' X ‘// ﬂ Nt

( Sk‘
Q!:’”
“’,’/"4




PERFEGCT
DELIGAQRY,

in Tin Boxes

MOONEY'S
SUGAR WAPERS




muey

m JMWWW\MMW@@

Wiy saeaX

= s

VBl

A woman’s
looks count
for so much
more than a
man’s in the
sum of life,
that she owes
it to herself
to do all that
she reason-
ably can to
preserve, and
if possible enhance, wha
person nature may have en

To this end—

Pears’ Soap

The Great English Complexion Soap

the purest and best toilet soap ever manufac-
tured contributes in an eminent degree. Its
dainty emollient action softens an_d.reﬁnes the
skin and keeps it in a healthy condition.

It is Matchless for the Complexion

tever grace and charm of
dowed her with.
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Interesting Facts about the World’s Greatest Hotel

) HIS mammoth hotel—easily the Or Some 80,000 pieces per week.
largestin Europe——stands on 2% The great kitchens which cater for the
acres of ground. large population of this small town

Its tastefully furnished and quietly require a staff of 120,—in the persons
of bakers, pastrycooks, butchers, cooks,

| situated bedrooms can accommodate
850 guests. The bathrooms number etc.
400, and altogether there are over 1,200 The magnificent new Palm Court, a

apartments of various kinds. lofty and noble hall, has recently been
The public restaurants are among the built on the site of the old Courtyard
in the Strand. This is decorated in

finest in the world, and the Banqueting >
Halls can seat 2,500 persons. the Louis Quatorze style, and accom-
modates guests to the number of €00.

) Tixlc CI:ECIL is independent of munici- A gkilled orchestra performs afternoon
gun]? 256(;' ?glp}f)ly, ha;/l%ng its own wells, and evening, and refreshments of a

ey Sl rom which, with its own  Jjo}¢ nature are served, thus constitut-
pgr::tu o machinery, it obtains the jny the Cecil Palm Court the most
water in London. refreshing and delightful lounge in

;I;hls_twon;iqrful hotel makes its own London.

ice, its refrigerating machinery yield- pere is a floor at the Cecil known as

glngl :éno(fn.ltp‘;t of some 6 tons daily. At ¢he Indian Floor. The Smoking Room,

s d(:ﬁe'- f?“t’f, bfy no means rare American Bar and Grill Room are all

D et (’)fl 0‘3 ; 'Sre e alwags md}‘:" daintily decorated in pure Indian style,

S ele of thi side sources for the .4 these apartments offer a peculiar
PpPLy is very necessary luxury. genge of Eastern luxury and restfulness

‘The CECIL has its own electric light to the tired visitor sated with the

iI>1&}IEIt—the laTr%est private installation fatiguing ardours of ‘‘doing’’ London.
n Europe. e hotel is therefore in- :

: A notable feature of the world's great-

dependent of the public supply- est hotel is its tariff. This is no more

The CECIL maintains, on the premises, expensive than the tariffs of lesser es-
its own laundry, employing a laundry tablishments. Meals in the charming

staff of some 80 persons. Guests can Empire Restaurants can be had at

give out their linen over-night, and PRIX-FIXE, and single bedrooms or

have it got up ready for donning Inthe the most elaborate suite are available
morning, This laundry is responsible at modest tariffs,

Ask at the Travel Bureau of this Magazine for copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet.
ies of the Hotel’s interior,

This shows, by text and illustration, some of the luxuri g
its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a variety
Ef gt(élneral information that will be found very useful to the intending visitor to

ondon.
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ocroser CANADIAN

ONTARIO AND QUEBEC

By M. 0. HAMMOND

An arresting Study of Opinions and Backgrounds, and a setious effort to explain
the misunderstanding and mistrust that exists between the people of the two
greatest Canadian Provinces.

THE SPIRIT OF TRAVEL

By BRITTON B. COOKE

A Stirring Pageant in words, depicting the Spirit that Animated the First
Traveller and that animates us to-day. Beautifully decorative drawings by

J. E. H. Macdonald.

THE HONOURABLE ADAM FERGUSSON

By C. J. BOYLEN

A missing Chapter from Canadian History—Sketch of a man who did an
immense amount of good for Agriculture in Ontario.

THE PEACE COMING AFTER

A timely historical article, founded on the Treaty of Ghent. It provides a basis
for an intelligent appreciation of the coming celebration of the Peace Centenary.

A splendid collection of short stories, including “The Bear’s Face,” ty Charles
G. D. Roberts; striking articles, with two-colour reproductions of Paintings by
outstanding Canadian Painters.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. : : -
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ESTABLISHED 1791

Horrockses

LONGCLOTHS, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths.

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

SHEETINGS,
Ready-Made Sheets.

(Plain and Hemstitched).

See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.

THETEST OFTIME

B |{ FLANNELETTES

(79!
| of the Highest Quality.

See Horrockses' name on Selvedge.

7%, Assured Interest

Particulars regarding the Profit Sharing Bonds of a successful, well organized
Company, will be gladly furnished on request. These Bonds yield 77/ and offer
good possibilities of still further returns. Interest cheques mailed to investors

twice a year.

National Securities Corporation
Ll

IMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING - TORONTO, ONTARIO
e -
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s NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE

REQUIRE
2B MATELLIG P WU B BC e
N L S STRETSJ:FS'” for One Shilling (25c.) from the Inventors.

Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or
7&9 Sr. BRIDIEC§T. ENGLAND

_COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LT0. _ Lonon
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cream.

established a reputation of its own.’

//’/%'/////////////////W/////’/////’

\\\\ R AR \'\\\\

For Indigestion —
BENGER'S FooD

Indigestion, whether resulting from dietary
indiscretion, mental or physical strain, general
debility or advanced age, is quickly relieved by
a period of *'Digestive Rest”—most effectively
obtained by the use of Benger’s Food.

Benger’s Food gives * Digestive Rest” while
completely supplying bodlly nourishment. Thus those
to whom ordinary food
comforting and refreshing, and fully sustaining
promotes a high state of bodily nutrition, and in this way assists
nature in the quick restoration of health. Benger's Food is

7 For Infants, Invalids, ad the Aged.

Benger's Food forms with milk a dainty, delicious and highly nutritive
Infants thrive upon it, delicate and aged persons enjoy it.

The British Medical Journal says :—*Benger’s Food has, by its excellence,

Booklets and Samples may be obtained post free from the Manufacturers—
BENGER’S FOOD LTD., Otter Works,
or from their Wholesale Agents in Canada:—

The National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd,, Montreal, or any of their Branches at

\\\\\\ A\ \\\\\\\\\\ \\
N \\\\ ITHTRNtR \\\ N
\\\\\\ R \\‘N\&

gives pain, find it at once
It

MANCHESTER, ENGLAND.

¢’/////////////'////////WW/ ///%//W///W//////////////////,

Halifax N.S. Winnipeg Man. Vancouver, B.C. Nelson B.C.
St. John, N.S. Toronto, Ont. Victoria, B.C. Ottawa, Ont.
London, Ont. Hamilton, Ont. Calgary, Alta. Regina, Sask. ~
through whom supphcs may be obtained. BosC ik
\ \\\\\\\ \\ Y \% \\ \\\\\\M\ \\\\\\\\\\\\\\\“\\\\‘\% \Q§
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Oakey’s
- SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

9
Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON’’ BLACK LEAD
Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, Lond Eng., S.E.

is the new
Sauce imported

from England.

It is made by blending to-
gether the most delicious
Oriental fruits and spices,
with Pure Malt Vinegar by a
secret process.

The Grocers and Stores over
here are already selling H.P.
Sauce.

Buy a bottle to-day |

PR~
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Before You Decide on Your

Fall and Winter Clothing

Ask us to send you—postage paid—Samples of our
high grade ‘“Old Country " Suitings, Overcoatings,
Dress Fabrics, Flannels, etc. -

We supply thousands of Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada and other

arts of the world, and have been honoured with 27 Royal and
mperial Warrants of Appointment by the crowned heads of Europe

for the excellence of our Fabrics.

THE HALL MARK OF

%9
By Appoint-
WL ment to H.M.
INTRINSIC \VORTH the Queen.
¢
' Our Pure Wool “Royal” Navy Serges
Are Clothing Fabrics which have iven great satisfaction for 40
years., They are especially suitable for Fall and Winter Costumes
and Suits as they possess those inherent warmth-retaining properties
so necessary for comfort and protection.
Prices from 49 cts. to $3.40 per yard, double width, in many qualities
for Ladies’, Gentlemen's and Children's wear.
Costumes, Suits, Overcoats, etc.
No. 99 made to measure by an expert staff.
Sut Samiles, Price Lists, Style Plates, Measuremen
:nlnts made to order as Blanks, etc., mailed on request, postage paid.
L]_ustratmn (or in Cana- Cosﬁumcs made tlg mcac’ure
ian style) in ‘“ Royal” asillustration in Pure Wool
£ avy Serge Coatinog}saor E G E R To N B U R N ET T’ l" t d’ “Royal” Navy Serges]
fashionable Tweeds, from R. W. WAREHOUSE i o ot -
i WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND. ot R
ISIMPLIFIES,
|sOLDERING]
The Soulful Sighs!
He can’t do right,
Hard though he (ries,
Without Fluxite. y
A Metal articles are easily repaired or made with
Does not disturb the liver or
kidneys, and its effectiveness
| does not wear off by regular use.
N IN SMALL TABLETS OF PLEASANT FLAVOUR. I the paste flux that l
i Of Druggists, 30 c. per box (or postage paid 48 SI M PLI FI Es so LnERI N G
for 35 c. direct) from
AND LEAD-JOINTING.
’ .
LYMAN’S, Ltd., With a little Fluxite the solder grips like magic, even
474, ST. PAUL STREET, on dirty metals. Both Amateurs and Mechanics use it.
MONTREAL. Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.
p Sl e e
THE * FLUXITE ” SOLDERING SET
i sial ** small-space” Soldering Iron, a
%’%ngﬁle‘:sBliws- e:::p, Fluxite, Solder, etc., and a pamphlet
on “ Soldering Work.'
Sample Set, post paid direct $1.32.
Auto-Controller Co., 266 Vienna Rd., Bermondsey, England.
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The London Glove Company

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

LADIES’

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

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

The ‘“Canadian” Buck
finish Gloves, in Tan, Grey or
White, an excellent wearing,
British made glove, 3 Buttons,
95c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.80

j

LADIES’

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

Washable Doeskinin Pure White,
6 Button length saxe, with Elastic
at wrist, as illustration, 68c. per
pair, 3 pairs for $1.95.

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

MOUSQUETAIRE
10 Button length Mousquetaire
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural Co-
our, splendidly made and finished. 71c.
per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07.

‘The Superior
British
Made), in Tan Shades, Spear Points,
Prixseam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,

71c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07.

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

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

“Connaught”
Quality Cape Gloves

MEN’S GLOVES

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

Ditto extra stout, hand-
sewn, 1 Button, 73e. per
pair, 8 pairs for $2.13.

The ‘“‘Canad
Buck finish, a splendid wear
ing glove, in Tan_or Grey
{vrixsga;m sewn, 1 Press But’
on, 95¢. per pair, 3 pairs
for $2.80. >

‘The Arlington, Tan
Cape Gloves, medium
weight, Spear Points, Pique
Sewn, 1 Press Button, 79¢.

per pair, 3 pairs for $2.31.

SILK GLOVES

With Invisible Double
Finger Tips
oRich Quality Melan-
ese Silk, (British Made),
in Black, White, Cream,
Greys, Pastel, Beavers
and Navy, 2 Press But-

tons, 44c. per pair.

12 Button length
Mousquetaire ditto in
Black, White or Cream,
73c. per pair.

16 Button length ditto,
85c¢. per pair.

LADIES’ UNDERWEAR

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

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

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

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

High Neck, Short Sleeves, Slender, or

Medium Sizes, $2.42, O utsize, $2.66.

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

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

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

General Post Oﬁice, London, Englan

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

LADIES’ HOSIERY

The L. G. Co’s. Celebrated

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

“THE INVINCI”
HOLE-PROOF CASHMERE

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

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

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

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

LISLE THREAD, with Embroidered
Silk Clox as illustration, in Black, Tans and
Shoe Bronze, 53c. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.52.

Address
all Orders
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SHAVING

SHAVING
POWDER

THE equivalent of Royal
Vinolia Shaving Stick in
powderform. Many gentle-
men prefer it as more con-
venient and time-saving.
Sprinkle a little of the pow-
der on your wet brush—the
soapinstantly dissolvesan

you rub the creamy, soft,
{uxurious lather into the beard
the moment you begin. Itis a
revelation of shaving comfort,

On sale at all druggists

In handsome enamelled
tin container, with special

STICK

SHAVING Luxury,
giving a creamy
lather, not drying on the
face, but refreshing and
soothing and stimulating
to the skin. Works readily
with either hot or cold
water. Assures a smooth,
pleasurable shave.

Put up in a handsome nickel
box, fit for the finest dressing
table, price 25 cents.

shaker top, 25 cents.

VINOLIA COMPANY LIMITED

LONDON

PARIS

TORONTO

133
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A FOREWORD

TrE OTTAWA JOURNAL SAID RECENTLY: ‘‘A BAND OF YOUNGER MEN
HAS ARISEN, KEENLY INTERESTED IN THE ARTS—IN SOUND, IN COLOUR, AND
SUAVENESS—IN MUSIC, PAINTING, AND POETRY. VITUPERATION HAS LITTLE
SCOPE IN THEIR CREATIVE CRITICISM. THEY SEEK RATHER TO POINT A WAY,
TO BLAZE A TRAIL THROUGH THE WILDS OF WHAT HAS BEEN WRITTEN,
PAINTED, AND PLAYED IN CANADA. THE BEST OF THEIR WORK IS APPEAR-
NG IN THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE. THEIR LEADER IS UNDOUBTEDLY Dr.
J. D. LOGAN, THE DRAMATIC AND MUSICAL CRITIC OF THE ToroNTO NEWS.”
READERS MAY ASSUME THEREFORE THAT DR. LOGAN’S ARTICLE, ‘‘ CANADIAN
CrEATIVE COMPOSERS,’”’ WHICH APPEARS IN THIS NUMBER, IS FROM THE
PEN OF AN AUTHORITY, A METROPOLITAN CRITIC OF ACKNOWLEDGED DIGNITY
. AND SERIOUSNESS. MR. WILFRED CAMPBELL’S HISTORICAL SKETCH OF “THE
HigHLAND SoCIETY OF CANADA’’ WILL BE READ WITH PROFOUND INTEREST,
AND THIS OUTSTANDING WRITER HAS PROMISED FURTHER ARTICLES OF HIS-
TORIOAL SIGNIFICANCE. THE MATERIAL FOR HER SKETCH MRS. MACKAY
FOUND IN THE RECOLLECTIONS OF MRS, PRENTISS, AN AGED LADY LIVING
IN VANCOUVER, THE FIRST AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT OF HOW Sik WILLIAM
Vax HORNE ACTUALLY BUILT HIS RAILWAY IN CUBA IS, ALTHOUGH IT
READS LIKE A ROMANCE, THE WORK OF A CAREFUL AND CONSCIENTIOUS JOUR-
NALIST OF MONTREAL, AS AN OFFSET TO IT IN INTEREST, READ MR. AmMY '8
SKETCH OF SWIFT, THE ‘‘ PRECOCIOUS PIONEER.’’ Mz. MUDDIMAN DESERVES
PRAISE FOR HIS FINE TRANSLATION OF A VERY FINE PIECE OF FICTION—
«Pgy Brinp MaN’s BROTHER.”” THE VERSE CONTRIBUTIONS ARE FROM

Mz. HAVERSON AND MR. READE, TWO YOUNG TORONTO JOURNALISTS, AND

Miss MONTGOMERY, AUTHOR OF ‘¢ ANNE OF GREEN (ABLES’’ ETC.

e o e
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Are just ideal
where nourishment,
warmth, and ease of
preparation count,

¥ Contents of one packet make :

a quart of rich, delicious
soup, a plateful of which,
with bread, offers a delicious

ff and sustaining meal.

= | There are eleven varieties,
§ each distinctive, each de-
H lightful,

“nlljutawny Tomato Green Pea
Lentil ea Celery
Onlgn Ox Tail Scotch Broth
White Vegetable Mock Turtle

Ontario Agents:
F, E, ROBSON & CO., Ltd, Rye?
26 Front Street East
Toronto

CANADIAN = MAGAZINE ADYERTISﬁERﬁ

s  BEETHAM'S W
a-TOx

Obtainable from all Stores & Chemists
M.BEETHAM&SON, CHELTENHAM, ENG.

The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
If you value your good looks and desire a
perfect complexion, you must use Beetham’s
La-rola. It possesses unequalled qualities for
imparting a youthful appearance to.the skin
and complexion of its users. La-rola is delicate
and fragrant, quite greaseless, and is very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

)

( —‘}é A cup of ‘Camp’ in the
e

‘§ middle of the morn-

A minute to make — just
‘Camp,’ boiling water, sugar,
amp'Cofie ik —and you are ready,
s delicious ! g
refreshed, to start again.

CAMP

COFFEE

Get a bottle to-day.

R. Paterson & Sons, L#d
Coffee Specialists,
Glasgow
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Faculty of 100 “
Specialists
Women’s
Residences

Re-opens on

Tuesday,
2nd September
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC ‘

A. S. Vogt, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
YEAR BOOK for 1913-14 will be mailed on application.

Special Calendar for School of Expression

n Upper School prepares boys for the
Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres. Sg
The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911. ; 4
| REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L.. Principal:

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate.

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

| BRANKSOME | _
T2 B v

10 ELM AVE., ROSEDALE. TORONTO

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE A

(Affiliated to McGill University.)
83 SIMPSON STREET, MN TEFEAL.

For the Higher Education of Young Women, with

A Residential & Day School for Girls
Hon. Principal, Miss M. T. SCOTT.
Principal, Miss EDITH M. READ, M.A.

Preparation for the University and for Examinations in

Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly

efficient staff. Large playgrounds. Outdoor games.—

Tennis, Basketball, Rink. ealthful locality.

Primary School for Day Pupils.
Autumn Term will begin Sept. 11th.

For prospectus apply to the secretary.

Preparatory Department for Girls under 13 years of age.
President—Rev. James Barclay, D.D., LL.D. Vice-Presi-
dent—Ven. J. G. Nerton, D.D., Archdeacon of Montreal.
Principal—Miss Charlotte S. Hardy, M. A., Cambridge.

The Institute will re-open TUESDAY, 16th Sep-
tember, at NOON. Entrance Examinations for new
scholars will be held at the School on Saturday, 13th
September, at 10 o'clock a.m.

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Principal, or to A. F.
RIDDELL, Secretary, North British Mercantile Building,
80 St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal,

s
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Blendbawr

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

Principe] —MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, Englanc
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games, Rink.

School Re-Opens} September"11th.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART.

e | Trinity ' College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865 _
Lake Ontario with

i ithy situation overlooking :
EerZ‘:;fsuLHI‘:ﬁaing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
d Rink. R
Sz:zrgrcp::ed tor the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.
For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—
REV. F. CRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban'’s School, Brockville).
Next Term begins September 11th.

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

M t inel This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-

positioil; is cé:ﬁigf bz‘:l{? ?n t?.‘t; ;r;yﬂ?: pl:(‘;?:;?;:: roundings are healt}?fgl and the bl)xildings }up-ttydate.

and in business, have been educated at Bishop's sanitary and well ventilated.

College School. [ W Boys are p;eri’ared forllfl.l\")l.c.. Kifr%g:sto?, tth;%
1 B.C.S. idat » jculation i the niversities and business life by an efficient sta

RO)'gil M}izligirsy chﬂglgiakisng;zoﬁl{a;l;;?:ehnOn ol of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-

the head boy taking fourth place. sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMA TION, Etc., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.

d successfully,
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mestminster
aollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Education.

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

Calendar mailed on request.

Jonn A. PATERSON, K.C., President.
Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

i S

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1913-14 on the 14th.
October, 1913.

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

—

—

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

P&~ Special Discounts to out of town Customers.
Trade discount to Dealers.

We are Agents for— 3
CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)

MEDICI PRINTS (Medici Society)

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

* ARTISTS SUPPLY (CO. 77 YORK STREET

—

n

.
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FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR

Bishop
St h A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.
r ac an Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Aurts,
M d Painting,

usic an

SCh OOI President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Principal - MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal - MISS NATION
WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
RANCH JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL

Also 423 Avenue Road—A B
Kindergarten, Preparatory and Lower School classes under well-qualified mistresses.
Reopens Wednesday, September 10th, for Resident Pupils, and Thursday, September 11th, for Day Pupils.

A3 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 Comservatory of
Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director.
For announcement and information address the Prin-

cipal
P MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

ROCKCLIFFE PARK

AShblIl'y COllege OTTAWA, ONT.

RESIDENT AND DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS !
Modern fireproof buildings. Ten acres playin fields. Pure water suppl
artesian yvell. Gymnasium, C%)apel. Sy Supply. Srom)
S Special preparation for R.M.C., Universities, and Royal Canadian Navy, at all of which the
chool has obtained many recent successes.
Junior Department for little boys.
For Calendar apply——REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A., (Oxon.)
HEADMASTER.

WILL RE OPEN SEPTEMBER r1oth, 1913

—

O And Ontario Conservatory of Music and
NT ARIO Art, Whitby, Canada, Stands For Effi-

cient and Cultured Young Womanhood
The new $25,000 Gymnasium, with swimminé pool, etc., together

’ with a large and attractive campus, affords facilities for Scientific
Physical Education unequalled in any Ladies’ School in this
country. The strength of the staff may be judged from the fact

that Seven University Graduates, all Specialists in their sub-
n in the Literary Department. All the

jects, give instructio:
other Departments are equally well provided for. Send for new
illustrated Calendar to

REV. J. J. HARE, PH. D., Principal

SCHOOL
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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. PE,
VLOWER SCHOOLS. Caléndar sent on application. : SRR aryA::t:;f:ln 'I'grm ‘él:ln:-
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., HEADMASTER mences Sept. 11th.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

149 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls
Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Di

ckson

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

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

Ball,

\

C
>
&
4 /////é;}i//)
E
5
Q

PN N

Successes :
1st place McGill Scienc
Head Master: Matric. in 1910 and 1912.

C.S. Fosbery, M.A. ST
MONTREAL Sept. 10 at 9 a.m.

-

© a3}
TORONTO

COLLEGE OF MUSIC

LiMITED

12-14 PEMBROKE. STREET

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

COLLEGE RE-OPENS
SEPTEMBER 2nd, 1913

Send for new Calendar and Syllabus.

R

Y
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1 SHOULD 8 EDUCAJED 70 S UPPORT THEMSELVES,
g Give :them 6 months or a year in one of our schools to enjoy the advantages
of a thorough Business Course and their success is assured.
g We are constantly training young people for business situations and are send-
ing them out into appointments at good salaries.
‘ q The cost for a Course of 6 months includes $60 for fees, $10 for supplies and
: $120 for living expenses—say $200—a small investment for big results.
¢ Students admitted any school day in the year. Get our catalogue in the mean-
time and plan to send your boy or girl to us.
q Address W. H. Shaw, President, Shaw’s Schools, Toronto. Head Office at
Central Business College, Yonge and Gerrard Streets.
! A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls
’ ’
st. Alban’s Ladies Qollege
PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan Ry

President—The Right Rev. The

Regular Oourse of Study—Thsat laid down by the
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for the
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examina-
tion of the Toronto Oonservatory of Music, 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.

A large new wing will be opened in the Autumn.

For lllustrated Booklet (all information) apply to Lady Principal

-

Short-Story Writing

COURSE of forty iessons in the his- One student writes: ““J know that you
tory, form, structure, and writing of the will be pleased when 1 tell you that 1 have
for $125 from ‘Every-

Short-Story taught- by Dr. J. Berg : ;

§ Jjust received a check

Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’s Magazine.  3,7,7s* for a humorous story. They ask
Story-writers must be made as wellas born;  for more. I am feeling very happy, and

ster the details of construction  yery grateful to Dr. Esenwein. X

they must ma
if they wou'A turn their talents to account. i i iy
= e also offer course -
My R R st o i G ing, Versification and Poetics, J ournalism;
Hundred Home Study

dta(?tg?axx:l dgrﬁduates who ha\ie suc- jng. 1 over: One
ceede the s ss their letters

oSS e i S R ! S e
accepted manuscripts and checks from gﬁllll;\gl;d. rown, »

editors.
250-Page Catalog Free. Please Address

THE HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Dept. 293, Springfield, Mass.

&emnin

N e el
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HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

JARVIS STREET TORONTO

PRINCIPAL . - MISS KNOX

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

HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL COLLEGE HEIGHTS, TORONTO.
JUNIOR SCHOOL

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

For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.
SCHOOL WILL RE-OPEN ON SEpPT. 17. R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.

Stanstead College

A Residential School for Boys and
Girls. Students prepared for the Uni-
versity and Military College. Thorough
courses in English, Music, Business,
Household Science and Manual Training.

Affiliated with the Toronto College
of Music and McGill University.

_ Situation, beautiful and healthful,
with large campus and good gymasium.

For Prospectus write to—
G. J. Trueman, M.A., Principal
Stanstead, Que.

Fall Term opens September 1 1th, 1913

The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal
Military College of Oanada. 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 Oollege is organized on a strictly military basis, the Oadets receive a practical and
scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education,

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
heslth 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 914 months each.

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

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

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.
4_/
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MOULTON COLLEGE

A high grade Residential School
for Girls and Young Women

Courses—
MATRICULATION
ENGLISH
MUSIC
ART

Careful Training under Qualified
Teachers.

FALL TERM OPENS SEPT. 10th

Write for Prospectus and Special
Information to
THE PRINCIPAL,
Moulton College
34 Bloor St. East - Toronto

—
—
e ——
[ —

The ‘Right’ Start spells “Success’

¢ start. Give him an opportunity of
proper conditions. 'We emphasise the
in very many instances, they are

Give that boy of yours the righ.
acquiring a college education under

ning education because,

conditions gover
ation in itself.

far more important than the educ

WOODSTOCK COLLEGE

s well as an educational institution of national
l/, Manual and Physical training—all
an efficiency very beneficial to the
The teachers are university gradu-

is @ christian college home 2
importance. It offers Intellectua

conducted with a thoroughness 'and
is varied.

student. The curriculum 1 ! ; v
ates and thoroughly practiced. The climate and situation of the college
are both ideal, The buildings ar€ substantial—the class rooms and dor-
mitories cheerful, well lighted and cmnfo?'table. The fees are reasonable.
Write the Principal for Calendar and particulars. College re-opens Sept. 2.

A. T. MacNEILL, B. A.
W oodstock College - - W oodstock, On%
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UPPER
CANADA
COLLEGE

TORONTO

Premier Boys’ School of Canada

= %

FOR BOY
AND GIRL

ALL TERM

A RESIDENT SCHOOL. PREPARATORY, COMMERCIAL
AND COLLEGIATE COURSES. MUSIC AND ART,

Newly built and equipped, ideal site, easy access trom
Toronto. Full information in illustrated year book.

Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Write:—W. P. Firth, M.A., D.Sc., Principal,
GOVERNOR OF UPPER CANADA.

S

Senior and Preparatory Schools in separate modern
buildings.

50 acres playing and athletic fields, with rinks,
gymnasium and full equipment.

Specially constructed detached infirmary, with resi-
dent nurse.

Summer Camp at Lake Temagami, conducted by
the Physical Instructor of the College, trains boys
to take care of themselves in the open.

SUCCESSES 1912— Scholarships 2, Honours
(Matriculation) 23, Pass Matriculation 12, Royal
Military College Passes 5.

All particulars and historical sketch on application.

Autumn term begins September 11th, 1913,
10 am. Boarders return on the 10th.

Arnold Morphy, Bursar

Remarkable improvement in the art by an expert—
not a mere theorist. Speed capacity beyond reach
of the hand. Wonderfully simple—easy to use—easy
toread. Is being used in the service of the

.
U. S. Government, in Court Reporting,
in the offices of largest corporations and firms in the
land. Entire system can be learned in 7 days; then
you practice for speed.

REMINGTON BUSINESS COLLEGE [} ., =i $100,000.00

“I want shorthand as a tion and as a
high-salaried positions.”’

And we will at_once send full proof and particulars and
quote fee for teaching you the system In Yﬂll:l‘ Own Home.
Paragon Shorthand
Institute

269 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

Thorough courses in
Book-keeping, Shorthand, Typewrit-
ing and all kindred subjects. Gradu-
ates successfully placed. Catalog free.

1475 Camp St.,New Orleans,La.

Newmarket, Ont. =

=
=
=

;%Ti_ﬁﬁ.

The Dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression
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 Univers‘ig' and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location. Outdoor games and }})lhysical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, T
ter, who for twelve years mu%]ht in the School with marked success.
Voiece culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress. College Re-opens September 17th.

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

eory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis- :

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

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

Calendar and Particulars promptly sent on application.

REV.W. D. ARMSTRONG, M. A., Ph. H,, D. D., President.
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ES{Kelorazo0 Point Nomber Four
The Kalamaz® a l

Lase Leaf Binder
has great
expanswn

21
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Expansion is an important feature in
a Loose Leaf Ledger One binder
s “said to be superior to another in
that it has greater expansion.

The “Kalamazoo™ binder, however,
s ina class by itself. Its expansmn
is practically unlimited, and it is the
only binder that will hold one sheet
or five inches of sheets and hold every
one as firmly as in a bound book.

Other binders have to be filled to
a certain thickness in order to be
}Norkable. The “Kalamazoo™ holds
Just as few or as many sheets as one
Yequires, whether fifty sheets or one
thousand, 2 =

——

BOOklet ‘C.M. descnbmg the binder, may
be had for the asking. = g

Limited

E‘Warwick Bros. & Rutter| pe

Loose Lea%Aocount- z IS(;%%“% / l

a CTS
Toronto

18 streh

DEBENTURES

ISSUED
In Sums of $100 and upwards

for terms of one or more years

INTEREST PAID
HALF-YEARLY.

Interest computed from the date
on which money is received, at
a rate varying according to the
term for which the debenture

is 1ssued.

These Debentures are a
Legal Investment for
Trust Funds

They are a favorite investment of
Benevolent and Fraternal Institutions,
and of British and Canadian Fire and
Life Assurance Companies, largely
for deposit with the Canadian Gov-
ernment, being held by such institu-
tions to the amount of more than

ONE MILLION DOLLARS.

We shall be glad to mail a specimen deben-
ture, copy of Annual Report, and any
further information desired to anyone sending
us their address.

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

TORONTO STREET - TORONTO
ESTABLISHED 1855
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WHAT'S IN A NAME?

—asks Shakespeare.

There is one name at least--—-*The Mutual
Life Assurance Company of Canada---that
is significant, for among all the Canadian
legal reserve companies, it is the only one
organized on the Mutual system.

In a Mutual Company there is no stock,
there are no special dividends : the policy-
holders are credited with the whole
surplus. It is co-operative and economical
life insurance---* straight from the Manu-
facturer to the Consumer.”

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

OF CANADA

Waterloo Ontario.

CANADA’S ONLY MUTUAL.
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Assels

as the

{ Continent ¢

Efficient and conservative

experience combine with first-class investment

rate of interest earned.

When applied to the Nort
not empty words.
Insurance in Force -

Since organization the Nort
to Policyholders:

Death Claims - -
Profits to Policyholders =

“Solid as the Continent”

h American Life these are
They are substantiated by facts.

over $50,000,000
- %4 13,250,000

h American Life has paid

- over $4,600,000
+ 1,570,000

management along with a favorable mortality

s in producing an increasing

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.

«gOLID AS THE CONTINENT”

Head Office

. TORONTO

Head Office - -
i

R S

A WORD IN SEASON

:rhe Great-West Life has recently
1ssued several large policies to
cover contingencies present finan-
cial conditions have caused.

There are two suggestions here—

L That of the manifold advantages of
Life Insurance—not the least is its
value in a business emergency:

2. That men of large interests, exat~
ining many proposals with the
utmost care, choose Great - West
Policies.

fO ver 40,000 Policyholders, insured
or more than $90,000,000, endorse
ll:e.Great - West Policies. They
Obtain in these Policies sound
Protection at

LOWEST NET COST.

THE GREAT - WEST LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
Winnipeg.

BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Securily 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.

vield 4 to 6%

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

DominionN SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL. LONDON.ENG
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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

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

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0., LL.D.; D.C.L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Asst, General Manager.

Travellers’ Cheques

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

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

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

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

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS : ‘

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

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

3/10-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-310

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

LONDON, ENG.P 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT sfdncHes




Have you

provided for those

who are depend-
ent u'pf‘)nﬂ» you.?
Good intentiohs or
good résoluﬁons
will not_ count for
chh wﬁhen your
widow is‘str'uggling
to make a living. :
Ask for booklet,
“Endowment at

Life Rate.”

A scratchy, [j
improperly
made pen is
not only ex-
asperating
5 but a strain
on the writer. No need to put
up with it when you can get
Esterbrook Pens.

Easiest writing, longest
wearing. Backed by a half-
century’s reputation.

Ask your stationer.
Write for illustrated booklet.

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
New York Camden, N.J.
BROWN BROS. LIMITED

Canadian Agents
TORONTO

- $6,758,900
20,189

Paid-up Capital -
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 6,8

197 Branches in Can .
Extending from the “Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund - o = 1,260,000.00

Undivided Profits - - 181,888.26

Hoad Office: < Totomin

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

Where Has My Money Gone?

Ask yourself that question. If you can answer it satis-
factorily and have something to show for it, you are
one of the few exceptions among our young men.

'anhc best way to offset the evil of spcndmg is ‘a Life

Assurancc Policy. It is a compulsory Savmgs Bank
and" yoﬁ Wﬂl be “surprised how ‘rapidly your credit
column increases. :

Take a Policy now With the

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HAMILTON - - - - ONTARIO
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the Bank of Toronto amount to

New Head Office Premises of The Bank of Toronto
Corner King and Bay Streets, Toronto,

Banking Convenience

The Bank of Toronto, with departments equipped to
transact business of any description appertaining to
banking, and with numerous branches distributed

d a full list of banking

throughout the Dominion, an
its customers
f their

correspondents, is enabled to offer

exceptional " facilities for the transaction O

financial affairs. The Capital and Reserve Funds of
$11,176,578. Its

bravn‘ches number 117.

A Joint Savings Account

Partners in business, husband and wife, or Joint
Treasurers of a Trust Fund, will find a Joint Savings

Account in The Bank of Toronto a very great con-
With an account of this nature, either of
it or withdraw money, and

h of either party the balance

venience.
two persons may depos
in the event of the deat
belongs to the survivor.

Paid-up Capital..............

Reserved Funds................
Deposits, over.......... .- $41,000,000

= e

Head Office:

CANADA

BANK or TORONTO |
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF | |
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS |

A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE |

OF OUR WAKING HOURS ?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes
CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ? :

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of
whose farms thousands are growing rich.

Already CANADA’S per capita wealth is the greatest |
in the WORLD. |

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., England.

Ro———r

e
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The cook of Spotless Town’s away. Youw'll guess what makes the guests so gay.
It cleans the pots and pans in haste. It cannot scatter, harm or waste.

It cuts expenses, so you know SAPOLIO

It’s sharp to use

Sapolio (¢cleans floors, shelves and enamel ware.
: Sapolio’s rich suds remove every trace of dirt and

: grease.

F
I m@your knives, forks and all cooking
|- W utensils—making them look almost new.

Sapolio(polishes faucets and other metal surfaces
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1007 PURE

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

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

“E.D.S.” BRAND GOODS

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

Here are a few '‘E.D.S.” leading lines
which all good grocers handle :

LLIES, MARMALADE
“ED.S.” BRAND &M3JFAND' GRAPE JUICE
INSIST ON GETTING *“E.D.S.” GOODS

E.D. SMITH - WINONA, ONT.

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000
RESERVE AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,750,000

$6,750,000
e

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $48.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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D OWN on the shores of the St.
Lawrence, where it widens into
what is called Lake St. Francis, are
the two old Loyalist and Highland
Townships of Lancaster and Charlot-
tenburg. These two townships com-
prise the whole south front of the his-
toric County of Glengarry, famous in
Canadian annals for its Secoftish and
Loyalist military settlements.

This is a region of an early colonial
influence, where every other country
home, could it speak, has a story to
tell, and every old settled hamlet
has been the birthplace or biding-
place of some distinguished man or
group of men. Here, in the dreamy
Canadian summer afternoon, one can
loiter down lilac-bordered garden
lanes, or across the drowsy opens, by
stream and field and note on every
hand the signs of age in man’s occu-
pancy of the soil. The old moss-cov-
ered barns, and one-time hospitable
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stone chimneys, in roofs and gables,
all speak rathem of the effort and
ideal of the past than of the energy
of the present. Yet it is a delightful
country to abide in, and pleasant and
interesting to eye and soul, with rich
soil and well-tilled flelds of a people
contented if not overly ambitious.

3 He}'e it was that in the early
eighties of the eighteenth century,
even before the founding of the Up-
per Province, came the first Loyalist
and military settlers, over-flowing
from the more seaward settlements
and Montreal, where some of them
were residing as refugees and vet-
erans of the Scottish and Loyalist dis-
banded regiments. It was these in-
trepid colonists, who, daring to meet
the privations of a forest-life, became
the earliest pioneers of old Upper
Canada.

The Grand Trunk Railway, the
pioneer railroad of Eastern Canada,
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runs along the river front of this in-
teresting old district, and the observ-
ing traveller will notice the general
appearance of a long-settled com-
munity in the aspect of the villages
and the country farms and houses,
scattered along the line of travel.
Leaving the train at Lancaster, an old
frontier town, a drive of about eight
miles along the picturesque river
Raisin, through a finely cultivated
countryside, brings us to Williams-
town, one of the most ancient villages
and seftlements in what was once
Upper Canada. Here is St. An-
drew’s, the oldest Presbyterian
church in the Provinee, and said to
have been the first place of Christian
worship in Upper Canada. The
parish was organised in 1787 by the
Reverend John Bethune, a retired
military chaplain of a Loyalist regi-
ment, who came from Montreal,
where he was minister of St. Gab-
riel’s church, and founded this, the
first Protestant religious mission. Be-
thune was a man of piety and abili-
ty, and he founded one of the most
distinguished Canadian families. Of
his sons, one was the second Bishop
of Toronto, succeeding Dr. Strach-
an, who was his schoolmaster at Wil-
liamstown; and another was Arch-
deacon of Montreal and the first
Principal of MeGill University. The
present church, a quaint stone build-
ing, which is built on the site of the
first one, dates from the 12th of Sep-
tember, 1812, a few weeks before the
death of Brock.

Here also still stands on the river’s
bank, the old wooden building where
Strachan, that other famous old
Scottish divine, whose life has been
written by Bishop Bethune, taught
his grammar school. It is a low gray
building, with rough clapboard walls,
giving no present sign of its historie
importance as the one-time hall of
learning for Canadizn youth.

Northward again, between these
places in Glengarry is St. Rap-
hael’s, the pioneer place of Roman
Catholic worship in the Province.

Here settled Father, afterwards
Bishop, Macdonell, who brought
out the disbanded regiment of Glen-
garry Highlanders and settled them
in this now historie spot.

This old county became noted for
its group of military Highlanders,
many of them chieftain-like gen-
tlemen of the Macdonald and other
clans, who attempted to re-create, in
the wilds of Canadaj somewhat of
that old Highland condition of life
and society for which old Scotland
is famous.

Farther along the River Raisin,
which often seems like a large canal
80 even are its banks and so placid its
waters, is Martinstown, another small
social centre of bygone days.

From there we arrive at last after
a drive of some miles, at MeGilliv-
ray’s Bridge, the old country-place
of the MecGillivrays, a family whose
head is a clan chieftan in Scotland,
and whose Canadian founder was a
prominent public man.

Here resided in the early half of
the nineteenth century the late Hon-
ourable John Mc@illivray, one of the
leading men in his time in Upper
Canada. He held many important
county and provincial offices, and
was raised to the Legislative Counecil
of the Province in 1839 by Sir
Charles Poulett Thompson. He mar-
ried a daughter of Colonel Neil Me-
Lean, a noted military Loyalist,
whose son became Chief Justice of
Upper Canada. Mr. McGillivray’s
eldest son, Neil, succeeded to the
chiefship of the clan, and inherited
the family estates in Scotland, and
another son, George, who was lately
prominent in the county, being a pub-
lic official, acquired the Canadian

home at MecGillivray Bridge. The

house here, a fine sample of a Cana-
dian country residence, stands by
the river bank in a small park with
well-kept grounds, and it commands
a good view of the river and country
beyond.

It was here, at this old Canadian
home, that of a typieal country gen-
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tleman, a class of home all too rare in
Canada for the country’s good, that
the writer discovered the long-forgot-
ten papers and record-books of the
long defunct Highland Society of
Canada.

Who is there living to-day who
even remembers the existence of
such an association?  Yet between
sixty and seventy years ago, in the
early half of the nineteenth century,
its membership included the leading
men of Scottish blood in the two Pro-
vinees of Canada.

In a large rambling garret, under
the pine-raftered roof of the old
house, dimly lighted by small, dusty,
gable windows, where I groped
on a loose floor of scattered boards,
in search of rare documents, I came
suddenly on the old records, which
had long been lost to the memory even
of their custodians themselves. The
place of hiding was a brass-nail-
ed, hairskin-bound trunk that show-
ed evidence of having made over-sea
voyages in the early years of the last
century. There, with old books and
papers, mice-nibbled and dusty, re-
posed the minute books and papers
which chronicled the doings of this
dead association.

So long had they lain there, and so
many decades of years withi other
and alien dreams and ideals had pass-
ed in between, that their existence and
contents had wutterly gone out of
mind, as had the old-time spinning
wheels and candle moulds and other
obsolete necessaries and practices and
customs of a forgotten and vanished
era.

It was interesting to the historian,
the man with the true love for the
voices of the past, on parchment or
foolscap, to scan once more those
musty bundles of the sayings and do-
ings of a generation gone. Little
after all to the material mind were
these old papers. No great find; just
a few leather-bound minute hooks of
an old association and some dusty old
letters and petitions transeribed in
the fine old clerky hand of a period
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that could and did take pains to write
well and correctly on honest fools-
cap in honest ink—the chronicles of
scenes and actions, ideals and convie-
tions of men now long mouldering
beneath the turfs of the old Williams-
town, St. Raphael’s and other church-
yards. And yet, what pictures of liv-
ing men, what throbs of dead and
gone patriotism are stirred anew by
the perusal of those old mildewed
pages.

There was the roll of membership,
recalling a host of personages of a
wide difference of vocation, religion
and politics, and resident in all corn-
ers of the scattered colony; tickets
and invitations to annual dinners,
reviving pictures of old-time convi-
viality, long winded and deeply
drunk toasts, continued into the wee
hours, quite to early cock-erow; reso-
lutions representing strong convie-
tions on public and patriotic ques-
tions in a turbulent and perilous per-
iod of our history; and, last but not
least, addresses to the various Gov-
ernors, with their replies, showing
the prominence, prestige and dignity
of the Society.

But the Highland Society of Can-
ada was much more than all this. It
was not a mere loose association of
social conviviality and patriotic sen-
timent. It was a branch of the High-
land Society of London, England; a
serious and powerful organization,
with aims and action connected
with, the welfare of Secotland, and
having for its head a Prince of the
Blood Royal.

The Canadian Branch had its in-
ception at a meeting held at the resi-
dence of Angus Maedonell, near the
church at St. Raphael’s, on Tuesday,
the 10th of November, 1818. This
meeting was called under authority
from the parent society, bearing the
seal of that corporation and the sig-
nature of His Royal Highness the
Duke of York as president. The ob-
jects of both the parent and daughter
societies are stated in the commission
as follows: ;
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‘‘The preserving the language, martial
spirit, dress, music and antiquities of the
ancient Caledonians; for rescuing from
oblivion the valuable remains of Gaelic
literature; for the establishment and sup-
port of Gaelic schools; for relieving dis-
tressed Highlanders at a distance from
their native homes; and for promoting
the improvement and general welfare of
the northern parts of the Island of Great
Britain.’’

This purpose and atm of the par-
ent society, established in London in
1778, was adopted by the Canadian
Branch with slight variations to suit
the country, as is seen in the printed
rules of the society issued on the re-
organisation in 1843, and taken from
the original minutes of 1819. Thus
the establishment of Gaelic schools
was extended to ‘‘other parts of the
British Empire,”’ and with the ‘‘im-
provement and general welfare of the
‘““northern parts of the Kingdom’’
was included that of the ‘‘Highland
settlements of Canada.’”’ It is inter-
esting to note, here as elsewhere, that
the ‘“‘British Empire”’ was regarded
as a well-established fact in those days
and long before.

Another significant faet regarding
this Association is that, though a
Canadian branch, it still recognised
its obligations to the welfare of the
old land, and instead of contenting
itself with work for Scotsmen in
Canada, considered the scope of its
work as embracing both the old world
and the mew. This Imperial spirit
was one which at that day animated
all the best of our people; and the
parent and the daughter societies
worked for the common good.

The commission from London was
addressed to several gentlemen: the
Honourable William Mec@Gillivray,
Angus Shaw, Esq., the Reverend
Alexander Macdonell (afterwards
Bishop of Regiopolis), John Macdon-
ald, Esq., of Gart, and Henry Mec-
Kenzie, Esq., ‘‘it being felt by these
and others that the Highland settle-
ments of Upper Canada offered a
most favourable field for such an as-
sociation.”’

The inauguration address of the
chairman of the first meeting, Simon
Mec@Gillivray, Esq., one of the Vice-
Presidents of the London Society, is
full of suggestions. He showed that
the parent society, starting as a mere
convivial club, and a place of High-
land resort, grew into a great associa-
tion of noblemen and gentlemen, am-
bitious to preserve all the best tra-
ditions, ideals, and characteristics of
their race, together with the improve-
ment of the Highlands. He further
emphasised the faet that this was
even more necessary in the Scottish
settlements of the newer Empire of
the West; so that it was possible and
important to have a strong public as-
sociation in Canada, acting with the
mother society here and at home.

The first officers elected in 1818, ac-
cording to the minute book, were:
President, His Excellency Sir Pere-
grine Maitland, K.C.B.; Vice-Presi-
dents, Reverend Alexander Macdon-
ald, Honourable Colonel Neil Me-
Lean, Lieut.-Colonel Donald MeDon-
ell; Treasurer, Alexander Fraser,
Esq.; Secretary, Archibald McLean,
Esq.

The life-membership roll, from
November 24th, 1818, to June 18th,
1824, included the names of Simon
Me@Gillivray, London; Honourable
William  MeGillivray, Montreal;
Archibald MecLellan, of the North-
‘West Company, and Henry McKen-
zie, of Montreal. So it will be seen
that there were many famous old
Northwesters in its ranks.

The society continued to flourish
with a large general membership un-
til about 1824, when it gradually de-
clined, to be revived again two de-
cades later, by re-organisation in De-
cember, 1842, During that period
much had happened, both at home
and in the outer parts of the Empire.

