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B Y OMEN SEE THE WAR

A Page of Comment

In War Time

UGI:EVI; ‘the'.month of holiday engagement and
duﬂnoltellng by river and lake, has proved,
a1 Mg‘the last fortnight, a veritable month

beenals’ and the “peace year,” which was
. celebrated so gladly, will end in the
The 10ng.drrms and the clash of contending hosts.
tating the gladded great European war” is devas-
80verning ?I‘.landsl while Great Britain’s self-
the lagt, lea?mlnlons, colonies and dependencies, “to
aid of the Slt lump of coral,” are rallying to the
Drepared tolf’iucky little Island Kingdom, which is
ven thos, ght to a finish in this titanic struggle.
British polie who have been disposed to criticize
er action CiY in former conflicts are agreed that
ward Gren the present war is inevitable. Sir
S.tatesman‘sh.y has displayed the most admirable
ion, in hig loli) in his long efforts towards concilia-
Sla ang Aygt bvious desire to mediate between Rus-
Slum g thatna' The Kaiser’s attitude towards Bel-
€ eldest g, of an uncompromising belligerent, and
Tesolyeq on andSOn,.of Queen Victoria is evidently
& assagei) ., against Great Britai and France.
throng andhtlla}tlon, of the heir to the Austrian
Constipyte n > Vife, afforded an excuse, did not
forceg ag;-l cause, for the movement of Austrian
owering gt Belgrade. The storm has been
force of J°ArS and now it has broken with

e have accumulated fury.

Meang, Evnot realized yet just what the struggle
Saileq apq en when our Canadian forces have
not fip th‘j‘re in the midst of the fray, we shall
Mugt ¢, thls conflict “come home” to us, as it
have poen ¢ i the British Isles. They, who
SQuipmen carrying for so long the burden of war
Warmegt 1oand preparation, are deserving of our
co’:’“forting valty and heartiest support, and it is
Witeq ¢, amid all the foreboding, to see the

I .
10 the wont Which the British Empire presents

for s thzrrlg' Vanished is the strife in Ireland,
1avy, anq not a Callaghan looking after the
™Stclagg ';‘i‘"e not Irishmen, north and south,
1o And g, ghting men,” whenever need arises?
dﬁ t orke’ In these days of storm and stress,
e, swite) of Canadian women? It is being
Org.a‘mzationy and effectively in the homes and
:lhlch 5 vi of the land, and the naval hospital
S‘lssion of m°men.are to equip and start on its
80 of iy ercy is but the outward and visible
sur‘ grea - Datriotic feeling animating us all
Crificeg inr?ndmpthers were called to make
wﬂl‘ BY 1 he pioneer days, and, whatever this
m‘)men of tié}n of privation or suffering to the
thodern sDirifls I?ommion, we believe that the
aat the ey will prove equal to the test and
thc_entury 4 €n who came to this young country
8ir qog 80 would have no need to blush for
Cendants of 1914.

