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A Camp Borden Canteen

F inestimable value to our soldiers both at
home and abroad is the Young Men’s Chris-
tian Association, and the ladies’ comimittee

Varioy a'I‘G‘r untiring in their zeal in canteens at the
& S military camps. If the work at Niagara was

and strenuous, what must it be at Camp Borden!
e‘_e(;‘;sznd's of quarts of milk are served to the soldiers
it 3:)’, and other things in proportion—ice cream,
i, milk, sandwiches, cake, pie, biscuits, lemonade,
arsg.eade’ all soft drinks, chewing gum, chocolate
I'Om’ ?Ifld everything for five cents! Supplies are sent
oﬁr oronto two or three times each day, a.nd the
acC“:tare long and the work tiring for ladies un-
in Obbofnf!d to such work. Yet there is no dlfflC}l]ty

. alning voluntary waitresses twelve at a time,

Serve one week.

AS a general rule, the soldiers are most courteous
o these women, but it is hard to convince
that they work without remuneration. One
Was offered a quarter for herself. She expiained

\qa?;.she Was not earning her living, and the soldier

them
la;dy
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enters a great factory, where girls who have lost
purpose and vision in their work are toiling endlessly
and wearily, but when “The Piper” has charmed
them with his magic music, they agree that:

“Farth becomes for us more fair,
Something new has come to make
Of our daily work a prayer.”

“See it has a glory tint,
Piper, life is good and fair,
And we would the secret share.”

Next “The Piper” makes his way among the coun-
try folk, found living in isolation, without under-
standing of co-
operation, or
knowledge oo
their  possibili-
ties. His music
fills them with
great joy, and
they waken to a
real sense of
their opportuni-
ties and respon-
sibilities, a n d

thigDO You mean to say that you are all working like
Shoufor i hine? Gee! You
hepgy be in Heaven—too good for

THE Y. M. C. A. equipment at Camp
Wity Iio,;den consists of a large tent
te!‘ia.lga les and free writing ma-
Store.p, ?" la!‘ge frame building with
feet of‘)om, kitchen and a hundred
Tefregh counter in front for serving
Witharmems. A tent continuation
ten'feetw‘ooden floor and about thirty
Oil-cloty tables, covered with white
dowy 4. "Dere the men can sit
ouse ‘isr refreshments. A portable
itteq ‘p'mVifled for the ladies’ com-
\vithm;vcontalning eight bed-rooms
lice S‘h;) camp cots in each room, a
Watey Wer bath with hot and cold
: There is fine water from
Wells throughout the camp.

0
S LDIRRg wives visiting Camp

Art esian

Miss Kanai and Miss Kaufman,
two of the secretaries in Japan.
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is a power in her community. She dresses well, and
is a good companion, and a prime mover in the social
and philanthropic life of her city. About thirty years
ago a little girl who was looking out of the window
on a rainy day called to her mother, “Oh, here’s some-
one at last!” Then her tone changed. “Don’t come,
Mother,” she said, with all the joy gone out of her
voice, “it’s only the Young Women’s Christian As-
sociation.” She sighed heavily, for the lean figure .
beneath a green umbrella was clad in meagre black
garments, and wore a countenance of smug com-
placency.

No, the modern secretary must be essentially
cdaptable and understanding, capable of taking in
conditions, and of fitting in with them. In a southern
mill village, the mill-owner had engaged a secretary
and a domestic science teacher belonging to the
Association, and found the efficiency of the work
immensely increased by the added zest and vigour
of the girls. One day a woman came into the office
of the General Secretary—“Say,” she demanded, ‘“be
you the elevator of girls in this here town?” After
a moment’s thought, the secretary replied in the
affirmative. ‘“Well,” grieved the woman, “what I
want to know is—how much will it cost me to have
my Tilda and my Jane elevated?”

“One dollar a year is the cost of membership in
the Association,” replied the secretary.

“You don’t know Jane,” the woman declared, “it
will take more than a dollar to elevate Jane.”

At the end of a month the anxious mother of
Jane appeared bearing three dollars. “I’ll bring
more, soon,” she declared. “Jane’s getting elevated
wonderful.”

“Wait till the end of the year,” the
pleaded.

At the close of the year the mother rejoiced in the
comfort of a transformed Jane.

