s e e e ) e @ o () e & e — o o e
S S — \N— A e e s —'"—',,'.-i }

e l

CANADIAN
INE |

ERICE 25 CENTS )

U

l

ll

> 2 % 3 ‘
K.\» e — «(/:Q o \l
{,
I

GSAS_ T T3

VA it P L[

S Fﬁ'm“"s’"’
(222 SV
W BESESE e

Q> (S LB ==

S

{ f]

=87

D) B

Jine. 1014 ]

HE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED (|
TORONTO m

\) >
— N Q . ~ N ey R ity oY, NSNS,
= \ ;-‘ “.ﬁ.ﬁ.‘..l"‘ S e g —
S R A e

l
W
U
I
A=



DELICAGY»

RY DEPT. CANADIAN MAGAZINE




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

—

THE EVER POPULAR
HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Whizh has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

OVER FORTY YEARS.
(> - T )
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SALT

PLEASANT TO TAKE,
Refreshing and Invigorating.
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! ) % HERE is no simpler, safer or more =

% /A0 Y FRUIT SALINE o FRUITPOWOFR sindble ket wher vty B

" 1,9'3‘ natural means, get rid of dangerous =

,/;"u HEALTH-GIVING waste matter without depressing the =
g PLEASATE EOOLING: spirits or lowering the vitality.

, o REFRESHING

| & INVIGORATING. It can be safely used every day

even by invalids and children.

THE BEST OF ALL
HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
AT ALL TIMES.

Prepared caly by J. C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT SALT* WORKS, LONDON, S.E.

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO.,Ltd,,
10, McCau! Street, Toronto.

i

%E



RS e =0

The Canadian Magazine

Vol. XLIII Contents, June, 1914 No. 2

Broop or THE WITCH-QUEEN, FI1cTION Sax Rohmer - - - - - - 113
JusToN TmMB. - = = - oo o A, A Thomson: = - .- - -198

§
' STREET AT ANVERS, PAaINTING BY COROT - - - - PFRONTISPIECE
TaHE BROOK. VERSE - - - - - - Ewyn Bruce Mackinnon - - 128

TaE SoN AND HEIR. A PAINTING - Florence Carlyle - - - - - 129
WiniaM LyoNn MackeNziE IN To- ﬂ
RONTO . -~ -4 @™, o e e B0 Hathaway - 2 - =131
ILLUSTRATED
‘WaITING FOR A PLAYWRIGHT - - - Fred Jacob - - - . . . 149
To THE MEADOW LARK. VERSE - - Mary Cornell - - - - - - 146
TaeANsULT A BAINTING e e 5 Royhet - F o SLVEL S i a4
Frrry-Four ForTY OoR Fi¢ET - - - Harold Sands - - - - - - 149
In Jovous GARDE. VERSE - - - - Anne Higginson Spicer - - 152
=\ A Song or THIs LAND - - - - - Mrs, Arthur Murphy - - - 155
5 ALL-OF-A-SUDDEN SILVER. FicrioN - Louise Morris - - - - -159
 APPLE BLossoms. VERSE. - - - - Arthur L. Phelps - - - - 164 |8
3 ' Tae Lmac GowN. A PaINTING - - Charles Furse - - - - - 165
%) Lake Tmmaeami - - - - - - - Matthew Parkinson - - - - 167 Mo
v ILLUSTRATED )
THE GREAT LaKES, VERSE - - - - Howard M. Jones - - - - 173 (&
THE EQUESTRIENNE. A PAINTING - John Lavery - - - - - -175 %
| TeeE ADVENTURES OF ANIWAR ALl - Madge Macbheth - - - - - 177
REepISTRIBUTION IN THE COMMONS - Arnutt J. Magurn == 183
J HopB. VERSE - - - - - - - - Percy H. Punshon - - - - 186
1 Tae WiNNINg NuMmBEr. FicTioN - Perceval Gibbon - -.- - 187
Tee CHILDREN’S LuNcH. A PAaiNTING Edouard Frere - - - - - 193
StEPHEN HALES: PIONEER IN VEN- 4
TILATION - = = = = = - = . Professor D. Fraser Harris - 195
A Qurstion or Morive. Fiction - Esther Winnifred Dengate - 201
NeBULOUS ‘PoriTios -« = - =~ = :- VYincent Basevi - - - - . 207
In SurroLk, A PAINTING - - - - Arnesby Brown - - - - .211
CURRENT EVENTS, = v o 08 o0 = Jipiac o DD e o gl e e 0.0
TaE Lmmpapye TABLE = .= o, = =0 co ol o Biies s i g
$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
.SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS., e
Letters containing subscriptions should be registered and addressed to The CANADIAN
MAGAZINE, 200-206 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. European Offices,

Regent St., Lendon, S.W. 38 Rue du Louvre, Paris.
Copyright, Canada, 1914, by The Ontario Publishing Co., Limited




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

|
. When next in
. London ?

{
Remember that the World’s Greatest Hotel offers all the
amenities and luxuries, conveniences and facilities which
only Europe’s largest and most completely equipped ménage
can offer.

Picturesciue Situation—The Cecil has a broad and
noble frontage overlooking
the river Thames with entrance giving on to the Strand,

London’s principal thoroughfare.

Convenience—The Cecil is conveniently situated, mid~
way between East and West London,
within easy reach of the Theatres, Termini and large business
establishments of the Metropolis.

Equipment_The Cecil is the most comprehensively equipped

e residential establishment in the World—Bed-
rooms quiet and restful ; Bathroom contigious to everyone.
Radiation in rooms and corridors. Telephone in every room,
Orchestra throughout the day in handsome lofty Louis
Quatorze Palm Court. Garage free for all Visitor’s Cars.

Tariff—Strictly moderate, meals in the beautiful Empire Rest-
aurant may be had & la carte at Prix-Fixe.

Ask at the Travel Bureaw of this Magasine for a copy
of the Hotel Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and illustra-
tion, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's wniterior its imposing
exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a
variety of general information that will be found very useful
to the intending visitor to London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO. CAN.

F. W. Kaiser ‘ . Gen. Manager,




The Next Canadian

WILL CONTAIN

THE LAST OF THE UNGAS
By M. GRATTON O'LEARY

This is the Odyssey of the Great White North. The records of Greece
Rome, Persia, or Carthage may be scanned in vain for a story more full of
primordial human passion. It is the tale of how a bitter tribal hate well-
ed up in one awful hour, wiping out of existence every man of the rich
and powerful Ungas, and sending into captivity every woman of the tribe.
The facts were discovered by a party of surveyors and geologists sent out
by the Canadian Government, and in the July number of the ‘‘Canadian’’
are told by Mr. O’Leary for the first time. ;

MOUNT ROBSON: A CANADIAN GIANT
By P. W. WALLACE

During the coming summer the peak of Mount Robson in the Cana-
dian Rockies will be the goal of Alpine parties, and this spirited account
of successful attempts in the past will give some idea of the dangers and
excitement that attend a conquest of this notable giant. There are some
superfine photographs by Byron Harmon.

THE GAEL AND THE SEA

By S. P. MACDONALD

A fine analytical study of the effect that the sea has had on the char-
acter and temperament of the Gael.

ENTHRALLING SHORT STORIES

Including the second of the ‘““BROOD OF THE WITCH-QUEEN"’
Series, by Sax Rohmer, and second also of ‘“THE ADVENTURES OF
ANIWAR ALIL’”’ by Madge Macbeth, as well as other short stories by
Canadian writers.
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HORROCKSES’
FLANNELETTES

(Made by the Manufacturers of the celebrated Longcloths, Twills and Sheetings

are made from carefully selected Cotton.

The nap is short and close.
No injurious chemicals are used.
Quality, designs and colorings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this useful material for Underwear
all the year round would buy THE BEST
ENGLISH MAKE, they would appreciate the
comort and durability which inferior qualities of

FLANNELETTE do not possess.

See the name Annual Sale
“HORROCKSES” on ithe upwards of
selvedge every two yards. Ten Million yards.

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporaed Institute of Hygiene

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent :—
MR. JOHN E. RITCHIE, 417 King’'s Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St.
West, MONTREAL.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

g€ NY&% THE
ME@L&N@ IN

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

__COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lp. T oo o ENGLAND
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The One
and Only

HP sauce

ONE QUALITY
ONE SIZE
ONE PRICE

Stores sell
)} H.P.—here

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

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

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

HAVE YOU A
BOOKPLATE ?

I design and engrave
Bookplates to incor-
porate any desired fea-
ture, each design being
original work, specially
drawn for each plate.
Pencil sketch showing
suggested treatment
sent for approval in all
cases. The cost varies,
of course, according to the amount of work
involved and the method of engraving, rang-
ing from Five Dollars for design, plate and
100 proofs complete in the case of a simple
design, but in all cases I feel sure my prices
are much lower than are usually charged for
equally good work,

I have sent many Bookpiates to Canada and -

U.S.A. and have a large number of testimo-
nials as to the excellent way in which the de-
signing and engraving have been executed.

On request I will send specimens free to any address
at home or abroad. It generally takes about three weeks
to complete the design, plates and 100 proofs, but as
Bookplates are increasingly recognised as most suitable
%‘lfts, it 1s sometimes necessary to complete in less time,

do this whenever possible.

H. C WARD,
49 Great Portland St., London, England.

Though battered and bent,
The danger’s slight,

They will mend the rent
With friend Fluxite.

Solid, sound soldering is easily done with

the paste flux that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING
and Lead Jointing.

With a little Fluxite the solder grips like magic, even on
dirty metals. BOTH Amateurs and Mechanics use it
in all parts ot the world. YOU want some.

Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.

The “ Fluxite” Soldering Set contains a special “‘Small-
space” Soldering Iron, a pocket Blow-Lamp, Fluxite,
older, etc., and a pamphlet on “Soldering Work."

Sample Set, Post paid direct, $1.35
Auto Controller €o., 266 Vienna Rd., Bermondsey, Eng.

.
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Royal
Appointments

47 ’

A Smart Costume
with cut-away
coat. Collar and
cuffs, trimmed

check material as

skirt... ... $17.80
(Plus Duty)

EMPHASIZING
Economy and
WISDOM

in the selection of
Ladies’ Garments and
Dress Fabrics

We have a Style Book and a complete range
of patterns which we would like to send you,
Madam, if you are interested in economy as well
as style in Wearing Apparel.

For over forty years we have pursued the policy
of giving value and satisfaction. Our fabrics, with
their rare weaves and reasonable prices, are the
choice of discriminating ladies the world over.

From the West of England
Direct to You!

Either a Suit, Skirt, Coat, Dress, or the goods
in the piece or by the yard—an economic way of
obtaining exclusive materials.

Judge our splendid range of patterns for your-
self—they are yours for the asking.

TO EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED,
(of Wellington, Somerset, England)
Warehouse A, 119 Wellington Street W., Toronto.

Dear Sirs;—
Please send me your complete range of Patterns for
the coming Spring Season.

Vel b T o ice o S e i AR S SRR S R
Can, Mag.

Use this
COUPON
NOwW!

MEN—
Write for
full lines of
fine pat-
terns  of
suitings.

THE HALL-MARK OF

INTRINSIC WORTH
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Noted for Superiority in Quality, Fit and Value.

DON GLOVE COMPANY

IENGLAND’'S GREAT GLOVE STORE

LADIES’ REAL KID GLOVES.

Made from fine skins, splen-
didly finished ; in ‘White, Beav-
ers, Tans, Browns, Greys or
Black. Three Press Buttons.
69 cents per pair.

Ladies® Strong Kid Gloves,

fine quality,pique sewn,in White,
Tans, Beavers, Greys or Black,
Two Pearl Press Buttons, 86
cents per pair,
The ¢ VALLIER,”>—
Best Quality Wash-
able French Kid,
in White, Biscuit,
Lavender, Greys,
Pastel Beavers and
Tans, 4 Pearl But-
tons. 95 cents,

LADIES’ CAPE
GLOVES

The ‘OONNAUGHT,®
— Superior quaiit:

Cape Gloves (Brits

made), in Tan
Shades, Spear
Points, Prix - seam
71 oents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07

sewn. 2 Press Buttons.

EVENING CLOVES
The ‘“OPERETTA* Real Kid Gloves in White, Cream or
Black. Twelve Button length mous uetaire, 95 cents per
air, Three pairs tor $2.80. 16 Button ength, mousquetaire,
§1.zo per pair, 3 pairs for $3.59. 20" Button length,
mousquetaire, $1.69 per pair, 3 pairs for $4.99,

The °“‘VALLIER.”’—Best Quality Washable French Kid
in White only. Eight Button length, mous uetaire, $1.34
per pair, 3 pairs for $3.96. Twelve Button length,
mousquetaire, $1.69 per pair, 3 pairs for $4.99. Sixteen

Button length, mousquetaire, $2.17 per pair, 3 pairs for

Ladles’ Snow - White Washable Doeskin, '
British made, pique sewn, a splendid wearing
and washing Glove. Two large Pearl Buttons,
61 cents per pair,

New Washable *‘ De-
grain” Gloves, British
made, in hite or
Chamois colour, beauti-
fully finished soft skins,
smart and excellent
wearing., Prix-
seam sewn,
Press Buttons.
Ladies’ orMen’s,
79¢ per pair.

BRITISH
MADE
GIOVES

No. 307, Ladies’ Extra Quality Washable Doeskin Gloves,
Reindeer finish (British Made). A strong, durable Glove, in
White only. Prix-seam Sewn., 2 Large Pearl Buttons.
91 cents per pair.

The Canadian® Buck Finish Cloves, in Tan or Grey, an
excellent wearing Glove, British ade. Prix-seam sewn.
Ladies’ with 3 Buttons, Men’s with 1 Press Button.
95 cents per pair.

Ladies’ or Men’s Real Deerskin, a very handsome and
serviceable Glove in Dark Tan or Dark Grey.  British
Made Prix-seam Sewn, $1.34 per pair.

““PROKLIPS ” STOCKINCS

The L. G. Co.”s Celebrated Hoslery,

with Strengthened Tops to resist the

strain of Suspenders. Specially de-

%gaedcby and only obtainable from the
. G. Co.

“A very clever invention.”— The Queen.

No. H100.—Plain Black Proklips Lisle
Thread Hose, 40c, per pair.

No. H167.—Proklips Lisle Thread in
Black, White or Tan Shades, with
Cashmere Feet. 46 oents per pair,

No. H174.—Proklips Lisle, in Black,
Tan or Bronze, with Self ﬁmbroidered
Silk Clox. 53 cents per pair,

Proklips Plain Black Sashmere Hose,
sp endidly made and finished.

No. H2, Superior Quality, 40¢ per pair
No. H3, Hand Wrought™ 49¢  **
No. H4, Best Quality 610«

SPECIALITY IN UNDERWEAR

The first successful effort
to produce a BRITISH
MADE Ribbed Garment of
sufficient merit to compete
with foreign made goods
which have hitherto mono-
polised the British market,
. Obtainable ony from the
London Glove Company.

WOOL AND SILKETTE
““ERIN® COMBINATIONS
Low Neck, Short Sleeves,
Medium size 1 20 each
Outsize - $1.32 each
High Neck, Short Sleeves,

edium size - $I.28 each

e Outsize - $1.38 each

ALL WOOL ““ ERIN*® OCOMBINATIONS, WHITE ONLY
Low Neck, Short Sleeves, Medium Size, $1.44; Out sizer
$1.52. High Neck, Short Sleeves, Medium Size, $1.58 ;
Out-size, $1.64.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd,, 200-206 Adelaide St., West, Toronto

Remittances, including

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

stage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

£\
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The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
If you value your good looks and desire a
{:rfect complexion, you must use Beetham's

-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 i very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

y BEETHAM'S !
A-TOIA
.

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

How to regain your old
buoyancy and cheerfulness

You who have done the weary round of medi-

cines, cure-alls, and dieting, now try Vitafer—

—and bid a long farewell to
the troubles of debility.

Vitajer

is the essence of British milk in unique
combination with organic phosphorus
—that priceless brain re-builder.
VITAFER, the improved and perfected
tonic food, is perfectly digestible, non-
constipating, starch-free, and available
for diabetic subjects. :
’ VITAFER restores from Brain Fag,
\0 Exhaustion, Anaemia, Dyspepsia, and
the after effects of Colds and Influenza,
with a rapidity hitherto unknown.

Awarded the GOLD MEDAL for its excellence as a
Tonic-Food atthe 1913 International Congress of Medicine,London.

Note the moderate orice which places it within the reach of all,

From Drug Stores, in tins, 50c. and 75c. ; larger sizes, $1.25 and $2.
Sole Manufacturers—SOUTHALL BROS. & BARCLAY, Ltd., Birmingham, Eng,




By The Way

A FEW WEEKS AGOo MR. Harry W. BROWN, SECRETARY OF THE PUBLIC
LIBRARY AT BERLIN, ONTARIO, WHILE RENEWING A SUBSCRIPTION TO THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, TOOK THE OPPORTUNITY TO SAY THAT THE PUBLISH-
ERS WERE PROVIDING THEIR READERS MONTH BY MONTH WITH A ‘‘WHOLE-
SOME, ARTISTIC, AND TRULY CANADIAN MAGAZINE, CONTAINING ARTICLES
ON REALLY UP-TO-DATE TOPICS, AS WELL AS THOSE DEALING WITH INTEREST-
ING THOUGH OBSCURE DETAILS OF OUR EARLIER HISTORY.’’

THE PRIVILEGE WAS REQUESTED OF PUBLISHING THE LETTER, AND THE
FOLLOWING IS MR, BROWN’S REPLY :

‘T HAVE NO OBJECTION TO YOUR USING MY NAME AT ANY TIME, AS THE
NAME OF ONE WHO VALUES VERY HIGHLY THE CANADIAN MagazINE. 1
DO NOT RECALL WHAT I DID SAY RECENTLY IN REFERENCE TO YOUR, OR OUR,
MAGAZINE, BUT I AM WILLING TO STAND BY IT. HAD I THOUGHT THAT MY
WORDS OF APPRECIATION WERE TO BE PUBLISHED, | MIGHT HAVE ADDED TO
THEM, AS THEY WERE HURRIEDLY PENNED—AND NOT WITH ANY ATTEMPT
AT COVERING THE WHOLE GROUND.’’

Two SERIES OF SHORT STORIES BEGIN WITH THIS JUNE NUMBER, ONE
BY AN ENGLISH WRITER, THE OTHER BY A CANADIAN. SAX ROHMER HAS
MADE A GREAT IMPRESSION IN ENGLAND AS A WRITER OF MYSTERY STORIES,
AND THIS SERIES PROMISES TO GREATLY INCREASE HIS POPULARITY, MADGE
MACBETH IS AN OTTAWA LADY WHO IS RAPIDLY MAKING A NAME FOR HER-
SELF IN THE FIELD OF CANADIAN JOURNALISM. WHILE HER TENDENCY HAS
BEEN TOWARDS HUMOROUS WRITING, THIS NEW SERIES DISPLAYS HER FINE
SENSE OF PLOT AND DRAMATIC SITUATION.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 ADELAIDE STREET W., TORONTO
25 CENTS A COPY. $2.50 A YEAR.
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PHOTOGRAPH , THIS
BOTTLE AND LABEL
ON-YOUR MEMORY

For Sore Muscles

Sprains, Wrenches, Pain-
ful, Swollen Veins 22d Glands,
Bursal Enlargements, Wens,
Cysts, or any Inflammatory Condition

use and prescribe ABSORBINE, JR.

It allays pain promptly and surely; heal-
ing, cooling and soothing; Discutient and
Resolvent. A powerful liniment, yet mild
and pleasant to use, as it is purely herbal.

ORBINE J&

NTISEPTIC LINIMENT
It is a différent kin.d og l..iniment—it is
ANTISEPTIC and GERMICIDAL

Thisdoubles its efficiency. When used as a liniment, it not
only accomplishes the things usually expected of a high-
grade liniment, but goes further and makes the part
thoroughly aseptic. Used as a germicide it not only
positively kills the germs, but the stimulating and seda-
tive properties promote rapid and healthy healing in sores,
ulcers, cuts, bruises, wounds.

SAFE—SANE—SATISFYING

ABSORBINE, JR. contains no poisons or acids and therefore is harmless to the most sensitive
tissues, Economical, as only a few drops are required at an application, and is a positive germ-
icide even diluted one part ABSORBINE, Jr. to 100 parts water.
Valuable also as a spray or gargle for infected, sore throats,

Chemical Laboratory Examinations gsing 10 1to 20% dilutions—it soothes and heals and will
show that a 25 per cent. Aqueous estroy all bacteria.
solution of Absorbine, Jr. kills . . { * st
Stlx'\epztgcoccx Pyv.:gen?s.t. o Analgesxc and AntlphOIOglstlc
er cent. solution .
St Hylikoious - B g8 s on'ds Athletes and Trainers use ABSORBINE, JR. not only to
A‘Xeilg' A S overcome these conditions but as a preventive—a rub- S‘}:
r cent. 2 \ i . « M.
B iphtheri:?x:dl%t;ci]iu: down' with ABSORBIN E‘, Jr after severe physical
Cali Coniminis. exertion limbers up the stiff jointsand muscles, stops :
6 . - ; . 4 <
Bicitia sP?IEy pc}?g;us.somhon kills inflammation and pr.events sorenes's. 4 W. F. YOUNG,
A 1 per cent. solution kills skin ABSORBINE, JR. is sold by leading druggists P.D.F.
Coi:xcx (from Eczema.) X at $1.00 and $2.00 a bottle, or sent direct all 187 Lymans Bldg.
. solution: 1 part Absorbine, charges paid. Montreal, Can.
2 parts Mucilage of Acacia

, : : inclosed find 10¢ i
s A Liberal Trial Bottle PR iyl
kills Diphtheria Bacillus in 2 will be sent to your address upon receipt A‘)gs:gﬁglggl%r.?o;;rl;ﬁ
?}xnutes and should be an effec- of 10c in stamps. Send for trial bottle (‘Ir’;}égl': ‘r‘:“)";“}"‘;"ce“““d lat:
e iy or procure regular size from your i i

druggist today. N
AMIEC . .iviiiiiiitiainareen

Manufactured Only by

w. F. YOUNG’ P. D' F., ABTNEE L vy catyvans Ay BeEs
187 Lymans Bldg. - Montreal, Cany: o~ oem e n
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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.

Aiready CANADA'’S per capita wealth is the greatest
in the WORLD.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

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

PERFECT BEAUTY

The fashion of the present day demands
that the complexion of the well-groomed
woman shall be clear and of snowy

whiteness. The regular use of

GOURAUD’S
Oriental Cream

will bestow the charms that are so admired in a fashionable
woman. Gouraud’s Oriental Cream is a liquid powder, far
surpassing the dry powders that have to be applied so
frequently to gain the desired effect. It whitens, softens
and clears the skin, It is absolutely free from grease and
consequently does not encourage the growth of hair.

At Druggists and Department Stores

Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, Props. b e e e

37 Great Jones Street - - - NEW YORK CITY e el
P IBLNE S SV  ag

'.;. :d : y’ ” o '2,...’.

$100,000,000 OF A0 4 ¥

8l

\
INSURANCE % with :
NOW IN FORCE i JOHN HEATH'’S ?

X TELEPHONE PEN 0278 .
In April, The Great-West Life <, el ¢
attained’One Hundred Millions e Rezmerﬁ e Ssade
of Business in Force--protecting P To be had of the leading _-';

Stationers in Canada.

over forty-seven thousand lives.

Founded in 1892, the Company
has reached this great Business

in less than two-and-twenty years

—a record of speedy growth. :
|

Behind this Progress — and ac-
;g;x;]ix:cg;,fgr it all—lies a remark- Moulton College
I?CI)TLIIE:I;:(SI;%IT;E;S? A High Grade Residential School
for Girls and Young Women.

The Great-West Life COURSES :—Ml\:.ll:;;‘r:fcxlrattion, English,
Assurance CO mpany, Write for special information and prospectus to

HEAD ‘ " ;
e o Moulton College, 34 Bloor Street E.,

TORONTO
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TORONTO

CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

A, S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

EXAMINATIONS,

Applications must be in
Send for YEAR BOOK of 1913-14, and pamphlet

SPECIAL CALENDAR

JUNE 15th TO 20th,
not later than May 15th.

descriptive ot the Women’s Residence.

CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION

F. H. KIRKPATRICK. Ph.D., Principal

Public Reading. Oratory, Physical and Vocal Culture, Dramatic Art and Literature.

“chool

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.
S, B.A.,, Emmanuel College, Cambridge.

Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAM

Men occupying some of the most prominent
positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's
College School.

All B.C.S. candidat:s tor Matriculation into the
Royal Military College Kingston, passed successfully,

the head boy taking fourth place.

dThis is an ideal place to send yourTboy, the sur-
roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
sanitary and well ventilated.

.Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the
Universities and business life by an efficient staff
of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

Domestic Aurts,

Bishop
Strachan

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work,
School * Music and Painting,
Principal - Miss Walsh | Vice-Principal - Miss Nation
Preparatory Department, 423 Avenue Road, under the management of
Bishop Strachan School.

‘ Head Mistress: Miss R. E. Churchard, Higher Certificate, National Froebel Union. ,
WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Number of Resident Pupils limited to twenty-eight.
278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed, and convenient. Students prepared for
University Examinations. Specialists in each depart-
ment, Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of
Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director.
For announcement and information address the Prin-
cipal, School re-opens Monday, Sept. 14th, 1914,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ €oliege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan

Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the Depart-
ment of Education. Pupils prepared for the Universities, for
the Normal School, for the Examination of the Toronto
Conservatory 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.
Pertect Sanitary Arrangements.

A large new wing was opened in the Autumn of 1913.
For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

Short-Story Writing

COURSE of forty lessons in the his-
tory, form, structure, and writing of the
Short-Story taught by Dr. J. Berg
Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’s Magazine.

Story-writers must be made as well as born;
they must master the details of construction
if they wou’a turn their talents to account.

May we send you the names of stu-
dents and graduates who have suc-
ceeded? And the success their letters
prove is practical. It means recognition,
?jci:cepted manuscripts and checks from
editors.

L _Dr. Esenwein

One student writes: ‘‘I know that you
will be pleased when I tell you that I have
Just received a check for $125 from ‘Every-
body’s’ for a humorous story. They ask
for more. I am feeling very happy, and
very grateful to Dr. Esenwein.’’

We also offer courses in Photoplay Writ-
ing, Versification and Poetics, Journalism;
in all over One Hundred Home Study
Courses, many of them under professors in
Harvard, Brown, Cornell, and other leading

.colleges.
250-Page Catalog Free.

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

Please Address
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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., UPPER and LOWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application. Autumn term commences
September 10th, 1914. REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D. Headmaster.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson

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

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus

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

mestminister College

“Toronto
#l Residential & Day School for Girls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every Educational facility provided.
Pupils prepared for Senior Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as
the intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.
SCHOOL REOPENS SEPT. 8th, 1914 For CALENDAR APPLY—

JOHN A. PATERSON, (K. C. MRS. A. R. GREGORY
President, Principal.

Blen ddawr|

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls - 4

Principsl—M1SS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)

Ciassical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Higﬁly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculum shows close
touch with modern thought and education.
Preparation for matriculation examinations.
Special attention given to individual needs.
Outside Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART.
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Successes,
1st place McGill Science |

Head Master:

C.S.Fosbery, M.A. Matric. in 1910 and 1912
MONTREAL

tanksomeha
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, . Miss M. T. Scorr
Priacipal, Miss Epitn M. READ, M.A,
Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Well equipted Art Department. Thor-
oughly efficient staff. Large playgrounds. Outdoor
games—Tennis, Basketball, Rink. Healthful locality,

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.

[ s : b R
ly to the Secretary.

Queen’s University

Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B. A., THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of
A., D. Sc., and Ph. D. M. B.,, M. D. and C. M., D. Sc.
HE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of
.. THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement B. S'E., M. Sc., D. Sc. E
with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the HOME STUDY
professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer- . .
tificate; (b) High School Assistant's Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by correspon-
and (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's attendance is required.

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

" |SCHOOL OF MINING

: A College of Applied Science, Affiliated to Queen's University,

KINGSTON - ONTARIO
THE FOLLOWING FOUR-YEAR COURSES ARE OFFERED FOR DEGREE OF B.Sc.
(2) MINING ENGINEERING. (¢) CIVIL ENGINEERING.
(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY. () MECHANICAL ENGINEERING.
(c) MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY. (g) ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING.

(d) CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.

For Calendar of School and further information apply to the
SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON, ONT.
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EREE e ARTISTS, COLLEGES and - STUDENITS
Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

D&~ Special Discounts to out of town Customers.

Dealers given Trade Discount and Special Attention on following.
‘We are Agents for—

CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)
MEDICI PRINTS (Medici Society, London, Eng.
MANSELL’S (London, Eng.) COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
and CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters -
C. W. FAULKNER CO’s., ( London, Eng) PICTURES, XMAS,
BIRTHDAY CARDS,

ARTISTS SUPPLY CO. 77 YORE sTReet

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

RESIDENT and DAY SCHOOL for BOYS.
AShbur Colle e Modern, Fireproof Buildings. Pure Water from
our own Artesian Well. Gymnasium, Chapel.
3 Special preparation for R. M. C., Universities
Rockcliffe Park - Ottawa and k. C. Navy. ’
For calendar apply:—REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. [Oxon.] Headmaster.

The Margaret Eaton Scbool of Literature and Expression

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 Universlg and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also receive

Fine location. Outdoor games and ghyslcal training,

The Musical Department (Pm.no, and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis-
ter, who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success,

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

WILL RE-OPEN SEPT. 8th, in the new building costing $140,000. This building is complete
in every respect and is absolutely fireproof. _ Fully equipped in every department.
For further information write for Calendar. REV. W.D ARMSTRONG, M.A., Ph.D., D.D., President.
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RIDLEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acre:

acres.
. The School vensity Scholatships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911.
St. Catharines, Ont. o School won University, Scholasshipe at Matsieglation i, 1798, 1510 ang, 1911 orincipal,

|Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865

Beautiful Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink. X
Boys prepared 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. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M.A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban’s School, Brockville).

The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal
I Military College of Oanada. Notwithstanding this, its object amd 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 Oanadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
Woolwich and Sandhurst.

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

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Oadets receive a practical and
scientifie training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

The course includes & thorough grouwnding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, SBurveying, Physies,
Ohemistry, 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
ealth and excellent physical condition.
i nslc;mminionl in all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered

y.

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

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 93 months each.
.b“;rl'l;o%otnl cost of the course, including woard, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
a% the headquarters of the several military districts. g
b For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application should
00 made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Oommandant, Royal Military
ollege, Kingston, Ont.
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HAVERGAL LADIES’® COLLEGE 9?6”555&’%

Principal - Miss Knox

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

Swimming Bath.
HAVERGAL - ON - THE - HILL
CO' lCQC HC‘Q“"S (Junior School) TOronto
For the covenience 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.

R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Secretary-Treasurer.

Royal
Victoria BRITISH

College | AMERICAN
MeGILL TNIVERSITY BUSINESS

For Resident and Day Students.

Students prepared for degrees in Arts, 00 LLEG E ESTABLISHED
Pure Science and Music. Scholarships 1860
are awarded annually. For all in-

ion 1 he Warden. Under New Management is stronger and
format SRR Y, tot better than ever. Thousands of Canada’s
Big Business Men are Graduates of this
School. As Employers to-day they look to
us for the assistance they mneed in well.
trained Stenographers and Office Assist-
CHALLENGE ants.
COLLARS We specialize in Gregg Shorthand—the

Sl e short system—the easy system. We also

b“g“"‘?”tm‘_ teach the Pitman System. Our Business

g;::. °°Z°'\'N.u,- Course is modern and thorough.

proof Collars Our location is ideal. Second Floor

eves tinde, ASk Y.M.C.A. Building, Yonge and McGill, is

to seey m“}% enﬁir‘etly occupieddby omb depar:n;entl. v;wiﬁ

no , ather. solicit correspondence. Our catalogue
T"E’fkcnaL'::g: o&doo' stores or direct interest you. Write for it.

) - ‘

68 FRAZER AVENUE ° ' - £ HENRY C. WARD, Principal.
TORONTO A

4 INVESTMENT

High Class 5-Year Profit Sharing Bonds. Series—$100, $500, $1,000.

INVESTMENT may be withdrawn any time after one year on 60 days’
notice. Business at back of these Bonds established 28 years. Send for
special folder and full particulars.

National Securities Corporation
| CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING -  TORONTO, ONTARIO
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Heap OFFICE:

Drafts, Money

Orders and
Foreign Cheques

We issue Drafts
and Money Orders
payable in Canada
or the United
States, also Drafts
and Foreign
Cheques on Great
Britain, and Euro-
pean and other
foreign cities, pay-
able in the curren-
cy of the country
drawn upon.

AR

ThE

TORONTO, CANADA

INCORPORATED 1855

BUSINESS ACCOUNTS

Current Accounts opened

for Business Firms, Cor-
porations and Individuals on
favorable terms. Loans
made to responsible people.
Interest allowed on perman-
ent deposits.

Our many Branches, and

extensive list of Banking
arrangements provide a
prompt and accurate collec-
tion service.

SAVINGS DEPT. at every Branch

Interest Paid on Balances.

Capital - - - $5,000,000
Reserve Funds- 6,307,272

BANK or TORONIO

. Assets $60,000,000

V
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00 '
Reserve Fund = - 1,250,000.00
Undivided Profits - - 182,647.61

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

Determination

Is half the battle of this life. The other half can
be materially helped out by carrying sufficient Life
Insurance, sufficient that if you were cut off
suddenly your family could go on as comfortably in
a financial way as though you where living. Every
man, worthy of the name, has the determination—
but far too few have the sufficient Insurance. Do
not allow yourself to be unfit for the battle in this "
respect. Remedy it at once by applying to the

Federal Life Assurance Co.
OF CANADA
Home Office - - - - HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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WHEN YOU ARE FIFTY

it will be more comfortable to spend

July and August up north ‘where the

summer breezes blow' than endure
the heat in town.

AN
EXCELSIOR
ENDOWMENT

will provide
COMFORT
AND EASE

in old age.

To-day only is
yours to insure.

EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Head Office: Toronto, Canada.

N. B.—Write Dept. L for special circular.

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 49, to 6},

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

Dommion SEcurTmiEs
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

—

[Fsterbrook

Esterbrook’s
Relief No. 314

¥ is an extraordinary

pen that adjusts itself

to any desired slant and

writes smoother than the old

goose quill. Made of special

alloyed metal—won’t corrode—
and finished like a gold pen.

SEND loc for useful metal box containing 12 of
* our most popular pens, including the

famous Falcon 048.
Write for illustrated booklet.

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.

New York Camden, N. J.
BROWN BROS., LIMITED.
Canadian Agents, Toronto.

————

S T
i
I

v
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A
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Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 6,911,050
218 Branches in Canada.
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 CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE @ - - - - - - TORONTO

Capital paid-up $15,000,000
Reserve Fund 13,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O,, LL.D., D.C.L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Ass’'t General Manager.

With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention given to every account. Accounts may be opened by two or more
persons, withdrawals to be made by any one of them.

B i e < < - <R < R <A < < A A G < g @
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,500,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS: Y
H. S. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President  E. F. B, JOHNSTON, K. C,, #nd Vice- President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. C.
D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson
C. S. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. 8herman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

330-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—-330

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

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT s#dncHes

—~
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Wife and
Children
Left Penniless

Safeguard them
against this terrify-
‘ing contingency
with our Life Rate
Endowment.

Same rate as
ordinary pay-till-
death policy, with
| this difference—
after you reach a

certain age policy
can be cashed for
full death-claim

value. Booklet if
interested.

London

Experience
in Investment

Those who can least afford to
lose their money frequently are
those who have had the least
opportunity for acquiring the
knowledge necessary to enable
them to invest it safely.

Their first consideration should
be the safety of their investment.
Trustees and Executors are
hedged about by legal limit-
ations in the investment of trust
funds. They are, however, ex-
pressly authorized by law to
invest these moneys in the Bonds
of the Canada Permanent Mort-
gage Corporation. These Bonds
are, therefore, a most satisfac-
tory security for those who
should invest only where their
money will be absolutely safe.

These Bonds are available for
the smallest as well as the largest
investments, as they are issued for
one hundred dollars and upwards.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-Up Capital and Reserve Fund
exceed Ten Million Dollars.

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855
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HOW MUCH DID YOU SAVE?

Y oung man how much did your savings ~mount

SRR S o toin 19132

ican Lif : :
A"‘esﬂ',f?',', g That which you should have saved went for

Continant luxuries or was otherwise foolishly spent.

It is imperative that you should have some
systematic means of saving. A North American
Life Endowment is most suitably adapted to
your needs. It offers a safe and profitable mode of saving and
affords protection at the same time.

Begin at once to set aside something in this way.

THE NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT”

Head Office TORONTO, CAN

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL “PAID UP....... $3,000,000
BURBEHS oo e i $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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HOW HE PROTECTED

His Wife and Children

A Prominent Manufacturer of Toronto was asked by one of his
foreman, a short time ago, what he considered the best investment
for him to make in order that he might protect his wife and children-
The manufacturer at once replied. “If you will take my advice you
will do as I did a few days ago."” ‘‘Knowing the uncertainty of life and the
ups and downs of business I made up my mind that I, with all my large
business and investments required something else, which I considered
would be of greater protection to my wife and babies.” ‘I became
interested in a Monthly Income Policy and made a thorough investigation
of this means of protection and decided to give my wife, as a special
protection One Hundred Dollars per month; my Son John Fifty Dollars
per month and each of the two little girls Twenty-five Dollars per month—
these amounts to be paid, should anything happen to me, as long as they
should live.

‘“After I had decided on this plan I then looked around for what
I considered the strongest and safest asurance Company, and I selected
the SUN LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY of Canada.”

‘““1st— Because it was the largest Canadian Company doing the most
new business.”

“2nd—It had greater assets than any other Canadian Company.”
“3rd—It has an exceptionally large surplus.”

“4th— I had been insured in that Company many years ago and had
participated in the magnificent Profits of the Company."

If you arve really looking for protection
for your wife and childven write to.—

JOHN A. TORY Supervisor, Western Ontario and Michigan,
SUN LIFE BUILDING, TORONTO.

Ask for Booklet entitled—'‘My Brother-in-law,’’
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Specify “Blaisdell?

and every department in your organi-
zation will have the best and most
economical lead pencil for its special
requirements. There are Blaisdell
paper pencils of every kind, for every
purpose, and they save expense and
clerks’ time all along the line. Send us
a card and we'll show you how Blais-
dells can reduce your wooden pencil
costs almost a third.
BLAISDELL 202 is the world's ‘“ master-

encil” for general office service. Order
y number from your stationer, /

Sold by all Progressive Canadian Stationers.

PHILADELPHIA

Three Reasons in

Three Words

Home
When this word is mentioned a plea
is set up for Life Insurance, because in
the event of death a Mutual Life policy
will keep the home intact.

L3
Wife
To manage the house and at the same
time provide for the support of the
household is an appalling task. A
Mutual Life policy will protect the
widowed wife from this bitter necessity.

Child

Health, freedom, a good education,
and evena good character may depend
upon the child being shielded from
poverty by a Mutual Life policy.

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

of Canada

Waterloo - - Ontario

@@ Kalamazoo Poinf Number Five. (t g

¥ The Kalamazm

~ Laopse Leaf Binder
1S 3 ¢asKy io operate

The “KALAMAZOO?” Binder
will do everything that any other
binder will do and do them better.

It is constructed and operated on an
entirely different principle from all
other binders. - - - -
It is the only binder that does not
require to be “padded” to a certain
thickness in order to be workable.
Sheets are inserted and removed in
the “Kalamazoo” binder just as
easily as in any other, and the wide,
flat holes which fit over the thongs
ensure perfect alignment. In addition
to this, the unique construction of the
binder permits of straightening the
sheets into perfect order before
locking if they should work out of
position while in use. - - -
The “Kalamazoo™ binder is recom-
mended highly by scores of users
throughout the country. - - -

White for Booklet“C.M.”and examine this
before deciding on a Loose Leaf Binder.

Warwick Bros. & Rutter

Limited
Loose Leaf & Account- = King &
= Spadina

ook Makers

v Toronto o

W
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Subscribe For The Canadian Magazine

You pay $5.00 for a two years’ subscription and

WE GIVE YOU

at cost, which you pay in ninety days, a clear title to

One Premium Lot 33 x 120 Feet

This is the greatest Premium Offer ever made by any magazine. The lots are
really valuable. Values of similar lots near by range from $150.00 to $1500.00.
The Canadian Magazine guarantees this proposition and urges it on you as a
fine investment. The Canadian Magazine would not do that (could not afford
to do so) if we did not know that our proposition is a good one.

We Are Publishers, Not Real Estate Dealers

It is our business to produce the best magazine in Canada and to make a friend
of every citizen in this entire nation. Therefore we must treat our patrons
honestly. In securing this great bargain for you we are bound to please you or
lose your patronage which is the one thing we depend on for existence.
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Do you know what this
emblem stands for?

T means, bigger, better, cleaner business. It is the inspiring

insignia of 140 clubs, with a membership of over 10,000 earnest
men. Learn what the Associated Advertising Clubs of America are
doing for honesty in business, for more systematic, scientific and
successful methods of distribution, advertising and salesmanship.
Attend the Tenth Annual Convention of the A. A. C. of A.

TORONTO

JUNE 21-25, 1914

Interesting Program Edward Mott Wooley

The program for this great conven- the famous writer on business
tion is comprehensive and diversified. topics, has made a study of the A.

covering every phase of modern A" C of A, and their work, as well
merchandising. The sessions will be as of the plans for the Toronto

addressed by able, ‘successful men; Convention. He has embodied the

open meetings, devoted to a wide : ; o
range of special topics, will give result in a little book ‘‘The Story

everybody a chance to ask questions ©f Toronto.” This book paints a
and hear his own problems discussed graphic, inspiring picture of what
by the men who have met and this great movement signifies.
solved them.,

It will be sent free to all business men asking for it on their
business stationery—together with detailed facts as to the
convention program and rates for accommodations.

Address
CONVENTION BUREAU

Associated Advertising Clubs of America

Toronto, Canada
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In Spotless Town this teacher rules
The new Domestic Science Schools.

*A little loaf is good,” she said.

“It helps to make us better bred.”
We soften crusty natures so

By polishing with

FREE SURPRISE FOR CHILDREN
DEAR CHILDREN:

WE HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU.
A TOY SPOTLESS TOWN- JUST LIKE THE
REAL ONE, ONLY SMALLER. IT 15 8%
INCHES LONG. THE NINE (9) CUNNING
PEOPLE OF SPOTLESS TOWN, IN COLORS,
ARE READY TO CUT OUT AND STAND UP.
SENT FREE ON REQUEST.

‘Enoch Morgan’s Sons Company, Sole Manufacturers, New York City
—
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Your Spring and Summer Drink

Grape Juice is the most delicious and
healthful drink you can imagine. Made
from the finest of Grapes.

The full rich and natural flavour of all
our products commend them to all.
Always insist on E. D. SMITH @& SON
goods, and you will be sure of getting
the very best.

FOR SALE AT ALL FIRST-CLASS GROCERS IN CANADA
E. D. SMITH & SON, LTD. - WINONA, ONT.

sauces offered under the name of ‘‘Worcester-
shire” ?
Because of the hope that the sauce will be mistaken for the

original Lea & Perrins’—every detail of label and bottle being
imitated as closely as the law permits.

Don’t call for ‘‘the Worcestershire,” say distinctly “LEA &
PERRINS”—and look for this signature on label and wrapper.

DO you ever ask yourself w/hy there are so many

The white writing on
the Red Label: (o]

indicats
the Original
/ -nd (lcnuine

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents.
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BROOD OF THE WITCH-QUEEN
BY SAX ROHMER

I.—~THE RING OF THOTH

the quadrangle. @ The moon

had just risen, and it softened
the beauty of the old college build-
ings, mellowed the harshness of time,
casting shadow pools beneath the
cloisteresque arches to the west and
setting out the ivy in strong relief
upon the ancient walls. The barred
shadow on the lichened stones beyond
the elm was cast by the hidden gate;
and straight ahead, where, behind a
quaint chimney stack and a bartizan,
a triangular pateh of blue showed
like spangled velvet, lay the Thames.
It was from there the cooling breeze
came,

But Cairn’s gaze was set upon a
window almost directly ahead and
west below the chimmneys. Within
the room to which it belonged a lam-
bent light played.

Cairn turned to his companion, a
ruddy and athletie looking man, some-
what bovine in type, who at the
moment was busy tracing out sections
on a human skull and checking his
calculations from Ross’s ¢‘Diseases of
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ROBERT Cairn looked out across

the Nervous System.’’

““Sime,’’ he said, ‘‘What does Fer-
rara always have a fire in his rooms
for at this time of the year?’’

Sime glanced up irritably at the
speaker, Cairn was a tall, thin
Scotsman, clean-shaven, square jawed
and with the crisp light hair and gray .
eyes which often bespeak unusual
virility.

‘““Aren’t you going to do any
work ?’’ he inquired pathetically. ‘I
thought you’d come to give me a
hand with my basal ganglia. 1 shall
go down on that; and there you’ve
been stuck staring out of the
window.”’

““Wilson, in the end house, has got
a most unusual brain,’”’ said Cairn,
with apparent irreverance.

““‘Has he!”’ snapped Sime.

““Yes, in a bhottle. His governor
ig-at Liondon ; he sent it up yesterday.
You ought to see it.”’

““Nobody will want to put your
brain in a bottle,”” predicted the
secowling Sime, and resumed his
studies.



114 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Cairn relighted his pipe, staring
across the quadrangle again. Then—

“You’ve never been in Ferrara’s
rooms, have you?’’ he inquired.

Followed a muffled curse, a crash,
and the skull went rolling across the
floor.

‘‘Look here, Cairn,”” cried Sime,
““I've only got a week or so now, and
my mnervous system is frantically
rocky ; I shall go all to pieces on my
nervous system. If you want to talk,
go ahead. When you’re finished, 1
can begin work.”’

‘“Right oh,”” said Cairn ecalmly,
and tossed his pouch across. I want
to talk about Kerrara.”’

‘““Go ahead, then.
matter with Ferrara?’’

“Well,”” replied Cairn, ‘‘he’s
queer.”’

“That’s no news,’”’ said Sime, fill-
ing his pipe; we all know he’s a queer
chap. But he’s popular with the
women, He’d make a fortune as a
nerve specialist.’’

‘‘He doesn’t have to; he inherits a
fortune when Sir Michael dies.”’

““There’s a pretty cousin, too, isn’t
there?”’ inquired Sime slyly.

‘“There is.”’ replied Cairn. “Of
course,’” he econtinued, ‘‘my governor
and Sir Michael are bosom friends,
and although I’ve never seen much of
young Ferrara, at the same time I’ve
got nothing against him. But—”’
he hesitated,

“‘Spit it out,”” urged Sime, watch-
ing him oddly.

“Well it’s silly, T suppose, but
what does he want with a fire on a
blazing night like this?’’

Sime stared.

‘“‘Perhaps he’s a throw-back,’’ he
suggested lightly. The Ferraras,
although they’re counted Scotch—
aren’t they —must have been Italian
originally—"’

‘“No, Spanish,’”’ corrected Cairn.
““They date from the son of Andrea
Ferrara, the sword-maker, who was a
Spaniard. Calsar Ferrara came with
the Armada in 1588 as armourer.
His ship was wrecked up in the Bay

What is the

e e T

of Tobermory and he got ashore—and
stayed.”’

‘“‘Married a Scotch lassie 2"’

“Exactly. But the genealogy of
the family doesn’t aceount for An-
tony’s habits.”’

‘“What habits?”’

“Well look.”” Cairn waved in the
direction of the open window. ‘‘ What
does he do in the dark all night, with
a fire going?”’

““‘Influenza?’’

““Nonsense! You’ve never been in
his room, have you?’’

‘““No. Very few men have. But
as I said before, he’s popular with
the women.”’

‘“What do you mean?’’

““I mean there have been com-
plaints. Any other man would have
been sent down.’’

““You think he has influence—?’

“‘Influence of some sort, undoubt-
edly‘77

““Well, T can see you have serious
doubts about the man, as T have my-
self, so I can unburden my mind.
You recall that sudden thunder-storm
on Thursday?”’

‘““‘Rather; quite upset me for
work.”’

“I was not in it. I was lying in

a punt in the backwater—you know,
our backwater.’’

““Lazy dog.”’

““To tell you the truth, I was try-
ing to make up my mind whether T
should abandon bones and take the
post on The Planet which has been
offered me.”’

“Pills for the pen—Harley for
Fleet? Did you decide?’’

‘“Not then; something happened

which quite changed my line of .ye-
flection.”’

The room was becoming cloudy
with tobaceo smoke.

‘It was delightfully still,”’ Caiirn
resumed. ‘‘A water rat rose within
a foot of me and a kingfisher was
busy on a twig almost at my elhow.
Twilight was just ereeping along and
T could hear nothing but faint ereak-
ings of sculls from the river and some-
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times the drip of a punt pole. I
thought the river seemed to become
suddenly deserted; it grew quite
abnormally quiet—and abnormally
dark. But I was so deep in reflection
that it never occurred to me to move.

““Then the flotilla of swans came
round the bend, with Apollo—you
know Apollo, the king-swan?—at
their head. By this time it had
grown tremendously dark, but it
never occurred to me to ask myself
why. The swans, gliding along so
noiselessly, might have been phan-
toms. A hush, a perfect hush, settled
down. Sime, that hush was the pre-
lude to a strange thing—an unholy
thing!”’

