
A Day in June. « i« t

|The following selection is from " 1 he 
Rambles ol a Canadian Naturalist," 
by S. T. Wood, already well known t 
Canadian readers of "The (.lobe 
through his un-ignrd nature articles. 
The t it le of he i ■* -uk 
chosen : t he Is .ok i; elf 
would 
of i .i i id
finds bird 
butt et lliv clot* Is
grist tor hi- mill, lie not 
Ins own eyes open to the wonder and 
charm of Nature, but lvache- others to 
open theirs. The book has been beautiful­
ly illustrated by Rnbei t lloim x. Tin- 
paintings of Showy Lady’s Slip; 
Bloodroot could scarcely

I- most happily 
is just what U

lead one to e.xpect- 
ill itiiieh

.old llowei-,
t he expioic;
a tiiiu.d and

wind all

1 ir

Li Yuan Hung, the New President 
of China.

He was Vice-President before the death of Yuan 
Shi Kai, and is a military leader. In the 

revolution of 1911 he was commander of 
the Republican forces which over­

threw the Manchtis.

June Song.
BY CHARLES GRANGER BLANDEN, IN 

“A WILDING BOUGH."

Now that June is really here,
Full of sun and full of cheer,
Come, and let us for a day 
Take our staffs and be away 
Out into the meadows green,
Where the bobolinks arc seen 
Sprinkling all the air with song; 
Where the brook doth glide along, 
Full of music, full of joy 
As the bosom of a boy.

Tarry not another hour;
Twinkling dews are on the flower; 
Not the Queen of Sheba had 
Such bright gems to make her glad. 
This blue sky that bends above,
Full of everlasting love.
Full of beauty, full of light,
Full of countless worlds at night 
Think you Peter's mighty dome 
Half so high as this at home?

Come, I pray you; leave your task; 
Throw away the Sorry mask 
Of dead learning worn by sages;
Out and glean from Nature's pages; 
Let your spirit spread her wings 
In among the living things;
Out, and for a time commune 
With the year’s own Sappho, June; 
Out into the morning—Hush! 
Harken! Israfil, the thrush,
Greeting Allah in the bush i
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luxuries that we want for the bad 
cases. ”

Here, in London, are “society ladies" 
giving all their time and energy to the 
uninteresting business of packing stores 
in the Red Cross headquarters. We 
may have pictured these ladies elegantly 
gowned, spending an hour or two in a 
luxurious office and "playing at work." 
We find them at work from nine till 
seven every day—except the days they 
work overtime.

while in that of the whip-poor-will summer even little Chippie, with his
is a touch of poetry that makes the chattering trill, has a place among
picture more than a mere representation the favourites. The industry of their
of a bird. “ Rambles of a Canadian little friends, brightened by an oc-
Naturalist" is published by J. M. Dent casional song, blends with the atmos-
8c Sons, Limited, Toronto. Price $1.50 phere of life and growth pervading
net.] the season of fruition, an atmosphere

It seems in all including motherly that steals upon the senses, more seductive
kindness that the trees are spreading and inspiring than the subtle fumes
their great, umbrageous leaves over the and vapours distilled from the drugs
hot tired earth. The brooding shade of the somnolent East, 
is ever cool and inviting. There is a 
soothing quietness in it that lulls the 
most, restless into placid waking; sleep 
and day dreams. The inspiriting 
panorama of spring has passed. The 
transient feathered visitors who lent 
the charm of melody to the joyful 
season have departed for their northern 
homes. Those who have come to spend 
the summer have quietly settled down The Way of the Red CtOSS. 
to the serious affairs of life. Many 
do not sing as in the earlier days. Their 
joy has not departed, but has found new 
fields of expression. It is manifested 
in the live!' 
life. . .A
through the sultry season, and seem 
to have a double portion of the delights 
of existence. The song of the Veery, 
the churning, dashing, bursting melody 
that reveals a spontaneous gladness, 
is still heard among the leafy shades.
Much has been said and written of the 
Veery’s song, but only to reveal the 
poverty of words in its description.
It is a part of the gladness of nature, 
to be absorbed and enjoyed in its own 
spirit. Other songsters, with their own 
peculiar charms, are still carrying the 
spirit of spring on into the summer.
Perhaps that is the mission of all songsters.
The Yellow Warbler still sings as happily Fund for the Sick and Wounded,"
as in the days of his courtship, and his and sent out with a preface by Queen 
note has a distinctiveness lent by the Alexandra,
silence of so many of his feathered rela- Knowing that you are all helping 
lives. The Oven Bird's penetrating forward this great and noble movement, 
repetitions come along under the branches, I will pass on to you to day
and the Brown Thrasher still sings quotations from this book, which I
to the sun from a lofty perch. There bought from the T. Eaton Co., Toronto,
is just enough melody through the shady A nurse in a big base hospital said:
branches to make their quietness more "The Red Cross Society has been
somnolent. wonderful. We have come to look on it

A glimpse of yellow and white shows as a sort of ‘Aladdin's lamp,’ for
where a Flicker curves and undulates have only to ask for a thing and
through the open spaces to the broken get it."
shaft of an old, dead willow. The She pointed with pride to a number 
brown-grey back, almost Invisible against of feather pillows which she was fitting
the bark, disappears, and after a long, into their cases. "This is the
patient wait, with no sign of the 
alert head on the other side, the tempta­
tion becomes 
a nest.

