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Your Bedtime Bath

HILE it is the water, of course, that soothes the nerves and

makes the bath before retiring conducive to sound, refreshing

sleep, still the water can do its best only when Ivory Soap
absorbs the skin’s excretions. Then the pores are opened and
cleaned and the tiny bubbles of Ivory lather carry the water into
closest contact with the blood vessels under the skin.

Ivory Soap is especially good for warm water bathing because of its
extreme mildness and purity. No matter how tender a skin may
be nor how sensitive it may become from the heat of the water,
Ivory never causes the slightest irritation. Its freedom from alkal
permits its unrestricted use under the most trying conditions,

S CENTS

. 99&7% PURE
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Zhe NEW EDISON

Music’'s Re-Creation

Albert . ESpalding, America's
greatest violinist, proving by
actual comparison, that Edison
Re-Creates his masterly bowing
with absolute perfection.

“The Phonograph With A Soul”

is the title bestowed on the New Edison, by one of the
greatest musical critics. This wonderful invention Re-Creates
music with such exactness that voice or instrument cannot
be distinguished from the New Edison’s Re-Creation of it.

Do you want to Bnow mMore about Mr Edison’s marvel-
lous invention, which one of the

musical critics describes as ‘‘the Phonograph with a soul” ?
If so, send to us for a copy of the brochure, ‘““Music’s Re-
Creation,” and the booklet ‘“What the Critics Say.”

Thomas A. Edison, Inc. Dept. 8232, Orange, N.J.
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mi A Clean, Rosy, HEALTHY Skin

is the birthright of every child. Contact with countless unclean,
germ-laden things every day, however, brings the constant quota of
danger and the happy, artless ways of children make them especially
liable to infection. Even so there is one sure safeguard you can use—

LIFEBUOY
HEALTH SO AP

It is a wonderful disinfectant, and a bland,
pure, free lathering soap for all toilet pur-
poses. The most tender skin welcomes its
daily use. The mild, disinfectant odor you
notice vanishes quickly after use.

k= At All Grocers—

LEVER BROTHERS LTD., TORONTO

= =
] =




CANAPIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The March Number

CANADIAN POETRY OF THE GREAT WAR. By

/. D. Logan. While British, American, Belgian, and French Literary critics
and historians have published estimates of the poetry occasioned by the current
war in their respective countries, it has remained for Dr. Logan to present a critical,
but popular, estimate of similar poetry by Canadians. This is an interesting and
instructive essay, and should be read by all who turn aside to see the Dominion
advance in other ways than the purely commercial.

SPRING THE ELUSIVE. By A. B. Brown. Perhaps with
deference to the spring poets, this humorous essay appears, nevertheless, with a
touch of gentle satire and genuiue human interest, It is not the house-cleaning
kind of humour, but an exposure of human nature that will appeal to everyone,

THAT WIRE. By F. 7T W. Ceats. A fine story of the war,

disclosing heroism in an unexpected quarter, and giving an insight into the
perils of the wire-cutters. Snappy illustrations by Fergus Kyle.

LITTLE METIS AND THEREABOUTS. By Frank Yeigh
Mr. Yeigh, who has been lecturing throughout the States and Canada, under the
auspices of the Bureau of Economics at Washington, contributes this entertaining
sketch of that portion of Quebec lying down near the Gulf The illustrations are
from excellent photographs.

THE ARMY OF TO-DAY. By Patrick MacGill.
The author of *‘Children of the Dead End", *“The Amateur Army", “The Red
Horizon'', etc , who contributed a notable series to the Canadian Magazine entitled
"From the Trenches'', here presents a fine and moving appreciation of the
forces now enrolled under the Union Jack.

$2.50 PER ANNUM, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies,
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West - TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

i ANYL® THE
MAERLKQNG IN

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25c.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%%$5882EST- ENGLAND
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Real Help
for Tired Feet

A busy day and on your feet most of the
time—a long, tiresome trip or a hike in the
country—new shoes to break in—all these
mean tired feet. Soothe and rest them by
applying a few drops of Absorbine, Jr.

Or, if you are very tired and your feet
burn, ache or swell, soak them in a solution
of Absorbine, Jr., and water.
be prompt and lasting.

You will like the ‘‘feel” of this clean,

fragrant and antiseptic liniment.

Relief will

It pene-
trates quickly, leaves no greasy residue and
is intensely refreshing. Only a few drops
needed to do the work as Absorbine, Jr. is
highly concentrated,

AbsorbineJt

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

a0t mama wiCy s w007

is a different kind of liniment—it is antiseptic
and germicidal. It will do what any other

ood liniment will do— and a lot more.
Absorbine, Jr. is made of herbs and is
positively harmless to human tissues. It can

pnot only be used and prescribed with con-
fidence and safety but with the assurance that
it will kill germs and promote rapid healing.

You can find dozens
Absorbine, Jr.

of uses for
as a dependable first-aid
remedy and regular
toilet adjunct. To reduce
inflammatory condi-
tions—sprains, wrench-
es, painful, swollen veins.
To allay pain anywhere.
To spray the throat if
sore or infected. To heal
cuts, bruises, lacerations
and sores,

Keep a bottle handy at
home, at the office or in
your grip when traveling.

$1.00 a bottle at

most druggists or
postpaid

Send 10 cents for Liberal Trial

sized bottle from your druggist
to-day.

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.

187 Lymans Bldg., Mentreal, Can.

Bottle, or procure a regular .

A Charming Complexion

—Instantly

Friends are
calling or you
have a sudden
invitation.
Just a moment
It takes but a

to look your best.
few seconds to apply

Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

and obtain a perfect complexion—a soft,
clear, pearly-white appearance that is

always refined and in good taste. Non-
greasy. The favorite for 68 years.

Send 1 Oc for trial size
Gouraud’s Medicated Soap

Thoroughly cleanses and purifies the skin,
Destroys poisonous matter, keeps the skin
pure and healthy. Ideal for skin troubles.

25¢ per cake at dealer’s or by mail

Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son., Montreal

Oakey’s
Oakey’s
Oakey’s

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Woellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.
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“fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety In stock
S AT

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

Fully detailed Pnce Lists of
all departments may be
obtained FREE, on ap-

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Strect, West,
Toronto

Fully detailed Price Lists of
all Departments may be
obtained FREE, on ap-

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co,

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

Depariments

Ladies’, Mens' and Children’'s Gloves—Hosiery
and Underwear—Ladies Knitted Wool and Silk
‘““Effect” Coats — Ladies’' Underclothing, Blouses,
Furs, Fur Coats, Boots and Shoes—Waterproofs and
Umbrellas— Men's Dressing Gowns, Pyjamas, Shirts,
Collars, Ties, Half Hose, Umbrellas & Waterproofs.

Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

yeneral Post Office, London, England.  Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer
Hireers The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England,
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EGERTON BURNETT’S

SUPERIOR BRITISH FABRICS

Have Gained the Approval of Ladies and Gentlemen in Many Lands

Egerton Burnett's name is a synonym for Quality and

thousands of Ladies and Gentlemen who dress with taste
and are discriminating in their choice resort to them

when requiring really high-class Clothing Fabrics of a

superior and distinctive character.

THE SATISFACTION OF THEIR PATRONS

Many RovaL

To H.M.
APPOINTMENTS

Tue QueexN

IS THE MEASURE OF THEIR SUCCESS

NEW SPRING SAMPLES OF “OLD COUNTRY” FABRICS
Mailed to any Address in the Dominion, Post Paid, on Application.

These samples include many of the choicest products of British m:.mufa.cluring skill and

enterprise, Superb in Quality, Finish and Appearance, for Gentlemen s suits and overcoats,

Ladies' costumes, dresses and waists; also a variety of hard-wearing fabrics of proved merit

and durability for boys’ and girls’ every-day and school wear.

THE HALL-MARK OF
" Egentomn  JSwinetts

Jioyal dlB Seges

INTRINSIC WORTH

FOR NEARLY 50 YEARS
E.B’s PERMANENT COLOUR

“ROYAL” NAVY SERGES

have been worn by Ladies and Gentlemen on land
and sea, at home and abroad, and have been
proved to be positively reliable in Quality and
Colour as well as wonderfully strong and durable.
Prices from 86 cents to $5.60 per yard.

Also supplied in Black, Grey, Creamand Colours.

COSTUMES, SUITS, ETC.
For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children
made-to-measure in a_variety of styles, with a
degree of perfection in Fit and Workmanship
that has genuinely surprised many patrons.

READ THIS REMARKABLE TESTIMONY
Mrs. W. R. C. wrote:— “My parcel has arrived
very promptly indeed, and the Coslume is most
satisfactory’'. Pine Lake, Alta., Canada.
F.CD., Esq. wrote:—*'Suil arrived in good con-
dition and is very salisfactory in every respect;
Tunderstand that my friends are equally pleased.”

Ladies’ Costumes as illus-

Gentlemen's Suits as illus-
tration made-lo-measure in
“Royal” Navy Serges, per-
manent colour, and distinc-
tive “*British” Tweeds, from
$16.55 duty and carriage
paid to destination.

Nome, Alaska, U.S.A.

Samples, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, ete.,
mailed to any address in the Dominion, postage
paid, on request.

Any quantity of material supplied.

tration made-to measure in
New Spring Fabrics, from
$19.72. Also in * Royal”
Navy Serges, permanent
colour, from $21.68 duty and
carriage paid to destination,

Address: EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED

R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada Colle
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University

ge, and Mrs. Dickson
Matriculation and First Year Work,

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,

Hockey, Swimming Bath.

. Write for Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,

President.

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

Principal.

L:avyel Scheol h? bOI!l under fou

iv and for

RIDLEY COLLEGE‘
,SL Catharines, Ont.

Head Master:

C. S. Foshery, M.A.

MONTREAL

U
The School won Universit
| 1913 and four in 1914.

riee) tirel te. U
Finest School Grouads 1o Canade 58 acser” *"*0%1%% bare fou the
y Scholaeships at adlsl\l}icuhﬁonin six out of the

J.O.MILLER, MA DCL" Prings

SUCCESSES 1916
4th and 21st places,
Entrances, R.M.C,
Kingston,
Entrance Royal Na._
val Coll., Osborne,

1st, 7th and 12th

places McGill

Matriculation.

A BOARDING SCHOOL
FOR BOYS

Separate houses for Senior and
JuniorBoys. The School grounds
covers twenty-four acres. Our
own water supply. Entrance
Scholarships open to young
boys.

RECENT SUCCESSES
R.M.C. 1915 3rd and 10th places
R.M.C. 1916 2nd and 13th places

R.N.C. 1915 1st place
BROCKV[LLB R.N.C. 1916 8th place

No failures in any public exams.
ONT. in the last three years.

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Headmaster,
A. G. M. MAINWARING, M.A.

Mail Courses

in Journalism, Short Story Writing
and Advertising are given under
the very best result-producing con-
ditions, by the —

Shaw Correspondence
Schools :: Toronto

Anyone interested in these money-
making courses is invited to wrig
for our descriptive booklet.

W.H.Shaw, Pres., 391 Yonge St.Toromto
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10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY‘SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Hox. Prixciear : Miss M. T, Scorr

Prixcipar : Miss Epitu M. Rean, MLA.
Preparation for the University and for
examinations in Music. Art and Domestic
Science Departments. Thoroughly efficient
staft, Large Playgrounds. Outdoor games,
tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful locality.

Primary School for Day Pupils

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 9

| 1BEE— Fubilee Poar —1915
E Church TResidential

Day School for Girls

New Buildings —Beautiful, healthy situa-
tion with 7 acres of Playing Fields

JUNIOR SCHOOL TO MATRICULATICN

COURSE
Household Science
CASHBURY COLLEGE Music - Painting
Rockcliffe Park, - Ottawa President «  The Lord Bishop of Toronto
Principal Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)

Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity College)
| Head Mistress, Junior School - -

Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Certificate Nat-
| ional Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies’

College.

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fire-
proof Buildings. Ten acres play-
ing fields. R. M. C. Entrance

1916, six candidates passed.
For CALENDAR AppPLY TO THE BURSAR

. The Bishop Strachan School
| @ollege Heiohts - - Toronto

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * “=SioENTiAL scioor

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received. ;
Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelve years taught in the School with marked success,
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
COLLEGE RE-OPENS JANUARY 10th.

For torms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO.

St. Andrem’s College

R B
Tovanto UPPER A:lg LongY sscuom.s Canada

Careful Oversight. Thorough Instruction. Large Playing Fields. Excellent Situation.

REV. D BRUCE MACDONALD. M.A., LLD.,
Calendar sent on application ) HEADMASTER

Write for Illustrated Calendar.
Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmaster

The Mhargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

English, French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Calendar

START BUSINESS YOURSELF

We supply Fancy Goods, Post Card D g ba i
Stationary, Jewellery, 1d., 3d., and ?S'd ;}aapze;:;.:l: g?\odc;.:o"ll':\ms‘

ttering overcome posi y. Our

or stu . Confectionery, Cutlery, etc.  Sampl £5 d ;
ntly rest A ‘ ple cases upwards sent by

n‘ﬂ"“= f‘ethgd.(}pesun:lat!e,i)up{ls i °rf return. Guide Catalogue ““Success in Business '’ 3d.

natura g s e

H. MICHAELS & SON,
. 14-15 Cromwell House, High Holborn,
London, W.C., England.

where. Freeadvice and literature. Ao e
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, - CANADA
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b Applications tor entry are received up to the 15th
April by the Secretary, Civil Service Eommitsion.

ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE G. ]J. Desbarats, C.M.G., Deputy Minister of the

HOME
STUDY m—
DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

Arts Courses only
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA
SUMMER

S C H o 0 L NNUAL examinations for entry of Naval
Cadets into this C‘,_ollcg%arc held at the exam-
ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-

July and August sion in May each year, successful candidates Joining

the Cullcge on or about the 1st August followmg the
examination. .

Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be

obtained.
l ] NI @ E R SI I I Candidates for examination must have passed their

fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth
KIN GSTON' ONTARIO birthday, on the 1st July following the examination .
Further details can be obtained on application to

Naval Service, Department of the Naval Service,
Ottawa.

SCHOOL OF MINING G.J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

MINING Department of the Naval Service,
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL Ottawa, June 12, 1916
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING Unauthorized publication of this advertisement

will not be paid for.
GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

instruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadi >
In fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst. i B

Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a comblete staff of professors for the
civil subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance
is also provided.

tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

Physics, Chemistry, French and English.

the course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor
of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition. axgroine

offered annually.

for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the R.

of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions at a B.A. degree. oo,
extras, is about $800.

each year at the headquarters of the several military districts.

hould be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont.,
:,’,:,:d:,n(z, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont. oF 10 the T

The Royal iitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of givin

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,
The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 914 months each.

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and aln
The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-

—
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pPald-up Capital - - $7,000,000

Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,250,984

217 Branches in Canada. )
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

D.pg-' ived of $1.00 and upward, and interest
" re‘:;owed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.

How Genient'!

8 To have a table at hand
whenever you need one, up-
stairs or downstairs, for
sewing, writing, tea or cards.
Slip the

FIELITES

FOLDING TABLE

out from under the sofa or
behind the door, set it up in a
few seconds, wherever you
wish to use it, and fold it
away out of sight when you
are through., Weight only 11
Ibs. Sturdy, compact and
convenient to carry. The
beautiful Oak, or Mahogany
finish makes it an ornament
to any room.

Your furniture dealer has it or will got it
for you. Ask him

Made in Canada
Write for Frer booklet—describing
our "Peerless' and “Elite” Tables

HOURD & CO., LTD.

Sole Licensees and Mnfrs.
London - - Ontario

TR S T~ e~

~ The
Original
and

only

Genuine

Beware dSold
Imitations
on the Merits

of

MINARD’S
LINIMENT

¥ O A
/
R PR

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknewledgedto
be the finestcrea«
tion of Water-
proof Collare

ever mldl. A'
to see, and b“l)i
THE ARLINGTON 00, ©o other. A
of Canada,

stores or direct
£

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Byelids. lllustrated Book in each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
nota “‘Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Sts at 60
and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic
Tubes, 25¢ and 60c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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L E invite the banking ac-
Bankmg W counts of business people,
BUSiHCSS corporations and societies,

A also private and savings accounts.
Invited

The Bank of Toronto provides its cus-
tomers with a modern Banking Service.
In this it combines all the advantages of
sound banking experience with the modern
equipment and progressive outlook neces-
sary to meet present-day requirements.

Assets - - $73,000,000
Capital - 5,000,000
Reserved Funds - 6,508,000

2DIRECTORS
W. G. GOODERHAM, PRESIDENT
JOSEPH HENDERSON, VICE-PRESIDENT
William Stone,  John Macdonald,  Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham
Brig.-Gen, F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler, A. H. Campbell.

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER
John R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector,

INCORPORATED 1855
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vBOND rﬁ&ﬂ

A Privilege §

IFEinsurance is a compara~
tively modern invention,

OFFERINGS

L.b Qf bonds u’hkh e OﬂCI sent.on for more thana few generations.
application. Every Security poss- | In the old days, if a man

esses the qualities essential in a sound ?ﬁ:«;".ﬂi:ﬁf;&tﬁlgkﬁ;
| ca :
investment, combining SAFETY OF ‘ g:é’x; rcx:u;:dye thoue:l:lt -
| € poorhouse.
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST | 5 S By I;Ielnl of life insurance
with THE MOST FAVORABLE vision’ ,,}:'}:':;;.'::.::‘;::c;;:i;
INTEREST RETURN. v Gty B SIS SaEet ot ki
|
T u
vernment — Municipal | will ::y}fhemt::nlég:&-?; el
Go income if desired and this will
Corporation and Proven } continue at least twenty years.
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4p® When entering into a contract covering a period of
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The North American Life commands the confidence
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STEEL PENS

THE MOST POPULAR PEN IN CANADA
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THE PRUDENT
MAN

The prudent man prepares for
the lean years by husbanding hisre-
sources during the years of plenty.
The easiest, simplest, and safest
way to do this is to deposit regu-
larly such portion of your income
as is not immediately required, in
a strong and stable institution like
the Canada Permanent, where it
will be available when wanted, and
in the meantime, will be earning
interest. Or, all your receipts may
be deposited and your payments

made by cheque.

We credit the account with

compound interest at

THREE AND ONE-HALF PER
CENT.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation
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Reserve Fund ... ... 5,000,000.00
Investments........ 32,264,782.81
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Make Life Easier

Hundreds of homes have
been made happier by using
electricity. With “Canadian
Beauty” electric appliances
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not let electricity make your life easier?

Turned Qut of Doors?

Never! My Wife and Child
are protected by

ELECTRIC
HEATING
APPLIANCES

> 4

A

S A AR RN RPN RNttt sttt ittt ittt itsitsid

MONTHLY
INCOME
POLICY

Electric Appliances

Every one of our appliances is strongly-
made and guaranteed, prices are reasonable.

The demand for “Canadian Beauty”
goods has been so great that we have found
it necessary to enlarge our plant. It is now
one of the best equipped on the continent.

Watch for big announce ments of the
attractive offers of '‘ Canadian Beauty "
appliances to be made in the spring.

FREE—-Our New Cataiog ot electric
ap liances is ready. Call at the nearest

‘Canadian Beauty" dealers and ask for IRON
a copy. If your dealer has none, write us,

RENFREW ELECTRIC MFC. “%
CO0., Ltd., Renfrew, Can.

TOASTER-GRILL

ISSUED BY THE

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F E comean,

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO
N.B.—Write Dept. L. for special circular.

[ =
=
=]
L
=
)
™m
'.. '- = - 4 u
-<
s 5600006000500 00000000080000000000000000000000880000000000800000000800900500000000000000000004

et a sttt sttt i ittt sttt ettt insts i sttt iasssisstal

xxxxx 1233232292223292293023222222220322222082028488235000000Y

!
|

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
SURPLUS ................ $3.475,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
‘BRANCHES

e cnm——






THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE

The new Governor-General of Canada
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THE NBY GEVERNCR GENERAL
ﬁy HughS Sayrs

moog) HINK,”  said  John
Bright, “of what the
Clavendishes have done
in days gone by.”

One of them, the
present Duke of Devon-
shire, is now at Rideau IHall. He has
come in momentous times, and if he
wants to keep up the tradition of the
(Cavendishes upon which John Bright
remarked and to which he paid his
tribute, he has abundant opportunity.
In few other years could a new Gov-
ernor-General take up the work of
His Majesty’s representative in Can-
ada and know it for so erucial and
so important work as the office in-
volves in 1916. These are troublous
days, my masters, no less for dukes
than for commoners.

The Duke follows a line of gover-
nors-general whose terms of office here
in Canada have been unusually sue-
ecessful. Iarl Grey’s record was so
good that the whole country felt
genuinely regretful when he left our
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shores. His Royal Highness the Duke
of Connaught snceceeded him, and the
experiment of a royalty-governor—
for it was an experiment, following,
as it did, upon the regime of the so
popular Earl Grey—turned out ex-
cellently well. His Royal Highness
left behind him the record of a peo-
ple’s affection for himself and his
gracions wife, not merely as the re-
presentatives of the King in Canada,
but as leaders of the nation, whose
leading was wholly good.

The Duke of Devonshire, being but
shortly with us, has been little “writ-
ten up.” to employ journalese. About
the best history, and the truest, of
his activities so far is to be found in
“Who’s Who", that institution so re-
markable for some of its inclusions
and more so for some of its omissions.
Baldly, here is the Duke’s history.
Vietor Christian William Cavendish,
the ninth Duke of Devonshire, was
born on May 31st, 1868. He was edu-
cated at Eton and at Trinity College,
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““He is said to have the temperamental failing
of melancholy "

Cambridge. From 1903 to 1905 he
was Financial Secretary to the Treas-
ury in Mr. Balfour’s government. In
1908 he succeeded to the title on the
death of his Unecle. He is the son of
Lord Edward Cavendish. From 1891
to 1908 he was member of Parliament
for Derbyshire. He has been a bor-
ough mayor. He is Lord Lieutenant
of Derbyshire. IHe is Chancellor of
the University of Leeds. In the first
year of the great war Mr. Asquith
made him a Civil Lord of the Admir-
alty in the Coalition Government.

So much for faets.

His choice for Governor-General
probably astonished many people in
(Clanada and in Great Britain. Of all
the many rumours as to the successor
of the Duke of Connaught, his name
was not mentioned. We were first of
all to have “Lulu” Harcourt, one-
time Mr. Asquith’s Colonial Secre-
tary. Probably “Lulu” himself de-
gired it. He never lets anybody for-
get that he is a Plantagenet and born
to rule. Also he is the most immacu-
late of the British Ministers, and his
training in the Colonial office might
have been a useful link with the coun-
try which he aspired to govern. His
name, however, soon gave place to
that of Prince Alexander of Teck,
brother of Queen Mary, and some ab-
surd person, not gra asping the vitality

* Companionable, a good story-teller . ... and

able to enjoy a joke at his own expense”

and reality of our democracy, sug-
gested that he be Prince of Clanada!
The suggestion received no official
notice, however, and beyond causing a
general laugh was unproductive. The
Prince came not. At last rumours
were set at rest by the official an-
nouncement that the Duke of Devon-
shire was the man.

The Duke has always been “the”
Duke:; the house of Cavandish is the
supreme glory of the British aristo-
cracy. This is the result of a com-
bination of circumstances. To begin
with, His Grace has 186,000 acres,
and is therefore the territorial chief
in a land where many have large hold-
ings. On this land are to be found
enormous forests with their wealth
of lumber, more deer than on the
estate of any other English landlord.
mines worth fabulous sums, palaces
the equal of which even royalty does
not. possess. His picture galleries out-
do even those of American million-
aires who mistake themselves for con-
notsewrs. His libraries contain some
of the glories of literary England,
and when two hundred thousand dol-
lars was offered for it, the offer was
refused with something like disdain.
Devonshire ITouse in London stands
stately and second to none in a city
of many mansions. s

The Duke’s Eastbourne house is one

PR
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THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE

Mistress of Rideau Hall, Ottawa, where she lived formerly as a daughter of the

Marquis of Lansdowne
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“*The Norfolk Suit ....of the English sportsman—
golfing or shooting ™

of the sights of the South of England.
(‘hatsworth, an estate of eleven miles
in extent, rich in itself but richer far
in tradition and historic meaning, was
built in 1706, and it housed among
others the ill-fated Mary Queen of
Scots.  The Duke’s eastle in Ireland,
for he is a big Irish landlord, is Lis-
more, a rare beauty spot in a land of
such. IHis personal wealth is enor-
mous, despite the raids made there-
on by the radical legislation of Prem-
ier Lloyd George, in his ruthless pro-
gress beginning with the Budget of
1909. Most certainly, Devonshire is
“the” Duke.

These are the outward signs and
tokens of the position of the man who
has come to fill the office of the first
gentleman in Canada. Iis journey-
ings across our farm lands and prair-
ies, and from cities of half a million
to towns of a few thousand, set like
jewels amidst imposing mountains
and quiet vales, will contrast oddly
with his comings and goings from one
of his palaces to another. He will
miss the pomp and cirecumstance of
his dueality, yet, from what we know
of him, he will count them well laid
by for a year or two.

He has, to be sure, some connection
with Canada already, for his father,
TLord Edward Cavendish, was here in
the early sixties. Ile was a Rifle

Brigade officer, and, amongst other
things, taught Sunday school at Ham-
ilton. The Duke himself, however.
has not been to Canada before. His
}\'iFo, the Duchess, knows the Domin-
ion generally and Rideau Hall in par-
ticular. She spent her early teens
here, for her father, the Marquis of
Lansdowne was Governor-General
from 1883 to 1888. She was then
Lady Evelyn Mary Fitzmaurice. The
Duchess is a kindly and gracious wo-
man who will be very popular. In
disposition she is much like the Duch-
ess of Buceleuch, a life-long and in-
timate friend of Queen Alexandra.
and famous in her day, for she has a
sprightliness and vivacious charm ex-
pressed in a winsome smile. One won-
ders how she agreed with the present
Court in England, where soberness
not to say austerity has been the rul-
ing mood since the Queen so ordain-
ed. They say—"“they” being Dame
Rumour again—that the Duchess of
Devonshire, who before the war held
by the way, the glittering office ot:
Mistress of Robes, pleaded with the
Queen when the latter condemned the
irreligiousness of the Prince of Wales,
who dared to stay away from chureh
six Sundays hand running.

The Duke himself is very much of
the Cavendish type, and to under-
stand the manner of man he is, it is
necessary to see the characteristies of
those in his line who came before him.
The house of Cavendish has had one
of the world’s supreme scientists and
one of the world’s supreme states-
men. The Cavendish type comes to
us from the fourteenth century. The
wealth of the Cavendishes came large-
ly from the destruction of the monas-
teries, that act of Tudor despotism
which gave so many members of the
British aristocracy the foundation of
their wealth. James I. created the
then Cavendish an earl: it remained
for a later king, whose kingship the
Earl had helped by contriving, with
others, the dethroning of the reigning
monarch, to express his thanks by the
presentation of a dukedom. Since
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From the Painting by Gainsborough

GEORGIANA

First Wite of the Fifth Duke of Devonshire
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then there have been nine dukes. In-
variably, each has had the “garter”,
that rarest of orders which, until a
couple of years ago, never included a
commoner. An exception was made
for Viscount, then plain Sir Edward,
Grey.

Yet none of the Cavendishes has
ever been remarkable for brilliance
and only one for genius. The out-
standing quality has been a certain
desire for service and a solidity and
stolidity which make a good governor
or administrator. The exception was
the Cavendish who was England’s

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

in synthetic chemistry, which passed
to them at the end of the last cen-
tury. Were this done, it would help
a great deal to give England that in-
dustrial priority which, after the
war, is a goal. The Duke of Devon-
shire is heart and soul behind the
movement.

So far as the women of the Caven-
dish family are concerned, they have
included some famous personalities :
Christian Bruce, Bess of Hardwick
and Georgiana Spencer. This last
was one of the world’s supreme bheau-
ties, and one or two of the Cavendish

DEVONSHIRE HOUSE

The London residence of the Duke ot Devonshire

greatest chemist, ‘Henry Cavendish,
who ascertained the composition of
water and arrived at the defining of
the density of the earth. The present
Duke, incidentally, is keenly interest-
ed in science. His laboratories are ex-
tensive and replete, and it is said that
he personally is so interested in
science that his main ambition is to
make some sort of mark in the scien-
tific world comparable to that made
by his great ancestor. This is im-
portant, because it is index to the de-
sire in England that the English shall
conquer the Germans in the matter
of their possession of the superiority

ladies have been famed for their
clever wit, their daring, and their
love for gaming. The Cavendish type
is picturesque, modest, solf-ropr.oss_
ing, perennially courteous; their men
strong and virile and clean and hard-
working, but rarely brilliant.

The present Duke accords pretty
well with the type. His is an inter.
esting face. To begin with it is large
and heavy. It is the Cavendish face
in its length and heavy jaw. The
forehead is broad, the hair is inelined
to length and was reddish, tending
darker, and readily turning gray. The
eye is rather sleepy, the very anti.



LISMORE CASTLE

The residence in Ireland of the Duke of Devonshire

CHATSWORTH

The Derbyshire residence of the Duke of Devonshire
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thesis of bright, and it is indicative
of the mind which works slowly and
somewhat ponderously. But if a
steamroller moves slowly it moves cer-
tainly and to some purpose. The
Duke takes his time to decide, but his
decision pays for it. The heavy mous-
tache, like that which most of the
(favendishes have worn, droops down,
in the case of the present Duke, and
gives one the impression of a certain
dourness and moodiness, as if its
owner was not very well pleased with
things in general. In the main the
conclusion would be wrong, though
he is said to have the temperamental
failing of melancholy. His Uncle, the
famous Duke of ten and twenty years
ago, had it, too. He has fits of ab-
straction, almost morbidity, during
which he has the quality of aloofness,
amounting to something like sullen-
ness. It is a family characteristie,
and has come to him from his ances-
tor the chemist, who lived a more or
less lonely and monotonous life. Iis-
tory says that the latter dined for
years at solitary and simple table, and
his dinners rarely varied from the
menu of a mutton chop and a glass of
ale. Londoners have it that the pre-
sent Duke is much the same and likes
to be alone with his moodiness, when
simplicity of diet and cireumstance
best fits him. Roast beef, a London
chronicler says, is his favourite dish.
If it be so it is another proof that,
in many ways, the Duke is a typieal
John Bull. e has all the solidness
and mental weight which are suppos-
ed to be that gentleman’s outstanding
traits.

Simplicity is the keynote of the
Duke’s disposition, simplicity in its
best sense. e is extremely democra-
tie, and therein he will well suit us in
Canada. Mr. Balfour once remarked
to him that the most useful word in
the language is “Hallo”.

“T agree with you,” said the Duke,
laconically.

This simplicity causes him to rebel,
sometimes, against the’ circumstances
and world into which he was born.

Ile would rather pass his time with a
friend or two walking across the
moors, or, in old and comfortable
clothes—the Norfolk suit and knick-
ers of the English sportsman—shoot-
ing or golfing. He delights in such
small parties, rambling abroad, tak-
ing things as he finds them, dropping
his ducal rank, and as plain Mister
So-and-So, putting up at a country
i and taking what he can get like
anybody else. In that connection a
story is told which is significant of
the man. A few friends and himself
put up one night at a country inn in
the year when Mr. Lloyd George was
out for the scalps of the aristo-land-
lords. A grocer, a furniture dealer
and a tailor were in the room and
with these the Duke and his friends
conversed.

Said the grocer: “This “ere Lloyd
George is on the right road. The big
estates of these country gentlemen
keeps such as me from making a liv-
ing.” :

“Yes,” said the furniture dealer,
“if wealth was properly distributed
everybody would want a few new
sticks of furniture, and that’s where
I’d come in.”

“You wouldn’t be wearing such
things as them,” said the tailor, point-
ing to the Duke’s old and worn
clothes, “if the land hadn’t passed in-
to the possession of the few.”

