you how. ‘

The James Smart Manufacturing Co., Limited.
Winnipeg, Man. Brockville, Ont.

[ T —— ]
FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable. ‘

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name *“Milton ” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. - Dept. D.

MILTON, ONTARIO.
Agents for Fiske T apestry Brick.

Toronto Office - - - Z 2 Janes Building.

L ——

|



10 cents

d 2 everywhere

JNFANTSDELIGHT

TJOILET ODOAP

is made for baby’s delicate skin—so is certain to be good for

the skin of an adult.

It is delicately perfumed, with a distinct
and packed in individual, dust-proof, sa
Any dealer will supply you with any ©0

ive, lasting fragrance,
nitary packages, 10c.

f the many Taylor-

made Toilet Specialties. 12M

&~ P :
Japlord, Valley Violet Talcum o

: prad ease

is delightfully smooth and refreshing.  Quickly allays o send me a

irritation. The perfume has a charm peculiarly its Seaple of Taylac's

own. 25c. everywhere. FREE TRIAL Valley Violet Talcum.

SAMPLE sent on receipt of 2c. stamp

to cover postage. JOHN TAYLOR

& CO., LIMITED, Toronto. NGO Cosiimiieim eSS
Oldest and largest Perfumers

and Toilet Soap P ¢ PSS U e

Makers in
Canada.
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NOW THEN

TAKE CARE

HOW YOU

MAKE THAT
- SOUP.

A jolly good soup is Edward’s Soup
—but, as you know, even the best of
soups can easily be spoilt if you
don’t make them in the proper way-.-

This is how to make Edwards” Soup (Brown or Tomato variety):—

Put a pint of cold water in a saucepan, add one 75acké{§
of Edwards’ Desicated Soup (Brown or Tomato variety), boii
Jor thivty minutes, stir Jrequently, salt and pepper to taste an
—there you are!

W There’s no bother
of peeling vegeta-
bles and cutting up
meat. Buy a few

packetsof Edwards’

DESICCATED Soup to-day and—
take care how you
make that soup!

5¢. PER PACKET

Edwards’ Desiccated Soups are made in three varieties—Brown, Tomato,
White.  The Brown variety is a thick, nourishing soup prepared
#rom beef and fresh vegetables. The other two are purely vegetable soups.

Lots of dainty new dishes in our new Cook Book. Write for a copy post free.

DISTRIBUTERS:
W. G. Patrick & Company, Toronto and Vancouver. Wm, H. Dunn, Montreal.
Escott & Harmer, Winnipeg.
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SMOKELESS

~ All winter long—on the Zero days and the
windy, blustering days—the Perfection Smoke-
less Oil Heater gives them real solid comfort.

It saves them many 2 cold and sickness
for it easily warms the rooms not reached by
the ordinary heat.

The Perfection Heater is made with nickel trim-

mings (plain steel or enameled turquoise-blue drums).
Ornamental. Inexpensive. Lasts for years. Easily

moved from place to place.
At Dealers Everywhere

The IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY, Limited

Halifax Wmnipeg

Toronto Montreal St. John
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| Gerhard Heintzman

Is the Piano for

ENDURANCE

Ycu are buying your piano for a great many years
of service. Only a piano that will endure will
satisfy you in the end.

Thousands of owners of Gerhard Heintzman
Pianos, who have had them so long and used them
s0 hard that they seem to simply have to write
about their lasting qualities.

They see the results but we see the reasons.
This piano is built right. Its material and con-
struction are not sacrificed for any consideration
whatsoever; it involves the cost of his investment
to the owner, but it involves a life-time’s reputation
to us who have made the

Gerhard Heintzman
Canada’s Greatest
Piano.

Send for our beautiful book describing the piano
fully, whether Self-Player, Grand or Ubpright.

Your present instrument taken as part
payment at a fair valuation.

Gerhard Heintzman Limited,

New Salesrooms: 41-43 Queen St. W.,
Opp. City Hall, TORONTO.

New Hamilton Salesrooms, next to Post Office.
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What do you pay for when

@
you buy a p1ano ?
You pay for the piano itself, and for the expense of selling that piano to you. You
pay its factory cost and profit, and in the case of many pianos, the additional expen-
ses of costly gifts to artists to secure testimonials, high-salaried salesmen, etc.
Surely you realise that these expenses only add to the cost—NOT to the value of
the piano. :
We save you these ‘‘costs hat add no value’ by selling

DOMINION

PIANOS, ORGANS AND PLAYER-PIANOS

direct from our factory to your home, through our local agent where we have one. Thus you avoid
paying $ro0 to $150 too much for your piano.

And you get a piano in every way the equal ot the world's most exp:
are built like a *‘Grand,” with an arch plate frame to support the entire playing mec
strain, and preserve the beauty and purity of its tone through long years of ‘use.

80,000 DOMINION owners have profited by our plan of selliag. Why not you ?

Write to-day for free catalogue. Learn more about these splendid
instruments. Let us show you how easy we make it to own one

The Dominion Organ & Piano Co., Ltd.

FACTORY—BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

ansive makes «DOMINIONS'
hanism, lessen the

61
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OU only begin to realize the full power of
Music to charm and delight when listening to

<

a skilled pianist on a

KARN PIANO

Its wonderful

art-tone and incom-
parable singing
qualities make it a
favorite with music

lovers.

THE KARN
PIANO

Has received the en-

dorsation of musical

critics throughout the

Dominion. Every instrument fully warranted.

KARN-MORRIS PIANO & ORGAN CO0., Limited

Manufacturers of
Karn Upright Pianos Karn Grand Pianos
Morris Upright Pianos Morris Player Pianos

Karn Pipe Organs built under the personal supervision of Mr. Chas, S, Warren the pioneer organ builder of Canada.
CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED

Head Office, Woodstock, Ont. Factories at Woodstock and Listowel

Karn Reed Organs Karn Player Pianos




: Thomas A. Edison announces
his New Cylinder Phonograph Record

The
Blue Amberol

not injure it, and no amount
of playing will cause 1t to
reproduce less perfectly than

The Blue Amberol is a mu-
;lcal and mechanical triumph.
% volume is greater, and its
tone is decidedly finer than| when new.

Ask your Edison dealer
to play a Blue Amberol
_Record for you on an Edi-
son Phonograph to-day, or
write us for particulars.

a0y other phonograph
.re.col'd you canbuy. And
1t1s practically unbreak-
able and unwearing.

Careless handling will

: ,
HOMAS A. EDISON, Inc, 6 Lakeside Avenue, ORANGE, N. J.

25 Clerkenwell Road, London, E. C.
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A Columbia Grafo ola | \

Columbia “Regent”
Mahogany or Quartered Oak

1250

ihe one ideal & f' t 4
for all the famil Iy2

ADVERTISER

ueaton of the

o b

; 'Columbla “Eclipse”
(Quartered Oak) $26:
(e ;

Columbia “Favorite”
Mahogany or Quartered Oak
- 165 e

Taiki :

Pioneers and 1.eaders in fhe Talkhm \hc) ne ¥
Art, Ownersonrc Fundamental Patents, Largest |

ines intlic Worl¢ =

forall the year around

b e
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Results like these
- have made Berry Brothers’
arnishes famous the world over.

@) ’ : ; ;
Y U don't need to experiment with Varnish. Years of

i of good service to millions of users can guide you surely
s Eafely to satisfactory results. It’s simply a matter of knowing
erry Brothers' label well enough to be sure you get it.

¢ that it must be—

Te -
Il your architect, your painter, or your deale

RERRY

OTHERS'

VARNISHES

ANY dealer or painter can supply Berry Brothers’ Varnishes
and will gladly get them for you if he does mot carry

them in stock. You can always tell them by the well-known
so many years that it is

label on the can, used by us for
virtually our trade-mark—your protection against substitution.

Send for free book, Choose Your Varnish Maker.”

BERRY BROTHERS, Limited

Established 1858
WALKERVILLE, ONT.
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

The aim of cutlery manufacturers is to hecome what

“Rodgers” is--the leader in cutlery manufacture,

Rodgers’ Trade Mark is the hall mark of excellence.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

“How To Keep Healthy in Winter”

Was the subject Dr. A. T. Schofield the well known
English Physician lectured upon at the Institute of
Hygiene in London, England recently. In it he stated;
“You must be warm in bed if you are to keep fit and to
that end a hot water bottle is an excellent thing."
Don’t put off buying a hot water bottle until some one in
your home has a chill or is taken ill. Be prepared and
buy one to-day and have it in case of emergency. Itis
indespensible in the home.
Great care should be taken however in choosing omne for if your

firpggist has had the ordinary bottle in stock for any length of time
it is quite likely to crack or leak with usage.

= To avoid this danger buy one that bears this stamp: ‘* WALPOLE
I e GOOD SAMARITAN.” "It is made and guaranteed by the Walpole
: W Rubber Co. 1t is moulded from one piece of rubber without seams
2 M and cannot possibly leak. The unique hollow disk shape makes it
g as comfortable as a pillow and gives you a much greater heating
surface. These are sold by all reliable druggists for $3.00, or send
it to us and we will mail you one post free.

Write for our catalogue of useful hints. Itis free and
a copy should be in every home.

WALPOLE RUBBER CO., LIMITED
MONTREAL, QUEBEC.
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PHILIPSBORN'S

Twentieth ,

RN
PS80

Fhe OME\\\:‘BQ"

Groler

Is Sent Free

here are 160 i
e f pages in
;‘I}Lrgismaymg a truly re-
Sty able collection of New
und“dei; e‘yerslrlthing nem‘i
r to t
every o B e heart o

l'c::ftlis book offers you Amer-
cal ‘t est and most practi-
oute, 2 les in ready-to-wear
unha Zarments at heretofore
eard of low priees. ;

There are
Fur gor Ooats, $4.98 to $39.95

Fur g2 2.98 to 47.50

Mot 36.95 t0 95.00 |

Suity " Coats, 1.98 t0 5.75 4 w

Dregq, 10.98 to 32.50 s |
H(u”“- 5.98 to 24.98

1.75 to 13.98 |

3.99 to 23.75 ‘

89c to 8.98 i [

2.89 to 12.50 ;

\

‘

RED-MAN BRAND

TEAKWOOD!
EARL & WILSON

ar for stout men, vsiith

istinctiv Redma style that
a1l the distinctive Redman st}
gg}fere;tiates this brand from all others.
SOLD IN BEST STORES IN CANADA.

EARL & WILSON - New York

The -
Original
and
only

Genuine

A close front Coll

98¢ to 5.45
House Dresses, Kimo~
rwear, Hosiery, Gloves,
» etc., and an exhaustive
hg{;Mlsses',Junior’s, Girl’s ——————

ren’s apparel and ac

0"

Philipsborn pri £t
U8 Ve o dded net youie

Considerqple saving.

