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GLASS PRESERVING BOTTLES.
Screw Top, Rubber Rings.

WHOLESALE.
Pints, $1.70 dozen.

Quarts, $1.80 dozen.
Halt Gallons, $2.30 doz.

S. 0. STEELE & SONS, Ltd., Water St.

Britain’s Tribute 
to Miss Cavell.

(By PHILIP GIBBS.)

On May 15, lvl9, Britain paid tribute 
to one of its greatest daughters, 
Miss Edith Cavelt, the martyred 
nurse, who, after an impressive ser­
vice at Westminister Abbey, was 
buried in her native city of Nor­
wich. Her last journey over Eng­
lish soil was marked by scenes of 
profound mourning. School child-

crowds—the flag was at half-mast 
above a group of them outside West 
mister Hospital—and in the Abbey 
there were mostly women in nurses’ 
uniforms of every kind and branch 
of service, who had come to pay hom­
age to one of their heroines.

Perhaps it was their salute which
was most pleasing to the spirit of 

refl paid homage to her with wild 1 Miss Cavell if her spirit hovered above 
flowers at wayside stations, and the that flag-draped coffin—God knows— 
King was represented at the great for these women knew with her the 
Abbey service. East End residents meaning of the wards in wartime.
flew modest Union Jacks at half- 
mast 4ind Queen Alexander» sent a 
touching message with a wreath. 
Philip Gibbs of the London Chroni­
cle’s staff wrote the following de­
scription of the service :

It was the beauty of the courage of 
a woman’s soul that passed through 
London on May 15 and stayed a little 
while with prayer and music in the 
Abbey, when the body of Nurse Cavell 
received the salute of the silent 
crowds. The heart of London, so rest­
less, so noisy, with its tide of traffic 
surging through the glare of sun­
shine, was touched by the spiritual 
meaning of that flag-covered coffin 
which held a woman’s dust; and the 
millions who were in the streets stood 
at attention, with bared or bowed 
heads, thinking back a moment to the 
tragedy and valor of this lady’s death.

They were glad—I heard them say 
so in the crowds—that there was sun­
shine for her last journey. She had 
so loved England that it was good now 
that her home-coming should be in 
such fine May weather, when England 
was as fresh and lovely as she had 
thought of it out there in Brussels, in 
her loneliness, amidst the reek and 
agony of war. The sunshine and this 
beauty were for the spiritual remem­
brance of one of England’s nursing 
sisterhood, who had laid down her life, 
ungrudgingly, and took the risk of 
death, with full knowledge of her 
peril, because of the love in her heart 
for suffering humanity. Before dying, 
by that brick wall outside the prison 
of St. Gilles, in Brussels, she wished 
all her friends to know that she gave 
her life willingly for her country.

“I have no fear nor shrinking,” she 
said. “I have seen death so often that 
it is not strange or fearful to me.”

These words, or the spirit of them, 
were remembered, I am sure, by many 
people in the crowds outside Victoria 
Station and along the way to West­
minster, where they were deeply 
massed, when the gun carriage bear­
ing Nurse Cavell’s coffin passed slow­
ly by to the Abbey behind a detach­
ment of Coldstream Guards, with 
their band playing the pitiful—and 
joyous—melody of Chopin’s "Funeral 
March.”

Those words of hers, spoken before 
her hurried execution, to the Chaplain 
who stayed in her prison cell have 
been repeated in the hearts of many 
other women who were of her pro- 
fssion, and who in the crowds of Lon­
don remembered how they were of 
comfort to them, in hospitals behind 
the western front, and other fronts, 
where day after day they tended a tide 
of wounded, and watched death’s 1 
harvesting, and risk their own lives, 
but did not flinch, when air raids or 
epidemics took toll of women as well 
as men.

“When fear creeps a little into my 
heart,” said one of these nurses to me, 
"I think of Miss Cavell, and that gives 
me courage again." Yesterday there 
were thousands of nurses in the

They had seen, as she saw, the tide 
of mangled flesh that poured into 
them, the bloody sacrifice of youth, 
the piling up of human agony. They 
had heard, as she did, the awful snuffle 
of unconscious men, and the sharp 
cries of boys in pain, and the quiet 
moaning of men who are not glad to 
die.

They had toiled, as she did. to re­
lieve all this sum of pain, until their 
own bodies ached, and all their nerves 
were plucked and jangled, though they 
kept brave faces and neveç wept—for 
what was the use of tears?