“I agree with you,” said the Duke
heartily and with a grave face.

The Duke’s somewhat phlegmatic
temperament has been the subject of
several anecdotes, some of which may
be true and again may not. Unlike
many of his rank, he had a good
business training, for he was in ga
chartered accountant’s office. e
knows something of the law, too, for
he was entered at one of the Inns. In
those times, his younger days, the
reigning Duke, whose features and
habits the political cartoonists and
writers delighted to lampoon, said to
his young nephew one day, blaming
him for some sin of omission or com-
mission, “You are a silly ass.”

t'-VIV
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FOUR DAUGHTERS OF THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE

Ladies Rachel, Dorothy, Anne, and Blanche Cavendish

The young man did not answer.

“You are a silly ass,” repeated the
Duke.

No answer.

“You are a silly ass,” came again.

“Yes,” said Vietor Cavendish,
aoreeing and long-suffering and some-

g
what hored.

In British politics His Excellency
was neither brilliant nor outstanding,
but simply hard\\'orl‘mlg,. plain and
straightforward in his opinions. He
was a Unionist whip at one time, and
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a good one, though he occasionally got
tired and somewhat bored with his
duties. It was the first stage of the
moodiness and fits of abstraction to
which T have referred. His duties as
whip, of course, were to get his men
in for a division. One day he fell
asleep when he should have been very
much alive, and a confrére, a .\'mm'u
lordling, said to him later:

“Cavendish, you owe me a hundred
pounds.”

“Why ?” said Cavandish drowsily.
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“Well, if you hadn’t been asleep
but had been doing your duty I
should have been here in the House,
instead of in a musie hall, where 1
lost my wateh.”

Later on, however, he knew what he
was about, and when Mr. Chamber-
lain and the Duke of Devonshire—
the old Duke, if the appellation is not
disrespectful-—championed Tariff Re-
form, and Mr. Balfour, past master in
the gentle art of sitting on the fence,
would not agree with them, Victor
(Clavendish stuck to Balfour.

“The family is terribly divided over
the fiscal question,” wrote the late
Duke. “Vietor is a Balfourian, Dick
a free trader, and Heaven only knows
what I am.”

If his Excellency is still a free
trader his attitude and views should
be interesting to some Canadians,
though officially, of course, he will
have no views.

The Duke should suit Canadians to
a “T”. He does not overpower with
his brilliance, nor is his intellect an
amazingly bright one, but he has
a pleasing manner, and to him has
descended the indeseribable but de-
finite charm of Gteorgiana, the “queen
of fashion”, the lady who had to be
in at everything which was going,
even if she tumbled in. Gracious
camaraderie will do far more for a
governor-general than brilliance or in-
tellectuality. We have little time for
the former in Canada, and intellectu-
ality here, on account of its supposed
synthesis with a quality adjectivally
expressed by the word highbrow, is
not positively booming. The Duke,
in short, is a man’s man. Companion-
able, a good story-teller, somewhat
eynical and able to enjoy a joke at
his own expense, he is essentially
democratic. [Te has been known to be
guilty of irreverence towards his own
duecal estate. and has staggered his

guests at Chatsworth before now by
telling them that the protraits of de-
parted kings and queens, which hang
in his gallery, are really rubbish. An-
cestry particularly his own, has heen
the target for his tilting before now,
and it is said that he has been eaught
helping in dramatic travesties of the
traditions and historic happenings
which are connected with Chatsworth.
He has the modern mind. He is
quietly philosophie. He needs to be,
for more than fifty per cent. of his
immense income has been taken from
him for war tax purposes and, before
that, democracy was typified by the
figure of “the little Welshman™ look-
ing towards Devonshire’s holding as
mee (a) t for repentance.

IHe has ardour and enthusiasm in
abundance, and the very deliberate-
ness of his mind in thinking and his
mind in acting infers his quality for
throwing himself wholly into what he
has to do, and doing it with all his
might. Despite this strength of mind
and character, the Duke is a “nice”
man, in the sense that the word mav
explain his personal charm and cour-
tesy and capacity for meeting with
cooks” sons as easily as with dukes’
sons. It is this happy ability for
commingling and its counte}part.
which he has too, of yet retaining the
marks of his birth, that is the out-
standing Cavendish trait. Disraeli
tried to clothe one of his fictional
characters with it.

He may be relied upon to steer a
middle and tactful course between ex-
tremes of democracy and aristocracy
for like his ancestress Georgiana he
might be dubbed “the most amiable
and the best bred person in England™.
He will be faithful in all things to
the heraldie motto of his house, “Cg-
vendo Tutus,” and will make a worthy
suceessor to the line of governors-geﬁ-
eral at Ottawa.

i e )



DR. EMILY HOWARD JENNINGS STOWE

The first woman who practised medicine in Canada

PIONIEER

CANADIAN \WOMEN
%y (fmdy P Weaver

[I.—DR. EMILY HOWARD JENNINGS STOWE

T is difficult to add a
deseriptive epithet to
the name of Emily How-
ard Jennings Stowe, be-
| cause she was a pioneer
in so many fields. She
was the first of Canadian women to
become principal of a publie sehool
and the first to practise 1)1(‘(]1.('111(‘ in
Canada. She was also the founder
of a women’s club which (}v\'.vloped
into the first Canadian association or-
ganized to work for the extension of
the parliamentary franchise “to
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women who possess the qualifications
which entitle men to vote”. As a
pioneer, she had to face misunder-
standing, obloquy, ridicule, and it has
been said, “It is difficult to realize the
intellect, energy, perseverance and
courage necessary to be and do what
Dr. Stowe was and did”.

Like other valiant fighters in free-
dom’s cause, Dr. Stowe was descended
from a Quaker ancestry. Her parents
were pioneers in the literal sense of
the word, for they settled in Oxford
County when the country was cov-
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ered with the great forest primeval.

Her mother, who was born in New
York State, was a woman of remark-
able ability and energy. She was
brought to Canada as a small child,
when her maternal grandfather, a
relative of the American historian
Lossing, settled in the township of
Norwich, but returned in her six-
teenth year to the United States, to
attend the “Friends’ Yearly Meeting
Boarding School in Rhode Island”.
Her school days ended, Hannah How-
ard came back to Norwich. Soon af-
terwards she married Solomon Jen-
nings, a young settler from Vermont,
and became the mother of one son,
who died in infancy, and of six
daughters, three of whom qualified for
the medical profession. Mrs. Jennings
was particularly zealous in preparing
remedies for the sick from the roots
and herbs to be gathered in the
woods.  These decoctions were too
often somewhat nauseous, but no
doubt her interest in the treatment
of disease helped to turn the thoughts
of her children towards the art of
healing.

Mrs. Jennings’s eldest daughter,
Emily, was born about 1832 and re-
ceived her early education from her
mother. At the age of fifteen, this
young girl became the teacher of a
small country school near Norwich.
Amongst her scholars were boys older
than herself, and in order to keep
ahead of her pupils, she used to sit
up studying till long after midnight.

Eager for knowledge, she desired
to enter the University of Toronto,
but its doors were closed against her,
as a woman. Saving money from her
small salary, she resolved to take a
course at the Normal School. This
plan she carried out, attending the
session of 1853-1854 and receiving her
First-Class Teacher’s certificate.

Soon afterwards she was appointed
principal of the public school at
Brantford, a position which she re-
signed in 1856, to become the wife of
an Englishman, Dr. John Stowe, who
was by profession a dentist. He was

“a liberal-minded man,” and his bril-
liant wife could always count upon
him for sympathy and assistance to
the utmost of his power. Unfortun-
ately, soon after their marriage, his
health gave way ; thus Mrs. Stowe was
obliged to take what is generally felt
to be the man’s part and act as bread-
winner for the family.

‘When this necessity came upon her,
Mrs. Stowe returned to the profession
in which she had already scored a
success, and again, as in her very
youthfnl days, took charge of a coun-
try school—this time the school at
Mount Pleasant, a few miles out of
Brantford.

But she was not destined to remain
a teacher. About 1865, after the
birth of her three children, she de-
termined to study medicine, with a
view partly to obtaining a better
means of livelihood, partly to meet-
ing that need (which she herself had
felt most keenly) for women doctors
to attend on women patients. Happier
than many who venture from the
beaten path, she had the sympathy of
her own immediate relatives in hep
undertaking; but of course outsiders
poured discouragement on her plans,

An initial diffieulty was that she
could not qualify for her chosen pro-
fession in Canada. Accordingly, she
arranged to leave her home and hep
family for a time, to attend the New
York Medical College for Women,
which had been established a year or
two earlier by Dr. Elizabeth Black-
well, the pioneer woman-physician of
the United States. Mrs. Stowe was
graduated in 1868,

She might have found life easier
had she remained to practise in the
United States, for there other women
as mentioned above, had defied the;
prejudices, which cried shame on the
woman doctor. Instead she went back
to her own land, to break entirely
new ground, and began to practise
in Toronto. At that date “the fees
were pitifully small,” and she had
to overcome numerous obstacles in the
road to success.
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She had made an excellent begin-
ning, however, when an act was pass-
ed to prevent practitioners from the
United States coming to establish
themselves in Ontario. Unfortunate-
ly for Dr. Stowe, the time that had
elapsed since the commencement of
her regular practice was too short to
entitle her registration under the new
regulations, without a period of fur-
ther study, which would have involv-
od much trouble, expense and inter-
ruption to her practice. But it chane-
ed that she had at one period acted
as assistant to Dr. Lancaster of Lon-
don (who was one of the first doc-
tors to give electrical treatments) and
she was allowed to date the commence-
ment of her practice from this time,
with the result that her name was
duly inscribed on the roll of legally
qualified physicians.

At this stage in her career the
temptation that often besets clever
and successful women may, in all
probability, have presented itself to
Dr. Stowe. What so delightful as
now to rest upon her laurels and take
up the self-flattering role of “the ex-
eeptional woman,” drawing. seorn-
fully away from her strugeling sis-
ters? If such a temptation came, it
was thrust aside. Dr. Stowe had no
wish to be raised upon a pedestal.
Rather she felt that the fight had
only begun, for the disabilities, which
had made her own way hard, still
rested heavily on other women and
needed breaking for all women. Es-
pecially she was determined to gain
for women entrance to the Univers-
ity, and to lift them from their too
Jowly position of ‘political non-entity,
with all it involves of social and econ-
omic injustice.

In this fight, she knew that she
would have to face the prejudices of
men and women alike (excepting only
the far-sighted few) so she went to
work “disereetly and warily,” as the
Prayer Book has it. She strove to
educate public opinion by lectures
while she gathered about her a few
kindred spirits, for the deepening of

their convictions, in a society bearing
the innocuous name of the “Toronto
‘Women’s Literary Society”.

For several years, Dr. Stowe con-
tinued to be its president, and
amongst its members were Mrs. Sarah
Ann Curzon, Mrs. Anna Parker, Mrs.
D. MeEwan and other women of
earnestness and intelligence,

In looking over the minutes of the
club, it is interesting to note the
range of subjects discussed. From
time to time the president gave illus-
trated talks on the eye, the ear, and
other organs of the human body; and
members read papers on notable wo-
men ; on fern-culture, dress, food, ete.,
ete. The club was influential in ob-
taining seats for shop-girls and im-
proved sanitary arrangements in
stores and factories, and, though the
problems were stated in slightly dif-
ferent terms, it seriously debated
many questions which still occupy
publie attention, such as the provision
of boarding-homes for business girls
and the need of vocational training
for women. DBefore it was three
months old that larger question of
“Women’s Enfranchisement” came to
the fore, with the result that, after
some half dozen years of usefulness,
the Toronto Women’s Literary Club
resolved itself out of existence, or
rather merged itself in a new organ-
ization, under the name of the “Tor-
onto Women's Suffrage Club™.

This new club signalized its com-
ing into being by a bold attempt to se-
cure publicity. The City Counecil was
asked to allow the use of the Council
Chamber for the holding of a con-
versazione in the interests of women’s
suffrage. The request was granted.
The Mayor and other influential men
attended the meeting, and some came
out timidly, others boldly, in support
of “votes for women”,

But the forward movement was
very slow. In 1884, widows and spin-
sters, \\'l}O were ratepayers, were giv-
en the right to vote at municipal elec-
tions. In 1889 Attorney-General
Mowat received a great deputation of
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suffragists to urge the passage of a
bill, brought in by Mr. Waters, mem-
ber for North Middlesex, to extend
the Parliamentary franchise also to
widows and spinsters. On this occa-
sion, Dr. Stowe read an able address,
setting forth the claims of women to
the ballot on the same conditions as it
is granted to men, but stating that
she and her supporters would gladly
accept any portion of the desired re-
form. Mrs. MeDonell, representing
the W.C.T.U., followed with a rather
sarcastic speech. In reply, Mr.
Mowat declared his sympathy with
the cause and his unwillingness, as “a
practical politician” to prophesy that
they would get what they wanted
“this year or next year,” concluding
with a pious hope that he might “re-
main long enough in power to be the
humble instrument of carrying “their
wishes into effect”. He voted against
the bill. That was twenty-eight years
ago, but with the women’s cause
triumphant throughout the West, it
cannot be that the present-day prac-
tical politicians of the older provinces
will venture much longer to trifle
with the rising tide.

With respeet to educational privi-
leges, victory was not so long delay-
ed. Dr. Stowe’s only daughter in-
deed had a similar experience to her
mother and, seeking admission to the
University, was informed (as were
other young women) that “the doors
of the University are not open to
women”. “And,” added the Presi-
dent to Miss Stowe, “I trust they
never will be.” The girl accepted
the challenge, replying, “I will make
it the business of my life to see that
they shall be opened.” She kept her
word, and the Toronto Women’s Lit-
erary Club, of which she was a mem-
ber, struggled unceasingly to break
down the barriers, an end which was
achieved in 1885.

In the meantime, Miss Stowe had
taken a course at the Toronto School
of Medicine, despite the fact that
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some of the professors and students
deliberately made it as unpleasant for
her as possible, and on May 16th,
1883, had received her degree of M.D.
from the Vietoria University at Co-
bourg. She had fought her way to
vietory, with a resolution hardly to
be expected from a young girl, and
many were the compliments and
praises showered on “the first woman
who had ever taken a medical degree
in the Dominion™. »

But she had not suffered in vain.
The trials she had undergone so ap-
pealed to one of her professors, Dr.
Barrett, that he decided to try to
establish a medical school for women.
A meeting was called under the aus-
pices of the Women’s Suffrage Club,
and the ‘project was taken up so
warmly that in the autumn of that
same year (1883) the Women’s Medi-
cal School was opened in Toronto,
with Dr. Barrett as its first dean,
and Dr. Augusta Stowe-Gullen (for
she had just been married to Dr, J.
B. Gullen) on the staff as demons-
trator of anatomy. The college had
twenty-three vears of usefulness, but
was closed in 1906, after women were
admitted to study medicine in the
University of Toronto.

Dr. Emily Stowe did not live to see
this last stey forward. In 1893 she
met with an accident which interfered
with her general practice, but not by
any means with her interest in soeial
and economic questions. In these
later years, she spent much time at
her summer home, on an island in
Lake Joseph, Muskoka.

The end to her busy, effective life
came suddenly on April 30th, 1903.
Those who knew her best lay stress
on her motherly and womanly quali-
ties, whilst those still in the struggle
to gain for women full political re-
cognition, with all its greater oppor-
tunities, are thankful for the ecour-
age, ability and resourcefulness with
which Dr. Stowe served her own gen-
eration, and those to come after,
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SYMPATHY

“If I catch you looking so sad again, I'll send you to Germany after your father”






THE FIRST CANADEENS
IN FRANCE

By F M6< Aelveyy Soell

CHAPTER VII.

ST was my fate, or fortune,

M to be in charge of the ad-
¥ vance party which was
§| detailed to prepare for
¥ the opening of our hos-
pital.

Captain Burnham and I, with about
forty N.C.0.’s and men and two days’
rations, left Boulogne one cold No-
vember afternoon, a few days after
the concert. At the end of a slow
journey lasting three hours, we were
deposited at the railway station of a
fishing-village on the coast.

If Boulogne prides itself on its
odour of dead fish, this little place
must be an everlasting thorn in its
gide; for all the smells of that odouri-
ferous city fade into insignificence
before the concentrated essence of the
back streets of Etaples. We didn’t
linger unnecessarily in the village,
but pushed on at the quick march
and, crossing the bridge, were soon
on the broad paved road which runs
through Le Touquet forest.

It was just dark, and snow had
fallen to the depth of about two
inches; the most we saw in two win-
ters, during our stay in that part of
France. It was a crisp, cold evening,
and the swinging pace of our march
did much to keep us warm.
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From time to time we passed large
summer residences and artistic villas
partly hidden in the woods, but all
the doors were closed, and all the
windows were dark. Not a human be-
ing passed us on the road, and the
noise of our shoes crunching through
the erusted snow was the only sound
which broke the solemn stillness of
the air.

Our men, too, seemed oppressed
with the weird solitude of the forest
and seldom spoke above a whisper.

“Seems as though the world were
dead,” said Burnham, after we had
walked nearly two miles in silence.

“Yes,” 1 replied, “it gives one a
creepy feeling passing through this
long dark avenue of pines. The houses,
too, look as if the inhabitants had
fled and that no one had the courage
to return.”

“I understand the Bosches were
through quite close to here,” Burn-
ham remarked, “in their first mad
dash for Paris, and that some Ger-
man soldiers were killed near the out-
skirts of this wood.” ‘

“By the gruesomeness of it, I can
imagine they were all killed,” 1 re-
plied.

By this time we had turned at right
angles to our former path and entered
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another long avenue of trees. The
white walls of an isolated mansion
stood out in the distance against the
black-green of the forest, and the fad-
ing purple of the evening sky. The
grounds about it were enclosed by a
high pointed iron fence; it looked a
veritable prison.

After tramping another mile we
emerged into an open space between
the trees and the rolling sand dunes
of the coast, and saw beforeus a large
limestone building, three storeys in
height and almost surrounded with
broad, glass-enclosed balconies. The
tracks of a disused tramway ran to
the gate, and the rust upon the rails
spoke more forcibly than ever of deso-
lation and desertion.

We passed through the stone gate-
way and crossed the snow-covered
lawn. Everything was as dark and
dreary as the grave. Surely no one
was within! We mounted the steps
and rang the bell. Its peal rever-
berated strangely through the empty
halls. After a few moments, how-
ever, a light appeared and a solitary
man entered the rotunda; he turned
the electric switch, flooding the room
with a bright light. He came to the
door, unlocked it, and rolled it back
'slowly upon its wheels.

“Glut evening, zhentlemen,” he said
in English, but with a peculiar
Franco-German accent, difficult to
diagnose. “It iss fery kolt, iss it not ¢’

We acknowledged the fact.

“You are from the Canadian Hos-
pital ”” he queried.

“You were evidently expecting us?”’
I replied. “We are the advance party
from that hospital.”

He pushed the door wide for us to
enter. We didn’t debate as to whe-
ther we should accept the hospital-
ity of a German, but marched in at
once.

“Your dinner vill be retty in a lee-
dle vhile. I vill haf Alvred ligh’d
you the grate, und you soon fery
comfortable vill be.”

“Show me to the kitchen first,” I
asked him, “and let me see what ar-

rangements you have for supper for
the men. When they are made com-
fortable, it will be plenty of time for
our dinner.”

He piloted us into a large room
with red tiled floor. There was good
accommodation for the men, and the
kitchen ranges were close by. They
had their cooks and rations with
them, and as soon as we had seen that
everything was satisfactory, and had
chosen their sleeping quarters, we re-
turned for our own dinner.

In a eommodious room, just off the
rotunda, a roaring coal fire was blaz-
ing on the hearth. Big easy-chairs
had been conveniently placed for us,
and Burnham and I fell into them
and stretched our tired feet toward
the fender upon the rich red Turkish
rug. The table was spread close by,
and we mpoticed the fine linen, the
sparkling cut glass, crested silver and
Limoge china. The scent of delicious
French cooking was wafted to us past
the heavy silken hangings of the door.
Presently our German host appeared
once more:

“Vat vine will the zhentlemen have
mit zehr dinner?” he inquired po-
litely.

Burnham threw himself back into
his seat and laughed aloud. “Holy
smoke!” he chuckled, “and we are at
the war!”

“What wines have you?” I inquired
tentatively.

“Anyzing you wish to name, zir»
he responded with a certain show of
pride.

I thought I would put him to the
test.

“Bring us a bottle of ‘Ayala’, vint-
age ’04,” I commanded.

“Mit pleasure, zir.” And he bow-
ed and retired to get it.

Burnham slapped - his knee ang
burst out:

“Am I awake or dreaming? We
walk four miles through a stark fop.
est on a winter night, enter a desert.
ed hostel, are received by a German
spy and féted like the Lord Mayor. I
expect to fall out of the balloon amy
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minute and hit the earth with a nasty
bump !’

“I'm a little dazed myself,” 1 ad-
mitted, “but it’s all a part of the sol-
dier-game. Some other day we’ll find
the cards reversed, and have to play
it just the same.”

Our host, however, was not Ger-
man, although that was his native
tongue. He came from that little-
known country of Luxembourg, which,
gsandwiched in between France and
her Teutonic enemy, has still main-
tained a weak and unavailing neu-
trality. Being too small and unpro-
tected to resist, the German army
marched unmolested across it in the

ly days of war.

eafAyivreﬁ,’ who was a French-Swiss,
and spoke more languages than I can
well remember, waited upon us at
table. We were just finishing an ex-
eellent five-course dinner with a tiny
glass of coin-treaw, when the sound
of a motor-car stopping at the door
aroused us from our dream of heaven-
ly isolation.

As we stepped into-the hall, the
door opened, and in walked the col-
onel, the senior major and the quar-
ter-master, who had followed us from
Boulonge by road. :

“Well, how do you like our new
hospital ”” the colonel demanded with
a satisfied smile.

“We love it,” Burnham exclaimed.
«Tt is weird, romantic and altogether
comme il faut.”

I suggested that a liqueur and a
eigar might not be unacceptable after

their long drive. The colonel smiled
reciatively as he replied:

“We are a bit chilly after our jour-
pey; I think a little drink will do us
‘What do you say, Major Bald-

win?”’ This question was addressed
to the senior major, who, with the
others, had now entered our dining-
The artistic surroundings drove the
major into poetry at once. He ex-
elaimed : o8

fill th t

;:":;yofbo;::to%egreu a:degztureafe:re:“
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“Splendid!” ecried Burnham en-
thusiastically. “Now, let’s have Gunga
Din. You do it so well! How does
it go? You’re a better drink than I
am, Gordon Gin!”

“No, no!” said the major depre-
catingly. “You mustn’t abuse Kip-
ling—it’s too early in the evening.”

Whether the major intended abus-
ing that famous author at a later
hour, or merely reciting from him,
we didn’t inquire. We talked until
late, formulating our plans for the
morrow and for many days to come.
We made a tour of inspection about
the building. The colonel unfolded
his plans as we walked along the halls.

“This suite,” he said as we came to
the end of the hall, “will make a
splendid pair of operating-rooms, an
angesthetic and a sterilizing-room. The
fifth will do for a dressing-room for
the surgeons, and in the sixth Reggy
will have full sway—that will be his
eye and ear reformatory. On the left
we’ll install our X-ray plant, so that
all surgical work may be done in this
one wing.”

“What about the hotel furnish-
ings?” I inquired, “are they to re-
main in place 9

“Everything must go, except what
is absolutely necessary to the com-
fort or care of patients,” he replied.
“It seems a pity, but we are here not
only to cure patients, but to protect
the Government from needless ex-
pense. In the morning set the men
to work dismantling the entire build-
ing.”

We walked along to the opposite
end of the hall.

“Here’s a fine room,” exclaimed
Major Baldwin, as he peeped into the
dainty boudoir which I had chosen
as a bedroom. “Who sleeps in this
luxurious state ¥’

“I do—for to-night,” I replied.

“I want that room for myself,” he
declared. “It looks like the best in
the place.”

How is it we always want that
which the other fellow has? Its value
seems enhanced by its inaccessibility.
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“Tt shall be yours to-morrow night,”
1 replied to this covetous request. It
was no deprivation to give it up as
there were fifty other rooms, which
the major had not seen, more richly
decorated and more attractive than
mine. This little room was cosy and
prettily furnished in bird’s-eye maple.
It boasted an Axminster rug, a brass
bed, and the glow from the open fire
lent it a charm which had captivated
Major Baldwin’s eye.

There were other suites of rooms,
with private baths attached, and hot
and cold running water. The floors
were covered with costly Persian rugs,
and the furniture was of hand-carved
olive wood or mahogany. Private bal-
conies overlooked the golf course and
the forest. Every detail bespoke
wealth and luxury combined with the
most modern contrivances for com-
fort.

The colonel was amused at us.
“Pick out whatever rooms you like,”
he said, “and enjoy yourselves while
you may, for in three days’ time no
one but patients will live in this
building. The men will sleep in the
golf clubhouse, the nurses in one of
these deserted villas, and we shall
have another villa for ourselves.”

We discovered that our hospital
building was owned by an English
company ; hence the great number of
bath-rooms—thirty-four in all. The
halls and glass-enclosed balconies were
steam-heated throughout, and each
room had its old-fashioned open fire-
place to combat the chill of winter
days.

At midnight the colonel and his
party left us and commenced their
return journey to Boulonge. Burn-
ham and I elimbed the stairs to my
bedroom, our footsteps echoing loud-
ly through the untenanted halls. We
sat and chatted for an hour before
the fire. I was getting very sleepy—
we had dined well—and as I looked
at Burnham his form seemed to dwin-
dle to smaller and smaller propor-
tions until he looked like a pygmy
from Lilliput. I amused myself
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awhile watching this strange phen-
omenon. By and by his diminutive
size provoked me to remark.

“Do you know, Burnham, although
an hour ago when you entered the
room, I mistook you for a full-grown
man, I ecan now see that in reality
you are only about ten inches tall—
yet your every feature is perfect.”

“Much obliged for the compliment
implied in your last: clause,” he laugh-
ed; “you corroborate suspicions which
I have long entertained that I'm a
handsome dog whose beauty has re-
mained unappreciated. It’s a strange
coincidence, but I am labouring under
the opposite delusion, and although
an hour ago you waddled into the
room—just an ordinary fat man; now
I view you as a Colossus.

I rather approved his regarding me
as a Colossus, but saw that T must at
once frown upon that “waddling”
idea. It’s an impression I can’t af-
ford to let go abroad.

“Come, let’s to bed,” I eried, “and
sleep ‘will knit your ravelled sleeve
of care’—I really think your wide-
awake impressions are the worst!”

We arose at six, and under our
direction the men commenced the
work of disrobing the hotel. The stern
necessities of war permit no senti-
ment. Everything had to go: The
beautiful paintings, the silken hang-
ings, the Oriental rugs, the artistie
statuary were all rapidly removed
and packed away for safety. The card
and dining-rooms and lounges were
stripped of their carpets, and before
night, its former guests would scarce
have recognized the place. Sanitation
is the first and paramount law of g
military hospital; carpets and un.
necessary furniture are a source of
danger, for such a variety of diseaseg
follow the troops that special care
must be given to every possibility for
infection and its prevention.

By five that evening the colone]
the matron and the nursing sisters ayp..
rived, and a few hours later came the
balance of our officers and men. Mg
tor lorries and ambulances toileq
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through the gates, laden with our
equipment. Hundreds of ‘boxes, crates
of iron beds, bales of mattresses and
blankets, folding bedside tables, bags
of tents and poles were brought to the
door in an apparently endless stream.
As fast as the lorries arrived the men
unloaded them, piling boxes and bales
under the balconies for protection.

Huxford and the team did their
ghare, too, bringing up loads of food
from the train for the men and for
prospective patients.

The senior major was pale and
tired ; he had been up since dawn and
had worked hard. Nothing had been
forgotten, and the transport of men
and accoutrement had been accom-
plished systematically and well. He
was a good soldier, true to his duty,
stern and unflinching, and he never
asked others to work without being
willing to do more than his own share.
Tired as he was, he would neither rest
nor eat until the last box was unload-
ed, and the last lorrie had left the
grounds—and the men shared his de-
privation. < °

It was almost nine p.m. as Tim and
Barker, staggering under the weight
of a tremendous case, came across the
driveway and dumped the last box to
the ground. Tim sat breathless for a
moment upon it, then looked wearily
up at Barker, with his head on one
gide as was his custom when he solilo-

qm“z];g;’s a heavy load t’get offen an
empty stummick,” he gasped, “I can’t
1if’ annuder poun’ until I gets a slab
o’ roas’ beef under me belt. I’'m dat
hungry I could lick de sweat off a
bake-shop window.” /

“] smell supper cookin’ now,” said
Barker. “Did ye see th’ ranges? Some
cookery, I kin tell ye—they kin roast
a whole cow at one time!” ;

“An’ I kin eat dat same cow jus’ as
fas’ as dey kin roast it,” Tim declar-
ed. “I’'m dat weak from starvation
dat a drink uv holy water ud make
me drunk!”

About nine-thirty p.m. the men fell
upon supper like hungry wolves,
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“Gee! Don’t food taste good—when
y’er hungry,” drawled Wilson, with
his mouth full.

“Dat’s right,” Tim replied, “glad t’
see y’er perkin’ up an takin’ a little
notice agin. I t'ought youse and Hux-
ford wuz about all in.”

“Where’d you get the onion?” Wil-
son queried.

“I foun’ dis in d’ hotel garbage,”
said Tim as he took a large bite out
of a Spanish onion, “an’ I wuz jug’
tinkin’ wat a diff’rence dere is ’tween
an onion and a cake. Hev ye’ noticed
it yerself ?”

“I hevn’t eat cake in so long, I don’t
s'pose I could tell ’em apart now,”
Wilson replied.

“Well, dey say ye’ can’t eat yer
cake an hev it, too; but wit an onion
its diff'rent—wen y’ eat it, it’s like
castin’ yer bread upon de troubled
waters—it’ll always come back t’ ye.”

Cameron looked up as if he were
about to correct this Scriptural mis-
quotation. It seemed to harass his
religious sense. He opened his mouth
to speak, but it was too full for utter-
ance, and he had to content himself
with a reproachful look at Tim. g

Ten o’clock found everybody sleepy
and exhausted. The boys didn’t trou-
ble to go to their quarters, but, crawl-
ing into any available corner, threw
themselves down upon bundles or
empty beds, and soon were fast asleep.
The sergeant-major was too tired to
care, and for one night at least dis-
cipline was happily forgotten.

In the morning early we were at it
again, tooth and nail. If some of our
friends at home, who think the train-
ed nurse is too proud to work, could
have only seen those splendid girls on
their first day in the new hospital,
they would still be lost in wonder.
They washed woodwork and windows,
helped to put up unruly beds, swept
the floors, and did a hundred other
menial labours—menial only because
in our artificial life we call them so
—cheerfully and speedily.

1f _Some day, by chance, one of our
nursing sisters reads these lines, and
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blushes at the recollection of her work
that day, let her remember that by
that very labour, in our eyes, she was
glorified. We shall always remember
with pride those brave Canadian
nurses who were not afraid, when
duty called, to “stoop and conquer”.

The following evening I was de-
spatched to interview the A.D.M.S.
regarding our hospital. I was met at
the office door by the D.A.D.M.S,
who was one of that breed of ecock-
sure officer—now happily almost
extinet.

“Hello,” he ecried brusquely,
your hospital ready for patients?”

“We should prefer another day or
two of preparation, sir,” I replied.

“How long have you been out there
now ?” he demanded.

“Two days, sir.”

“What! At the end of two days
you mean to tell me you’re not ready!
You’re very slow.”

It was the first time we had been
accused of sluggishness. It was un-
deserved, and I resented it according-
ly. I replied—not too politely, I
fear: '

“You will please remember we had
to dismantle and remove the carpets
and furniture of a large hotel, take
stock of the fixtures and house-clean
the building before commencing the
setting-up of our hospital equipment.
‘We are ready for two hundred pa-
tients now—but we prefer another
day or two to make everything com-
plete.”

