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interesting information about the land
where King Edward is Emperor, while
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lighter side of life has not been for-
gotten and the mine of Canadian
anecdote has been worked with sparkl-
ing results. Sport is represented in

SUCCESS IN BAKING tasty, vitaliz-
ing bread depends chiefly on the flour
used.

the gathering of the curling clans at

Montreal.

, Next”week The Roma.nce of t¥1e PURITY FLOUR, made solely from
Yukon,” by H. A. Cody, with special the choicest Western Canada Hard
illustrations will afford our readers a Wheat, has no equal as a thoroughly

glimpse of the Real North. The dependable household flour.

Civil Service Reform discussion will Sold Everywhere in the Grezt Dominion

be resumed in an article showing the WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MiLLs CO.
. . LIMITED
Massachusetts method of dealing with

the problem.

MILLS AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH, BRANDON




The Canadian Courier

e |*Salvador

Sovereign Bank o

Of Canada LA ‘llll-lnnum_.,_.,

Head Office -+ TORONTO
Executive Office, MONTREAL

Capital Authorized, $4,000,000.00

Metallic Fronts

requires no present intro-

Tk

3

duction. From the time
it was ORIGINALLY put )
on the market it easily
led, so far as 4 Malt

beverage was concerned,

: ‘ ; For all classes of buildings, made
in the estimation of the with Cornices, Door and Window

Capital Subseribed, 4,000,000.00 connoissenrs.  ‘This lead 8§tps land Sills complete. Write for
ircular. : i ’ . . ¥
Capital Paid up, 8,958,470.00 it still holds, by reason of
Reserve Fund, 1,255,000.00 the fact that the utmost The Metallic Roofing Co., Limited
e G I UGS 2 g the MANUFACTURERS TORONTO' and WINNIPEG
DIRECTORS selection of the several in-
RANDOLPH MACDONALD - President gredients that enter into
A. A. ALLAN . First Vice-President 3
D. M. STEWART, Second Vice-President its makeup, namely, the CHOICEST R y RI E
HI?N‘ D. McMILLAN BARLEY, the CHOICEST HOPS,
HON. PETER McLAREN a
ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL, M.P. aud FILTERED WATER—the ut- D IAM OND S
JOHN PUGSLEY most cleanliness being observed—all ;
W. K. McNAUGHT, M.P.P. -
A. E. DYMENT, M.P. departments being under the super- q The most exacting buyers

S intendence of the ONLY Brewmaster : :

o, in Amsterdam, as to quality
who comes from the original ‘‘ Sal-
vador ' Brewery, Munich, Germany,

Mr. Lothar Reinhardt, and so we say

General Manager, D. M. Stewart and price, is Diamond Hall's

Toronto «  (C.R. Cumberland reputation in Amsterdam.

@ Our Savings are your
Savings Departments at all Branches ““ Sa|vador Y Forever ! Price Advantag
€s.

Interest paid 4 times & year

REINHARDT & CO. Ryrie Bros. Limited

NEW YORK AGENQOY - 25 Pine Street
0l Banssasis Adens »-22 MARK ST. - TORONTO '34'133;3’;?05"“'

WE WANT YOUR

Automatic '
Electric BUSINESS
House
Elevator and the coal itself is

the best argument we
can offer you—a coal
that burns well and

(IL The luxury and

comfort of a

modern automatic gives a maximum al:

heat.

)
ContraCtors We stand ready to
give you prompt ser-

EqUipment vice and a fuel that ;

is wood enough to

house eleva-

tor can hard-

ly be over-
estimated

Absolute
HOISTING ENGINES

safety and DERRICKS, WIRE ROPE bring the best trade
the highest CONCRETE MIXERS in town to us.
degree of ROCK CRUSHERS :
refinement LOCOMOTIVES Better give v8
are found in CARS, STEEL RAILS Jent next order.
the ““Or18." WHEELBARROWS Dealers — write
PICKS, SHOVELS g
Enguireofus SCRAPERS us for quotations.
about them. ETC:ETC; ETC.
We carry an extensive stock and would be T HE ST AND ARD FUEL c 0.

pleased to have your enquiry.
of Toronto, Limited

Otis-Fensom
56 and 58 KING ST. EAST

Elevator Co., Limited ‘f-ﬁ-ﬂT‘m&Cq i

Head Office - 'I'QIQONTO MONTREAL
Offices in Principal Cities




o

Phed gl

¢

»

anadia

A Nati

NeEws Co. EDITION

he

nal

eekly

Subscription | $2.50 a Year.

Vol. 1

Toronto, February 2nd, 1907

No. 10

Choosing a New Chief

WHEN a tribe of North American Indians met to
select a new chief it was a great occasion. When
a provincial or federal party meets to select a mnew
political chief it should be equally notable and deliberate.
There is nothing in this country which at all equals in
splendour, impressiverness or passion the great gather-
ings every four years in the United States when each
party gathers to select a standard-bearer for the Presi-
dential election.

The election of a new leader for the Liberal provincial
party, in succession to the Hon. G. W. Ross, was a
modest and unexciting event. And yet it was an occa-

sion which meant a

There is little doubt that if Mr. Craham had
desired to go to Ottawa, a place would have been found

praised.

for him.

Mr. Graham is a pleasant man to meet. The jest
and quip is ever on his lips. When three or four men
meet together and Mr. Graham is one of them, there is
ever a smile.
either within or without his party.
public,

Consequently he has few il any enemies,
When he speaks in
his hearers if not impressed are always enter-

tained. His humour savours somewhat of the side-
lines, but then Ontario is mainly agricultural. Yet it

is alwavs kindly and only mildly sarcastic. The arrow
is seldom barbed.
Mr. commenced his journalistic career on

the Herald,

Graham
Morrisburg

change of allegiance on
the part of one hall the
voters of a

great pro-

vince. The King is dead,
long live the King ! Per-
haps it was the disorgan-
ised and disheartened
state of the party which
accounts for the small in-
terest taken in the event.

Perhaps the fact that the

party seems a long dis-
tance from its re-en-
trance into power wan

another factor.
To the mewly elected
leader, Mr.
Graham, the
must been

George P.
occasion
have one of

somewhat personal im-
It is no small
thing for a man, no mat-

ter what his calibre, no

portance.

matter what his ambi-
tions, to have conferred
upon him the mantle

worn by Blake, Mowat,
Hardy and Ross. The

where for thirteen years

life.

went to

he passed a quiet
there he
Ottawa Free
later to the
Recorder, a
still manages.
In 1890, he was defeated
in Dundas by the present

From
the

and
ville
which he

Press
Brock-
paper

premier of the Province.
He did not enter the
Legislature until after the
election of since
which date he has repre-
sented the city of Brock-

1890,

ville. He is a Metho-
dist by religious profes-
sion and the son of a

Methodist clergyman.
Tall, and yet somewhat
slight, Mr. Graham is vet
not a man to be picked
out of a crowd as an in-
tellectual  giant. His
keen sense of humour ob-
scures his look of intel-
lectual strength. Only in
his graver moods, in a

Province of Ontario is no

insignificant ~ part of

Canada, and the Y.iberal

Party is no insignificant part of Ontario.
leader of such a party, even temporarily, to be given
the privilege of blending colours for such a section of
such a people is a considerable honour and responsi-
bility. Mr. Graham must have felt that it was a great
moment in his life.

Mr. Graham comes into the position, not only with
the approval of the stalwarts of provincial Liberalism but
with the good-will of the federal Liberal leaders. It is no
secret that Ottawa sent word that it would prefer Mr.
Graham to any other—to Mr. Harcourt, Mr. Mackay
or Mr. Preston. Mr. Graham is well thought of at
Ottawa. His organisation work in Fastern Ontario
during the last federal campaign has been highly

To be chosen

MR. GEORGE PERRY GRAHAM

The New Ontario Liberal Leader

personal heart-to-heart
talk is it possible to dis-
cover the earnestness
which is undoubtedly a characteristic of the man. Then
the smile narrows down, and the eyes reveal the spirit
which animates He is far from being egotistic
and consequently seeks constantly to conceal the deter-
mination and constancy which he undoubtedly possesses.

A great reform leader, Mr. Graham may never he.
A fairly successful leader he is certain to become. What
he has gained in life, has not come too_easy.

him.

He has
had to be patient and calculating, and his plan of cam-

paign will be likely to bear the mark of these qualities.
Ontario Tiberalism needs a strong leader just now and
it is likely to make one out of Mr. Graham. It is yet
too early to say whether the greatest benefit will come
to the party or to the country.
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BY STAFF WRITERS.

URING the past few weeks, some compliments and

some adverse criticism have been showered upon

the gentlemen who are responsible for this journal.

Some of these will be found on another page. Many of
them cannot receive attention.

The other evening

Cappon told how, during the four-

COMPLIMENTS

AND OTHERS Professor

1

teen years he has been editing ‘“‘Queen’s Quarterly,” he

always squared political criticisms. If an article or ed-
itorial appeared in one issue bolstering up one set of
political opinions, the next issue would contain one
1t will not be
that way with “The Canadian Courier.” We do not
propose to apologise for anything we say, whether it

giving the other side of the question.

meets with public approval or disapproval. Any man
who has anything to say that is worth while will find
the opportunity here, and what the staff writers say
111:\5' be answered by anyone who thinks they are
deserving of attention—but there will be no apologies.
Nor will we be found facing both ways,

i)

The Quebec ‘“Telegraph’ refers to our ‘‘thoroughly na-
tional and patriotic tone,” and describes the article on
the use of the. French language as ‘“‘a telling rebuke to
the narrow and hurtful spirit of race prejudice and
sectionalism.” Perhaps the compliment is undeserved,
but we should like to deserve it. The sub-title, ‘‘a na-
tional weekly” was not put on the paper as a catch-
penny device ; it was intended to represent our aim. It
is our banner and we hope not to disgrace it on any
occasion.

Special attention may be directed to the admirable
letter from Mr. Rivet, member for Hochelaga. As a
prominent French Canadian, his remarks should receive

deep consideration.

HY, superiority of the Canadian constitution over
that of the United States is a favourite theme of
publicists in this country. “The separation of executive
and legislative functions is particularly regarded as dis-
advantageous to the United States.
The visit of Mr. Root, the United
States Secretary of State, to
Canada serves to remind us that freedom from legisla-
tive duties and its consequential political responsibilities
is not without its good features. Mr. Roosevelt is free
to choose members for his cabinet regardless of their
ability to carry the political support of any district with

CABINET
SLAVERY

them. Sir Wilfrid Laurier has not the same freedom of
choice. His ministers must be political leaders, and un-

fortunately a good political leader is not always a good
cabinet minister, and Even if a man Dbe
mentally capable of both positions he may not have the
proper geographical locations for leadership. The re-
quired combination of cabinet and political responsibili-
ties is one reason that our ministers do not travel more
freely throughout this country and other countries.
When a cabinet minister is freed from attendance at
Parliament or the routine of his department, he must go
into his district and hob-nob with the local leaders. As
a matter of fact they are his first consideration, the
foundation of his success. The system is bad, but it 1s
difficult to suggest a way out of the difficulty and at the

vice versa.

6

same time retain for Parliament a direct control over
the administration of the affairs of the country.

UNIVERSITY professors and authors seem to e
synonomous terms in the eyes of the Canadian
Society of Authors. If a man is a University professor
—whether of mathematics, physics or mineralogy—he is

entitled to be enrolled as a mem-
PROFESSORDH s

ber. This is certainly n i i
AND LITERATURE. er s is certainly reducing it

to the absurd. It is strange that
Mr. B. E. Walker, president of the society, and a man
to whom we are accustomed to look for leadership, has
not recognised this absurdity.

Now that the University professors have captured the
Society of Authors they propose to issue a university
quarterly which shall give Canada a true idea of what
Canadian literature should be. The McGill Magazine,
the Queen’s Quarterly and the University Monthly are to
disappear and this new literary publication is to take
their places. The Society held a banquet the other
evening presumably to discuss Canadian Iiterature, but
it was adroitly made the occasion of a boom for the
new quarterly. Such tactics are rather cheap. Fven the
Tieutenant-Governor was taken into camp and made to
do service in the advertising game.

No one doubts the quality of our university profes-
sors, but they are ill-advised if they intend to ignore
the literary publications already in existence. If they
desire to raise the literary standard they should seek to
improve the contributions to ‘“The Canadian Magazine,”
‘“I'he Westminster” and other publications rather than
isolate themselves and issue something which will be
good but which the public will never see. Canadian
literature will develop best when all classes of the com-
munity are working together with a common object.

So far as the writer is aware, no university publica-
tion in Canada has ever been able to pay expenses. They
have been buttressed with endowments, contributions
and advertising, but even then have had deficits. Surely
this indicates that the country is yet too small for
specialised publications, and that our efforts should not
be dissipated over a wide field.

HE great war is on—the struggle for the control of
Canadian electrical franchises. What Rockefeller
and Carnegie did in other lines in the United States,
certain capitalists in Montreal and Toronto are aiming
to do with electricity in Ontario
and Quebec. FElectricity is the
coming fuel and must play a most
important part in two provinces which have no coal. It
will not only light these cities, but it will operate the
street-cars and all the machinery of the factories. The
men who can control the supply of this necessary com-
modity will be powerful men.

It does not necessarily follow that if the supply of
electricity is controlled by private individuals that the
public will not get it as cheaply or more cheaply than
if it were controlled by a government of some kind. It
all depends upon the individuals. Toronto gets cheap
gas from a private company and gets cheap water under
municipal management. It‘is a question of men' rather
than methods. .

The men who are floating these electrical companies

WAR! WAR!
WAR!! WAR!!L
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;LJ! and gathering in these. franchises will be entitled to ap- occupies a respectable place in Canada. The stuff that

proval only as long as they are moderate and reason-
able. If they become mere stock jobbers, or if they seek
: to make abnormal profits in these transactions, then
3 they may expect the public to revolt. They must avoid
mysterious movements, must avoid any semblance of
watering stock, must remember that the consumer has
rights as well as the producer and that Canada’s general
b welfare is of more importance than that of a few in-
dividuals. They would be wise to take the public into
their confidence, to court publicity and investigation,
and to conduct their business in the light of day as do
the banks and ‘insurance companies.

ANADIANS would do well to take some heed of
the controversies over education in Great Britain
and the other countries of Kurope. The schisms in the
church and the differences of opinion among religious
teachers are forcing religious
teaching out of the state schools.
State education and state instruc-
tion in the elements of Christianity can only be joined
§ together where there is unanimity as to the latter. 1I
kg the churches will not unite upon the first principles of
) the Christian religion, how can they expect the state to
g pay attention to religious teaching ?
% This is the clear lesson of the recent discussion in
Great Britain, and Canada should take heed. The union
of the various Protestant Churches here would probably
result in the ‘‘elements of Christianity’ being restored to
the curriculum of the public schools. To-day, the public
schools of Canada, except the Roman Catholic Schools,
have ‘little if any religious teachings. Where the teacher
is devout and of good judgment, there is more or less
indirect instruction, but in the general argument this is

CHURCH UNION
AND EDUCATION

|
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negligible. Nor can there be any change in these schools
until the Protestant churches come to some definite
agreement.

As for the Roman Catholic Church, it should recog-
nise that the great privilege which it now enjoys in this
respect rests ultimately upon the efficiency of its schools.
There is need of improvement in some respects and, if
the Church is not keenly alive to that need, the Roman
Catholic Separate Schools will cease to be held in high

5 respect. Fortunately there are signs that the efficiency
of these institutions is likely to be increased.

AQUA FORTIS as an ingredient of editorial ink has
rather gone out of fashion in this tountry. . “Our
esteemed but blackguardly contemporary” has gone the
way of hand-set newspapers, and Canadian editors rarely
indulge in personalities. The fre-
quent British journalistic visitor,
however, is by no means loth to
tell the members of the profession that we should 100k
to London for all that is good in journalism and jour-
nalistic methods. Canadian editors may take the ad-
vice by glancing at, not a London newspaper, but at a
London review—and reviews, of course, consider them-
selves several cuts above the daily press. For calm
argument and excellent tone and temper please consnlt
the last issue of the National Review, of London, KEng-
land. ‘The editor, in his own sacred department, has a
few kind words to say of Mr. Haldane, the War Minister.
How does he present his compliments ? Thus: ‘‘ Mr.
Haldane is a gigantic gas-bag !” James Bryce is al-
luded to—the James Bryce who holds Britain’s most
important foreign diplomatic post. What of James
Bryce has our editor to say ? Merely that “Mr. Bryce
is a meticulous pedant.”  Winston Churchill, too, is
among those present at the distribution of editorial
brickbats. - He ‘“‘has no principles and no enthusiasm
except egoism.” i i
Anybody could write such sophomoric trash, and no-
body would think of writing it for any newspaper that

oo
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ARGUMENT OR
MUD-SLINGING

~

seems to be considered smart by the able editor of the
Nationa! Review would have been admired by Mr. Jel-
ferson Brick and Col. Hannibal Chollop. Luckily, the
Jefferson Bricks and the Hannibal Chollops are as dead
as Moses, and if the American yellow press be conducted
by their successors, it must not be forgotten that the
yellow press does not put itself in the same exalted class
as the National Review. Invective is not argument :
editorial mud does not convince anybody. Of Haldane,
Canadians know little. Bryce they admire. Churchill,
the histrionic little cock-fighter, is disliked
by many who are forced to see the bad manners which
he thrusts before the world. But, valuable as the three
of them may be, it is hard to understand how they can
be injured by the National's Billingsgate.  In British
countries the press is free. The National Monthly shows
that it is free to be absurd if it so elects.

