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TORONTO AND WINNIPEG

EATON PRICES

EATON PRICES are the result of buying

direct from the producer in quantities so large that

there is created keen bidding for the order, with
an extra discount for cash. The foremost markets of
the world are visited twice a year to make sure no
opportunity is lost to give you the best to be had for
your money. ‘There is only our one small profit
added to the cost of production. On the many
articles of men’s and women’s wear, made in our own

factories, there is a still greater lowering of the cost.




MOST TASTY
BREAD—the kind
you can eat even
without butter—is

made from PURITY FLOUR.

Milled entirely from the finest
Western Canada Hard VWheat
it is chock full of sweet, whole-
some nutriment. Besides—it
never disappoints you—making
the best bread with the least
trouble.

Sold Everywhere in the Great Dominion

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO.
LIMITED

MILLS AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH, BRANDON

We provide Supplies to
Families, Campers and
Sportsmen throughout
Muskoka and Northern
Ontario.

TO FAMILIES desiring to
secure Cottages at Muskoka
we offer information as to
several that have been re-

ported to us for remt this
season.

TO CAMPERS we furnish the
Provisions, Tents, Utensils,
Blankets and General Camp
Outfit. We also have speci-
ally prepared charts of 30
canoe trips in Ontario.

Michie & Co. Ltd.

7 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO

METALLIC
CEILINGS

Are Artistic,
DURABLE, SANITARY,
and FIREPROOF
Easily applied, Cannot
Crack nor Fall Off

Send us a sketch showing shape
and exact measurements of your
ceilings or walls, and we will
submit designs, estimates and
illustrated booklet free.

WRITE US NOW

Metallic Roofing Co.,

LIMITED

Manufacturers

TORONTO & WINNIPEG

(46)

The Strelinger

(Four cycle one to four cylinder). Abso-
lutely the Best Marine Engine ever made

3 We also carry in stock several
of the best makes of 2-Cycle
Marine Engines, and a full line
of Boat Accessories. Let us
know your wants and we will
quote prices ENGINES 11-2
to 60 H.P., $33 to $2,500.

Write for our 1908 Catalog.
The Strelinger
Marine Engine Co.

THE STRELINGER Dept.C. Detroit, Mich.
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HIS week ourissue is overloaded with pictures, but they were

so telling and so important that we did not care to leave any

of them out. The events of the past few weeks can be told better in
photographs than in words.

CANADA is proud of the accomplishments of Mr. W. A. Fraser

in the world of fiction. As a short story-writer he has few
Anglo-Saxon peers ; as a novelist he has shown considerable strength
and much promise. Several of his short stories will be published in
THe CaNADIAN COURIER during the next few months, along with a
number of other short stories by leading native writers.

Dr. Jaeger Evolved It

After years of experiment and comparison

Jaeger Pure Wool Underwear has done more for
o body comfort and health prfeservation than all
2450 the other underwear experiments the world
has known.

Jaeger Underwear is the combination of comfort qualities
with health considerations, and is a perfect combination.

Your dealer has the summer weights in now.

Sold at fixed moderate prices all over Canada.

Look for the “Jaeger” trademark and refuse substitutes.

No. 10-08

MONTREAL, 3816 St. Catherine St. West.
RETAIL DEPOTS : TORONTO, 10 Adelaide St. West.
WINNIPEG, Steele Block, Portage Ave,.

Gilbey’s
‘““London Dry”’
din
is of highest quality. Distilled

from the finest materials.

Gilbey’s
“Spey Royal”

A genuine pure malt Scotch
Whiskey, guaranteed

Ten Years Old

For sale throughout Canada in
all the best bars and on railway
trains. ASK FOR IT.

DISTRIBUTORS :
R. H. Howard & Co., Toronto

G. F. & J. Galt - Winnipeg
AND OTHERS

A BFAMILY
NECESSITY

IS ONE OF dUR SEEL
Fagle

Lawn Swings

Your children will spend hours of
happy play in it, and it keeps them off
the street. The young people also
enjoy it. Sure! And the old folks
are quite delighted when they get in
and find how easily it swings to and fro.

Everybody admires it, because it is
elegant in design and finish, protection
from the hot sun, and will last for
years. In the fall you can take it
down, fold it up and put it away
snugly for next summer. The wooden
ones are left out to rot and are un-
sightly.

PRICE $18.%

SEND FOR BOOKLET NO. 75
WITH SWING SONG AND MUSIC.

Ontario Wind Engine & Pump Co.

LiMiTeED
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Insist that your dealer always sends
O’KEEFE'S ‘“PILSENER"

“Tur Ligut BeEr 1N THe LigaT BorTLE"
(Registered)

GHe O’Heefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited
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Detective Service Co.
of Canada, Limited

———OFFICES ———

Toronto, Canada
Suite 604-5-6, Traders Bank Building

MONTREAL, CANADA, Liverpool, London and Globe Bldg.
WINNIPEG, MAN., Union Bank of Canada Bldg.
CHICAGO, ILL., Monadnock Block.

DENVER, CoL0., Majestic Building.

KANSAS CiTY, MO., New England Bldg.

NEW YORK, N. Y., Broadway Maiden Lane Rldg.
PORTLAND, ORE. Chamber of Commerce.

SAN. FRANCISCO, CAL., Mutual Savings Bank Bldg.
SEATTLE, WASH., New York Block,

SPOKANE, WASH., Empire State Building.

81. Louis, Mo., Century Bldg.

81. PAUL, MINN., Germanis Life Building.

Ciry OF MEX1CO, MEX., Equitable Life Ins. Bldg.
Lo8. ANGELES, 621 Trust Bldg.
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AT ALL KINDS 'OF STORES

Snap Company, Limited - Montreal

Better than Soap

SNAP is an antiseptic hand
cleaner which removes grease,
acid and oils of all kinds, better
than soap does. It does not
injure even the daintiest of
hands. Get a fifteen cent can
and try it and your household
will never be without it. It is
safe. It is economical. It is
effective. It is pleasant.

.

NATIONAL
TRUST
L C{‘) L]
LIMITED

Foe ¥

TORONTO

LR 10
THE LAST

The making of a will
is frequently delerred
Con-

until to late.
sult with

National Trust Co., Limited
18-22 King St. East, TorRONTO

BRANCHES :
Montreal Winnipeg Saskatoon Edmonton

CRAGG’S SPECIAL RAZOR

Sizes —
Narrow, Medium and Wide

ol >
Sent anywhere in Canada, Postage $1_25 each

A Paid, on receipt of price
ARGUMENT These Razors are made under special formula by the celebrated firm
7 of Wade & Butcher, Sheffield, England, whose name and guarantee
is coupled with our own. The guarantee is full and unqualified.
Purchasers being sole judgesas to their merits. razor not being sat-
isfactory can be returned to us when another will besent in its place.

CRAGG BROS, & .40

THE OUTLERY HOUSE OF HALIFAX

HALIFAX, N.S.
Reference by Permission — THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE — R. G. DUN & CO.

The Canadian Detective Bureau

LIMITED
MAX J. KELLER, GEN. MANAGER WILLIAM H. WELSH, GEN. SUPT.

GENERAL OFFICES: TORONTO, ONT.
Crown Life Building—Queen and Victoria Sts.
BRANCH OFFICES
OTTAWA, ONT., Trust Bldg., Sparks St. MONTREAL, P.Q., Bank of Ottawa Bldg.
WINNIPEG, MAN., Bank of Hamilton Bldg.

ST. JOHN, N.B., Pugsley Bldg. HALIFAX, N.8., 8t. Paul Bldg.
VANCOUVER, B.C., Inns of Court Bldg. DAWSON, Y.T., N.C. Bldg.
NEW YORK, N.Y. LONDON, ENG. PARIS, FRANCE

This Bureau is prepared to undertake all classes of legitimate detective
work for railroads, banks, insurance companies; other corporations and pri-
vate individuals.

Our offices being located from one end of the Dominion to the other give
us specially good facilities for handling business for clients with connection
throughout the various provinces.