Cairn rose excitedly and strode
across to the table, kicking the skull
out of his way.

“It was the storm gathering,”
snapped Sime,

“Tt was something else gathering!
Listen: It got yet darker, but for
some inexplicable reason, although I
must have heard the thunder mutter-
ing, I couldn’t take my eyes off the
swans. Then it happened—the thing
I came here to tell you about; I must
tell somebody—the thing I am not
going to forget in a hurry.”

He began to knock the ash from his
pipe.

““Go on,”” directed Sime tersely.

“The big swan Apollo—was with-
in ten feet of me; he swam in open
water, clear of the others; no living
thing touched him. Suddenly utter-
ing a ery that chilled my very blood,
a cry that I never heard from a swan
in my life, he rose in the air, his huge
wings extended —like a tortured
‘phantom, Sime; I can never forget
it—six feet clear of the water. The
uncanny wail became a stifled hiss,
and sending up a perfect fountain of
water—I was deluged—the poor old
King-swan fell, beat the surface with
his wings—and was still.”’

“Well 2"’

“The other swans glided off like
- ghosts. Several heavy raindrops pat-
tered on the leaves above. 1 admit
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I was scared. Apollo lay with one
wing right in the punt. I was stand-
ing up; I had jumped to my feet
when the thing occurred. I stooped
and touched the wing. The bird was
quite dead! Sime—I pulled the
swan’s head out of water, and—his
neck was broken ; no fewer than three
vertebrae fractured!’’

A cloud of tobacco smoke was waft-
ed towards the open window.

““It isn’t one in a million who could
wring the neck of a bird like Apollo,
Sime ; but it was done before my eyes
without the visible agency of God or
man! As I dropped him and took to
the pole, the storm burst. A clap of
thunder spoke the voice of a thousand
cannons, and I poled for bare life
from that broken backwater. I was
drenched to the skin when I got in,
and I ran up all the way from the
stage.”’

‘“Well,”’ rapped the other again, as
Cairn paused to refill his pipe.

““It was seeing the firelight flicker-
ing at Ferrara’s window that led me
to do it. I don’t often call on him;
but I thought that a rub down before
the fire and a glass of toddy would
put me right. The storm had abated
as I got to the foot of his stair—only
a distant rolling of thunder.

““Then out of the shadows—it was
quite dark—into the flickering light
of the lamp came somebody all muffled
up. I started horribly. It was a
girl, quite a pretty girl, too, but very
pale, with over-bright eyes. She gave
one quick glance up into my face,
muttered something, an apology, I
think, and drew back again into her
hiding-place.”’

‘“He’s been warned,”” growled
Sime. “‘It will be notice to quit
this time.”’

“I ran upstairs and banged on
Ferrara’s door. He didn’t open at
first, but shouted out to know who
was knocking. When T told him, he
let me in, and closed the door very
quickly. As I went in, a pungent
cloud met me—incense.”’

““Incense?”’
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‘‘His rooms smelt like a joss-house;
I told him so. He said he was ex-
perimenting with Kyphi—the ancient
Egyptian stuff used in the Temples.
It was all dark and hot. Phew! like
a furnace. Ferrara’s rooms were
always odd, but since the long vaca-
tion I hadn’t been in. Good Lord,
they’re disgusting!’’

“How? Ferrara spent vacation
in Egypt; I suppose he’s brought
things back?’’

“Things—yes! Filthy things! But
that brings me to something, too. I
ought to know more about the chap
than anybody; Sir Michael Ferrara
and the governor have been friends
for thirty years; but my father is
oddly reticent — quite singularly
reticent—regarding Antony. Any-
way have you heard about him in
Egypt?”’

“I've heard he got into trouble.
For his age, he has a devil of a
queer reputation; there’s no disguis-
ing it.”’

‘“What sort of trouble?”’

“I’ve no idea. Nobody seems to
know, But I've heard from young
Ashby that Ferrara was asked to
leave.”’

““There’s some tale about Kitchen-
er_”

‘‘By Kitchener, Ashby says; but T
don’t believe it.”’

‘“Well—Ferrara lighted a lamp, an
elaborate silver thing, and I found
myself in a kind of nightmare
museum. ‘There was an unwrapped
mummy there, the mummy of a
woman—I can’t possibly deseribe it.
He had pietures, too, photographs. 1
shan’t try to tell you what they repre-
sented. I’m not thin-skinned; but
there are some subjects that no man
anxious to avoid Bedlam would will-
ingly investigate. On the table by
the lamp stood a number of objects
such as T had never seen in my life
before; evidently of great age. He
swept them into a cupboard before T
had time to look long. Then he

went off to get a bath towel, slippers
As he passed the fire

and so forth.
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he threw something in, A hissing
tongue of flame lept up—and died
down again.’’

‘“What did he throw in?”’

“I am not absolutely certain; so I
won’t say what I think it was, at the
moment. Then he began to help me
shed my saturated flannels and he
set a kettle on the fire and so forth.
You know the personal charm of the
man? But there was an unpleasant
sense of something—what shall I say?
—sinister. Ferrara’s ivory face was
more pale than usual—and he con-
veyed the idea that he was chewed
up—exhausted. Beads of perspira-
tion were on his forehead.’’

‘‘Heat of his rooms?’”’

“No,”” said Cairn shortly. It
wasn’t that. I had a rub down and
borrowed some clothes. Ferrara brew-
ed grog and pretended to make me
welecome. Now I come to something
which I can’t forget; it may be a
mere coincidence, but—. He has a
number of photographs in his rooms,
good ones which he has taken himself.
I’'m not speaking now of the mon-
strosities, the outrages; I mean views,
and girls—particularly girls. Waell
standing on a queer little easel right
under the lamp was a fine picture
of Apollo, the swan, lord of the back-
water.”’

Sime stared dully through the
smoke haze,

‘It gave me a sort of shoek,’’ con-
tinued Cairn. ‘‘It made me think,
harder than ever, of the thing he had
thrown in the fire. \ Then, in his
photographic zenana, was a picfure of
a girl whom I was almost sure was
the one T had met at the bottom of
the stair.  Another was Myra
Dugquesne.

‘‘His eousin?’’

“Yes. I felt like tearing it from
the wall, 1In fact, the moment T saw
it, I stood up to go. T wanted to run
to my rooms and strip the man’s
clothes off my back! It was ga
struggle to be civil any longer. Sime,
if you had seen that swan die—?’

Sime walked over to the window.
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‘1 have a glimmering of your mon-
strous suspicions,”” he said slowly.
The last man to be kicked out of an
English varsity for this sort of thing,
so far as I know, was Dr. Dee of St.
John’s, Cambridge, and that’s going
back to the sixteenth century.’’

‘1 know; it’s utterly preposterous,
of course, But I had to confide in
somebody. I’ll shift off now, Sime.”’

Sime nodded, staring from the
open window. As Cairn was about
to close the outer door—

“(Cairn,’’ eried Sime, ‘‘as you are
now a man of letters and leisure,
you -might drop in and borrow Wil-
son’s brains for me.”’

¢ All right,”’ shouted Cairn.

Down in the quadrangle he stood
for a moment, reflecting; then, act-
ing upon a sudden resolution, he
strode over towards the gate and as-
cended Ferrara’s stair.

For some time he knocked at the
door in vain. but he persisted in his
clamouring, arousing the ancient
echoes. Finally, the door was opened.

Antony Ferrara faced him., He
wore a silver-gray dressing-gown,
trimmed with swandown, above which
his ivory throat rose statuesque. The
almost-shaped eyes, black as night,
gleamed strangely beneath the low,
smooth brow. The lank black hair
appeared lustreless by comparison.
- His lips were very red. In his whole
appearance there was something re-
pellently effeminate.

“Can I come in?’’ demanded Cairn
abruptly.

“Jg it—something important?’’
Ferrara’s voice was husky but not
unmusieal.

““Why, are you busy?”’

““Well—er—’’ Ferrara smiled odd-
Iy.
y“Oh, a visitor!”” snapped Cairn.
“Not at all.”’ '
¢ Acounts for your delay in open-
ing,”” said Cairn and turned on his
heel. “‘Mistook me for the proctor,
in person I suppose. Good night.”’

Ferrara made no reply. And, al-
though Cairn never once -glanced
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back, he knew that Ferrara, leaning
over the rail, above, was looking after
him; it was as though elemental heat
were beating down upon his head.

11

A week later Robert Cairn quitted
Oxford to take up the newspaper ap-
pointment offered to him in London.
It may have been due to some mysteri-
ous design of a hidden providence
that Sime ’phoned him early in the
week about an unusual case in one of
the hospitals.

‘“Walton is minor house-surgeon
there,”’” he said, ‘‘and he ean arrange
for you to see the case. She (the
patient) undoubtedly died from some
rare nervous affection. 1 have a
theory’’ ete. ; the conversation became
technical.

Cairn went to the hospital, and by
the courtesy of Walton, whom he had
known at Oxford, was permitted to
view the body

“‘The symptoms which Sime has
got to hear about,”’ explained the
surgeon, raising the sheet from the
dead woman’s face, ‘‘are—"’

He broke off. Cairn had suddenly
exhibited a ghastly pallor; he clutch-
ed at Walton for support.

“My God!”’

Cairn, still holding to the other,
stooped over the discoloured face. It
had been a pretty face when warm
life had tinted its curves; now it was
congested—awful; two heavy diseol-
ourations showed, on either side of
the region of the larynx,

‘“What. on earth is wrong with
vou’’? demanded Walton.

‘“I thought,”” gasped Cairn, ‘‘for
a moment, that I knew—"’

‘““Really! I wish you did! We
can’t find out anything about her.
Have a good look.”’

‘“‘No,”” said Cairn, mastering him-
self with an effort—‘‘a chance resem-
blance, that’s all.”’ He wiped the
beads of perspiration from his fore-
head.

“You look jolly shaky,’”” comment-
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ed Walton. ‘‘Is she like someone you
know very well?’’

‘“No not at all, now I come to con-
sider the features; but it was the
shock at first. What on earth caused
death?’’

‘¢ Asphyxia, ”’
can’t you see?’’

“Someone strangled her, and she
was brought here too late 2’

““Not at all, my dear chap; nobody
strangled her. She was brought here
in a critical state four or five days
ago by one of the slum priests who
keep us so busy. We diagnosed it as
exhaustion from lack of food—with
other complications. But the case
was doing quite well up to last night;
she was recovering strength. Then,
at about one o’clock, she sprang up in
bed, and fell back choking. By the
time the nurse got to her it was all
over.”’

‘“But the marks on her throat?’’

Walton shrugged his shoulders.

“There they are! Our men are
keenly interested. It’s absolutely
unique. Young Shaw, who has a
mania for the nervous system, sent a
long account up to Sime, who suffers
from a similar form of aberration.”’

‘“Yes; Sime ’phoned me.”’

“‘It’s nothing to do with nerves,”’
said Walton eontemptuously. Don't
ask me to explain it, but it’s certain-
ly no nerve case.”’

““One of the other patients—’’

““My dear chap, the other patients
were all fast asleep! The nurse was
at her table in the corner, and in full
view of the bed the whole time. I
tell you no one touched her!”’

answered shortly.

‘“How long elapsed before the
nurse got to her?”’
““Possibily half a minute. But

there is mo means of learning when
the paroxysm commenced. The leap-
ing up in bed probably marked the
end and not the beginning of the
attack.”

Cairn experienced a longing for the
fresh air; it was as though some evil
cloud hovered around and about the
poor unknown.

Strange ideas, hor-
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rible ideas, conjectures based upon
imaginings all but insane, flooded his
mind darkly.

Leaving the hospital, which har-
boured a grim secret, he stood at the
gate for a moment, undecided what
to do. His father, Dr, Cairn, was out
of London, or he should certainly
have sought him in this hour of sore
perplexity.

‘““What in heaven’s name is behind
it all?’’ he asked himself.

For he knew beyond doubt that the
girl who lay in the hospital was the
same that he had seen one night at
Oxford, was the girl whose photo-
ghaph he had found in Antony Fer-
rara’s rooms!

He formed a sudden resolution. A
taxicab was passing at that moment,
and he hailed it, giving Sir Michael
Ferrara’s address. He could scarce-
ly trust himself to think, but fright-
ful possibilities presented themselves
to him, repel them how he might.
London seemed to grow dark, over-
shadowed, as once he had secen a
Thames backwater grow. He shud-
dered, as though from a physical chill.

The house of the famous Egyptian
scholar, dull white behind its ram-
part of trees, presented no unusual
appearances to his anxious serutiny.
What he feared he scarcely knew;
what he suspected he could not have
defined.

Sir Michael, said the servant, was
unwell and could see no one. That
did not surprise Cairn; Sir Michael
had not enjoyed good health since
malaria had laid him low in Syria.
But Miss Duquesne was at home.

Cairn was shown into the long, low-
ceiled room which contained so many
priceless relics of a past civilization.
Upon the bookease stood the stately
ranks of volumes which had ecarried
the fame of Europe’s foremost Egyp-
tologist to every corner of the civil-
ized world. This queerly furnished
room held many memories for Robert
Cairn, who had known it from child-
hood, but latterly it had always ap-
peared to him in his daydreams as

.
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the setting for a dainty figure. 1t was
here that he had first met Myra Du-
quesne, Sir Michael’s niece, when,
fresh from a Norman convent, she
had come to shed light and gladness
upon the somewhat sombre household
of the scholar. He often thought of
that day; he eould recall every detail
of the meeting.

Myra Duquesne came in, pulling
aside the heavy curtains that hung
in the arched entrance. With a gran-
jte Osiris flanking her slim figure on
one side and a gilded sarcophagus on
the other, she burst upon’the visitor,
a radiant vision in white. The light
gleamed through her soft, brown hair
forming a halo for a fate that Robert
Cairn knew for the sweetest in the
world.

“Why, Mr. Cairn,”’ she said, and
blushed entrancingly, ‘‘we thought
you had forgotten us.”’

“That’s not a little bit likely,”’ he
replied, taking her proffered hand.
And there was that in his voice and
in his look which made her lower her
frank gray eyes. ‘‘I have only been
in London a few days, and I find that
press work is more exacting than 1
had anticipated!”’

“Did you want to see my uncle
very particularly?’’ asked Myra.

“In a way, yes. I suppose he could
not manage to see me—"’

Myra shook her head. Now that
the flush of excitement had left her
face, Cairn was concerned to see how
pale she was and what dark shadows
lurked beneath her eyes.

«‘Qjpr Michael is not seriously ill?”’
he asked quickly. ‘‘Only one of the
usual attacks—"’

«“Yes—at least it began with one.”’

She hesitated; and Cairn saw to
his consternation that her eyes be-
came filled with tears. The real lone-
liness of her position, now that her
guardian was ill, the absence of a
friend in whom she could confide her
fears, suddenly grew apparent to the
man who sat watching her.

“You are tired out,”’ he said gent-
ly. ““You have been nursing him ?”’
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She nodded and tried to smile.

““Who is attending?’’

“Sir Elwin Groves, but—"’

“Shall I wire for my father?’’

““We wired for him yesterday!’’

““What! to Paris?”’

“Yes, at my uncle’s wish.”’

“Then—he thinks he is seriously
ill, himself ¢’

“T canmnot say,”’ answered the girl
wearily. ‘‘His behaviour is—queer.
He will allow no one in his room, and
barely consents to see Sir Elwin.
Then, twice recently, he has awaken-
ed in the night and made a singular
request.’’

““What is that?’’

“He has asked me to send for his
solicitor in the morning, speaking
harshly and almost as though—he
hated me. . . .”’

““I don’t understand, Have youn
complied ?”’

“Yes, and on each occasion he has
refused to see the solicitor when he
arrived!’’

‘T gather that you have been act-
ing as night-attendant?’’

‘I remain in an adjoining room;
he is always worse at night. Perhaps
it is telling on my nerves, but last
night—"’

Again she hesitated, as though
doubting the wisdom of further
speech; but a brief serutiny of
Cairn’s face, with deep anxiety to be
read in his eyes, determined her to
proceed.

““T had been asleep, and I had been
dreaming, for I thought that a voice
was chanting, quite near to me.”’

“‘Chanting?”’

¢‘Yes—it was horrible in some way.
Then a sensation of intense coldness
came: it was as though some icily
cold creature framed me with its
wings! T eannot describe it, but it
was numbing; I think' T must have
felt as those poor travellers do who
succumb to the temptation to sleep in
the snow.”’

Cairn surveyed her anxiously, for
in its essentials this might be a symp-
tom of a dread ailment.
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“I aroused myself, however, dress-
ing-gown-candle,”’ she continued,
‘“but experienced an unaccountable
dread of entering my uncle’s room.
I could hear him muttering strange-
ly, and—I foreed myself to enter! I
saw—oh, how can I tell you! You
will think me mad!”’

She raised her hands to her face;
she was trembling. Robert Cairn
took them in his own, forcing her to
look up.

““Tell me,”’ he said quietly.

““The curtains were drawn back; I
distinetly remembered having closed
them, but they were drawn back; and
the moonlight was shining on to the
bed.”’

‘““Bad; he was dreaming ?”’

““But was I dreaming? M. Cairn,
two hands were stretched out over
my unecle, two hands that swayed
slowly up and down in the moon-
light!”?

Cairn leaped to his feet, passing his
hand over his forehead.

““Go on,”” he said.

“I—I eried out, but not loudly—I
think I was very near to swooning,
The hands were withdrawn into the
shadow, and my uncle awoke and sat
up. He asked, in a low voice, if I
was there, and I ran to him.’’

“Yes.”

‘““He ordered me, very coldly, to
"phone for his solicitor at nine o’clock
this morning, and then fell back and
was asleep again almost immediately.
The solicitor came and was with him
for nearly an hour. He sent for one
of his elerks and they both went away
at half-past ten. Uncle has been in
a sort ofidazed condition ever since ;
in fact he has only once aroused him-
self, to ask for Dr, Cairn. T had a
telegram sent immediately.”’

““The governor will be here to-
night,’’ said Cairn confidently. *‘Tell
me, the hands which you thought you
saw: was there anything peculiar
about them?’’

“In the moonlight they seemed to
be of a dull white colour, There was
a ring on one finger—a green ring.
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Oh!”’ she shuddered—“I can see it
now.’’

“You would know it again ?”’

““ Anywhere !’

‘* Aetually, there was no one in the
room of course?”’

“No one. It was some awful
illusion ; but I can never forget it.”’

T1T.

Half Moon Street was very still;
midnight had sounded nearly half-an-
hour; but still Robert Cairn paced up
and down his father’s library. He
was very pale, and many times he
glanced at a book which lay open
upon the table. Finally he paused
before it and read once again eertain
passages.

“In the year 1571, ’’ it recorded,
the notorious Trois Eechelles was
executed in the Place de Greve. He
confessed before the king, Charles 1X )
..... that he performed marvels. . . . .
Admiral de Coligny, who was also
present, recollected. .. .. the death of
two gentlemen. .. . .. He added that
they were found black and swollen.’’

He turned over the page, with a
hand none too steady.

“The famous Maréchal d’Ancre,
coneini concini,”” he read, ¢ was kill.
ed by a pistol shot on the drawbridge
of the Louvre of Vitry, Captain of
the Bodyguard, on the 24th of April,
RORT It was proved that the
Maréchal and his wife made use of
wax images, which were kept in
coftingi..o <4

Cairn shut the book hastily and be-
gan to pace the room again,

“Oh, it is utterly, fantastically in-
credible!’” he groaned. ‘‘Yet with
my eyes I saw—"’

He stepped to a bookshelf and began
to look for a book which, so far as his
slight knowledge of the subject bore
him, would possibly throw light upon
the darkness. But he failed to find
it. Despite the heat of the weather,
the library seemed to have grown
chilly. He pressed the bell.

““Marston, he said to the man who
presently came, ‘‘you must be very

v <+
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tired, but Dr, Cairn will be here with-
in an hour. Tell him I have gone to
Sir Michael Ferrara’s.”’

“‘But it’s after twelve o’clock, sir!’’

““I know it is; nevertheless 1 am
going.”’

“Very good, sir. You will wait
there for the Doctor ?”’
‘“Exactly, Marston.
‘“Good-night, sir.”’

Robert Cairn went out into the Half
Moon Street. The night was perfect
and the cloudless sky lavishly gem-
med with stars, He walked on heed-
lessly, searce noting in which direc-
tion. An awful conviction was with
him, growing stronger each moment,
that some mysterious menace, some
danger unclassifiable, threatened
Myra Duquesne. What did he sus-
pect? He could give it no name.
How should he act? He had no idea.

Sir Elwin Groves, whom he had
seen that evening, had hinted broadly
at mental trouble as the solution of
Sir  Michael Ferrara’s = peculiar
symptoms.  Although Sir Michael
had had certain transactions with his
solicitor during the early morning, he
had apparently forgotten all about
the matter, according to the celebrat-
ed physician.

‘““‘Between ourselves, Cairn,”’ Sir
Elwin had confided. I believe he al-
tered his will.”’

The inquiry of a taxi driver inter-
rupted Cairn’s meditations. He en-
tered the vehicle, giving Sir Michael
Ferrara’s address.

His thoughts persistently turned to
Myra Duquesne, who at that moment
would be lying listening for the slight-
est sound from the sick-room; who
would be fighting down fear that she
might do her duty to her guardian—
fear of the waving phantom hands.
The cab sped through the almost
empty streets, and at last, rounding a
corner, rolled up the tree-lined
avenue past three or four houses light-
ed only by the glitter of the moon
and came to a stop before that of Sir
Michael Ferrara’s.

Lights shone from many windows.

Good-night!”’
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The front door was open, and light
streamed out into the porch.

“My God!”’ cried Cairn, leaping
from the cab—DMy God! what has
happened!”’

A thousand fears, a thousand re-
proaches, flooded his brain with
frenzy. He went racing up to the
steps and almost threw himself upon
the man who stood half-dressed in the
doorway.

‘‘Felton, Felton!’’ he whispered

hoarsely—‘“What has happened?
‘Who—"’

‘“Sir Michael, sir,”’ answered the
man. ‘‘I thought—’’ his voice broke

—“you were the doctor, sir’’

‘‘Miss Myra—"’

‘‘She has fainted away, sir. Mrs.
Hume is with her in the library,
now.’’

Cairn thrust past the servant and
ran into the library. The housekeep-
er and a trembling maid were bend-
ing over Myra Duquesne, who lay
fully dressed, white and still, upon a
Chesterfield. Cairn uneceremonious-
ly grasped her wrist, dropped upon
his knees and placed his ear to the
still breast.

“Thank God!’’ he said. ‘‘It is
only a swoon. Look after her, Mrs.
Hume.”’

The housekeeper, with set face, low-
ered her head, but did not trust her-
self to speak. Cairn went into the
hall and tapped Felton on the
shoulder. The man turned with a
great start.

‘“What happened?’’ he demanded.
‘“Is Sir Michael—?’’

Felton nodded.

“Five minutes before you came,
sir.”” His voice was hoarse with
emotion. Miss Myra eame out of her
room. She thought someone called
her. She rapped on Mrs. Hume’s
door, and Mrs. Hume, who was just
retiring, opened it. She also thought
she had heard someone calling Miss
Myra out on the stairhead.’’

‘“Well 97?

‘“There was no one there, sir.
Everyone was in bed; I was just un- .

\
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dressing myself. But there was a sort
of faint perfume—something like a
church, only disgusting, sir—’’

“ How—disgusting ¢ Did you smell
3

‘“No, sir, never. Mrs. Hume and
Miss Myra have noticed it in the
house on other nights, and one of the
maids, too. It was very strong, I’'m
told, last night. Well, sir, as they
stood by the door they heard a horrid
kind of choking seream. They both
rushed to Sir Michael’s room, and—"’

. Yes, yes?’’

‘““He was lying half out of bed,
sir—7’

““Dead ?’’

‘“‘Seemed like he’d been strangled,
they told me, and—’’

““Who is with him, now?’’

The man grew even paler.

‘““No one, Mr. Cairn, sir. Miss
Myra sereamed out that there were
two hands just unfastening from his
throat as she and Mrs. Hume got to
the door, and there was no living soul
in the room, sir. I might as well out
with it! We’re all afraid to go in!’’

Cairn turned and ran up the stairs.
The upper landing was in darkness
and the door of the room which he
knew to be Sir Michael’s stood widely
open, As he entered, a faint scent
came to his nostrils. It brought him
up short at the threshold, with a chill
of supernatural dread.

The bed was placed between the
windows, and one curtain had been
pulled aside, admitting a flood of
moonlight. Cairn remembered that
Myra had mentioned this ecircum-
stance of the previous night.

““Who, in God’s name, opens that
curtain!’’ he muttered.

Fully in the eold white light lay
Sir Michael Ferrara, his silver hair
gleaming and his strong, angular face
upturned to the intruding rays. His
glazed eyes were starting from their
sockets; his face was nearly black;
and his fingers were clutching the
sheets in a death grip. Cairn had
need of all his eourage to touch him.

He was quite dead.

Someone was running upstairs,
Cairn turned, half dazed, anticipating
the entrance of a local medical man.
Into the room ran his father, switch-
ing on the light as he did so. A gray-
ish tinge showed through his ruddy
complexion. He scarcely noticed his
son.

““Ferrara!’ he cried, coming up to
the bed—‘‘Ferrara!’’

He dropped on his knees beside the
dead man.

“Ferrara, old fellow—"’

His ery ended in something like a
sob. Robert Cairn turned, choking,
and went down stairs.

In the hall stood Felton and some
other servants.

““Miss Duquesne ?”’

‘“She has recovered, sir. Mrs.
Hume has taken her to another bed-
room.”’

Cairn hesitated, then walked into
the deserted library, where a light
was burning, He began to pace up
and down, clenching and unclenching
his fists. Presently Felton knocked
and entered. Clearly the man was
glad of the chance to talk to some one.

““Mr. Antony has been ’phoned at
Oxford, sir. I thought you might
like to know. He is motoring down,
sir, and will be here at four o’clock.?’

‘“Thank you,”” said Cairn shortly.

Ten minutes later his father joined
him. He was a slim, well-preserved
man, alert-eyed and active, yet he
had aged five years in his son’s eyes.
His face was unusually pale, but he
exhibited no other signs of emotion.

‘““Well, Rob,”’ he said, tersely. ‘I
can see you have something to tell
me. I am listening.”’

Robert Cairn leant back against a
bookshelf.

‘I have something to tell you, sir,
and something to ask you.”’

““Tell your story, first; then ask
your question.”’

““My story begins in a Thames
backwater—’’

Dr. Cairn stared, squaring his jaw,
but his son proceeded to relate, with
some detail, the circumstances attend-

’
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ant upon the death of the King-swan.
He went on to recount what took
place in Antony Ferrara’s rooms,
and at the point where something had
been taken from the table and thrown
in the fire—

“Stop!’’ said Dr. Cairn, ‘‘What
did he throw in the fire?”’

The doetor’s nostrils quivered, and
his eyes were ablaze with some hardly
repressed emotion.

““I eannot swear to it, sir—"’

“Never mind, What do you think
he threw in the fire?’’

‘A little image, of wax or some-
thing similar — an image of-—a
swan.”’

At that, despite his self-control,
Dr. Cairn became so pale that his son
leapt forward, but—

““ All right, Rob,”’ his father waved
him away, and turning, walked slow-
ly down the room.

““Go on,’” he said rather huskily.

Robert Cairn continued his story
up to the time that he visited the
hospital where the dead girl lay.

“You can swear that she was the
original of the photograph in An-
tony’s rooms and the same who was
waiting at the foot of the stairs?’’

f3 can, mr,’’

“Go on.”’

Again the younger man resumed
his story, relating what he had learnt
from Myra Duquesne; what she had
told him about the phantom hands;
what Felton had told him about the
strange perfume perceptible in the
house.

“‘TThe ring,’’ interrupted Dr. Cairn
—*‘she would recognise it again?’’

¢‘She says so.”’

¢ Anything else?”’

“Only that if some of your books
are to be believed, sir, Trois Echelle,
D’Ancre and others have gone to the
stake for such things in a less en-
lightened age!’’

““Liess enlightened, boy!”’” Dr.
Cairn turned his blazing eyes upon
him. ‘‘More enlightened where the
powers of hell were concerned!”’

“Then you think—"’
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“Think! Have 1 spent half my
life in such studies in vain? Did I
labour with poor Michael Ferrara in
Egypt and learn nothing? Just God!
what an end to his labour! ‘What a
reward for mine!”’

He buried his face in quivering
hands.

‘““I cannot tell exactly what you
mean by that, sir,”” said Robert
Cairn; buti it brings me to my
question.”’

Dr. Cairn did not speak, did not
move.

“Who is Antony Ferrara?’’

The doctor looked up at that; and
it was a haggard face he raised from
his hands.

“You have tried to ask me that
before.”’

“I ask you now, sir, with better
prospect of receiving an answer.’’

“Yet I can give you none, Rob.”’

“Why, sir? Are you bound to
secrecy 77’

“In a degree, yes. DBut the real
reason is this—I don’t know!”’

“You don’t know!”’

‘I have said so.”’

“Good God, sir, you amaze! I
have always felt certain that he was
really no Ferrara, but an adopted
son; yet it had never entered my
mind that you were ignorant of his
origin.”’

‘“You have not studied the subjects
which I have studied; nor do I wish
that you should; therefore it is im-
possible, at any rate now, to pursue
that matter further. DBut I may
perhaps supplement your researches
into the history of Trois Echelles and
concini concini. I believe you told
me that you were looking in my
library for some work which you fail-
ed to find?”’

“I was looking for M. Chabas’s
translation of Papyrus Harris.

‘“What do you know of it?’’,

‘T once saw a copy in Antony Fer-
rara’s rooms.”’

Dr. Cairn started slightly.

‘““Indeed. Tt happens that my
copy is here; I lent it quite recently
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to—Sir Michael. It is probably
somewhere on the shelves,

He turned on more lights and be-
gan to sean the rows of books.
Presently—

‘““‘Here it is,”’ he said, and took
down and opened the book on the
table ‘‘This passage may interest
you.”” He laid his finger upon it.

His son bent over the book and
read the following :—

‘‘Hai, the evil man, was a shep-
herd, He said: ‘O, that I might
have a book of spells that would give
me resistless power! He obtained a
book of the Formulas...... By the
divine powers of these he enchanted
men. He obtained a deep vault
furnished with implements. He
made waxen images of men, and love-
charms. And then he perpetrated
all the horrors that his heart con-
ceived.”’

““Flinders Petrie,”’ said Dr. Cairn,
““mentions the Book of Thoth as an-
other magical work conferring simil-
ar powers.’’

““But surely, sir—after all, it’s the
twentieth century—this is mere sup-
erstition!”’

‘I thought so—once!’’ replied Dr.
Cairn—“‘But I have lived to know
that Egyptian magic was a real and
potent force. A great part of it was
no more than a kind of hypnotism,
but there were other branches. Our
most learned modern works are as
children’s nursery rhymes beside such
a writing as the Egyptian ‘‘Ritual
of the Dead!”” God forgive me!
What have I done!”’

“You cannot reproach yourself in
any way, sir!’’

“Can I not?’’ said Dr. Cairn
hoarsely. ‘“Ah, Rob, you don’t
know "’

There came a rap on the door, and
a local practitioner entered.

‘““This is a singular case, Dr.

Cairn,”” he began diffidently. ‘‘A
post mortem—"’ 3
“‘Nonsense!’”’ ec¢ried Dr. Cairn.

“Sir Elwin Groves had foreseen it
—so0 had I!”’

s o
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““But there are distinet marks of
pressure on either side of the wind-
pipe__7)

‘“Certainly. These marks are not
uncommon in such eases. Sir
Michael had resided in the East and
had contracted a form of plague.
Virtually he died from it. The thing
is highly contagious and it is almost
impossible to rid the system of it. A
girl died in one of the hospitals this
week, having the identical marks on
the throat.”” He turned to his son.
““You saw her, Rob?”’

Robert nodded, and finally the loeal
man withdrew, highly mystified, but
unable to contradiet so celebrated a
physician as Dr. Bruce Cairn,

The latter seated himself in an arm-
chair, and rested his chin in the palm
of his left hand. Robert Cairn paced
restlessly about the library. Both
were waiting expectantly. At half
past two Felton brought in a tray of
refreshments, but neither of the men
attempted to avail themselves of the
hospitality.

‘‘Miss Duquesne?”’
younger.,

‘“She has just gone to sleep, sir.’’

‘“Good,”” muttered Dr. Cairn.
‘“Blessed is youth.”’

Silence fell again, upon the man’s
departure, to be broken rarely, de-
spite the tumultuous thoughts of
those two minds, until, at a quarter
to three, the faint sound of a throb-
bing motor brought Dr. Cairn sharp-
ly to his feet. He looked towards
the window. Dawn was breaking.
The car came roaring along the
avenue and stopped outside the house.

Dr. Cairn and his son glanced at
each other. A brief tumult and
hurried exchange of words sounded in
the hall; footsteps were heard ascend-
ing the stairs, then came silence. The
two stood side by side in front of the
empty hearth, a haggard pair, fitly
set in that desolate room, with the
vellowing rays of the lamps shrink-
ing before the first spears of dawn.

Then, without warning, the door
opened, and Antony Ferrara came in,

asked the
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His face was expressionless, ivory:
his red lips were firm, and he drcoped
Lis head. But the long black eyes
glinted and gleamed as if they re-
flected the glow from a furnace. e
wore a motor coat lined with leopard
skin and he was pulling off his gloves.

““It is good of you to have waited,
Doctor,”’ he said in his husky musieal
voice— ‘you too, Cairn.”’

He advanced a few steps into the
room. Cairn was conscious of a kind
of fear, but uppermost came a desire
to pick up some heavy implement
and erush this evilly effeminate thing
with the serpent eyes. Then he found
himself speaking; the words seemed
to be forced from his throat.

‘“ Antony Ferrara,’’ he said, ‘‘have
you read the Harris Papyrus?’’

Ferrara dropped his glove, stooped
and recovered it, and smiled faintly.

‘“No,”’ he replied. ‘‘Have you?’’
His eyes were nearly closed, mere
luminous slits. “‘But surely,”” he
continued, ‘‘there is no time, Cairn,
to diseuss books? As my poor
father’s heir, and therefore your host,
I beg you to partake—"’

A faint sound made him turn.
Just within the door, where the light
from the reddening library windows
touched her as if with sanetity, stood
Myra Duquesne, in her night robe,
her hair unbound and her little bare
feet gleaming whitely upon the red
carpet. Her eyes were wide open,
vacant of expression, but set upon
Antony Ferrara’s ungloved left hand.

Ferrara turned slowly to face her,
until his back was towards the two
men in the library. She began to
speak, in a toneless, unemotional
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voice, raising her finger and pointing
at a ring which Ferrara wore.

‘I know you know,’’ she said; ‘‘I
know you, son of an evil woman; for
you wear her ring, the sacred ring of
Thoth. You have stained that ring
with blood as she stained it—with
the blood of those who loved and
trusted you. I could name you, but
my lips are sealed—I could name you,
brood of a witech, murderer, for 1
know you now.’’

Dispassionately, mechanically, she
delivered her strange indictiment.
Over her shoulder appeared the
anxious face of Mrs. Hume, finger to
lip.

“My God!”’ muttered Cairn—*‘My
God! What—"’

‘“Ssh!’’ his father grasped his arm.
‘“She is fast asleep!”’

Myra Duquesne turned and quitted
the room, Mrs. Hume hovering
anxiously about her. Antony Fer-
rara faced around; his mouth was
oddly twisted.

‘“She is troubled with strange
dreams,’” he said very huskily.

‘“Clairvoyant dreams!’”’ Dr. Cairn
addressed him for the first time.
““Do not glare at me that way, for it
may be that I know you, too! Come,
Rob.”’

“But Myra—’’

Dr. Cairn Jaid his hand on his son’s
shoulder, fixing his eyes upon him
steadily.

‘“Nothing in this house can injure
Myra,’’ he replied quietly; ‘‘for Good
is higher that Evil. For the present
we can only go.”’

Antony Ferrara stood aside, as the
two walked out of the library.

In the July Number will appear the next story in this remarkable series by Sax Rohmer.
It is entitled ‘‘ The Curse of the House of Dhoon"
involving Antony Ferrara.

and introduces further mysteries
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FUSHE O N1 INEE
BY A. A. THOMSON

NCE upon a time—there I
O started it almost unconscious-

ly, so very old a thing is
time, Yet what a strange thing time
is if you take it in its many different
phases. It is getting old now as a
word, and with it we ourselves get
ever older. Nevertheless, we must
confess that, like a woman, it always
has the last word. In faet, to use the
pithy parlance of the sporting world,
we get, in the long run, ‘‘knocked
out of time.”’ :

Time came to the world in the na-
tural course of events, and man, be-
ing a resourceful animal, has used it
ever since as an excuse. It would
surprise us if we found the number
of things we have said we had not
time to do during the span of years
we reckon a lifetime,

There are men who are so harassed
and busy that I have always wonder-
ed whether they will find time in
their lives to allow for the interval
they will require in which to draw
their last breath. At least, that is
the opinion they would convey to you
—only you will find that they usual-
ly spend their afternoons in soothing
seclusion and inactivity.

Once, long ago, when I was at
school, and innocent, they pointed
out to me what a beautiful gem of
the poetic art were the two little
lines:

‘“ And departing leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time.’’

In these days I was, as I am now,
an eminently practical person. I
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looked at it from a natural point of
view, coming to the conclusion that
it would not matter much whether I
left the sizes of my small nines
(wide fitting) on these darksome
shores or not. I felt that there was
always the off-chance of a breeze of
wind rising and obliterating the im-
print. Again, I was always some-
what dubious about these heavy-foot-
ed wanderers who thundered through
the world in those bygone days. To
me their pawing on the sands savour-
ed somewhat of advertisement,

If we look at the matter calmly
and dispassionately we must see that
a great many persons have come
along the sands for a bit, and left
good clear footprints, but the other
fellows behind have carefully covered
them up or stamped them out of
shape with their elephantine tread,
incidentally taking all the glory of
that particular line of progression.
Of course, we all have had trouble
with time, more or less. Watches get
blamed very often for this—only a

-watch is a good thing to blame, since

it is a silent sort of witness who can
stand a thorough cross-examination
and yet give no decided opinion on
the matter.

There is one type of individual you
meet with daily who is always mak-
ing up time. It don’t matter when
or how he starts, he is always a lap
behind, and he never is properly fin-
ished when time overtakes him and
applies the closure to his innings. He
is like the man who looks for leaks
in a cask, after he has taken the plug
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out of the bung-hole at the bottom—
rather foolish on the whole.

The infinite variety of ways in
which a man can kill time I do not
desire to enumerate, because we all
have our ways of wasting that pree-
ious commodity—and some of them
we are rather reticent about. It all
goes in with your conception of life,
and in such things we all ought to
show some originality.

It is strange, on the whole, to ob-
serve the speed of time at different
stages of our lives. The best days al-
ways seem to be yesterday, and oh!
how few of us see a good sunrise in
the to-morrows. At the world-wise
age of eighteen I used to wait cheer-
fully, in damp boots, under an um-
brella, for the probable appearance
of my best girl. Nowadays the best
girls only smile at me through the
gloaming when I am in a musing
mood ! and I listen cheerfully to the
rain dashing against the windows as
I toast my elderly toes at the fire
after a comfortable supper.

Pretty girls! The days passed so
sweetly then; the picnies and the
junketings; the merry laughter un-
der the trees, and the glimpses of
white summer dresses and sunhats
among the shady copses. I can see
them sometimes, even now, and to me
it seems so long ago and so much
happier than the dreary drudgery of
to-day.

Of course, we were foolish, any
man will tell you that, and will de-
plore the time he wasted. With the
years he has gathered wisdom and
his old gods lie forgotten amid the
weed-covered ruins of the days that
were, Distrust walks by him, and
the faith of youth has fallen from
him for ever. He may say that he
has learned much—ah! how much
has he lost of belief and the real-
tasting happiness of the old-time fool-
ishness?

With all the knowledge begot of
many years, we sleep less easily as
we grow older; our dreams are mnot
so happy as they used to be, and the
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grim old world looks more combative.

We cannot enjoy our picnics now-
adays, and the laughter of women
we analyze and find unreal; also we
think that a book, a pipe, and the
glow of a cosy fire are far more com-
fortable, if less poetic, than seeing
the moon swim up from behind the
tree-tops, as we waited for her com-
ing beside the old bridge beyond the
village.

Time has given us such diverse
gifts; yet ’tis a tender physician, as
it draws together the old wounds in
our hearts, soothing our regret with
its gentle hands of forgetfulness.

It was not all unblended—there
were the sad days we love to wander
back to, even now. Yet they were
all sweet, in a way, even the most
sorrowful of them; for have we not
lived them, do we not have the know-
ledge of them, against which the hid-
den paths of the future are bleak and
uncongenial to our thoughts?

The memory of little pattering feet
is all we have now, and the sorrow
that followed their silence has become
sweet to our souls, for we have cher-
ished its pain and held it to our
hearts, until out of the throbbing an-
guish we have wrought a mournful
beauty of remembrance.

Lads and lasses, we see you now,
living the lives we used to live—
laughing joyously as we sometimes
hear the echo of our own laughter
from long ago.

We have breasted the hill, and
passed over the summit; nowadays,
as we descend, we envy you on the
uphill slopes, away behind us, your
happy voices coming to us, far away
and indistinet, as you follow the road
our feet have trod brave
voices which give comfort to us as
we hasten on towards the evening
shadows, where kindly Chrongs
awaits us leaning on his seythe and
looming large on the road of our
destinies.

Oftentimes o’nights we think of
you, and we would only ask that you
do not seek sadness in thoughts of
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us whom time sweeps so quickly from of the Unknown Land await us, and
your ken. Ours is the memory, yours ere you have topped the rise we shall
the actuality. There at the summit be enveloped in the great darkness
we wave our weary hands to you in and have gone from your sight for
a last farewell; for, below, the mists ever.

THE BROOK (A Sprixg Sonc)

By EWYN BRUCE MACKINNON

I melt the sunshine into laughter,

Boys and birds come singing after
In one harmonious hum,
With sweetest spring my course is dressed,
Fresh hope I bring to the bare gray breast,
1 come, I come, I come.

l COME, I come, I come!

I come, I come, I come,

Pure from the pregnant cloud,

Glowing with gladness and joy—

For sorrow is never allowed

To harden the heart of the boy,

As the birds sing best ere they build their nest,
Nor the riddle of love hath yet been guessed.

I bubble o’er pebbles of pearly delight,
I come, I come, I come,

Laden with dewdrops out of the night,
I come, I come, I come,

Trappings of erystal, sparklets of joy,

I sing and I laugh with the heart of a boy.
I glance o’er the meadow,

‘Where the green glade

Shelters the sunshine;

I gleam in the shadow,

Loving the shade

Of the sweet-scented pine,

As 1 glide down the glen,

Past the homes of men,

I laugh and I listen and laugh again,
I mirror the roses

Trimming my side,

Perk pretty posies,

So pert in their pride,

My lute of laughter

Pipes the last lay

To him that ecomes after,

‘For I am alway:

Man from the morrow may borrow his sorrow—
I live for to-day.
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WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE

IN TORONTO
BY E. ]. HATHAWAY

r I YORONTO has already begun to
measure as a city with a his-
tory. A few weeks ago one

hundred years were counted since its
capture by American forces, when
its fort was evacuated by the British
troops and the Provincial Parliament
buildings destroyed. In 1837 the
city was again invaded. In this case,
however, the attacking party was not
an alien army, but a body of disaf-
fected Canadian citizens.

Whether the rebels of 1837 were
“‘eranks or crooks,’’ as the Minister
of Militia has called them, or whether
they were single-minded patriots, is
not now important. It is the penalty
of the unsueccessful to be misunder-
stood and misjudged; but the grie-
vances under which the patriots of
that day suffered have long since been
remedied and the rights for which
they struggled are to-day recognized
principles of government in all self-
governing countries. : :

The history of a ecity is found in
its epochal events, and as the men
taking part in them are remembered
in its records, so also should the places
associated with these events be treas-
ured as historical landmarks.

William Lyon Mackenzie was the
soul of the rebellion in Upper Can-
ada. This ‘‘peppery little Scotch-
man’’ had taken up journalism asthe
most potent means of exposing the
abuses of the Family Compact. e
had founded The Colonial Advocate
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at Queenston in 1824, but soon trans-
ferred it to York, continuing at
closer range his tirade of eriticism
and exposure.

A modest little frame house at the
northwest corner of Front and Feder-
ick Streets was his first newspaper
office in York. This house had been
the early home of Dr. W. W. Bald-
win, who had come to York in 1802,
and here in 1804 was born his son,
Robert Baldwin, afterwards Attor-
ney-General for Upper Canada, and
one of the most conspicious Liberal
leaders. At a later date it was the
home and place of business of John
Cawthra, and here were laid, in part,
the foundations of that family’s for-
tune.

Smarting under the sting of Maec-
kenzie’s invective, a mob of young
men, related to members of the Gov-
ernment, entered The Colonial Advo-
cate office on the evening of June
8th, 1826, during the absence of the
editor, and proceeded to wreck the
plant of the paper. Several pages
were standing in type on the stone,
and these were broken up and the
type thrown into the bay. The fur-
niture of the office was smashed, the
type defaced and the printing press
broken, Mackenzie immediately en-
tered action for damages against his
assailants and was awarded £625,
most of which was raised by sub-
seription among the friends of the
Government.
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‘ Elmsley House,” Toronto, the official residence of Sir Francis Bond Head

From the John Ross Robertson Historical Collection

Mackenzie now determined to
direct his attacks at closer range, and
during the next few years the old
Parliament buildings on Front Street
between Simcoe and John Streets, and
the Government House which preced-
ed that recently torn down on the ad-
Jjoining block at the cornor of King
and Simeoe Streets, became the chief
centre of interest of the Reform move-
ment,

In 1829 Mackenzie was elected to
the Legislature for York. Now that
he was inside the Legislature he was
if anything more bitter and waspish
in his eriticism of the Government
and its Family Compact constitution
and methods than ever. The mem-
bers had put up with his attacks at
long range, but to have him on the
floor of the House was intolerable.
They stood him for a session or two,
but finally in 1831 they succeeded in
passing a resolution to the effect that
an article in The Colonial Advocate
of a year or two before was a gross
libel on the Legislature, and that the

author of it was unfit to occupy a
seat in the Assembly. His seat was
therefore declared vacant and a new
election ordered.

The new election took place on Jan-
uary 2nd, 1832, at the Red Lion
hotel on Yonge Street, immediately
north of Bloor Street, where the
North Apartments now stand. This
was a noted hostelry in old York-
ville days, and a popular resort for
sleighing parties and dances, and as it
was largely used by farmers going to
and from the city it was also used at
election times as one of the polling-
places for the Home Distriet.

This election gave the Reformers
an excuse for a demonstration. The
polls usually remained open for a
week, and as open voting then pre-
vailed the scenes around the polls
were at times animated and exciting.
A cavalcade of forty sleighs came
down into the city to escort Mackenzie
to the polling-place, and upward of
2,000 persons were present to show
their sympathy with his cause.
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King Street, Toronto, in 1836, showing Gaol, Court-House and St. James’s Cathedral

From the John Ross Robertson Historical Collection

After the polls had been open for
an hour and a half, and the returns
showed a vote of 119 for Mackenzie
and but one for his opponent, Mr.
Street, the latter, threw up the con-
test. The Reform candidate was then
presented by his constituents with a
gold medal in appreciation of his
course, and a triumphal procession
followed into the city, past Govern-
ment House and on to the Parliament
puildings, where the Legislature was
in session.

The Government, however, refused
to recognize the election, and another
resolution of expulsion was passed.
A third election took place on Jan-
uary 30th, and Mackenzie was again
elected.

Smashing the printing plant seems
to have been the recognized Tory way
of getting even with the newspaper
eritic. Early in 1830 another attack
was made on his office and residence,
He lived at that time at the northwest
corner of Church and Richmond
Streets. A mob of Tory sympathiz-

ers entered his office, broke the win-
dows, destroyed some of the type, and
burnt Mackenzie in effigy in the
streets; and but for the courage that
prompted a young apprentice to load
a gun with type and fire it at the
crowd, much more damage might
have been done. At midnight the
mob again assembled, led by the son
of one of the Executive Council of
the Province, and only the threat of
the authorities to call out the troops
prevented further damage. The
house was under guard for three
weeks and Mackenzie was foreed to
remain outside the city.

After his second expulsion from the
House, Mackenzie was returned by
acclamation, but again he was refus-
ed admission. At a fourth election
he was again returned. The electors
now decided to escort their member
to the House, which was then in ses-
sion, and demand his admission. They
crowded the lobbies and galleries and
overflowed into the chamber. A peti-
tion was presented protesting against
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their practical disfranchisement for
more than three years. When Mr.
Alan MeNab opposed the reception of
the petition, he was hissed from the

gallery. This led to the clearing of
the House, and Mackenzie as a
“‘stranger’ was forcibly ejected.

Some time later he quietly entered
and took the oath, but on attempting
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Elliott, a relation of Mackenzie, at
the northwest corner of Yonge and
Queen Streets, was also a resort for
the Radical leaders. From a window
of this hotel Mackenzie had address-
ed the people after one of his ex-
pulsions.  Resolutions were passed
sustaining the course he had taken
and complaining of the reply to the

Ontario Parliament Buildings in Toronto, as they appeared in 1837

From the John Ross Robertson Historical Collection

to take his seat he was dragged from
his place by the Sergeant-at-arms and
threatened with arrest and punish-
ment.