Here Is One Of
Jur Most Sensa- 4
onal Bargains
'i:?WS? O [
ur
Catalog,
A-106—Zer

etg o Collar, cuffs and
inchil]tnmmeq with contrasting
ing, . Fashionable side fast-
thn,.‘}'h andsome tailorin
tan tapout. Colors, navy with
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Learn now of Hosiery
Really Fault-Free!

Let your next Hosiery purchase be
Pen-Angle. Examine these perfected
stockings or socks closely when the
clerk shows them to you. Notice the
utter abscence of the clumsy, troublesome
seams you have been wearing. Hold
them up and study how the shape
has been knit into them—not the
fabric dragged into shape as in all
other hose. And then, when you wear
them, see how snug and neat they
fit—how shape-retaining their method
of manufacture—how long-wearing our
exclusive knitting process makes it sure
your hose will be—once you cease
casual . buying and demand only

M\iﬁﬂe

Full Fashioned

Seamless H@ SV

Made by

Penmans Limited
Paris, - Canada

Underwear, Sweaters, Hosiery




Holder Top
Shaving Stick

Stick to the very end with the new, convenient,

sanitary, nickeled Holder Top.

And from beginning to end you get the same
delightful, creamy, emollient lather for which
Williams’ Shaving Soap has always been famous.

Four forms of the same good quality:

Williams’ Shaving Stick, Hinged cover, nickeled box
Williams’ Holder Top Shaving Stick
W}lllams’ Shaving P owder, Hinged cover, nickeled box
Williams’ Shaving Cream (in tubes)
Men’s Combination Package con-
SPECIAL OFFER sisfilrll; ofo :1 l;E:r;(IntriaTcsample of

Williams® Shaving Stick, Shaving Powder, Shaving Cream,
Jersey Cream Toilet Soap, Violet Talc Powder and Dental
Cream. Postpaid for 24 cents in stamps. A single sample of any
of the above articles sent for four cents in stamps. -

The J. B. Williams Co., Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn., U. S.A.
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BEER
A GENUINE

Thirst-quencher

of sparkling purity. Clear
as crystal, invigorating
nourishing.

Brewed and bottled in the
most up-to-date and sani-
tary plant in Canada by

Reinhardt’s of Toronto

Inspection Invited. M 42

CANADA’S
MOST FAMOUS

. GANONG'S ¥a8)

A good Beginning ‘

GANONGS
THE FINEST @ IN THE LAND
CHocoLATES

"Alls Well that End

f/t’m@.r/ﬁeam Jeries . /’0/‘ r

SWell,'; : ‘f |
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HE Bissell Santa Claus becomes more popular every year, for he
f housewives from the bondage of drudg-

I has delivered millions o
ery. Millions of husbands, fathers, brothers and others near of

kin have recognized in
BISSELL'S Teirine
Carpet 3Sweeper

t once useful, handsome and moderate in price.
It makes sweeping easy and is a daily reminder of the giver's thoughtful-
ness for ten years or more. A woman likes two sweepers, one for up-
stairs and one for down. Sold by the best dealers everywhere. Prices
$3.00 to $4.75. Let us mail you our booklet, ‘‘Easy, Economical, Sanitary

Sweeping.”’ . ;
Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co., Dept. 23, Grand Rapids, Mich.
C di Niagara Falls, Ontario

a most acceptable gift, a

Factory,

. JULES & CO-
Wig Makers to the Elite of Canada.  For Ladies and Gentlemen.

BEST QUALITY IS OUR GUARANTEE.

€ ca i . 3
n suit you by mail as well as if you come to our store.

Bald Men

Our Toupees
and Wigs
B Are a comfort to the |
; wearer.

T ; 2 *
h°’4';"° no equal for Fit and Durability. PRICES MODERATE. ' :
1 YONGE STREET - TORONTO, CAN. PARISIA% %%l;ljilquylthq TION

—_—

%
i TRUST YOU!
Watches Diamonds & Jewelry
On Easy Time Paymen

New Money Saving Plan
and Beautiful Catalog Free

ddress today—a postal will do. Get
1 ful, money saving Credit catalog ever
rinted. It shows how you can buy Waltham and Omega watches,

7
iamonds, Jewelry, etc.,on the casiest and most liberal terms ever offered.
hest quality, guaranteed to give satisfaction—you

s UUARE BEAL M I LLER dorgzirizk“:::zrtg;ﬁinso money down until you see what you buy. Express
an all around Square Deal.

// paid in advance by me—30 days trial and
7 Write now and you can share in my profits.
16 Size, 17 Jewel Adj.

Special Sale This Month Only Omesga Watch

Regular $30.00 value, Latest Thin Model. Ad- §
justed to temperature and three positions. s

/A most remarkable bargain. A strictly high grade, guaranteed e
/ Parfec&lglme k?eping watch. A_Cgmp)ece in a Gold Filled Open Face Banner . yasih

case. to give

/ Easy Terms of Only $3.00 A Month

/ No lnte_l'elt-No Security—Simply your promise and T will
/ send this exceptional watch on approval, let you examime it at my
expense. You are the sole judge. I take all chances. Don’t miss

11 particulars and my great Credit Book.

////// oG L £ quare Deal Miller Pres.

MILLER-HOEFER COMPANY

//////// 64 Hoefer Bldg., Windsor, Ont. \
.. e
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Wl_lere There’s System, z:
Things Run Smoothly !

You have often noted that “smooth " appearance when you enter any up-to-date
OEE.CC' Everything has the appearance of being in its proper place and the general
action of the office resembles the movement of a well-oiled machine.

These ideal conditions in office routine can only be obtained by the use of a propetly

adjusted System to regulate the work.

We have had long experience in the systematizing of every k

ind of business. The
benefits of this experience are at your service. :

“WE ARE SYSTEMATIZERS AND QUICK WORK DEVISERS ”

97 Wellington St. W,, TORONTO
BRANCHES: Halifax, Montreal, REPRESENTATIVES : St. John,

Ottawa, Toronto (Head Office), Quebec, Hamilton and Regina.
Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver. FACTORIES : Newmarket, Ont.

&
O\ MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS
FFICE SPECIALTY MrG. (0.

AND OFFICE FURNI TURE IN STEEL AND wOo0oD

‘Aﬂ ‘ :
537

LE—JEIEE-—:E:———-———'—:::
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A Rousing Appetite is
a Keen Delight

And What Is of Greater Interest, Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets Enable the Stomach
to Digest Whatever is Eaten.

We all like to see the way healthy children devour their
meals. Would we could all do the same ! Eating ought to be a
delight. It is one of life's chief enjoyments. People who cannot
relish a good meal are apt to fall into those ill-tempered moods
from which they view the world as a sorry place to live in. So
let us learn to employ the best means of harmonizing our exis-
tence and thus abstract from our daily grind all the pleasure
there is to be had. This we can do by keeping our stomachs in
prime, active working order.

A majority of people have come to know the blessings which
an occasional use of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets confer upon the
stomach. They are unquestionably the most popular remedy
known, for the reason that dyspepsia is the national disease, and
these wonderful little tablets have lony since acquired a national
reputation as a thoroughly reliable and efficient cure for all
forms of dyspepsia and indigestion.

No matter how great the excess of food taken into the stom-
ach, one or two of these tablets will digest every particle of it.
A package of Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets should always be in the
house. Many a person has saved himself from a serious attack
of acute indigestion by using them after heavy meals, such as are
eaten Christmas, New Year's, Thanksgiving and other holidays
and festal seasons.

After attending banquets, late suppers, heavy fancy dinners,
after-theatre parties, etc., where one has dined sumptuously and
luxuriantly, Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets should invariably be
used, as they digest the food derfectly and completely, and
prevent all possibility of dyspepsia, which, without their use, is
more than likely to ensure.

Canadians are exceedingly fond of the good things of life,
and there is apt to be great excess of eating, and the only way
to overcome its bad effects on the stomach is to employ a power-
ful and efficient digestive such as Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets,
which always insure a good digestion.

Obtain a 50c box from your druggist today.
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7%

REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixt
Bl y-five years Mrs. Win-
;W mﬂogloothmg Syrup has been used
i ers for their children while
and by gl; Are you disturbed at night
e oken of your rest by a sick child
ting 'll‘ng and erying with pain of Cut-
& bottfeth? ‘If so send at once and get
e ’? of ‘“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Va]ué)' for Children Teething. The
o 1l.s incaleulable. It will relieve the
e ittle _suiferer immediately. De-
:ll))on it, mothers, there is no mis-
Rt c;lut it. It cures Diarrheca, reg-
San the Stomach and Bowels, cures
iy ICohc, softens the Gums, re-
St e nflammation, and gives tone
Win 1ner§g;y to the whole system. ‘‘Mrs.
rens gw s Soothing Syrup’’ for chil-
i eething is pleasant to the taste
Oldests the preseription of one of the
s and best female physicians and
e eiﬁs) in the United States, and is for
Syora y all druggists throughout the
o, 'Be 1;21::;vgenty-ﬁve cents a bot-
y n ‘¢

slow’s Soothing S;rﬁ).f?r et

rv

A TOILET TREASURE

— —— —

Without exception the
-izo»  best and most popular
b8 Toilet Perfume made

IN the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

eneral Toilet use it i8

| delhightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

a—

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute!
e

«Now taste them—notice that t
And‘they leave no bitterness on the tongue.

4 . .

I am sure of Windsor Salt quality.

«Ma’am—it’s the only salt we recommend for table u;g

and for cooking.”

INDSOR
s the Ab“
TABLE SALT

“Look at the salt itsel
and transparent
are—sparkling li

' o OW doI know that
H Windsor Table

Salt is pure? riu
show you.

f—see how clear
and perfect the crystals
ke little diamonds.

hey dissolve instantly.
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SETTLE THAT CHRISTMAS
PRESENT QUESTION NOW

Useful gifts are becoming more popu-
lar every year. Something that can
be used profitably every day is more
appreciated than something merely or-
namental. Nothing could be more use-
ful or would be more appreciated than

A King Edward Hand Vacuum Cleaner

The Outfit consists of
1 King Edward Vacuum Cleaner, 1 Long Tube
for carpets, 1 Short Tube for stair carpets,
8 feet best vacuum hose
1 general purpose nozzle
1 wide nozzle for scraps
1 small nozzle for corners
1 rubber faced nozzle for uphol-
stered furuiture, etc.
1 felt faced nozzle for upholstered
furniture, etc.

The price complete is only $16.00

and we allow you ten days free
trial. Write for booklct ‘¢ B.”

The GEO. H. KING Co. Ltd.

Woodstock, -  Ontario. LR

CANADA’S HAIR FASHION STORE

Hair Goods by Mail

Where to Buy Hair
Goods

GLENN-CHARLES have the largest
Stock in strictly Best Quality Hair
Goods at very reasonable prices.