“T’11 send you two hundred patients
to-night,” he cried. “Be prepared for
them.”

The A.D.M.S,, a typical English
gentleman of the old school, interfer-
ed. He called his deputy aside and
said to him:

“You mustn’t rush patients into a
pew hospital in this manner. Give
them a few days’ grace.” He turned
to me and continued: “You will re-
ceive a trainload of patients three
days from now. That will give you
plenty of time. Kindly inform your
commanding officer to this effect.”

({1
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Some men brush one’s fur the
wrong way, and others smooth it back
again. I had been so rumpled by the
D.A.D.M.S. that every bristle of my
not too gentle nature was standing
on end—it was not only what he said,
but the manner of the sayving; vet the
AD.M.S., with one gentle, kindly
stroke of common-sense, had soothed
and made me human once again. I
felt my wrath slipping quietly away.
and I basked for a moment in the'
sunshine of a genial personality. I
gratefully murmured:

“Thank you, sir. I shall tell him.”

“T trust your hospital will soon
prove itself a credit to your staff and
to Canada. Good-night, and good
luck,” he said, as he shook me warmly
by the hand.

It was midnight of the third day
after this interview. The orderly on
duty in the hall was suddenly startled
by the sharp ring of the telephome-
bell. He sprang to his feet and put
the strange French receiver to his ear.

“Yes, this is the Canadian Hos-
pital,” he answered; and a distant
voice gave this message:

“A train-load of three hundred
wounded will arrive at the station
at two a.m. Be ready for them!”

CHAPTER VIII.

At last the time for action had
come. Three hundred wounded would
arrive in two hours. One-fifth of that
number would throw the average city
hospital into confusion. Nurses and
officers hurried from their villas. The
cooks and orderlies were already on
duty, and the hospital presented g
scene of bustling but systematic actiy-
ity. (

Our ten wards, each named aftep
a Province of our beloved Dominion,
were soon ready for the reception of
patients, and the deft hands of the
nursing sisters added the final touch
of extra preparation.

The ecolonel’s motor-car throbbeq
in waiting at the door, and ambulance
after ambulance, with its quota of
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stretcher-bearers, whirled away into
the darkness of the forest on the road
to the station. It was a clear, cold
night. The ground was hardened by
the frost, and the pale quarter-moon
ecast a faint chill light over the trees.

Reggy and I clambered into the
colonel’s ear as it started, and in a
moment we were moving swiftly
through the gaunt, trembling shadows
of the wood. As we approached the
turning of the road, we could see in
the distance the flashing headlights
of other motors from the English hos-
pital, as they, too, sped toward the
train.

‘When we reached the station a con-
stant stream of vehicles was pouring
through the gates, and as fast as euch
ear or ambulance arrived it was back-
ed into the waiting line. Every few
yards carbide jets spluttered in the
wind, adding their fitful glare to the
strangeness of the scene.

After about an hour’s wait the
ghrill whistle of the incoming Frerch
train warned us that our vigil was
almost over. In a few minutes more
the coaches, each with its big Red
Cross, came clanking slowly into the
station-yard. Car after car passed

. one, two, three, ten, twenty—it
was a tremendous train. At last it
stopped, the doors opened, and we
had our first glimpse of the brave
poys who had held the line.

Dozens of Scots and English bat-
talions were represented, but there
were no Canadians save ourselves as
yet in France. Some of the boys could
stand or walk, and they clambered
glowly and painfully down the steep
steps and stood in little wondering

ups. God knows they looked tired,
and their clothes were still covered
with the dried mud from the trenches;
for, during a battle, speed and the
necessities of the moment are the im-
portant things—the refinements of
eivilization must await time and op-
ity. Many were smoking cigar-

ettes. Some had bandages about their
head or hands or feet. Some had
their arms in slings. From ncne was
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there the slightest groan or sound of
complaint. They waited with soldier-
ly but pathetie patience until we were
ready to take care of them.

One tall young man who was stand-
ing apart from the others and whose
face was unusually pale approached
me and saluted. THis right hand was
thrust into the bosom of his coat, and
with his left he nervously drew a
cigarette from his pocket. -

“Would you mind helping me light
this, sir?” he asked respectfully. “I
can’t protect the match from the
wind.”

As T assisted him T inquired : “Have
you had your right hand wounded?
I see you keep it in your coat.”

“Tt’s not exactly that, sir,” he re-
plied, with a faint smile. “I have no
right hand—had it blown off this
morning.” He drew the bandaged
stump from his breast as he spoke
and held it up for inspection.

“But you must be suffering fright-
fully I” T exclaimed in pity, surprised
at his coolness.

“It does give me ‘gip’ now and
again. I can bear it better when I
smoke,” and he pulled tremulously at
his cigarette.

I helped the brave fellow into one
of the waiting motors and turned to
see what I could do for the others.
There were dozens with bandaged
feet who limped slowly toward the
ambulances.

“What has happened to you
chaps?”’ I inquired, as I came to a
group of six, all apparently suffering
from the same condition, and who
could scarcely walk.

“Trench feet, sir,” they answered
readily.

At the time this was a new disease
to me, but we soon saw all too much
of it. It corresponds quite closely to
what in Canada is known as chill-
blain, but is much more painful, and
is in some ways equivalent to frost-
bite. It is caused by prolonged im-
mersion in ice-cold water or liquid
mud. In those days, too, the trenches

were not as well built as they are to-



326

day, or the ground was lower and
more boggy. Men were subjected to
great privations and suffered untold
hardships. “Trench foot” has now al-
most entirely disappeared and condi-
tions in the trenches are altogether
better.

“Were you standing long in the
water ?” I asked them.

“We’ve been in it night and day
since Sunday,” they replied—and this
was Friday!

“Was the water deep?” T asked.

“The mud was up to the waist,”
one answered ; “an’ poor Bill Goggins
stepped in a ’ole in the trench an’
were drowned afore we could get to
,im"’

Another spoke up: “A lad from
my platoon got into a part of the
trench that were like a quicksand,
on’y ’e went down so fast—like as if
there was a suction from below. We
seen ’im goin’, an’ ’e called fer ’elp,
but wen we got to ’im ’e were down
to ’is chin, an’ we couldn’t pull ’im
back.”

“Good heavens!” I exclaimed in
horror, “was he drowned, too?”’

“’FE were that, sir. It were jolly
’ard to see ’im go, an’ us right there!”
and there were tears in the good fel-
low’s eyes as he spoke.

“Climb into the motor, boys,” 1
said. “We’ll try to make up a little
for the hell you’ve all been through.”

There were others who had been
severely wounded; some with broken
arms or legs; some shot through the
head or chest. It was wonderful to
see the gentleness and kindness of our
own rough lads as they lifted them
tenderly from bed to stretcher and
carried them from the train to the
waiting ambulances.

I stepped inside the train for a
moment. It was a marvel of a hos-
pital on wheels. It had ecomfortable
spring beds and mattresses and soft
woollen blankets. There were kit-
chens, a dispensary, an emergency
operating-room, and even bathrooms.
A staff of medical officers, nurses and
trained orderlies did all which human

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

power can do to make the men com-
fortable during a trying journey,
Every man had had his supper, and
his wounds had been dressed en route
as scientifically and carefully as if
he had been in a base hospital.

The ambulances rolled slowly away
from the train with their precious
loads, the drivers cautiously picking
their way along the smoothest parts
of the road; for to the man with g
broken leg or arm the slightest jolt
causes pain.

‘We saw the boys again at the en-
trance to the hospital, lying in rows
on stretchers or standing patiently in
line, waiting until their names and
numbers were duly recorded. Each
one, as this procedure was completed
was given a little card on which the
name of his ward and the number of
his bed was written. He was then
conducted or carried to his allotted
place.

How tired they looked as they sat
wearily upon the edge of their beds,
waiting for the orderlies to come and
assist them to undress! But even
here they were able to smile and erack
their little jokes from bed to bed.

As soon as they were undressed
they underwent a refreshing bath, in
which they revelled after their weeks
of dirty work and mud. After the
bath came clean, warm pajamas, a cup
of hot cocoa or soup, a slice of bread
and butter, and last, but to the sol-
dier never least, a cigarette.

To him the cigarette is the panacea
for all ills. I have seen men die with
a cigarette between their lips—the
last favour they had requested on
earth. If the soldier is in pain, he
smokes for comfort; if he is restl
he smokes for solace; when he receives
good news, he smokes for joy; if the
news is bad, he smokes for consola-
tion; if he is well, he smokes; when
he is ill, he smokes. But good news
or bad, sick or well, he always smokes.

As I entered the ward, a Highlang-
er, not yet undressed, was sitting up-
on the side of his bed puffing content.
edly at his cigarette.
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“Are you badly wounded ?’ I asked

“Not verra badly, sir,” he returned,
as he stood at attention.

“But you have a lot of blood on
your tunie,” I said, pointing to his
right side and hip.

“It’s not a’ mine, sir,” he replied,
as he grinned from ear to ear. “It’s
a souvenir from a ‘Boche’, but he did
make a sma’ hole in ma thigh wi’ his
bayonet.”

“And what happened to him%”’

He laughed outright this time.

“He’s got ma bayonet an’ ma rifle,
t00,” he cried. “Oh, man, but it was
a gran’ ficht!”

“Ts he dead?” T asked.

“Dead?”’ he exclaimed. “I hae his
top-hat wi’ me noo,” and he held up
a Prussian helmet to our admiring

g‘fecongratulated him and passed on;
but I had little time just then for
chatting. All the wounds had to be
unbandaged, washed and freshly
dressed, and although we worked
rapidly, the nurses undoing the band-
and attending to the minor cases,
while I did the more serious ones my-
self, it was broad daylight before we
had finished. The morning sun, steal-
ing gently over the trees, found pa-
tients and doctors alike ready for a
sleep.
- A similar scene had been enacted
in every other ward. It was nearly
six a.m. as the other officers and my-
gelf, with the exception of the unfor-
tunate orderly officer, started down
the road toward the villa. Our billet
was about a quarter-mile away, but
our mess was in the hospital building.
1 erawled into bed at last, very, very
weary, and in a few moments was
asleep.
fasltt was IZI‘im who finally roused me
this heavy slumber. He was
standing at the foot of my bed with
his head on one side in his customary
bird-like attitude. His stﬂf black
forelock hung straight over his brow.
1 was just conscious enough to hear

him saying:
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“Wake up, Maj! Wake up, there!”

Before strangers, or before brother
officers, Tim was always respectful
to us. He was a trained soldier, and
when occasion demanded he could be,
and was, very regimental. But in
the privacy of our home (of which
he was in charge) Tim treated us like
children whose pranks might be tol-
erated but must not be encouraged.

“What’s the trouble, Tim?” I in-
quired sleepily. :

“It’s time to git up,” he complain-
ed. “D’ye spose y’er goin’ t’ sleep all
day, jes because ye loss y’er beauty
sleep las’ night? Dis is war—dis is!”

“What’s the hour ?” I asked.

“It’s ten o’clock,” he replied, “an’
dat Cap’ Reggy’s in de nex room—
chloroformed agin; wit his knees
drawed up an’ his mout’ open ven-
tilatin’ his brain. Dey ain’t a Pull-
man in de whole worl’ dat’s as good a
sleeper as dat gent.”

By this time I was fully awake, as
Tim intended I should be. I turned
over on my side and addressed him,

“Run downstairs now, Tim,” I said,
“and make me a good hot cup of cof-
fee, and a slice of toast with fried
mushrooms on top.”

Tim stared at me a moment in
open-mouthed amazement. We were
not supposed to eat at the villa, but

.Tim was a good cook and those he

favoured with the “friendship” might
coax a cup of tea before rising.

“Fried mushrooms,” he repeated as
he went toward the door, shaking his
head slowly from side to side. “Fried
—mush—rooms! Gee, an’ dey ecalls
dis ‘active service’!”

But in spite of this show of pes-
simism, he returned shortly with the
breakfast as ordered.

‘When we reached the hospital that
morning everything was as neat and
clean as though nothing had happen-
ed the night before. No adequate de-
scription can be given of the trained
nurse at the front. She is one of the
marvels of the war. Patient, indus-
trious, cheerful, self-sacrificing and
brave; she has robbed war of much
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of its horrors. She has made the
wounded soldier feel that a sister’s
care, a mother’s love and a clever wo-
man’s skill follow him wherever he
goes. Her smile has cheered his lag-
ging day; her gentle touch has sooth-
ed his pain and the warm sympathy
of her kindly heart has made the for-
eign land a home. Under stress of
work and nervous strain, ever forget-
ful of self, always thoughtful for
others, no truer or nobler band of
gentle women ever left the shores of
Canada.

The patients had had a refreshing
sleep and a good breakfast and were
now snugly tucked in their -clean
sheets and warm blankets, looking
very happy and contented. Even those
who were badly wounded had partly
forgotten their troubles. Some had
souvenirs; German rifle bullets or bits
of shell which had been extracted at
the clearing hospital, farther up the
line; and these they exhibited with
great pride to their fellow patients.
The German helmet was always an
object of interest. The slanting cut
in the glossy leather of one spoke bet-
ter than words of a bayonet thrust
which had gone home. Each little
bedside table had a few priceless trin-
kets, bought with blood, and brought
with great difficulty and care from
the battlefield.

It was our custom to postpone sur-
gical operations, except urgent ones
to save life, for one or two days, in
order to give the tired soldiers a
chance to get a much-needed rest—a
simple expedient whereby many lives
were saved. The patients were grate-
ful for this little reprieve, and show-
ed their gratitude by recovering more
rapidly. .

But sometimes it was necessary to
operate at once. That morning I
found a poor chap who had been shot
through the brain with a rifle bullet.
The missile had entered the temple
and emerged at the back of the skull,
fracturing the bone both at the point
of entry and exit. His heavy breath-
ing and stupour told us the caseé call-
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ed for immediate relief. In the oper-
ating-room pieces of the skull were
removed, the depressed bone lifted,
and in about an hour the patient was
taken back to his ward. We had lit.
tle hope of his recovery.

The following day when I entered
the hospital his bed was empty. I
thought: “Poor fellow! He has died
in the night and no one has sent me
word.” I turned with a feeling of
disappointment to the man in the next
bed and asked:

“What has become of your neigh-
bour ?”

“Oh,” he replied, “he’s just gone
out to the wash-room. He’ll be back
in a few minutes. He stole out of
the ward while the nursing sister was
in the other room.”

While we were talking he walked
in, got quietly into bed and reached
for a cigarette. I bade him good-
morning, repressing, as well as [
could, my astonishment.

“You are feeling better this morn-
ing ¥’ T remarked, as casually as if he
had had a cold in his head.

“Oh, yes, 'm very well in myself
sir,” he replied with a contente(i
smile, “but T have a little headache—
P’m thinkin’ the bandages are a bit
tight.”

I loosened them and gave him g
warning not to get up. He seemed
disappointed, but promised not to
transgress again.

It is surprising and pleasing to
know that a large percentage of men
shot through the brain recover. Seven
out of nine who entered the hospital
one day, some months later, made g
goed recovery, and when they left
were apparently mentally sound.

A young lieutenant who arriveq
with one train-load of wounded, walk.
ed unassisted up the steps and smil.
ingly addressed the registrar:

“About a week ago a sly bullet pop-
ped over the trench and caught me
in the temple. Fortunately it passeq
out through the opposite side. They
took me down to the field ambulanee’
and, as the surgeon wasn’t very busy
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that morning, he said he’d like to take
a look inside and see the works.” He
langhed aloud at this gruesome wit-
ticism and continued: “So he gave
me a whiff of ether, opened the skull
and, just as I expected, found ‘no-
body home’. He closed the door, and
here I am, fit as a fiddle. What a
Jucky devil I am to have no brains!”

A number of wounded officers had
arrived with the men, and many of
our private rooms were filled. We
had retained the brass beds, a few
practical chairs and small rugs for
these rooms, and with a good fire in
the grate they looked particuarly
cosy and attractive.

The nurses, too, took special pride
in supplementing the meals of the
patients, both officers and men, with
delicacies of their own. To the hot
roast chicken was added creamed as-
paragus or French peas, appetizing
salads of fresh green vegetables—
v-hich may be had in France the year
round A bottle of ale or wine and
hot-house grapes or Spanish cante-
leupe helped to make life pleasant
and hastened them along the road to
health. Oh, you may well believe that
nothing was omitted which made for
their comfort or well-being. We felt,
and justly so, that for the men who
“held the line” there was nothing in
this wide world half good enough. As
the inspecting general remarked to
the colonel a few days later:

“(3ive the boys the best the land
affords—if they want Malaga grapes,

t them. If they want beer or wine,
gt them have it. Spare no expense
that will make them happy and well
—1hev deserve it all!”

As I entered the room of a young
English captain, I found him propped
‘up in bed with a few magazines and
hooks beside’ him. He was looking
very cheerful. 5

“How are you feeling?”

It was our stock question.

He smiled pleasantly as he replied:
“Splendid, sir, splendid. Your nurses
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are charmingly attentive and kind.
The rooms and meals are delightful.
I'm in great dread lest I get well too
soon !”

He handed me a little erumpled
square on which a few lines in pencil
were scrawled, and continued: “I
showed that note to my commanding
officer before they carried me away.
It was a humiliation, but it was my
duty.”

“What does it mean ?” I asked him.
“I’m sure this little bit of paper has
a history.”

He smiled reminiscently and be-
gan: “Our company had been hold-
ing a point in the lines which, under
a terrific bombardment, had become
untenable. The commanding officer
ordered us to withdraw to a safer
trench in the rear. I called my men
and we succeeded in retiring to the
position indicated, in good order and
with few casualties.”

“I thought every man had left the
advanced trench, but a few moments
later when a small body of Germans
attempted to storm it, we were aston-
ished to see it defended by rapid rifle
fire from some unknown source. The
battle raged for some hours all along
the line, but still this little spot was
stubbornly held. Again and again
the Germans assailed it ; but each time
with the same lack of success—each
attack they lost twenty or thirty men,
and those who reached the trench
were apparently unable to oust its
mysterious defenders. When dusk
fell the fighting ceased; and shortly
afterwards I received this little note
—it speaks for itself.”

I spread the paper upon my knee
and read:

Sir,—Two other men and I were left be-
hind when the company withdrew. Dur-
ing the fight we collected in eight strag-
glers from other battalions, so we are now
eleven. We held the line against all the
attacks. If you, sir, and the rest of the
company wish to comé back now, the
trench is perfectly safe.

Sergeant.

To be continued.

\



THE COLONELS

PAIR OF REDHEADS
By Fbrehie SN Kishnie

W Martin’s defence let it
W be said that he started
WP in the race to Marion
M Nevill’s favour sadly

UKy and woefully handicap-

ped. Perhaps no wooer

gsince man was made and woman
placed beside him to awaken yearn-
ing and discontent had ever found
himself in quite such a dilemma as

did he this momentous season when,

in response to Colonel Nevill’s invi-

tation, he was spending the closing
autumn days in Shag Villa, the coun-
try home of the girl he adored.

Now, had it been an open field and
no favour—but, you see, it was not;
very much not! Two competitive
wooers toed the scratch with Martin
in the race to Marion’s favour, either
of whom, he felt assured, could have
given him five yards and beat him to
the rope with time to spare.

And the devilish part of it all was,
he confessed to himself, he knew it.
Yes, Martin knew it all right, and the
knowledge did not serve to help him
in the least. He liked Captain John
Simms as a man, very much indeed,
and he possessed a wholesome admir-
ation for Billy Gregory, too. Man to
man, and with man that is; as rival
to rival, he hated both, and would
have enjoyed tying them together and
hurling them over the highest cliff in-
to the lake. '
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There was something prehistorie
about Martin’s nature, and it was
nothing for him to jump back a coun-
ple or more of centuries and become
a cave-dweller. Particularly was this
liable to happen when, as now, he
played golf with his rivals and heard
their derisive chuckles and Marion’s
sigh of sympathy when he missed g
drive. At such times that slender
steel-nosed golf-stick took on enor:
mous proportions with knotty protub.-
erances along its sides, and he longed
to make one fell swipe at the captain
and Billy, grasp Marion by the hair
and drag her to his lair among the
cliffs.

Only there were impediments to
the design. In the first place, Martin
was not fashioned by nature to ca
it out. He stood only five-foot-three
which fact, perhaps, explained why’
he was being frequently mistaken by
visitors for the caddy; in the second
place, this spirit of outlawry was but
an obsession that lasted not longer
than the flicker of an eyelash.

However, of one thing he was posi-
tive. Neither the captain nor Billy
cared for Marion just in the way he
cared for her. They were not capable
of it. They were both big, raw-boned,
aggressive individuals delving away
at life for the kernel the shell afford-
ed. In other words, they were brute
men, veneered by civilization into fajp.
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ly perfect specimens, with their aims
and motives selfish; and they drank
too much and played poker too late.
Martin was no saint himself, but he
knew a girl who was as near one as it
is possible for human being to be, and
he wanted the man to whom she grant-
ed supremest happiness to be worthy
of her, that’s all.

This morning Marion came upon
him seated on a mound behind the
wood-hedged links, slowly and care-
fully filling his pipe. A broken golf-
gtick lay at his feet. The peak of a
plaid golf-cap protruded from the
much-battered piece of sod, mute evi-
dence of Martin’s recent mental solilo-
quy on golf in general and two play-
ers in particular. :

Laughter danced in the girl’s eyes
at sight of him and quickly she un-
glung the kodak from her shouldex:s.
At the click of the instrument Martin
turned inquiringly, and admiration
and appreciation of the picture before
him wiped out six weeks of failure
from his memory. She matched the
environment so well, the gold of her
hair, the pink of her cheeks, her wild

ling life.
bn'tl)':elzg he turned the picture to the
She had frowned.

«Jxhibit number one hundred and
twenty,” he shivered. “What are you
going to name this one, Marion 1”

“The Quitter,” she returned ieily.

“Eh?’ Martin sat up. “What do
you mean, the quitter ?”

“That’s what you are, aren’t you,

"’
:hl?:)l'ooked away. “I’m not long on
golf,” he said rather lamely. “I can’t
play golf with any degree of success
any more than I can play billiards or
ride horse-back; but listen, Marion,”
pleadingly, “I'm no quitter.”

't ,”

«‘1133, giree, I'm no quitter. Haven’t
I stuck and done my level best, only
to be beaten by the Cap. and Billy
every time? They’re players, those

» he acknowledged. “I’'m just a
misfit, that’s all.”

“th;n allow the captain and Billy
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to beat you at everything, Jimmy.”
There was banter in her tones, but
Martin did not get it. To him, it
was a brief, cold statement of faet.
According to her own words, he was
done.

He sat frozen of soul, numb of
mind. A man sentenced to be hanged
may live a thousand deaths before the
big day, but, after all, there’s noth-
ing to be compared with the real
hanging.

Martin plucked his cap from the
earth and flapped it on the log. There
was a certain finality in the action
which the girl intuitively read.

“Jimmy,” she said gently.

He looked up at her. “I'm going
back to the city to-morrow,” he said
shortly. “I’m not going to spoil your
last snap-shot, Marion. I'm a quit-
ter.”

Perhaps the autumn day was in
harmony with his depression of soul.
As he spoke the sun went out from
the skies and the gold on shrub and
tree-top faded to bronze and gray.
Even the face of the girl he loved bet-
ter than anything in the wide world
seemed to grow sad and dreary in ex-
pression. A cold wind whipped in
from across the marshy lake, lifting
her cap and unloosing a strand of
gold-brown hair. Never before had
she seemed so dear to him—and yet
so far away.

Yet all she said as they turned up
the path together was:

“Of course, if you wish to go, we
cannot think of asking you to stay,
Jimmy.”

Wasn’t that like a woman! Jimmy
bit his tongue and stood it like the
quitter she believed him to be.

That night, in the smoking-room,
Martin casually let drop the intelli-
gence that he was striking cityward
on the morrow. He fancied he de-
tected a look of mingled contempt
and relief on the faces of his rivals
at the news, though both were profuse
in their expressions of regret at hav-
ing to part with him. However, they
hoped to meet him later on in the city,
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and if he would visit a certain club
of which they were members, they
could promise him a sociable evening,
ete.

It was the old colonel, who had
known Martin from boyhood, who,
upon learning of his intention, came
looking for him on the jump.”

“What’s this I hear, you young ras-
cal?” he shouted, catching sight of
Jimmy. “Jumping away just when
the shooting is on! Gad, boy, it’s not
like you to want to get out now when
the ducks are coming in. You can’t
go, that’s all. To-morrow we’ll go
and have a day’s ducking on the lake.
Here, you fellows,” he appealed to
the captain and Billy, who had re-
sumed their game of billiards, “come
over here and help me reason with
this young outlaw. Want’s to skip
out just when the duck-shooting is
on. Ever hear the like of it ?”

Captain Simms came over smiling.
“Perhaps he is not sufficiently expert
at the game of shooting to wish to try
his hand,” he smiled. “Of course, if
you will stay, Jimmy,” he added
sauvely, “we’ll see that you have first
choice of blinds, and all that.”

“Sure, we’ll do our best to place
you s0’s you can make some kind of
a showing,” backed Billy magna-

nimously.
The old colonel doubled up in a
loud guffaw. “Why, you hanged

idiots, let me tell you something,” he
cried when he could get his breath.
“Do you know that this same Jimmy
Martin—"

Jimmy grasped his arm warningly
and broke in with, “I hate to go, col-
onel, of course, but I’ve simply got to,
that’s all.”

“I’m going to leave him in your
hands,” said the colonel, turning to
the captain and Billy. “Convince him
that his idea of going away now is a
crazy one. I’ve got to go over to the
boat-house with Williams to look over
the decoys.” And he stamped away.

“Better stay,” suggested the cap-
tain miidly, and “Do stay, old top,”
grinned Billy.
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“Thanks,” grunted Martin. Then,
glancing up, he caught sight of Mar-
ion in the doorway. He beckoned her
over,

“And what is the question before
the house ¥’ she smiled, glancing from
one to the other of her guests.

“We're trying to persuade J imm!
to remain over for the duck-shooting,
explained the captain and Billy in a
breath.

Martin wanted to look straight in-
to Marion’s gray eyes, but he knew he
would find the word “quitter” there,
so he squirmed and looked fully as
uncomfortable as he felt.

Low chuckles from the captain and
Billy brought him back to himself.
Under the circumstances an ordinary
chuckle was bad enough. A derisive
chuckle was worse. Martin wheeled
on his rivals.

“I’ll stay on one condition,” he said
quietly. “That condition is, if I b
fewer ducks to-morrow than both of
you gentlemen bag together, I go back
to the city. If I bag more ducks to-
morrow than both of you together—
you go back to the city.”

Silence, dead and awesome silen
followed Martin’s challenge. He
glanced at Marion and was sure he
read approval in her eyes. “Of
course,” he smiled, addressing the
other two, “if you feel the odds
against you are too great—"

“Oh, well take the wager,” eried
the captain, “that is, providing Miss
Marion is willing. Of course, it will
look as though we were forcing you
to leave, and we don’t want it that
way, you know.”

“Certainly not,” murmured Billy,

“Oh, dear me,” smiled Marion, “dg
not let me interfere. While I ang
my father will hate to see anyone
leave Shag Villa, ’'m sure I voice hig
sentiments when I say—have it al)
your own way, gentlemen. Suit your.
selves.”

Jimmy caught a flash of appro
from the hazel eyes, as with Epla b
she turned away. He rolled a cigap.
ette under the cynical, contemptuoug
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of his rivals, slowly lighted it
and walked towards the door.
“Going to pack up, Jimmy ¥’ sneer-
ed Billy.
Martin paused and half turned.
“No,” he answered, “going up to un-

pack.”

Dawn crept tardily up from the
east to show the curling waves of the
lake champing white teeth at the low,
dun-coloured sky. Martin, crouched
in his blind, eyed his bobbing decoys
and wondered if Billy and the cap-
tain were yet in their respective hides.

The sharp “tak-tak” of two double
barrels, speaking almost in unison,
gave him his answer. He gripped the
pump-gun on his knees and glanced
up towards the blinds at the curve
of the lake. Apparently the captain
and Billy were shooting from the
game hide. Had they bagged any?
Martin wondered.

As if in answer to the thought a
Jong line of low-flying red-heads grew

out of the mist and swung in to-
wards his blind. As the frantic ducks
swept in and turned against the wind
with set wings, the Winchester cough-
ed six times, deliberately as the tick-
ing of a clock. And at every cough
a duck crumpled up and fell sprawl-
ing on the wind-whipped water.
in came the report of the other
rs’ s. This time Martin saw
g::i? skigugancing on the waves and
knew that they were gathering dead

He produced his pipe and tobacco.
‘Well, let them bag them, he thought,
as he filled and lit the old brier-root.

“Swee-swish-swee-swish,” and a
flock of blue-bills darted above his
decoys and wen; down with the wind

eed.
“).i::f?n?vice at the work of duck-
ing would have taken a snap
shot at that retreating flock of ducks
on the chance of body-crippling a
pird or two. But Martin was no no-
vice. He simply sank lower in his

i d waited. '
bh;gra:nt on the lake the flock turn-
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ed and curved back towards him,
dropping low as they sped towards
the decoys. Once again they swept
outside the wooden ducks—then, as
before, sped outward. Still Martin
did not shoot. He knew, from ex-
perience, that a flock of blue-bills will
invariably came above decoys three
times. He knew also that, on return-
ing for the third time, if they did not
light, they would not return again.
Accordingly he braced himself and
waited the incomers, which had again
turned and were speeding towards
him.

This time as they flashed above his
decoys, Martin’s “pumper” spoke
again, sharply and deliberately.
Through the deepening light he was
able to count the birds which the
wind had driven into shore. Twelve
all told. Not a bad beginning, thought
Martin.

Other ducks came in to him, in sin-
gles, twos and in tattered remnants of
flocks. Noon found him with eighty-
one ducks as a showing. He wonder-
ed how the captain and Billy had
fared. All morning their guns had
been kept busy. In another hour
would come the grand show-down,
when he would know whether he or
his rivals would have to go back to the
city. He squatted in his blind and
waited. But the wind had changed,
the sky had become clear, the ducks
had ceased to fly.

An hour later Martin loaded his
ducks into his skiff and paddled shore-
ward. He had seen the other boats
going in a few minutes before. Mar-
ion and her father had gone first,
Billy and the captain close behind.

Martin had a premonition that he
had failed—failed by a shade. Try
as he would, he could not shake the
feeling. off.

They were waiting for him at the
landing. “How many ¥’ were the first
words of Billy and the captain as he
landed. Martin saw Marion’s eager
face as she waited for his reply.

“Eighty-one,” he answered. “And
you #”
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“Eighty-two,” shouted the eaptain,
and Billy danced a hornpipe on the
sands. “Tell the fellows in the city
that we’ll see ’em later, Jimmy,” he
chortled.

Marion, clad in a heavy hunting-
coat of her father’s, came forward
and bent to examine Martin’s ducks,
in the bottom of his skiff. Martin
longed to see her eyes, but her head
was bent as slowly she counted the
birds. The colonel, official referee of
the contest, stood by, smiling and
watching her.

Martin was gravely shaking hands
with his competitors when the col-
onel’s voice came to his ears. “I say,
Jimmy’s beat you two fellows, at that!
He was just kidding you when he
said eighty-one, He has eighty-
three ducks here!”

Martin pinched himself to see if he
were awake. The captain and Billy,
their faces anything but smiling now,
stood beside the colonel and Marion,
slowly counting the birds.

Then slowly they turned and faced
Martin.

“Jimmy,” spoke the captain,
got us. Shake, and good luck.”

“Same here,” echoed Billy in soul-
less cordiality. Then they turned up
the path.