Those nursing sisters in the Abbey 
and in the crowds would understand 
more closely, perhaps, than most 
others the secret which gave Nurse 
Cavell so much courage when her en­
emies entrapped her—that scorn of 
death of which she had seen so much, 
and the gladness of her service for 
suffering men.

But in the crowds also there were 
men who lifted their hats, or stood to 
the salute, as her dust passed, with 
understanding in their souls, and 
gratitude for what this lady had done 
and tried to do. They had been pri­
soners in Germany. # They had known 
the agony of long illnourishment, of 
forced labor with weak bodies, under 
brutal guards. They had made de­
sperate efforts to escape. Some of 
them, by the help of women like Nurse 
Cavell, by the organized system which 
that lady had helped to form had es­
caped!

They were nearly all women en­
gaged in this work. I met a number 
of them in Ghent and Liege and Namur 
and other towns—English governesses 
who had been caught up in the tide 
of war, French and Belgian ladies 
whose hearts ached at the sufferings 
of our prisoners. They were links in 
a chain which reached right through 
Belgium, and through Brussels, where 
Miss Cavell had been in touch with 
them.

They took frightful risks and knew 
the penalty of discovery. But I met 
women who had worked in this way 
all through the war, who had been im­
prisoned in foul cells on suspicion, 
and had been let out, for lack of evid­
ence, and had gone on again, with en­
during courage, smuggling food to the 
prisoners, getting letters across the 
lines, hiding runaways, helping them 
to escape.

In Ghent after its capture from the 
enemy I met three men singing “Tip­
perary” with the dancing crowds. 
“You’re English," I said, and one of 
them said “I’m Scot,” and the other 
said “I’m Irish,” and the third said 
“I’m London born and bred.” They 
had been hiding in Ghent for a month 
when it was swarming with Germans, 
and they owed their escape and hid­
ing place to a group of ladies whom 
afterward I met, and who had risked 
Nurse Cavell’s fate, doing the same 
work.

Miss Cavell gave her reasons for her 
acts to the judges who sat around her,

staring grimly at the spiritual face of 
that lady, who gave quiet answers 
confessing her guilt with terrible can­
dor—her guilt against German mili­
tary law. When she was asked why 
she helped the soldiers to go to Eng­
land, she answered that she thought, 
if she had not done so, they would 
have been shot by the Germans, and 
that, therefore, she thought she only 
did her duty to her country in saving 
their lives.

She admitted all the charges against 
her. Often she helped her prosecutors 
by detailed statements on points that 
had not occurred to them. She made 
no concealment, and was glad to con­
fess what she had done for young men 
caught whole and living in the trap of 
war, as others had been caught and 
mangled in the wards where she tend­
ed them—Germans as well as British.

I think all soldiers who saluted her 
poor dust asknowledged their debt 
to her as one of the women who in this 
war were a spiritual power behind the 
fighting lines, and whose faith and 
courage in those ruined towns and 
villages out in France and Flanders 
even in little English homes far from 
the sound of guns, was greater some­
times than that of the soldiers—and 
whose agony of soul was not less.

I am glad I saw the scene in West­
minster Abbey because I think it had 
a message, beyond even that of wo­
man’s courage, to all those women 
there. I glanced down those long 
lines of British womanhood on each 
side of the nave to the transept and 
the choir. Shafts of light struck slant­
wise through the clerestory windows 
between the tall old pillars of that 
Abbey church where for 700 years the 
prayers of English people have gone 
up in thanksgiving or in sadness as 
our history has played out its drama

There were Australian, New Zea­
land, and Canadian nurses, as well as 
those of our own isles. They waited 
with devout patience for the coming 
of Edith Cavell, rising once when 
Queen Alexandra came, with Princess 
Victoria, and greeted them all—her 
nurses—with a grave smile. The Earl 
of Athlone was there representing the 
King. The band of the Grenadier 
Guards played Sullivan’s “In Memor- 
iam,” and then, just as we heard other 
music far away through the open 
doors, Massenet’s “Last Sleep of the 
Virgin.” It was as though, a Princess 
was coming to her bridal when the Ab­
bey clergy in their robes went out in­
to the sunlight through the west door 
to greet the lady who was coming.

The choristers streamed after them 
to begin a song of greeting. Through 
the open door came the sound of 
tramping feet and of carriage wheels, 
and the loud music of Chopin’s song 
of sadness and gladness. A loud voice 
called out an order: “Rest on your 
arms — reversed!” The choristers 
turned back again and led the way up 
the long nave, and after the clergy 
came the coffin of Edith Cavell, wrap­
ped in her country’s flag, borne upon 
the shoulders of Coldstream Guards.