If you are intending to purchase a beautiful Natural WaV,Y
Switch, Psyche Coil, Front, Transformation, or a Men’s
Toupee or Wig, write us for price quotations.

SendJsmall Sample of Hair and by Return Mail we will forward
the Goods required. If not suitable return at our expense.

CHARLES, 89 KING STREEI, WEST
(Formerly Jules & Charles) TORONTO, CANADA.

e —
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THE FINEST AND BEST coPYiNG PENCILS INEXISTENCE.

"CASTELL™ : COLOURED
Celind | £L£Drawing Pencils made in 16 degrees are unex-
or smoothness. uniform ¢raduation and durability.

”CASTé.[[’,CO 3 ; 5
" ~Copying Pencils. black lead.hard.for carbon copies.
CASTELL™ as s wgoft.for writing purposes.

"CASTELL” » s i
" = ’ violet lead. soft and hard.
A S TELL"Polychromos Pencils in 60 different colors,light proof. |

— RRSERaRGEE s A O ST
- NOVELTY PHOTO STAMPS

jeture in stamp form and size,
yrated. A striking novelty. Mail
foney for Order and we will de.
ost paid to you the day received-
; 100 Stamps $l; or send us 4orders
s and have 20 Stamps of your own
satisfied. Photo

Showing your
gummed and
vour Photo wi
?ivvr the St
20 Stamps
of your fri

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
be the {inest crea=-
tion of Water-
proof Collars
ever made. Ask
to see, and buy

THE ARLINGTON GO, o other AT
of Canada, Ltd. stores or direct

68 FRAZER AVENUE & = -3 s e
oot (TS WANTED—SALESMEN AND sALf.SVJspwl!lolgg

photo free. Money back if not
returned uninjured
| SEND YOUR ORDER TO-DAY.

SEHle \ !
2 | The Patina Co, 146 Lansdowne Ave.,
1o

Toronto, Canada.

S

Send us your address :
where you can earn ood wages while you ar i 1
i nd testimonials from hun-

a n and we will show

$3 ay sure how to make $3 & ’I,‘i‘,‘ manship. Write togay for full particulars a n k
furnish the work and teach abgolutely sure; we dreds of men and women we have recent]lg placed in good positions;
where you live, Send you free; you work in he locality | also list of good positions open. ‘Address Dept. J.

oud ik gouriaadrest anl wenti eyl NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION

1 806 Kent Building Toronto, Ontario

the business fully;
ot el el
L MANUFACTURING €O, Box 1749s WINDSOR, ONT.

B
Nothing Will Please a Man More

tha
a;o? %’ood razor. To p‘lease husband, brother or friend, get them a ««Barbers King”
or a Christmas gift. Look for the Barrel Trade mark when buying it is a

u %
Suarantee of razor perfection. See him smile when he gets it.
Price

SESIRRSSErs R

Sold where quality is demanded.

GREEFF-BREDT & Co.,

TORONTO

Canadian Agents




According to population,
q more people in Canada travel
extensively than in any other
country in the world. ( That is
one reason why The Canadian
Magazine has been regarded as
the medium that gives the best
results from advertisements of
transportation companies, hotels
and tourist resorts at home and
abroad. ( Suggestions for travel
can be found in the following
Pages, and should further informa-
tion be desired, it can be obtain-
d without charge by addressing,

The Canadian Magazine
Travel Bureau

15 Wellington Street East,
TORONTO

CANADA
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THE HOME OF WINTER SPORTS IN ONTARIO.

HIGHLAND INN

Algonquin National Park of Ontario

Algonquin Park is situated in the Eastern part of the Province of
Ontario 200 miles north of the City of Toronto and 175 miles west
of Ottawa the Capital of the Dominion of Canada.

AREA 2,000,000 ACRES
ALTITUDE 2,000 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL

Algonquin National Park is one of the largest, the wildest, and:
most interesting Forest Preserves, in winter or summer alike, ac-
cessible to the people of the eastern part of the United States and

Canada.
WINTER ATTRACTIONS :

Toboganning, Snoeshoeing, Skating,
Ski-ing, Photographing, etc.

Interesting illustrated booklet telling you all about it sent free on
application to

Manager, The Highland Inn,
Algonquin Park Station, Ontario,
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Canadian Pacific

Railway

oDoca

IMPROVED TRAIN SERVICE
From Toronto Union Station

MONTREAL DAY TRAIN

Leave TORON - 9.00 am
Arrive MONTREAL - = - - - 6.30 pm
PARLOR CAR—STANDARD DINING CAR
MONTREAL NIGHT TRAIN
Leave TORONTO - - 10.30 pm
Aurrive MONTREAL St - - - - - 8.05 am

ELECTRIC LIGHTED SLEEPERS

OTTAWA DAY TRAIN
Leave TORONTO - - x % : - 9.00 am
Amve OTTAWA - . - - - - 5.00 pm

Pador Car Toronto to Smiths Falls and Smiths Falls to Ottawa
STANDARD DINING CARS

OTTAWA NIGHT TRAIN
Leave TORONTO . * - - - - 11.30 pm
Armve OTTAWA - - i - 3 - 7.50 am
: ELECTRIC LIGHTED SLEEPERS

These Trains are Luxurious in Appointment, Carrying Electric
Lighted Compartment and Sleeping Cars.

FOR FULL INFORMATION APPLY ANY C.P.R. AGENT
OR WRITE

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, C.P.R,, TORONTO
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By the Newest Steamers in the
Mediterranean-Egyptian Trade

FRANCONIA Nov.28 wd Jan. 18

(1911)

LACONIA  Jan. 4

(1912)
AND THE POPULAR

CARONIA Jan. 30 and Mch. 15

CALLING AT % C o ememes
Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Monaco or : 7 Rean CUNARD
Genoa, Naples, Alexandria and the ‘ 4 ;’ SERVICES r.. B8

Adriatic. ¢ £ ?',/ Mediterranean and Egypt.
SPECIAL EXPRESS SAILING & oF Liverpool to New York [

JANUARY 4th

o

EGYPT
A la Carte without Charge, Un-

excelled Cuisine, —~8top. 7 Caronia, Carmania, Campania

overs’ Permitted. LA
Itineries arranged everywhere- 5 0r leerp0°l to Boston
Booked from Lendon and Paris

TOURS IN SPAIN
Apply for Illustrated Booklets to

THE CUNARD §.8. C0., LTD
New York, Boston. Chicago, ete,

And Local Agents
in all Cities.

Fastest Steamers in the World

(&) Live
To ITALY, RIVIERA and %%, Lusitania & Mauretania

I THE NILE ABOVE CAIRO
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CANADA’S SUMMER PLAY- GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING YACHTING FISHING

CAPITAL

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS
l_!_\l_T ERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY
: ¢ Write :
GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT . MONCTON, N.B.
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e

E
ECYPT AND THE NILE

Cook s luxurious Nile steamers leave Cairo every few days
dunng the season for the First and Second Cataracts, t}yxe

udan, etc. Also elegant private steamers and dahabeahs
for families and private parties.

AROUND THE WORLD

Special Short Tour leaves Jan. 11. Four months trave
¢ Luzxe $1525. Including All Expenses.

TOURS TO THE ORIENT

Select limited Tours to Egypt, Holy Land, Turkey,
reece, etc., leave Jan. 8, 18, 30, Feb, 19, March 3, 15, 1913.
tineraries are varied and inclusive every detail the best.

WINTER CRUISES

Panama Canal, West Indies, Mediterranean and Round
the V\('orlcl. Headquarters for tickets and information for
all cruising’ steamers.

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.
MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West

NEW YORK 4 offices)) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, LOS ANGELES, SAN FRANCISCO.

Cook’s Travellers’ Cheques Are Good All Over the World

i S O T 224

PANAMA CANAL
0 WEST INDIES..
WINTER CRUISES Q3

2
JAN 16 * 28Davs
FEB-20-3$175 Up

9% *16 Days
MAR'27 , 414500
1w,

8.5.Grosser Kurfirst” (1)
Jamaica

Bermuda

Cuba
South America

| For Rates,Diagrams,etc.,

Write for

L] ' | I mt

f i i m | i

1 | |
o u,r:EJs:f%{“,ﬁziu";‘,@;mj:ﬂ%!ﬂ!bﬂﬁfﬂ:ﬂ(;!‘,‘za.lﬂfwl |
E ALLOWAY & CHAMPION

SAix FRANCISCO WINNIPEG
CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK
ST. Louls

tions await you at

ALEX. S. THWEATT,
Eastern Passenger Agent.

SOUTHERN

RAILWAY

“Premier Carrier of the South”

The season is in full swing at the famous winter resorts of the South and
Southeast. Balmy air, dazzling sunshine, splendid golf courses, ideal condi-
tions for out-door sport and in-door recreation, glorious mountain scenery,
hotels famous for their service and cusine. These and many other attrac-

Columbia, Aiken, Augusta, Savannah, Florida,
Asheville, “The Land of the Sky.”

The popular route to this land of winter out-of-doors is by the Sonthern Railway. New Pullman Train,
Dining, Club, Drawing Room, Sleeping, Library and Observation Cars. Electric Lighted throughout.

Atlanta, New Orleans, Mexico, California, Central America and Panama, operating exclusive

Pullman trains from New York to New Orleans, giving the same high standard highest
Service where connections are made for the Pacific Coast, Central America and Panama.

For literature, rates and complete information write or apply New York Offices, 264 Fifth Avenue,

G. W. CARTER, T. P. A., 9 St. Lawrence Blvd., Montreal, Can.
S. H. HARDWICK,

Passenger Traffic Mauager.

WASHINGTON, D.C.

H. F. CARY,

General Passenger Agent,
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ALLAN=: LINE

ESTABLISHED I852

w2 8.5, ALSATIAN »0 CALGARIAN E:

SPEED 19 KNOTS 18,000 TONS EACH BUILDING

READY ST. LAWRENCE SEASON 1913
30 STEAMSHIPS 5 SERVICES

MONTREAL—LIVERPOOL
MONTREAL—GLASGOW
MONTREAL—LONDON
MONTREAL—HAVRE
BOSTON—GLASGOW
Turbine Steamers to Liverpool. Largest Steamers—Montreal to Glasgow and London

Rates and full particulars on application to

H. & A. Allan, 5o Montreal

go State St., Boston, Mass. 421 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 127 N. Dearborn St., Chicago, Il
7% Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 364 Main St., Winnipeg, Man.
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WEST INDIES 27d PANAMA
. CANAL. 8 cruises

“j&‘"‘ing January, February, March and April
by S.S. Moltke and $.S. Victoria Luise. 2
- Cruises from New Orleans, Jan. 23, Feb. 10,
' By $.8. Kronprinzessin Cecilie.