CABLE ADDRESS, “CANDEC”

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE ‘CANADIAN COURIER.”
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iN THE PUBLIC VIEW

R. JAMES BAIN has passed
D away — the greatest, grandest

and noblest librarian which this

country ‘has yet produced. In
his taste for the best in literature and
in his love and care for Canadian his-
tory, he was of the French-Canadian
rather than the English-Canadian type.
He was national in the highest sense of
that term. His love of books for
books’ sake was developed in London;
but his ambition to encourage the
study of Canadian history and to pre-
serve those fast-vanishing records of
our early days was a product of his
own. He ante-dated the archives de-
partments of our governments; he
almost ante-dated the historical socie-
ties. Every Canadian document, letter,
pamphlet or volume put up for sale in
Joston, London or elsewhere was se-
cured for the Toronto Public Library
if it was at all possible. His means
were limited, and he steadily refused to
pay fancy -prices; he never wasted
money as it has been wasted in the
archives branch at Ottawa. Consequently, the Toronto collection is
worth three to five times what it cost.

As an aid to journalism, Dr. Bain was invaluable. Every student
and writer on the press who sought his advice and assistance always
went away feeling that he had got more than he expected or deserved.
Further, he was an intellectual stimulant.

That he should pass away just when the new Library building
was about completed seems like robbing a man of the ripe fruit of a
lifetime’s cultivation. His was not the spirit of complaint, however,
and we must bow to that Inscrutable All-Power which he so fully
recognised. He accomplished enough to make his life memorable,
and enough to entitle him to a memorial in the city for whose intel-
lectual life he did so much.

Dr. James Bain.

* * *

T.REVEREND PAUL EUGENE ROY, who was recently conse-
crated in the Basilica in Quebec, will hold to Archbishop Begin
much the same position as the adjutant to the colonel of a

regiment. He will be a kind of vicar-general, to use an ecclesiastic
term. Bishop Roy is a leader among churchmen and he was recently
selected to direct Action Sociale Catholique and its newspaper organ.
This newspaper is intended to be the authoritative voice in political
and social matters and apparently is to be used against any govern-
ment which is not in sympathy with
the church’s ambitions. It ‘would
be a strange publication if it were
issued by a Protestant church, but
the Catholics have a different view
of political obligations.

Bishop Roy was born at Berthier
in Montmagny County, and isone of
five brothers who are priests. The
Rev. Camille Roy is a professor in
Laval, where Bishop Roy was also
professor of Rhetoric.

e sk *
ANQTHER eminent Irish eccles-

_ lastic was in Montreal a few

days ago — Cardinal Logue,
the Primate of all Ireland. The Car-
dinal gave some reasons in Montreal
why fewer Irishmen come to Can-
ada than to the United States, where

Bishop Paul Eugene Roy.

the leading Roman Catholic cathedral is St. Patrick’s in New York,
just as St. Michael’s is the leading cathedral of western and middle
Canada. He alleges that Irishmen when they emigrate prefer to
leave the British flag; also that Irishmen do not enjoy cold weather.
Perhaps if the Cardinal could
have visited Toronto he
would have found that there
are a good many Irishmen in
Canada. It is significant, how-
ever, that most of the Cana-
dian Irish are in Toronto and
Ontario, with a considerable
Irish colony in Montreal and
but a scattering few in Winni-
peg and Vancouver.
* * *

ALK of a prospective
Canadian navy takes
rather a practical turn

with the appointment of Cap-
;ain Kingsmill as rear-admiral.
Some weeks ago Commander
Spain of the Marine Depart-
ment found that an extension
was needed in the service. The
appointment  of  Captain
Kingsmill made it possible
for the Commander to hand
over the marine service pro-
per and to confine his entire
attention to the duties of
wreckage and pilotage com-
missioner on the St. Lawrence. Captain Kingsmill will now have
one of the most extensive marine beats in the world. Though his
duties will by no means place him on a par with such a man as Rear-
Admiral Evans, U.S.N., who has lately left his continent-girdling fleet
at San Francisco, the new head of the marine service will have com-
plete control of all Government ships on the Atlantic and the St. Law-
rence as well as on the Great Lakes. Captain Kingsmill has seen
long service in the British navy and will be able to enforce such
methods and discipline in this Canadian marine service as may be
expected to obtain whenever Canada embarks on a navy of her own.
He is a Canadian by birth, son of the late Judge J. J. Kingsmill of

Toronto, but has for many years been a citizen of the British navy.
* * *

Captain Kingsmill.

The new head of the Marine Service

HICAGO University continues to call Canadian professors across
the border. The latest to join the long list of invited educa-
_  tionists from Canadian seats of learning to the universities of
the United States is Professor George Cross of McMaster University.
Professor Cross has been invited to the chair of Church History at
Chicago. Professor Foster, who holds a theological chair in the
Rockefeller seat of learning, is also a McMaster man. The Oil King
has long had a deep interest in the Baptist University of Canada,
hence a recent bequest of sixty thousand dollars to that institution.
But the larger fact is that Canadian educationists of any denomination
continue to command leading positions in United States universities
because of thorough scholarship and sound doctrine.
* 3k *k
THE new Archbishop of Toronto, formerly Bishop McEvoy of
London, occupies a position of eminence second in Canada to
none west of Montreal. Dr. McEvoy comes to Toronto in the
prime of a scholar’s life with a prospect of being incumbent in St.
Michael's palace for at least twenty years. He is a graduate of St.
Michael’s College and of the University of Toronto, and has been
Bishop of London since 1889. Previous to that time he was for ten
years rector of St. Mary’s Cathedral in Hamilton. To be Archbishop
in the Protestant city of Toronto, where most of the Catholics are
Irish, is an undertaking of great magnitude. Protestants as well as
Catholics will be glad to se a man of Dr. McEvoy’s stamp succeed
to the Archbishopric. There is a growing sense of co-operation
among the various denominations in Toronto and in Canada. In the
West the missionaries of Catholic and Protestant churches have for
many years been engaged in the same work.
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PROVINCIAL POLITICS
A FRIEND who takes broad views of things suggests that there is
no room in the provincial legislatures for party politics and that

in choosing the candidates for these bodies the voters should not .

follow the federal party lines. In an editorial in its issue of May 20th,
the Montreal Gasette compliments Premier Gouin on not putting into
his Monument National speech much that was political and adds:
“There is, indeed, not much room for politics in a provincial législa-
ture. There, as in a municipal council, whatever is best administered
is best.”

The general public will not agree with these theoretical utterances.
They will point to the experiences of New Brunswick and British
Columbia as proofs that a provincial government which does not bear
the name of one of the great parties, is not either Liberal or Conserva-
tive, is neither as efficient nor as jealous of its good name as one
which is so labelled. The opposition side of the legislature cannot be
well organised unless it has a name and a bond of cohesion. This
is our experience and experience with the public counts for more than
theory.

Perhaps the true position to take would be to say that there is less
reason for strict party obedience in provincial elections and that voters
should concern themselves more with the quality of the candidates
than in federal elections. If one party promises and is likely to give
as good administration as the other, then the qualifications of the
candidates become of the utmost importance. In Toronto, for
example, where eight members are to be elected in four constituencies
there are four or five candidates in each constituency. If the Con-
servative party, which usually elects all the members in Toronto, votes
for the nominees of the party organisations it is almost certain that the
city will not get the best eight men available. The party nominees
are not all first-class men and it would not be an unmixed evil if one
or two of them were defeated. There may be similar situations,
there no doubt are, in other constituencies in Ontario and Quebec.
In such cases, the broader-minded voters might reasonably and profit-
ably abandon party lines and vote for the best candidate in the field.
In the provincial legislature more than in the federal House, there is
a need for men of clear record and business qualifications. There is
less room for the professional politician and the party weakling.