REMIER WHITNEY is determined to keep up the
His Act of
last session met with some opposition and created a bit
of dissatisfaction. He was not dismayed. He has as-
certained where the shoe pinched
and has brought in amendments
the pressure. The
higher salary came mainly out of the farmers’ pockets
and as usual the farmer objected. Mr. Whitney has met
this by a grant of 4o per cent. on the excess of all sal-
aries above $300 and up to $60o. In addition each sec-
tion will get an unconditional grant of $1= and a con-
tribution towards equipment and accommodation.

Under this new arrangement, the to rural
schools, which were increased last year from $118,000 to
$178,000, will now be increased to $380,000. This covers
5,300 rural schools. It is a generous grant and only a
province with expanding revenues could make it so
liberal,

There are other sections of Canada where the salaries
are too low. The demand for good men and bright
women in the business world has narrowed the supply of
pedagogues. Tliere is only one way out, and Mr. Whit-
ney has shown what it is.  Fach province must go
down into its pocket and support the rural school gener-
ously. Such a course is both necessary and vital.

the poseur,

salaries of the rural school teacher.

KEEPING UP

THE SALARY 3
to relieve

grants

HATEVER may be the population and pluto-
cracy of Pittsburg, the readers of Canadian
newspapers are getting fairly tired of the notoriety
achieved by citizens of that smoky town. Mr. Andrew
Carnegie's loquacity was long ago
recognised as somewhat tedious ;
But for the sake of his liberality in
libraries, his views on orthography and every other sub-
ject are treated with a deference extending over many
columns.  ILike every other bore, he means well and
would be quite enjoyable if he would only allow his
money to do the talking. Then the alarming and envy-
provoking news is telegraphed that there are one
hundred millionaires in Pittsburg and the paragraph
fairly bristles with dollars and diamond studs.

But worst of all is the Thaw trial, with its vulgar
parade of the prisoner’s women relatives confronting the
reader of Canadian newspapers. The whole affair is
_absolutely sordid and the world would be well rid of
most of those concerned. Why professedly-respectable
journals should publish hideous ‘‘cuts” and maudlin
sentimentalities about the pallid looks and chiffon veils
of the women 'in the case is a mystery to the sane
reader. There is no necessity for reading the affair and
we may turn to our own political squabbles and civic
entanglements by way of healthy reliefl. But it is de-
plorable to see publications that usually stand for what
is decent, pandering to the lowest element of their con-
stituency by printing lavish accounts of the trial of a
degenerate. :

THE PITTSBURG
NUISANCE

)
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ORONTO—the Athens of
Boston—should take a good square look at itself.

Canada—the Northern
It gets M. Bourassa of Quebec to come up and tell it
what the new Iiberalism wants. It gets the good Deacon
Ames of Quebec to come up and tell it how the children
of light may use the “‘devil’s fire” without burning their
It gets Fielding of Nova Scotia to come up
It runs into trouble
with the railways and it gets Kmmerson of New Bruns-
It gets Mr.
Foster of New Brunswick to take one of its seats in Par-
liament and talk for it. It has a Cabinet of its own ;
but it is led by Mr. Whitney of Morrisburg and is en-
livened by Mr. Adam Beck of London. All this shows
Toronto to be a broad-minded, liberal and hospitable
community. But when it looks about it, it cannot fail
to notice that other cities are not doing likewise by the
great public men of Toronto. Sir Richard Cartwright
is not being dined in Montreal. Halifax is not borrow-
ing a Torontonian to sit for one of its seats in Parlia-
ment. Ontario Ministers in the Dominion Cabinet are
not it demand elsewhere. Does this mean that the other
cities are narrow-minded, illiberal and unhospitable ?

fingers.
and eat a complimentary dinner.

wick to come up and straighten it out.

* * *

HARDLY. It is more apt to mean that Toronto is
not producing the sort of public men who are in
demand. Now, who are the Federal members for To-
ronto ? Quick, now ! Don’t hesitate ! Don’t look up
the Year Book. Yet Toronto has some big men. When
they get into a snarl over Nova Scotia' Iron and Steel,
Cox of Toronto goes down to Montreal, and there is no
bigger man to be seen in the rotunda of the Windsor.
When they talk of the railway builders of Canada, there
are no bhigger names than Mackenzie and Mann. Toronto
has a departmental store that is the.marvel of the Con-
tinent. The legal profession of Toronto is probably
better manned than that of any other city in the Do-
minion. It certainly was some years ‘ago when it num-
bered the two Blakes, McCarthy, Osler and Christopher
Robinson amongst its members. There is lots of good
timber in Toronto ; but it does not appear to give itsell
to the service of the nation. Can it be that Toronto is
money-grubbing ?
WP
ORONTO is conspicuous for the production of a
school of excellent journalists. - This generation
only knows John Ross Robertson as a philanthropist,
drawing his money from a successful “‘going concern’’ ;
but it was his superb organising ability and instinct for
news that made his concern “‘go.”’ We have pretty well
forgotten Bunting, too ; but he made the Mail a great
pager. We have not forgotten Martin J. Griffin, how-

ever—that master of a caustic pen—for he is still writing,

though the readers of the Montreal “‘Gazette” get the
best of him. The brilliant Edward Farrer was, perhaps,
more of a bird of passage in Toronto; but, while he
was here, he outshone all others. We had to call on
Goldwin Smith to get articles of similar calibre. On the
new men, the Monocle fears that it may not get quite
the right focus. Still, J. E. Atkinson of the ‘‘Star” is
undoubtedly the most promising of the young publishers;
as John S. Willison of the ‘“News” is the best of the
present-day writers. Willison is, in fact, able to take his

place with the greatest names of* the past. Arthur
Wallis of the ‘“Mail” is, perhaps, the best informed po-
litical writer in the city ; and John Robinson of the
“Telegram’ is a master of pyrotechnics. His: is .4
“pom-pom’’—not a piece of siege artillery ; and it is
wonderfully ol the Star’! ds
easily the most winning of our writers.

effective.  John T.ewis
If he were a
party journalist, he would make votes'in every issue.
The absolute fairness of his mind gives a convincing
force ‘to his work. The ‘‘Globe’ has a fine group' of
writers who work well together. While J. A. Macdon-
ald’s earnestness may excite a cynical smile at times in
the sophisticated city, it arouses enthusiasm amidst the
serious “‘Globe’” constituency in the province. Jqhn A.
Fwan does the most effective political gunnery—probdbly
the most effective in the city—and S. T. Wood ap-
proaches the empty questions of current politics with the
air of a philosopher which is' very attractive to those
who give themselves the indulgence of straight thinking.
But it is impossible to get around. There surely never
was a better special writer than H. F. Gadsby of the
“Star,” a man who could make the mysteries of mili-
tarism plainer than Capt. Hamilton of the “News,
a thinker whose point of view was more truly that of
the plain people than Jos. T. Clarke of ‘‘Saturday
Night."”

Monor

A A

ORON'TO is, in short, a prolific mother of great men;
but she does not seem at present to be contribut-
ing her fair quota to the services of her country. The
names most in the public mind at Ottawa are not To-
ronto names ; nor are the leaders in her own Legislature
Torontonians. Genial George Graham of Brockville has
just been chosen to lead the party opposing the Govern-
ment of Whitney of Morrishurg. ;
they will be calling the Legislature to meet in the
Thousand Islands in order to save the big men the
trouble of coming so far from home. Toronto has the
best Police Magistrate, the best Public School Inspector,
the best book publishers and the best Exhibition man-
agers in the Dominion. But its best known politician is

imported.

First thing we know

Mr. Root’s Disappointment

o
A\
\

Sec. Root.—Strange ! I cannot find the slightest trace, not
even the minutest atom, of the annexation or reciprocity senti-
ments the press at home say exists here |—Montreal Star.
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Thomas Blackwood
First President Montreal Curling Club—100 Years Ago.

The Montreal Bonspiel
By ‘““Span.””
NE of the greatest curling bonspiels that ever took
place was held in Montreal last week.

There were curlers from all over America, and curl-
ers’ wives and daughters, and there was even one curler
from the land of the heather, Mark Sanderson, one of
the intrepid band who came over from Scotland three
years ago to represent the Royal Caledonia Curling
Club of Scotland.

There never were so many curlers in Montreal before.
They must have numbered at least five hundred, al-
though all of them did not play. There were a hundred
dand sixty-six granites, and there must have been at
least twice that number of irons. And there was a
special force of men counted off to look after these, and
a special chart in the general Committee room made out
like a war map, with pins with big glass heads stuck
in it to show where these iron and stones were.

During the week there were at least two hundred
and fifty-two matches played on fourteen sheets of ice
provided by the five city rinks, and even then the final
matches for the Centenary Cup and some point com-
petitions had to be played off the following week.

In these competitions five hundred and four rinks
took part, or two thousand and sixteen men—if a man
be counted every time he played.

As the matches were played without almost any in-
terruptions during morning, afternoon and evening, it
may be imagined how the bonspiel must have interfered
with business in Montreal, when it is considered that
the best professional and business men in the city are
either active or passive members of the Montreal Curling
Clubs.

There was one fine feature about the great contest,
and that was the smoothness with which everything was
run off. During the entire week there was only one pro-
test, and that was on account of a minor breach in the
rules, and was acted upon not on account of any accus-
ation made by any of the contestants, but upon infor-
mation supplied by officers of the Bonspiel.

The dinner given in the dining room of the Windsor

Hotel, which has seen so many historic and wonderful
festivities, and may thing of the past,
brought together five hundred knights of the broom and
the stones, and men from Newfoundland, the Northwest
and the United States fraternised and hobnobbed with

soon - be a

each other.

There was open house kept for all the players who
visited the various rinks, so that they would not be
compelled to go home or to their hotels for luncheon or
tea, and in the Montreal Rink there was a sort of a
continuous catering performance. No matter how many
visited the dining room upstairs there was always a sup-
ply for the most hungry or even the most thirsty, and
it would be most interesting to know how many pounds of
oatcakes and how many sandwiches and other eatables
were disposed of in the combined rinks during those six
days, and how many gallons of beef tea, and some other
drinkables, were consumed.

And all this pleasant trouble was indulged in to cele-
brate the hundredth anniversary of the Montreal Curling
Club, a thing which as Mark Sanderson said when he
made the presentation of the handsome snuff mull given
by the Royal Caledonia Club of Scotland, and made
everybody present at the function sneeze like mad, ‘‘is
rare enough in an ancient country like Scotland,
new country

[

and

must be a deal rarer in a like

Canada.”

good

Where Stand English Athletes?
do not consider anything that is of interest

“WE
to the human race unsuitable to our pages,”

might be the London Spectator’s revised translation of
the classic saying. Archaeology, politics, apologetics, de-
fence, literature, with a myriad other topics claim the
attention of ‘‘Our grandmother the Spectator.”  Just
now, solemnly and impressively the chief of English
weeklies is discussing the postulated decadence of Eng-
lish athletes. T,ast year's triumphs of the New Zealand
Rugby footballers and this season’s victories of the
South African pigskin chasers have furnished the text for
dignified editorials and heated letters. Nobody has yet
been heard to assert that Inglishmen of between eigh-
teen and thirty-five have degenerated into a class of soft-
muscled, anaemic triflers, but, when two little communi-
ties, one with a population of 800,000 ; the other with
not a quarter of a million of whites to draw upon, send
to England football teams that make a show of the pick
of the two islands, there must be something wrong

somewhere. Fnglish sporting papers unite in saying

Trophies Given as Prizes _for the Montreal Curling Club

Centenary Bonspiel. The Centenary Cup
and its Four Replicas at the Top.
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that the South Africans—three-fourths of them Boers,
by the way—scored their victories largely by going into
the game with such snap and speed that they usually
played their opponents off their feet before they got
started. They never let up. And they kept in strict
training all the time. These two causes of success must
be taken together, and the greatest of them is the
second. It is all very well for superior persons to object
to the Colonial system of “playing to win.”” If a game
is worth playing, it is worth winning. ‘Scotland, with
three of the South Africans injured, won a noble victory,
and Cardiff, in Wales, achieved a like honour. But the
the victories thirty-four. New
Zealand's record was better, for Wales alone defeated the

losses were ()III}' two :

Antipodeans.

The Australian cricketers, with a population of but
four millions or so, meet all England on  even
terms. Cricketing reporters ceaselessly protest against
the way in which FEnglish players persist in missing easy
catches without number. C. W. Alcock, Secretary of
the Surrev County Cricket Club, wrote acridly on the
same topic last summer. The ])rnfcssimmls alone, as a
class, work hard in the fields. And they have: to do
most of the bowling. Association football is altogether
_in so far as the first class article is concerned—in tne
hands ol professionals, and the bookmakers, who are the
curse of the poorer districts in the Midlands, have made
of the Soccer game a regular betting institution. There
is no desire to throw any Canadian stones at KEnglish
athletes, but it is quite permissible to wonder whether
the old glory of Jeld sport has gone the way of rowing
and of boxing, Then the “gquared circle’’ . was brutal
if you like, but brutal manfully and honestly. Sculling
is dead across the water ; boxing is in the hands of a
horde of toughs who are the scum of the United States.
et the hope be that in amateur athletics laxity and
refusal to train will not compel the 0ld Land's stalwarts
to become the acknowledged inferiors of their visitors from
sister nations. If complacency takes the place of ear-
nestness, that is just what will happen.

Men Wanted in British
Columbia

I F ever a Canadian Premier faced a nightmare of com-

plexities in a campaign, the Hon. Richard McBride
is that man. In addition to administrative questions,
which furnish fighting ground of the ordinary kind, the
First Minister has to satisfy manufacturers and labour
men, or, it might be better to say, he has to antagonise
both classes as little as may be, The question over
which the two factions are warring is that of Chinese
labour. Last year the manufacturers, and men who
were anxious to hecome manufacturers, had more than
one interview with members of the McBride Govern-
ment regarding its attitude on this subject. The fruit
growers saw thousands of tons of apples and peaches rot
on the ground of their ranches because there was not the
harmless necessary Chinamen to pick them. Meanwhile
from Calgary to Winnipeg these same fruits, brought
from Ontario and California, were selling at the highest
prices. Had the Chinamen becn available the crops
would have been saved and, as the fruit ranchers found
out, the coast cities would have received a large share of
the profit: ‘‘Give us more unskilled labour,” is the de-
mand of all classes of employers. The reply of the
trades-unionist is terse and, the labour men believe,
final. Tt is, “You can't have Chinese. Any government
that even modifies the $500 head tax will be defeated at
our hands.” But, as the Second Vice-President of cne of
our great railway lines has pointed out, there is pros-
pect of a coalition against the unionists. The employers
in the cities and the farmers and ranchers have identical
needs. It is true that in the Pacific province the agri-

cultural interest is comparatively small. There is arable
land in abundance, though, and the Canadian Northern
and Grand Trunk Pacific will soon open vast tracts to
exploitation. Incoming farmers will insist upon getting
help and there seems to be no prospect of securing it in
any appreciable quantities from Fastern Canada or
Europe. Mixed farming and fruit ranching can be made
a highly profitable business under anything like favour-
able conditions. It will be years before the plainsmen
ecast of the Great Divide lose their faith in the cry that
«WReat is King.” But they will insist upon getting
fresh vegetables and fruits, the latter of which they can-
not grow. 7To British Columbia they will look for their
supplies, and British Columbia freely says that she can-
not fill the demand without Chinese labour. This is the
condition that confronts the farmers of to-day and to-
morrow. A similar condition faces the would-be manu-
facturers of the coast cities. And in the living present
the Hon. Richard McBride is doubtlessly glad to be able
to remark to the minority that one Willrid Laurier is
the culprit who' has placed them under this infliction. Of
course, to Ottawa in the last _analysis the appeal of the

head-tax removalists must be made.
R K.

A Montreal Reminiscence

HE closing services held on the last Sunday of 1906
in old St. Thomas' Church, Notre Dame Street
Fast, Montreal, preparatory to its evacuation, recall
some interesting details of ‘a day when church and city
were younger than they are now, and the methods of
private citizens sometimes achieved results not to be oh-
tained since the family aspect of our large towns -has
become a thing of the past.

The daily press alludes to the generosity of Mr.
Thomas Molson, by whom the church was erected in
1841, but it is perhaps not generally known that in so
doing the donator carried out the terms of a vow made
by him during a dangerously stormy passage across the
Atlantic. This vow was to the effect that if land were
safely reached, a church would be erected to commem-
orate the event. In connection with the construction of
the building, which took place soon afterwards, an
amusing bit of ostentation which has probably long
been forgotten, may be related. In the stone above the
entrance was carved the name St. Thomas’ Church, and
immediately below ran the words, “Frected by Thomas
Molson, . at his sole expense.”” This phrase, naturally,
did not meet with general approval, and led to a prac-
tical joke which caused the speedy erasure of the last
four words. Some wicked wags, whose identity re-
mained unknown, under cover of night, painted a large
apostrophe and the letter ‘‘S'' . aiter “gole,”” while a
lower line contained the appropriate conclusion,
“He brews XX.” Fven to those unacquainted with
Montreal, these words could scarcely fail to suggest Mr.

Molson's occupation as brewer and distiller.
K 1 ML

Modern Highwaymen.

County Officer : Fifty dollars, gir, you were exceeding the speed limit.
—N. Y. Life.




Harbour Street, looking East.
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Myrtle Bank Hotel, the walls of which

Much damage was done Right Wing of
fell into the Courtvard

in this section.

The remains of a Street Car burned in the street.
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Kingston—The Morn ing After.