There were flowers above the flag, 
and the sunlight followed them as far 
as the choir. On each side of the nave 
the women had risen, standing like 
soldiers, shoulder to shoulder. The 
choir sang the psalm:

The Lord is my Shepherd ; there­
fore I can lack nothing. He shall 
feed me in a green pasture, and lead 
me forth beside the waters of com­
fort.

Yea, though I walk through the 
Valley of Death I will fear no evil, for 
Thou art with me.

While that psalm was being sung, 
and the prayers were being said, I 
thought of some other words spoken 
by Nurse Cavell before the brutal 
bullet found its target in her flesh. 
There words were her real message 
to the world:

This I would say, standing as I do 
in view of God and eternity: I realize

carriage, and, with guards pacing 
slowly ahead and music leading on, 
the dust of a gentle lady was carried 
through vast crowds standing bare­
headed again, along the Thames, and 
so past the Mansion House, through 
the city, to Liverpool Street Station, 
where a special train for Norwich was 
waiting.

There were not many tears shed. I 
saw no weeping eyes. But people 
stared through the glamour of sun at 
the bright colors of the coffin, and 
thought sadly of one great crime of 
war among many crimes, of one tra­
gedy to womanhood among many 
tragedies, and of the spirit which is 
stronger than the flesh and counts for 
victory.

The summer sun will not harm 
the complexion that is pro­

tected with

CREME LUXOR.
You can enjoy life outdoors to 
the utmost, free from any fear 
that sun and wind are ruining 
your complexion.

CREME LUXOR is quickly ab­
sorbed, leaving no tell-tale shine 
or gloss. So you can use it be­
fore going out.

Take a tube with you on your 
vacation. Price 35c. a tube.

PETER O’MARA,
The Druggist,

46-48 WATER ST. WEST.

You
Can
Buy

Look for this Brand 
on (he back of the Board

BEAVER BOARD
FROM

Walter A. O’D. Kelly,
Licensed Auctioneer and 
Commission Agent.

Auction & Private Sales
of HOUSEHOLD FURNITURE, REAL 
ESTATE and all classes of goods un­
dertaken. Personal attention and 
PROMPT RETURNS guaranteed.

If you want to sell your HOUSE or 
LAND, list it with me. Every day 
we have enquiries for property.

We have space at our Auction 
Room, Adelaide Street, to receive ar­
ticles of Furniture, etc., that may be 
offered for sale.

We also make a specialty of all 
kinds of BUILDING MATERIALS.

Address:

Cor. of Adelaide & George 
Streets.
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SAUNDERS. HOWELL &
CARB0NEAR
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NOTICE !
V barrel of Crown, Dow or 

Mead
contain 10 dozen each.
N.B.—Another shipment 

arrived to-day.

BAIRD & CO’Y,
Phone 438.

WE ARE GIVING A

10 P. C. Reduction
on alB our

Furniture
during the next couple of weeks. We have some nice Wicker Chairs and Set­
tees, very suitable for Bungalow or Country Houses.

Rhodes’ Scholarship, 
1919.

Applications for the Rhode’s 
Scholarship for 1919 will be re­
ceived by the undersigned, from 
whom full particulars can be ob 
tained, up to September 22nd.

Applicants must have passée 
at least two years at a degree­
granting University or have 

that patriotism is _not ^enough. I must | served in His Majesty’s Forces ; 
u......... u"*~" “ *” but in the latter case the stand­

ard of education must be such 
as would permit candidate to 
enter Oxford without further 
examination.

The age limits are from 19 to 
25 years on the first of October 
of the year of election.

A. WILSON,
augii,6i Sec’y C.H.E.

Steam for North Sydney.
The S. S. SABLE I. will sail 

for North Sydney direct on
Tuesday, August 19th, at 10 
a.m.

Fdr passage fare (first class 
only), freight rates, etc., apply 
to
HARVEY & CO., LTD.,

Steamship Agents.
aug!5,3i

Don’t you think it would be wise , to Insure 
against losses caused by Residence Burglary, 
Residence Theft, Messenger and Interior Rob­
bery, or late Glass Breakage ?

The Employers’ Liability Assurance Corpor­
ation, Limited, of London, England, will Insure 
you against any of these possibilities.

John Lindberg, Agent,
2 Prescott Street.

may20,24f1 tu,c

have no hatred or bitterness toward, 
any one.

Her life as a nurse in Brussels had 
been dedicated to love, not to hatred. 
She had tended German soldiers with 
as much devotion as British soldiers, 
seeing in them the same need of pity, 
seeing them as the same victim of that 
hatred which had caught the world in 
its madness. And in the hour before 
her death she did not utter words of 
hatred against the enemy who had 
condemned her, nor desire vengeance 
on German boyhood because of the 
crimes of their war lords.