Canadian women are called upon, to-day, to show
their metal. Our womanhood must stand side by side

with the womanhood of the

secretary

the Rlzgiden take great comfort in
Use, Cottage, provided for their
teﬂdancere there is a woman in at-
atte ‘e to look after the children or
i, 9 anyone who may be taken
‘he l‘a’ er.e is no sleeping accommodation except for
of . v in charge, but if half of the stories we hear
ang 0'011) Borden be true, the wash-room with hot

Water is essential to the comfort of visitors.

Nogyo?]y the physical well-being is looked after
*eligiong he Y. M. C. A. There is a large tent for
h&rher Services, concerts, moving pictures, etc., a
Wity ath-ol-) With six chairs, an open-air gymnasium,
Sixt letic teacher in attendance—all free. In all,

- Supy Salaried men are employed in the work, and

lie
Sacy d:yape sent from Toronto two or three times

¥
Y.W‘C-A. Summer Conference
o v'i C. A, like its brother society, is an abbre-
& lang, ation that needs no elucidation. It is filling
hﬂo : ‘anpla-c.e in the development of Canadian woman-
Hoyg M ity summer conference, held at the Elgin
Yarviy, Muskokd, was attended by 200 people of
Ages, divers interests and differing forms of
I5ohar . 1€ following description is contributed by
¢l Broyny.

5 ;
ferep, ;{ €¥note of the con-
“The . 728 struck by
Vlay 11);:.’» a pastoral
anq , Rarked beaut
"Thedeihcacy of ﬁnis-h}T
ot o typified the
ent he Association.
& about the world
top | g'ffesh inspira-
Walg O Birls in every
thep, tl? life—showing
®ntpy ot the pith and
ing g, ** Mving s Christ

The Piper, a symbolic figure in
the Pastoral Play.

decide to fill

—

world, and it behooves us, as
Canadians, to make the oppor-
tunities good, and to show our-
selves the self-reliant, self-
controlled equals of our sisters
of France, of Russia, of Great
Britain,

Munition Workers
HILE the boys at the front

are endeavouring to keep

the home fires burning, many
gallant women are feeding the

their lives with
strong music.

“Till the wayside shall ring with songs we sing,
And joy is awake in everything.”

Finally, “The Piper” visits the campus, and calls
the college girls to a recognition of the great field
of service which lies at their door—they hear clearly:

“Go back and share your gift,
For freely as you have received, so give.”

The final chorus, sung to Beethoven’s Hymn of
Praise, pictures the womanhood of the world prais-
ing God.

EVOTIONAL meetings, technical sessions, after-
noon tramps and boating parties formed a part

of the conference. Miss Broad, of Boston, contri-
buted a great fund of practical experience to the city
sessions. In a history of Association Work she com-
pared the modern secretary with her forerunner of
fifty years ago. The successful secretary of to-day

Y. W. C. A. Convention leaving Chapel.

fires at the front. A torrent of
shells sixty miles long that sel-
dom ceases requires ‘“some
feeding,” and while the ineligible British workmen
are doing their share, it is perhaps the women who
best realize the bitterness of that silence of the guns
on the front during the first months of the war when
ammunition ran short and lives had to pay.

“As to the women,” says a superintendent, “they’re
saving the country. They don’t mind what they do.
Hours? They work ten and a half, or with overtime,
twelve hours a day, seven days a week. At least,
that’s what they’d like to do. The Government are
insisting on one Sunday—or two Sundays—a month
off. I don’t say they’re mot right. But the women
resent it. We’re not tired! they say. And you look
at them—they’re not tired.

“If I go down to the shed and say, Girls!—there’s
a bit of work the Government are pushing for—they
say they must have—can you get it done? Why,
they’ll stay and get it done, and then pour out of the
works laughing and singing. I can tell you of a
surgical dressing factory
near here, where for
nearly a year, the women
never had a Tholiday.
They simply wouldn’t
take one. And what'll
our men at the front do,
if we go holiday-making?

“Last night” (the night
of the Zeppelin raid) “the
warning came to put out
lights. They sat in
the  dark among the
matches, singing, Keep

00d. “The Piper”

i :.Sheu-woi'kers in ‘the meén’a War .Procession in London.

the Home Fires Burn-
ing.” ot