DAY AFTER THE DISASTER.

to rebuild their capital.
is to be asked for. The above photo-

Cor. King and Harbour St

AS KINGSTON LOOKED THE
and distress, are beginning

The people of Jamaica, after a fortnight of confusion ar
Taxes are to be remitted for fifteen months, and an Imperial grant
graphs show the damage done in some of the busiest and most important sections.
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That Man Swettenham

N(’) other man has achiéved so much reputation in the

past few weeks as Sir James Alexander Swetten-
ham, Governor of Jamaica. He has served in the
diplomatic service during the main part of a life of
sixty-one years. Ceylon, Cyprus, the Straits Settle-
ments and British Guiana have been the scenes of his
labour. He set an example of industry and hard work
which is almost unequalled in his class. Apparently he
is bluff, courageous and democratic. A story of an
experience in British Guiana runs as follows :

He was never a respecter. of persons. One day a
“big gun” went to Government House to argue with
him about a certain measure he was engaged in drafting
for the consideration of the Local Legislature.

“If you do it that way you will hurt us,” he said.

“And who are you that you should not be hurt if
the masses of the people are benefited?”” thundered the
Governor. “Go away, sir, go away ; and mark me, I
am Governor here, and I govern for the people, not for

selfish minorities!"

Feeding School-Children

N the British House of Commons, there is a member
named Dr. McNamara whom people say is a Can-
adian because he was born here while his father spent
some time in this country on military duty. There is some
talk of this gentleman being the next Secretary of State
for the Colonies. Just now he is interesting himself in
the school-children of London. An Act, which came
into force on January 1st, empowers local educational
authorities to provide for feeding the children if they
find it necessary. Where the parents can aflord it, they
pay the cost price of the meals, but otherwise the cost
comes out of the rates.

School canteens have long been a.feature of the
French primary schools, and have also been introduced
into English secondary schools in the ¥orm, of meals for
day pupils. Dr. McNamara thinks the plan should be
developed farther. It is good for the children to mect
together for a mid-day meal, and good soup and
pudding is better than a slice of bread wrapped in a bit
of brown: paper and munched in a corner of one of the
class-rooms. The mothers would find it a great saving
of money, time and worry, and they would know that
whatever happened the children would be sure of one
good meal each day.

The plan, Dr. MeNamara maintains, is a logical de-
velopment of compulsory attendance at school. When that
was first introduced in 1870, tens of thousands of children
were sent to school who would never have gone other-
wise. Free text-books equipped them for study. The
free mid-day meal would further fortify the physical
child for its mental work.

The plan might be kept in mind by those interested
in consolidated schools in Canada. Provision should be
made for supplying at least hot tea or warm milk for
children who must bring cold luncheon. In every coun-
try school to-day there are children eating mid-day
lunches without anything to drink but cold water. Some
of the indigestion and constipation so prevalent in this

continent must be traced to meals which do not com-
prise either hot soup or warm drink.

An Apology to Hansas

A Washington paper recalls the incident, just about
six years old, when King Hdward apologised to

thé democratic folk of Kansas who had sent him
a resolution of sympathy on the death of Queen Vic-
toria. The secretary in replying evidently mistook
Kansas for British territory inasmuch as he thanked the
“Joyal” people of that state for their message.

Now Kansas is an excitable community, being the

home of Carrie Nation and other freak reformers. When
the reply signed ‘‘Knollys” hurtled into that home of
liberty, freedom shrieked as she had not done since
Kosciusko fell, and international complications threat-
ened in an acute form. But a protest in some shape or
other reached Buckingham Palace. ~ Unkind persons
declared that Kansas hinted darkly that she would
send Carrie Nation over to superintend the side-
board decorations of Windsor Castle. Anyway, a
jormal retraction . of  ‘‘loyal” and another mis-
leading adjective was made, and Kansas settled down
once more to the beef industry while Carrie remained on
this side of the Atlantic. Thus early in his reign - did
King Edward show a disposition to secure peace without
palaver. :

The Priest’s Bon Mot

NE of the editorial staff of The Canadian Courier
was in a Toronto street car on the day after the
election of Archbishop Sweatman as head of the Anglican
Church in Canada. Entered an old friend in the person
of the rector of one of the Roman Catholic parishes in
the west end of the city. The newspaperman asked after
the health of Archbishop O’Connor—the reverend father’s
diocesan—and then remarked :
“By the way, Father, we have two Archbishops in
Toronto now.”
The priest’s Irish eyes twinkled. *I don’t know that
we have any,” said he. “O’Connor’s out of the city.”
Verily, the Roman Catholic view of the Apostolic
Succession was doing business right there and then.

Indian FakKirs

NDIA is full of devotees. In every populous district
and even in waste places the traveller will find
them. The idea is similar to that which in the Middle
Ages drove the monks and anchorites into isolation
and poverty. The mnotion that the mortification
of the body is meritorious as a means of salvation
from sin or impurity rests upon the soul of India
like a pall. The space of many ' pages would
not be sufficient to enumerate all the fgrms of
bodily degradation and mutilation which the 1}epravcd
ingenuity of the devotees has invented wherewith® to,
mortify themselves and prepare for happiness hereafter.
One superstitious wretch will sit starving in the dirt
or will take only so much food as barely to feed the
fire of life. Such emaciation and wretchedness are not
to be scen otherwise in the world. Another stands and
repeats senseless mutterings out of the sacred books. A
third goes about with a living snake drawn through a
slit in his tongue. Another hangs a weight to some
bodily organ until it is drawn out of all semblance to
nature. Another thrusts an arrow or sword through
his limbs and still another holds up his hands with nails
and spikes driven through them. The distortion of the
body into some horrible and repulsive form is thought
to be most efficacious. Many devotees take a strange
attitude and hold it by force of will until the freedom
of the given organs is destroyed. Some will hold 'up
their arms straight above their heads for days and
weeks and months until they become wasted away and
rigid as bone. Others by contortion twist their muscles
out of shape until they are no more able to return to
symmetry or perform their office. And so on and on
through an endless variety of tortures ahd torments
seli-inflicted by a superstition which admits of no limit
or palliation. Strange to say, some of these devotees
are versed in all the learning of the vedas and the shas-
tras, famous teachers who expounded the Sanskrit texts
to thousands of disciples beneath the branches of a wild
fig tree, or under the shadow of a great rock.

A R R iite IR
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The Fakirs of India—The man who never stands erect.

« The notion that the mortification of the body is meritorious as a means of salvation from sin or impurity rests upon the

soul of India like a pall.”

The man who keeps his arms erect. The man who never sits down.
“ Many devotees take a strange attitude and hold it by force of will, until the freedom of the given organs is destroyed.”

Mortifying the Body as a means of Salvation.

THE DISAPPEARING FAKIRS OF INDIA.
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Public Opinion

To the Editor : Halifax, January 23rd.

Sir,—As a Canadian, born and bred in Ontario, who
has made his home in the Fast, I must enter a protest
against the tone and temper of a paragraph in your
issue of the 19th inst., headed ‘“‘The Maids We Lose."”

In the first place, it is not true that the Maritime
Provinces have ‘‘sat back and grumbled for forty years.”

; Nova Scotia’s great industry—wooden shipbuilding—
was killéd by the discovery that ships could be built of
iron. A second heavy blow to our trade, which . was
almost exclusively with New KEngland, our next-door
neighbour, was the failure to renew the Reciprocity
Treaty.

In spite of all this, Nova Scotia has three great and
growing concerns—the Dominion Steel, the Dominion
Coal and the Nova Scotia Steel Companies. The Do-
minion Coal Co. is the third largest concern in Canada,
the first being the C.P.R. In®1906, the products of
Nova Scotia’s mines, forests, farms, fisheries and fac-
tories amounted to one hundred million dollars.  This
is not the result of ‘‘sitting back and grumbling.”

In New Brunswick, too, the people of St. John have
been working with the greatest energy to overcome the
immense natural disadvantages of their port, and they
are succeeding.

Furthermore, the exodus of Canadians to the United
States has been felt as much in Ontario and in Quebec
as in the Maritime Provinces.

Facile advice in ignorance of the conditions, a lectur-

ing and patronising attitude on the part of “Upper
Canada’ are amply resented here, and rightly. They
inspired one of the most mischievous utterances that

ever came from the lips of a Canadian politician, ‘‘the
shreds and patches of Confederation.’” When what we
need is a united Canada, unbrotherly ‘‘Reflections” are
not the best means of bringing widely separated pro-
vinces into helpful understanding of one another’s char-
acter and aims, or of establishing a journal truly na-
tional. Yours sincerely.

ARCHIBALD MACMECHAN.

To the Editor : Montreal, Jan. 24th,

Dear Sir,—I approve absolutely of the spirit of the
article published in the ‘‘Canadian Courier” of the 12th
of January on the teaching of the French and English
languages in Canada. I hope that it has equally met
with the approval of all the well thinking citizens who
have had the advantage of reading it. Vou have felt,
evidently,“that the teaching of the French language, far
from proving an obstacle, must become an indispensable
factor in your patriotic propaganda. Need I tell you
that, in my humble opinion, you are perfectly right.

As has been well expressed in your paper, both lan-
guages—French and English—have in this country their
rightful home and they are here to stay. Some public
opinion holds that neither of the two races—be it the
minority or the majority—can ever consent to the
sacrifice of its language around which are so entrained
its mnational traditions.  Moreover, the enlightened
members of both races recognise that no such sacrifice
is necessary for the preservation of a Canadian nation-
hood. If, then, the co-existence of both languages is an
unavoidable fact, that must be calculated with, in the
formation of a united people, is it not evident that the
best means whereby the ideal of harmony may be at-
tained is in the spreading of these two languages,
through education, all over the Dominion?

Such is the task that all lovers of the country should
set before themselves. The writer has been good
enough to assert that on this score the Canadians of
French origin set the example for their fellow citizens
of Anglo-Saxon descent. "~ I am grateful to him for this
testimony in favour of my own fellow-countrymen and
I really believe that in this instance they have blazed
out the road. As a rule, there are more French-Cana-
dians who learn and who speak Knglish, than there are
English-speaking Canadians who learn and  speak
French.

Is a greater credit due to those French Canadians ?
They who reply in the negative claim that their posi-
tion as a minority, with all its inconveniences, necessi-
tates for them a knowledge of the language and litera-
ture of the majority.

That the motives which induced our people to study
and speak the English language should be purely of a
utilitarian character, matters little; the fact remains,
that, apart from the material and social advantages

that they derive therefrom, that study has contributed
in a large measure to uproot their prejudices regarding
their fellow-citizens of Anglo-Saxon origin, and has
drawn them closer together. And we are happy to
fealise such a result and to encourage our people in the
Province of Quebec to persevere in that same pathway.
A marked progress in that direction has been noted in
recent years. The English language is taking every day
a larger place in the programmes of our schools and
colleges ; so that I may venture to assert that at least
three fourths of the young generation will be con-
versant with the language of Shakespeare. ,

You "“would gladly be able to say as much for your
fellow-countrymen of the English speaking provinces ; I
am heartily with you in that desire.

Apart from the mere utilitarian aims, which evident-
ly are less a necessity with the majority than with the
minority, has not the Anglo-Saxon race other strong
reasons for becoming familiar with the language, litera-
ture and history of a people with whom they are so
frequently in contact and from whom civilisation has
received so many boons? Is it not a fact that, in
England, the education of the youth is not considered
complete without a knowledge often times very deep,
»f the French language and of French literature ? Why
should not the FEnglish-speaking citizens of Canada
emulate the example of the Mother country.

In justice, however, to the ¥nglish-speaking Cana-
dians T may say that they seem to put forth redoubled
efforts in order to familiarise themselves with the
French language. In recent years, especially in profes-
sional and mercantile circles, the proportion of KEnglish
people who speak French has considerably increased.
This is particularly true, with regard to the Province
of Quebec, where a more frequent commercial and social
intercourse between the two races has led our KEnglish
speaking compatriots to study and speak French. If
your fellow-citizens of the Province of Ontario were
more conversant with the French language and with
French literature, if they were better acquainted with
the history of the French Canadian people, what an
amount of regrettable misunderstandings, what clashings
between the two great races of our Dominion would be
avoided ? :

It is for this praiseworthy purpose that you advocate
the teaching of the French language, on a more exten-
sive scale, in the higher schools and colleges of Ontario.
Your propaganda is truly patriotic’ and I hope it may
produce abundant fruit. ,

The first duty’ of public men, of journalists, of all
who are called upon to mould public opinion, is to stim-
ulate a closer union between the divers elements that
go to make up Canadian nation. You fully understand
that duty, and I congratulate you upon it.

In a general way, your review “The Canadian
Courier” is doing its share in the formation of a na-
tional sentiment in this country. It is with deep in-
terest, and personal benefit, that I peruse ite pages.
Long life to it, is the wish of .

Yours very cordially,

L. A. RIVET, (M.P.)

i

Canadian Courier : Bienfait, Sask., January 19th.

Sirs,—1 am going to raise the issue against the state-
ment you make on page 6—‘'No absentee landlords to
inflict distress upon us. Iand may still be had for the
asking."

If yow'll come out to the West and take your coat
off and go to work like I do as a farmer, you'll find
that absentee landlords own two-thirds of this country
that is worth the developing and they have already
raised the price to a point that is prohibitive to the bare
handed producer. Men here are compelled to go out 8o
miles from the railroad for land while absentee owners
have tens of thousands of acres nearer the railroad.
This idea that land, can be had for the asking is a fake.
The asking binds one to three years’ residence and tak-
ing up the burdens and hardships of the frontier, and
the man who adjoins it with a piece of purchased land,
not only shuts out settlement, schools, churches, tele-
phone lines and all that civilisation implies, while the
man who invests (speculates, gambles) to the extent of
4 few dollars reaps a proportionate reward with that
of the toiler in the advance in the price of land.. =

Please consider your statement again and revise it
in the light of and from the standpoint of us Western
frontier people.

Yours,

IRA B. BROWN.
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Tales That Are Told In Canada

Roblin, the Frenchman

HE HON. R. P. ROBLIN, Premier of Manitoba,
who is preparing to submit the record of his ad-
ministration to Dame Fortune and the electors of the
Province, is the lineal descendant of one of George IIL’s
German-American Loyalists who fought manfully for
British connexion at the time of the Revolutionary War.
To Mr.* Roblin not a word of his great grandfather’s
language has descended, nor does he speak French. Both
Germans and French Canadians are numerous in Mani-

_toba, in fact there are four constituencies which are al-

most purely French. It was in one of these that a Con-
servative stumper made a notable hit during the last
provincial campaign. The gentleman in question is a
French-Canadian himself, and in addressing in French his
audience of compatriots he drew on his imagination and
made a bullseye with remarks something like this : “Now
my f{riends, you know that two nights hence Monsieur
Roblah will be here to speak to you. Most of us know
that M. Roblah is of our blood, but it is with sorrow
that I tell you that his great grief is that he knows not
a word of our beautiful language. But it is not his fault.
No ! When yet an infant his parents died and he was
brought up by relatives—good people, truly,«but FEng-
lish. Thus was he deprived of the use of the glorious
language of his fathers. You yourselves can see that
his surname is as ours, French. And I tell you that his
greatest grief is that the accident of his youth and his
busy manhood have prevented his learning our lan-
guage. When he comes, be sympathetic. Remember his
sorrow. And likewise remember that M. Roblah is one
of us 1" :

There was wild applause.  There was, two nights
afterwards, a great reception for the Premier. And on
polling day the Roblin candidate secured in that section
twice as many votes as ever before had been given any
Conservative.

The Wonderment of Goldwin
Smith

HIRTEEN years or so ago ‘“Joe” Haycock, now

happy in a Government position, was leader of

the Patron ‘“Extreme ILeft” in the Legislature. Mr.

Goldwin Smith read his characteristic speeches, and one

day asked ‘‘Ned” Farrer to bring the Patron Chief down
to the Grange for a talk. !

The invitation was accepted, and, seated in the Phil-
osopher’s library, Mr. Goldwin Smith remarked that
perhaps Mr. Haycock would accept some refreshments.
Mr. Haycock would. Mr. Haycock nominated whiskey
—and had to drink alone as the other two were abstain-
ers. Three or four times during the hour or so Mr.
Haycock would grasp the decanter by the neck, shake
it vigorously, and pour out a moderate libation. Finally
farewells were said and Farrer and Haycock went back
to the Queen’s Park.

The next time Goldwin Smith met Farrer he remark-
ed that Haycock was a man of great originality. “But
will you tell me,” asked the Philosopher, ‘‘why he ob-
served that curious rite of violently agitating the de-
canter before pouring out the whisky ?”

Ned Farrer’s knowledge oi Canada, both rural and
urban, is like Sam Weller's knowledge of London—ex-
tensive and peculiar.  He answered the question at
once.

“Why,” said he, ‘‘you see, Mr. Smith, that in the
country districts of Canada the farmer, when he drinks
whisky wants something that will burn his throat as it
goes down. So the tavern keepers put tansy buds into

the whisky bottles. These buds become saturated in
time, and the farmer, to get their [ull strength, shakes
the bottle just as Haycock did.”

“How, remarkable 1" answered Mr. Goldwin Smith.
“] wonder how my butler would like to see his beloved
old whisky shaken in that way. I suppose I'll have to
tell him to get some tansy against Mr. Haycock’s next
visit !’

Didn’t ThinK We Woah Them

AST year an English Radical newspaperman who
learned some things at ILondon University—and
didn’t learn others—honoured Canada by visiting it and
writing to his Loondon paper letters which have since been
published in book form. Upon arriving in Toronto Mr. H. °
proceeded to a certain newspaper office and presented
letters of introduction. Of course, he was cordially re-
ceived by a very busy editor, who patiently listened
while the Englishman denounced Canadians as a set ol
idiots because they were in the main protectionists and
gave a general dissertation upon the whole Canadian
question—which he had settled, although he had been in
the country but two days. Finally he took his leave and
the editor murmured something as he returned to his
work.