- ¥
NO MILTONIC MINDS

R. HAROLD BEGBIE, an English journalist who lately visited
Canada with a view to “copy,” has not ceased to bemoan our
materialism in the brilliant epistles which he contributes to the
London Chronicle. One of Mr. Begbie’s latest lamentations arises
from the circumstance that he found in Canada “No Milton-minded
men.” These are, indeed, hard lines. The Rocky Mountains, the hill
at Hamilton, the grain elevators at Fort William, the steel works at
Sydney and the harbour of St. John have failed to send him 'away
joyful. It seems to us that the Chronicle gentleman is altogether
unreasonable and exacting. A Milton is a nice enough possession
but it must be remembered that even England, with ages of striving
towards the light, has had few writers or philosophers of the Puritan
poet’s calibre. Cannot this superior scribe wait a while, until the
Canadian has had time to build his railways, plough his farms and
get an asphalt walk in front of the house? Then, perchance, he will
wipe the perspiration from his brow and plan an epic or an ode. Mr.
Begbie calls our politicians “corrupt and abominable.” This is painful
reading, and leads us to wonder what newspapers Mr. Begbie could
have examined with care as he took his gentle flight across the
Dominion. He really likes our lakes, rivers and mountains but is
forced to express disapproval of our mercantile ways of expression

and our purchasable poli.tigiaps. : :

Mr. Begbie finds poetry in every natural feature of the country
but none in Canadians. The mountains chant hymns of praise but

6

the people talk shop. The rivers sing of earth’s lyric loveliness but
the people are anxious for a bumper crop. Is it possible that someone
has “jollied” the English journalist and made Canadians appear more
prosaic than they actually are. There is much Scotch blood in this
country and we are shy of speaking to the stranger about our aspira-
tions. We may be almost bursting with the finest sort of ideals and
yet discourse to the itinerant Englishman of our wheat and timber
limits.

The English journalists, according to Mr. Begbie, expected to find
in this young land “the statesmanship of a Moses, the prophecy of an
Isaiah, and the rejoicing poetry of a Shakespeare.” This is entirely
too much to expect of a people who, only the day before yesterday,
built for themselves huts in the wilderness. Canadians are too busy
enforcing the Ten Commandments to have time to add to them, are
too much absorbed in the day’s work to write about what is going to
happen a hundred years from now and are wise enough to rejoice in
Shakespeare’s dramas without cherishing an immediate desire to pro-
duce another Hamlet.

By way of respectful comment we might call Mr. Begbie’s atten-
tion to the fact that in one breath he calls Sir Wilfrid Laurier a
“central pillar” and a “chief pilot,” as he regrets that our premier,
though a good man, is not in possession of a Miltonic mind. But why
should we have a prime minister with such a sweep of imagination ?
The average Canadian business man turns pale as he thinks of what
might happen if Mr. Bliss Carman, Mr. Arthur Stringer or even Mr.
Wilfred Campbell were looking after the national destiny. Milton,
himself, was not allowed to be the Head of the Government in his
stormy day. The late Oliver Cromwell took very good care to give
the noble-minded poet nothing more lucrative than the office of Latin
Secretary, a post for which no Canadian politician hastever applied.

If it were only the vagaries of an idle fancy which Mr. Begbie
longed to discover, it is a thousand pities that he did not fall in with
the Douks or the Dreamers. They are the one startling streak of
imagination which brightens our commercial communities,

»
TO HIGHER FIELDS

HE western wilderness of forty years ago has now three univer-
sities in the making. Nor are these the only signs that in the
march of Empire, higher education and the higher fields of scientific
investigation are spreading fast. Next year Winnipeg is to have the
honour of being the third city in Canada to entertain that greatest of
all literary and scientific. bodies, the British Association. Rev. Dr.
Jryce, Professor Fuller and Professor Vincent are to attend this

‘year's meeting at Dublin in September and will form a deputation

from the Winnipeg Executive which has charge of next year’s enter-
tainment. Professor M. A. Parker is performing the secretarial
duties of a strong committee of which Mr. D. W. McDermott is the
The Dominion Government has promised $25,000
and Winnipeg $5,000 towards the expenses. Other cities in the West
will entertain the visitors also. :

That the noblest educational body in the Empire should go to
Winnipeg for an annual meeting is a great compliment to the newer
part of Canada. That the West should desire to have such an event
occur shows that it is not wholly concerned with the commercial side
of life. It is keeping its eye on the higher things of life and the
necessity for increasing its knowledge, its culture and its share in
the educational, economic and scientific world-development. The
West does not propose to be behind the rest of the Anglo-Saxon world
in its appreciation of the higher things of life.

»

presiding officer.

MILITARY RIVALRY
MONTREAL and Toronto have various kinds of rivalries, always
good-natured though sometimes sentimentally acute. The
rivalry is due to these two cities being the largest in Canada and
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hence liable to have their populations, post-office revenue, customs
due, bank clearings, building statistics and so on, placed in juxtaposi-
tion. Montreal beats Toronto at every point, except in the matter of
clean streets and an annual industrial exhibition.

The latest form of rivalry.is in the strength of its citizen soldiery.
The other Sunday, the Toronto garrison turned out on church parade
some 3,135 strong. It was the largest army Toronto had ever

exhibited and the newspapers talked about it. One hundred thousand

citizens lined the streets, since it was a lovely May day, and every one
was proud.

A week later, Montreal had a similar annual church parade with
General Buchan in command, and once more it proved its superiority
by a muster of 3,364 of all ranks, or 200 more than Toronto. Iurther,
the crowd on the streets was estimated at one hundred and fifty
thousand, or fifty thousand more than Toronto. The muster is inter-
esting and was made up as follows:

S R Sl R T T T I TR T A G e 15
Cavaliy. Brtillery and Bngineers ...5. s v danie s H79
InfantrybBrioade (1t 8rd,; Sth) ol mie il n sl 1,482
FrobatimaliBrpade - o B s 326¢
Second Infantry Brigade (65th and Cadets) ........ 912
e G O e R e RN S e 50
3,364
It will now be Toronto’s proud privilege to make another attempt.

-
BRITISH COLUMBIA GRUMBLING

RITISH COLUMBIA should avoid getting a reputation as a
grumbler. For years that province has maintained that it
should get “better terms.” It got them, and still it is not satisfied.
It has complained about the Japanese and Hindoos and has set the
whole machinery of government working overtime on its behalf. It
caused a Cabinet minister to go from Ottawa to Tokio to discuss
Japanese immigration and a deputy minister to go to London to
consult with the British Government as to the Hindoos. It is still
pursuing a policy of muttering under its breath as to the policy of the

Dominion Government in several particulars.

Vancouver, where most of the trouble originates, has really no
more trouble with immigrants than has Toronto, Winnipeg or Mont-
real. . During the past winter both Toronto and Winnipeg have
dispensed fully as much charity in looking after indigent newcomers
as has Vancouver. Of course, Toronto and Winnipeg are larger and
wealthier cities, but Vancouver cannot and would not plead poverty.

Let us meet all our national problems in a sympathetic. and
broad-minded spirit, with due consideration for the country as ‘a
whole: Each province has a right and a duty to keep its particular
needs before the people of the other provinces and before the
Dominion authorities. This necessity does not require more than
plain argument and certainly does not justify continuous grumblings
about “unfair treatment.”