In Canada, the greatest changes
had taken place; indeed, it had been
one of the most crucial periods of
the country’s history. The rebellion
of 1837 had come and gone, bringing
about consequent results, among

N\
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them the union of the two Provineces,
in 1841. More significant even was
the passing of old social and other
influences. What was called the old
Tory rule had passed, and out of the
extreme conflicting factions more
temperate parties had to arise in or-
der to make the rule of the country
possible. The fierce militant spirit
that produced the rebellion had to
soften down into what was called the
Baldwin, or Constitutional Reform :
and the old Tory party to re-arise
under John A. Maedonald, as the
Liberal-Conservative. It was a mid-
dle or transitional period, when the
old association was revived by re-
organisation in the last days of 1842,

The first report of the revival,
dated at Cornwall the 23rd of Janu-
ary, 1843, showed by a highly re-
spectable list of officers and directors
that the society had taken on a new
lease of life. Sir Charles Bagot was
Chief, and the leading spirits includ-
ing the President, John Macdonell,
Esq., of Galt, comprised the most
representative men of the historie old
county, and many prominent Scots-
men in all parts of Upper and Low-
er Canada. Among these, were Sir
Allan McNab, the last and greatest
of the old Tory school; John Alex-
ander Macdonald, a young Kingston
lawyer, who was soon to be to the
new Conservatives what MeNab had
been to the old; the second Bishop
Macdonell, of Regiopolis, and Bishop
Strachan, a man, who as a great edu-
cationalist, divine and statesman,
had been and still was a paramount
influence in the making of the whole
country. The report of the 13th of
July, 1843, says of the society that
‘“Since its revival it has acquired a
large accession to its members. Many
of the most respectable and influen-
tial individuals in the Canadas have
enrolled their names, und His Ex-
cellency the Governor-General has
been graciously pleased to become its
Chief.”’

The same report pays the following
just tribute to the memory of the

great Roman Catholic prelate, Bis-
hop Macdonell :

‘‘The society feels confident that the
parent society will approve of its first
act since its re-organisation, by which it
has paid a tribute of respect to the mem-
ory of a man who presided over it for
many years, who was a member of the
parent society, and who was named in
the commission under which this branch
was formed, the late lamented Bishop
Macdonell, who during the whole course
of his valuable life exerted himself in
Britain and in Canada to promote the in-
terests and welfare of his countrymen.’’

The society in its scheme of organ-
isation elected local vice-presidents
at different centres, such as Quebec,
Montreal, Kingston, Toronto, and
Hamilton. The following letter is
from that greatest of all Canadian
statesman, afterwards Premier |of
Canada, and the dominant personal-
ity in its polities, during the greater
part of the nineteenth century, but
then mentioned in the minutes as
““‘John A. Macdonald, Esq., Vice-Pre-
sident at Kingston.”” He says:

‘It will give me great pleasure to be
enrolled as a member of the Highland
Society of Canada. My avocations are
such as to prevent my doing justice in
the capacity of a local Vice-President, and
would recommend that some person with
more leisure should be appointed to that
office. If, however, the society should be
unable to fill the office otherwise, I shall
be proud to act in it, and perform the
gutuzs, according to the best of my abili-
ies.

. Macdonald was then a hard-work-
Ing young lawyer in Kingston. He
commenced his political career the
following year, when he was elected
as member for that city. Sir Allan
MeNab, the old Tory baronet, of Dun-
durn, and still active in politics,
writes on the 12th of September, as
Vice-President for Hamilton, appre-
ciating the honour econferred upon
him and suggesting the advisability
of holding a meeting of the society
at Kingston during the meeting of
Parliament.

The Honourable and Right Rever-
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end John Strachan, Bishop of To-
ronto, also accepts office as a Vice-
President.

William Stewart, Vice-President at
Bytown, writes from the Legislative
Assembly at Kingston, suggesting
that ‘‘the Honourable Thomas Mae-
kay, of New Edinburgh, should be
appointed as the other Vice-Presi-
dent at Bytown, in the room of my
particular friend, the Chief of Me-
Nab, as that gentleman resides at a
distance of upwards of seventy miles
from that town.’’ This is the Chief
of MeNab who founded the unfor-
tunate MeNab settlement up the Ot-
tawa. There is a story that he and
Sir Allan were registering at the
same hotel, and the Chief signing
as ‘‘The MeNab,”’ Sir Allan signed
himself ‘‘The Other McNab.”’

An address was presented by the
society to Sir Charles Metecalfe, at
Cornwall, on the 2nd of September,
1843, as the Governor was on his way
to Kingston. The address referred to
His Excellency’s ‘‘talents, experi-
ence, firmness and integrity to pre-
side over the destinies of this Pro-
vinee, at a time when such qualifica-
tions are so eminently required’’;
and assured him in conclusion that
one of the chief objects of the society
was ‘‘to cherish in the minds of our
countrymen, in this their adopted
land, those sentiments of genuine and
devoted loyalty, for which their an-
cestors have been so distinguished,
and individually and collectively use
our best exertions to support the
Constitutional Government of this
Province and to perpetuate our con-
nection with the Mother Country.”’

Such, indeed, were the staunch
ideals and purposes of this historie
old society, which, during its exist-
ence not only kept in touch with the
parent society in Britain, but also
with the two strong Scottish socie-
ties in Halifax and St. John.

On the 18th of February, 1847, an
address was presented to Lord Elgin,
congratulating him on his appoint-
ment as Governor. It referred to his

illustrious Scottish name and ances-
try, and requested his acceptance of
the Chiefship of the society. His Ex-
cellency, in reply, responded to the
appeal and accepted the office of
Chief. But about this date or a lit-
tle later, the proceedings seem to
close. Whether the desperate condi-
tions, political and otherwise, which
followed, destroyed the harmony of
the association, or other causes were
to blame, is not exactly known.

One reason for the Society’s de-
cline might have been its aristocratie
tendencies and composition. Its lead-
ers were chiefly Scottish country gen-
tlemen of Glengarry and elsewhere;
and with the gradual passing of the
well-to-do classes in Upper Canada
who strove to maintain the traditions
and customs of old world country life,
and the drifting of their sons into the
professions and business life of the
towns and cities; such an institution
would naturally, as it no doubt did,
pass into oblivion. Then, the strain
of a period like that of the burning
of the Parliament Buildings in Mont-
real in 1849, when most of the mem-
bers would be almost at war with
their illustrious Chief, Lord Elgin,
would about destroy its future possi-
bilities.

Time brings about grave changes.
The old order passes, but does it al-
ways give place to conditions as bene-
ficial as those destroyed? It would
have been a great blessing to Canada
had her ruling, and wealthy classes,
stayed in or gravitated to the country
life. Men’s minds are awakening more
and more to the weaknesses of the so-
called democracy, and the curse of
the crowded city, where all are con-
sumers and none producers.

May the day be not far distant
when once more the great social gath-
erings of a Province, including the
leaders in statecraft, church, intel-
lect, and social supremacy, will be
held, not in over-crowded and pauper-
creating cities, but in little hamlets
and country villages like St. Rap-
hael’s or historic Williamstown.

"R



A HEROINE OF LUCKNOW
BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

SURELY the great mistake of the

New Feminism is the use of the
word ‘‘New.”” There is nothing new
about it. ‘‘Times change, human na-
ture remains the same,”’ says the
Sage, and the newest woman of us all
is essentially the same as her sister
of the last century, or the last hun-
dredth century, for the matter of
that. The difference is in the call of
circumstance. Never have I realised
this more plainly than in listening to
the story which I shall try to give
you here. One is apt to say that the
new woman, whatever her drawbacks,
is at least evolving courage and for-
titude. Courage and fortitude, in-
deed! Listen to this tale of a little
English girl of eighteen, and under-
stand once and for all that courage,
and fortitude, in woman need no
evolving,

The tale, which I wish to tell as far
as possible in the heroine’s own
words, is so eloquent that even slight
comment seems superfluous. You
must first imagine a young girl of
eighteen thrown in a moment, with-
out preparation or special training,
into the midst of horrid battle, mur-
der and sudden death—and you must
watch how she meets the onslaught.
Even to call the girl a heroine seems
almost to dull the pure gold of a
story whose very simplicity cries
aloud of the dauntless courage, the
fine fortitude, the utter devotion of
self which lay unsuspeeted in the
beart of one little English girl—un-
til the call of circumstance summon-
ed it into action.
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This little bit of unwritten history
was related to me one day in Van-
couver by Mrs. Emma E. Prentiss, a
charming lady of seventy-four, with
the clear eye and ready smile of
seventeen, All the events which it
records are as clear in her mind as
if they had happened yesterday, and
so vivid did she make her narrative
—one started at the sound of a foot-
step at the door!

Emma Elizabeth Birch was a child
of fourteen years when she was sum-
moned to India to join her father,
Colonel Frederick William Birch, of
the 41st Bengal Native Infantry, then
stationed at Moultan, a military post
at the head of the Indus. The jour-
ney was full of wonderment to the
child, and not the least of its won-
derful happenings was her instant
recognition of her father whom she
had not seen for nine years.

“I was leaning over the side of the
steamer,’’ said Mrs, Prentiss, ‘‘one
of the old side-wheelers which plied
up the Indus in those days, when I
saw a boat shoot out towards us. As
soon as I saw the face of the white
man who sat in it, I cried, ‘It is my
father!” The ladies on board smiled
and explained that it ecould not pos-
sibly be, but I would not be coaxed
away. I waved my handkerchief and
cried, ‘‘Father! Father!’” The man
in the boat waved back—it was my
father, tired of waiting, he had
come down the river to meet the
steamer.”’

“My introduction to India was a
happy one. Not only was it good to
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be with my father again, but the new
land was full of strange and fascin-
ating experiences. One of the strang-
est of these was a new consciousness
of belonging to the ruling caste. This
consciousness came early to British
children in India, for, in those days,
the natives were very dependent up-
on their white rulers, and the great
gulf between rulers and ruled was
sharply defined.

‘““At the time of my arrival my
father was leaving Moultan for a new
post, and as our travelling was over-
land I saw much of the country, in-
cluding some of the wonderful old
cities, Lahore, Ferozepore, and Delhi.
JIn Delhi we borrowed an elephant
for sight-seeing, exactly as to-day one
might borrow a motor car; and that
mode of conveyance, though not so
rapid, was infinitely more diverting.
The new station was at Etawa, and
there I spent three quiet and happy
years, learning the ways and man-
ners of a country where I expected
to pass my life. Perhaps my most
brightly-coloured memory of that
time was a visit to Cawnpore, that
city whose name was afterwards to
ring so horribly throughout the civil-
ised world. It was gay enough then,
for all regiments were commanded to
report there in connection with the
acquisition of Oudh. Every day
levies were held by Brigadier-General
Penny and his wife, the latter with
a bevy of the prettiest girls in India
standing around her chair. It was,
in a sense, my real introduction to
Indian society and I enjoyed it to the
utmost. Full of pleasure also was a
gay week spent in Lucknow, just a
year before the mutiny, where, com-
ing down from the hills, I met my
father before going on with him to
his new (and last) post at Seetapore.

“1f there was any anxiety in the
air then, we young folk did not know
it, and I feel sure that my father had
no misgiving whatever in taking up
his duties at Seetapore. It is hard
indeed to say where or how the first
whisper of unrest came, but my first

knowledge of it personally came one
evening in the spring when I was
coming home from a band ¢oncert at
the parade ground. I was in my car-
riage, and my escort was riding be-
side me, when in passing through a
small group of trees we came upon
a fire, with a band of natives, wildly
excited, dancing around it, beating
tom-toms, and at intervals listening
to a stranger who harangued them
in peculiar fashion, passing around
amongst them the small chupatiies
which, though we did not dream it,
meant the lives of every white person
in India. I told my father of the
occurrence, and he hecame very
thoughtful, forbidding me ever to
come home that way again. Indeed,
we became more careful in many
ways, though not actually alarmed.
““My father would have staked his
life on the loyalty of his troops. They
were a magnificent body of men, not
one of them less than six feet, two
inches in height, and broad in pro-
portion. They were considered to be
the pick of the native infantry, and
indeed so strong was the confidence
placed in them that upon the first
authentic news of the outbreak of re-
bellion at Merut and Delhi, Sir Henry
Lawrence ordered my father to take
his men out to meet the mutineers
and prevent their coming into our
station. This he actually did, turn-
ing the mutineers off and returning
in good order. All his confidence
seemed justified, and he was very
proud. But scarcely had he been at
home a few hours before our Major
came in breathless with the news that
two regiments had broken. My fa-
ther’s own regiment still stood firm,
and at once he hurried out to the
parade ground, quite confident, to
force the men back under orders. Be-
fore he went he blessed me and told
me to show no fear—I was a soldier’s
daughter. I never saw him again!
The rebellious regiments, knowing
that their fellows would not rebel
while their Colonel lived, shot him
down in cold blood. After that there
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was no more hesitation. But even
then, with the lust of their Holy War
fresh upon them, my father’s men car-
ried off his body and buried it be-
neath the mango trees in his own
compound. Few English officers re-
ceived even that tiny tribute from the
men they had so greatly trusted.

‘“We knew what happened as soon
as the Major staggered back alone.
It hardly needed his brief orders to
tell us that our only safety lay in
flight — in the long flight of sixty
miles into Lucknow. In the com-
pound I saw one of our native offi-
cers, an immensely big man, greatly
trusted by my father. I ran to him,
careless of peril, and asked him why
he had let my father be killed. He
would say nothing at all except:

““ ‘It is the will of God.’

“Yet he did not attempt to harm
me, and I believe that his heart was
sore at its treachery.

‘“By this time our house was full
of refugees, and with greatest speed
we pushed on the plans for our de-
parture. They were simple enough.
We dared not wait for night, but
must escape at once in whatever con-
veyances we could find. Altogether
we were a party of about forty men,
women and children packed like her-
rings into a few carriages belonging
to the station, or riding our own
horses—of the latter party I was one.
‘When all was ready, my sister-in-law
discovered that she had forgotten her
eau de Cologne. It was a serious
thing, for already many of the wo-
men were faint. I ran back into the
house, vexed enough at the delay, but
very glad that I had done so, when
running through the deserted rooms,
I came upon our old German band-
master, all alone, calmly staying be-
hind. I was very angry.

“““Come quickly,” I ecried; ‘they
may be upon us at any moment.” But
he did not move, and upon shaking
him I discovered that he had delib-
erately decided to wait for death.

‘“ ‘There are too many as it is—
let the others go. They are younger.’
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‘“Needless to say, I did not agree
with him, and forcing him to come
with me, we found him a place in
the overcrowded carriages, and our
delayed flight began.

‘“Oh, that flight! The terrible slow-
ness of our progress! The blinding,
suffocating heat! It was so hot that
our rings blistered our fingers like
heated iron; we had no food and no
water, save what we found in stag-
nant pools, so horrible that one had
to hold ome’s nose to get it down—
and always there was the terrible
dread, the imminent danger of hor-
rors too awful to think of.

‘““We had not gone very far before
a cloud of dust behind told us that
our escape had not passed unnoticed,
and presently we saw a party of fif-
teen or twenty native soldiers in close
pursuit. Our men at once called a
halt. To go on would be utterly use-
less—our one chance was to wait, ob-
tain a parley if possible, and, if not,
fight it out to the end. Our men
promised us they would not leave us
alive. It was a five-minute wait for
death. In all that came afterwards
I doubt if any moments seemed so
long. We all knew how little chance
there was, yet we were a singularly
quiet company. Fortunately for us,
natives are very cowardly. Although
they could easily have overcome us,
when they saw us ready to fight they
temporised and finally accepted a
large bribe to help us on our way to
Lucknow. They never expected that
we would get through! Treachery

- was Intended from the first, but we
were too clever for them. Time and
again with fine sounding promises
they attempted to induce us to pass
through the villages where we should
quickly have been surrounded and
killed, and at night they tried to
tempt our few soldiers to sleep, say-
ing that they would guard us. But
our men never slept; they never turn-
ed aside, but pushed on across coun-
try through all kinds of difficulties,
knowing that in preserving our isola-
tion lay our only hope.
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““Even then we would have failed
had it not been for the faithful brav-
ery of an old man, a native dress-
maker, who was loyal to our party,
and who eseaped into the city by a
ghort cut, bearing in hts ear a tiny
quill with our message of distress.
He reached Sir Henry Lawrence safe-
ly and he at once sent out for us car-
riages, brandy, food and water. With
our augmented forces the cowardly
natives dared not attack us as we en-
tered the city and in due time we
reached the Resideney in safety.’’

“It seemed strange,”’ 1T ventured,
‘“to enter in carriages a city in a state
of siege.”’

‘““Oh, but it was not yet in a state
of siege,”” explained Mrs. Prentiss
readily. ‘‘The siege proper did not
begin for a month after that. But
already the Residency was full of
fugitives. The best quarters we could
obtain were in a Commissioner’s
house—so near the native houses that
only a marrow city street separated
us from them. Through their win-
dows they could see right info ours.
There were practically no fortifica-
tions in the usual sense of that word.
‘We had our windows boarded up,
that was about all. A really deter-
mined attack might have broken in
at any time. It was only the natives’
cowardice that saved us. We were
under fire in that barracks for five
months. It never altogether ceased.
Bullets popped around wus all the
time like peas from the peashooters
of mischevious boys. We picked up
round shot in the halls and, mark-
ing them, fired them back. It was
quite an amusement finding our mark-
ed shots come back like Bo-peep’s
sheep.”’

“But if there were so many bul-
lets, how could you dodge them?”’

“Dodge them? We didn’t dodge
them. A woman in Lucknow would
have felt disgraced forever if she
moved an inch or lowered her head.
The soldiers used to scream at us
sometimes, but we didn’t care. You
see, we were so very busy all the time

that we had no time to think of bul-
lets. The days were mnever long
enough for all there was to do—the
nursing, the lint making, the run-
ning of the hose fuse which our sap-
pers laid to the mines. I used to sew
eighty to one hundred feet of hose
at a time. The whole place was mined
and counter-mined. It was our great
comfort for we had the officers’ as-
surances that if ever the case became
hopeless they would fire the mines.

““One night a terrible grief came.
My brother was with us in the Resi-
dency. He was an engineer, and one
of those chosen to look after the
mines. So critical was our position
that the sentries had orders to shoot
at once any one near the walls at
night. This night—somebody blun-
dered. My brother and one of his
companions had been detailed to ex-
amine some outside mines, the sentry
on duty was not warned, and as they
returned they were both shot by their
own comrade! My brother died with-
in the hour.

‘“‘But there were so many, many
tragedies! One dared not brood over
one’s own. Men were shot at my
side, sitting by me at table, bending
over the wounded, in the hospital.
Husbands were shot while speaking
to their wives—the bullets spared no
one. I saw one very strange thing
happen. One day a fugitive, a wo-
man, came in, in a terrible state.
‘What her experiences had been I
never definitely learned, but they
must have heen dreadful indeed to
have reduced her to such a condition
of physical and mental collapse. She
said she had but one desire—to live
for one month longer. Over and over
again she prayed that God would
spare her for one month. She recov-
ered rapidly and was soon able to
take her share in the work of the
Residency. She was as calm and cap-
able as any of us. One morning she
said to us, ‘To-day my month is up!’
But we thought nothing of it, as she
seemed completely well again. At
noon that day my sister-in-law and I
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were standing in our room and this
girl was in the room next us with an
open door between. A bullet came
in through the open upper part of
the door of our room, passed over the
heads of my sister and myself and
killed our companion in the next room
instantly. She was a very small wo-
man, quite fairylike in stature, and
the half-spent bullet, dropping,
struck her on the head. It seemed
strange indeed that she should have
been granted exactly the month ghe
had asked for.

‘‘But so many strange things hap-
pened in those days that one more or
less was scarcely noticed. One of my
most pathetic memories is that of a
tiny girl of five who had lost her bro-
ther, her mother and her father all
in one week; the first two by cholera,
the last from a gangrened wound.
This little thing would sit all day
motionless, mnever smiling, never
speaking. All our efforts to rouse
her were utterly useless; she seem-
ed, and has always seemed in my
memory, to be the very Spirit of De-
spair! And she was only five years
old.

““Conditions in the besieged Resi-
dency grew steadily worse, but do not
think that the popping bullets were
the worst things. I am sure we mind-
ed them less than the terrible heat,
the awful odours, the filth, the in-
sects, the pestilence! Dark corners
in city slums from which decent folk
turn away in horror were sweet and
wholesome beside our disease-laden
air. Cholera was rife, and fever; a
wounded man had small chance, for
our hospital stores were painfully
limited. There was no soap, and for
water we had a pint a day which had
to serve all drinking and ablutionary
purposes. In that heat you ecan ima-
gine how much was left for the lat-
ter! Even this water was obtained
at terrible risk. We paid for it in
lives, for every pint of tt had to be
brought up, by night, from the wells,
exposed to the enemy’s fire. Every
night, also, our dead were buried, our
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brave chaplains making nothing of the
danger to which they were continual-
ly exposed. For food we had the
chupadtties, thin native cakes, and for
newspapers we had an occasional na-
tive who had made his way through
the Jlines. Awful indeed was the
news these living newspapers brought,
showing us that, bad as was our state,
there were others infinitely worse off.
It was in this way that we heard of
the massacre of Cawnpore—one poor
young officer had a wife there, and
many more had friends or relatives.
We thanked God that day for the
If(nowledge of the mines beneath our
eet,

“How did we get out? Oh, we
went out at night, leaving all our
lamps burning so that the mutineers
would think that we were still there.
It was a very effective ruse, and we
joined the army at Secunderbagh
without farther danger. One other
thing—a thing I shall never forget—a
thing which is amongst my dearest
and most sacred memories, and there-
fore hard to speak of. You know, I
had never thought that I had done
much—only my duty as a soldier’s
daughter, but when I was leaving,
our soldiers, the remnant, passed by
with their caps raised, and as they
went they said, ‘God bless you wher-
ever you go!’ It has been the bene-
diction on my life.”’

Mrs. Prentiss grew silent after this.
It was easy to see that around that
last solemn memory ant the other
memories clustered eclose—she was
back again in her heroic youth. It
was night, the siege was over. Its
horror already lay behind, but with
it lay her father, her brother, her
friends! And now in the ruddy glare
of the torches came the soldiers she
had nursed, and cheered, to say fare-
well. One by one, with lifted cap,
they passed.

*“God bless you wherever you go!’’

In all this struggling, changing
world is there anything finer than the
glessing of God upon duty bravely

one?



VAN HORNE AND HIS CUBAN

RAILWAY
BY C. LINTERN SIBLEY

ONCE wrote of Sir William Van
Horne that he was always big-
ger than his job, and that the proof
of this was to be found in the fact
that while still in the prime of his
life, with energy of mind and body
still unflagging, he was able to lay
down the fascinating position of Pre-
sident of the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way and devote the rest of his life
to the pursuits of leisure—in other
words, to be master of his fate, in-
stead of letting fate master him.

‘We most of us dream of a time
when we shall be able to do just what
Sir William Van Horne did. Some
of us will no doubt reach that posi-
tion, and then—shall we be happy?
‘Will the interests that now seem s0
attractive when we dream about them
be as attractive in reality?

Perhaps the experience of Sir Wil-
liam Van Horne will help us to real-
ise the situation.

I was talking over this very sub-
ject with him the other day.

‘“How did you feel,”’ I asked him,
‘““when at last you were able to look
life in the face free from the cares
of office?’’

As a matter of fact, I don’t believe
I put it as mneatly as that, but that
was the effect of what I said.

““Well,”’ he replied, ‘‘I always said
that when C. P. R. stock reached par,
and the mileage of the x_'ailway 10,000,
T would resign. Curiously enough,
these two things happened almost at
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the same time—and then I resigned.’’

‘“And then?”’

““‘Then I made a discovery. I had
about six or seven particular inter-
ests to which I always thought I
would devote myself when my time
was my own. The curious thing is
that I lost interest in every one of
them immediately. I found that my
interest in them hitherto had been
kept so keen simply because I could
only give odd hours to them. They
made leisure hours something to look
forward to, but they could not fill
my life.

““I did not waste any time brood-
ing over that faet, however. I got
out my car, and started out on a trip
over the C. P. R., to see what it look-
ed like from a spectator’s point of
view. I got across to Vancouver, and
then, tired of the C. P. R. from a
spectator’s point of view, I ran down
to San Francisco, and on to Mon-
terey. I thought I should enjoy a
week or two in that city. I got there
on a Saturday afternoon. By the
evening I had been over most of the
city. By the next morning' I had
seen all there was to see. That was
all there was to it. I was tired of
the place in less than a day, and
tired of playing the retired gentle-
jman. That same evening I left for
Montreal. I had some interests in
South America, so I started off to
look into them. I have never been
without plenty to interest me since.’’

1%
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What happened down south to
charm the threatened monotony out
of Sir William’s life?

He built a railway in Cuba. Most
people know that. But few, even of
his most intimate friends, know that
that project formed one of the most
daring, fascinating, and even roman-
tic episodes in his life. I happen to
know the story.

Picture your great railway mag-
nate, with all the powers of his mas-
ter mind in disuse, sitting on the ver-
andah of a hotel in Cuba, smoking
one of those long Havana specials
that he so loves, and cogitating, cogit-
ating—about nothing in particular.

Behind him the hotel, three meals
a day, and endless nothingness. Be-
fore him Cuba, Queen of the Antilles,
largest and most fertile of all the
West Indian Islands, the land which
its discoverer, Columbus, said was
‘“the most beautiful that eyes ever be-
held.”’

Cuba—without a railway.

Can you wonder that as he sat
there smoking and brooding ; all alone

on the verandah, with the hotel, three

meals a day, and endless nothingness
behind him, that suddenly an idea
went hurtling through his brain like
an electric shock? Can you wonder
that his grave, thoughtful, and shall

we say slightly discontented face sud--

denly lit up with the fierce joy of a
new and absorbing interest? Can
you wonder if he sprang to his feet,
slapped his knees, and announced to
himself, ““I’ll do it’’?

Yes, in a flash the idea had come,
and in a flash the determination was
made.

~He would build a railway across
Cuba!

Little did he know what a tremen-
dous proposition he was up against.
Little did he realise the seemingly in-
surmountable obstacles that barred
his way. But if he had known he
would not have flinched, having once
made up his mind. 'Was not he the
man who once predicted dollar wheat
in Western Canada? And when dol-
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lar wheat refused to come, did he not
make it come by putting millions into
the hands of a trusted agent, and bid-
ding him go all through Western Can.
ada and buy wheat at a dollar a
bushel? A man who had such mas-
terful ways of making his prophecies
come true would not be the man to
go back on a pledge to himself to
build a railway across Cuba.

He started work at once upon his
project.

Now, the United States at that time
had just had her war with Spain.
And Cuba had as a consequence just
come under the provisional govern-
ment of the United States.

This on the face of it would seem
to indicate that the time for develop-
ment in Cuba was ripe, and Sir Wil-
liam started out blithely to give the
Island something which he thought it
would welcome with open arms,

To his astonishment he found that
there were five companies already
waiting for the opportunity to give
Cuba a railway—two of them Ameri-
can companies. And to his further
astonishment he discovered that nei-
ther they nor he could get a charter
to build one, for the reason that there
was no authority competent to grant
them one. Spain had for ever lost
her authority. The Island authori-
ties were not sufficiently advanced in
home rule to do so. And the Ameri-
can authorities were prohibited by the
Foraker amendment from granting
any public franchises.

For most men who had officially
retired from active husiness life this
would have been enough.

Not so with Sir William. The air
of Cuba immediately became the
breath of life to him. Like Jacob’s
war horse, he cried, Ha! Ha!

But in doing so he did not raise his
voice above a whisper.

And he did not even whisper the
question that echoed and echoed
through his head. That question
was, ‘“Why not build without a fran-
chise ?”’

Within a few days he had his
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agents at work, and before anybody
knew what was happening, he had
bought a strip of land right across
the Island. Wherever possible that
strip was just wide enough for the
right of way of the Island. Where
he could not buy a mnarrow strip of
this kind, he bought whole planta-
tions. In one instance he bought
30,000 acres at a clip.

He needed no franchise to build a
line on his own property.

But the problem was by no means
solved. Two great obstacles still re-
mained. The first was this. He had
no right to cross the public roads, and
could not get it. The second was that
the people of Cuba regarded the pro-
jeet with sullen, tacit opposition.
They thought he was acting simply
as the agent of the United States
Government, and was thus beginning
to tighten the hold of the United
States on their property.

How Sir William overcame these
obstacles is quite a little story in it-
self.

When he got his railway builders
together, he laid down two imperative
rules, which were as follows:

Rule 1.—When you meet a Cuban,
never allow him to be the first to off
with his hat,.

Rule 2—When a Cuban bows to
you, always how twice in response.

Now the Cubans preserve all the
old Spanish ideas of etiquette and
courtesy.

So far, so good. Everything began
to go fine. Sin William began to
build the railway. And this is how
he went to work.

He would build a section at a time.
Everybody who could be pressed in-
to serviee in the locality of that sec-
tion was hired and paid good wages.
The Cubans are as amenable as any-
body else to courteous treatment and
good wages. The work would be car-
ried along the section until the right
of way came to a public read. Then
suddenly everybody would be dis-
charged. The work would thus be
brought to a sharp and dramatic fin-

ish, and the engineers would clear out
of the locality. But Sir William took
care that agents were left behind to
suggest to the people that it was a
great pity that a man who was bring-
ing good money into the country, and
building them a railway, should have
this great work held up by being re-
fused permission to cross the publie
highways.

The same thing happened all the
way across the Island.

The City of Camaguey was the
worst spot on the whole Island to
deal with. The people there were
sure Sir William was an agent of the
United States Government, and they
absolutely refused to sell him any
land or allow his railway to come
anywhere near the city. But he made
friends with one man who had a big
block of property running corner-
ways into the city, and he managed to
secure that block from him.

Though he had no right of way on
either side of it, he announced that
this was where he intended to plant
his workshops. Also he serenely start-
ed to build the railway across the pro-
perty.

He decided that the beginning of
this work called for a little ceremony.
Therefore he issued invitations broad-
cast to the people to come and wit-
ness the ceremony of the turning of
the first sod of the Cuban Railway
in Camaguey.

The people were sullen and sus-
picious. Hardly a soul responded.
But at the last moment the Mayor
and his brother-in-law and the Jlat-
ter’s little daughter put in a reluet-
ant appearance. The little girl was
personally invited by Sir William to
turn the first sod, and in the presence
of her father and her uncle, the
Mayor, and a erowd of small boys, ghe
performed the ceremony.

After that, Sir William came baek
to Montreal. In his own house he
called a meeting of the President ang
Board of Directors of the Cuban Rajil-
way, consisting of himself and nobody
else, and proposed, seconded, and ear.
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ried unanimously a vote of thanks to
the little niece of the Mayor of Cama-
guey for having so graciously per-
formed the ceremony of turning the
first sod of the Cuban Railway. This
he had inseribed on parchment and
nicely bound. The next time he went
to Cuba he took it with him.

Arrived as far as New York on his
way, another idea struck him. He
bought a nice little gold wateh, and
on the case he had this self-same reso-
lution engraved. And then he went
to Cuba, taking with him the late Sir
Edward Clouston and Mr. R. B.
Angus, now the President of the Bank
of Montreal.

When these three drove up to the
hotel in Camaguey the atmosphere
was frigid.

But later, when Sir William in-
quired where the brother-in-law of
the Mayor lived, and then drove off
with his friends to the house, consid-
erable interest in the visitors was
aroused.

At the house itself Spanish hospi-
tality asserted itself, They were
shown into the best room, and a little
crowd gathered outside the house,
curious to know what was doing.

Sir William put two pareels on the
table, and announced that he wished
to see the little signorita, the one who
had turned the first sod of the Cuban
Railway.

Off went the womenfolk to hunt her
up, and the word went round among
the erowd outside. The public curi-
osity was quickened. The erowd en-
larged. Out in the courtyard the
visitors could hear the splashing of
water. The signorita’s face was be-
ing hastily washed. Then there was
a further period of waiting. The sig-
norita was having her Sunday dress
'put on.

At last she was brought to Sir Wil-

liam, and the great man, putting his .

hand on her head as he bent down to
kiss her, could feel that her hair was
wet around the fringes of the face-
washing.

Then he took up the two parcels.
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““Let’s go out into the courtyard,’’
he said.

Now through the fence and over the
gateway, all that went on in the
courtyard could be observed by hun-
dreds of eyes from the outside, And
hundreds of eyes were immediately
focused upon the scene. Head rose
above head at every ’vantage point.
People were climbing over each
other to see what was going on. All
of which suited Sir William splendid-
ly.

Gravely he opened the first of the
parcels, and produced the important
looking parchment bearing the reso-
lution which ‘“‘the President and
Board of Directors’ had passed in
Montreal. And he read out the docu-
ment, one of his officials translating
it as he went on into his best Spanish.
Then the document, in its handsome
case, was presented to the signorita.

Next the second parcel was undone,
and the gold wateh produced.

Excited exelamations outside.

Sir William made a little speech,
which was also translated, and then
he gave the delighted little maiden
the gold watch, ‘‘as a slight token of
the appreciation of the President and
Board of Directors of the Cuban
Railway for her gracious act in turn-
ing the first sod of the railway.”

And again he gave the little girl a
kiss, and shook hands with her father
and mother.

The quick, warm Latin nature of
the outside ecrowd was touched, and
when Sir William looked up at the
tier upon tier of faces there were
smiles and tears upon scores of them.
He had reached the hearts of the peo-
ple of Camaguey at last.

Sir William did not linger in Cam-
aguey. He was off at once for Mon-
treal, leaving the impression that he
had made the long journey to Cuba
especially to honour the signorita.

Even his own chief enginer was im-
pressed,

_“That was pretty nice of you to
give that gold wateh to the little
girl,”” he remarked.
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Sir William looked at him quizzie-
ally. ‘I didn’t give the gold watch
to the little girl,’” he replied. ‘I gave
it to the whole city and province of
Camaguey.”’

The engineer looked puzzled, but
he said no more. Some weeks later
he met Sir William in New York.

““I understand now what you
meant when you said you had given
that watch to the whole city and pro-
vince of Camaguey,’’ he said. ‘“Why,
the people there can talk of nothing
else. You’ve won them over. Come
on back to Camaguey. You can get
anything you want from them. There
will be no more difficulty about run-
ning the line through the ecity.”’

It was true. All the suspicion
with which Sir William and his en-
terprise had been viewed had vanish-
ed into thin air.

Everything thereafter went swim-
mingly. The railway was built, all
except the sections where highways
had to be crossed.

Meanwhile Sir William’s plan for
winning the aid of the people in over-
coming this obstacle was bearing
fruit.  Curiously enough, one par-
ticular idea manifested itself at the
same time in the different districts
all along the right of way. Petitions
were put out by the people themselves
and were signed by the thousand,
calling upon the military governor
to grant the Cuban Railway the right
to link up the road by crossing the
highways of the Island. This remark-
able manifestation of a single idea
simultaneously expressing itself in
different distriets affords an intensely
interesting problem in psychology.

Of course the day arrived when all
these petitions were gathered togeth-
er and taken to the military Govern-
or. Sir William himself was on deck
when the petitions were presented to
him, and himself interviewed the
military Governor. His arguments
as to what the finishing of the rail-
way would mean to the Island were
admitted by the Governor. So, too,

was the unanimity of the people in
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favour of granting a franchise to
cross the highways.

But what could the Governor do?
He was expressly forbidden from
granting any franchise, and certain-
ly it would be his duty at once to
interfere if Sir William acted with-
out one. He went into elaborate de-
tail to show Sir William that it was
impossible to help him out of the
deadlock.

Sir William refused to believe that
a man of the Governor’s great ability
and wide experience and administra-
tive gifts and knowledge of interna-
tional law and powerful influence and
trusted capacity and initiative and
courage could find even such a situa-
tion- as this insoluble.

““Well, what do you yourself sug-
gest?’’ asked the Governor.

Sir William frankly admitted that
the situation was too much for him,
but he was certain that if the Govern-
or, with his vast experience in state-
craft, would take the matter into con-
sideration he could solve the difficulty
within forty-eight hours.

“‘Suppose you think it over,’”’ said
Sir William, ‘‘and let me know what
you suggest?’’

“Very good,”” said the Governor,
and the seance terminated.

Sir William at once drove to the
Governcr’s confidant and chief advis-
er, who happened also to be his own
friend.

“:The Governor will doubtless send
for you to advise him as to whether
anything can be done to permit me
to link up my railway,”’ he said. ‘I
thought it best not to suggest to him
what he might do. But if he asks
you, please advise him that he could
easily solve the situation by granting
a revocable permit. Once I get that
I’m mighty certain it will never be
revoked.”’

‘While he was still speaking a mes-
senger came to the friend to come and
see the Governor.

“‘He’s acting even quicker than I
had hoped for,”’ said Sir William.

A day or two afterwards Sir Wil-
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liam was asked to come and see the
Governor.

“Well,”” he said, ‘‘did you find a
way out?’’

‘I think so,’’ replied the Governor.
‘““It may not be exactly what you
want, but I think it will do. What
do you say to a revocable permit?”’

Sir William shook his head, argued
for a long time against it, and died
hard—very hard. But he died.

The Governor, you must under-
stand, was adamant. He would
grant that, but nothing more—posi-
tively nothing more.

Sir William thanked him, recognis-
ed the delicacy of the situation, and
accepted—reluctantly accepted.

The revocable permit was granted.

How to get out of the office with-
out making any sign of haste must
have demanded one of the greatest
acts of self-repression in Sir Wil-
liam’s life. = But once out horses
could not carry him fast enough to
his chief engineer.

Everything was in waiting for
this erucial moment. Rails were
stacked up at every highway erossing.
Labourers were on hand. Everything
was waiting for the word ‘‘Go,’’ and
“Go’’ was the word.

The rails were rushed across the
highways with as near an approach to
the action of greased lightning as
human ingenuity could conceive in
the situation. And before Cuba knew
what was happening its first railway
was in operation.

I1 was thus that Sir William beat
out his ecompetitors, and achieved
what to every one of them was impos-
sible — the building of a railway
without a franchise.

And it was by this absorbing enter-
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prise that the lonely and miserable
former President of the Canadian
Pacific Railway found himself again.
Never from the moment he started on
the project has he regretted that he
had the courage, in the prime of life,
to lay down one of the world’s great-
est industrial prizes and retire into
private life.

Following the building of the line
he had to set about developing the
vast estates he had acquired in Cuba,
and to-day he ranks not only as Pre-
sident of the line, but as one of the
great sugar planters of the Island.

He finds the country fascinating,
the climate ideal. With a home in
the stern, hard, and enterprising
North, and with great interests to
call him often to mild and lovely
Cuba, where the thermometer rarely
falls below seventy and rarely rises
above eighty, and where even oranges
grow wild, his life is rounded out. It
is complete and whole. And every
one of the hobbies which he suddenly
found so stale and profitless when he
had actually taken the step of retir-
ing into private life, he now finds
more engrossing than ever. He is a
man of enormous wealth and of mul-
titudinous interests and hobbies. He
is so busy that actually at times he
refuses to go to bed at all—ean’t
spare the time. Life is too interest-
ing, and he has too much to do.

‘“And after all,”’ he will say, ‘‘why
should I go to bed every night? Sleep
is only a habit.”’

There is a moral in this story for
every busy man who hankers after a
life of ease. To point it I am greatly
tempted. But I refrain from the
luxury, and leave it to each reader to
find the moral for himself.




THE BLIND MAN’'S BROTHER

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN OF ARTHUR SCHNITZLER

BY BERNARD MUDDIMAN

THE blindman Geronimo got up
from the bench and took his gui-
tar in his hand that lay ready upon
the table near his wine glass. He
had caught the sound ox the distant
wheels of the first carriage. He now
groped his way along to the open
door and then descended the narrow
wooden stairs which led straight
down into the covereu ecourtyard. His
brother followed him and both took
up their stand close beside the stairs
with their backs turned to the wall
in order to be protected from the
damp cold wind which blew through
the open gate over the slimy floor.

Under the gloomy arches of the
old inn all the carriages taking the
road over Stillferjoch had to pass.
For those travellers who wanted to go
from Italy up into Tyrol, it was the
last halt before the Heights. It was
not an attractive spot for a long halt.
For straight on here the road stretch-
ed fairly level without an outlook be-
tween bare hills. And here during
the summer months the blind Italian
and his brother Carlo were just the
same as at home.

The post waggon came in and im-
mediately after other carriages fol-
lowed. The majority of the travel-
lers remained sitting, well wrapt up
in rugs and coats. Others got out
and walked impatiently up and down
between the gates. The weather had
become worse and worse. A cold rain
lashed down. After a series of lovely
days the autumn seemed suddenly
and too early to have broken up.
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The blind man sang and accom-
panied himself on the guttar. He sang
with an irregular and often suddenly
shrill voice, just as he always did
when he had taken a drink. From
time to time he lifted his head up as
with an expression of vain entreaty
to the sky. But the features of his
face, with its dark stampy beard and
bluish lips, remained impassive. Hig
elder brother stood beside him, al-
most motionless. If anyone let fall
a copper in his hat, he bowed his
thanks and looked the almsgiver with
a quick, almost furtive, look in the
face. But immediately after, almost
anxiously, he turned his glance back
and stared straight in the blind eyes
of his brother. It was as though his
eyes that could see were ashamed that
such vision was granted him and that
they could give no ray of light to his
blind brother.

‘‘Bring me some wine,”’ said Ger-
onimo, and his brother went, obedi-
ent as usual. Whilst he climbed the
steps Geronimo began again to sing.
He no longer paid heed to his own
voice that he might notice what went
on in his neighbourhood. He first
became aware of two whispering
voices, that of a young man and a
girl. He thought how often these
two already must have gone up and
down the same way ; for in his blind-
ness and his intoxication many times
it seemed to him as though day after
day the same people came wandering
over the joch, now from the north
going south, now from the south go-
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ing north. And so, too, he knew this
young couple for a long time.

Carlo came back and handed Ger-
onimo a glass of wine. The blind
man turned towards the young cou-
ple and said:

“Your health, gentlefolk!”’

“Thanks,”’ said the young man;
but the girl pressed close beside him,
for the blind man seemed to her a
dismal sight.

Just then a carriage with a noisy

company, father, mother, children
and a nurse, drove in.
‘“A German family,”” Geronimo

said softly to Carlo.

The father gave every one of the
children a coin and they were each
allowed to throw it into the beggar’s
hat. Geronimo bent his head every
time in thanks. The eldest child re-
garded the blind man’s face with a
terrified curiosity. Carlo examined
the boy. He was forced, as always at
the sight of such a boy, to think that
Geronimo was just about the same
age when the accident had happened
through which he had lost his eye-
sight. For he remembered that day
just as though it was to-day, after
twenty years, with absolute clearness.
Still to-day the child’s shrill ery rang
in his ears with which little Geronimo
had sunk down on the turf. Still to-
day he saw the sunshine playing and
gshimmering on the white garden wall,
and heard again the Sunday bells
wkich had just started at that mo-
ment to peal. He had shot as often
with his pellets at the ash tree beside
the wall, and when he heard the ery
he thought at once that he must have
hurt his little brother, who had just
run by. He let the blowpipe slip
from his hands, jumped through the
window into the garden and rushed
towards his little brother, who lay on
the grass weeping. Over his right
cheek and down his neck the blood
was flowing. At the same moment
their father had come from the fields
home through the little garden gate
and now both knelt nonplussed beside
the weeping child. Neighbours has-

MAN’S BROTHER

453

tened from nearby. Old Vanetti was
the first who succeeded in getting the
little one’s hands from his face. Then
the smith, with whom Carlo at that
time was apprenticed, and who un-
derstood a little about wounds, came
too and saw at once that the child’s
right eye was lost. The doector, who
came from Poschiavo that evening,
could not help them any more. In-
deed, he pointed out already the dan-
ger with which the other eye was
threatened, and he proved right. A
year later the world was all wrapt
in darkness for Geronimo.

At the beginning they tried to con-
vince him that he would be healed
later, and he seemed to believe it.
Carlo, who knew the truth, at that
time wandered day and night long
over the countryside, between the
vineyards and in the woods around,
and was near killing himself. But
the Holy Spirit, to whom he entrust-
ed himself, made it manifest to him
that it was his duty to live and to
dedicate his life to his brother. Carlo
recognised this. A singular compas-
sion seized him. Only when he was
with the blind child, when he stroked
his hair, dared to kiss his forehead,
told him tales, took him walking in
the fields, behind the house and among
the rows of vines, did his own pain
moderate. He had, from the very be-
ginning, neglected his training in the
smithy because he could not tear him-
self away from his brother and could
no longer make up his mind to take
up again his trade in spite of his
father ’s warnings and grief. One day
1t occurred to Carlo that Geronimo
had completely ceased from speaking
of his misfortune. At once he knew
the reason. The blind boy had come
to the inevitable conclusion that he
would never see again the sky, the
hills, the roads, the people and the
light. It was then Carlo suffered
more than ever before—so greatly
that he sought to calm himself with
the thought that he had brought on
the misfortune without any intent.
And often, when in the early morn-
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ing. he watched his brother who lay
beside him, he was seized with such
a grief at seeing him wake that he
used to go out into the garden, only
that he might not be there beside
him as the blind eyes seemed every
day, once again, to seek the light
which was forever extinguished for
them. It was at that time a sudden
idea occurred to Carlo to have Ger-
onimo further trained in music as he
had a pleasant voice. The schoolmas-
ter from Tola often on a Sunday
came over and taught him to play
the guitar. At that time the blind
boy had no prescience that the new-
learned art would one day earn him
his livelihood.

From that sorrowful Sunday, bad
luck always seemed to dog the house
of old Lagardi. One year after the
other the harvest turned out bad. - A

small sum of money which the old

man had saved was tricked from him
by a relation. And when, on a swel-
tering August day, in the open field,
he sank under a stroke and died, he
left nothing except debts. The small
home was sold up and the two bro-
thers were roofless and poor, and left
the village.

Carlo was twenty, Geronimo fifteen
years old. Then began their begging
wandering life which had lasted up
to to-day. At the beginning Carlo
had thought he might find some trade
which would support at the same time
himself and his brother; but it never
succeeded. Besides, Geronimo never
had any rest; he wanted always to
be on the move.

For twenty years they had roamed
over the roads and passes in northern
Italy and in southern Tyrol, always
wherever the thickest stream of tra-
vellers passed by.

And although Carlo, after so many
years, no longer felt the burning
pang with which formerly every beam
of the sun, the appearance of every
pleasant countryside, had mad_e him
feel, there still remained in him an
unceasingly gnawing compassion as
constant and unbeknown to him as

the beat of his heart and his breath,
And he was glad when Geronimo
drank,

The earriage with the German fam-
ily had rolled away. Carlo sat down
as though he did it with pleasure up-
on the lowest step of the stairs; but
Geronimo remained standing with
his arms hanging down loose and
his head turned upwards to the sky.

Maria, the maid, came out of the
indoor., ;

‘‘Have you earned much to-day 2”’
she eried down to them.