“We’re on our way,” waved the
captain from the knoll, But Billy

‘<

you

did not echo the words. He was plod-
ding along, head down.
The colonel had returned to his own

skiff to secure the birds he had bag-
ged. Martin turned slowly and faced
Marion. She was looking away across
the now blue and tranquil lake. “Mar.
ion,” he said softly, “you know, of
course, why I made that wager”

She nodded.

He reached for her hand and took
it in both of his.

“And are you sorry I won?”

She turned her gray eyes upon him.
They were misty and full of a new
and beautiful light. “No, Jimmy»
she said chokihgly, “I’m glad, T want-
ed you to win, Jimmy.”

“Because ?” he persisted.

“Yes,” she whispered, “that’s the
reason.”

They were standing, arms about
each other’s shoulders, planning, when
the colonel’s voice spoke for the third
time, behind them.

“Jimmy,” it said in mock severity,
“you are an ambitious hunter, I mugt,
say. You have, I see, bagged the
queen duck of Shag Villa.”

“I have,” agreed Martin frankly.

“But what I can’t understand ®
said the colonel perplexedly, “’h
where the mischief the only pair of
red-heads I bagged went to. Some
sneaking bog-shooter must have found
them in the skiff and took em—eh

“Quite likely, sir,” said Martin.

He was trying to read Marion’s
gray eyes. But they were turned from
him, gazing across the blue, untroy-
bled lake.

s



A CANAL SCENI

From the Painting by

J. W. Beatty



ne




OUR STRANGLE-HOLD N

THE GERMAN SEY SSTEM
Dy Filliam Loe Quewrx

e FIAT spies of Germany
WOREIio) have been very active
e among us for the past
él ten years cannot be
| denied, but in this, the
third year of war, Great
Britain may certainly congratulate
herself upon the possession of a very
adequate and effective system of coun-
ter-espionage and, indeed, upon hav-
ing secured a veritable strangle-hold
upon the enemy’s spies.

To the average man or woman the
working of the Intelligence Depart-
ments of both branches of the ser-
vices is shrouded in mystery, as it
must obviously be.

The discovery of the “Spy’s post-
office” in the Caledonion Road, Lon-
don, in 1912, was a most fortunate in-
cident, because letters sent there from
Germany to be re-forwarded to spies
were intercepted and copied. They
gave us the clue to the existence of a

remarkable state of affairs, and
revealed the identity not only of the
ies amongst us, but also showed that
g,erman military desperadoes had
been despatched to England in hum-
ble guises, but with special ipstrue-
tions to carry on certain sinister
work, quite distinet from espionage.
These Huns were raiders whose hope
it was to strike, on the outbreak of
war, sudden and deadly blows with

3337

explosives and by other means, with
the object of erippling our naval and
military organization. For a time
they constituted a very grave menace
to our country. What blows they
actually struck cannot here be reveal-
ed. Certain disasters were, rightly
or wrongly, attributed to them.

As one who was in touch with the
work of counter-espionage for several
years before the war, I can testify as
to how excellent were the staff, and
how untiring their constant efforts.
Frequently, when public opinion de-
clared that “our police were no use”
—for in ignorance the public thought
that the police were charged with
such work—I begged those in author-
ity to allow me to satisfy the minds
of the people by lifting the veil just
a little in order to show what was
really in progress. But the decision
was always in the negative.

Personally, I think that when an
outery was raised in 1913 against
spies, the public might have been
shown that we were not exactly asleep,
as some speakers and writers would
make out.

The “Spy’s post-office” was allow-
ed to proceed merrily for over a year,
and in that period much interesting
correspondence passed through the
cabinet-noir. Persons who were quite
unsuspected were found to be agents
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of Germany, and the possession of a
list of these gave the Intelligence De-
partment a decided advantage on the
outhreak of war, for some twenty or
so dangerous persons were very quick-
ly placed under lock and key.

The secret agents of the XKaiser
sent here as desperadoes to commit
outrage were a horde which, at the
time, could not be effectively grappled
with. For that reason guards were
set upon railways, waterworks, pow-
er-stations, and such like. The very
fact that these guards are now with-
drawn is, surely, silent evidence of
the effective measures taken to com-
bat Germany’s evil machinations.
Germany established a canker-worm
in England’s heart, but happily this
has been, in a very great measure,
crushed out.

Though so much excellent work has
been done it is unfortunate that pub-
lic opinion has been inflamed by the
apathy of other departments of the
State. For example, successive Home
Secretaries have bungled very badly
over the enemy alien question, and it
was not before the people began to
riot against the policy of apathy
which was inviting disaster, and Lady
@Glanusk held her great woman’s
demonstration at the Mansion House,
that the Cabinet could be brought to
realize the great peril, so apparent
on every side. The screaming farce
of the ex-German Consul Ahlers caus-
ed universal anger. This German of-
ficial, who had been solemnly con-
demned to death for traitorous acts,
was not only reprieved, but allowed to
hide his identity under an English
name, and entertain his brother Huns
in a snug abode in a London suburb.
At the moment we had Germans in
every walk of life, and in all our pub-
lic services. Indeed, in the first eigh-
teen months of war, with the thou-
sand and one examples of Mr. Mec-
Kenna’s paternal leniency towards
the enemy alien, of which the reader
is too well acquainted by the com-
ments of his daily papers, it seemed
to the people as though the British

Government actually protected the
Hun.

I happen to know full well that this
feeling was, unfortunately, also grow-
ing among our Allies. As one wheo
since 1906 had had something to do
with secret service among Great Bri-
tain’s enemies, I can assure those who
read these lines that although our
Intelligence Services, directed as they
are by a nameless but most astute of-
ficial, to whom the highest eredit will
be given when peace is proclaimed,
have done their level best to combat
the German in our midst, until some
months ago they, however, unfortun-
ately, did not receive such a hearty
measure of support from the Home
Department as might have been ex.
pected. Further, certain unfortunate
Ministerial statements had been made
in the House and in the press before
the war, which were, in the light of
subsequent events, proved to be net
in accordance with fact. Hence the
man-in-the-street  believed  himself
misled—as he undoubtedly was.

In the first year of war he was as
much misled by political Jjuggling as
he was by the Kaiser who, in that
famous interview published on Oeto.
ber 28, 1908, declared to us in those
winning words: “My dearest wish is
to live on the best terms with Eng.
land. Have I ever been false to
word. Falsehood and prevarication
are alien to my nature” Yet, at
the same moment, England was
swarming with his spies craftily en-
deavouring to plot our downfall! In.
deed, the All-Highest One, when he
went to the Guildhall to make g
speech of friendliness, took his chief
spy, Steinhauer, with him! Three
months after the bursting of the wap.
cloud the Home Office sent a 1
and delightfully misinforming state.
ment to the press in which we were
gravely assured that “espionage has
been made by statute a military of.
fence triable by court-martial”. Ag
a matter of fact the laws relating
espionage had been settled by the
Hague Convention years before!
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Again, in this statement we were also
gravely assured that the action taken
by the authorities in arresting about
thirty known spies who had long been
watehed, was “believed to have brok-
en up the spy organization in this
country”.

Could anything be more caleulated
to irritate a discerning public?

A few months later Mr. Tennant,
the Under-Secretary for War, rose in
the House of Commons and informed
us that “every enemy alien is known,
and is under constant police super-
vision”. Such a statement did not
improve the growing feeling of in-
security, and even if it was intended
to place the enemy off his guard, it
was but a elumsy ruse, for there were
at that moment thousands of the
enemy in our midst allowed to roam
at pleasure and plot against us—per-
sons who were unregistered and un-
known. So far, indeed, from that

t being the truth, Sir R.
. M.P., stood up in the House
and boldly declared that there were
aliens in every department of our
public services, and that these per-
gons were daily transmitting reports
of our movements to Germany. Not
a soul rose to contradict him. Why?
Bechuse the secrets of our Budget had
been known and published in Frank-
fort before they were known in the
House of Commons! And again, a
later and more glaring instance of the
Jeakage of information to our enemies
was when the news of Lorc{) lKliltchen-
tragic death was published in
g:lin half an hour after it had reach-
ed London. Who was the traitor!?

Further, the Home Secretary’s re-
cent figures were certainly not very
reassuring, for he admitted that no
fewer than 7,233 enemy aliens had

been nted certificates exempting
them g:)am internment. One wonders
why? He also told us that there were
9,355 male enemy aliens loose in Lon-
don alone, while 471 male enemy
aliens were still allowed to live in

“prohibited areas!” One cannot help
wondering what these dear good Ger-
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mans and Austrians had done to be
granted such a privilege, and how
many Englishmen to-day are living
in prohibited areas in Germany.

Naturally such admission caused
considerable anger, for it revealed the
fact that the Intelligence Department
was not receiving due support from
the Home Office. Fighting a crafty
and unserupulous foe, as we are, we
should surely not give them a single
loophole.

Happily few loopholes to-day exist,
yet these few must be closed. We
have a strangle-hold upon German
spies, and we must retain it. In most
distriets in England the army of see-
ret agents has been dispersed and
broken, and the desperadoes are either
repatriated, or are among the 26,000
civilian enemy aliens we hold to-day
behind stout barbed wire. The courts
of internment have long ago discov-
ered themselves to be a mere farce,
for the Hun secret agent, a graduate
of one of the spy-schools in Leipzig,
Friedenau, or elsewhere—is far too
wily and his purse for too potent.
Happily we have learned a serious
lesson. Germany intended to spring
some big surprises upon us, and one
of those big surprises was the sudden
rising of an army of military des-
peradoes who were to act at a given
signal, destroy our communications,
our waterworks, our power-stations,
our shipping, and commit serious out-
rages in our arsenals and munition
works. But by the secret knowledge
acquired before the war, acquired
only by patient inquiry, continual
watehfulness, and often by undertak-
ing long journeys into the enemy’s
camp, the authorities held information
which enabled them to strangle the
serpent which the Kaiser had placed
with such eunning within our gates—
within the country whose hospitality
he accepted—and over whose suspie-
ion he bleated so pathetically in that
famous interview in 1908.

Germany herself admits that we
have upset her plans and discovered
her plots, for she has now expressed
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herself ready to exchange her 4,000
half-starved civilian prisoners intern-
ed at Ruhleben for our 26,000. This
is a bargain which, though certainly
one-sided, is nevertheless one which, if
accepted by us, would meet with pub-
lic approval, for we have no desire
to feed and clothe them further. Prob-
ably, however, a good many of those
interned at Alexandra Palace and
elsewhere would hesitate considerably
to return to Hunland, dreading the
fate there awaiting them.

Even though so much has been
done to combat the spy menace, I go
further, and contend that every Ger-
man, no matter what he may be,
should, in these days of grave events,
be placed securely under lock and
key. I, long ago, suggested to the
authorities that the 26,000 men now
interned should be repatriated, and
that the remainder of the Germans
at large should be interned in their
place. It is to be hoped that this will

be done.
The only serious menace now re-
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maining is the release of interned
enemy aliens and the leniency shown
to German women. The female spy
is much more dangerous than the male
of that genus, and we should not for-
get that before the war Germans con-
ducted the white slave traffic in the
West End of London, and in certain
provincial centres. They conduct it
to-day, and, without doubt, a good
deal of important military and naval
information is gathered and transfer.
red by German women of a certain
class within the two-mile radius of
Piccadilly Cireus.

In the third year of the war, how-
ever, it is certainly a matter of con.
gratulation that we have rectified
many .of our political blunders in deal.
ing with espionage, and that we have
gripped Germany’s spy system with
a strong hand.

As one who has some knowledge of
what has been done—things which the
public little dream—I person
view the present aspect of affairs with
the greatest satisfaction.
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A MYTH OF HISTORY EXPLAINED

=sm PPOSITE the City of
BN Kingston, on one of the

MWl points which reach out

W/ into the bay formed in

% part by an arm of Lake
Ontario and in part by
the mouth of the Cataraqui River,
rise the massive but weather-scarred
walls of Fort Henry, a fortress that
belongs to the stone age of fortifica-
tions whose works are as obsolete as
is the flint-lock musket or the muzzle-
loading cannon. 2

Before time had laid a hand heav-
ily upon it, Fort Henry must have
been a sight to see; and to-day, if the
yisitor will for the moment forget the
existence of sixteen-inch guns and
shells of a ton in weight, the walls
and towers and sallyports of the old
fortress are impressive even in their
decay. They are built of the beauti-
ful light gray limestone found at
every turn in Kingston. The stone-
work of Fort Henry is a eredit to the
engineers and masons who planned
and constructed those massive walls
and picturesque mprtello towers
whose most destructive enemy has
been time and the elements.

Before the outbreak of the war,
which led to the use of Fort Henry
as a place of detention for dangerous
subjects of the enemy, the visitor was
shown everywhere, and one spot no
well-informed guide ever neglected
was the dungeon in which was con-
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fined one of the vietims of the trou-
blous days of 1837-38. It truly was a
dungeon in every sense of the word
—a small space in the centre of a
great stone structure, enclosed by
massive walls, without light except
for the few faint rays that struggled
through the heavily grated ventilat-
ing aperature high up in the wall,
and secured by sets of barred and
bolted doors of oak opening upon a
narrow, winding passage that could
only be lighted by torch or lantern.
To-day the interior of the dungeon is
in ruins. The floor of planks is gone
and the masonry on which it once
rested is covered by a pool of water
formed by the little streams that dur-
ing every rain trickle down the slimy
walls. A brief survey satisfies the
visitor who gladly clambers over de-
cayed timbers and fallen stone,
threads the gloomy passage, and so
returns to the fresh air and cheerful
sunshine.

On December 8th, 1838, there went
out from that dungeon to meet death
on the scaffold a man whose trial and
tragic end are associated with the
name of Kingston’'s most famous
citizen and one of Canada’s leading
statesmen. That eriminal was Niles
Gustof Schobtewski von Shoultz, and
his counsel at his trial was John A.
Macdonald.

Among the legion of anecdotes bas-
ed on the life of Sir John Maedonald
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perhaps none has been given wider
circulation than that recounting the
manner in which he made his start in
the practice of the law by his able yet
futile defence of the filibuster leader,
Von Shoultz, and the tellers of this
story, and even biographers and his-
torians have dilated upon the elo-
quence of the plea of the young
Kingston lawyer—a plea, they said,
that established the advocate’s reputa-
tion and launched him upon a career
the ultimate goal of which was the
premiership of the Dominion.

In his detailed history of the Up-
per Canadian Rebellion, Dent tells
the story in these two sentences: “He
[Von Shoultz] was ably defended by
the present Premier of the Dominion
[written in 1884 when Sir John held
that position] then a young man
whose way in the world was yet to
be made. The eloquence and forensic
skill displayed by the clever young
counsel did much to advance his own
fortunes, but were of no avail to save
the life of his client, who was hanged
at Kingston on the 8th of December,
1838.2 5

Colling in his Life of Maedonald
£alls mnto like error, for he writes:

YOIy one was struck with the mas.
terly character of young Macdonald’s
defence, and though they knew that
1t lay not in the Power of human
tongue or brain to save the prisoner,
they adm.ired the skill with which he
led. up his arguments, the taet with
which he appealed to the inexorable
Judges, and above all the soul-felt
interest he seemed to have in his
client”,
. That young Macdonald took a deep
Interest in the welfare of his eclient is
established by facts that will be re-
ferred to later, but that he made the
eloquent plea that the biographer
himself grows eloquent over, is en-

rely false, as the records of the case
make clear, and as more careful bio.
graphers l_la.ve pointed out.

The bamstaking Kingsford states
that Von Shoultz “wag defended by
the late Sir John Macdonald, then a

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

: in his
i ting 18
parrister star} i
%’f;;logn but it was snnpl}{im‘,» f]‘ho?
to offer any defense forpm‘k'ﬂ in
were the factls, blllé Dr.
ife of Macdonald, :
gilfgs the tale 1ts (111‘10t112-p v? W:-i;::
of political biogT ted Mae
il)nce}"lrkin “long credl@cuS
alg with a defence of 1t'l;?1t 3
[Von Shoultz] so bril ltion, put {7
lish his legal reputd by the g0
nyth has been dispelle “which
fae ic historys ", e 1
facts of authent fe

h
that the counsel for

be-
1 ] in

ther made nor cowc " "¢ " el
court-martial any Spe€¢ W50 pme o

et )
alf of the prisonel q, in 1 5
hdilty from the first, ?in g eu-e:;
guce of all extent and

ok was condemne€

stances, s
cuted.” ° for wm’h‘d b
pation co

he circumstances
Pa'£kin says no exten oW
found, make up wha';1 Johnsw
ﬁlibus’ter raid into the A{ario;
trict below Prescott, ond at the o
came to an inglorious . pank
windmill standlpg on
St. Lawrence River : .
a half below the tow e
day the old windm nds 55 m‘#
lighthouse. It also 8 " the
mark in the histor{}; [?p
lous years ‘
E::v?n for );ully a century 1822 by
The mill was er
West India mercha.ln 's s ngths
ture of considerab eet ik i
walls are several fe 1400 an ﬂo"
autumn of 1838 thereildin gs in %
several other stone bl;g 19.61"
of which ran the £ Mo
from Kingston dow'n_ngly
gituation was exceedl e byusk e
commanded the appr fin st wd s
land and water; .an.d ags rded Pg
fire the stone bmlduf: 4
fect protection. It
that, on Novpmbe
taken p(c))sseszl:n % ackett’*ia g
swego, )
gggznsburg, and other pntern”” e
American side 0 ¢
waterway. Then fo



THE TRIAL OF NILES VON SHOULTZ

!o'r:.]?:pstm drove the invaders in-
mitions one buildings which their
o _commanded, and prevented

. lo:);?\em from erossing over from
Against shore of the river, but
ord musketry the stone walls af-
was d complete defence. Artillery
Pre’wot?patched from Kingston to
hy 5rin'gil:,nd i:h(d! two days required
eomp"aﬁVeginactio(;;Tl were spent 1n
8a:_}‘:?vt:]fternoon of the 16th the
tion gt ‘9)0. and were placed in posi-
- th about f.(mr hundred yards
Sunset ﬂ: windmill. An hour before
mﬁgned fire. Soon the flli-

whi 1on  was untenable; a
M:ibtiﬂo:f was displayed, and an un-
. Mm“ surrender followed. The
ned were 160, including eighteen

- o?aem writesl that the fili-

ro S was at least 20, and
Lb::l{h twice that number. The
ded”n le killed, and about

One of ﬂ; .

indm; e prisoners taken at the
thl:mﬁ]‘:‘}:. Von Shoultz, the leader
gent) ”ustenng expedition—"“A
b says Dent, “altogether
he wag 1 or the eompany in which
.8 found, and with which he had
era] edhlm.eneat' . He was a man of lib-
and ‘ation, of soldierly character
who b\lnwdem" and of high aspirations,
might “nl' favouring circumstances
Ki have won honourable fame.
tion hng‘w' Spectator, a publica-
llim':me dead, in an issue of a
Wrote thet ey Cocduent to these events
ish degaens | % Shoultz was of Swed-

an t,

d of neb

23

EER

a Pole by place of birth,
The pri le extraction.”
',m"’ne“ captured at the wind-
old m‘;‘;veyed to Kingston by
Seo ltgamer Canada and
bell’s wharf, at the foot
. wth *t. The greater number,
2 eir leader, were marched
enry, there being no room
COmmon jail, already full of
i Von Shoultz was con-
he iPtmgeqn that thereafter
of the sights of the place.

( il 4 L 4
i

343

A little more than two years hefore
the fight at the Prescott windmill and
the incarceration of Von Shoultz in
Fort Henry, John Maedonald had
been admitted to the Bar of Upper
Canada. At the age of five years he
had come with his parents and their
other children from Glasgow, Scot-
land, to Kingston, then one of the
prineipal cities in the Upper Pro-
vince. From the Grammar School
he had passed into the law office of
Mr. George Mackenzie, and, complet-
ing his apprenticeship to the profes-
sion of the law, he was called to the
Bar on February 6th, 1836, and im-
mediately entered upon practice on
his own account at the early age of
twenty-one years.

Offenders such as Von Shoultz fell
within the jurisdiction of the court-
martial which sat at Kingston, and
before this court the leader of the
Prescott raiders eame up for trial. At
his request Von Shoultz was allowed
counsel, and he engaged young Mae-
donald.

The trial took place on November
96th, and upon being arraigned Von
Shoultz pleaded guilty to the capital
char of attacking the Queen’s
Dominions and killing the Queen’s
subjects. A Kingston newspaper of
the time gave this brief account of
the trial:

“The judge-advocate cautioned the
prisoner ing the consequences
of such a plea to him; that in the pre-
cent circumstances of Upper Canada
he could hold out no hope for mercy,
and, therefore, the prisoner must con-
sider his situation well, and if he
thought proper he might withdraw
his plea and plead not guilty.

«The prisoner answered that he
had been induced to take command of
the invaders under false impressions,
and now that he saw through the
whole and discovered the delusion
under which he had laboured, he was
aware of the nature of his conduet.
It was no use to say anything in de-
fence, and he should persist in his

plea of guilty.”
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Von Shoultz was found guilty and
condemned to be hanged on Decem-
ber 8th. As Dr. Parkin writes, Von
Shoultz’s counsel, Macdonald, “nei-
ther made nor could make before the
court-martial any speech at all in be-
half of the prisoner.”

One other service Macdonald tried
to render Von Shoultz, but his efforts
were only partially successful. Von
Shoultz was condemned to a felon’s
death by hanging, and Macdonald en-
deavoured to have the sentence chang-
ed so that the condemned man might
be shot as a soldier. The request was
refused, but the authorities yielded
this much—they permitted the exe-
cution to be carried out on a special
scaffold erected at Fort Henry in-
stead of in the yard of the common
jail of Kingston, where several other
prisoners taken at the windmill were
hanged. And so Von Shoultz met his
death within the precincts of Fort
Henry which, since the outbreak of
the present war, has been the place of
internment of several hundred Ger-
mans and Austrians.

“The romance of political bio
graphy,” as Dr. Parkin calls it, which
credited Macdonald with having made
an eloquent plea in defence of Von
Shoultz, was based on an error easily
accounted for, because a short time
before the sitting of the court-mar-
tial there was a trial in the Court of
Queen’s Bench sitting in Kingston in
which the charge grew out of events
resulting from the raid, and in which
Macdonald played the part that has
been erroneously assigned to him in
connection with the case of Von
Shoultz.

Many military prisoners were con-
fined in the Kingston jail, and on a
certain night several made their
escape. The jailer was a Mr. Ashley,
in politics an ardent Reformer. Col-
onel Dundas of the 83rd Regiment,
Commandant at the Fort, had Ash-
ley arrested on a charge of aiding and
abetting the escape. Ashley retain-
ed Macdonald to defend him, and the
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case came up for trial at the autumn
term.

Mr. Gunn, who spent the closing
years of his life in Walkerton
was engaged in the shipping busine-’
in Kingston during the years of the
Upper Canadian rebellion. He at.
tended Ashley’s trial, and long after
he wrote a brief account of it.

“John A. Macdonald, then a very
young lawyer who had not hitherte
distinguished himself in any way.,”
wrote Mr. Gunn, “deferded Mr. Ash
ley. I was present during the whole
of the trial, which lasted two days or
more. Mr. Macdonald handled the
3n111tary authorities with great sever.
ity, for which they never forgave him
and this feeling of antagonism was
kept up, each new-coming regiment
evidently receiving the tradition from
its predecessor in the garrison, but
John A. cared nothing for that.

_“Although Mr. Macdonald’s friends
did not sympathize with him in his
onslaught on the military authorities,
yet all were surprised and delighted
at the wonderful tact and the forensie
ability he so suddenly displayed in
that trial. The jury, after long de-
liberation, acquitted Mr. Ashley. The
name and praise of the young la
were on every tongue. He
his mark.” s Iad s

Out of these ecircumstances
the myth respecting Sir John %{rx
donald’s eloquent defence of Vo
Shoultz, but it was not in defendi
the raider but in defending the jailep
of the raider’s associates that Sir
John first made his mark as a lawyer
and public speaker. His feet wepe
now on the rungs of the ladder—the
lower rungs to be sure, but they were
there, and then he began to eclimh
He was soon solicitor for a bank ang
a large trust and loan company ; five
years later he was elected an aldep.
man of the City of Kingston, and in
the autumn following that advax;e&
ment, the city chose him as its repre-
sentative in the House of Assemb]
of the Legislature of United Cangd:_
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CHARACTERS: Mary Nolan, an old woman. Bessie Nolan, her daugh-
ter-in-law. Patrick Nolan, son of Mary and husband of Bessie. A child.

SCENE L

A room in an apartment house in a Canadian city. Time, September,
1914. The furnishings are old-fashioned but respectable. Mary Nolan is
geated in an armchair and knitting. She is over sizty, and maybe over seventy.
Her hair is white and her face is deeply lined.

Mary (to herself): O, these wars, these eruel wars. Bad luck to them
and to the man that first invented them. It’s a sore heart they left me before,
and it’s a sore heart they are likely to leave me again. But, then, who am 1
to be complaining, as if I were the only one that ever carried a sore heart.
{ Knocking at the door). Come in.

Enter Bessie Nolan, carrying a baby. She is about twenty-five years of

She is cheaply but tastefully dressed.

Mary (rising and off ering her hand): T’m glad to see you, Bessie. T was
afraid you wouldn’t come.

Bessie (ignoring the offered hand): And why not, when you sent for me?
I have done nothing that I should be afraid to go anywhere.

Mary: I’'m glad, in troth, to hear you say that. I sent for you because
1 had been hearing different, and I didn’t want to be hearing anything from
anybody’s lips but your own.

Bessie: I suppose you want me to tell you about the separation?

Mary: I just want to hear from your own lips that it’s not true. Some

le in this neighbourhood have long tongues, and you couldn’t believe a
word they’d say, more especially if it was bad.

Bessie: Well, I guess they’re telling the truth this time. T got a legal
separation two days ago from the magistrate. I have the papers signed and
gealed, and Patrick Nolan has no more right to come into my house now than
any other tramp, and if he did come I could have him arrested. Yes, and 1
would, too. X 3

Mary (laying her knitting down in her lap, and folding her hands in an
attitude of prayer): Never in all the days of my life have I questioned the
rulings of the Almighty, and never did 1 try to shirk the cross that was in-
tended for me; but I wish to God the grave had closed above me before I ever
heard such words. O, my poor boy. That this disgrace should come upon
you!

s
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he was a brute. He destroyed my life, and hei}:}fishim forever. ave lere
But I will not let him do that. 1 have done ‘lv faith and couwgfe child—
OWn way and try to make the best of what little ut th

Mary ( rising to her feet and approaching Bessie) :
member the child.

d
¢, a0
stout heaTs oed
da stou 'lll 1
Bessie: Thank God, I have still my two han((ii tiﬁ)l. your son ¥ o
with their help I'll look after the child. = Neither y . uor, bW
to worry about it. influence of g g
Enter Patrick Nolan. He is slightly under the 1 g SwapP
quite drunk. ol What’s all this
Patrick: Hello, mother! Hello, Bessie! £ vou has heard. K
news? DI'll bet I have a fresh bit neither one of ¥ g in Pa™
essie turns qg if to leave. Maybe you'd be intereste
ary: Wait a minute, woman. ay . st
bit of news, 3 that he was de;se en
Bessie: It wouldn’t interest me now to hear ou think.
Patrick: Wey), you may hear it sooner than y big 8 oWty
hat do you think of that ? . You're to© his plood:
Bessie: T think it’s one of your drunken lies. No one of ‘on
ary: He may be g fool, but he’s no c"‘.va?dr;:t £0. sepﬂrau'v
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many a man who had spoiled his life was now m s
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You’

c&u‘:: rygu' father’s son for that. He got it into his head, when the Ameri-

laid an roke out, that he must go. He was as fine a young man as you ever
ead likeye on, and we were to be married in a year. But he got it into his

When hee many another Canadian boy, that he ought to go to the war. And

make o came bagk to me there was but the ghost of him left. The war didn’t

him aw man of him, Patrick. 1 nursed him for five years, and then they laid

Way in what they called a hero’s grave. Musha!

my mi‘;t(;'ck" But you wouldn’t have me stay, mother, when I have made up

'm to go? Besides, they need men, and I may be some good over there.
'{‘l’ good here, :

God 1 :“'Y-' I didn’t bid your father stay, and 1 won’t bid you stay, though
p;f:f’sk‘( Mary buries her face in her apron).
Armogy; ick: Cheer up, mother; it's all for the best.

Mares now. DIl see you again before long. .
Just g h_y (following to the door, and looking after him): And there he goes,
pls is father went. And what matter if he went out to be killed by decent
10 reg, and it was the will of God!? But to be massacred by them that have
l8‘"(1 for the laws of either God or man, and maybe left to die without a
¥ hand to raise his head or a Christian voice to Sa¥, “God have mercy

on your soul 1”
SCENE IL

1 must go up to the

A year has WP Naiv ond:a bl
itti passed. Mary Nolan is sithing her old armchair and 1§
e‘::*a - She has aged noﬁ!c,eably. Bessie Nolan is sitting beside her. She
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but "::le Women that wouldn’t put it all on their backs as fast as they get it,
it he sh d put some of it away for the child, and maybe for himself, so that
bcc;nld come back without an arm or a leg he would have something to
on N
BQ!ie- S Th 2 : b it
Mary: Dj e money is my own, and I'll do what I like with it.
band whey Did you tell then{ that you had a legal separation from your hus-
on t:n they came to pay you that money? Or that you had turned him
.:.m'Yeet e g i d that’s a terrible
®ombination ou have a good memory and a bad tongue, an

for an
or : My meym?)lr(; :m.gwd that T never forgot eithe
my chilq,

Mc‘: mg;f’;‘{e{ boy with telegra'm.
: a re i - -
too :te;lry: Yes, do, Btogsilet. f(:;&;:neyes are younger than mine. But it’s
I know what's in it. :

Marye. (reading to herself): O, this is terrible!

Beey? What is it, Bessie! Is he dead! e
be, and ie: It's from Ottawa, it is, from the Department of Militia, it must
P'.llee it says that Patrick Nolan died the death of a hero, somewhere in

- 0, dear, it is terrible!

r my husband
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Mary (quietly): The Lord gave and the Lord has taken away. Blessed
be His holy name.

Bessie (crying violenily): O, what shall I do? O, why did I let him got

Mary (puts down her knitting and covers her face with her apron) :
your fill, Bessie. God help them that haven’t any tears left to shed. My
poor boy! And to think that your old mother hasn’t a tear left for you!

Bessie: Well, it’s some consolation to know that he died like a hero.

Mary: It may be for you, Bessie. You were only his wife, and if it
hadn’t been for the war that killed him you would never have known that he
was worth crying for. But I was his mother, and I didn’t need a telegram
from Ottawa to tell me he was a hero.

Bessie: Your tongue is very bitter.

Mary: 1 suppose it is. I am getting old and my heart is drying up. I
had a husband, and I had a son, and now in all the wide world I have nobody.

Bessie: But won’t you forgive me, even if I confess that I wasn’t worthy
to be the wife of such a man?

Mary: It’s not for me to sit in judgment on anyone. But I could find
it in my heart to curse all wars and the man that invented them.

Bessie: But, after all, the war, which took your son and my husband,
left us a hero, so that we may honour his memory and be proud of him all
our lives.

Mary: Speak for yourself, Bessie. Two heroes had I in my lifetime,
and to me they were as real as any that was ever put in a ballad or a story-
book; but the war’s took both of them. No, Bessie, wars may make heroes
for other people, but not for mothers. Mothers raise heroes for wars to
destroy.

Bessie: But, at any rate, he died in a good cause.

Mary: I'm not denying that, Bessie. If there was ever a country that
a young man ought to be proud to die for, Canada is that country. I don’t
begrudge him to Canada, Bessie. It isn’t that. But it didn’t require the
war to make him a hero to his old mother.

Bessie (holding up the baby): Well, you still have Patrick’s child. Won’t
youhtake him to your heart, for his father’s sake, even if you do despise his
mother ?