‘AROUND THE WORLD

Hamburg-American Line

 Sixth Cruise sailing from San Francisco Feb. 6, . : ‘New York Cit

,.,/,1,'9‘3; by S.8, Cleveland (17,000 tons), duration 41-45 Bmadway. e N 5 ’

110 days, $650 up, including all necessary ex- . Boston  Philadelphia Pittsburgh  Chicago
enses aboard and ashore. j ' St. Louis San Francisco ¢
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7

z IN THE OLD LAND | -
/ The land of Holly, Mistletoe, Plum Pudding || # /////
s !

_
and Christmas Good Cheer. Spend Christ- ///,///2///
mas in England, Scotland or Ireland and 4 i
join in the old f’ashioned Christmas revels % ///%/I////

7 /
-

of the year 1912. //////
HALIFAX to BRISTOL //;////// //
R.M.S. “ROYAL EDWARD” Nov. 27th /// ,
R.M.S. “ROYAL GEORGE” Dec. 11th.

The Canadian Northern ‘‘Royals,” the

fastest ships in the British Canadian Ser-

vice. These steamers are in a class by

themselves in appointment, seaworthiness
and beauty of interior.

Specialtrainsawait the arrival of the vessels at
Bristol. By rail to London is only two hours.

For all information, apply jto steamship agents or to
the followin eral agencies. of the Company:
Toronto, 52 King St. East; Montreal, 226-30 St. fam&‘s
St.; Winnipeg, 272 Main St.; Halifax, 123 Hollis St.

50 n’% o
e

y A D,
. vy

%

Z
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FANGANAGL
WesTInpies
YoUuTH AMERICA!

Two LARGEST, NEWEST,FINEST, : THe LARGEST STEAMERS
TrRorPic CRUISING STEAMERS IN THE MEDITERRANEAN TRADE

LAURENTIC '%}3° ADRIATIC #:ié'
MEGANTIC % CEDRIC 7&¥
Leaving New York Leaving New York

JANUARY 8} {NOVEMBER 30}

JAN.22 FEB.8 | JAN.7 JAN.2I
t : FEBRUARY 22 : | FEB.I18 MAR. 4

28 AND 29 DAYS YEAR-ROUND CRUISING SERVICE
$175 AND UPWARD BosToN-MEDITERRANEAN-ITALY

) ° REAVORY WHITE STAR LINE 3*88553% ¢

Twin Screw Line New York to Bermuda

» BERMUDA

40 Hours from Frost to Flowers

Twin Screw S.S. “Bermudian” 10518 tons Displacement.
Suites de luxe with private bath
Orchestra

Bilge Keels; electric fans; wireless telegraphy. Fastest, newest and only steamer
landing passengers at the dock in Bermuda without transfer. Average temperature in winter
60°. Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing and Cycling.

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE

New S. S. “Guiana” and other steamers fortnightly for St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts’
Antigua, Guadaloupe, Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbadoes and Demerara. For illus
trated pamphlets apply to

A. F. Webster & Co., Cor. King and Yonge Sts., Thos. Cook & Son, 65 Yonge St.
and R. M. Melville and Son, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts., Toronto

A. E. Outerbridge & Co., General Agents, 29 Broadway, New York.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED - QUEBEC.

—
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Go to

B_y R.M.S.P.

“ORUBA
THE WELL KNOWN AND POPULAR
WEST INDIES MAIL STEAMER
—(SISTER SHIP OF “OROTAVA")-

5,97) TONS REG. 10,370 TONS DISR.
DURING NOVEMBER ANDDECEMBER

The

R.MS.P

THE LARGEST
AND MOST LUXURIOUS
VESSEL IN THE SERVICE
EVERY SATURDAY FROM NEW YORK
DURING THE WINTER SEASON

BOOK NOW ﬁ :
MID »
ASK FOR
ROYAL MAIL“H” FOLDER
CONTAINING 38 PROGRAMS
(WITH A MAP FoR EacH)
OF TOURS TO THE CANAL

AND THE WEST INDIES

THE MOST COMPREHENSIVE
PUBLICATION OF THE SEASON

'k

The RovaL MAIL STEAM PACKET CoMPANY,

SANDERSON & SON,Gen. Agents,

NEW YORK — — CHICACO
22 State Street 15 So.La Salle St.
W HEAVES,N.E.P. A. 200 Washington St.,Boston .

OR ANY STEAMSHIP TICKET AGENT

The Colonial

Open the Year ’Round

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

HIS is the largest hotel in Mt. Clemens
and is patronized by the very best
people. It is handsomely furnished and

equipped throughout with all modern conven-
iences—located in a beautiful park with
refined surroundings, best cuisine and service-
The bath and waters here are very effective
in the relief of

Rheumatism, Neuralgia and Ner-

vous Diseases, Blood and Skin

Affections, Indigestion, Paralysis,
Locomotor Ataxia, FEtc.

The Colonial Bath House

is complete in equipment and not excelled by
the ‘best in this country. Elevator direct
to bath house from each floor of the hotel.

For further information regarding treatment,
hotel accomodations, etc., address Manager,

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

Rich in color, delicate
in flavor, it delights
you before you drink
and while you drink.

COSGRAVE’S
Half and Half

is recommended by physi-
cians for invalids and nurs-
ing mothers.
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“JULIAN SALE”
FOR FINEST LEATHER GOODS

THIS HANDSOME 'DRESSING BAG
WOULD BE
A FINE
XMAS GIFT
FOR A LADY

The English Dressing Bags
are amongst the finest of
the ““Julian Sale” fine
leather goods—particularly
appropriate as a Gift sug-
gestion. They are made of
the best of hard grain Eng-
lish Morocco Leather,black,
lined with green silk linings
—contain hair brush, cloth
brush, hat duster and comb,
Buffer and Pomade box,
glass soap bottle, Talcum,
perfume and tooth brush
bottles, perfume spray,
manicure pieces, address book, and other ‘‘dressing” and travelling requisites.

Fitted with Ebony Fittings......... Gt e o iR e 50 OO
. . L

16 inch size.
Fitted with Parisian Ivory Fittings, 16 inch size............ 60.00 and 75.00
Eadies Gfted- Deep Chuby Bags v oo oo o, oL, .o 0. o3 b 24.00 to 43.00
Ladies™ litted SuitGales”. . ., 50 oot a0 o e B 30.00 to 53.00
ETRE T S T e T TN 5 SRR R e 2.25 to 33.00

Let us have your name for a copy of our New Complete Catalogue now in Press

 —

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.
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WYGHWOOD PARK

TORONTO

YOU are interested in the development
of Toronto.

Wychwood Park stands pre-eminently
in a class by itself for sure and safe
investments and you have the oppor-

tunity now of sharing in the successes.

Let us prove to you what we state.

Our time and experience is YOURS.

The JOHN M.WARREN GCOMPANY

Phone Hillcrest 2730. 38 Vaughan Road.

ARCHIE C. GILLESPIE,
Manager.
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ALL WOOL
UNSHR RMNKAEL

UNDERWEAR

not only protects you against all sorts of
weather but protects you against your own
actfvities (and non-activities). You can be

either a spectator or player, or both, with
safety if you wear ‘ CEETEE” Underwear.
It keeps the body at even temperature all
the time.

“CEETEE (ALLWOOL UNSHRINKABLE
UNDERWEAR) is manufactured from only
the very finest Australian Merino ‘Wool,
scoured and combed over and over again
until every gnrticle of foreign matter is
taken out and every strand is as clean as it
is Emssible to be made.

It is then carefully manufactured on expen-
sive and exclusive machinery, very differ-
ent from the ordinary style of underwear
machinery - fashioning each garment to fit
the human form. It is all selvage edges,
therefore cannot come unravelled ; everivl
join is knitted together, not sewn as wit
ordinary underwear,

People wbo wear ‘‘ CEETEE"” Underwear
wear it because they know it to be the best.

It is made in all sizes and weighls for men,
women and children.
Worn by the best people—
Sold by the best dealers
s THE C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, Ltd.
GALT, ONTARIO

Also Manufac rs of Turnbull's High-class gibbed Under-
wear for Ladies and Children, Turnbull's “M” Bands for In-
fants, and *““Ceetee” Shaker Knit Sweater Coats. 558

Gloves for

Christmas Gifts

Dent's gloves are especi-
ally suitableffor Christmas
Gifts because the name
Dent’s on gloves conveys
the idea of the very finest
there is in glove quality.
Prices the same as ordin-
ary makes.

When buying gloves always look for
the name Dent’s on the button.

GOOD STORES
EVERYWHERE SELLRDENT’S
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- Telephones and Telephone

Information

There are between five and six hundred local Independent
Telephone Systems in Ontario alone.

The number of these Systems is being steadily increased,
many of the new Systems being built by Municipalities.

The Ontario Telephone Act makes it comparatively easy
for rural Municipalities to get into the telephone business.

Experience has shown that these Municipal Systems furnish
first-class service to almost every property owner within the
Municipal limits and furnish this service at a small annual cost,
something between ten and fifteen dollars per year for ten years,
and after that at the actual cost of operation and maintenance——
say three or four dollars per year.

The telephone business is our exclusive business.

The Independent Local and Municipal Systems are our only
customers ; so that we are directly interested in the success of
all these local systems.

We are manufacturing the highest class of telephone equip-
ment on the market and we guarantee it. :

We have always secured a large share of the municipal
business, but practically all of the Municipal Systems started in
Ontario during the past nine months have placed their orders
with us for all their requirements, as ‘we furnish everything
from the poles, cross arms, etc. to telephones and switchboards.

What we have done has been done on the merit of our con-
struction material and the quality of our telephones and switch-
boards.

What has made our success in Ontario insures our success
in other Provinces. )

Our experience with so many local systems, both Companies
and Municipalities, enables us to give exactly the information
required if you are thinking of telephone matters.

We will gladly furnish all information free and our En-
gineers will gladly answer any questions.

Write us and ask for No. 3 Bulletin.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Ltd.

18-20 DUNCAN STREET

Toronto, Ont.
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KNOX GELATINE
is as popular for the candy it makes as
for the desserts and other good things
that have made it famous for twenty-five
years. Just try these

KNOX DAINTIES

Soak 1-box KNOX ACIDULATED GELATINE in 1 cup
cold water 5 minutes. Add 1) cups boiling water and when
dissolved add 4 cups granulated sugar and boil 25 minutes.
Divide into 2 equal parts. When somewhat cooled add to x
part % teaspoonful of the pure fruit acid dissolved in 1 table-
spoonful water, and 1 tablespoonful lemon extract. To the
other part add % teaspoonful extract ot cloves and color with
the pink color. = Pour into shallow tins that have been dip-
ped in cold water. Let stand until quite firm; cut into
squares with a knife dipped in hot water. Roll in coarse
granulated sugar and let stand to crystalize. Vary by using
different flavorings and colorings.