The Family Compact now had
things pretty much its own way and
popular feeling ran high. In 1836
Sir Franeis Bond Head was appoint-
ed Lieutenant-Governor, and for a
time the Reformers looked for sym-
pathy and assistance from one who
had been hailed on his appointment
as a ‘‘Tried Reformer.”’

The disreputable looking old build-
ing which still oceupies the north-
west corner of Adelaide and Bay
streets was an important rendezvous
for those engaged in the Reform
movement. It was at that time the
residence of John Doel, and a large
building in the rear of the house was
used as a brewery.

The Sun tavern, kept by Thomas

petition of his constituents as insult-
ing, and the propriety of petitioning
the Sovereign for a civil rather than
a military Governor was discussed. It
was at the Sun also that Mackenzie’s
declaration of the independence of
Upper Canada was submitted to a
committee for approval, before its
adoption at a large meeting held at
Doel’s brewery on July 31, 1837,
when a permanent committe was ap-
pointed and a plan of campaign
initiated similar to that of Lower
Canada.

The places in Toronto associated
directly with Mackenzie are num-
erous, and as the ecrisis of his
career draws near they become more
interesting. Early in 1836 he moved
into a modest two-story brick resi-
dence on the west side of York Street,
close to Queen Street, and although
The Constitution, which succeeded



William Lyon Mackenzie's residence in York Street, Toronto, in 1837

From the John Ross Robertson Historical Collection

The Colonial Advocate on July 4th,
1836, was printed at his printing
plant on Yonge Street, next door to the
Jesse Ketchum tannery, which stood
at the northwest corner of Yonge and
Adelaide Streets, most of those inflam-
matory editorials calling upon loyal
Canadians to declare their indepen-
dence and if necessary shoulder their
muskets were written at his home.
As soon as definite news of the out-
break of the Rebellion, on December
4th, 1837, reached the authorities,
both residence and store were put un-
der guard. The house was searched
by soldiers over and over again, from
cellar to garret, the drawers, book-
cases, and closets examined, and even
beds 'ransacked, These unwelcome at-
tentions continued during the entire
week, to the annoyance and discom-
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fort of the women and children of
the household, who at the same time
were nearly distracted with appre-
hension as to the safety of the head
of the house. :

Curiously enough, Mackenzie’s pri-
vate papers hanging in files from the
ceiling of his bedroom and library
escaped the attention of -the officers.
On the Sunday following the out-
break the soldiers for the first time
relaxed their attentions, and seizing
the opportunity, Mrs. Mackenzie and
her mother-in-law hurriedly lighted
the fires and burned every letter and
document in the house.

Mackenzie at the time of the Rebel-
lion had a very fine store, known as
the Constitution Book Store, contain-
ing some thousands of books and
what is said to have been the largest
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and best equipped printing and
bookbinding plant in Upper Canada,
the stock and plant having a value
of upwards of $10,000, Immediate-
ly on the collapse of the Rebellion
a mob broke into the premises and
for a third time vented its vengeance
upon his property, seriously damag-
ing the type, stock and presses. A
creditor, John Eastwood, to whom
Mackenzie was indebted for paper,
issued a writ against the property,
but in the meantime it had been
seized by the authorities, ostensibly
for protection against further dam-
age, and removed to the City Hall.
Later such of the assets as still re-
mained marketable were sold by the
sheriff, realizing some £520, and
after the payment of the debts a bal-
ance of £121 13s. 3d. was turned over
to the Government.

In Lower Canada several thousand
men had armed themselves to fight
against the coercive measures of the
Government. Mackenzie and his as-
sociates felt that the time was now
ripe to do likewise. At a meeting
at Doel’s on October 10th, 1837, he
outlined his project. He had learned
that the city was absolutely defence-
less, owing to the removal of the
troops from Toronto. A consign-
ment of arms and ammunition had
arrived from Kingston and was stor-
ed at the City Hall, and his plan was
" to strike a decisive blow by seizing
Sir Franeis at Government House,
capture the arms at the City Hall
and proclaim a provisional govern-
ment,

This plan, received at first as pre-
posterous and foolhardy, soon began
to find acceptance as a reasonable
proposition, and one that might be
carried out without the necessity for
firing a shot or sacrificing a life.

3

With the annexation of the town
of North Toronto, the city now con-
tains within its limits every import-
ant historical point associated with
the Rebellion. Montgomery’s tav-
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ern, on Yonge Street, about four
miles north of the city, was selected
as the most convenient rallying point
for the Reformers preparatory to
their march on Toronto. Samuel
Lount, who lived near Holland Land-
ing, was in command of the patriots
from the north; Peter Matthews, of
Pickering, was expected to bring de-
tachments from the east; and John
Montgomery, the proprietor, though
not at the time the landlord of the
hotel, was in active sympathy with
the cause.

The tavern was a plain, two-storey
structure, a typical country hotel of
the period, and stood between Mont-
gomery Avenue and Roselawn Ave-
nue, on the spot occupied by Oul-
cott’s Hotel until the passing of the
local option law a few years ago
forced it to close its doors. The
building is now used as the North
Toronto post-office.

Mackenzie confidently expected
that from four to five thousand men
would respond to the call to arms
and meet at Montgomery’s on Mon-
day, December 4th. Only about
seven to eight hundred actually re-
ported. Some of these were armed
with pikes, a few with muskets, but
many were without arms of any kind.

An emergency meeting of loyalists
was hurriedly ecalled by Colonel
Moodie at Richmond Hill because of
the numerous groups of men, some
of whom were armed, seen passing
on their way toward the city, and
the Colonel with several neighbours
determined to ride into the city in
person to warn the Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor of danger. Mackenzie mean-
while had placed several lines of
guards across Yonge Street above
and below the tavern, to prevent
communication with the city, and
Colonel Moodie in trying to foree his
way through the lines discharged his
pistol at the guard. Several musket
shots immediately rang out, and he
fell from his horse dangerously
wounded. This was the first blood
shed in the Rebellion.
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William Lyon Mackenzie

Sir Francis Bond Head, Bar't

From engravings in ‘ The Life and Times of William Lyon Mackenzie,” by Charles Lindsey

The crest of the hill on Yonge
Street between Woodlawn and Farn-
ham Avenues, known since early in
the century as Gallows Hill, was an
important outlook point over the
city. Mackenzie with a scouting
party had taken two horsemen as
prisoners at this point, and sent them
back to headquarters under guard.
They had not proceeded far when
one of them turned on Captain An-
derson, one of his captors, and shot
him in the back, killing his instantly,
and then made off toward the ecity
to report the situation. :

During all this time the Lieuten-
ant-Governor, though warned re-
peatedly, refused to believe in the
possibility of an uprising. When
the seriousness of the situation was
now finally brought home to him, he
consented, in order to gain time, to
send an emissary to the rebel eamp
with a flag of truce. Doctor Rolph
and Robert Baldwin, because of their
acceptability to the Reformers, were
selected. In the meantime the rebel
army numbering less than one thou-
sand men had started for the ecity.
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The force was divided into two
bodies, one of which under Lount
was to enter by Yonge Street, and
the other under Mackenzie by way
of the present Avenue Road and Col-
lege Avenue. Upon reaching the
city the two forces were to unite at
Osgoode Hall.

Just before seaching Gallows Hill
they halted and entering the house
of J. S. Howard, on the west side of
the road, Mackenzie ordered Mrus.
Howard to prepare dinner for fifty
men, The embassy with the flag of
truce met the insurgents at the foot
of the hill. Doctor Rolph informed
Captain Lount that the Lieutenant-
Governor was anxious to avoid trou-
ble, in any reasonable way, and of-
fered amnesty to the rebels if they
would disperse. Lount, however, de-
clared that no reliance could be plac-
ed on the word of Sir Francis Bond
Head, and any proposition from him
must be in writing. The truce bear-
ers then retired and the rebels moved
on as far as the toll-gate at the cor-
ner of Bloor and Yonge Streets. A
few hours later Doetor Rolph and




138

Mr. Baldwin returned with the mes-
sage that the Lieutenant-Governor
would have no further communica-
tion with the rebels.

On his return to the ecity Doctor
Rolph called a meeting at Doel’s for
the purpose of organizing the Re-
formers to assist Mackenzie and his
party, who might be expected at any
moment. Mackenzie, however, was
in no hurry. On Yonge Street al-
most opposite Davenport Road and
Scollard Street was the residence of
Doctor R. C. Horne, assistant cashier
of the Bank of Upper Canada. Ile
was an ardent Tory and had gained
the enmity of the rebel leader some
time before by refusing him accom-
modation at the bank. Mackenzie
entered the house and set fire to it
with his own hand, and even started
out with the idea of serving the same
punishment to Sheriff Jarvis at his
house, across the Rosedale ravine.

By this time the troops had be-
come restive. No rations had been
served, and for the moment they
were more concerned about getting
their dinner than capturing the city.
The force was therefore removed
back to Mrs. Howard’s on Gallows
Hill for the meal that had been or-
dered some time before.

Finally about six o’clock the rebel
army moved forward against the eity.
Sheriff Jarvis had located a detach-
ment of Loyalists in Jonathan
Scott’s house on Yonge Street at the
corner of MeGill Street, An out-
post of sixteen men was also placed
behind a fence on the east side of
the street, just above Maitland
Street, and another among the trees
on the west side. The moment that
Lount’s party reached this spot the
sheriff gave the order to fire. Iis
entire force responded on the mo-
ment, but almost before the sound of
the report had ceased the firing party
became seized with panic and taking
to their heels the men made off to-
ward the city as fast as their legs
could earry them.

But the insurgents were quite as
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terror-stricken at the sound of firing
as their assailants; and as they were
without adequate leadership they
broke away after a futile fire from
the front ranks and turning tail
made off up Yonge Street as fast as
their opponents were travelling in the
opposite direction. In this encoun-
ter one of the rebels was killed and
twe others died later from injuries.

The discomfitted rebel army return-
ed and spent the night at Montgom-
ery’s. In the morning Mackenzic de-
tailed Peter Matthews with a party
of sixty men to prevent the arrival
of reinforcements from the east, to
intercept the mail, and to burn the
bridge over the Don at Queen Street ;
while he and Lount took a small de-
tachment out to Peacock’s Hotel, at
the corner of Dundas and Bloor
Streets, where they seized the stage
and mail from the west.

Meanwhile reinforcements began
to arrive in the city. Alan MeNab
from Hamilton had been appointed
in command over the head of Col-
onel Fitzgibbon. Doector Rolph and
Doctor Morrison had found it pru-
dent, owing to the fiasco of the previ-
ous evening, to leave the city, and
Mackenzie’s home on York Street and
printing-office and store on Yonge
Street had been placed under guard
and diligently searched.

The Loyalist forces gathered at
the Parliament Buildings. There
were about seven hundred men, all
armed, and, accompanied by two six-
pound guns and a military band,
they marched toward Montgomery’s
The main body went by way of
Yonge Street, one of the wings by
College Avenue, and another to Bloor
Street by one of the streets east of
Yonge, either Jarvis or Sherbourne
Street,

The rebels had located about a
hundred and fifty men in the woods
on the west side of Yonge Street
about a mile south of Montgomery’s,
and another detachment in the open
fields on the east side of the road.
On the arrival of the main foree of

ey
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the militia the two guns were mount-
ed on the rise of ground on the west
side of Yonge Street just north of
the old Belt Line Railway, and fire
was quickly opened upon the enemy
somewhere in the woods. The insur-
gents attempted to return the fire,
but the prompt arrival of the west-
erly wing of the Loyalist forces threw
them into confusion and they re-
treated in disorder.

The whole fight lasted but a few
minutes—certainly less than half an
hour. The insurgents lost one man
and the Government forces none, but
four rebels and five of the Govern-
ment troops who were injured died
afterwards as the result of their
wounds. The Loyalist troops seeing
the disorder among the rebels hur-
ried on to Montgomery’s, while others
under Colonel Fitzgibbon pursuea
the fleeing patriots far into the coun-
try.

The victors eaptured a number of
prisoners at the rebel headquarters
and on searching the hotel they
discovered a bag belonging to Mae-
kenzie containing his personal papers,
including a list of the names ana
addresses of almost every insurgent
in the Province,

The Lieutenant-Governor arrived
at Montgomery’s soon after the flight
of the rebel forces, and as though in
retaliation for the burning of Doc-
tor Horne’s house, he immediately
ordered the hotel building to be set
on fire. In a few moments ‘‘the
flames,”’ as Sir Franeis puts it in his
book, ‘‘The Emigrant,”” published
afterwards in England, ‘‘formed a
lurid telegraph which intimated to
many an anxious and aching heart
at Toronto the joyful intelligence
that the yeomen and farmers of Up-
per Canada had triumphed over their
perfidious enemy, Responsible Gov-
ernment.’’

Mackenzie made good his escape
and after a diffieult and dangerous
trip around the head of the lake he
finally, on the following Monday,
succeeded in crossing the Niagara
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House still standing at 82 Bond Street, Toronto, It
was presented by friends in 1858 to William Lyon Mac-
kenzie, and occupied by him until his death in 1861

River into the United States. Lount
and Matthews, the other active min-
tary leaders, and a number of others.
were soon captured, and within a
month or two the gaols in Toronto,
London, Hamilton—indeed, most of
those in the Province—were filled
with rebel prisoners.

By the aid of the list of insurgents
and other documents seized at the
capture of Montgomery’s Tavern, the
Government arrested and prosecuted
scores of persons throughout the Pro-
vince. Little attention was paid to
legal forms or technicalities, and men
were arrested in the fields and work-
shops or in their homes and marched
off to gaol without warrant or au-
thority of any kind. In many in-
stances arrests were made of men
who though sympathetic with the
movement had no connection what-
ever with the rebellion.

The gaol and court-house in To-
ronto now became the centre of at-
tention. These buildings occupied
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the block bounded by King, Toronto,
Adelaide and Church Streets, The
original court-house building, where
the trials took place, is still stand-
ing at the corner of Church and
Court Streets, and the gaol building
has been built over and incorporated
in the York Chambers, on the south
corner of Toronto and Court Streets.

The Toronto prisoners and those
taking part in the engagement at
Montgomery’s were tried before
Chief Justice Sir John Beverley Rob-
inson, and the trials continued for
more than a month. Many were sen-
tenced to death, and others to long
or short periods of imprisonment.
Lount and Matthews, however, alone
were executed. The executions took
place in the gaol yard on April 12th,
1838, in the presence of a large erowd,
the scaffolds having been erected
about where the present police sta-
tion on Court Street now stands. The
bodies were buried in the potter’s
field at the northwest corner of Bloor
and Yonge Streets, but five years lat-
er some sympathetic friends had
them removed to the Necropolis.

Others of the condemned prisoners,
some of whom had witnessed the exe-
cutions of their associates from the
gaol windows, had their sentences
commuted to transportation to Van
Dieman’s Land. They were taken to
Fort Ienry at Kingston for safe-
keeping until they could be forward-
ed, but soon managed to effect their
eseape from captivity and make their
way to the United States.

It might reasonably be expected
that Toronto had seen the last of
Mackenzie and the ill-fated Rebel-
lion. The leader and many of his
adherents had left the country, while
others had by special permission of
the Legislature been suffered to re-
turn; Sir Francis Bond Head had
been superceded by another: Lord
Durham had made his investigations
and presented his historic report:
and many of the reforms demanded
by the Radicals had already been aec-
knowledged and granted. But the
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ghost of the rebellion had yet to be
reckoned with. When, in 1849, eleven
years afterwards, Lord Elgin signed
the Rebellion Losses Bill, passed
unanimously by Parliament, by which
complete amnesty was granted to
all concerned in the rebellion, the
Loyalists in Montreal celebrated the
occasion by burning the Parliament
Buildings, and those in Toronto de-
cided to give Mackenzie a warm wel-
come when it was learned that he
was returning to Canada.
Mackenzie’s arrival in Toronto on
Mareh 22nd was the signal for a
Tory demonstration. Shortly after
dark a mob of several hundred men
and boys started on a tour of the
city, past the market-place and po-
lice station, to the homes of Attor-
ney-General Baldwin and Solicitor-
General Blake, the officials respons-
ible for the amnesty, where they
halted and burned the offending min-
isters in effigy, and then proceeded
to the residence of John MeIntosh,
where Mackenzie was staying. John
MeclIntosh was Mackenzie’s father-in-
law, and lived on the east side of
Yonge Street, a short distance north
of Queen Street, his property ex-
tending through to Vietoria Streert.
The crowd, now swollen to many
hundreds, swarmed up Yonge Street
singing and shouting, with blazing
torches and firearms. Several tar
barrels were set on fire in the mid-
dle of the road, and with shouts of
“Death to Mackenzie’’ they attack-
ed the house with stones and bricks,
A similar attack was made from the
garden in the rear. Every window
in the house was broken, but fortun-
ately no one was hurt. By four
o’clock in the morning the mob, hav-
ing expended.its energies here, mov-
ed on to the residence of the Hon-
ourable George Brown, where they
made another demonstration and
smashed the windows and blinds, No
attempt was made by the police to
interfere with the rioters, and even
the chief himself stood by watching
the proceedings. On the two follow-
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The only building still standing in Toronto that had any association with the rebellion of 1837.

The Doel house,

where the insurgents used to meet, as it looks now, at the crossing of Bay and Adelaide Streets,

ing evenings crowds gathered in the
streets again, but by this time the
authorities had been brought to real-
ize the seriousness of the situation,
the Mayor had sworn in special con-
stables, and a squad of soldiers was
- on hand for the puarpose of prevent-
ing a disturbance.

Mackenzie brought his family to
Toronto a year later. He was again
elected to the Legislature in 1851,
defeating in Haldimand no less not-
able a leader than the Honourable
George Brown. He remained in
Parliament until 1858, during which
time he published a weekly news-
paper, Mackenzie’s Message.

By reason of increasing years and
rather straitened circumstaneces, some
friends of the old leader opened a
fund for the purchase of a residence

for Mackenzie as a personal tribute
of appreciation, and the house at
No. 82 Bond Street, marked a few
years ago with a historical tablet by
the Canadian Club of Toronto, was
presented to him, and here he lived
with his family until his death in
1861.

Of the many places thus associated
with Mackenzie and his great contest
for Responsible Government in Up-
per Canada, this house and the old
rendezvous, Doel’s, at the crossing of
Bay and Adelaide Streets, alone re-
main; but it is well to recall from
time to time the events that took
place during that struggle and the
men who led the movement, for out
of it was born the free and liberal
system of government under which
we in Canada now live.
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A DRAMATIST

BY FRED: JACOR

ELF-EXPRESSION must be the
outstanding sign of national con-
sciousness just as it is the indi-
cation of growing consciousness in
the individual. Canada is finding ex-
pression in the prose writers of the
country, and the day has now arrived
when they can secure a hearing in
their own land without going abroad
and sending their work back with the
stamp of foreign approval upon it.
Our poets have been singing sweetly
for many years. Their voices are
chiefly lyrie, but perhaps they reach
the heart more surely for that very
reason. We even possess our own
composers, and they receive due ap-
preciation. Indeed, when Dr. A. S.
Vogt is compiling a programme for
his great Mendelssohn Choir, he can
place one of his own compositions
side by side with those of the musi-
cians of other lands and be sure that
it will win more applause than would
have been considered proper to ac-
cord an artistic citizen of our own
country a few years ago. But Can-
ada still lacks a dramatist, and it will
not be possible for us to elaim that
our self-expression is complete until
some aspect of the life of the nation
has been placed behind the foot-lights.
It must not be thought that a
maker of plays is a Canadian drama-
tist because he happens to have been
born some place in the vast terri-
tories that make up the Dominion.
There are several native sons of Can-
ada writing for the stage to-day, but
all of them have been adopted by
other countries, to the life of which
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they give expression. James Forbes
may have been born in Salem, On-
tario, and he may have reéceived his
education in Galt, but he does not
belong to us, ““The Chorus Lady’’
and “‘The Travelling Salesman,’’ his
most successful comedies, tell us that
he has become in spirit an American
dramatist, and so far as Canada is
concerned, he might as well have been
born in Harlem. When anything with
which the name of Edgar Selwyn is
connected comes to a town inside our
borders, we hear that he also claims
to be a native of Ontario, but his
theatrical fame has centered in New
York. He has earned prominence
among the producers who have made
the stage a great commercial enter.
prise, but the man who is to be count-
ed as Canada’s first dramatist must
achieve more than that.

It is true that Mr. Selwyn came
back to the land of his birth to find
material for a play when he made a
dramatized version of Sir Gilbert
Parker’s mnovel, ‘‘Pierre of the
Plains,”” but this drama served to
show only how completely out of
touch he was with all things Cana-
dian. He catered to the popular no-
tion, now happily dying out, of the
civilization to be found in the north-
ern half of the continent. For stage
purposes, Canada has been regarded
as a land of melodrama ; a land where
men wear buckskins and ride prane-
ing horses; a land where the pagan
white is thrown into eonflict with the
savage redskin; a land where disputes
are settled by hiding in the bush,
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leaping upon your enemy and fight-
ing to the death. It is a bleak land,
existing merely for adventurers who
love barren wastes.

No man will accept a picture as a
portrait of himself because some one
choses to place his name neatly on
the frame. If all the plays with our
name on the frame were gathered to-
gether for one repertoire, they would
leave a very strange impression up-
on the minds of those who might seek
to make our acquaintance through
them. It is true that a land called
““Canada’ has been made the scene
of a few dramas in the past, but in
every case the name only served the
purpose of telling the audience in ad-
vance that they were to be entertain-
ed by lawlessness and thrills,

Now, as a matter of faet, Cana-
dians have grown to think themselves
fairly advanced in the process of
civilization, and most of them even
believe that the nation has a person-
ality of its own at least partially de-
veloped. The majority of Canadians
will acknowledge that they only know
the typical Jack Canuck through the
medium of the cartoon or the stage.
The country contains a great many
more people in whose hands a six-
shooter would be chiefly dangerous
to themselves than ‘‘bad-men’’ cap-
able of being a terror to anybody.
Knowledge of the wilds is secured by
a holiday in Muskoka or by taking
a canoe trip sometimes as far as six
days’ journey from a good restaur-
ant. Is it any wonder then that some
of the play-goers would like to see
(Canada pictured a little more acecur-
ately on the stage than it has been
shown in dramas like ‘‘Pierre of the
Plains’® and ‘‘The Wolf,”” which
have now become faint memories?

If no serious attempt has yet been
made to express Canada through the
medium of the drama, it might seem
to some persons that the subject is
hardly worth discussing. There are
so many achievements to be consid-
ered in the world of literature that
possibilities ean not be given a great
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which no one will attempt to deny,
but at the same time it cannot be a
waste of time to point out that we
are still a country without a drama.
Much more important is the consid-
eration that we do not need to pass
through all the kindergarten stages
in the development of this side of
our literary life. The first Canadian
playwright will not have to evolve
for himself any technical standard or
form; he will not be forced to experi-
ment with the conventions of the
stage so as to find how naturalism is
produced; he will, in short, be the
heir of all the dramatic ages.

The fashions of the stage change
more rapidly than the fashions of the
novel, and that may account for the
many alterations which have come
about during the last quarter of a
century in the technique of the thea-
tre. There has been a rapid move-
ment towards every means that serves
to make a story more natural in its
telling. For that reason plays which
were regarded as realistic enough fif-
teen years ago frequently appear
creaky and limping when revived,
and the most obvious melodrama, such
as ‘‘The Whip,”’ which has enjoyed
very wide success, shows that the
modern dramatie laws are being obey-
ed by even the playwrights who are
looked upon as hack workers. All the
artificialities have been wiped out—
or rather it seems to us that none
can be left. Plays are no longer fill-
ed with irrelevant detail, but move
straight on towards their goal; con-
versation has ceased to be rhetorie,
and though it may be more witty
than ordinary persons can manage to
produce without the aid of second-
hand jokes, it strikes the ear as hu-
man; and rounded periods are not
considered necessary in order to give
a literary quality to a play. Of
course, asides, soliloquies, and simi-
lar verbiage passed into disrepute
long since.

It is hardly necessary to mention
that some modernists have committed
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excesses in the name of technical skill,
Simplification is a great thing, and
it is well to have a play compact, but
a drama is not great simply because
the story has been told with one set-
ting and five characters if the piece
has nothing beyond ingenuity to re-
commend it. The best dialogue is
that which suggests actual conversa-
tion, but it is to be hoped that no
realist will ever be so accurate in de-
picting the way ordinary people talk
that his play will become as hap-haz-
ard and as hazy as the ordinary chat
that we hear about us all the time.
Dramas are now to be found in our
library shelves that show a tendency
to both these excesses, but when the
Canadian dramatist comes suddenly
before us, he ean inherit all the wis-
dom of the modernists without class-
ing himself with the ‘‘ultras.’”’

It might be urged that all such con-
siderations place too much import-
ance upon the technical side of stage
literature. Some people will tell you
that the average play-goer does not
care very much about the construe-
tion of a drama so long as it furnishes
him with an evening’s entertainment.
The average play-goer would prob-
ably make this assertion himself with-
out realizing that he has been slowly
trained to recognize by instinet when
a drama is well made, He has grown
accustomed to modern standards, and
while he may not take the trouble to
define them, he resents anything from
which they are conspicuously absent.
Furthermore, the average play-goer,
though very important, is not the
only person to be considered. Our
national drama, when it comes, will
have to meet the eriticism of the dis-
criminating, and form can be consid-
ered secondary only to ideas in any-
thing that is to prove permanent.

The playwrights who are working
to-day have found a fortunate age in
which the air is comparatively clear
of controversy, and there is a wider
understanding of such much misused
terms as the ‘‘problem play’’ and the
““drama of ideas.”” Not so very long
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ago, a dramatist had only to raise
aloft a flag bearing the words ‘‘ Prob-
lem Play,”” and immediately his ef-
fort became the centre of abusive at-
tack and equally abusive defence.
Then by some mischance—the most
ardent defenders of the problem play
undoubtedly deserve a very large
share of the blame—theatre-goers
found themselves confusing the prob-
lem play and the drama of ideas.
Anything that was sordid, anything
that dealt with the unlovely side of
life went under these headings, which
were accepted as almost synonymous.

The clarified vision of our day has
caused the two classes to be pulled
asunder. Among the dramas that
contain ideas there are many that
cannot be described as handling prob-
lems, just as there are many problem
plays, and popular ones, too, that
could not be said to offer any genu-
ine ideas. The problem play is al-
most sure to fall more and more into
the past, while the drama of ideas is
certain to be the dominant forece of
the future.

It has been found by a long series
of experiments that the stage does not
lend itself to the satisfactory hand-
ling of a complete problem., Scope
cannot be found for the full demon-
stration of every side of a question,
and the more a playwright seeks to
prove, the more likely he is to find
himself warring with men of straw
set up to suit his strength and val-
iantly knocked down. He must face
the fact that no problem under the
sun ean be completely stated in a sin.
gle concrete case. It is easy enough
to build up a story that will prove
one view, but it is equally easy to
unfold another story to prove some-
thing exactly opposite, and that is
why the stage has been found so in-
adequate as a medium for handlin
problems in the large. The old kind
of problem play which asked very
big questions, and then gave very
weak little answers eouched in highly
emotional language cannot stand be.-
fore the drama that contains one rea]
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idea that is worth thinking about.

The man who has the belief that
the drama of ideas always deals with
something that makes big demands
upon his mentality is labouring un-
der an unfortunate delusion. The
experiences and observation of every
individual lead to the formation of
opinions—or perhaps in some cases
they would be better described as
prejudices. The dramatist who works
with ideas has merely learned that he
can entertain and at the same time
contribute something valuable, a com-
ment on a certain side of life, a mes-
sage regarding an ethical considera-
tion or at least one well formed and
expressed thought that will linger in
the mind of even the most careless.
In such popular successes as ‘‘Mile-
stones,”” ‘“What Every Woman
Knows,”’ ‘¢“Man and Superman,’’ and
““The Poor Little Rich Girl,”’ ideas
stand out so prominently that they
cannot be overlooked. In fact, the
majority of plays that are worthy of
any consideration at all contain ideas
as their backbones.

‘When our national dramatist ar-
rives, he will have to possess some-
thing worth saying about life as he
finds it. In the United States many
playwrights had come forward with
stories of the Wild West that inter-
ested but said nothing to arrest lin-
gering attention, Then came Profes-
sor Vaughan Moody with his slightly
over-estimated drama ‘‘The Great
Divide,”” but he had something de-
finite to say. He dealt with the con-
flict of two types of human nature,
one curbed and formed by the Puri-
tanism of the Eastern States, and the
other uncontrolled and wild with the
unlicensed freedom of the West. This
play has been accepted as a classiec.
Is it not probable that some idea may
be found in Canada as typical of our
life as ‘“‘The Great Divide’’ was of
the United States, and also just as
wide in its appeal to humanity even in
lands where conditions are different?

It is possible also that a drama may
be typical of a certain country even
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when its ‘central idea is not so pure-
ly national and when its eriticism of
life is greatly broadened. Indeed, one
may venture to foretell that the first
important contribution of Canada to
the stage will be more in the nature
of a genre picture, perhaps even do-
ing for the Dominion what ‘‘Bunty
Pulls the Strings’’ did for Scotland
or ‘“The Playboy of the Western
World”’ did for Ireland.

One more quick glance at the Am-
erican drama, aund we shall notice
that the most successful playwrights
have been those who excelled at ex-
pressing some phase of the strangely
varied national life. The late Clyde
Fitch made plays that would merely
have been trivial stories if he had not
possessed such keen observation. He
caught the manners and the social
customs of the leisure classes in the
great commercial centres of his native
land, and limned them sharply in-
to his stage pictures. The same keen
appreciation of the personality of
his eountrymen has made George M.
Cohan a force on the stage. In many
respects, his comedies may be only
smart and vulgar, but he has portray-
ed better than any other writer of
the day the superficial thinking, the
love of laughter, and bright lights,
and the breathless pace that charac-
terizes Broadway. Even dramatists
like Edward Sheldon and Eugene
Walter may be studied with advan-
tage in order to learn what it means
to cateh the spirit of one’s own coun-
try. It must be admitted that both
of them are theatrical—that they will
sacrifice truth to a situation and sub-
stitute platitudes for thought—but
they handle first of all character types
and subject matter peculiar to their
own land.

Surely the first Canadian play-
wright has been afforded plenty of
guidance by the dramatists of other
lands. It is not too much to hope
that we shall soon find in our midst
a man who can paint a stage picture
of this country which could be recog-
nized even though he placed no name
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upon the frame. He must do his
work so that it ean stand the eritisism
of the people who know the subject
intimately, but he will have to treat it
so as to interest a larger public as
well. The material lies ready to hand,
and all the necessary hints regarding

THE .CANADIAN MAGAZINE

the use of it have been given by the
writers who have worked in this field.
There are no signs as yet upon the
literary horizon of the arrival of our
dramatist, but we are waiting ex-
pectantly, for we feel that he should
S00N come now.

TO THE MEADOW LARK

By MARY CORNELL

BJRD from whose duleet strings
The early winds shake sweetest melody,

When tremulous summer sings

Her faint adieux to spring from grove and lea,
Thou’rt heard, and still thy wings
Buoy the rare rapture of thy voice over the autumn dree.

The nightingale has here forgot her fame;
The skylark, like a ghost from fairy lore,
Weaveth a magic round her whispered name;
Imagination conjures fruitful store
Of burning rose leaves, choice
And peerless peach-plush, summer’s charméd lispings,
And hears that far still voice.
When burgeoning spring forgets
To sound thy prelude, may her streaming veins

Congeal, her violets

Fail in blanched langour from their purple stains,

Faint for the dewy jets

That ceased to glimmer when were spent thy mellowing refrains.

Now for a breath the choristers are still—
Thou sing’st thy cavatina to the sky;

Sweet-throated winds, senorous o’er the hill,
Or fluting through the silvery poplars nigh,

Playing on reed and wood,

Are the orchestral chords harmonious, subdued to thy rapt mood.
Thou art our visioned priest,

In tabernacle of the air dost dwell,
From celestial fanes released ;

With heart-throbs we implore thy oracle,

For it from heaven’s feast,

Melodious optimist, has stolen the bliss thy notes do tell.
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FIFTY-FOUR FORTY OR FIGHT

BY HAROLD SANDS

WICE during the one hundred

years of peace Canada and

Great Britain came close to be-
ing embroiled with the United States
because of disputes over the boun-
dary line separating British and
United States Territory west of the
Roeky Mountains. If the jingoes of
Washington had had their way in
the forties land engagements would
have been fought along the banks of
the Columbia River and naval battles
in the waters of Puget Sound and
the Strait of Juan de Fuca. An ele-
ment in the United States was as
eager to go to war with Great Bri-
tain, in 1844-5, over what is known
as the Oregon question as another
element was anxious, ten years later,
to settle the San Juan boundary dis-
pute at the sword’s point.

Although both these disputes took
place prior to Confederation and
mainly affected what is now the Pro-
vinee of British Columbia, all Can-
ada was as vitally interested as Great
Britain, and undoubtedly if there had
been a conflict troops would have been
sent to the Pacific from Toronto,
Montreal and other mustering places
in the East.

Already the story of the San Juan
trouble has been told in The Cana-
dian Magazine, and it has been shown
how perilously near to war the na-
tions were. They were even closer to
it when ‘‘ Fifty-Four Forty or Fight’’
was made the slogan of the Presiden-
tial ecampaign in 1844. That ery, in
fact, was styled by Americans as
the ‘‘Marseillaise of ’44,’’ the year
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in which James K, Polk, the man
from Tennessee, became a national fig-
ure by being nominated as the Presi-
dential candidate of the Democratice
party. He rode into office on that
warlike slogan and cheerfully claim-
ed the whole Pacific coast from Cali-
fornia to Alaska.

The reason for the great interest
taken in tha forties in what was
loosely called Oregon is found in the
fact that the country then first at-
tracted settlers from the KEastern
States who were astonished to find,
on arriving on the Pacific coast, that
the Hudson’s Bay Company was in
possession. That great company did
not encourage settlement in what it
looked upon as a portion of its game
preserve; nevertheless, it gave the
early American settlers much valu-
able assistance, and its hospitality be-
came proverbial on the coast. Testi-
mony to the ‘‘kind and gentlemanly
treatment’’ of Americans by the of-
ficers of the company is on record in
the Archives at Washington in the
shape of reports from United States
path-finders, among whom were men
who vigorously pressed for the mili-
tary oceupation of the country at a
time when such oceupation could
hardly have failed to result in war.

Conditions were ripe for an out-
break in the early forties. The Ore-
gon country was then the goal of
ardent spirits from the Atlantic
States, keen for any adventure.
‘‘Fierce-eyed, fearless men,”’ one
American writer deseribes them. They
set out in caravans for the country
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west of the Missouri River, and his-
torians who wrote for American audi-
ences spoke of them as a ‘‘warlike
people,’” resolved ‘‘to hold that land
and increase it.”’ Part of the fam-
ous Oregon trail over which those
“fierce-eyed, fearless’’ settlers passed
still exists and the route over which
they travelled is spoken of as ‘‘the
trail over which our people outran
their leaders.”” Those leaders were
playing polities back in Washington,
and happily the play resulted in pre-
venting a war which the ‘‘fierce-
eyed’’ were willing to bring about.

Truth to tell, ‘‘ Fifty-four Forty or
Fight’’ was first a monumental Am-
erican bluff. It was then taken up
as a campaign cry and so appealed to
the American people that the Demo-
cratic leaders were bound to make
another bluff at carrying out their
first bluff. Documents prove that of-
ficial Washington mnever intended
seriously to claim any British land
north of parallel forty-nine, but po-
litical exigencies drove them to as-
sert a right to territory as far north
as Cariboo and Prince Rupert.

So vast is the territory at that time
known as the Oregon country that to-
day it is eomposed of a portion of
the State of Oregon, all the State of
Washington, and most of British Col-
umbia. As far back as 1804 negotia-
tions began between Great Britain
and the United States for the delimi-
tation of the Oregon boundary. In
that year the United States was satis-
fied to claim the forty-ninth parallel
as the boundary. Great Britain,
somewhat modestly, many British
Columbia people believe, argued that
the line should be the forty-ninth
parallel as far west as the north-east-
ern branch of the Columbia River,
and the middle of that river from
that point to the Pacific. Failure to
agree on the subject led to the agree-
ment of 1818 for the joint occupa-
tion of the country. This was follow-
ed in 1827 by a convention whereby
the whole country in dispute was left
open to citizens of both eountries.

For sixteen years there were no
further negotiations, but in 1843 the
boundary between Maine and Canada
was settled by the Ashburton treaty.
That troublesome matter disposed of,
attention was once more drawn to the
disputed territory on the Pacifie
Coast.

First serious mention of ‘‘Fifty-
four Forty or Fight’’ was made in
1844 when Senator Lewis F. Linn of
Missouri, who declared to have done
‘““more than any other man to save
Oregon to the United States,”” in-
troduced a bill in the United States
Senate for the occupation of the
Oregon country. He asserted, with-
out justification, that Great Britain
was systematically preparing for war
with the United States. ‘‘Sooner or
later the war will come,”’ he declared,
‘““for Great Britain is determined
upon it, and we should roll back the
thunder upon her own shores.”” He
made what time has proved to be the
ludierous observation that ‘“the man
is alive, and with a beard on his face
(though it may not be I), who will
see an American army in Ireland and
an American general in the streets of
London.”’

Naturally the fifty-four forty claim
was the theme of ‘“‘dress debates’’ in
the British Houses of Parliament and
of wondrous ‘‘patriotic’’ harangues
in Congress. Across the water Sir
Robert Peel, Lord John Russell, Tiord
Palmerston and other British heavy-
weights made the oriel windows of
St. ' Stephen’s rattle with their
oratory. United States senators and
representatives; eager to make them-
selves solid with their constituents,
shook the dome of the Capitol with
their vigorous assertions that the
“‘clear and unquestionable’’ rights of
the Republic were to all the territory
on the Pacific Coast from the Mexican
border to Alaska. Pamphlets up-
holding this claim were turned out
by the bushel in the United States.
The language in some was so fiery
that it is a wonder the paper did not
catch fire.

-
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The frenzy across the border reach-
ed its highest at the Democratic con-
vention at Baltimore which nominat-
ed Mr. Polk for the Presidency and
chose its battle-cry for the campaign
““Fifty-four Forty or Fight.”” The
reoccupation of Oregon was declared
to be one of the great American
measures which the convention recom-
mended to the cordial support of the
democracy of the Union.

Polk won his way to the White
House, and Clinton A. Snowden,
author of a ‘‘History of Washing-
ton,”’ says the expectation of the
majority who gave Mr. Polk their
votes was that he would stand for
fifty-four forty as the boundary line
““and make war for it if necessary.’’
This expectation was strengthened
by the declaration made by President
Polk in his inaugural address on
March 4, 1845, that it would be his
duty to maintain the title of the
TUnited States to the territory beyond
the Rocky Mountains,

President Polk, however, had al-
ready found that when in office one’s
views are often mnot quite so radieal
as when in the eool shades of oppo-
gition, and he modified his eampaign
utterances by engaging sacredly to
respect all obligations imposed by
treaties. In other words, on his first
day in office Polk ‘‘hedged.”’

His language was sufficiently fore-
ible, nevertheless, to enable the Tory
party in Great Britain to make a
savage attack on the Peel ministry in
the British Parliament for the man-
ner in which the Government had
dealt with the boundary questions.
Lord Clarendon, in a speech in the
house of Peers, asserted that Polk, in
his inaugural address had evinced a
studied neglect of that courtesy and
deferential language usually observed
by governments in treating on inter-
national affiairs, and he hoped the
ministry would not shrink from vindi-
cating the honour of the British
nation. Lord Palmerston, in an
equally severe arraignment, express-
ed his apprehension that another
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‘“ Ashburton capitulation’’ was about
to be concluded with regard to the
Oregon boundary. Peel took the
starch out of the opposition by quietly
remarking that his government in-
tended to maintain the rights of
Great Britain in Oregon, which, he
said, adopting American style, were
‘“clear and unquestionable.’’

As proof that Peel had not been
‘‘asleep at the switech’’ of empire,
and as showing how serious the af-
fair had become, it may be mentioned
that a fleet of British warships
had been quietly assembled in North
Pacific waters. H. M. S. Fisgard
was in Puget Sound near the Hud-
son’s Bay post of Fort Nisqually,
The sloop-of-war Modest, ecarrying
twenty guns, was anchored in the
Columbia River near Fort Vancouver.
At other points were the armed
steamer Cormorant and the warships
Constant and Inconstant. H. M. S.
America also was on the coast. Lieu-
tenant Peel, son of the Prime Minis-
ter, was aboard this vessel, and he
took a letter to the Hudson’s Bay
authorities at Fort Vancouver, from
Captain Gordon, saying that they
had been sent by Admiral Seymour
to assure Her Majesty’s subjeets in
the country of firm protection.

This ‘‘sudden abundance of Brit-
ish protection’’ was regarded ‘‘almost
as a menance’’ by the Americans in
Oregon, who were much disturbed by
the presence of the warships. How-
ever, those ships were not required
to clear for action. While they were
on the spot ready to defend the
honour of the British nation, negotia-
tions for a settlement were proceed-
ing at Washington between Sir Rich-
ard Pakenham, the portly represen-
tative of Great Britian, and James
Buchanan, United States Secretary
of State. President Polk sincerely
anxious ‘‘to promote peace and har-
mony between the two nations.”’

Still the ground was uncertain
under the feet of both nations, and
there is no knowing what might have
happened if the point of cost had not
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been brought into the discussion. In
boundary questions as in most others
money talks. After Britishers and
Americans had exhausted their ex-
tensive vocabularies, after a proposal
of arbitration had been made by Sir
Richard Pakenham and rejected by
Mr. Buchanan, after Lord Aberdeen,
Colonial Secretary, had significantly
directed the attention of the Ameri-
can minister in London to the large
additions Great Britian was making
to her armaments and the Americans
had retorted by introducing in Con-
gress a proposal to increase their mil-
itary and naval forces, a sudden and
remarkable change came over the
character of the correspondence on
the subject of the Oregon boundary.
This was due to the fact that measures
were introduced at Westminster and
Washington which would effect the
pockets of the traders of both nations
and would have an influence on the
cost of living. Peel introduced in the
British House of Commons his cele-
brated corn laws, and the Democrats
at Washington were ready with their
tariff reductions. The removal of
the duties on corn imported into
Great Britian meant money for
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Americans. ‘The reduction in the
United States tariff on goods of
foreign manufacture meant more
business for the British. Men on
both sides of the Atlantic who had
excited themselves over the Oregon
question suddenly became of the
opinion that it would be foolish to
resort to extreme measures over a
slice of territory in the wild West.
They found it eminently desirable to
lessen their heat over Oregon in order
that there might be an enlargement
of commercial activities between
Great Britain and the United States.

Differences over Oregon were quick-
ly healed, and the plenipotentiaries
indulged in the blessed act of com-
promise, The United States receded
a long way from fifty-four forty, and
Great Britian gave up her claim to
land beyond the Rockies south of
parallel 49. On June 15, 1846, the
Oregon treaty was signed at Wash-
ington by Sir Richard Packenham
and Secretary Buchanan, and thus
was removed a bone of contention
which but for trade considerations
might have prevented the celebration
of the peace centenary. Trade has
its vietories as well as war.

IN JOYOUS GARDE

By ANNE HIGGINSON SPICER

OU have come back from all your wandering
To find me as you left me, still at work,
Grubbing among my bulbs (an earth-bound soul!),
While you with wingéd feet like Ariel
Have girdled all the world since last we met.
Thrice welcome you, and should you not be glad
That there are those who simply stay at home
A-weaving welcomes for you wanderers?
You come with your enthusiams fresh;
I’ll share them with you gladly, if you like,
But do not try to make me envious.

Your happy eyes have seen the Parthenon
Since last you stood beneath our prairie sky,
And you have heard the Adriatic’s call,
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Fed with your very hand sweet Hilda’s doves,
And plucked the asphodel in Sicily!

Well! I have heard our blue lake’s friendly swish
Upon the shore. The song-birds are my friends

Who come with joyous twittering at my call.
Then late in March I found hepaticas—

But here’s no Parthenon, I grant you that!

You say no sound can ever greet your ear
Like that bewildering old temple-bell
There in an ancient grove near Tokio
That boomed a melody you’ll ne’er forget.
You tell me how in the great Abbey’s nave
You heard a lad ecarolling high and higher
Some old Te Deum, till your heart began
To swell with rapture rev’rent, till it seemed
As if you scarce could be alive, so sweet
The sound, so great the scene, Ah! Yes, I know!
Sometimes at early dawn I steal from bed,
Open a door, and o'er the threshold step
Into a world where everything’s dew-washed.
The air is silvery, pearl-like, luminous,
So pure, so morning-pure, one is afraid
To sully it with deed, or word, or thought.
One lonely star, perhaps, is lingering.
It seems the very morning of the world
And I the first to greet it—hush; what’s that?
A note—a cadence—quivering through the air
Rising erescendo in an ecstasy
Of thanks to God and greeting to the day.
A song-sparrow, his wee, brown chorister!

You vow we have no artists here at home
Who rank with the great masters or can vie
‘With unassuming Orient artisans
‘Whose daily tasks are truly miracles?
Now tell me, was there ever Nippon bronze
Or Eastern tapestry which can compare
With yonder tracery of green and gold,
Sunlight and shadow, on the velvet ground?
And only look where, there against the sky,
The cornel lifts its shapely pointed spires
Of opening leaves, like tiny flames of green
Raising Spring’s incense to the God of Light!
I cannot think those distant mystic shrines
Of which you speak with wonder in your voice
Could make my heart swell with more ecstasy
Than does this smell of rain-washed earth in May.

I am a painter, too. My canvas spreads
Only this little acre, in the sun,
But with this earth-stained trowel that you see
And bags of bulbs, queer roots, and tiny seeds
I paint my growing picture, year by year. :
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A ‘‘Spring-time’’ did your Botticelli paint,
I know 1t well, and think of it each time
I loose the earth about my primroses—
See where they smile, a very flash of gold!
All last October, when the early frost
Had turned the sassafras from gentle green
To a mosaice, flaming red and gold,
I plodded on my hands and knees for hours,
Digging and changing, humming as I worked,
A little tune of very olden times.
You know it, ‘‘Violets, like Juno’s eyes’’!
Now it is Spring, and blossoming in the shade
Here is the song, writ out in purple notes—
Puvis would eall that colour good, I think,
Which I—helped out, ’tis true, by rain and sun—
Fashioned just here, a violet madrigal.

There where the pyrethrums are raising pink
And cheerful faces to the sun, it seemed
A bit too pink a spot, so t’other day
I took my trowel and dug up that root
Of pale forget-me not, and planted it
In front of all the pink. That night a shower
Fell, and next morning you could never guess
But Nature’s brush those colours had combined
So right they looked, so reasonably they grew;
One helps the miracle where’er one can—
But there are miracles one cannot touch !
Not long ago, out in the April sun,
I swear I saw Mertensia change the tint
Of her pink buds into that wondrous blue
She jangles bell-like in the frosty breeze,
One might go round the world a hundred times
And never catch that trick of hers again,

I have not seen the marbles of the Greeks
Except as we do get them, second best,
But still 1 dare, with shears and pruning-knife,
Attempt a certain sculpture of my own!
I clip the shrubs to make a better bloom,
To curb them shapely, and let in the light
On humble blossoms growing at their feet.
But, oh, I’'m eareful! And I watch to see
How Nature does it, and I follow her
So you would never think them touched, but say,
““With what luxuriance, when let alone,
These wild things grow, and spread. I like them so!”’

Perhaps some day I too shall travel far,

Hearing and seeing all that man has done,
Meanwhile I dig my garden, hum my song.

Who will may come to see my garden grow,
Smell the earth’s incense, listen to the birds,

Breathe the soft breath of peace which here exhales,
And there’s no man can make me envious.



A SONG OF

Ldd J:AND

BY MRS. ARTHUR MURPHY

(JANEY CANUCK)

n UT of the North comes tu-
Omult,” say they who are
poets, ‘‘and clangorous chal-

lenge to battle.”’

True, O poets! And out of the
north come men of robust mood who
will keep our nations honour, for this
is a country where courage and truth
are inborn, a land which sways the
souls of its citizens unto high en-
deavour. From this country, where,
of old, dwelt the bow-bearers who
were eaters of strong meat, will come
high-hearted men of loyal temper;
for this is the world’s House of
Youth. This shall be its nurse of
heroes.

“‘Money-flingers and careless, are
these Northmen,’’ says another, ‘‘and
wasters of wealth.”’

True, O Sir Time Lock, but when
the gods would be thrifty they give
their money away. The gods are
master-spenders and have learned
the wide wisdom of being foolish.
Do you follow me aright?

And this is the wisdom of our
Northmen who have well tamed
Dame Fortune and have set their
sure brand upon her. :

But, if money sticks not in their
purses, and if they haggle not over
coins, yet are these men businessful,
with a purpose for large enterprise.
In these latitudes, we have deep-
councilled companies of traders who,
while they love the sweet power of
money, have ever bartered fairly and
know the ‘‘mine’’ and ‘‘thine’’ are
different words which rhyme well in
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all reckonings. I have sure grounds
for knowing this and am minded to
say, ‘‘Hail and all hail!”’