Mary: T’'m a hard old woman, toughened by the storms of many years ;
but I think if you would give me the child to nurse for a while T might have
a quiet cry, and that would do me good.

CURTAIN.




SHAKESPEFARE, < GERMANIS

AND THE COMIC SPIRIT
B 3% A Faire Forster

CCORDING to George
Meredith, we know the
degree of refinement in
men by the matter they
will laugh at, and there
is no doubt that the
audience in Shakespeare’s time laugh-
ed at many things which we do not
consider laughable at all.

The comie, then, is a co-operative

rocess: the culture of the audience
to be considered as well as the
rformance on the stage, and
espeare wrote for an audience
whieh he understood thoroughly.

His first aim in constructing his

lays was to fill the theatre, his wit
g‘d to be such as could be understood
by the people, that so much of it is
still wit after three hundred years is
another example of his genius.

Wit and the comic are closely con-
nected, though easy to distinguish.
‘Wit is made, the comie is found. The
comie is the object at which wit aims.
For example, Bardolph’s nose is a
frequent object for Falstafl’s wit, It
gerves him for a lantern. “Thou hast
saved me a thousand marks in links
and torches,” Falstaff says to Bar-
dolph. “Walking with thee in the
night betwixt tavern and tavern.”
But Falstaff, the philoscpher, at once
remembers that there is another side
to the question. “But the sack thou

hast drunk me,” he goes on, “would
have bought me lights as good cheap
at the dearest chandler’s in Europe.
I have maintained that Salamander
of yours with fire any time this two
and thirty vears; God reward me for
it” In “The Midsummer Night’s
*Dream”, Bottom appears with an ass’s
head; this is a comie sight. The re-
mark of Quince: “Bottom, thou art
translated”, is an example of harm-
less wit, being a play on the word
translate, used of shoemakers putting
new tops on old bottoms.

Punning is a lower form of harm-
less wit, a pun being merely a play
on the sound of words. To find an
illustration of punning in Shake-
speare, it is only necessary to open
any of his plays anywhere; and if
Charles Lamb be right in maintain-
ing that the worst puns are the best,
then Shakespeare was a good pun-
ster; in “The Tempest”, he puns even
on the word dollar.

A pun, Lamb says, is not bound
by the laws which limit nicer wit. It
is a pistol let off at the ear, not a fea-
ther to tickle the intellect. The ex-
ample which Lamb gives is, however,
something better than a pun; in its
hopeless absurdity it is more than a
mere play on the sound of words. An
Oxford scholar, he says, meeting a
porter who was carrying a hare
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through the streets accosts him with
this extraordinary question : “Prithee,
friend, is that thy own hare—or a
wig?” As Lamb says, there is no ex-
cusing this and no resisting it. Tt
has the economy of expression and
the unexpectedness and the escape
from reason which are the marks of
wit. There is a story of Lamb which
shows another common element in the
technique of wit, namely, faulty logie.
A friend said to him, “You owe me
half-a-erown.” On the contrary, Lamb
replied, “You owe me half-a-crown,
for, if you remember, T asked for the
loan of a erown and you only gave
me half-a-crown.”

Falstaff is well aware of this de-
ceptive power of logic. “Thou know-
est,” he reasons, “in the state of inno-
cency Adam fell, and what should
poor Jack Falstaff do in the days of
villainy? Thou seest, I have more
flesh than another man, and therefore
more frailty.”

The function of harmless wit, in
fact, seems to lie in evading reason
by faulty logie or in discovering the
amiliar, as in punning and playing
on the meaning of words. Wit of this
kind gives pleasure because it is like
a return to the state of childhood.
But wit is a weapon as well as a toy;
it is a weapon of unlimited range.
With it the lowest can assail the high-
est, the most absolute despotism can
always be tempered with epigrams
and cartoons. It is an unfailing wea-
pon against incompetence or injustice
in high places.

Now, Shakespeare is not remark-
able for hostile wit, Englishmen sel-
dom are, perhaps because the Eng-
lish have been a successful people,
they have never suffered for long from
oppression or injustice, and injustice
18 the mother of hostile wit. Hence

¢ one great English wit of this kind,
Dean Swift, had to be born in Dub-

land during the eighteenth
century was an ideal environment for
the development of hard and hostile
wit. So another master of hostile wit
was Disraeli, a member of a race
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in the environment through being
either too feeble or too gerious.

Qlender, in “The Merry Wives of
Windsor”, is thus a typical comic
character. He is on the verge of
nonentity, he is a most incompetent
lover. “Mistress Anne, ,my cousin,
loves you,” says Shallow, by way of
helping him, but Qlender misses his
opportunity sadly. “Ay, that i
he says, “as well as I love any woman
in Gloucestershire.”

That the comie is the incongruity,
the disproportion between men an
the situations in which they find them-
selves, can be illustrated from another
gide by Malvolio in “Twelfth Night”.
Malvolio is not below the standard
for his situation, like Slender, but he
swells himself out like the frog in the
fable until his opinion of his own im-
portance goes beyond all reason and
he becomes a eomic character. In fact,
he takes himself too seriously, and
thus takes the sure road to becoming
comic.

«Oh! you are sick o
volio,” says Olivia to him, “and taste
with a distempered appetite. To be
generous, guiltless and of free dis-

osition is to take those things for
bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bul-
lets.”

There is perhaps no character in
any play who suffers such ignominious
treatment as Malvolio, the man who
held too serious an opinion of his own
importance.

This type of the comic is well illus-
trated by the German nation to-day.
brought about & catas-
t none the

is a comic spectacle.
There is just that disproportion be-
tween their own opinion of themselves
j hat superserious-

and reality, just t
ness, that seriousness about the wrong

i which makes a figure comic.
lost, at the sugges-
all sense of the

that is, they
he spring of laughter, an

so, in spite of the unspeakable misery

they have caused, they are 1n them-

f self-love, Mal-
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selves comic beyond all expression.
In his essay on comedy, published
in 1877, George Meredith tells a story
of how a German professor made him-
self ridiculous by his vanity, and then
Meredith makes this interesting com-
ment: “T am mindful that it was in
Germany, when I observe that the
Germans have gone through no comic
training to warn them of the sly,
wise emanation eyeing them from
aloft. Heinrich Heine has not been
enough to cause them to smart and
meditate. Nationally, as well as in-
dividually, when they are excited
they are in danger of the grotesque,
as when, for instance, they deeline
to listen to evidence and raise a na-
tional outery becanse one of German
blood has been convicted of erime in
a foreign country.” The sly, wise
emanation eyeing from aloft, to which
Meredith refers, is the comic spirit.
He describes it elsewhere in these
words: “When men wax out of pro-
portion, overblown, affected, preten-
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THE GOLDEN STRIPE

By JAMES COBOURG HODGINS

WITH cane in hand he walks the public street,
Easing his pain. Cautious, each step a blowf'ro
The well-known haunts he seeks, while to and %
Intent on work or pleasure, ceaseless fleet
The multitude. Not theirs to rise and greet
The interminable years of pain or grow
Into another life by effort slow—
Protected by his might in their retreat!

See on his palsied arm the golden stripe!

See on his face the tense-drawn look of pain

!

. Forever shall he stand amid that host
Who scorned the golden apples hanging ripe

Upon the tree of life and, souls astrain, 4
Breasted the tides of Hell and scorn

the cost:
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ABEL & H1$ GREAT ADVENTLRE
Alm?{ﬁy L M Montgomery
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> liveq 40,005 and his sister e’l“fxrn?:
n"tlllan getper; she, so my gar-
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been sound of mind at times for many
years; but she was all right now, only
odd and quiet. Abel had gone to col-
lege for a year when he was young,
but had given it up when Tamzine
“went crazy”. There was no one else
to look after her. Abel had settled
down to it with apparent content: at
least he had never complained.

“Always took things easy, Abel
did,” said Mrs. Campbell.  “Never
disappointments

geemed to worry over
and trials as most folks do. Seems to

me that as long as Abel Armstrong
can stride up and down in that
garden of his, reciting poetry and
speeches, or talking to that yaller cat
of his as if it was a human, he doesn’t
care much how the world wags on.
He never had much git-up-and-git.
His father was a hustler, but the fam-
ily didn’t take after him. They all
favoured the mother’s people—sorter
shiftless and dreamy. ’Tain’t the way
to git on in this world.”

No, good and worthy Mrs. Camp-
pell. It was not the way to get on in
your world; but there are other
worlds where getting on is estimated
by different standards, and Abel Arm-
strong lived in one of these—a world
far beyond the ken of the thrifty
Stillwater farmers and fishers. Some-
thing of this I had sensed, even be-
fore 1 saw him; and that night in his

arden, under 2 sky of smoky red,

blossoming into stars above the har-
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bour, T found a friend whose person-
ality and philosophy were to calm and
harmonize and enrich my whole ex-
istence. This sketch is my grateful
tribute to one of the rarest and finest
souls God ever clothed with clay.

He was a tall man, somewhat un-
gainly of figure and homely of face.
But his large, deep eyes of velvety
nut-brown were very beautiful and
marvellously bright and clear for a
man of his age. He wore a little
pointed, well-cared-for beard, inno-
cent of gray; but his hair was griz-
zled, and altogether he had the ap-
pearance of a man who had passed
through many sorrows which had
marked his body as well as his soul.
Looking at him, T doubted Mrs. Camp-
bell’s conclusion that he had not
“minded” giving up college. This man
had given up much and felt it deep-
ly; but he had outlived the pain and
the blessing of sacrifice had come to
him. His voice was very melodious
and beautiful, and the brown hand
he held out to me was peculiarly long
and shapely and flexible.

We went out to the garden in the
scented moist air of a maritime spring
evening. Behind the garden was a
cloudy pine wood; the house eclosed
it in on the left, while in front and
on the right a row of tall Lombardy
poplars stood out in stately purple
silhouette against the sunset sky.

“Always liked Lombardies,” said
Abel, waving a long arm at them.
“They are the trees of princesses.
When I was a boy they were fashion-
able. Anyone who had any preten-
sions to gentility had a row of Lom-
bardies at the foot of his lawn or up
his lane, or at any rate one on either
side of his front door. They’re out
of fashion now. Folks complain they
die at the top and get ragged-looking.
So they do—so they do, if you don’t
risk your neck every spring climbing
up a light ladder to trim them out
as I do. My neck isn’t worth much
to anyone, which, I suppose, is why
I’'ve never broken it; and my Lom-
bardies never look out-at-elbows. My
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mother was especially fond of them.
She liked their dignity and their
stand-offishness. They don’t hobnob
with every Tom, Dick and Harry. If
it’s pines for company, master, it’s
Lombardies for society.”

We stepped from the front door-
stone into the garden. There was an-
other entrance—a sagging gate flank-
ed by two branching white lilaes.
From it a little dappled path led to
a huge apple-tree in the centre, a
great swelling cone of rosy blossom
with a mossy ecircular seat around its
trunk. But Abel’s favourite seat, so
be told me, was lower down the slope,
under a little trellis overhung with
the delicate emerald of young hop-
vines. He led me to it and pointed
proudly to the fine view of the hap.
bour visible from it. The early sun-
set glow of rose and flame had faded
out of the sky; the water was silvery
and mirror-like; dim sails drifted
along by the darkening shore. A bell
was ringing in a small Catholie chapel
across the harbour. Mellowly and
dreamily sweet the chime floated
through the dusk, blent with the moan
of the sea. The great revolving light
at the channel trembled and flashed
against the opal sky, and far out, be-
yond the golden sand-dunes of the
bar, was the crinkled gray ribbon of
a passing steamer’s smoke.

“There, isn’t that view worth look-
ing at?” said old Abel, with a loving,
proprietary pride. “You don’t have
to pay anything for it either. All
that sea and sky free—‘without money
and without price’." Let’s sit down
here in the hop-vine arbour, master,
There’ll be a moonrise presently. I’m
never tired of finding out what g
moonrise sheen can be like over that
sea. There’s a surprise in it every
time. Now, master, you're getting
your mouth in the proper shape to
talk business—but don’t you do it.
Nobody should talk business when
he’s expecting a moonrise. Not that
I like talking business at any time.”

“Unfortunately it has to be talked
of sometimes, Mr. Armstrong,” I said.
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“Yes, it seems to be a necessary
evil, master,” he acknowledged. “But
1 know what business you’ve come up-
on, and we can settle it in five min-
utes after the moon’s well up. I’ll just
agree to everything you and the other
two trustees want. Lord knows why
they ever put me on the school board.
Maybe it’s because I’'m so ornamental.
They wanted one good-looking man,
I reckon.”

His low chuckle, so full of mirth
and so free from malice, was infec-
tious. I laughed also, as I sat down
in the hop-vine arbour.

“Now, you needn’t talk if you don’t
want to,” he said. “And I won’t.
We'll just sit here, sociable-like, and
if we think of anything worth while
to say we’ll say it. Otherwise, not.
If you ecan sit in silence with a per-
gon for half an hour and feel com-
fortable, you and that person can be
friends. If you can’t, friends you’ll
pever be, and you needn’t waste time
in trying.”

Abel and I passed successfully the
test of silence that evening in the
hop-vine arbour. I was strangely
eortent to sit and think—something
1 had not cared to do lately. A peace,
long unknown to my stormy soul,
seemed hovering near it. The garden
was steeped in it; old Abel’s person-
ality radiated it. I looked about me
and wondered whence came the charm
of that tangled, unworldly spot.

“Niece and far from the market-
place, isn’t it?” asked Abel suddenly,
as if he had heard my unasked ques-
tion. “No buying and selling and

ing gain here. Nothing was ever
gold out of this garden. Tamzine has
her vegetable plot over yon%er, but
what we don’t eat we givé away.
Geordie Marr down the harbour has
a big garden like this and he sells
heaps of flowers and fruit and vege-
tables to the hotel folks. He thinks
P'm an awful fool because T won’t do
the same. Well, he gets money out
of his garden and I get happiness out
of mine. That’s the difference. S’pos-
ing I could make more money—what

then? I’d only be taking it from peo-
ple that needed it more. There’s
enough for Tamzine and me. As for
Geordie Marr, there isn’t a more un-
happy creature on God’s earth—he’s
always stewing in a broth of trouble,
poor man. O’ course, he brews up
most of it for himself, but I reckon
that doesn’t make it any easier to
bear. Ever sit in a hop-vine arbour
before, master ?”

I was to grow used to Abel’s abrupt
change of subject. I answered that I
never had.

“Great place for dreaming,” said
Abel complacently. “Being young,
no doubt, you dream a-plenty.”

I answered hotly and bitterly that
I had done with dreams.

“No, you haven’t,” said Abel medi-
tatively. “You may think you have.
What then? First thing you know
you’ll be dreaming again—thank the
Lord for it. I ain’t going to ask you
what’s soured you on dreaming just
now. After awhile you’ll begin again,
especially if you come to this garden
as much as I hope you will. It’s
chockful of dreams—any kind of
dreams. You take your choice. Now,
I favour dreams of adventures, if
you’ll believe it. I’m sixty-one and I
never do anything rasher than go out
cod-fishing on a fine day, but I still
lust after adventures. Then I dream
’m an awful fellow—blood-thirsty.”

I burst out laughing. Perhaps
laughter was somewhat rare in that
old garden. Tamzine, who was weed-
ing at the far end, lifted her head in
a startled fashion and walked past us
into the house. She did not look at
us or speak to us. She was reputed
to be abnormally shy. She was very
stout and wore a dress of bright red-
and-white striped material. Her face
was round and blank, but her red-
dish hair was abundant and beautiful.
A huge, orange-coloured cat was at
her heels; as she passed us he bound-
ed over to the arbour and sprang up
on Abel’s knee. He was a gorgeous
brute, with vivid green eyes, and im:
mense white double paws.
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“Captain Kidd, Mr. Woodley.” He
introduced us as seriously as if the
cat had been a human being. Neither
Captain Kidd nor I responded very
enthusiastically,

“You don’t like cats, 1 reckon, mas-
ter,” said Abel, stroking the Captain’s
velvet back. “I don’t blame you. I
was never fond of them myself until
I found the Captain. 1 saved his
life and when you've saved a crea-
ture’s life you’re bound to love it.
It’s next thing to giving it life. There
are some terrible thoughtless people
in the world, master. Some of those
city folks who have summer homes
down the harbour are so thoughtless
that they’re cruel. It’s the worst kind
of cruelty, I think—the thoughtless
kind. You can’t cope with it. They
keep cats there in the summer and
feed them and pet them and doll them
up with ribbons and collars; and then
in the fall they go off and leave them
to starve or freeze. It makes my
blood boil, master.”

“One day last winter I found a
poor old mother cat dead on the shore,
lying against the skin and bone
bodies‘ of her three little kittens. She
had died trying to shelter them. She
had her poor stiff claws around them.
Master, I eried. Then I swore, Then
I carried those poor little Kkittens
home and fed em up and found good
homes for them. I know the woman
who left the cat. When she comes
back this summer I'm going to go
down and tell her my opinion of her.
It'll be rank meddling, but, lord, how
I love meddling in a good cause.”

“Was Captain Kidd one of the for-
saken?” 1 asked.

“Yes. I found him one bitter cold
day in winter caught in the branches
of a tree by his darn-fool ribbon col-
lar. He was almost starving. Lord,
if you could have seen his eyes! He
was nothing but a kitten, and he’d
got his living somehow since he’d been
left till he got hung up. When I
loosed him he gave my hand a pitiful
swipe with his little red tongue. He
wasn’t the prosperous free-booter you
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I loved that old garden by the har-
bour shore. Even Abel himself, T
think, could hardly have felt a deeper
affection for it. When its gate closed
behind me it shut out the world and
my corroding memories and diseon-
tents. In its peace my soul emptied
itself of the bitterness which had been
filling and spoiling it, and grew nor-
mal and healthy again, aided thereto
by Abel’s wise words. He mnever
preached, but he radiated courage
and endurance and a frank accept-
ance of the hard things of life, as well

met. He neither minimized ill nor

exaggerated good, but
we should mnever be controlled by

either. Pain should not depress us
unduly, nor pleasure lure us into for-
getfulness and sloth. All unknowing-
ly he made me realize that 1 pad been

a bit of a coward

began to anderstand that my per-
sonal woes were not the most import-
ant things in the universe, even to my-
self. In short, Abel taught me to
Jaugh again; and when a man can
laugh wholesomely things are not go-

ing too badly with him.
That old garden Was always such
Even when the east
wind sang in minor and the waves on
the gray shore were sad, hints of sun-
shine seemed to be lurking all about
it. Perhaps this was because there

flowers in it.

a cheery place.

panoply of gold. He was so large
and effulgent that one hardly missed
the sun. Considering his presence 1

wondered that the garden was always
so full of singing pirds. But the
Captain never meddled with them.

understood that his mas-

have tolerated it for a

and the cranes.
in the pines always made a glad salu-
tation. Abel and 1 paced the walks,
followed by Captain Kidd, and held
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high converse on matters beyond the
ken of cat or king.

“I like to ponder on all problems,
though T can never solve them.,” Abel
used to say. “My father held that
we should never talk of things we
couldn’t understand. But, lord, mas-
ter, if we didn’t the subjects for con-
versation would be mighty few. I
reckon the gods laugh many a time
to hear us, but what matter? So long
as we remember that we’re only men,
and don’t take to fancying ourselves
gods, really knowing good and evil.
I reckon our discussions won’t do us
or anyone much harm. So we’ll have
another whack at the origin of evil
this evening, master.”

Tamzine forgot to be shy with me
at last, and gave me a broad smile of
welcome every time I came. But she
rarely spoke to me. She spent all
her spare time weeding the garden,
which she loved as well as Abel did.
She was addieted to bright colours
and always wore wrappers of very
gorgeous print. She worshipped Abel
and his word was a law unto her.

“I am very thankful Tamzine is 80
well,” said Abel one evening as we
watched the sunset. The day had
begun sombrely in gray cloud and
mist, but it ended in a pomp of scar-
let and gold. “There was a time when
she wasn’t, master—you’ve heard?
But for years now she has been quite
able to look after herself. And 80,
if T fare forth on the last great ad-
venture some of these days Tamzine
will not be left helpless.”

“She is ten years older than you.
It is likely she will go before you,”
I said.

Abel shook his head and stroked
his smart beard. 1 always suspected
that beard of being Abel’s last sur-
viving vanity. It was always so care-
fully groomed, while I had no evi-
dence that he ever combed his griz-
zled mop of hair.

“No, Tamzine will outlive me.
She’s got the Armstrong heart. I
have the Marwood heart—my mother
was a Marwood. We don’t live to be
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master. You don’t see
¢ me and old Tamzine and
Captain Kidd. I see all who used to
be here long ago. It was a lively
lace then. There were plenty of us
and we were as gay a set of young-
sters as youd find anywhere. We
tossed laughter backwards and for-
wards here like a ball. And now old
Tamzine and older Abel are all that
are left.”

He was silent a moment, looking at
the phantoms of memory that paced
invisibly to me the dappled walks and
peeped merrily through the swinging
boughs. Then he went on:

«Of all the folks 1 see here there
are two that are more vivid and real
than all the rest, master. One is my
sister Alice. Qhe died thirty years
ago. She was very beautiful. You'd
hardly believe that to look at Tam-
zine and me, would you? But it is
true. We always called her Queen
Alice—she was S0 stately and hand-
some. She had brown eyes and red
gold hair, just the colour of that nas-
turtium there. She was father’s fav-
ourite. The night she was bo
didn’t think my mother would live.
Father walked this garden all night.
under that old apple-tree

this garden,
anybody but

And just

he knelt at gunrise an than

when they came to tell him that all
was well.

«Alice was always & ereature of joy-
This old garden rang with her laugh-
ter in those years. She seldom walk-
ed—she ran Or danced. She only
lived twenty years, but nineteen 'of

y I've never pitied

them were SO happ
her over much. Ghe had everything

that makes life worth living—laugh-
ter and love, and at the last SOTTOW.
James Milburn was her lover. 1t’s
thirty-one years since his ship sailed
out of that harbour and Alice waved
him good-bye from this garden. He
pever came back. His ship was never

heard of again.

Alice gave up hope that it

would be, she died of a broken h
They say there’s no such thing; but
Alice. She stood at

nothing else ailed
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yonder gate day after day and watch-
ed the harbour; and when at last she
gave up hope life went with it. T re-
member the day : she had watched un-
til sunset. Then she turned away
from the gate. All the unrest and
despair had gone out of her eyes.
There was a terrible peace in them—
the peace of the dead. ‘He will never
come back now, Abel, she said to me.

“In less than a week she was dead.
The others mourned her, but I didn’t,
master. She had sounded the deeps
of living and there was nothing else
to linger through the years for. My
grief had spent itself earlier, when I
walked this garden in agony because
I could not help her. But often, on
these long warm summer afternoons,
I seem to hear Alice’s laughter all
over this garden; though she’s been
dead so long.”

He lapsed into a reverie which I
did not disturb, and it was not until
another day that I learned of the
other memory that he cherished. He
reverted to it suddenly as we sat
again in the hop-vine arbour, looking
at the glimmering radiance of the
September sea.

“Master, how many of us are sit-
ting here ¥

“Two in the flesh. How many in
the spirit T know not,” 1 answered,
humouring his mood.

“There is one—the other of the two
I spoke of the day I told you about
Alice. TIt’s harder for me to speak of
this one.”

“Don’t speak of it if it hurts yon,”
I said.

“But I want to. It’s a whim of
mine. Do you know why I told you

‘of Alice and why I’'m going to tell
you of Mercedes? It’s because I want
someone to remember them and think
of them sometimes after I’'m gone. I
can’t bear that their names should be
atterly forgotten by all living souls.

“My older brother, Alee, was a
sailor, and on his last voyage to the
West Indies he married and brought
home a Spanish girl. My father and
mother didn’t like the mateh. Mer-

1

cedes was a foreigner and a Catholie.
and differed from us in every way.
But I never blamed Alee after T saw
her. It wasn’t that she was so very
pretty. She was slight and dark and
ivory-coloured. But she was very
graceful, and there was a charm about
her, master—a mighty and potent
charm. The women couldn’t under.
stand it. They wondered at Alee’s
infatuation for her. I never did. I
—I loved her, too, master, before I
had known her a day. Nobody ever
knew it. Mercedes never dreamed of
it. But it’s lasted me all my life, T
never wanted to think of any other
woman. She spoiled a man for any
other kind of woman—that little pale,
dark-eyed Spanish girl. To love her
was like drinking some rare sparkling
wine. You'd never again have any
taste for a commoner draught.

“I think she was very happy the
year she spent here. Our thrifty wo-
men-folk in Stillwater jeered at her
because she wasn’t what they called
capable. They said she couldn’t do
anything. But she could do one thing
well—she could love. She worshipped
Alee. T used to hate him for it. Oh,
my heart has been very full of black
thoughts in its time, master. But nei-
ther Alec nor Mercedes ever knew.
And I’'m thankful now that they were
so happy. Alet made this arbour for
Mercedes—at least he made the trel-
lis, and she planted the vines,

“She used to sit here most of the
time in summer. I suppose that’s wh
I like to sit here. Her eyes would be
dreamy and far-away until Alee
would flash his welecome. How that
used to torture me! But now I like to
remember’ it. And her pretty soft
foreign voice and little white hands,
She died after she had lived here g
year. They buried her and her ba
in the graveyard of that little chapel
over the harbour where the bell rings
every evening. She used to like sit-
ting here and listening to it. Alee
lived a long while after, but he nevey
married again. He’s gone now, and
nobody remembers Mercedes hut me.”

S—



A PRAYER

Abel lapsed into a reverie—a tryst
with the past which I would not dis-
torb. I thought he did not notice my
departure, but as I opened the gate
he stood up and waved his hand.

Three days later I went again to
the old garden by the harbour shore.
There was a red light on a distant
gail. In the far west a sunset city
was built around a great deep har-
bour of twilight. Palaces were there
and bannered towers of crimson and
gold. The air was full of music; there
was one music of the wind and an-
other of the waves, and still another
of the distant bell from the chapel
near which Mercedes slept. The gar-
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den was full of ripe odours and warm
colours. The Lombardies around it
were tall and sombre like the priest-
ly forms of some mystic band. Abel
was sitting in the hop-vine arbour;
beside him Captain Kidd slept. 1
thought Abel was asleep, too; his head
leaned against the trellis and his eyes
were shut.

But when I reached the arbour I
saw that he was not asleep. There
was a strange, wise little smile on his
lips as if he had attained to the ulti-
mate wisdom and were laughing in no
unkindly fashion at our old blind
suppositions and perplexities.

Abel had gone on his Great Adven-
ture.

A PRAYER

By ANNA M. HENDERSON

'

DEAR God, I ask not that along my way
The path be smoothed ; nor to direct my tread
The trail be blazed, a chart before me spread,
Nor that the dark too soon be turned to day.
The untried virtue, shrinking in dismay
From life’s turmoil, its bitterness and dread,
I cannot praise. Where strength and Men are bred
In dust and heat of conflict, let me stay.

Teach me the truth that triumphs over pain.
Grant that to me the sweat of toil be sweet.
I ask no rich reward, I only ecrave
A spirit singing to the lashing rain—
A lifted heart that never knows defeat.

God help me to be strong!

God make me brave!



AN ASPECT OF

THE BILINGUAL QUESTION
{/?)y}[illblz m(ﬁddley

the last few

i months there has been
7@ some talk of substituting
Russian for German in
= the high schools of To-
ronto. Since the broaching of this
subject the respective merits of Rus-
sian, Italian and Spanish have come
up for debate. There are many who
think that Italian or Spanish would
be preferable to Russian.

The concern displayed over this
particular point strikes one as being
a little uncalled for, because one is
so familiar with the practical results
of the teaching of French and Ger-
man in our high schools. One pupil
in ten, perhaps, has his or her taste
suffieiently whetted to make a fur-
ther study of these languages, but
the smattering acquired by the ma-
jority of graduates is soon forgotten.

This is only to be expected in view
of our system. The English or Ger-
man child commences the study of
foreign languages at a relatively
early age, but we defer instruction
in this regard until our children have
passed finally out of the stage when
the acquisition of languages would
have been most easy. In this our
system resembles the American, and
the inability of the average American
to speak any language outside his
own is notorious.
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An American educationist and
psychologist, Frederick Elmer Bol-
ton, in pointing out the ease with
which the children of immigrants
learn to speak two or three foreign
languages, lays emphasis on the fact
that there is a special period in the
life of a child when his capacity for
acquiring vocalized speech is at its
best. Evidence sufficient in itself is
given of this, he points out, by the
amazing ease with which in a few
months a child acquires a vocabulary
which it would take an adult as many
years to acquire. This period is at
its best from about one and a half
years to ten or twelve.

“And yet,” he comments, “in spite
of such ample evidence, we persist
in America in organizing our curri-
culum 1 such a way as to give prac-
tically mo opportunity to learn for-
eign languages until it is too late.”

So do we—in Canada, and with
evidence as to the folly of it just as
practical as that afforded the Ameri-
can. For have we not with us in
Ontario thousands of French Cana-
dians who (in spite of our anxie
on the subject) are usually able to
converse as fluently in English as in
French. How often have I been im-
pressed upon going into some of our
large stores in Ottawa, for example,
by the ease with which a clerk will
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exchange fluent English for French!
Quite often in addressing such a clerk
I have been unable to distinguish her
from an English Canadian. Her Eng-
lish is at least as good and gramma-
tical as the ordinary clerk’s, and her
French, in spite of what we say about
patois, is on a par. When we ask how
the French Canadian in Ontario ac-
quired the enviable ability to speak
two languages with such ease, we find
the answer in the existence of the bi-
lingual schools. There English is
taken up in Forms I. and II, and
gradually it replaces French as the
medium of instruction. Thus the
ideal method of acquiring. a foreign
language is followed, to wit, the oral
or conversational method, and at an
age when the capacity of the _chxld to
benefit by this method is at its best.
We, in our English schools, recog-
nize the value of the ora! method of
instruction in the teaching of for-
ign languages.
elg“n'l‘he gv‘;rk in Freneh,” runs Note
1. on the study of French and Ger-
man in the high school regulations,
“should at first be wholly without a
text-book, for the training of ear and
tongue,” and Note II. states speci-
fically that “Special importance
ghould be attached to ora} w.ork”.
We have grasped a principle, but
have failed to apply it at the psycho-
logical period. Do we not show in
this regard a short-sightedness simi-
lar to that charged against Americans
by Mr. Bolton? :
Baut it is not only our system w}pch
makes one skeptical of the practical
results of the teaching of Russian in
our high schools. Outweighing this
is the fact that, with all the good rea-
sons offered us, all the opportunities
afforded us, and the practical example
set us, we in Ontario have not gone
out of our way in the least to acquire

the language of our compatriots—

! -
Ildilt likely, under the circum-

gtan that we shall be more suc-
nnf:‘l"in the case of Russian—or any
other foreign language?
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A few months ago, Henri Bourassa,
before an “applauding audience”, de-
clared that it was the mentality of
Quebec and the preservation of the
French tongue and French-Canadian
characteristics which prevented Can-
ada from becoming wholly “Ameri-
canized”,

Is there not some justice in his con-
tention? From a superficial point of
view, at least, it would appear so,
In tastes, mode of speech, manner and
tendencies, the average Canadian re-
sembles the average American, down
to a fine point which one might al-
most set at the pronuneciation of a few
such words as “zed” and “lieuten-
ant!” It is American literature, in
the shape of magazines and novels,
which makes the popular appeal in
Canada—not English, or even Cana-
dian. Canadian and American hotels
and theatres are modelled along simi-
lar lines. The business, educational,
and, alas, political, life of Canada is
coming to show no striking diverg-
ence from the American. In the case
of these two countries, with no bar-
rier of language existing between
them, and with the problems common
to new and democratice lands, the
larger and more powerful nation
tends to absorb the weaker by &
method of “peaceful penetration” so
insidious that it is not divined that
the absorption includes no counter-
acting influences of the weaknesses
peculiar to both—that, in short, under
the incorporating process we discover
no America strengthened by inter-
action with a virile and peculiar peo-
ple, but simple Ameriea again—
larger writ.