At five o’clock. in the afternoon the English journalist
burst cyclonically into the editor’s room.

“Wheah can I rent a dress suit ?”’ he demanded.

That particular editor isn’t in the habit of borrowing
dress suits. He said so.

“Oh, but y'know, I must rent one. Theah must
suahly be some place where I can rent one !”

The editor-called in the city editor, who happened to
remember that just across the street was the sign,
“Dress Suits Rented.” That fixed things. The English-
man explained his awiul want.

“Y’see,”” he said, ‘“when I got back to my hotel I
found an invitation to dinner from Mr. Goldwin Smith.
Enquiring, T found that I must wear evening dress. I
didn’t bring my dress suit out with me, for T didn’t
think vou woah them in this ecountry by

“Charley’” Tupper as Lucius
Junius Brutus

IR CHARLES HIBBERT TUPPER'S protest
against what he calls “Conservative ring rule” in
British Columbia brings to mind a couple of incidents in
the days when he was an M.P. Shortly after he took
charge of the Department of Marine and Fisheries he
arrived at the office one morning at 10.15. Now, the
clerical staff was supposed to be on hand at 10 o'clock
and, to make that certain, they each morning signed a
book, setting forth the exact' time of their arrival. This
morning, just as he turned into the corridor, Sir Hibbert
saw a clerk sign the register and disappear into his of-
fice. The Minister glanced at the open page, and entered
his room. Within two minutes his bell rang.
“Send Mr. So-and-so to me,” said Sir Hibbert to the
messenger.
In a moment the clerk entered.
“Mr. So-and-so, you signed the register this morn-
ing ?"
“Ves, Sir Hibbert.” %
“And yon signed it as arriving at 9.45 ?"
_Yes, sir,” answered the trembling clerk,
«“The true hour was ¥0.15. You are dismissed from
the service. I will have no liars around me.”
And out into the cold world the unlucky clerk went.
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THE DISPUTED TRAIL
- A PACK TRAIN IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS

Painted by John Innes for The Canadian Courier
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The Government of India
By E. J. RKYLIE

HE Indian National Congress has again raised the
whole question of the political future of India.
Mr. Naoroji in his presidential address made a demand
for representative institutions, quoting Sir Henry
Campell-Bannerman to the effect that “good government
can never be a substitute for government by the people
themselves.” A great body of English opinion is represent-
ed by the reply of the “‘Spectator’” that for Asiatic races
“good government can never be obtained through govern-
ment by the people themselves.” The Fast understands
despotism, so England can only give India good govern-
ment ‘“4in the absolutist and autocratic form.” If India
undertakes to manage her own affairs, England must re-
tire. ‘This attitude on the part of many Knglishmen is
due to their knowledge of the intense racial animosities
prevailing in India. In fact the Mohammedans have
already indicated that in case of any struggle between
England and the Hindoos, they will support the stranger
because of their fear of the consequences to them of
Hindoo domination. Nor does the English civil servant
in India form a high opinion of the capacity of the people
for devotion to a public object and the management of
public affairs. One of them writes concerning Bengal (—
““No one heré¢ has any idea of suiting his individual in-
terests. In every municipality you will find two parties
but they never represent different points of view, such as
progressive and conservative. They are not parties, so
much as personal factions, each faction being held to-
gether by its hatred of the other. At election-times the
corruption is appalling, and there are always riots, but
these are never the outcome of anything but purely per-
sonal feeling, and a programme or-a general policy is
unknown.” The “Spectator” regards a beneficent des-
potism as the only solution. It justly observes that
while sloth and corruption usually characterise auto-
cratic governments, the English government of India is
kept up to its work by popular control at home. So it
is the artisan in Manchester and the clerk in Clapham
who decide that the benefits of a wise and paternal ad-
ministration must be conferred upon the alien multi-
tudes of India.

This betrays the vital weakness of the “Spectator’s’
position. It dogmatises with astonishing confidence
about the political capacities of Oriental peoples. With
what prescience it must be endowed ‘‘to meet with the
most absolute and complete denial,” the proposition
that good government can only be obtained through
government by the people themselves “if applied to the
Asiatic races, or to races professing Mohammedan faith
or any of the native religions of India.” England must
not pledge herself to the maintenance of an absolutist
and autocratic government in India. She must not sur-
render to any formula. If she meets the needs of the
hour, she will be free to consider any just and general
demands for representative institutions when they are
made. In fact, she should where possible, help the people
on the way to self government. She is not called upon
now to threaten withdrawal. In the end she may have
to remain to see the experiment in popular control fairly
made.

Rortunately, Sir William Markby, the great authority
on Indian law, has already pointed out to the “‘Spec-
tator” that the example of Japan may well make us
hesitate to dogmatise about the Hast. He notices, too,
that the demands for popular representation are made
by the whole native press which must speak for a large
constituency, and urges that just as the natives are em-
ployed with good results in the judicial branches of the
administration, they might be used quite as satisfac-

)
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torily in the other departments. The native States, too,
represent a large area of the country under popular con-
trol secured by British protection. The present agita-
tion goes on in the provinces where the strength of the
government and of Western educational ideas has been
most clearly shown.

John Stuart Mill once said that the Indian Civil Ser-
vice was ‘‘a vast system of outdoor relief for the upper
classes” in England. It is worth considering, however,
whether the Motherland can well stand the perpetual
drain upon her human resources. The best products of
her universities spend the best years of their lives in a
country completely foreign to them, and return home
unfitted for vigorous political and intellectual activity.
Fveryone knows in FEngland that class of young men,
grown prematurely old, who have lived out their lives,
and secure of their pensions, give their days to leisure,
volf and the preparation of their children for the same
career. Germany and the United States keep their young
men in their universities and workshops. England sends
hers forth on an imperial mission, to govern a province
which may at any moment slip from her grasp. Perhaps
she might well let India go, if only she could keep her
sons.

A Black and White Empire

(From the London Outlook)

HEN the time comes for a scientific consideration
of the bases of the British Empire we shall have
to think how we may reconcile the claims of an over-
flowing Asiatic population with the principles of our all-
white self-governing colonies. This week we have seen
the Canadian Department of the Interior protesting, in
firm but friendly terms, against the immigration of
British Indians. The South Africans, especially in Natal,
have already given harbourage to more Asiatics than
they care. Meantime the British Indians are badly
wanted in Fast Africa, where land is offered them on
easy terms, though' certainly they would not at present
be welcomed in the northern regions of Australia. Two
things are certain in this perplexing problem : The first
is that the Imperial Government cannot take any
measures not approved by the seli-governing Colonies,
and the other is that their opinion can only be matured
by more frequent opportunities of Imperial discussion
than are afforded by triennial “or uadrennial con-
ferences in London.

In October

(From the University Lawn)

“Touched by October’s changing frost and heat,
The ivy flames upon the gray old walls,

Or, whirled by sudden, fitful breezes, falls

In little crimson showers at our feet ;

Impetuous Spring and lingering Autumn meet
On these wide lawns and in the echoing halls,
For Summer with its golden bounty calls

To hearts that still with youth and promise beat.

“These Norman towers uplifted to the sun

A nation’s hope enshrine, a nation’s pride,
And one can scarcely look unmoved upon

The nation's youth now gathering to their side,
So great the future to be lost or won—

So sweet the siren-songs, SO swift the tide !
—Helena Coleman.
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Through Toil and Tribulation

By GUY BOOTHBY, Author of “Dr. NiKola,” ‘“The Woman on the
Derelict,” etc.

AM deeply desirous of inflicting pain on one person.
If Barbara Grant Hinton is above ground, I pray of
her to read this story and hate me the more for it.

I am perfectly aware that ninety-nine people out of
every hundred will call me mad for attempting to hold
a girl in England responsible for a lonely grave in the
great desert of Australia, yet in spite of their opposition
I contend that I am right. Judge therefore between us.

It was a bright, gusty morning in February on which
Dr. Godfrey Halkett saw Miss Hinton for the first time,
and they met on the stairs of Hooker's Building, Little
Primble Street, Birmingham. The one was on profes-
sional business, the other district-visiting.

Now Hooker’s Building is a common lodging-house of
the worst type, and Little Primble Street is unsavoury
both in a moral and a sanitary sense. On reaching the
sunshine on the third floor Dr. Halkett saw that her
eyes were large and gray, and that she had a pathetic
trick of lifting them. So he said she was beautiful, and
likened her illogically to St. Cecilia. She wore a neat
tailor-made frock with a long boa of a soft fur, and as
she walked her bangles jingled musically.

Her poor were ungrateful ; they could not appreciate
frocks and gold bangles in other people; they wanted
money and coals and a few more insignificant trifles of
that kind.

Halkett’s admiration grew, 'and it was unique in
every way. She was comparatively rich, he was des-
perately poor, and though the future in Harley Street
was definitely arranged, in the present he had to content
himself with two rooms over a pastry-cook’s shop in
Bath Row. He was often very miserable, for poor folk
are not lucrative patients, and board and lodging ac-
counts have to be paid regularly.

Then he fell in love and forgot all such minor mat-
ters.

After they had met half-a-dozen times, Miss Hinton
wrote him a delicately-scented little note, inviting him
in her mother’'s name to dinner. He furnished up his
threadbare dress suit and went.

During the evening she sang some pathetic German
folk-songs, and he listened with his heart in his mouth,
for he was passionately fond of music. He said her
voice reminded him of his dead mother’s, and her kind-
ness completed the conquest her singing has begun.

He walked home with the world in his watch-pocket,
and fell asleep with the refrain of her last song running
in his ears :—

Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low,
And the flickering shadows softly come and go.
Though the heart be weary, sad the way and long,
Still to us at twilight comes Love's old song.

The week following she arranged a tea-meeting in the
parish school-room on behalf of her mother’s clothing
club, and consulted him religiously on every item of the
programme. He could not be expected to understand
how dangerous she really was—his eyes warped his
judgment.

They were to sing “I would that my love’ together,
and, after two rehearsals, he began to grasp what hea-
ven really meant.

The tea-meeting and concert were tremendous suc-
cesses, and when young Dr. Halkett and “‘our’” Miss
Barbara finished their duet the applause was deafening.

The doctor made a pretty little speech at the end of
the programme, attributing all the success of the enter-
tainment to Miss Hinton.

At the churchyard gate, just as the moon was peep-
ing over the housetops, Godirey Halkett asked the girl
if she would be his wife. She cried on his shoulder and
timidly whispered “Yes "

He asked if she would wait three years for him ? She
said she would wait a hundred ! Next day he spent ten
pounds out of his savings on a ring, and she gave him a

gold locket, containing her photograph, in exchange.

The first month of their engagement was pure unal-
then Halkett announced his intention of
going to Australia, where there was more scope for a
young man. She cried for two days after his decision

- was made public, and made him promise over and over

i

again to be true to her, vowing that whatever happened
she would follow him in three years. :

He sailed in the ‘“‘Currajong” from Tilbury, and Bar-
bara and her mother went down to see him off.

It was a thick, drizzly, miserable day in May, and
they were very unhappyv—his fiancee in particular. She
brought all sorts of knick-knacks to hang in his cabin,
and cried incessantly as she put them up. ’

Then the bell sounded for friends to leave the ship,
and they said goodbye behind the smoke stack. Halkett
watched the tender drop astern with tears streaming
down his face.

* * * * * » -

On arrival in Adelaide he set to work. It was an up-
hill fight, but he was in love, and certain well-thumbed
letters helped him to persevere. The gold on the locket
round his neck began to tarnish, but little he cared for
that—he said it was a sign of constancy.

At the end of the first year he was able to report
that his prospects had improved. Because he was so
much in love he could not see that his sweetheart’s let-
ters had lost something of their old ring.

At the end of the second year, by dint of denying him-
self every luxury and putting by every half-penny he
could scrape together, he was able to purchase a small
practice. At the end of the third, and when he was
doing well enough to risk matrimony, he received a let-
ter announcing Mrs. Hinton’s death. Any other man
would have found in this the direct hand of Providence,
but he was differently constituted. Cabling his sympa-
thies, he implored Barbara to come to him, and she re-
plied announcing her departure.

No one will ever know how he struggled through the
next six weeks. For my own part I believe he was
mad. He sang the girl’s praises all day long, and bored
everyone with her photograph, saying, ‘‘That's the wo-
man who waited three years for me. God bless her !”

Because she loved flowers he rented a charming house
on North Terrace, overlooking the Botanical Gardens.
He was able to afford a nice pair of greys and a vic-
toria, so purchased them with a view to her comfort.

He never thought of himself ; everything was for her.

Then the Cuzzo was signalled from Cape Borda, and
he asked me to go down with him to meet-her. I went
against my better judgment.

Towards mid-day she steamed up to the anchorage
and we went off. I shall never forget that launch trip
if I live to be a hundred. Halkett was thoroughly off
his head. He laughed hysterically, he trembled, he did
everything but behave like a rational being. When we
got alongside he dashed up the gangway without waiting
for me, so I let him gang his ain gait and made for the
smoking room.

Five minutes later someone clutched me by the arm.
It was Halkett ; his face was the color of dirty zinc,
his lips were bloodless, his eyes glared horribly.

“Good heavens, man !"" I cried, ‘‘what on earth’s the
matter ?"

“Come away,” he answered, ‘‘come away from this
accursed ship ! Oh man, man, take me away before I
do something desperate !"

The ship’s doctor and myself saw him down the gang-
way to the launch, and we steamed ashore.

I got him to the Pier Hotel, where he drank brandy
enough to kill two men, and then said—

“I suppose your curiosity’s at work ?”’

It was, but I didn’t say so. I proposed a game of
billiards instead.

“Confound your billiards !’ he cried. ‘‘She's thrown
me over, old man, thrown me over for a titled fop she's
met on hoard. Ha, ha ! isn’t it funny ! Isn't it good ?
And Jacob served seven years for Rachel and they
seemed but a few days—but a few days, mark you, for
he loved her. Do you understand me? You, there !
For he loved her, ha !—he loved her after working seven
years for her—and she didn’t jilt hi1:1."

*

* * * " * *

I quote from the diary of a famous explorer :—Friday,
December 29th. Lat.—. TLong.—.

Broke camp at daybreak. The ble.xck boy, Rocca,
missing. Waited three hours, but no sign; must push
on. Our party now reduced to Halkett, Berkley, Wiora
and myself. All very hopeless. Still the awful desert,
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interminable sand, spinifex and blue sky. Not a vestige
of herbage or sign of water. Four days since we filled
the leather water-bags, and now there is only one left.
Heat at mid-day, 140 degrees. Country very sparsely

timbered with myall, casuarinas, and white gums. Al-
ways spinifex.
Berkley very weak. Dr. Halkett anxious.  The lat-

ter's tenderness is more than womanly. Camped at
sundown—15 miles done. All very footsore.

Saturday, December 3oth. TLat.—. TLong.—.

Poor Berkley died an hour before dawn—unconscious
for the last two hours—general weakness and failing
powers. Another victim of this awful desert. Buried
him in a sand-hill. God rest his soul ! Broke camp at
mid-day ; water reduced to four pints, no sign of more.
A few crows following us. Wiora knocked up ; had to
abandon him, poor fellow !

Sunday, December 31st. Lat.—. Long.—.

New Year's Eve. God help us, we are in a piteous
plight |  Still the same sandy plains on all sides, the
burning sun above and red-hot sand beneath. Only two
pints of water left, and then——. Halkett still the same
kind soul; the man’s pluck is nothing short of marvel-
lous. He told me his trouble to-day. What a place for
confidences | At midday agreed to separate in search of
water. Halkett goes north-west, and I continue on in
our present direction. Wonder if we are destined to meet

again ? A sad, sad New Vear's Kve.

Monday, January 1st, 18—. New Vear’s Day. Lat.
—. Long.—.

Water at last. Thank God for all his mercies ! The

rescue party under the command of Whitmore found me

before nine o’clock.
Saturday. :

After filling the waterbags we set out to find Hal-
kett. We followed his tracks north-west and at night-
fall came upon him lying beside a dry rock-hole and be-
neath a spreading Leichardt tree—he was unconscious.
We did our best to revive him and ultimately succeeded.
But he was a dying man and wandered in his talk, im-
agining himself at home.

Poor fellow !—poor Halkett !—the bravest, the most
patient of our party. :

Looking up at the stars, with his right hand clasping
a locket he always wore, he whispered—

“Poor little Barbara, 1 wonder if she remembers !’

I tried to comfort him, but it was not needed. He
seemed quite resigned, and only asked me to sing a song,
a little ballad of which we were both very fond. It is
well known, and the refrain runs—

They have been on our tracks since

Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low,
And the flickering shadows softly come and go.
Though the heart be weary, sad the way and long,
Still to me at twilight comes Love's old song.

As I finished he said softly—

“It will soon be over now.” 'A few moments later
—“God bless you, dear old friend ! Good-bye !”

He was silent for nearly five minutes, and then, with
a little sigh, he said—

“Though the heart be weary—weary, Barbara; very
—very—weary !”

He was dead.

The Yellow House

By MARGHA

T was originally a log structure, but, when David
Chalmers took unto himself a wife, he built a frame
addition and painted it yellow. The neighbours

criticised its brightness, one man asking him if he had
bought all the ochre in the country to put on his house.
The frost, sun and rain, however, tempered the glare of
colour, and when the young trees which surrounded the
house had grown to be a fruit-bearing orchard, the yel-
low gleamed artistically through the green leaves of its
branches and made a pleasant break in the wide fields
of grain and pasture-land which were the possession of
the owner of the Yellow House.