% e e
The Woman’s Part

w
A The rfi)t: the words about the sacrifices of
. mahOgait’ my eyes fell upon a little
%Pe 6 Anny table in this cottage on the
tUrl‘y, that g apolis Basin. It has an interesting
o tf. tor i caurdy and much-coveted bit of furni-
IOME two 'hun;ﬂe across from England to Massachu-
nmllg the A"ed.years ago. Then, in the days fol-
mn@- tablg an(;nerL(:a,n War, its owner packed the
holg old gijue the old clock, to.say nothing of cer-
olq Canadr’ and made his way with his house-
of Nﬂa o t’i’ where he still might be under the
ol Ovy Secti ese quaint and lovable rural homes
Wellmate. o 1?» t'l}ere is hardly a room without its
devow‘“‘t th S timeworn chair which has a story
i thi ¥ te telling. The East is showing a quiet
itsel,g&ra‘cteristg cause of the Mother Country which
ey -JOilc of its people. The past is repeating
ta&hi is Show'n’ Annapolis Royal and Halifax. The
aa.nﬂn, but ing jts loyal spirit »in unmistakable
he OWherg elel‘e,.on the Atlantic coast, one realizes,
.F:ervice e lfe in the Dominion, the continuity of
oyl the ich Britain has known.
Ving  UMent tCItY which is Nova Scotia’s seat of
dil‘fee' the T’GSO the capital of our wide Pacific Pro-
the "Cheeg aDOnse of the women is the same. All
Ong amrerforgotten, all divisions merged, in
ng lan Cont(i) providing for the comfort of our
' talg Ungents. In every great crisis, there
o rights” or of “place.” Each is eager
Wholg na’iand one touch of war’s tragedy makes
o On one. If the thought of the stern
intrudawa’lts our men on the other side of
Strgpont to thees on the busiest gathering, it is sub-
Mgy Sthen o, Spirit which is ready to support and
ghanal attltudr soldiers. Such has been the imme-
ch Doe in Anglo-Saxon nations, and we
ay %eg_ ur?rer and meaner people, if it ever
o th Ben sho ng the last ten years, much abuse
ehorizo,lwered on those who saw. this danger
°IL and believed firmly in the preparation
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of all British countries to face it. “Alarmist” and
“militarist” were the mildest terms used against
those who were sure that Germany’s military activity
meant hostility to Great Britain, although both in
Africa and the Orient it was manifest that the
Kaiser had no friendly intentions towards the British
possessions.

Canadians have not any hysterical tendencies in
the matter of international conflict. We are not
“spoiling for a war”’—but neither are we ever dis-
posed to shirk our military responsibilities. Now,
the most serious crisis which Britain has faced for
a century confronts us and neither men nor women
are lacking in enthusiastic service. The Canadian
woman has won especial recognition for her quali-
ties as nurse. It has long been admitted in New
York that for skill and endurance, the nurse from
Canada is -unexcelled. The demand for nurses is
sure to be answered by our women, with a supply

of trained and expert helpers, equal even to the ter-
rible exactions of such a struggle as is now con-
vulsing Europe.

Already some hundreds of Cana-

MRS. JAMES D. MacGREGOR,

The contribution amounted to $3,000.

dian nurses have volunteered for field work.

The hardest part of all in this or any other war
is to be played by the women whose husbands and
sons go forth to the war, for the passive lot of the
one who waits for tidings from the army or the fleet
is infinitely more heart-breaking than that of the
fighter who is in the midst of the onset. Century
after century, British women have watched their
sons sail away for conflict, with the fear in their

hearts that they had said a last “good-bye” to the -

eager young warriors. In France and Russia and
throughout the British Empire to-day, we are
thoroughly convinced that a terrible cost must be
the autocratic aggression of one
1d in effectual check. We have
As Kipling says:

«If blood be the price of Admiralty,

Lord God, we ha’ paid it in full.”

The women of the land prove worthy of the bravery
of their boys, and once again it is shown that “the
woman’s cause is man’s,” for such readiness of ser-
vice could not be displayed by Canadian men to-day,
were it not for the mothers who, in the past, in-
culcated the lessons of promptness and fortitude.

wow
ON all sides, we hear conjecture as to the out-
come of the struggle, and one opinion is voiced
again and again: “It will be the last great
war.,” The definition of war, given in one brief
syllable by General Sherman, is its sordid truth, and
it is, perhaps, through proving the horrible effective-
ness of modern engines of warfare, that the civilized
world will be led to a conviction of its supreme

desolation.

ruler is to be he

ant-Governor of Nova Scotia, who is
e by the women of the province to her
interest in the Hospital Ship Fund.