‘“The North is a numbed and hag-
gard land of arid snow,’’ say many
voices. ‘‘In its vast voids lives a
dark spirit which lures men on and
tricks them so that they come, in
time, to love that which punishes
them. And if by some fair hap they
are led into any other and softer
climes, then do they fret and fever
for the wolf-lands of the Yukon or
the Mackenzie as though some secret
and unforbidden magic had entered
their blood forever.”’

I will not speak contrawise to
these men, for it is meet that I should
speak fairly. The love of the North,
like the fiery kiss of genius is a
sorrowful gift and none can say
whether it is greater in joy or pain.
She is an exacting mistress, this white
bodied, rude-musecled North, and of
times she breaks and hurts a man
till he drags his brokenness away to
die. Yet, is she beautiful and
passionately human; full of vigour
and drunken with life, and her house
stretches from the dawn to dayfall.

And why should men complain of
the stabbing cold and of the unres-
tricted range of the young winds?
Why do they wish to regulate God’s
snow and rain? What could be more
hateful to men than unfaltering sun-
shine and ever-flowing fields?

In the winter of the fortressed
North animals turn white, as do the
birds and the very earth itself. All
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were pallid and colourless but for
the yellow belt of the setting sun and
the black-green tree shadows that fall
toward the pole. Rivers cease their
singing; the birds are silent; and all
ig still to the bounds of the world,
save only the sonorous wind which
is the breath of Claeg, the Round
One, who is the earth, Here the
north-east wind is Lord Paramount,
and the Crees and Chipewyans have
long known that Death comes from
his direction.

Listen! 1 made an error to say
that all is stilled, for of occasion
there is the mewl of the lynx, the yap
of the timber wolf as he gives tongue
in pursuit of ah-pe-shee moos-0os,
the jumping deer; the howling in-
famy of the huskies seeking their
meat from God; and the raucous roar
of the hulking moose blind with rage
of love.

Listen! I made an error to speak
of an’ all-whiteness, for where the
Aurora pins her colours to the sky
it is like unto an angry opal. This
is Beauty Absolute. Her swinging
swords of flame none have measured :
who shall tell the measure of this
land ¢

But listen! It is not beyond our
understanding that men should feel
the urge of this Northland and its
strange enticements. Some there
are who speak of it as the lure of the
North, the fret of spring, or the call
of the red gods. Surely we may
understand aright if we do but watch
the birds flock hither of spring time,
and how the fish fight up against
the streams though it be to suffer
and to die, These cannot resist the
drag of the magnetic pole, any more
than you or I who have souls and are
feeling folk?

But it is not always frigid here,
for we have spring-tide and the sea-
son of seven sweet suns.

“‘Good morrow!’’ shouts the tired
Winter in the time of melting snows.

““Good morrow!’’ shouts back the
nimble Spring as he throws a mist of
green over the aspens.
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“Come fly with me and touch the
sun,’’ pleads the eagle to his sweet-
heart.

“Come with me and be my love,’’
woos Kiya, boatmen of the Athabas-
ka; ““already the young birds are in
their nests and will soon fly away.
Soon will the time of mating be past.”’

Aye! But the summer winds are
honey-mouthed.

Aye! But the skies are star-en-
chanted, and there are fair stories 1
might tell about yellow grain fields
and of red lilies like blown flame, but
none save those who are prairie rang-
ers would understand aright.

Besides, there are woolly mouthed
men and chattering daws who say
secretly that we of the North are
boasters and that we tell ill tales.

But though we are impeached, yet
will we say that our song is tinged
with no lie. We are young men, and
sowers of grain, and it is pleasant to
glorify the largess of our harvest.

We are boasters, they tell, and full-
mouthed; but why should we keep
hidden and unshared the all-golden
treasures of our fields? We will not
hide this thing in our hearts, but with
fair speech will sing it in a million-
voiced canticle of praise. There is no
need that we sing restrainedly of our
goodly dower, or in measured words,
for we are no servile race of hirelings
but free men, and proclaimers of this
Jand. Because we are witnessess that
the talent of our country is folded in
the fecund earth, we will speak aloud
to our neighbouring Saxons of friend-
ly mind, and to the brotherhood of
the soil throughout the universe. We
will speak with them concerning our
gold and vineyards and fine flour, of
our forests and fisheries and apple
orchards, till their veins stir as with
the tang of old wine. These folk
have need to know that in the North
prosperity groweth widely; that here
the unbelievable is achieved. This
is the true fairy: land where swine-
herds, and barbers, and much labour-
ing men are raised to riches and
power. Here is a dining-hall whose
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friendly feast is spread for all. Here
every man may come and eat of our
cakes and melons, of our honey and
fat things. >

The North has no need of an inter-
perter: it has need of heralds. Then,

ho! for our fierce and beautif.ul
country, our strong and fertile
country.

‘We will send these tidings Europe-
ward and the far-delivered message
shall not fall to the ground. It is a
blithe young tune we shall sing, with
a resonant chorus of ‘‘Canada, O
Canada.’’ ;

Fitting is it that we should sing to
the Isles of Britain, for from them, is
the birth of this breed and theirs is
the royal stamp we bear upon our
fighting arm. We are the wide-rul-
ing seed of the Saxons and ever shall
we answer to the rally of the race.
All hands around! We will pledge
the homeland of Britain.

And who will sing this song of the
North? Sit you here till we talk of
this thing. I pray you prompt my
pen as its forgets. “hast

They have come hither to sing it
from Ottawa, which is the Place of
Councils, and the soverign eity in this
fair house of Canada.

Hither have they come from the
tobaceo plantations of Essex; the
yellow corn-fields of Lambton; the
luscious peach groves of Kent, and
the vineyards of Welland. These
are lusty fellows and of fine fibre.

IHere are men of consideration from
the thick-leaved apple orchards of
Nova Scotia and from the dairy stead-
ings of Oxford. Have you never
heard concerning the round towers of
Oxford which are stacks of grain, and
of the herds of black bulls which feed
fatly on her meadowlands? Then it
is the small knowledge you have of
this Dominion and the bright for-
tunes of this people.

Others have joined our chorus who
are from mailed Quebee, which is
the eye of Canada; from Montreal
whose traffickers are among the hon-
ourable of the earth, and from
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Niagara where, with subtle cunning
men have bridled Neptune, the Lord
of Waters, and made his trident into
one of fire.

These courtly and free-handed
fellows have hailed from Toronto!
Beautiful Toronto! the city of work
and play. 1 like well its stately
homes and its women with honey-
throated voices.

And, here where I write at Ed-
monton under the aurora, these men
of the Southern Provinces have as-
sembled with our lads of the North
and West who are leather-fleshed
and hard-sinewed but, withal, comely.
This Edmonton on the Saskatchewan
which the bow-bearers call by another
name meaning ‘‘the great river of
thronged city of the north; the eity
of the plains.”” This is the stranger
that has merited a cheer. It is here
our glorious Lady of Alberta has
placed her throne whereunto all her
sons come up that they may pay her
tribute of honour.

To this place come the farmer-folk
from the wheatlands of the queenly
Peace, and the priests and trappers
from the Athabasca which the bow-
bearers call by another name meaning
‘“the great River of the Woods.”
And hither come the traders and road
builders from the pass between the
cleft mountains where of old, dwelt
Jaune of the yellow head; these, and
the horse-taming men from young
Calgary. We who love games and
the glory of them stand at salute,

These are the men from Winnipeg,
the Mother City of the North. Hon.
our upon honour be to her!

Right pleasant is it to present the
likely-looking lads of Regina and of
the deep soiled plains of Saskatche-
wan. On the plains, the straight-blow-
ing wind is scented from the grassed
headlands dappled with flowers. On
the plains, dwell strong, glad men in
the joy of their youth. On the plains,
there lives some common mother of
the commonweal who is the ancestress
of our kings to be.

These others whom I have held
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back until now, that your attention
might not faulter, are the dauntless,
high-adventuring men who ecrossed
the mountains to where the land lieth
soft to the sea. These are the men of
the new appointed City of Prince
Rupert, the men of the fortunate, far-
built eity of Victoria, and those of
sure seated Vancouver. May they
build strongly and well. It is seemly
that the forefront of our royal house
of Canada should be of far-shining
splendour.

We have high delights in this
Province of British Columbia; in its
unshorn hills that are furrowed with
rifts of roses, in its fair-watered fruit-
lands, and in the rice and silk ships
that come reeling down its bays.
This is a new-peopled land of foster-
ed folk and, of times, men’s hearts
fail them lest these stranger-guests
march not in step with the genius of
the race. 'We who are your sister
provinces, O Columbia by the Sea,
stretch forth our hands to you and
pray you as sentinels to keep our
portals straightly but, notwithstand-
ing, that you be wise in love to all
things living...... And, now, to
the hither side of the mountains have
come these Western men of erect
spirit to sing with us the song of the
North and of Canada.

I wish my pen might tell you of
our song, but this were a hard task,
for while our voices are tuned to one
chord our themes are manifold.
Whatsoever things a man may desire,
these may he find in, his Mother
Canada. Some men sing of her
ample skies and the ineorruptible
glory of them; of her changing
climes, limitless fields, and law lov-
ing spirit. Others have pleasant
cause of song in the rivers that give
water to the people; in far-strung
wires and clear highways to the sea;

and in her great institutions of bene-
ficence which conserve the moral ener-
gies of the citizens.

Some, in voice which sounds like
supplication, sing that a sense of
safety may be preserved in our
homes, and that sweet tranquillity
may be the lot of our aged folk.

Others would have it that our bal-
lot-strips fall from clean hands, and
that no man think only of his own
Provinee but of the well-being and
good health of all.

“May our children, O Canada,
have strong bodies and souls above
the lusts of gain,’’ urges one, ‘“‘and
let the women of our Dominion be
skilled in mother-craft, but with their
house windows open to the intellect-
ual breezes of the world.”’

And I, of myself, am stirred to
do tribute of praise, I am thy child O
Canada, dear Mother! How shall I
have wisdom to order my words a-
right? O my lips sing this song!
Sweet, my pen, tell this tale, for the
fulness of my heart has made heavy
my hand.

I will make a crown of maple
leaves for you and will twist them
with flowers of the lily. See! 1
bring you native flowers; mint and
roses, and clover blooms. I bring
you goldenrod and marigolds and
berries that are red. Take these
from my hands. Good Mother! My
heart is awed and I cannot speak
aright.

Listen! All of us who sing to you
have joined hands—Northmen and
Southerners and men of the Coast-
line. It is our wish to tell your glory
aloud that all may hear. It is wiser
still to leave a part untold, that the
world may the better know it.

Hail to thee, O Canada, and hail to
the flag! We who are thy children
salute thee!



ALL-OF-A-SUDDEN SILVER
BY LOUISE MORRIS

RS. JOHNSON was unhappy.
M Mrs, Johnson was in despair.

She had just been looking at
herself in the glass, and that con-
templation had been most distress-
ing. She was forty-five, and her fig-
ure was plenteous and rotund. How
she wished she were twenty, and in
appearance like a sylph!

Now the principal cause of Mrs.
Johnson’s sorrow and sadness was the
remembrance that last night she and
Jim had been entertained at dinner,
and Jim had sat beside a long, nar-
row, greem, saltin snake—yes, snake,
who had looked at Jim with lingering
glances. Mrs. Jim had seen it all;
oh, yes, indeed, but never a word did
she say. Oh, no! She was too wise
for that, but nevertheless the next
day it worried her.

She sat in her beautiful Louis
Quinze drawing-room and sighed for
the days of her red plush parlour
and tidies, the days before Jim struck
Cobalt and didn’t have green satin
snakes to take in to dinner. But Jim
was ambitious, and now the Fruits of
his ambition were here in conecrete
form: a period house—Georgian din-
ing-room, Louis Quinze drawing-
room, Adams study, Marie Antoinette
bed-room, a limousine, a touring-car,
everything and anything that this
world puts before the unlimited
grasp of a plutocrat. Money had pil-
ed in on Jim so quickly that Mrs.
Jim had hardly time to breathe be-
fore she found herself the unwilling
mistress of a palace and a horde of
servants that made her tremble.

159

Jim seemed to delight in heaping
the grandeur round her. Poor Mrs.
Jim! Her diamonds worried her, her
satins and furs and laces distressed
her, the grand course dinners gave
her bilious attacks. She sighed for
the old ‘‘kimona’’ mornings,
‘““blouse’’ afternoons and corn-beef
dinners that she used to cook herself
and that Jim enjoyed. A year of all
this magnificence and grandeur found
her sighing for ‘‘all the comforts of
a home’; to tell Jim, who revelled
in it all, so proud and happy to think
he could buy these wonderful things,
would be too eruel. So she dressed
and drove and dined, and tried to
enjoy everything. And she was just
beginning to feel that perhaps the
hankering for the old life would go
when that dreadful thing happened
last night.

So here she was, surrounded by all
her artistic possessions, miserably
jealous.

‘“Oh,”” she sighed and sobbed to
herself, ‘‘never did I think my Jim
could look at another woman but me.
Yes, I've heard how in society the
women go about robbing other wom-
en of their husbands. But she won’t
get him, no, not that sliver! =These
things never came into my head in
the old days when Jim and me had
our little home up west. I was too
busy. He was too busy. Yes, I've
heard when men made their money
quickly, they sometimes cast off the
old wife and get a young one to
show off their wealth, but, my Jim’s
not one, I'm sure, But that snake!”’
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Her eyes were red and her hair
all a jumble when Jim came in.

‘“Hello, Susie! Sitting in the dark!
‘What’s up ?”’

He switched on all the lights in
the gorgeous apartment. You could
not say ‘‘room’’;it was too grand for
that., When the lights came on, and
he saw his wife’s miserable face, he
was in great distress.

‘““Why, Susie, for heaven’s sake
what’s the matter, old girl?”’

‘“Oh, nothing, Jim, I had a head-
ache, but I’'m better now.”’

“Well, I should hope so. We’ll
go to the show to-night. Mr. and
Mrs. Sinclair asked us to go in their
box. I met him down town to-day;
so hustle up, get into your glad rags,
and that’ll do you good.”’

When her husband first came in,
showing concern about her headache,
she began to feel soothed and asham-
ed of her wicked, suspicious thoughts.
But now! Mrs. Sinclair! The name of
last night’s green snake! She was
going; that’s why Jim wanted to go.
Oh, never mind her headache, never
mind how she felt. Oh, no, it was
not for her sake that the theatre
party was planned. No, Jim wanted
to see his charmer again. All these
thoughts ran riot in her tortured
brain. Very well, she would be
game, would see how the land lay.

So with no sign on her face that
showed how her mind ran, she turn-
ed to her hushand with a sort of
sickly smile and said:

“Very well, Jim, I’ll be on deck.”’

““All right, old girl, fix yourself
spruce and let ’em see my old Dutch
knows how, as well as the best of
em.”’

Mrs. Johnson went upstairs to her
““Marie Antoinette’’ bed-room and
threw herself on her petit trianon
lounge. Oh, of what use was all that
expensive Frenchified fixings when
her Jim had let his eyes play truant
to gaze on seductive, satin slimness!

She finished her interrupted weep
and then got herself ready for the
fray, but the battle seemed uneven.
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‘“Now,’’” she mused despondently,
‘““what use is it for me to go against
her. I, with my shape, or, rather,
my want of it; and she with her
fashion plate figure.”’

‘When Mrs. Johnson was arrayed in
all her finery she really looked come-
ly. Certainly, she was sumptuous in
proportion, but nevertheless she was
good to look on, and so thought Jim
Johnson when he came up to dress.

““Say, Susie, you -certainly look
good to me,’’ he exclaimed on coming
into her room.

Now, her mind was so poisoned by
her jealous thoughts that everything
he said was distorted and twisted te
suit her own fancy.

‘“Oh, yes,”” she thought to herself,
“‘just a bit of taffy to put me off the
track.”’

Several things had been the cause
of her feelings: Her digestion dur-
ing the whole year since they had
become wealthy had been put to a
sore test. She loved sweets, but im
the pre-Cobalt days could not afford
them, and now she had revelled for
twelve months in a sustained enjoy-
ment of saccarine dainties. Natural-
ly, she suffered much from dyspepsia.
Then, in the old days she had been
a very energetic woman, and now
she lolled and drove and sat in the
lap of luxury, with nothing to do.
Besides, she had been reading the
‘“qix best sellers’’, and these combina-
tions, with the fact that her glances
last night had been—well, if not for
the searlet woman then for her first
cousin, the green lady, with the re-
sult that now she seemed to be look-
ing through the wrong end of the
opera glasses.

As soon as Jim was ready for the
evening, he came into his wife’s
dressing-room looking happy and con-
tented.

““Well, Susie, ready ?’’ he asked.

“Yesli’

She spoke in a very apathetic tone.

““‘Say, look here, Susie, what is the
matter with you? If you are not
well we won’t go. You don’t seem
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like yourself. Tell your old man,
won’t you?”’

He looked at his partner of twen-
ty-five years’ standing with eyes of
quiet affection and consideration.
But did Susie see those eyes? Or if
she did, she mis-read their expres-
sion.

““Oh, I’'m all right—sure we’ll go,”’
she said, while thinking to herself,
‘“Yes, a good excuse to leave me at
home.”’

During the dinner in their dining-
room of beautiful colour schemes and
expensive decorations, which the dec-
orator had told them was quite the
proper thing for a Cobalt King, Su-
sie was quite bright. It would not
do for their imported English butler
to see any signs of the tempest raging
within her. But this man was like
unto the heathen gods; eyes had he,
but saw not; ears had he, but heard
not; neither had he utterance with
his tongue; that is, up stairs, but—
below! Ah, well, he was neither
deaf, dumb nor blind there. Susie
and Jim acquired him with the rest
of their golden glory. Neither of
them had wanted to branch out so
glitteringly, but Cousin Jane said
they owed it at least to society.

Cousin Jane was a lady of meagre
dimensions, eclear brain, uncertain
age, large aspirations and a slender
purse; but she knew what was in the
gocial swim, and had helped them to
launch their palatial yacht on the
troubled waters.

‘When Jim came into his heritage
of all-of-a-sudden silver, a troop of
poor relations came tumbling out of
the background and got right into
the centre of the picture. Jim sort-
ed them out, then put them back in
their places with a little sum each to
do in percentage to see how much
was coming to them every year from
the amount that their rich relation
settled on them. But Jane was re-
tained, for she promised to be a valu-
able asset in the business of spending
the money. It is as hard sometimes
for some people to spend money in
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the right way as it is for others to
acquire it. So Jane made her home
with her cousins and was now their
social pilot. She steered them safely
over the rocks of over-ostentation
and kept their vessel away from the
reefs of under estimation of them-
selves and their belongings. To Jim
she was a boon, for he liked to spend
money freely. But he easily acquir-
ed the gift of ‘‘know how’’, although
to Susie it was a hard task after so
many years of saving and scrimping.
It gave her pain at first to spend on
one dress more than she used to have
for her yearly outfit. But under
Jane’s able tutelage she was improv-
ing and could squander a ten-dollar
bill now without feeling she was do-
ing herself out of next year’s hat.
As to Jane herself, she was a born
spender—without the money. But
after Cousin Jim gave her the posi-
tion (unofficially) of Keeper of the
Keys of his treasury, she was in her
glory, and revelled in her position.
Just now she was away, travelling in
Europe (of course at Cousin Jim’s
expense) and Susie missed her
breezy personality, which always put
her on the right track. Susie felt
sure that if Jane had been home the
situation would have worn a differ-
ent aspect. Jane would have shown
her how to rout the enemy. But as
it stood, here was Mrs. Johnson, wife
of a Cobalt millionaire, a being envi-
ed by many, a woman who should
have been the happiest in the land—
here she was, her body over-fed by
too many and too much of the flesh
pots of Egypt, and her mind tortur-
ed by a consuming jealousy, with no
palliative in the shape of Jane's
sound common-sense and matter-of-
fact manner to make her see things
in the proper light. Of course, to
tell Jim was out of the question. So
she, like the Spartan boy, let the
fox of doubt and suspicion gnaw at
the vitals of her brain and heart.
During dinner Jim kept watching
Susie, very worried about his ‘‘old
girl”’, However, since she declared
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she was all right, off they went to
the theatre. Mrs. Jim hardly took
her eyes off the snake. This time she
looked more like a boa constrictor,
with a scaly glistening effect all over
her. Susie felt the difference in their
appearance most acutely, and Mrs.
Sinelair was quite aware of the trend
of her thoughts. What woman is
there who weighs 135 lbs. and is five
feet, ten inches high, with a beautiful
face and form, who does not know
how another woman, who tips the
scale at 175, measures five feet, noth-
ing, and is merely pretty, feels to-
wards her? How those women know
one another!

Well, this sort of thing kept up for
some weeks, Hach time that Susie
met Mrs. Sinclair looking more rav-
ishing than ever, her feelings would
go down to zero. Jim was at a loss
to understand what was the matter.
He attributed it to Jane’s absence,
and suggested that Susie visit her
sister for a change; and Susie put it
down to his desire for her to leave
him, .

Now it happened that one after-
noon she had just finished reading
““0ld Wives for New’’ and pictured
herself as Sophie. She sat over the
fire in the Italian fireplace and wish-
ed herself back in the little cosy sit-
ting-room up west before the days
of silver and sorrow, for she seemed
to see stretching before her a future
Jimless and joyless. Her imagina-
tion was running riot in a chaotic
luxury of unmitigated gloom. She
walked up and down the length of
the library surrounded by priceless
treasures that to her meant no more
than the contents of the five-and-ten-
cent store. Pearls before swine was
no comparison as to the value that
all these artistic possessions meant in
Susie’s eyes. In her perambulations
up and down the room, she saw the
morning paper lying on the table.
She sat down and listlessly at first
she turned the pages. Then a}l of a
sudden she sat up in her chair, her
eyes sparkling, her cheeks glowing,
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for she saw an advertisement that
seemed written in letters of fire te
her—words that looked as if she were
seeing her salvation in the printed
lines. This is what Susie read:
Are you losing your husband’s
love?
Come to us and lose your superfluous
flesh and gain more than
you lose
In Admiration
and
Love
from the other sex.
Are you forty and wish to look
twenty ¢
Ten years of neglect cured in ten
weeks.
COME TO US!
We will
Multiply your charms.
Subtract your blemishes.
Add to your beauty,
And you will not have to
Divide your husband’s
affection
with any one.
Mme. NATHALIE & CO,,
102 Spruce St.
Consultation private.

Of course, to-day was too late te
do anything, but the thought of what
she was going to do cheered her up
so much that that night at dinner
Jim thought she was getting normal
again.

Next morning, as early as possible,
she went to her interview with Mme.
Nathalie, and afterward there was a
period of hard work on Susie’s part.
For a month she kept up the treat-
ment. Qetting thinner? Yes, but
losing her comeliness also. Where
her flesh was firm and plump, it now
began to hang in festoons round her
bones. Her couple of chins were
dissolving themselves into scrawny
bags. Of course she did not eat
much, and each day the desire for
the good things of life increased more
and more,

Now after this drastic treatment
had continued for more than a month,
and Jim saw his wife looking ill and
with no appetite apparently, he be-
came alarmed and urged her to see a
doctor. But she objected, and as her
flesh decreased, her jealousy increas-

-
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ed, and her good spirits departed.
She was slowly making of herself a
mental and physical wreck. Jim was
very much worried, but Susie put
down the anxious, distressed looks in
his face to his pining for the unat-
tainable.

Matters were in this most uncom-
fortable state when the eclimax ar-
rived one afternoon. Susie had had
her morning’s treatment and felt
completely worn out. She felt she
must indulge again in her beloved
afternoon siesta. So she fixed her-
self snugly on the lounge in her
boudoir and was soon sound asleep.

About four o’clock Jim thought he
would go home. He felt worried
about his wife and made up his mind
he would make her see a doctor.
‘When he went into Susie’s little room
off her bedroom and saw her lying
on the lounge asleep with all the
muscles of her face relaxed and look-
ing as she did, he got a shock. He
had not realized actually how bad
she did look. His mind was immedi-
ately made up.

“‘By heavens she will see the Doe-
tor,”” he muttered to himself, ‘‘now’s
the time.”’

He gently tip-toed through the
room beyond, which was the ‘‘den”’,
shut the door, sat at his desk, took
up the receiver of the telephone and
spoke to the doctor.

‘‘Say, Doc, when you have finished
off your afternoon patients, could
you come right over to me? You
could come at once? Good, will ex-
plain later.”’

Then he gave instructions to his
man to have Dr. Williams come up
at once to his ‘““den’’. He tip-toed
back once more to see whether Su-
sie was still sleeping.

About twenty minutes later, she
woke up with a start, to see her hus-
band and Dr. Williams standing be-
fore her. e

““What’s the matter,”’ she exelaim-
ed?’’ “Oh, Jim, are you ill?”’

¢‘No, siree, not me; but you’re the
one. Now, see here, Susie: I’ve had

enough of this tomfoolery. You've
got to let the doctor see you. I’'m
not going to be monkeyed with like
this here any more. I’'m worried
and anxious about you this month
past, with you not eating and getting
flabby and haggard looking, losing
all your health and good looks too.
No, siree! Dr. Williams is going to
put you right or my name’s not Jim
Johnson.”’

Susie looked up at her husband,
and, seeing the stern determination
and consternation on his face, began
to ask herself had she been a fool?
Was she all wrong? She started to
say something, but the sudden shock
to her nerves at seeing the two men
suddenly, combined with her condi-
tion of semi-starvation and Mme.
Nathalie’s ““treatment’’ and the bii-
ter feelings she had entertained to-
wards her faithful Jim, was too much
and she burst into a fit of hysterieal
sobbing.

‘“Leave her to me,’’ said the doc-
tor, and Jim, thinking all manner of
horrible things, waited an hour in
his study for the diagnosis.

When Dr. Williams recalled him
into the room, Jim realized a trans-
formation, Susie looked brighter and
happier than she had looked in
months. Dr. Williams had got all
the facts of the case from her, told
her in polite terms what a complete
fool she had been, advised her to tell
her husband everything, and de-
nounced Mme. Nathalie as a quackess
with her drugs and nostrums. He
advised her to drop it all, and go
back to her sane and normal life,
and one of the best tonies he could
give her was when he told her how
poor Jim was nearly broken hearted
at the thought that she was so ill and
that perhaps he might loose her.

“Nothing the matter at all,”’ said
Dr. Williams, ‘“a good square meal
and a ery on your shoulder will fix
her up O.X.”’

Jim looked dazed and astonished
at the doctor’s diagnosis and pres-
eription. Dr. Williams patted his
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patient on her still plumpish back,
shook Jim’s hand and was off, leav-
ing the shame-stricken woman to
make a clean breast of it to her hus-
band.

Then she told him all her jealous
fears, about her visits to Mme. Nath-
alie, and when Jim heard all the
story he laughed a good deal and
told her how very foolish she had
been.

“Why, my dear,”’ said he, ‘‘sure
I admired Mrs. Sinelair’s good looks.
A man don’t get cataract of the eye
because he’s married! Don’t you like
to look at pretty pictures and things?
But, Susie, old girl, you and your
health are more to me than all the
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money, good looks or anything else
in this gol-darned old world. Don’t
you go playing any more monkey
tricks with yourself. Don’t you
know how your old man loves you?
There never has been and never will
be any other woman in this world for
me. You and I ought to know that
by now. So dry your eyes and be
your own bright jolly fat self again.
You’re all right, with the accent on
the all. And I’'m going to take you
away for a trip. We’ll join Jane
and forget all our troubles.”’

And then Mrs, Jim sighed a large
sich of utter content and said,

‘“Oh, Jim, I'm so happy, and se
hungry.’’

APPLE BLOSSOMS

By ARTHUR L, PHELPS

HY, amorous,

The brown-haired dryads of the apple trees

I saw this day.

Shy were they in among the blowing blossoms;

Their white knees,

Hidden by blossom tapestries
The wind had woven, weaving cunningly.

Yet their arms and faces,

And shoulders bloomy pink, by swaying spray
I saw; and their long glanees,

In the 'sunny garden places

‘Where the sunlight dances,

Held me in sweet trances;

‘While they begged me come to play,
Bathe with them in blossoms,

On a white spring day!

o
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 The last word in summer playgrounds "

LAKE TIMAGAMI

A NORTHERN ONTARIO PLAYGROUND

BY MATTHEW PARKINSON

HREE hundred miles north of
Toronto, nestling in the midst
of the everlasting green of the
Timagami Forest Reserve, lies Lake
Timagami—the last word in summer
playgrounds. Hundreds of miles of
erystal clear water, air so laden with
balsamie odours that one cannot in-
flate’ one’s lungs sufficiently, an arch
of empyrean blue often unflecked by
even a fleecy cloud, and green, ever-
green, receding hillsides ranged rank
over rank in ‘‘gay theatric pride”
make Timagami an ideal resting-place
during the ‘‘dog-days’” of July and
August. Here the brain-fagged,
nerve-racked, denizens of our great
cities may find rest, real rest, from
the clash and clang, the hurrry qnd
the worry of the ten months’ grind
in the treadmill of business life.
Timagami! Pronounced, ti-mog-a-
me, with a full, open, deep chested
tone. How the very sound ecarries
one off into the mnorthern woods!
From it you eatch the odours of the
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balsam and the pine; in it you hear
the sounds of roaring cascades and
lapping waters; and with it settles
down, into your heart’s heart the
mystery, the witchery and the peace

of the wildwood. Timagami!
Nor is Timagami without its
romance. Those young men and

maidens chatting in that soft wilder-
ness tongue under the pine trees there
are the lineal descendants of Hia-
watha and Laughing Water. For
did not schooleraft learn the Indian
legends from the Objibway chieftains
of these Northern Ontario lake lands,
which he afterwards cited to Long-
fellow who embalmed them in those
singing verses which all English
speaking people have learned to love
so well? These islands bore, two
hundred years ago, the mystie symbol,
H. B. C, which the Hudson’s Bay
Company of ‘‘Gentlemen Adven-
turers’” used as their sign of owner-
ship and domain. These portages
have born the print of the feet of
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** Roaring cascades and lapping waters "

frowsy Indians, black-robed priests,
picturesque coureurs de bois for
hundreds of years. And the soil and
the rock now trodden by the unthink-
ing trapper and traveller, lumberman,
fire-ranger, and tourist have been
made sacred by the footsteps of many
fired with light hopes for the spirit-
ual emancipation of the native race
and these clear waters have often
given back the image of the tonsured
head of Oblat, or Recollet, or Jesuit.
But, you will properly ask, how do
we reach this modern ‘‘Land of
Promise’’? What hardships must
we ‘endure before we may enjoy this
pristine wilderness? Absolutely none!

Standard Pullman Coaches, and solid
vestibule trains, the Cobalt Special
will drop you off at Timagami station
on the Lake; and, then a string of
comfortable hotels, boarding-houses
and camps linked up by a fleet of
commodious steamers make your com-
fort a foregone conclusion. Although
in the heart of a wilderness of 5,900
square miles of pine and fir from
which no stick has ever been cut you
are entertained in a hotel which
would put many pretentious city
hostelries to shame. Although in
the morning you may dispute passage
with a sleepy brown bear which has

taken possession of the portage before
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you, or stalk a lordly moose feeding
among the lily pads in a neighbouring
lakelet, you have passed the night on
a comfortable mattress in a well ven-
tilated bed-room and eaten breakfast
from a table supplied not only with
well-cooked food, but with the sup-
posedly mnecessary accompaniments
also of bright silver and spotless linen.
Timagami combines the comfort of
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Timagami is reached from Toronto
by the Cobalt Special running over
the Grand Trunk, and Temiskaming
and Northern Ontario lines, It leaves
Toronto at 8.30 P.M., Buffalo at
12.50 P.M. over the Lehigh Valley),
and puts you off at Timagami at 8.46
next morning just in time for break-
fast, which is waiting for you at the
Hotel Ronnoco, the first of a pair of

:*In five minutes you have passed trom civilization into the * forest primeval "

home with the freedom of the abso-
lute wilderness. Of course, many,
the majority in fact, prefer the tent
to the hotel, the spruce boughs to the
mattress; and therefore, immediately
on arrival they secure a canoe and
outfit, purchase supplies for a week
or a month and betake themselves
to the forest from which they emerge
at the end of their stay, browned and
unshaven but healthy and happy
singing :
Crystal Timagami, Wasacsinagami!
Low waves that beat on thy shadowy
shore, *
We will come back and sing for encore;
Back to the wilds again, show me the
way,
Make me a child again, just for a day.

hotels owned by the Timagami Steam-
boat and Hotel Company,

The clear, dry, northern air has al-
ready begotten in you a Timagami
appetite, and as you sit and devour
a luscious red steak eut, not from a
Cw»nadian steer, but from = twenty-
pound, pink, Timagami lake trout:
and as you feel the breath of the wild-
wood breeze sighing through the open
lattice fresh from whimpering wave-
lets which lie erisping in the sunlight
Jjust outside the window, laden with
the pungent odours of pine and bal-
sam, you have time to realize you are
at last in the wildwood with all the
worry and bustle of the big city left
far behnid you for at least a few glad
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days. Your nerves relax, your cares
roll away, and the great, glad, un-
conventionalized heart within you
free from the trammels of modern
social life, you are ready to doff

the christie and the four-button sack
for the cap, the sweater, and the
moceasins, and resign yourself to the
wilderness.

But the toot, toot, of the Belle of
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The engines throb; the ropes are
thrown off the snubbing posts; the
Belle makes headway from the wharf ;
her nose points to a tiny passage-way
between two islands; a sharp bend in
her course; and, behold, an interven-
ing island shuts out the view of the
wharf, hotel, and railway station and
in five minutes you have passed from
civilization into the ‘‘forest prim-

** There nestling among the pine trees rests the Timagami Inn "

Timagami lying at her wharf, a
stone’s throw from where you are sit-
ting, dispels your day-dream and
warns you that time is up and you
must be off to enjoy the marvels
which this entrancing lake-land has
in store for you. At last you are
seated well forward in the bow on the
upper deck, around you are a few
tourists; one or two fire-rangers on
their way iito these interminable
forest mazes watching for inecipient
fires, the result of careless campers;
the inevitable Objibway, possibly with
his frowsy squaw, looking for engage-
ment as a guide to some timorous or
lazy tourist.

eval,”’ from the land of ‘‘fire horse?’
and the ‘‘boiled’’ shirt to the land of
the canoe and the sweater. Ahead is a
tortuous channel, winding between
islands clothed in green. On either
side receding hillsides covered with
pine and fir as far as the eye can
reach.

For fifteen delightful miles this
northeast arm bends and twists, each
succeeding turn disclosing new vistas
of surpassing beauty. At last Met-
agama Point is reached, a swing to
the right, a sweep to the left, and you
round the angle of Timagami Island;
and, there, nestling among the pine
trees rests the Timagami Inn. the
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second of the pair of hotels owned
and operated by the Timagami Steam-
boat and Hotel Company. Here you
may rest for a day, a week, or a
month, there is good fishing all
about you; and interesting canoe
trips may be taken from the Inn up
and down Timagami’s myriad water-
ways. :

But the lure of the wilderness is
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the wardens of this great Timagami
forest preserve congregate, from here
they are sent out two and two on
those lonely journeys over portage,
lake, and stream, ever watchng for
the signs of devastating forest fire.
There, on the receding hillside stands
the Catholic Church; its spire a
heavenward pointing finger ; bell toll-
ing out in the far away wilderness the
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“ Wabi-Kon Camp, showing as splashes of white on its background of green”

in your blood and the early morning
sees you off again. As you leave the
Inn the good ship Belle breasts out
into the open lake. Here Timagami
spreads out into an expanse some two
or three miles wide, broken by islets,
and flanked by the towering green
hills of the mainland. The seene
beggars descripton. Before you lies
a kaleidoscopic view of open water,
island and pine covered mountain,
whiech is unrivalled in the world. Al-
most immediately you are in full view
of Bear Island, just two miles away.
Veering to the right, the Indian
village lies spread out before you.
Then, on that jutting promontory
stands the Fire Rangers’ Hall. Here

story of the fidelity and heroism
wrapped up in the lives of the Jesuit
Fathers who first carried the story
of the Cross to the Indian tribes in
the forest fastnesses of Canada.
Timagami has often been compared
to a gigantic octopus. Bear island is
the heart of the octopus. From there
stretch out mnorth and south, east
and west, the countless legs and
arms and feelers of which this im-
mense, watery, cuttle-fish is compos-
ed. Each is more sinuous, and entic-
ing than the other; and each is
swallowed up in the interminable pine
forest with which the whole country
is covered. Bear Island is a great
outfitting point. Many have out-
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fitted at Timagami Station, many
prefer to outfit at the Inn, but many
come to Bear Island.

Now the trouble comes to outline
yvour itinerary. Six miles north lies
Keewaydin Camp, five miles east
Wabi-Kon Camp stands with its
canvas houses showing as splashes of
white on its background of green;
and six miles south there is a busy
hive of young lads along with many
of their grownup admiring friends.

But you are not for any permanent
camp. Yours is the canoe, the springy
balsam bed, the portage, the spinning
reel, the tugging trout, the glinting
moonlight on the shimmering waters,
the life in the wildwoods.

Timagami has all of this in store
for you. The North Arm stretches
its tortuous coils up twenty-three
miles to Sharp Rock Portage leading
on through Diamond Lake to Lady
Evelyn, with her marvellous water-
fall lying embowered in its fairy glen.
Ko-Ko-Ko Bay with its winding
channel beckons you up its eght miles
of lily decked waters. Has the

Obabika Inlet, witk its mazy water-
ways now lost only to be found again
behind some sheltering island or jut-
ting point, stretching some twelve
miles into the luring west, no voice to
bid travel its way ! But why enumer-
ate the South Arm, the South West
Arm, Portage Bay, or Shimmering
Wood Bay, they are all alike alluring,
all alike marvellously beautiful. The
sadness is that one short summer is not
enough to explore any even small
part of Timagami’s wonders. If we
tarried forty days each year, and
visited four of her beautiful islands
each day, it would take us ten sue-
ceeding years to visit once her sixteen
hundred isles and islets. If we ex-
plored her three thousand miles of
shore line we should have a canoe trip
from Halifex to Vancouver and some
two hundred miles out into the Pa-
cific ocean. And this is Ontario’s
heritage. This lake which ten years
ago was scarcely marked on a Gov-
ernment map, and absolutely un-
known except to the Indian, trapper,
and Hudson’s Bay trader.

“ Does no voice bid you travel this way? "

e
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THE GREAT LAKES
A SONNET SEQUENCE
By HOWARD M. JONES

SUPERIOR

MOTHER of mighty mysteries am I,
Of cold dead dawns and sudden even-close,

And strange weird fogs that swirl with seething snows;
The mournful winds that shriek their symphony
Across my barren breast, and with shrill ery

From nameless graves in formless, phantom rows

‘Call up lost fleets, hurled deathward with fierce throes—
These are my children and they cannot die.

Man plants his watch towers on my lonely shores,
And digs his harbours with Titanie pain,

And in frail ships presumptuously explores
My icy waves, but at his feeble reign

Down untamed blasts ironic laughter roars,
Clanging like shaken swords in battle-pain.

HURON

BENEATH the summer sky a beach of sand,
Ribbed like the bones of dead men and as pale;
The rippling wash of water as the frail

Fleets of white foam ride slowly to the land;

Swift gulls that dip and flutter o’er the strand,
Then skim across the lake, where one bright sail,
Poised on the far horizon’s golden rail,

Faints like the first touch of a lover’s hand.

These are my playthings—cloudless, sunsoaked sky

And shimmering lake and distant, white-winged ship,
Careening like a summer butterfly ;

With them I laugh and change and dance and skip
Till night comes on with wave-washed lullaby

And into moods of murmuring dream I slip.
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MICHIGAN

LI day the shifting steamers swiftly ply
Their paths across my waters, and by night
They seem, with mast and porthole dipped in light,
(4reat constellations fallen from the sky ;.
Like threaded jewels woven skilfully
Into the web of trade, with sleepless might
Upon the lake’s dark loom in patterns bright,
The vessels follow as the shuttles fly.

They weave my bonds, these ever-changing ships,
Hither and thither moving through the deep,
And so sometimes I raise an arm that drips
With liquid water-gems, and seize and keep
The lordly merchant craft, and with wet lips
Sometimes I kiss them and they fall asleep.

ERIE

HE glare of furnaces is on my coast,
And gaunt black wharves and writhing snake-like cars
Filled with red ore, from which man forges bars
Of steel and iron to bind me; but when most
Of his supreme dominion he would boast,
Then I unleash the winds to wage their wars,
And their wild laughter blows away the stars;
My shallow waves become a seething host

Of frightened storm-whipped billows; with a roar
As though a hundred years were to assemble
Their mingled thunders, wrathfully I pour
My hell-brew over ledges that resemble
The walls that bound in Hades, till the hoar
And adamantine gorges shrink and tremble!

ONTARIO

HE Northern Lakes are sisters and they hold
Their sunlit bowls upraised to catch the snows
When all the dumb, dead northward overflows

With melting, madeap musie, and the old

Hemlocks and larches shake their load of cold,
Shivering with springtime as the water goes
Down the long inland seaway to its close,

Where I, least of the lakes, stand last enrolled.

Wistful and sad I watch my sister queens
In royal blue and golden sunshine glowing,
Till in the distance die their flashing sheens;
Then, with a sob, my isolation knowing,
I turn—and lo! entangled in the greens
Of the Thousand Isles seaward a stream is flowing.
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ADVENTURES OF ANIWAR ALI
BY MADGE MACBETH

AUTHOR’S NOTE —The erimes of the Thugs (A Thug is a deceiver, from the
Hindi verb ‘‘thugna,’’ 10 deceive. It is pronounced T-u-g, slightly aspirated) in
India were not seriously taken into account by the British Government until about
1820. Before that time reports that reached authorities were treated as enormous
exaggerations, it being almost impossible to believe that such a system as Thuggee
could exist. By its very audacity did it flourish! Its strength lay in the fact that its
members found in it not only a source of luxurious living, as a result of their deprada-
tions, but a religious aigniﬁcance——it being countenanced by the goddess Bhowanee, the
Destroyer. Thugs lived double lives in the literal sense; they were often married to
charming and virtuous women, had families who loved them well, and were models of
respectability in the cities. Most of them were merchants. They never, with one or
two exceptions, attacked Europeans, by which clever far-sightedness Europeans were

kept in ignorance of their practices. The constant broils between pett
their dependents induced foreigners to consider Thuggee, as far as they

the ordinary native dispute.
by Colonel Meadows Taylor.

princes and
new of it, as

his series of stories is taken mainly from facts gathered

I.—HIS DEEDS IN BLOOD AND GLORY

OHN BRADLEY, Commissioner

of the Munshi Nugger District,

Bundelkund, stood at his office

window looking out upon the sun-
baked street. A erowd of naked chil-
dren stopped a moment in their play
to listen to a native professional sing-
er, who for some reason best known
to himself, chose this unprofitable
spot and hour in which to lift his
voice in song; a holy mendicant
droned his prayers under the shade
of a stunted tree, the while he me-
chaniecally plucked vermin from his
sacred person; asweets-seller created
a diversion by placing with great
show and bustle a tray of fresh
sweet-meats on view. The children
darted over to the stall with a hun-
gry whoop and stood with bulging
eyes and watering mouths in a dark
semi-circle round it.
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But Bradley’s gaze included none
of these accustomed sights. He was
watching a cloud of dust which pres-
ently resolved itself into a cart con-
taining a young man and a native
driver, and which drew up before
the Commissioner’s door.

As Frank Chisholm stood on the
threshold waiting for his eyes to grow
accustomed to the semi-darkened
room, Bradley took stock of him with
a rapidity and accuracy born of long
experience in judging men. To him-
self he said, with a sigh of relief:

‘““Thank heaven, he’ll do!”

Chisholm advaneed with outstreteh-
ed hand.

“You are the Commissioner, I sup-
pose?”’

““Yes, and you are Chisholm. I
am glad you felt that a change would
be acceptable, for I've got work to
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do which will put a good man to the
test. Did you understand that I
don’t want a tin-pot assistant?’’

‘““Yes, and I am glad of it—thanks
for the trust.”’

They sat down after Bradley had
closed and locked the office door.,

‘“Coming to the point at once,
then,”” he said, ‘“‘you know what
Thuggee is, I suppose?’’

‘‘Oh—er—in a vague sort of way.
It is a kind of brigandage or the like,
isn’t it? You see, sir, I have been
in Keepur so long, that I am quite
out of touch with the world. For
that reason, if no other, I was glad
to get your call to a field of action.’’

Bradley smiled a little grimly.

““You should have plenty of action
and a good deal of risk, my boy,”’ he
said. ““In India, it seems that we
can’t have one without the other. The
situation is this: Wandering ma-
rauders have banded themselves un-
der a strong and well-organized sys-
tem called Thuggee. The members
are Thugs whose patroness is the
goddess Bhowanee.’’

‘“Oh, yes, I know,”’ interrupted
Chisholm. ““She is the old girl who
demands human sacrifices.’’

“Exactly! And their duty to her
requires that they strangle the vie-
tims they plunder in a peculiar way
known only to a comparative few.
Men are especially trained for this
work, which is earried on in such a
wholesale manner that entire cara-
vans disappear—men, women, chil-
dren, servants and escort, without a
trace to tell of their fate or their
murderers.  Reports which have
hitherto reached us have been for the
most part discredited because they
seemed too monstrous for belief; evi-
dence has come in latterly, though,
to prove that it not only exists and
that no report however monstrous is
too exaggerated to be true, but that
many hereditary and chief officers of
villages have had econnection with
Thugs for generations, affording them
facilities for murdering travellers up-
on their lands and allowing such
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atrocities to pass with impunity—to
say nothing of sheltering the mur-
derers in times of danger. In return
for these privileges they receive
either a stipulated sum or a propor-
tion of the plunder, and immunity
from attack against themselves, their
families and their dependents. ”’

Chisholm whistled softly.

“Is it as bad as that?’’

“Worse, if possible,” answered
Bradley. ‘‘For the chances of track-
ing the actual eriminals are slim—it
is not to a Rajah’s advantage to kill
the hen that lays the golden egg, you
see. Who is there to inform or to
give a clue? Why, just listen to this
report!’’

He opened a drawer, from which
he took an official communication,
and read:

May 5th, 182—
To the Commissioner of Munshi Nugger,
Bundelkund.

Sir,—In compliance with the instrue-
tions contained in your letter of Janu-
ary 9th, I have ascertained the follow-
ing facts:

1. On the eve of February 7th, fifteen
people arrived in the village of Tuhka.
They were Ram Das, a trader from Hy-
derabad, on his way to Poona, two daugh-
ters, a female servant, a grown son, two
assistants, three male servants, and five
armed men as escort. They carried con-
siderable treasure—gold cloth, jewels, and
so forth. No trace of them can be found
after that evening, but a bullock cart and
four bullocks, said to belong to Ram Das
were sold in the bazaar at Azmar on Feb-
ruary 11th, together with a quantity of
gold brocade and some jewels. No elue
13 to be found of the men who made
these sales.

2. On the 16th of Mareh, the Rajah of
Zurapure sent three soldiers with valu-
able jewels to a place of safety in Orissa.
He feared that, owing to the lawlessness
of wandering bands—consequent upon the
war between Holkar and Sindia—his do-
main might be raided and his palace plun-
dered. These three men entered Chatara
on the 19th, and the jemadar remembers
recommending them a safe lodging for
the night. The native town magistrate,
who is known as the ‘‘kotwali,’’ distinet.
ly recollects seeing them leave town on
the following morning in the company of
a considerable number of armed men

whose acquaintance they must have made
during the night, and whose party they
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grobably had joined for safety. The
ajah’s men were never heard of again—
I cannot gather the smallest clue as to
their fate, but two magnifigbnt emeralds
belonging to the Rajah were sold in
Delhi on April 14th, and other jewels
identified as being his, have been sold
between that date and now in wvarious
towns of the Dekhan.

3. On March 20th, Gooda Singh, a sub-
collector of Genespoor, was sent with pri-
vate papers to the Lieutenant-Governor of
the Punjab. Gooda Singh and the seven
men who formed his escort have been
traced only a short distance; then noth-
ing more can be learned of their move-
ments. Neither the men nor the des-
patches reached their destination.

In addition to these individual and au-
thenticated cases, reports have reached
me of the disappearance of several other
parties and the loss of considerable trea-
sure between the dates of February 15th
and the end of April. There is no doubt,
8ir, in my opinion, that Thuggee is re-
sponsible for these mysterious disappear-
ances, and I would suggest that an im-
mediate and concerted effort be made to
cheek this infamous traffie. Of the dis-
appearance of unfortunate travellers we
know, but of the horrible manner of their
undoubted death we have yet to learn,
positively. I hesitate to set down, here-
with, rumours which have reached me con-
eerning the practice of strangling victims
at the same time their necks are being
broken by a deft manipulation of the
knuckles, fearing that you will find them
impossible to credit.

I have the honour, my dear sir, to be

Your most obedient servant,
ARTHUR HENDERSON.

““You are still anxious to under-
take the work?’’ asked the Commis-
sioner, after a pause.

“How much, per head, do I get
for the devils as I round them up?”’
questioned Chisholm, in return.

Bradley smiled as he held out his
hand.

“T wish T could go with you,’”’ he
said in parting. ‘I suggest that
Baum is a good starting-point for
your operations, and, further, that
you and the two Eurasians who will
accompany you masquerade as super-
intendent and assistants of a survey
party. This subterfuge will furnish
an excellent excuse for wandering
about the country, unsuspected.
Good-bye, and good luck!”’