And of the weaknesses common to
the English-speaking part of Canada
and America, one is a spirit of racial
intolerance which purblinds the na-
tions manifesting it to the merits and
claims of those who speak a different
langgage, and thus too flagrantly em-
phasize the fact that they spring from
a different race,

Composite in his origin as the Am-
erican of to-day often is, he is the
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product of a very effective school sys-
tem—a system which early hall-marks
him “American”, and under which he
gseems to imbibe the characteristic
Anglo-Saxon spirit of self-complac-
ency along with the Anglo-Saxon lan-
guage. He has abundantly revealed
this spirit in his dealings at home and
abroad. One of the reasons, for in-
stance, why he has failed to win the
love or respect (to put it mildly) of
the Mexican has been due to his own
satisfaction with himself as he is.

“Our wunwillingness to take the
trouble to speak his language gram-
matically,” says one American frank-
ly, “our curt forms of address, our
impatient disregard of the amenities
of social intercourse, and our general
point of view in regard to the “innate
superiority’ of our race, our language
and our manufactures, are abundant
evidence to his mind of our barbar-
wty.”

Take again, the attitude of the
average American toward the immi-
grant. Invariably when he speaks of
“foreigners” a contemptuous or pat-
ronizing note will steal into his voice.
Very often he will declare that they
are “undesirable”, and express fear
that the “manners” of his children
will become corrupted by contact with
them in the schools! Judging so much
by externals as he does, he is repelled
by the pall of poverty which unfor-
tunately usually enshrouds the immi-
grant—a pall, which owing to pre-
judice and exploitation, he often finds
it difficult to lift. And yet any set-
tlement worker will tell of the wealth
of talent, artistic and scientific, which
exists among the children of immi-
grants, the “pure gold” which it is
necessary to dig for, and which is so
often passed over in favour of dross.
Jane Addams and her co-workers
have made rich discoveries in this re-
spect. Recently Mary Antin, in her
book, “They Who Knock at Our
Gates”, strove to open the eyes of the
men and women of her adopted coun-
try to the possibilities for enriching
the national life which existed in their

very midst. One passage in this boek
illustrates very effectively the differ-
ence in outlook between the average
American and the despised foreigner.
It does this because nothing is more
significant of a man than the way in
which he spends his leisure. Because
the type of American depicted re-
sembles so strongly a certain type of
Canadian, I cannot resist quoting the

paragraph :

‘‘Let a New Yorker on Friday night,’’
she says, ‘‘watch the crowd pushinq out
of a coucert hall after one of Ysay’s re-
citals, and on Saturday afternoon let him
take the subway uptown, and get out
where the erowd gets out, and buy a ticket
for the baseball game. If he can keep
c¢ool enough for a little study, let him
compare the distorted faces in the bleach-
ers with the shining faces of the crowd
of the night before; and let him say whieh
erowd responded to the nobler inspiration,
and then let him declare in which group
the f(}reigners outnumbered the Ameri-
cans.’

And she goes on to comment sue-
cinetly that “We shall not look in the
sporting columns for the names of
contemporary Americans who are
likely to secure us a place of honour
on the serolls of history.”

We can trace, also, the peeuliar
spirit of self-complacency common to
(Canadians and Americans in the hon-
est conviction which up to reeent
years, at all events, animated their
minds. This conviction was to the
effect that as it was only a matter of
time before English became a uni-
versal language, English-speaking
people were to a great extent exoner-
ated from any serious effort to ae-
quire foreign languages! Only a few
years ago, Professor Brander Mat-
thews seriously discussed the proba-
bility of English soon becoming in-
ternational in its use. In looking over
some numbers of The Popular Sei-
ence Monthly for 1911, T came across,
and read with edification, the views
of two well-known American profes-
sors on the same subject:

‘‘Learning to speak a foreign lan,
is not a school problem,’’ says ome of

e
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them, ‘‘and I can foresee no conditions
in the pear future under which it is likely
te become one. For use, as speech, French,
German or Spanish, are under the condi-
tions wkich obtain as dead as Latin.’’
““We may predict with confidence,’’
says the other, ‘‘that those persons whose
native tongue is English, will have less
and less reason to learn any other, except
for a more or less protracted residence

abroad.”’

Well, times have changed since
1911. Americans are now even agi-
fating the study of Chinese to meet
the needs of expanding trade rela-
tions with the Orient. Slowly we
are coming to realize what a sensi-
tive point language is to the heart
of a race, and we are getting over the
notion that all the nations are going
to learn our language while we are
to be relieved of any corresponding
effort to learn theirs. We have begun
to realize that if we are to win the

-will of the countries with which
we desire to trade, we must study
their languages, not only as a means
of communicating with them, but as
a matter of courtesy or business di-
plomacy.

“Language,”” says a French writer,
¢‘has become such a symbol of racial pat-
riotism that the balance of power is pre-
gerved as jealously in the linguistic do-
main as in the politieal.”’

But our awakening is only partial.
Theoretically we have advanced, but
practically we have made little or no
advance; and the self-sufficient spirit
which prompted our long neglect stiil
remains a stumbling-block to that
great desideratum, international good
'ﬂ'll“hat spirit is manifesting itself in
Bngligh-speaking Canada in a way
which is really more reprehensible
than in the case of the average Am-
erican’s attitude toward the immi-
' t. Let Canada turn her eyes
homeward before she aspires to deal
tactfully with other races. Matching
the contemptuous attitude of the Am-
erican toward the immigrant, is the
condescending attitude of the Eng-

i Canadian toward the

?l?;neh Canadian.

‘“If you seek to draw the attention of
the English to their French fellow-eiti-
zens,”’ says André Siegfried in ‘‘The Race
Question,” ‘“‘they will discuss them either
patronizingly and somewhat disdainfully,
or elsé in tones of harsh severity, seldom
sympathetically or without prejudice.’’

The statement of this singularly
fair-minded writer, we all know, could
be abundantly corroborated out of
our own experience. Here are a few
of the utterances of some typiecal
men, quoted recently in a newspaper
article:

“This country has been made great
by our race—the English, Scoteh and
Irish. The French have some good
qualities, but they are an inferior
race.”

“When I see in a train in Ontario,
Defendu de Cracher, 1 don’t like it.
This is an English province. If the
French are allowed to grow into a
majority here, I suppose it will be
Defendu de Cracher everywhere., If
this is to be a bilingual Province, I
don’t think I shall want to live in it.”

“I can’t make out why they (the
French) should make so much fuss
over such an intangible thing as
speech.”

“Go down to Quebec to get @e-
quainted with the people? Not by
a jugful. When I go to Quebec it
will be with my gun.”

Do not such utterances as these re-
veal the very quintessence of that
worst quality of the Anglo-Saxon
temperament, racial intolerance? The
inability to comprehend why the
French should attach so much im-
portance to their language—the

- prompt repudiation of any sugges-

tion to become better acquainted with
conditions in Quebee by personal in-
vestigation—how they betray states
of mind which Bourassa, with some
justice, has called “insular”!

Now, as in the past, it is lack of
imagination, of the ability to put
oneself in another’s place, which plays
havoc with human relationships. The
cultivation of “imaginative reason”,
one hopes, is to be one of the great
tasks of the future.
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The fact that Canada is a bilingual
country—in the sense that in it two
languages are officially recognized—
is a distinguishing characteristic of
this land, and one can see in it possi-
bilities for a very decided differen-
tiation from the United States; but
such a differentiation can only take
place from greater intercommunion
between the French and English in
Canada.

Is not such an intercommunion de-
sirable? Dare we deny—at this time
when the friction between the two
races has become strained to the point
where the possibility of a civil war
is seriously discussed—that the lack
of understanding and sympathy on
both sides is disastrous? Does not
such a state of affairs constitute a
very real home problem which con-
cerns us individually as Canadians?
And are we doing our share toward
attempting to understand the case
and point of view of our compatriots,
putting aside for the moment any
question as to whether they are at-
tempting to understand ours?

Of course, it is inconvenient that
the French persist in retaining their
own language. Things would be so
much simplified if they would consent
to becoming completely absorbed by
the vietorious race, sink their own
consciousness of race, and become
good Canadians—after the Anglo-
Saxon pattern; but since they reso-
lutely refuse to do this, let us exer-
cise our imaginations a little and
strive to understand their point of
view.

Through language, as through noth-
ing else, are preserved the culture,
characteristics and traditions of a
race—the experiences peculiar and
dear to it—the mentality which marks
it. Race conseciousness, though we
may find it hard to believe, is as strong
in other races as in the Anglo-Saxon.
Consider, as an illustration of this,
with what persistence the inhabitants
of Finland, after a century of union

with the Russian Empire, have re-

gisted all attempts to impose upon
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them the language of their conquer-
ors, and how the Magyar, Czeck and
Polish have asserted themselves
against German. The failure of Ger-
many, Austria-Hungary and Russia
to impose upon conquered peoples
their tongues, should teach the stu-
dent of history something of the value
set by a race upon its language. The
French Canadians spring from a race
not less proud than the Anglo-Saxon
—a race which was first in the field in
Canada, and has left, as an impress
of its presence, some of the most ro-
mantic and glowing records in our
history.

Suppose conditions reversed, as
easily they might have been, and our
race in Canada had been conquered!
I think we can imagine something of
the tenacity with which we would
cling to our language, and insist up-
on carrying it into Quebec whenever
conditions made it desirable for us
to reside there, and how strenuously
we should resist any apparent at-
tempt to curtail the privileges which
had been accorded to us. I think,
too, we can imagine something of the
resentment we should feel if, in spite
of the sufficiently “fair treatment”
accorded to us in our “separate
schools”, we found that our fellow
Canadians practically ignored our
language, addressing us always in
French, requiring of us to learn their
language, but making no special effort
to learn ours, and betraying in their
attitude towards us either disdain or
an avected indifference.

Granted that the French are here
to stay, and in the words of M. Paul
Lamarche, “to stay French”, are we
not pursuing rather the wrong tacties
in our dealings with them? Perfeet
“fair” treatment will not take the
place of warm human treatment, and
a desire to go at least half way in an
effort to understand those with whom
our lot is cast.

Surely some of the “good reasong”
for our making a special effort to
study French should now be self-evi.
dent. Are we only to be awakeneq
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to the realization of them by such
significant resolutions as that of the
Nationalists to “boycott” those On-
tario firms which refuse to recognize
their language? The pertinacity with
which the French insist upon carry-
ing on their business communications
in a language which is only too un-
familiar to the average Ontario busi-
ness man has certainly made matters
embarrassing to one who is anxious
to retain their commercial good-will,
and usually he is not very successful
in locating linguistic ability among
his employees to help him out. After
this war, as we frequently remark,
we expect to extend our markets by
doing business with some of the al-
lied countries, and we see ourselves,
no doubt (with the tentative provision
for teaching Russian as well as French
in our high schools), communicating
easily with these countries in their
own languages—we, who find it so
difficult to construct one letter in the
mother tongue of the French in our
!
mig;t the opportunities afforded us,
and the practical examples set us in
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regard to the psychological period
for acquiring foreign languages, 1
have also spoken. We have not bene-
fited by them. It is true, no doubt,
that if we adopted the methods fol.
lowed in the French schools, we should
run a grave danger, the danger of
converting every Canadian boy and
girl into a bilingualist—and the word
“bilingualist”, we know, has a horrid
ring in our ears—but are we so sure
that such an outcome would be whol-
ly undesirable? If every Canadian
were a bilingualist, he would fitting-
ly represent the two-fold and charae-
teristic quality of his country—and
he would do far more—how much, 1
have attempted here to adumbrate.
But the danger of general bilin-
gualism at present is remote—so re-
mote that, as I have said, I can see
little cause for concern in regard to
the respective merits of Russian,
Spanish or any other language as an
optional subject in our high schools,
Either one, under the conditions

which prevail, is likely to be quite as
innocuous as the study of French has
proved to be.




SEA GULLS

By A. D. MERKEL

WE came upon them at the harbour’s mouth—
Great legions, ranged about the cliffs that hurl

Defiance to the onrush of the sea.

And some, as if submissive to an ordered plan,

Contented were to bide their rugged base,

And some soared, circling, skyward,

‘While others followed us.

Their tireless pinions beat into the gray

Of heaven, and their naked shapes

Clear-glistened in the early light of morn;

Anon they rested, and, with wings outspread,
Swooped downward to the sea, from whose embrace
They noisily emerged, and mounting strove

To gain the heights abandoned.

And on we bore into the flaming sun

That now, with awful majesty and power,

Sheer rose from out the golden rim of sea.

The day wore on, and ere it died

The waters that had laughed but hours before
Were darkened, and the wind uprose

To whistle in the rigging of the ship,

And, triumphing, belch forth with hideous roar.
Yet high aloft our white-winged consorts rode,
And, rearing, battled with the swirling storm.

All night the steamer laboured in the trough
Of seas tempestuous, great lowering clouds
Shot tongues of lengthening flame,

And answering thunder rumbled to a crash.
The dawn broke o’er a furied waste of seas,
Yet with the first thin streak that lit the East
A watcher on the after deck descried

The measured beat of wings that followed us.
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RE-VIEWS & LITERKAKY

HISTORY o GANADA
By D . Logan

ESSAY IV.—CANADIAN POETS AND POETESSES AS LYRISTS
OF ROMANTIC LOVE

neh HHE present essay is much
#@8Y more an appreciation of
| certain Canadian poets
and poetesses than an
historical critical article.
It has the advantage,
however, of novelty, inasmuch as the
theme, so far as I can recall, has not
been treated by another Canadian
eritic. Moreover, inasmuch as I must
note a singular defect in the Can-
adian heart and imagination and also
interpret the metaphysical meaning
of love, the essay has thus far forth.a
eonstructive side and value. Still
further, if taken, as it fshould be, as
lementary to a former essay
m dealt with the Martial Verse
of Canadian Poetesses (The Canadian
Magazine, April, 1913) and which
was in method historico-critical, the
present article may be regarded as
eonstructive. SO
Unlike Canadian martial verse,
especially the martial verse by the
Canadian love poetry is not
unique. Particularly the commemor-
ative martial verse of Canadian poet-
esses had this distinetion given it by
ish poets and critics. But no
mistinction can attach to Can-
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adian love poetry, either of the poets
or of the poetesses. It is important,
therefore, to discover and disclose the
reasons why Canadian love poetry,
romantic and spiritual, has not a
quality as unique as Canadian mar-
tial verse, inspirational and commem-
orative.

Many would find the answer in the
fact that war, utterly destroying, as
it does, that which men and women,
especially women, hold most dear,
causes a total upheaval of elemental
human nature and wholly sets free
from the bands of conventional re-
pression the elemental emotions. Thus
a psychological phenomenon by itself
appears in human experience and in
that species of human emotional ex-
pression which we call poetry. As it
were, the woman-heart in men uprises
from the recesses in which it has been
confined, and the merely destructive
war instinet in men gives way to a
sort of womanly tender and passion-
ate regard for dear possessions which
must be preserved inviolable at all
hazards. On the other hand, the man-
heart—or, if I may, without bemean-
ing her, say, the tiger-heart—in wo-
man uprises from the recesses in
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which it has been confined, and the
passion in her for peace gives way
to a much more fiery passion for ven-
geance and reprisal, as well as for the
protection and preservation of what
i8 precious to her. In general, then,
in time of war, while the men do the
actual fighting on the field of battle,
it is the women who are in heart the
essential warriors. Consequently, it
happens that when women essay mar-
tial verse, inspirational or commemor-
ative, they sing their war lyrics with
an abandon, infectious lilt, inspiriting
fervour, and a pervasive and moving
thrall that are altogether compelling,
and when their war lyrics are finely
wrought, on the whole these martial
songs surpass those written by men.

Something, then, relatively unique
may be expected in martial verse, for
the reason that repressed elemental
nature and emotions are totally set
free. In love poetry, on the other
hand, no matter how passionate it
may be, always the emotions remain
somewhat conventionally repressed.
Phere is ngver in love poetry the same
wild abandonment to free expression
as there is in martial verse. But in
noting that the absolute freedom of
the emotions, on the one hand, and
the partial repression of the emo-
tions, on the other hand, causes, or
at least assists, martial verse to have
a more unique quality than love
poetry possesses, a eritic has not giv-
en an ultimate explanation of the
phenomenon. For as individuals dif-
fer in the degree of emotional ex-
pression of love in verse, so nations
or peoples differ in emotional genius
and freedom of expression of emotion
both in daily speech and in literary
forms. The constructive critie, then,
has on his hands the solving of the
problem of what makes the difference
in the degree of free expression of
the emotion of love on the part of
Canadian poets and poetesses as com-
pared, say, with similar expression on
the part of French or Italian poets
and poetesses. To the solving of that
problem I now turn, before apprecia-

tively considering the love poetry of
certain Canadian poets and poetesses.
The original basis of Canadian
civilization is Keltic or Gaelic and
Calvinistic. Now, the Keltic genius is
essentially poetical or highly imagina-
tive. Its essential formula, as I have
said elsewhere, is “a natural and live-
ly sense of divinity everywhere and
in everything in the universe.” 1
call this sense of an enchanted, haunt-
ed world, of spiritual presences in
the woods, the hills, the streams, the
mists, the clouds, the sunsets, the dais-
ies and the dews—I call this natural
piety. But there is another kind of
piety, namely, a denial of divinity
immanent in the universe, and a devo-
tion to a God who is afar off—"“deus
ex machina”—and whose presence
and glory in the finite world is never
manifest, on which account the things
of the world are to be despised and
rejected. This far off or absentee
God is the exclusive and supreme ob-
ject of human love. That is the doe-
trine of Calvinism. Now, the Keltie
or Gaelie genius is naturally pious in
the inclusive or pantheistic sense: it
is naturally metaphysical and poetie:
it naturally sees God in all things and’
loves passionately all phenomena,
earthly and spiritual, as expressions
of God. But in Ireland and Scotland,
the imaginative genius of the Gael
came under the baneful influence of
Calvinism, and the writing of poetry
which is the sublimated expression of'
the natural magic and the majesty
and mystery of the world, was re.
garded as a function of ungod
superstition. In Canada, which has
much more of the magic and the
majesty and mystery of earth than
Ireland and Scotland, the Calvinistie
bane had its effect both in a decay of
natural piety and a disenfranchise.
ment of love. This is not a private
opinion; it is indubitable fact. |y
English-speaking Canada, particulap.
ly in Nova Seotia and Ontario, I note
the Calvinistic bane, which, in the in-
terest of absolute devotion to a jeal.
ous God, put rigid repression on all
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ression of emotion and of love,
parental, filial, sexual. I remark
gome cases of this repression, the hor-
rid memory of which still remains
with men and women not yet past the
fiftieth year of their age.

It was Calvinism, for instance, that
compelled mothers to fear to show
passionate affection for their children,

ially infants, lest a jealous God
should send the angel Death to take
' their offspring away from the too-lov-
ing parents. It was Calvinism that
ecaused the filial grace of a pure kiss
of affection from son to mother or
from brother to sister to be tabooed
as unseemly and unmanly. It was
Calvinism that caused the natural
Jove of a lad for a lass and conversely,
and of a man for a woman and con-
versely, or at any rate any show of
jonate preference of a lover for
Ei:mbeloved and ravishing enjoyment
of mutual companionship, to be re-
garded as sensual affection, born of
the wiles of Satan, sinful and unholy.
Finally, it was Calvinism that caused
men and women, ot.herms_e sane and
avid of all experiences of joy, to con-
gider the exercise of the poetic faculty
on any theme save the Deity, Heayen,
and Hell, to be a silly use of brains;
and as, in their view, love itself,
ecially love of the sexes, is the
ﬁiest of human sentiments and emo-
to consider the exercise of the
faculty on love as the vain
and vapid utterances of
incurable idiots. :

Now, there is a very vital and per-
vasive, profoundly metaphysical and
religious connection between poetry
and love. Both have their seat and
inspiration in the deepest function of
man’s spiritual nature, namely, the

tion or the idealiiing faclulty.

test thing in the world is

lon:, g;::am its ultimate object is
the heart of the universe; that is to
say, Tmmortal Love or the Deity. For
God is Love. It was the loving facul-
in order that it might feel at
1 in the world, first peopled the
universe with spiritual presences, that

- .
e

,
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is, with divinity, ineluding the su-
preme divinity, whom we call God. If
we stifle the faculty of love, we kill
not only poetry as a mere mundane
exercise, but also the very soul of re-
ligion. For religion is only a natural
lively sense and acknowledgment of
divinity in the world; and pure
poetry is only the emotional expres-
sion, in beautiful rhythmie form, col-
our and musie, of the religious ideal.
The poetic faculty reasserts peren-
nially, against all rationalism, doubt,
or cavil, the supremacy of spirit
everywhere—in the heart of man and
in the natural world. Kill the poetie
imagination, which is the faculty of
love, and we slay Immortal Love,
which is God. Cultivate and sustain
that faculty, and we transform a
brute world of matter in motion into
the fair, green, delectable Garden of
the Eternal Spirit. Let us, then,
have love, and let us have our poets
and poetesses to sing of it for the joy,
support, purification, and ennobling
of our mundane sojourn and existence
—for the sweet sustaining of our fin-
ite spirits. :
Turning to consider Canadian lov

poetry appreciatively, I observe a
general distinetion in inspiration and
quality between that written by the
poets and that written by the poet-
esses. The poets think only of paint-
ing the beloved and her virtues or
charms for the sake of the imaginative
enjoyment of their own pictures of a
beautiful, winsome, or ravishing ob-
ject; or they think only of their own
lack, what they want or neced for
themselves; or, in that same spirit,
they bemoan the presence in their
dreams of an ardently desired, but
unpossessed, object, and sing sadly,
if ofttimes withal sweetly and win-
ingly, of their dear “Dream-Goddess,”
who is but a dream and a fatal futil-
ity in their existence. The poetesses
sing of_love almost wholly, so far as
I can discover, as a source of pure joy
and as a mode of absolute giving of
self to spiritual eompanionship and
service. The Canadian poets, as
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lyrists of love, are idiocentric and
selfish—negative; the Canadian poet-
esses, as lyrists of love, are allocentric
and sacrificial or altruistic—positive.

This general distinetion does not
obtain in the love verse of two Can-
adian poets, namely, the sonnet-se-
quence, “A Lover’s Diary,” by Sir
Gilbert Parker (1894) and the son-
net-sequence, “His Lady of the Son-
nets,” by Robert W. Norwood (1915).
In both these sequences, which are al-
together beautiful and noble, and
which belong to the world’s treasury
of love poetry, the attitude to love is
wholly spiritual: uppermost in these
two poets’ heart and imagination is
the refining, redemptive, transmuting
power of love and absolute joy in the
thought of the spiritual union of the
lover and the beloved. To them love
is a holy ideal; and loving, the infu-
sion of soul into soul, of spirit into
spirit, until they both become one
soul, one spirit, enamored of holiness
in thought, speech, and deed. For
pure beauty of conception, imagery,
and artistry, and for spiritual eleva-
tion, consider this noble love sonnet
by Sir Gilbert Parker:

It is enough that in this burdened time

The soul sees all its purposes aright,

The rest—what does it matter? Soon the
night

Will come to whelm us, then the morning
chime.

What does it matter, if but in the way

One hand clasps ours, one heart believes
us true;

One understands the work we try to do,

And strives through Love to teach us
what to say?

Between me and the chilly outer air

Which blows in from the world, there
standeth one

Who draws Love’s curtains closely every-
where,

As God folds down the banners of the
sun.

Warm is my place about me, and above,
Where was the raven, I behold the dove.

Much more sensuous in imagery,
but equally spiritualizing in intent 1s
this sonnet by Mr. Norwood:

My love is like a spring among the hills

Whose brimming waters may not be con-
fined,
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But pour one torrent through the ways
that wind

Down to a garden; there the rose distills

Its nectar; there a tall, while lily fills

Night with anointing of two lovers, blind,

Dumb, deaf, of body, spirit, and of mind

From .}l)lrenthless blending of far-sundered
wills.

Long ere my love had reached you, hard
I strove

To send its torrent through the barrea
flelds;

I wanted you, the lilied treasure-trove

Of innocence, whose dear possession yvields

Immortal gladness to my heart that knows

How you surpass the lily and the rose.

Parker and Norwood are, as it were,
the only Canadian systematic poets
of love, and they are certainly mas-
ter-artists in that genre of poetry. So
far as Canadian literature is concern-
ed their love poetry is sui generis.
Their conceptual scheme is so big in
spiritual compass, and their arti
so refined and formal, that seemingly
they have pre-empted the field of
formalized love poetry. The other
Canadian poets and the poetesses who
essay the theme of love are strietly
Iyrical in inspiration and artistry,
There is, however, one Canadian poet-
ess who is fitted by genius to emulate
Parker and Norwood, and who could
compose a sequence of love sonnets
that in imaginative conception, spirit-
ual dignity, and artistic beauty would
be worthy to stand beside the best
work of Mrs. Browning or of Chris-
tina Rossetti. I mean the gifted and
accomplished Katherine Hale (Mps
J. W. Garvin). So far her love
poetry has been essentially lyrical in
inspiration and form, as, for instance,
in “The Ultimate Hours,” or in
“Noonday,” containing the memorable
alliterative and musical line, “With
dear, indefinite delight,” and “In the
Trenches,” both of which that de.
lectable Canadian song-composer.
Gena Branscombe, who has set to
music several of Katherine Hale's
poems, regards in her own wom
colloquialism, “as her two pet love
songs”. I find the required spiritua)
quality for a noble sequence of son.
nets of love in Katherine Hale’s “A¢
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Noon,” beginning, “Thou art my
Tower in the sun at noon” and in“The
First Christmas,” taken from her
ighly original booklet of verse,
“QGrey Knitting and Other Poems”
(1914). I quote it in full:
As that Judean land which long ago
Waited through centuries to find a face

Where human and divine met first in grace
And proved high love incarnate here be-

low— )
A little world that worshipped pomp and

show, : :
Yet lay, as many a strange, imperial race,
Whom haunting dreams forevermore en-

case
Calling l’ vision that the soul must know—
HSo through the ways I could not under-

nd, 2
'ﬂuo'nt:h light that dawned to disappear

agair, ;
And @ mirage upon the distance cast
x "rt:'d oveng:a that lonely land, :

And no dark night has ever been in vain,
mnhuvon alfinea through thee to me
at last.

The names of other Canadian poet-
esses who have written winning or
eompelling love lyries is legion. The
most famous, winsome, dainty, joyous,
and exquisitely wrought love lyric by
a Canadian poetess is the late Isabel
Vallancey Crawford’s universally
known poem, “The Master Builder,”
or, as it is sometimes called “Love’s
Land.” I shall quote it in conclud-
ing. In the meantime I quote an-
other love lyrie, Mrs. Isabel Eccles-
tone Mackay’s “Always,” which in
daintiness, joyousness, musical lilt,
and poetic truth—or in pure lyrism
—rivals Miss Crawford’s poem. Thus
sings Mrs. Mackay :

i ver an alien thing;
m :tn:h: gay world spir?_r’ling; ¢
Love sat light on the first bird’s wing,
SBang in the chorus of earth’s first spring,
PDanced in the first green fairy ring—
For love has no beginning.

Love is never an alien thing—
When the last stars are sending

ing beams through an empty sky
mr‘g:h :&d earth reels and the sweet

winds die—
ln:l darkness! But you and I

And love that has no ending!
 The most passionate love lyries in

Canadian poetry seem to be those by
the late Pauline Johnson. In them
the poetess shows two attitudes—ele-
mental abandonment to the pain and
the cruelty of love or melancholy over
the loss of love, and happy joy in
the sweet graces of love. Mr. Charles
Mair (The Canadian Magazine, July,
1913) is my authority for the state-
ment that the first phase of her love
poetry was inspired by “an ill-fated
engagement” and that “the defeat of
love runs like a gray thread through
much of her [love] wverse.” That
phase ended with her writing of “The
Prodigal,” a pathetic lyric which con-
cludes with the scornful line—“Back
to my God I turn.” For a sample
of her other or positive quality—joy
in love—I quote Miss Johnson’s post-
humous poem, entitled “Song” (Can-
adian Magazine, October, 1913) :

The night-long shadows faded into gray,
Then silvered into glad and gold sun-
light
Because yo'u came to me, like a new day
Born of the beauty of an autumn night.

The silence that enfolded me so long-
Stirred to the sweetest musie life has
known,
Because you came, and coming woke the
song
That slumbered through the years I was
alone.

So have you brought the silver from the
shade

The music and the laughter and the day,

So have you come to me, and coming made

This life of mine a blossom-bordered
way.

That is a pure, sweet, exquisitely
wrought love lyrie, with the voz
humana tones heard gently through it
all i

Other sweetly engaging Canadian
poetesses of love are, for instance,
Miss Clare Giffin, as in her fine and
lofty sonnet, “The Questing Heart,”
and Luey M. Montgomery (Macdon-
ald), as in her piquant, happy, assur-
ing lyrie, “You.” Whichever Can-
adian poetess of love we choose, we
find in each and in all the notes of
joy in giving self to spiritual com-
panionship and service, expressed in
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musical dietion, pleasing or sublimat-
ing imagery and metaphor, and win-
some suggestions of happy and ten-
der communings in the gardens of
life. In them all, the bird of the
morning is singing his early matins
or the nightingale of joy and peace is
lilting his transporting evensong. I
conclude by quoting Miss Crawford’s
universally admired and appealling
Jove lyric:
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Oh, Love builds on the azure sea,
And Love builds on the golden sand,
And Love builds on the rose-winged eloud
And sometimes Love builds on the land!'

Oh, if Love build on sparkling sea,
And if Love build on golden strand,
And if ‘Love build on rosy eloud,
To Love these are the solid land!

Oh, TLove will build his lily walls,
And Love his pearly roof will rear,

On cloud, or land, or mist, or sea—
Love’s solid land is everywhere!

To the March number Dr. Logan will contribute an article entitled “an.nndi;;
Poets of the Great War”’.

VERSES FOR THIS YEAR
By ARTHUR L. PHELPS
I.—Lost Faith.

ALL our hopes are dead.
No more may we sail
These black seas of dread,
Stern and proud and pale.

Wrench the eolours down,
No home haven now,
No warm twinkling Town

To await our prow.

On the wide gray sea,
Loneliness and night;

Never a bold free
Star—never Light !

II.—A Voice.

Child—thou art a child—
Compassed with design

Of foes stark and wild,
—Yet I hold thee Mine.

Thou hast never sailed
‘When the sea was kind ;
Ever hast thou paled,
Stern and proud and blind;

Yet hast thou sailed on,
Dreaming, blind but wise,
Confident of Dawn
Behind blackened skies.

So sail thou these hours;
Let My Sight avail.

Yet amid bright flowers
Thou may’st strike thy sail.



WITE GANADIANS {2 FRONT
By Locy Ry

V.—THE LISTENING-POST AND THE DESPATCH-BEARERS

E was a woeful looking
figure when I saw him
first—thin, sickly, stoop-
shouldered, with a light
growth of fair hair in
constant rebellion. Hii;
i wan face carried a story
'h‘te:i to hear. As the kind treat-
ment of the convalescent home began
to have its effect, he brightened to its
influence, his cheeks began to fill, his
eolour to return, and the misery in
his eyes passed into a deceiving in-
nocence that covered depths of mis-
chief. But always the mere mention
of his life in the trenches drove him
back to sober thoughtfulness.
He never should havg beeq there
at all. Only the sheer grit of him had
t him from the hospital many a
. And when he left us once more
for the front there was grit in his
last smile. He had not learned to
look forward to the bully beef and
mud with any greater pleasure; but
he knew what was expected of him,
and his friends—the very friends who
had always taken advantage of his
mild ways—would tell you that he
had never been found wanting in
that.