David Chalmers was the eldest son of a Scottish im-
migrant who left the land of mountain and heather and
settled near Kingston, His two sons, David and Jona-
than, were as unlike as it is possible to conceive any
two beings born of the same parentage. Jonathan was a
canny boy, the pet and idol of his mother, while David,
rugged and plain but honest as the day, was the strength
of his father's heart. Jonathan early in life showed a
distaste for the farm, and announced his intention to be
a doctor. To further his ambition the mother scrimped
and saved and his father and David worked as only
those did who, with axe and plough, laid the foundation
of Canada's future. When Jonathan was at College,
David went to school in the winter months and learned
Fuclid and Latin,

The schoolhouse was built on Vanaylstine’s Corner,
and was presided over by Daniel O'Neil, an Irishman
and a graduate of Trinity College, Dublin, who loved his
native whiskey ‘“not wisely but too well.” After the
death of his wife, he came to Canada with his young
daughter to try, if possible, to recover himself in a new
country.

Archdeacon Stewart, who was his friend, advised him
to get a school in some quiet place where temptation
would not reach him. To that end he became Master of
the school at Vanaylstine’'s Corners. But, if there was
a church not many vards distant from the school, there
was also a tavern on the Kingston Road which drew
within its reach all the weak and weary members of the
community.

Though Daniel O'Neil fought bravely for a time
against the seductive allurements of the '‘Ploughshare,”
iin a dark hour, oppressed by loneliness and discontented
with his surroundings, he went one evening to the close,
ill-smelling bar and did not leave it till the early hours
of morning.

When David Chalmers began to realise the truth—

that the Master’s frequent headaches which made him
fierce and cruel to the scholars were caused by drink, he
wondered how Aileen, the daughter, fared. He seldom
saw her, unless he went to the little Anglican church of
a Sunday evening. When the service was over he only
caught a glimpse of her as she drew her poor cloak

‘around her and walked down the aisle and out of the

porch, her sad eyes looking straight before her, as
though she saw no one, carrying herself with all her load
of care, like a young queen—for Aileen was a lady, as
her mother had been, and she had been tenderly reared.

A fire had been kindled in David’s Scottish .heart,
which, though smouldering long, threatened to burst into
a mighty flame which many waters would be powerless
to quench. He had listened to criticisms of Aileen by
‘he country women who did not understand her, he had
heard his mother denounce her as ‘‘a saucy wench wi’ a
drunken lout o’ a father to be prood o’,”” but he hid his
thoughts in his heart, until one Sunday night, they
sroke out into words.

The Master had been drinking hard and the trustees

were fighting over his dismissal. David went to church
and when Aileen had passed down the steps, he joined
her. When they reached the gate, she said “Goodnight,”
and turned from him.
“I have something to say to you,” he said, “‘I'll come
When she had lighted the candle, she stood belore
him, a questioning look in her eyes which asked, “Why
are you here ?’’ He never felt so awkward as at that
moment. His mother had often called him a ‘‘gawk”
and contrasted his ungainliness with his brother’s easy
grace, but at that moment he seemed to tower like a
giant above the slender figure of Aileen.

“YVou're troubled about your father ?”’ he asked. She
tried to look defiant, but her eyes fell and she stood,
with her hands clasped and her body drooping. Then
the fire broke out and David spoke.

“I love ye, Aileen; it breaks my heart to see ve
suffer as I know you do. Will ye let me help you in
your trouble ?” 3 ; |

“What can you do ?” she cried, ‘‘unless you can help
father give up the drink.” ~

¢I can’t do that,” he answered, ‘‘but I might help
you. What are friends for but to help each other -l
«“Phere’s nothing you can do,” she said, “but I thank

ou.” :

“YVou do not believe me, Aileen, when I say that I,
love you. I'll never love another—I'll never wed an-

in
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other. T know I'm only a farmer’s son, but don't hearts
count for something ? If ye'll let me, I'll serve and
help you.”

“What can you do ?”’ she asked.

He drew a roll of bills from his pocket ; he had saved
them carefully for a new suit of clothes, to be made by
a Kingston tailor, but what did he want with new
clothes when her cloak was threadbare ? He handed the
roll to her, saying :

“That’s to.get what you need.”

“Do you mean to insult me ?”’ she shivered in her
anger, but he was not worldly-wise and stared helplessly
at her. “If my poor father knew that you had done
this he would kill you,” she said in a hard voice.

“I only want to help you, but you do not care or
you would not turn from my help.”

She touched his arm gently. “I have cared, David,
for a long time, but your mother does not like me ; she
will not like me to come into the family. I could not,
oh, I could not bear her to look down on me or speak
lightly of my father.”

The country-side knew that David’s wife, whoever she
might be, would have to live with his mother. David’s
face grew stern. TI'll see that my mother respects ye,
or we'll make a home elsewhere. Promise me that ye'l
be my wife.”

“I will, David, only I cannot leave father.”

“No,” he said, ‘‘we'll bide our time, an’ now, ye'll
take this wee bit o’ money to help ye.”
‘“‘No, no,” she put her hands behind her. ‘‘Never ;

Don’t you understand people would wonder, father would
ask me where I got it and he would be very angry. When
I am your wife I will take all you want to give me —
but not now.”

David walked home that night in the midst of a new
earth. All things had come to him. He had been
lonely all his life, no tenderness had been given him ; but
to-night the great thing he had been longing for had
come to him. Aileen’s grey eyes had looked at him
with love in their depths. Aileen’s voice had said ‘I have
cared for you for a long time,” and, greater than all,
Aileen’s lips had tremblingly kissed him when she bade
him ‘‘good-night.”

When he entered the farm-house, his face shone with
the great joy that filled his heart. His mother was
reading the Bible and looking up at him as he entered
the room, took alarm. .

“‘Where hae ye been the nicht ?”’ she asked.

“Over to church, at the corner.”

“What for are ye gangin’ to the mock-papist church,
can ye nae be fed at the Kirk ?”

‘‘Yes, mother, but I went home wi' Aileen O'Neil, an’
—she’s promised to be my wife when I'm ready to
marry.”

She laid the Bible on the table and rose from the
chair, her light blue eyes glittering like steel. ‘‘Ach!”
she shrieked, ‘‘is that what ye hae been gangin’ there
for—an’ she has promised—did ye say ?"

“Aye, mother.”

“Ye'll nae bring her here—the shiftless Irish thing.”

David’s eyes gleamed fiercely. ‘‘Stop,” he said, ‘‘ye
can pelt me wi’ stomes till you're tired, an’ I'll sa
nought, but ye'll speak wi' respect o’ her that's to be
my wife.”

“You'de a fule, Davvid—you that might hae the
reechest lassie in the countrie ef ye but say the word—
to stoop to Dan O’Neil’s girl, an she that prood ye'd
think she owned the toon. Ye'll nae bring her here, I'll
nae bide her in ma sicht. D’ye hear ?”

He did not answer, but lighted a candle and went
slowly up the stairs to his room under the roof. Not
all his mother’s words could dim the vision of coming
happiness, when his life and heart would be filled by
Aileen’s sweet presence.

The next day he told his father what he had done
and what his mother had said. John Chalmers lifted
his head from the work he was doing and looked away
across the fields. ‘‘Ay, boy—it'll be better not to bring
the girl here, yer mither’d never bide her near. I've
heard o' a gude farm for sale in Hastings. Gang an’
see it, an’ ef ye're minded to buy I'll gie ye enough to
mak one payment—ye'll hae to do the rest yersel.”

“Ye've always been good to me, father,” said David
in the fullness of his heart. ,

“Ye've been a gude son to me, an’ ye hae my bless-
ing. I doubt the girl makin’ a farmer's wife, but that's
yer ain beesness. Ye're mither's a bit set in her¢ way
an’ it’ll be better tae pit mony miles atween the twa
weemen."’

* * * * * *

Daniel O'Neil did not live long to worry aty one, for,
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that winter, returning late from the ‘‘Ploughshare,” he
fell on the Toad and was found several hours later by
another belated traveller, who brought him home, half-
frozen and unconscious. He lived two weeks and died
leaving Aileen desolate. Her grief was so deep that the
Archdeacon, who had come to bury his unfortunate
friend, carried her away. Under the loving care of his
wife and the comforting influence of a happy home, she
became herself again.

When the harvest of the next summer had been
gathered in and David had set his house in order, he
came for his bride. They were quietly married by the
Archdeacon and started for their new home, followed by
many good wishes.

As the sun was sinking behind the hill that skirted
the farm land David and Aileen stopped at the gate of
the Yellow House. He lifted her from the high buggy
and led her up the path between the hollyhocks and sun-
flowers. He took her hand and together they entered
the door.

‘“Welcome to vyour home, Aileen, my wife.”” Te
stooped from his six feet and kissed her, and she clung
to him and laughed for joy.

* * * * *

The Yellow House became a centre for the whole
country-side. Those in sorrow came to Aileen for com-
fort, those in trouble came to David for help. The voice
of joy and gladness was often heard within its walls
and a ‘visit” with David Chalmers and his wife was
esteemed a social privilege.

Aileen’ became a famous housewife, her recipes being
in great repute, and though she bore sons and daughters
her eyes never lost their sweetness, nor her form its
grace. Hope went always before them, while Faith was
as an anchor to their souls, and Iove sat crowned in
their hearts.

When the children were growing into manhood and
womanhood there was some purpose to tear down the
Yellow House and build a greater one. David and
Aileen went into the pretty old parlour to talk it over,
but when they seated themselves on the great sofa his
wife burst into tears.

‘‘Oh, David,” she cried, ‘‘how can I see this house
torn down ? It will break my heart, we have been so
happy here.”

“Don’t you want a new house ?"’ he asked in surprise,

‘No, in a few years the children will be gone and we
will find ourselves lost in a great—big—house. David,
dear, let us live here till we die.”

“Let it be so,” he answered. ‘‘We'll get some new
furniture and put some new paint on it and after it's
fixed up, if the children don’t like it, why they'll just
have to get houses of their own.”

“And David, you'll not put green, nor red, nor white
on it—just the same colour it was when I came to it.”

“Ay, it'll be as you say.”

So it was settled that the Yellow House was to be
their home until they went to their Mansion in the
Better Country.

Disappointéd

HE clock ticked on. Tt hitched and struck, but
they did not hear it. In the grate, the fire burned
low, and she shivered slightly. Once she raised

her eyes to his face, and as swiftly averted them, bury-
ing her head in her hands.

He stood, leaning against the mantel, staring into
the glowing embers. They had been married only two
months. Only two months! It seemed almost an
eternity ! Two months ago, ah! What expectations
then of that golden voice of love that was to sing to
them the even song, as, after the toil of the day they
would sit, hand in hand, watching the long shadows
creep through the room. And now—now that golden
voice of which they had dreamed, they would hear it in
their dreams alone.

“Are you sure you've made no mistake ?"

His voice sounded hard and unfeeling, but she did not
protest in words. Instead she rose to her feet with a
long, graceful movement, that had always seemed to him
the embodiment of grace, and from the cosy corner she
brought something and laid it in his hands without a
word.

He held the cage up to the light, and there sure
enough was the little egg that Dicky had produced that
morning. ;

“No doubt about it,”” he remarked, trying to be
brave for her sake, ‘‘It'’s a hen bird all right. We've
been stung !”

McAree.



A Prisoner of Hope’

A NEW SERIAL STORY.

By MRS. WEIGALL

Resume : Esther Beresford is a beautiful and charming girl,
who has lived in England with her French grandmother, Madame
de la Perouse, and has taught music in a girls’ school. Her step-
mother’s sister, Mrs. Galton, appears on the scene and it is arrang-
ed that Esther is to go out to Malta to join her father and step-
mother. But before her departure, Geoffrey Hanmer, an old
friend, declares his love for Esther who promises a future reply
to his proposal. She embarks with Mrs. Galton and her two ex-
ceedingly disagreeable daughters. Captain Hethcote and Lord
Alwyne, two fellow-passengers admire Esther extremely, and
Mrs. Clare-Smythe, a cousin of the latter also seeks her friendship.
The Galtons become vulgarly jealous of Esther's popularity.
The ‘‘Pleiades’’ reaches Gibraltar at sun-rise and some of the
passengers are on deck for the sight. At last they arrive at Malta,
and Esther looks forward to meeting her father. Her father’s
household is uncongenial, but Esther makes a friend of her young-
est step-brother, ** Hadji Baba.”’

CILAMOROUS gong woke

hall at that moment

stairs hand in hand
dining-room was dark and
greater part of the furniture consisted of packing-
cases, for which Mrs. Beresford had no time to
make covers, the effect was very strange and unfinished,
No single article of furniture matched the other, and KEs-
ther found herself sitting on a scarlet-painted rustic chair,
while Hadji Baba climbed on to a music stool on which
he perched uneasily. The astonishment that fell on the
party assembled round the table at the sight of the
youngest member of the family in his new clothes, ex-
pressed itself in various ways. Flora giggled, and her
mother lifted her hands helplessly.

o y gracious, Fsther ! Why, what have you done to
Baba ? He looks difierent, somehow. And, my dear,
what pretty clothes. But just fancy the washing-bill !

“He is different because he is clean !’ said Major
Beresford, caustically, as he rapped upon the table with
his knife for grace. ‘And, my dear Esther, if you can
undertake to turn the four others into respectable mem-
bers of society, you will deserve the Victoria Cross !"

“You are always so cavilling, Norman ! said Mrs.
Beresford, fretfully ; ‘“the only thing that ails the poor
children is want of money to make them smart !”

“Very well, my dear, we will see |’ said Major Beres-
ford, as he began to carve the mutton, ‘I suppose you
will give Esther carte blanche in the house ?”

“sther may do anything she likes !"' sighed Mrs.
Beresford ; ‘“and if she can reduce to order this hateful
establishment of ignorant servants, I shall bless her for
ever |"

“I will do my best,”” murmured Esther, faintly. The
appearance of the table shocked and horrified her, with
its dirty cloth, and its dull silver. The mutton was so
tough that she could hardly chew it, while Carmela’s
idea of a pudding was exceedingly elementary. They were
waited on by Major Beresford's soldier servant, Delaney,
whose face wore the same vacant, hopeless air as the
rest of the household, but KEsther felt that he looked
more capable of reform than did Carmela, and she men-
tally planned a change from Khaki uniform to a
striped “‘Jean” coat and scarlet silk cummermund, as
she had seen the waiters dressed on board ship. He
made various dashes for the plates and knives, and it
was his hand that saved Charlie from a serious chokin
lit by a timely slap on the back, and that cut up Hadp
Baba's meat into careful dice.

“Don't I look nice, Delaney ?'’ said Baba, conversa-
tionally ; “if Esther gets new clothes for us all, I'll ask
her to get you some too !” And Delaney’s crimson face
and appealing glance at Esther averted a reproof from
the head of the house.

Major Beresford sat with his head on his hand for the
greater part of the meal, and the remarks that he vouch-
safed did not tend to add to the harmony of the feast.

“Goat again, Monica ; we shall have to change the
butcher !” or “Did you return Mrs. Henderson's call,
Monica ? The Colonel was thoroughly snaggy to me to-
day, and I don't think I have done anything to offend
him !

Esther's heart sank with every hour of her new life,
for it would take both thought and tact to adjust do-
mestic affairs successfully, although she was longing to

the echoes in the
and Esther went down-
with the child. The
untidy, and since the

begin her task. She found, however, that it was Mrs.
Beresford’s daily plan to spend the early part of the
afternoon in sleeping, and she therefore sent the children
out for a walk with the ayah, and started to clean the
drawing-room, having' given orders that no one was to
be admitted. The hopelessness of the untidy, dingy room
was soon changed by the arrangement of a few Indian
hangings that she had discovered in a cupboard full of
rubbish. A brilliant Moorish saddle-cloth hung over the
screen to hide the hole that the children’s fingers had
worn in the silk, and the sofa was draped with a striped
rug, and the cushions concealed as if by magic with some
muslin covers that Esther had intended for her own
room. There were one or two handsome pieces of Italian
inlaid furniture that Esther dragged into sight, and she
rejoiced in burnishing some brass bowls, and filling them
from the garden outside. She was arranging branches
of rosy oleander in an Oriental jar, and surveying the
complete metamorphosis of the dingy room into a bower
of beauty, when she was aware of an apologetic cough
in the doorway, and turned back red and dusty to see
Delaney's appealing face as he ushered Mrs. Galton and
Sybil into the room.

“Beg pardon, Miss ; it's the mistress’ sister "’ he said,
and made a noisy exit over Mrs. Galton’s trailing skirt.

“My dear girl I cried Sybil, with a shrill titter;
“you look as though you had been coaling, and as for
your hair !’

“So your work has begun, as 1 prophesied, Esther,”
said Mrs. Galton, surveying the room critically throurh
her long glasses ; ‘‘and I expect that you will agree with
me, that you will have very little time for amusement.”

“T will go and tell Mrs. Beresford that you are here,”
Fsther said quietly ; but at the same moment the door
opened, and Monica herself, still in her tea-gown, sailed
into the room.

“I saw you coming up the path, Eleanor ; glad to see
vou,” she said ; then turned her eyes upon the room.

“Why, Esther, you delightful girl !”’ she cried. ‘“The
room is fifty times prettier than Mrs. Henderson’s ;
and I shall give a party next week. Why, you are really
a treasure !

“New brooms always sweep clean ! said Mrs. Gal-
ton, tartly ; “and Esther had plenty of laziness on board
ship. It does girls good to work, otherwise they get in-
to mischief.” :

“Esther has conveyed plenty of dirt on to herself,”
cried Sybil, anxious to be friendly, and to avert trouble
from a useful friend ; “and I really think she has made
the room quite nice, even if she is a new broom.”