And

"On the day that I visited the stores’ 
department only 500 wounded landed 
in this country, and so to fill up spare 
moments the ladies were packing for 
Servia, Montenegro, and East Africa. 
The long shelves were filled with every 
kind of medical requirement—bandages 
of lint, bales of absorbent cotton, 
syringes and porous plasters, oxygen 
and innumerable bottles of tablets, 
tetanus and typhoid vaccines, cases of 
needles, spools of plaster. . . hot
water bottles by the hundred, of every 
color, shape and size. "

The ladies fulfil the demands of the 
base hospitals in France, almost as 
soon as made. They collect, they pack, 
and now they send a messenger with 
every large consignment to ensure its 
certain delivery. Just a messenger in 
khaki, but Gabriel could scarcely be 
more welcome than that khaki figure 
is to the anxious doctor in France, who, 
when one comes to think of it, can do 
little enough unless the ladies at this 
great base supply his needs. " This 
store department is on such a tremendous 
scale that its contents are insured for 
£50,000.

The ladles have already become so 
familiar with their work of sorting 
and packing that they "feel capable of 
tackling the outfit of the whole army. 
It is, indeed, with a feeling of regret 
that they acknowledge they can do 
nothing for a man till he is incapacitated. 
'Then he Is ours,' said one of the prin­
cipal workers here in the stores' de­
partment. Which means just this—no 
less, and it cannot mean more—that 
she and her associates provide for 
his every physical need and material 
comfort. ‘He is ours,’ they say. They 
look well after their belongings in the 
stores’ department of the Red Cross."

"The story of the mobilization of the 
V. A. D. (Voluntary Aid Detachments) 
in the county through which I toured 
is a romance. In the late hours of 
Tuesday, the thirteenth of October, a 
telegram was dispatched from head­
quarters: 'Mobilize all your hospitals
at once...................... Large number of
wounded arrive to-night. ... By 
mid-day of the next day 3,000 wounded 
Belgians were in bed In the hospitals 
mobolized and prepared by the V. A. D., 
a feat which stands as a unique record 
in speed and efficiency. . . . All the
accommodation and equipment and 
stores of these detachments, at the 
time the message was received, con­
sisted of promises, promises for the 
most part made in days of peace. 
Nothing else. Here a contributor to 
the scheme had signed her name to 
a promise of a bedstead and bedding; 
here another had said that a certain 
amount of hospital clothing should be 
available if necessary; yet another had 
promised the use of a house as a hospital ; 
and another had undertaken to provide 
certain stores of food or drugs. " These 
promised things had to be collected, 
houses scrubbed, beds got ready and 
conveyances provided for carrying the 
wounded. All night the work went on, 
and the wards were not only ready but 
were bright with flowers when the 
wounded arrived. Nurses were at the 
railway stations with hot soup and coffee, 
and men were ready to carry each soldier 
to the motor transport awaiting him. 
This was the orderly work of volun­
teers. In one of these suddenly im-
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The VThe Red Cross has gone quietly 
its merciful way for about fifty years; 
but now it has suddenly sprung up in 
giant strength, reaching out mighty 
arms everywhere and getting into its 
comforting embrace millions of the sick 
and wounded. 1 have beside 
book, called, "The Way of the Red 
Cross," published in aid of "The Times
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irresistible. There is first. But you know what a hard,
Just below the broken limb unsympathetic thing the regulation

a hole has been picked in the decaying bolster is, and you can guess how much
wood, but it is a false one. One would we wanted something of this sort,
like to think it was made to deceive especially in cases of wounds in the
or distract attention, but chilling, dis- head and back. Now we have them,
agreeable fact suggests that the wood thanks to the R. V Society, and there

found too hard. Ihe successful scents nothing left to ask for—except
excavation is higher up, and there she is ash trays."
already, alarmed at the stealthy approach, "On arrival each ambulance train is 
looking down with bright, round, startled met by the nursing staff, the wounded
eyes at the great, threatening intruder. men are furnished with hot drinks and
A moment, and the staring spell is cigarettes, and conveyed without delay
broken—she glides boldly out and wings to the hospitals to which they have
her irregular course beyond the sheltering been appointed. Everything is done
maples. A slender arm can explore the in orderly, methodical fashion;
rough tunnel in the wood, and down at confusion we might expect to
the bottom is a little, solitary egg. It from the irruption
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