The bazaar at Baum offered Chis-
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holm many advantages as a starting-
point. Here Mussulmans, Pathans,
Sikhs, Rajputs, Maharattas, Pin-
daris,, Brahmins, and Hindus met on
common ground; here came mer-
chants and traders to exchange every-
thing from a jewel to a wife.

Chisholm and his party arrived in
the morning; he sent his men, instru-
ments and bags to the Dak bunga-
low—a residence always reserved for
European travellers—and lost mno
time in mixing with the people. Wan-
dering aimlessly about the bazaar, he
found no special feature to attract
his attention at first. Then a harsh
voice fell upon his ear.

‘““By the beard of the Prophet!
You clumsy dog!’’ shouted a lean,
thin-lipped merchant, as his driver
dropped a bale of cloth in the dust.
“I will break every bone in your
body if you throw my preecious cloth
of gold in the dirt as a prayer-mat
for any greasy son of a pariah to
walk upon!”’

The driver grovelled with apolo-
gies, but his master was not appeas-
ed. His angry voice and torrent of
abuse soon gathered quite a crowd
of onlookers to the spot, amongst
whom Chisholm noted two stalwart
Mohammedans. He fancied that a
look passed between them as they
stepped forward to assist the furious
merchant.

‘““Perhaps the bales are too heavy
for the back of a jackal,”’ suggested
Hossein, the shorter of the two, with
great noliteness, ‘‘Allow us!”’

Peer Khan accepted their services
greedily, advising them how to lift
his goods out of the road into a place
of safety.

““Mashalla!” he exelaimed, when
the work was finished. ‘‘But for your
honoured help, I would have been
forced to see my precious eloth and
damask lie like rugs in the road to be
worn to threads bv the feet of ten
million of the Faithful!’’

‘““He is a worthless reptile, that
driver!”’ said Aniwar Ali, speaking
for the first time. ‘I should have
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beaten him on the mouth with a slip-
per!’”’ Which pleasing suggestion
met with the boisterous approval of
the merchant,

‘It is hot, here, in the sun,’’ said

he. ‘‘Shall we not have some sher-

bert and a hookah together?’’

The invitation was immediately ac-
cepted, and Chisholm watched the
three walk off. He then made his
way to the Dak bungalow and his
mid-day meal.

The jemedar, or steward, met him
effusively.

““Your honour’s presence is com-
forting to me,’” he said. “‘It brings
peace and protection here, where dan-
ger lurks like a panther.”’

““Is it as bad as that?’’ asked Chis-
holm, laughing,

The steward looked furtively
round before replying.

““No one is safe, nowadays,’’ he
whispered seriously.

“What do you mean by that?”’

“Thugs are infesting the distriet,
Excellency.”’

“But what do you know of
Thugs?’’

““Alas, sahib, T know too much »f
them! My brother has undoubtedly
met his death at their hancs.’”’

Chisholm looked up quickly.

\ “Tell me the eircumstances,’” said

e.

Glad of an audience the jemadar
began :

“*Bullala Sen was a poor man; he
often used to carry valuables to vari-
ous places for rich men who chose
him for this work because they
thought that his poor appearance
would not attract attention. Last
month he was hired to carry hills of
exchange to Kothanpore over the
road upon which so many caravans
have disappeared. Imagine, then,

how lucky he considered himself
when soldiers invited him to join
their party which was marching to
ficht for Sindia.”’
‘“And was the protection not suf-
ficient 2"’ interrupted Chisholm.
““Protection, sahib!’”’ ecried the

steward. ‘‘Bullala Sen gave himself
unwittingly into the very hands
which were to murder him! Neither
he nor the bills ever reached their
destination, and I have come to the
conclusion that the men who ap-
proached my poor brother were not
Sindia’s soldiers at all, but were
sothaees.”’

‘““And what are sothaees?’’

“A sotha,”’ answered the other,
‘“is a Thug of pleasing appearance
and ingratiating manner, who is
trained to inveigle travellers to join
his party for protection against the
dangers of the road. He assumes
many disguises and plays many
roles; and I am certain that Bullala
Sen fell a victim to his wiles.”’

The scene at the bazaar reappear-
ed to Chisholm—Peer Khan with his
precious bales of damask and his two
volunteer assistants. He lit a cigar-
ette thoughtfully.

“I wonder!”” he said to himself,
“I wonder!”’

In the meantime, Peer Khan and
his two friends repaired to the car
avanserar, 'They made themselves
mutually agreeable—the merchant
providing refreshment and the two
adventurers supplying the entertain-
ment. They well knew the road up-
on which Peer Khan had to travel,
they declared; indeed, they were go-
ing that way themselves.

““Why should we not go together,
then?’’ asked the merchant. ‘‘I fing
your company most agreeable.’’

The two men accepted the compli-
ment modestly.

““You are most kind,”’ answered
Aniwar Ali. ‘‘But the fact is, we
are members of an escort jonrneying
north to bring back the Begum (wife
of a rajah) of Pultanabad, so unless
you honour us by joining our forces,
I fear our ways must separate.’’

Peer Khan’s eyes brightened.

““The very escort for me!’’ he ex.
claimed. ‘“Where is the rest of your
party ?”’

Hossein pointed to a grove of man-
goes.

k.

R
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““The other six are there,’’ said he,
““and we leave at sunrise.”’

Chisholm never determined whe-
ther it was coincidence or fate which
took him past the refreshment shop
at the precise moment that the mer-
chant and his new friends were leav-
ing it for the mango grove. Which
ever it was, the circumstance had
most far-reaching results, for in fol-
lowing the move of Peer Khan he
put himself in touch with one of the
greatest criminals India has ever
known. As soon as he learned the
merchant’s destination he turned
back to his bungalow to develop a
course of action.

At nightfall, he sent two trust-
worthy men whom the steward had
recommended to wateh the camp
where Peer Khan and his servants
had elected to sleep. These spies were
to report to Chisholm at sunrise un-
less any suspicious move on the part
of the escort occasioned an earlier
message. They stationed themselves
behind some trees and waited.

Shortly before the camp settled it-
self for the night, the leader, who
was no cther than Aniwar Ali, the
boldest Thug in all the system, held
serious parley with two of his men.
Presently these two departed, passing
quite close to Chisholm’s spies—so
close, indeed, that they were discov-
ered without realizing it. They had
no suspicion that when the two re-
turned to their chief shortly after
leaving his presence, it was of them-
selves they spoke. Had they heard
the words of command Aniwar Ali
gave, they would have quitted their
post basely and fled back to the
bungalow and the protection of the
British arm. For the great Thug
spoke in this fashion:

“Trusted Ones, there is work for
you to-night! Go north two miles
until you find a glade between two
cliffs. Follow the bed of a dried-up
stream and presently you will come
upon a row of seven poplars. Be-
neath the first of these there is a
large, round stone. Roll away that
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stone and prepare graves for four
people.”™

‘“We obey, sahib,’’ replied the men
salaaming,

But when they returned with the
information that the camp was watch-
ed, Aniwar Ali undisturbed, amend-
ed his order in this manner:

‘“Proceed as directed, my faithful
ones, only remember that you prepare
graves for siz persons, instead of
four. Peace go with you!’’

A professional strangler of envi-
able reputation was Budrinath. He
had strangled more victims than any
living Thug, and no man was too
strong for him to attack single-hand-
ed. Aniwar Ali conferred with him
a moment and saw him depart in the
opposite direction to that in which
the spies were concealed. He knew
that when everyone slept Budrinath
and his companion would eircle in
upon their unsuspecting vietims and
that their lifeless bodies would be
brought into eamp and wrapped in
the tent cloth which was to have
sheltered the grave-diggers, now
many furlongs away. Ile passed a
dreamless night and awoke long be-
fore sunrise serene and untroubled.
In less than an hour the whole camp
was moving northward, and Peer
Khan, with his precious bales, was
not the least merry of the party!

They halted for the mid-day meal
in a beautiful glade between two
wooded cliffs—mot on the beaten
track, but a few paces to the right,
in the bed of a stream, long since gone
dry. And a little farther on, beyond
a gently-rising knoll, waved the heads
of seven poplars.

The meal finished, the party settled
down for a smoke and a siesta. Hos-
sein related with great animation one
of his adventures in which a dancing
girl of rare beauty figured with such
alluring fascination that Peer Khan
grew impatient at the delay which
kept him from the delights of the
city. He urged moving forward and
failed to note the cireumstance that
a man gradually and without seem-
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ing intent, moved close behind him
and his servants until they were each
shadowed, as it were,

“Please pass the tobacco!’”” mur-
mured Ali quietly.

It was a signal. Instantly four
handkerchiefs whipped through the
air over the vietims’ heads. In an-
other second four men were writhing
on the ground, face downwards, while
four pairs of knuckles bore cruelly
into their necks. Presently, after a
greater convulsion than the last, Peer
Khan lay very still, his face turned
slightly to one side, his eyes bulging
quite out of their sockets. Even Ani-
war Ali was sickened at the horrible
sight.

““Come quickly,”’ he said, address-
ing the buriers, ‘‘and make an end of
this business! We must away before
our clever European appears!’’

Where the grave-diggers began,
the buriers finished. The merchant
and his three dependents were speed-
ily stripped and laid in the eavern
which yawned beneath the foot of
the first poplar tree. Then Hossein
ordered that two tents be unwrap-
ped, and from their folds were taken
the bodies of Chisholm’s spies. They
were buried with the merchant, and
the earth spread quickly back into
place. Thorns were strewn on the
top to prevent jackals from unearth-
ing that which their human brothers
could not scent. A thin layer of
leaves, grass, and dirt was added—
and the party moved away.

At sunset they halted in a small
village where Hossein enacted his lit-
tle adventure with the charming
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dancing-girl to the letter, and mo
qualms disturbed his night’s enjoy-
ment.

At sunset, too, Frank Chisholm
halted in his journey. He had
awakened much later than he had in-
tended, depending upon the two spies
to come and report. When he ecalled
the steward and learned that they
had not returned at all, he dressed
hastily and went in search of them.
The camp beneath the mango trees
was deserted, his men were gone and
no one had seen a sign of them, but
the party who had spent the night
in this spot, he learned, had long
since journeyed northward.

He followed. But owing to his
late start, as well as the fact that ke
was obliged several times to stop and
consult his instruments for the bene.
fit of travellers who looked with too
much curiosity at him and his com.
panions, he found no trace of those
he sought. At sunset, then, he reach.-
ed a glade between two wooded cliffs;
he wandered to the right where a
stream once had purled its way to
the river, but which now was dry.
And he came to a spot where seven
tall poplars swayed gently in the
evening breeze, At the foot of the
first one was a large, round stone,
Chisholm took out his tobacco pouch
and filled his pipe, contemplatively.
Then he sat down upon the stone.,

“I wonder,”” he said, as he puffed
the smoke, ‘‘where they could have
got to. I wonder how they spirited
my men away. And I wonder what
the deuce old Peer Khan is doing
now!”’

The second story of this series is entitled ‘‘The Human Note.”” Tt further intro-
duces the reader into the deviltries of Thuggee and displays the great dangers that
Chisholm must confront in his attempt to apprehend Aniwar Ali.




REDISTRIBUTION

IN THE

COMMONS
BY ARNUTT ]J. MAGURN

HE special committee of the

I House of Commons of Canada

have already drafted recom-

mendations for the redistribution of
the seats in that chamber.

By section 37 of the British North

America Act of 1867, it is provided:

The House of Commons shall, subject to
the provisions of this Act, consist of 181
members, of whom eighty-two shall be
elected for Ontario, sixty-five for Quebec,
nineteen for Nova Scotia, and fifteen for
New Brunswick.

That fixes the representation up to
the year 1871, and from that date the
representation is to be determined in
accordance with section 51 of the
same Act, as follows:

On the completion of the census of 1871,
and on each subsequent decennial census,
the representation of the four Provinces
shall be readjusted by such authority, in
such a manner, and from such time as
the Parliament of Canada from time to
time provides, subject and according to
the following rules:

(1). Quebec shall have the fixed number®

of sixty-five members.

(2). There shall be assigned to each of
the other Provinces such a number of
members as will bear the same proportion
to the number of its population (ascer-
tained at each census) as the number
sixty-five bears to the number of the popu-
lation of Quebec (so ascertained).

(3). In the computation of the number
of members for a Province a fractional
part not exceeding one-half of the whole
number requisite for entitling the Pro-
vince to a member shall be disregarded;
but a fractional part exceeding one-half
of that number shall be equivalent to the
whole number. s
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(4). On any such readjustment the
number of members for a Province shall
not be reduced unless the proportion which
the number of the population of the Pro-
vince bore to the number of the aggregate
population of Canada at the then last pre-
ceding readjustment of the number of
members for the Province is ascertained
at the then latest census to be diminished
by one-twentieth part or upwards.

(5). Such readjustment shall not take
effect until the termination of the then
existing Parliament.

This is not so complicated as it
sounds, and the fact that it has work-
ed with little friction for a period of
forty-five years reveals a mechanism
of government with more resiliency
than the average piece of legislation.
In faet, the whole of this marvellous
Act of Confederation, notwithstand-
ing many criticisms, stands to-day in-
tact as a great legislative instrument.

Under the redistribution of 1872
Ontario was allotted eighty-eight
members, Nova Scotia twenty-one,
New Brunswnck sixteen, Manitoba
four, and British Columbia six.

By the redistribution of 1882 (un-
der Sir John Macdonald) Ontario re-
ceived ninety-two members, Nova
Scotia twenty-one, New Brunswick
gixteen, Manitoba five, British Col-
umbia six, Prince Edward Island six.

In 1892 the numbers were: On-
tario ninety-two, Nova Secotia twenty,
New Brunswick fourteen, Manitoba
seven, British Columbia six, Prince
Edward Island five, Northwest Ter-
ritories four. At that time Sir John
Abbott was Prime Minister.




184

In 1903, which is the last preceding
redistribution, the allotted numbers
were as follows: Ontario eighty-six,
Nova Scotia eighteen, New Brunswick
thirteen, Manitoba ten, British Col-
umbia seven, Prince Edward Island
four, Northwest Territories ten, and
the Yukon one. At that time Sir Wil-
frid Laurier was Prime Minister,

The new Provineces of Saskatche-
wan and Alberta were subsequently,
in 1907, given a statutory represen-
tation of ten and seven, respectively.
This was done under power conferred
by the British North America Act
amendment of 1871, which declares
that Parliament may establish new
Provinces and make provision for
their representation in the House of
Commons, It will be noted that all
the vast area of British North Am-
erica (except the Island of New-
foundland) is thus brought under the
control and sovereignty of the Par-
liament at Ottawa.

All this time the representation of
the Province of Quebec remained and
still remains at the fixed number of
sixty-five. The total number of mem-
bers of the House of Commons at
Confederation, and upon each subse-
quent redistribution was as follows:
1867, 181 ; 1872, 200; 1882, 211; 1892,
213; 1903, 214; and the addition of
the two Prairie Provinces, adding
seven, brought the membership up to
221, at which it stands at the present
time.

In dealing with the unit of repre-
sentation as ascertained by the census
of 1911, and how it works out, it will
be useful to give the population of
the several Provinces, as found in
1911, as follows:

Adpenta s il s 374,663
British Columbia .... 392480
Nova Beotag . ¢.i 0 492,338
New Brunswick ...... 351,889
Prince Edward Is. ... 93728
Saskatchewan ....... 492,432
OnRtavio L ooivin i 2,623,274
Qitehel . e 2,003,232
Manitoba .. .. 01 v 455,614
Nouloh S¥is s i 8,512
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Taking the population of Quebee
and dividing it by sixty-five, we ob-
tain the unit of 30,819. Applying
this unit to the population of the sey.
eral Provinces the representation in
iche next Parliament will be as fol-
OWS :

ARbopla e 12
British Columbia ....... .. 13
MEnabs. . oo a0 16
New Brunswick .......... 11
NOvhasedHa . oo 16
o T TR . 82
Prince Edward Island . . ... 3
T G Sl R 65
Saskatchewan ............ 16
8310 e e b 1

This will give the new House a to-
tal membership of 234, an increase
of thirteen. But the Government
have reserved the case of Prince Ed-
ward Island, because, if their repre-
sentation is reduced from four to
three, that Province will present the
anomaly of having more members in
the Senate than in the House of Com-
mons. When the first Confederation
conference was held at Charlottetown
in 1864 the delegates from Prince Ed-
ward Island refused to enter Confed.
eration with only five members, They
contended that such number would
give the island no position at Of.
tawa. In a memorandum drawn up
last autumn at Ottawa the Prince
Edward Island Government submit
that the fixing of the number at five
was an oversight or mistake at the
Quebee conference, Tt is also declar-
ed that the decline in the Island’s
population is due in some degree to
the failure of Canada to carry out its
contract to place the Island in econ-
tinuous communication with the rail-
way system of the Dominion. So it
would seem that the present repre-
sentation of the Island (four) may
not be disturbed which would bring
the total membership of the Com.
mons to 235.

Nova Secotia, New Brunswick, and
Prince Edward Island as well submit
a joint claim to the right to have
their original representation restored.

/
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But the legal right of New Brunswick
and Prince Edward Island to retain
their original representation was re-
ferred to the Supreme Court of Can-
ada in 1903 and denied, and the Ju-
dicial Committee of the Privy Coun-
cil in England held this decision to
be correct. In view of this they now
urge other grounds, chiefly that they
have given their sons and daughters
to the West, and are part owners of
the lands given to the Western Pro-
vinces. In other words, they have
helped to build up the West and the
new Provinces there should not pro-
fit in representation at the expense
of the Maritime Provinces. There is,
however, small chance of these con-
siderations overtopping the legal bar-
riers, and why the Government have
reserved the case of Prince Edward
Island in the present bill is known
only to themselves. The case must
be disclosed when the committee
makes its report.

The following table will show the
changes in a nutshell:

Present House of Commons ....... 221
Next House of Commons .......... 234
Present members of five Eastern
FrovIBoN: 3 de s ivpseeine s shaas 186
Present members of four Western
PYONANBEE - wuscrvssveadnaiassasyes 35
New number from the East ....... 177
New number from the West ....... 57
Deerease from the East ........... 9
Increase from the West ........... 22

The changes in detail incident to
the eensus results and the new unit of
representation are what the Commit-
tee of the House are now working
out. Before the year 1903 these
changes were always brought down
as a schedule to the bill, having been
fixed arbitrarily by the party in pow-
er, In that year, however, the prac-
tice in vogue in the United Kingdom
was adopted, the practice of refer-
ring the arrangement of the schedules
to a committee chosen from both
gides of the House, the Government
side having a majority of one on the
committee. That course has been
adopted on the present occasion. In
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1903 it worked out quite smoothly,
almost without any friction at all.
The Committee sat then in the Rail-
way Committee-room, which was open
to the press and to anyone interest-
ed. This time the Committee is sit-
ting in camera. Why the changed
procedure has been adopted is not
known to the writer.

In Ontario a number of ridings
will be wiped out, and in one or two
cases whole electoral divisions, while
some ridings will be amalgamated and
the urban representation inereased.
Toronto will have three additional
members. Ottawa may be divided in-
to East and West, instead of, as at
present, returning two members for
the one electoral division. Toronto
and the County of York together will
have ten members, The unit is not
applied to the large cities, otherwise
Toronto would have a dozen mem-
bers. There are good reasons for this,
which are not in dispute. It is ex-
pected that East Huron, East Grey,
West Northumberland, North Lan-
ark, North Middlesex, Brockville, and
Russell will disappear and be incor-
porated in adjacent ridings or coun-
ties. Municipal boundaries are to be
preserved as far as possible. Upon
that point both leaders and parties
are in agreement, and it helps them
to get together. In Russell part of
the electoral division is in the County
of Carleton, and part in the munici-
pality of Ottawa. It is proposed to
restore these and add the rest of the
division to the County of Prescott,
with which the County of Russell is
united municipally and in which the
seat of government for the county is
situated.

In Quebee six seats will be amalga-
mated or divided. Montreal will have
twelve or thirteen seats for the whole
island. In Nova Secotia it is intended
to merge the counties of Dighy and
Yarmouth, Antigonish and Guyshoro,
Richmond and Cape Breton South,
the latter, however, returning two
members, In New Brunswick an
amalgamation of four of the counties
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into two pairs will effect the required
reduction and no diffieulty is antici-
pated. In the West there are no
county boundaries and the mapping
out of the new distriets ought to be
comparatively simple, regard being
had to population, the unit being the
guide. Of the five new members for
Manitoba two will go to Winnipeg. In
British Columbia Vaneouver City
will have three members instead of
one as at present.

The inevitable result of redistribu-
tion will be dissolution, as it would
be impossible to continue legislating
with the West undermanned by twen-

ty-two, and the East overmanned by

nine. There is no law, however, to
prevent the holding of another ses-
sion. That, many believe, would be
an obvious mistake for the Govern-
ment, so the coming autumn will
probably see the two parties again in
the field a outrance.

HOPE

By PERCY H. PUNSHON

WHEN you the kiss of wanton fortune miss,
And all the joys of life seem placed in pawn
When dark clouds overhang, remember this:
The darkest hour is herald of the dawn.

When in the mists of doubt you blindly grope,
And all the paths of life are dull and gray,
Remember there is such a thing as hope:
The day will break, the shadows flee away.

The dawn will break, yea, break it surely will,

And love will then redeem your joys from pawn;
So in your darkest hour, remember still:

This hour is but the herald of the dawn.
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THE WINNING NUMBER
BY PERCEVAL GIBBON

tin watched the day’s trade

close with the vehemence of a
hard bargain. The store stood at the
edge of the kafir country of Manica-
land, a eircle of domed, brown huts
grouped on the erown of a little hill,
whence one looked forth over a world
crumpled into mountains which
thrust up from the sweating level of
the bush., Walker, with his hat jam-
med low over his eyes and all his
body strung in earnestness, was fight-
ing the last stages of a commercial
battle with a skinny black family
which had three quills of river-gold
for sale and a high notion of their
value. Martin smiled as the shrill
kafir voices failed before the assur-
ance of the fluent Walker.

He was a tall man; his pose, as he
sprawled at large on the canvas deck
chair, accentuated his loose gaunt-
ness, and the monocle he wore in his
right eye stood oddly out of his gen-
eral effect of slackness. He wore only
a shirt and trousers, belted about him
with a strap, and a pair of those soft
shoes of undressed leather which are
called veld-schoen. Something vague
and gentle in his manner and regard
was his foremost characteristic, a
delicacy that touched all he did.

The day slanted toward its close
through all its slow degrees of heat,
and presently the kafir family, out-
manceuvred and still protesting, took
its departure, straggling down the
hill in single file. Walker, his face
red and wet with sweat, came to
where Martin sat.
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FRO.\I his ehair in the shade Mar-

‘‘They wanted the earth,’’ he ex-
plained wearily.

Martin smiled again,
he answered.

‘‘Three quills,”’ said Walker; ‘‘and
half sand at that. I never saw such
a set o’ sharks,”’

He stared down along the valley
below, where the bush, erimson and
yellow and raw green, lay level be-
tween the abrupt hills like a strange
sea. ‘‘’Bout time Hancock was
back,”’ he suggested.

Martin nodded absently. Hanecock,
the third partner in the store, had
gone that morning to Macequece over
the hills, to bring back the English
mail. There was always a letter for
Walker, whose parents kept a pub-
lic house at Wandsworth; commonly
he would read it aloud at supper.
And two or three times in the year
there would be letters for Hancock
or Martain as well, and these the re-
cipient would read in a grim priv-
acy, whence he would emerge moody
and thoughtful.

In Manicaland, that scrap-heap of
humanity, each man’s past is his own.
Nothing touches the grave of his dead
days save the English mail, those
scanty letters which are welcomed so
eagerly and read and re-read so of-
ten. A sentiment has grown up
about the matter; and it never oceur-
red to Walker, with his ingenuous
memories of Wandsworth and his
regular letters, to wonder why his
partners never spoke of home.

““There he is,”’ he said suddenly,
and pointed,

“I heard,”’
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They could see from their hilltop
a spot at which the bush thinned and
let a pateh of stony ground show;
and there appeared, tiny in the dis-
tance, a figure that made no pause to
wave to them, but plunged forward
and was lost to sight forthwith,

‘“He’s making haste, all right,’’
said Walker. ‘‘P’raps he’s got a bag
full o’ letters for us this time, Mar-
.t

‘‘Perhaps,’’ said Martin.

“Well,”” said Walker. ‘‘A letter’s
something in this country. If Ican’t
have a stroll down the Wandsworth
Road and over by the Common, and
a glass of beer with a pal, I’d as soon
have a letter from there as anything.
It’ll be a change from hagglin’ with
those niggers, anyhow.”’

“Yes,”” agreed Martin. He turned
his head languidly and looked at
Walker where he squatted on the
ground beside the chair with some
manner of mild curiosity.

“You’d like to get back there,
eh?’’ he asked.

Walker laughed. ¢“Oh, I’d like it
right enough,”” he answered. *‘For
about a week, say. Long enough to
get the taste of it again. But—well,
a week 'ud be enough.”’ He yawn-
ed, casting back his arms and mak-
ing the most of it.

““Only a week?’’ asked Martin.

“Just a week,’’ said Walker. ‘‘ Af-
ter all, you know, this gets hold of
you.”” He waved a hand to the mighty
panorama of hill and tree-choked
valley, mellow under the westering
sun that stood over the horizon like
a disk of glowing bronze. ‘“It’s liv-
ing,’” he said. ‘‘It’s not what you’d
call comfortable, erowded with bugs
and niggers like it is, but it’s living.
In Wandsworth a chap wasn’t what
I call alive.”’

Martin nodded, smiling. “I un-
derstand,’’ he said. ‘““You’re lucky.’’

Walker put his hat on and made
to rise. “‘It might be different if a
chap had plenty of money,’’ he ad-
mitted. ‘‘But I never had none to

speak of.”’

He went off to superintend the
cook boy, and the noise of his activity
came forth to the calm of evening,
Martin remained where he was, wait.
ing for Hancock. The sun drooped
across the sharp horizon and a little
wind came up with a rustle and a
touch of chill. The hour that atones
for the day in Manicaland was at
hand; already in the eastern sky a
powdering of pale stars stood white
and told against a background of deep
velvet; from the valley there eame
the noises of a world that woke for
the night—the sequel of some small
beast, the brush of leaves—and with
them the faint, clean smell of earth
reviving from the day-long oppres-
sion of heat. Martin knew it all, as
one knows a familiar feature on one’s
daily life; it was a tick of the clock
which marked for him the slow pas-
sage of time. It had no power to
rouse him from his langour of pa-
tience. Even when the sound of
shod feet upon the stones at the foot
of the little hill made him aware that
Haneock was at hand he did not stir
from his attitude of ease.

Hancock came wup the hill at g
stumbling run.

““That you, Martin?’’ he called as
he arrived,

““Yes,”” said Martin.
ters?’’

Hancock had not stopped. ‘““Hang
the letters,”” he panted, as he made
fer the huts. ‘‘Come on in, man!”’

He made for the big hut which
served them for a living-room &ng
sank on a seat. In the light of the
lamp which stood on the table among
their supper things he showed a faca
drawn with fatigue and streaked with
dust and sweat. Martin came at his
heels with Walker.

‘“Where’s those tickets?’’ gasped
Hancock, struggling with his breath.

‘“What tickets?”’ demanded Wal-
ker.

Martin put his hand on the man’s
shoulder, ““You didn’t tell me what
letters there were,”” he said.

For some moments Hancock could

‘““Any let-

.
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not speak, but he pitched a packet of
three letters on the table. Martin
took it; there was one for each of
them. He picked up his own and
glanced at the handwriting on the
envelope, and his monocle fell from
his eye. He replaced it.

“Now,”’ he said, ‘‘what’s the mat-
ter? What have you been running
like this for?’’

Hancock was bowed in his seat,
with his hands to his sides. He look-
ed up.

““Get the tickets,”’ he repeated,
and as they stared at him he laughed
breathlessly. ‘‘The Sweep tickets,”’
he eried. ‘‘I do believe—"’

Walker uttered an exclamation of
understanding and excitement. Like
most other men in Africa at that day,
it was their custom to buy tickets
periodically in Phillips’s Sweep, the
great racing lottery of Johannesburg,
which sucked up gold all over the
continent like some huge sponge, to
discharge it again in a single stream
upon some lucky speculator.

‘““How much have we won?’’ cried
Walker.

““Get the tickets,”’ eried Hancock.
““I’m not sure of our numbers, but
1 think—where did you put them?’’

“T’11 get ’em,”’ said Walker, and
he ran out of the hut.

Martin smiled as Hancock brought
out a soiled slip of paper from his
pocket and unrolled it.

““You're pretty keen, aren’t you?”’
he said. ‘‘You seem to have travel-
led rather fast.”’

““Keen,”” said Hancock, and he
stared at him. ‘‘Keen.”” He laughed
shortly. Despite his weariness his
eyes were bright and restless. ‘‘Man,
it’s the big prize.”’

“Yes?’’ said Martin.

‘“ Anything from ten to fifteen
thousand pounds,’’ said Hancock. ‘‘Tt
means—it means—if it’s my ticket—
if only it’s my ticket, T can get out
of this, get back to everything. It’s
not too late; with that money I could
do At

The fever that burned in him could
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not let him sit still. He sprang up,
and his shadow fled grotesquely over
the whitewashed wall of the hut as he
walked uneasily here and there. He
was younger than either Martin or
Walker, slender and quick in ges-
ture, ardent, and nervous. Though
neither had spoken ever of the days
before they came to the tolerant ob-
seurity of Manicaland, Martin and
Hancock knew that they were of the
same world. It was like a link they
acknowledged only in a ecertain in-
formality in their dealings with one
another. But now Hancock seemed
to have cast off his long reserve.

““T'en thousand,”” he repeated,
while Martin watched him. ‘‘It would
put everything right — and leave
enough over to go on with.”’

“Would it?”’ said Martin.

Hancock swung toward him, with
a staccato langh. ‘‘You don’t know
what I’'m talking about,”’ he said.
‘““You can’t understand. But—but it
was a money matter—of a certain
kind—that brought me to Manieca.”’

Martin nodded. “‘I see,’”’ he an-
swered slowly, and at that moment
Walker entered. He had the three
blue tickets in his hand.

‘““Thought for a bit they were
lost,”” he said cheerfully.

Haneock’s slip of paper was serawl-
ed with the winning number he had
seen posted up in the store at Mace-
quece; and the three men bent eager-
ly over the tickets as Walker laid
them out on the table. Hanecock ut-
tered an oath; Walker whistled ; Mar-
tin fingered the tickets into a nest
line where they lay. The middle one
—it was erumpled through being car-
ried in a pocket loose—hore the win-
ning number. For a moment they
stared at one another, almost aghast
at this intrusion of fortune into their
lives. ;

““Whose ticket is it?’’ asked Mar-
tin.

The question, demanding their at-
tention, brought them out of their
stupour. Walker turned the tickets
over and pushed them mnearer the
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lamp. He laughed a little harshly.

‘“Well?”’ eried Hancock, in a voice
that broke in the middle of the syl-
lable.

Walker turned. ‘‘We forgot to
mark ’em,”’ he said. ‘‘There’s no
names on ’em, We’ll have to di-
vide.”’

““Divide!”’ said Hancock. ‘‘ What’s
the good of dividing? What’s the
good of a third?”’

“Well,”” suggested Walker, ‘‘we
can toss for it then.”’

‘“Of course,” said Hancock, in a
voice of utter relief. ‘‘All or noth-
ing, eh? The winner takes the lot.
You’re game, Martin$’’

Martin hesitated, looking from
one to the other of them, and again
his monocle fell. He screwed it back
in his eye with deliberation.

‘“As you like,”’ he said; ‘“‘but after
supper, please.”’

““Why not now?’’ demanded Han-
cock.

‘“Well,”” said Martin slowly,
““there’s no hurry. You see, if we
played now, and I won, I’m not quite
certain what I should want to do.
By the time we’ve finished supper I
shall know.”’

“But think,”’ said Haneock im-
patiently. ‘‘It’s ten thousand at the
least—"’

Martin interrupted. ““We’ll leave
it for the present,”” he said slowly,
and tore open the flap of his letter.
Upon the inclosure the handwriting
sprawled untidily, a woman’s un-
thrifty seript.

The meal was something of an or-
deal. Walker placed the winning tie-
ket in the middle of the table, under
the eyes of the three of them, and
upon it the dice box which is part of
the furniture in every establishment
in that country. The gawky, unclad
kafir boy put the food on the table
and withdrew, leaving them to the
company of that piece of paper,
mighty with possibilities. ~Haneock,
who sat directly in front of it, push-
ed his plate away with an exclama-
tion of impatience and helped him-
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self to whisky. Behind him, framed
in the door of the hut, there stood a
slice of blue-black sky, spangled with
great, still stars, white and magnifi-
cent. Ie screwed round on his chair,
with the iron mug in his hand, and
looked at it,

“My God,”” he said, in a low voice.
““And to think that London’s still
there.”’

Walker looked up from his food,
only half understanding.

“That’s s0,”” he agreed. ‘“And for
ten thousand pounds you ecould buy
everything in sight.”’

““Suppose you won it, Walker,”’
suggested Martin. Hancock turned
with a start at the words. ‘““What
would you do with it?’’

Walker  grianed, consciously.
““Spend it,”” he answered promptly.
‘“All of it. I might mean to be dif.
ferent. I’d make up my mind to
save an’ invest an’ all that; but I
know what would happen. It *ud all
go.”” He sighed thoughtfully. “‘It’q
be a lark while it lasted,”” he added.
““There’s not many fellows can get
more fun out of throwing money
about than I can.”’

Hancock laughed unsteadily, not
looking at either of them.

““Somebody’d murder you for it
he said.

Walker  nodded indifferently,
““They wmight,”” he admitted. T
shouldn’t wonder.”’

“You’d put it to a different use,
eh?’’ asked Martin,

““Me?”’ said Hancock, ““Yes.”’ He
drank from his mug and set it down
before him. ‘‘With that money—
and it’s never less than ten thousand
now—I could go back again.”’

“You think so?’” Martin’s voice
held a doubt.

“Why not?”’ eried Haneock., ¢‘T
could—pay up,’” he stammered. ‘“Yon
don’t know the facts, Martin. T tel]
you, it’s just a matter of a check.
You’ve got some infernal notion in
your head; but I tell you, it would
be all right. Tt wants only money.??

He was shrill, and now and again
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he shivered as though with cold. His
eyes shone out of the pallor of his
face with the fever of his excitement.
Martin did not answer.

‘It wants only that money,’’ re-
peated Hancock. ‘‘Why shouldn’t I
go back?”’

Martin showed again that little
manner of hesitancy.

““You should know,’’ he said, un-
comfortably. ‘“‘Only, in my experi-
ence, a man who has had to go can
never get back. That’s all.”’

Hancock stared. ‘‘You mean you
couldn’t, if you wanted to?’’ he de-
manded.

““That is what I mean,’”’ answered
Martin. They finished supper in sil-
ence and a shout from Walker
brought the boy in.

““Now,’’ said Martin, when the boy
had left them; ‘“what is the arrange-
ment? Are we settled not to divide
the money?”’ He had taken charge
of the proceedings instinetively; and
with the same instinet the other yield-
ed him place.

‘“Play for the lot,”” said Hancock
briefly, and Walker nodded.

“Very well,”” said Martin. ‘‘Since
you’re agreed, we’ll play. Three
throws with the three dice, and pick
up what you please, eh? Is that sat-
isfactory?’’” They mnodded again.
““All right. Hanecock, you’re young-
est. Will you throw first?”’

Hancock picked up the box in sil-
ence, emptied the three cubes into his
hand, dropped them back into the
box and rattled it. The game was
familiar to all of them; Martin and
Walker leaned forward on the table
to wateh the throw. Hancock looked
from one to the other sharply, and
on a sudden his face was shiny with
beads of sweat. He cleared his
throat and threw with a drawing ae-
tion that spilled the cubes forth in a
line.

““A six and two threes,’’ observed
Walker conversationally.

With two flicks of his forefinger,
Hancock scooped the threes back in-
to the box, leaving the six on the

¥
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table. Martin drew it aside out of
the way of the next threw. The sha-
dow of the hand and the box leaped
up the wall as Hancock rattled for
the next throw.

‘‘Six and three,”’ reported Walker,
as the cubes came forth again, With-
out speaking, Martin laid the second
six beside the first. It needed only
another six to give Hancock the high-
est score possible. The nerve of the
gambler came to his rescue, and his
hand was steady as he shot the third
cube, the three, back into the box.
He wore a little frown of intentness,
and he gave the box a single shake
and then gently, almost idly, rolled
the die forth. It was a four.

‘“Two sixes and a four—sixteen,’’
said Walker. ‘‘Not bad, Hanecock.
There’s a chance for you to paint
London red, yet.”” He reached for
the box and swept the dice into it.
Haneock laid both hands on the edge
of the table and gripped it. Walker
had none of the airs and graces of
the game. He gave the box a single
turn in his hand and strewed the
cubes forth, Four was the highest.
‘““Rotten,”” he execlaimed, and picked
them all up. The second throw gave
him a six.

‘“Now, Hancock, here’s at you,’’ he
said, and made his third throw. He
leaned over the dice where they lay
and burst into laughter. “‘It’s a
tie,”” he shouted. ‘‘A pair o’ fives.”’

Hancock said nothing, but the
knuckles of his gripping hands whit-
ened as he leaned over the table to
observe Martin’s luck. He gasped
hoarsely as the first throw yielded a
six. Martin looked up at him, his
face milder and vaguer than ever in
the lamp’s erude light. He put the
six aside and threw again—a four
and a two.

‘“Rotten,”” commented Walker, and
the elder man smiled as he picked the
dice up.

““This settles it,”’ he said. ‘T won’t
keep you in suspense.’’

He threw, and leaned back in his
chair. The cubes rolled out on the
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table to the foot of the lamp and lay
there in its fullest light, in front of
Hancock. He did not move. Walker
craned across to look.

‘“Of all the luck,’’ he eried. ‘A six
and a five—seventeen. Shall 1 ecall
y’r lardship’s carriage ?’’ he inquired.

Martin reached his hand for the
ticket and looked at it curiously. At
that moment Hancock dropped his
head on the table, and his shoulders
heaved with the wviolence of a sob.

‘““‘Here,”” cried Walker helplessly.
‘‘Here, Hancock.”’

‘““Sorry,”’ said Hanecock. ‘‘Could-
n’t help it—for a moment. Things
seemed so—so0 easy, you know, and
then—well, perhaps you were right,
Martin. Perhaps one couldn’t go
back.”’

Martin frowned and his lips stut-
tered on his words. ‘‘I—I think I
was right,”’ he replied. ‘‘It’s what
I’ve observed, myself.’”’

Hancock cheeked a sneer. ‘“Well,”’
he said, ‘‘there’s no use talking, any-
how. But when I think—’’ he let
his hands fall to his side with a ges-
ture of despair. ‘‘London,’’ he said,
‘‘London in the evening!”’

Walker was eager to escape from
under the loom of the bitter thing

that had intruded on them. He laugh-

ed now rather fatuously. ‘“And the
Wandsworth Road,”’ he eried. ‘‘And
beer—real beer.’’

Martin looked at him in kindliness.
“You can go there if you like,”’ he
said, putting the blue ticket back on
the table. ‘‘Take some of this money
—take a thousand pounds—and have
a trip home, Walker.”’

Walker gasped, ‘‘D’you mean it?”’
he roared. Martin nodded. “‘I’ll
pack to-night,”’ said Walker. ‘‘Mar-
tin—Mister Martin, I should say,
you’re a gent. You’ve got blood in
you. Shake this ’ere hand of mine,
and thank you.’” They shook, and
Hancock watched the ceremony with
tight lips.

‘“‘Now, Hancock,”” said Martin,
when the prolonged and elaborate
handshake was over, ‘‘a word with
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you. I told you you couldn’t get
back. No man who has to come to
Manicaland ever can. It’s been tried,
man, again and again, and it doesn’t
work. But you don’t believe me, do
you?”’

““No,”” said Hancock, over his
shoulder. ‘“What do you know about
it? If I'd won that money, things
could be put right.”’

Martin shook his head.
never can,’’ he said.
try, if you like.”’

‘“What do you mean?’’ demanded
Hancock. Martin sighed, took his
monocle and fell to polishing it with
a scrap of paper.

“You can take the rest of that
money, and see for yourself,’’ he said.
“You’ll find I’'m right, I'm afraid.”’

There was a while of silence,
‘“Martin,”’ eried Hancock brokenly.
“T—I can’t refuse,’’ he said.

““Of course not,”” said Martin,
“Why should you? But don’t em-
barrass me with talk, please. We’ll
take the thanks as read.’’

‘““But what will you do?’’ asked
Hancock, with belated compunetion.

Martin laughed. ‘‘I'll keep the
store going till you come back,’’ he
said.

From his canvas chair next morn-
ing he saw their departure down the
hill, with the little train of kafirs who
carried their belongings. Where the
track entered the bush, they turned
to wave to him; he waved back a
friendly farewell. Then the under-
growth swallowed them. He stared
for some moments at the spot where
they had vanished and then drew his
last night’s letter from his pocket. It
was folded in three, and as he looked
at it he could read one broken para-
graph: ‘‘—left me a week ago and
has not written since, so I am alone.
No one here will speak to me, and,
after all, I am your wife, and if you
had understood me better I should
not have been driven—’

He did not unfold the letter to read
further. It was all in that para-

graph.

““Things
‘“‘But you ean
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STEPHEN

HALES:

PIONEER IN VENTILATION
BY PROFESSOR D. FRASER HARRIS

in the history of discovery that

some of the most important ad-
vances in a particular science have
been made by persons not engaged
in the profession or pursuit of that
subject. The truth of this is striking-
ly brought out in the life of a man of
the name of Stephen Hales who,
‘though a clergyman of the Church of
England and a man who had never
studied medicine nor taken a medi-
cal degree, was the first person in
England to make any serious attempt
to provide for the artificial supply of
fresh air to places where it could not
enter by natural means. The Rev-
erend Stephen Hales, M.A., D.D.,,
was the pioneer in hygiene of ventila-
tion,

Parallel cases there have been in
other sciences. The Marquis of Wor-
cester, though not an engineer, in-
vented the steam-pump; Leeuwen-
hoek, though not a member of the
medical profession, made fundamen-
tal discoveries in physiology and mi-
croscopical anatomy; Captain Cook,
though neither a physician nor a bio-
logist, investigated from the practi-
cal side the cause of scurvy with such
excellent results to the health of sail-
ors that he was awarded the Copley
medal of the Royal Society; Lady

Wortley Montague, the wife of
the British Ambassador at Constan-
tinople, was instrumental in intro-
dueing inoculation for smallpox into
England; Helmholtz, though not an

6195

IT has happened again and again

ophthalmologist, invented the ophth-
almoscope ; Pasteur, though not a doe-
tor of medicine, introduced inocula-
tion of attenuated virus for the cure
of hydrophobia; and, in our own day,
has not Metchnikoff, trained as a zoo-
logist, exercised a far reaching influ-
ence on the doctrines of bacteriology
as well as those of practical medi-
cine ?

Mankind apparently did not arrive
by the aid of ‘‘the light of nature’’
alone at a knowledge of the supreme
importance of ventilation. While it
is true that to some results of vast
practical importance purely natural
instinets have guided men, yet as re-
gards the quality of the air to be
breathed and what constitutes pure
air, the natural teachings are exceed-
ingly ambiguous. Certain things
have long ago been voted non-edible
or poisonous, certain waters have
been declared non-potable, but there
is no general consensus of opinion as
to air that is non-breathable. The
natural man is all right as long as
he remains under the open heaven,
but as soon as he surrounds himself
with four walls he seems not to know
that he must keep constantly chang-
ing the invisible air around him. No
doubt it is because it is out of sight
that the air is also out of mind; cer-
tain it is that even at the present
moment there are vast multitudes of
people who never conceive of air as
a real thing, as real as their meat and
drink, and just as necessary to be
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kept fresh. Cave-men had no trouble
with ventilation nor ‘had those in
‘“‘the tents of Shem,”’ but from the
day that man began to sleep inside
stone and lime, he had to face the
problem, although he was not in the
least conscious of it, how the foul air
could be removed and the pure air
be brought in without the produc-
tion of a chilling draught.

All Tliving things vitiate air on
breathing it even once; all living
things subsist by means of absorp-
tion of oxygen; this oxygen, being
continually abstracted from the air
breathed, must be renewed from out-
side sources. Plants as well as an-
imals need oxygen, that is, fresh air;
this was what Hales grasped, and he
saw how very far many members of
the community were from being in &
position to command at all times a
supply of this absolutely necessary,
though invisible, material. Hales in
England and Leeuwenhoek in Hol-
land, neither of them medical men,
were at the beginning of the eigh-
teenth century probably the two men
who saw more clearly than any one
else in Europe the prime necessity
for ventilation ; that is, the constant
change of air in the neighbourhood
of living beings, Hales did a very
great deal in science besides de-
vising ventilators; he was a pioneer
in the experimental method in both
vegetable and animal physiology, a
hundred years before physiology as
an experimental science existed in
England: as a benefactor of man-
kind, it is not too much to say he is
conspicious in the first half of the
eighteenth century. We know very
little of his success as a pastor of
men’s souls, but it is certain that he
had a great solicitude for the care of
their bodies; his pamphlet against the
evils of intemperance in the use of al-
cohol, ‘‘A Friendly Admonition to the
Drinkers of Gin, Brandy and Other
Spirituous Liquors’’ (1734) is pro-
bably the first of its kind in Eng-
lish.

Hales had grasped the very essence

of the principle of ventilation ; that
air must be changed, whether air for
plants or for animals, or the air
over corn in granaries or over water
stored for drinking purposes, or en-
closed in hot-houses, in mines, in the
holds of ships, in prisons, or over
timber or around gunpowder; air
must be changed. He knew that fresh
air was against putrefaction, mould-
iness and mustiness of every kind.
He invented an apparatus for blow-.
ing air through water stored in ships
for drinking purposes. On long voy-
ages in the old ‘“‘wooden walls’’ such
water became putrid. Hales showed
that it could be made ‘‘sweet again,”’
if only enough air could be blown
through it. We now know what was
going on, namely, the oxidation of
organic matter; but Hales died in
1761, thirteen years before oxXygen
was discovered. It is interesting to
note that Hales had the most,
definite conceptions as regards the
necessity for oxygen without, how-
ever, knowing what it was that sus.
tained life, and without knowing, in
anything like the fullness of its mean-
ing, the importance of Black’s dis-
covery that animals breathe out cap.
bon dioxide from their lungs. Black’s
discovery was published at Glasgow
in 1754, only seven years indeed be-
fore Hales died ; but it is certain that
Hales was not indebted to Black; on
the contrary, Black was profoundly
indebted to Hales. Black wrote: ‘T
was partly led to these experiments?’
(namely, on carbonic acid gas) ‘‘by
some observations of Dr, Hales, in
which he says that breathing through
diaphragms of cloth dipped in alka-
line solution, made the air last long-
er for the purposes of life. In the
same year I found that ‘“fixed aip?’
(carbon dioxide) is the chief part of
the elastic matter which is formed in
liquids in the vinous fermentation.’’

Before we further examine the
value of the contributions made by
Hales to the science of ventilation, it
will be as well to trace the order of
discovery of the gases of the atmos.

|
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phere without which ultimately, of
course, no scientific basis for the solu-
tion of the problems of ventilation
could have been arrived at. Carbon
dioxide was discovered, under the
name of ‘‘gas sylvestre’’ by the Bel-
gian chemist J. B. Van Helmont
(1577-1644) about the year 1640.
Having burned a known weight of
wood, he noticed that only about
one-sixtieth of the original weight re-
mained in solid form, the other fifty-
nine-sixtieths he regarded as some-
thing volatile to which he gave the
name of ‘‘gas,”’ a word he coined to
designate this ‘‘spirit of wood’’ and
other kindred spirits. Gas syl-
vestre, because it came from, or was
produced by, the burning of wood,
was the first name under which ecar-
bon dioxide became a chemical con-
cept in the minds of men of science.

The next eontribution to accurate
notions about breathing, and, hence,
the necessity for ventilation was
made by Thomas Willis (1621-1675),
who clearly laid down that three
things were necessary for the act of
respiration. These were: a free and
continuous access of air, a constant
supply of combustible material, and
the necessity for the continuous re-
moval of the products of the com-
bustion, for Willis clearly identified
the burning of a flame in air with
respiration in a living animal ; he saw
that the two were chemically the same
thing. It was in 1660 that the Hon-
ourable Robert Boyle, who did so
much for the early study of the at-
mosphere and gases, performed the
fundamental experiment as regards
ventilation; namely, to exhaust the
air round a living animal. He show-
ed that long before the vacuum was
perfect, a sparrow and a mouse both
died, and the flame of a candle went
out. Boyle also understood that there
was something besides the vapour of
water that rendered expired air unfit
for being further breathed by ani-
mals.