Mrs. Beresford sat down forcibly. She and her sistér
were never on good terms, for she resented the patronage
which Mrs. Galton was always ready to bestow. ‘‘Esthet
is a perfect treasure,’’ she said; “and I never did see
anything so nice as this room. Run away, Kssie, now,
and brush your frock, and take off your apron for fear
anyone should call !”

And FKsther departed. :

“Mark my words, Monica ; you will have trouble with
that girl "' said Mrs. Galton, darkly. ‘

“What sort of trouble, Eleanor ? I am sure she is
pretty and nice enough for anyone ; and I should think
that even you could find nothing to blame in her !”

For once Mrs. Beresford was aroused from her usual
languid condition of indifierence, for something in the
girl's attitude had touched her, anneah_ng to her mother-
ly heart in a manner that was quite foreign to her
nature.

Mrs. Galton sniffed. “I watched her on board ship,”
she said ; ‘“‘and I can assure you that she had half the
men after her, and seemed to enjoy it!” ;

“You forget that Esther is a pretty girl,”’ said Mrs.
Beresford, looking hard at the ceiling ; “‘and, of eourse,
pretty girls cannot be judged by the ordinary rules of
behaviour of the plain ones !” :

Mrs. Galton looked at her sister, uncertain, JOT:"
moment, if she had heardfaright; for this was a new
Monica, with an opinion of her own.

“What upon eax?th has made you take Hsther’s part
so strongly ?'’ she said, acidly ; ‘‘she is no real relation
to you.” i

XBecause I like her,” said Monica Beresford, wearily ;
“and because she is taking a heavy burden on her shoul-
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ders very cheerfully, and will be a great help to me.”

“You will find yourself on the shelf,” said Eleanor
Galton, einphatically. ‘‘Mark my words, Monica, you
will be sorry for the day that made you give way to
your laziness, and have the mirl out here. I have studied
her on board ship for ten days, and I know what I am
saying. She has great ideas of all her fine friends and
connections, and you will find that she will have all the
invitations, and be gadding about all day, and that you
will be left in the lurch !"’

Mrs. Beresford settled herselfi more comfortably
among her cushions. My dear Eleanor,” she said, *you
must be singularly unobservant of my character if you
have not learnt long ago that the shelf is the place for
me—the only place in which I have no trouble and no
responsibility.. If Esther does her duty to us most of
the day, I do not see why she should not enjoy herself
all she can.”

“She has ~ot some absurd idea that the Staniers are
going to take her up !" said Mrs. Galton, uneasily.

Monica, Beresford looked across at her sister, and her
tired eyes brightened a little. ‘I had a most kind note
from Lady Adela yesterday,” she said, ‘‘sympathising
with me on my lack of good health—and—and Esther
dines at the Palace to-morrow night—a little private
dinner—a party of friendship—not at all a formal affair.”

The conversation flagged a little after this, and Mrs.
Beresford relapsed into her usual condition of torpidity.
But when Mrs. Galton had departed, with many pro-
testations of sympathy and friendship, and Monica was
on her way back to sofa and siesta, she turned towards
Esther's room and knocked at the door. KEsther opened
it, and her stepmother stood looking into the neatness
and whiteness beyond with a sudden sense of discom-
fort. The charming face and figure of the girl, compared
with her own unshapely untidiness, struck her with a
sense of personal loss.

“Fsther,” she said, ‘‘did you do anything on board
ship to offend my sister ?” ‘

The girl looked up, penitence and doubt strugglmg for
mastery in her face. ‘I cannot remember anything,"
she said, gently ; “but I do not think Mrs. Galton likes
me." s '

“She's jealous !” said Monica Beresford, with a sud-
den laugh ; ‘“‘and I declare I feel glad to possess some-
thing at last in life to make Eleanor jealous !” and,
with a little hysterical laugh, she went back to her own
room.

CHAPTER VIII.

The beginning of great things.

“Dear me, Alwyne,” said the Governor of Malta as
he entered the drawing-room, followed by his two A. D.
C.'s, “pray, who is that extremely pretty young woman
standing by Lady Adela ?”

Lord Francis Alwyne slowly directed his gaze towards
the corner of the room where Lady Adela stood re-
splendent in black velvet and diamonds, and saw Fsther,
shy and sweet in her white gown, with ner grandmother's
pearls about her slender throat.

“I'hat, sir, is Miss Beresford,” he said, slowly remov-
ing his eye-glass. ‘‘Her grandmother, Mme. de la Pe-
rouse, is in some way connected with Lady Adela’s fam-
ily.”

y“DeaLr, dear’; yes, yes, of course. Why, I adored her
when she was Mme. la Duchesse and I was a subaltern
with a flufly moustache before the days of the debacle.
Pray introduce me, Alwyne. The girl is like her grand-
mother—wonderfully like her.”

There was always a certain amount of state kept un
in the Governor's establishment, and Esther felt herself
blushing warmly  as she was led up to a grey-haired,
elderly gentleman with a waxed moustache and eye-
glasses, whose breast. was covered with decorations, and
she was conscious that her bow was a very tremulous
one, and would have shocke'd Miss Jenkins could she
have been aware of its mediocrity.

“Glad to see you; glad to see you,” said the Gover-
nor, patting her hand in a stately fashion ; ‘“‘and now
pray tell me abgut Mme. la Duchesse de la Perouse; it
is many years since we met.”

When Esther had recovered sufficiently from her be-
wilderment to realise that it was her grandmother about
whom such kindly questions were being asked, she an-

‘swered so eagerly that Sir Ambrose kept her talking for

some time, enchanted by her brilliance.

Lady Adela had planned a very kindly dinner vartv
for Esther's benefit. Nell Clare-Smythe, sparkline in
pink silk and opal ornaments, and her handsome, quiet
husband in his naval uniform ; M. de Brinvilliers and a
good-looking girl in grey, whose name was Rosamund
Morley, with the two A.D.C.’s, Lord Francis Alwyne and

Major Montresor, completed the whole company, who
presently went in to dinner together.

Esther's toilette had been an excitement to the whole
family. She had dressed to a chorus of admiring voices
and sucoestions that had been difficult to withstand.
Mrs. Beresford had wished to lend her several showy
pink topaz ornaments, and Hadji Baba had brought in a
branch of oleander which Flora had offered to make into
a spray for her bodice, and it was Major Beresford him-
self who had decided that she should be as white as a
Madonna lily from head to foot, with no touch of colour
to mar the effect. He was to take her to the Palace
gate and fetch her back again, spending the intervening
time at the club, and it was only Esther who regretted
the fancied slight to her father in leaving him out of the
invitation. She was amused and touched to find that
her entry into society under the wing of Lady Adela
Stanier was an occasion of great triumnh for the Beres-
fords, and that there was not the faintest feeling of
jealousy on. the part of Monica, who, from the depths of
a cane chair and a dressing gown, admired the satin of
her gown and gave her a farewell kiss. Major Beresford
fastened his daughter’s cloak about her shoulders, touch-
ing the soft ermine and cloth daintily.

The Palace at Valetta is a stately building, cool and
shady with its stone walls and floors, and the corridors
were lined with suits of armour that had belonged to
the old knights of St. John, and hung with wonderful
portraits of the men who had worn the armour,

Esther, as she passed along, her small white slippered
feet tapping on the marquetrie floor, her hand resting on
Alwyne’s arm with its A.D.C.’s black sleeve cuffed with
pale blue, wondered if it was possible that she could be
the same girl who less than three weeks ago had heen
eating modest school suppers—thick bread-and-butter and
sweet cocoa in an ink-stained schoolroom, and at the
thought she gave a sudden little ripple of laughter.

“What is amusing you ?”’ said Alwyne, suddenly in-
terrupting a heartrending history of the Knights of St.
Elmo ; and because he looked kind and sympathetic,
Esther told him.

"It is not often that Lady Adela has anyone so fresh
.and unspoiled at her dinner parties,’’ he answered, smil-
ing ; and Esther saw that he was very careful, after her
innocent confidences, to see that she was not in any way
puzzled by the arrangements of the table or the rarity
of the dishes that she was called upon to eat,

. Lady Adela kept her at her side for some time after
dinner, asking her kindly questions, and recalling old
incidents of her friendship with Mme. de la Perouse, and
Esther found that she had accepted an invitation to the
opera, and to a polo match, and also to a pic-nic, before
the end of the evening, with a promise of various dances
to come. At Lady Adela's request she sang several
songs, and Sir Ambrose applauded vehemently.

“Why, she has the voice of a lark ! he said. ‘‘Adela,
my dear, we must have musical evenings through the
winter ; we must, indeed.”

Alwyne watched her from a distant corner of the
room as she stood by the piano. Her slender white
figure, the sheen of her bright hair, and the glory of her
voice, all enwrapped his senses like a snare. He forgot
that she was no woman of the world to help on his am-
bitions, that she could bring him no dowry that would
go towards paying his numerous debts ; he only remem-
bered that she was very lovely and very charming, and
that for such a face men have often thought the world
well lost.

“I shall marry her,” he said, impulsively, ‘‘and mould
her myself,” and insensibly his manner took on a far
more intimate tone of possession that made Lady Adela
Stanier glance across at Mrs. Clare-Smythe.

“Does he mean anything ?” she said, under her breath.
“Surely Francis is not going to lose himself for love
alone ?”

“My dear Lady Adela,” said Nell, with a pretty lift
of her eyebrows, “‘Francis will not do anything without
stopping to count the cost, you may be sure, but he cer-
tainly looks dangerous to-night.”

Esther had chosen for her second song the pathetic
ballad of ‘‘Farewell,”’ that she had sung at Aborfield to
Geoffrey Hanmer, and her mind was suddenly swept
backwards to the happy places of her childhood.

The old-fashioned drawing-room at the Hall with its
scent of pot-pourri and lavender, and Geofirey’s kind face
with the fidelity of his sad eyes as he bade hér good-bye
took her heart by storm, and her last note was almost
a sob. She turned aside and busied herself with, some
loose music to hide her emotion, and Major Montresor
began to play a lively Hungarian air.

¥ TO BE CONTINUED y
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HE Anglo-American cable be-
tween Prince FEdward Island
and the mainland is broken

and cannot be repaired until spring.
In the meantime, wireless telegraph
will likely be used if the Ottawa
authorities so decide. There is con-
siderable agitation in Prince Fdward
Island over the lack of better winter
accommodation. The people want a
bridge, or tunnel or some sure means
of communication. While asking for
this, they maintain their tax on com-
mercial travellers from the rest of
Canada.
" »

Another Canadian Club ! This
time it is in St. John, N.B.  There
are only a few more cities to be
heard 'from and then the chain will
be complete. Mr. W. K. Farle is the
organiser of this latest addition to
the list.

* *

The Lethbridge “Herald' wants the
Alberta Government to pass an eight-
" hour law for miners. In 18q9, the
T'erritorial Assembly passed such a
law, but it was repealed in 1900.
Under these circumstances it is hardly
likely the Alberta Legislature will
rush boldly into the passing of a new
law. The eight-hour day is, however,
the rule in all Alberta mines, except
those in Lethbridge.

* *

The Alberta Farmers' Association,
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in meeting at Calgary, passed a reso-
lution in favour of placing the pro-
posed government telephone line in
the hands of “an independent and com-
petent commission.”” They also pas-
sed a resolution against bonusing of
railways, corporations and industries
by cities, towns and municipalities.

* *

The Alberta Legislature began its
work on January 24th. The Sas-
katchewan ILegislature will not meet
until Premier Scott has a chance to
recover his health.

» *

Rev. KEdwin Smith, of Cardigan,
leaves shortly for the United States
to deliver a series of lectures on
Prince Fdward Island as a tourist
resort. He will be a travelling agent
for the Tourist Association of that
province. But what about that sum-
mer hotel on Charlottetown Har-
bour or Hillshorough Bay ?  Sleepy
Hollow ! Sleepy Hollow ! !

* »

The old burying ground in the cen-
tre of the city of St. John is still
being allowed to fall into decay. The
Tourist Association discussed its pre-
servation the other day and the pre-
sident’s address expressed regret that
the city council had not moved in
the matter. It is certainly a dis-
grace. The old graves date back to
1784, the date of the founding of the
city.

x *

Nanaimo, B. C., is feeling the bene-
ficial effects of the cold weather. Coal
is in demand—such demand that the
price at the mines advanced 350
cents a ton on January 21st. At the
same time the wages of the employees

EUROPE TO AMERICA

You pays your money and you takes your choice.

of the Western Fuel Co and those at
Ladysmith were advanced. The for-
mer company is paying its help a
bonus of five per cent. off its gross
earnings for January and ten per
cent. for February. It's an ill wind
that blows nobody good.

L AR

The ILethbridge Colleries Co. was
organised at Winnipeg recently. Hon.
C. H. Campbell, Attorney-General of
Manitoba, is a vice-president. The
Prince Rupert Timber & Lumber Co.
has been incorporated, and Hon. J.
H. Lamont, Attorney-General of Sas-

katchewan, is a director. These are
not the only cabinet ministers in
Canada who lend their honourable

names to joint stock companies. In
Toronto the Judges still do so in
spite of a federal law to the con-
trary.

* *

Victoria, B.C., sportsmen have
started a fund to raise money to buy
grain which is to be sent to different
parts of the island to succour phea-
sants that are at present suffering in-
tensely from the cold weather.

* »*

At the annual bonspiel of the Sas-
katchewan Branch of the Royal Cale-
donian Curling Club, held at Regina,
Ira Patridge of Sintaluta won the
two premier events—the Grand Chal-
lenge and the Saskatchewan.

* *

On January 24th, 160 members of
the disbanded Manchester Regiment
arrived at Halifax from FEngland.
These men have joined the Royal
Canadian Regiment whose strength
at present is low. Tater, 200 men
will be brought out to strengthen the
artillery. Canadian recruits cannot
be secured.

* *

Sir James ILemoine celebrated his
eighty-second birthday on the 24th of
last month. The veteran historian
is enjoying fair health for a man of
his years. May Spencer Grange, Que-
bec, long be his home.

. AR )

Mr. Edwin Brown, leader of the
Manitoba ILiberals, is to be banquet-
ted in Winnipeg on the 12th.

* »

The other day a tidal wave engulfed
an island in the Indian ocean—the
Island of Simalu—and 1,500 persons
lost their lives. This was a greater
loss than in Kingston or San Fran-
cisco, but very little was said about
it. Not a newspaper published a
picture to illustrate it. Perhaps the
island was inhabited only by those
blacks to whom we send missionaries
but whom we do not regard aus
equals.

AR

A broad, practical and progressive
forestry policy, abolition of contract
labour in the Central Prison, fair
play to legitimate investments, 1ut
not one cent for watered stocks, ra-
tional capitalisation and limitation
of the powers of such corporations ¢s
the Standard Oil, absolute and 'mnas-
sailable titles guaranteed by the
Government, free school books as
part of the Public and Separate
School equipment and absolute iu-
nicipal ‘control of streets and every
encouragement to municipal cwner-
ship were among Ieader Graham’s
substantial ‘‘planks,” as laid down in
the Ontario Legislature this week.

{




Coffee and Careers
MR. THOMAS BARNARD had

been told that he was to go
to the club for dinner inas-
much as three of his wife’s old friends

whom she had not seen for ‘‘years
and years” were going to gather

around the new dining-room mahog-
any that evening.

“Glad you warned .me, Frances,”
was her husband’s parting comment,
after a hasty peck at her right cheek ;
“if there's anything that makes me
tired it’s a crowd of women talking
about old times. I suppose you'll
have pink candle-shades and smilax
and nothing fit to eat.”

T But in spite of masculine scorn  of
salads and pink shades, the four wo-
men had managed to make the dinner
a two-hours of hilarity, for it was
fifteen years since the heavy gates ol
the Northway Ladies’ College had
clanged behind them, and no conver-
sation is quite so interesting to the

initiated as a series of ‘Do you re-
member,”’ and ‘‘Will you ever forget?”

““This is a trifle better than the old
grate fires at the collere,” said .Alice
Macdonald, as she surveyed the g.s
logs - and shivered daintily at the
sound of the wind outside. ‘Just to
think, Erances, that we're having col-
fee in your drawing-room and you al-
ways said that you were going to
have a career.”

“I'm having it,”’ said Mrs. Barnard
confidently. I manage to keep Tom
in good humour and have had this
servant for two years. Besides, I am
decorating china. Those cups are my
very own. Tom says they are hid-
eous but I've noticed that he tells
about his wife’s fondness for art.”

“Managing a husband, painting col-
fee cups and jollying a maid ! What
a career for a woman who used to
talk about the over-soul and the iso-
lation of the spirit ! sighed iIrs.
Willie Leslie, who had been away in
the West for ten long years.

“You're just as bad,” retorted the
hostess. = “You spent nearly hall an
hour telling about your little How-
ard’s bright remarks and T remember
the time when you used to declare
that you were going on the stage and
would be satisfied with nothing less
than the part of Lady Macbeth.”

‘““‘What a goose I was !’ laughed
Mrs. Willie. “I went home from
Northway, fully determined to startle
both the home circle and the public.
Dad and the boys simply chuckled
when I announced my intentions but I
kept up my studies in voice culture
and that sort of thing for six months.
Then I went away te visit Aunt
Grace and met Willie ILeslie who
sympathised with my Lady Macheth
aspirations and read poetry to me
every evening. Dear me! You can't
get him to 'read anything but stocks
and politics now. Finally Willie per-
suaded me that Juliet was my proper
role and, behold, my greatest pride is
that ' T know food values and make
the best omelette east of the Rockies,
if T do have to say it for myself.”

“Perhaps your bright boy Howard
will take to the stage.”