Carlo did not even turn round. The
blind man bent down after his glass,
took it up from the floor and drank
to Maria. She often sat of an even-
ing in the inn room beside him; he
knew, too, she was beautiful, A

Carlo bent forward and looked out
over the road. The wind blew and
the rain spattered down so that the
rolling of the approaching carriage
was drowned in the loud noise, Carlo
stood up and took once more his place
beside his brother. Geronimo began
to sing at the very moment the ear-
riage drove up, in which only one
passenger sat. The driver quickly
took the horses out and then hurried
up into the inn room. The traveller
remained sitting for a time in his
corner, completely wrapped up in a
gray waterproof. He seemed not to
hear a word of the song. But after g
while he sprang out of the carriage
and walked up and down with great
haste, without, however, going far
from the ecarriage. He continued
rubbing his hands together as though
to warm himself. At last he seemed
to notice the beggar. He went and
stood opposite him and for g long
time gazed at him as though exam.
ining him. Carlo slightly bent his
head as for a greeting. The travelley
Wwas a very young man, with a pleas.
ant beardless face and restless eves.
After he had been standing fop a
while before the beggar, he suddenly
hastened back to the gate through
which he would have to continue his
journey and peevishly shook hig head

N
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at the comfortless outlook of rain and
mist.

‘“He has gone now?’’ asked Ger-
onimo.

““Not yet,”” answered Carlo. ‘‘He
will give something worth while when
he starts off.”’

The traveller came back again and
leaned against the shafts of the car-
riage. The blind man began to sing
again and immediately the young man
seemed to listen with the greatest in-
terest. The hostler appeared and put
the horses between the shafts again.
And then as though the idea had oec-
curred to him for the first time, the
young man put his hand in his poc-
ket and gave Carlo a frane.

““O thank you, thank you,’’ the lat-
ter said.

The traveller sat down in the car-
riage, wrapping himself again in his
coat. Carlo picked up from the floor
the wineglass and went up the wooden
stairs. Geronimo continued singing.
The traveller leaned out of the car-
riage and shook his head with an ex-
pression at the same time of superior-
ity and sadness. Suddenly an idea
seemed to oceur to him and he laugh-
ed. Then he spoke to the blind man,
who stood scarcely two steps distant
from him.

‘““What’s your name, my man?’’

‘‘Geronimo.”’

‘“Well, Geronimo, don’t let your-
self be cheated.”’

At this moment the coachman ap-
peared on the top step of the stairs.

‘““How, gnidiger Herr, cheated?’’

““I have given your comrade a
twenty-franc piece.”’

‘O Herr, thank you, thank you.”’

““Yes, but take care m—"’

‘““He is my brother, Herr; he will
not cheat me.”’

The young man paused a moment,
but whilst he still remained silent,
the coachman had climbed on the box
and had whipped up the horses. The
young man leaned back with a shake
of his head, as much as to say:

‘“Fate, take thy course.’’

And the carriage rolled away.
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The blind man stretched out his
hands after it in an expressive ges-
ture of gratitude. Just then he heard
Carlo, who had come out of the inn
room. He called down:

“Come, Geronimo, it’s warm up
here. Maria has made a fire.”’

Geronimo nodded, took his guitar
under his arm and felt his way up
the railing of the stairs. Upon the
stairs he already eried out:

“Let me feel it! What a time it is
since I felt a gold piece.”

‘“What’s the matter?’’ asked Carlo.
‘“Of what are you talking?’’

As soon as Geronimo reached the
top, he groped with his two hands
for the hand of his brother, a sign
with which he was always wont to
express his joy or affection,

‘**Carlo, my dear brother, there are
after all such beings as good-hearted
people!”’

“To be sure,”” said Carlo. ‘“‘Up
till now there’s two lira and thirty
centissimi, and here too is some Aus-
trian money, perhaps half a lira.”’

‘“And twenty francs—and twenty
franes!”’ eried Geronimo. ‘I know
all about it!”’ He reeled into the room
and sat down heavily on the bench.

“What do you know?’’ said Carlo.

‘““Now, give over joking! Put it
into my hand! What a time it is
since I had in this hand a piece of
gold!’’

‘““What do you want, then? Wher-
ever must get a gold piece!?
There’s two or three Iira.’’

The blind man banged the table.

““That’s enough, enough! Do you
want to keep it close from me?’’

Carlo regarded his brother in a
troubled and amazed fashion. He sat
down beside him and approached
quite close and took hold of his arm
to propitiate him. 3

“I keep nothing close from you.
How ever could you think it? No
one’s ever given me a gold piece.”’

“But he told me, then!”

“WhO?"

“Why, the young man who kept
walking up and down.”’
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“What? I don’t understand you.’’

‘““He says to me: ~What’s your
name, my man?’ and then: °‘Take
heed, take heed, don’t let yourself be
cheated.” ”’

““You must have been dreaming,
Geronimo—that is all nonsense.””

‘““Nonsense? Why, I heard him,
and I hear all right. ‘Don’t let your-
self be cheated; I have given a gold
piece.” . . . No, he said this: ‘I have
given him a twenty-franc piece.” ’’

The landlord came in:

““Now, what’s up with you? Have
you given up your business? A four-
horse carriage has just driven up.”
““Clome on,’’ cried Carlo, ‘‘come
(Gteronimo remained sitting.
“Why? why must I come? What
good is it to me? You stand along-
gideand . ..

Carlo shook his arm.

¢‘Still come on down below.”’

Geronimo silently obeyed his bro-
ther; but upon the stairs he said:

‘“We’ll speak about it yet, we’ll
speak about it yet.”’

Carlo did not realise what had
happened. Why had Geronimo sud-
denly lost his senses? For even when
he had been the slightest degree put
out he had never before spoken in
this way.

In the newly-arrived carriage sat
two Englishmen. Carlo held his hat
out before him and the blind man
sang. One of the Englishmen got
out and threw some coppers in
Carlo’s hat. Carlo said, ‘‘Thank
you,”’ and then, as though to him-
self, ‘““Twenty centissimi.’”’ Geron-
imo’s face remained immovable; he
began a new song. The carriage with
the two Englishmen drove off. Sil-
ently the brothers climbed up the
stairs. Qeronimo sat down on the

on

bench. Carlo remained standing by

the stove. :
““Why don’t you say something ?”’

asked Geronimo. .
““But,”” answered Carlo, *‘it can

only be as I told you.”” His voice
trembled a little.

‘“What did you say?’’ asked Ger-
onimo. ~

‘It was perhaps a madman.?”’

A madman? That would indeed
be capital! If someone says: ‘I have
given your brother twenty franes,’
I;glls}, of course, mad! Ah, and wh’y
did he say: ‘Don’
et e)]; i t let yourself be

‘‘Perhaps, too, he wasn’t mad; but
there are people who play jokes on us
poor people—’’

‘““What!”’ cried Geronimo, ‘“jokes?
Yes, that you mustn’t say—I’ve ex-
pected that!’’

He drank down his glas i
which stood before him.g g

‘“‘But, Geronimo,’’ erie
and he felt that }’1(3 couldd seglz'icl;alloy’
speak for consternation, ‘‘ why musn’t
I?“VI{,Iﬁw can you think—9”’

y does your voi
e y ce tremble—

‘‘Geronimo, I assure you, I—?’

“Well, and I don’t believe you
You are laughing now. Oh, I know‘
that you are laughing now!”’

The hostler cried from below -

‘‘Hi! blind man, people here"”

Quite mechanically the brofher
got up and descended the stairs, TW
carriages had at the same moment ar.
rived, one with three gentlemen, the
other 'Wlth an old married cOl,xple
Qeronlmo sang; Carlo stood besidé
him without any power to think
What could he do? His brother did
not believe him! How ever had it
become possible? He anxiously eyed
from the side Geronimo who sang hig
songs in a broken voice. It seemed tq
him that he saw thoughts fleetin
across his face which he had neve%
bei"lt‘)lll'e perceived there,

e carriages had alrea
but 'Geronimo sang on. Carc‘ll}(; dga?;?i’
not interrupt him. He did not know
what he ought to say; he was afraiq
that his voice would again tremble
Then laughter rang out from above.
an‘(% Maria eried : .

‘What are you going on sinei
for? From me, to be su%e, ym;s g%i?&%
get anything.”’

L
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Geronimo stopped in the middle
of a melody; it sounded as though his
voice and the strings had snapped at
the same moment. Then he went up
the steps and Carlo followed him. In
the iun room the latter sat down be-
side him. What ought he to do?
Nothing else remained for him. He
must try once again to explain to his
brother.

“‘Geronimo,’’ he said, ‘‘I swear to
you. . . . Just think for a moment
yourself, how can you believe that 1.

"

Geronimo remained silent. His
blind eyes seemed to look out through
the window into the gray mist. Carlo
went on thinking: ‘‘Well, he hasn’t
any need to be so senseless; he has
made a mistake—yes, he is mistaken
But he knew well that he him-
gelf did not believe what he said.

Geronimo made an impatient move-
ment. But Carlo went on with sud-
den vivacity :

““For what, then, should I—? You
know yourself, I eat and drink no
more than you, and when I buy my-
self a new coat—you know it your-
gself—what do I want then with so
much money? What should I do
with it then?”’

In answer Geronimo hissed between
his teeth:

““Don’t lie, I hear how you are ly-
ing!”’

““T am not lying, Geronimo, I am
not lying,’” said Carlo horrified.

“Why, have you already given it
her, eh? Or will she get it later?”
cried Geronimo.

llMaria'7’

‘““Who, then, else but Maria? Ah,
you liar, you thief!’”” And as though
he did not wish to sit any longer be-
side him, he pushed his brother in
the side with his elbow.

Carlo got up. For a moment he
looked at his brother, then he left the
room and went down the steps into
the court. He gazed with wide open
eyes out upon the road, which lay
before him buried in brownish mist.
The rain had left off. Carlo stuck

”»
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his hand in his trousers pockets and
went out in the open. It seemed to
him as though his brother had hunt-
ed him out. What was it that had
happened? He could not at all un-
derstand it. What kind of man must
it have been, he who gave a frane and
said it was twenty? He must assur-
edly have had some reason for it?
And Carlo sought in his memory
whether he had not made in some
place someone his enemy, who now
had sent another that he might re-
venge himself. But for so far back as
he could think he had never injured
anyone, never had had before any
serious quarrel with anyone. Assur-
edly for the past twenty years he had
done nothing else but stand in the
yards of inns or at the ends of streets
with his hat in his hand. Was it pos-
sible someone had a spite against him
on account of a girl? But how long
it was now since he had anything to
do with one. The waitress in La
Rosa had been the last in the spring
of the year before—but about her
certainly no one had been jealous of
him. . . . There was absolutely no-
thing to give him a clue. What kind
of folk were out there in the world
which he knew mnot? From every-
where they came here. What did he
know of them? Had there been any
reason at all for this stranger, that
he said to Geronimo: ‘‘I have given
your brother twenty franes.”” Yes,
really. But what was to be done
now? As things were, it was plain
that Geronimo mistrusted him. That
he could not bear. He must attempt
something or other to end it. He
hastened back. When he entered the
Inn room again, Geronimo lay out-
stretched on a bench and seemed not
to’ notice Carlo’s entrance. Maria
brought the two food and drink.
Neither spoke during the meal a
word. When Maria took away the
dishes, Geronimo burst out laughing
suddenly and said to her:

“What will you buy with it,
then?”’

‘“Buy with what?’’
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‘“Oh, now, now, what is it going
to be? A mnew dress or ear-rings?’’

‘““What does he want from me?’
She turned to Carlo.

At that moment there was a creak-
ing in the courtyard below of heav-
ily-laden ecart-loads, loud voices
echoed up, and Maria hastened be-
low. A couple of minutes afterwards
three carters came in and took their
places at a table. The landlord came
in to greet them. They were curs-
ing the bad weather.

““To-night,’’ said one of them, ‘‘we
shall have snow.”’

A second began to relate how he
was snowed in ten years ago in the
middle of August and was nearly
frozen to death. Maria sat down
with them. Then the hostler came
up and inquired after his parents
who dwelt in the valley at Bormio.

Once more a carriage came with
travellers. Geronimo and Carlo went
below. Geronimo sang; Carlo held
out his hat, and the travellers gave
them alms. Geronimo seemed now to
be quite quiet. He often asked,
‘““How much?’’ and nodded his head
slightly at Carlo’s answer. In the
meanwhile Carlo himself tried to
master his own thoughts. But he had
always the dull feetmmg that some-
thing awful had happened and that
he was quite helpless. As the bro-
thers again ascended the steps they
heard the confused laughing and talk-
ing of the carters. The youngest
cried out to Geronimo: ‘‘Come on
and sing us something. We’ll pay
all right!’’ and turning to the others
he added: ‘“Won’t we?”’

Maria, who had just come in with
a bottle of red wine, said:

““Don’t have anything to do with
him to-day, he is in vile temper.’’

Despite her answer, Geronimo stood

it in the middle of the room and
began to sing. When he finished, the
carters clapped their hands.

““Come on over here, Carlo,”’ eried
one, ‘‘we can throw our money in
your hat like the people below!”’ and
he took some small change and held

up his hand high, as though he want.-
ed to make it jingle down into the

hat which Carlo held out to him. But

the blind man seized the carter’s arm

and said, ‘‘My good friend, my good

£ri$nd! It may fall near by—near-
y‘77

‘“What do you mean ‘near by?’”’

‘“Oh, well, in Maria’s lap.”
~ All laughed, the landlord and
Maria included, while Carlo alone
stood motionless by. Never had Ger-
onimo made such a joke.

‘“Sit down with us,’’ eried the car-
ters. ‘“You are a jolly chap!’”’ And
they squeezed up together to make
room for Geronimo. The conversa-
tion waxed louder and louder and
more confused. Geronimo talked loud-
er and more merrily than ever before
and never ceased to drink. Just as
Maria came in again he wanted to
draw her to him. But as one of the
carters said, laughing:

““‘Perhaps you think she is beauti-
ful? To tell you the truth, she is
an ugly old hag.”’

But the blind man pulled Maria
on his knees.

‘““You are all thickheads,’’ he said.
““Do you think I want my eyes to
see? I know another thing, too
where Carlo is now—eh !—he is standi
ing there by the stove with his hands
in his trousers pockets and laugh-
ing!’’

All looked towards Carlo, who,
with gaping mouth, leaned towards
the stove and now in reality twisted
his face to a grin as though he dare
not give his brother the lie,

The hostler ecame in. If the cart.
ers still wanted to be in Bormio be-
fore dark, they must bestir themsel-
ves. They got up and took a noisy
departure. :

Once again the brothers were alone
in the inn room. It was the hour at
which ‘they were accustomed as g
rule to sleep. The whole inn sank
into quiet as usual about this time
the first hours of the afternoon. Ger:
onimo with his head on the table
seemed to sleep. At first Carlo wan-
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dered around, then he sat down on
the bench. He was very tired. It
seemed to him as though he was
wrapped in a heavy dream. He had
to think of all kinds of things, of
yesterday, of the day before yester-
day, and all the days before that, and
particularly of the warm summer
days and the white country roads,
over which he had been wont to wan-
der with his brother. And all was
so distant and as incomprehensible
as if it could never have happened.

Late in the afternoon the post
came from Tyrol, and soon after at
small intervals came the coaches tak-
ing the same road back south. On
four occasions the brothers descended
into the court. And as they came up
for the last time the twilight had
fallen, and the little oil lamp, which
hung down from the ceiling flickered.
Workmen from a mneighbouring
quarry came by to their wooden
shacks, that lay about 200 feet below
the inn. Geronimo sat down by him-
self; Carlo remained alone at his
table. It seemed to the latter that
his loneliness had already lasted a
great while. He heard later Geroni-
mo outside, in a loud voice, almost a
ery, speak of his childhood, of that
which he had seen with his own eyes
and still remembered  quite well in
every detail; persons and things; his
father and how he worked in the
fields, the small garden with the ash
tree beside the wall, the low little
house which had belonged to them,
the two little daughters of the cob-
bler, the vineyard behind the chureh,
and then too his own child, how it
had looked at him from a looking
glass. How often Carlo had heard
all these things. To-day he could not
endure them. They sounded so dif-
ferent from what they had previous-
ly. Every word Geronimo spoke
took on a new meaning and seemed to
turn itself against him. He slunk
outside and went again over the
_country road which now lay quite in
‘darkness. The rain had ceased, the
air was very cold and an idea seemed

459

to be enticing Carlo to go on farther,
farther and farther, deep into the
darkness, to lay himself down at the
end, somewhere in the diteh, to fall
asleep and never again to waken.
Suddenly he heard the rolling of a
carriage and caught sight of the
shimmering light of two lanterns
which came nearer and nearer., In
the carriage, which passed by, sat
two gentlemen. One of them, with
a narrow beardless face, started with
fright as the form of Carlo loomed
out of the dark into the light of the
lanterns. Carlo, who had stood still,
lifted his hat. The ecarriage, with
its lights, disappeared. Once again
Carlo stood in the deep gloom. Sud-
denly he started. For the first time
in his life the dark made him afraid.
It eame on him that he could not en-
dure it a minute longer. In some
wondrous way, the horror which he
himself had felt on his own account
confused itself in his dull wits with a
sympathy, that was almost torture,
for his blind brother, and it drove
him home.

When he entered the inn room he
perceived the two travellers who had
previously driven past him, mttmg
at a table with a bottle of red wine
and talking very earnestly together.
They scarcely looked up at his en-
tranece.

At another table Geronimo sat as
before among the labourers.

‘“Where have you been keeping
yourself, thén?’’ the landlord, who
was just going out of the door, said
to him. ‘““Why do you leave your
brother alone?”’

“Is there anything the matter?”’
Carlo asked with a start.

‘“Geronimo is treating the erowd.
Of course, it’s all the same to me, but
you should just bear in mind 'that
bad times again are not far off.”’

Carlo went softly over to his broth-
ed and took hold of his arm.

““Come,”’ he said.

““What do you want?’’ eried Gero-
nimo.

‘“Come to bed,’”’ Carlo answered.
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‘‘Leave me alone, leave me alone!
I earn the money. I cean do what
I want with my own money—eh?
You can’t keep the whole lot away
from me. Oh, you mean well—he
gives me all? Oh, no, I know, I am
only a blindman! But there are peo-
ple . . . there are kind people
who say to me: ‘I have given that
brother of yours twenty francs!’’’

The workmen burst out laughing.

‘““That’s enough!’”’ said Carlo,
‘‘come!’’

And he pulled his brother along
with him and almost dragged him
upstairs, up to the cold garret where
they had their quarters. All the
way up Geronimo cried out: ‘‘Yes,
now the day has come, yes, now I
know! ah just you wait! Where is
she? Where is Maria? Or have you
put it in the savings bank? Oh I
know I sing for you, I play the guit-
ar, you live off me—and you . . .
you're a thief!’’ He fell back on
the straw sack.

From. the corridor a faint light
shone in. Beyond, the doors of sev-
eral guest chambers of the inn stood
open, and Maria was arranging the
beds for the night. Carlo stood over
his brother and looked at him lying
there with inflamed face and bluish
lips, his damp hair sticking to his
forehead, looking years older than he
was. And slowly he began to un-
derstand. There could be nothing
except the blindman’s mistrust from
to-day onwards. For a long time it
must have slumbered in him and he
must have lacked only the oceasion,
perhaps the courage to vent it. And
all that Carlo had done for him had
had been in vain; in vain his repent-
ance, in vain the sacrifice of his whole
life. What ought he to do now? He
must go on now, day after day, who
knew how much longer? guiding him
through his eternal night, being
faithful to him, begging for him and
gaining thereby no other recompense
than mistrust and hard words. If
his brother held him for a thief, then
any stranger would trust him the

same or better than he. In truth to
leave him alone, to go away forever
from him—that was the wisest thing
to do.

Then Geronimo would clearly per-
ceive his injustice, for theu he would
first experience what it meant to be
deceived and robbed, to be alone and
wretched, and he hinself? How
ought he to commence life? For he
was not yet too old, to be sure; if
he was alone for himself he could
stili make a commencement at many
things. As hostler, at the very least,
he woald understand anywhere his
work. But while these thoughts were
passing through his brain, his eyes
remained ali the time fastened on his
brother. And suddenly he saw him
before him, alone by the side of a
sunny road, sitting on a stone with
his wide-open eyes staring up to
heaven, whose light could not dazzle
him, and with his hands stretching
out into the night which was always
about him. And he felt if the blind-
man had no one else in the world
except him, so nhe, too, had no one
else except this brother of his. He
understood that his love for this
brother of his was the whole mean-
ing of his life, and knew for the first
time in full clarity that the mere be-
lief that the blindman returned this
love and forgave him, had enabled
him to endure so patiently all his
misery. He could not at once re-
nounce this hope. He must either
put up with this mistrust or find a
means by which he could persuade
the blindman of the groundlessness
of his suspicion. Yes, if he
could only, in some way, obtain a gold
piece! If he could say to the blind-
man, early on the morrow: ‘‘I have
only held it back so that you
shouldn’t drink it up with the work-
men, so that no one should steal it
from you or something elge. ?’.

Steps approached on the wooden
stairs; the travellers were going to
rest. Suddenly an idea flashed
throvgh his brain, to go and knoeck
outside and to tell the strangers in
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good faith of the day’s misadventure
and to ask them for twenty franes.
But at the same moment he recognis-
ed that he was completely out of con-
sideration! They would not, for a
minute, believe the whole tale. And
he remembered at once how terrified
one of them, the pale one, had been
as they had driven past when he, Car-
lo, had suddenly loomed in the dark
in the front of the carriage.

He stretched himself down on the
straw sack.

It was quite dark in the room. He
heard now how the workmen, loudly
talking and with heavy steps, went
down over the wooden stairs. Soon
after, two doors shut. = The hostler
went once more up and down the
steps, then everything was still.
Carlo only heard Geronimo’s heavy
breathing. Soon his thoughts became
confused as his dreams began, When
he awoke, deep darkness still sur-
rounded him. He looked towards the
place where the window was. Strain-
ing his eyes he perceived in the im-
penetrable blackness a deep gray
square. Geronimo continued to sleep
still the heavy sleep of the drunken
man. And Carlo thought of the day
which was the morrow; and it made
him shudder. He thought of the
night after this day, and the day
after that night, of the future which
lay before him, and a shudder at the
loneliness which awaited him shook
him. Why had he not been more
courageous last night? Why had he
not gone to the strangers and begged
twenty franes? Perhaps they would
bave had compassion on him. And
yet . . . perhaps it was a good
thing that he had not begged from
them. But, why was it a good thing?

i oa He sat up suddenly and
felt his heart beating. He knew now
why it was a good thing. If they
had refused him it might have made
them suspicious of him . . . it
but, . . . He stared towards the
gray patech which began to lighten
dully.

That thing which, against his own
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will, had passed through his brains
was of course impossible, absolutely
impossible !

The door outside was barred, and
moreover, they might wake up :
Yes, there & the gray patch of
light in the midst of the dark was
the new day 5

Carlo arose as though it dragged
him thither and pressed his forehead
against the cold window pane. Why
had he arisen then? To consider it?
To essay it ? ‘What then ?

It was without doubt impossible, and
besides, it was a erime! A crime?
What did twenty francs means to
such people who, for their own plea-
sure, travelled thousands of miles?
They would probably not notice at
all that they lacked it - He
went to the door and opened it soft-
ly. Opposite, two steps distant, was
the other closed. On a nail in the
doorpost hung some clothes. Carlo
passed his hand over them.

Yes if people left their purses in
their pockets, life indeed was a simple
thing. Soon no one would need to
go begging any more. . .

But the pockets were empty Now,
what more was there to do? He
went back again into his room and
lay down upon the straw sack. Per-
haps there was some better way of
getting twenty francs—a way less
dangerous and more in accordance
with the law. If in truth he was to
hold back every time a few centissimi
from the alms until he had collected
together twenty francs, and then
bought the gold piece? But
what a time it would take! months,
perhaps a year. Ah, if he only had
the courage! Onee again he stood
out in the passage. He examined the
dcor over . What kind of a
crack was it that fell perpendicularly
from the top to the floor? Was it
possible? the door was only shut to,
not closed ? But why was he
s0 astonished at it? For some months
the door had not fastened.  More-
over, he remembered that only three
times during this summer had people
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slept there, twice they were artisans
and once' a tourist who had injured
his foot. The door did not close—he
needed now only courage—yes, and
luek! Courage? The worst that
could happen to him was that both
should wake up, and then he could
always find an excuse. He peered
through the erack into the room. It
was not so dark as to prevent him
perceiving the outlines of two forms
laid on the bed. He listened atten-
tively. They were breathing quietly
and  regularly, Carlo opened the
door and entered the room on his
bare feet quite mnoiselessly. The two
beds occupied the length of the wall
opposite the window. In the middle
of the room was a table Carlo erept
up to it. He passed his hand over
its surface and felt a bundle of keys,
a pocket knife, a small book—nothing
else. . . . Of course it was so!

How could he have ever thought that
they would put their money on the
table! Ah, now he would go away.
And yet it perhaps only needed a
good snatch and the money would be
his.  And he approached the bed
near the door; here on the chair lay
something. He felt of it; it was a
revolver. Carlo drew it towards
him. . . . Were it not better for
him to take possession of it? But
why had this man laid his revolver
ready to hand? If he awoke and
noticed him : No, no it would
be better to say:

“It is three o’clock, gnidiger
Herr, time to get up!”” . . . And
he let the revolver lie,

And he crept farther into the
room. Here upon the other chair
among the linen . . . Santa Maria!
that was it . . . that was a purse!
He took it in his hand! . .. . At
that moment he heard a low creaking.
With a quick movement he streteched
himself at full length by the foot of
the bed. Once again this
creaking a heavy breathing
. . . a clearing of someone’s
throat. . . . then again stillness,
deep stillness. Carlo remained lying

on the floor, the purse in his hand
and waited. Nothing stirred again.
Already the dawn palely fell into the
room. Carlo dared not rise but crept
forward on the floor to the door
which stood wide enough open to al-
low him to pass, crept out onto the
passage, and here he first slowly
rose with a deep breath. Ie opened
the purse; it had three divisions, To
the left and right only small silver,
Carlo next opened the middle division
_which was closed by another fasten-
ing and felt three twenty frane
pieces. For a moment he thought of
taking two from it, but he quickly
put this temptation from him, taking
out only one gold piece and shutting
the purse. Then he knelt down,
peeped through the door into the
room which continued completely
still, and then he gave the purse a
shove so that it landed wunder the
second bed. 'When the stranger
woke up he would believe that it had
fallen down from the chair,

Carlo rose slowly. The floor how-
ever, creaked slightly and at that
moment he heard a voice from with-
in the room: ‘“What’s that? what’s
the matter then?””  Carlo quickly
took two steps backwards holding hig
breath and slipped into his own
room. He was in safety and listened,
S Yet another creak of the
bed and then all was still. Between
his fingers he held the gold piece. He
had succeeded he had sue-
ceeded! He had twenty franes and
he could say to his brother - “You
see I am no thief,”” and they could
onee again to-day go on their wan.
derings . . . to the south, to Bor-
mio, then further south to Vetlin
then to Tirano to Edole . .
to Breno and to the Lake of
Iseo, as in the previous years. There

would be no suspicions aroused, for -

he had himself already said to the
landlord: ‘‘In a couple of davs we
are going down.’”’ :

It became lighter and lighter, The
whole room lay in gray twilight. Ah
if Geronimo would awake soon! It

I e
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was so pleasant out on the road in the
early day. They would set out yet
before dawn. A good morning to
the landlord, to the hostler, and to
Maria too, and then away, away
And as soon as they were two hours
away, already near the valley, he
would speak to Geronimo.

Geronimo stretched and expanded
himself. Carlo called to him: ‘“‘Ger-
onimo!’’

‘““Now what’s the matter?’’ And
he started up with his two hands
and sat up.

‘‘Geronimo, we will get up.”’

“Why?’’ And he turned his blind
eyes on his brother. Carlo knew that
Geronimo now recollected the oceur-
rence of yesterday, but he knew too
that he would not utter a syllable
about it before he was drunk again.

“It’s cold, Geronimo, we’ll be go-
ing. It won’t clear up. I think we’d
better be going. By noon we can
be in Boladore.’’

Geronimo got up. The bustle of
the awakening household became per-
ceptible.  Below in the court the
landlord spoke with the hostler. Car-
lo got up and betook himself below.
He was always early astir and went
often in the early dawn out on the
road. He went up to the landlord
and said:

‘““We’re going to say good-bye.”’

‘“Ah, you’re going already to-
day ?”’ asked the landlord.

‘““Yes. It already begins to freeze
too bitterly when a fellow stands in
the yard and the wind blows through
one.”’

““Well remember me to Baldette if
you go down to Bormio, and he
mustn’t forget to send me the oil.”’

““Yes, I’ll remember you. As for
the rest—last night’s lodgings’’—he
put his hand in his bag.

‘“‘Let be, Carlo,’’ said the landlord,
‘“the twenty centissimi I'll make a
present of to your brother; I too,
have listened to his singing. Good
morning.”’

““Thank you,’” Carlo said, ‘‘at any
rate we are not in such a hurry as

463

all that. We’ll see you again when
you come back from the village. Bor-
mio will remain I think in the same
spot, won’t it?”’

He laughed and went up the wood-
en stairs.  Geronimo stood in the
middle of the room and said:

““Now, I'm ready to go.”’

‘““A moment,’’ said Carlo.

From an old chest of drawers,
that stood in a corner of the room,
he took their few possessions and
packed them up in a bundle. Then
he said: ‘‘ A fine day, but very cold.”’

“I know,”’ said Geronimo. The
two went out of the room.

‘““Go quietly,”” Carlo said, ‘‘the
two who came last night sleep here.’”’

They trod warily by.

‘“The landlord sends his greetings
to you,”’” Carlo said. ‘‘He has let us
off the twenty centissimi for last
night’s room. Now he has gone to
the village and won’t be back for two
hours, But then we shall see him
again next year.’’

Geronimo did not answer. They
took the road which lay before them
in the dim dawn. Carlo took hold
of his brother’s arm and both in sil-
ence stepped out on the downward
road. After a short walk they speed-
ily reached the spot where the road
began to descend below in long draw-
out windings. Mist rose upwards in
their faces, while above them the
hills appeared from the clouds as
though caught in a noose. And Carlo
thought : ““Now I will speak to him.”’
But Carlo said nothing and taking
the gold piece out of his pocket gave
it to his brother. The latter took it
in the fingers of his right hand, then
put 1t up to his cheek and his fore-
head. At last he nodded.

“I knew it all along,”” he said.

‘“Of course,”” answered Carlo,
looking astonished at Geronimo.

“Even if the stranger hadn’t told
me anything, I should have undoubt-
edly known it.”’

‘“Of course,’” Carlo said perplexed.
‘“‘But then you understand why in
front of the others up there
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I was afraid that you might at once
go spend the whole lot . . . And,
don’t you see, Gteronimo, it’s about
time now, I’ve been thinking, that
you bought yourself a new coat and
a shirt and shoes too, I think; that’s
why Y'veino i

The blindman shook his head viol-
ently ‘““Why?”’ and he passed a
hand over his coat, ‘‘that’s good
enough, that’s warm enough. We're
going to the south now.”’

Carlo did not mark that Geronimo
seemed in no wise to be glad, that
he had not excused himself. And he
went on saying:

““Geronimo, wasn’t I right then?
Why aren’t you glad? Now we’ve
got it, haven’t we? Now it’s all ours.
If T had told you about it up there,
who knows — oh, it’s a good thing
that T didn’t tell you about :
there is no doubt of that!”’

‘Whereupon Geronimo broke out:

‘““Just listen to your lying, Carlo!
I have had enough of it.”’

Carlo stood still and let the arm of
his brother fall.

““I’m not lying!”’

““Oh, I know you are lying . . .
You’re always. You’ve lied to me
hundreds of time! Besides
you would have kept it back for your-
self hadn’t you become afraid.
That’s how it is!”’

Carlo bowed his head and answered
never a word. He took the blind-
man’s arm again and went on with
him. How it hurt him, Geronimo
speaking in this way! But he was
really astonished that he was not in-
jured more.

The mist parted. After a long sil-
ence Geronimo said:

““It is going to he hot.”’

He spoke indifferently, to himself,
as he had a hundred times said be-
fore, and Carlo knew at that moment
—for Geronimo had mnot changed
himself—he had beea always a thief
so far as Geronimo was concerned.

““ Are you hungry now?’’ he asked.
Geronimo nodded, and taking at the
game time some cheese and bread

from his coat pocket he began to eat.

The post from Bormio met them.
The driver shouted to them:

‘“‘Going down already?’’

Then came some other carriages—
all going up.

““The valley breeze,”” said Ger-
onimo, and at the same moment after
a steep turn the Veltlin lay at their
feet.

‘‘Indeed he has not changed a
bit,”” Carlo thought. ‘‘Now I have
stolen for him . . . and, besides, it
has been no use.”’

The mist below them became thin-
ner and thinner, the rays of the sun
piercing holes therein. And Carlo
thought :

“‘It wasn’t perhaps a wise step to
leave the inn so abruptly. The purse
lay under the bed, which is probably
suspicious.’’

But how indifferent the whole
thing seemed!  What worse could
happen to him? His brother, whose
eyesight he had destroyed, though
he hadn’t stolen from him and had
believed it for years past, and would
always believe it—what worse could
happen to him ?

There below them lay the big white
hotel bathed in the morning light,
and farther down, where the valley
itself began to stretch out, the strag-
gling village. Silently the two went
on, and Carlo’s hand always rested
on the blindman’s arm. They pass-
ed by the hotel park, and Carlo saw
guests in light summer clothes upon
the terrace sitting at breakfast.

‘““Where do you want to rest’’
asked Carlo.

‘“Oh, in the Eagle, like we always
have.”’

When they reached the small inn
at the end of the village, they turn-
ed in. Then they sat down in the
café and had wine given them.

‘““What are you doing so early
down here?’’ asked the landlord.

Carlo started a little at this ques-
tion. ‘““Is it then so early? The
tenth or eleventh of September—not
it?”’

LR
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‘‘Last year I am sure it was a great
deal later when you came down.”’

“It’s so cold wup there,”’ Carlo
said. ‘‘Last night we froze. By the
bye, I've got to tell you that you
aren’t to forget to send up the oil.”’

The atmosphere in the café was
stuffy and close. A strange unrest
possessed Carlo. He would have
liked to be out in the open again,
upon the highway that stretched
away to Tirane, to Edole, to the Lake
of Iseo, anywhere away in the dis-
tance! Suddenly he stood up.

‘““Are we going already?’’ asked
Geronimo.

‘“We really ought to be this after-
noon in Boladore at the Hart, the
mid-day stopping-place of the ecar-
riages. It’s a good place.”’

And they went. The barber Be-
nozzi stood smoking in front of his
shop.

‘““Good morning,’’ he ecried. ‘‘Now
then, how are things looking wup
there? Last night you had a good
snowfall 97’

‘“Yes, yes,”” said Carlo, and quick-
ened his pace.

The village lay behind them; the
road stretched on white between
meadows and vineyards beside the
babbling stream. The sky was blue
and still.

“Why did I do it?’’ Carlo thought.
He looked sideways at the blindman.
Did his face look otherwise than be-
fore? He had always known it. ‘I
have always been alone . and
he has always hated me.”” And it
came on him as though he were walk-
ing on under a heavy burden, which
he dare not ever cast from his should-
ers, and as though he could see the
night in which Geronimo was mov-
ing at his side, while the sun lay
lighting up every road.

And they went on, went on, went
on for hours. From time to time
Gteronimo sat down upon a milestone,
or the pair leaned over the side of a
bridge to rest. They passed through
another village. Carriages stood be-
fore the inn.  Travellers had dis-
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mounted and were walking up and
down; but the two beggars made no
halt. Again they were out on the
open road. The sun climbed up
higher and higher; mid-day must be
near. It was a day in a thousand.

‘““The Boladore tower,”” Geronimo
said.

Carlo looked up. He was amazed
at the way Geronimo could exactly
reckon distances; to be sure there
was the Boladore tower on the hori-
zon. A fair distance farther on
someone was approaching them. It
looked to Carlo as if the stranger
had been sitting by the roadside and
suddenly got up. The figure ap-
proached. Now Carlo perceived it
was a gendarme whom he had so
often met on the road. In spite of
that Carlo started slightly. But as
the man came nearer he recognised
him and recovered himself. It was
Pietre Tenelli. Only in May last the
two beggars had sat together with
him in Raggazzi’s inn in Merignone,
and he had told them a dreadful
story of how he had been once nearly
stabbed to death by a single dagger
stroke.

““There’s someone standing still,”’
said Geronimo.

‘““Tenelli, the gendarme,’”’ Carlo
answered.

They had now come up with him.

““Good morning, Herr Tenelli,”
Carlo said and halted before him.

“It so happens,”’ the gendarme
said, ‘T must for the time being take
both of you to the station in Bela-
dore.”’

““What,”” eried the blindman.

Carlo grew pale,

X “qu is it possible?’’ he thought.

But it can’t refer to it. They can’t
kn‘ow down here yet at any rate!’”’

‘It seems at any rate to be your
way,”’ the gendarme said, laughing,
““nothing bad’s going to happen if
you come along with me.”’

“Why don’t you say something,
Carlo?’’ asked Geronimo.

‘“Oh, yes sy
beg your pardon, Herr Gendarme,
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how is it possible . what must
we then or rather, what must
I . . .intruth, I don’t know. .’

“It just so happens. Perhaps too
you are not guilty. What do I
know. At any rate we received no-
tice from the commandant by tele-
graph that we were to hold you, be-
cause you were suspected, highly
Suspected, of having stolen the peo-
Ple’s money up there. But it is pos-
sible, too, that you are innocent.
But come forward1’’

“Why do you say nothing, Car-
lo?’’ asked Geronimo,

“I was saying
was saying . . .»

“Now come along! What’s the
sense of standing about on the road!
The sun is burning. In an hour we
can be right there at the place itself.’’

Carlo took as usual Geronimo’s
arm and they went slowly on, the
gendarme behind them.

‘“Carlo, why do you say nothing %°’

eronimo asked again.

“But what would you, Geronimo,
what must I say? It will all come
out. I myself don’t know . . .”’
And the thought crossed his mind :
Must I explain to him before we
are in the court??”’ . It won’t
do! The gendarme is listening to wus.
: - Now what’s to be done? Of
course in court I shall tell the truth.

No one would believe this cock and
bull story Geronimo didn’t
once believe it . . And he look-
ed sideways at him. The blindman’s
head nodded up and down in his old
fashion, beating time as they went
along and his empty eyes stared into
the heavens. And Carlo knew all of
a sudden what kind of thoughts lay
behind that forehead. . . g,
that’s how things stand,’’ he was
quite sure Geronimo was thinking.
“Carlo doesn’t only steal from me,
he steals too from other people. . .
Yet everything is all right for him,
he has eyes that see and yet he makes
such use of them. Yes
most assuredly Geronimo was think-
ing that . and then too the

oh yes. I
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fact that no money will be found on
me, won’t aid me-—not in the eyes of
the court, not in the eyes of Geron-
imo. They will lock me up and him.
-« . . Yes, him just like me, for
he has at least the money.’”’ And he
could not go on thinking, he felt hig
thoughts were so muddled. Tt ap-
peared to him as though he did not
understand anything more about the
whole business, and he only knew one
thing that he would allow himself to
be put in prison for a year with
pleasure - or for ten, if only
Geronimo knew that he had become a
thief for him alone!

And suddenly Geronimo
short, so that Carlo had to halt.

““Now, then what’s the matter?”’
the gendarme said fretfully. ‘“‘For-
ward! forward!”’ But he then be-
held with amazement the blindman
let his guitar fall upon the ground
and, raising his arms, grope with his
two hands for his brother’s cheeks.
Then he brought hig lips to Carlo’s
mouth, who at first did not under-

stand what had happened to him, anq
kissed him,

““Are you off

stopped

your head?’’ the
gendarme cried. ““‘Forward! for-
ward! I don’t want to be roasted!”’

Geronimo picked up his guitar
from the ground without uttering q
word. Carlo released a deep breath
and placed his hand again on the
blind man’s arm. And he smiled to
himself with a wonderful expression
of happiness.

““Forward!’’ ecried the gendarme,
‘‘Are you willing at last?” . and
he gave Carlo a push between the
ribs.

And Carlo guiding with a firm
pressure the blindman’s arm, went
on again forward. He took g much
stronger step, as in the old days. The
smile would not fade from his coun-
tenance. It came to him that nothing
bad could now happen to him—eith.
er at the hands of the law or from
anywhere else in the world. He had
his brother again! . No, he
had him for the first time. . %




LAMPLIGHT

From the Painting by Franklin Brownell in the Canadian National Gallery
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Wb THE CRESTING SEAS

BY F. WILLIAM WALLACE

ON the night of Friday, March

15th, 1912, we were lying hove-
to on the northeastern edge of
Brown’s Bank, fifty miles to the
south’ard of Cape Sable, Nova Scotia.
The breeze came away from the sou’-
west, and as the evening drew on it
rose to a proper March gale, with the
accompaniments of rain storms, sleet,
and mountainous seas. Lying-to un-
der foresail and jumbo, our schooner
performed some wonderful anties as
she staggered and swopped over the
voaring crests, and it soon became an
impossibility to stand upon her decks
or even sit on the ecabin lockers. With
these conditions existing, we turned
into our bunks and read, smoked and
slept.

At midnight, the wind and sea were
so heavy that even hanging into a
bunk was a task, while the vessel was
pressed down with the weight of the
wind in her eanvas until the lee rail
was under.

“Take in the jumbo!’’ eried the
skipper, and, oiling up, we turned out
on the rain and spray swept deck and
tied the sail up, leaving the vessel
under foresail only.

It was a wild night; dark as the
inside of a boot, and a howling in-
ferno of wind, spray and rain. The
gale-whipped Bank seas frothed and
broke roaring in tons of white water
around our little craft and the fly-
ing spume slashed the decks. Br-r-r!
Tt was no night for a promenade, so
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leaving the two watchmates to their
chilly vigil, we went below and turn-
ed in again.

““Glad we’re out here in this
breeze,’”” remarked a fisherman.
“Wouldn’t like t’ be pokin’ aroun’
th’ land t’night.”’

One vessel, however, had taken the
risk, and her name heads the list of
the first disaster to the American fish-
ing fleet of 1912. She was a Glouces-
terman, and The Times of that fam-
ous New England fishing port, heads
the list of Gloucester’s toll with the
loss of the Patrician:

“¢Schr. Patrician, one hundred and
twenty-five tons gross, ninety-three tons
net, built at Essex, 1905, employed in the
Western Bank fishery, went ashore March
15th, near Shelburne, N.S., while running
for shelter in a_ heavy gale, the captain
making a mistake in the lights. The cap-
tain and nine of the crew were drowned,
the lost men being William Harding, mas-
ter,40 years, native of Pubnico, N.S., sin-
gle; John and Albert Goodwin, 22 and 32
years, respectively, brothers, and natives
of Bear Point, N.S., both single; Coleman
Hopkins, 30 years, native of Wood’s Har-
bour, N.S., single; Joseph Nickerson, 30
years, native of Wood’s Harbour, N.S.,
single; Clarence Perry, 28 years, native of
Shag Harbour, N.S,, single; Nichael Jen-
nings, 29 years, native of Newfoundland,
married; Joseph Robicheau, 26 years, na-
tive of Surette’s Island, N.S., single;
George Spark, 32 years, native of Bona-
vista, N.F., married; William Griel, 30
years, native of Shelburne, N.S., married.
Eleven of the crew were saved.”’

Ten men went to death that night,
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but the loss is not recorded in Cana-
dian records, as the vessel was fishing
and registered under the Stars and
Stripes. Yet Gloucester’s loss is Can-
ada’s loss, for it will be noticed that
eight of the drowned were Canadians,
and two were from the ancient Col-
ony of Newfoundland.

Looking over the list of the forty-
five men who lost their lives while
prosecuting their business in the At-
lantic fisheries of the United States,
we find that Nova Scotia and New-
foundland pay the heaviest toll.

Of the forty-five men who died or
were lost from United States fish-
ing vessels during 1912, it is inter-
esting to note that twenty-six were
natives of Nova Secotia; one hailed
from Prince Edward Island, and
eleven were natives of Newfoundland
—a total of thirty-eight souls.

‘Whether they be American, or
Canadian, Gloucester honours her
dead, and the beautiful memorigl ser-
vice held there every summer is one
of the most touching and impressive
of ceremonies. It is held on a Sun-
day, and in addition to the inhabi-
tants of the fishing-town, there are
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hundreds of summer visitors and Bos-
ton residents who throng the hall or
church in which the service is held.
The roll of the dead is read out by
either the Mayor of the town or a
prominent official, and when the exer-
cises are over, the day is closed by a
procession of children, who, laden
with garlands and flowers, troop down
to the water-front and cast their floral
tributes upon the waves.

Canada has her losses among the
fishermen of her home fleet, and the
closing days of 1912 saw one of the
worst mishaps which ever happened
to Canadian fishermen. On the morn-
ing of December 23rd, the Dighy fish-
ing schooner Dorothy M. Smart was
‘‘jogeing’’ off Yarmouth, while the
crew dressed down their ecateh of
fish. It was early morning, dark,
and with a smooth sea and little wind.
The men, scattered around the pens
and dressing-boards, were working in
the light of kerosene flares, when sud-
denly, and without warning, the
schooner was struck by a squall which
hove her down until the whole lee
deck went under and the mastheads
almost touched the water. All the

|4
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SEA FISHERMEN IN A DORY

men working to leeward were sub-
merged, and when the vessel righted,
it was found that five of the gang
were gone. Dories were swung over,
but one man only was found clinging
to some wreckage. The others were
drowned. Three days before this
catastrophe, the writer was in com-
pany with the crew of this vessel, be-
ing unable to get off to his own
schooner lying out in the harbour.

The method of fishing as prosecut-
ed from the Bank schooners is, to say
the least, a very risky one, as the
“work of setting and hauling the lines
is done from small, sixteen-foot to
eighteen-foot boats known as dories.
These dories are of a peculiar build,
flat-bottomed, deep-sided, and fitted
with removable thwarts to permit of
them being ‘‘nested’’ one within the
other upon the vessel’s decks. A
Banker carries from six to ten of
these dories if used for double trawl-
ing with two men in each, and as
many as fourteen if employed in sin-
gle dory trawling with one man to a
dory. When the fishermen make their
¢“‘got’? with the long 2.100-foot lines

mn

equipped with 600 baited hooks, they
leave the schooner in the dories, and
scattered over the open waters of the
Bank they work their gear and ecap-
ture the finny harvest of the sea.

It is in the dories that many men
are lost—fourteen men having been
drowned in 1912 by the swamping or
capsizing of the small craft. Out on
the open Atlantic, anywhere from
twenty to one hundred and fifty miles
from the nearest land, they are con-
stantly exposed to the dangers of sud-
den squalls which may separate them
from their schooner and ultimately
roll them over in the rising sea. Fog
is also responsible for the death of
many men; the clammy, impenetrable
Bank mist which shuts down without
a moment’s warning and blots ves-
sel and dories from each other’s sight.
Astray in the mist, the lost dorymen
may pull aimlessly about looking for
the schooner, until starvation or a
cresting surge ends their futile search.
Considering the number of men who
do get astray from their schooners
each year, it is wonderful that there
is not a heavier toll, but oftentimes,
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HOVE-TO—~THE WATCHMATES

the lost men are picked up by other
vessels, while others have been known
to pull a hundred miles in off the
Bank to the nearest land. As an in-
stance of the wonderful endurance
possessed by fishermen, I will quote
an incident which happened in April,
1912, The newspaper account reads
as follows:

‘“The Newfoundland fishing schooner,
Florence M., arrived at North Sydney yes-
terday with two fishermen who had stray-
ed from their vessel on Quero Bank dur-
ing a thick fog. The men were in an
open dory for fourteen days, and for nine
days were hemmed in by ice. They had
a little cake and some frozen water, which
kept them from starving, but both suf-
fered terribly from cold. Only steady
exercise kept them from freezing to death,
but one man’s hands and feet were black
from being frozen.’’