=

THE CALL FOR LITERATURE

TH.E vexed question of whether Canada has a literature is becoming

almost as threadbare as the school-boy debates on Mary Stuart’s
execution, and the comparative virtues of country and city life. A
Toronto paper was complacent enough to say that Mrs. Humphry
Ward lectured on “The Peasant in Literature” in a country which
possesses neither peasants nor literature. Are we not over-watchful
of what we are pleased to term our literature? When we cease from
pulling it up and examining the roots, the tender plant, may have a
chance to bloom bravely. We are in danger of insisting that there
must be a Great Canadian Novel, after the fashion of some of our
neighbours who are so busy in trying to discern a masterpiece of fiction
in a story by Mr. Winston Churchill (not the member for Dundee) or
by Mrs. Edith Wharton that they forget, the works of Nathaniel Haw-
thorne. When a great poem or novel is produced in Canada, it will
be written by one who has not heeded the cries of the market-place,
who has not heard the urgent demand for “Canadian” colour, but who
has written for the world the things which he found in his own realm

~ of the imagination. Those who are so persistent in asking for a litera-

ture appear to regard it as so much cheese, flour or pork. Literature
is not a matter of order—not though Mr. Andrew Carnegie or Mr. John
Rockefeller be the man who demands its production and who fancies
that he may create a market. “Best-sellers” we have every year but a

. great book is another matter. ., Let us refrain from wailing for a

St_e.).rtling. “Canadian” novel which will be a jumble of the Rocky Moun-
tains, Niagara Falls and the tides of the Bay of Fundy. A vital work

of literature is broader and deeper than any race or country—it belongs
to humanity and comes in answer to no local demand for “made-in-
Canada” characters.
¥
THE KING’S PLATE—A RACE

MANY people believe that horse-racing is immoral and yet horse-

racing is one of the most popular of Anglo-Saxon sports. The
journalist who is anxious to please all his subscribers and be counted
a moral force in the community should never write on horse-racing,
even when His Majesty’s annual gift of fifty guineas forms part of
the prize. It is really impossible for a man to be a great journalist
or a great preacher and go to see a horse-race. This is one of the
axioms or postulates of Canadian life.

Yet in spite of this circumstance, it is impossible to fail to notice
that last Saturday was a great day in Canadian racing annals. The
leading citizens of Montreal, Ottawa, Toronto and other Canadian
cities gathered at the Woodbine, Toronto, to see a number of two-
year-old thoroughbreds compete for the forty-ninth time in a race
known as the King’s Plate. It may be that it is the confining of this
race to Canadian-bred horses that is the justification which these
leading citizens find for their conduct. Or it may be that they are, in
the words of certain politicians, “bold enough to be honest and honest
enough to be bold.” Whatever we may think of their conduct, it is
quite true that cabinet ministers, judges, members of parliament,
presidents of great railways and other lesser individuals attended this
race-meet. Even His Excellency the Governor-General was present,
with his state-coach brought from Ottawa for the occasion. They
were all interested to discover whether or not Mr. Joseph Seagram,
M.P., could win this race for the thirteenth time and they cheered
when he accomplished the feat—the most marvellous racing feat in
our records.

Of course, no great journalist could condone such a proceeding.
We have no intention of defending Lord Grey, Mr. Charles M. Hays,
Mr. D. D. Mann, and the various senators and publicists who attended
that race-meet. We quite admit that it was not a Sunday-school
affair and that it was not an event which is likely to assist in abolish-
ing ‘“the bar.” We must also admit that these gentlemen would have
been much better employed picking wild-flowers in the woods, or
reading from Hansard some of the long speeches on the necessity for
greater honesty in public life. They might have used their time to
greater advantage in visiting the various political committze rooms
throughout Ontario and Quebec where the two provincial govern-
ments are now on trial. We admit all this, but we still find it
necessary to note that these gentlemen choose rather to don frock
coats and top hats and spend an afternoon with their friends watching
an exhibition of that wonderful sport which retains such a hold upon
the affections of the British people. We cannot describe their sensa-
tions in detail for the reason already stated, that great journalists
must not endanger their reputations by attending, even in a critical
spirit, such foolish and worldly exhibitions.

SPORTS AND DULL TIMES ;
PEAKING generally, most people will admit that this is not the
briskest period in Canada’s history. The times are not bad, but
trade was brisker a year ago. Yet it is remarkable how liberal the
public is in its patronage of amusement places and sporting events.
In Toronto there were two baseball matches on Victoria' Day, and
10,000 people attended the morning event and 15,000 the afternoon
game. At the same time, a large crowd watched the Olympic trials
at Rosedale to see LLawson win the Marathon and Tait win the 1,500
metres flat race. With these two events in progress, eight thousand
people attended the Woodbine races and many thousands visited
various excursion points. These numbers are large for Toronto, and
indicate that the general public is not feeling despondent and is not
anxious about to-morrow. In Montreal and elsewhere, the experience
is similar. ;

It is an excellent indication of the spirit of the Canadian people
that it is not inclined to mope even under circumstances which have
been somewhat trying. While the immigration from the United States
is holding its own, the total immigration shows a decline. Foreign
trade is declining. It is not so easy to place bonds abroad. Yet the
prospect of a bumper crop, the excellent undertone of local and inter-
provincial trade, and the general faith of the .people more than over-
come any adverse conditions. = Canadais dappy and joyful and her
people are willing to celebrate on hol ’
than on any former occasion. g

with even more fervour




FACT occurred this spring—or rather two facts—from which I
A will let those who have the courage draw the inference. The

two-pronged fact was this—Mrs. Fiske appeared in Toronto
in an Ibsen play and was greeted by empty benches; Madame Nazi-
mova appeared in Montreal in two Ibsen plays and drew large houses.
Now what do you think of that? Do you dare think that that means
that Montreal is a more cultured city than Toronto, the home of
Arnold Haultain and Inspector Hughes? Well, if you are thinking
anything of the sort, you will please do so at your own risk. I would
no more venture to print such a “think” in this department than I
would dare hint that the justly celebrated Ontario school system is,
possibly, not the envy of all Christendom. But there is the naked,
undeniable fact. Nor can it be explained by any theory that Mrs.
Fiske is not a good actress. Toronto has always been willing to give
Mrs. Fiske crowded houses when she was playing ‘“the lady burglar”
or the lady “Becky.” It was not Mrs. Fiske that frightened Toronto;

it was Ibsen.
* * %

MADAME NAZIMOVA is the first woman who has challenged
Mrs. Fiske’s supremacy on the American stage. We have,
perhaps, not always quite realised Mrs. Fiske's queenship, because her
long war with the “trust” has compelled her to play under disadvan-
tageous circumstances and has deprived her of much adventitious
assistance which other lady ‘“‘stars” have enjoyed. But one had only
to see her, soon after sitting through a play by any of her possible
rivals, to realise how vastly superior the little feminine dynamo was
to any of her sisters on the stage, though some of them are capable and
even artistic actresses and most of them have had all the help that
“puffery” can bring. But the Russian marvel has entered Mrs. Fiske's
chosen field, and put the firmest of her admirers in doubt. She has the
same power of mastery over her audiences, the same compelling
magnetism, the same ability to make you feel that the other members
of the cast are weaklings. Yet, of course, it is only fair to remember
that she is a product of the stage of Europe, and not a graduate of our
inartistic New World.
THE contrast between the American and the Russian is as great as
well could be. All the physical advantages lie with Madame
Nazimova. That she can be tall, willowy and unspeakably graceful,
she shows in “Hedda Gabler,” though her skill in “make-up” enables
her to look relatively short as “Nora” in the “Doll’s House.” But
Mrs. Fiske could never achieve the serpentine grace of “Hedda.” On
the other hand, Mrs. Fiske has a long lead in articulation. She can
talk about five hundred works to the minute and yet make every
person in the gallery hear every syllable. When we consider that
two'or three years ago, Nazimova did not speak a word of English,
and that she learned the language for playing purposes in six months,
it is not surprising that she cannot rival the swift-tongued American
in this. That she speaks as well as she does, is a miracle; for to-day
there are not many traces of an accent. Where the Russian and the
American meet, however, is in the dynamics of the art. Both play
with an intensity of power which is not equalled to my knowledge
by any other actress on the American stage.
* * *
TILL none of this accounts for the failure of Ibsen in Toronto, and
its success in Montreal. Mrs. Fiske is by far the best known of
the two, and has the greatest drawing power among those who do not
keep abreast with theatrical news. The difference must be put down
to the different appreciation of Ibsen. Possibly Toronto does not
approve of Ibsen. -1 would not put it beyond that highly moral city.
It is always of the opinion that, whatever it waves aside with its
Podsnap hand, disappears at once from the vision and mind of all
proper people; and, for improper people, it has only pity iron-bound
with condemnation. Again, it may not be interested in the problems
which Ibsen discusses. They are not the sort of problems which we
debate at the afternoon sessions of our indisputable moral reform

organisations.