The next step was taken by the
Cornishman, Richard Lower, who be-
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fore 1669 clearly perceived that the
blood in the lungs was purified by
absorbing something from the air
breathed in, namely, what we now
know to be oxygen. Lower was also
quite certain that the air breathed
out was noxious and ought to be
removed, Were there no need for
this removal, ‘“we should breathe,’’
he writes, ““as well in the most filthy
prisons as amongst the most delight-
ful pastures.”” A further advance
was taken by another Englishman
and Oxford man of secience, John
Mayow. Working between 1668 and
1674, Mayow virtually discovered
oxygen in a physiological sense. He
gave it the unfortunate name of ‘‘ni-
tro-aerial particles.”” Mayow died in
1679, and in England nothing was
done in connection with respiration
or ventilation until the time of Hales,
who rediscovered a great deal that
Lower and Mayow had known per-
feetly. Though not a physiological
chemist, Hales was the discoverer of
a method of enabling respiration to
go on in the absolutely irrespirable
atmosphere of coal-mines or burning
houses. He suggested that the appar-
atus might be of service also to .div-
ers. He was the father of all such
as descended into fire-damp, choke-
damp, black-damp, and after-damp,
provided with a supply of air for
breathing in an apparatus capable of
absorbing the exhaled carbon dioxide.
He was the Jubal of all such as hand-
le rescue-apparatus.

In point of time nitrogen was the
next constituent of the atmosphere
to be identified. This was achieved
in 1772 by Daniel Rutherford, Pro-
fessor of Botany in the University of
Edinburgh. Rutherford was the mat-
ernal uncle of Sir Walter Scott. With-
in two years more oxygen had been
separated, by Joseph Priestley, from
mereurie oxide as ‘‘dephlogisticated
air.”’ By 1775 Priestley had found
that this gas supported both eom-
bustion and respiration. Had it not
been for the ‘‘phlogiston’’ theory, to
which he clung with fatal tenacity,
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Priestly would have been the undis-
puted discoverer of the gaseous basis
of life, but, as is well known, Lavois-
ier was the man who understood what
he had diseovered, when, by the end
of 1774, he had isolated oxygen and
given it that name.

Hales’s first paper on the impor-
tance of ventilation in mines, hos-
pitals, prisons, and ships was read
to the Royal Society in 1741; the
title-page of the treatise in which
Hales described his invention reads
thus: ‘‘A deseription of ventilators
whereby great quantities of fresh air
may with ease be conveyed into mines,
gaols, hospitals, workhouses and ships
in exchange for their noxious air, and
in preserving all sorts of grain dry,
sweet, and free from being destroyed
by weevils, both in granaries and
ships.”’

In this paper Hales speaks of ‘‘the
rancid vapours from human bodies,’’
8o that he knew that besides some-
thing poisonous from the lungs (car-
bon dioxide), there were other nox-
ious vapours which had to be remov-
ed. Now, the very latest opinion as to
the deleterious nature of breathed air
is that it is not due.to the carbon
dioxide, but that the headache or dis-
tress is due to the moisture, heat, and
volatile organic effluvia from the skins
and lungs of the persons in the con-
fined space. Those in authority were
not slow to avail themselves of the
benefits of Hales’s ventilators, al-
though their adoption in prisons, the
ventilation of which was motoriously
insufficient, was undoubtedly hasten-
ed by the deaths of the Lord Mayor
of London, two judges and an alder-
man, all of whom became infected
with gaol-fever caught at the Old
Bailey Sessions. The Royal Society
was called upon for advice, and a
committee was appointed to look in-
to the question of the ventilation of
the prisons. ‘‘A ventilator invented
by one of the Committee was erected
in Newgate reducing at once the num-
ber of deaths from eight a week to
about two a month. Of the eleven
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workmen employed to put up the ven-
tilator, seven caught the fever and
died,”” wrote Sir William Huggins.
This, of course, alludes to Hales and
his invention.

In 1749 Hales’s ventilators were in-
stalled in the Savoy prison by order
of Mr, Henry Fox, later the first Lord
Holland. Between the years 1749
and 1752 four prisoners died of gaol-
fever as compared with between fifty
and a hundred per annum previously,
In the year 1750 out of two hundred
and forty prisoners, only four died;
and of these two died of smallpox
and one of aleoholism, so that the sal-
utary effects of Hales’s system were
immediate and striking. In 1752 the
ventilators, operated by a windmill—
for the earlier ones had been worked
by hand like the bellows of an organ—
were introduced into Newgate Prison,
each having duets leading to twenty-
four cells or wards. As the result of
this, says Peter Collinson the friend
of Hales, the ratio of deaths after the
ventilation to those before it was as
seven to sixteen; that is, the deaths
were reduced to less than fifty per
cent. Ships at this time were float-
ing strongholds of death: between
seurvy, poisoning by bad food, and
ship-fever or poisoning by bad air,
only the most robust men ever came
through the ordeal. In 1755 Hales
read a short but most interesting
paper to the Royal Society entitled :
‘“An account of the great benefits of
ventilators in many instances in pre-
serving the health and lives of peo-
ple in slave and other transport
ships.”” He speaks of ‘‘finding means
to procure them fresh, salutary air,

instead of the noxious, putrid, cloge-

confined, pestilential air which has
destroyed millions of mankind in
ships.”” 1In this paper Hales pub-
lished a letter dated London, 1749,
from a Captain Thomson, of the fri-
gate Swuccess, which is interesting
reading: ‘‘Our rule,”” he wrote, ‘‘for
ventilating was a half an hour every
four hours; but when the ventilating
was sometimes neglected for eight
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hours, then we could perceive, especi-
ally in hot weather, a very sensible
difference by the short neglect of it.
All agreed the ventilators were of
great service, men did not need to be
urged to work them. Two hundred
men aboard for a year, pressed men
from gaols with distemper, all land-
ed well in Georgia. This is what I
believe but few transports, or any
other ships can brag of, nor did I
ever meet the like good luck before,
which, next to Providence, I impute
to the benefit received by the ventila-
tors. This certainly occasioned all
kind of grain provisions to keep bet-
ter and longer from weevils than
otherwise they would have done, and
other kinds of provisions received
benefit from the coolness and fresh-
ness of the air of the ship which was
caused by ventilation.”” Hales goes
on to say that the Earl of Halifax
told him of the great benefit derived
from his ventilators installed in trans-
port ships to Nova Scotia, the ratio of
the deaths in the ventilated ships to
those in the non-ventilated ships be-
ing as one to twelve. This Earl of
Halifax is the nobleman after whom
the capital of Nova Scotia is named.

Through soliciting the interest of
the French man of science, Du Hamel
du Monceau, Hales contrived to have
his ventilators installed in certain
prisons in France where English pri-
soners were confined. The reverend
ganitarian closes his paper with these
words: ‘‘They little consider that it
is the high degree of putrefaction,
that most subtle dissolvent in Nature,
which a foul air acquires in long
stagnating, which gives it that pes-
tilential quality which causes what
is called the gaol-distemper, and a
very small quantity or even vapour
of this highly attenuated venom, like
the infection or inoculation for small-
pox, soons spreads its deadly infec-
tion.”’

Now, this is a somewhat remark-
able paragraph to have been written
in 1775: it undoubtedly refers to
typhus fever, known under all the
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following names, putrid fever, ship-
fever, emigrant fever, hospital fever,
and gaol-fever. It was, for it is hap-
pily now rapidly disappearing, the
fever of bad sanitation, the scourge
of ill-fed, badly-housed, unwashed,
neglected specimens of humanity.
Even now its precise cause, whether a
bacillus or other fungus, is not known.
The very latest suggestion is that it
is an ultra-microscopical virus, trans-
mitted by an inseet that infests un-
clean skins. But the very fact that,
at the present time, we have not isol-
ated the virus, is sufficient proof of
its excessively elusive nature, a very
attenunated poison, indeed, as Hales
knew.

Hales’s artificial respiration ap-
paratus consisted of a bladder divid-
ed up into compartments by four par-
titions of flannel or linen soaked in
solution of potash or ‘‘sal tartar’’
capable, as we now know, of absorb-
ing the respiratory ecarbon dioxide:
respiratory valves completed the me-
chanism. The nostrils had to be elos-
ed, as they have to be in all mouth-
breathing forms of such apparatus
even at the present day. The re-
ceiver held between four and five
quarts of air; Hales thought that
with one gallon of air and four
diaphragms respiration could be sup-
ported for at least five minutes.
Hales distinetly contemplated its use
for saving life in mines. In view of
the prominence which lifesaving ap-
paratus has attained at the present
time, it seems to the writer exceed-
ingly interesting to know that before
1726 an attempt had been made to
devise an artificial respiration ap-
paratus. This simple invention of
the country clergyman is the humble
parent of the various forms of the
ingenious life-saving apparatus in
use now, the Fleuss, the Draeger, and
others, which enable a man to remain
for upwards of two hours in a poison-
ous or even deadly atmosphere.

The details of the life of Stephen
Hales are neither numerous nor ro-
mantic. He was born in 1677, the
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son of Thomas, eldest son of Sir Rob-
ert Hales, Baronet of Bekesbourne, a
pleasant village not far from Canter-
bury. His mother was Mary, daugh-
ter and heiress of Richard Wood of
Abbots Langley. At the age of nine-
teen he went to Corpus Christi Coll-
ege, Cambridge University, of which
he became a fellow in 1703. In
time he graduated M.A., and took his
B.D. degree in 1711. His early
scientific leanings may be inferred
from hig having studied anatomy,
chemistry, and botany as a recreation.
He studied plants on the Gog-Magog
hills near Cambridge and made coll-
ections of fossils and of butterflies.
He did not neglect astronomy, for,
according to one account, he con-
structed a ‘‘planetarium in brass’’ on
Newtonian principles. Having taken
Holy Orders, Hales was presented in
1710 to the perpetual curaey of Tedd-
ington in Middlesex. He also held
the living of Farringdon in Hamp-
shire. In 1717 at the comparatively
early age of forty, Hales was elected
a Fellow of the Royal Society, and
twenty-two years later was awarded
the Copley medal, the highest honour
in the gift of that learned body.
Hales was a friend of the poet Pope
whose will he witnessed in 1743.
Other friends of his were the Duke of
Cumberland, Sir James Smith, Hor-
ace Walpole. Peg Woffiington, the
actress, was for a time one of his
parishioners,

In 1726 his famous ‘‘ Vegetable Sta-
ties’’ saw the light, dedicated to His
Royal Highness George, Prince of
‘Wales, and in 1733 Volume II. ‘‘ He-
mostatics’’ dedicated to the King’s
Most Excellent Majesty. These de-
dications are to the same person.

Hales’s more immediate patron
seems to have been Frederick, Prince
of Wales, the eldest son of George II.
The Prince died in 1751, during his
father’s lifetime. His widow Augusta,
daughter of Frederick Duke of Saxe-
Gotha, who was for the last ten years
of Hales’s life the Princess Dowager
of Wales, had a very great regard for
the reverend Doctor, and there is no
doubt whatever that had Hales de-
sired it, he might have become a bis-
hop. The utmost he would allow, re-
fusing a Canonry of Windsor, was to
be made Clerk of the Closet, or Al-
moner to the Princess Dowager. After
Hales’s death, this princess erected
to his memory a mural monument in
marble in Westminster Abbey: he
is not buried there but underneath
the tower of his old c¢hurch at Tedd-
ington,

The memorial, by Wilton, in the
Abbey, is in alto-relievo; it re-
presents the figures of Religion and
Botany supporting a medallion of the
philosopher, below which is a globe
with the winds portrayed on it in
allusion to Hales’s invention of ven-
tilators. The following is a trans-
lation of the inseription, which is in
Latin verse: ‘‘ At Hales’s tomb, which
Augusta caused to rise with gleam-
ing stone and to have due beauty,
Piety and gray-haired Faith and sup-
reme Virtue, a sacred band, drop
constant tears; while above the dead
prophet divine Wisdom proclaims—
‘He was skilled in helping men’s
troubles; he, too, in tracing God’s
works. No lapse of time will weaken
your praise, Great Hales! or your
titles! England is pround to enroll
you amongst her noblest sons, Eng-
land which can boast a Newton,’ ?
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A QUESTION OF MOTIVE
BY ESTHER WINNIFRED DENGATE

ously brushed her hair before

the eracked mirror in her West-
ern boarding-house. She felt the odds
were in her favour. But Mrs. Sib-
bald, mistress of the shack, might
have told a different story.

Miss Vanderburg was twenty-one.
In the college circles where she was
popular she was merely ‘“Van’’, for
appropriateness and brevity. She was
a tall girl, loosely built, with snap-
ping black eyes and a red mouth.
Her nose spoiled her good looks, but
added to her general piquancy. As
to her character, the subject had lit-
tle interest for her, but you will see
she had an optimism hard to dampen.
Unfortunately, Mrs. Sibbald’s eyes
were also black and snappng, and she
was only twenty-two herself. The al-
luring Eastern ways of Miss Van
were not a whit more effective than
the direct and vigorous manner of
her landlady.

As the young and human school-
teacher leisurely dressed, she review-
ed the events of yesterday. In the
persons of herself and Mrs. Sibbald,
Greek met Greek daily. It began in
the morning when she asked Mrs.
Sibbald to hook her dress. She pos-
gessed a number of remarkable East-
ern creations en princesse, into which
she could not struggle unaided. And
Mrs. Sibbald possessed that quality
of mind which is all alive to a new
style in gowns, but her interests did
not embrace the hooks and eyes. Just
at the hour when these were thrust
upon her, she was toasting Miss Van-
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derburg’s bread and frying Miss Van-
derburg’s ham (two luxuries which
the Sibbalds themselves did not enjoy
and the provision of which was the
first scratch on the woman’s placid-
ity.)

So the toast that morning had been
burnt, and the ham too erisp. Van
left both untouched, and as Mrs. Sib-
bald passed to and fro from dining-
room to kitchen she remarked tartly,
““I ean’t hook dresses and turn toast.’’

““Of course,’”’ remarked Van, as she
complacently surveyed her pink linen
gown in the cracked mirror, ‘‘of
course, I have my own little faults.”’

She knew she had made quantities
of fudge in Mrs. Sibbald’s kitchen
and then had forgotten to wash the
pans. She had fuzzy black hair which
flew about the room when brush-
ed, and every sweeping-day Mrs. Sib-
bald confronted her with a handful,
a weekly reminder of her increasing
untidiness. She had gone out look-
ing for raspberres, and had forgotten
to bring home the pails. ‘‘Little old
lard tins, anyway,’’ she said to her-
self—‘‘what does it matter? And be-
sides,”” she concluded sagely, ‘‘my
staying here is so hard on the Sib-
bald’s baby. The madder she gets at
me the more she pounds the baby.
Little Van, you’ll have to go.”’

But where? Boarding-houses in
Saskatchewan do not crop up in
charmed green cireles, like puff balls.

““The Kemps! The very thing!
‘Warm, stone house, lots of room, and
she’ll be decent to me. I’ll go and
ask her now!’’
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She pulled her red felt knock-about
over her and went out to saddle
the buckskin. It never oceurred to
her to explain to M. Sibbald where
she was going, and in 4 few minutes
she dashed past the kitehen window.
Nothing irritated Mrs. Sibbald more

this reckless, fool-hardy gallop-

ln,. She looked toward her husband.

‘Just look at that girl, Jo,”” she

exelaimod. ‘‘She'll break her neck
yot,

But Jo was forty, and mild, and
indifferent to the ways of hot-headed
women. 8o he resorted to the ver-
nacular

H
h;l‘"" 80 to grass, Jen, and eat
And In.h Sibbald, who n‘dh:r:g her
indifferent usband, made urn.-

dasher fly and said no more.
It was a Saturday morning in Oe-
m !rll!.t“i warmly Muﬂo n:‘km and
clouds, flaming troes
in the bush, 135 always the swift blue

ng
the buckwheat fleld,
on down the hill toward the
The Kemps lived half a mile
the bank. she d.rsw rein be-

unchildlike eourtesy, and Van
git::ud The house was not yet fin-

hung in the
o e oSyt = Yo
titioned the walls. A home-made
table, some benches, and an expensive

organ were the furniture. Gay calen.
dars and some impossible oils h
crookedly on the walls,. Mrs, Kemp
was fussing over a baby of five weoks,
The baby was bedraggled beyond ex.
pression, but the lace on her clothes
was fine. The woman talked inces-
santly, and it would have been the
same if no one had been there. She
as other women breathe.

Van stated her case, She glowed
with pride at her own m nimity
at having stayed at Sibbald’s so long.
Mrs, Kemp was full of maudlin sym.

thy. Indeed, she quite understood,

rs, Kemp was a fine little woman,
but everyone knew her temper,

‘‘Now, Mrs. Kemp, you really must
take me in.'’ Never had Van used
those black eyes for which she was
famous to better advantage. ““I7}
buy a eot or blankets and pay you

ing you want, but I won't go
back to that place.”

“Of eourse, you can come, Miss
Vanderburg. But you'll have to sleep
with me and the baby. And if you
can put up with that, Kemp and |
will feel honoured to have you, |
don’t see how a young lady like you
can stand our Western ways at all.
Kemp and I understand; we've had

edueations ourselves, ( There,

k& I'm calling her Annije
Meridith, after Annie Boleyn and my
own great-aunt. l;oolr littluf A:;ni.
Boleyn! I always feel sorry for er,
with that husband.) Oh, yes, we're
rough, Miss z’i;nduburt.

, it’s fine o:{oultomrt a

| in the school-house, an-

derburg. My Dip is that fond of
"

you. :
Dip and Llewelyn, who had been

li-unin;nto the oracle, scuttled off

when it descended to personalities.
So Van had to return home and tel}
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Mrs. Sibbald about her changed pros-
peets, She did not enjoy the It
was dinner-time, and the two women
were alone, the men being off thresh-
Mrs, Sibbald was gracious to a
and urged Van to take second
ings of the roast prairie chicken
chocolate pie, in the cooking of
which she was past mistress.
A short, sharp confliet followed.
Speaking the truth in love did not
obtain, as neither woman was overly
familiar with the practice of St
Paul's injunction. Finally, Mrs. Sib-
bald took a base advantage, by assum-
ing the role of outraged innocence.
had, of her own accord, washed
kimona of Van's, to rescue it
the washwoman's blue-bag. As
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Yes, Sunday was quite uneventful,
but no such charge could be laid ag-
ainst any other day of the teacher's
sojurn. Monday night, returning
from school, Llewelyn met her half-
way. He looked frightened,

“Mamma's fallen down ocellar,
Dip, she can’t get her out. You got
to come quick.’’

Van took the limp, thin little hand,
and they ran through the pretty av-
enue of poplars between them and the
house,

A trap-door led to the cellar, Mrs
Kemp had fallen down the ladder and
cut her leg on a nail during the de-
scent., She was bewildered and badly
shaken, but they got her up. Thoug
«he was white with pain, her conver.
sation never flagged

“If Kemp was only here; he'd be
that carcfui of me. All he thinks of
is me and the children. The peple
in Saskatebewan don’t think mueh of
him becacse he can’t handle a hay-
fork suart or run a homesteadl, but
he car tesch them how to be a gentle.
man.  He pever went out withoot &
collar in ha life. Oh, the pain Miss
Vanderburg. Dip, you little owl,
stop your staring and do what Miss
Vlnderbmg tells. That water fecls
0 , Miss Vanderburg. Oh, 1
::in the Lord must have sent you

“-!O

Van laughed at this, as she bathed
the ugly eut. She belonged to a Me-
thodist church in Toronto, but she
would scarcely have aseribed to so
worthy a source her constant encoun-
ters with Mrs. Sibbald and consequent

of boarding-house,
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own fireside only when his family
needed half a pound of tea or five
cents’ worth of yeast. True to his
interest in wife and children, he de-
cided that canvas doors and windows
were not the thing in the family
of a gentleman, much less oil-cloth
partitions. So he engaged a plaster-
er to come out and finish the lower
storey of the house. He was scarcely
a graduate in household economics,
this Welshman whose children went
barefoot in the snow, but who scorn-
ed the snug, cheap shacks of the
other homesteaders and was hated by
them for it,

So Tuesday morning the plasterer
arrived. When Van got home that
evening, she felt a bit nonplussed.
Down stairs was empty, and the cold
October wind blew in at the empty
doors and windows. The household-
goods had been arranged upstairs to
make way for operations below. Van
groped her way up the half-finished
stairs, then gazed about, speechless.
It was almost dark; the only light
came from the reflected glow of a
wood fire. Mrs. Kemp, suffering in-
tense pain from the injured leg, sat
in a rickety steamer-chair and dis-
consolately hugged the baby. It was
cold, for there was a hole in the roof.
Dip sat on the floor, her cold little
legs drawn under her print dress.
Llewellyn, black as a sweep, in a pre-
tentious sailor-suit that had once been
cream, snuggled up to her for
warmth. At intervals she pinched
him, and in response he wailed. The
floor was littered with pans, kindling-
wood, beets, and bedding. The Or-
acle talked; the baby eried, the plas-
terer smoked, with his coat-collar
turned up and his hands in his pock-
ets. It was nearly six, but there was
no sign of supper. Mrs. Kemp rose
to her position as hostess.

““This is our school-teacher, Mr.
Booth. Mr. Booth has come to do
the plastering, but Kemp seems to
have made some mistake; the laths
haven’t come. I can’t understand it,
careful as he is. I’m sure Mr. Booth
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has been very good getting the things
moved. My leg is so bad I never
could have done it, and Dip here’s a
lazy little limb.”’

‘‘That’s not what I was hired fox; 38
came laconically from the plasterer.

“Yes,”” drawled Llewellyn, “I’'m
better than her.”’

Van glared at him; not that she
hated Dip less, but Llewellyn more,
She took off her things and sat down
on a box by the stove. Nobody spoke,
For, a few minutes she watched a lit-
tle rift of snow piling under a board.
Then she laughed long and merrily
and everyone else stared ill-naturedly,

““That’s just her, Mr. Booth. I’'m
sure I don’t see how she stands our
rough ways at all—just my little sis.
ter Kate over again. What would
your Auntie Kate think of us now,
Dip? She’s used to seeing you in
your white smocks and velvet coats,
and just look at you now.”’

Everyone looked, and Mrs. Kemp
‘mingled her tears with the baby’s.

Van sprang up: ‘“What we all need
is tea,”” she exclaimed. ‘‘Dip, what
about potatoes? Fried, they would
be delectable.’’

Dip brightened and shot out her
bare little legs.

“They’re in the cellar, but I’m
afraid to go alone.”’

Poor Dip got another scornful
glance, this time from the plasterer.
Though unacquainted with the mys-
teries of the fatal trap-door which
had caused all the trouble, he offered
his services.

‘“Give me a mateh and I'll go my-
self,”” he said.

‘“‘Indeed, Mr. Kemp, we haven’t
one; we used the last to light the fire.
We expected some more with the
laths. Dear me! What can Kemp be
thinking of ?”’

The plasterer swore and sat down.
Probably he thought one broken leg
enough.

So Van boiled beets and attempted
to make coffee, but there was no more
water. Mrs. Kemp suggested making
it with milk.



A QUESTION

‘““When my sister Katie had the
fever, the doctor suggested steeping
her tea with milk as it was more
nourishing, so why wouldn’t coffee
be, too?’’

But alas, there was no milk. Again
Mrs. Kemp was resourceful.

““Dip, take to your heels and milk
a pint—that is if you can find
Daisy.”’

The plasterer arose in his wrath.

‘“Madam,”” he almost shouted,
““don’t you know your cow will go
dry if you treat her like that?”’

*‘La,”’ said Mrs. Kemp desperately,
““what if she does? We’ve got to
have something to drink.”’

So they supped coffee and ate beets
and toast made on the stove lid, while
they sat on a bench near the stove,
because near the table the air was too
frosty.

Things in the Kemp ménage went
from bad to worse. Mrs., Kemp’s
leg kept her in bed, and housekeep-
ing duties fell on Van. The plaster-
er developed symptoms of a canny
wit, and daylight revealed the faect
that he had merry blue eyes and close
curling hair. And he was young. In
after days Van was wont to say to
her ineredulous, admiring friends
down East:

““The plasterer was my only sup-
port. When the silverware got lost
through chinks in the walls, and the
cat would eat up the stew, I’d make
out by cooking a prairie-chicken a
neighbour would sometimes give us,
because everyone knew Mr. Kemp
ecould never shoot anything. And
when we got reduced to one teaspoon
among us, I would dip it in my hot
tea till it was melted clean and then
pass it to him; then we’d look at
each other and roar with laughter
and prepare for- the next tragedy.
Mrs. Kemp would be in bed behind
her oil-cloth partition, raving about
woman’s suffrage or Lloyd-George,
and she used to wonder what in the
world there was to laugh at.”’

The plastering went on in jerks.
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The laths came, but not the sand,
then the sand, but not the lime. The
plasterer himself had to draw the
water from the river. These enfore-
ed delays when the Scotsman had to
wait for one commodity and then an-
other made him furious and amused
Van vastly. She would come in
about five, and find him sitting mood-
ily by the stove. Throwing her books
down with a bang, she would give
him a saucy look and sing:

‘‘Everybody works but the plasterer;
He sits round all day.’’

‘When at length he got the first
coating on, the temperature took a
sudden drop and it was all ruined.
Mr. Kemp raved at the loss. The
Scotsman wanted to know whose fault
it was, and shook the dust of the
place forever off his feet.

At last Van’s school term was al-
most ever. Meanwhile Mrs. Kemp’s
leg had become gradually worse. One
Sunday morning Kemp walked out
from town and announced with a
magnificent air that a doctor was ecom-
ing out during the day to see his
wife. He wasn’t going to have his
wife die of neglect. Consternation
reigned. Mr. Kemp alone was un-
dismayed. He had carried out two
pounds of sausages, and with such
riches in the larder he feared no mis-
chance,

About noon the doctor arrived.
Van was deliciously excited. She
hoped she felt a proper degree of
sympathy with the woman who lay in
bed in a paroxysm of terror lest the
doctor should use his knife. But the
doctor was a McGill graduate, and
the first civilized man she had seen in
six months. To be sure he regarded
her with a purely professional eye,
but it was refreshing to see a linen
collar and (mirabile dictu) he wore
a fraternity pin in his waisteoat. It
made her sigh for the flesh-pots of
Ontario. g

At the psychological moment of
his entrance, Van was sweeping. She
had just collected four piles of lime
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and other débris and was in the act
of colleeting a fifth. Mrs. Kemp
wailed from behind the oil-cloth dur-
ing the intervals when she could con-
trol the chattering of her teeth. Mr.
Kemp turned sausages, against that
time, two hours off, when the doctor
should need them for a, lunch.

Van led the doctor behind the oil-
cloth, Mr, Kemp following. His self-
assertion had vanished between fear
for his wife and awe of the doctor.

Rubbing his hands together spas-
modically, he stammered out,

‘“She has a weak heart, doctor o |
Just thought 1’d tell you.’’

Nobody paid any attention to him,
and he went back to his more re-
sponsive sausages.

““Oh, Miss Vanderburg, hold my
hand; you don’t think he’ll eut me?
Send Kemp away, he’ll just a muddle
things.”’

But the doetor’s face was like the
Sphynx. He looked at Van.

“‘Hot water, please—two bowlfuls,’’
he commented.

Van put on the kettle, and while it
heated the doctor looked out across
the prairie. She wished he wouldn’t
be quite so taciturn.

“Now, if you will get me some
clean towels and handkerchiefs.’’

She smiled to herself at the dis-
parity between supply and demand as
she produced her one remaining bath-
towel and her own handkerchiefs.
The young doctor deftly folded four
together and poured something out of
a bottle. Van held them to the wom-
an’s face. The odour of chloroform
was filling the room, when Kemp en-
tered again, still nervously rubbing
his hands.

‘‘She has a weak heart, doctor, I
thought I’d mention it again.’’

Another ignominious retreat in
silence.

The woman on the bed was slipping
into uneconsciousness, but roused at
the sound of his voice,

““Keep Kemp out, let him tend his
sausages,’’ she muttered.

With a sharp knife the doctor cut
the discoloured flesh. There was a
clean ripping sound as of secissors
cutting new linen. Always a collec-
tor of new sensations, Van made her-
self watch, but felt a sense of re-
pugnance. She looked round at the
utter squalour, and for once her
heart sank—the woman’s dishevelled
hair and deathly face, the dirty tum-
bled bed, the littered floor and scantl-
ing ceiling. She was shivering with
the cold. The air was redolent of
sausages and chloroform; she looked
gratefully at the doctor’s clean-cut,
capable young face and unconseciously
let the burden of the Kemps fall on
his stronger shoulders. In response
to his monosyllabic instructions, she
handed him splint, cotton or gauze.

The simple operation was over and
consciousness returned to the patient,
Immediately she began to talk—sob.
bingly, incoherently.

“I’ve been out in an automobile
with Kemp (oh, is it over?), and the
wheels came off. But Kemp, he
couldn’t fix them. . . . Don’t let
go my hand, Miss Vanderburg. . . .
Oh, I’'m sure the Lord sent you.’’

Van smiled again, but this time she
didn’t contradict. Perhaps the wo.
man was right. Nothing mattered,
anyway, for she was going East in
the morning.

oy




NEBULOUS - POLITICS
BY VINCENT BASEVI

T is a pity that the Montessori
I system of education cannot be ap-
plied to politics. In every country
there are two academies of political
thought maintained at the expense of
the monied classes. From these cen-
tres there radiate essays and lect-
ures and homilies on the political pro-
blems of the day, or such problems
the existence of which is acknowledg-
ed by the professors of polities. In
British communities these academies
are known as the Conservative and
Liberal parties, and they exude faith
in themselves.

The voter learns from the press of
the two parties, from their chosen
representatives and their pamphlets
what he should think on various sub-
jeets. If he ventures to disagree
with the doectrines of both parties,
he ceases to have a voice in the gov-
ernment of the State, or at best he
helps to govern it in a manner con-
trary to his beliefs. The plain voter

must accept political instruction. If

he ventures by himself in the field
of political study, he becomes as a
leper to organized society.

The principle of rule by a govern-
ing class has been abandoned in theo-
ry, but not in practice. Who pays
the piper, calls the tune; and they
who finance elections dictate policies.
For the salaries paid to parliamen-
tary representatives by the State are
but a drop in the ocean of money
spent on the preparation and susten-
ance of parliaments; and the suppor-
ters of the system, the generous sub-
seribers to party funds, are the ac-
tual rulers.
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We are told almost daily that the
party system works well, and that
at any rate it is the only feasible
one under a thoroughly democratic
franchise. It has worked well in the
past. But there is a subtle difference
between a system working and a sys-
tem being worked ; and the difference
is seldom noticeable until after a
change has taken place.

It may be assumed that the evolu-
tion of political machinery is similar
in all countries that tolerate a broad
franchise. Various nations are in
different stages of development, but
the processes of evolution are uni-
form. For the sake of convenience,
then, I will limit myself to Canada
and Great Britain when seeking est-
ablished customs to verify my theo-
ry.
During the Vietorian era the bal-
ance of power shifted from the land-
ed to 'the industrial and financial
classes. Some of the landed gentry
in Great Britain do not realize even
now that this change has taken place,
but their want of ‘perception does
not alter facts. A landed proprietor
has a certain number of votes limited
by the number of constituencies in
which he holds property. He may
support Liberal or Conservative can-
didates, or even be a candidate him-
self, as many of the landed gentry
are, and possibly win a seat in the
House of Commons as a supporter
of one of the recognized parties. But
the financiers and commerecial men
have the ears of the astute mendi-
cants in the headquarters of the par-
ties, and they decide what the land-
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ed gentry may support or oppose with
their votes.

Doubtless the welfare of the coun-
try, as they see it, comes first with
a vast majority of men who run the
marionette shows called parliaments.
Nothing is further from my intention
than to suggest that the landed gen-
try in the past or the commerecial
interests of our own times have made
a practice of using their corporate
strengths knowingly for their own
benefits and to the detriment of the
State. The fact remains, however,
that power has been shifted from one
class to another, and power over the
proletariat remains.

It is difficult at present justly to
locate final responsibility. That is to
say, if men starve, or if industries
are ruined and unemployment is rife,
economic conditions, tight money or
the general cussedness of everything
may be held responsible; but no one
isto blame. Nothing has been evolved
to take the place of the feudal
system which, with all its faults, re-
cognized the responsibility of some
men for the welfare of others. It
was a thoroughly bad system because
it was open to abuses, full advantage
of which was taken; so it had to go.
And in its stead we have—represen-
tative government? Control of the
State by the people? The govern-
ment of the people by the people and
for the people? We have nothing of
the kind,

In Great Britain feudalism van-
ished slowly, and in place thereof
arose an administration shared by the
Crown, the Church and the landed
gentry. For centuries mutual jeal-
ousy secured a reasonable measure of
progress, with sometimes one and
sometimes another of the estates of
the realm dominant. As time went
on power devolved more and more
on the Commons, the representatives
of the people. Representatives of

fiddlesticks! Rotten buroughs, feudal
influence that had not died with the
abandonment of feudal practices, and
balloting in public with no limit to

-threats of revelations.
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election expenses kept the House of
Commons reasonably execlusive.

The next forward step was the es-
tablishment of the party system pro-
per. This has not changed in prinei-
ple, though it has in degree and me-
thod, since its inception, With the
passage of time the party has become
all powerful, and the private mem.
ber now is little more than a cog on
a wheel. The party System consists
of two groups of men meeting in the
headquarters of their respective op-
ganizations, formulating policies or
giving new names to old creeds, find-
ing eandidates to advocate their views
and possibly subseribe to the cost of
their campaigns, and then permitt-
ing the people to choose between two
cut and dried programmes of legis-
lation.

In one important detail the party
system in Canada differs from that of
Great Britain. Candidates seldom
help to finance the campaigns of theip
parties in the Dominion. Funds are
discovered in the coffers of the cen-
tral organizations, and true believers
are left to infer that the earnest
wage-earners, who devote their spare
time to the study of statecraft, sub-
seribe their dollars and their quar-
ters to further causes in which they
have so much faith.

Yet there are whispers, loud ones
sometimes, about corruptions at elee-
tions. The vietorious party seldom
does more than retort with a fy quo-
que. 'The people remain unmoved by
The man in
the street shrugs his shoulders and
assumes that both parties are tarred
with the same brush, and anyhow he
is too busy to bother about it. He is
governed by a eclass that has com-
plete command of the electioneering
machinery, and on the whole he has
little to grumble about. In all S0-
called self-governing countries the
parliaments are little more than ap-
pendages to organized commerce, and
in new countries the politicians them.
selves are too often brought in close
personal contact with the men who
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virtually are their very employers.

There comes a time, of course, when
the feeling of the public is clearly
expressed at the polls. A government
that has been long in power usually
earns resentment. An administration
with a vast majority is liable to be-
come too autocratic, and thus merit
a snubbing from the people. Now and
again a really popular issue will ar-
ise, and for the moment politicians
and their supporters are carried along
on the tide of public sentiment. But
even then they are directed by the
people on one or two issues only, and
they continue to direct what are to
them, as a governing class, the im-
portant events. They control public
works, grant subsidies and make ap-
pointments. More important still,
they frame the budget. Let us admit
that on the whole it is well and pro-
perly done, and still we have no ex-
cuse for pretending to enjoy self-
government or popular representa-
tion.

‘We are maintaining a colossal hum-
bug beeause it has worked so far with
success. The day may come when
public interest will find itself dia-
metrically opposed to the dictates of
the ruling class. When that time
arrives, it will be as costly to secure
the dominance of the proletariat by
the party system as it would by re-
volution. For elections are expensive
to contest.

The ruling class has members in
both parties. Each side has passing
fads and fancies; each one stands
more or less permanently for admir-
able theories. But the conduet of
one party in office is very similar to
that of the other. For evidence of
this the reader may refer to Hansard
for the closing weeks of the past ses-
sion at Ottawa. The debates on the
Post Office estimates were in them-
selves a liberal education.

‘What right has one party to-day to
. be called Conservative and the other
party to call itself Liberal? What
have members of the present Opposi-
tion in England in common with the
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party that followed Lord Salisbury ?
And in his day of power Lord Salis-
bury did little to develop the idea of
Tory Democracy inaugurated by his
former leader, Disraeli.

Has the Liberal party in Canada
any connecting link with the Liberal-
ism of Lord John Russell or of Mr.
Gladstone? Beyond a reverent genu-
flection to the idol of Free Trade,
which is omitted from the ritual when
the party achieves power, the Liber-
als of to-day profess a faith that is
contradictory in all respects to the
individualistic precepts of the Man-
chester school. How ¢an an indivi-
dualistist like Dr. Michael Clark
row in the same boat with a social
reformer like Mr. Rowell? The for-
mer believes in opportunity, a Spartan
creed; the latter accepts the theory
of responsibility. Yet it can be done
because they are the mouthpieces of
the governing class, and because par-
ties and policies acquire significance
only on the rare occasions when publie
feeling is aroused. No one realizes
how similar are the two parties to
the same extent as he who has eross-
ed the floor. As a Liberal Mr. Chur-
chill professes the same prineiples
that he advocated as a Tory. He
might be a leader in either party.
Provided a politician can make a pla-
titude sound like an axiom, it mat-
ters little what causes he advocates,
he will attract a following. Hence
the need for the Montessori system in
teaching politics.

Of those who prate about represen-
tative government, the Socialists are
the only politicians who stand on
logical ground. While their most vir-
ulent diatribes are directed against
landowners, they have another brand
of vituperation, but slightly inferior,
for financiers and employers of lab-
our. They are genuinely opposed to
the existence of any governing class,
and to most other things. How is it,
then, that Soecialism has failed to ac-
quire an influential position?

. The reason is, I think, that Social-
iIsm so far has been one-sided. It
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has concentrated attention on the
rights of wage-earners, and ignored
the rights and uses of employers in
their ecapacity as directors of labour
and creators of business. More im-
portant still, it has forgotten the du-
ties of man while arguing always for
his rights. And duty comes before
all else. In a very beautiful essay
that contains many helpful thoughts
Stevenson says : ‘‘In his own life, then,
& man is not to expect happiness, only
to profit by it gladly when it shall
arise; he is on duty here; he knows
not how or why, and does not need
to know; he knows not for what hire,
and must not ask, Somehow or other,
though he does not know what good-
ness is, he must try to be good; some-
how or other, though he eannot tell
what will do it, he must try to give
happiness to others’’.

Here, I think, is the creed for
which Socialism is groping. Man
must try to bring happiness to others.
It is the only justification for any
kind of government. The trouble
with most reformers is that they seek
to bring happiness to a particular
class or section of the others. Care-
fully analyzed most political ereeds
will resolve themselves into a declara-
tion that it is the turn of some other
section of the community to have a
good time. How many Socialists
would not sacrifice ten years of gen-
uine progress to see the Duke of Nor-
folk compelled to work as a garbage
man ?

Highly cultured Socialists like Mr.
and Mrs. Webb, Mr. Chesterton, Mr.
Wells, and Mr. Shaw ean adumbrate
most attractive policies and methods
before enlightened audiences. But I
have heard the same Mr. Bernard
Shaw preach the doctrines of Karl
Marx before an audience at Bow and
Bromley in the east end of London.
Yet modern Socialists profess to have
outgrown the primitive struggles of
Karl Marx to find a solution to the
social problem.

My own conviction is that the best
kind of government would be abso-
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lute rule by a class the members of
which would have no private inter-
ests to serve. But I realize that the
day for such a government is past.
Modern diseovery has produced so
much that no man is in a position
where he cannot desire more than
he has; and human nature is of nee-
essity acquisitive. The jdeal govern-
ing class, then, cannot be found ; and
I deny that a party system which re-
quires the financial support of ae-
quired interests is in any degree re-
moved from eclass rule. The publie
is left with a choice of masters, not
a choice of servants.

An enlightened Socialism may ul-
timately provide an escape from the
ridiculous position in which we now
stand. Duty, the basic principle of
life, would have to apply alike to the
director of labour and to the worker,
It is not sufficient to demand that
the director shall do his duty, and
the worker shall get his rights. Age
should not bring destitution to those
at one end of the soeial ladder, nor
should it bring a feverish desire to
compromise with Providence by en-
dowing charities and financing chur.
ches to those who have climbed the
ladder, The discharge of duty should
assure both competence and easy con-
science in old age.

An enlightened Socialism would
have to recognize discipline as nee.
cessary to the proper discharge of
duty; and to keep diseipline it would
have to recognize rank acquired by
merit. But before an enlightened
Socialism could be introdueed, human
nature would have to be altered.

'We are now half way between
feudalism and some form of govern-
ment in which there will be real pop-
ular representation. What form the
government of the future will take
must depend upon the result of unj.
versal education during succeeding
generations. At present our polities
are nebule revolving round a mag-
netic centre known as the business
world. The trouble will come when
this business world gets too greedy.
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CURRENT EVENTS

HE Canadian Minister of Mi-

I litia acted in sympathy with
the best popular and official
opinion when he determined to debar
hereafter the liquor canteen from mi-
litia camps. 1t would be a good thing
also if he could regulate against mi-
litiamen visiting accessible bars dur-
ing the standing of the camps, but
that might be regarded as rather too
much restraint on personal liberty.
But this tendency is in line with what
is taking place in other countries,
particularly in the United States. It
is perhaps not generally known that
in this regulation the Canadian Min-
ister is just ten years behind the ban-
ishment of the sale of alcoholic li-
quors from the army canteens and
army posts of the United States.
But of more recent date and al-
most within a year Secretary Bryan
succeeded in having the use of aleo-
holie liquors discarded at all diplo-
matiec dinners, and President Wilson
has discontinued their use in the
‘White House. As the White House
is the private residence of the Presi-
dent, no one could rightfully eriticize
its practices, but in the case of the
diplomatic dinners something could
be said for those who are there oblig-
ed to dine without wines, liquors, or
cordials, table accessories that they
have been accustomed to all their
lives. The reply is, however, that
when these diplomatists and others
are in Rome they should do as the
Romans do. While spirituous liquors
for years have been taboo in the
United States army officers’ mess,
malt and vinous liquors have been
allowed to the officers of the navy.
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But after July 1st the officers of the
navy, who, by the way, are not sup-
posed to stint themselves, will have
to crack their jokes over dry ginger
ale and black coffee. Current Opin-
1on accounts for the change as fol-
lows:

““For this bomb that has been ex-
ploded thus cruelly in the wine-mess
of every ship in our navy, four men
seem to be jointly responsible. Secre-
tary Daniels, who hails from the pro-
hibition state of North Carolina, is-
sued the order. President Wilson ap-
proved it. Rear-Admiral Braisted,
surgeon-general of the navy, recom-
mended it. Colonel L, M. Maus, chief
surgeon of the Eastern Division of
the United States Army, seems to
have instigated it. Some months ago
Colonel Maus wrote an article on
‘‘Aleohol and Racial Degeneracy,’’
for The Journal of the Military Ser-
vice Institution. This article, it
seems, reached the eye of Secretary
Daniels. He sent it to Rear-Admiral
Braisted with a request for his views
on the subject. On the admiral’s
favourable reply, the Secretary seems
to have based his reply. Colonel
Maus, in his article, refers to aleoholic
drink as ‘‘the most baffling obstacle
to man’s progress and higher evolu-
tion.”” He refers to the faet that
Lord Kitchener allowed his men no
spirits whatever in the Soudan cam-
paign, that Lord Roberts was equal-
ly opposed to its use in South Africa,
and that Sir Frederick Treves, who
served at Ladysmith, said that ‘‘the
drinking men fell out and dropped
as regularly as if they were labelled
with the big letter D on their backs.”’
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The Colonel refers to one of Lord
Wolseley’s experiments, in which his
troops were divided into three march-
ing squads. The first had a daily
ration of whisky, and at the start it
marched daily ahead. The second
had a ration of beer, and it soon over-
took and passed the whisky squad.
The third squad marched on water.
It maintained an even, steady gait,
passed, both the other squads and
reached its destination long before
the others. In the manceuvres of the
Connecticut militia last summer, Col-
onel Maus notes similar results. The
majority of the young men who fell
out of the line in the hot weather
were declared inefficient by the med-
ical officers because of the drinking
of beer.”’

Not long ago the distinguished Irish
poet William Butler Yeats called
the attention of English readers to
the work of a Bengali poet, Rabin-
dranath Tagore. Tagore had come
to England, and had made several
translations from his works into Eng-
lish., His fame soon became contin-
ental, and when the Nobel prize for
literature was bestowed upon him his
renown became world-wide. He has
been on a lecturing tour in the Unit-
ed States, where his readings, par-
ticularly the mystic drama, ‘‘The
King of the Dark Chamber,”’ have
been heard with much favourable
comment. There are several volumes
already done into English. The first,
“‘Gitanjali,”” was issued in a limited
edition in 1912 by the Indian Society,
but its popularity has led to several
editions by the present publishers
(Toronto: The Maemillan Company
of Canada). ‘‘The Cresecent Moon’’
and ‘“The Gardener’’ have also gone
into several editions, and now ‘Chi-
tra,”” a play of one act and nine
scenes, bids fair to outrank all the
others in point of interest. It is re-
garded by some critics as an uncon-
seious message to women, for, al-
though it was composed twenty-five
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years ago, its publication just now in
English seems to be timely. It is the
story of a princess who has been rear-
ed as a boy, but who on reaching ma-
turity tries to recover the real attri-
butes of her sex. In all Tagore’s
work so far, as translated into Eng-
lish, there is no rhyme in the ordin-
ary sense of the word, nor does the
text take the form of blank verse. It
appears as prose made up into short
paragraphs, many of them only one
short sentence in length. It is the
thought that is poetical, and the form
while not obviously rhythmical is full
of poetical beauty. One critic inter-
prets Tagore as aiming to discover
God not in some abstract region of
truth and beauty, but in things as
they are, and the following lines are
supposed to sum up the theme em-
bodied in ‘‘Chitra’’:

‘‘He is there where the tiller is tilling
the hard ground and where the path-
maker is breaking stones. He is with
them in sun and in shower, and his
garment is covered with dust.

‘“Put off thy holy mantle, and even like
him come down to the dusty soil. §

‘“Meet him and stand by him in toil and
in sweat of thy brow.’’

The plot is based on an ancient
legend in the Mahabharata; but Ta-
gore uses the dry tale as Shakespeare
used the older plays and stories upon
which he founded his dramas, as a

“point of departure. The Hindu Prin-

cess Chitra has been brought up as a
boy. She asks Madana, God of Love,
and Vasanta, God of the Seasons, to
lend her again those feminine graces
which her manly education has taken
away from her. ‘‘Give me,”’ she im-
plores, ‘‘the power of the weak and
the weapon of the unarmed hand!’’
For upon one of her hunting excur-
sions she has seen the hermit Arjuna.
‘When he first saw her he thought her
a boy. She returned to him in g
woman’s dress, and he rejected her.

In the last scene the princess ap-
pears once more in her true form
garbed like a noble youth. Her final
words, which may be interpreted in
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—Sykes in Philadelphia Ledger

a variety of meanings, constitute the
most beautiful and most signfiicant
passage of this remarkable play :

““I brought from the garden of hea\:en
flowers of incomparable beauty with which
to worship you, god of my heart. ... I
am not beautifully perfect as the flowers
with whiech I worshipped. I have many
flaws and blemishes. I am a traveller in
the great world-path, my garments are
dirty, and my feet are bleeding with
thorns. Where should I achieve flower-
beauty, the unsullied loveliness of a mo-
ment’s life? The gift that I proudly
bring you is the heart of a woman. Here
have all pains and joys gathered, the
hopes, and fears, and shames of a daugh-
ter of the dust; here love springs up
struggling towards immortal life. Herein
lies an imperfection which is yet noble
and grand. If the flower-service be fin-
ished, my master, accept this as your ser-
vant for the days to come.’’ :

It would not surprise some observ-
ers if Mr. John Redmond, after all,
were not to become the first leader
of the new Government in Ireland.
This, of course, presupposes that
there is to be a new Government;
and, according to the statement of
Mr. Redmond himself, nothing short
of the impossible can prevent it.

““The Home Rule Bill,”” he explain-
ed to Mr. Lindsay Crawford, st.aﬁ:'
correspondent of The Globe, ‘‘which

for two years we have been told could
never pass into law, will in a few
days receive its third reading in the
House of Commons, This is virtually
its enactment. Once it leaves this
House for the third time after the
expiration of two years from its first
introduction it must automatically
become law, unless, indeed, the Par-
liamentary session suddenly comes to
an end before the expiration of one
month.  This, of course, everyone
knows cannot take place, and there-
fore the third reading of the bill in
the House of Commons means its en-
actment. Its formal or technical en-
actment will come when the King
gives his royal assent in about six
weeks from now.’’

But if after the present struggle
is at an end there should be any
truth in the present supposition that
Sir Edward Carson will become lead-
er of the Unionists and Mr. Red-
mond accept some post more secure
and congenial to himself than leader
of the Irish Parliament there will
be removed from the immediate arena
of Irish politics two of the outstand-
ing opponents.

Two brilliant London journalists,
Mr. H. W. Massingham and Mr, T.
P. O’Connor, have been appraising
recently the parliamentary genius of
the present Prime Minister of Eng-
land. Mr. Massingham says that Mr.
Asquith is now at the height of his
career. Nothing can well increase his
authority in his party or his distine-
tion as a public man, He is supreme
in the British Parliament. He has
no rivals within the ranks of his own
Cabinet, surrounded, thought he is,
by brilliant men and able ones. His
ingenuity and his inexhaustible fer-
tility in resource seem equal to the
task of piloting the Home Rule Bill
to the end of its stormy voyage.