Just imagine it! Fourteen days
adrift in a dory with but a mouthful
of food and water daily, and in bit-
ter, freezing weather! Tt is a thought
which is well ealeulated to make the
bravest shudder, yet our Bank fisher-
men are constantly risking just such
an experience.

In September, 19.x, a thick fog
had over fifty men astray from their
vessels while fishing in the South
Channel, off Cape Cod, and though
all were eventually picked up by one
or other of the numerous vessels and
steamers which ply in such frequent-
ed waters, yet many of the fishermen
underwent trying experiences from
cold and hunger. One man purled
to shore after having been two days
and nights in the dory without food
or water. Thirteen men were picked
up by one vessel, while another came
into port minus three-quarters of her
crew and with her flag at half-mast,
only to find the missing men awaiting
her arrival.

Many men are lost overboard from
the sehooners themselves—prineipally
while handling sail in a heavy breeze
and sea. The wvessels are but small
craft, ranging from 60 to 120 tons,
and though they are able, strong, and
well ballasted, yet there are times
when the utmost vigilance on the part
of the erew is necessary to avoid be-
ing washed overboard. The hull of the
schooner rides very low in the water

e B e



HAULING IN

and the rail is not over two feet high,
and when a sea crashes aboard it is
liable to sweep everything before it.
While making a passage or lying-to,
there is not so much danger, as the
men confine themselves to cabin and
forecastle, leaving but the two watch-
mates on deck—one to the wheel and
473

A MAINSHEET

the other to lookout. If the vessel is
shipping water, the wheelsman lashes
himself to the wheel-box, and the
lookout performs his duty for the
vessel and himself. Handling sail in
a heavy wind and breaking sea, espe-
cially at night, is different. The men
are intent upon the business of pull-
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TYPICAL NOVA SCOTIAN DEEP SEA FISHERMEN

ing or hauling, and in heaving in on
a mainsheet, the vessel will ()Hm ship
a sea over her quarter and wash the
whole gang to leeward, and some-
times, when the crowd have picked
themsel\o up, a shipmate is found
mlssmg Nightwork in reefing the
mainsail and furling a jib has claim-
ed many lives. It is impossible to
tell when a sea is going to board,
and the men on the bowsprit tussling
with a jib are often washed away
when the schooner drives her bowsprit
and bow under a surge, while those
perched precariously on the end of
the main-boom, struggling with a reef
earring, are often washed off or pre-
cipitated into the water by the slat-
ting of the sail.

[t is a risky life; hazardous in
summer, and doubly so in winter, and
especially when upon the wild wa-
ters of the North Atlantic off the
Nova Scotia coast and in the Bay of
Fundy. Our northern latitudes, un-
tempered by the warming drift of the
Gulf Stream, offer nothing but bitter
weather for the fishermen in the win-
ter days. The demand for fish is

greater than the supply, and to satisfy
the insistent call, our fishermen brave
the weather and fare forth to battle
with the spite of wind and sea; wrest-
ing their finny spoil from the dopths
l‘ot\\ een the W[Ud“S

Could you dwellers in inland eities
who diseuss the t tasty cod steak, hali-
but or other sea-food upon your tables
in the winter months but know what
men have endured in order that you
lmght eat thereof. Could you but
experience the spite of a winter’s
gale, nights bitter with intense cold,
w hn'hnrr with shot-like snow and hail
and thundu ous with the howl of wind
and crash of breaking seas. The tum-
bling, reeling S(‘hooner lying-to on
the Banks under scanty canvas, iced
up from rail to masthead, decks scal-
ed with ice and dangerous with
boarding seas, and men—young and
old, respectable and educated, with
wives, families, and pleasant homes———
living this life in order that you may
be supplied. Out in the dories in
the lulls between the squalls, working
all day under lowering skies in the
reeling, rearing boats, tugging on




“THE WILD DRIVES FOR MARKET"
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Photograph taken trom the bowsprit of schooner going sixteen knots infa December gale® 74 2y C._.3

trawl or handline, and working

through the nights by the glare of

kerosene flares. While the fishing is

good, sleeping is forgotten; the men

work day and night, returning to the

schooner but to satisfy a wolfish hun-
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ger and piteh out their fish., Then,
when the change comes with a leaden
sky and lowering barumeter, they re-
turn aboard and make sail for port
on the wings of the storm. What a
history ean be written of these drives
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for market ; the titanic struggles with
rebellious canvas, the perilous ma-
noeuvring upon ice-scaled, sea-wash-
ed decks, and the iron nerve of the
skippers who command.

It is only Nova Scotia and New-
foundland that can breed these men,

ensign or the Stars and Bars, are
reared in the brine-washed villages
which fringe our rugged eastern
coasts. The sea gives nothing with-
out exacting its toll, and in the pay-
ment of the tribute the sand of the

shoal water is white with the bones .

and the Atlantic Bank fishermen, of those who have paid with their

whether sailing under the Empire’s lives.
-~
ECHO DELYL. *
By L. M. MONTGOMERY

: i
N a lone valley fair and far, !

Where many sweet beguilements are,
I know a spot to lag and dream
Through damask morns and noons agleam;
For feet fall lightly on the fern,
And twilight there’s a wondrous thing, 8
When the winds blow from some far bourne
Beyond the hill-rims westering ;
There echoes ring as if a throng
Of fairies hid from mortal eyes
Sent laughter back in spirit guise
And song as the pure soul of song;
Oh, ’tis a spot to love right well,
This lonely, witching Echo Dell!
Even the winds an echo know,
Elusive, faint, such as might blow
From wandering elfland bugles far
Beneath an occidental star;
And T have thought the bluebells lent L
A subtle music to my ear,
And that the pale wild roses bent
To harken sounds I might not hear.
= The tasselled fir trees softly croon s
The fabled lore of older days,
And through the shimmering eastern haze
Floats slowly up the mellow moon :
Come, heart o’ mine, for love must dwell
In whispering, witehing Echo Dell!

-
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BETSY

From the Painting by Sir Henry Raeburn.

HUME
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BETWEEN THE DEVIL AND

THE DEEP SEA
BY G. G. H. READE

l WAS, as a young man, employed

in the office of a merchant and
banker in Ciudad Real in Spain, when
the adventure I am about to relate
occurred, and, like many another
whose masters and associates were
men of a different nationality, I kept
myself very much to myself and was
particularly careful to whom I made
advances of friendship. My father
had served in the Peninsula under the
Duke of Wellington, and at this town
he had been quartered on Senor Dom-
iniguez, the richest merchant and pri-
vate banker between Madrid and Cor-
dova. A friendship was the result,
and eventually, when my father re-
. turned home, without much money
and worn out by many privations, he
sent me (I was but nineteen) to the
office of Senor Dominiguez at their
Madrid branch.

Now, the Senor had two daughters
and no son, and it was popularly sup-
posed that the business would, on the
old man’s; death, belong to a cousin
of his children, a nephew by mar-
riage, a Senor José Arguel, who at
that time was in charge of a police
station, a semi-official, military posi-
tion, at Consuegra, a small town on
the southern slopes of the Toledo
mountains, and rather more than mid-
way between Madrid and Ciundad
Real.

The banker had set his heart on
one of his daughters marrying his
nephew José, and on the other marry-
ing my humble self;; and though I, as
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a young man, did not accept my po-
sition very seriously, the peculiar
pleasure of being considered so im-
portant in the eyes of the sixty-five
clerks who composed the staff at Ma-
drid was not to be under-estimated.

‘“The Donna Senorita Inez awaits
milord Anglais at the Senor’s villa,”’
would the ubiquitous flunkey of the
bank parlour say to me, as the hour
of two approached, the hour when my
duties for the day, and they were
light, came to an end.

And then I would wend my way to
the charming villa of the rich banker
and spend a delightful afternoon in
the garden arbours, and finish the ev-
ening with dinner and music; and in
those days I had something of a voice.

“Do you know,”” I once said,
‘““when I return to England, I shall
miss the guitar more than anything
else.”’

‘“‘More than anything else,’’ sighed
the Donna Ymelda, the elder daught-
er and the betrothed of Done Jose,
“for shame, monsieur; a guitar is
nothing except the player strike it.”’

““A thousand pardons, fair lady,”’
I quickly answered, ‘‘you are more
than right. With your touch and
with your inimitable skill the instru-
ment speaks.’’

I saw her dark eyes flash; she was
immeasurably the handsomer of the
two sisters, and for some time I had
thought, boylike and thoughtlessly,
that she and I were far better fitted
to be mates than her sister and 1.
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All the while, this bright summer
time, when life passed so pleasantly
and happily, Capitan José Arguel was
away in charge of his detachment.
Now, the Capitan and myself were an-
tagonistic natures, and the few times
we had seen each other had been suf-
ficient to prove to me that no love was
lost between us.

One day this was abundantly prov-
ed. I had been unwell with a touch
of fever, and the senor had sent me,
very kindly, to Ciudad Real to pick
up, and, knowing my popularity
among my fellow-workers at the bank,
had decided to take a villa in the
vicinity of Ciudad Real and let me
join the staff at the bank office in that
place.

So the father, two daughters and
I came down, and on our way over
the Toledo Mountains, rested at Con-
suegra, where his nephew, Don Josd
was in command.

José was in high spirits apparent-

ly; he had wanted to tap the pocket
of the old banker and had done so
successfully, to judge from his mark-
ed expressions of gratitude to his
uncle. I knew beforehand that the
official position he occupied had
drained his pockets, for on one occa-
sion he had hinted at owing money to
the “‘accursed sharpers,”” meaning
lenders who infested the meighbour-
hood at that period, and I was not
surprised, for when he had ecome up
to Madrid on the few oceasions I had
previously seen him, he indeed had
made the money fly.
3 J ust as we were finishing the even-
ing dinner at his quarters, a simple
incident occurred. The Senorita
Ymelda turned to me, and said, ““You
like travelling, monsieur, and fear no
foes nor shadows.  Shall we walk,
after wine, to the river side, so cool
and refreshing?’’

‘“With the utmost pleasure,’”’ was
my courteous answer. I noticed not
the scowling face of José as I spoke;
had I done so, I might have been fore-
warned.

But I was young; I knew not the

pangs of jealousy, for this was my
first attempt in life at playing the
matrimonial game, and 1 was doing
it light-heartedly.”’

‘““Come, Jose, you will join us,”’
sang out the senorita’s gay voice, as
Ymelda and her sister Inez accom-
panied me across the lawn of the
villa where the Capitan had made his
quarters.

There was no answer.

But we three never cared. The girls
enjoyed the walk, They admired the
tumbling cascade, the rocky banks
glistening in the evening shade like
as if a thousand glow-worms had cov-
ered them; the scent of the orange
groves and the fragrance of the to-
bacco plant perfumed the air, and the
senorita Ymelda was in ecstasy.

‘““England cannot boast this, mon-
sieur,’”’ she exclaimed.

““Cannot it,”” 1 said, ‘“one day I
will show you.”’

The senorita Ymelda showed her
pearly teenth and smiled capitavat-
ingly.

So I told them of the Trossachs and Kil-
larney,

Of the Devon lanes and golden fields of

grain,
Of the silver Thames beneath a summer
awning,

Of the freedom of her mountain, stream
and plain.

““Oh, sing it, monsieur, sing it, can
you not do so?’’ they chorused.

And I did sing it, with the result
that the Capitan José hated me still
more, with his fiancée smiling at me,
with the old senor’s grave face
wreathed in smiles at my patriotism.
His Spanish blood was up, and as a
Spaniard, from that hour he vowed
vengeance to the English supplanter.

3*

‘‘Be careful and, above all, pass the
night, my lad, at Consuegra; do so
both coming and going. It will ease
the journey and render it safer.
Never be rash like your father! Ah!
the major was, yes he was, one of the
best.”’

%
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Such were thq parting words of
mine host, the banker, Senor Domini-
guez, as I put spurs to my mount and
cantered away from his country villa.
I was bound for Madrid, where I
should receive a consignment of a cer-
tain amount of gold and a quantity of
negotiable paper bills from the office
of the bank there for the needs of
Ciudal Real. The harvest season was
beginning and money was required.

Everything went well. Consuegra
was reached late in the afternoon.
The Capitan José was very polite.
Being, as it were, one of the family,
I told him my mission, and he cau-
tioned me repeatedly not to allow
daylight to desert me on my way
through the Toledo passes when T
was returning, and to be sure and
pass the night at the station.

““Many armed bands are still
about,”’ he finished off as I took my
departure. ‘‘It will be twenty years
before Spain has recovered from the
war, monsieur.’’

If T had possessed eyes behind my
back, I should have seen, direectly I
was on my way, that a pair of vin-
dictive black eyes were watching me,
and the curled lips of the Spaniard
were imprecating and cursing this
hateful foreigner—myself.

No obstacle impeded my way, and
if it had, I felt equal to any emer-
gencey, for I was well armed, a brace
of pistols and a short rapier being at
easy command, and I could fence not
a little in those days.

Madrid was the centre of gayety.
Two days and three nights of dissipa-
tion rendered me listless and heavy,
when on the third day after my arri-
val I set out on my return journey,
starting at sunrise to ensure reaching
Consuegra ere nightfall.

It required one hour to sunset when
I started descending the lower slopes
of the Toledo. On mmy way I had
crossed the Tague at Araujez instead
of seeking the bridge at the city of
Toledo, and made my way through
the Orcana plains and the pass of
Surblique. At this latter place my
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horse showed signs of lameness, so 1
pushed him vigorously. It was no
Joke to be at the merey of banditti
with two heavy bags of gold strapped
on the saddle and my inside pockets
filled with notes, when darkness
should fall on a lonely mountain pass.

As I came on the familiar land-
marks of the Captain’s post near the
hillock commanding the village, I rea-
lised how necessary the inereased
speed of my journey had been. My
horse became dead lame, and I walk-
ed him into the garden of the villa
with the bridle over my arm.

‘‘Here, at least,’’ thought I, ‘‘I am
safe.”’

My horse walked away into an ad-
joining stable to be cared for and fed,
while Don José and myself regaled
ourselves with light refreshments pre-
paratory to the evening meal. We
talked of everything,—the bank busi-
ness, the senor, the fair senoritas,
Madrid, the gold and notes I carried.
In fact, the Capitan was affability it-
self! And then he withdrew to com-
plete, as he said, ‘“the orders of the
day.”’

“I will not be long, monsieur,”
were his last words, as he left his
chair.

Such an evening, perfect, peaceful,
calm! I lounged out on the verandah
smoking, and, finding mine host en-
gaged in his professional duties, pur-
sued my way across the lawn to the
tumbling cascade; and there, under
the shade of a vine which covered a
disused wall that had once bounded
the garden on the river side, sat down
to rest my limbs, which were some
what stiffened by my ride.

I had rested some twenty minutes
when suddenly the sound of a human
voice reached my ears—the words ut-
tered were hasty and angry.

““I tell you discovery is certain if
Senor Le Capitan insists in depar-
ture.”’

‘““How so, how so, Miguel ?”’

‘““Because the world will say in
your absence I was guilty.”’

‘““And if I stay?”’
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‘“Suspicion will fall on one out of
all of us?”’

““By the soul of the Virgin, no!
Are you fearful?’’

‘““How can I be, Senor Capitan, the
orders are given; two file of men will
execute them. I told them to brain
him as he lay asleep on the couch
which you have placed in the ante-
room off the verandah. The grave
will be dug beforehand, and the gold
—the gold—"’

‘“Will be ours to share, Miguel.
‘What matters it? This accursed for-
eigner is ever against me, wrecking
all my hopes; and remember I will
soften the heart of the fair Inez when
he is forgotten.”’

““Ah,”’ sighed Miguel, ‘‘ T do not
like—but the sooner over the better.
Senor Capitan ply the wine for the
English are light sleepers.’’

‘“‘Never fear; I only wish we had a
poison, not a drug, ready. So obey
your orders and see that the men dig
the grave ere the moon has risen one
hour.”’

And T heard the two separate—the
one, his footsteps retracing their way
back to the soldiers’ quarters, and the
other — T raised myself and peered
over the wall—he sat on a large flat
stone, gazing at the waterfall, musing,
and with a self-absorbed countenance,
as 1t seemed to me, from the side-
faced view I possessed of him.

Instinetively my hand sought my
pistol holsters, but my belt was off.
I gnashed my teeth impotently. ‘‘On
my saddle,”” T muttered, ‘“may the
saints now guard me!”’

To be candid, I had realised my
danger hardly as yet; but in a mo-
ment the whole horror of the situa-
tion dawned upon me.

What should T do? Flee? Now, if
ever, was my opportunity, my only
chance. I hid myself in the thick
vine leaves and thought hard.

It was sufficient that T had my em-
ployer’s gold and notes. I was in
charge of them and, come what may,
I should defend them. I called to

mind the stern injunection of my fath-

er, ‘‘Duty first, and the devil, who is
always a coward, afterwards.”’

My heart was steeled. I walked
calmly back to the quarters of Don
José. As I crossed the shrubbery be-
low the garden I took a path to the
left. I knew not where it led, but I
surmised to the stables; I was not de-
ceived, but the stables were securely
locked and not a soldier-groom was to
be seen anywhere. Accordingly, I
came back by the path, and suddenly
an idea flashed upon my mind. It
was a desperate idea; but desperate
times need desperate measures, and
I was soothed at the reflection of safe-
ty that now seemed within reach.

Carelessly whistling an air and full
of apparent light-heartedness, I stroll-
ed across the lawn into the sitting-
room the Capitan generally used. He
was not there, and finding the heat as
much as I could comfortably endure,
I awaited his arrival on the verandah.

He soon appeared, and T was not a
little surprised to find him booted and
spurred, as if he meditated an im-
mediate journey.

“I am called away, monsieur,”’ he
said, with a polite gesture, ‘‘a thous-
and pardons, but duty knows no ob-
stacle, not even good manners. Tt ig
annoying, he went on to say, secing
that I took but little notice, ‘“most
annoying, but you must not blame
me. A murder has been committed
at a village some twenty miles off
and the mayor has sent for me, and”’
—here he smiled—*‘I must go.’’

““Of course,”” I replied. ‘‘Pray do
not think of me. I will easily rest, if
you can show me to my couch, and
pursue my way earlier in the morn-
ing than I had intended.”’

‘‘ Ah, monsieur, that is kind of you;
I wish all your countrymen were as
accommodating.

I laughed.

““You will have an excellent host in
Miguel? He met you once at Madrid
in the Plaza de la Requa.”

Miguel! Miguel! Yes, some such
name as that I now remembered. Yes!
surely, that ‘‘cacadore,”” that man
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from the mountains who had made
himself so useful to José, and under
whose wing he had obtained an en-
tree into the senor’s Madrid house,
and through the banker’s influence
had been appointed a military police
officer. Yes! The man had been sus-
pected of sending a rose-coloured note
to the Donna Inez.

I tumbled to it all pretty quick, I
need not say, after this mental admis-
sion.

In a few minutes the Capitan José
had disappeared with his escort be-
hind him, leaving Miguel and four
police soldiers to ‘‘carry out his ord-
ers,’”” and I, the intended vietim, sat
down to a liberally spread table.

““This is excellent wine,’’ said Mi-
guel, ““‘will monsieur try it?’’

““Thank you, no!’’ T replied, ‘“the
flames of Burgundy are not to my
way of thinking this very hot wea-
ther.”’

Miguel shifted about on his seat.
The lieutenant looked and was dis-
tinetly uncomfortable.

‘“But,”” said I naively, ‘‘that light-
er wine, unopened by your side, if I
may ?”’

‘““Ah! ah! certainly!”’ replied the
Spaniard. He could do no more than
pass it; he could do no less.

““One point scored,’”” thought I,
and I proceeded to talk and talk
about this, that and the other thing.

On three distinet occasions the
Spaniard begged me to allow him to
pour me out some wine; each time I
politely yet firmly deeclined.

‘““We will, if monsieur likes,’’ were
his words when the repast was finish-
ed, or, to be more accurate, when I
had finished the repast by rising
abruptly and walking to the window,
“*walk to the cascade and smoke.”’

‘“‘No, many thanks,”” T answered,
““I have decided to leave here early,
by sunrise, so will almost immediate-
ly retire to rest.’’

‘“As you like, monsieur.”’

‘““One favour more,”” 1 asked,
‘“‘pray show me my quarters.’’

He nodded acquiescence and led
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me to a small room connected with
the verandah, and pointed to a large
chair bed.

““That is the best we can offer,’
he said, “‘1 should advise your taking
it on to the verandah, but as you
like.””  An uneasy smile spread over
his features,

We were standing side by side.
The short twilight had already fallen,
and in ten minutes it would be quite
dark. Suddenly, without a moment’s
warning, I struck Miguel a fierce
blow on his temple, felling him to
the ground. In a moment, I had seiz-
ed him, repeating blow after blow,
effectually silencing him; for at the
first, though stunned and bewilder-
ed, he had shown signs of resistence.
I gagged him, bound him hand and
foot, cut off his coat and collar, and
placed him on the couch where I had
been asked to pass the night, and eov-
ered him over. As he lay there he
had all the appearance of a man
asleep, and unless the soldiers took a
strong light with them, the identity
would searcely be known.

In another moment I had jumped
over the verandah rail, and, climbing
a tree that commanded a view of the
house, ensconced myself in the
branches. In the excitement of the
moment, I knew not that my hands
were bleeding profusely from the
force of the blow I had struck the
Spaniard.

It was pitech dark. The wind
moaned through the trees of the ad-
joining wood, and the sound of the
cascade at the base of the lawn seem-
ed louder in the stilly darkness.

How long 1 waited I know not.
Certain I am, however, that it ap-
peared a longer time than it really
was, and my anxiety was ten-fold in-
creased. I hardly thought of the
fate awaiting Miguel, and had I even
known it, my state of mind would
have forbidden me any further seri-
ous effort of concentrated reasoning.

From the direction of the stables,
which I could see from my post of
vantage, came the first indication of
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movement. Lights appeared in the
rooms above the soldiers’ quarters.

I must mention that all this time
I had forgotten entirely about the
gold. What troubled me was my own
safety. Selfish, anyone will say; but
how natural! The gold was §afe
where I had placed it on my arrival,
in the room where I had dined. It
was there when Miguel and I left the
room, and, as the verandah opened
out of the apartment, and was the
only means of exit, as of entrance, no
one had been there as far as I knew,
to tamper with it.

Presently the sound of footsteps
reached my ear. I held my breath
hard. Some persons were approach-
ing across the lawn. Four men ad-
vanced, carrying a lantern shaded
with a cloth, and halted right under
the very tree where I was hiding.

The faint glow of the lantern light
showed me their whereabouts. There
was no moon, so all I could do was
to wait. The beads of perspiration
stood on my brow. In another min-
ute they had reached the verandah,
the light disappearing with them.

A horrid thought then struck me.
If my subterfuge is discovered, a
search will be made and at once. I
am but one to fivee What should I
do? Already the men had disap-
peared into the room to slay their
vietim. I shuddered at what I had
escaped. I was undecided. A mo-
ment later and my decision was
made. I would stay.

There was a sound of movement
around the house. Once again I saw
the light of the lantern. This time
no serious effort was made to hide
it, for it was easily disecernible. In-
stead of crossing the lawn and seek-
ing their quarters over the stables,
the men re-entered the house, and
again all was still.

I hastily left my refuge and ran
rapidly to the stab!e-yard. There was

‘my good horse with all his equip-
ment slung over the pahn_g of his
stall. It took me three minutes to
saddle and bridle him. I led him to
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the door; he was still dead lame. I
was baffled and perplexed. But neces-
sity knows no defeat.

I took my pistols from their holst-
ers, charged them, and returned very
cautiously to the tree, standing be-
neath its shade. Still no movement
in the vicinity of the house.

‘“Where are the men, and what are
they doing?’’ I mused.

My curiosity was more than arous-
ed; I was determined to see. Moving
very carefully and treading like a
cat, I approached the verandah. Save
for a light in the room where the
gold boxes were stored and the rem-
nants of our meal still remained on
the table, all was piteh dark.

Five minutes, ten minutes passed.

Holding both pistols ready for im-
mediate use, I crept up the verandah
steps and peered into the room where
I had left Miguel. All was silent.

I entered. I struck a light. Its
brightness startled and frightened
me. I approached the couch. There
lay Miguel, his head smashed in by
a fearful blow, and the saturated por-
tion of the sheet covering him showed
only too plainly where the stiletto
had struck his sleeping form. No
time was given me to mediate and
consider. The sound of feet, rushing
outside, proved that my light had
been seen. I rushed to the verandah,
prepared to sell my life dearly. As
the figure of the first Spaniard
mounted the verandah stair, I pulled
the trigger. There was a loud groan
and shriek, and one of my opponents
was out of the fight. As he fell he
dropped the lantern he carried and
the darkness was renedered darker
than ever.

His companions rushed after him.
Already one had gained the verandah
by eclimbing up over the five-foot
wooden palisade. There were shouts
of ‘““Treachery! He is robbing us of
our share!’’ and I had scarcely time
to discharge my other loaded pistol
at my second assailant ere he could
strike me with uplifted knife. With-
out a groan, he fell at my feet.

l
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The third closed with me. He had
a strong sinewy frame, and I felt his
long lean fingers at my throat. But
I was younger and possessed more
skill, if not more strength. I clung
to him desperately, warding off all
his determined efforts to obtain a firm
hold on my throat. The struggle was
short-lived, for, suddenly tearing my-
self away from him, I flung myself
at his knees. In an instant he was
over and I was on top. One quick
and violent jab in the face and
he was quiet.  Still pressing him
downwards with my foot, I searched
for my matches and struck a light.
The Spaniard lay helpless. In fall-
ing he had evidently struck his head
against the wooden balustrade, for a
deep wound on his head was bleeding
freely.

I now knew the moments were pre-
cious. I hastened to the lawn and by
the side of my first vietim picked up
the fallen lantern. Lighting it, I ex-
amined the scene of the conflict. Two
of the soldiers were quite dead and
the other unconscious. Miguel lay on
his couch, foully murdered. The
fourth soldier was nowhere to be seen.

I reloaded my pistols and proceed-
ed to see if the gold I had left in the
other room was safe. There I discov-
ered the missing soldier—he sat back
in a chair with eyes protruding from
his head, and with all the appearance
of a man who had drunk heavily and
had been drugged. By his side the
empty decanter of burgundy, which
I had refused.

That was sufficient !

‘Within five minutes I had led my
lame horse to the lawn and packed
the gold boxes on his quarters.

“Lame or not lame, you must try
and go,”’ 1 said.

The faithful beast seemed to under-
stand, and he did his best. I bound
his lame leg up tightly with a cloth
soaked in water, and the first three
miles were anxious beyond words.
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Time after time I fancied I heard
pursuers; but, thanks to goodness, my
ears mistook the sound.

An hour later, as the sunset rays
crowned the Toledo mountains, I
came upon a muleteer making toward
the scene of my late adventure. Ten
golden pieces were all he wanted to
make the exchange between my lame
beast and his strong, active animal.

I reached Malagon at ten, and im-
mediately asked for an escort to Ciu-
dad Real. With difficulty this simple
request was granted. Late that even-
ing, fatigued and worn out with the
anxiety of my journey, and all that T
had been through, I reached Ciudad
Real.

The next morning the senor knew
all. What he did for me I will not
say; I am modest. All I will tell the
world is that Don José returned to
his quarters, saw the havoe of his
plans and my resistance, flew from
Consuegra, and was never seen again.

The wounded Spaniard was shot by
order of the mayor, and a new de-
tachment of ‘‘police’’ were put in
charge.

Murders were very common at that
time. In a month the affair had been
forgotten. Such is life, particularly
Spanish life!

And what of the fair senoritas?
Donna Ymelda is now my wife, and
Donna Inez agreed without a tear to
the change; yet her home is with us
now in the Trossachs, and for our
children’s holidays we go to Killar-
ney or the silver Thames.

“‘Shall I sing you onece again the
old refrain?’’ I often say to both:

So I told them of the Trossachs and Kil-
larney,

Of the Devon lanes and golden fields of

grain;
Of the silver Thames beneath a summer

awning,
Of the freedom of her mountain, stream
and plain,

and the present lives again with the
past.




CANADIAN

CREATIVE COMPOSERS
BY J. D. LOGAN

CANADIAN S know even less about
the musical history of their coun-
try than they do about its literary
history. Indeed, only a very small
minority of the cultured amongst
them have decent general knowledge
of the beginnings of musical perform-
ance in Canada—of its forms, scope,
purpose, and artistic development
from the founding of the Philhar-
monic Society of Montreal in 1848
to the first apogee of the Mendelssohn
Choir of Toronto in 1912; and only
an esoteric coterie of specialists are
aware that sesthetically worthy mus-
ical compositions in all forms from
songs to masses and operas and from
piano morceaux to orchestral over-
tures and symphonies have been writ-
ten by native-born Canadians during
at least the last thirty-five years of
the Confederacy. Now, the Cana-
dian people in general are not to be
blamed for their lack of acquaintance
with the names and works of native-
born composers. The ignorance is
due to three chief causes. I shall
briefly state them, and then proceed
to my essential task in this essay.
First, it is not possible for a com-
poser to achieve through his musie,
as a poet may achieve through his
verse, a bad notoriety. A poet may
write verse which is perfect in strue-
ture and rhythm, beautiful in con-
ception and imagery, and competent
to give cultured readers the utmost
w®sthetic delight; yet he may die to-
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tally obscured, his poetry unread and
his name unknown. But let a poet
write picaresque realism in verse, as
do Messrs. Service and Stead, or Im-
perialistic ‘‘dog lyries,’’ as do Messrs.
Wigle and MeCrossan—and, behold,
such a poet (?) soon grows famous.
Structurally, or on the side of the
mechanics of verse, the poetry of
Messrs. Service and Stead may be re-
garded as passable ; but in moral ideas
and in the wsthetic enhancement of
thought and emotion, it is thoroughly
bad. Yet it cannot be denied that
these authors of picaresque poetry
easily achieved universal notoriety.
On the other hand, music can contain
no ideas—moral or immoral—save
only musical ideas, and these are
wholly qualitative and quantative re.
lations of tones. Those who say that
musie is a language are speaking in
metaphor ; for language is based on a
fixed convention that certain black
marks, called letters and words, shall,
in certain relations, be the symbols or
signs of a thing perceived, of a feel-
ing, of an abstract thought—in short,
of ideas.

Now, no such convention has been
fixed between tones and mental con-
tents; a simple melodic progression
does mnot say, ‘I think I’ll take a
holiday’’; a chromatic scale passage
does not exclaim, “I’m off for the
train!’’; a modulation from the key
of the tonic into the key of the domin.
ant does not remark, ‘‘I changed

i —
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cars at Sunnyside,”’ and so on. The
meaning of musie is intrinsic; that is,
lies in its structure, rhythm, dyna-
mie changes, tone-colour, power to de-
light the tonal sense, subdue the heart,
or to transport the imagination. The
only bad music is music which is
structurally bad, sesthetieally vulgar
or inane, as, for instance, rag-time
and most so-called descriptive musie,
Beecause, then, music cannot express
moral ideas, and can be bad only
wsthetically, or by being accompanied
by an immoral text, as in a ribald
song or as in those grand operas
whose action is based on lust and
murder, no composer inevitably gains
notoriety or universal fame save by
the absolute superexcellence of his
musie. Canada has yet to produce a
composer whose music, by virtue of
quantity and intrinsic beauty and
power, would place him amongst the
supreme masters and thus compel his
name to be known universally.
Again, there has not been in Can-
ada a systematic period of musical
composition as there has been a sys-
tematic period of poetical composi-
tion. The renascence in (Canadian
poetry, which was inaugurated by Mr.
Charles G. D. Roberts, continuing,
as it did, from 1887 to 1903, was so
original a display of genius and so
produective of a considerable group of
genuine poets and poetesses that the
names and art of these Canadian
singers of ‘‘the sacred mystery that
underlies all Beauty,”’ became popu-
larised, first in England and the
United States, and, eventually, in
their homeland. But musical com-
position by Canadians, from the crea-
tive days of Calixa Lavallée (circa
1878 ff.) to the rise of Mr. Clarence
Lueas (1897), was sporadic, and the
compositions themselves, for the most
part, were in the smaller and popular
forms: songs, piano morceaur,
marches, waltzes, and ‘‘occasional’’
choral works, written to celebrate
some social or political event. Spor-
adic composition of musie, even if the
music were @sthetically worthy, could
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give the individual composer only
temporary and local reputation—vil-
lage renown.

Finally: A systematie period of
musical composition by Canadians
has been struggling towards recogni-
tion during thq last fifteen years.
How, then, does it happen that the
names of these composers who are en-
gaged in systematic writing of music
are hardly known even to a minority
of those Canadians who consider them-
selves cultured teachers and lovers
of music? It happens, I take it, be-
cause Canadian Conservatories of
Music have imitated Canadian col-
leges and universities in neglecting
to teach the history of the develop-
ment of wsthetic culture in the Do-
minion. It is nothing less than aca-
demic pedantry run to seed that
causes the University of Toronto,
which has boasted of its being the sec-
ond largest — surely in attendance
only—in the British Empire, to scorn
the suggestion that its curriculum
should provide for lectures on the lit-
erary history of Canada as a neces-
sary complement to an inclusive sur-
vey of the history of English litera-
ture. It is just as singular a paradox
that the Toronto Conservatory of
Musie, which is said to be the second
largest on the continent (it will grow
larger and broader in curriculum
under Dr. Vogt’s directorship, lately
begun), should have hitherto omit-
ted from its disciplines courses in the
history of music. A fortiori, can we
expect the people of Canada to know
the literary and musical history of
their country, if the universities and
conservatories, by their neglect of
this provinee of culture, imply that
the Dominion has no such history or
none worthy of being made known?
Meanwhile the functions of these in-
stitutions, in this regard, must be de-
legated to those Canadian journalists
who happen to be trained in the
theory of music, and who know the
history of its practice in the Domin-
ion.

‘What follows, then, is the story of
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the life and art of Calixa Lavallée,
Canada’s first native-born creative
composer, and of Clarence Lucas,
Wesley Octavius Forsyth, and Gepa
Branscombe Tenney, who may be sig-
nalised as the first native-born Cana-
dian composers to undertake the sys-
tematic creation of fine musie.

Whenever I think of Calixa Laval-
lée T picture him figuring brilliantly
in the company of that brilliant co-
terie of French-Canadian poets and
musicians who were born in the late
30’s and early 40’s of the last cen-
tury—Fréchette, Legendre, Lemay,
Gagnon, Routhier, and Lavigne. But
this is only pleasant reverie. For
while Lavallée, through genius, na-
tivity, and social relationship, belong-
ed to this company of rare spirits,
and while two of them, Mr. Ernest
Gagnon and Mr. (now Hon. Sir)
Adolphe Routhier, were his devoted
friends and have done most to sig-
nalise the splendour of his genius, he
alone of them all was fated to corus-
cate fitfully in the firmament of art,
and then, like a falling star, to close
his shining in sudden darkness; he
alone of them all was destined to en-
ter Elysium by way of utter poverty
and wretched death—‘‘un frére des
nuits tragiques.”’ He died in Boston
and his body, now dust, lies obscurely
buried there; yet he takes a not in-
glorious place mnear those immortal
dead, Schubert and Mozart, who, like
himself, passed wretchedly in their
prime, crowned, not with laurels, but
with thorns.

The bohemian vicissitudes and
tragedy of Lavallée’s fitful, wayward,
though brilliant, career reads like an
absorbing romance. Born at Verch-
eres, P.Q., December 28, 1842 (three
authorities give this date; Sir
Adolphe Routhier says the right date
is 1844), Lavallée received his ele-
mentary training in music from his
father, who was a lute-maker. He
began his professional musieal eareer
as an ‘“infant prodigy’’—appearing,
at the age of 10 (Routhier says at the
age of 11), as a concert pianist in the
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Royal Theatre, Montreal. This is a
remarkable empirical proof of Laval-
lée’s native genius for music. An-
other proof, and the first seizure of
that ‘‘wanderlust’’ which obsessed
him and cursed his career, is found in
the fact that when he was in his fif-
teenth year he went, as accompanist
and solo pianist, with a Spanish vio-
lin virtuoso on a tour of the United
States, the Antilles, Brazil, and the
Argentine Republie. About his twenti-
eth year he forsook the concord of
sweet sounds for the noise of battle,
enlisting in the Army of the North
during the American Civil War. In
two years he returned to his first love,
and began teaching music, and con-
certising, at Montreal. When he had
been a year or two at this work, the
““wanderlust’’ once more seized him,
and Lavallée disappeared from inti-
mate view and serious musical work
for eight years. He returned to Mon-
treal in 1873, and friends subscribed
funds enough to enable him to spend
two years at the Paris Conservatory,
where he studied piano, composition
and instrumentation to gain techni-
cal training for employing his gifts
in creative composition. Returning
to Montreal in 1875, Lavallée engag-
ed in piano teaching and choral work
till 1878. In that year, in the hope
of being able to found a conservatory
in Quebee City, he removed thither,
but was compelled to become organist
and choirmaster of 8St. Patrick’s
church in the ancient capital. Thus
fate decreed the better end ; for, freed
from the exactions that would have
been entailed on him had he succeed-
ed in founding the conservatory, La-
vallée then and there began the brief
but splendid creative period of his
wayward life. That period cannot
have lasted more than five years
(1878-1882). In 1883 the ‘‘wander-
lust’’ seized him for the last time,
and associating himself, as solo pian-
ist, with Mme. Etelka Gerster, the
famous dramatic and coloratura so-
prano of the time, he toured the Unit-
ed States. Little else remains to be
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told. In 1886 and 1887 Lavallée was
President of the Music Teachers’ Na-
tional Association; in 1887-1888,
Chairman of the Examining Commit-
tee of American Compositions; in
1888 he went to London as American
delegate to the Conference of the So-
ciety of Professional Musicians; on
his return he took up teaching in Bos-
ton, and was appointed instructor in
music at Petersilea Academy. He
died in Boston on January 21, 1891,
—*‘in poverty,”’ says Sir Adolphe
Routhier, ‘‘bordering on wretched-
ness.”” (The Canadian Home Journal,
December, 1907).

That such an ignoble death actual-
ly was the lot of Lavallée, who had a
large circle of well-to-do friends and
other influential social and profes-
sional connections, strains probabili-
ty. The manner of his death, even if
it happened as reported, only shocks
sentiment and romantic faney; as a
cosmological process his death is no
more significant than the passing of
the lovely flowers of the fields. What
is significant is the fact that Laval-
lée lived and wrought; and that
though others preceded him and
were more effective than he as a for-
mative force in promoting musical
education and taste in Canada, La-
vallée must be regarded as the first
native-born Canadian ecreative com-
poser—first in time, in genius, in ver-
satility of achievement and in meri-
torious musicianship. This estimate
of him might be left to rest on the in-
ternal testimony of Lavallée’s compo-
gitions. Fortunately I am able to sub-
mit to the same effect the expliecit
testimony of the most eminent living
Canadian musician whose own crea-
tive genius, though held in rein, as
it is, by other services to art, is real
and acknowledged. ‘‘I became ac-
quainted with Lavallée in the 80’s of
the last century, when I was in Bos-
ton as a student of musie,”’ said Dr.
‘A. S. Vogt to the writer, ‘‘and he
~ impressed me as a man of extraordin-
ary ability—not merely as a clever
executant of the piano, and not mere-
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ly as an adroit deviser of pretty
melodies and sensuous harmonies, but
as a_genuinely creative artist, a pure
musical genius.”” And I, for my part,
whenever I turn to tender reverie
from a study of his brilliant études
de concert, often fancy, that his brief,
dainty, airy, bright-toned, showy ‘‘Le
papillon’’ (T'he Butterfly) is autobio-
graphical. For like it, and his other
études de concert, Lavallée was ephe-
merally brilliant, and loved the showy
tone-painting which astounded the
concert-hall audiences of his day
much as De Pachmann’s facile, tech-
nically faultless playing of Chopin’s
etudes and mazurkas astounds a Mas-
sey Hall audience to-day. But when
I think of his cantatas, oratorios,
songs, and his symphony, I perceive
that Lavallée’s mind was finely con-
stituted, that his heart was noble in
its sympathies, and that his aspira-
tions were spiritually lofty. To his
compatriots of French and of British
descent he has left a legacy of deleect-
able music; and to the younger gen-
erations of Canadian composers he
has left his ideals and achievements
as a worthy example and an immor-
tal inspiration.

Such was the man Lavallée. Fol-
lowing is a summary estimate of his
musie. First, as to quantity: During
his brief creative career Lavallée
composed prodigiously. He has to his
credit a beautiful cantata (composed
in 1878 in honour of the arrival of
the Marquis of Lorne and Princess
Louise at Quebee, as vice-roy and
vice-reine of Canada, and sung by a
choir of 500 voices), an oratorio
(“Tu es Petrus,”’ ecomposed for the
dedication of St. Peter’s church, Bos-
ton), two operas (Routhier says one
opera, ‘‘La Veuve’’—The Widow,—
produced in Chicago in the 80’s), a
symphony (called ‘‘Boston,’’ because
dedicatéd to the City of Boston. In
form it must have been an imitation
of Beethoven’s Choral Symphony,
No. 9, if Routhier is right in saying
that it was ‘‘rendered . by a
large choir and orchestra’’), two or-
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chestral suites, several overtures, sev-
eral string quartettes, many morce-
aur and études de concert for piano
(‘“Le Papillon,”” is the most widely
known), many songs, and, not least,
the famous so-called ‘‘Chant Na-
tional”” (composed in 1880, to be
sung in unison, as it was, in that year
at the celebration of the Festival of
Jean Baptiste at Quebec City). As
to quality : Since most men and Wo-
men insist on not taking the artistic
attitude to art, but listen with their
eyes or motor system to musie, just
as they insist on looking at paintings
as literature bound in golden frames,
Lavallée is admired, not for his finer,
more artistically constructed, more
emotionally satisfying, and swsthetic-
ally dignified musie, as, for instance,
the larger works mentioned, but for
his ‘‘display’’ piano pieces, and for
his “‘Chant National,’’ which, because
it was written by a French-Canadian
and a Catholic (the same man who
composed the beautiful cantata in
honour of the Marquis of Lorne and
Princess Louise as a sign of Canadian
welcome, respect, and loyalty), has
become a bone of racial contention
and spleen in this so-called ‘‘Canada
of ours.”” In general, Lavallée’s com-
positions are marked by versatility of
form and style, by originality and
pure beauty in melodie invention, by
expressive harmonies, rich, warm,
and sonorous when the themes are hu-
man and intense, or refined and noble
when the themes are dignified and ex-
alting, by fanciful, highly coloured,
ornate harmonic figuration and piqu-
ant modulations when the themes are
light jeuz de joie or meant for techni-
cal display, and by variety of sensu-
ous and emotional appeal. Though
as a man Lavallée was moody and
whimsical; as a composer he was al-
ways the conscientious and superb
artist. Even in composing his études
de concert he was this. If, for in-

stance, his ‘‘Le Papillon,’’ so far as
melody which stays in the memory
and seduces the fancy is concerned,
has no distinetion, being ‘‘drier’’

than the driest of Bach’s ‘‘Inven-
tions,”’ in technical beauty it is an
effective example of genuine delinea-
tive musie, rightly aiming to describe
the Butterfly, not as a ecreature of
variegated colour, but as an epheme-
ral, evanescent, flitting creature. This
he accomplished by imitating its
movements with semblances of them
in rapid tempi, faneciful progres-
sions, intricate inversions, brilliant
scale passages, and all those means
which demand from a pianist fairy-
like touch and the wutmost digital
dexterity in assured taking of the
rhythm, dynamiec changes, and nice-
ties of phrasing. As for Lavallée’s
““Chant National” I shall only re-
mark that it was originally composed
as a simple melody to be sung in uni-
son; and as such was neither national
or un-national, until Sir Adolphe
Routhier made it provincial by sup-
plying it with the text beginning ‘O
Canada, Terre de nos ajeux.’’ The
melody itself, however, has the intrin-
sic dignity and emotional expressive-
ness of a noble hymn. If I may help
my eompatriots to cease confusing
@esthetic substances and thus sensibly
to form a criterion of taste, I may do
so in this way. The melody of Alex-
ander Muir’s infectious song ‘‘The
Maple Leaf Forever’’ is what is
known amongst military bandsmen
as a ‘‘Quickstep’’ (the time is either
2/4 or 6/8; the name ‘‘Quickstep’’
suggests the tempo). Muir’s metody
appeals, not to the aesthetic sensibili-
ties or to the imagination, but to the
motor system and the feet. On the
other hand, the melody of Lavallée’s
‘‘Chant National’’ is a pure construe-
tion of the musical imagination when
occupied with thoughts of a religious
festival. Naturally it has the form,
style, and tempo consistent with the
required emotional expressiveness of
a dignified, spiritually exalting hymn,
In this regard the ‘‘Chant National’’
takes rank, indubitably so, beside the
Russian National Hymn and ‘‘Die
Wacht am Rhein.”” But Canadians,
instead of admiring and loving this
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finely composed, sonorous, dignified
melody, become a spectacle to the
world by quarrelling over the racial
affinity and creed of him who com-
posed it, while he himself lies in an
alien grave where, happily, he hears
neither it nor the unseemly, ungrac-
ious quarrelling . O Diew de nos
aleux. . oix !

Six years after the death of Laval-
lée the name of another native-born
Canadian composer became the eyno-
sure of foreign crities, musical socie-
ties, instrumental and vocal virtuosi,
and rapidly rose during the last fif-
teen years to possess the glory of a
star in the firmament of the musical
world. Now, because he and the two
other Canadians whom I shall imme-
diately name have long been friends,
and all three have consistently devot-
ed themselves to musical eomposition
during the same period, as if mutual-
ly inspiring one another to emulation,
I group together Mr. Clarence Lucas,
Mr. Wesley Octavius Forsyth, and
Mrs. Gena Branscombe Tenney, and
distinguish them as the first native-
born Canadians who have systematic-
ally essayed musical composition as a
fine art. They deserve this distine-
tion on account of the quantity and
quality of their music and on account
of the express recognition they have
received as creative composers by for-
eign critics and composers and the
like recognition implied in the inelus-
ion of their musie in the programmes
of foreign choral and orchestral so-
cieties and instrumental and vocal
virtuosi. = Other Canadian com-
posers, native-born and naturalised,
there are; but these, as, for in-
stance, Dr. Vogt, Mr. H. J. Lautz,
Dr. Ham, Mr. J. D. A. Tripp,
and Dr. Broome, do not come within
the scope of an essay that, as in the
present case, is not encyclopadic but
pragmatic and philosophical. For I
am not awarding marks and prizes,
but, as a sincere constructive critic
of my country’s ecivilisation, I am
remarking indigenous tendencies or
movements, and evaluating spiritual
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forces in a special field. I have esti-
mated Lavallée. T proceed to signalise
the gfts and achievements of Mr.
Lucas, Mr. Forsyth, and Mrs. Tenney,

Of these three Mr. Lucas is the
most versatile, inventive, ingenious,
prolific and distinguished. Born at
Smithville, near Niagara, Ont., he re-
ceived his musical eduecation in Can-
ada and Paris. While in his ‘‘ "teens’’
he tried his wings at composition, and
by the time he had reached the thir-
tieth year of his age, he had compos-
ed, inter alia, seven operas, one of
which, a comic opera, ‘‘The Money
Spider,”” was produced in London in
1897. I mention this fact as proof of
his prodigious energy and prolific in-
vention; for one of the singular as-
pects of his genius is that like Wagn-
er, whose ideals and methods infect-
ed his own, Mr. Lucas was often his
own librettist and lyrist as well as
always the composer of the opera
seores and of the musical settings to
the lyries. Further: it must be re-
membered that from his fourteenth to
his thirtieth year he was also engaged
as a student, instrumentalist, conserv-
atory teacher, musical journalist,
reader for a firm of English music
publishers, conductor of operatic
companies on the road, and of one or
more orchestras.