She looked back on the scene of 
agony she had seen, in which all the 
world was involved, and on the fright­
ful passions that had been unleashed 
in the hearts of peoples, and her spirit 
passed beyond operations and the nar­
row limits of patriotism, and embraced 
all human life in its pity. “I realize 
that patriotism is not enough. I must 
have no hatred or bitterness toward 
any one”—a hard saying—a Christlike 
message to the world which is still 
worshipping a cult of hatred, making 
new breeding groiyids of hate, cherish­
ing its heritage. Yet that was the 

I message which in Westminster Abbey 
' the spirit of Nurse Cavell spoke to her 
sisters.

It was at the end of the service that

JUST RECEIVED
Ex Sheba and Sable I., 3 carloads 

of the famous Frost and Wood

Farming Machines, viz.:
MOWERS, 8%, 4, 5 ft cut 
RAKES—Spring Lift and Tiger.

all true women rose to sing the hymn ! PLOUGHS—All sizes (for single and
which Nurse Cavell sang very softly 
in her prison cell before going out 
to be shot:
Abide with me; fast fails tie eventide ;
The darkness deepens, Lord with me 

abide ;
When other helpers fail, and comfort» 

flee,
Help of the helpless, O, abide with me.

To the music of the Dead March in 
“Saul” the coffin was borne out of the 
abbey again, and placed on the gun aug!2,5i

double teams).
CULTIVATORS, TEDDERS.
POTATO PLANTERS & DIGGERS. 
REAPERS, ROOT PULPER.
GRAIN GRINDER.
DRILLS and Seeders, HINDERS. 
TRACTOR PLOWS and HARROWS. 
FARM WAGGONS, BOX CARTS and 

MANURE SPREADERS.
Also a full line of all REPAIR 

PARTS at our Warerooms, 50 Coch­
rane Street

P. KAVANAGH,
Agent

Wicker Rockers....................    $13.50
Wicker Arm Chairs...............$13.50
Wicker Settees.........................$31.50
Baby High Chairs, with Table,

only...................................   .$5.50
Extendon Tables, cnly.............$19.50
Bureaus, Quartered Oak,

from.............................$35.50 up
Dressers .. .... .. $35.00 to $45.00 
Bedsteads, Black.......................$11.50

Bedsteads, Blue w ith Brass Rails,
only........................................... $16.75 6

Bedsteads, American, oak finish,
$29.50

Kitchen Tables............ ...............$4.25
Children’s Cribs....................... $25.00
Dining Room Suites................. $45.00

See our National Spring, only..$9.50 
Mattresses—All Prices.

The C. L. March Co., Ltd,
Corner WATER and SPRINGDALE STREETS.

Briscoe!

For immediate delivery,
Two Briscoe Touring 

CARS
just arrived by Adolph.
Price $1,800.00.

Wire wheels extra.
Those cars are giving absolute 

satisfaction at a low up-keep 
cost, doing 27 miles to the gallon 
of gasoline.

Any person contemplating 
luying a car will save two to 
three hundred dollars by buying 
now, as the price on all makes 
of cars will go up higher before 
the end of the year.

Demonstration and further 
particulars from

PARSONS,
King’s Road. The Auto Man.

Furness Line Sailings
From
Liverpool.

St. John’s 
to Halifax.

Halifax to 
St. John’s.

St. John’s 
to Liverpool

................. Aug. 16th Aug. 19th
Aug. 23rd Sept. 2nd Sept. 5th
Aug. 31st Sept. 10th Sept. 33th 

are excellently fitted for Cabin passen-
For

S. S. GRACÏANA..................................
S. S. SACHEM................. Aug. 16th
S. S. DIGBY....................Aug. 23rd

Both the “Digby” and “Sachem”
gers. Passengers for Liverpool must be in possession of passport's, 
rates of freight, passage and other particulars apply to

Furness, Withy & Co., Limited
w,s,tf WATER STREET EAST.

An Entirely New Novel,
“JUST BUSTER,”
by Lillian M. Bullock. 

Price 75c.
S. E. GARLAND,

Leading Bookseller,

Nova Scotia
Green Cabbage.

August 16th.
120 barrels Green Cabbage.
80 cases Cal. Oranges, 176’s, 216’s.
7 bags Yellow Onions.
50 tierces Choice Spare Ribs.
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’PHONE 264.

George Neal.
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