NOTE : To use the Sparkling package instead of the Acid-
ulated for the above recipe, for the first part use 4 tablespoon-
fuls lemon juice and 1 teaspoontul lemon extract instead of
the pure fruit acid. For the other part follow directions in
the Acidulated recipe.

FREE RECIPE BOOK
Let us send you our recipe book containing other delicious
candy recipes and also telling of good things to make in des-
serts, salads, jellies, ices, etc. FREE for your grocer’s name.
Pint samp.e for 2-cent stamp and your grocer's name.
CHARLES B. KNOX CO.
499 Knox Ave., Johnstown, N.Y.

Knox Christmas Candy

Branch Factory Montreal

———

The Deaf Can

"o E 8

H t'
5.0
(RS
‘-

glstmctly every sound—even whispers
Do Dot escape them when they are
;’0 erly assisted. Deafness is due °
o the ear drums from some cause be-
Oming defective. I offer you the same
f‘S’De of hearing as you have of seeing
h(im the oculist who sufplies glasses to
€lp your eyesight—for I apply the same
resmmpn sense principle in my method of
e tO;'mg hearing. The weakened or
sll.l’illl'e parts must be reinforced by
itable devices to supply what is lacking
ha necessary to hear. Among the 390,000 people who
evoe been restored to perfect hearing there has been
mery condition of deafness or defective hearing. No
atter what the cause or how long standing the case,
€ testimonials sent me show marvelous results.

Common SenseEarDrums

have restored to me my own hearin —that’s how I
appened to discover the secret of their success in
my own desperate endeavors to be relieved of my
deafness after physicians had repeatedly failed.
mmon Sense Ear Drums are made of a soft,
Sensitized material, comfortable and safe to wear,
hey are out of sight when worn, and easily adjusted
Y the wearer. : 5 &
It is certainly worth your while to investigate,
fore you send any money just drop me aline. I want
to send you free of charge my book on deafness and
blenty of evidence to prove to you that I am entirely
worthy of your confidence. Why not write me today?

GEORGE H. WILSON, President
WILSON EAR DRUM CO., Incorporated

725 Todd Building, Louisville, Ky.

Connor
Ball
Bearing
Washer

e

A washer guaranteed to take out all the
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven by
steel springs, with a little assistance from
the operator.  Perfected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied through our agents
or direct to any address.

Write for booklet.

J.H. CONNOR & SONS Limited,
OTTAWA, te CANADA
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You Should Have
Seen the Pimples

But Now Her Face Is the Fairest of
the Fair, Due to Stuart’s
Calcium Wafers.

Those dimples are like pearls in a ruby cluster when Stuart’s
Calcium Wafers clear the tace of every pimple, spot and blemish.
And even if you haven't dimples, the clear, transporent skin of a
healthy, Calcium Wafer complexion is more radiant than the deft
touch of an artist to the most exquisite water color.

Stuart's Calcium Wafers act directly upon the sweat glands
of the skin, since their mission is to stimulate the excretory ducts.
They do not create perspiration, but cause the skin to breath out
vigorously, thus transforming perspiration into a gaseous vapor.
The calcium sulphide of which these wafers are composed, con-
sumes the germ poisons in the sweat glands and pores, hence the
blood makes a new, smooth skin in a surprisingly short time.

You will never be ashamed to look at yourself in a mirror,
once you use Stuart’s Calcium Wafers. Nor will your friends give
you that hinting look, as much as to say—for goodness sake, get
rid of those pimples.

There is no longer any excuse for anyone to have a face dis-
figured with skin eruptions, when it is so easy to get rid of them.
Simply get a box of Stuart’s Calicium Wafers at any drug store
and take them according to directions. After a few days you
will hardly recognize yourself in the mirror. The change will
delight you immensely. All blemishes will disappear.

All druggists sell Stuart’s Calcium Wafers at 50 cents a box.
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MAY WE SEND YOU
THIS BOOK FREE? |

“Why Man of To-
day Is Only 50,

Efficient.”

A simple, sate and effective treatment, avoiding drugs.

5 Vaporized Cresoline stops the paroxysms of Whooping

HIS book, written by a well-known Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.
physician, is a most interesting treatise It is a BOON to sufferers from Asthma.

on a subject of great importance, that of The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore

For Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

t{}?epmg up to ‘‘concert p}tCh and securing throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

at 100 per Cent" of eﬁicgency SO AL easdr). Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of Scar-
to meet successfully business or social re- let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat-
quirements of the present age. You will ment of Diptheria.

learn something about yourself that you Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 3o years of
Hover lidew ibelore by reading this book successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

which will be forwarded without cost if you || | For Sale by all Druggists.
mention The Canadian Magazine. Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir-

ritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
Chas. A. Tyrrell, M.D.

sugar and Cresoline. They can't harm you. Of your
Room 533. 280 College St.

druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps.
ek oRto bt The VAPO-CRESOLINE CO.,

62 Cortlandt St., New-York, or Leeming-Miles Building,
Montreal, Camada.

STOP! READ! AND CONSIDER!!

SANOL

Is the German cure for Gall Stones, Kidney
and Bladder Stones, Kidney Trouble, Gravel,
Lumbago Ailments of uric acid origin.

NEVER FAILS TO CURE.

Over 1100 Complete Cures reported in
j 6 Months.

A few references from cured patients :—
Mr. George Black, 167 Magnus Ave., Winnipeg.
Mr. G, H. Wagg, 368 Broadway, Winnipeg.
Mrs. Anna Fishtrom, 292 Stella Ave., Winnipeg.
| Mrs. H. Cataugh, 529 Toronto St., Winnipea.r =
| Mr. John McMahon, 521 Notre Dame Ave., Winnipeg.
| Mrs. i Hesler, 702 Ross Ave., Winnipeg.

Mrs. J. Dowbeggin, 283 Flora Ave., Winnipeg.
Mr. John Anderson, 613 Castle Ave., Elmwood, Man,
Mrs. J. J. Peters, Reinland, Man.
Mrs. Jessie Smith, Kamsack, Sask.
| Mr. Joe Knazan, Kamsack, Sask.
| Mr. R. Wilson, 14x Main St., E. Hamilton, Ont.

Sanol price $1.50 per bottle
“Booklet Free'
i All Druggists or direct

The Sanol Mfg. Company of Canada, Ltd.
Winnipeg - . - Manitoba

)
Abbey's
~\ll':egfcee';ft d“?
is unequalled for quenching the
thirst and cooling and invigorating

the system. Try a glass.

2 Sizes, 25¢ and 60c.

All Druggists. 10

Another reliable Remedy is Sanol's Anti-
Diabetes Cure for Diabetes. Price $2.00
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HE ALTH A message for the sick man, woman

: and child; for everyone who is out of
Without Drugs sorts; a message too, to all who are
or Doctors. well, and would keep well.

25%years ago, an eminent Quebec Physician Dr. H. Sanche made a

marvellous discovery which is embodied in the device named
““Oxydonor.” This little instrument compels its users to absorb from the air a

plentiful supply of oxygen with
its remarkable vitalizing power. D
By the use of

the human system becomes wonderfully invigorated, and disease of the blood,
skin, lungs and nerves swiftly and surely disappear. Oxydonor
—revitalizes the human organism by Nature's own process.
—Eliminates disease without the use of drugs or medicines.
—Can be safely, quickly and easily applied, and can be taken sleeping or
waking.
—Is always ready for use for grown persons or children.

Beware of Fraudulent Imitations.
Write to-day for book of spontaneous testimony. Send also for our valuable book on health, and

which describes fully Oxydonor—a tried and true agent which has blessed thousands upon thousands
of persons during the past 23 years.

DR. H. SANCHE & CO. - Dept 11

364 St. Cathe‘rine Street West, Montreal, Can.

The Berkshire Hills

Sanatorium

FOR THE SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT OF

CANCER

WITHOUT THE USE OF THE KNIFE.

With an early diagnosis and prompt treatment practically
all accessible cancerous growths are curable. When writing
for information describe case in which you are interested.

ddress
WALLACE E. BROWN, M. D.
(Formerly Drs. W. E. Brown & Soq.)
North Adams, Mass.
Established thirty-five years.

The New Century Washersolves the
washing preblem. Iteliminatesslav-
ish, arduous toil and reduces manual
laborto the minimum. The city water
pressure furnishes the power that is
transmitted by the Isew Century
Water motor,

There are some exclusive and patent-
ed features in the New Century that
make it unique. One prevents warp-
ing of the tub, another gives great
strength and rigidity. Sgcc the New
Centurty at your dealers or write to
us for full information, 103

Cummer-Dowswell Ltd., Hamilton, Ont.

CUBES

‘The new food-invention which

has done away with the cum-

bersome old-fashioned meat

extracts and fluid-beef. Handy
—quick—cheap—co

venient. Buyatinto-day

TINS OF 4,10, S0 AND 100 CUBES,

n—— e, i
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Chocolates Without a Rival
for Daintiness and

Utmost of Purest

in Candy

All Moir’s Chocolates are prepared from our own Exclusive
Recipe from cocoa beans selected and ground by ourselves.

The creamy insides and centres of nuts, fruits, and jellies
have just the Right Flavor—the rich, thick chocolate coating
has just the Ri&ht Taste.

Our blending of these two confection extremes creates an
exquisitely delicious flavor not found in other brands. Try
Moir’s.

MOIR’S CHOCOLATES

MOIR’S LIMITED, Halifax, Canada

iIngredients!

Easy to Operate

H=TgGQoaW

ARE ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR

Current Ledgers, Transfer Ledgers, Price Books, Catalogues, Blue Prints,
Register Books, Minute Books, Insurance Records, and for all purposes of
binding loose leaf sheets, either hand or typewritten.

Write for sample on business stationery.
BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited
52 SPADINA AVENUE B - - TORONTO, CANADA
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail {

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you will notice a smoothness and mellowness
in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.

Clu'b Cos:lftails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before

bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged
cocktail.

Manbattan, Martini and other
standard blends, battled, ready
to serbe through cracked ice.
Refuse Substitutes

AT ALL DEALERS

¢

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

The “Ross” 280, known as the ‘‘ High-
Velocity” ““ Ross” is the most powerful
sporting Rifle sold.

Its muzzle velocity of over 3000 feet per
second gives it a very flat trajectory and
great power to anchor game at all distances.
This rifle, which took the gold medal at
‘Allahabad in 1910, sells for less than the best
English makes which it nevertheless equals
in finish and surpasses in performance.

If you seek a really fine and thoroughly up-to-date rifle look

up the nearest *“ Ross” dealer or write for illustrated booklet and

,4  full information which we send tree on request.

\Y %
%//L{/f ROSS RIFLE CO. - Quebec, Can.

Y/

% Them: " Ri

e Bisley performances of the ‘“Ross"” Rifle have aroused the
enthusiasm ot expert marksmen.
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The “Sunday’’ Vacuum Cleaner

IF you knew how
often a perfectly
“SUNDAY"” clean-
ed house through
lack of dust and
dirt and microbes
helped to fool the
Doctor, you would
not be without one
for five times its
value.