Fromy his thirtieth year to the
present there has been no failure of
his fertility in musical ideas, or of
his energy in producing musical
works in almost all forms and styles.
By actual count I find more than one
hundred and forty compositions to
his eredit, comprising 8 for orchestra
(overtures, symphonie poems, and a
symphony), 12 for organ, 20 for
piano, 12 for violin, nearly 70 songs,
7 operas, 2 cantatas, and a miscellany
of oratorios, anthems, compositions
for piano and orchestra, and for ’cel-
lo, and several transcriptions for
piano. Yet this Canadian-born Titan
of the musical world is as unknown
and as unappreciated in his homeland
as if his glorious music were the far.
off, seldom-heard echo of the voice of
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B edt e T s thie Cuekoo-bird
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.’’

Not thus do the other nations value
the music of Clarence Lucas. London
has frequently heard his overtures
““Othello,”” ‘““As You Like It,”’ and
‘“Macbeth,”’ played by the Queen’s
Hall Orchestra, under the baton of
Sir Henry Wood ; and America heard
the ‘‘Macbeth,”’ played by the Theo-
dore Thomas Orchestra. His cantata
““The Birth of Christ,”” when sung
by the Apollo Club of Chicago in
1902, was hailed, both by erities and
composers, as a beautiful work of art
and as an example of a new feat in
musical ingenuity, namely, the dar-
ingly original way in which Mr.
Lucas had eontrapuntally treated the
chorus, ‘“Carol, Christians.”’ This is
worth specially remarking. Mr.
Lucas treated this chorus in the form
of a ‘‘passacaglia,’”’ which is a very
old dance-form, in general like the
Chaconne, but less joyous and usually
much more contrapuntally embroid-
ered by the 18th century composers
who used it for instrumental, not for
choral, composition. The passacaglia
was introduced into modern instru-
mental music by Brahms who em-
ployed the form in his E minor Sym-
phony, No. 4. But it was left to a
young Canadian composer, Mr. Clar-
ence Lucas, to introduce it, as he did
with daring, deft, and convincing ef-
feet, into modern choral musie.

Of the rest of Mr. Lucas’s music
the tale may be told summarily. His
organ compositions belong to the re-
pertory of organ virtuosi and church
executants.  His ‘‘Mediation in A
flat,”’ and his ‘‘Gloria in C,”’ are es-
pecially popular in England and
America, and his ‘‘Toccata,”’ was a
favourite on the programmes of the
late A. Guilmant’s Paris recitals. His
““Fugue in F' minor,”’ is the most fa-
mous of Mr. Lucas’s piano composi-
tions. It was written for Mark Ham-
bourg, who played it in public reei-
tal for the first time at Vienna. It
was pronounced by Leschitzky to be

‘‘the best modern fugue for piano-
forte.”” Mme. Fannie Bloomfield-
Zeisler gave a like distinetion to Mr.
Luecas’s ‘‘Valse Impromptu.’”’” His
latest piano piece, ‘‘Epithalamium’’
(Impromptu) was written for a
young Canadian virtuosa, Miss Val-
borg Martine Zoellner, and is marked
by Mr. Lucas’s charasteristic quali-
ties, namely, by melodic novelty (he
is never inane or hackneyed), by dig-
nity and learned treatment of the
harmonic support, and by subtlety in
embodiment of emotional nuances.
His violin compositions are favourites
with the virtuosi, especially his bril-
liant, difficult Concertstueck (Bal-
lade, Op. 40). More musical are his
‘“Legend’’ and his Opus 48 (five
lyrical pieces).

As a song-composer Mr, Lucas is
superexcellent. Personally, if T were
asked which modern song-writers I
would choose always to be represent-
ed on a concert programme, I should
choose three, the late Edward Mac-
Dowell, and two of my compatriots,
Mr. Lucas and Mrs. Gena Branscom-
be Tenney. If I were asked why, I
should answer: Because the songs of
these three have novel and vital melo-
dy, and are suffused with a sort of
Keltic beauty or pathos and with
the exquisite pain of spirit
which the Germans call ‘‘Sehnsucht’’
as in  Mr. Luecas’s ‘‘Memories,”’
““When Stars Are In The Quiet
Skies,”” ‘“When We Two Parted,’”’
and the lovely ‘‘Iroquois Serenade.’’
In prolific genius Clarence Lucas re-
minds me of Beethoven; in produe-
tive energy, of Richard Strauss. Thus
viewed he is a Titan in the musical
world. Despite these potentialities,
he is a superb artist who will always
be vital, but who will not forget duly
to love beauty.

A decidedly lyrical composer is
Mr. W. O. Forsyth. Possessing
neither the versatility nor the pro-
ductive energy of Mr. Luecas, Mr.
Forsyth is, notwithstanding, a syste-
matic composer of musie which is eon-
ceived poetically and composed with

L
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a beauty of melody and of harmonic
colour that conveys dainty messages
to the tonal sense, and, at the same
time, suffuses these with exquisite
emotional suggestiveness. In short, if
Lucas is the Titan, Mr. Forsyth is the
tender or gentle musical lyrist. His
nearest analogue in lyric poetry as
such is his fellow-countryman, Bliss
Carman. Unlike the latter, however,
Mr. Forsyth is too psychological and
analytic to compose musie, as Carman
composes poetry—with sheer lyrical
abandon. His piano pieces, as, for
winstance, ‘‘A Night in June,”
“Poeme d’Amour,’’ and ‘‘The Lone-
ly Pine,”’ which are highly character-
istic of his genius, are little stories of
inner spiritual history, full of melo-
die charm, but coloured with refined
or tender reverie, or with other per-
sonally precious experiences of the
spirit.  Further: Mr. Forsyth’s
musie, as might have been inferred
from what I have just said, is devoid
of all those light playful bits of me-
lodic fancy and tone-colour which
come under the msthetic genus of
humour. The importance of this ob-
servation will appear later. In the
meantime, I characterise Mr. For-
syth, in contradistinction from Mr.
Luecas, as a lyrical composer, special-
ly gifted in originating novel and
beautiful melodies and in so harmon-
ising them is to make them win the
musical sensibilities and charm the
romantic imagination. He, too, like
Lucas, is always the refined artist.
Born in Markham Township, Ont.,
Mr. Forsyth received his musical edu-
cation in Canada and Germany. He
was a finished organist and concert-
pianist. To-day he is known chiefly
as a master-teacher of piano, and as
a composer. In the latter regard he
has about sixty ecompositions (in pub-
lished form) to his credit, mostly
piano pieces and songs. To these
must be added a Prelude and Fugue
for organ, three works for orchestra
and a Romance for full orchestra;
the last was brought out in Leipsie
by Conductor Herr Jarrow, and in
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Toronto by Dr. F. H. Torrington’s
orchestra, the composer himself con-
ducting. It is, however, as a com-
poser of piano musie, strictly in the
piano idiom, poetically conceived and
artistically composed, that Mr. For-
syth takes rank as a creator of genu-
inely fine musie, and that he gains
the right thus to be appreciated by
his Canadian compatriots.

Mrs. Gena Branscombe Tenney,
too, is a lyrical composer. = Unlike
Mr. Forsyth, who, as 1 have said, is
a story-teller of spiritual experiences,
and not their singer, Mrs. Tenney is
par excellence the singer, the musical
lyrist of love and life in its intenser,
more human moments, Further:
Mrs. Tenney is a musical lyrist with
a distinetly fine, gift of humour, the
fancy for its spiritual nuances and
the power to embody and express
these in her music with joyous aban-
don or tender humanity, and with
ingenious, piquant art. Her nearest
analogue in lyrie' poetry as such is
her fellow-countryman, Mr. Arthur
Stringer, some of whose psychologi-
cally veracious ‘“Irish Poems,’’ not-
ably “Ould Doctor Ma’'Ginn,”’ and
““Of My Ould Loves,” from ‘‘Mem-
ories,”’ she has set to musie, render-
ing faithfully and winningly the
subtle Keltic humour and pathos of
Mr. Stringer’s verse. Now, who is
this young, ingenious, happy, human
melodist, in whose music are incarnate
the very joy of love and the vision
of the mystery and humour of life
that—if you look—are first expressed
in her wondrous, eloquent eyes?

Mrs. Gena Tenney (née Branscom-
be) was born at Picton, Ont.  She
received her musical education in
Canada, the United States, and Eur-,
ope. She had a most brilliant career
as a student of the musical craft and
art; and was an expert teacher and
executant of the piano. She still ap-
pears as a concert-pianist; and reeit-
als of her own compositions are an
event which awaken the admiration
of composers and eritics. She is a
prolific composer, especially of songs.
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In this field she is one among a thou-
sand; for her songs are distinguished
by intense emotion and, sometimes,
by a Keltie wistfulness, but always

by pure beauty and ‘“‘soul.””  Alto-
gether her compositions number
about seventy, comprising songs,

Pieces for violin and piano, and,
amongst her unpublished works, sev-
eral compositions for orchestra, and
for chorus, a concertstuecke for piano
and a suite for violin and piano. Her
most popular song is ‘‘With Rue My
Heart Is Laden,”” but in pure musical
beauty, pathos, and lyric emotion,
““There’s a Woman Like a Dew-
drop,” ‘“‘Dear Little Hut by the Rice
Fields,”” “The Tender Sweetness’’
(poem by herself), and ‘“‘An Epit-
aph’’ (poem by Mr. Stringer), are
consummate in art and compelling in
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power over the heart and imagina-
tion. Her instrumental compositions
are dainty, expressive works, marked
by melodic novelty, rich harmonie
colour, and by daring and ingenious-
ly fanciful modulations, all aceom-
plished with surety of fine craftsman.
ship.

To sum up: Of the three systema-
tic Canadian creative composers, Mr,
Lueas is the big, versatile mind, the
Titan; Mr. Forsyth is the reflective,
pensive poet of the piano-forms ;
Mrs. Tenney is the musieal lyrist of
love, pathos, and humour; her forte
is songs. As a song-composer (I say
this at the behest of art, not in gal-
lantry), Gena Branscombe Ten.-

ney is one in a thousand—at onece an
ornament to her sex and the glory of
her Canadian homeland.




MRS. GENA BRANSCOMBE TENNEY

A Canadian ‘‘ Musical lyrist of love and life in its intenser, more human momer.ts
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DOMESTIC ANIMALS WE SHOULD

KNOW
BY F. A. WIGHTMAN

AS one travels through Canada
noting the striking varieties of cli-
mate and contrasts in physical fea-
tures, as well as its vast unoccupied
regions of the north, one is struck by
the lack of variety in the species of
domestic animals in use. This is, of
course, true of other countries, but
we think that nowhere is the oppor-
tunity so great for enlarging the
variety as in Canada. We attract
people from the ends of the earth,
but do not seem to encourage the in-
troduction of domestic animals. The
questions naturally arise: What other
varieties are there? and Is it possible
and desirable to introduce them here?
To the latter question our answer is
in the affirmative.

A very limited variety of domestic
animals are universally used by man.
There are a few which he can use in
almost any part of the world, such
as the horse, cow, sheep, hog and a
few others. These, early coming un-
der sthe domesticating influence of
man and probably possessing larger
qualities of adaptation to varying
climatie conditions, have accompanied
him in his migrations through all the
continents and almost to the ends of
the earth. The Anglo-Saxon world
in particular has specialised on this
limited group to the exclusion of other
varieties, and we follow the lead re-
gardless of our possibilities in other
directions. So much for race con-
gervatism. How difficult it is to de-
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part from the beaten track of estab-
lished custom!

Almost every country, too, has
some animal capable of domestication
and especially adapted to the coun-
try’s peculiar conditions. A few of
these the necessity and genius of man
have from time to time domesticated,
thus gradually developing their bet-
ter qualities and compelling them to
serve his purpose and perform his
will. In newer countries, however,
the necessity for domestication large-
ly ceases, since the animals already
in use are considered sufficient. Can-
ada has a generous variety of such
wild animals eapable of useful do-
mestication, such as the bison, rein-
deer, musk-ox and the Rocky Moun-
tains sheep. Doubtless in time, had
the Indian been undisturbed in his
possession of the country, he would,
in the progress of his gradual civil-
isation, have also developed some of
these animals. But a foreign civil-
isation with its own types of domes-
tie animals, with thousands of years
of human fellowship, displaced the
Indian as well as the animals he was
beginning to regard as the source of
his sustenance. As it is, it is quite
probable that it would be worth while,
by cross-breeding and other processes,
to domasticate or introduce a strain
of these wild types into domestie
herds for the special qualities they
possess. But this is another matter.

Apart from the few types of ani-
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mals mentioned as being almost uni-
versally used by man, there are a
number of animals which have been
long domesticated and which con-
tribute greatly to his wealth and com-
fort. But some are confined to spe-
cial zones, countries or climates, and
some, indeed, are only suited to the
tropies. Among this class of domes-
tic animals is the camel, elephant,
yak, carabao (water buffalo), rein-
deer, llama, alpaca, vicuna, and a
few others. All these animals play
a very important part in the eco-
nomie conditions of life in the coun-
tries where they severally belong. Un-
like the ordinary domestic animals
in common use, these have been used
only in limited areas and little be-
yond the limits of the lands of their
nativity and domestication. Some of
them, such as the carabao and ele-
phant, are suited only to the condi-
tions of a tropical country. The
sphere of distribution open to these
is consequently limited. The elephant
might find a congenial home and
prove a useful animal in the tropical
regions of South America, while the
carabao might possibly be used to
some advantage in certain regions of
Australia, Mexico, and other warm
countries.

Most of the other special animals
mentioned belong naturally to the
temperate, north temperate and Arc-
tic zones exclusively, and for this rea-
son have a wider sphere of distribu-
tion and usefulness. It seems rather
strange that these domestic animals,
belonging naturally to the higher Jati-
tudes, have been so long almost exelu-
sively confined to the lands of their
origin. Of late, it would seem, at-
tention has been drawn to some of
these animals, and in one or two cases
experiments have been made with a
view to wider distribution. There cer-
tainly seems to be no good reason why
at least some of these splendid ani-
mals should not prove a great boon
to man in a much wider sphere than
they now do, thus increasing the
variety of his flocks and making pos-
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ible human habitation in regions now
uninviting because of the lack of suit-
able animal life. This is certainly
true of extensive regions in Canada.

It is gratifying to note that some
beginnings already have been made
with the domestic reindeer. Both on
the Atlantic and Pacific coasts, in
Labrador and Alaska, such experi-
ments have been made. So far as
these experiments have gone they
have been attended with gratifying
success; and this wonderful animal
would seem to be in every way adapt-
ed to the conditions found in the nor.
thern part of this country. The orig-
inal stock for the Alaskan herds un-
der Dr. Jackson has thrived and mul-
tiplied beyond expectation. Indeed
animals born in these places are said
to be superior to the parent stock.
There would seem to be no doubt of
the suitability of this animal to the
high latitudes of Canada. Indeed
such experiments were begun last
year in our far north, with good pros-
pects of success. Let wus hope the
reindeer has come to stay among us.

The economic value to the country
of this wonderful animal can hardly
be over-estimated. In Europe the
reindeer makes possible the carrying
of settled population and ecivilised
life to the shores of the Arctic Ocean
and far beyond the Arectie Cirele. It
contributes much to the economic
wealth of northern Europe in hides,
flesh and dairy products, besides be-
ing a beast of burden. It is closely
related to our native reindeer or
caribou, and, it is said, a cross be-
tween the two is an animal superior
to either. Be that as it may, it seems
well within the bounds of reasonable
expectation that the vast stretches of
our north land not adapted to other
varieties of domestic animals, could
well become the permanent home of
vast herds of domestic reindeer.

It is estimated that there are now
in the Canadian north from thirty
millions to fifty millions of wild rein-
deer, and yet they do not represent
the capacity of the land. This will
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enable us to form some conception
of the capacity of the country for
animals of this class, and the mone-
tary value they would represent. For
example the average value of a rein-
deer may be placed at fifteen dollars,
and if the thirty millions of wild ani-
mals, now in the north, were replaced
by a like number of the domestic
variety, it would represent a value in
this product alone of four hundred
and fifty million dollars. Thus, what
is now an uninhabited waste would
be converted into a grazing country
of vast potential wealth and consid-
erable population. Surely this dumb
emigrant might be heartily welcomed
among us!

Differing greatly from the reindeer
but scarcely less hardy, and of even
greater value economically, is the
Tibetan yak. In Tibet this wonder-
ful animal exists both in the wild and
domestic types, and in the latter form
is the chief animal of the country.
The Tibetans could hardly exist on
their frost-bound Chang without the
yak. It is about the size of the do-
mestic ox, its flesh is said to be pre-
ferable, its milk is richer than the
cow’s, its hide makes the best of leath-
er, while it also yields an immense
fleece of hairy wool suitable for vari-
ous fabrics. It lives on the coarest of
herbage, and even in the winter for-
ages for itself on the bitter plains of
Tibet. It ecarries heavy burdens
through deep snows, and on rocky
passes where no other animal would
travel in safety.

‘We could hardly conceive of any
conditions in Canada being more dif-
ficult than those of its native land;
and it would seem that this remark-
able animal might be well adapted to
large areas of our high northern lati-
tudes and, indeed, suitable and profit-
able in all parts of the country.
About a year ago two of these ani-
mals were presented to the Govern-
ment, and it is hoped that they may
be but the beginning of the vast yak
herds to be found in the country in
the near future. More importations
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should be made, however, to compre-
hend the best strains and to insure
a more rapid inerease in numbers.

‘We will now speak of a few animals
which, as yet, have not been success-
fully introduced into other countries,
and yet would seem to be of consid-
erable value if possessing necessary
qualities of adaptation. I refer to the
llama and related species which in-
habit the high altitudes of the Andes
Mountains of South America. Of
these there are four species, namely
the llama, alpaca, vicuna, and huan-
acu. Of these the llama and alpaca
only have been successfully domesti-
cated. The huanacu and vicuna,
though valuable, are obtained chiefly
in their mountain haunts by hunters
and will, therefore, not come within
the secope of this article. All these
wonderful animals are representatives
of the camel type in the western hem-
isphere, but have some remarkable
features peculiar to themselves, chief
of which is their wool-bearing quali-
ties which adds greatly to their value,
especially in the case of the alpaca.
In addition to this, however, their
flesh is used for meat, their milk for
domestic wuse, and their hides for
leather.

The llama is, in some respects the
most important of this group, being
the largest, standing four to five feet
in height and is extensively used as a
beast of burden. It is chiefly used as
a pack animal in the higher and more
inaccessible mountain regions, where
other animals could not find secure
footing. The alpaca, though smaller,
yields a finer quality of wool and is
also used, though to a less extent, as
a pack animal. They are very docile
in disposition and require little or no
care, living on the coarest food, which
they forage for themselves, where
sheep would hardly find substance.

These animals were domesticated
by the ancient Incas or Aztees, and
they represent the only animals do-
mesticated by the American Indians
except it might be the husky dogs of
the Eskimos. The llama was in do-
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mestication in South America long
before the Spanish occupation. Their
range is throughout the whole An-
dean system from Peru to the plains
of Patagonia. We are apt to think
of them as suited only for tropical
situations since South Ameriea is
largely within tropical boundaries.
This, however, needs some modifica-
tion; for, though they live, as a rule,
in low latitudes they always thrive
best in a cool climate and for this
reason they invariably seek the high
altitudes near the line of perpetual
snow. They seem to have no affinity
to, or liking for, the low hot valleys
of their native land. They present
the strange anomaly of a temperate-
zone animal living in a tropical coun-
try, under temperate-zone conditions.
This is indicated in the way nature
has provided them with ample pro-
tection from the eold with a woolly
fleece.

These qualities justify the belief
that at least the harder strains or
types eould be adapted for favourable
Canadian conditions. Probably the
reason why the feeble attempts made
to acclimatise these animals to north-
ern conditions have failed, is that the
more likely strains have not been
tried. Those native to Peru and Eeu-
ador have, through countless ages,
been accustomed to a high altitude
with a cool dry climate, which condi-
tions are rarely found outside
those eountries. Other strains of these
animals, however, are said to be found
as far south as Patagonia, where, na-
turally, conditions are more similar
to our own. It would seem that ani-
mals from these more southern points
and lower altitudes might be suceess-
fully introduced to favourable see-
tions of this country. An experiment,
faithfully conducted, would certainly
be well worth trying since, if success-
ful, they would add greatly to our
economic wealth. Tllama and alpaca
wool are considerable factors in the
English trade.

In this eonnection mention must be
made of the camel. Much misunder-
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standing exists in Western lands con-
cerning this the earliest of all animals
to come under human servitude. Per-
haps the greatest misconception con-
cerning the camel is the prevalent
idea that it is suited only to tropieal
countries. This delusion has gained
currency from the fact that it is so
extensively used in the great tropical
deserts. Indeed it is almost the only
beast of burden possible in such re-
gions. The true lands of the camel,
however, are not, as many suppose,
the tropics, but rather the mnorthern
regions of the temperate zone. The
camel; is just as averse to extreme
heat as to extreme cold. Then it
must be remembered that there are
strains and types of camels as there
are of horses and ecattle. There is,
for instance, the dromedary or racing
camel, which can make a hundred
miles a day, quite as different from
the slow-going pack camel as is the
race-horse and the heavy-draught
animal. Again there is a great dis-
tinction to be made between the Ara-
bian camel, which is more inured to
the hot deserts and the Bactrian type.
The latter is sometimes ecalled the
Mongolian camel, and it is adapted
to cold northern regions.

This animal is wonderfully inured
to cold. It is in eommon use in Cen.
tral Asia, including AMongolia, Si-
beria, and Tibet. These, as is well
known, are among the coldest coun-
tries of the world, but there the camel
is one of the most useful and common
of animals, travelling the frozen
plains and making progress through
the deep snow (thanks to its long
legs) where mno other animal can
travel. This northern species is pro-
vided with a long hairy and woolly
covering, which not only proteects it
from the ecold, butr from which is
made coarse fabries used for tents by
its nomadic owners. Both its milk,
flesh, and hide are esteemed in the
countries where it is common. Indeed
it is considered one of the essential
features of domestie life in those re-
gions.
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This useful animal is essentially of
the East, and for some reason has not
found much place in European coun-
tries or among KEuropean peoples in
other lands. This only illustrates
again the power of age-long custom.
It is true that camels have to some ex-
tent been introduced into Australia
to make possible exploration in the
desert regions of the interior. At one
time it was proposed to demonstrate
their usefulness in Texas, but this
was frustrated by the Civil War, and
the camel still remains in the East.

‘While, owing to the physical ana-
tomy, giving it water-storing powers,
rendering it thirst-resisting and,
therefore, wonderfully adapted to
dry and desert regions, it is at the
same time suited to most countries.
What an animal it would have been
for our Western plains in the early
days! Indeed it might still have a
large place in helping to solve the
transportation problems of the coun-
try. Its endurance of hardships and
ease of sustenance, with other quali-
ties, should commend it as a valuable
addition to the useful animals in this
land of such varied features. Why
not give the camel a trial in the Land
of the Maple?

In addition to the foregoing, men-
tion eould be made of one or two
species of goats, natives of the high
plains of Central Asia, bordering on

Tibet. One of these species is believ-
ed to be a cross between the Cashmere
goat and the hardier Tibetan variety
and yielding wool that is little, if
any, inferior to the pure Cashmere.
The other is a species of the black
Persian goat, being characterised by
a jet black, thick, curly coat said to
closely resemble, or be identical with
the famous Astrachan. Both of these
animals are thoroughly hardy, and,
according to accounts, are accustomed
to harder conditions than they would
be subjected to in Canada. There
seems to be no doubt that these valu-
able animals could be introduced in-
to this country with complete success,
It goes without saying that they
would be a very valuable acquisition
to our domestic herds.

The Department of Agriculture
has done much in the branch of ani-
mal husbandry by way of improving
the types of domestic animals we now
possess. Would it not be well, how-
ever, for this valuable branch of the
Government service to look into the
range of new types of domestic ani-
mals of possible value to the coun-
try? Should partial success attend
such efforts, they would bring untold
wealth to our agricultural communi-
ties, and greatly enlarge the agricul-
tural area. Let us make room here

for some of these dumb friends of
other lands.




ANATHEMA IN THE FAMILY

BY ANNE WARNER

ACRE left his hat and stick in the
hall and went upstairs.

The clock was just striking four,
and he was on time.

The man was standing waiting for
him above, a reserved and respectful
smile half overspreading just one
single angle of his face. He opened
a door, and Dacre entered. His breath
halted a very little as he went in—
the room was empty, after all.

It was a big room, with a very big
mirror at each end. There was a fire
and two arm-chairs pushed up to its
glow; there were flowers, there were
books; there was a tea-tray, sugges-
tively bare-looking; there were many
things — in fact, very nearly, all
things. Yet it was an empty room.

_There seemed no other course for
him to pursue in the circumstances
than to stand by the chimney-piece
and wait. While he stood there he
thought, and his thoughts ran quick-
ly. There were many reasons to make
them run quickly, but the two main
ones were that the room was empty,
and that it was his cousin’s room.

Of course, she was anathema in the
fanily, this cousin; that he knew as
well as he knew that he was now on
the eve of meeting her face to face.
But she had mnot looked anathema
that day when he had caught his first
glimpse of her across the course at
Henley. She had looked slight and
frail, and pale and pretty, and after
he had noticed, with special atten-

tiveness, how extremely slight and
frail and pale and pretty she looked,
she had lcoked at him—straight at
him--and in the flash they had recog-
nised their kinship. Much more than
the course at Henley had divided
them then—that was months ago —
and now he was standing in her room
awaiting her. He had never seen her
since that strange minute in the sum-
mer, but now they were to sit together
by her fire and know the sound of
one another’s voices for the first time.
He was feverishly impatient.  She
had written ‘‘four,”’ and it was four,
and here he was, and here she wasn’t.
Then he looked at the clock and saw
that he had been waiting two monutes
and a fraetion over. Exasperating!

There was a heavy curtain over the
door nearest to him, and from the
other side of the curtain came curious
murmurs of silk swishing and of lace
dripping in its wake. He thought
half a dozen times that the silk and
lace were surely about to bear direct-
ly down on him, and half a dozen
disappointments were his reward for
daring to base his hopes on threads
and webs.

But at last the period of delay
came to its own period, the curtain
swung back, and his pale and pretty
cousin stood before him.

““So this is really you!’’ she said,
taking quick steps straight to him,
holding out her hand, and smiling.
“It is really you! I’'m very glad.”
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““Oh, yes,”’ he said. ‘‘Yes—yes, it
is me.”’

They just touched hands. ;

“You don’t look English,’’ she
commented at once, sweeping all his
six feet, four together into a single
comprehensive survey; ‘‘you look
French.”’

““Oh, don’t!’’ he cried quickly.

“‘Surely, you aren’t insular?’’ she
asked with a surprised accent in her
voice. ‘“Why, you know, you are
French way back, and if you spelt
your name as you should—’’ She
stopped short. ‘‘ Which chair do you
choose ?’” she asked abruptly.

““The one that you don’t,”” he an-
swered.

‘“Take the blue one, then ; the green
one matches my gown.’’ She sank in-
to the green as she spoke and he took
the marine blue. It was much too low
for him for

“You’re almost Titanie,
you?’’ she laughed.

““I do wish that I was a bit short-
er,”’” he said.

‘‘Nonsense!’’ she replied, ‘‘you’re
just right. Pray excuse me——"’
She was up and leaning directly over
him. He thought, lightning-like, of
how she was anathema, and that

But he saw that she was ringing a
bell set in the wall beside him. ‘‘For
tea, you know,’’ she said pleasantly,
and was back in her own chair within
an instant from the time of leaving
it

aren’t

‘“I'd forgotten tea,’’ he said; ‘‘they
don’t have it with us, you know —
that is, not much.”’

“I don’t have it at all usually,”’
she said. ‘‘I’m having it to-day for
you.”” Her eyes were flashing here
and there over him in a way that
made him think of sunbeams. ‘‘You’ll
drink it when it comes, won’t you?
You know that you must—it wouldn’t
be polite otherwise.”’

He felt inexpressibly charmed by
her sweet and friendly and informal
manner.

“I’ll try and drink it,”’ he answer-
ed her, smiling.
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It came just then. On a glass tray.
Hot toast well covered up. A little
round plum cake. The man arrang-
ed all on the table and drew two
chairs to position beside it.

‘“Doesn’t it look nice?’’ she asked.
““Come close.”’

She only meant close to the table,
of course; but it was a lovely speech
to hear. She rose as she made it.

She was very little and slender. He
was conscious of towering tremen-
dously as he pulled out her chair. She
looked into his brown eyes and laugh-
ed with an innuendo of witching di-
vination. ‘‘And I am wearing my
highest heels, too,”’ she said, ‘‘just to
try and be worthy of you.”’

He pushed her and her chair to
place, still laughing.

‘““Now, cousin dear’’ — she was
pouring out his tea — ‘“tell me how
many lumps, and I’ll promise never
to ask that question again as long as
we both shall live.”’

““Two,’’ he told her.

And she put two in and gave him
the cup.

It seemed to Dacre — stirring his
tea and contemplating her earnest,
downward glance as she poured her
own—so strange that she should be
anathema in the family. But what a
lucky thing it was that he had gone to
Henley, instead of deciding to accept
the motor invitation of——

She looked up just then.

“elgid you come this morning?’’ she

‘‘Yes—oh, that reminds me—my
mother and sisters came up, too.”’
“ Her face changed ever so slightly.

I thought that you were coming up
to town all alone and would dine
with me,’” she said, biting a very lit-
tle bit of toast, and turning on him
eyes which seemed to have suddenly
mthdrqwn from the light.

“I didn’t want them to come,”’ he
protested quickly. ‘‘I didn’t know
that they were even thinking of such
a thing until last night. I ean assure

you that I was as surprised as you
are.”’
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‘““Where are they staying?’’

‘“At the Paddington Hotel.”’

She bit off another little bit of toast
and ate it ever so slowly.

The clock struck half-past four.

‘““What did you say to them when
you came away ?’’ she asked finally.

““I said that I was going out for a
while.”’

“For a while?’’ Her inflection was
very penetrating.

““Oh, yes. I didn’t say for how
long.”’ :

She looked at him, and a little
smile erept round her lips. He was
drinking his tea and did not see it.

‘““When does your train go?’’ she
went on after a minute.

‘“‘Half-past eleven. And I get to
Newecastle at four-forty to-morrow.”’

““Morning ?”’

‘‘Morning.”’

““That’s not nice is it?’’ she said.
‘‘Please give me some cake.”’

He swallowed quickly. ‘‘Oh, I’m so
sorry—I didn’t notice.”” Then he
seized the cake and a knife.

She looked at him and laughed. She
was a dear little cousin for a big fel-
low to own. Too bad that the fami-
Iy

““From which station do you go?’’
she asked as he cut the cake.

““King’s Cross.”’

““Oh! how awkward! You’ll have
to spend most of the evening going
back and forth to Paddington, won’t
you?”’

Yes, of course. It is awkward.”’

He was surprised at how earnestly
he felt about it. 'When one came to
consider, it was a most beastly shame
about it all.

She contemplated him. ‘I thought
you’d dine here,” she said sadly,
after a while.

“‘Yes,”” he said a little vaguely.

He felt vague—and serious.

“More tea?’’ she murmured, after
a minute’s pause.

““Thanks.”’ ;

She took the ecup from his hand.
Her hand was small and white, and
his was large and brown. He noticed

them both. The cup came between
like a chaperon.

““Only one lump, this time,
please,’’ he said gently.

She poured out the tea and drop-
ped in the one lump. As she gave
him back his cup it seemed to him so
strange that he was here to-day and
had never been here before. She ap-
peared to follow his thoughts.

““To think that I have never even
seen your mother,’’ she said thought-
fully. ““I can only just remember
your father. It was because you
looked so like him that I knew you
at Henley. I remember his patting
me on the head. I must have been
about four years old then. I couldn’t
have been very big because I was only
five when we went abroad—after the
trouble, you know.”’

He did not ‘‘know,’’ but something
made him glad that she had been only
five ‘‘after the trouble.’”” It wasn’t
through any fault of her own then
that she was anathema in the family.

Presently she continued, ‘‘What
sort of a mother have you? 1Is she
like you?”’

‘“Oh, dear no,’’ he exclaimed quick-
ly, ‘‘she’s the very opposite of me.
But my sisters—one of them—the one
I’'m so fond of—would like you im-
mensely.”’

She smiled, a little curling smile,
again at the naive statement.

‘“What would she say,”’ she queri-
ed, ‘‘if she knew?”’

‘“‘But my sister does know—TI told
her.”’

At that she started a bit, looked
quickly paler, and then quickly pink-
er, and then, clasping her hands with-
in her lap, she bent a steady look on
him—surveyed him. ‘‘And what did
she say when you told her?’’ she agk-
ed.

‘‘She told me to be sure to come
back and tell her all about it.”’

At that she laughed outright, and
he laughed too, and the butler, com-
ing in with a discreet cough, turned
on the electric light and took away
the tray.

g
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They went back again and sat down
in front of the fire.

‘¢ And what shall you tell her when
you go back?’’ she asked, stretching
forth one hand to a near-by table, and
taking from it a box of cigarettes for
him. He took them from her.

““Thanks very much; but won’t
you take one first?’’

““I don’t smoke.”’

He felt glad of that, remembering
the anathema; but then he instantly
recalled the ‘‘five years old when the
trouble came,’”’ and that seemed to
bury the anathema for good and all.

‘“What are you going to tell her?”
she repeated then, again stretching
forth her hand, and this time secur-
ing wax matches for him.

““Thanks very much. Why, I'm go-
ing to tell her everything.”’

The clock struck five as he spoke.

“Do you mean to tell her every-
thing to-night?’’

‘“Yes, I mean to tell her everything
to-night.”’

She looked down at his clasped
hands.

““Tell me about your college life,”’
she asked, as if she desired to veer to
subjeets that would interest his sister
when retailed.

““It’s easy to talk over what I know
so much about,”’” he laughed; ‘‘only
stop me if I bore you.”’

He leaned far back in the sleepy,
hollow chair and began. The fire blaz-
ed brightly, the cigarette smoke float-
ed upward, onee in a while their eyes
met, and always she listened with a
charming interest and little ques-
tions that kept him going. ‘‘Tell me
about your rowing. Tell me about
your degree. Tell me—tell me—tell
me__”

The clock struck half-past five,
struck six, struck half-past six.

‘“What are you going to do to-
night?’’ he asked, stopping short all
of a sudden when the last-reached
hour chimed in his face.

‘“‘Read, I suppose,
piano.’’

‘‘Aren’t you going out?’’

or play the
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‘‘No, no, indeed. I don’t care to
go out alone in the evening. What
could I do?”’

“‘Of course,”” he assented, and then
he shook off the ash of his cigarette;
‘‘it would have been great sport din-
ing together,’” he added meditatively.

““Tell me about when you were in
Germany,’’ she asked irrelevantly.

He began, and after a while the
clock struck seven and then half-past
seven. It was one of those wretched-
ly insistent eloeks, too—the kind that
cannot be talked down.

“Well‘, really, I think that I must
be running along,’’ he observed.

She did not say anything. There
was a short silence.

“‘I wish you’d just send me away,’’
he said finally. “‘If you’d tell me that
you wanted me to go, I’'m a gentle-
man, and of course I'd go.”’

“‘I don’t want you to go,’’ she said :
““but I am thinking of your mother.
When I think of a man’s standpoint
I always think of his mother’s stand-
point too.”’

““Oh, you must not feel troubled
over my mother,”” he remonstrated,
quickly. ‘‘As a matter of fact, they
expected to have friends to dine with
them at seven.”’

‘““At seven?’’

‘““At seven.”’ -

She looked first at the clock and
then at him.

‘““Why, they’ll be done before you
can possibly get there,’’ she said.

He looked first at the cloek and
then at her.

‘I expect that’s s0,”’ he answered
cheerfully.

“You’ll just drive up there to eat
alone?”’

* Yes.'?

“Then you might as well dine with
me, after all.”’

A warm, beneficent glow seemed to
fill the room.

‘““Well, I really suppose that I
might,” he admitted.

‘““Ring the bell then, please.”

He rang the bell.

“I will have him bring the joint
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and vegetables at once,”’ she said, as
they waited for it to be answered,
‘‘that won’t take long to eat, you
know; we can skip the soup and
fish.”’

““I don’t see any need of skipping
the soup and the fish,”’ he replied.
“My family will be busy with their
company. They won’t mind my not
being there. I said I might not be
back to dinner.’’

“You said you might not be back
to dinner!’’ she
start.

‘“Yes,”” He laughed at her expres-
sion as he nodded.

She was still looking exclamation
points when the waiter came in re-
sponse to the bell.

““Will you serve dinner here, and
serve it as promptly as possible?’’ she
said to him. ‘‘This gentleman is in
a hurry to go.”

““Oh, I say!’’ he cried.

The waiter bowed and went out.

“You are in a hurry—you know
that you are.”’

““No, I'm not.
had company.’’

‘“Well, he can just as well think
that you are.”” Then she clasped her
hands in her lap again. ‘‘Tell me
about Henley,’’ she said.

After a while the clock struck eight.

‘““And the dinner hasn’t come
yet!” Wrath and apology mingled
in her tone. She rang the bell again,
went to her desk for a second, and
then went out in the hall.

“I think that he’ll hurry now,”’
she said, significantly, when she came
in again, and that she spoke the
truth was soon evidenced by the wait-
er’s rapid arrangement of the table.

““TI wonder if I can wash for din-
ner,’’ he asked.

““Wait until I turn on the lights.”’
She rose and passed beyond the eur-
tained doorway as she spoke. When
she came back she left behind her a
broad, illuminated path to soap and
towels. He followed where it led.

The soup came up and they sat
down. It was a very cosy dinner-

I told you that they

exclaimed with a
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table, and they enjoyed the soup, of
course.

After awhile the -eclock striking
half-past eight brought them to a
sudden recognition of the fact that
they were apparently stuck fast at
the soup course.

‘“Good gracious!’’ she ecried.
‘“Why, what has become of our din-
ner?”’

He went and rang the bell.

‘‘Has anything happened?’’ she
asked the waiter the instant he en-
tered.

““There was a little accident with
the fish, madam, but I have it ready
to serve now.”’

As a matter of fact it was mearly
nine o’clock when they terminated
their repast.

‘““You don’t want coffee, do you?’’
she asked.

““‘Thanks, yes; I should like cof-
fee.”’

She looked surprised for a second,
but then she ordered the coffee.

‘‘Be as quick as you possibly can,’’
she bade the waiter.

Dacre folded his napkin with great
deliberation.

““Can’t you wait for it, after all?’’
she demanded.

‘“What makes you think that I
can’t wait?”’

‘“‘Folding your napkin looks as if
you couldn’t wait.”’

¢“Oh, no, it doesn’t. It only looks
as if we were going back by the fire to
drink it there.’’

They went back by the fire, and he
put out one hand and dragged the
dining-table to where it blocked all
egress.

“‘There, now I never can get out,”’
he said in a tone of deep satisfaction;
“‘nothing but steeple-chasing could
get over that.”’

She laughed merrily.

‘“Oh, we are having a good time,
aren’t we?’’ she said joyously. ‘‘I’m
so glad that we have learned to know
one another.

The waiter coughed disereetly in
the hall and brought in the coffee.
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After a while the clock struck half-
past nine.

‘“Such a beastly bore my being tied
up there in Newecastle,”” he comment-
ed; ‘‘it’s such a long way to come
down to London.”” He did not seem
to hear the clock at all.

““Yes, you never could come from
there,”” she agreed.

There was a silence then. He had
not finished his coffee, and took a
little sip from time to time. His ac-
tions were establishing an entirely
new precedent for men in a hurry to
get to the bosom of the family.

She sat dumb and wondering, but
quite ready to acquiesce in anything.
They talked about Paris, the Tyrol,
the edelweiss, and then——

““I have to go,”’” he said finally,
with desperate decision.

‘““What do you think they’ll say?’’
she asked, her soul riven with anxiety.

““They won’t care. I told them that
I might not be back before ten.”’

‘‘Really?’” Again her tone was
full of amazement.

‘‘Really.”” Again his was cooly re-
assuring.

“I’m sorry that the dinner was so
long,’’ she said faintly. She was be-
coming numb and bewildered over the
way that he broke things to her.

He pushed the dining-table slowly
away with one hand. ‘‘Oh, it didn’t
matter,”’ he said indifferently. Then
he arose with the greatest possible
reluctance and stood upright.

““I wonder if I shall ever see you
again ?’’ she said.

‘“What?’’ His tone was one of
puzzled but emphatic feeling.

“I wonder—"’

“Ever see me again! You wonder
if you will ever see me again!’’

He felt a sudden pity for the fami-
ly—something that they didn’t know
about and were mnot going to like
seemed to his prophetic vision to be
approaching.

‘‘Surely we’ll meet again,’’ he said.

She stood up, and they moved to-
wards the door together.

‘It’s been so nice,’’ she said sweet-
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ly, *“‘only for the dinner, And I did
try to hurry that. I went out in the
hall and gave him a shilling to be
quicker,”’

‘“That was kind of you,’’ he said,
looking down with a smile.

There was another pause. Then he
laughed.

“It’s cruel to deceive you,”’ he
said, “‘I—well—the fact is that while
you were turning on those lights I—I
gave him half a crown to go slow.’’

_She stepped back a little, and her
lips parted quickly, and she stared
hard up into his eyes.

“You—you—you gave him half a
crown to go slow.”’

_And then, although she remained
little and. frail and pretty, she no
longer looked pale.

‘I ought to apologise, I suppose,’’
he said hurriedly. ‘‘Perhaps I have-
n’t been very fair to you. But, you
see, I never knew myself before how
much I could want to stay anywhere.
The real truth is, the—the—the fam-
ily aren’t down here at all. But I
didn’t just guess at Henley just all
—just how—just what——""

. She was standing quite still, look-
ing straight up at him. For a long
while she said nothing, and then :

“Why did you do so?’’ she asked.

‘“I don’t know,”” he confessed,
““Perhaps I wanted you to beg me to
stay. And I wanted to know if—if
you’d mind my coming.”’

:‘Are you really going to-night?’’

‘Yes, I am really going to New-
castle to-night.”’

:I:hey stood there side by side.

T_he train doesn’t go for an hour,”’
P‘e said finally, with great irrelevance.

And it isn’t much of a run down for
Sundaysz” he added, with a still
greater irrelevance.

‘éfter a long, long while she spoke.

No,”” she said, very softly and
gently, and the little monosyllable
sounded in the circumstances quite
as sweet in his ears as we are given
to suppose that its opposite always

sounds in the ears of an accepted
lover.



SWIFT: A PRECOCIOUS PIONEER
BY W. LACEY AMY

AUTHOR OF ‘‘ THE BLUE WOLF "

HEN Canada’s new transcontin-
ental, the Grand Trunk Pacific,
pushed its way into the unknown
Rockies of Northern British Columbia
it was welcomed by one pair of hands
only—the only white ones in all that
vast region of undiscovered grandeur.
Swift, the pioneer, was official recep-
tion committee of the Yellowhead
Pass, appointed by himself to repre-
sent himself as the total of the white
population of two hundred miles of
mountain peak and torrent and for-
est.

Not that the railway was essential
to Swift! He had lived so long in
there on his own resources that noth-
ing on earth seemed able to interfere
with his independence. But the same
brains that had turned into a sus-
taining home a mountain valley three
hundred and fifty miles from the
nearest neighbour came to his assist-
ance in realizing that the two little
rails could bring him luxuries he had
not learned to despise as well as re-
nounce.

And the Grand Trunk Pacific? Tt
was too experienced to ignore the out-
stretched hands, for the way to the
Pacific was effectually blocked by
Swift’s domain, the most unique
farming enterprise in Canada—a lit-
tle patch of tilled ground that extend-
ed across the only available pass from
mountainside to mountainside. Yes,
Swift stood there with extended hand
—but he kept his back to the Pacific
and his eyes open. Even the big rail-

508

way stopped to shake hands, to smile
its thanks and commence the parley.

‘When Swift first looked about him
in the centre of what is now Jasper
Park he could have pitched his tent
anywhere within many hundreds of
miles without comment or opposition,
That was about thirty-five years ago.
The Hudson’s Bay Company repre-
sented everything of authority within
a month’s journey, and the only pre-
sent or predicted value of the Rockies
was on the back of the fur-bearing
animals that appreciated the protee-
tiony of unsealable heights and un-
charted valleys. Swift himself was
not drawn to the spot by any special
prescience. He just liked it, and, lik-
ing it, sat down because it fitted his
mood. That he has continued to sit
there is proof of the durability of the
surrounding attractions.

Swift—nobody seems to have heard
any other portion of his name — de-
veloped the wanderlust as a youngster
down near Washington, away back
when, Edmonton was only a Company
trading-post and the whole north
country a Company hunting-ground.
He and a partner reached Edmonton
still unsatisfied. They passed farther
westward through the Rockies to
Jasper House, the mountan post of
the Hudson’s Bay Company; and
near there the unfordable Athabaska
forced them to pause.

That moment’s hesitation was suf-
ficient to make more than a passing
scene of the grandeur around them.
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Anyone else would have pulled out a
sketeh book, or built a raft to see what
was beyond. But Swift and his mate
built a shack. And instead of making
lines on paper they made them on the
ground. There in the heart of the
western mountains they dared at-
tempt to introduce the arts of the
East, to rouse the soil into a belief in
bigger things than the production of
spruce and poplar and cottonwood
trees. But Swift seems to have mono-
polised faith in their works, for his
partner showed a decided preference
to his traps and rifle.

They parted—over a little bit of
workable level ground in the midst of
the Rockies, with no neighbours but
a few Indians a hundred miles west
on the Fraser, and no future that
promised profit. The partner wan-
dered off through the Yellowhead
Pass, rifle in hand; and Swift, left
alone to an impossible life, capitulat-
ed and shouldered pan and pick for
the gold that might lie in those moun-
tains.