They are rather the problems which astonish and
disgust us by appearing in concrete form in the midst of our best
families and in spite of years of right teaching. They are the problems
of life and not of the lecture platform.
* * *
BSEN is “Continental” in the sense in which we sometimes speak
of the “Continental Sabbath.” This term of reproach means that
a man or a thing is in accord with the feeling of the most civilised
continent in the world; but we on this continent are better than
civilised—we are evangelised. Thus to tell us that an idea is “Conti-
nental” is to condemn it quite as effectively as it does to tell a
European that an idea is “American.” They do not appreciate us over
in Europe. They do not realise how much better it is to be “good”
than cultured. They have not had our “advantages,” 1 was just
about to write that they lack our “freedom,” when I remembered that
what we usually complain of in European literature and drama is that
it is too free. Ah! but then that is easily explained. To go as far as
we go is “liberty”; but to go farther with the Europeans is “license.”
On the other hand, not to go as far as we go, is to be “conventional”
and “conservative.” We are the chosen people. The pitiful part of
it is that it takes the other sections of the world so long a time to
discover our essential rightness.

N’IMPORTE

THE POWER OF PERSISTENCE

HE man with a grievance and the woman with a mission are not
popular characters. We flee in dismay from the man who talks
single-tax from soup to demi-tasse or from the woman who is bent
upon sending blankets to the Hottentots. Yet the man may finally
succeed in having his grievance removed and the woman may one
day know the joy of beholding a properly-garbed Hottentot. We are
bored and, perhaps, disgusted but we are finally glad to do as the
agitator desires; and if one man spends his life in talking to all and
sundry on a question which is more to the speaker than meat and
drink, he is finally heeded. For more than a year certain feminine
agitators in England have obstructed the carriages of cabinet ministers,
rung the august door-bells of chancellors and secretaries, stormed the
sacred precincts of Westminster and finally gone to prison, in order
that the British Empire might know that they desired votes for
women. They have done what humanity dreads above discomfort
and misery, made themselves ridiculous, that their cause might be
heard. They have come forth from prison to write magazine articles
on a week-end in gaol and preside at banquets given in their honour
by admiring adherents. Behold, the result of the whole matter is,
that Hon. H. H. Asquith is about to take woman suffrage into serious
consideration and the women of Great Britain may, ere long, become
controllers of the polls. The campaign has proved once more that if
you want anything with sacrificial warmth you will get it. If you
are only willing to go to prison or be a laughing-stock for votes or
anything else, the way eventually becomes a primrose path.

MR. ASQUITH AS A LION-TAMER
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A Question of Mastery.—Punch.



THE WORLD'S WORK WITH GASOLINE

- United States to have chauffeurs’ unions as it
been been for years to have motormen’s unions
on street railways and locomotive brotherhoods

.on railways. The business of driving a self-pro-
pelled car has become as legitimate and pronounced
even in Canada as that of coachman or dray team-
ster. Even men who formerly drove their own auto-
mobiles exclusively for pleasure now engage an ex-
pert mechanic who not only drives but takes
mechanical care of the cars. George Bernard Shaw
in his “Man and Superman” recognizes the growing
importance of the chauffeur by placing him on an
intellectual level as regards argument with the
owner of the car who is a philosopher.

Motoring is no longer a mere pleasure of a mer-
cury-winged minority who have little to do but kick
up a dust into the uttermost parts of the earth. We
hear very little nowadays of the long-distance tour-
maker working his odometer over-time to get a
thousand miles the better of his rival in the Club.
But the number of miles travelled by cars in 1908
as compared to the distance covered in 1906 when
the motor-mania got to its height is a fraction with
a very large numerator indeed. The world’s miles
are being taken care of by the world’s motors quite
as effectively as by the world’s locomotives and
steamships. But the mileage is no longer confined
to a favoured few who make milestones at night
resemble graveyard monuments as” they go by, or
race-track fiends who would do away altogether with
horses or baby-carriages or even bicycles. It is the
man with the small-sized car who is heaping up the
mileage. The age of middle-classery in automobiles
began to come two years ago; it came last year; it is
now right on the way—the era when the man of
moderate means who would like to get somewhere
faster than he can go with a horse, and desires more
pleasure in a trip than driving a horse can give him,
buys the car he wants and is able to afford and be-
comes as truly one of the motoring fraternity as the
owner of a string of high-power cars and an expen-
sive garage.

e

This extension of the democratic idea to motor-
dom has resulted in an enormous output of runabout
cars and touring runabouts and baby tourists and
all manner of modifications of these; until in a sales-
room or at a motor-show the prospective middle-
class customer who is not intent upon blowing a
fortune on a car may spend hours or even days
before he satisfies his critical judgment as to pre-
cisely what style and model he requires. One class
of professional men particularly—the doctors—have
created the demand for a touring runabout that will
suit either the city and town doctor from door to

IT will soon be as necessary in Canada and the

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

door or the country doctor from highway to high-
way, in each case saving time and therefore proving
an economy and with time enough paying for itself.
Perhaps it is a mere coincidence that following the
evolution of the doctor’s runabout comes the motor
hearse which is now being used in a few places.
One of the great troubles of a motorist on a country
road is meeting or passing a funeral; and the recent
legislation in the Ontario house of law-makers makes
particular provision for this contingency. But with
motor hearses and motor cabs and benzine buggies
in the procession—in the future of course—the tour-
ist motor will no longer be a terror to the under-
taker and the farmers in his train,

o

Out at Vancouver they have now an automobile
fire brigade. Not only does the chief ride an auto-
mobile to fires like a perfect gentleman, but the hose
waggons and the two fire engines are all equipped
with gasoline motors that make an ordinary city fire
look like a very slow thing in comparison. This
innovation has become quite common in United
States cities. Boston was one of the first to substi-
tute the swift motor for the plunging horse. Van-
couver is as yet the only Canadian city with a motor
fire-brigade. The experiment so far has not been
a failure—although the hose waggons have tem-
porarily stalled a few times. T'he motor fire engine
has stood all its tests well. . If Vancouver succeeds
in putting out its fires with gasoline it is quite likely
the practice will be followed in other large cities in
Canada. In Milwaukee, the police, fire and parks
departments are all provided with automobiles.

2

Even the farmer has taken to the automobile. The
majority of farmers as yet are uniting to curse all
automobiles because of the iniquities of a reckless
few whose motto openly expressed at the steering-
wheel has been “Damn the law!” But wherever
and whenever a farmer has had a chance to ride a
good car he has become the most enthusiastic advo-
cate of gasoline locomotion and promises himself
that one of these days when he gets a few hundred
dollars ahead he will quit currying horses and drive
to town in his automobile. Some farmers have
already got cars. One progressive farmer near To-
ronto has had a car for four years. He thinks more
of his car than of any team he has. They are already
plowing with gasoline down in Georgia and the
practice may be expected to develop on the Canadian
prairies where the land is especially adapted to long-
distance hauls on a plow. It is claimed down in
Georgia that a man with a gasoline motor is able
to turn over three times as much land as he is able

to do with the number of horses he is able to manage
at once. There is really nothing half so novel about
gasoline-motor plowing as about the steam plow
which has been an institution for years in the Cana-
dian West, and the past few years has come to be a
serious competitor with the horse—with the ox-
team a clear back number. One drawback there is
to the steam-plow—its tremendous weight and the
crew it takes to operate it. Anyone at all familiar
with the advantages of gasoline propulsion will
understand that a fluid-fuel motor will dispense with
a large proportion of the weight, and put on a
greater power besides—and at the same time dis-
pense with stand-by losses in firing up on punk coal
and getting up steam. One well-known maker of
automobiles—Mr. Henry Ford—has for years worked
his farm of four hundred acres with motor-tractors,
and the experiment has been a huge success.