Microbes, moths and other things shiver when they
hear that a SUNDAY VACUUM CLEANER
With its 10 to 11 inches of vacuum is going to
Start looking them up.

The SUNDAY DOES what is claimed for it,
Sells on its merits not on its price. We cannot
Mmake it cheaper and maintain our FIXED
STANDARD.

To agents. Our proposition is attractive, First Class
machines and fair treatment.

The Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner
Manfg. Co., Limited
Eﬁ to 349 Dalhousie St. - Ottawa, Ont.

use only the celebrated

AWINSOR & NEWTON'S
‘ 0il and Water Coiors
acknowledged by all the standard in
the art world, Ask your dealer.

llNA. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL.
‘Wholesale agents for Canada.

he OFFICE,

BRIGHTEN UP Xor Sctons ta the OFFK e
using WASHBURNE’S PATENT

PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

) &  Easily put on or taken off
i with the thumb and finger, Can
¢ used repeatedly and ““they always work.”” Made of brassin 3
sizes, Put up in brass boxes of 108 fasteners each,
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
1l ll stationers, Send 10¢ for sample box of 50, assorted.
ustrated booklet free. Liberal discount to the trade.

The 0, K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. S. A. \o 1B

ANT DEPT  CAMADIAN NAGAZINE

The Children

always enjoy JAM and there is nothing
more healthful than

UPTON'’S

Pure Jam made from freshly picked ripe
fruit and granulated sugar.

UPTON’S Orange Marmalade made from
Seville oranges under expert supervision is
delicious.

We are one of the largest and oldest Jam
and Jelly manufacturers in Canada.

At all first-class Stores in Canada.

The T. UPTON CO. LTD.
HAMILTON - CANADA
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Write Ideas For Moving Picture Plays!
YOU CAN WRITE PHOTO PLAYS AND

EARN $25. OR MORE WEEKLY
We Will Show You How!

If you have ideas—if you can think—we will show you the secrets of this fascinating new pro-
fessior(xj. Positively no experience or literary excellence necessary. No ‘‘flowery language” is
wanted.

The demand for photoplays is practically unlimited. The big film manufacturers are “moving
heaven and earth” in their attempts to get enough good plots to supply the ever increasing demand.
They are offering $100 and more, for single scenarios, or written ideas. f

We have received many letters from the film manufacturers, such as VITAGRAPH, EDISON,
ESSANAY, LUBIN, SOLAX, IMP, REX, RELIANCE, CHAMPION, COMET, MELIES,
ETC., urging us to send photoplays to them. We want more writers and we'll gladly teach you w
the secrets of success. : |

We are selling photoplays written by people who *‘never before wrote a line for publication.”’’

Perhaps we can do the same for you. If you can think of only one good idea every week, and

will write it out as directed by us, and it sells for only $25, a low figure,

YOU WILL EARN $100 MONTHLY FORISPARE TIME WORK.

FREE SEND YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS AT ONCE FOR FREE COPY OF
OUR ILLUSTRATED BOOK, “MOVING PICTURE PLAYWRITING "

Don’t hesitate. Don'’t argue. Write now and learn just what this new profession may mea?
for you and your future. :

NATIONAL AUTHORS’
INSTITUTE

1543 Broadway
NEW YORK CITY

[GET THIS CATALOGUE

A sure money maker. Something
new. Sell “Zanol” Concentrated
Extracts for making Whiskies, Liquors and
Cordials at home. Saves over 50 per
cent. of the liquor dealers’ prices. Makes

The Best Ever

issued; Skates, Skati
Boots,,Hocke’y Swezg-
ters, Uniforms, and

the genuine article. A few minutes does
the work. Strictly legitimate. No license
required. Used by Liquor dealers for years.
Sells in either wet or dry territory. Sam
Miller sold over 8,000 packages. Others mak-
ing $6, $12, $25, $50 a week. You can do it.
A big repeater. Small, compact, carry

[

Completc Outfits, week’s aupplfv in pocket. Sample case and E
owshoes,M. . ents outfit free. Fnormous demand. Quick

hivloccasins, sales Large profits. Better be quick. Territory going |

Just send a postal. We will show you an eye opener.

UNIVERSAL IMP'ORT COMPANY

Skis, Toboggans, We gJ
3593Sycamore Stree Cincinnatl, 0.

‘want every Man
Interested in Sports
of any kind to get
our large Free
Catalogue, Prices
r_xgl:t and satisfac-
tion guaranteed.
Immense stock,
prompt shipment.

7,000 acres select farm lands in Manitoba, Canada, in 160
and 480 acre tracts, Some uncultivated with no build{ug! or
improvements, but many under cultivation with houses,
barns, ete., and ready to operate. These farms were care: }
fully selected and picked up at bargain prices as opportunity (

offered. Owner for private reasons is anxious to sell an

wishes to dispose of the entire 7,000 acres to one purchaser
and will make an excegﬂonally low cash price of §14. OF
£2. 16s. per acre. It has been found that scattered tracts are

Yo ubc an save
money by getting
Catalogue to-day.

vastly preferabie to single large bodies of land, as the varyin#
countributory surroundings improve the value of each tract
and the owner is not dependent upon occurrences and effects
in just one locality as would be the case with a single tracts
Good farm lands are rapidly advancing in price and I do not
believe that such and investment opportuuity as this will
ever be presénted in Canada again. It will pay you to inves-
tigate at once. Address Dr. Ralph, 848 Somerset Building:
Winnipeg, Man., Canada,

E=

Protects Corn. " Gives Comfort at Once.
Corn Loosens, Comes Out Root and All.

BLUE-JAY CORN PLASTER

Sold by druggists—rsc. and 25c. per package.
BAUER & BLACK - - Chicago and New York
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As small as your note book
and tells the story better.

Gre '
Vest Pocket

KODAK

A miniature Kodak, so capable that it will convince the experienced
amateur, so simple that it will appeal to the novice. So flat and smooth
and small that it will go readily into a vest pocket, yes, and dainty enough
for milady’s hand bag.

L}
1!
A

‘?\

And the Vest Pocket Kodak is efficient. It is small, almost tiny, but the carefully selected
meniscus achromatic lens insures good work; the Kodak Ball Bearing Shutter with iris dia-
phragm stops and Auto-time Scale give it a scope and range not found except in the highest
grade cameras., Loads in daylight with Kodak film cartridges for eight exposures. Having
a fixed focus it is always ready for quick work. Has reversible brilliant finder. Made of
metal with lustrous black finish. Right in every detail of design and construction. Pictures
156 x 2% inches. Price $7.00.

An important feature is that the quality of the work is so fine, the definition of the lens
so perfect that enlargements may be easily made to any reasonable size, and at small cost—
to post card size (3% x 5)) for instance, at 15 cents.

Actual Size,

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, TORONTO, CAN.

—
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Farsight in car selection

about to purchase is likely to have a factory at all be-
hind it six months hence.

The measure of your pleasure in
motoring depends on the discrimina-
tion you use in purchasing your car.

Not alone should you investigate the worth

of the caritself. You should be particular

about the firm that makes the car. Look a
litle ahead. Ask yourself whether the car you're

Send for Advance Booklet of our 1913 models.

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., LIMIT

Toronto Garage and Salesroom—Cor. Richmond and Church Sts.
Other Branches at St. John, Belleville, Hamilton, L

d

There's sure satisfaction in the choice of a McLaugh-
lin Car. Not only are McLaughlin Cars trustworthy
in themselves, but they come from a factory that has
been producing high-grade cars for five years, and
was making high-grade carriages nearly half a cen-

tury before that—a factory that is the keystone of a big organiza-
tion, with completely equipped sales depots all over Canada.

Winnipeg, Regina, Saskatoon, Calgary, Vancouver.

——
—_—
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Gasoline *X | Air regulating
outlet handle [} . 1 handle on
4 A dash |
— i < 7. 4
Hot air o o T . Section of
collector gasoline tank
f — | 7 Water .
Carburetor, i separating
screen’
Air regulating Drain cock
shutter
— —d =

How this Self - Priming Device
makes cold-weather starting easy

Thef Hupmobile gasoline sy stem—  How the Automatic Primer Operates
Pictured above and explained in oS- L  caeiine is drawn infb the

S 1ct1 1 . cylinders.
the text—shows many distinctive  heavy charge of gasoline inderss

features of motoring convenience o start them in cold o nozzle as a very fine spray,

th , weather. making it easier for the sparl}

at are well worth your notice.  Generally this is “ob- o explode than in the car of
Study especially the hot-air control f2ined by flooding thecar.  gasoline.

4% ' buretor. Or, when still All air passing into the car-

and self-prlmmg dev1ce. more gasoline is needed, buretor at starting 1is drawn

B h ‘by injecting it directly into th‘}"}‘lgh etdhg hfht 2N c"tneqtm

exhaust pipe,

y these you are enabled to start . ofindery Thirthh s L e e

your motor in cold weather almost  relief cocks. way alivoet a8, quickly and
as si in 2 Wehavedone away with  able weather conditions.
e lly o o you o = both of these troublesome Another advantage of the

This device,together with the direct methods by supplying the Hupmobile gasoline supply 1o

. i the location of the tank under
fuel feed ; the gasoline cleansing screen; the Hupmobile carburetor g2 228 G (T4 5o that gaso-

emergency supply ; go to make a system as with an automatic primer. line is positively fed to the car-

D § . . 3 ity, whether on
i hinlats a noa ish. The air supply to the carbu- buretor by gravity,
plete as engineering .skill can accomplish it nontealleT by a shatter, the level or hill,

e lay Stress_on it here because lt iS operated by a handle conven- On its way to the carburetor’

s % iently placed on the dash. the gasoline passes through a
characteristic of the thoughtful and pains- By ticalie: fis- handle the smegn 80 ﬁn}; that the water
taking skill in designing that is evident in uantity and temperature of and dirt are separated fl'otfl it
every detail of Hupmobile construction. the air passing through the car- Just below the screen is a

buretor can be regulated. valve operated by the gasoline

It is but one of many instances We  For starting in cold weather outiet handled, wHich Ea? be 552

can show you to justify our belief that the Hup- ;}:]ed aau' ;}Il:tt:‘e_; ‘;‘e,“yea.’}%cﬂk’sfg in reserve for an emergency.

mobile is, in its class, the best car in the world.

HUPP MOTOR CAR CO., Desk C., Windsor, Ont.

Hupmobile *32” Touring Car, fully equipped, $1150
h~.0. B. Windsor, including equipment of windshield, mo-
‘air top with envelope, Jiffy curtains, quick detachable
Tims, rear shock absorger, gas headlights. %‘resho—lite tank,

lamps, tools and horn, Three speeds forward and re-
Verse, sliding gears. Four cylinder motor, 3%-inch bore
\nd sl.inch stroke; wheelbase 106 inches; 32 x 3%-inch
Tes. Standard color, black, Trimming, black and nickel.