But the little clearing beside the
Athabaska kept ecalling to the man
who had felled the trees and broken
the sod. Restlessly he wandered
about, hoping to drown the profitless
call, but in his ears it kept tinkling
like sweet music.  Before his eyes
there floated pictures of towering
peaks, snow-covered, of a swift river
and tumbling torrents in the midst,
and of a crude, log shack where he
had dreamt dreams. The beckoning
finger of the wilds would not be de-
nied, and he yielded. Thirty years
ago he struck back through the moun-
tains to the only ‘‘home’’ he knew,
to a life whose lonesomeness only
Swift can know. He takes no credit
for being a prophet. He just smiles
and looks out over the few tilled
acres and smiles as a father would
pat the back of a son who has not dis-
appointed him,

It was a simple operation for the
erstwhile prospector to stake out two
thousand acres. If the mountainside
had not obtruded itself he might as
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well have made it two million. He
built another little shack beside a
rushing mountain stream that poured
down from the glaciers of Pyramid
Mountain on its way to the Atha-
baska. He eut down more poplars
and cottonwood. And after he had
two acres cleared he began to plan
and hope.

To plant he must have seed. Ed-
monton was three hundred and fifty
miles to the east, but after years of
travel without destination that dis-
tance was negligible. 'With his sup-
ply of seeds and what few provisions
even he required he started back to
his lonesome home in the mountains.
And ahead of him tramped six cat-
tle. It must have been a trail of dif-
ficulties; but there was the satisfac-
tion of knowing that, once the cattle
reached their two thousand acre pas-
ture, a reasonable stability of moun-
tain and river would keep them there
without a cowboy.

Then the serious work of the moun-
tain farmer began. It was possible to
drive in cattle, but he could not set
down on his farm an outfit of factory-
made implements.  Just there com-
menced a display of that ingenuity
that would prevent even a socialist
begrudging Swift the opulence that
will be his. A big fir tree was a
simple conversion into a roller, and
jackpine trees lacked only the finish
of machine-turned shafts. Of wood
he made a plough, a harrow, and even
garden tools. And the wooden tools
he planned and cut in those days he is
using now, without the land resenting
the absence of style and polish.

When the land was seeded Swift
was only beginning to know his own
resources. ~He discovered that the
rainfall of the mountains was too un-
certain for his ambitions. So far as
is known he expressed no grouch
against Providence for deceiving him
into attempting the impossible. In-
stead, he dug a trench from a moun-
tain. stream back of his shack, and
radiating from it many little ditches
cut the farm. Where each ditch left



510 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

the main trench he placed a sluice
gate — and then this single-handed
mountain farmer was as independent
of nature as it is well for man to be.
If his potatoes were languishing he
lifted a couple of gates and sat down
to watch the glacier do his work. If
his wheat was ripening to the scythe
he jammed down the interested gates
and definitely decided when to harv-
est. Swift, with his wooden imple-
ments, with his unmarketable crops
from his unmarketable land, was
farming scientifically.

Twice a year he had to endure that
month’s weary trip to Edmonton, and
like any other obstacle in Swift’s way
it must have a remedy. All that long
trail meant only flour to him, for he
had long since learned to forgo the
luxuries of civilisation. And the
problem of flour he accordingly set
out to solve. He built a millwheel,
placed it in one of the convenient
mountain streams, and watched it for
a few days like a new toy, as it shaki-
ly yielded to the rush of the water.
Then he set out for Edmonton and
brought back a small grinder. Doubt-
fully he set it in place, connected it
with the wheel, and sat down to see
if Edmonton had anything on the
Rockies. The flour eame — good
enough for his purpose — and there
was his own, flour mill on his own
farm, manufacturing solely for him-
self. Lots of us afford inexpensive
luxuries like automobiles and yachts
and valets, but Swift has a monopoly
of the personal flour mill luxury.

My first visit to Swift’s farm was
via a gasolene ‘‘speeder’’ that rattled
its way over the eight miles of new
track from Fitzhugh, the mountain
divisional point of the Grand Trunk
Pacific. When the speeder drew up
before the shack a cluster of young
faces that had curiously watched my
approach disappeared instantly, and
I had time to look around.

The railway ran within twenty
yards of the front door, passing be-
tween the shack and the stables, and
cutting a line through scenic gran-

deur that branded it as an intrusion.
The shack, a long, low, log building,
was in three sections, one the over-
hanging, log-roofed porch that is a
feature of all ambitious residences in
the wilds, then the original house,
and behind it an addition of more re-
cent years, the demand of an increas-
ing family. Back of the shack toward
Pyramid Mountain, one of the prom-
inent peaks of the Yellowhead Pass,
and from it a noisy stream rushed
past the house, appearing here and
there through the trees Swift had al-
lowed to remain along its banks, and
rattling off towards the Athabaska a
half mile away. Opposite the door,
across the Athabaska, was a precipi-
tous upheaval of mountain, like the
first efforts of a landscape maker who
is unfamiliar with his tools. East and
west the railway disappeared in the
clutching folds of other mountains on
mountains.

It was a spot for a tourist hotel,
rather than for a farmer. Rither
Swift had fallen upon a freak of na-
ture in such a glorious combination
of agricultural possibilities and scen-
ery, or his weird ability had utilised
nature to his own ideas of beauty and
use. Anyway, the farm lay there in
the centre of a valley of greatest love-
liness.

Just inside the door sat a stout
half-breed woman, Swift’s wife of lat-
er years, working on a pile of moe-
casing that flecked with brilliant col-
our the top of a rough table.

‘“‘He ’way two, tree day. Mebbe
back soon,’’ she said in answer to an
inquiry for Mr. Swift.

The information was not sufficient-
ly definite whereon to base an ap-
pointment, but it was interesting as
a sidelight on the wandering, inde-
pendent life of the pioneer, who hap-
pened also to be a husband and fath-
er.

Inside, the first thing that came in-
to view was an oil-cloth-covered
table on which rested soup plates and
cups and saucers. Probably it was
the Rocky Mountains version of a
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curio table, for the rest of the inter-
ior and the history of Swift scarcely
paved the way for soup plates. A
stove, innumerable tins, old blankets,
and three rough chairs that carried
the overflow of litter covering the
floor, made it a matter of careful pro-
gress to reach the one chair that was
emptied of its load. Swift’s special
hobby appeared in a line of eight or
ten clocks and watches that hung
from the logs supporting the roof.
One would think time of value in the
Rockies. Most of the walls and eeil-
ing was concealed by pictures elip-
ped from newspapers, the only system
of selection appearing mn the child-
ren’s faces that covered the outside of
the front door.

Besides the mother four children
managed to squeeze into the room,
the younger generation well-dressed,
intelligent and alert, and eager to
supply the missing English of their
mother’s halting conversation. The
woman faced the pile of bright leath-
er — the light brown of the young
moose, the white caribou, the brown,
smoked caribou, and a few shocking
developments of her own ideas of
leather staining. The cheapest of the
moccasins was held at three dollars,
and the white ecaribou brought four;
but then the caribou had disappeared
since the railway came in with its
hilarious bohunks, its rattle and rush.
Of late she has been forced to recog-
nise Edmonton once more as the
source of supply.

In all, fifteen acres have been brok-
en on the farm, and the success with
wheat and most of the vegetables jus-
tified replanting year after year.
Horse raising is one of the main fea-
tures of the Swift industry. Forty-
five horses now roam the range, the
easy. pasture and open winters mak-
ing them a clear profit. Mrs. Swift
is proud of what her husband has
done, but she looks forward to that
which will make her prouder still,
The presence of the one railway
would have profited Swift for much
of his life, but a second, the Canadian
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Northern, has built its grade to his
borders and beyond.

Swift has recently knocked much
from the romance of his life by giv-
ing up part of his farming for the
lure of real estate. He says it is be-
cause the railway has interrupted his
irrigation system, but the avidity
with which he dropped the one for
the other speaks well for his perspica-
city. The business negotiations he
has carried on with the Government
and with the two railways are ample
proof that the pioneer life does not
necessarily narrow a man.

‘When the Canadian Government
decided to anticipate the railw_ay by
setting aside all that district in the
mountains as a national park it ap-
proached Swift in the light of its ex-
perience. But Swift enlarged that ex-
perience. He refused to move. He
had a pretty firm conviction that
thirty years of unquestioned resi-
dence was above governments. He
stuck. And the Government succum-
bed. They granted him a quarter
section in the centre of one of the
grandest national parks in the world.
Swift knew it was enough for any or-
dinary man to hope for or to require.

‘When the Grand Trunk Pacific
came along it learned that Swift made
no favourites. He set a price for the
land the railway required; and rath-
er than suffer the tedious delay of
arbitration they paid it. Again Swift
had won.

The Canadian Northern rushed its
work to catch up to the Grand Trunk
Pacific; and once more Swift blocked
the wheels of progress. Negotiations
failed to move him, and, as there was
no way round his farm, the railway
built its grade to the edge of the
quarter section and then jumped to
work from the other side. Last fall
terms had not been made, but Swift
is content to wait. His demand is
that the Canadian Northern establish
a townsite on his farm. It wouldn’t
cost the railway anything, and the
level bit of land is the most suitable
In many miles.
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In anticipation of that event the
townsite is already laid out, and the
name of Swiftholme will assist in the
monetary returns.

Swift deserves the best that can
come to him. He took up a task that
would have lain to this day like the
rest of the Rockies. He lived entirely
alone for a dozen years where com-
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forts were the products of his own
hands. He put his brains to the solu-
tion of problems that would have
driven another back to civilisation de-
cades ago. But probably he will never
be worth writing about again, now
that wealth is his. For it was in the
fastnesses of the mountains he found
himself.

TORONTO AND NEW YORK

By JAMES P. HAVERSON

UILDINGS and houses? yes,
The places where men work and live,

All these are here high towering to the sky.
But homes, ah, no, for New York has not homes.
Search all Manhattan through from end to end,
You will not find them. Homes?
Here men and women live upon the streets,
And boys and girls, and little children, too,
So young you would not call them boys or girls,
But only ‘‘children,’’ little ‘‘tots’’ or ‘‘tykes,’’
For all their faces are as old and lined
As are the aged in that place I know and love and call my home.
There children laugh and play in yards and lawns,
And romp a-coming home from school,
And sing aloud with clean good childish mirth.
But here the things that make the children smile
Make men grow old before their time;
Bring tears to wash the beauty of the women clear away,
For all the colour that they put upon their cheeks,
And turn their hearts to stone, cold stone,
The stone that is the heart of all Manhattan town.
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From the Painting by George Romney. Exhibited by the Art Association of Montreal




THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE




THE NEW STUDY OF THE
OLD BOOK

IV.—THE RESULTS OF CRITICISM

BY REV. DR. GEORGE COULSON WORKMAN

HOUGH criticism is a method,
and not a mnet result, it has pro-
duced a great variety of results, some
of which are conjectural, some of
which are doubtful, some of which
are probable, and some of which are
demonstrable. Some are purely conjec-
tural, having been suggested by men
of speculative minds; some are rather
doubtful, though they are endorsed
by erities of great prominence; some
are very probable, but remain uncer-
tain because of insufficient data;
some are quite demonserable, being
supported by evidence that would be
readily accepted in any other case.
Of the results of criticism which,
it may be asked, may we safely aec-
cept? We may safely accept any re-
sult that can be proved, and we can-
not safely do anything else. That
which is true is always safe. It is that
which is not true that is both unsafe
and injurious. God is truth, and
only truth is of God. Unly ftruth,
therefore, is what the Church should
seek and what its representatives
should teach. That which the Church
requires, that which the world de-
gires, is established faects; and the
sooner Christian teachers appreciate
the situation, the better it will be.
Some persons speak and aet as if
there were things about the Bible
which ought not to be told; things
which, they appear to think, should be
kept from the public; things which, if
6515

generally known, would shake the
confidence of the people and diminish
their regard for the Seriptures. Such
an opinion, however, is a foolish one
to entertain. There is no probable
result that should not be given to
the people, nor is there any certain
result that will not help the cause
of truth. To withhold any Biblical
facts from the general public is a
policy of deception, and one that is
no less dangerous than it is dishonest.

What results of eriticism, then,
may be taken as practically assured?
To furnish an exhaustive list would
require too much space, but I may
present a concise statement of those
that I regard as satisfactorily estab-
lished. In presenting this statement
I shall be very frank with the reader,
believing, as I have said in other
words before, that there is no fact
about the Bible which ought not to
be made known. I have tried to
classify the facts in such a way that
they can be easily fixed in the mind.
(1) Canonical Results. Investiga-
tion shows that the Canon of the
Bible is unchronological. The books
are not arranged in the order in
which they were written, much less in
the order in which the events record-
ed in them took place. That is the
case with those of both the Old and
the New Testament. Of the Old Tes-
tament we have really two Canons—
the one in Hebrew and the other in
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Greek ; but in neither of them are the
writings chronologically arranged,
though the arrangement found in the
printed editions of the Hebrew Bible
1s superior to that given in the Greek
version, and is now generally follow-
ed by critical scholars in studying
the ancient Seriptures.

The Reformers eliminated a num-
ber of the books in Greek because
they thought them spiritually infer-
ior to the others, but all of them are
considered canonical by the Greek
Church, and most of them are so con-
sidered by the Roman Catholic
Church, There is one order of the
books, however, in the Hebrew Bible,
there is another order in the Greek
version, and there is another order
still in the English versions; but,
though the arrangement in the He-
brew Bible is more nearly chrono-
logical than that in any of the ver-
sions, in none of the collections are
the works arranged in the succession
of time in which they were composed.
Criticism is giving us a better ar-
rangement of the books of the Bible.

(2) Textual Results. Investigation
shows that the text of the Bible is
imperfect. That is true in regard to
each Testament. In addition to the
variant readings in the Hebrew
manuseripts of the Old Testament,
the divergencies between the Hebrew
and the Greek are very great. Though
the renderings of the version corres-
pond pretty closely to those of the
original, there are notable exceptions
to that rule. The books of J eremiah,
Proverbs, Job, Esther, and Daniel ex-
hibit remarkable irregularities. In
the first-named book especially the
dissimilarity of the readings is pro-
digious. Besides remarkable changes
in the general arrangement of its con-
tents, there are differences of a much
more serious sort, such as the pres-
ence in the Hebrew of an enormous
amount of matter wanting in the
Greek, and the absence from the
Hebrew of many words and phrases
belonging to the (_}reek:

Moreover, criticism discovers in the

Scriptures a great number of glosses,
interpolations, and marginal notes.
Though somewhat frequent in it, such
additions to the text are not indi-
cated by the Revisers of the Old Tes-
tament, but the New Testament Re-
visers have indicated them in various
ways. In very many places they
have either omitted or inserted in the
margin words, phrases and entire
verses. For instance, they have re-
moved from the Lord’s Prayer, found
in the sixth chapter of Matthew, the
beautiful doxology at the end of the
thirteenth verse, which is probably
an interpolation from an ancient
liturgy, and have omitted all refer-
ence to the doctrine of the Trinity
mentioned in the seventh verse of the
fifth chapter of First John, Then
they have bracketed as a late appen-
dix the latter half of the last chapter
of Mark’s Gospel, and have also en-
closed in brackets the passage about
an adulteress contained in the eighth
chapter of the Gospel according to
John. Criticism is giving us a better
text of the books of the Bible.

(3) Historical Results. Investiga-
tion shows that the historical accounts
recorded in the Scriptures are quite
uneven. That is to say, they vary
both in accuracy and in trustworthi-
ness. The early history of every na-
tion rests upon tradition. In the na-
ture of things there could be no other
basis. A primitive people keeps no
records, and cannot tell what hap-
pened in its infancy. Only reminis-
cences are transmitted, and these are
necessarily very vague. What I say
is no less true of modern than of
ancient times. The beginnings of the
British nation are wrapped in much
obscurity, and the earliest accounts
are both legendary and traditional.
Hence we should not look for literal
history in the oldest narratives of the
Bible, but should expect to find in
them legendary and traditional ele-
ments. We should be prepared to see
that the chronological statements of
the Book of Genesis are imperfect,
just as we should be prepared to see

'E
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that the genealogical tables of the
Evangelists are incomplete; for, as a
matter of fact, much of the history
and chronology in the primeval and
patriarchal ages cannot be determin-
ed with certainty. Only about the
time of Abraham, a little more than
two thousand years before Christ, do
the records of the Hebrew people be-
come substantially accurate or mea-
surably reliable. The early stories of
Genesis were constructed out of tra-
ditional materials which were either
derived from Babylonia or belonged
originally to both Hebrews and Baby-
lonians. Whether they sprang from
a ecommon tradition or not, they were
manifestly developed from more
primitive forms, such as are found
in Rabylonia, and were gradually
puriiied and spiritualised, and adapt-
ed to meet the requirements of He-
brew habits of thought.

Besides revealing legendary and
traditional elements in the ancient
narratives, criticism proves that cer-
tain accounts are mythical, as those
in the second chapter of Genesis,
whickh speak of the making of man
from the dust of the ground and the
forming of woman out of one of his
ribs, and that in the sixth chapter of
the same book, which speaks of the
sons of the gods, not the sons of God,
taking themselves wives of the daugh-
ters of men; it proves that certain ac-
counts are symbolical, as that in the
third chapter, which pictures the
power of temptation under the form
of a serpent, not as a personal devil,
but as an evil principle that lures
men into disobedience; it proves that
certain accounts are anthropomor-
phic, as that in the eighteenth chap-
ter of Genesis, which represents Je-
hovah as appearing to Abraham in
the form of a man, and that in the
last verse of the thirty-third chapter
of Exodus, which speaks of the back
parts of God, as if he had the body of
a human being; it proves, too, that
certain accounts are idealised, as
some of the stories related in the
book of Daniel, and some of the nar-
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ratives recorded jn the books of
Chronicles. Much of the matter in
these books should not be taken as
serious history. Criticism proves,
also, that some of the Biblical char-
acters, such as Abraham and Moses,
Jacob and Joseph, Elijah and Elisha,
have been idealised, just as Alfred
the Great and other noble men of
modern times have been idealised.
The history contained in the Old Tes-
tament is religious history, and much
of it is presented in the form in which
it was slowly shaped by tradition or
in which it was consciously modified
for homiletic purposes. KEven the
books of Joshua, the books of Sam-
uel, and the books of Kings, though
comparatively trustworthy records,
contain expressions that do not occur
in rigidly historical writings. I ought,
perhaps, to mention that the Fourth
Gospel in the New Testament is hoth
idealised and philosophised. Criticism
is giving us a fairer estimate of the
narratives of the Bible.

(4) Legal Results. Investigation
shows that the legislation of the Old
Testament is uncertain. By calling
it uncertain, I mean that we are not
sure of either its origin or its date.
Men thought once that the whole of
the early laws of the Hebrews origin-
ated with Moses, but we can now
prove that such was not the case,
for many of them existed long be-
fore his birth. The recent discovery of
the Code of Hammurabi, who ante-
dates Moses by about a thousand
years, suggests that Hebrew legisla-
tion was direetly influenced by that
of Babylonia. The striking parallels
between the Babylonion laws and the
Pentateuchal laws show that many of
the latter must have been borrowed
from the former, But, while they
must have been borrowed, as I have
said, they were put together with
quite another spirit, because the pur-
pose running through them is very
different from that of the original.
To prevent crime, not sin, is the ob-
Ject of the Babylonian legislation, but
to prevent sin rather than erime, is
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the objeet which the Pentateuchal
has in view; for in the Pentateuch
erime is to be punished, not merely
because it is injurious to society, but
because it is an offence against God.
Moreover, the Hebrew laws are char-
acterised by a superior humanity, as
well as a superior morality. Hebrew
law, like Hebrew history, is religious,
and is pervaded by a religious spirit,
so that there is a uniqueness about
both the history and the legislation.

Then we know now that Moses was
not the author of all the Old Testa-
ment laws, because many of them
bear marks of belonging to a later
date. Their character indicates that
they were not only framed subsequent
to his death, but were also made to
suit varying conditions of society.
The evidence is conclusive that they
were neither compiled by any one
man nor enacted at any one time.
Though they were not all enacted by
Moses, many were connected with his
name because he was the first great
Hebrew legislator and the founder of
the Hebrew constitution. When the
earlier laws were revised and brought
up to date from time to time, the
name of Moses was used in connee-
tion with them, much as the name of
an author remains connected with a
modern text-book after its original
form has disappeared. Though con-
siderably revised, the laws are thus
stamped with the spirit of Moses, and
may be viewed as Mosaic in that
sense.

The Pentateuch reveals three dis-
tinct codes or bodies of law—the
Covenant code, the Deuteronomic
code, and the Levitical code—which
relate to different periods in the life
of the nation, and represent different
stages of religious development. The
Covenant code, or Book of the Cove-
nant, as it is called in Exodus 24.7,
is the body of general law contained
in Exodus, chapters twenty to twen-
ty-three, being so named because it
formed the basis of a compact on the
part of Israel with Jehovah ; the Deu-
teronomie code is the body of civie

law included in the book of Deuter-
onomy, and the Levitical, or Priestly,
code, is the body of ritual law found
in the book of Leviticus, together
with certain sections of Exodus and
Numbers which treatt of Priestly
legislation.

Like those of other mations, the
laws of the Hebrews grew up gradu-
ally, as the circumstances of the peo-
ple called them forth; and the course
of their growth would probably be,
first customs, next statutes or edicts,
and then codes. The three codes de-
scribed seem to have been compiled in
the order indicated, the one succeed-
ing the other after a long interval, no
doubt. As would naturally be ex-
pected, there was a development of
one organisation from another, and a
transformation of one institution in-
to another, as time went on. In other
words, there was a transition, age by
age, from a certain state of things
to a state of things materially differ-
ent, and a consequent modification of
the laws to suit the altered state of
things. Criticism is giving us a finer
knowledge of the legislation of the
Bible.

(5) Literary Results. Investiga-
tion shows that much of the literature
of the Bible is composite, being made
up of separate elements. Many of
the books that were formerly believed
to be the work of one man are found
on examination to have been pro-
duced by different men living at dif-
ferent times, and some of them wide
intervals apart. That is the case
with most of the longer books—whe-
ther historical, poetical, prophetieal,
or evangelical-—and with some of the
shorterr ones, such as Daniel and
Zechariah, neither of which books is
the work of one author or the pro-
duet of one mind.

The first five books of the Bible
have a particularly composite char-
acter, and, though portions of them
must have come from Moses, Mosaie
authorship can be no longer claimed
for them. Criticism proves that they
were compiled from four different
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documents, each of which has certain
peculiarities of style; and an analysis
of the book of Joshua shows that it
is marked by the same characteristics
as those of the five that precede it in
point of documentary structure.
Since the documents used in the com-
position of them ean be traced in it,
that book is now included with them
by critical scholars, who, instead of
speaking of the Pentateuch, are ac-
customed to speak of the Hexateuch,
because they view these first six books
as constituting one specially connect-
ed series.

The compositeness of the book of
Genesis is further proved by the dou-
ble accounts that appear in it. I have
already shown that we have a double
narrative of the creation of man, the
account in the second chapter over-
lapping in some respects the account
in the first, and each one containing a
different word for God. I have like-
wise shown that we have a double
narrative of the Flood, especially of
the animals entering the ark, and I
should explain that each narrative is
characterised by the use of a different
word for God. I may here add that
we have one version of Abraham
denying his wife in chapter 12:10-20,
which uses Jehovah, the Hebrew name
of God, and another version in the
twentieth chapter, which uses Elohim,
a Hebrew name denoting God, but
not a proper name, as the former is.
Comparing the two versions, we may
see that the ethical tone of the sec-
ond is superior to that of the first,
and indicates a distinet advance in
moral sensitiveness.

Criticism proves, moreover, that
David was not simply not the author
of the whole Psalter, but that he
wrote little if any of it, as most of
the Psalms are of late date, some of
them belonging to the time of the
Maceabees, about 170 B.C. Of none
of them, however, can the origin be
determined with  certainty, be-
cause, though the superseriptions
suggest names and occasions, they
were written by editors, not by au-
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thors, and are different in the Greek
translation from what they are in the

Hebrew text. They, therefore, tell us
nothing certain about either the au-
thorship or the date. Criticism shows
too, that the book of Proverbs, instead
of being principally the work of Solo-
mon, is a collection of moral apo-
thegms by various Hebrew writers in
widely separated points of time; and
that the book of Isaiah, instead of be-
ing the product of the man whose
name it bears, was composed at dif-
ferent periods and by different per-
sons, and that the whole of the latter
half belongs to either exilian or post-
exilian times. It should here be ob-
served that, even in the New Testa-
ment, different documents appear to
have served as the sources of our
synoptic Gospels, two, at least, hav-
ing been used in compiling the First
and the Third Gospel, or that by
Matthew and that by Luke.

Then, besides showing the compos-
iteness of the literature, the critical
method helps us to determine its true
character. It enables us to see that
the story of the Fall is allegorical
rather than historical; that the book
of Job is an epic poem, and not a lit-
eral history; that the Song of Songs
is a collection of poems celebrating
the delights of human love, and that
Ruth and Esther are each romantic
history, or historical romance. In
this connection it may be stated that
most of the books of the Old Testa-
ment and many of those in the New
belong to a later date than that to
which they were formerly assigned.
Criticism gives us a closer acquaint-
ance with the literature of the
Bible,

. (6) Religious Results. Investiga-
tion shows that the religion of the
Old Testament is Semitie, which
means that it was common to the
other branches of the family of Shem.
On comparing the religion of the He-
brews with that of kindred peoples,
it is found that their rites and cere-
monies, their customs and institu-
tions, their sacrificial systems, and
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their division of things into clean and
unclean resemble very closely those
of the other Semitic tribes. But,
while it is found that many of their
ideas and observances were common
to other races, it is also found that
they gave a new significance to that
which had long existed, having de-
veloped purer doctrines and enacted
purer forms of worship, doctrines
and forms that were still further
spiritualised by Jesus and his Apos-
tles. Sueh a comparison shows that
every historic religion is a gradual
growth by which one stage passes
quietly into another, each addition to
truth being the expansion of a germ
of truth already known. Criticism
gives us a broader view of the relig-
ion of the Bible.

(7) Moral Results. Investigation
shows that the morality of the Serip-
tures is progressive, as is, indeed, the
revelation of God contained in them.
As the Israelites ascended in the scale
of civilisation, they advanced in moral
and religious culture, the latter be-
ing the cause of the former. There
is a manifest progress in moral teach-
ing from age to age, and many prac-
tices that were allowed in earlier,
were disallowed in later, times. Many
ethical statements in the older books
are imperfect, but they represent the
highest standard of morality that ex-
isted when they were made. One has
only to compare the Law of Moses
with the Gospel of Christ to perceive
the great differences between them.
Criticism gives us a clearer notion of
the morality of the Bible.

(8) Scientific Results. Investiga-
tion shows that the science of the
Seriptures is undeveloped. Each part
represents the conceptions of the age
in which it was written. As the first
chapter of Genesis does not contain
literal history, so it does not present
accurate seience. The cosmogony of
the writer was the one then common
to the civilised nations of the ancient
world. The aim of the author, how-
ever, was not to give a history of our
planet from the beginning, but rather

to show that everything owes its ori-
gin to the creative energy of a spirit-
ual Being, who is both self-existent
and supreme. In this respect the ac-
count is utterly unique. Hence crit-
ical scholars are not anxious to recon-
cile the story of Creation with the
testimony of geology, because they
know the object of the writer was
not so much to teach science as to
teach religion. In like manner, Jesus
spoke as a religious teacher, and in
harmony with the scientific notions
of his day, when he described the sun
as rising on the evil and the good.
Criticism gives us a truer apprecia-
tion of the science of the Bible.

(9) Doctrinal Results. Investigation
shows us how to deduce the doctrines
of Seriptures from an inductive study
of its facts. Such a study proves that
Biblical inspiration is spiritual, not
mechanical, being concerned with
moral principles and religious truths.
It proves that the Bible itself is not
revelation, but the record of a revela-
tion, which resulted from appre-
hending the will of God through
communion with him and medita-
tion on his ways. It proves that man
was created innocent, mnot perfect;
that he fell from a state of innocence,
not a state of perfection; that sin
is not an essence, but an act of will;
that atonement is not an objective
performance, but a subjective experi-
ence, and that salvation is not so
much exemption from pain or suffer-
ing hereafter, as deliverance from
sin and selfishness here. Criticism
gives us a juster understanding of
the doctrines of the Bible.

(10) Exegetical Results. Investi-
gation shows that the historical mean-
ing of the Scriptures has been large-
ly overlooked. By leading us to seek
for the thought that was in the mind
of each writer, criticism helps us to
discover the original signification of
thousands of passages. It not only
shows us that the traditional view of
them is wrong, but also enables us to
form a right view of them. It throws
a flood of light, too, an many difficult
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questions. Furthermore, it leads us
to study the two great sections of the
Bible together—the New Testament
with the aid of the Old, and the Old
Testament in the light of the New—
thus enabling us to perceive their
relative significance, as well as their
organic unity. Criticism gives us a
fuller agreement concerning the
meaning of the Bible.

The foregoing are a few results that
may be considered definitely settled,
for they are such as all eritical
scholars will admit, and no compe-
tent scholarship would dispute. Look-
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ing at them carefully, the reader will
see that criticism leaves the perma-
nent elements of the Bible unimpaired,
its essential doctrines undisturbed,
and its eternal verities untouched.
Every religious truth, every moral
principle, every vital evangelical con-
ception stands just where it has al-
ways stood, and just where it will al-
ways stand, because ecriticism has
nothing whatever to do with any of
these things. It deals simply with
the casket, so to speak, of Scripture,
and not with the precious jewels
therein contained.

‘* The Gains of Criticism’’ is the title of Dr. Workman’s paper for the October

Number.

DOMINIC

By R. C. READE

OAD-MENDER and dredger of ditches,
Layer of pipes and digger of drains,
With his sunny smile and his corduroy breeches,
From Naples vineyards and Lombardy’s plains,
Wherever men work with the pick,
There you will find him, Dominie!

Swart-visaged and witless of riches,

Horny of fist and avid of work,

As the earth in spadefuls he tosses and pitches.
No weakling he, to grumble or shirk!

Oh, in tireless wielding of shovel or pick,
There’s none so famous as Dominie!

Knight-errant of culverts and ditches,

Rodin of mud and Manet of clay,

Deserves he not room in your seulptured niches,

O ye Halls of Fame, on your judgment day?

No greatness beats fame with the shovel or pick,
There’s the boast and the pride of Dominic!




THE GRIP IN DEEP HOLE
BY CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS

AUTHOR OF “ THE KINDRED OF THE WILD,” ‘“THE RETURN
TO THE TRAILS,"” ETC,

E roar of the falls, the lighter

and shriller raging of the rapids,
had at last died out behind the thick
masses of the forest as Barnes work-
ed his way down the valley. The heat
in the windless underbrush, alive
with insects, was stifling. He decid-
ed to make once more for the bank
of the stream, in the hope that its
character might by this time have
changed so as to afford him an easier
and more open path. Pressing aside
to his left, he presently saw the green
gloom lighten before him. Blue sky
and golden light came low through
the thinning trees; and then a gleam
of unruffled water. He was nearing
the edge now; and because the under-
brush was so thick about him he be-
gan to go cautiously.

All at onece he felt his feet sinking;
and the sereen of thick bushes before
him leaned away as if bowed by a
heavy gust. Desperately he clutched
with both hands at the undergrowth
and saplings on either side; but they
all gave way with him. In a smother
of leafage and blinding, lashing
branches he sank downward—at first,
as it seemed, slowly, for he had time
to think many things while his heart
was jumping in his throat.  Then,
shooting through the lighter bushy
companions of his fall, and still
clutehing convulsively at those upon
which he had been able to lay his
grasp, he plunged feet first into a

dark water.
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The water was deep, and cold.
Barnes went down straight, and clear
under, with a strangled gasp. His
feet struck, with some force, upon a
tangled, yielding mass, from which he
rose again with a spring. His head
shot above the surface, above the
swirl of foam, leafage, and débris;
and sputteringly he gulped his lungs
full of air. But before he could clear
his eyes or his nostrils, or recover his
self-possession, he was stealthily
dragged down again. With a pang
of horror he realised that he was
caught by the foot.

A powerful swimmer, Barnes struck
out mightily with his arms and came
to the surface again at once, rising
beyond the shoulders. But by so
much the more was he violently
snatched back again, strangling and
desperate, before he had time to empty
his lungs and catech breath. This
time the shock sobered him, flashing
the full peril of the situation before
his startled consciousness. With a
tremendous effort of will he stopped
his struggling, and contented himself
with a gentle paddling to keep up-
right. This time he came more soft-
ly to the surface, clear beyond the
chin. The foam, and débris, and tur-
bulence of little waves, seethed about
his lips, and the sunlight danced con-
fusingly in his streaming eyes; but
he gulped a fresh lungful before he
again went down.

Paddling warily now, he emerged
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again at once, and, with arms out-
spread, brought himself to a precari-
ous equilibrium, his mouth just clear-
ing the surface so long as he held his
head well back. Keeping very still,
he let his bewildered wits compose
themselves and the agitated surface
settle to quiet.

He was in a deep, tranquil cove,
hardly stirred by an eddy. Some ten
paces farther out from the shore the
main current swirled past silently, as
if weary from the turbulence of falls
and rapids. Across the current a
little space of sand-beach, jutting out
from the leafy shore, shone golden in
the sun. Up and down the stream,
as far as his extremely restricted vis-
ion would suffer him to see, nothing
but thick, overhanging branches, and
the sullen current. Very cautiously
he turned his head—though to do so
brought the water over his lips—and
saw behind him just what he expeect-
ed. The high, almost perpendicular
bank was scarred by a gash of bright,
raw, reddish earth, where the brink
had slipped away beneath his weight.

Just within reach of his hand lay,
half submerged, the thick, leafy top
of a fallen poplar sapling, its roots
apparently still clinging to the bank.
Gently he laid hold of it, testing it,
in the hope that it might prove solid
enough to enable him to haul himself
out. But it came away instantly in
his grasp. And once more, in this
slight disturbance of his equilibrium,
his head went under.

Barnes was disappointed, but he
was now absolutely master of him-
self. In a moment he had regained
the only position in which he could
breathe ecomfortably. Then, because
the sun was beating down too fiercely
on the top of his head, he carefully
drew the bushy top of the poplar
sapling into such a position that it
gave him shade. As its roots were still
aground, it showed no tendency to
float off and forsake him in his plight.

A very little consideration, accom-
panied by a cautious investigation
with his free foot, speedily eonvinced

523

him, being a practical woodsman, that

the trap in which he found himself
caught could be nothing else than a
couple of interlaced, twisted branches,
or roots, of some tree which had fal-
len into the pool in some former cav-
ing-in of the bank. In that dark deep
wherein his foot was held fast, his
mind’s eye could see it all well enough
—the water-soaked, brown-green,
slimy, inexorable ecoil, which had
yielded to admit the unlucky mem-
ber, then closed upon the ankle like
the jaws of an otter trap. He could
feel that grip—mnot severe, but un-
compromisingly firm, clutching the
joint. As he considered, he began to
draw comfort, however, from the fact
that his invisible captor had display-
ed a certain amount of give-and-
take. This elasticity meant either
that it was a couple of branches slight
enough to be flexible that held him,
or that the submerged tree itself was
a small one, not too steadfastly an-
chored down. He would free himself
easily enough, he thought, as soon as
he should set himself about it coolly
and systematically.

Taking a long breath he sank his
head under the surface, and peered
downward through the amber-brown
but transparent gloom. Little gleams
of brighter light came twisting and
quivering in from the swirls of the
outer current. Barnes could not dis-
cern the bottom of the pool, which
was evidently very deep ; but he could
see quite clearly the portion of the
sunken free in whose interwoven
branches he was held. A shimmering
golden ray fell just on the spot where
his foot vanished to the ankle be-
tween two stout curves of what looked
like slimy brown cables or sections
of a tense snake body.

It was, beyond question, a nasty-
looking trap; and Barnes could not
blink the fact that he was in a tight
place. He lifted his face above the
surface, steadied himself carefully,
and breathed deeply and quietly for
a couple of minutes, gathering
strength for a swift and vigorous ef-
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fort. Then, filling his lungs very
moderately, the better to endure a
strain, he stooped suddenly down-
ward, deep into the amber gloom, and
began wrenching with all his force at
those o0ozy curves, striving to drag
them apart. They gave a little, but
not enough to release the imprisoned
foot. Another moment and he had
to lift his head again for breath.

After some minutes of rest, he re-
peated the choking struggle, but, as
before, in vain. He could move the
Jjaws of the trap just enough to en-
courage him a little, but not enough to
gain his release. Again and again he
tried it—again and again to fail just
as he imagined himself on the verge
of success; till at last he was forced
for the moment, to acknowledge de-
feat, finding himself so exhausted that
he could hardly keep his mouth above
water. Drawing down a stiffish up-
right branch of the sapling, he grip-
ped it between his teeth and so held
himself upright while he rested his
arms. This was a relief to nerves as
well as muscles, because it made his
balance, on which he depended for the
chance to breathe, so much the less
precarious.

As he hung there pondering, held
but a bare half inch above drowning,
the desperateness of the situation pre-
sented itself to him in appalling clear-
ness. How sunny, and warm, and
safe, to his woods-familiar eyes, look-
ed the green forest world about him!
No sound broke the mild tranquillity
of the solitude, except, now and then,
an elfish gurgle of the slow current,
or the sweetly: cheerful tsic-a-dee-
dee of an unseen chickadee, or, from
the intense blue overhead, the abrupt,
thin whistle of a soaring fishhawk, To
Barnes it all seemed such a safe,
friendly world, his well-understood
intimate since small boyhood. Yet
here it was, apparently, turned
smooth traitor at last, and a_bout to
destroy him as pitilessly as might the
most scorching desert or blizzard-
scourged ice-field.

A silent rage burned suddenly
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through all his veins, which was well,
since the cold of that spring-fed river
had already begun to finger stealthily
about his heart. A delicate little pale-
blue butterfly, like a periwinkle-petal
come to life, fluttered over Barnes’s
grim, upturned face, and went dane-
ing gayly out across the shining water
joyous in the sun. In its dancing it
chanced to dip a hair’s-breadth too
low. The treacherous bright surface
caught it, held it; and away it swept,
struggling in helpless consternation
against this unexpected doom. RBe-
fore it passed out of Barnes’s vision a
trout rose, and gulped it down. Its
swift fate, to Barnes’s haggard eyes,
seemed an analogue in miniature to
his own.

But it was not in the woodsman’s
fiber to acknowledge himself actually
beaten, either by man or fate, so long
as there remained a spark in his brain
to keep his will alive. He presently
began searching with his eyes among
the branches of the popular sapling
for one stout enough to serve him for
a lever. 'With the right kind of a
stick in his hand, he told himself, he
might manage to pry apart the jaws
of the trap and get his foot free. At
last his choice settled upon a branch
that he thought would serve his turn.
He was just about to reach up and
break it off, when a slight crackling
in the underbrush across the stream
caught his ear.

His woodsman’s instinet kept him
motionless as he turned his eyes to the
spot. In the thick leafage there was a
swaying, which moved quickly down
along the bank, but he eould not see
what was causing it. Softly he drew
down a leafy branch of the sapling
till it made him a perfect screen;
then he peered up the channel to find
out what the unseen wayfarer was fol-
lowing.

A huge salmon, battered and gash-
ed from a vain struggle to leap the
falls, was floating belly upward,
down the current, close to Barnes’s
side of the stream. A gentle eddy
caught it, and drew it into the pool.
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Softly it came drifting down towards
Barnes’s hidden face. Among the
twigs of the poplar sapling it came to
a halt, its great scarlet gills barely
moving as the last of life flickered out
of it.

Barnes now understood quite well
that commotion which had followed,
along shore, the course of the dying
salmon. It was no surprise to him
whatever when he saw a huge black
bear emerge upon the yellow sand-
spit and stand staring across the ecur-
rent. Apparently, it was staring
straight at Barnes’s face, upturned
upon the surface of the water. But
Barnes knew it was staring at the
dead salmon. His heart jumped
sickeningly with sudden hope as an
extravagant notion flashed into his
brain. Here was his rescuer—a per-
ilous one, to be sure—vouchsafed to
him by some whim of the inscrutable
forest fates. He drew down another
branchy twig before his face, fearful
lest his concealment should not be
adequate. But in his excitement he
disturbed his balance, and with the
effort of his recovery the water swirl-
ed noticeably all about him, His heart
gsank. Assuredly, the bear would
take alarm at this and be afraid to
come for the fish.

But to his surprise the great beast,
which had seemed to hestitate, plung-
ed impetuously into the stream. No-
thing, according to a bear’s know-
ledge of life, could have made that
sudden disturbance in the pool but
some fish-loving otter or mink, intent
upon seizing the booty. Indignant at
the prospect of being forestalled by
any such furtive marauder, the bear
hurled himself forward with such
force that the spray flew high into the
branches, and the noise of his splash-
ing was a clear notification that tres-
passers and meddlers had better keep
off. That salmon was his, by right of
diseovery; and he was going to have

"The bear, for all the seeming clum-
giness of his bulk, was a redoubtable
swimmer; and almost before Barnes
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had decided clearly on his proper
course of action those heavy grunting
snorts and vast expulsions of breath
were at his ear. Enormously loud
they sounded, shot thus close along
the surface of the water. Perforce
Barnes made up his mind on the in-
stance.

The bunch of twigs which had ar-
rested the approach of the floating
salmon lay just about an arm’s
length from Barnes’s face. Swimming
high, his mighty shoulders thrusting
up a wave before him which buried
Barnes’s head safely from view, the
bear reached the salmon. Grabbing it
triumphantly in its jaws, he turned
to make for shore again.

This was Barnes’s moment. Both
arms shot out before him. Through
the suffocating confusion his ecluteh-
ing fingers encountered the bear’s
haunches. Sinking into the long fur,
they: closed upon it with a grip of
steel. Then, instinctively, Barnes
shut his eyes and clenched his teeth,
and waited for the shock, while his
lungs felt as if in another minute
they would burst.

But it was no long time he had to
wait, perhaps two seconds, while
amazement in the bear’s brain trans-
lated itself through panie into action.
Utterly horrified by this inexplicable
attack from the rear and from the
depths, the animal threw himself
shoulder-high from the water, and
hurled himself forward with all his
strength. Barnes felt those tremen-
dous haunches heaving irresistibly be-
neath his clutching fingers. He felt
himself drawn out straight, and drag-
ged ahead till he thought his ankle
would snap. Almost he came to let-
ting go, to save the ankle. But he
held on, as much with his will as with
his grip. Then the slimy thing in the
g]epths gave way. He felt himself be-
ing jerked out through the water—
free. His fingers relaxed their clutch
on the bear’s fur, and he eame to the
surface, gasping, blinking, and cough-
ing.

For a moment or two he paddled
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softly, recovering his breath and shak-
ing the water from nostrils and eyes.
He had an instant of apprehensive-
ness, lest the bear should turn upon
him and attack him at a disadvant-
age; and by way of precaution he
gave forth the most savage and pierc-
ing yell that his labouring lungs were
capable of. But he saw at once that
on this score he had nothing to fear.
It was a well-frightened bear, there
swimming frantically for the sand-
spit ; while the dead salmon, quite for-
gotten, was drifting slowly away on
the sullen current.

Barnes’s foot washurting fiercely,
but his heart was light. Swimming at
leisure, so as to just keep head against
the stream, he watched the bear scut-
tle out upon the sand. Once safe on
dry land, the great beast turned and
glanced back with a timid air to see

\! 'u*

;
LA
RN

g A

N // \& ‘/7/’
(& &
2N '»\\‘\‘/‘r
/.‘,/@/:q‘}“\:,

TR

| ',7‘\) V4, 0% 5

what manner of being it was that had
so astoundingly assailed him. Man
he had seen before, but never man
swimming like an otter; and the sight
was nothing to reassure him. One
longing look he cast upon the salmon,
now floating some distance away ; but
that, to his startled mind, was just a
lure of this terrifying and perfidious
creature whose bright gray eyes were
staring at his so steadily from the sur-
face of the water. He turned quick-
ly and made off into the woods, fol-
lowed by a loud, daunting laugh
which spurred his pace to a panicky
gallop.

‘When he was gone, Barnes swam to
the sandspit. There he stripped,
wrung out his dripping clothes, and
lay down in the hot sand to let the
sun soak deep into his chilled veins
and aching limbs.
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CURRENT "EVENTS
BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

AT a time when every first-class
Power was hopelessly outclassed
by the British fleet, the Lords of the
Admiralty launched the first Dread-
nought and placed the most powerful
navy in the world on the obsolete list.
The change from vessels of the King
Edward class to Dreaanoughts has
cost the British taxpayers millions of
pounds, while sacrificing the margin
of supremacy which, until the arrival
of the Dreadnought era, had not been
seriously challenged. Naval experts
are not yet agreed that the Dread-
nought—offering a bigger target to
torpedo and submarine craft, and in-
volving greater sacrifices in men and
money in case of loss—is the most
serviceable and efficient fighting ma-
chine in time of war. The experts
are now in serious conflict as to the
revolutionary experiments of the Ad-
miralty since Mr. Winston Churchill
was transferred to that Department.
With enormous supplies of the best
steam coal in the world within Bri-
tish shores, Mr. Churchill, with that
impetuosity that marks his conduct
of public affairs, has declared for oil
fuel and has added to the navy about
one hundred destroyers solely de-
pending on oil for fuel. The immedi-
ate result of this policy has been to
raise the prices of oil against the
Admiralty and to compel the First
Lord to retrace his steps and modify
his plans. Had not the greed of the
0il Trusts foreced prices up to a pro-
hibitive level, the British Dread-
noughts using coal might, in a few
years’ time, have been as obsolete as
the King Edwards are now.
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Warned by the rising barometer in
the oil market, the Admiralty, which
in 1912 ‘‘was compelled to use oil
fuel over nearly the whole field of
construction,’’ decided that ‘‘the five
battleships of this year are to be coal-
burners, using oil as an auxiliary
only.”” Within one year the biggest
spending Department in the United
Kingdom is ‘‘compelled to use oil”’
and then suddenly reverts to coal. Oil
““which in 1911-1912 could practical-
ly compete on favourable terms with
coal,’’ is now almost double the price!

This inflation in the price of oil is
attributed to the policy of Mr. Chure-
hill in substituting coal ships, with
oil as an alternative fuel, for vessels
constructed to burn oil only. And his
sudden reversion to the coal type is
hailed by his erities as an admission
that he blundered into the arms of
the trusts that control the world’s
supplies of oil. An important fea-
ture of the Admiralty’s oil policy was
that it was based on the report of a
committee, the chairman of which,
Lord Fisher, had to sell his oil shares
before assuming the position. As the
possessor of oil shares he must be held
to be favourably impressed by the im-
portance of oil as a fuel. Whether
he was in a position to give unbiased
advice on the subjeet to the Admir-
alty is open to controversy and has
been the subject of unfavourable com-
ments by a section of the British
press. That his advice was acted up-
on and then as suddenly reversed does
not tend to inspire confidence in the
First Lord or the Admiralty.