Mr. O’Connor observes that the
present British Ministry is richer in
striking and potent personalities than
any British Cabinet that has preced-
ed it in recent times. But great as
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THE PRIME MINISTER OF ENGLAND

Accorrding to Mr. H. W, Massingham and Mr. T. P. O'Connor, Mr.
Asquith is the greatest figure to-day in British politics

these colleagues of his may be, Mr.
Asquith holds not only the highest
office, but an easy intellectual and
personal supremacy over them all.
Among his many other gifts, Mr.
Asquith has the power of attracting
the loyalty and the friendship of
those with whom he works.

First, Mr. Asquith has very re-
markable intellectual gifts. Rarely
has there been in his post a mind
more rapid, broader, more penetrat-
ing. One can always rely on him.
The attack upon him and his policy
may seem to be devastating, but one
has only to look at him with his easy
smile, his scornful shrug of the shoul-
ders, to be reassured. One knows that
the answer, complete and triumph-
ant, will come the moment he rises,

serene in temper, easy in language,
quiet in delivery. His is essentially
a masterly intelligence.

Were Mr. Asquith roused from
slumber in the middle of the night
to answer some attack, it has been
said, his speech would issue with the
same deadly and automatic accuracy.
The sentences are occasionally
lengthy, there is a certain stateliness
in their sequence, as though it were
a procession of words such as De
Quincey was so fond of marshalling.
One would always be certain that the
sentence, when completed, will be per-
fect in construction, without a loose
end, in grammar as faultless as
though it were the carefully revised
language of the writer instead of an
impromptu utterance.



THE MIRACLE MAN

By FraNnk L. PAckarp, Toronto:

Bell and Cockburn.

ITH the publication of this

book the author steps at once

into the front rank of pres-
ent-day American writers of_ fietion.
Although a Canadian, a resident of
Lachine, Quebee, Mr. Packard is
known as a writer mostly in the Unlt:
ed States, where for a number of
vears he has had a ready market for
all his output. His first work to ap-
pear in book form was a number of
short stories issued under the general
title of ‘‘On the Iron at Big Cloudz”
a volume that stamped him as a writ-
er of stirring, vigorous prose. His
second volume, a novel entitled
““Greater Love Hath No Man,”’ was,
in our opinion, not so good a piece
of work as we might have expected
from his pen, but we have to admit
its popularity and ultimate success.
““The Miracle Man,’’ however, is a
novel that will give him his place.
Its theme is peculiarly American.
Four New York ecrooks, with Doc.
Madison at their head, discover in a
small village, not many miles frpm
the metropolis, an aged and blind

A7

deaf-mute who has a local reputation
for curing the various ills of man-
kind, and is known as the ‘‘Patri
arch.” Madison conceives the idea
that if they could ““pull off’’ a num.-
ber of fake cures and herald the re-
sults abroad, they could easily start
a shrine to which the sick and cerip-
pled would come to be healed. There
is naturally a good deal of mystery
about the old man, and one of the
chief actors is Doe Madison’s para-
mour, a beautiful young woman who
comes to the village and pretends to
be Helena Vale, a great-niece of the
Patriarch. Madison and this girl are
madly in love with each other, but it
is the lustful, sinful love of the New
York under-world. They expect to
reap a great harvest in the gratuitous
offerings of those who visit the
shrine; and, indeed, so well is the
game played, that the result far ex-
ceeds their expectations. Instead of
being a fake, however, the miraculous
influence of the Patriarch, even over
themselves, the chief actors in the
game, quite upsets all their ealeula-
tions, so that towards the end Madi-
son finds that, while he is reaping a
harvest of gold, he is losing the love
of Helena. All the other participants




MR. FRANK L, PACKARD

A Canadian writer, author of the stirring novel
entitled ** The Miracle Man "

in the original fraud experience a
change of heart, and at length Madi-
son himself has to confess that there
is no peace of mind for him until he
has given back all that he has receiv-
ed in money and jewels and gone
out into the world again with Helena,
honourably married, to do their duty
by their fellow-men. The plot is
worthy of Barnum himself, and al-
though it is a revelation of present-
day tendencies towards faking, it
nevertheless ends with a fine spirit
of optimism. This is the kind of novel
that is worth reading.

S
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THE NEW DAWN
By Aenes C. Lavr. New York: Mof-
fat, Yard and Company.
HIS is a very ordinary novel. The
motive is ordinary, the characters
are ordinary, the incidents are ordin-
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ary. The only extraordinary feature
is the style, and that is melodramatie.
Melodrama in words is only a little
worse than melodrama in incidents;
and when we say that the style of
this book is melodramatic, we mean
that the author has attempted, by the
free use of lurid, ranting, almost
hysterical sentences, to give an im-
pression of force, dramatic situation,
intense passion, quick, vital aection.
Surely there was no thought of fine,
dignified writing. Miss Laut has a
fairly good reputation as a writer,
and some of her historical work has
received high praise; but as she is a
Canadian we are doubly sorry that
she has written this book. The story
of Tom Ward’s rise from obseurity
to be the head of one of the greatest
trusts in the United States, with all
the incidentals of the neglected wife
who seeks solace elsewhere, the young
woman who recalls her to her senses,
the villain who does not achieve his
vile purpose, and the final ‘‘new
dawn,’’ which brings peace and love

_to all, is not worth while unless it is

well done. But we cannot see how
it would do anyone any good to read
this book.

LENNOX AND ADDINGTON

By Wauter S. HERRINGTON, K.C. To-
ronto: The Maemillan Company of
Canada.

ROFESSOR GRANT is right

when he says that in this volume,
at last, we have ‘‘one county history
fit to place in any library.”’ While
he paid this tribute to the author, he
undoubtedly had in mind also the ex-
cellent form in which the volume has
been issued by the publishers. One
has but to read a paragraph of the
text to discover that Mr. Herrington
possesses a felicitous style, and while
one would naturally suppose that a
volume so restricted in scope as to in-
clude only one county in one Cana-
dian Provinece would not have a
very wide appeal, that the contrary
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is the case can be seen from this para-
graph, which is taken at random from
the 427 pages of the volume:

‘‘Some of the historie old landmarks in
and about Bath are still standing. In
driving along the bay shore a little less
than one mile west of the outskirts of the
wvillage there may still be seen on the farm
now owned by Mr, Isaac Brisco, an old
one-storey frame dwelling that differs lit-
tle from many other old houses in the
county, except that it bears the unques-
tionable marks of antiquity. That was
the old Finkle tavern, the first publie-
house between Kingston and York. About
twenty yards west of it stood the old bass-
wood tree, the first whipping-post in Up-
per Canada. From the hichway we can
command a view of the bay shore, and
jutting out into the water is a gravelly
point now overgrown with serubby cedars
and showing not a trace of the industry
that was carried on there a century ago—
the shipyard from which was launched the
first steamer built in Upper Canada.’’

There are no less than eighty-three
half-tone illustrations.
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THE VALLEY OF THE HUMBER

By K. M. Lizars. Toronto: William
Briggs.

A GREAT many persons would

think that the Humber River,
which at the present time is a small
and insignificant stream  which
empties into Lake Ontario immedi-
ately west of the city of Toronto,
would scarcely be of sufficient im-
portance to inspire the writing of a
volume of one hundred and seventy
pages of history. Nevertheless, Miss
Lizars, who is well known for her
splendid work in connection with the
two volumes entitled, ‘‘In the Days
of the Canada Company’’ and ‘‘Hu-
mours of 37", has succeeded in
showing the importance of the Hum-
ber Valley as a trade route in the
early days between Lake Simcoe and
Lake Ontario. She begins with the
romantic wanderings of Champlain
and La Salle and follows with the de-
velopment of the country through
which the Humber flows down to the
present time. The picturesque side
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of the subject is never neglected,
with the result that we have an en-
tertaining book which is as well pro-
fusely illustrated with maps and re-
productions of drawings and photo-
graphs.

S
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HISTORICAL PUBLICATIONS
RELATING TO CANADA

Epitep By Groree M, Wrona, H. H.
Laxeron, and W. STEWART WaL-
LACE. Toronto: Glasgow, Brook
and Company.

THIS is the eighteenth volume of
a most excellent annual review.
It deals with the year 1913 and gives
a brief survey of practically every-
thing published that year that has
any bearing, whatever, on the history
of Canada. Nothing that appeared
in pamphlet, magazine or book form
is ignored, and therefore to all who
wish to get in touch with these things
the volume itself is invaluable. An
idea of its extent can be formed from
the fact that there are at least two
hundred and fifty items that come
under special consideration, and it
must be taken for granted that every
item is considered by some person
peculiarly fitted to deal with it.

o
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HOW TO SING

By Lmrr LEaMANN., Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

MADAME LEHMANN'S chief as-

sertion, as well in this second
edition as in the first, is that no mat-
ter how well the singer may be en-
dowed by nature, the result is insuf-
ficient unless he attains a certain
amount of technie. It is much the
same with the human voice as with
any other instrument. Practice, in-
telligent, well-directed, daily practice
is necessary. There are a good many
theories regarding the art of singing,
and it is only reasonable that one
should consider carefully the experi-
ence and advice of one who has
achieved great success as an expon-
ent of this art.



MISS LEONA DALRYMPLE

Author of a prize-winning novel entitled ** Diane
of the Green Van” and published by The Copp,
Clark Company. Review to appear later.

MISS BILLY: MARRIED

By Ermaxor H. PORTER.
The Page Company.

THE author of ‘‘Pollyanna: The

Glad Book”, ‘“Miss Billy’’, and
‘“Miss Billy’s Decision’’ here follows
up her former successes and contri-
butes again to the pleasure of her
host of readers. To many it will
seem strange to read about Billy in
the dignified réle of wife, but as there
never has been too much dignity to
Billy, there is no disappointment, but
much amusement,

o
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THE AFTER HOUSE

By MArY ROBERTS RINEHART.
ronto: William Briggs.

Boston :

To-

HIS novel is something of a de-

parture from Miss Rinehart’s
usual style, or perhaps it would be
better to say her methods. In some
respects it is not so clever as some of
her work, not intended to be so hu-
morous or farcicial or even brilliant,
but rather tending to be a mystery
story, with the secret revealed per-
haps a little earlier than the author
intended. A young medical student,
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convalescent after an attack of
typhoid fever, takes pasage as a mem-
ber of the crew of an old schooner fit-
ted out as a yacht. During the eruise
no fewer than three murders are com-
mitted, and it is around these mur-
ders that the interest of the book re-
volves. The descriptions are good,
and altogether the novel is decidedly
reasonable and interesting.

S
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ROBIN HOOD’S BARN

By Avice BrRowN. Toronto: The Mae-
millan Company of Canada.

THERE is a wholesome charm about

this writer’s books that is always
acceptable to many readers, The book
in hand deals with an author whose
purpose is to perpetuate the memory
of a man who has done good service
to the community. The plot is un-
usual and there are many delightful
situations. There is also a love story
of quiet charm and told with con-
siderable reserve. This book should
add considerably to the author’s re.
putation.

&

—The heroine of ‘‘In Search of a
Husband,’’ if we may accept her own
reiterated declaration, is an adven-
turess. Not the picturesque, flam-
buoyant type that one meets with on
the stage, but an adventuress of posi-
tion and respectability. In her own
words: ‘I was one of those pretty
virgin adventuresses who are, after
all, the greatest adventuresses in this
world, because, being good, they- have
no conscience about how they attain
the ends they seek.”” This remark
may be more profound than it seems.
Certainly the implication that the or-
dinary adventuress is troubled with
conscience will go far to re-establish
her in the minds of many who have
formerly condemned her, now that
we picture her tossing on her sleep-
less pillow, the vietim of remorse,
(Toronto: The Copp, Clark Com-

pany.)

— fi‘t : R !.



it must be
Bovril

You can be sure of being nourished if you take
Bovril. Partly by virtue of its own food value,
partly through its unique powers of assisting
assimilation of other foods, Bovril has been proved
to produce an increase in flesh, bone and muscle
equal to 10 to 20 times the amount of Bovril
taken. But #Z-must-be-Bovril.

Even were it double the price, Bovril
would still be an economical and indis-
pensable article in every home.

Of all Stores, etc., at

1-0z,, 25¢.; 2-0z., 40c.; 4-0z., 70c.; 8-0z., $1.30; 16-0z., $2.25.
Bovril Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-0z. 40c.
16-0z. Johnston's Fluid Beef (Vimbos), $1.20.
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ight
nourishing
dishes

—to delight your
family and to offer
your guests—can be

‘““ Spreads

unnnnnnngenne

tike H made with
Butter ” g (IQgC]_“SO[
= “Cream Cheese

Our little recipe
folder tells you how.
You will enjoy the

15¢ & 25¢ 2 gistinctive flavor of
a Package S  this pure creamy
cheese.

Ask your Grocer.

The
INGERSOLL PACKING CO.
Ltd. Ingersoll, Ont. 05

A
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T IS a popular belief that
a taste cannot be de-
scribed. Yet there is a
certain tastiness that is fully
identified by the word
“efipds.” That is why the
name %4> on Bonbons and
Chocolates always arouses
keen anticipation. Lovers
of candy know that it means
supreme deliciousness.

130-132 Yonge St., Toronto
Sales Agents Everywhere
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The purchase of a watch
involves more than select-
ing the one that merely
looks the best.

Waltham Watches are
supremely beautiful, but
the real basis of their world-
wide fame is the perfection
of their inward structure.
It 1s this which makes
them unequaled for right
time-keeping. The name

Waltham on a watch protects you from
inferiority in those things which you
cannot see.

There are Walthams for as low a price as will buy a good watch and
up to as high a price as any one should pay. Visit your jeweler.

Waltham Watch Company

Canada Life Bldg., St. James Street, Montreal
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A Time Comes

when the recurrence of headache,
indigestion, sleeplessness, nervous-
ness, or symptoms of heart trouble
leads one to look for a way out.

Coffee is a common, but often
unsuspected cause of such troub-
les.

It contains the drug, caffeine,
(about 224 grains to a cup), the
action of which tends to weaken
normal functions, and leads to seri-
ous complications.

Thousands of people have found
that the way out is to stop coffee

and use
e——

POSTUM

It looks like coffee and tastes much like high-grade Java, but is absolute.
ly free from coffee ; the drug, caffeine; or any other harmful substance

H
-

Coffee is not a food, but a strong irritant. Postum is a pure food-drink
containing nothing but the true nourishment from wheat and a small per cent.
of molasses, of which it is made. :

Postum now comes in two forms.
Regular Postum—must be well boiled. 15c and 25c¢ packages.

Instant Postum—a soluble powder. A teaspoonful stirred in a cup of
hot water makes a delicious beverage instantly. 30c and 50c tins.

The cost per cup of both kinds is about the same,

“There’s a Reason” for Postum

—sold by grocers.
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AHERICAS STANDARD 12-H.P. MARINE MOTOR

ARINE

AU Z=r0

$180.00 to $260.90

Standard equipment in

the 12 hp. size with 6000 of

the best boat builders in
U.S. and Canada

Catalogue on Request
Kermath Manufacturing Company

21 Fort Street East DETROIT, Mich. '

— — S e

ECONOMICAL----Heats the house well
without burning all the coal you can buy.

M¢Clary’s

Sunshme

Gives steady, even

(II' nace heat on least fuel

See the McClary dealer or write for booklet.
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Old Dutch
Cleanser

Scours Scrubs Cleans Polishes
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YOUR dress-maker endorses D & A
Corsets, unless prejudice or a larger.
profit on some other brand warps her
judgment.

Skilled tailors like to fit a woman wearing the lat
models of D & A Corsets, as they assure cugrrect liuZ:f
We recommend No. 842, as illustrated for medium
figures, its graceful lines adding to the natural beauty
while allowing great freedam of movement,

Itretails at $6.00 quite one half cheaper than imported
corsets of similar grade. Sold by all popular stores and
guaranteed bv the makers :

THE DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC.

Makers also of the LADIVA Corsets.

6-14

NON
RUSTABLE

MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery.

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers T0 His MAjEsTY
ENGLAND

SHEFFIELD - ’ .
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“MRewder: "

The fact that Williams™ Talc Powder ¢
is prepared by the makers of Williams' ©
famous Shaving Soaps at once inspires
your confidence and is a guarantee of

its purity and superionity. It has been
one of the most popular Talc Powders

for many years ancfJ 18 constantly grow-
ing in favor with discriminating people.
Four odors: Violet, Carnation, Rose,
Karsi (Oriental perfume).

The Modern Woman

finds it a necessity to have with her a little
Talc Powder and a handy pocket mirror at
all times. We have a dainty Vanity Box for
carrying Williams’ Talc Powder, heavily silver-
plated and fitted with concentrating mirror and
powder puff. It is a real little gem, an article
that you would willingly pay a good price
for at your jeweler’s.

This Vanity Box

we shall be glad to mail to anyone who will send us

> name of their druggist and seven 2c. stamps
(14c¢.), or the Vanity Box and a miniature sample can
of Williams’ Talc Powder (either odor) for eight
2c. stamps (16c¢.).

Address: THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO.
Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
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Inexpensive Cleanness

The selection of the Refrigerator is very important. A damp
and musty refrigerator lined with zinc is not a proper place to
keep food stuff and is dangerous to the health of the family.

Eureka Refrigerators are lined with oderless spruce coated
with orange shellac or white enamel or porcelain and there is
nothing better for the purpose. Zinc cannot be kept clean and
should not be used.

EUREKA REFRIGERATORS

have a patented circulation system insuring at all times a supply
of cool, sweet, dry air in the refrigerator, and is superior to
any other.

That is why more Eureka Refrigerators are used by Butchers,
Grocers, Creameries, Hospitals, Hotels, Restaurants, etc., than
all other patented Refrigerators combined. Ask your Butcher
his opinion.

Eureka Refrigerators are thoroughly well made and will last a lifetime. Some are still in use
made 25 years ago and still giving good satisfaction. They are sold direct from the factory at
factory price and may be seen at Show Rooms, 31 Brock Avenue, Toronto, or a Catalogue will
be sent by mail on request.

Eureka Refrigerators are sold direct to you without any middleman’s profits.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET AND PRICES

EUREKA REFRIGERATOR COMPANY, LIMITED, 352Rock Avenue

Lureka Refrigerators are Canadian Made by Canadian Labor

First impressions are hard to change. You are judged by your Stationery

. o 2\ EMPRESS

o ol e NOTE

is always created : >
by the use of / with Envelopes
i to match

Exclusive and delightful Note Paper for society correspondence

Made only by

BARBER-ELLIS, Limited

TORONTO BRANTFORD WINNIPEG VANCOUVER CALGARY

Write to Brantford and let us send you a generous sample, sufficient for six long letters.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

41

A 25c¢ SIZE

Quaker Oats is put up in both the large 25-cent package and the 10-cent size.
It saves buying so often—saves running out. Try it—see how long it lasts.

That Quaker

The very aroma of Quaker Oats tells its
exquisite flavor. You know before you taste
it that there's choiceness in this dish.

Only the big grains yield that aroma. And,
without the Quaker process, it could never be
kept intact.

Oats Aroma

That's why Quaker Oats is distinctive.

We get that flavor and preserve it. We
discard all the grains which lack it, so the
flavor is never diluted.

If you enjoy i1, you can always get it by
simply saying ‘‘Quaker.” And without any
extra price.

Quaker Oats

Rolled from the Largest Grains

We get but ten pounds of Quaker Oats
from a bushel, because of this selection.
But those are the luscious flakes. The others
are good enough for horses, but not for boys
and girls.

We started to do that 25 years ago, and
the fame of this flavor spread. Now a hun-
dred nations send here to get Quaker Oats.
And millions of children of every clime enjoy
it every morning.

10c and 25¢ per Package

Quaker Oats, as an energy food, excels
anything else you know. It is known as
‘“ the food of foods.”

But, without that taste which makes it in-
viting, few children would eat half enough,

Serve Quaker Oats inlarge dishes. Small
servings are not sufficient to show in full
its vim-producing power.

Except in Far West,

The Quaker Qats ®@mpany
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Utility, Safety,
Appearance

Combined in

DENNISTEEL

CABINETS

Made of sheet steel constructed in expert
fashion from practical designs and finished
with a splendid enamel (green, grey or black),
thoroughly baked on. Our cabinets, such as
the one shown, are the ideal repository for
surplus stationery, printed matter, etc.

They are fire-proof, reducing the fire haz-
ard. Easily cleaned, they always present a
pleasing appearance—an asset in any office.
Besides they do not absorb odors or moistures
as does wood. Vermin-proof as well.

Our DENNISTEEL equipment includes
every style of material cabinet, clothing lock-
ers, and shelving and bins for factories and

stores.
It's worth knowing more about. Ask us.

The Dennis Wire & Iron Works Co.,
Limited
LONDON, CANADA

A Flavor that
Tastes like a Luxury

Especially in the Summer time
when cooling desserts flavored
with— {
Maplei

o

are so acceptable—
mousse, parfait, ice
cream, ices, whipped
cream, frosty cakes, un-
cooked icing, custard—
Mapleine makes them
deliciously different.

2 ounces - 50c.

At grocers or write—

CRESCENT MFG. CO.
Dept. H.  SEATTLE, Wash. [t

Recipe Book sent for 2c. stamp.

Beware of
Imitations Solg
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT
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All the Sunshine

may be found in this delicious, wholesome, nourishin
combination—the choicest product of Northern fields
and the most luscious fruit of the American garden—

Shredded Wheat

and Strawberries

an ideal dish for the warm days when the body craves relief
from heavy foods. All the body-building elements in the whole
wheat grain, steam-cooked, shredded and baked in crisp, golden-
brown ‘‘little loaves.”” The only cereal breakfast food that
combines naturally and deliciously with fruits, fresh or pre-
served. An easy solution of ““the servant problem’’ as well as
the problem of “‘the high cost of living.”

R

{ill

Heat one or more Biscuits in the oven to restore crispness ; then
cover with berries or other fresh fruit; serve with milk or cream
and sweeten to suit the taste. Better than soggy, white flour
short-cake ; contains no yeast, no baking powder, no fats and no
chemicals of any kind—just the meat of the golden wheat, steam-

cooked, shredded and baked.

“I’s All in the Shreds”

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, Limited, NTAGARA FALLS, ONT.

TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREET E.

0
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—  The PRIDE
7 of the Pantry

COWAN'S

PERFECTION

COCOA

MAPLE LEAF LABEL

= ‘\\\\

|
pfilieyr=4
\i S m(“-
Us

g

!

—_—T

* Not an article on your pantry shelves combines
so many of the real elements of a complete food as
COWAN'’S Perfection COCOA.

It tempts the appetite—satisfies hunger—
digests easily. Itisrefreshing and nourish-
ing. Prepared according to directions on
the label it is a perfectly balanced food.

10c. TINS— LB.—2 LB.—AND I LB. TINS,
AT ALL GROCERS
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This invites j i
you to enjoy ten delightful
rlr{“eals with us. Five breakfasts of Puffed GOOd for 15 Cents
ice ser i -
mixed w"tll(;df “.“th ;ugar and cream, or Take this coupon to your grocer.
1 -1
i . r:lml'k g stppers of 'Puff(fd Buy a 10-cent package of Puffed
bowls of erf;i e vhackery doating S Wheat. Then he will give you for
m
o e : the coupon a package of Puffed
ur offer today is to buya 15-cent Rice, and charge the 15 cents to us.
Package—enough for these ten meals.
The only condition is that you buy at the Do this for the children’s sake.
same time a 10-cent package of Puffed Let them know the fascinations of
Wheat. Then your folks will know the these steam-exploded grains. These
Jdo}ts of both these curious foods—these are twenty meals youll never
ainty, airy morsels with a taste like forget. and they cost but ten cents
toasted nuts, today.
PUffed SIGN AND PRESENT TO YOUR GROCER €46 3
w Good in Canada or United States Only £
heat This Certifies that 1, this day, bought one package of Puffed Wheat, e
and my grocer included free with it one package of Puffed Rice. =2
o 3
1 Oc e - SIS NN T S e ) e S U T e s 3 B
°3
To the Grocer .
Puff | e i e o 35 s o Address.......... o - B =
e coupon when mailed to us, properly =
s signed by the customer, with your =
assurance that the “stated terin Were | o i sie s he i e mmmanaiw oy I ST | e
Rlce complied with. =
THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY 4
1 5C ot Of Manitoba—Poterborough, Out. Dated, v Bl s v h o n wase 1914. | &
s’
This coupon not good if presented after June 25, 1914 [~
Except in Grocers must seng all redeemed coupons to us by July 1. L
treme IV est NOTE: No family is entitled to present more than one coupon. If your grocer q
(551) should be out of cither Puffed Wheat or Puffed Rice, hold the coupon until he gets | Te]
% new stock. As every jobber is well supplied, he can get more stock very quickly. —
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Fashion-Craft -

MODEL 55

Up to the minute 73

For the wide shouldered man,
or the man who likes the wide
shoulder effect.

Correct in every detail, as the
close fitting English Model so
much in fashion, only cut on a more generous scale, for
the man who does not | ke to feel his clothes, yet wants
to be well and stylishly clad.

2214

If this appeals to you, call and see Model SS.

Prices 18, 20, 25 and $30.
All equally well made.

rr; Shops of /]

@
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Enjoy Your Home Music
To the Fullest Extent

What all poetry and prose suffers if read by a discord-
ant voice, all music suffers through rendering by a
strident, harsh, unmusical piano.

Inversely, a beautiful voice increases many fold the
enjoyment of a recitation, and in quite the same way a
sweet, melodious instrument develops a quality in
music which otherwise could never be known.

The
Gerhard Heintzman

Canada’s Greatest Piano

with its wonderful tonal quality, is a music interpreter.
If you desire a piano at all you naturally desire the best
procurable. Surely you cannot really be content with
anything less than a Gerhard Heintzman.

Let us give you a demonstration of this instrument ; or
if not in the city we will gladly send you the Art Booklet
containing fullest particulars upon request.

Your present instrument taken as part payment at a fair

valuation and convenient terms arranged.

Our only Toronto Salesrooms are

GERHARD HEINTZMAN, Limited, 41-43 Queen St. West,
TORONTO ( Opposite City Hall)

Hamilton Salesrooms next to Post Office.
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/ Some men, scmetimes, can

"C/@ bcard the flying street car
or “monkey with the buzz-
saw’ in a mill or factory, and get away with it. But that's
how accidents happen. —— Some men, sometimes,
can shave with an open blade razor and avoid cutting
themselves. But thousands agree that the chances are
against it.

THE

Gillette Safety Razor

was the practical forerunner of to- handier than the old open blade
day's ‘‘Safety First'’ movement, Th tthn electrically tempered
What engineers are doing now to blade, gripped rigid in the adjust-
safeguard tools and transportation, able: hnlder gives the cleane t
King C. Gillette did ten yea go smoothes tndquk st,as well a
for that much used tool, fh r. the safest shave man has ever
And while he made ther saf n]yd

he also made it keene h d and

Standard Sets cost $5.00 —Pocket Fditions $5.00 to $6.00—Com-
bination Sets $650up At Ha dw re Dealers’, Druggists and
Jeweler

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED
Office & Factory: The New Gillette Building
MONTREAL
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V1ctrola

THE MARVELLOUS
MUSICAL INSTRUMENT

that should be in every home.

Tl The VICTROLA reproduces the voices of the
world’s greatest singers in so human and lifelike
a manner that you actually feel the presence of
the living artist

The VICTROLA brings to you the delightful
humor of the cleverest comedians, just as clear
and natural as from their own lips.

%R The VICTROLA is made in a wide variety of
Melba sizes and styles and priced— $20.00 to $250—
within the reach of all.

VICTROLAS may be purchasea on easy pay-
ments of as low as $1.00 pzr week.

Sembrich

e

Ten-inch
Double

sided Victor | Our nearest

\m\\\\m\i\mim\\\\\\m\m\\\m\i\im\m\mimmmm\immxmﬂm‘a‘mmm“m%‘immi‘nmmmmzmmﬂifiﬁ ‘\
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Homer ) ” 1 /,,
records are f/ dealerl ‘zllll el
90 cents | 3 gta (y Schumanr: :
for the two emonstrate

i the famous
selections. ey
Over 5,000 ictrola

free of
records to

charge.
choose
from.

Sammarco

Interesting booklets sent free on application.

Berliner Gram-o-phone Co., Limited
31 Lenoir St. : Montreal
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When in Doubt

Always ask for UPTON'’S
; | Which represents the best
* | in

JAMS and JELLIES

made from the purest of

fruits under the most hy-

| 8ienic conditions—the nat-

1 | ural flavor of fresh fruits.

| i Try an order of Upton's
) on your next grocery list.

E The T. Upton Company, Ltd.

b i Hamilton, Ontario

\,
T

Thin, Faded or
Discolored Hair

unsuitably arranged and accom-
panied by a becoming costume
or hat will mar your appearance.

DOI’CHWCHC],S

offer the solution to the problem of
overcoming all difficulties with your
head-dress. Our hair-goods answer
every demand to suit all circum-
stances. Skilled workmanship, se-
lected European hair and styles
suitable and correct are features of
merit which gives them precedence.

Our Catalogue “X”

illustrates and describes each style in
detail. Sent for the asking. Perfect sat-
isfaction assured on every mail order.

The Dorenwend Co. of Toronto, Limited
(The House of Quality Hair Goods)

105 Yonge Street - - Toronto
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VICKERMAN’S
WEAR W
SERGES (&vek Fane
Not only Serges but Cheviots, Vicunas, and Llamas in Black,

Blue or Grey, suitable for any Style of suit are included in the
ranges shown by the maker.

Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada
@£ BVIGKERMAN &SONS> &4

This name in gold along the edge every three yards.

NISBET & AULD, Limited - - TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.

IT’S NOT HER FAULT

The stenographer can’t do good work with poor

RS

TYPEWRITER CARBON
RIBBONS PAPERS

will make a surprising difference in the appear-
ance of your letters. Peerless products produce
clear, clean-cut letters and clean, legible, per-
manent copies—the kind you're tproud to sign—
the kind that make your fyles of real value. ’,
Peerless products are made for quality. P
They are unaffected by any climate and ’," %
are individually packed, sealed and 7" .~
guaranteed by the manufacturers. i,

PEERLESS CARBON & RIBBON
MFG. CO., Limited .-~

176-178 Richmond St. W. -

Toronto, Canada -~ o‘-‘"";“
/. o% AP
63 P v”i}&i :
L’ 7 QQ' C‘\‘Q\x& ’\q’o‘b-
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 What do you think of Lloyd George's speech ?"

“Rotten ! —— T haven't read it.
— The Sketch

AN ArmisT IN SILENCE

_J. Pierpont Morgan was always a
silent man and he would sometimes
champion the silent with a story.

““0ld John Bates, an upholsterer,’’
So the story began, ‘‘was renowned
for his silence. People who had been

IS customers for a generation had,
many of them, never heard a word
rom him except ‘Good morning.
Five dollars. Thank you. Good day.

Id John, in fact, cultivated silence
a8 a genius cultivates his art.

‘A patron one day said to John:

‘What’s the best kind of mat-
tresg9??

“‘Hair,” was the reply.

. ‘The patron, some 20 years later,
ad oceasion to buy another mattress
an(‘i again he asked:

- ‘What's the best kind, John?”’

‘Cotton.””

Cotton 2’” the patron eried. ‘‘Why,
You told me 20 years ago that hair
Was the best.’’

The old man gave a quaint sigh.

¢ ¢ .
. Talking has always been m
r'llll‘l,’ he said.”’ ¥ y

% PR =

G
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You Don’t Have te Go to New York

We’ve solved the problem of
style in shoes for Canadian wo-
men.

Few can afford to visit New
York or Boston every time a
new pair of shoes is needed—We
bring the new York and Boston
styles to you. You get the new-
est, latest models from the Am-
erican shoe centres when you
get the

ALTR

SHOE for WOMEN

No shoes at any price excel those
that come from the Minister-Myles fac-
tory. Few brands come anywhere near
them in style, in fit or in wearing
qualities. You can settle the style
argument for yourself by dropping
into almost any good shoe shop and
asking to see a pair of Altros. To see
them is to want them on your feet—
then will come that lasting satisfac-
tion that these good shoes ensure
through months and months of wear.

Send Coupon for™

Vanity Hand Glass

Size 5 inches long, fine
bevelled glass, richly chased
silver-finished back, en-
graved with any initial:
Retail price, 50c. Sent
prepaid for 15c. to cover
cost of engraving, post-
age and packing.

Minister Myles Shoe
Co. Limited

109 Simcoe St.

TORONTO

Send
me a

Vanity
& Hand Glass

[ T O,

7O R ST R T

2572 0}, R W

L

=
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Telephone Service

Telephone service is one of the most important] factors in securing
economy and efficiency in the management and operation
of any institution where intercommunication is
desired between different departments.

What Service Has Been

If you had telephone service in your factory or department building
it has either been intercommunicating or has been operated
by switchboard with a girl operator, the one being
limited in the number of stations served, and
the other being a source of very consid-
erable annual expense.

THE PRESTO-PHONE

This is an automatic system that gives you quick, accurate com-
munication between all departments or heads of depart-
ments without the service of any girl operator,
and with none of the disadvantages of
the intercommunicating.

Get Information

The Presto-Phone has many advantages peculiar to itself, and
you can get all these together with full illustrations of the system
by writing. Ask for the No. 5 Bulletin.

Ask for literature on the Phone-Eze Telephone Bracket, and
also our Sanitary Glass Transmitter Mouth Piece.

We make everything in the telephone line.
Write us if you have any wants.

Canadian Independent Telephone Company, Ltd.
" DUNCAN STREET g TORONTO

—
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GUARANTEE
ey

The General
sSays:e

The only test of roofing is the
test of time. 'This label on

Certain-teed

[eineRe Sl
ROOFING

says that Certain-teed must give
you 15 years guaranteed service
at least. And the biggest roof-
ing manufacturers in the world
are back of that statement.
The Certain-teed label protects
the dealer who sells, as well as
the farmer who buys.

Your dealer can furnish Certain-teed
Roofing in rolls and shingles—made by
the General Roofing Mfg. Co., world’s

largest roofing manufacturers, East St.
Louis, 111,, nﬂusemes. 111, York, Pa.

ok 8
MAN

GRAYWOOD

The Collar That Made the Red Man Brand Famous
20C. or 3 ron 50C.

;I(;}I‘; acme of perfection in a high close fitting double
collar. Themost popularcollarin America today.

Bavwoop slightly higher. TEakwoOD slightly lower.
For sale by Canada’s best men’s stores.

EARL & WILSON -  New York
MAKERS OF TROY'S BEST PRODUCT.

)

PREVENT HIN
BLENIML)

F ™

- \
\ (\Q\N By Using

CUTICURA
SO0AP -

For daily use, assisted by
occasional applications of
Cuticura Ointment. No
others do so much to keep
the skin clear and healthy,
free from blackheads, pim-
ples and other distressing
facial eruptions.

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment are sold
throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest
depot for free sample of each, with 32-page book:
Newbery, 27, Charterhouse Sq., London: R. Towns
& Co., Sydney, N. S. W.; Lennon, Ltd., Cape Town.:
Muller, McLean & Co., Calcutta and Bombay:
Potter Drug and Chem. Corp., Boston, U. S. A.

6@~ Men who shave and shampoo with Cuticura
Soap will find it best for skin and scalp.

-~
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RIDER AGENTS WANTED

. everywhere to ride and exhibit a sample 1914 Hyslop Bicycle
with coaster brake and alllatestimprovements. .
We ship on approval to
any address in Canada, without any
deposit, and allow 10 D«YS'TRIAL.
1t will not cost you a cent ifyou are not
satisfied after using bicic‘lc 10 days. |
DO NOT BUY & %5 sz
of tires, lamp,
o sundries at any price untilyou
receive our latest 1914 illustrated cata-
logue and have learned our speci
\| prices and attn.cllveup.ropos_iﬁon. i
il is all it will cos
\ ONE GENT ou to write us a
postal, and cata{:guo and full infor”
mation will be sent to you Free
% Postpaid by return mail. DO
not wait. Write it NOW.
HYSLOP BROTHERS, Limited
Dept. g,  TORONTO, Canada

FREDERICK’S PATENT SANITARY ERASERS

'ways Covered.

)
Wont end Corns ,
Handy, Econo [, Al k
The holder of the SANITARY ERASER receives, at its open

That lquId’ thaF plaS"' el:d, uf nl:ip }?flréxbber 14 inch in thickness, of a width and length nearly
that ol .
ter based on Old ldeas ?}_sl'iaf:t :rue::‘rie at (l}lxe loopl:nd, clflan rubll):eer is feél dq;«n Iu\jlﬁl
9 . s i thout 1n~
won’t terminate a corn. a“Jring‘ﬂn'L?xié‘l}Y ;idl:‘z‘n %‘::ifée;:?;?for typewitrand ink
. . ol o te,- writer or desk.
Don’t try it. Your druggist e baciive, Eony 1o, Oporats and ™ Theu Alwas Work"
has a new way—the scientific
Blue=jay. It is so efficient, so

Your Stationer. Price 10¢. Refills, either pencil or ink, 5¢ each.
When ordering by mail, state whether ink or pencil and enclose 2¢
extra for postage.
Liberal Discount to the T'rade.
The O. K. Mfg. Co , Syracuse, N. Y. U.S.A.
Stationers’ Specialties.

easy, so painless that it now
removes a million cornsamonth.

The way is this: Apply Blue=jay at ‘INVESTING FOR PROFIT FREE

_—

night—it takes only 2 moment. From § T N s ™ o e tar
that time on.the corn will cease to. pain: [ | [ o B L e ack of Tutmting. for pooi.
Forget the corn for two days, then § e e bt T st
sim%li/ lift.it out. | e L o e ryngi
ue-jay loosens the corn. In 48 e T e DI kit abecintd s FWEE,
hours you can remove it without any pain H. L. BARBER, Pub. R 176, 26 W. Jackson Bivd., CHICAGO, ILL.

or soreness. Folks have proved that,
up to date, on sixty million corns.
Stop paring corns.  Stop the old-time
treatments. End your corns forever in
this simple, easy way.
Try it on one corn.

COLLECTIONS

DEBTS COLLECTED EVERY-
WHERE. No collection, no
charge. American-Vancouver Mer-
cantile Agency, 336 Hastings
Street West, Vancouver, B. C.

Riac ey H »Rrsno ,

15 md 25 cents—at Dmgm“' Original and unequaled.

Bauer & Black’ Chicago and New York Wood ortin rollers. *‘Improved"

tequllrel no tacks, ln\lrentor's
.. . signature on genuine:
Makers of Physicians’ Supplies

AMM&&M
“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

: There_is nothing quite like either. for both are ‘““THE BEST”’
CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL

-




For 30 years Tanglefoot has been America's surest, safest, most sanitary

fl -destroyer. It is non-poisonons, easy to use. and costs but a trifle. How to Use

k..i\lch sheet is capable of killing 1,000 flies. And Tanglefoot not only Open TANGLEF0OT slowly. In cool weather
ills the fly, but seals it over with a varnish that destroys the germs as w%,"‘,,,‘\ slightly.  For est results place

well. In buying, ask for the genuine “ TANGLEFOOT "—it costs you | TANGLEFOOT on_chair near window at

no more and lasts twice as long as the no-name kinds sold merely as fly- |night. Lower all shades, leaving one at
the TANGLEFOOT window raised about a

paper. or sticky fly-paper.
foot. The early morning light attracts the
Made only by The O. & W. Thum Co. Grand Rapids, Mich. |1t L TANGLEFOOT, Whers: th67 506
caught. 33)

Gasoline will quickly remove Tanglefoot from clothes or furniture.

) ,

P . i
# Fight Flies With Tanglefoot!
4

e S

%%%%%%%%%%%%%%

‘ : Gives You Luxurious
2 ehts Turkish Bath At Home

Every bit as refreshing.and a great deal more convenient and satisfying
than the kind you pay $2 or $3 for in Turkish Bath Establishments.

-~

Don’t have any ‘‘ off days.” Don't allow any
internal body-waste to get ahead of you. Keep your-
self under control—in ‘‘fighting condition.”  This
wonderful cabinet bath right in your own home will
give you an invigorating sweat every few days and
take all the dirt, poison and accumulation of waste
right out of your pores and make you and keep you
internally and externally clean and vigorous month
after month, year after year. Get rid of your La
Grippe, Fever, Hard Colds and Rheumatism in this
way. Its the ideal way that builds you up all over.

You Can Add Years To Your Life

just by this little, systematic, careful attention to the needs of your body. You
can make yourself superb in health, strength and the good looks that go with them.

EBINSON CABINET MFG. CO., Ltd, 22, Rosineon Bls.

k
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“The Home"

“As pretty as a picture,” That's
what one said of a home enclosed
with “IDEAL” LAWN FENCE.
And with good cause too, for sur-
rounding a magnificent house was a
beautiful garden and lawn unmarked
by the rampagesof small animals,
yet bathed by the glorious sunlight,

‘Ideal’ Lawn Fence

casts practically no shadow, which
gives the flowers along the border
the direct rays of the sun.

Well kept lawns surrounded with
“IDEAL” LAWN FENCE and
GATES not only add to the appear-
ance of “The Home” and the value
of the property, but they make “‘The
Home’” more attractive, more artist-
ic. “IDEAL” is not expensive and
can be erected by anyone. It's cheap-
er than iron or wooden fences and
better than either.

We will gladly send you Catalo
No. 144 on “IDEAL” LAW
FENCE and other “IDEAL”
LAWN ACCESSORIES.

Walkerville, Ont,

The best surprise is always Ganong’s
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and Kiddies

* OULD’NT your wife get more real enjoyment out of
your rowboat if it were transformed into a safe, speedy,

reliable little motor boat? Think of the times you're not

around to do the heavy hauling—times when she’d like to fix

up a lunch and take the youngsters across the lake to the

Woody Point for a day’s outing. And there are only the old
back-breaking oars to drive the boat with. End this! Geta

[isconsin
FROreESses Motor
-
Simple, reliable, powerful. Just a twist of the wheel and away skims
your rowboat at any pace up to nine miles an hour. Never a miss,
stall or breakdown.  Nothing complicated to get out of order. It's a
positive blessing to the rowboat owner or renter—to
the fisherman, the picnicker, the resorter. Fits any
rowboat. Adjusted in a minute—started in a second.
High Tension Magneto Ignition.  Steers with a
rudder.

Made in the same shop and by the same men who make the long-
famous Wisconsin Valveless Marine Engines. Send today for
free catalog and find out why the WISCONSIN is the best rowboat

motor. A

WISCONSIN MACHINERY & MFG. CO.
1562 Canal Street - MILWAUKEE Wis.

AR
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BUY A DOMINION PIANO DIRECT FROM THE FACTORY
s AndESave Money

Some thousands of people have bought Dominion Pianos without ever seeing
one before. They have bought from the catalogue, and upon the strengh of our 50
years’ reputation. :

Why shouldn’'t you do the same and get as good values as they have received,
and save as much money as they have on the purchase of a piano?

Remember there are more than 80.000 satisfied users of Dominion Pianos and
Organs throughout the British Empire. And surely, having been able to satisfy
this great number, we can satisfy you,

Remember, too, that a Dominion piano costs you about $100 less than a profes-
sionally recommended instrument of equal merit. We don’t spend a lot of money on
showrooms, conservatories and professional musicians’ recommendations and tack
on a proportionate cost of these items to each piano. When you buy a Dominion
Piano, you buy an instrument that is all value ; and after all is said and done, that is
where you want the value--in the instrument, not what somebody else says about it.

Write now for a catalogue. It will'be worth your while, for it will interest you
and probably be the means of saving you some money. .

THE DOMINION ORGAN & PIANO CO., Limited

(Makers of Pianos, Organs and Player-Pianos)

BOWMANVILLE, CANADA.
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There’s just one question to
ask after you’ve heard an

Edison Phonograph

“How soon can I get one?”

The wonderful new homless instruments have
talked and sung and played themselves into
popularity. The silent, smooth-running motor,
the diamond reproducing point that does away
with bothersome changing of needles, the beauty
of design and the sweet-toned, unbreakable
Blue Amberol Records require no argument.

Listen and see for yourself. Any up-to-date
phonograph dealer will be glad to give you a
free concert on the Edison today. Insist upon
hearing the Edison. You can get one without

delay.
Q Edvon

INCORPORATED

6 Lakeside Avenue - Orange, N. J.
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KODAK
with you

Catalogue free at your dealers, or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, Toronto.
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Fit Your Machine
Columbia or Victor

85 cents each is the price of a
full thousand ten inch Columbia
Double-Disc Records—quality, tone,
reproduction and durability un-
excelled and so guaranteed to you.
Other Columbia records all the way
up to $7.50. Ask for catalogs.

DANCE

If you think you have danced to the best
dance music that your talking machine
can produce, have your dealer play any
one of these :—any dealer should be able
to supply them, and every Columbia dealer
certainly has them ready now.

TANGOS. If you can keep your feet still
when you hear them you are music proof.
A-1463-10 inch, 85¢c.; A-1466-10 inch, 85c.;
A-5526-12 inch, $1.25. ONE STEPS AND
TURKEY TROTS. Fulloftherythm andspi=
rit of the dance itself. A-1307-10inch,85c¢.;
A-3496-12 inch, $1.25 ; A-1458-10inch, 85c.
BOSTON AND HESITATION WALTZES.
You will never be too tired when these
waltzes are played. A-5191-12 inch, $1.25;
A-5525-12 inch, $1.25; A-1460-10 inch,85c.

i
g

N

SN

One C D)
365-7 So s >
ra
Cents Enclosed
Send

sa; me your special
Nighee record with “Good- The e
B e o e Columbia Grafonola ** Favorite’’ $65
usj s & o .

An;‘caglif"p"”“‘e“t on the other. "~ g/8 Favorite in name and favorite in fact.
Dearest (o, S, the name of the g, Other Columbia Grafonolas trom $32.50
; Columbia dealer. o‘!’a\v to $650 a s

; Niwn e o - machine .."?
e o o “\\ Columbia Graphophone Co.

DRE 0
S s — ® 2\ 365-367 Sorauren Avenue

TORONTO Ont.

PP WP

-0

.
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The James Smart Mifg.
Co. Limited

BROCKYVILLE, Ont,

WINNIPEG, Man.

Don’t Worry and Stay
Awake Nights

thinking how you can warm your home-.

THE

Kelsey Warm
Air Generator

is the heater you want—you want the best,
IT IS THE BEST. Its corrugated sec-
tions with large warming surface—its lons
indirect fire travel—its positive caP
attachment, conveying warmed, mild air
to most distant rooms—its small consump-
tion of fuel—its durability, are some ©
its chief features. Every pound of coal
it uses does its work. There is no waste.

Our booklet, to be had for the asking, tells you
all about it, and gives genuine Kelsey opinions.
Read them,

ﬂas_h.

Toronto Office - -

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON” on it.”

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather,

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. - -
MILTON, ONTARIO
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.

Dept. D.

- 50 Adelaide Street W. .
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Errorless ‘Filing

No possibility of inaccurate
filing by the Office Specialty
Direct Name System of
Vertical Filing.

Undoubtedly this is the simplest
system that has yet been devised in
connection with Vertical Filing. It
is simplicity itself, and what islmore,
assures accuracy in Filing, entirely
eliminating the possibility of errors
in mis-filing.

Briefly, the principal of the Direct
Name System is that you find
letters by name and refile them by
number.

On the right hand side of the File Drawer are filed, so that while correspondence is
appear the folders in which all relating found by name it is refiled by number,—A
correspondence to and from regular corres- much simpler method to follow than that of
Pondents is kept. Down the center having to locate a complicated al-
of the Drawer will be seen a double phabetical index, and which at the
sl ?f Press Board Guides which ﬂ:lca same time prevents the possibility
f}?nshtute the permanent index of peciaﬁy of filing behind the wrong alpha-
Inf;efile. Beside the Alphabetical a\/in‘é betical subdivision. v
a numbo;:, $0%.FAlL.0f ench: guide is stem These features, together Tavith

; several other distinctive points,
: T.he tabs of the folders bear, in mean that it is well worth while for
‘:]dd'ﬁon to the name of the correspondent, you to investigate this system and consider
1€ number of the guide behind which they its immediate adoption.

Ask us right now to send you a complete descrip-
tive Folder on the Direct Name System.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

FFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(0.

o
AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD

CANADA

Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire.

Head Office: 97 Wellington Street West, Toronto.
Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Winnipeg, Regina, Calgary, Edmonton and Vancouver.
Factories : Newmarket, Ont.
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The Kind a Man Likes

These are the kind of Sweater Coats every man
likes. They are thick and soft, made of pure, 6-ply
Australian Merino Wool, closely knitted and accur-
ately shaped by special machines.

The sleeves, pockets and joins are knitted to-
gether instead of sewn, as in ordinary cases, making
garment practically in one piece and all pure wool.
The top of pocket is welted to make stronger. To
wearers of Sweater Coats this will be recognized as
an immense advantage.

"CEETEE”

Shaker - Knit
SWEATER COATS

are acknowledge to be the finest made in Canada.
Worn under any cloth coat, they will keep one warm
in the coldest of weather, keeping out all drafts and
chills. In the summer they keep onewarm in the
chill of the evening, or after violent exercise—
absolute insurance against colds.

At most good dealers, or sent direct by mail’
postpaid, for $6.00, Send for one to-day.

+ Guaranteed unshrinkable and absolutely satis-
factory or money refunded. Special offers for clubs,
etc., in club colors.

THE C. TURNBULL CO.
OF GALT, LIMITED
GALT -/ < - ONEARIO

Also manufacturers of “CEETEE" Underclothing.
Turnbull's ribbed underwear for Ladies and
Children, and Turnbull's “M” Bands for Infants.