. 3

«32” Roadster, fully equipped, 1150 f.0.b. Windsor
..32:: Delivery. fully e:uipp:d. 1125 f.0.b. Wind:or
20” H.P. Runabout, fully equipped, $850 f.0.b. Windsor
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THE UNIVERSAL CAR

Anyone who has friends has a
friend who has a Ford. There
are now more than a hundred
and sixty thousand Fords in
service—and thousands more in

transit. Its friends have created
for it the unprecedented Ford

demand.

Every third car a Ford—and every Ford user
a Ford ‘“Booster.” New prices—runabout
$675—touring car $750—town car $1000—with .
all equipment, f.o.b. Walkerville. Get catalog
from Ford Motor Company of Canada Limited,
Walkerville, Ontario, Canada.
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RUSSELL-KNIGHT * 28 '’ PASSENGER TOURING MODEL, $3,250

The Car Without Precedent.

Eighteen months ago when we planned this model, we decided to build
a car, anew from the ground up. Tradition, and precedent had no voice

in its design.
the Silent Knight Engine.

Every feature was to be worthy of its master feature—
We have succeeded. The result is

The Russell-Knight “28”

Studious attention to every detail ; the use
of every ounce of power and the elimin-
ation of all superfluous weight, has pro-
duced a car that establishes ultimate
refinement in appearance, comfort, and
simplicity in operation.

The Russell-Knight Engine marks a
positive advance even upon the motor
in the cars of the other licensees of the

Knight Engine.

Under all conditions the Russell-Knight

Self-Starter is guaranteed to start the
engine.

In fact, while other cars may have some
of the devices that make for efficiency,
the Russell-Knight “28" alone has
them all,

A telephone message to the nearest
branch will bring a representative to see

you, or an advance descriptive pamphlet -

will be mailed upon request.

RUSSELL MOTOR CAR COMPANY, LIMITED
WEST TORONTO

Branches at:—Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver, Melbourne, Aust.
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1913

Six-48 h.p.

7-passenger Touring Cor

$2500

f.0.b. Orillia

= -

This new Torpedo-Body “Six” with its deep

Turkish upholstering and Gray & Davis electric cranking
and lighting system is a step ahead of anything yet offered to the

THE “SIX”

Electric Lighting

Electric Cranking
(both Gray & Davis equipment)
Long Stroke Motor
127-inch wheel-base
36 x 4)4 inch Tire
Turkish Cushions
Truffault Hartford
Shock Absorbers

Demountable Rims

Gray & Davis Electric
Lights
Long Stroke Motor
Dual Ignition
Demountable Rims
EXTRA TIRE
carried at rear
Double-drop Frame
115-inch Wheel-base

Floating Type Rear Axle

THE “FOUR”

Investigate these Canadian Cars. Get the 1913 541M

Canadian buyer for 1913. The big features that
spell comfort are there: Large, luxuricus tonneau
comfort for 7 passengers: Hardly a quiver from
the silent, smooth-running cngine: Power—more
than you need. The details are right, too (see the
list). € Building in Canada puts this car on the
market at a fair price. The 357 saved in duty goes
into car value—greater strensth of frame—superior
construction of axles (front, Timken Roller Bearings;
rear, floating type)—exacting inspection and machin-
ing of the motor and running parts.

dhope

The same applies to the 1913 “Four.” On its speci-
fications, finish and equipment, the $1,625 Tudhope
Four should sell at $2,200. It has Gray & Davis
Electric Light system, full elliptic Vanadium steel
springs, large wheels, long wheel-base and a smooth-
running powerful motor.

The equip t of all Tudhope Cars is more than usually complete
and of the highest quality. Every car has a Speedometer, English
Mohair Top, concealed horn, a clear vision windshield and an
EXTRA TIRE, RIM and Cover all carried at rear.

Tudhope Book and see the special values we offer.

THE TUDHOPE MOTOR CO., LIMITED

ORILLIA

CANADA

Branches at Toronto, Ont., Hamilton, Ont., St. John, N.B. Winnipeg, Regina, Saskatoon,
Calgary, Swift Current, Brandon, Lethbridge, Vancouver.

e —
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The Social Season

ing gowns and other fine
costumes, but these garments

Makes heavy demands on even-

can always be kept in good

condition by means of our im-

proved French Dry Cleaning

Methods.

Ask for our New Booklet giving many particulars

regarding Cleaning and Dyeing.

CAN.

Branches and Agencies in all parts of Canada

Il PARKERS DYE WORKS, - TORONTO,
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A guide to be e
frusted when buying

frue quality Silver Ware

N choosing (what is usually the favorite present) (during the
coming Xmas Season), namely “Silverware,” it is no easy
task to determine. Looks may betray. Some Silver plated

Ware is so cleverly finished and (offered) so (temptingly) that its
appearance—a beauty which is only skin deep—is often made the
e only determining factor and the buyer suffers afterwards the
‘f: inconvenience of seeing it wear off and show its lack of lasting value.
%

Wisdom says: Let the reputation of the Manufacturer be your protection.

The Beauty of Standard Silver Ware lies not only in the original and
artistic designs and reasonable prices but unnoticed at first in
the sincere workmanship, the pure hard white metal and the
generous deposit of the finest Sterling Silver.

Guaranteed to Give Satisfaction.

A Reputation has been earned by us by upholding the Standard in high-clasz é
Silver Plated Ware. The merit of our goods is determined by the increase and b
continuance of public approval of ovr poﬁcy “The best at a moderate price” and {2
the popularity of our make we judge by the sales of Standard Silver Ware that #:{
have reached a height never toucged before. Could there be any better proot R
of the superiority of our make. ‘I.‘S

We have this year prepared some exceptionally attractive lines such as
Casserole Goods, Reproductionsof old Sheffield and Old Dutch Designs
and it is well worth your while to see thcm.
EVERY RELIABLE JEWELLER SELLS STANDARD SILVER WARE.
If you cannot gel it, write fo us, we will assist you.
ASK FOR IT AND REMEMBER every piece bearing our name is
manufaclured and guaranteed by

o2
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Easy Chairs and Rockers

Our large illustrated Catalogue No. 18 shows a fine collection

comfortable and artistic chairs and rockers at prices varying from
$2.95 up. Furniture, Rugs, Draperies, Electric Fixtures, Etc.,
for every room in the home—hundreds of photographic cuts show-
ing you exactly what each piece is”like—no exaggeration—
no misrepresentations. Everything priced as low A
as good furnishings g
. can be quoted and

All Priced Freight

Paid to your near-

est station iIn
Ontario.
e

No need to figure, no worry, the Catalogue
price is all you pay.

The Adams Furniture
Co., Limited - TORONTO

Werite for Catalogue No. 18. Sent

" to any address upon request.

Eddy’s Silent Matches

are made of thoroughly dried pine blocks.

The tips, when struck on any surface what-
ever, will light silently and burn steadily
and smoothly without throwing off sparks.

Eddy’s Matches are always full MM count
—ask for them at all good dealers.

The E. B. EDDY COMPANY Limited
HULL, CANADA. Makers of Toilet Papers.
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BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS’
SAUCE

GIVES PIQUANCY AND FLAVOR
TO MEAT, FISH, CURRIES, POULTRY,
SALAD AND CHEESE

THE ORIGINAL
AND GENUINE
WORCESTERSHIRE

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., MONTREAL, CANADIAN AGENTS.
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FEARMAN'S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
@rc than some other
Ham but “Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co., are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

b e

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

PO o s I

P ]
) Bl |

‘@hiclets |

REALLY DELIGHTFUL
Gtye Daintp Mint Cobered
Candp Couted
Chewing Gum

The singer’s tones
are more dulcet, the
speaker’s voice more
clear, when Chiclets
are used to ease and
refresh the mouth and
throat. The refine-
ment of chewing gum
for people of refine-
ment. It’s the pepper-
mint—the frue mint.

Look for the Bird Cards in the

packages. You can secure a.

beautiful Bird Album free.

For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores
5¢. the Ounce and in 5c.,
10c. and 25c. Packets

SEN-SEN CHICLET
COMPANY
Metropolitan Tower
New York
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! PACKED |
' IN ONE’ {
AND TWO

N OTWITHSTANDING THE ABUSE \gR\POUND CANS

ONLY
of coffee by the cereal substi- e

tute people, coffee is still the
breakfast favorite of millions of

ensible people.

Seal Brand jyfc,.o;

that can be

& .
s Procured. SAN BORN
MONTREAL

e another |
case ot

PILSENER LAGER
“The Beer That is Always 0.K.”

The best health-drink for the whole family. Aids digestion and
nourishes the body as it quenches thirst. Relieves fatigue, and invigor-
ates tired nerves and muscles, as it delights the palate.

O’Keefe’'s ““Pilsener’’ Lager is the mildest of stimulating liquid
food—the purest and most delicious of beers.

ORDER A CASE FROM YOUR DEALER.

“The Light Beer in the Light Bottle”
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Dollars
Worth of
Usefulness: A

: full year’s shoul- S
der comfort (guaranteed). Wy #

Specially packed in handsome
box {for Christmas ‘giving

(PRONOUNCED EASY)

HSUSPENDERS

50 at your Dealers or sent post paid
C. anywhere for 50c.

The King Suspender Co.
Toronto

E

PARIS—Grand Hotel Bergere

and Maison Blanche

32.34 RUE BERGERE. Latest Comfort. Terms
Mmoderate. Centre of Business Section. Near
Grands Boulevards and Bourse.

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day

DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT

femoves the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
Straightening the crooked toe. Gives

INSTANT RELIEF and a FINAL
CURE of all bunion pain.
Shields, plasters or shoe
stretchers never cure. Dr. Scholl's
Bunion Right is comfortable, sanitary,
convenient. Guaranteed or monc}l back. 5o cents
each or $1.00 per pair at drug and shoe stores, or

direct from The B. Scholl Manufacturing, Co., 214
King St. E, Toronto. Jlustrated Booklet Free.

SONG POEMS WANTED

WE PAY 50 per cent. Thousands of dollars in sue

4 1 . : ars successful songs. Send

Evbai);ﬂ)lll; Pr;?ﬂ;csé)’ll)‘g%g;ch“l’ﬁ%m?s‘q l:l(;{DAY. Acceptance gumﬁasnteed if
4 R ) N THE O < -

place to secure copyright. Booklet FREE.L AR e e

DUGDALE CO., Dept. 86. WASHINGTON, D. C.