Canadian to the tips, he was
not born in Canada. Indeed, even
1 knew him, he spoke English
' ectly. He was born in France.
Perhaps that accounted in part for
his willingness to face the fight again
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as soon as the doectors thought he
could, when many a bigger, better
lad was adding a touch of limp or
cough or a twist of pain when the
examining doctor came.

From what level of French society
he came is immaterial. His father
died when he was very young. and
his step-father was cruel to him. At
thirteen he ran away. He had heard
of Canada even at that age, and it
sounded good to him. But the French
boats would not take him without his
parents’ consent; so he shipped on a
Norwegian.

His story of the trip across is a
series of brutality worthy of the Ger-
mans. His mild manners, I suppose
it was, and his immature age made
him a butt for the eruel sailors. He
was kicked and cuffed. A favourite
pastime of the crew was to force him
to climb the mast when it was caked
with frozen spray; and at every slip
they kicked him up again. And then
he came to Canada, undergrown, ill-
nourished, his constitution under-
mined.

Landing first in the Maritime Pro-
vinces, without a word of English at
his command, he nevertheless found
work. From job to job he drifted
into the lumber woods. And there
he was, where the harshest conditions
of life demand the strongest, hardiest
frames, when the war broke out.

One would think that such a career
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would have hardened him to anything
the trenches had to offer. Lads from
homes of luxury had stood it, most
of them with less grumble than comes
from those who had always existed
beneath the knocks of life. But the
little French lad’s constitution had
been weakened when he was too
young to profit physically from the
buffets of his experience. The new
kind of exposure told on him from
the first. He did not drink, and some
of his mates have told me what a
pitiful sight he was in the cold, wet
dawn, shiveringly refusing his grog,
while everyone else was clamouring
for the touch of liquid fire that open-
ed each day through the cold season.

But to a man they repudiated the
thought that the boy was any the
worse for it in the long run, certain-
ly not in morale. “Whenever there
was any particularly dirty job on, V.
was the first to volunteer,” they said.
“He never funked. He was on listen-
ing-post longer and oftener than any-
one else in the company. Grit clear
through!” And his illness came to
him when his perils seemed to be over
for the time. “I thought I was going
to Heaven,” he breathed to me, in that
sentimental way of his, “when I got
my first leave.” He nearly did. In
England but a day or two, he develop-
ed pneumonia—as many another has
done. That was how I met him.

Always back in his eyes was a sad-
ness, as of looking at pictures he did
not like to talk about. But when he
did talk I could see a little of what
he felt; he deseribed it to me with
the simple clarity of a mind that does
not make a habit of speaking all it
thinks.

It was his listening-post duties of
which he was always thinking—those
lonesome, terrible, perilous hours of
which he had spent more than his
share out before the front lines.
“Often I used to wish a bomb would
fall beside me,” he confided, “and
get me out of it. But they never
would. Tellows all about me were
killed, boys who didn’t want to die,
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but I always escaped. From Novem-
ber when I went in I was never dry.
Two or three times I found dry places
to sleep, and it was wonderful.” And
never a hint that his duties had beer
volunteered, that he had offered to go
out and lie in the mud before the
German trenches while his comrades
held back.

V’s battalion had a particularly
bad spot in the line. The trenches
were shallow; to go deeper was but
to wallow in deeper water. The Ger.
man line was out across a brutal No
Man’s Land where water lay in every
depression. Men were drowned there.
The trenches were bad; the listening-
post was inhuman. And the shiver.
ing lad returning from before the
German fire had no warm dugout to
look forward to. He was never dry.

Listening-post duty is the loeal Spy-
ing system of the front lines. Eve
night No Man’s Land is inhabited by
two parties, the patrol squads and
the lis_tening-posts. The latter usunal-
ly go in pairs, their duty to listen to
the Germans in their trenches if they
can approach close enough, to waylay
enemy patrols, to uncover working
parties. They are the spies, the door.
keepers, the watch-dogs, and alto-
gether the uncomfortable ones of the
company. They are selected for the
things that make a good soldier—
steadiness of nerve, intelligence, dig-
crimination, knowledge of German
quick-wittedness, and endurance.
Which does not imply that all on
listening-post possess these traits. 1t
they do they are the more valuable,

After dark they erawl out over the
parapet, often alone, conscious that
their return is uncertain, aware that
ahead of them stretches an intermin.
able two hours of danger and discom-
fort. As close as they can get to the
German trenches is their goal—
through the German wire barricades
if possible. And there they lie mo-
tionless, silent, low as the ground will
let them, in water and mud.
deepest depression, where the mud
and water await them, is their saf-
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‘est resting-place. To be against the
skyline is certain exposure. And all
the time the nervous German is send-
ing up star-shells in search for such
as he. He has orders not to shoot—
as have all in No Man’s Land at night
—save as a last extremity. Three
bombs he carries for protection if
pressed, and a password for his own
patrol pailies who are prowling
about. In his hand may be the end
of a string attached to a bell in the
trench he has left, and by it he can
say all he need say in a hurry.

For the rest he trusts to Providence
and to the luck of the soldier. If the
luck of the soldier is according to his
deserts 1 know there is good fortune
in store for such as V. d

The patrol party is the listening-

in action. It combines the spy-
g:‘of the other with the beat of the
liceman and the destructiveness of
the soldier. Those of the regular
trol party are relieved of fatigue
uty, but into the hours of darkness
they cram thrills and danger enough
at times to earn them more relief that
et.
tllir’yex'glmps you, in your Morris chair
to-night, can picture the weird work
of the patrol in No Man’s Land. Out
there where not a finger dare show in
daylight, where any careless bullet
from either side may find its billet in
him, where every second is a
ible encounter lv;vith a thousand
king dangers he cannot see,
he prowls about in search of
ing of value. He may
erawl through the barb-wire before
the German trenches and lie listening
to the conversation of an enemy who
fancies himself secure. He may run
suddenly into a dark form, or a score
of them, and have to hold his hand
until he knows them as friend or foe.
If friend there is the password. If
foe—well, some quick thinking is
necessary first of all. He must not
reveal his location to either trench by
bullet or bomb, except as a last resort.
" The knife or the bayonet are the saf-
est weapons; failing these, bombs. The

scene of a couple of patrol parties
throwing bombs indiseriminatingly in
the darkness contains all the mystery
and excitement and uncertainty of a
detective story with the possible solu-
tion the death of all concerned. When
the patrol is out the trenches they
left have orders not to fire towards
the Germans; a friend is as vulner-
able to a rifle bullet as a foe.

And yet the boys like it when there
is no other excitement. There is ac-
tion in it, the chance of getting even,
There is about it that uncertainty
that gives gambling its lure—and
then there may be a V. C. To poke
around in the darkness with the
thrills running down your spine, un-
certain what is ahead of you, whether
a German, a clamorous machine-gun
bullet, a sudden jab from a bayonet,
or a six-foot hole filled with water, is
more exciting than “playing the pon-
ies” or dodging the police for a erap
game. It even has its points over
being caught in the open when the
fog rises and shows you up to a
thousand or two of snipers whose only
interest in life is your death.

A patrol party usually consists of
an officer, a sergeant, and six men,
and a connection may be retained
with the trenches by means of a bell
at each end of the platoon.

Connection between the various
parts of the army is vital. That is so
obvious that its development has
been affected less than any other de-
partment by the exigencies of this
novel war. Communication between
General Staff and army, between
army and division, between division
and brigade, between brigade and
battalion, between battalion and com-
pany, between company and platoon,
and even between scores of individu-
als off in hiding by themselves and
their officers. And the guns must
never lose touch with the infantry.

There is a system that keeps all
these units together, and this war has
culled out the useless details and lean-
ed on those which have been found
not wanting. The backbone of con-
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nection is the telephone. There are
telephones everywhere on the field of
battle, sometimes from far before the
front line right back to General Jof-
fre. Bvery tree may have its tele-
phone, every shell hole, every dug-
out: and every fence skeleton and
hedge is ecertain to be the trail of
wires that direct the conflict.

Wire layers and repairers are a
part of every branch of the service,
and their work is never complete. But’
the telephone is not always voeal.
Back of battalion headquarters it may
be a buzzer, and sometimes in front
if the German lines are not too close.
The buzzer can be tapped by the
enemy more easily. The vocal tele-
phone, when within some hundreds of
yards of the enemy, is on metallie eir-
cuit for the purpose of retaining its
seerets. And at the front end of the
wire is the signaller.

Of course you have watched with
more than ordinary interest the dril-
ling in Canada of the signaller before
he is sent overseas. You have seen a
group of them, each with a pair of
flags, wig-wagging to another group
across a field. And yon have been
awed by the swiftness of gesticulation
and the certainty of reply. It is there
for you to see. So it would be for
the enemy if it were in use where
there is one.

The disillusioning feature of it is
that these spectacular evolutions are
nothing more than a course of calis-
thenics, so far as their usefulness to
the present-day line of battle is eon-
cerned. The signaller is a signaller
no longer. His flags are probably
somewhere back in England with the
rest of the junk of war waste. In the
first place battles don’t wait now for
an officer in one field to wig-wag to
an officer in another field that his
guns are cutting up his friends in-
stead of his enemies, or that the
enemy is about to come over. In the
gecond place signailers are not im-
mortal—not in this life,—and the
supply would run out before a single
flag had been raised. The enemy is

4
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not the least bit considerate when it
comes to passing along messages by
antjcipated methods.

I am not certain of it offhand, but
I should say that not a flag has wav-
ed in battle since 1914. Tt is a pre-
paratory exercise for the consumption
of epen-mouthed civilians, and to con-
vinece those who enlist for the signal
corps that they are signallers.

And the signallers have profited
by it as well as the army. There is
no straining of eyes, no nervous
doubt, no mistake, no exposure. The
signaller lies under cover taking the
orders of his officer and transmitting
them to their destination. And up
at the front he has to do his own
repairing of wires.

If anyone should guess at the miles
of telephone wire that have been used
in this war he would probably go
mad with the immensity of it. At
first the wire was a nice rubbered af-
fair that cost so much per inch and
when required elsewhere was taken
up in order to limit the cost of the
British army to $25,000,000 a day—
as it is at the time of writing. Then
common sense awoke. It struck some-
one that service was the thing, not
polish; that a wire that could be
ignored when of no further use, at
the saving of time and human li
was what this war needed. So they
produced an enamelled wire that
worked as well without costing
enough to make it worth while to
send a gang cf men to remove it
Now there must be thousands of miles
of cheap wire that has served its
purpose, kicking about France for
peace to collect and sell as souvenirs.
It is everywhere over the ground,
and everywhere it has been smashed
to powder by a thousand guns.

Of course there is other wire. The
nicely insulated variety is still used
in the rear and removed with the re-
moval of the units it feeds. Armour-
ed cable is still in use for permanent
posts and for headquarters. Byt
where a flag used to deliver a m
from the open on clear days in g
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couple of minutes, a bit of flimsy wire
staked to the ground or run through
a hedge transmits the same message
more surely in a second. And seec-
onds count.

There are times when the wires fail
—-when there is not time for their
laying, when movement is too swift to
be followed by the wire gang, when
the bursting shells make dust of
formal communication. It is then
man comes into his own—with all
the tight places and impenetrable bar-
riers into which the carrying of de-
spatches throws him.

Ovrders are carried under these con-
ditions by three distinet bodies of
orderlies. Back in comparative safe-
ty, although still within range of the

s and sometimes under excite-
ment, the despatch riders whizz from
headquarters to headquarters on
motor-cycles. With the distances
they have to cover and the large
urgency of their reports, speed is im-

ant. Between the smaller units
mnd the lines bicycle orderlies do
the work, their course facilitated by
the lightness and mobility of their
machines. . :

But while there is a certain glamour
thrown on the work of the despatch
riders, largely because they are the
gnobs of the despatch service and
roar and rave and rattle about from

int to point on mounts whose ef-

iveness seems to be based upon the
noise they make and the speed they
ean maintain, there is a third branch
of the service that performs the really
~ dangerous, unsung work up at the
front where the fury of the fight
makes wire too mortal, where advance
of small units has separated them
from their companions, where the
extreme pressure of the enemy makes
immediate reinforcements and sup-
plies necessary to the very life of the
struggling men. Those who figure
there are the battalion runners. :

- Were the services of the battalion
runners narrated in full there would
be books of bravery and sacrifice, of
- grim perseverance and reckless dar-

ing that would pretty nearly discount
any other branch of the service. But
because these young fellows work at
sudden emergency, beeause they are
too busy to demand their dues from
the press, because they are few in
number and small of size and come
into contact only with a few officers,
they pursue their imperilled path
without a publicity agent.

I have talked to despateh riders
whose many months of active serviee
has earned nothing more serious for
them than a spill at sixty miles an
hour or thereabouts, or a hundred
yard acquaintance with a “coal-hox.”
But the despateh rider—like certain
of the Flying Corp before they have
heard the sound of a gun—is primed
with a luridness of deseription that
savours of the exhaust of their motor-
cycles while carrying perhaps nothing
more momentous than an invitation
to a brother officer to come over and
make up a table.

I have also talked with battalion
runners who, having not the capacity
for deseription, treat the most hair-
raising experiences as the details of
an ordinary day’s work. In faet I
have never yet drawn a story from
a battalion runner except by the exer-
cise of all my “pumping” ability.
They are modest boys, trained in a
silent, modest school, and their very
isolation from the usual trench life
deprives them of that ready exchange
where the ordinary soldier is eram-
med with stock experiences.

Battalion runners seem to be select-
ed for their smallness of size, their
quickness of foot, their stubborness
and determination, and their ability
to go on to the end without being
swerved aside by the incidents about
them. The latter is the main qualifi-
cation. The battalion runner must
close his eyes and ears to everything
but his destination. His work is not
to fight except against the obstacles in
his path; and nothing but death must
stop him.

Battalion runners are the connect-
ing links between units that have be-
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come separated. They must keep
these units in touch, whether across
the very mouths of German rifles or
backward to the sources of relief and
supply. Their orders are simply to
get there, using every facility avail-
able. Usually they are on foot, sneak-
ing along through shattered trenches,
erawling from shell hole to shell hole,
skirting danger by the merest hair’s
breadth to save time—running, creep-
ing, lying down until danger is past,
in silence and alone looking only to
their own resources for the fulfilment
of their purpose.

There are stories in my mind of the
suffering and grim endurance and
persistence of these despatch-bearers,
that are almost monotonous in their
lack of lurid detail. But anyone with
some conception of conditions among
the trenches may fill in without diffi-
culty. I have heard of battalion run-
ners on their way through enemy
lines to reach a wunit beyond, who
were forced to worm along on hands
and knees for miles and hours, al-
ways within touch of the foe. One
runner hid for a week in the remains
of a small woods, sneaking out at
night to sustain himself on the pick-
ings from the dead bodies that lay
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about. Germans by the hundreds
were around him. But he delivered
his message at the end—days after it
was of any value. Often in their
silent passage they meet the enemy
on equally silent errands, and fight
or run as the oceasion or opportunity
demands.

And such service is not rendered
unscathed. They lie down and die
out there where none knows what has
happened, their message undelivered
and their devotion unrewarded—and
they are only casualties. The one
thought in their minds it to last out
to the moment when they can place
the message in the hands they seek.
Wounded to death they stagger on
and sink to final rest with the last
words of the message on their lips.
Even they hide their wounds that
they might bear back the reply
awaited.

A brave, tireless, defiant, silently
suffering band of devoted soldiers,
these runners who tempt to their own
bodies the wounds they are trying to
save their comrades. A modest grou
whose reward is in duty performed
not in the applause of the casual pub:
lic. Some day their historian will
earn them their deserts.

The next article of this series is entitled ‘‘The Non-Combatants’’, which describes
the work of the vast number of men in the army who never see the firing-line,




THE MINISTER OF FINANE
By Witliam Lrewss Cdmonds

MIS THOMAS WHITE,
§ the present Finance
Minister of Canada, is
the ninth to occupy that
office since the birth of
the Dominion forty-nine
years ago. Among the eight who pre-
eeded him have been some big men—
men who will, for the service they
have rendered, live long in the history
of the country. Five of them—Sir
John Rose, Sir Francis Hincks, Sir
Leonard Tilley, Sir Richard Cart-
wright, and Sir Charles Tupper—as-
gisted at the birth of the Dominion.

Among his other predecessors in
the office of Finance Minister were
the Honourable A. W. McLelan, Sir

“@ecorge Foster, and the Honourable
W. S. Fielding. Sir Thomas has held
the office for over five years. Only
three of his predecessors held it for
a longer period. They were Tilley,
Foster, and Fielding. And but three
of the eight were called upon during
their term of office to perform feats
which might be considered very much
out of the ordinary. :

Upon Sir Leonard Tilley devoh:ed
the duty of introducing the protective
tariff of 1879, in accordance with the
mandate of the electorate at the gen-
eral election of the preceding year.
Sir Charles Tupper’s masterpiece was
the inauguration of the iron and steel
tariff of 1887, which was even a more
difficult undertaking than that of his

ecessor Sir Leonard Tilley. That
which the Honourable W. S. Field-

ing will be most remembered is the
preferential tariff of 1897, which in-
augurated a new fiseal policy toward
the products of the British Empire,
which has since been imitated by
Australia, New Zealand, and South
Africa.

While Sir Thomas has not had to
undertake any general revision of the
tariff, such as some of his predeces-
sors had to do, he has had to do some
rather delicate tinkering. This was
particularly true of the changes he
made during the regular session of
1914. On the one hand he had to face
the demand of the manufacturers for
a re-modelling of the iron and steel
duties, in order that certain import-
ant lines, then unprotected, might
have the benefit of the protective
tariff. On the other hand he had to
face the no small voice in the West
which was erying for free trade and
larger markets. He managed to fair-
ly well satisfy the iron and stecl in-
terests, but although he threw a sop
to the farmers in the West in the
shape of a reduction of five per cent.
in the duty on agricultural imple-
ments, yet they were not satisfied be-
cause it was not sops they were after.
Free trade, and nothing but free
trade, would have served them.

But that which has put the acid
test to Sir Thomas’s ability as a Min-
ister of Finance is, of course, the mea-
sures which the war demanded from
him for financing Canada’s necessi
ties. No previous Finance Minister
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has ever had such a severe test ap-
plied to him. More than one of them
has had to face just as diffieult pro-
blems in regard to the financing of
home necessities. But none of them
ever had, plus their home necessities,
to find the wherewithal to finance
Canada’s undertaking in a great war.

‘When the war broke out the ad-
verse turn which the trade situation
had taken in Canada was in itself
enough to try the metal of a Finance
Minister. Great public expenditures
had been undertaken, while, the pub-
lic revenue, on the other hand, was
declining at an alarming rate. At the
special session of Parliament called
immediately after the declaration of
war an increase in the duty was im-
posed on a number of commodities
for revenue-producing purposes. Ex-
cise rates were increased with a simi-
lar object in view. Legislation was
also enacted to provide for the in-
crease in the amount of Dominion
notes which might be issued against
gold ; to temporarily suspend the gold
basis of our circulation in order to
make notes legal tender; and to
authorize a war eredit of $50,000,000.

At that time Canada, like the mo-
ther country, had by no means a full
eonception of the magnitude of the
task it had in hand. And so during
the 1915 session of the House still fur-
ther measures had to be introduced
by the Minister of Finance in order
to provide the necessary funds. The
most heroic of these was, of course,
the increase of five to seven and one-
half per cent. in the customs duties.
A great many people were quite con-
fident that this increase would not
produce the desired revenue. They
argued with apparent reason that the
higher rates would tend to curtail im-
ports, and hence lead to a decrease
rather than an increase in the rev-
enue.

But the results have once more
proved that economic theories do not
always in practice work out in accord-
ance with expectations. They didn’t
in this particular instance at any
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rate. As luck or good management
would have it, the higher duties have
produced the desired greater revenue,
for in his last budget speech Sir
Thomas was able to inform us that
the increase in the customs duties was
responsible for an increase of no less
than $19,000,000 in the revenue of the
country. That Sir Thomas was equal-
ly fortunate in his other special pro-
visions for the enhancement of the
country’s revenue is evident from the
fact that the latter, for the present
fiscal year, is expected to exceed the
expenditure by fifty million dollars,

In the raicing of money throu
loans it must be conceded that é?}
Thomas has been equally successful.
In order to relieve the pressure upon
the British money market he, in Au-
gust, 1915, made bold to borrow $45 .-
000,000 in New York. It was the first
time a Canadian Finance Minister
had ever gone to Gotham for funds,
and although Sir Thomas was eriti-
cized severely in some quarters for
paying such a high rate as 5 per cent.,
yet, when a few months later Great
Britain and her Allies had to pay the
same rate for the half-billion dollar
loan they floated in the same market,
it took the wind out of the sails of
his crities. How high Canada’s eredit
stands to-day is evident from the faet
that during the eleven months end-
ing November last she was able to
borrow nearly $304,000,000, of which
nearly $193,000,000 was obtained in
the United States against $54,000,000
two years ago.

But possibly Sir Thomas White’s
most successful venture was his do-
mestic loans. In his first loan he asked
the people of Canada to subseribe
$50,000,000. They more than doubled
it. The success with which this loan
was floated seemed to strengthen the
view of those who held that he should
have sought on the home market the
funds for which he went to New York
the preceding August. That he conlq
have obtained them here there can
no doubt. But it must be remem!
that the conditions obtaining in Can.
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ada in August, 1915, were not exactly
the same as at the beginning of 1916,
when the first domestic loan was
floated.

In the first place, although a houn-
tiful erop was promised, it had not
been garnered and threshed. And
gometimes there is a slip between the
eup and the lip. Then, again, when
the banks are conserving their funds
in order to finance the moving erops
it is an inopportune time to float loans
of any kind, and particularly large
ones. But these were not the only
reasons why Sir Thomas did not at-
tempt, in 1915, to float a domestic
Joan. A still stronger reason was the
adverse character of our trade bal-
ance. In 1913 it was $300,000,000
against us; in 1914, $180,000,000, and
in 1915, $36,000,000. At the close of
the fiscal year 1916 the trade balance
was in our favour to the extent of
£249,000,000. For the first ﬁx(e
months of the present fiscal year it
was #141,100,000. .

As long as this state of aﬂfalrs ex-
isted it was sounder economie prac-
tiee to sell securities abroad rather
than at home. When the trade bal-
ance is substantially in our favour,
as is the case to-day, it is a horse of
another colour. ' As a matter of fact,
had we attempted to borrow large
sums at home when the trade balance
was so enormously against us, we
might have had to ship gold out of
the eountry. By waiting to float a
domestic loan until the existence of
the favourable trade balance Sir
Thomas was able to prevent this con-

ey, with the result that Canada
is to-day holding more gold than she
did at the commencement of the war,
and has been able to float a second
domestic loan of $100,000,000. :

As a result of this sound financing
Canada has not only been able to pro-
vide for her own necessities, but to
assist in establishing a line of credit
this country in order to facilitate
‘ cing of orders placed here by
3 Britain and her Allies. Up to
_present, Sir Thomas has been able,
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by the aid of the domestic loans and
the co-operation of the banks, to
establish a line of credit to the extent
of $250,000,000 for the specific pur-
pose of paying for munitions and sup-
plies ordered in this country by the
British Government.

With what success Sir Thomas’s
business tax will meet remains to be
seen. Of all his financial undertak-
ings this is apparently the most com.-
plex. But the indications are that it
will produce a larger revenue than
was anticipated.

That Sir Thomas White’s career
has so far been a somewhat remark.
able one there can be no doubt. If
wealth were the sine qua non to sue-
cess in life Sir Thomas’s chances
would have been poor indeed, for
there was very little of it about the
little farm near Bronte, Ontario, on
which he was born fifty years ago.
But Tom White came into the world
blessed with better things than ma-
terial wealth. He was blessed with
a mother who was exceptionally rich
in qualities of mind and soul, and
was left early in life with two small
children on her hands., And although
she is far past the allotted age she
still possesses a keen and vigorous
intellect.

Young White obtained the funda-
mentals of his education at the little
school at Bronte, Although like other
boys he participated in the customary
school games and was popular with
his fellow scholars he did not neglect
his studies. Early in life he develop-
ed a strong taste for good literature,
history and mathematies. His even-
ings were chiefly oceupied in working
out mathematical problems. History
he principally mastered while wend-
ing his way to and from school, to
the envy of his fellow scholars, who
did not find history either as easy or
as pleasant to learn. Shakespeare he
learned by heart with surprising ease,
also to the envy of the other fellows,
His retentive memory has stuck to
him to this day.

The men of to-day who attended
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school with him remember him for
his strong manly character. One who
was his teacher thirty-odd years ago
told the writer “that Tom White was
known among the boys for his clean,
manly character. I never knew him
to do an unworthy act. Always strict-
ly true; very energetic and ambi-
tious.”

After he had graduated from the
high school at Brampton nothing but
a university career would satisfy him.
That, however, was no ‘easy matter.
But where there’s a will there’s a
way. He found the way by reporting
for the newspapers while he carried
on his studies at the University of
Toronto. When he left the University
in 1895 with the initials “B.A.” after
his name it was as an honour gradu-
ate in classics. Then after a couple
of more years spent at the reporter’s
desk he entered the assessment de-
partment of the eity of Toronto, tak-
ing up at the same time the study of
law as a side issue. He studied law
“go carefully” that when he graduated
in 1899 he had a gold medal and two
scholarships to his credit. He did
not, however, take up the practice of
law, but continued his duties as one
of the city’s assessors. He had, how-
ever, in the meantime become one of
the city’s most efficient assessors.

In the performance of his duties he
was characterized by exceptional
thoroughness. He would take nothing
for granted. The conclusions of a
previous assessor did not satisfy him.
He wanted to know for himself even
to the minutest details in regard to
the law governing this or that point.

And thereby hangs a tale. For it
was the thoroughness with which he
prepared his cases, and the clear and
incisive way in which he argued them
when he appeared before a judge to
defend his assessments, that attract-
ed the attention of certain capitalists,
who, when subsequently forming the
National Trust Company, selected
Tom White as its general manager.

That this was an important step in
the career of Sir Thomas’s subsequent
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events clearly prove. -If he had not
gone with the National Trust Com-
pany he would probably in time have
developed into a great lawyer, because
he undoubtedly possesses the qualities
for such. But it is of very little use
speculating on that which the fates
had in store for Sir Thomas (then,
of course, plain Mr. White). At the
end of eleven years’ service as gen-
eral manager he resigned and became
vice-president of the Trust Company.

But as the fates would have it, just
at that time the Dominion was in the
throes of a general election, with reci-
procity as the issue. Mr. White, al-
though up to that time had ranked as
a Liberal in political faith, jumped
over the traces and took the platform
against ratification of the agreement.
Being clear and foreeful, although
not eloquent, he was soon in demand.

At a mass meeting one night in
Massey Hall, Toronto, he was one of
the speakers. The way in which he
handled his subject greatly impressed
Sir Robert Borden, who was present
on the occasion. R

‘When after the general election Sir
Robert was making up his Cabinet he
made it known that he wished to give
a portfolio to one of the Liberals who
had bolted from their party over the
reciprocity issue. Among the names
suggested was that of William Thomas
‘White. The latter, however, told a
close friend it was perfeetly ridien-
lous to think of his entering Parlia-
ment. Then some of his personal
friends high in the confidence of the
new Premier were deputed to wait
upon him, but he was adamant. He
would not consent.

Finally, Sir James Whitney was
asked to try his persuasive powers
upon him. Sir James accepted the
task. At first he, too, failed. That
somewhat irritated the old gentle
and in plain and forceful language he
told Mr. White that to refuse the port.
folio of Finance Minister was to pe.
fuse to do his duty to his country,
Mr. White then surrendered. A sent
was found, and he entered Parliameng.
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As to whether or not Sir Thomas
‘White will live in history as a great
Finance Minister time alone will tell.
In the political party to which he
now belongs, if rumours are to be re-
lied upon, he has at times had a hard
row to hoe. When a man leaves one
political party and joins another he
not only gives offence to those with
whom he was formerly affiliated, but
he is as a rule none too welcome a
guest with the stalwarts of the new.
But the anathemas of the one and
the prejudices of the other are fast
disappearing. For what he has done,
particularly since the outbreak of the
war, it is generally, recognized that
he is a man whao, as Ministervof Fi-
nance, has exhibited qualities of an
exceptionally high order. S

He has been tried in the fire of a
great emergency and so far has stood
the test. For what he has done the

King has honoured him with knight- -

hood, and in the opinion of the Cana-
dian people it is an honour that is not
unmerited. :

What further honours may await
him no one can, of course, with cer-
tainty predict. There are not a few
people who predict that he will unti-
mately become the leader of his party.
That may or may not be. As head
of the Department of Finance he has
already established his worth,

Whatever the future may have in
store for him as a political leader, one
thing at least may be taken for grant-
ed: His success in organizing the
banks in order to establish a line of
credit for financing war orders for
the Imperial Government has, with
his other undertakings, earned for
him a reputation for financial leader-

ip.

IIL the work of his department he
has been characterized by the same
quality of thoroughness that charac-
terized him in his previous vocations.
He knows how to delegate to experts
in his department the work which
they are specially qualified to per-
form. By this means he does not
burden himself with the performance
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of unnecessary details, which is the
bane of those who have not acquired
the art of efficiency in management.
In the department over which he pre-
sides the opinion obtains that he pos-
sesses the quality of thoroughness to
a greater degree than any of his pre-
decessors. They say this in the ex.
planation of the fact that he has so
seldom to make any changes in mea-
sures after he has submitted them to
Parliament. He ascertains his facts
beforehand as far as it is possible.

In his Reminiscences, Sir Richard
Cartwright says that while Sir John
Macdonald was “an excellent parlia-
mentarian and indefatigable in the
work of keeping his party together,
he might and did neglect his depart-
mental work”.

Possibly Sir Thomas White may
never, as a leader, be called upon to
keep his party together. But of one
thing we may be assured: as long as
he is head of a department he will
not neglect it. His sense of duty is
too keen to permit it. 5

Sir Thomas is not the glad-hand
type of politician. He is of the cour-
teous, kind and gentlemanly deseri
tion, which is not usually the sort that
possesses a wide popularity. Neither
is he a man who is moved by impulses.
He is cool and calculating, and like
the man from Missouri, wants to know
before he acts. This may be a handi-
cap at times, but it is a quality that
a minister of finance can scarcely af.
ford to be without, especially in times
like these, when there are many m,
both in and out of Parliament, wheo
would put the ship of state on the
rocks if they could persuade the coun.
try to adopt their harum-scarum
§1clhemes as penaceas for all finaneig]
ills.

“Nations,” says Lecky, “seldom regl.
ize till too late how prominent a place
a sound system of finance holds ame
the vital elements of national sta.
bility and well-being.” That Canada’s
prgsentb Minister of Finance woulg
subscribe to this doectrine th
be no doubt. T




THE RO OF HONICUR
Ly Lindsay Cawford

§ two years of war have
brought to light refined
metal richer than all the
mineral wealth of Can-
ada, metal that stands the acid tests
of war. Some misapprehension exists
as to what really constitutes a Roll of
Honour. In some quarters it is re-
gerved for those who have fallen in
action or who have died from wounds
received in action. Others again give
a more elastic interpretation to the
term by including all oasua]ti.es.. But
a greater number refuse to limit the
honours of war to those who have
fallen in battle or who are wounded.
There are few churches, publiec build-
ings and homes in Canada that do
not contain some memorial of those
who have gone out to adventure with
death on the blazed path of war and
duty. These memorials of the dead
and the living, who have shared the
eommon dangers and who have heen
parted by death, will long remain as
witnesses to the spirit and the temper
of the fighting races that have built
aup an Empire and a tradition that
stand the incalculable strain and
stress of an nunexampled military cam-

Like the gentle rain from Heaven
the honours of war belong to the quick
as well as to the dead—to all who
have felt the hot breath of the fiery
dragon. To the dead, hail and fare-

»

well! To those who come back honour
1s no less due because they live to tell
the tales that will be recited in the
ears of their children’s children as
the logs erackle and blaze and throw
ghost-like shadows around the hearth
that recall the deathless armies which
in the watches of the night sentinel
the battlefields of Europe. Honour
to whom honour is due. All who don
the armour and who enter the great
tournament of war to tilt with death
on his red harvest field have done all
that men may to vindicate their
honour and courage as—to quote Dr.
J. D. Logan’s apt phrase—“Insulters
of Death”. .
Robert W, Service in his latest book
of war poems humorously portrays
the feelings of a Cockney who has
won distinetion for his bravery in an
engagement. The chief point about
the story is that the deed of bravery
that won coveted recognition was
largely done while in a state border-
ing on funk with just the desperation
of despair that makes a man sell his
life dearly in the presence of danger.
But most brave deeds in the heat of
battle are of this kind. There are
times when men in cooler moments
risk their lives voluntarily and deli-
berately; when they climb over the
parapet to bring in a wounded com-
rade: but in a great many cases bhrav-
ery is a moral quality that fights
against physical odds. Tt is well to
honour those whose deeds stand out,
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LIEUTENANT GORDON HUME SMITH

Who has been recommended for the D.S.O.

but every man who takes the risks of
war is a hero who deserves a place on
the Roll of Honour.