“It doesn’t look like it,” said Mrs.
Willie gloomily.  “He won't recite
Fugene Field’s lovely little poems
but says he wants to own a revolver
and drive four horses along the Cari-
bhoo Road. But what about the
other careers? Mary, do you keep
up your music ? "’

A demure little lady in brown hesi-
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tated for a moment and then admit-
ted : ‘‘Kvery once in a while I make
a resolution to practice two hours a
day but the resolution goes the way

of other paving material. You see,
George can’t stand Bach, says it
makes his' head ache, and I simply

have to drag him to a concert. You
remember our old teacher, Professor
Maxwell. He would have a fit if he
could hear me playing ‘I'he Good Old
Summertime’ and ‘Dearie.’” But it's
the only kind of thing that George
likes and so I have descended to rag-
time.”

The only unmarried member of the
quartette laughed long and merrily.
“It’s all very well for vou to make

fun of us, Alice Macdonald,” said the

little lady in brown severely. ‘‘But
let me tell you that matrimony is the
most exacting career in the world.
Here we all set out with the most
extravagant ideas of what we were
going to do and ol how the world

was going to’stand still to listen to
us. Frances was going to write fic-
tion with a moral philosophy fastened
in somewhere, Mabel intended to
make Kllen Terry clutch her laurels in
alarm, and I was absolutely devoted
to Chopin and hoped some day to go
to Leipsic. Now we're all comfort-
ably settled in life with no aspirations
beyond having three meals a day
served in a style that won't arouse a
husband’s profanity. My own trouble
is the carving-knife. It's never sharp
cnough for George. We've all ended
in the domestic round except vou,
Alice, and you were the only one of
the crowd at Northway's who had o
bona fide engagement ring."

pretty
owner

*It was-a
the former

ring, too,” said
regretfully :  “I
hated to send it back. You see I
quarrelled with Hugh Morrison be-
cause he said I would have to give up
skating and dancing when I became a
minister’s wife. I wouldn't have him
using ‘must’ in that high-and-mighty
fashion. Well, he married that Kath-
erine Grant, perhaps vou remember
her—red hair and a perfectly dreadful

temper. She quarrels with the con-
gregation wherever they go and he

daren’t call
his own.”

his soul or his sermons

“I believe you're glad,” said Mrs.
Willie Leslie reproachfully.

“Well, I'mm not sorry,” chuckled Miss
Macdonald.  “Hugh needed to be
taken down and she snubs him beauti-
fully.”

“This is a queer old world,” was
Mrs. Barnard's original remark. ‘“You
think you know all about people, how
they are going to turn out and whom
they are going to marry. And they
upset all your calculations and pop
out of the pigeon-holes in which they’-
ve heen placed. Now you remem-
ber Flossie Manners, don't you?”

‘““I'he girl who lisped and who had
a loose cloud of fair hair?” said Mrs.
Willie. ’

‘Yes. She seemed so dreadfully
empty-headed and at one time I was
so afraid that my brother Henry had
taken a fancy to her. Well, Flossie
is a medical missionary out in China,
wears blue spectacles and has hardly
any hair left.” "

“T wonder what Trixie Blake has
done,” said Mrs. Willie, ‘‘she was the
jolliest little creature that ever set a
school upside down. T can see her
yvet with her dark hair in a tangle and
her eyes glowing! And don’t you
remember the scarlet tam-o’-shanter
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that was always perched above her
left ear. I lost track of her when we
went out West ten years ago. But I
always intended to hunt her up.”
“Haven't you heard?”’ said Mrs.
Barnard softly. Her friend looked up
and asked nothing further. Then Alice
Macdonald took a photograph from

the cabinet and looked lovingly at
the picture of a bride's bright face.
“This is dear old Trix. She was

married to Ted Matthews. Don’t you
remember the boy who used to throw
notes over the high back fence and
who was caught by the lady princi-
pal? Trix and Teddie were drowned
—together—two years ago in a Chan-
nel accident.”

The four Iriends looked tenderly for
a moment at the pretty pigquant face

and the gown of silk and lace, and
when they turned again to the fire
there was a mist between them and

the glow.

The Late Mr. Blair

USY with a reorganisation of
the telephone companies of

New Brunswick, the Hon., Mr.

Blair visited Fredericton a few days
ago and stayed at the residence of his
sisters-in-law, the Misses Thompson.

He was suffering from a cold, but
otherwise seemed in good health.

Lying on a sofa, chatting with one of
the ladies, he suddenly gasped and
passed away. It seemed strange
that his great career should be ended
in the city of his birth, because his
home has been elsewhere for some
years.,

Mr. Blair was, up to 1896, a New
Brunswick politician of considerable
experience and success. He was then
premier of that province, but was

called to Ottawa to take the port-
folio of Minister of Railways in Sir
Wilfrid TLaurier's mew cabinet. His

subsequent career, his revolt over the
new Transcontinental railway, and
his resignation are recent matters.
Mr. Blair was married on Oct. 31,
1866, to Miss Thompson, daughter of
Mr. Geo. Thompson, Fredericton,
and he is survived by his wife and
five daughters and two sons. The
daughters are Mrs. R. F. Randolph,
Fredericton; Mrs. Walter C. Clarke,
Halifax ; Mrs. Brewin, England, and
Mrs.. McCarthy, Ottawa, and Miss
Marjorie, Ottawa. The sons are A,
G. Blair and Donald Blair, Ottawa.
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—pure and sparkling
—clear as crystal
—rich as cream
that's

O’Keefe’s
wa CALE

SPECIAL
EXTRA MILD

PORTER

@ Extra mild, remember. A

rich old brew—free of dregs and
sediment—that you may enjoy as
often as you like without fear of
upsetting the stomach or of
making you bilious.

a Hotels, Cafes and
Dealers have O’ Keefe's
Ale, Porter and Lager

THE O'KEEFE BREWERY CO.
of TORONTO, Limited

COSGRAVE'S

Celebrated
Brands

PALE
ALE

XXX
PORTER

COSGRAVE BREWERY CO.
NIAGARA STREET = TORONTO

and of all License Holders.
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T is no hyperbole to say that mu-
sicians throughout the country
will have their eyes and ears

turned towards Toronto next week
on the occasion of that cycle of con-
certs forming what is properly called
“Mendelssohn week.” February 4th,
sth, 6th and 9th are the dates chosen
for events which have no equal in the
musical life of the country. On Mon-
day evening, February 11th, the Men-
delssohn Choir will appear in Bufialo
and on Tuesday and Wednesday even-
ings in Carnegie Hall, New York
City. The Pittsburg Symphony Or-
chestra, under Mr. Emil Paur will, of
course, be associated with the Choir,
the musical partnership between these
two organisations having become a
matter of course. The expedition to
New York is the most ambitious en-
terprise ever undertaken by a Cana-
dian chorus, but -there is every war-
rant for believing that this organisa-
tion, the product of the Director’s in-
finite capacity for taking pains, will
gratify not only Canadian New York-
ers but the genuine Gothamites,
whose critical spirit will have no
qualifying patriotic feeling.
»* »

This week at Ottawa is gay indeed,
the many social events planned by the
local committee relaxing the strain
felt by those taking part in the
Governor-General's Musical and Dra-
matic Competition. The Hotel Vic-
toria at Aylmer, Que., is affording
accommodation for the two hundred
and fifty competing guests and the
reception committee has proved itsell
nobly equal to the task of greeting
the = various ‘‘companies.” The
Church Lads' Band of St John's,
Nfld., and the Winnipeg Dramatic
Club were the first to reach Ottawa,
a rather significant simultaneous ar-
rival from Kast and West. Aside
from the stimulating effect which this
competition must have on amateur
musical and dramatic circles, its so-
cial benefit inp creating friendships
among representatives from  the
widely-scattered territory of British
North America is readily manifest.
The Dramatic Club of the Margaret
IBaton School of Literature and Fx-
pression gave an interesting local
performance, under Mrs. Scott Raff's
direction, last Friday night, when
“She Stoops to Conquer’’ was played
before His Honour, the Lieutenant-
Governor of Ontario and several
hundred guests.

» -

“I'he Little Michus,” Messager’s
musical comedy, proved far ahead of
most productions of that class in its
melodious merits, The “fun’ as pro-
vided by Mr. Graves was of the ex-
cruciating sort and sent the audience
away in a highly satisfactory state
of good humour.

» »

It is almost "to be regretted that
Miss Viola Allen ‘and her ~company
will present “Cymbeline” during the
week of the four great concerts | but,
in spite of the counter musical at-
tractions, the theatre will probably
be well-filled for Miss Allen’s perform-
ances. Her last appearance in ‘‘The

Bohemian @Glass

EXCLUSIVE DESIGNS IN
RHINE WINES PUNCH CUPS
FINGER BOWLS, ETC.

WILLIAM JUNOR

88 WEST KING ST.,, TORONTO

THE

IMPERIAL TRUSTS CO.

OF CANADA
Established 1337
GrO. H. GOODERHAM, President.

Subscribed Cagital - - $400,000.00
Assets - - - - - - 534,148.00

Acts as Executor, Admlnlstfator,
Guardian, Trustee, Etc.

4%

Allowed on all Deposits, subject to
Withdrawal by Cheque.

HEAD OFFICE:
17 Richmond Street West
TORONTO.
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TENDERS FOR PULPWOOD
CONCESSION

TENDERS will be received by the undersigned,

up to and including the eighth day of March

next, for the right to cut the Pulpwood on a
certain aren, in the District of Ni issing, north of
the Townships of Holmes, Burt, Eby, Otto, Boston,
ete,, and immediately west of the interprovincial
boundary line.

Tenderers should state the amount they are pre-
pared to pay as Bonus, in addition to such dues as
may be J,xed from time to time, for the right to
operate a pulp, or pul and paper industry on the
area referred to. uccessful tenderers will
required to erect mills on the territory, or at some
other place approved by the Lieutenant-Governor
in Counecil, and to manufacture the wood into pulp
in the Province of Ontario

Parties making tenders will be required to
deposit with their tender a marked cheque, pay-
able to the Treasurer of Ontario, for ten per cent.
of the amount of their tender, to be forteited in
the event of their not entering into agreement to
carry out the conditions, etc. The highest or any
tender not necessarily accepted.

For particulars as to description of territory,
cnninlpreq\aired to be invested, ete., apply to the

ndersigned.
s ot F. COCHRANE,

Minister of Lands, Forests,
and Mines.

ToroNTO, December 20th, 1906.
No unaunthorized publication of this notice will
be paid for.

When in Correspondence' with adver-
mention the CANADIAN

tisers please

COURIER.
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Toast of the Town,” was not happy
and spoiled the impression created by
her exquisite and spirited “Viola.”
As melodramatic ‘‘Betty Singleton”
dying in a lime-lighted garret she was
a decided burlesque on her former
poetic self and almost reminded the
spectator of the historic ‘‘little Kva®
making him regret the arrival of
“Betty’s' repentant spouse.
* *

Mr. George Ade has made a greater
fortune by his comedies than that
which accrued from ‘“‘Modern Fables.”
Last year ‘‘The Country Chairman”
and ‘‘The College Widow' were
abroad in the Dominion and won
more than a fair share of applause.
Mr. Ade is always both obvious and
cheerful and many ol us find his stage
stuff .more entertaining than his ex-
cessively slangy stories. There was.a
highly amusing article issued some
time ago in which Mr. Andrew Lang
described with painstaking gravity
his endeavour to grasp the meaning
of Adesque narratives. But to the
Canadian these tales are comparative-
ly transparent, while such vigorous
modernisms as ‘‘butt in" and ‘‘up
against it” make intelligent if not
edifying entertainment. Taking it
altogether, ‘‘The Country Chairman,”
as Mr. Macklyn Arbuckle presents it,
is the most natural and pleasing of
the Ade comedies and might apply to
the working of Canada's political ma-
chine as well as to the slow grinding
of the New England arrangement for
elections. This comedy really gives
the humorous side of the conditions
which Mr. Winston Churchill (of U.S.
A.) has discussed so seriously in -his
best novel, ‘“‘Coniston.” ‘‘The Coun-
try Chairman” has lately been en-
livening Western Canada with its sa-
tire on rural social and political af-
fairs. In connection with this com-
edy, it is told that when it was pre-
sented in Boston, a ‘‘widow’s night”
was held. All the widows of the city
were invited and many accepted the
invitation, while the enthusiastic
press agent declared that the theatre
was crowded with the fairest audience
that ever assembled in a Boston
playhouse.

* *

The striking production of Shake-
speare’'s ‘‘Antony and Cleopatra’ at
His Majesty's Theatre, I.ondon, Eng-
land, excites a wide variety, of com-
ment. Mr. Eric Clement Scott does
not agreé with those who consider the
manner of mounting too magnificent.
He is inclined to be thankful for a
succession of ‘‘pictures so beautiful as
to keep us entrancéd during the pas-
sage of a play which is too disjointed
to hold the interest for any length of
time. As the scenes pass in succes-
sion before wus, nothing occurs to
bring up the senses with a jolt to the
realisation of canvas, papier-mache
and paint.”” According to all ac-
counts, Mr. Beerbohm Tree has made
of this eventful history a picture
rather than a play, in which the
Oriental atmosphere is most alluring.

* *

The welcome announcement is made
that Madame Melba is to appear in a
concert programme at Massey Hall
on March 1th. She has made such a
sensation at the Metropolitan Opera
House in New York this season that
expectation of her concert triumphs
is higher than ever before. She is to
be assisted here by an excellent com-
pany and will doubtless be greeted by
a packed house. %
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St. Leon
sante
Still Water

Off
golor?
ves.

Well, trS’ a SRTRRARES

Bottle of & o
St. Leon

Nature's -

AWinedassh ‘
Apperient. e - Sante

Vjﬁ‘teriny L ) Salts

St. Leon
sante
goncentrate

Pleasant to
Take. Ask your

! Druggist, or

Beay.on Phone M. 6930

Stomach.

Mild in

Action.

St. Leon
(Qaters,
LCimited

“The Earth

@ontributes
and We 58} King St. €.
Distribute.” Coronto

RUBBER BELTING

Highest Grade for Every Purpose.

RUBBER HOSE

All Kinds. To Do Any Work.

PACHINGS AND VALVES
For Every Grade of Service.
We Make and Sell * Everything in Rubber.”

Rubber Clothing, Special Moulded Goods,
Druggist’s Rubber Sundries.

The Canadiam Rubber Co.
of Montreal, Limited.

“LEADERS AND ORIGINATORS "

Sales Branches and Warehouses :

40 Dock St. 8t. John, N.B. 1556 Granville St. Halifax, N.S.
Imperial Bank Building, St. James St Montreal, P.Q
¥Front and Yonge Sts. - Toronto, Ont,

80 Princess St. - Winnipeg, Man. Alberta Block - Calgary, Alta.
Dewdney 8t. - Regina, Sask. 408 Cordova St. - Vancouver, B.C.
Wharf 8t. - Viectoria, B.C.

Write us when planning for
purchases of RUBBER GOODS.

MARK OF QUALITY

D. LORNE McGIBBON,
Vice-President and Managing Director.

TAKE A BATH IN RUN-
NING WATER WITH A
BRUSH THROUGH WHICH
THE WATER FLOWS

TTACH the connection at one end of the six-
foot rubber tube to the faucet—turn on the
water, hot and cold—and immediately a perfect

flood commences to pour out of the rubber teeth of
the brush. One may enjoy the pleasures of a
shower without the expense of an overhead ar-
rangement. For rinsing the hair after a shampoo
it is fine, and for rubbing the body the brush is the
best thing in the world.

The price—$5.00—is the same in Canada as
in the United States. HExpreéss prepaid.

Order one. If not pleased, return it and get
your money back.
ADDRESS—

Ghre FOUNTAIN BRUSH CO.

Box 502, TORONTO JUNCTION, ONT.




28

The Canadian Courier

SOME WON'T
BELIEVE IT

A FAIRBANKS-MORSE 2 H.P.
JacKk-of-all-Trades

. GASOLINE ENGINE

will saw wood as fast as two men
can handle it. It al.-m&\umps water,
hulls corn, grinds feed, makes but-
ter, runs cream separator, in fact
furnishes power for all farm pur-
Ses.
Every farmer should have one.
| Cutout this complete advertisement
and send it to

THE CANADIAN FAIRBANKS

COMPANY, LIMITED
TORONTO

Please send me (without charge) particulars about Jack-of-all-Trades Engine for farm use.

1 IAY WP R . v iavaisessions te ok Name......

EngIne for:. ... i vsssnssnsesnnsvns Address....... R L T oS e A
THE Some ThOUghtS

Cralg-(slgﬁan Co. | on Advertising

bt e By the Business Manager

GOODS ARE GOOD GOODS

a We manufacture GLOVES, GAUNT-
LETS and MITTENS in TAN BUCK-
SKIN, HORSE HIDE (all

KIP, CALF and COWHIDE.

colors),

q No. 1 Selection is used in all our
output and all our goods are chrome
and full

tanned, wax thread sewn,

welted where possible.  The purchas-

ing public will do well to look for the

TRADE MARK

Dealers should never be without our
different lines

OFFICE AND FACTORY :
Cor. King and Jarvis Streets
TORONTO

The Business of

LI ...

OF CANADA.
Head Office: Waterloo, Ont.
for 1906 shows substantial increases
over the previous year, as may be seen
from the following figures:

“Ttems 1905 1908 GM?&,&W"
Assets < | $ 9,208,002 | $10,885,580 | § 1,080,447
Income - 1,050,618 | 2,072,423 115,005
Surplus* 052,001 1,208,678 240877
Insurance
in Force | | 44,107,954 | 46,912,407 | 2,712,458
Expense ra-
tio to Income 17 8% 16.534% 146%

s o

*Company’s Standard.
1 All Canadian Business.