¥

Taximeter cabs in big cities like L,ondon and New
York are putting the horse cab and the ancient
humorous cabbie on to the back streets. Motor
trucks are competing with the horse in the dray
business—many of these being in use in Canadian
cities, hauling larger loads, making better time and
wearing out streets less, besides taking up less room
than the four-footed clumsy horse. Armies are
experimenting  successfully with transportation
trucks for troops. The British army has adopted
what is called the ‘“caterpillar motor” concerning
which the London Graphic says:

“The invention is intended to supply a convenient
method of hauling war-material, minerals, or other
heavy articles over swampy, hilly and uneven
ground in districts where the railway has not pene-
trated. The essential feature of the new device is
the endless chain surrounding the weight-carrying
wheels, with which, by means of two sprocket-
wheels, the engine lays its own track. Equipped
with these ‘chain-tracks,” a 35 horse-power motor-
car performed some wonderful feats in getting across
rough country, and it drew with ease a trailer loaded
to five tons over marshy soil. A heavy 2o-horse
power oil tractor, similarly equipped, also performed
wonders.”

Mail carriers are driving runabouts. City pay-
masters who have to dodge into a hundred streets
a day following the corporation gangs are hauling
their pay envelopes in automobiles. Motor ambu-
lances are in use. Automobiles for weddings have
long been used even in Canadian cities—though the
custom has not yet become a commonplace. One of
these days baby carriages will be automobiles too
and the two-years darling of a pigmy size will blow
his own horn to warn the other babies on his block.

The Programme of the Pageant

THE GALA WEEK AT QUEBEC

than for splendid celebrations; but, fortunately,
Canada is a country where even July has no

. terrors for the citizen who rejoices in formal
fe§t1v1t1es and there is no reason to anticipate any-
thing but success for the Tercentenary splendours at
Quebec. The pageant which will be a feature of
that event will be the first celebration of the sort on
the North American continent, although single scenes
of momentous history have been represented at Chi-
cago, Portland and Jamestown. :

A pageant, however, in the sense in which the
word has recently come to be used, is the repre-
sentation of a series of scenes connected with the
history of the actual spot where the performance
takes place. The indispensable condition for a
pageant is a place with romantic memories. Quebec,
in this respect, has few rivals on the continent, even
the gulf-washed New Orleans, with its blending of
Spanish, French and Confederate strife, affording
hardly so picturesque a setting for a great pageant.
. During the last few years the pageant has sprung
into popularity in England, Coventry, Bury St.
Edmunds and Oxford affording fitting background
for an excursion into far-off centuries. Compared

- with some of the Old Country cathedral towns,
Quebec has but a brief chronicle since the days of
Samuel de Champlain. However, three centuries
afford as much material for pageantry as our busy

JULY is a month for regattas and picnics, rather

young country can use. The master of our July
ceremonies must do as well as he can with our three
hundred years of changing story and trust to the
imagination of the pilgrims to do the rest. Scene
after scene in representation of the shifting pano-
rama of Indian strife and European conflict will be
represented under the July sunlight of the Twentieth
Century and may the midsummer mood of Old Sol be
kindly, lest the rocks of ancient Quebec prove no
comfortable amphitheatre. A Montreal authority
states that even the thrilling events of the past will
be revived by the descendants of the men who acted
in them, for, of the three thousand performers who
will take part many will be able to trace their lineage
to the pioneers of those days. Jacques Cartier will
make his report to King Francis I. Champlain’s
little fleet will sail up the St. Lawrence; Frontenac
will defy the messenger sent from Phipps; there will
also be the great review where will be represented
the famous regiments which contended on the Plains
of Abraham. He who sees the Quebec pageant will
have a pictorial history of the famous spot “to hang
on Memory’s walls.”

In the meantime, it is well for Canadians to bear
in mind that the Quebec Battlefields Association has
nothing whatever to do with the Quebec Tercen-
tenary and no part of its funds will be diverted to
this, or the Pageant or any other than the single
purpose laid down : that every cent of every subserip-

tion will go straight into the permanent work of the
Quebec Battlefields Park. The association is really
the people’s response to the appeal made by His Ex-
cellency Earl Grey, on the 15th of January, 1908, at
a great public meeting at Ottawa, when Sir Wilfrid
Laurier and Mr. R. I.. Borden gave their heartiest
support to the movement.

THE LONDON THAMES.
By ARCHIBALD SULIIVAN.

M ANY a king hath passed me by,
Many a queen crossed over me;
Many a ship hath sought my hand
To lead it out to the open sea.

Many a day hath scanned my eyes,
Many a light hath decked my breast;

Many a soul hath sought and found
The voiceless peace of my perfect rest.

Many a king I have loved and lost,
Many a queen will come no more;
Many a ship hath ne’er returned
For the welcome kiss of my friendly shore.

Many a day hath said farewell,
Hany a light hath flushed and died;
Only my dead are true to me
And the cold embrace of my restless tide.
—Smart Set.
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Military Celebration in Winnipeg, on Sunday, May Ioth, in memory of Batoche.

A Problem and a Parade

HE problem of the unemployed has pressed

I heavily upon Montreal and Toronto during

the past winter and has even affected the

optimistic atmosphere of Winnipeg. Those
who are acquainted with conditions in the latter city
believe that they mean trouble in the near future
unless the public arouses to their threatening possi-
bilities. ;

Between four and five thousand of the foreign
element of Winnipeg united in holding a monster
demonstration on May Day, commemorating the
great socialistic holiday. The crowd assembled in
the early morning in St. John’s Park and, forming
in line, paraded through the principal streets of the
city, bearing red flags upon which was the inscrip-

tion, “We Want Work.” In the evening the cele-
bration was continued in the Trades Hall and hun-
dreds were turned away, unable to gain admittance.
It was the first demonstration of its kind ever held
in the city of Winnipeg and, as nothing was known
of it until three thousand men were marching
through the streets, a momentary alarm was spread
throughout the city until investigation proved it was
not so serious as reported. All those who partici-
pated in the affair were foreigners, most of whom
are, at present, out of work.

A somewhat different scene was the gathering on
Sunday, May 1oth, when two thousand of the mili-
tary of Winnipeg joined in the celebration of the
anniversary of the Battles of Fish Creek and
Batoche, commemorating the day by decorating the

Veterans, are especially popular in line of march.

graves of their fallen comrades who met death in
those engagements. The Battle of Batoche occurred
on May 12th, 1885. The Dominion forces were
under the command of Major-General Middleton and
for three days in the engagement they were in con-
stant fighting with Riel’s Half-Breeds and Indians.
The Winnipeg troops were brigaded with “C” Infan-
try Company of Toronto, the 10th Royal Grenadiers
and part of the Midland Battalion and “B” Battery
of Quebec. The goth Rifles and the 13th Field
Battery represented the Winnipeg troops. The
Battle of Fish Creek took place on April 24th, 188s.

There may have been no significance in the
public appearance of the military, so soon after a
red-flag celebration by the unemployed, but the
average citizen finds the latter somewhat disquieting.

Parade of Unemployed in Winnipeg, from St. John’s

Park, on May Day, with thousands of foreigners carrying the red flag.

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL
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Hon. Wm. Pugsley. Sir Wilfrid Laurier and Mr. A. C. Campbell. Sir Richard Cartwright.

Hon. Rodolphe Lemieux. Sir Frederick Borden. Hon. Wm. Fielding. Hon. Sydney Fisher. Hon. Wm. Templeman,

Hon. G. P. Graham and Hon. Wm. Templeman. Hon. I.. P. Brodeur on left, Hon. Frank Oliver and Mr. Ralph Smith

Snapshots of Dominion Cabinet Ministers



SOME INTERESTING EVENTS CHRONICLED IN PICTURE

On May 16th, Cardinal ILogue, of Ireland, who has been visiting in Canada, was given a special dinner in the Archbishop’s Palace in Montreal. The gathering was most representative. This
photograph was taken just afterwards. ‘T'he Cardinal is the eighth from the left in the front row.
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Montreal’s Record Military Parade (3,364), on Sunday May 17th, PHOTOS BY RHODES
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8. §. Chippewa, listed over in discharging “ Hudson Bay "’ River Steamer Port Simpson, passing out of Victoria Harbour. She will Princess Vit‘}?fiﬂ-,jllﬁt before tying up in
Sy her passengers. ply on the Skeena River. Victoria Harbour.