= JRANTONS .15
4 RESERVOIR 5
e NIPEG =
 RESERVOIR PEN
Writes long letter with one filling, Always ready.
No coaxing, No blotting. Best for ruling, manifold-
ing and constant use, Fine or medium points, Sent
ostpaid, 16 for 20¢, 3 doz. 40¢, 6 doz, 75¢, Postal
ote or Money Order, Money back if wanted.

A, D. HASTINGS, Dept. 5, 393 Hargrave St., Winnipeg.
WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
TRY MURINE 5o
EYE REMEDY ¥iicry £ics and

Granulated Eyelids.
Illustrated Book in each Package. Murine is compounded
by our Oculists—not a “Patent Medicine”—but used in
successful Physicians’ Practice for many years, Now dedicated
to the public and sold by Druggists at 25¢-50c per bottle. Murine
Hye Salve in aseptic tubes, 26¢-50c. Murine Eye Remedy Co. 5 Chicage
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Detaching the Domestic Ser-
vice from your Hot Water
Boiler may greatly improve
the Heating; of Your Home

: ANY houses cannot be
= T | comfortably heated in
really cold weather because
a too heavy domestic hot
water coil rests between the
boiler sections and the fire
bed, and deadens the first

impact of the flame.

AELEEE

Our remedy for this
condition is the installation

of an improved Little Giant
Hot Water Heater.

If you did not have
thorough comfort in your

Little Giant Hot Water Heater,
installed for laundry, burns any

kind of fuel and supplies home last winter—and “you
abundance of hot water havs LA to believe
conditions will be no better

for bath,’ laundry this winter, the difficulty may

and Kitchen. most likely be easily, and

cheaply remedied.
Has a flat top to carry a wash boiler and

Consult us about your

grooves in the sides to keep irons hot. heating

TAYLOR-FORBES &y

Makers of ‘‘Sovereign” Hot Water Boilers and Radiators.

TORONTO: 1088 King Street West MONTREAL : 246 Craig Street West
VANCOUVER: 1070 Homer Street WINNIPEG : Vulcan Iron Works
QUEBEC : Mechanics Supply Co. ST. JOHN, N.B., 32 Dock St.,

Head Office, GUELPH, ONT., Works and Foundries
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FOR ALL KINDS OF SERVICE REQUIRING THE
BEST AUTOMATIC, HIGH SPEED ENGINES

NEW e
VERTICAL ENGINE ‘

CATALOG VERTICAL ENCLOSED

ENGINES

Speed just right for direct-con-
nection to Electric Generators and
Turbine Pumps. Close regulation

for Electric Lighting.
International Engineering Works,

Limited
Owners of works formerly of

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., AMHERST, N.S.

Sole Canadian Agents for So. Framingham, Mass.

C. A. PARSONS & CO , Newcastle-on-Tyne DISTRICT {Cnadi-n Express Building, Montreal, R. W. Robb, 'ﬂ:;uer

Turbines, Turbo-Electric Generators, Turbo-Pumps OFFICES il};};l:fﬁ}!ﬁnhfﬂ!ﬂiztzw'{::;x:: vy nl:‘_.. rg:m{: ﬁh‘.‘.?:
and Compressors. Grain Exehange Building, Calgary, J. F. Porter, M.n. 3-99

R0BINSON'S

‘BARLEY

If your baby’sdiges-
tion is not good you
will find ‘ Robin-
son’s Patent Barley”’
indlispensable,

It is Pure. Whole-
some and Conveni=-
ent.
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Put
this in
your pipe
and
smoke it!

DRINGE ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke

Here’s happy days tobacco! Which, in the A B C code, means the pipe smoke that an-
Swers every tobacco question; that settles at double-quick any tobacco argument you or
anybody else starts! On?

And listen! Prince Albert hands outa new deal in flavor, aroma, coolness, sweetness! It's
ong-burning, holds its fire close, and its ashes are dust-fine. “P. A.’s” got gverythmg—yes;
SIr, everything pipe smokers yearned for since Hector was a pup ; everything but the sting!
Prince Albert can’t bite your tongue!

Just isn’t built that way. The sting’s cut out by a patented process. For a fact, it'’s just a XXX-Al
10y smoke! A regular can-tata of tobacco symphony! A good thing to draw to!

Most Canadian dealers now sell Prince Albert tobacco in the tidy 2 oz. tin. If your dealer does
not handle it, tell him to order from his jobber. Leading Canadian jobbers are now supplied.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C., U. S. A.
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“My Winter Suit and My Daughter’s
Best Dress Cost Me $2.20”

“I have used Diamond Dyes for years, but I do think I ought to tell you of what I
did this fall.

**My daughter is 9 years old 4and has begun to go to children’s parties. Ido so want
her to be smartly dressed, and she takes a pride in it herself,

“I saw such a pretty, effective child's dress in the ——— Magazine, sent for the

1 pattern, and then looked over my own clothes. I found a cream
voile dress that was getting out of style. I ripped this up, dyed it
dark blue, bought one yard of white French flannel for 50 cents for
the collar, yoke, cuffs, and trimming, and had no trouble in making
it exactly like the illustration, and it's the smartest little dress she
has ever had.

‘For my own extra suit I made over a white serge, dyed it a
deep brown, using a ———— pattern, and it certainly is a clever
suit. The lining, buttons, and belt and buckle cost me $1.50, so you
see my winter suit and my daughter’s dress cost me just $2.20.
The Diamond Dyes cost me 20 cents, and I have half of one
package left.” Mrs. L. B. Stone

DiamondaDyes

There are two classes of Diamond Dyes—one
for Wool or Silk, the other for Cotton, Linen, or
Mixed Goods. Diamond Dyes for Wool or Silk now
come in Blue envelopes. And, as heretofore, those
for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods are in White
envelopes.

Here’s the Truth About Dyes for
Home Use

g s Our experience of over thirty years has proven
M“S; s 53"32&‘,3""" that no one dye will successfully color every fabric.

e There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre
fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics.

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vege-
table fibre fabrics. “Union” or “Mixed” goods are 60% to 80% Cotton
—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics.

Vegetable fibres require one class of dye, and animal fibres another
and radically different class of dye. As proof—we call attention to the
fact that manufacturers of woolen goods use one class of dye, while manu- b
facturers of cotton goods use an entirely different class of dye. Made over from a coean

voile dyed dark blue
DO NOT BE DECEIVED

For these reasons we manufacture one class of Diamond Dyes for coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, and

another class of Diamond Dies for coloring Wool or Silk, so that you may obtain the very best results on
VERY fabric.

REMEMBER: To get the best possible results in coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, use the Diamond

Dyes factured especially for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods.

AND REMEMBER : To get the best possible results in coloring Wool or Silk, use the Diamond Dyes manu-
factured especially for Wool or Silk.

Diamond Dyes are sold at the uniform price of 10c per package.
Just Out—Sent Free—New Edition 1912-1913—Diamond Dye Annual

This book is full of dress secrets, how to do almost magical things about the home, etc.,
etc. Send us your dealer's name and address—tell us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes.
We will then send you this famous book of helps, the Diamond Dye Annual, a copy of the
Direction Book, and 36 samples of Dyed Cloth —Free.

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED, 200 MOUNTAIN ST., MONTREAL, QUE.

—




A crackerjack
of a Christmas present

Remember when you were a
kid? The presents that were all
shiny and bright and that*“worked!”

eren’t they the ones that you
were proudest of P

Something for your room—something
You could use all year—something like
i¢ people had in their rooms. The sen-
Sible presents appealed to you best when
You were a kid. Think back a bit
and see. Then think of Big Ben for
those boys and girls.

Toys, of course, should never be dis-
‘Placed. It wouldn’t be Christmas with-
out them. But mix in useful things—
things that develop pride and that make
tlttle people feel responsible. Give
em presents to live up to and to live up

with. Don’t make the mistake of think-
ing they don’t feel the compliment.

Let one thing that meets the eye of
your little boy and girl on Christmas
Morning be that triple nickel-plated,
1o_lly, handsome, pleasant looking, ser-
viceable, and inspiring clock—Big Ben.
See if you don’t hear them say: ‘“Why!
Isn’t that a crackerjack! Is that for me
to use myself P’

Big Ben is a crackerjack-of-a-Christmas-present to give to
any friend. He’s two presents in one, a dandy alarm to wake
up with, a dandy clock to tell time a/l day by. He stands seven
inches tall. He’s got an inner vest of steel that insures him for
life—big, bold, black hands you can see at a glance in the dim
morning light without ever having to get out of bed—large comty
keys that almost wind themselves and a deep, jolly ring that
calls just when you want, and either way you want, five straight
minutes or every other half minute for ten minutes unless you flag
him off.

Big Ben is sold by 5,000 Canadian dealers. His price is
$3.00 anywhere. If you cannot find him at your dealer’s, a
money order mailed to his designers, Westclox, La Salle,
Illinois, will send him when and wherever you say, attractively
boxed and express charges paid.




The Absurd
Man

If you are ‘“‘going down” a little—lack
power and -vigor to ‘“do things”—your
food does not properly supply the need.

never changes.

Change !

Grape-N uth :

Furnishes the elements that the system
must have to make bone, muscle, and the
gray matter in brain and nerve centres.

10 days’ trial shows one that feeling of
reserve strength so essential to success.

“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont.

It’s Baker’s
and

It’s Delicious

' Made by a
perfect me-
chanical

{ process
ﬁ from high

grade cocoa
beans, sci-

entifically
Wk wpoorieaned blended, it
N\ is of the

finest quality, full strength and

absolutely pure and healthful.

Bold‘in 1/51b., 1/41b., 1/2 1b. and 1 Ib.
cans, net weight.

Booklet of Choice Recipes Sent Free
WALTER BAKER & CO. LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1780

MONTREAL, CAN. DORCHESTER, MASS.

The tooth paste with the new flavor.

It whitens and preserves the teeth,
sweetens the breath by itsrefreshing
flavor and exerts a stimulating and :
hardening influence upon the gums, o

25 cents—All Dealers.

JOHN TAYLOR & CO, LTD. - TORONTO

Oldest and Largest Perfumers and
Toilet Soap Makers in Canada.

A Half Inch of Cream
A Few Movements of the Brush
A Perfect Lather

9y .
Mennen’s Shaving Cream
“‘ The Perfect Shaving Medium”’

Applied directly on the face—lathersfreely and
instantly. Contains no free caustic and absolutely
will not dry on nor smart the face—softens the
beard without the usual ‘‘rubbing-in"’ with the
fingers-extremely economical-100 shaves per
tube—no waste—sanitary—antiseptic.

Mennen’s Shaving Cream 18 not the hasty
product of a day, but the result of three years
careful investigation and experimenting.

The name Mennen is behind
the cream

For sale everywhere, 25¢.
Sample Tube, Free

GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY

ewar! .J.
Makers of the celobrated Mennen's
Toilet Powder-

T. H. Best PRINTING Co., Limrrep, ToroNTO, CAN