Following hard on the heels of the
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Marconi ineident came rumours of a
Government deal in oil contracts.
While the grosser insinuations of po-
litical opponents are as admittedly
unfounded as those relating to the
deal in American Marconis by Cab-
inet Ministers, there is a feeling
abroad that the Admiralty policy,
since Churchill took over control, has
encouraged the oil magnates and ship-
builders in the belief that naval con-
struction and the oil trade would be
greatly stimulated by the changes
rojected. Oil as a fuel has certain
advantages over coal in regard to
which naval experts are agreed. But
the great objection to any revolution-
ary substitution of oil for coal as fuel
in the British navy is that there is
no such certainty in the supply of oil
as there is in the case of coal. A few
powerful trusts have cornered the
world’s supply of this commodity.
There is no visible oil supply of any
magnitude within the Empire, and as
oil is liable to be seized as contra-
band, the British fleet would dissipate
its strength in time of war protecting
foreign oil cargoes, while all the time
there is at hand in the Welsh coal-
fields an unlimited supply of fuel.
Mr. Churehill’s administration at the
Admiralty has caused serious misgiv-
Ings among his own politieal friends,
and he has not succeeded in winning
the confidence of tgne Big Navy party.
%

Dr. Robert Bridges, the new Poet
Laurate, is a retired physician, whose
selection is free from any political
taint The London Times deseribes
him as ‘‘neither Imperialist nor Lit-
tle Englander,”” but one who ‘‘has
given to poetry what Seymour Haden
gave to etching, and more. He has
studied profoundly and practically
the origins, the values, the philosophy
of words, of rhythms, of meters. The
passion of the artist for beauty is
the pure motive of Mr. Bridges’s
poetry, and the honour paid to him
is an honour paid to poetry for her

own sake.”’
Dr. Bridges has reached the allot-

ted span of life, and most of his lit-
erary work has been published since
his retirement from active work in
London hospitals. He is not a popu-
lar poet in the sense in which Tenny-
son was, but his reputation stands
high among crities of literature. His
poems are classical rather than popu-
lar, and for this reason are not wide-
ly read or known. A complete edi-
tion of his poems was published last
year by the Oxford Press, and won
for him at once a wide circle of ad-
mirers,
Sk

The Tablet recalls a good story re-
garding the incomes of poets. The
late King, when Prince of Wales, was
dining with Sir Henry Thompson,
the surgeon. Always curious about
personal details, he asked his host
what annual income could be made in
his profession. ‘‘About £15,000,”
was the reply; ‘“‘and in yours,’’ said
the Prince, turning to Sir Charles
Russell. The answer was £25,000.
‘“And in yours,”’ pursued the ques-
tioner, addressing Mitlais, ‘‘£35,000,”’
replied the painter, adding, as he no-
ticed the Prince’s astonishment,
‘““Well, last year I actually made
£40,000, and had a long holiday in
Secotland fishing.”” Finally the same
question was put to Browning, but
he refused to be drawn. On leaving
the house, however, he whispered con-
fidentially to a friend, ‘‘Forty last

%)
ear.
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Mr. S. A. Rounsefell, of Lunen-
burg, Nova Scotia, writes:

‘I see in the July Canadian Maga-
zine your opinion respecting the Gov-
ernment’s Navy Bill, intimating that
this Bill should be submitted to the
people for approval before being act-
ed upon. If this was done, my opin-
ion is that the present Government
would have been sustained, and come
back to the House with a larger ma-
jority than they have at present. But
what a waste of time and money, for
the Senate would throw the Bill out
again. This navy question was in the
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air at the last general election—Bor-
den informed the people that if his
Government was placed in power he
would introduce a Navy Bill far su-
perior to the Liberal ‘tin pot Navy
Bill.”” That great and rising young
man, the Honourable Mackenzie
King, at the last election, informed his
constituents that if the Borden Gov-
ernment was sustained, Mr. Borden
intended to have built large war ves-
sels to fight the Germans (his con-
stituents were largely German).

‘‘However, the action of the Senate
pleases the Conservatives. Now the
Government can buy up those three
Dreadnoughts which the British Ad-
miralty intend building, to fill the
gap—the different items of expense
will be placed in the estimates, and
passed by the Housé, quite independ-
ent of the Senate. The late Mr. Ellis,
of St. John, N.B., was the only in-
dependent Liberal in the Senate. All
the others were tied hand and foot by
Sir Wilfrid and his followers in the
House of Commons. Great Britain
would fall to a second-class power if
(Germany were supreme at sea. You
can call it emergency or menace—it
is a race for supremacy, and there
need be no war.”’

The question of national and Im-
perial defence should be approached
from a non-partisan standpoint, and
the fact that Mr. Borden and Sir
Wilfrid Laurier were agreed as to a
policy in 1909 should make it pos-
sible for both parties to come together
again on a scheme of defence which
would adequately express the senti-
ment of the nation and satisfy the re-
quirements of our time. It was Mr.
Borden’s expressed intention to re-
fer the question to the electors, and
there does not yet appear to be
any other method by which the ver-
dict of the country can be definitely
ascertained. "

The return of the American Com-
mission of Agricultural Enquiry, af-
ter an extended tour through Euro-
pean countries, should give a much-
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needed fillip to the study of rural
conditions on this continent. Several
Canadians were attached to the Com-
mission, and their reports will be
looked forward to with keen interest
by agriculturalists and by all who fol-
low with concern the decadence of
rural life in the Dominion. Four days
were spent in Dublin by the Commis-
gion, and there the members had an
opportunity to meet Sir Horace Plun-
kett, whose energies are devoted to
the regeneration of rural life in Ire-
land, and whose ideals have inspired
similar movements%in other countries.

Much is being written about the
decadence of Britain in fields where
formerly she reigned supreme. In the
realm of sport she is no longer able
to hold her own with younger nations,
and now comes word that theatrical
managers find a difficulty in obtaining
good plays. Three London theatres
are at present drawing houses with
adaptations of novels not intended
originally for dramatisation. Martin
Harvey still draws big houses to ‘‘ The
Only Way.”” ““Oliver Twist’’ is popu-
lar nightly at the Lyceum, and
““The Barrier,”’ which first appeared
as a novel by Rex Beach, is also run-
ning at present. Actor-managers,
hungry for something attractive, have
had to turn to writers of fietion for
plots and characters. Does this show
lack of originality on the part of the
modern playwrigh;s?

The impression gains ground in po-
litical circles in England that the
Asquith Government will go to the
country some time between the pass-
ing of the Home Rule Bill and the
date when it goes into operation. Mr.
Redmond is opposed to this course,
but party agents are preparing for an
appeal to the constituencies next
spring. There is a well-grounded as-
sumption that the attitude of the Ul-
ster minority renders an appeal to
the electors necessary. If the Lib-
erals are returned the Unionist argu-
ment that Home Rule has been car-
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ried by the suspension of the Con-
stitution under the Parliament Act
will lose any moral force it might pos-
sess by the ratification of the Irish
measure at the polls. If Ulster con-
tinues to resist after a clear verdict
by the ecountry at large, Carson and
his followers will be deprived of all
the moral weight which their opposi-
tion to an Irish Parliament under
present circumstances would ecarry
among Unionists in England. It is
impossible to conceive of Mr. Balfour,
for instance, countenancing revolt in
Ulster once the verdict of the electors
is emphatically declared on the side
of the Liberal Government. On the
other hand, there is some doubt as to
the return of the Liberals at the next
general election. In this case the Irish
problem would have to be solved by
both parties in conference. As Mr.
Redmond and his colleagues have ad-
vocated self-government as Imperial-
ists and abandoned the old National-
ist platform of the forties, sixties,
and eighties, it would be difficult for
the Tories to resist the temptation of
attempting a settlement by general
consent on lines that would admit of
wider powers of self-government when
party excitement in Ulster has sub-
sided. As in all great political fights,
keenly contested, the older generation
will have to die off before Ireland can
settle down to normal conditions.
Writing on the Irish question re-
minds me that most of Parnell’s sue-
cess was due to his gift of selecting
men. He had great faith in the young
men, and the Redmonds and others
who went into Parliament to wring
concessions from England were just
out of their teens. It is thirty years
since Willie Redmond first entered
the British House of Commons. In
the Westminster Gazette he contri-
butes some interesting reminiscences
and notes the fact that on the Liberal
and Labour benches there are only
two members who were there when he
arrived. These are Mr. Buxton, the
President of the Board of Trade, and
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Mr. Burt, the father of the House.
The Unionists are better off with some
six or seven, headed by Mr. Balfour,
who were in the House in 1883, but
in spite of their smaller numbers, the
Nationalists boast eight such veterans
—namely, Mr. Redmond and his bro-
ther, Mr. Dillon, Mr. T. P. O’Connor,
Mr. O’Kelly, Mr. John O’Connor,
Mr. William O’Brien, and Mr. T. M.
Healy.

o
e

In a volume of essays just issued,
the editor of The Economist, Mr. F,
W. Hirst, expresses the opinion that
Mr. Winston Churchill contemplates
changing sides once more, and the
author is fortified in this belief by
the withdrawal from sale of Mr.
Churchill’s volume of Radiecal
speeches. There would be nothing
unusual or inconsistent in such a step,
although precedents are rare of Cab-
inet Ministers changing parties twice
in a deecade. Churchill left the Union-
ists on the Free Trade issue, and as
there is little prospeet of Chamber-
lain’s fiscal reforms being accepted,
there is no reason why the member
for Radical Dundee should not again
cross the floor. There is no doubt he
would be a powerful aequisition to
the Unionist party. It would be dif-
fieult, as Mr. Hirst points out, to find
a prominent statesman who has not
changed his opinions and his party.
Mr. Austen Chamberlain, Mr. Winston
Churchill, Sir Edward Carson among
present members of the House, are
conspicuous modern examples. Glad-
stone began life as a Tory, Disraeli
as a Radical. Palmerston was a Tory
and Whig at different periods of his
career, while Lord Derby, the Tory
Prime Minister, was a Whig Reform-
er down to 1835. Mr. Joseph Cham-
berlain passed from extreme Radical-
ism, Free Trade, and Little England-
ism to be the powerful exponent of
Imperialism and Protection. Cham-
berlain’s conversion was, perhaps, the
quickest on record, for it is said he
changed in a single night.




URNING HOME

From the charcoalldrawing by André Lapine
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WILLIAM

ADOLPHUS
PIKE

TURN-

By Winniam Baxks. Toronto: J. M.

Dent and Sons.

EVERY boy will want to read this
striking record of one who, al-
though he possessed many of the be-
devilling characteristics that make
most boys irresistible, was neverthe-
less a real hero. William is an of-
fice boy in a lawyer’s office, a most
extraordinary office boy, and he says
extraordinary things, with the re-
sult that his employer and Tommy
Watson, the auctioneer, and Epstein,
the retired actor, and Flo Delamere,
the actress, and the lawyer’s aunt,
and several others, take a profound
interest in his welfare. This com-
mon interest inspires the lad’s am-
bition to make something of himself,
but he is so inately clever that no
one ever has any doubt of his ad-
vancement, and in time he begins to
think that perhaps after all there is
a future ahead of him. William is a
master of up-to-date slang — one
would almost call him an inventor of
apt phraseology, and there is in
7—533

everything he says and does an un-
expeeted element that adds interest
even to prosaic subjects and inci-
dents. The features of the book are
the political meetings, the baseball
mateh, the wedding of Tommy Wat-
son and Flo Delamere, and several
intimate passages that are sufficiently
pathetie to give contrast to the whole-
some humour of the book. The au-
thor is a Toronto journalist, at pres-
ent news editor of The Globe. He
has written about what he knows and
about characters that have won his
keen sympathies and admiration. The
scene is laid in Toronto, and observ-
ant readers will recognise places men-
tioned and perhaps one or two of the
characters.

o
-

THE ETERNAL MAIDEN

By T. Evererr Harre. New York:

Mitehell Kennerley.

ERE is a real love story, a tale
of absolute heroism. We recall
no recent bit of fiction that so pul-
sates with exalting love and magni-
ficent self-sacrifice. Ootah is a young
Eskimo hunter, the pride of his race,
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Mr. WILLIAM BANKS

A young Toronto journalist whose fine characterisa-
tion ** William Adolphus Turnpike" is
reviewed herewith.
the envy of every youth of the tribe.
Annadoah seems to be his natural
complement, for she has fine grace
and beauty, and none other is so
skilled as she in the primitive erafts
that make of Eskimo women help-
mates worthy of the men. Qotah loves
Annadoah, and for her he leads in
the walrus hunt and in the chase for
the polar bear. But a blustering,
bargaining white man, with trinkets
and gewgaws, comes to the village,
and the wonder of him turns and wins
her heart. He visits her iglow, and
then goes away, promising to return.
Ootah is observant, but patient, and
when in the throes of winter the tribe
is threatened with starvation, it is he
who goes out on the perilous yet sue-
cessful hunt for musk oxen. And
when spring comes, and Annadoah’s

child is about to be born, it is he who
provides her with food and rebuilds
her iglow, and keeps her lamp of fat
burning. And when the child is born
—blind—and the others of the tribe
chase the fleeing mother to destroy
the child, because it is the custom to
take the life of every maimed child
that is born fatherless, unless some
man of the tribe volunteer to be its
protector, it is Ootah who appears on
the scene to thus volunteer. But he
is a moment too late, for the child
has just been torn from its mother’s
arms and cast from a high cliff out
into the sea. Ootah marks the spot
where the child disappears, and, pois-
ing himself for a moment on the edge
of the rock, he dives like an arrow
into the billows. The mother and
others await breathlessly his reap-
pearance. But he does not reappear,
and Annadoah falls upon her knees
moaning.

‘“A cold wind moaned a pitiless lament
from the interior mountains. Yellow va-
pours gathered about the dimming sun,
Ominous shadows took form on the shim-
mering sea.

¢¢ ¢I-0-h-h-h—iooh! Unhappy sun—un-

happy Annadoah!’
‘“Taking fire in the subdued sunlight
and descending from heaven like a gen-
tle benediction of feathery flakes of gold
—over and about the dark, crouched fig-
ure, softly very softly . . . the
snow began to fall.’’

Thus we have a picture of the eter.
nal maiden, a tale of wondrous pathos
and charm.

LEVITY HICKS
By Tom GarroN. Toronto: The Mae.
millan Company of Canada.

& L EVITY HICKS was a tall. Spare

man, with unruly hair that
might have been curly but for the
extreme shortness of it, and with
clothes that were worn to the verge
almost of shabbiness. His was g
grave face, save when now and then
a curious slow, shy smile swept over
it, and then went away again. There
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was an air about him that could not
exactly be defined as one of timidity
so much as suggesting that he was
never quite sure of himself. He came
now into the room a little haltingly,
with just that quiet smile stealing
over his features; it gave him for all
the world the ludierous air of a dog,
not quite sure of his welcome, wag-
ging his tail as he comes towards
you.”’

In these words the author describes
the quaint character who has never
had his chance in the world. He has
been used by others, and many have
used him as a stepping-stone to for-
tune. The happiness of love has been
denied him, execept by one woman,
but he has to die and come back in
the spirit to realise it. His eoming
back and moving about in the scenes
and with persons he knew in life is
known by this woman only, and a
child, who in life had been placed in
fanciful surroundings. The story has
many quaint and delightful passages.

o

THE OUTLAW

By Davip Hexnessey, Toronto: Hod-
der and Stoughton.

HIS sensational novel received

the second prize of €400 in the
publishers’ recent competition. While
it has obvious faults, its merits never-
theless more than turn the balance in
its favour. The Outlaw is in his way
a creation—certainly an arresting fig-
ure. Life has treated him hardly
and unfairly, and although his re-
sentment and revenge may not be
pretty, they are at least consistent
with his character. Salathiel is a
human being; one ecan believe in him,
This is the erux of the whole book,
for it stands or falls by this one char-
acter. In other respects ‘‘The Out-
law’’ is a well-handled, capable piece
of work. It is written in a style that
at worst is businesslike and at best is
remarkably well suited to the sub-
jeet matter of the story; it is crowd-
ed with incident; and it presents a
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fresh and vigorous—though one-sid-
ed—pieture of a period of Austral-
ian history which is little known or
studied in this country. In fact,
““The Outlaw’’ may not be a great
novel, but at least it js a very good
one,

WINDS OF DOCTRINE
By E. SanTAvANA., London and To-
ronto: J. M. Dent & Son.

“ T HE shell of Christendom is bro-

ken. The wunconquerable mind
of the East, the pagan past, the
industrial socialistic future confront-
ed with their equal authority. Our
whole life and mind is staturated
with the glow of a new spirit — that
of an emancipated, international
democracy.’””  With this statement
as a beginning for these interesting
studies in contemporary opinion, the
late Professor of Philosophy in Har-
vard University lays bare what he re-
gards as the modern tendencies in
philosophie thought. The view is ex-
pressed that the convictions and ideals
of Christendom are in a state of dis-
integration and anarchy. There is an
inquiry into the case of modernism
and Bergson. The volume contains
also an essay on Shelley, or the poetie
value of revolutionary prineiples,
while there is as well a paper on
““The Genteel Tradition in Ameri-
can Philosophy.”’

o
3

COMRADE YETTA

By Auserr Epwarps. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

ALBERT EDWARDS has scored

" again in “Comrade Yetta.”
This is a graphiec story of how a
poor, friendless unsophisticated Jew-
ess of New York’s East Side—a mem-
ber of the second generation—went
right, against the tide, instead of
wrong with it: of how she rose from
a state of poverty and obscurity to a
position of influence and independ-
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ence. The human interest is sustain-
ed to the close.

To the sickening revelations re-
garding the social evil, this story eon-
tributes by illustrating the evil
scheming and brazen persistence of
the cadet. The reader is ready to
cheer when Yetta finally escapes. For
those who are interested in the work-
ing conditions of women, there is a
never-to-be-forgotten deseription of
the tortures and barbarities of the
sweat shop. For the fietion lover,
there is a charming love-story with a
wholesomely  satisfying  outcome.
Every reader with a grain of human
sympathy will find this story inform-
ing, startling and gppealing.

CANDLELIGHT DAYS

By Apenixg M. Teskey. Toronto:

Cassell and Company.

HIS book contains a charming pie-

ture of Ontario pioneer life. It
takes the reader back two or three
generations to a time when candles
over the fire-place in a log hut furn-
ished the light that helped the early
settlers to pass pleasantly the long
winter evenings. The boy who is sup-
posed to tell the story, if we could
call it a story, relates his experiences
from the time of childhood to man-
hood, and that is in reality the sum
and substance of the book. The au-
thor reveals an intimate acquaint-
anceship with the life of the pioneer,
and a keen sympathy with him in his
struggles.

—‘Goldwin Smith: A Study’’ is
the title of a volume to appear soon
from the gifted pen of Mr. Arnold
Haultain, who for a number of years
was Professor Goldwin Smith’s pri-
vate secretary. This volume should
throw a flood of light on a character
which to many persons has seemed al-
ways to be inserutable. The publish-
er is Mr. Werner Laurie (London).

—Useful little books, even if, as
the editor admits, they are lacking in
comprehensiveness, are the two vol-
umes, ‘‘Humour of the North’’ and
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“*Seouts of Empire,’’ edited by Laur-
ence J. Burpee, librarian of the Car-
negie Library, Ottawa. There are
examples of the humour of Joseph
Howe, Thomas Chandler Haliburton.
W. H. Drummond, Mrs. Everard
Cotes, James MecCarroll, George
Thomas Lanigan, and James Demille.
The scouts of Empire included in the
other volume are Henry Hudson,
Samuel Hearne, Pierre Gauthier de
Varennes, Alexander Mackenzie, and
Simon Fraser. (Toronto: The Mus-
son Book Company).

—DMessrs. Hodder and Stoughton
have in course of preparation a series
of books to be published under the
general title of ‘““The Canadian Lib-
rary of Religious Literature,”” and
the editorship of Professor G. (.
Pidgeon, Vancouver; Professor R. .
Welsh, Montreal; Professor W. §.
Milner, Toronto University, and the
Reverend H. Symonds, Montreal. The
books will deal with literary, histor-
ical, theological, and ethical subjects,
Some of those who have definitely
agreed to write for the series are:
President Falconer, Principal Maur-
ice Hutton, Professor T. Callander,
Professor James Cappon, Professor
R. E. Walsh, Professor J. Dick Flem-
ing, Professor W. R. Taylor, Profes-
sor Robert Law, Professor T. H. F.
Duckworth, the Reverend Herbert
Symonds, Professor R. Davidson,
and Professor A. R. Gordon.

—John  Masefield’s great  prize
poem, ‘‘The Lverlasting Merey,’’ has
reached its tenth impression; ¢‘The
Window in the Bye Street’’ its third
thousand. This indicates that poetry
is still read <if it is worth reading.
(Toronto: J. M. Dent and Sons).

—* “Camping With Motor-car and
Camera’ is a vivid and readable de-
seription of a tour in the Norfolk
Broads, in Wales, along the shores
of Barnstaple Bay and among the
Hambleton Hills. This book is an
inspiration and a guide. (Toronto :
J. M. Dent and Sons).



THE DANGEROUS WORLD

By ESTELLE M. KERR

HE world’s a very dangerous place for such a little boy;
The flowers all carry pistils, on purpose to annoy ;
Sometimes the great bul-rush-is out, and then I hide my head.
And when the trees shoot every spring, I cough and stay in bed.

It’s simply terrible to think how many flowers are wild!

I do not think the woods are safe for one who’s just a child.
And even in the garden is a tiger-lily’s lair,

While dande-lions on the green spring up most everywhere!

You ean’t tell when you’ll see a snake or step upon a toad,
And unexpectedly you’ll find snap-dragons by the road,
And so you may as well be brave, or else pretend to be,
For dangers lurk in every flower and hide in every tree.




Sure or His GROUND

Among the coffee-drinkers a high
place must be given to Bismarck. He
liked coffee unadulterated. ‘While
with the Prussian Army in France he
one day entered a country inn and
asked the host if he had any chicory
in the house He had. Bismarck
said—‘Well, bring it to me; all you
have.”” The man obeyed and handed
Bismarck a ecanister full of chicory,
‘“Are you sure this is all you have?’’
demanded the Chancellor. ‘‘Yes, my
lord, every grain.””  ‘“‘Then,”’ said
Bismarck, keeping the canister by
him, ‘‘go now and make me a pot of
coffee.”’—Belfast (Ireland) News.

Tae GuipwIFe’s MISTAKE

A tourist who had ben eaught in
a severe storm in the Highlands of
Scotland finally came to a solitary
cottage and eagerly accepted an invi-
tation to stay overnight.

After supper, while he was wearing
a suit of the guidman’s clothes till his
own were dry, he met the mistress on
the stairs. She bore a broom in her
hands, from which he got a sharp
thump on the head, followed by the
exclamation :

¢‘That’s for askin’ the man to stay
a’ nicht!”’—ZLondon Telegraph.
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His A1QuaLs
As a magnificent vessel, one of the
great South African liners, was steam-

ing into Southampton harbour, a
grimy coal-lighter floated immediate-
ly in front of it. An officer on board
the vessel, observing this, shouted :

‘“Clear out of the way with that
barge.’’

The lighterman, a native of the
Emerald Isle, shouted in reply: ‘‘ Are
ye the captain of the vessel 27’

““No,’’ answered the officer.

““Then spake to yer aiquals,’”’ said
Pat. “‘I’'m the captain of this.’’

an
w

AN UNEXPECTED COMPLIMENT

The two young ladies had been to the
opera and were discussing it on their
way home in the street car.

““T think ‘Lohengrin’ is wonder-
ful,”’ said the lady in the large hat.

““It’s not bad,”” said the one in
purple velvet, as she handed the con-
ductor the fare, ‘“‘but I just love
‘Carmen.” ”’

The conductor blushed. *‘I’m sorry,
Miss,”” he said apologetically. ‘“‘T’m
married. You might try the motor-
man though; T think he’s a single
man.’’



WiDoweD SERVANT (who has received a wreath from her mistress):

I don’t know 'ow to th—th—thank you, mum.,

same for you some day.

THE SAME OLp STORY

It became the solmen duty of jus-
tice to pass sentence on the aged man
for stealing.

““It is a shame that a man of your
age should be giving his mind up to
stealing. Do you know any reason
why sentence should not be pronoune-
ed on you according to the law?’’

“Now, Judge,”” was the reply of
the aged sinner, ‘‘this is getting to
be a trifle monotonous. I would like
to know how a fellow can manage to
please you judges. When I was only
seventeen years old I got three years,
and the judge said I ought to be
ashamed of myself stealing at my age.
When I was forty I got five years,
and the judge said it was a shame
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O—0—0pe to do the
e — Tatler

that a man in his very best years
should steal. And now when I am
seventy years of age, here you come
and tell me the same old story. Now
I would like to know what year of a
man’s life is the right one, according
to your notion?’’

o
-

DARENT

After the performance of a thea-
trical troupe in a small town in New
York State, the constable asked the
comedian, ‘‘How did the show go to-
night "’

‘‘Rotten!” replied the comedian.
““No one laughed.”’

“‘Laugh,’” said the constable. “‘I'd
like to see ’em laugh. I'm here to keep
order,”’



P
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GirL (suddenly noticing policeman) : *“ I fahnd it like that.
EXPLAINED

There is a certain English Church
minister in Ottawa who is in the
habit of writing his sermon on F'ri-
day and of walking about the house
all day Saturday, repeating it in a
loud voice so as to have it thoroughly
memorised by Sunday morning.

One Saturday a young genticizan
was calling on one of the minister’s
daughters and, as he waited in the
drawing-room, he was very startled
to hear the loud voice of her father
apparently talking to no one at all,
on the floor above.

When the young lady appeared, he
inquired as to the meaning of the
noise.

““Oh,’’ she replied, ‘‘that’s just fa-
ther. He’s walking around upstairs,
practicing what he preaches.

N
@w

Tae POWER OF THE AD.
Professor Warren M. Beidler of Be-
thel, Penn., last month declared in an
eloquent and witty commencement

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
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1 never done it, mister; straight I never !"—Punch

address that Americans were money
mad.

‘“We’re money mad,’” he reiterated
the other day. ‘‘Art, inventions, fly-
ing—all things are considered by wus
wholly from the financial point of
view.

““I recently heard of a novelist who
declared that his last novel had failed
for lack of artistic skill.

““This amazed and pleased me. An
American novelist to talk about art!
It was unique. But then I heard the
rest of the sentence.

‘¢ “Yes,” the novelist continued bit-
terly, ‘the lack of artistic skill on the
part of my advertisement writer quite
killed the book.” *’

UNAPPRECIATIVE

She—‘‘T have made a water-colour
drawing and hung it up in your study
to hide the stain in the wallpaper.”’

He—‘But, darling, I never com-
plained about that stain. — Meggen-
dorfer Blaetter,
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" PREVENTION !

The Modern Watchword.

Take a cup of BOVRIL daily.

stamina, enrich your blood and build up healthy muscle.

BOVRIL

See the report of tests made by Prof. Thompson, M.D., Sc. D., in the
British Medical Journal, September 16th, 1911.

It will increase your

VERY box of e containg
Guarantee Certificate which mquelt:
he return of any box not absolutely fresh.

\/

Bonbons. Chocolates |

Our splendid i isting of 14 widely
separated candy-making establishments, 56 Huyler's
stores and 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. Sales Agents Everywhere.

Write for Interesting 1s00rier—it telis how punty
and ness are assured in all Huyler products.

64 Irving Place New York

130 Yonge St.
oronto
Can,

HERE is the Cream Cheese

that makes those

delicious Sandwiches

and so many dainty,
inexpensive, convenient dishes.

At all Grocers. I15¢ & 25¢c a Pckt. o
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Baby’s soft skin is the test of
BABY'S OWN SOAP—

and its constant use in thousands of nurseries is satisfactory
proof that its fragrant lather helps and whitens the most
delicate skin.

No imitation has all the merits of BABY'S OWN SOAP.

(AT

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, Manufacturers, MONTREAL

I

—

I

3

e




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 33

R R

i s

AL i ek B S T AR " RV o O

That “do things” in every walk of life nowa-
days are directed by the keen brains of men
and women who have built themselves into fit
condition to win.

To-day's food must repair the used-up cells
in muscle, brain and nerve, caused by yester-
day's work.

If you care to be “quite fit” for tomorrow,
see to it that the food contains the elements Na-
ture requires to do her marvelous rebuilding.

Grape-Nuts

has proven itself a sturdy, well-balanced
ration which meets every requirement.

It has all the concentrated food-strength
of whole wheat and malted barley — in-
cluding the “vital salts™ (stored in the
outer coat of the grains) which are so
often lacking in the ordinary diet.

Grape-Nuts food is ready to eat di-
rect from the package with cream; has a
delicate, winning flavour; and is easily and
quickly digested — generally in about one
hour.

If the ability to earn money and po-
sition appeals to you, try Grape-Nuts.

(From bronze in the private c;[lccliom of C. W, Post.)

““There’s a Reason’’ K
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One of 28

N Underwood is worth what
you pay for it. It may be
one at $130 or at $1500.

There are 28 models—adaptable
to every requirement of writing,
adding, substracting, computing,
and system work of all kinds,

S every record in competition
shows, the Underwood in-
creases the efficiency of the
operator at least 207, over any other typewriter.

Even a correspondence Underwood will save its cost almost in the first year.

An Underwood is an advertisement for the man who own it.

United Typewriter Co. Ltd.

ALL CANADIAN CITIES
Head Office - Toronto.

|
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Chesterfield

was particularly careful to impress upon
his son that the world judges a man by
externals.

Y

Graceful address in person and in corres-
pondence were, he said, the hall-marks
of a cultivated mind and careful person.
What Chesterfield wrote then is still true to-day.

We cannot give you the style of a Chesterfield
for your correspondence, but we can give you one
external—the finest gentlemen’s notepaper made—

Crown Vellum

Crown Vellum is a paper of strong texture, heavy and fine of finish, Good
m, ~ Stationers sell it, but if you have difficulty in securing it, write to us for
& samples and prices.

BARBER-ELLIS, LIMITED
BRANTFORD, TORONTO, WINNIPEG, VANCOUVER.
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Half the Rubbing taken
out of Serubbing

Old Dutch
Cleanser

ot i o ¥
Old puteh
Cleanser
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

Your grandfathers and their grandfathers were familiar with
the two stars on “Rodgers” Knives and in their day, as

now, these where looked upon as a safe guide in buying.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

e g >
) Qi ) KSR e i v 3y (er?

UR METAL LOCKERS are one
O of the necessary features of the
equipment of Modern Business Estab.
lishments and Public Institutions. They
are fireproof. They provide absolute
security against theft, and promote
order, system and tidiness wherever
used. They do not harbor germs,
odors or insects; they save time,

money, trouble and contents, and
economise space, Each Locker bears
a distinct number with the corres-
pondingly numbered key, so that any
Locker can be easily located, and
confusion, mixing or loss of clothing
and personal effects is rendered im-

possible.

DENNIS WIRE & IRON WORKS CO.

LONDON, ONT. CANADA
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The Good Things
Some Folks Have

At Breakfast Today

Perhaps a million children found Puffed
Grains on the table. Crisp, toasted grains,
puffed to eight times normal size.
that taste like toasted nuts.

At Dinner Today

Many a housewife uses these grains as a
garnish for ice cream.

At Supper Tonight

These grains are served in countless
bowls of milk. Thin, airy wafers—bubble-
like and brown—four times as porous as
bread,

Grains

This Afternoon

Legions of girls used these grains in home
candy making. And armies of boys enjoyed
the grains dry, like peanuts, when at play.

Puffed Wheat, 10c¢ Exet i
Puffed Rice,

Your Boys and Girls

Would enjoy these grains better than any
other cereal food.

They are thin and fragile—steam-exploded
—filled with a myriad cells, And terrific

heat has given them a delightful almond
flavor,

—Every food granule has been blasted to
pieces by Prof. Anderson’s process. Inside
of each grain there have occurred a hundred
million explosions.

Thus these whole grains are made wholly

digestible, as no other process can make
them.

They are ideal foods—scientific foods—
the best-cooked cereal foods ever created,
It's a pity to go without them.

15¢ wen

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

Sole Makers

(449)
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The New

TRANSCONA

The latest Tooke style in
plain fabric. Like the

Tooke REGINA, but
higher in front.

The Cravat is a Tooke
“ Under-knot and Border”

—qich and distinctive. g

"TOOKE BROS., Limited, Montreal

Manufacturers of Shirts, Collars and Neck-
wear bearing the FooA2, Trademark.
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A Trade Mark To Remember
And The Pen It Represents

There are good and sufficient reasons why you should know and
own a Waterman’s Ideal—the fountain pen which, by virtue of con-
sistent efficiency, has firmly established its supremacy everywhere.

The comfort alone gained by constantly using a pen attuned
to your hand, a pen that never leaks, spurts or falters, one that can
be carried with you and used at your studies, your office, your home,
or wherever you happen to be. is worth many many times the price
of any Waterman’s Ideal. It is proven that you nearly double your
writing capacity through not having to constantly dip your pen into
an inkwell. Nibs of every conceivable degree and pens in many
sizes in the Self-Filling, Safety and Regular types. Every pen
guaranteed. Purchase the genuine—the pen with the Spoon Feed.

Avoid substitutes. Booklet on request.  Prices $2.50 and upwards.

Sold everywhere by the best dealers.

L. E. Waterman Company, Limited, Montreal.

173 Broapway, NEwW YGRK. Kinagsway, Loxpox, 6 Rue n'Havovre, Paris,
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“Yes: we are sending out clean-cut letters,
and our file copies are perfect.”

EN like to sign clean, neatly typed look-

ing letters. Men ' like to read them. Letters
that look bright and easy-to-read make friends
even before they are read.

Peerless Typewriter Ribbons give life and snap to business let-
ters. They make the type show clear and strong on a clean page.

Peerless Carbon Papers make copies as sharp and clear as
originals.  They make every copy a perfect record, free from
smudges or blurs and

clear beyond argument.
Try them out and
note the improvement ;
in the appearance of
your  correspondence

and file copies. gﬁgg[?SN -]I;IYBPBE(;X{QEITER

There are Peerless Dealers everywhere. If
you cannol locale one, wrile for free samples.

PEERLESS CARBON AND RIBBON MFG. CO., LTD- “' ’»:‘

176-178 Richmond Street West Toronto

The best meal will be spoiled
if the coffee be of poor quality.

Seal Brand
Coffee

will save even a poor meal from

being a failure.

CHASE & SANBORN - - 3 - MONTREAL 2,
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GREYS
and BLUES

are the important shades for
the coming Fall and Winter |:
in Suitings and Coatings for

Men's Wear.

VICKERMAN’S

Grey and Blue

Serges and Gheviots

can now be found in all the
best Merchant Tailoring estab-
lishments throughout Canada,
and by many used exclusively

for their best work. i

| Oke Reauty of a

You take no chances in any

way with aVickerman Cloth, OCransformation
their good qualities have made R s s s e Miting e
them World Famous. hair goods of DORENWEND QUALITY :—

the assistance they will render in the
arranging of the hair, and the artistic and

becoming effects they will produce should

QLI QL] | FEEErs e
e YOU CAN ORDER BY MAIL

The Maker's name in Gold Letters every 3 yards. So efficient is our Mail Order Department

that there can be no mistake in any order.

THEY WEAR WELL Perfect satisfaction assured.

REMEMBER:—AIll our goods are of the

AND NEVER FADE finest quality hair obtainable, and the

workmanship is unexcelled.
i Ask for our Illustrated Catalogue * X,”
Nishet & Auld, Limlted which explains each stvle in detail.
Toronto. The Dorenwend Co. of Toronto
¥ A LTD
Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada. (The House of Quality Hair Goods) .
S 105 YONGE STREET -  TORONTO

NECCECEEEECEETEEEeeEs33I3333333333)
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{1l ” Ask for the soan

that comes in the
sanitary package

Canadian Women c!eli_ght in using this Soap. Its faultless cleansing action
—its soothing, beautifying effects—and its distinctive, lasting perfume—are
a trinity of virtues not possessed’by anv soap costing three times its price.

Taylotd
Infants-Delight

TOILET SOAP

comes to you each cake in its own sanitary package. It is the original
Taylor’s Toilet Delight, as good for grown up as for
Baby. Taylor’s Toilet Delights
Oldest and Largest
erfumers and Toilet

Soap Makers in Canada
122m,

Delicately
Perfumed

€= 6 C A S o4

GG m
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without any undue pressure.

giving his name and stating your
measure.
and where to buy it.

DOMINION CORSET CO.
Makers of the D. &

For evening wear

the La Diva Corsets offer the most perfect founda-
tion for an up-to-date costume, helping the figure

The most stylish women in Canada are wearing the La
Diva which are sold at prices which make every one a bargain.

There is a La Diva for every figure—If your dealer cannot
show you a suitable one, it is worth your while to write us

height, weight and waist

We will recommend you the most suitable corset

- QUEBEC

A. Corsets.

43
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All That A Sweater Can Be

Every one knows the qualities of a good sweater.

Jeager Sweaters are recognized everywhere as the standard,

All material is chemically tested for quality and the points that make for

excellence.

The result of thirty years of sweater making for all parts of the world, from
Pole to Equator, North and South, is all found in the Jaeger Sweaters of

to-day.

In a great variety of styles, qualities and colorings.

DrJAEGE

316 St. Catherine St. West, Moantreal
352 Portage Ave., Carlton Block, Winnipeg

SANITARY
WOOLLEN § ..o,
SYSTEM L)

32 King St. West,

784 Yonge St., next Bloor, }T“““
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THE

SOVEREIGN

THE MOST ECONOMICAL
HOT WATER BOILER. IT
WILL BURN ANY KIND OF
FUEL—HARD COAL, SOFT
COAL, WOOD OR ANY-
THING BURNABLE. WILL
NOT CLOG WITH SOOT.
GETS ALL THE HEAT OUT

SN hie OF WHATEVER GOES INTO
“SOVEREIGN” Hot Water Boiler THE FIREPOT.

Large flared flues and a baffled fire travel make
the “SOVEREIGN” a heat producer from any
kind of fuel. Do not select the heating apparatus
for any house in which you are interested until

you have seen the “ SOVEREIGN.” The merits

of its construction are plain.

Write your nearest Taylor-Forbes Office, or Agent, for particulars.

TAYLOR-FORBES Gmeaoy. Guelph

TORONTO—1088 King St. West. MONTREAL-—246 Craig St. West.

VANCOUVER—1070 Homer St. ST. JOHN, N.B.—16 Water St.

QUEBEC-—Mechanics Supply Co. WINNIPEG—Vulcan Iron Works,
CALGARY—P. D. McLaren Company, Limited.
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It Pays to Paint in the Fall
The Better the Paint, The Better it Pays

It Pays, because the wood is free of moisture and, no hot sun
to blister the paint.

It Pays, because there are not many rainy, cloudy days, and the
flies and bugs are gone.

It Pays, because the paint has a better chance to take hold of
the wood and dry hard and smooth, protecting the surface better
for the eight roughest months of the year.

And it certainly does pay to buy good paint.

It Pays, in the fresh, bright colours—it pays in protection—it
pays in the longer wear.

There isn't much difference between 70/1(11"1'(7144/)(1_1/ _/br-g'uud, honest paint,
and ‘‘cheap” paint—but—ithere is a big difference in what you get.

MARTIN -SENOUR 1007, Pure Paint (pure White Lead, Zinc
and Linseed Oil Paint) is the kind that takes less and wears

longer. Such paint as this on your house
is a good investment. It brings daily
returns in pleasure, protection, profit.

May we send you our new book ‘‘ Zvwn
and Country Homes”? Tt tells just what

you want to know about Paint and
Painting, Write for a copy.

Martin-Senour Co., Limited
MONTREAL
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ARE YOU TRYING
TO DECIDE WHICH
PIANO TO BUY?

Little wonder you are confused,
for the best of claims can so
easily be made for th: worst of
instruments—the English lang-
uage is free to all.

The guide which has for more
than a generation led buyers who
have been puzzled like yourself
has been the reputation of the

HEINTZMAN

CANADA’S GREATEST PIANO

A reputation that has been
earned, not purchased.

The definite, persistent impres-
sion back in your mind, behind
all your indecision, that the Ger-
hard Heintzman is really the best
of the good pianos, is right.

Our reputation is your protection
and our knowledge and experi-
ence are at your service.

GERHARD HEINTZMAN

LIMITED

Salesroom :

41-43 Queen St. W., (Opp. City Hall) Toronto.
Hamilton Salesroom :127 King St. East.
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After All, Theve's No Bath Like One With

Palmolive Soap

OTE how refreshed and invigor- Use more than mere soap—use Palm-
Nated you feel after using it. Palm- olive. Let your skin have I’;l]n_\uli\'_c
Protection. Infants are bathed with it
because doctors know it cannot hurt the
most tender skin.

olive Soap is a delightful cleanser and
has all the soothing and beautifying prop-
erties of imported palm and olive oils.

We have doubled their value, in Palm-
olive Soap, through our exclusive blending
process.

The green color of Palmolive is due to
palm and olive oils—nothing else.

We send to the Orient for these oils,
because they've been recognized as best
for the skin for more than 2,000 years.
World-famous beauties of history used
them to keep the skin soft and smooth.

Palmolive lathers in hard or soft water,
Fifteen cents the cake, and mos/ econom-
ical, because it lasts so
long.

Don't use merely
‘““soap” when Palmolive
is sold by dealers every-
where,

Send two 2c stamps
for free sample.

B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Inc., 155-157 George St., Toronto, Ont.

B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Inc,, Milwaukee, Wis.
PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO makes the hair

lustrous and healthy and is excellent for the
scalp. It rinses out easily and leaves the
hair soft and tractable. Price, 50 cents.

PALMOLIVE CREAM cleanses the pores of
the skin and adds a delightful touch after the
use of Palmolive Soap. Price 50 cents.

N.B.—If you can't get P:l.lmoli\'c Cream or Shampoo ot

your local dealer, a full-size package of either will be
mailed prepaid on receipt of price.
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—'he Rosy Bloom
On a Woman’s Cheek

is the most alluring beauty in the
world. It is a prize within reach of
almost every woman, if she will but
give proper attention to her skin and

-
her general health.
The evil effects of raw winds,
dust, extreme cold, working in over- :
heated and steamy rooms or in bad air,

can be counteracted by using : —

Na-Dru-Co Ruby Rose Cold Cream

This is a snowy-white preparation with a delicate rose
perfume. It cleanses the skin, nourishes and fills out the
deeper tissues, smoothes out wrinkles and imparts a velvety
softness, free from roughness, redness or chaps. It keeps
the skin healthy, and Nature supplies the rosy bloom.

In 25c. opal glass jars, at your druggist’s.

Na-Dru-Co
Witch Hazel Cream

is a delightfully soothing preparation of
Witch Hazel, presenting all its wonder-
ful cooling and healing properties in a
most agreeable form. For the skin
irritation which winter brings—chaps,
wind-burn, cracked lips, frost-bites or .
chilblain — it is a remedy as pleasant as
it 1s effective.

|

25c. a bottle, at your Druggist’s.

Always look for the Na-Dru-Co Trade Mark when you buy.

NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED
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Don’t confuse this with ordi-

nary ‘‘make-shift”’ roofings—we guaran-
tee 1t 15 years and 1nside each roll furnish
modern 1deas for laying it artistically and
permanently.

Certain-teed

Rolls ROOﬂng S Shingles

When ready roofing was first put on the
market, the public demanded that it must prove
its value by actual wear on the roof. Certain-teed
Roofing has stood the test for years—it has made

ood in all climates and under the most severe con-
gitions. When artistically laid it makes a roof you
can well be proud of.

You can’t tell how long roofing will wear by look-
ing at it—so for your own protection, accept no
substitutes—Dbe sure that the Certain-teed Quality
Label is on each roll.

Sold by dealers everywhere at a reasonable price.
General Roofing Manufacturing Co.
Winnipeg, Canada
E. St. Louis, IlL York, Pa. Marseilles, Ill.

Certain-teed Shingié; fo Certain-teed Rooﬁn%in Rolls

Bungalows and Residences for Farm Homes and Buildings

NSRS AN AN RN AN
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The Cold Side of Your House AN ordinary furnace often fails to heat
s

where the wind strikes,

That is because warm air travels in the
line of least resistance. Inan ordinary furnace no
provision is made to thoroughly distribute the heat,

An ordinarz furnace has an emgtz Space
between the firegrate and the circulating ipes,
N 77 P Ty e e L 0 220 U
A Kelsey Warm Air Gene

rator is different

Surrounding the fire-grate, there are from 8 to
16 heavy cast iron tubes. Each of these tubes ig
really an independent heat generator. The weight
of these tubes in the average size generator is
about 900 pounds.

All the heat from the coal is concentrated in
these heavy tubes. Once this great mass of iron
becomes hot it stays so for hours and hours
and maintains a uniform pressure of warm ajr
throughout the building.

Making these tubes Zig-Zag, increases their
heating surface and gives extra pressure without
waste to all parts of the house.

With the Kelsez Generator the heatins of the
attic bedroom or the cold side of the house is no
more a problem than the heating of the down.
stairs liviﬂ.g_ rooms.

The JaSa Smal‘t Mfé. CO. Limited 8urtp]o€'klet’,' ‘;Ailchxerlemgnti irtthodezrp Hzeatintggnd
5 ese Zig-Za G
BROCKVILLE, Ont.  WINNIPEG, Man. e N el RN S

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name *Milton ” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. - Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO.
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
Toronto Office - - - - 50 Adelaide St. W.
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Luxeberry White Enamel on Walls, Ligquid (

rranite on Floor

Luxeberry White Enamel
The Ideal Interior Finish—Lustrous and Lasting

Berry Brothers’ ‘‘Luxeberry White
Enamel ” is without an equal for interior
work where a beautiful, smooth, white
finish is desired. It spreads evenly, dries
hard and firm with a lustrous pure white
surface. Its color is permanent. It will
not darken or lose its lustre,

For beautiful white effects on stair-
cases, as shown in the above home inter-
ior view; or for finishing bathrooms,
Luxeberry White Enamel is unequalled.
It combines the elements of beauty and
toughness so hard to blend.

For a Handsome and Permanent
Floor Finish, use “Liquid Granite”

Liquid Granite is a Berry Brothers
Varnish of unusual elasticity and tough-

BERRY BROTHERS, Inc.

ESTABLISHED 1858.
The World's Largest Varnish Makers.
WALKERVILLE, ONT.

ness. Actual tests show that while wood
treated with it may dent under a hammer
blow, the finish will yield without a crack.
Liquid Granite—judged from a standpoint
of beauty, durability or ease of application
—is far superior to any other floor finish.

Send for our interesting and instructive
booklet full of valuable information on
finishing and decorating.

RERRY

OTHERS

VARNISHES

BERRY WEEK

From September 13 to September 20 will be ** BERRY
WEEK" in the leading stores throughout the country,
handling varnish, paint and similar goods. Dealers will
devote special attention to the sale of Berry Brothers
Varnishes. They will have varnish displays on exhibi-
tion. They will 'be unusually ready and able to discuss
varnish problems with you.

Take advantage of *“* BERRY WEEK.” Learn more
about varnish. Plan for your fall repairs and decora-
ting. And order Berry Brothers Varnishes if you want
satisfaction.
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[i‘ All the music of all the world *al

FORTR ST R W

HIS t{xp/ical Canadian family literally have the Music of

' the World at their gomma_nd, for if fancy leads them to
desire some selection or artist not included in the huge Columbia
Catalogue, they can play any other make of disc record on their

GRAFONOLA

So faultless and natural is the reproduction, that, as they listen,
their sub-conscious mind summons each artist or artists before
their eyes, and they seem to see as well as hear.

Every Canadian family can own a Columbia GRAFONOLA immediately.