4 » 1 £ : . jons. Both the C.P.R. and the international Ste
e rate we ‘twee : C.P.R. coasting vessels and those operating under the U.S. flag is assuming iarge proportions. i, ! ational Ste ! \ L 1¢
& ,.l IK “(tit?;:srxzytlt;\ (131‘:- tf]::n(;(i l}i<nt Cﬂ1'1'yi}:1£:'::::55211gel-s I;estwc‘en Victéria and Seattle forgsc., and the latter for soc. [«)r'm‘eflﬁy thi:etg‘:el‘;: ;;E; tv}‘:ahcﬂilz:su The result of the reduced fare and the advertising
‘a}'\‘hﬂyl;{);)c(‘n)k‘ .thr(mg;re(l down to the boats on the first Sunday and although the Princess Victoria, the Ca"ad’f‘:“ t;(;xatkcéxl;c?iec(ax; go‘;‘t. l‘)utéhé i ;e ll)p ewa, the rival, carried 1132, there werea large number
(‘;vfdgiq'lp}x)imcd ones who failed to get over to the Canadian city. T'he Princess Victoria started just one hour after the € ass T before leaving Puget Sound and when she arrived in Vie-
toria her rival was not in sight.

amship Co. have advertised the spegial low
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ERR AUGUST MULLER
; waved a bottle of olives in

the air and talked to his
compatriot behind the count-
er. “My dreams haf been
of the Vaterland these many
nights,” said he. “Ach, yes!
Ulrich, I will these olifes
take, and marmalade, and
sardines, Ja. And shoco-
late, and podded ham that is
good with butterbread. And a bineapple. There is
no bleasure to-day in them, because I haf dreamed
of the eadables of Shermany. And a gream cheese
and sweet bisquits. So.” Herr August looked
round -the store sadly, and sighed heavily. “There is
no bleasure in bineabbles nor in podded ham, but
one must exist.”

“Ja, mein Herr,” said the compatriot, glancing
respectfully from the order book and sucking his
pencil.

“Bagon!” cried Herr August suddenly. “What
is breakfast ‘without bagon? 'Three pounds, and I
take it with me, Ulrich. I must not debart to the
Art School to-morrow morning after insufficient
nourishment, no. Three pounds of bagon, Ulrich.”

“Ja, mein Herr,” cried the compatriot, snatching
up the bacon knife and running off with it.

‘While it was being cut, Herr August sat in deep
thought upon a stool before the counter. It was
a revolving stool, and he twirled himself solemnly
around as he waited. Herr August felt himself
lonely and an alien. ‘“T'he young beoble at the Art
School are fond of me,” he thought; “the boys at
the Grayon Glub are good boys. But I haf no one
belonging to me. There is no one at home to share
the bineabble and the podded ham, for Maximilien
eats only ganary-seed and comes not out of his
cage. It is very sorrowful.” Under the influence
of these gloomy thoughts, Herr August twirled the
faster, ceasing only when the bacon was laid in his
hands. It was a large parcel, and greasy.

“Another paper, Ulrich,” said he with a sigh.
Ulrich placed a pile of papers on the counter and
held out his hand for the parcel. But Herr August
was looking at the paper. “What is that?” said he.

Ulrich spread the brown paper on the counter,
respectfully awaiting the artist's pleasure. Herr
August laid one fat, clever hand upon it. “Who did
it?” he asked.

“A liddle boy who lifs on my third floor,” said
Ulrich. “He comes always in the store when I am
oud, and always he sgribbles on my wrapping-paper
mit ein piece of pencil. He is a bad boy.”

Herr August grunted indescribably, staring at
the paper. Someone had been drawing upon it, and
the result was a very spirited horse. The lines,
though shaky, were placed apparently without doubt,
the shading was excellent, the pose masterly.

“It has life!” said Herr Muller with emphasis.
The boys of the Crayon Club could have told that
they never won higher praise than that incisive “It
has life!” “What is that boy’s name and his age?”
asked Herr Muller, still staring at the paper and
breathing hard.

“Aboud ten,” said the surprised Ulrich, “and his
name it is Fiddle Lestrange. On the third floor—
up those stairs, Herr Muller—" and the astonished
compatriot was watching Herr Muller’s broad back
vanishing up the stairs with extraordinary rapidity.

Two nights later, Herr August went to the
Crayon Club in a condition of unwonted gaiety. He
whistled as he criticised the drawings, and his
scathing tongue spared all alike. The Club looked
at each other. “It is that I haf a new interest.”
said Herr Muller, noticing the look, “an interest
beyond the bad drawings of foolish boys, yes. I
have now a boy of my own, and his name is Fidele
Lestrange. ‘
brothers I took him, and he lifs with me and gleans
the balettes and grinds the golours and washes the
brushes and gifs seed to Maximilien. His name is

From his widowed mother and five’

now Fidele Muller, and some day that name will
be the name of a great artist, greater than Briton
Riviere or Landseer or Rosa Bonheur, yes. I saw
a drawing of his, wonterful. It had life, it lived.
I took him from unworthy surroundings as what-
d’you-callum took the young Giotto. Giotto drew
sheep upon a flat stone. Fidele drew horses upon
brown paper. Long ago when I was young, I
thought mineself to be famous. Now I expect to
reach fame in my bubils. I haf had many dis-
appointments, yes. But there is something in my
heart that tells me I shall have no disappointment
in mine Fidele. No. I will teach him and he will
be great. He is only twelf. He is a child, with
a child’s preferences. He likes better to draw ladies
with small waists and outrageous hats than the
animals he can draw so wonterful. But all that
will pass. He will grow wise. Now I say good-
efening. Fidele has a small gold, and I go to gif
him physic. The work is good enough. But in a
year or two my Fidele will put you lazy ones all
to shame.”

He went, leaving the club still staring. 'They
did not know how to express their complex feelings.
And in truth August Muller as a domestic character
was a subject for both tears and laughter. The Club
laughed ; but it was very tender laughter,

With others, the Club grew accustomed in the
next few weeks to Fidele Muller. Among others,
it was gradually borne in upon the members of the
Club that the child’s character of budding artist
suited him as badly as his new surname. He was
poignantly French; from his eyes, clear and inex-
pressive as agates, to his agile feet that could dance
so perfectly. He was a little creature, made for
dancing, for sunshine, for all swift movements and
sweet words. He visibly adored Herr August, was
always visibly uneasy under his praises and pride,
visibly troubled and burdened by all that was
expected of him. Sometimes Muller brought him
to the Club’s room on those evenings when he went
to criticise the week’s work there, established him
with exquisite pride in a corner, gave him paper
and charcoal, and ever and anon crept back on tiptoe
to peep over the rounded childish shoulder, expect-
ing some masterpiece of promise and always dis-
appointed, though never cast down over what he
did not find. “He will find himself and his genius,
ves,” said Muller patiently. “Fidele, my liddle child,
art thou not tired of drawing ladies in feathers
and frills? Here is the gast of a gow. Dry that.”