T\REQUENT changes and the
® employment of catchy,smart,

A original and well-made half-
tone cuts will produce results for all

Tue CANADIAN
without

advertise in
Couriegr.  Ads.

not, in our opinion, attract the eye
so quickly, but very often when the

who

cuts do

opening sentence is unusually direct
and bright the advertiser finds that
most people read what he has to say.

We are determined to make THE
Canapian  Courier a producer of
results. 8

Our subscription circulation to-
day, even though only ten numbers
have been issued, is something to
be proud of.

News-boy, news-stand

and dealers’ sales increasing

every week.

are

Tue Canapian COURIER seems 1O
have made a hit.

Circulation of the right sort has
most to do with advertisers getting
results.

However, a good ad. will be

remembered longer and create 2
better impression of the advertiser
amongst ten thousand persons than
a hum-drum ad. will amongst one

hundred thousand.

I would like every advertiser, and
every prospective advertiser, set
in to find out how little or how much
I know about advertising. In my
department on this paper I want to

render all the service I can.

Write me.

A. W. LAV,

Business Manager.

DEMI - TASSE

The Prevalent Disease

(With apologies to the Irish Melodies)

Rich and rare were the gems she
wore,

But her eyes were red and her nose
wgs sore.

As a beam o’er the face of the waters
clows

So o’er her countenance shone her

nose.

This thought in the midst of enjoy-
ment will stay—

““If she wipes any more she will wipe

it away.”

beams of the warm sun

round it in vain ; -

“Gee! it's frozen!” she says, and she
wipes it again.

She is far from the land where her
young hero sleeps,

But that ain't the reason she sniffles
and weeps.

This life is all chequered with plea-
sures and woes

That chase one another like waves on
her nose,

And as fast as the rain-drop of Pity
is shed

She’s down with another darned cold
in her head.

The play

—M.L.C.P.

* *

His First Wedding

It is a nervous moment for a young
clergyman when he first confronts a

bride and bridegroom. A story is
being told in England of a young

parson who has been recently appoint-
ed to a northern parish. It was his
first wedding and he was terribly
nervous. Matters got serious when
the clergyman, turning to the smiling
bridegroom, asked :

“Wilt thou have this woman as thy
wedded husband?”

The bride giggled and the minister
with a very red face, tried again :

“Wilt thou have this man to thy
wedded wife?"’
There was a look of fierce deter-

mination in the minister's eye as he
loosened his collar and proceeded :

“Wilt thou have this husband—
ahem!—Wilt thou have this wedding
—Wilt thou—"

At this the bridegroom interfered.
“Aw don't know wot yer wants me
to hev,” he remarked, ‘‘but Aw coom
here for her,” bringing his horny hand
down on the bride’s shoulder, ‘“‘An’
Aw'll hev her or nowt.”

* ‘

The Lesser Kitchener

Among the many well-known sol-
diers in India whose period of com-
mand expires during this year is
General Walter Kitchener, at present
commanding thé troops at Lahore.
He is the younger brother of “K. of
K.” and he is generally known
throughout his command, says “‘M.
A.P.,” as Kitchener the Lesser. He
owes little or nothing to his relation-
ship to the Commander-in-Chief in
India, and indeed this has stood him
in rather bad stead on the occasion
when he was recommended for an im-
portant Staff billet in South Africa
which TLord Kitchener refused ' to
sanction, on the ground that he would
be accused of favouritism if he did.
The name, too, has led to some re-

markable confusion.

One of the most amusing of these
instances occurred in South Africa




when General W. Kitchener had oc-
casion to reprove a young Colonial
for some offence.

“Look here, who are you, anyhow?"
indignantly demanded the Colonial.

“My name is Kitchener,” replied
the general.
“Chuck it!” cried the man. ‘I may

be from the backwoods, but if you
think I don't know Kitchener's face
when I see it you are quite mistaken.
Why, we had him pasted up in our
hen roost for years and you ain’'t a
bit like him! Don’t talk rot.”

The general then explained the sit-
uation, but, possibly because of the
“picture in the hen roost’” let him
off.

* »

Vocal Vengeance

A rather brutal thing was said un-
awares at an evening party. Shortly
after midnight a gentleman was pres-
sed to sing. Very thoughtfully he
put forward the excuse that at the
late hour the next-door neighbours
might object.

“Oh, never mind the neighbours,”
cried the young lady of the house.
“They poisoned our dog last week."

®* »

A Sea Song

Said Davis unto Swettenham,
“Your place is such a sight :
My men have landed in the town,

We'll fix you up all right.

“You'll need some help in hospital,
Likewise to guard the street ;

We know just how to do it all,
And clean you up so neat.”

Said Swettenham to Davis bold :
“You're really very kind.

And yet this earthquake is our own,
I'd have you bear in mind.

“Your lads in blue are very smart
In their own place, no doubt ;
But really you would much oblige

If you would just get out.”

*

A Hero’s Sketch

An English raconteur says: “The
other day I met Baden-Powell, who
told me that he and Kipling had come
over from South Africa together.
Baden-Powell, as is well-known, thinks
himself something of an artist. He is
an assiduous member of the I,ondon
Sketch Club, and to see him there
struggling with pencil and water-
colours, you would think he cared
more for artistic than military re-
nown.

“Well, what do you think?” said he,
‘T am the recipient of a great honour.
Kipling has written a poem on one of
my pictures.’

‘Splendid,” I said : ‘I congratulate
you! It is certainly a great honour
for a picture of yours to have stirred
the muse of Rudyard Kipling. Where
can one see the poem?’

‘I have got. it here,” said Baden-
Powell, and he took from his pocket
a paper on which two matchless ver-
ses were written. One of them read
as follows; I don’t remember the
other one.

“This is the ocean bright and blue

With the Dunedin Castle ploughing
through ;

But if you turn it upside down

It is the veldt so bright and brown.'”
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Gerhard
Heintzman

Art Grand

Made from special designs for

one of Canada's Finest Hotels.

Gerhard Heintzman
Limited

97 YONGE ST. - - TORONTO

q The choicest and most healthful of all beverages is

COW AN'S

PERFECTION

COCOA

(MAPLE LEAF LABEL)

€ It is as nutritious as the very best milk for children,
without the danger of contamination. Give to

‘ your
children and drink it yourselves.

THE COWAN COMPANY, Limited, TORONTO

GUNS AND RIFLES

WE CARRY A GOOD LINE OF W. W. GREENER AND
SCOTT’S BEST ENGLISH SHOT GUNS AND THE

Winenewer,  pIET ES
AMMUNITION

Savage and Marlin
SHOT AND RIFLE CARTRIDGES LOADED WITH SMOKELESS
OR BLACK POWDER. SPECIAL LOADS PUT UP TO ORDER.

RICE LEWIS @ SON

LIMITED
Corner King and Victoria Streets, Toronto

W. S, CALVERT, M.P., President T. H. HAMILTON, General Manager

Canadian ©®il Company

LIMITED

Refiners of Canadian and American PETROLEUM and
Manufacturers of Lubricating Oils, Paints and
Varnish of the Celebrated STERLING
BranDp

ALL GOODS GUARANTEED SAMPLES ON APPLICATION

BRANOHES
Vancouver, B.C. Winnipeg, Man.

HEAD OFFICE
128 BAY STREET - TORONTO, Canada

Toronto, Ont. Ottawa, Ont.
Montreal, Que. Halifax, N.S. REFINERIES
8t. John, N.B Petrolia, Ont. Marietta, Ohio
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Head Office for Canada i MONTREAL

WM. MACKAY, J. H. LABELLE,
Gen. Manager. Asst. Manager.

The O Fire
Largest Insurance

Company in

Strongest ‘ NSU R ANC E the World.
COMPANY

Maguire & Connon
GENERAL AGENTS
Office : “Royal Bulding,” 27 Wellington St. E., TORONTO,

Main 6000.
Telephones {anidencu, North 8571 and M. 078

THE HAMILTON STEEL
& IRON CO., LIMITED

Pig Iron, Iron and
Steel Bars, Bands,
Railway Spikes,
Washers, Forgings,
Bo oy v sshinss s

Address all communica-
tions to the Company

HAMILTON, - CANADA.

The Bay of Quinte
Railway Company

PUSSEEE

Connecting with the Grand Trunk Rail-
way System at Napanee and Kingston.

Connecting with the Canadian Pacific
Railway at Tweed.

Connecting with the Central Ontario Rail-
way at Bannockburn.

Connecting with the Kingston & Pem-
broke Railway at Harrowsmith.

Connecting at Deseronto with steamers
operating on the Bay of Quinte and Lake
Ontario.

Trains leave Napanee for the north at
7.50 a.m., 12,10 p.M., 1.25 p.M., and 4.25p.m.

Trains leave Tweed for the south at 7.00
a.m., 7.20 a.m., and 2,55 p.m., and for the
north leaving Tweed at 11,30 a.m. and 4.50
p.m.

Trains run between Deseronto and Napa-
nee as follows :—

Leave Deseronto at 1.00 a.m., 1.40 a.m.,
§.55 a.m., 7.00 a.m., 7.20 a.m., 9.50 &.Mm.,
11,30 &. M., 12.40 P.M., 12.55 p-M.y 3.45 p-M-,
6.10 p.m., 7.40 p.m.

Leave Napanee a 2.20 a.m., 3.30 a.m.,
6.30 a.m., 6.35 p.m., 7.55 a.m., 10,30 a.m.,
12.0§ p.m., 1.20 p.m., 11.00 a.m., 4.30 p.m.,
6.50 p.m., 8.15 p.m.

The Deseronto Navigation Company
operate the str. ‘‘Ella Ross'' and str. ‘‘Jessie
Bain" running between Picton, Deseronto,
Belleville and Trenton, as also the sir.
“Where Now™ making the famous s0-mile
ramble from Gananoque to all points in and
around the Thousand Islands, connecting
with all trains at Gananoque, as well as mak-
ing the railway transfer between Gananoque
and Clayton, N.Y.

E. WALTER RATHBUN, J. F. CHAPMAN,
President and General General Freight and
Manager. passenger Agent.
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Literary Notes

N the publication “Canada” there
have appeared recently, suggest-
ive articles on ‘‘The Future of

Canadian Literature,” written by
various Canadians already known to
the readers of newspapers and maga-
zines. Miss Alice Jones of Halifax
contributes to the discussion a well-
written page on the romance of Nova
Scotia.

There is no lack of material so far
as fiction is concerned. But here we
are confronted with the question :
how far is romance concerned with
material? The difference between the
genius and the rest of us has seldom
been better expressed than in the
lines :(—

(What seest thou at yonder dim cross
roads
Beside that shuttered inn ?
Untravelled Possibility
The Inn of Splendid Mystery.
What seest thou ?
1 see the dim cross-roads

Beside a shuttered inn.”

The poet has written a pathetic line
about the ‘‘mute inglorious Milton,”
but a modern critic has said that no
true Milton could or would remain
mute and inglorious. He is evidently
of the opinion that poetry like mur-
der will ‘“‘out.”” One of the most
sensible remarks concerning Canadian
efforts in seli-expression was made by
Professor Alexander at the opening of
the Margaret Faton School of Litera-
ture and KExpression when he urged
the necessity for more honesty of in-
dividual opinion. “If you find Shake-
speare dull,” said the speaker ; ‘‘say
so. Not that he is dull but that you
find him so.”! It was a stimulating
bit of advice but one wondered what
would happen il it were followed. For
vears a certain earnest reader ol
Fnglish poetry cherished a secret dis-
like for Wordsworth, but did not dare
to say so until he found a great man
who was quite frank concerning his
inability to read ““I'he Excursion.”
But one is likely to get into serious
trouble by not pretending. A Scotch
professor has mnever forgiven one of
his students for saying that she de-
tests Robert Burns and thinks “‘ A
Man’s 4 Man for a' That” a tiresome
bit of platitudinous democracy. The
curious feature about this indepen-
dence is that it is an excellent thing
for the other man. It is all very well
to find Shakespeare dull but you must
be prepared to fall down and wor-
ship at the sign of the “Doll’s
House."”

» »*

A reader of this column has asked
for the publication of a poem by Miss
Wetherald, “Winter Gifts.” Probably
the poem ‘‘The White Gifts"” is re-
ferred to and this is quoted below.

“I'hese are thy gifts, O Life;
A white frost on the hair

And a wintry whiteness on the cheek
That once was young and fair.

These are thy gifts, O L.ove :
A white frost on the veins,

And a deep-snow silence on the soul
Where once were fiery pains.

And thy great gifts, O Death,
Are in the frost-bound frame,
The ice-locked lips, the white, white
peace
That is too deep for name.”

TORONTO HOTELS

The Arlington
King and John Streets.
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.

American Plan.

R A WSS
King Edward Hotel
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 Guests. $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

Palmer House
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American and European.

Rossin House

European $1.00 up.
American $2.00 o,

Accommodation for 500 Guests. Fireproof.

e e TR T Gy

ONTARIO HOTELS

Ealodonis Springs Hotel (C.P.R¥»).

American Plan, - $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

e

MONTREAL HOTELS.

e e e
Corona Hotel

453-465 Guy Street. 126 Rooms

$1.00 up. Earopeanr.

The Place Viger (C. P. Rvy.)
American Plan, - $850 up.
Accommodation Vfor 200 Guests. 23

St. Lawrence Hall
Europear Plar,
800 Rooms, $1.00 per day upwards.

e

QUEBEC HOTELS

IT'he Chateau Frontenac (C.P. Ry.)

American Plan, - $3.00 up.
Aecommodation for 450 Guests.
=

MANITOBA HOTELS

The Royal Alexandra (C.P. Ry.)
European, - - - $2.00
American, - - - $4.00

Accommodation for 600 Guests.

BRITISH COLUMBIA HOTELS

Glacier House (C. P. Ry.)
American Plan - $3.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests

Hotel Vancouver (C. P. Ry.)

American Plan, - $8.60 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests.

AUDITS S8YSTEMS INVESTIGATION .

GEO. U. STIFF

CHARTERED ACCOUNTANT
TORONTO .
Room 3

Tel. M. 1210 Imperial Bank Building

TELEPHONE MAIN 6609

RicaArD L. CowaN
STOCK BROKER
728-727 TRADERS BANK BUILDING

Member standard Stock
and Mining Exchange

The THIEL

Detective Service Co.
—— OFFICES —

CHIOAGO, ILL., Monadnock Block.

DENVER, COLO. Majestic Bldg.

KANSAS CITY, MO., New England Bldg.

VEW YORK, N.Y., Broadway ghlden Lane Bldg.

PORTLAND, ORE,, Chamber of Commerce
(ISCO.. OAL., Mutual Savings Bank

Bldg.
SEATTLE, WASH., New York Block
APOKANE, WASH., Empire State Bldg.
ST. LOUIS, MO., Century Bldgl.‘
3T. PAUL, MINN., Germania Life Bldg.
OITY OF MEXICO, MEX., uitable Life Ins. Bldg.
MONTREAL, CANADA, Liverpool, London and
Globe Bldi.t
WINNIPEG, MAN., Union Bank of Canada Bldg.
TORONTO, CANADA, Suite 604-5-6, Traders’
Bank Building
PUBLIC ACCOUNTANTS

AND AUDITORS

TorONTO, CAN.
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THE GOLDEN WEST

W ESTERN CANADA is filled with gold,—the
gold that comes from golden wheat. Thous-
ands of farmers from the Western States are going

into the new Canadian Provinces and are reaping
rich rewards. ' An investment properly made in
Western real estate — rural or urban —is sure.

‘ Farm lands and town sites—unlike the mines in E
which treasure may or may not lie concealed—carry .
their values on the surface. We have selected town

lots and farm property. If you want a share in the
4 riches of the prosperous West write us.

WESTERN ESTATES, LIMITED THls SUMMER

. 83 Victoria Street - - TORONTO
i : V3 3

Canada's Double Track Railway

Between Montreal, Toronto, Ni-
agara Falls and other principal
cities in Canada.

The Longest Double Track Rail-
way in the world under one
management.

DIRECT ROUTE TO THE FAR FAMED

“ MIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO™”

INCLUDING

The Muskoka Lakes
Lake of Bays
Maganetawan River
Algonquin National Park
Georgian Bay
Roalws = ‘Lake Nipissing & French River
FRANK BRODERICK &

TAILORS
I3 West King St, TorONTO.

Temagami
and NORTHERN ONTARIO REGIONS.

Handsomely illustrated descriptive literature regarding
all the above districts sent free on application to J. D.
McDONALD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto, or Fe
QUINLAN, District Passenger Agent, Montreal.

W. E. DAVIS G. T. BELL
Passenger Traffic Manager Gen. Pass, and Ticket Agt.

MONTREAL MONTREAL




Get A Fur-LLined Coat
You Need It

We can offer you two reasons

for buying a fur-lined over-
coat : 1ts rich, handsome appear-
ance and its extreme comfort.
We can offer you two more
reasons why you should buy it
here: itis of the highest quality —
distinguished as Fairweather
quality, and the price, during our
Annual Fur Sale, has been re-
duced below any price we ever
quoted on such values before.
Here are three good selections,
any one of which 1s a bargain at

the price :

Natural mink-lined overcoat, very
finest imported English beaver
shell, otter collar and facings,

regular $350, for - - $275.00

Finest muskrat-lined, fine English beaver shell, otter collar, regular

price $100, for = . 3 - . - $82.50

Selected muskrat-lined overcoat, imported English beaver shell,
Persian Lamb or otter collar, regular price as our ‘‘special”

$635, for - - - 2 - - - - $57.50
Everything in furs, and every price reduced during

our Annual Fur Sale.

J. W. T. FAIRWEATHER & CO.

FURRIERS
84-86 Yonge Street - TORONTO
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