Agents in every town waiting to supply
you on your own terms and convenience

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE CO.

TORONTO - - CANADA

Creators of the Talking Machine Industry.
n the Talking Machine Art, Owners of the Fundamental Patents.

i Leaders i 3 : 1
Pioneers and Les t Manufacturers of Talking Machines in the World.

Larges
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When Mr. Roberts
Met Dr. Dewar

s Y the way, doctor, why did you decide

on a McClary's Sunshine Furnace for
your fine new home ?”

“Well, Mr. Roberts, principally because
the Sunshine's water pan is correctly placed
over the fuel door, so that the moisture, as it
is evaporated, immediately ascends into the
pipes leading to the rooms. The air passing
through the registers thus contains plenty of
healthful moisture,”

“Dry air is bad for anyone to breathe,
Mr. Roberts. It parches the throat, lips and
skin. It excites the nervous system. Makes
people restless, irritable, without knowing
why. Makes them subject to colds too,
when they go out into the moister air of out
doors.”

«Great Scott ! Doctor. You surprise me,
I never dreamt the placing of a water pan in
a furnace was so important.

¢ And there are other features about Mc-
Clary's Sunshine Furnace that are conductive
to good health, Mr. Roberts. There's the
Automatic Gas Damper that provides for the
escape of coal gas up the chimney instead ot
into the house when the pressure in the com-
pustion chamber becomes to great. There's
the dust-flue, too, that carries away all the
dust from falling ashes. But I've got a case
across the road, so you'll have to excuse me.
Drop in, tonight, and I'll show my ‘Sunshine’

to you.”

who will be glad to show you McClary's
Sunshine Furnace and explain_all its
healthful, convenient and economizing features.
If you would like to read the latest Sunshine
booklet, write to our nearest office. 324

THERE'S a McClary agent in your locality,

Sunshine Furnace

LONDON TORONTO MONTREAL, WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
ST. JOHN, N.B. HAMILTON CALGARY SASKATOON EDMONTON




54 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

———
—

CLARK’S PORK & BEANS

PLAIN SAUCE, CHILI SAUCE, TOMATO SAUCE

An appetising, nourishing, and satisfying meal
provided for the housewife with the minimum of
preparation and the maximum of comfort.

[s it not worth while to know that you can
obtain the most carefully selected beans cooked b
thoroughly and whole by a process which is
unsurpassed, and which retains the full mealy
flavour of the beans, blended with the most
delicate sauces, giving you no trouble beyond
heating for a few moments?

That is what Clark gives you
ORDER CLARKS’ FROM YOUR GROCER
W. CLARK - - - - MONTREAQ
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Night Courage

It isn’t a question of whether or not you
dare —the time will come when you have
got to dare. There’s something in you—
some moral fibre bequeathed by genera-
tions of brave ancestors—which, in the
crisis, makes you rise above fear and prove
true to the final test of manhood.,

The question is, will you face danger unarmed —
a weakling, impotent—or will you face it doubly
armed —armed with an efficient weapon and with

the courage and steadiness which come from #4nzow-
ing thal you are armed?

IVER JOHNSON
suoni: REVOLVER

Automatic

Accidental discharge is rendered absolutely im-
possible by the famous ‘‘Hammer the Hammer”
safety lifter. You can literally “Hammer the
Hammer” with a loaded cartridge in the chamber
under the firing pin. Equipped throughout with
permanent-tension, unbreakable wire springs. Accu-
rate, hard hitting and superbly finished.

Send for Catalog A
$6.00 at Hardware and Sporting Goods Stores

Iver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Worke
145 River St., Fitchburg, Mass.

San Francisco: Phil. B. Bekeart Co., 717 Market Street
New York: 9 Chambers Street

55
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Protect Your Buildings

As Well As Insure Them !

Prevention of fires is vastly better than
the partial redress which is all the best
Fire Insurance Policy can give you.
This prevention is easily secured by

using

Asbhestocement

Building Materials

ASPES TOSLAYE

ASBESTOS
SHINGLES

make roofs that are handsome, fire-
proof, practically everlasting and mod-
erate in price,

Linabestos Building Board

prevents inside fires from spreading.
It is quickly applied, and gives a per-
manent, attractive, yet inexpensive
interior finish.

Asbestos Corrugated Sheathing

makes walls and roofs for Garages,
Stables, Barns, Warehouses and Fac-
tories that are absolutely weather and
fire proof.

You Build For All Time When
You Build in ASBESTOCEMENT

Write for booklet C.M. and state in
which products you are particularly
interested.

Asbestos Manufacturing Co. Limited
Address E. T. Bank Bldg., 263 St. James St., Montreal

Factory at Lachine, P. Q. (near Montreal).
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MEMORIES

The cold days of winter are past but memor-
ies of them must remain—cold rooms—shivering
at meals and bed-time—discomfort and enormous
coal bills,

A Pease “Economy” Furnace keeps the home
warm and cosy in every nook and corner—no

drafts but perfect ventilation. It is most econ-
omical and “pays for itself by the coal it
saves.” This is because of the number of ex-

clusive money-paying features included in it.
Most Durable and Costs least for Repairs
because of extra strong, sturdy construction
and fine workmanship.

Don’t have any more heating troubles.
See a Pease Furnace al your nearest dealer.

Manufactured by

PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY,
Head Office TORONTO
Works - - - BRAMPTON

Branches :—Vancouver. Winnipeg, Hamilton,

Montreal. =
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From a Safety Standpoint
N considering the greater strength and durability which Steel
I Cabinets offer over ordinary Filing Cabinets for the protection
of valuable records, either in the office or the vault, you will
find that Office Specialty Steel Filing Cabinets are not only the least

expensive to purchase, but also to be preferred from a safety
standpoint.

Ask for a copy of our catalog number 2000 which
describes our complete line of Steel Filing Cabinets.

HEAD OFFICE: 97 WELLINGTON STREET W., TORONTO.

Filing Equipment Stores: Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Winnipeg, Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver.

Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.

N MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

{@EDFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. (.

5 ;iﬂ:»‘}xg’ CAIVD D’Kgﬂw,'f IN STEEL AND WOOD

S
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of beautiful Silver Plate will appreciate the new styles
and designs of our creations for 1913.

The Purity, the Style, the Goodness

3 |
of the Silver Plate which bears the brand of this 3 |
factory entitles it to the name of el
“Standard” Silver Plate [
tanaar uver I“late
as distinctive and leading among all makers of ﬂ }
High-class Goods. Y

PURITY marks the character of the de-
signs, as it does of the material which enters
into the manufacturing of our goods.

DURABILITY is combined with purity al- A
ways giving the shopper the assurance of a
Silver Plate which will wear and wear and wear.

Wisdom says: “‘Let the reputation of the manufacturer be your guaran-
tee. Ask for ‘Standard’ Silver Plate.”

SOLD BY RELIABLE DEALERS EVERYWHERE.
Manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited

Toronto




Ross Rifles and
Ross Ammunition
againlead at Bisley

The Ross .280 ammunition
captured every single event in
the Match Rifle competitions
at Bisley, an unprecedent?d
achievement, and the KING’S
PRIZE, the blue nbbon event
of the Bisley meet, was again
won with a Ross Rifle, this
being the second time in three

ears that this trophy, the em-

lem of rifle shooting champion-
ship of the British Empire, has
been won with a Ross.

The wonderful accuracy of both Ross
Rifles and Ross Ammunition is fmt!:er
accentuated by these triumphs won against
a field of over 2,000 of the best marksmen
in the world, each striving not only for the
prize but for the honor of his colony or

d armed with the best rifles and
ﬁz::n which each country can produce.

It stamps Ross Rifles and
Ross Ammunition as unsur-
passed for accuracy.

Sportsmen, all over the world are
adopting the ‘‘Ross” not only on account

of its accuracy but also because of its very
quick and absolutely safe breech action.

[llustrated Catalogue and prize lists
sent free on request.

Ross Rifle Co. - Quebec

A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

e A leader amongst leaders.
ﬂ After being in use for
NN

o Muray & Camr'

X FLORIDA
\ WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE.
is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance ;
it refreshes and revives as
does no other Perfume;
itis delightfulin the Bath
and the finest thing after
Shaving: because it 18, in
fact, the most reliable
and satisfactory Toilet
i Perfume made, 32 21 12

4 Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute!

Mark Your Linen With CASH’S WOVEN NAME-TAPES
Required by Schools and Colleges
Your full name in fast color thread can be woven into fine
white cambric tape. $2.00 for 12 doz., $1.25 for 6 doz., 85c.
for 3doz. These mnrkinﬁ more than save their cost by pre-
venting laundry losses. ey make a dainty, individua{giﬂ‘
rders in a week through your dealer, or write for sam.
ples and order blanks, direct to J. & J. CASH, L., 301 St.
James Street, Montreal, Canada.

Prof. HENRY W. TITUS

&

ﬂ Retail
How To Regain And eall\;

and STREN! > £
Wﬁe’c‘” 431
VIGOR and PHYSIQUE 2

My FREE BOOKS, th» “WHYS OF
EXERCISE” and “THE FIRST AND 4
LAST LAW OF PHYSICAL CUL-
TURE,” tell you, if you are weak or un-
derdeveloped, how to grow strong; if strong,
how to grow stronger. It explains how to
develop lungs and muscle, the strong heart
and vigorous digestion—in short, how to
improve health and strength internally as
well as externally., Send TO-DAY—NOW
—for these FREE BOOKS. Enclose 4c. in
stamps to cover postage, . .
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“DON'T eat them®ALL
Grandpa”

T'S no wonder Maple Buds
taste GOOD, and it's g
wonder mothers eyery.

where are encouraging the little

folks to spend their Pennijeg
for them.

Maple Buds are nothing Mmore
than the best of chocolate, pure mjyy
and sugar—things the doctor would

recommend to build up a Sickly
child. The most delicate child can
digest them.

(NAME AND DESIGN REGISTERED) The stinctive favoe il Mag

e

Buds is entirely due to the use of only the

LOOK FOR THE NAME. best chocolate. The fine velvety texture

comes from grinding and grinding throl.lgh
innumerable steel rollers.

They're not Maple Buds Unless they're Cowep =

THE COWAN CO., Ltd. - Toronto, Ong
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The BOYS .07
Original ERLAATESN{S

d |
a n Boys, grab this chance . fore you've

to become the'*find” of the .
season—the star pitcherof
| your team —the boy won-
0 | der who easily Fx\ns P

every batter with sen.
| sational big league
P | curves and terri.
{ ble shoots—
ellullle | with burning &
| speed — and &
| never a
| gore arm.
| Now,forthe
first time, you can learn—from
the greatest professional pitcher ing

{ -.d

the world—how to burn over those piayers.They say.

Beware Of deadly hook-curves—jumping spit- boy ahoald get e
Imitati Sold | chrve fully argiatesitany or e

| curve fully explained—any boy can
mltatlons | understand. Rnd it— 3 is ab-n?::ch 353",’(?
its | Iy W
on the Merits  Doesn’t Cost You One Cent (o Yerkol it in

— — —

tolearn how to be a second Brown, Mathewson, Johnson or

Walsh. Think how wild the town will be about you—how they will

cheer. They’ll want you to be captain—you'll be pointed out on the

streets—your pame will strike terror in the hearts of rival nines,

or Brown will tell xw everything, All the tricks of his craft and
En 11 thi

|

|

|

cunning—that made the wizard of Aying curves—all this is yours
i for the asking—FHE o 4

|

|

of
Send For the First Lesson Now
If you like baseball just let us know where you are
s

and the First n comes to you by return mail. You ean’t buy it

© t
;¥ou must accept it—FREE. Let Brown start teaching you all these
inside "lecrgt?:g mdf“gnq points—at once. Yes, thl:{- the same
great Brown who won 4 championships and two  worlds series for
\ the Chicago Cubs. You couldn’t have a better teacher. Delivering a
. few papers in spare time, earns this costly, omplet, sonal in-

o O e per:
struction ~by mail—no matter where you live — the whole course
FlsEE—doun't cost you a cent, So ..nE

an:

no money—just your name
on 8 postal-NOW. Don’t dehy—udd.reu’ like this,

] W. M. SIDDALL Dept. 174 CHICAGO
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Telephones for any Service

Private Inside Systems For:

Factories

Warehouses

Department Stores

Hospitals and Public Institutions
Hotels

Central Energy and Magneto Systems For :
Cities
Towns
Villages
Rural Lines

All the above including our new automatic system
for inside private systems will be seen at our exhibit
in the Process Building this year.

WE MANUFACTURE HIGH CLASS GUAR-
ANTEED TELEPHONE EQUIPMENT.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co.,

LIMITED
18-20 Duncan Street, Toronto, Ont.




Martini—Regular
Martini—Dry (medium)
Martini— Brut (very dry)
Manhattan—Regular
Manhattan—Dry

HARTFORD

All Dealers
G. F. Heublein & Bro.

Sole Prop’s.

NEW YORK LONDON

THE EXCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA,

s v e s $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

s cu x are what intending insurers desire, both
nt’ obtained under ** Excelsior " policies which
l Profit also contain the *Last Word” in liberal

features.

m the Company has been able to pay satisfactory
rofits is because it has been continuously
?orcmost in those features from which profits

Remn are derived.

In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
Death Rate 34 per cent of expected.

1911 Expenses decreased 2.50 per cent.

nts Wanted: to give either entire or
spare time.

D. FASKEN,
President,

E. MARSHALL,
°  @eneral Manager

FAMOUS AT HOME AND ABROAD

Holland House
¥ifth Avenue and 30* Street
New ]ﬁ;‘xcki‘}\@itg

Favorably known for the Excellence of its
Cuisine -and the Character of its Patronage.

Enlarged Rooms. 200 New Baths.
- Every Modern Appointment

J. OTTO STACK
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WRITE FOR FREE COPY OF

HUNTING IN
NEW BRUNSWICK

INTERCOLONIAL
RAILWAY OF CANADA

Open Season for Moose, Caribou, Deer. Sept. 15—Nov, 30.
H. H. MELANSON, Gen. Pass. Agt.,, Intercolonial Railway, Moncton, N, B.
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JANUARY FEBRUARY ~ MARCH

NORTH GERMAN LLOYD

5BROADWAY OELRICHS &CO NEW YORK

i
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Planning Your

VACATION

BEAR IN MIND THE MANY DELIGHTFUL RESORTS
SO CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY THE

Canadian Pacific Railway

4 Point au Baril, French and Pickerel Rivers, Muskoka Lakes, Rideau Lakes,
; Kawartha Lakes, etc.

Full Particulars from C. P. R. Agents, or write

M.G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agest - - TORONTO

g PEIE WS
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CANNY CANADIANS

WHO CROSS THE ATLANTIC

Whether on Business or Pleasure Bent

TAKE THE “ROYAL” LINE

BECAUSE:---

R.M.S. “ROYAL EDWARD?” and “ROYAL
GEORGE” are the fastest in the British-

Canadian Service. And have set a new standard
in accomodation.

ALSO :---

Bristol is the “ Central Port of England,”
And they enjoy the 2% days on the St. Lawrence.

Descriptive Booklets for the Asking.

Write to any Steamship Agent or apply direct to General Agents :—
52 King Street E., Toronto, Ont.
226 St. James' Street, Montreal, Que.
123 Hollis Street, Halifax, N.S.
254 Union Station, Winnipeg, Man.
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*“JSULLAN SALE”
For Fine Leather Goods

WRITE FOR BOOKLET ON

WARDROBE TRUNKS

It fully describes, illustrates and prints the prices of a number of the leading lines in ** Julian Sale " Ward-
robe Trunks—the travelling requisite that is rapidly becoming universal as the trunk to travel with, sspeci-
ally if the visit or tour is to be of any considerable duration—The * Julian Sale” Wardrobe Trunks are
the most perfect product of the kind on the market to-day, and the booklet we will be pleased to send
you on request will make selection as easy to the out-of-town buyer as though coming to the * Julian

Sale " Store—Prices :
$28.00 to $120.00

If your dealer does not carry “Julian Sale™ Leather Goods write for Complete Catalogue No. 30

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada. ‘
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the Fall We
Fish and Hunt

HIS is the slogan of thousands of sportsmen the world over, and at this season the
question “ where to go’’ has to be solved. To the initiated this is comparatively easy,
as it is well known that the

“HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO”

is the sportsman’s paradise. Itis, as a consequence, only a question of deciding which of the
various districts of ““The Highlands " offers the greatest inducements.

HERE IS THE ANSWER

To the Fisherman : The streams and lakes of Algonquin National Park, Muskoka Lakes,

Lake of Bays, Timagami, Kawartha Lakes, Georgian Bay and Lake Nipissing Districts,
abound with all the species of game fish native to fresh waters.

To the Hunter: Timagami for moose and other large game. Muskoka Lakes, Lake of Bays
and Georgian Bay Districts for deer, etc. Small game and wild fowl are plentiful in all this
country. \

Write for copy of ‘‘ Haunts of Fish and Game,” which gives game laws and all information, to

any Grand Trunk representative, including J. QUINLAN, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, or
C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, Ont.

G. T. BELL, H. G. ELLIOTT,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
Montreal Montreal
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facilit
can be carried. su

by The Bank of Britis

cost at all of its numerous

y with which the necessary funds
ply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
North America and obtainable at moderate
establishments, provides a safeguard

§[gainst the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by

ravellers in obtaining funds
self-identifying,

In payment of Accounts.

s in foreign parts, The Cheques are
and in addition to bein'? negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readi

y accepted on Steamships

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666.66

Head Office :—LONDON, ENG,

Reserve Fund $2,920,000

Head Office in Canada +—MONTREAL

H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

ROUND THE WORLD

Tours de Luxe leave October 18, November8, 29, Eastbound ;
October 28, Southbound, including South Africa, Australia,
New Zealand, Etc. SPECIAL SHORT TOURS October 4
“'culhnund;]nnuary 10, 1914, Eastbound. Leisurely travel
in small groups; arrangements for travel, leadership, accom-
modation absolutely the best. Send for illustrated Pro-
gram 8,

SOUTH AMERICA

Complete Tours of South America, including Panama Canal
leave New York, November 29, January 24, Program 26,

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

for individuals. families, and
travel in Europe. America, and

rivate

arties arranged for
ound

e World,
Send for Program desired

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St. |.

PHIA,
NEW YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADEL ’
CHICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.

Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Over the World

Quebec Central Railway

The only line running through Pullman
cars with Dining car service between

Quebec and Boston

Through Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor and Dining
cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of the

White Mountains

For timetables and further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,
General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent
B2 SHERBROOKE, QUE.
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The Allan Line Steamship Co., Ltd.
ROYAL MAIL

e

LIVERPOOL — GLASGOW — HAVRE — LONDON

SUMMER SERVICES 19183

MONTREAL—QUEBEC to LIVERPOOL

MONTREAL MONTREAL
+CORSICAN Tues. 2 Septr, 3.00 a.m. | tTUNISIAN Tues. 16 Septr. 3.30 a.m,
+VIRGINIAN & Bkt 3.30 a.m. | tVICTORIAN > 23 3.30 a.m,
+CORSICAN . R 3.30 a.m.
MONTREAL—QUEBEC to GLASGOW
MONTREAL QuEBEC MONTREAL Quesec
*SCANDINAVIAN
Sat. 6 Septr. Dajlight Noon *PRETORIAN Sat. 20 Septr. Dajlight Noon
+HESPERIAN Thur. 11 ¢ 3.00pm. | +GRAMPIAN Thur, 25 ¢ “ 3.00 p.m.
*One Class ( II Cabin? Service. tRoyal Mail Steamers.
*MONTREAL—QUEBEC to HAVRE and LONDON
MONTREAL MONTREAL
CORINTHIAN Sun. 7 Septr. Daylight POMERANIAN Sun. 28 Septr. Daylight
SICILIAN 58 ol g B ¥4 SCOTIAN “ 5 Octr. “
“ 21 “ “
JONIAN *One Class (II Cabin) Servjce.
RATES OF PASSAGE
LIVERPOOL SERVICE: GLASGOW :
J i g S ey Royal Mail Steamers, First Class $70 up,
Flret—class—‘gf;::‘g:‘éatxggm‘ari ggg zg s 5 X Second Class $50 up,
i " AR One Class [II Cabin] - $47.50 up,
Second-class--Victorian, Virginian $52.50 up. | MONTREAL to HAVRE - $47.50 up,
Other Steamer -  $50.00 up. e LONDON $45.00 up,

For further information, tickets, reservations, etc., apply

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St., Montreal, Canada 90 State St., Boston, Mass.

ALLAN & COMPANY, 127 North Dearborn Street, Chicago, IIL
THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,

95 King St. West, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent
320 Homer Street, Vancouver, B.C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.
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Keep in Good Health with

XYDONOR causes a large

supply of the oxXxygen “ O d ’,
contained in the air to be absorbed Xy On Or

by the human system, so in-

creasing bodily vitality. By
oxygenizing the blood, making it purer and better able to do its work,

“Oxydonor” conquers Disease

If you are sick, run down, or rheumatic, Oxydonor will make you well; and
if you are well, it will keep you well.

Oxydonor is the invention of an eminent physician Dr, H. Sanche. Thou-
sands upon thousands of letters praising the wonderful Oxydonor have been
received by Dr. H. Sanche. They tell of the marvels of Oxydonor treatment.

Is your health poor? Is anyone near and dear to you suffering? Then
learn all about the Oxydonor treatment which calls for

No Drugs, Medicine or Doctors

Send Ifur our \':\l}l:lhlc book on health and the Oxydomor method of conquering :tickncss
and disease. It will be sent post free. Write for it to-day. Beware of fraudental imitations.

Dr. H. Sanche & Co. 4, Sttt o Montreal, Que.

Removal Notice

O WING to the rapid increase in our business we
——| Wwill remove to our new building: 200-206 Adelaide
St. West, Toronto, on October 1st. Our facilities
for filling all orders promptly will be greatly increased,
and we will be pleased to submit estimates for all kinds
of Printing and Bookbinding.

T. H. Best Printing Company, Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street W., Toronto

h
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Q
‘CLOTHES

SUITS FROM STOCK—

or made to measure——

, All equally well cut and tailored no matter
how cheap or how good—Prices $18.00
to $35.00.

Fashion-Craft is Fashion-Craft

Uniform quality work on all garments made,
namely the best—

Difference in price is caused by the difference
in materials used—

We invite your criticism feeling sure that we
| can convince you of our power to please—

Shops of
rr y))

in every important
Town and City in Canada
17-13
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Reéd what
this Mother

says:

‘T am the mother of eleven children
and have brought them all up \‘.'l
Robinson's ‘‘Patent” Barley, since they
were a fortnight old; they were all
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
just seven weeks old, and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very
delicate baby which was gradually
wasting away, and she tried several
kinds of food, and when I saw her |
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barley
and it is almost wonderful how .
child has improved since taking

the
- it,
I have recommended it to severa)

’ people, as I think it is a splendid food
for babies, and 1 advise every mothey

that has to bring up her baby by hang

to use Robinson's ‘Patent’ Barley, as
it is unequalled.” : '

; Mrs. A. C. Goodall,
gets the credit for the health, . e

12 Mount Ash Road,
of this family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hill, S.E..

MAGOR SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL

London, l‘:ngl:m\j

Your House
Party

will be a
success if

you serve

biscuits and

cheese with

Cosgrave’s Pale Ale
Cosgraves delicious ( chill-proof ) Pale Ale has an effervescence

and sparkle that is as delicious as the finest champagne.
Its snappiness makes it a delightful drink on a warm day.

KEEP A CASE IN THE HOUSE. U-50
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Try the Other Man’s
Way to End Corns

When somebody says, the scientific way. Apply a Blue-jay plaster.
““My way best ends corns’’— Note how the pain _stops instantly. Note
Try it and find out how the whole corn, within 48 hours, loosens
iy and comes out. No pain, no soreness, no
It may be a liquid, a jnconvenience.
salve or an old-fashioned Since this invention, over 60,000,000 corns
are are have been removed by Blue-jay.
gt A A B Try both ways—t%e right Xnd wrong, the
old and new. Then, when somebody says
out-of-date. “Try my way’’ next time, you’ll know what
Then, when it fails, try to say.

treatments—all way

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. Itloosens the corn.
B stops the pain and keeps the wax from spreading.

C wraps around the toe. Itis narrowed to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists — 15¢ and 25¢ per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters.

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

Bunions are Doomed

THER GOODS All the agony and torture of bunions will soon be forgotten and
FINE LEA your feet will regain their perfect lines and shapeliness if you use
New, Finest Complete Line of DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION-RIGH

It straightens the crooked toe—removes f
the cause of your bunion or enlarged joint l.
permanently. Gives instant relief and final .
cure of all bunion pains—and can be
washed and replaced as often as desired,
Dr. Scholl's Bunion-Right sold at Shoe or

Drug Stores, 50c each, $1.00

a am.

)Yonc,\' back if not satisfied.

} FREE ADVICE

Write today for Dr. Scholl's great book on bun-

ions and name of dealer who sells his appliances
! for all foot troubles.

THE B. SCHOLL MFG. CO.
[ 214 King Street East, Toronto;, Canada.

BAD DEBTS COLLECTED EVERY-
9 WHERE. No collection, no charge.
LADIES BAGS American-Vancouver Mercantile Agency,
336 Hastings Street West, Vancouver,
wa“eu, Lotior and. Card Cases, B: C. Phone Seymour 3650.
Portfolios, Etc. WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE

BROWN BROS. TRY MURINE &omeytins - recis

Try it for Red, Weak,
EYE REMEDY ity 5o
ula yelids.
. Ilustrated Book i: h kage.
51'53 Welllngton st. W., TORONTO‘ byu:u?OClllis?.s—fne:tca '?ZE?:teangtemgl‘llcrii::’}s—cl?\ﬁps:el:id‘:g
successful Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedicated

LIMITED

to the public and sold by Druggists at 25¢-50¢ per bott] . ine
. Bye Salve in aseptic tubes, 25c-60c. Murine Inp:—u, cg. .g‘::n»
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in Jams and Jellies is the most delicious

that can be obtained, because these

Goods are made from only the purest of
::::::::;:' Fruits under the most hygenic condi-
5.0.9.9,9% ;
g tions—The natural flavorof fresh fruits

Try an order of UPTON’S
on your next Grocery List

THE T. UPTON COMPANY LIMITED
HAMILTON . ONTARIO

SANOL’S ANTI-DIABETES

:'

I A remedy which has no equal for

| ) q

| DIABETES

l No Diabetic should fail to give this perfectly
' .
|

|

harmless and efficacious remedy a trial. [t
never fails to effect wonderful results. It hag
the unrestricted approval of prominent physis
cians. Price $2.00 per bottle,

SANOL

‘ is a Reliable Cure for Gall Stones, Kidney
i Trouble, Kidney Stones, Bladder Stones"
Gravel, Lumbago and all diseases arising
|| from Uric Acid.” Price $1.50.

| SANOL’S BLOOD SALT

| (Sal Sanguinis)

This salt is an excellent and absolutely harm-
| less remedy for any disturbances of digestion
I such as Dyspepsia, Gastric Catarrh, Sour
|

PENWOOD
GOOD LOOKS -GOOD FIT-—-
GOOD WEAR. wasting and nervous diseases.

Stomach, Heartburn, Loss of Appetite, Con-
stipation, etc., and as an aid to digestion in

The preparations of the originator have been
awarded First Prize Medal at the Hygiene
Didactical Exposition by the University of
Lemberg. Price 50c. per bottle. 5

LITERATURE ON REQUEST,

EARL & WILSON |
|
; The Sanol Mfg. Company of Canada, Ltd.

SHIRTS $159 AND MORE

975 Main Street, Winnipeg, Man. g
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Some Interesting Facts About

. GOURAUD'S
v Oriental Cream

A preparation for preserving, beautifying
and purifying the skin and complexion,
and reasons why it should be on the dressing
table of every woman.

BECAUSE it will render the skin like the softness of velvet leaving it clear and pearly
white, which is the height of fashion at the present time.

BECAUSE it has stood the test of public approval for over 65 years the surest guar-
antee of its perfection.

BECAUSE it is a greaseless preparation and will not encourage the growth of hair, a
very important feature to consider when selecting a toilet article.

BECAUSE it is a liquid preparation and will remain on the skin until washed off, far
surpassing dry powders that have to be applied so frequently.

BECAUSE itis a preparation highly desirable for use when preparing for daily or
evening attire.

BECAUSE it is highly recommended by actresses, singers and women of fashion as a
superior preparation for the skin and complexion.

BECAUSE the fashion of the present day requires that the complexion of the well-
groomed woman shall be of a snowy whiteness.

BECAUSE it is a daily necessity for the toilet of the well-groomed woman whether at
home or while traveling, as it protects the skin from injurious effects of the elements’

BECAUSE it purifies the skin, protecting it from blemishes and skin troubles.

BECAUSE of its soothing effect on the skin when sun-burned.

BECAUSE. it relieves tan, pimples, blackheads, moth patches, rash, freckles and vulgar
redness, yellow and muddy skin.

PRICE 50c and $1.50 PER BOTTLE
On Sale at Druggists or Department Stores or direct on receipt of price.

A soft, velvety sponge must always be used for applying GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL CREAM. It is wise
to procure one of

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL VELVET SPONGES

They are perfectly smooth and velvety and will give the most satisfactory results, Price 50c in dustproof boxes,

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Props.
37 GREAT JONES STREET ey s NEW YORK

—_—
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A Real Car at a Right Price

OU will find in the McLAUGHLIN none of the fads and
fancies which are used as talking points where instrinsic
merit is lacking.

Forty-three years’ experience in the production of high-grade vehicles

has proved the wisdom of adherence to tried and tested principles. With every
modern improvement which IS an improvement,

_l;u::iﬁoutéa::l d the McLAUGHLIN will meet the requirements
£ v $81 250 u of the man who is looking for a 4 Real Car at
szt 4 P- a Right Price.

Write for literature

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., LIMITED, OSHAWA

Toronto Garage and Salesroom—Corner Church and Richmond Streets
Other Branch Houses—St. John, N.B., Hamilton London, Belleville,
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The Safe Car To Buy:
The Russell-Knight 1914.

AFTER a year of exhaustive tests, the improvements that placed the 1913
Russell a year ahead of its competitors, have been refined and improved
to the point where it would seem that motor car engineers can go no further.

Ever a pioneer in improvements called for by Canadian road conditions, the
Russell 1913 Models led with left-hand drive, central gear control, electric
lighting, electric starting, power pump, second wind-shield and tonneauheating.
These were, indeed, radical departures, and it is no wonder that many 1914 models are being
heralded only now as possessing such conveniences. With the Russell 1914 models they are
Standard Equipment. .

Think what that means. Standard Equipment—NOT experiments! A whole year has been
devoted to refining and perfecting these features. Twelve months of rigorous road tests,
in every Province of Canada, have taken place. Twelve months of sifting of countless
reports and data from owners, drivers and Russell agents have passed by. Twelve
months of painstaking factory research, investigation and improvement are behind us.
NOW, with augmented power in an engine built under the personal supervision of the
greatest staff of automobile engine experts in the world, headed by Charles Y. Knight—
with a grace of line, with a degree of comfort and convenience impossible without this
expenditure of time and experiment, the Russell-Knight 1914 comes to you as the safe
car to buy. S—
As to the superiority of the Russell-Knight sleeve-valve type of engine over the poppet
valve, there is no longer any question in the minds of experienced motorists. The recent
test of one of America's most noted makes of poppet valve motors before the Automobile
Club of America, compared with that of the Knight Engine made four years ago before
the Royal Automobile Club of Great Britain, adjudges the superiority of the Knight con.
clusively, and on every count. And, be it remembered, the Russell-Knight 1914 engine
embodies all the improvements that Knight engineers the world over have devised; for
all work together for the common good of Knight licensees.

Unworthy feature there is none. Untried feature there is none. Old and unused ideas
masquerading under the guise of modern wonders there are none. But the Russell-
Knight 1914 does come as a tried and proven car of such merit as can be found nowhere
else on the market today.

The Russell-Knight 1914 Motor Cars will be on

view at the Canadian National Exhibition, Toronto.
Any doubt in your mind as to the suitability for you of the Russell-Knight 1914 can be
readily solved by a ‘ turn at the wheel.” A demoanstration, more complete than you could
ask for, will be arranged on application.
Russell-Knight 1914 chassis and standard bodies are as follows :

Russeli-Knight 4-Cylinder ‘‘28” Russell-Knight * Six ”—7-Passenger
Roadster Model ...................... $3200 TOUFIEEN. . O e S AL S &,
S-Pmer To“mu Model """ sszso ...............................

Both chassis are built with Landaulet and Limousine bodies at proportionate prices. All quotations F.0.B. West

Toronto.
Russell Motor Car Company Limited
Head Office and Factory - West Toronto.

Branches at Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver, and Melbourne, Australia
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= =
e —
Electric head, side and | Brewster Green Body with
tail lights a light green striping, nickel

¢ StoragejBattery and and aluminum trimmings
Ammeter Mohair Top and Boot

| 35 Horsepower Motor Clear Vision Windshield

. N4-Inch Wheelbase Stewart Speedometer

Timken Bearings Electric Horn
33 x 4 Q. D. Tires Flush U Doors with Disap.

Cowl Dash pearing hinges

$1250

Completely Equipped. Duty Paid F.O.B. Toledo
With Gray & Davis Electric Starter and Generator—$1425

THE 1914 Overland is ready for distribution and delivery. Qur
production for next year has been increased to 50,000 cars.
This greatly increased production, combined with the natural
manufacturing economy of restricting ourselves to one chassis again
enables us to make our customary annual offer of considerably more
car for considerably less money. 1914 catalogue on request.

The Willys-Overland Company, Dept. 4 Toledo, Ohio

316

=
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REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
glow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and crying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-

nd upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrheea, reg-
plates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colie, softens the Gums, re-

duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. ‘‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Boothing Syrup’’ for ehil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
purses in the United States, and is for
gale by all druggists throughout the
world. Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs, Win-

-plated Steel, three sizes; putup
3 in Bright Metal boxes of 50 & 100 each.
YaurSlaﬂoneB 10, 15 Zgoiz 25¢,

slow’s Soothing Syrup.’’
10¢ for box of 5! L
is’EAO&I‘} s:u-: NOW 100 MILLION.

H ’RTS“O

Shirriffs

Wood or tin rollers. mproved*
requires no tacks, Inventor's
signature on genuine:
Washburne's Pat, “0.K.” Paper
Fasteners, used exclusively by those
who desire the bestin Office, Bank,
luﬁHone.
TrueVanill
irdcvaniiia
Imagine how much
more delicious cakes taste
when flavored with real vanilla
extract. You can make certain
of using real extract of finest
Vanilla beans by buying
Shirriff’s True Vanilla.
24 .

Fresh, clean and bright §

is the wake of the Bissell |

on carpet or rug. It re-
moves the dingy dust and ¥
picks up the litter. Broom- ¥:%
ing is a harsh, dusty way to Py
‘““clean” your carpets and {4
raises more dust than
gathers.

| BISSELL’S

“Cyco” BALL BEARING

Carpet Sweeper

with its easy glide and gentle action §
of the pure bristle revolving brush
¢ saves carpets. There is none of the E
i“: harsh scraping of nozzles and heavy §5\!
2% apparatus, and remember, there is no
substitute for the actual airing and sun-
ning to make a carpet sani-
tary tothe very ‘““roots.” You
can get a Bissell from your ! ,
dealer for $3.00 and up.
Let us mail you the booklet,

““Easy, Economical, Sanitary
~ Sweeping.

{ Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co.
Grand Rapids, M?ch. %

Canadian Factory :

:v iy ¥ Niagara Falls, Ont.
e | "/4 TTW “We Sweep
B [~ "" l the World ”

ey

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledged to
be the finest crea-
tion of Water-
proof Collars
ever made. As

to see, and buy

no other. All
mgflo.glnlrg;l:or ?o. stores or direct

or
68 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO
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FEARMAN’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but ‘Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.

Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

w—

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

3 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Your Floors Are Abused

through the dropping of ]iquids

the shuffling of feet, the moving
of furniture,—and against these abuses
they are protected merely by a thin,

transparent finish. Then, by all means,
see that this finish is sufficiently tough
and elastic to safeguard them against
possible injury.

ELAZCA
FLOOR FINISH

the one perfect floor warnish, is made
to give a high lustrous finish to floors,
to resist the severest wear and tear
and to remain unstreaked, unmarred
and free from spots.

ELASTICA is easily applied and
dries hard over night. In the morning
your floors are not only beautiful to look at, but pre-
pared to withstand months of hard service. When
you refinish this Spring, insist on ELASTICA.

Ask for Beautiful Floor Book No. 85

**How to Finish Floors’—Home Edition. Itcontains
complete information about the proper care of floors,

Doz Yt

TORONTO
Factory of Shndlrd Varnish Workg

New York, hcmbol:ndon. Berlin,

hrceni the 1d and first to
n the worl
te standards of quality,
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and action mark the successful man or
woman.

Heavy uncomforiable underclothing
hampers the movements and saps the

energy.

PEETEE

PURE WOOL, UNSHRINKABLE

UNDERWEAR

Fall is light in weight, but because
L?-Ihe pureness and quality of wool used,
it absorbs all the perspiration and pre-
vents a chill.

i e Ii é body is
ee action of the hmbs and 3
ferndered easy by shaping 'the garment
during the process of knitting.
All joins are knitted not sewn. Made
in sizes to fit all the family.

Worn by the Best People.
Sold by the Best Dealers.

Manufactured by
The C. TURNBULL CO. of Galt, Limited

Also manufacture’
r?‘;tﬁ":ﬁm CEETEE” Shaker Knit sweater Coats.
n

r2 of Turnbull's High-class Rl}fhml Under-
es and Children. Turnbull's “M” Bands for

i

|
|
|

The Charm of

Colonial Silverware

The quaintness and simplic-
ity of olden times find expres-
sion in our “ Old Colony "
pattern.  Added to these
qualities is the finish that
results from present day skill
and methods. The design
possesses individuality in a
marked degree without re-
sorting to over-ornamentation
or sacnficing its purity of

outlne. Like all

I84T ROGERS BROS.

“Silver Plate that Wears"’

i it is made in the heaviest

grade of silver plate and is
backed by the largest makers
with*an unqualified guaran-
tee made possible by an
actual test of over 65 years.

Most Popular for Gifts y/
Thc’unvarying quality and

richness of design make

1847 ROGERS BROS. silver.
ware especially favored for
gifts. _

Sold by leading dealers.
Send for illustrated cata-
logue. :

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO.
Limiren
HAMILTON, ONTARIO

MERIDER, CONN. NEW YORK
CHICAGO . SAN FRANCISCO

83
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To protect
the skin

when e Lo AE
traveling SIS A A

More than any other time the skin
needs protection during a ral!\,vay
journey. The dry heatand dust wither
it, the soot and grime sink into every
pore, imposing a burden too great for
the skin to meet and making it excess-
ively sensitive and tender.

. t t Read the H'or;dl»ury
III treatment to protect your
Use thls trea en skin when traveling.
i s ial Soap
he your face with Wooflb\':ry s Facial Soz
u?el:al.tiymes during the day’s journey. Rub its

er your face. Rinse and Make it a habit to use Woodbury’s regularly
lather le’,‘:‘lly :vfe:e:;:dl::her? Then bathe it for wherever you are. It keeps your skin active so
r‘pe.tl Wl'nubes with clear, cold water—the colder that it can withstand trying conditions, keeps it
ﬁeb':t:; in perfect health.
Y p : 5 Woodbury’s Facial Soap costs 25¢ a cake. No
: Wf)odbllfy" Egcml dS;);pnlgeg;e ‘.;‘;:: &fe:trxln::t one hesitates at the price after their first cake.
| thority on the 'h,“‘ m;;eneﬁcial R e counteracts As a matter of fact, it is not expensive, for it is
with its rf'h:’cal:sge,d by the smoke and dust and solid soap—all soap. It wears from two to three
the ’"‘mﬂ:: “drying” effect of the heat. Used times as long as the ordinary soap.
rellevet;d several times during a day’s journey, Tear off the illustration of the cake shown be-
as sta will arrive at the end with your skin as low and put it in your purse as a reminder to get
::"ihy (n):d attractive as when you started. Woodbury’s today and get its benefits,

Woodbury’s Facial Soap

For sale by Canadian druggists from coast to coast including Newfoundland

Write today to the Woodbury
Canadian factory for samples

For 4c we awill send a sample cake. For 10c sam-
ples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial Cream and Facial
Powder. For 50¢, a copy of the Woodbury Book on the
care of the skin and hair and samples of the Woodbury
preparations.  Write today to the Andrew Jergens Co.,
Ltd., 109-H Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario.

|




86 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

- IMPReVE Y2UR HEALTH WHILE -
. SATISFYING Y2UR THIRST -

O’Keefe's “Gold Label Ale” is
concentrated health, strength and
vigor. Itis a rich, creamy old
ale — containing just the
nutriment needed
to build up and
invigorate the
whole system.

Eddy’s “Safeguard’ Safety Matches

—in special convertible box.

-—good matches always ready at the bottom.

—burnt sticks are dropped in the top.

— noiseless; heads do not glow.

—and absolutely non-poisonous.

For safety’s sake---Eddy’s

EDDY’S Matches are

the only NON- e Safeguard > Maiches-__
POISONOQUS matches s :
manufactured in ONL : ShOUlCI be in
Canada. every home.
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P.A.is thel
“Big Smoke
Medicine”

RINCE ALBERT

has soothed all kinds
of pipe grouches for all
kinds of men. One of
the most interesting cases
is that of the American
Indians on the reserva-
tions. These direct de-
scendants of the original
jimmy pipers have taken to

PRINGE ALBERT

the national joy smoke

with the same enthusiasm their forefathers
took after paleface scalps.

P. A. is the “Big Smoke Medicine” in the
lodges of hundreds of thousands of men of
all races. You can smoke P. A. without feel-
ing your scalp come up or your tongue
blister. The bite is removed by that
wonderful patented process that makes
P. A. different, distinct, delicious.

Sold everywhere in full 2-o0z. tins.

"'Pm
R. J.REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY “«»e,,;«« ayn
Wisiston-Salesi. N.C. U.S/A. I "oty
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There is a Dress Problem Moral
Here for All Women

Mrs R. C, Diter, of Scarsdale, says:

““If you want your husband to compliment you on
the freshness of your dress and wonder how you have
so many changes, just use Diamond Dyes.

“T laughingly tell my friends that Diamond Dyes
help me hold conquest over my Lome by retaining all
those little niceties of new and dainty costumes so
essential to all women,

““It is so simple to take the ‘tired look' from any
gown you like,

** The enclosed photograph illustrates thi .

‘“1 had an old light blue crepe de chine gown that
[ didn't want to part with so I simply took a piece of
old material 1 had—made a pannier effect—gave a
touch here and there and dyed it green.

““ No greater satisfaction than the words from my
husband, ¢ Dot, your a wonder,'"

Out’of the Ordinary, But True

Mrs. T. L. Reuse, of Huntington, writes:

1 feel that mine is such an unusual case that you should know
about it.

“ My husband is a young lawyer, and like all young lawyers has
{ots more brains than money. When he told me that one of the
members of the firm was going to drop into dinner one night I was
panic stricken. 1 had one day’s grace and not a thing to wear,

“Diamond Dyes solved the problem. I had a light gray poplin
and by a little remodeling and dyeing it terra cotta it turned out a
striking gown as the accompanying photograph shows.

“ As we all sat down to dinner the next night and I saw the look
Light blue crepe de chine ©f pride va my husband’s face, I realized so well that in a ten cent

J Gray poplin dyed te
dyed green. package of Diamond Dyes there is so much happiness.” v o

Diamond Dyes

in the home go a long way towards solving the dress problem.

Truth About Dyes for Home Use

There are two classes of fabrics—Animal Fibre Fabrics and Vegetable Fibre Fabrics.

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vegetable fibre fabrics. *“ Union™
or ‘“ Mixed" goods are usually 607, to 807, Cotton—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics,

It is a chemical impossibility to get perfect color results on all classes of fabrics with any dye
that claims to color animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics equally well in one bath, =~

We manufacture two classes of Diamond Dyes, namely—Diamond Dyes for Wool or Silk to
color Animal Fibre Fabrics and Diamond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods to color Vegeta-
ble Fibre Fabrics, so that you may obtain the Very Best results'on EVERY fabric.

Diamond Dyes Sell at 10 cents Per Package.
Valuable BOOk and Samples Free.—Send us your dealer's name and address—tel]

hether or not he sells Diamond Dyes. We will then send you that famous book of helps, t
tIJ)Sia‘:vno‘ildeDye Annual and Direction Book, also 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free. PS, the

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED, 200 MOUNTAIN STREET, MONTREAL, CANADA

S—

——

.




“Delicious]”

It’s the finest asparagus
you ever put in your
mouth—and you'll say so
yourself when you taste
it. For there’s nothing
like Libby’s—anywhere
—at any price. Libby’s
Asparagus comes from
the “Garden Spot” of
the country—the Sacra-
mento River Islands.

There they grow the finest
asparagus in the world.  Big,
white, tender, meaty stalks—
delightful to see and delicious
to taste.

And there, not a stone’s
throw from the fields, we
built a Libby kitchen, to which
comes daily the pick of the crop.

And the best of it is we
save—for
9 your table—
the delicious
taste of this

superb

California
sparagus

For the day the stalks are cut, they
go straight to the Libby chefs—a'\nd
what the Libby chefs do—wvell, just
you buy a can of Libby’s California
Asparagus and see for yourself.,

Libby, MSNeill & Libby

Chicago




Like
Lightning

a valuable thought passes through

the clear brain on its way to mighty
results.

If coffee makes weak thinking
change to

Instant
- Postum

“There’s a Reason.”

Postum comes in two forms.
Regular Postum (must be boiled)
Instant Postum doesn't require boiling,

but is prepared instantly by stirring alevel
teaspoonful in a cup of hot water.

4
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AP P
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)G gy 4
Prid b & SR
% %%%2% %2 %%%% % oof
’
‘“THE CHOCOLATES THAT ARE DIFFERENT’
[ O A T R

i

The Joy of Housekeeping

Housekeeping becomes a joy wlien the hard
work of cleaning, dusting aud polishing hard-
wood floors is done away with, This is the
mission of the

(€darMop

It cleans, dusts and polishes all
at one time-and puts an end to
getting down on the hands and
knees. A hard, dry, durable lustre
without hard rubbing.

Sold on Trial

$1.50 at your dealer's, and money
refunded after two days' trial if you
are not delighted.

Channell Chemical Co., Ltd, :

369 Sorauren Ave. -
TORONTO, ONT.

Channell Chemical Co.
1456 Carroll Ave.
Chicago

Sent, prepaid upon
receipt of price
if not at your
dealer’s ~ -

ok

A Mennen summer suggestion

Powder your neck with Mennen’s where
your collar rubs.

The powder absorbs the perspiration, allays
irritation and eliminates chafing. It makes
your collar feel so much more comfortable.
If your necktic won't slide easily in your
collar, rub the collar with a little Mennen’s.

For sale everywhere, 25¢c, or by mail
postpaid. Sample box 4c in stamps.

GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY, NEWARK, N. J.

—

Hamas

T. H. Best PRINTING Co » Limitep, ToroNTO, CAN,