The struggle of 1870 meant a loss of an

imperial crown, and the recognition that the folly of
one vain man was largely to be blamed. After the
smoke has cleared from the combat of 1914, it is to
be hoped that the spirit of Hohenzollernism will be
chastened and subdued. This is, we believe, a
struggle between sane democracy and purblind ambi-
tion. It is not England, but Germany, which has
been exalting militarism as the ideal of citizen ser-
vice—and it has not been the best of Germany.
There is so much that is of the finest in modern
scientific, industrial and musical achievement, in the
Land of the Rhine, that one of the saddest features
of the present strife is the bitterness which may be
engendered towards everything Teutonic for years
to come. However deplorable certain aspects may
be, the fight is on, and we have but one duty as
Canadians in the present juncture. We are at this
time a united Empire—

«One heart, one flag, one fleet, one throne,

Britons, hold your own.”
ERIN.

The Price of Liberty

A Satire on War

OUNCIL had been taken in the three dominions
celestial, terrestrial and infernal—the date
being in the second of these, which alone

counts time, the year 1914.

God had gathered his Councillors together,
among them Earth’s Ambassador, his Off-spring,
in whose frame are the cicatrices, seals of the
earthly mission, yet remaining.

«Warth - troubles me”—thus the Almighty; and
all over the jasper chamber hands hushed the
murmur of the harp-strings. “Once did I visit
the star with vengeance. I sent deluge. But
after it the rainbow. Once did I pour my com-
passion upon it, my Son’s heart the sacrificial
vessel! Once have I given Him, He consenting.
Shall God twice ordain the Crucifixion? Or, say,
my Councillors—for wrath consumes me—shall I
drop this planet into the sun, which vexes me
with its armaments and navies, which treats the
Prince of Peace with contumely ?” .

Then stepped the Earth’s Ambassador forward,
the wounds white on his palms and on his insteps.
«patience were better, O my Lord. Many there
be on the Earth who grieve because ‘the new
commandment’ is broken. For the sake of whom
let it be remembered that Thou who gavest to
man to choose hadst planted the forbidden thing
beside him; to the end that obedience should
glorify Thee and that default should magnify Thy
grace. Wherefore, permit that the Holy Ghost
be sent to men ere yet Thy wrath be kindled.
Send forth Thy Dove upon the Earth.”

The kings of the planet sat in conclave.
Aggrandizement was the name of one, Fanaticism
the title of a second, Liberty a third’s—there
were many present. They had met to consider
terms of peace, a war-cloud impending, but each
tested the edge of his sword, covertly, while
framing compromises. The roof under which they
had met was lofty—the Dome of St. Peter’s, more
than likely; for was not the cause of their coming
consecrated? So the shock was less than one had
imagined when down from the frescoed height
a voice dropped. «Remember,” it said, “the Prince
of Peace, my beloved Son, in whom I am thoroughly
pleased.” A Dove poised, like snow in sunlight,
blinding the eyes whieh blinked to see it vanish.

Aggrandizement scoffed at the apparition. Fana-
ticism perverted its message. Liberty had a band-
age over his eyes. As the kings withdrew from
the Council, war having been hatched in deliberation,
only one paused on the threshold, vainly, looking
into the dome where God had spoken. His name
was Defence. .

The Prince of Darkness consulted his advisers.
But he was ill at ease.

«What troubles me,’ quoth he, “is not that the
nations are at war. War is hell. But out of that
war, T fear me somehow, will come the truth to
mankind. We stand for despotism. The war is for
liberty. Our only hope is that the price of liberty
will stagger the world.” M. J. T

The Ship Fund and Its Use

HE imperial gift of a hospital ship, which was
suggested in Toronto through the Daughters of
the Empire as the contribution of Canadian

women to the British war equipment and toward the
realization of which responses have poured in to the
central committee with the expected generosity and
promptness, has been changed by request of the
British Admiralty to a gift intact of the funds raised
to date, September 1st, for a supplementary naval
hospital at Haslar, near Portsmouth, England.

Which change in the appropriation of the ship

fund is strictly in accordance with the original
resolution which was made at the meeting of the