Fidele would look up at him, swiftly, uneasily.
The light of content that had been in his face when
scratching away at wonderful imaginary ladies with
long hair and feathers would give place to a shadow.
He would obediently look at the cast of the cow.
And, presently, produce a copy of it, no better than
that by any other clever child with keen eyes and
skillful fingers. Or so it seemed to the keen-eyed
lads of the Club. But Herr August always found
some promise in the work of his Fidele. It was the
first time in his life that he had not judged justly,
the first time in his life he had not seen clearly, and
perhaps love had blinded his keen eyes. As for the
lads of the Crayon Club, they loved him, and came.
to love Fidele, far too well to put their doubts into
words. ;

They called the lad Fiddle, as he had been called
by his former companions of the streets. And
played with him and petted him even to Muller’s
content, though conscious always of a reserve, a
withdrawing, an uneasiness in him. “The little chap
is hiding something,” was the opinion of the Crayon
Club. “Wonder what it is? It won’t do to say
anything, for old Muller’s just crazy ab?‘ut hm}.
Tt seems to me,” someone was sure to add, “that his
work’s nothing much, if it wasn’t for that horse on
the brown paper. That's wonderful. He’s done
nothing like that since. But he’s a dear little ras-
cal.” And it would be, “Herr Muller, wx}l you let
Fiddle dance for us after we've done this?” Or,
“Fiddle, get up on the stand and do the fat old lady

street-car conductor.” Fiddle
would always obey, with light grace and sunny
gaiety. But speak of his drawing, and the laughing
eyes grew anxious, the bright face grew puzzled,
strained, touched with something very like fear.
All the anxiety, all the fear, was evidently for Herr
August. For other- opinions the child cared noth-
ing, but he watched old Muller ceaselessly with
those clear, inscrutable, loving eyes. Muller felt
no reserve in him, saw no lack in him, and was
wholly happy in his far-reaching hopes, of which
Fiddle was always the centre and the source and
the ultimate crown.

Sometimes Muller would tell the child to criticise
the work of the Crayon Club, listening with grave
eagerness to his opinions, correcting them, changing
them with a word, while the lads smiled. It seemed
to them that Fiddle, murmuring his shy, childish
judgments of “I don’t like this,” or “I think that’s
pretty,” his eyes always uneasily on the master’s
face, read that face so shrewdly that he could fore-
tell when and where approval or disapproval were
due. But Muller saw nothing of this.” He found
great hope and comfort in these immature judg-
ments. “That is just so, yes,” he would say. “The
critical faculty is developing, you will observe.”
Only he said “gritigal.” He would go on, “Wait a
liddle and you will see. It is a great gift our Fiddle
has.” And the Club would glance at each other
uneasily, conscious of the tragedy of the .master’s
self-deception, not daring to speak, and still some-
what held in doubt by that first astonishing horse
on the brown paper. * In the light of Fiddle’s later
efforts, there was no accounting for that horse.
Yet he said he had drawn it, and he never lied,
though the puzzled look and the fear always in-
creased in his face when it was shown to anyone.

At last even Muller began to pin his faith chiefly
to that horse. For Fiddle had never approached
the promise of that equine on the hrown paper. He
struggled with his drawing, patient, afraid, uneasy,
and advanced in it no more than any other clever
child would have done. Some of the strain and
anxiety of the little boy’s eyes showed at last in
old Muller’s, though he was still obstinately confi-
dent. “You will see,” he said. “His gift sleeps
for a little while, but he will awaken it, yes. It is
often so. For a liddle while the brain and the hand
do not work together, no. He will regover it. Gif
him time. And do not forget that horse, that won-
terful horse. When I saw it, I felt like a man of
science who discovers a new star, yes. My star
will shine and make me famous. It is a great gift.”

So it went on all through the fall. Fiddle grew
sleek and plump and more radiantly cheerful than
ever, except over the matter of the drawing. He
seemed utterly to have forgotten his poor, hungry
home, the five quarrelling brothers, the worried,
heavy-handed mother. ‘“The artistic temberament
needs serenity, it needs peace, it needs sunshine, it
needs room for expansion,” old Muller said wisely.
“That the good All-Father has allowed me to gif
the child, yes. And soon my star will begin to
shine brightly in this clear weather.” To the Club,
Muller’s star appeared a very meteor, a will-o’-the-
wisp dancing amont vapours, anything rather than
a steady planet of genius.

“The little kid’s hiding something,” repeated the
Club in conference. “He’s growing defiant under
it as well as uneasy. And old Muller’s anxious.
Wonder how it'll all end, you fellows?” ‘

One evening old Muller appeared before them,
a flat parcel under his arm, Fiddle holding his hand.
He established Fiddle in the corner before the cast
of a lion’s head, and then unfolded the parcel. *“It is
our Fiddle’s horse,” said he genially, “nicely framed
in brown oag. It is to hang upon the wall here.”
The Club solemnly murmured its thanks. “Fiddle, .
my child, why go you not on with the drawing of
the lion?” :

Fiddle looked at the lion with intense distaste,
he looked at his own copy, which bore a strong
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resemblance to a Cheshire cat surrounded by ser-
pents, with intense disgust, and laid down his pencil
with an air of finality. His eyes, defiant, desperate,
were fixed upon the framed picture of the horse,
and then in appeal upon Herr Muller. “[ do not
wish to draw any more,” said he firmly. “I do not
like the drawing.”

The Club gasped, and Herr Muller turned slowly
pale. “Fiddle, Fiddle!” said he in a horrified voice.
“And you with your great gift!”

“No,” said Fiddle firmly, those frightened, lov-
ing eyes fixed unwaveringly upon the old man, “no,
I have no great gift. At first I think perhaps yes,
I have. But I have eyes. I see the work of ces
messieurs. I see mine, and I do not like it. I do
not like it, because I do not do it well. That is why.
I will clean the palettes, I will wash the brushes
in oil and hot water, I will three times a day feed
Maximilien, T will do everything but this drawing.
I do not do it well, and I do not like it.”

iy

ILLY in the flesh—very much in the flesh,

B being of the round and rosy variety of boys

—was in the gooseberry garden; but the

incorporeal Billy was in the seventh heaven

with the moon, the stars, and the milky way shining
hazily leagues below.

He massed all the superlatives he knew into a
sentence descriptive of his state of mind, then threw
the superlatives and the idea to the winds together.
When a boy is free from carping care, when every
heart-beat is half smothered in joy, and a teasing
angel of content is boring dimples in his freckled
cheeks, words are flat, stale, unprofitable.

“Nice day, isn’t it?” 'The melancholy voice of
John Archie Hamilton broke in on Billy’s blissful
musings, .the melancholy eyes of said John Archie
peered through the ironwork of the back garden
gate. Billy vouchsafed no answer. Who cared
about the weather, anyway?

“What's tickling you?” the melancholy voice
went on. “Sunday school picnic coming off, eh?”

Billy ‘snorted derisively. What a fool John
Archie was !

“To see you doubled up with fun makes me wish
I was back in the happy care-free days of boyhood
once more.”

“Oh, Ann’ll be in good humour to-morrow,” was
Billy’s apparently irrelevant rejoinder.

“With Yric Brown, never with me,” moodily.
“I ‘haven't had a decent word for a week. Your
Aunt Ann is a heartless, fickle-minded young woman
who—"

“Who cares?” broke in Billy. “We'll go down
to the river and sit on the old scow awhile.”

“We'll do no such thing,” firmly. ‘“Your mother
is forever warning me not to take her only child
where he’ll run the least risk of being drowned.”

This remark struck Billy as being very funny.
He laughed until he lost his breath, and fell in the
gooseberry bush nearest him. John Archie opened
the gate and came through.

“What’s the fun? Tell us all about it, Billy.”

“You know how sick a fellow gets of being his
mammie’s only angel child, 'specially if he’s had the
job all his life. No matter what he wants to do he
gets pulled up short with: “You're all the boy mother
has, her hopes are bound up in you.'” The imita-
tion of the voice and manner of Billy’s maternal
parent is so perfect that John Archie’s melancholy
dissolves in a, grin. “Goodness knows,” goes on
Billy, “it’s bad enough to be the only kid in the
house without having the fact thrown up to you
every time you try to have any fun. I've had a
double dose of ‘don’ts’ right along; don’t go swim-
ming or skating for fear of drowning ma’s only
child, don’t do any scrapping ’cause your dad’s a
minister. Gee! I've never had any fun, but—"
with a joyous whoop, “I'm going to, I'm going to.”

“Be careful,” urged John Archie, “be very care-
ful.”

“Sho! Haven't done a thing all my life but be
careful. A chap that can’t get off to school without
his ma calling him back to remind him that he’s
all the boy she has don’t need to take lectures in
carefulness from no amateur like you, John Archie.
He gets all that's coming to him, and don’t you
forget it.” (s

“You've a lot to be thankful for just the same.”

“T'rue for you. I'm so happy I've got to holler.
Lot to be thankful for! Wel