There is nothing quite so
appetizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.

and at the present prices
there is nothing more
economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited,
Hamilton.
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THE CANADIAN—1913 MODEL.

“Eh—ah—er—,” said the gentle-
Man with the tawny moustache, mak-
ng  those preparatory sounds by
Which the Briton warns the world of

IS Intention to speak, ‘‘jolly little
Place this Canada—and all that sort
of rot. Kindly feelings towards all
you colonials, too — quite so. But

Ve you a taproom or an inn where
?‘1 chap can get a pint of ale and a

Inan haddie?’’

The Canadian scratched his head.

Well, now, I dunno. Up to the
ki ashin’ton hotel, though, you

M git some Chicago ham and Mil-
Waukee beer and New York crackers.
M from Ioway myself—just moved

Rorth laSt Winter—but I’'m glad to see ﬁgISDENSABLE‘
' ?u, even if you be English. Who's CONVENIENCE
g over in your country now?”’ Hindel N THE furnishing of new

Diganeice homes, many of which
Zﬁ:;‘;gn i will have their beginnings

this month, the Convertible
Davenport or Divanette may

0 A DuBLIN STORY
ur notes on the Dublin which lov-

fne I?t riot with its dramatic entertain- beco_mle otpe of t{l_e 1mdostt 'els-
.°0ts, remind one of the story of a | sential of essential details.
llttle ; . s y \ It should be a Hindel
1 battle in the Dublin Theatre. | For in its double service
th arose of the fare provided on as a fine appearing piece of
; e stage. The play was bad, the act- | furniture and as either an
tgg Wafs worse, and the orchestra was | it . o B3 o oy
aw use as a bed, a Kindel wi
au ien(;;l f;c%r WOids. It fvas K‘p to the 1 become more and more indis-
ent :¢, then, to supply their own pensable to the young peo-
ertt"}lnment. They fought and amid | ple whose accommodations
¢ din one Galleryite was heard. | for entertaining guests over
toreatempg to throw another over in- m%’{‘lts o b;iﬁm;?cddmplish
rogl € Pit. Then up spake a third an actual saving for them,
the back row: ‘I hope ye’ll for it will make it ungeces-

sary for them to purchase

n f &
“(ﬁibe atfer wasting him,” he yelled, an additional bed for the

Il a fiddler wid him.’’—London

- “ »
Tonicle, i pfgf: ebirg ogrlmu(gh t;)n rvev%ticﬁ
3% to have a spare room.
AR Lmsrnivg ENGLI§H ne{rgr]t ilrf aany detzgl Wcl>lf]'
and bel‘enchman arrived in England appearance, in its service
e gan the struggle with the lan- as a day-time piece of fur-
. ne day he came with his niture, betray its purpose

as a bed. And in both uses it will
be found to give all that could pos-
sibly be required of it in comfort.

Your preference or your space
accommodations may be suited in the
three styles of the Hindel Kind, the
Somersaultic, the De Luxe
or the Divanette.

Send for the new booklet
““The House That Grew.”

The Xandet Bed Co., Ltd.
8 Clifford Street
New York Toronto Grand Rapids

Cony, : .
friene&‘§itlon book to an English

Gy

“Zehpo}ar bear—vat does he do?’’
, Briciy at’s that?”’ said the puzzled
; ¢
i «.Ze polar bear—vat does he do?’’
i but w> 2 don’t do a darned thing

31t on the ice and eat fish.’’
i 01111 !’non! I not acecep’.”’
b
Y’s that?”’ The store that sells the Tndel Kind is always

“I been invi
¥ €en 1n 1 h
a fllneral % vite to be polar bear at glad to demonstrate them

o

DAY & NIGHT SERVICE
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ACCOUNT BOOKS

All Sizes and Descriptions.

Our Peerless Make
Unsurpassed.

LOOSE LEAF

LEDGERS, BINDERS and SHEETS.

I-P PRICE

and
MEMO BOORS

For Every Business and Profession.

BROWN BROS.

Note our New Address

Simcoe, Pearl and Adelaide Sts.,
TORONTO

" TDEAL|

IS PARAMOUNT

1f the Water Motor of the Ideas Washer
was its only feature, it would still be the
' best one that could be bought.

==
f“““‘llle \&//
T ‘

/

But it is only one of many and the com-
bination makes the Ideal unique among
washing machines,

Thereis a dpatented feature that prevents
warpin, another that gives rigidity,
strengt and durability.

Investigate this washer at your dealer's
or send to us for information.

CUMMER-DOWSWELL Limited
Hamilton, Ontario 204

THE EASIEST WAY
IS THE SAFEST WAY

Your jams and preserves will keep
indefinitely if they are sealed with

Parowax

It's much easier than tying the
tops of your jars with string—
and it's a good deal safer, too.

Put up in handy one-pound cartons
of four cakes each—at your grocers:

THE IMPERIAL OIL CO., Limited

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver
Calgary
Regina

Edmonton
Saskatoon

Ottawa
Halifax

Quebec
St. John
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CHILDREN TEETHING

BABY IS VERY COMFORTABLE AND
LAUGHS DURING THE TEETHING
PERIOD. THANKS TO

MRS.WINSLOW'’S
SOOTHING SYRUP

~

A Condensed
Billing
Underwood
TYPGWriter

f”lll often save
s cost in a
€W months.

United
Ypewriter
Ompany, ...

hh g Canadian Cities
Head Office:
Oronto.

B

A TOILET TREASURE

P i e i

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

N the Bath it is cooling
and reviving ; on the
Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use it is

delightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

<l Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute !
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FI
Clark’s Pork and Beans

The value of BEANS as a strength producing food
needs no demonstration. Their preparation in appe-
tising form is however a matter entailing considerable
labor in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK'’S PORK and BEANS save you the time
and the trouble. They are prepared only from the
finest beans combined with delicate sauces made from
the purest ingredients in a factory equipped with the
most modern appliances.

They Are Cooked Ready. Simply Warm Up The
Can Before Opening.

W. CLARK, Limited - - Montreal

E—————

Safety—Comfort
—Durability—Good
Appearance.

Note the

Asbestoslate Roof

It combines all those good qualities and, furthermore, is remarkably easy to put on. Asbestoslate Shingles are
cement and asbestos, permanently combined into a tile which hardens and improves with age.

Pul::lic buildinf‘s, all over Canada, have been roofed with Asbestoslate. Montreal West, the garden suburb of
Canada’s metropolis, is almost entirely roofed with Asbestoslate—in every case the roof has given that entire satis-
faction which should lead you to use it for your own building.

. These fire-proof, weather-proof shingles may be had in Scotch Grey, Indian Red or Blue Black to suit the build-
ing and surroundings. Ifyou are in the market for roofing send at once for further information—our booklet, ‘ The
Town of Asbestoslate” gives full particulars and illustrates the class of building owned by the man who endorses the
Asbestoslate roof. Write for it to Dept. C. M.

ASBESTOS MANUFACTURING CO., LIMITED

Address: E, T. BANK BUILDING, 263 ST. JAMES STREET, MONTREAL.
Factory at Lachine, P. Q.
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Try this
recipe

: Strawberry Supreme
.Soak % envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine in %4
_ cup cold water 5 minutes and dissolve over hot
~ water. "Add dissolved gelatinetd | pint cream
and % cup sugar and stir in beaten white of egg.
When cold add 1 cup pineapple and strawberries
which have beén chopped in small pieces; also
the | cup chopped nuts. Serve ice cold, decora-
 ting with whole strawbérries that have beenrolled

< For a Picnic e SR
F With Our Caille “You will have success with your
ar across the lake is an ideal outing spot wh ; P il : i
1re have often longed to picnicfmllnx%he pa‘:t the (8 Desserts © Jellies  Puddings
l:);lg, I;xresome row always discouraged us. But B 7 T : e 3
% Dad hasa ; : . Salads Mayonnaise
(Gille Portable Boat Molor & Ice Creams Sherbets Candies
Rowing is no longer a bugbear. Distance makes ; A Yoo y if‘yo,‘] usé.’ .

no difference. We take our row boat,
attach our motor by simply turning two

> thumb screws, give the flywheel half a
5 turn and we're off at the rate of 7to 9
miles an hour or we can run glow enough to troll.

Qur motor weighs 55 1bs. Itsteers with a rudder

! llkealaunch. Is adjustable to any angle or depth

! of stern. Develops 2 H.P. Runs in salt or fresh
water; furnished with battery ignition or reversi-

ble magneto. Send for catalog. Dealers wanted.

{  For Larger Launches 4
| we build motors from 2 to 30 I P. If interested % . 5
/! ask for our special Marine Motor Blue Book. ¢

THE CAILLE PERFECTION MOTOR 0O.

World's Largest Builders of Two Cycle Marine Motors

' 1436 Caille Street

It is the Granulated Gelatine
that your mother used and her’
mother used.. : ;

KNOX SPARKLING GELATINE is put.up in
0 U N I I H E two packages-the PLAIN: SPARKLING No. 1

is a Yellow package, and ithe ‘SPARKLING

ACIDULATED No.3 is a Blue package. The
LEAS U R ES contents of both packages are alike and make
the same guantity—T WO QUARTS of jelly—

except the ACIDULATED package contains an.

th : 4 :

a?;cg?:vw't." the ownership of a canoe. Glorious extra envelope of LEMON FLAVOR-a great

strength enings on the water, gaining health and convenience to the housewife=saving the cost
with every dip of the paddle—the days with e { 99 -~

Your o .
canoe will be ones you will always remember.

PETERBOROUGH ) Only one thing to do

Send your grocer’s name If you want a

CA N 0 E s and we will send you Pint Sample
are th, i FREE ourillus- of KNOX
light € aristocrats of the canoe world. They are trated recipe v GELATINE,
Safet' Yet strong, and designed for speed as well as baok, j 0 e

Tt Dainty 2-cent
the dzf:’ll: look for the Peterborough Trade Mark on quser‘ts i
you're by",“ will be sure of the quality of the canoe for Dainty yl Ott“ ¢

etter

uying. People.”’

. Write for Catalogue.
ETERBOROUGH CANOE CO., Limited
280 Water Street

" Peterborough, Ont.

499 Knox Ave., Johnstown, N.Y.
Branch Factory: Montreal, Can.

chans| CHARLES B, KNOX CO.

Yellow
Package
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A COOL KITCHEN

A cool kitchen on ironing day 1s
possible with a

New Perfection

WICK BLUE FLAME

Qil Cook-stove

The heat is centred where it will do the most good.

No waste, no smoke, no smell. Burns kerosene—clean,
inexpensive.

The New Perfection broils, bakes, roasts and toasts.
Better cooking at less cost.

ALL HARDWARE AND GENERAL STORES.

THE IMPERIAL OIL CO., Limited

TORONTO WINNIPEG
OTTAWA , CALGARY
HALIFAX SRS REGINA
MONTREAL I\ 2y VANCOUVER
QUEBEC i EDMONTON
ST. JOHN SASKATOON
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Reason Why
You Should
Drink

Because
You Will

CHASE &
SANBORN

MONTREAL
148

Your Hair Thrive

First, learn how to wash it, and what to wash
it with.  PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO is made
from Palm and Olive oils. These are used by

scalp specialists everywhere in treating hair
that is in bad condition. Their combination,
in PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO, keeps the hair
soft, tractable and glossy. It cleanses
thoroughly, without robbing the scalp of the
natural oil necessary to its health. Price 50
cents a bottle.

Palmolive
Shampoo

. Combines, in most scientific form,
Pa]mOllve soap palm and olive oils, the great
natural beautifiers. Cleanses the skin thoroughly, with=
out irritation or roughening. Price 15 cents a cake.

S Protects the skin from the rav-
PalmOllve Cream ages of wind and dust. A nec-
essary addition to every woman's G
toilet. Price 50 cents. :

THREEFOLD SAMPLE OFFER—Liberal
Cake of Palmolive, bottle of Sham-
poo and tube of Cream, packed in
neat sample package, all mailed on
receipt of five two-cent stamps.

B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Ltd.
155-157 George St., Toronto, Ont.
American Address:

B.J: {zhnson Soap Co., Inc.
ilwaukee, is.

jL=rs
ePAI.MOLIVE

(350)
‘SHAMPOO |
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The Ross .22 is a Bull’s-Eye Tickler

Boys and men who want a .22 calibre rifle which is safe,
# speedy and accurate should buy the new Ross Cadet Rifle.
The barrel has the same care bestowed on it as the other
Ross Military Models, which are famous the world over, and
the sights are of a novel adjustable peep and globe style,

quite equal to many sold at from $5.00 to $10.00.

This Rifle is a great one for camp and
trail, and good enough for any man or
boy unless very large game is being hunted.

The price is only $12.00. If your dealer cannot show
one, write direct for illustrated catalogue—sent free.

Ross Rifle Co. < “ - 5 Quebec

Oteofes

PILSENER LAGER

i

Mozart, one of the greatest composers that the musical
world has ever known, literally starved to death when
only thirty-five years old.

And this incomparable genius was lost for want of
proper food.

Brain power, as well as physical energy, depends much
on the way the body is nourished.

The man who works with his head as well as with
his hands finds renewed health and vigor in

O’KEEFE’S “PILSENER” LAGER

Rich in food value, refreshing and mildly stimulating, it 1s an

ideal food tonic and strength-builder. i
™EC Kecre Brewts®”
TORONTO

If your dealer will not supply you, 'phone us Main 4202, and
we will see that you are supplied at once.

O’KEEFE BREWERY CO “™TE?. TORONTO
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“

|07 ROGERS BROS,

Drine
L

\ that Wears”

HE bestargument for
silverware is tosay that
it has proved its worth
through service. 1847
RoOGERS Bros.“Silver Plat
that Wears” is sold '
with an unquali-
fied guarantee
made possible by
an actual test of
over 65 years.

The Old Colony pat-

tern shown here is a
Colonial design of
true simplicity, re-
Slecting the dignity of
the older craftsman-
ship awith the

beauty of today.

Sold by
leading
dealers.
S | Send for
ummer Temperature in Chpslogrie.
Zero Weather
3;_25: is what happens when you have a Pease
that wce in your home. This'is an actual fact
tibers ?SPproved over and over again by the
Borie g e}«?se Furnaces during the winter just
‘ record,y' when we had the coldest February on
The Pease F i
e urnace not only gives more
e's‘;ﬂclt(:\a;hrou hout the whole house, but burns The World's
and 1s far less trouble to handle. & Largest Makers
Pays for itself by the Coal it saves.” : Vo and"Piat.
OUNDRY COMPANY. | W
ON :
S . TO, ONT. | MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO.,
l nches: Hamilton, Winnipeg, Vancouver . HAMILTLimited %
‘ Works : Brampton, Ont. o Mmag)l;l', ((:)OI;IN":[‘ARI
1234 . NEW YORE CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO

T
G
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This Self-Heating Iron

on Ten Days Trial Free

After you have once tried this self-heating iron you will have
no further use for any of the old style sad irons. It is the
nearest approach to the electric iron, without electricity, that
has yet been invented. It is safe to handle under all circum-
stances. Indestructible to ordinary wear. It costs only a frac-
tion of a cent an hour to do the heaviest ironing perfectly and
quickly. Itiscomplete initself. There are no parts to assemble.
It may be readily put in order for work at any time.

Send us your address and we will give you the name of the
Hardware Dealer in your Town who will explain the features
of the ‘““Ideal’ Self-Heating Sad Iron; show you how to get
the best use out of it, and let you have one on ten days trial
free. That is the bargain. You take the iron for ten days
and if at the end of that time you are not satisfied you may
return it and there will be no charge made whatsoever.

Let us send you descriptive circulars. Drop a post card to:—

Taylor - Forbes Company, Limited

Guelph, Ontario
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A Crass DISTINCTION

of%%ung Raymond had been busy all
i e afternoon with his little pail
b shovel on the beach. Bedtime
m(ille and wearily he stood while his
- ler undressed him. Then prayers
ere next in order and by that time
e“W?s almost in the land of nod.
v ‘Now, be a good boy, dear, and say
go:)l(li prayers. Thank God for His
35 ness to you.”” His head had fall-
T on her shoulder. “‘Raymond,’’
foe said, sternly, as she shook him,
ﬂi')aoli{cannot go to bed until you have
givin ed God for His blessings, for
andng you a nice comfortable home
motha lovely beach to play on, and a
e lfr to love you. Think of the
iy er of little boys to-night who are
- gry and without a home and no
ice elotlﬁas to wear, and—"’
ere Raymond’s interest became
rol‘l‘sﬁi sufficiently to protest sleepily:
i other, I think them’s the fellers
ort to do th’ prayin’.’”’

3
%

A PARABLE

O :
mI;;e upon a time there was a young
ol who had urgent literary aspira-
ey but nothing to say. In his
askegml"cy he went to the Sage and
s Il}lgn what to do about it.
; e ‘
thEP Sage?’ my son, write,”’ advised
Vicehe young man followed this ad-
Toorad He wrote diligently, and, lo!
e nrltmg became very popular and
land_ame was famous throughout the
“HOW do in i
e you explain it?’’ asked a
cn‘t‘let of the Sage one day.
R 18 very simple,’’ replied the
v As the young man had no
. ,fthere was nothing to distract
i ;‘Om a striet attention to liter-
e style, which he developed to a
ing Otf pﬁrfeetion.
... but what is literary styl th
5 ; y style wor
l:c‘h}g‘lt ideas?”’ queried the eritic.
e Veflythm_g to the populace ; noth-
Sageo tMe philosopher,’’ declared the
P oral: Vox populi vox populi

The Secret of Beauty

FREE

A Masterpiece in Color
by C. Allen Gilbert the well known artist

We will be glad to send to all users of Gourard’s
Oriental Cream a copy of Mr. Gilbert's beauti-
ful painting, entitled “The Secret of Beauty,” in pane
form, 11 x 22 inches. Itisa splendid reproduction,
on highly coated paper, of one of the girl’s figures
Mr. Gilbert is noted for, and is not marred by any
printed matter which would prevent framing. Sen

10c. in stamps to cover wrapping and postage. We
are confident you will be highly pleased with the pic-
ture and calendar and find it a valued addition to

your library or den.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SONS, Props.

37 Great Jones Street - New York

Friends Come in

to spend the evening and someone sug-
gests a game of “bridge” or “five hun-
dred,” you realize the value of a

PEERLESS Folding Table

which can be set up in a moment. When
not in use it may be put away, under the

sofa or behind the door. It weighs but 12
Ibs., and will support bhalf a ton (by actual
test). Handy for fancywork, lawn or ver-
andah luncheons and card parties.

Write for illustrated catalogue No. 2 with prices.
We will send it FREE. indly menuon the name
of your Fumiture dealer.

HOURD & CO., LIMITED
Sole Licencees and Manufacturers

LONDON, ONTARIO
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ILLLL TN

Department

Subscribers to the Canadian Magazine

who are contemplating a trip for busi-

ness or pleasure, either at home or
abroad, are invited to write us for free

information concerning routes, hotels, etc.

Suggestions for travel can be found in
the following pages, and should further
information be desired it can be ob-

tained by addressing

The Canadian Magazine
Travel Bureau

200-206 Adelaide Street W.
TORONTO CANADA
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Y
Xp out

earfhs fop crust af the

rand Canyon
of’ Arizona
You ride along the brink of a mile-deep abyss.

You breathe thin air and pure, with scent of pines
and cedars. You descend a safe trail into earth’s
depths. And camp, at night, far down below, shut
in by stupendous walls that shut out the world.

Many glorious camping trips can be
taken at the Grand Canyon of Arizona.
All are under management of Fred Har-
vey; you are assured every comfort con-
sistent with ¢ roughing it de luxe.”

One outing requires a three days’ stay
down in the titan of chasms. Another
leads across the Painted Desert to the
mesa home of the Hopi Indians. Still
another is to the underground home of
the Supai Indians, in Cataract Canyon.
Or camp in the pines along the rim be-
yond Grand View. A more strenuous
jaunt is across the Canyon to the wild
game wilderness of Kaibab Plateau.

And always you are confronted by that
most marvelous of Nature’s marvels, the
Grand Canyon of Arizona.

To say that it is a mile deep, miles
wide, hundreds of miles long, and painted
like a sunset, only begins to tell the
story. For the rest, go and see for
yourself.

Fortunately, the way there is easy, as
a side trip from Santa Fe transconti-

nental trains. Round-trip fare, Williams,

Arizona, to Grand Canyon, is only $7.50.
£l Tovar Hotel, managed by Fred Har-
vey, provides highest-class entertain-
ment. At Bright Angel Camp the
charges are less.

You can glimpse the scene in two
days. Stay three days or a week, and
see more of it.

A word regarding the Santa Fe’s
through California trains:

The California Limited is the king of
the limiteds—all-steel Pullmans—daily
the year ’round ——between Chicago, Kan-
sas City, Los Angeles, San Diego and
San Francisco — exclusively for first-
clags travel —has a sleeper for Grand
Canyon.

Three other daily traing —all classes
of tickets honored — they carry standard
and tourist sleepers and chaiy, cars.

The Santa Fe meal service is managed
by Fred Harvey.

On request, will send you our two
{llustrated travel books, Titan of
Chasms — Grand Canyon o Y o e
California Over the Santa Fe Trail,”

W. J. Black, Passenger Traffic Manager, A. T. &S. F. Ry. System
1081 Railway Exchange, Chicago
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TAKE THE

| ‘ R Water Way

TO

Wmmpeg

(Great Lakes Route)
SARNIA, PORT ARTHUR, DULUTH
All the principal ceatresin MANITOBA, SASKATCHEWAN and ALBERTA are served by the

Canadian Northern Railway

Convenient night trains with electric lighted sleeping cars from Port Arthur and Duluth to
Winnipeg.

Day train with parlor car from Duluth serves the Dawson Trail through the
Quetico Forest Reserve and Rainy Lake District.

For literature and information apply to General Passenger Depts.

68 King Street E., 225 St. James Street, Union Station
TORONTQ, Ont. MONTREAL, Que. . WINNIPEG, Man.
CE

Remed

Satisfaction (rar e
“ﬂsx}loneu Refunae ;
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A Thoroughly Universal Vacation Territory

HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO

INCLUDING

Muskoka Lakes, Lake of Bays, Algonquin Provincial Park,
Timagami, Georgian Bay, Etc.

A Vista in Muskoka Lake District

Spend Your Summer Holidays in One of
these Delightful Territories . :

REACHED IN PALATIAL TRAINS OVER THE

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

Ideal Canoe Trips
" Good Hotel Accommodation

15 1p, Ssimon
Trout Caught in o .« 1 e
Lake of Bays Splendid Fishing

Fi g
aliﬁ summer playgrounds in America. The lover of outdoors will find here in
o ance all things which make roughing it desirable. Select the locality that will
illusty. you the greatest amount of enjoyment and send for free folders, beautxfglly
eas ated, describing these out-of-the-ordinary-resorts. All this recreation paradise.
Y of access. Address C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto; J. Quinlan, Bona-

Ve :
Dture Station, Montreal or any Agent of the Company.

H.G. ELLIOTT,

G.T. BELL,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
MONTREAL. MONTREAL.
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Warm Days

Cool Nights

OCEAN

Boating
Bathing
Yachting
Fishing
Tennis
Golf

Nova Scotia

New Brunswick

Prince Edward
Island

Quebec

Atre described in a beautifully

LAKE

illustrated book of 300 pages

RIVER

Every
Summer

Enjoyment

—

STREAM

BY Atk ko

“SUMMER PROVINCES

|

Send 15c. in stamps jfor a copy to,
General Passenger Agent,

Canadian Government Railways,

Moncton, New Brunswick.
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EUROPE

Five Series of Tou
are varied
fully inclus;
to length
terranean.
ours, and

rs, covering all Europe. The routes
fmd attractive, providing leisurely travel at
1ve fares, best leadership, and wide choice as
nd cos.t. Spring departures are via the Medi-
Spe-mal features, Midnight Sun and Russia
i Esprmg and Summer Oriental Tours. The

ase and Convenience in Pleasure Travel.

ROUND THE WORLD

our,
East: de Luxe leave Westbound, Sept. 29, Oct. 20;
ound, Oct. 17, Dec. 9, Jan, 9. :

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

Providing ‘
dividua f:r:]:::::]%ed.. ur;accomPanfed travel for in- Trip de Luxe to the most wonderful, interesting
ica, Rour, private parties in Europe, Amer- and beautiful lands on earth. Europe, Medi-

d .
Buides, of the World, Ete. Tickets, hotels, sightseeing,
» €LC,, arranged for in advance.

Send for Program desired

Our com i

5 plete chain of 160 Offi

In all parts of the world furni e
h

Unequalled facilities ;or t:::;fe;'.

T

wHO8. cook & son

MOMREArTraders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.
—530 St. Catherine Street West

NEW vo
RK (4
O offices) BOSTON, PHILA
CAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANG AL EE

ook’ v
L T"‘W’er s Cheques Are Good All Overthe World.

terranean, Egypt, India, Java, China, Japan, Phil-
ippines, Hawaii, etc. Independent Trips,
First Class Throughout. Start any time,
any place, either direction. Tickets good two years.
TRAVELERS® CHECKS GOOD ALL OVER THE WORLD
Write for Booklet “‘M"*

OELRICHS & CO., Gen’l Agts., § BROADWAY, NEW YORK
H. Claussenips & Co., Chicago - Centra| National Bank, St. Louis
- Alloway & Champion, Winnipeg

Robert Capelle, San Francisco NORTH
GERMAN

¢“The Coast Line to Mackinac”

2O “Mackinac Island Is Calling You’

A%%
of ?}f;en;};fhwmers of Lake Michigan meet Lake Huron, lies this historic summer resort
ful scene }Cloungry. It was never so _bpaunful as now. The cop! breezes, the beauti-
golfing al.;ly& the primeval woods, and smiling waters, with rowing, sailing, fishing, bathing,
irst glag s}tght-seemg, furnish endless amusement for every minute of your stay.
Tecreaty § hotel accommodations and boarding houses at reasonable rates. For
on and rest, Mackinac Island is the ideal spot.

SIX TRIPS WEEKLY

fro .
om Detroit to Mackinac Island. Special Steamer, two trips weekly from Cleveland §

€ct t $ s iy s
his i 5 ;Mackmac Island, making no stops enroute exceptat Detroit every trip.
Sleeping capr;m.“l‘“ steamer for particular people. No extra fare charged, and sale of tickets limited to
Coast Jjpa ety of steamer. Direct connections at Detroit with
v ine Steamers,

our Raj v
D. ¢, l;]l::.d Tickets are available for transportation on
Cleveland, ¢ teamers between Detroit and Buffalo or Detroit and
ing I’Outeg' cither direction. Information regard-
illustrateq p:l;ip;‘fs f:rnished on request. For
inclygj et and G ;

Cludmg two cent stamp ‘oreat T mag rc

Detroit & Cleveland Navigation Co.

40 Wayne Street,
DETROIT. MICHIGAN
H. MCcMILLAN, Pres.

b

PHy
i LIP

SA rvp gre
s LSE%:;IA‘N T'Z, Vice-Pres. and Gen’l Mgr.
gk 18, Gen’l Pass. Agent,
. & (.
N 3 - Steamers i
W Third Avenue Wha(rl-;rlget:;z cialiing
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds
can be carried. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issue

by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguard
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readily accepted on Steamships
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 ~.  Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, ... Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

i

m———

Catering to Canadians

The names of Canadians visiting this hotel are immediately communicated
to the general manager, who personally arranges for their comfort and
accommodation. The ‘“Old Country” atmosphere of hospitality is combin-
ed with the most modern American hotel conveniences. At the

Hotel Martinique

Broadway and 32nd Street

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, NEW YORK WALTER $. GILSON,

resident. ice-President.

WALTER CHﬁNDLER, Jels

anager.

you can secure a pleasant room and bath for $2.50 per day. Our $1.50 table d’hote
dinner, served in the Louis XV room, is regarded as the best in the country, and is accom-
panied by the music ot a full orchestra with vocal quartettes by singers from the Metro-
politan Opera House. f

For literature and reservations address our Canadian advertising agents
4
Sells Limited,

Shaughnessy Building, - Montreal

—
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Allan Line S hip Co., Ltd

an Line Steamship Go., Ltd.
L_Quebec Montreal Montreal Montreal Boston Philadelphia
iverpool Liverpool Havre-London Glasgow Glasgow Glasgow

New Steamships ‘‘ALSATIAN" and “CALGARIAN"

Quadruple Screws, 18,000 Tons. Turbine Engines.

LARGEST and FINEST STEAMERS CANADIAN ROUTE

TO EUROPE IN 1914

ships par excellence provides

on these “passenger”

A NEW EXPERIENCE IN OCEAN TRAVEL

-

(60 ft. x 70 ft.); Smoking Rooms,

The :
magnificent accommodation includes Dining Saloon
Gymnasium;

Library ; Card Room ; Grill Room ; Lounge (18 ft. high in centre);
Passenger Elevators ; Telephone System

including bedroom, sitting rooms,

S
Ieeping Apartments comprise staterooms en suite,
f ONE BERTH ROOMS.

private toilet and bathroom—also a large number 0
Orchestra of Skilled Musicians Carried.

For further information, reservations, tickels, elc., apply LOCAL AGENTS or

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St., MONTREAL 675 St. Catharine St. W.
W. R. ALLAN,

General Western Agent
364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.

s THE ALLAN LINE
320 4 ing St. West, Toronto, Ont.
omer Street, Vancouver, B. C.

9----.’.’.’0-

R ]

o
o
o
o
o
o
|
|
g
o
|
|
|
o
o
o
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o
o
o
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o
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NADLZ )
%RTHE

Canadian Northern Steamships,

LIMIT
R.M.S. ROYAL EDWARD R.M.S. ROYAL GEORGE
Montreal — Quebec — Bristol
SET A NEW STANDARD IN ACCOMMODATION
Cabines de Luxe With Private Baths

(See exact reproduction above)

For reservations, literature and information apply to offices of the Company

Toronto, Ont.; Montreal, Que ; Winnipeg, Man.

LONG DISTANCE TELEPHONE. FIFTEENTH SEASON

STOP AT THE

HOTEL PONCE D:LEON

and Annex when at

ATLANTIC CITY

Virginia Avenue and the Beach

The Hotel Ponce De Leon is newly furnished throughout with rare
taste, and possesses all modern requisites f r convenience and com-
fort of guests.

Hot and cold sea water baths. European and Americaﬁ Plan.

A BOOKLET will be gladly furnished on application.

Rates, running from $12.50 to $30 per week, according to location of the rooms.
Official Hotel American Motor League and the International Automobile League.

Garage Capacity, 200 Machines.

N. H. WAGNER, Proprietor. ALFRED B. GRINDROD, Manager-

A A A A U5
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Monoir it Ky

pOinf-&-Pa'c, Mmy B«y. PQ.
4

Orntario Divisroi
.

L
thal

A

indcha!.ming summer cruise through a land of
escribable beauty. A trip that embodies a

sc : ;
.core of picturesque features of world-wide
Interest,

HAT. mighty cataract, Niagara Falls—Toronto
139 :nd its beautiful ravines—Thousand Islands, the
e R 3%0t of the North—the thrilling passage down
v all)_‘ s of the St. Lawrence—Montreal, the
Capi(: l; of Canada—Quebec, the ancient wall-
*ummzr al—Murray Bay, Canada’s most exclusive
g resort— Tadousac, the first French settle-
Mt—the Saguenay River Canyon, with its lofty

i % beautiful bays and quaint French villages ~
CapesT ini . . il
& i rinity and Eternity, those high masses o &\ RTRILT
Id rock towering 1800 feet from the AN e
s o WE e
o %@hﬁbg"ﬂ- I

A e :
Venitable fairyland of startling beauty and grandeur.

For particulars apply any ticket ofice or tourist agency, or send
6 cents postage for illustrated guide. Address

PASSENGER DEPARTMENT

Canada Steamship Lines, Limited

9 Victoria Square - Montreal
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“Juhan Sale”

The Name Behind the Goods is Your Guarantee for the Quality.

4

‘Wardrobe Truks

Travellers who appreciate comfort, convenience and capacity in their
baggage needs, are loudest in their praise of the ‘‘ Julian Sale ” line of
Wardrobe Trunks—the most modernly appointed—best finished—
strongest and perfectly fitted trunks on the market today. The illus-
tration represents the

Steamer Wardrobe Trunk

and to the person contemplating a sea voyage it certainly will prove itself the best
of travelling companions—its capacity seems next to incredible when you know just
what can be conveniently and carefully packed away in ity .

A full description of the fittings and appointments in a specially prepared booklet.
Write jfor it.

$45.00 and $60.00
The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Limited

105 King Street West - Toronto

/
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

ATLANTIC FLEET PACIFIC FLEET

;rih%e contemplating a trip of any A
culars and literature from any C.P. R. Ticket Agent, or write

M. G. MURPHY DISTRICT PASSENGER AGENT TORONTO

HOTEL SYSTEM
FAST TRAINS FROM COAST TO COAST

ARE AT YOUR SERVICE

The Canadian Pacific offers to the travelling Public,
service and equipment second to none. They build,
own and operate their Compartment Observation
Cars, Standard Sleepers, Dining Cars, Coaches and
Motive Power.

The Canadian Pacific own and operate a line of

Palatial hotels along the Railway from the Atlantic
to the Pacific, thus affording their patrons every
Possible comfort.

' The Canadian Pacific can ticket you Around the

World, and enable you to travel over two-thirds of
tkkllc World's journey on their own trains and steam-
Ships.

nature may obtain full par-

.
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HOTEL BELLEVUE - oresoeh

Unique position, world renowned, very select.

All modern and sanitary comfort. Apartments and single bedrcoms with
private baths and toilet attached. The favorite home of English and
American society. Auto garage, separately locked boxes.

Tariff and booklet can be obtained from
CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL DEPARTMENT - TORONTO

= InOur New Patent
Fasy-Openine-Box
1O Cents

The best polishes in
the lmm;:ect box. T

Black, Tan
and White

THE F.F.DALLEY CoO.

LTD.
Buffalo, 'N. Ve
Hamilton,Ont,

SIIIIE POLISHES

SRS SRS 2 et

“SAFETY FIRST”

is the “Golden Rule” nowadays, which is why you

should deal with the grocer who wraps his goods in

Eddy’s Antiseptic
Paper Bags

Eddy’s Bags combine great strength with their

sanitary qualities, they will not burst at an in-

convenient moment and scatter their contents.
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ROADTO HEALTH

Are yourun down? Has disease sapped your
vitality? Throw off this worn-out feeling and
regain robust health by use of Oxydonor.

THIRTEEN YEARS’ USE
« Having had an Oxydonor in my house for thirteen
years, 1 prize it more highly than ever. Ithas cured me
and my family of Rheumatism, Lumbago, Salt Rheum,
Neuralgia, Sick Headaches, Bronchitis and Womb
Trouble; also cured Colds, Sore Throat, La Grippe,
Preumonia and Fevers, I would not be without Oxy-
donor in my house for one day.”

Mrs. A. E. Edgecombe, 131 Gore Vale Ave.,
Dec. 16, 1913. Toronto, Ont.

Thousands of such letters have been 1eceived by
Dr. Sanche.

Beware of fraudulent imitations.
The genuine is plainly stamped with
the name of the originator and inven-
tor, Dr. H. Sanche.

— ; i E || WRITE TO-DAY for FREE BOOK on HEALTH.

“gih‘l:]l]nt a shave, but I've had three or four whiskies. } Dr. H. Sanche & Co. )

““Oh at mgke any difference ? b | Dept. 11

no. I've had six or seven myself.” 364 St. Catherine St. W., ﬂ
Montreal, Canada

—_— 489 Fifth Ave., New York

_ OxE oN Georee IIL e Oﬁ

i It is said that not long before the '
oundness of the king’s mind finally

ﬁave way a certain high appointment
ad to be filled, and ministers had re-

g&atedly—thoggh in vain—endeav-
tul‘ed to obtain his Majesty’s signa-
. re. One morning, however, Taylor
gain urged upon him the importance

MARK YOUR LINEN WITH CASH’S
WOVEN NAME-TAPES

Your full name in fast color thread can be woven into fine white

Of settli ‘¢ B .
to th hng the mapter' Oh7 give 1t cambric tape. $2.00 for 12 dozen., $1.25 for 6 doz., 85c tor 3
€ D—ly ”” gaid the klng His doz. These markings more than save their cost by preventing
¢ laundry losses. Required b schools and college. They make

Se
cretary paused a moment, and then ainty, individual gift. Orders filled in a we®k through
your dealer, or write for samples and order blanks, direct to

remarked i
», very quietly: J.& J. CASH, Ltd, 301 St. James St., Montreal, Can.

(3
And would j i ')V’
1 your Majesty desire
g:at the appointment be drawn up y oven
. the usual manner—to our right ” W
usty and well-beloved cousin?’’ ‘ ‘ v

he current of his thoughts being

th ; ‘
. ;;s b‘curned to comedy, the king, who U IT (T
ehangydnohl.neans deficient in humour, To bacco E
€ 18 L =
mOO(\i,‘ Taylor Pap ers. E For your wife’s sake—for your friend’s sake— =]
A # fo i i SR S 8
> S n 'wa, ut don’t punish yourself in -
) acererellkmown poet and benedict is B LR Saetan S i £
i edlted with E o -oblem =
1 a good bon-mot. A vour own judgement. Address, =
ady the other 4 S fo £ [HE DEWEY CO., Dept. 23, St. Louis, Mo. =
T s SIth to him: | Emnmmnn}unmumnmmnunummnmmmmnnmmmmmmmnmlﬁ
YOUF wife for the hrg e JUSt 2o | WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
marriag %‘ the first time since your HY ““l“"E EYE HE“ED
e. ut I had supposed that
She wag PR
a tall No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
8 Orter th 8 WONLGR She Se?,nls TryitforReg,Weak,WateryEyesandGran-
ity an when I last saw her. alaced Byelids, Illusirated Bookin each Pack-
Certainly,” replied the poet, sol st Mt T Sompoiater B Crnei
eI'lllly “Sh’ p - ROy S ?‘(l’xy:icia,xf:%mgtlc%ggn—na‘;xyuysga.xs. Now dedi-
A e has married and set- cated to the public and sold by Drugglsts at e
and 50c Per Bottle. Murine Kye Salvein Aseptic
and 60c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago

%
led down, you know.’’—Ewxchange. Tubes, %¢
k e ——— T
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The Battle CryIs On!

All over the country the people are of one voice in the fight for
“Safety First.”’

More than two years ago we were telling motorists that Safety
was the First Consideration in buying tires. 'We knew then, as
we know now, that Dunlop Traction Tread is the one
tire that ensures Safety in automobiling.

Dunlop Traction Tread having settled the point of the
motorists’ Safety, the battle cry is now tending to the Safety of
“the man on the street.” Dunlop Traction Tread while
protecting the motonist in his car also protects the pedestrian,
even if he is negligent in his own regard, because perfect control
of the car means perfect control of the situation. The Master
Tire is always master of events.
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$1250
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$1425—With eleciric starter and generalor.

Prices f. o. b., Hamillon, Ont.

Costs 30/> Less

HE 1914 Overland is a

large, magnificent, five
s passenger family tour-
m§t car—having a powerful
ando;, a lo_ng wheel base
& L arge tires. It is built
ki and without stress or
Workn the harde:st kind of
Chass" _Mechamcally, the
oundls' is as sound as that
n in the most expensive
OVerlln the_ world. This new
ishedand is beautifully fin-
i absolutely durable,
ey ually comfortable, and
\evees completely equipped
=i n with a full set of the
i up - to - date electric
!gil,ts.

et, it costs 309 le

any glhero:imilar car {;ad: oy

e Overland is a re-
gloat;kable economical car on

gasoline, oil and tires.

This is due to its perfect
mechanical balance. It
never wastes a drop of gas-
oline or oil.

Yet, it costs 307 less than
any other similar car made.

Check up its specifica-
tions, the length of its wheel
base, the size of its tires,
the horsepower of its motor,
the completeness of its fine
equipment, its roomy ton-
neau; in fact, check every
detail, part and piece with
corresponding specifications
of any other car in its price
class. Then compare the
costs and you find-—

That the Overland costs you
309 less than any other similar
car made.

The motoring season was
never better, Roads are

opening up in every direc-
tion. Nature, herself, is
beckoning you out in the
open. All out of doors is
coaxing and teasing you to
get a car.

But !

Buy with discretion; ex-
amine carefully this the
sturdiest of cars and you
will find it, without question
or doubt, the most inexpen-
sive car to buy, and the
most economical car to
operate.

Remember it is 309, under
the market.

Your order placed now
means a prompt delivery.
Do not delay another day.

Literature on request.
Please address Dept. 4.

The Willys-Overland of Canada, Limited.

Distri
istributors of the famous Garford, and Willys-

Hamilton, Ont.

Full information on request.

Utility Trucks and Owerland Delivery Wagons.
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THE UNIVERSAL (_\R

Two hundred fifty thousand
Fords won’'t supply this
year’s demand. One hun-
dred eighty-five thousand—
and more—didn’t last year.
More than four hundred
thousand now in world-wide
service. Play it safe—and
buy your Ford today.

Six hundred dollars is the price of the Ford
runabout ; the touring car is six fifty; the town
car nine hundred—f.0.b. Ford, Ont , complete
with equipment. Get catalog and particulars
from any branch—or from

FORD MOTOR CO., LTD.
FORD, ONT., CANADA

YOUR
r_A:—(AEI(')W;.'BOEMEER Subscription Agents Wanted

3 how to make your own Beer either Men or Women
“AMBREW” and save money.
o and easy—a few minutes does
No experxanca, no apparatus,

daChia can ot to take Subscriptions for the Canadian

Magazine. Easy, pleasant and profitable
LAss work. Try this out in your town and if you

Anyone can now have in their own home & cooling i i i
g Sy R e i g | whm““ e are successfull we will give you exclusive
want it. Strictly legitimate—Dry or Wet—malkes no 5 . s
difference. Kesp & sapply on HRaY nnd 8ave money. territory. Good openings for the right people.
sed already in thousands of he
gtartthz discovery has excited every!
aves Drewers enormous expenses and /i 2 .
fita._ Costa nothing to investigate. § | Write now for Particulars.
one cent and save hund:

sample oronosttions. sont FRER 1o (W CANADIAN MAGAZINE

anyone sending name and addrm. -
THE AMBREW CO. .
DEP'T253  CINCINNATI. 0, s

- Toronto.
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Read what
this Mother

says :

just seven wee

wasting away,

1 have recommended it

95

«1 am the mother of eleven children,
and have brought them all up on
Robinson’s ‘‘Patent” Barley, since they
were a fortnight old; they were all
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
ks old, and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very
delicate baby which was gradually
and she tried several
kinds of food, and when I saw her I
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barley,
and it is almost wonderful how the

child has improved since taking it.
to several

ROBINSON’S people, as I think it is a splendid food
for babies, and I advise every mother
p her baby by hand

that has to bring u

PAT E N T B A to use Robinson’s
it is unequalled.”

ees the creit o the bl e A, . Gt
of this family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hill, S.E.,

MAGo
R SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL

‘Patent’ Barley, as

London, England

Cosgrave’s Famous

XXX PORTER

Physicians recom-
mend it as a tonic
and builder of good
rich blood.

For convalescents
gwy and  nursing
Y mothers it is
the ideal liquid food.

THE
COSGRAVE BREWERY CO. the ONLY

Chill-proof Beer.
For Half a Century in Toronto

¥
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“Have you a litt]e ‘Fairy’ in your home?”’

The beauty of womanhood has its foundation in the clean

skin and clear complexion of radiant girlhood.

Your little girl will enjoy Fairy Soap for the toilet and bath
just as greatly as you will,

FAIRY SOAP

ou may be sure that everything in Fairy Soap is helpfully and
healthfully cleansing—non-irrita,

ting to the softest skin.
The fine vegetable oils id

and the cleansing consti

tuents of Fairy soap are
so mingled that each cake

J is firm and lasting, wear-

ing down to the thin.

The white oval floating
cake fits the hand—a little
thing, but a GREAT con-
venience. No matter J J
what you pay, money can il
not buy better soap

nest wafer., than Fairy Soap.
() .‘1 e r‘; &) i3 ) e
a [FHENK FAIRBANK comrany] Y/
3 : u%k“r'.'aé'&.. / oS
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Just about time
you got yours

The limit of going some in the smokings
line is to make fire with a match, then hitch
it to a jimmy pipe packed brimful of Prince
Albert! Me-o-my!

Doesn’t make any difference what you think
about being able to smoke a pipe, you can
and you will—and get happy on every pull
—if you’ll nail your flag to the mast of

PRINGE ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke
Men, here’s class—and quality and flavor and
fragrance. Geta whiff or a puffof P. A.fresh
out of a pipe or from a makin’s cigarette
and you’ve just got to have more. Tastes
80 good it’s right hard to wait till the next
fire-up. Because P. A. can’t bite your
tongue! Bite’s cut out by a patented pro-
cess, Paste that in your hat!
Say, you chum up to a jimmy pipe. And some
P, Althat you'llpcall by its ﬁ‘;st name before
you're an hour older. And you'll find yourself
on the road to contentment. It’s bully fine to be
Jimmy pipe joy'us,
Prince Albert is manufactured only by
. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., in Winston-
Salem, N. C., U. S. A. It is imported
from the United States by Canadian
wholesalers, and is sold by all leading
retail dealers. Prince Albert is the
largest selling brand of pipe smoking
tobacco in the world.
Sold everywhere in Yi-pound tidy red tins.
R. J. REYNOLDS
TOBACCO CO. oy

§ ol s 1d
Winston-Salem, N. C,U.S. A, - RTgbsl}c?{zn(‘:)o. g
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you love' ouch

o ® i ler water, then apply cold
Why 1t 1s so rare 33::;—§Q:s:o§gei°:he better_—for a full min-
ute. Whenever possible, rub your face fora
A skin you love to touch is rarely found  few minutes with a piece of ice. Always dry
because so few people understand the skin the skin thoroughly.
and its needs. :

: Use this treatment persistently for ten days
Begin now to take your skin seriously. ortwo weeks and you%skin ;{:“ Sh‘?wa'g:fﬁg
i improvement. Use oodbury’s reg
h Ym'lt cﬁm masx.ke 2 ‘}Tha;' }ﬁm yvould lotve > thgreafter, and before long your skin will take
eeulacl. % Ve following: beatment on that finer texture, that greater freshne’:.ss
. ks and clearness of ‘“a skin you love to touch.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the work of a

skin specialist. It cost 25¢ a cake. No one

hesitates at the price after their first cake.

lather of Woodbury’s Facial Soap and rub it Tear out the illustration of the cake below
into the skin gently until the gkin is softened,

and put it in your purse as a reminder to get
the pores opened and the face feels fresh and Woodbury’s today.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap

For sale by Canadian drugglist: {Comlcoast to coast,
B
4 /f

Make this treatment a daily habit

Just before retiring, work up a warm water

Write today to the Canadian ;
Woodbury Factory for samples

For 4c we will send a sample cake. For 10c,
samples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Powder. For 50¢, copy of the
Woodbury Book and samples of the Woodbury
Preparations.

Address The Andrew Jergens Co., Lid.,
Dept. 109-Q Perth, Ontario.




Buy your Milk

with yougfGroceries

Sterilized
Unsweetened

W Ivaporated

MilkY

BN 10 ¥ iy — Chicaso %
?ffﬂmis“:”gt i i

Just the purest, richest milk obtain-
able, with half the natural moisture L
removed. |

Make a note now to have your
grocer include a can of Libby’s Milk

with your next order.
Libby, M¢Neill & Libby, Chicago




Health First—
Pleasure Follows

Grape-Nuts

is a scientifically made pure food.

Contains all the nutrition of wheat
and barley, including the natural phos-

phates grown in the grains, easily
digested and delicious to taste.
The food for those who value

health is Grape-Nuts—
“There’s a Reason”’
Read “The Road to Wellville.”

in packages.

\_ )

year-'roun

drink for health,

isfaction.
it on hand al-

ways.

Put up in quarts
pints and splits.

Armour & Compll}' ¥
Dept. A-24 ¥

Chicago
SX

T

s

rmour.'s
GRAPE JUICE

Cleans the Woodwork

Makes it hygienically clean—preserves the var-
nish and adds to the life of the furniture.

-( edar
Polish

Gives a hard, dry, durable
A cleaner—not a coating or veneer.

Use O-Cedar Polish
the O-Cedar Polish Way

Pour a few drops of O-Cedar Polish
on a damp cheese cloth. Clean the
furniture and polish with a dry cloth.
Cleaner, brighter and prettier furniture
is the result.

Buy a 25c bottle as a test,
use it the O-Cedar way.
Your money back if you are
not delighted.

the varnish food.
lustre.

25c to $3.00 sizes
at all Dealers.

Chaunell Chemical Co., Ltd., Toronto
Channell Chemical Co., Chicago

A better
Talc Powder

LL talcum
powders
are not

The all - the-

comfort and sat- &

Keep @

alike.

There is just the right proportion of tha(;
mild and efficient antiseptic. boric acid an

COLCATE'S
TALC POWDER

. . 1
A wide choice of perfumes insures the satisfaction U(f)::‘]r
preferences. Our new *‘ Baby Talc” is a joy for moth
and babe.  Trial size sent for 4c. in stamps.
COLGATE & CO., Dept. P., Drummond Bldg., Montreal

W. G. M. Shepherd, Montreal,
Sole Agent for Canada.

other sanative ingredients in rt
!
}

T H BEST PRINTING CO LIMITED, TORONTO