The romantic side of this war will
continue for generations to be valu-
able raw material for the weavers of
literary fabries. Thrilling tales of ad-
venture that would delight the heart
of any shoolboy devotee of Buffalo
Bill may be found in the reports from
the battle fronts in Europe. It is an
old mother’s tale, and not always be-
lieved, how religious books carried in
a pocket over the heart have sav-
ed the owner’s life as the bul-
let found its billet in the book-
binder’s material instead of in
the owner. DBut such a case has
been reported recently. The fortun-

ate bearer of the talisman or masecot
in this case was a Canadian officer
Lieutenant ' Gordon Hume Smit.ht
That he has been recommended for
the D.S.0. has nothing to do with his
fortunate escape. Asleep in his dug-
out or shelter while shrapnel and
“Black Johnsons” and machine-gun
fire rained down on the trenches,
Lieutenant Gordon’s den was pene-
trated by flying shrapnel. There is g
superstition among the Anzaes that
the shot that finds its billet in the
vitals of a soldier must bear his name
and number. Although the shrapne]
found a billet in this case, luckily for
Lieutenant Smith it did not bear hig
name. Instead, it penetrated hig
hard pillows, frayed the edges of hig
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FLIGHT-LIEUTENANT JOHN U

FIRSTBROOK

Who fell wounded into the enemy's camp

prayer book that lay below and con-
tinued its journey until it struck the
text, “Send unto them help from above
and evermore mightily defend them?”.
This was during the Somme advance.
The book has reached home bearing
traces of the strafing to which it was
subjected by the enemy. One of the
texts eut by the missile was: “For
Thou desirest no sacrifice, else would
I give it Thee.” ;}nothcr, and per-
haps more appropriate text, marked
by the enemy’s shrapnel was this con-
soling thought: “Who saveth thy life
from destruction and covereth thee
with merey and loving kindness.” The
voung officer’s father, Dr. Harley
Smith, prizes this memento beyond
gold or silver. The bit of shrapnel

that did the damage is now pinned
in a silken flag to the mutilated book
of prayer. Lieutenant Gordon Hume
Smith prizes something more than
this relic of his lucky escape and that
is the Distinguished Service Order
which he obtained for gallantry in the
field. Starting out as a private in
the Canadian forces he distinguished
himself during one of the advances at
the Somme and received a commis-
sion in the British army.
Flight-Lieutenant John H. First-
brook of the Royal Flying Corps,
woke up in a German hospital last
July to find that a bullet had pene-
trated one of his lungs. He was
seouting over the enemy’s lines, giv-
ing but scant heed to the eurling balls



SERGEANT “JACK" RAMSDEN

Who was promoted on the field for gallantry

of smoke that broke around him as he
skidded, volplaned, and went through
all the tricks known to the aviator
when passing through the enemy’s
fire. Travelling at a great height and
at a speed of over fifty miles an hour
a bullet caught him in mid-air. Feel-
ing weak he mechanically volplaned
to earth, falling into the enemys
hands. For seven days he was un-
conscious but he recovered sufficiently
to be transferred to an internment
camp in Switzerland, following an
operation that necessitated change of
air. A graduate of the School of
Practical Science, Toronto, and of
Woodstock College, Lieutenant First-
brook first joined the Corps of Guides.
Tiater he went to England and ob-
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tained a commission in the Royal Fly-
ing Corps. Aerial scouting imposes a
very severe strain on the physique of
the p'llot, and for this reason great
care is exercised in the selection of
the candidates.

Promoted on the field of 't
“Jack” Ramsden, son of Aldon:;rtxl(:;l
G. R_amsden, of Toronto, should hav(;
special mention among those desery.
ing of honour. Although he qualified
for a commission, Lieutenant Rams-
den decided that the shortest eut to
’ghe muddy trenches in Flanders was
in the uniform of a Sergeant. He
threw up his commission, parted with
his cane and the other accessories of
an officer’s kit and donned the tunie
with three stripes. He cast away



MAJOR G.

V NELSON

Who earned his promotion at the early age of twenty-one

also any chance of riding on anything
more animated than an ambulance
wagon or a stretcher. He felt nearer
the enemy as he stepped down in
rank, for does not Holy Writ itself
testify that the first shall _be last and
the last first. Arriving in England
he discovered that to get to the front
he must jettison all rank.‘ So he
abandoned his Sergeant’s stripes and
as a private marched into the frgnt
trenches with the boys of the 95th
when that battalion was broken up
to reinforce the front lines. But his
merit was soon recognized and he be-
ecame a Corporal. Then in one of the
charges across the ﬁeld_of death Cpr-

oral Ramsden led his men with
snch dash and intelligence that he was
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made Sergeant after his platoon came
out of the action.

Major W. W. Denison, D.S.0., be-
longs to a fighting breed. A nephew
of Colonel George T. Denison, the
well-known Toronto magistrate and
Imperialist, one would expeet to find
a Denison winning honours at the
front. Major W. W. Denison has not
only won his D.S.0. but has also been
mentioned in despatches by General
Sir Douglas Haig for his bravery and
courage during a year of service in
the trenches, where ten days’ leave in
London or Paris is regarded as .
little bit of heaven”. A yvear in the
trenches! At Zillebeke Major Deni-
son displayed great bravery under
trying circumstances. His battalion
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suffered heavy losses, but it held the
line. The enemy resorted to every
known device to break the Canadian
resistance, but he failed. The ceme-
tery near Zillebeke tells its own tale
of the heroic struggle against big
odds, but the Canadians held firm.
Major W. W. Denison, D.S.0., went
to the front with the 3rd Division.
He was formerly in command of the
Governor-General’s Body Guard.
The sporting instinet is one of the
great factors that go to the making of
the British reputation for military
prowess. That the British soldier looks
on war with the eye of the sports-
man and adventurer is something
the enemy cannot understand. In one
of Boyd Cable’s books there is an
amusing chapter in which the author
describes the astonishment of the
enemy when a British battalion in the
trenches fifty yards opposite picked
up the tune of the German “Hymn of
Hate” and sang it vociferously in the
trenches and on the way back to bil-
lets. They thought the Tommies had
gone crazy when, in a charge across
No Man’s Land, they dribbled a foot-
ball up to the Hun trenches, just to
show their contempt for the enemy
and their joy at being in action. For
vears there was constant grumbling

at the time wasted on sports by Brit--

ish officers, but the critics now under-
stand what a valuable part in war the
sporting proclivities of officers and
men play in maintaining the morale
of the Army and provoking deeds of
heroism that have immortalized Brit-
ish arms. Canada has given a Sports-
man’s Battalion, but this unit does not
by any means exhaust the number of
sportsmen from the Dominion who
are serving at the front. There are

few names better known in the sport- .

ing world than that of Nelson. Few
men more popular than Francis Nel-
son, the Sporting Editor of The Globe,
Toronto, and a familiar figure, as
judge, on the principal race-courses
of the continent.

Among the first to enlist for over-
geas service was the son of Mr. Nel-

son who at the time. was still eligible
for junior hockey. After joining, he
qualified for a commission and went
overseas as lieutenant with the 83rd
Battalion in 1915. He has been
through some of the heaviest fighting
on the Somme front since May last,
coming out unscathed. Major at the
age of twenty-one would seem almost
incredible to a Crimean veteran, but
these are days when youth is quickly
matured on the field of battle, and
when gaps are too numerous to per-
mit of an age clause depriving merit
of its rewards. Riding at the head of
a half battalion down the roads of
Flanders one may frequently observe
majors who in the eyes of the law are
still minors. Major Gregory Vincent
Nelson is a type of the native-born
Canadian who earries the spirit of the
sportsman into the army. In his case
it is hereditary. From his earliest
vears his father taught him every
form of sport that goes to ereate
initiative and self-reliance. Hockey,
lacrosse, canoeing, wrestling, swim-
ming and the other manly arts were
included in the curriculum of this
young Old Boy of St. Andrew’s Col-
lege. The quick promotion that has
come to him is due to his bravery and
dash. in action—qualities that shine
on less hazardous fields of battle,

To lie in a trench for a whole da:
while the Hun is strafing the lines
with heavy shells, gas, and other dead-
ly abominations, to hear the eternal
secreaming of the big missiles as they
hustle through the air; to endure the
awful din of one’s own guns from the
rear and from the trenches as they
take up the enemy’s challenge, must
be an unnerving prelude to either at.
tack or defence. To see the advance in-
to the open of men who have stood
this ordeal for hours is a sight to en.
thuse the onlooker. The men who have
gone through the hell of fire that
scorched but did not deter them at
such places as Zillebeke and Courcel.
lete have set new standards of bray.
ery which no generation of warriorg
has exceeded.
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EUGENITA: one of CANIADA'S

GREATEST WATER- RWERS
By Lyman ﬁﬁc/«’s

HERE is no branch of
EIRA manufacture that has ex-
i) perienced  development
during the past twenty-
five years comparable
with the construction of
water turbines. Until recently engi-
neers were unable to develop the mag-
nificent water-powers that nature has
Javished upon us, owing to thp in-
ability of the mechanic to build a
water-turbine that would withstand
the enormous pressure and tear of
the water. This is beautifully illus-
trated at Niagara, the visitor looking
across stream from Queen Vietoria
Park seeing the various stages of wa-
ter-power development set out by rea-
son of the streams that flow from the
rock on the opposite shore, at vary-
ing levels. The earlier attempts to
harness Niagara were limited to a
water turbine that would withstand
a head of some twenty feet. Then
followed an improvement and a deep-
er shaft was sunk, Improvementg in
steel metallurgy allowed the turbines
to be placed at still greater depths un-
til the days immediately preceding
the advent of the great hydraulic
electro plants the turbines had reach-
ed a perfection that allowed them to
be sunk to eighty or ninety feet.
All this was less than three decades
ago. Witness, then, the development
of the science when Sir Adam Beck
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and his engineers have succeeded in
harnessing the falls of Eugenia and
utilizing the full drop of five hundred
and forty-five feet.

Eugenia is a fall not generally
known to the Canadian travelling
publie. It may be that its remoteness
from Switzerland or South America
is a factor in the strangeness. It is
not difficult to locate on the map,
however. Take a pencil and draw a
line south from Collingwood, and in-
tersect this with a line drawn east-
ward from Flesherton, on the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway. The Junetion
of the pencil lines will give you the
location of Eugenia, the scene of a
daring hydro-electrical engineering
development.

Eugenia does not make the drop
in one unbroken plunge. TIts first
leap is ninety feet, the water falling
in a limestone basin one hundred feet
across. The overflow from the basin
forms a second fall, and this gives
the water to a series of foaming
rapids and intermingled fall until the
valley is reached. Previously to the
development, the volume was sig-
nificant and the cataract would stand
comparison with the Montmoreney in
Quebee. But even in its wounded
state it is a pleasant sight to stand
beside the brink and watch the water
roar away into a depth and distance
dwarfing stately pines into pygmies,



POWER-HOUSE AND PIFPE LINE AT EUGENIA

Where Power is harnessed from a drop of almost 600 feet

Eugenia had defied previous at-
tempts of engineers to develop power
from its racing waters; ruined brick
and timber-work bear silent witness
to the defeat. The present scheme
was carried out on a basis new to
FEugenia, the basic fact being to regu-
late the flow of water.

All streams that course regions
suddenly denuded of lumber are sub-
ject to extremes of flow. With the
thinned woods the thaws of spring are
not controlled as formerly, and the
stream reaches a volume not previous-
ly experienced; and in the lean
months of late summer and autumn
the stream bitterly shows the result
of the spring rush. To regulate this
flow and ensure ample water, a series
of dams have been thrown across the
river, starting from a point a few
hundred feet above the falls. The
dams create vast storage reservoirs,
indeed, it would be more fitting to
term them lakes, for they have an
area of more than two thousand acres
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and when filled contain more than a
thousand million gallons of water

As the turbines only require to'be
fed some three hundred gallons a
second, dry season dangers have been
reduced to a minimum. The upper
dams have been constructed of earth-
work.and the lower, where the pres-
sure is great, of reinforced conecrete
To look at this lower dam from th(;
down-stream side is to imagine ga
greatly magnified edge of a dish-pan
braced up with massive walls of eon-
crete.

To sympathize with the problems
of the engineers we must not over-
look the fact that this reservoir sys.
tem is sitting on the top of an a'n‘l-
blt}ous hill and that the power-house
is in the valley five hundred and fifty
feet or more below and two miles
away. The reservoir must be econ-
nected with the power-house turbines
in a manner completely under con-
trol of the engineers and operators

The miller of bygone days woﬁld



ONE OF THE GREAT DAMS AT EUGENIA FALLS

It makes possible a reservoir capable ot containing 1,000,000,000 gallons of water

be satisfied to see the water trickling
through a mill-race and revolving a
paddle before it rushed to freedom
down the hill. We, however, must
not overlook the fact that the problem
was to utilize Eugenia’s power to the
fullest extent and to bear in mind
that any pipe-line thrown down the
hill would bear a pressure of three
hundred pounds to the square inch
at the bottom, in addition to the water
travelling at a rate that would shame
xpress train.

an“(;it;l; these facts before them, the
engineers built a wooden pipe-l'me
from the concrete dam to the br:mk
of the hill. The words “wooden pipe-
line” must not be construed to mean
a similar article to that usqd by min-
ers in sluicing and washing opera-
tions. Engenia’s pipe-line is con-
structed like a wash-tub. It is thr_ee
feet across and bound, every six
inches, with an iron ring.

At the point selected .for descent
the wood line enters a gigantie steel

»

tank, one hundred and five feet high.
This is the surge tank, or the safety-
valve of the system. In the event of
a sudden stoppage of the turbine ma-
chinery this tank will settle the water
and absorb the shock of the recoil,
which, if not passed into the surge-
tank, might blow the pipe-line to
pieces. On the down side of the surge
tank the eonstruction of the pipe-line
changes from wood to steel.

The power-house is a small brick
structure, and the visitor realizes for
the first time the latent powers of
Eugenia when he enters the building
and notices the diminutive size of the
units that are going to convert the
water energy into eleectrical energy.
As he looks at the units, not much
higher than his head, he is at first in.
clined to doubt that ten thousand
hérse-power will come from these.
But the brass plates say so, and his
examination of the powerful turbines
will soon convinee him that it is so
and that Eugenia has only been con-
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THE FIRST FALL AT EUGENIA

Ninety feet over a wall of Limestone

quered by realizing it as a powerful
water-course.

The Ontario Hydro-Electric Power
Commission have prepared power
lines to serve eighteen municipalities
from Eugenia, with Owen Sound at
one end of the line and Orangeville
at the other.

Eugenia is not an experiment, it is
another step in the development of
great things for Central and North-
ern Ontario. If the market for
Eugenia’s power materializes to ex-
pectation this plant will be eoupled
with a development planned for the

Saugeen Falls, not many miles dis-
tant from Eugenia, and these in turn
may be coupled with five or six de-
velopments on the Severn River, mak.
ing a total of more than thirty thoy.
sand electrical horse-power available
in the north country for manufactur.
ing and development work.

In a few years the people will own
the system, as will be the case of th
Niagara and other branches of the‘
Hydro system, and when that tixn:
arrives it will be the largest ingtaho\‘
of public ownership in the world o
the present time. "



THE LIBRARY TABLE

CANADIAN POETS

CroseN AND Epitep BY JounN W. GAr-
vin. Toronto: MecClelland, Good-
child and Stewart. .

R. GARVIN has per-
formed a notable ser-
{ vice to Canadian letters
in presenting to lovers

=== of poetry this handsome
anthology. Landor has said that
“while sculpture and painting are
moments in life poetry is life itself,
and everything around us and about
us”; and though we know that he is
not speaking the truth, and that there
are such things as beef-steaks and
committee meetings, the emotional
rapture that is in the heart of a man
who ean make such a statement has a
value for all who are subject to the
appeal of poetry that is far greater
than any exact deseription of phen-
omena can be,

“What is it to be a poet?”’ asks
Lord Dunsany; “it is to see at a
glance the glory of the world; to see
beauty in all its forms and mani-
festations; to feel ugliness like a

in; to resent the wrongs of others
as bitterly as one’s own ; to know man-
kind as others know single men: to
know nature as botanists know a flow-
er; to be thought a great fool; to
hear at moments the whisper of

»

It eannot be pretended that this
high seriousness of poetry is an easy
or popular emotion. The dogmatic
journalist who writes on “The Plague
of ‘Poetry’,” and is of!ten associated
with a journal that will print any-
thing in the shape of verse so long

o1

as it costs nothing, would probably
find little but amusement in Phillips’s
desire “to give up all the world and
live chiefly for that glory in his soul,
the glory which he felt had been plac-
ed there that he might give it out
again as a beauty and protection for
the people; as a stimulus for ereation
and a splendour that would live for
ever in the eyes of God”, yet such
high seriousness is the indispensable
condition both for the creation and
appreciation of what is great and
beautiful in poetry.

Mr. Garvin has been aware for
many vears that the resources of this
country included not only “tillage,
crop rotation, marketings and good or
evil husbandry of the economie
earth” as Carlyle once put it in re-
viewing the work of the Corn-Law
Rhymer—but also a group of singers
who have seen something of the glory
of the world and are striving to be
obedient to the heavenly vision. As
a teacher he knows quite well that
the only effective way of teaching
literature is the communication of an’
enthusiasm. Experience has taught
him, too, that, of all writers, the writ-
er of verse has the least chance of
adequate recognition at the time when
it is of most use to him. Knowledge
and sympathy, love of country, of
poetry and of men have gone to the
formation of this anthology and with-
out these endowments eriticism is but
a clanging eymbal.

The volume has sent me to Carlyle’s
notice of the poetry of Ebenezar El-
liott, in The Edinburgh Review for
1832, one of the most beantiful speci-
mens of critical writing T have ever
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seen. “The works of the Corn-Law
Rhymer”, he says, “we might likeen
rather to some little fraction of a
rainbow; hues of joy and harmony,
painted out of troublous tears. No
round full bow, indeed, gloriously
spanning the heavens, shone on by
the full sun, and, with seven striped
gold-erimson border (as is in some
sort the office of poetry) dividing
black from brilliant. Not such, alas,
still far from it. Yet, in very truth,
a little prismatic blush, glowing gen-
uine among the wet clouds; which
proceeds, if you will, from a sun
cloud hidden, yet indicates that a sun
does shine, and above these vapours
a whole azure vault and celestial
firmament stretch serene.”

Mr. Garvin’s faith in his country
includes this high element that above
the vapours of indifferent verse there
is a whole azure vault where the sun
is shining. Such a faith is clearly
good for him; it is good for his eoun-
try; it is surely good for our poets
that they should know that some of
us are ready to say: “I believe in the
holy spirit of poetry”, for the soul
of the artist cannot live without love.
It is surely better than writing fun-
ny articles on “The Plague of ‘Poet-
ry’” and “The Worst Poet in the
World”.

“Painted out of troublous tears”!
Would not Carlyle say this of Grace
Blackburn’s “Epic of the Yser”?

«‘Pead with his face to the foe!’’

From Hastings to Yser.

Our men have died so.

The lad is a hero—

Great Canada’s pride:

We sent him with glory,

For glory he died—

So ring out the church-bells! Float the
flag high!

Then I heard at my elbow a fierce mother-
ery.

On the desolate plain
Where the dark Yser flows
They Il bury him, maybe,
Our Child of the Snows:
The message we sent them

Through fire and through flood

He signed it and sealed it

To-day with his blood—

United we stand! Our Empire is one!

But this woman beside me? . . . The
boy was her son.

Or of Katherine Hale’s beautiful
song, now called “Dear Lad o’ Mine”
in its musieal version :

IN THE TRENCHES
(Christmas, 1914)

War gods have descended:
The world burns up in fine!

Warm ‘your hands at the trench’s fire
Dear lad o’ mine.

Bullets cease this Christmas night,
Only songs are heard.

If you feel a phantom step,
'Twas my heart that stirred.

If you see a dreamy light,
'Tis the Child-Christ’s eyes;

T believe He watches us,
Wonderful and wise.

Let us keep our Christmas night
In the camp-light shine;

Warm your hands at the trench’s fi
They still hold mine. ik

“Hues of joy and harmony”
here; “prismatic blushes, g}{; fag
genuine among the wet clonds”. Wit.
ness Ethelwyn Wetherald’s “The In-
digo Bird”:

When I see,

High up on the tip-top twig of a tree
Something blue by the breezes stirred,
But so far up that the blue is blurred.
So far up no green leaf flies 2
'Twixt its blue and the blue of the skies
Then I know, ere a note be heard, :
This is naught but the Indigo bird.

Blue on the branch and blue in the sky,
And naught between but the breezes high'
And naught so blue by the breezes stirred
As the deep, deep blue of the Indigo bird.

Here also are the sacred fire ang
the illuminating vision and, at least
some moments of impassioned
strength and elemental power. Wig.
ness Dr. Logan’s “Timor Mortis” .

That I, who’ve heard my God's, m

i ;{inhg’s, my country’s claims, y
nd, though belated, have at length b

A larger life of holier aims e

oINS - a8
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Than was my wont, may suddenly depart

This shattered world to utter oblivion,

Ere I, in Christian chivalry,

With brave, devoted comrades dauntlessly
have stood face to the foe. . . .

Or Arthur Stringer’s “Lure of

Life” :

When my life has enough of love and my
gpirit enough of mirth,

When the ocean no longer beckons me,
when the roadway calls no more,

Oh, on the anvil of Thy wrath, remake
me, God, that day.

Witness Grace Blackburn’s “Chant
of the Woman”, perhaps the strong-
est poem in the volume:

Myself and yet yourself, we two inex-
plicably one—

Flesh in its consummation, soul in its in-
completeness—

And beeause of the incompleteness of soul,

Woman to man, :

I chant you the chant of my being.

Level! Level Levell

Level with your lips and your eyes, my
comrade.

Swing to the height of your heart,

Ou;:t in your soul and kept there

Pervading and peerless!

So, and so only, your lover, your servant:

Ev ssionate pulse-beat
Una.:yr lt)l.le blue veins in my white wrist

Your servant and lover—
I eannot live on the erumbs that fall from

a table.

Here, too, is the sonnet, satisfying
the Miltonic dictum, “simple, sensu-
ous and passionate.” This one, by
Robert Norwood, is surely clothed in
beauty : :

Last night I crossed the spaces to your

e,
ou lay sleeping in the sacred room
31. {m greynt moment. Like a lily’s bloom,
" Fragile and white were you, my spirit-
bride
For p..in' and loneliness with you abide,
And death had thought to touch you with
his doom,
Until love stool angelic at the tomb,
Prew sword, smote him, and life’s door
opened wide.

1 looked on you and breathed upon your

hair—
Your hair of such soft, brown, translucent

1d!
xorcodid vou know that I knelt down in

er
h;md-, and worshipped you for the

untold

403

Magnificence of womanhood divine—
God’s miracle of water turned to wine!

And, indeed, about the eight selec-
tions chosen from Mr. Norwood’s “His
Lady of the Sonnets” there is the un-
mistakable perfume of the best work.

The four pieces from Beatrice Red
path’s “Drawn Shutters” reveal an
original and daring spirit akin to
Laurence Hope’s, and with such cour
age and virility of imaginative power
Mrs. Redpath should justify all ex-
pectation.

Needless to say, within the limits
of this article only a few points of
interest can be indicated; and need-
less to say, also, no anthology ever
satisfied everyone. The present writ-
er would have liked to see some men-
tion of Arthur Stringer’s “Irish
Poems” and the inclusion of such fine
poems of his as “The Wife” and
“Cloidna of the Isle”, and Mair’s
beautiful song from “Tecumseh”—

“Fly far from me”, with its finely

dramatic close :

Fly! for my senses swim—Oh, Love! Oh,
Pain!—
Help! for my spirit fails—
I cannot fly from thee.

But this is only to say that there
is much else in Canadian poetry that
is beautiful and true that has not
found a place in this volume and Mr.
Garvin knows this, perhaps better
than anyone else, and has probably
planned a second volume already.

It remains to be said that the vol-
ume appears in the fiftieth year since
the Confederation of the British
North American provinces, and in-
cludes selections from fifty Canadian
poets, together with eritical and bio-
graphical notes and photographs.

ALFRED BUCKLEY.

B
SIR CHARLES TUPPER.

By rrE HoNourABLE J, W, LoNGLEY.
Makers of Canada, New Series.
Morang and Company.

A MAN who spends forty-five years
., 10 conscpicuous rdles in the publie
life of a country naturally affords



404 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

much material for the biographer.
Sir Charles Tupper is no exception,
and just now he is getting his share
of attention. Following Edward
Manning Saunder’s two volumes of
a few months ago, we now have a
concise biography by Mr. Justice
Longley of Halifax, a personal friend
but not a political follower.

Justice Longley has written a judi-
cious life of the great Nova Scotian.
While giving full praise to Tupper’s
public services, he is not blind to cer-
tain faults, and his discreet treat-
ment of these things gives confidence
to the reader. It cannot be said that
he adds materially to the knowledge
of Tupper; that could hardly be ex-
pected. He does give the story of his
life in a concise form, in good per-
spective, but lacking perhaps in col-
our. What it omits in atmosphere it
makes up in judicial ealm.

Sir Charles was ever an optimist,
and favoured large schemes when
timid men quailed. His support of
the Chignecto Railway scheme can-
not now be defended, and Justice
Longley makes this comment:

%  “In the light of subsequent events
it is clear that it would have been
wiser for Sir Charles Tupper to have
frowned upon the enterprise rather
than to have encouraged it. It can
only be said that he acted as most
public men in his position would have
done, and it must be further borne in
mind that in the opinion of some ex-
perts the project was a practicable
one.”

Sir Charles, while standing up for
his country vigorously and backing
large projects for its development,
was a firm believer in the virtues of
his own party as the only proper in-
strument of government, and long af-
ter the Conservative Government had
resigned office on account of the Paci-
fie Seandal disclosures he persisted in
calling it the “Pacific Slander”. In
connection with the famous Onder-
donk contract for a section of the
C.P.R. in British Columbia, Justice

Longley points out that Onderdonk’s
price was $209,255 higher than the
lowest tender but that Tupper award-
ed it to him on the ground that Me-
Donald & Christie, the lowest tender-
ers had marked their cheque “Good
for two days only.” At the same
time, the author points out, Tupper
had in his possession a telegram from
the general manager of the Bank of
Montreal extending the cheque until
paid. Justice Longley points out
however, that no evidence was submit:
ted to reflect on the honour of the
Minister, despite the insinuations of
the Opposition, but so much feeling
developed through the incident that
Tupper was persuaded by Sir John
Macdonald to go to London as High
(C‘ommissioner.

‘Wherever there was a fight to be
waged, Tupper was on the scene. He
was sent far and wide to do battle
for his party and unflinchingly went
to the heart of any trouble. “Tup.
per was possessed of masterful quali-
ties,” says Justice Longley. “To g
clear intellect were added indomitable
courage and a seriousness of manner
and action which impressed all who
were brought into contact with him.
He was not one of those easy-drifters
who wait upon Providence, avoid all
dangers, and get on by amiable nega-
tion; Tupper always knew his own
mind, always had a clear idea of what
he believed should be done, and was
ready to give to the work in hand all
the vigour and force of his nature.
He did not shirk responsibilities op
waste his time in wooing the chances
of fortune, as many successful poli-
ticians do. His methods were direct.
He declared openly and unequivoeal-
ly what he proposed to do and de-
pended upon main force to remove
difficulties and secure success. In
this respect he was, and remained, g
unique figure in the public life of
Canada; a dynamo of force, he de-
pended upon his own strength ang
persistence to accomplish the objects
he had in view.” M. O. HaMMoxD,

o -
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“THIS CAKE IS SURE
TO BE GOOD”

Good mixing makes good cake and Lantic
Sugar, on account of its ''Fine' granulation,
mixes quickly with the butter, making a rich
creamy batter.

Lantic
Sugar

is the best for baking, preserving and the table.

It comes to you pure and clean, just as it was packed
at the refinery, no hand touches it but your own.

2 and 5 1b. cartons. 10, 20 and 100 1b. bags

“ The All-Purpose Sugar"
Made from pure cane

Send a red ball trade-mark. cut from a Lantic bag or
carton and we will send you a free copy of the Lantic Sugar Cook Book, with many new recipes
for delicious sweelts. Look for the red ball trade-mark on each package

Address—Dept. C.M., ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES, Ltd., Power Building, MONTREAL

— THE ,
NQEIS0 oot
TRIO

Here is a delicious trio—prepared
from the finest ingredients money
can buy. Each has a character-
istic flavor and can be used in
innumerable dainty ways.
Ingersoll Cream Cheese

is a real cream cheese—rich in cream —
pure and nourishing—far nicer than ordi-

nary cheese. 15c. and 25¢. a package.
Ingersoll Pimento Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE

and sweet Spanish Pimedtos. Very appe-
tizing. 10c. and 15c. a package.

lErsoll Green Chile Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
with spicy California Green Chile. Piquant
and tasty. 15¢. a pnckm.

The Ingersoll Packing Co. L
Ingersoll, Ont.

(08)
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THE WORKERS OF THE WORLD

With amazing rapidity the nimble fingers of the typist must
register, day in and day out, the thoughts that move the com-
merce of the world—a vocation that calls for food that keeps
the mind alert and the muscles responsive.

Shredded Wheat

is a perfect food for all workers whose employment calls for
quick thinking and quick acting. It is not a “‘proteid food*
nor a ‘‘carbohydrate food,”” but just an all-around, well-ba]-
anced ration containing just enough muscle-making materja]
and just enough energy and heat-creating material for outdogoy
work or indoor work. For breakfast or luncheon, with milk
or cream, with baked apple, sliced bananas or other frujeg
Made in Canada by

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LIMITEp
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREET EAST
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Sam’
ams
-
Mail
®
Carriers
Have brought thou-
sands of letters telling
of the health-benefits
following a change
‘ from tea or coffee to
§ Some people seem able to drink tea or coffee, for a time, %
g without much apparent harm to health and comfort. But |
§ there are many others to whom it is definitely injurious to
§ heart, stomach and nerves. »
§ If you are one of those with whom tea and coffee dis- :
§ agree, a change to the pure, delicious food-drink, Postum,
: would seem advisable—and
: ““There’s a Reason’’
' T e T T e e SRR wé.,l’
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Cutrers T0 His MaAjesTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

Be sure when ordering spaghetti
to specify CLARK’S and keep
your money during War-Time

circulating in Canadian and

BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL

A
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“All Nﬂy E]leméits
Are There”

The Oat Is a Complete Food

Students of food values know that the oat contains all the elements we need.
And in the right proportions. All save fat—which the cream supplies—and water.

It is rich in elements which most foods lack.

It is famous for its energizing powers.

For ages the effects have proved that. But science now tells us why.

It is this great food—the most delicious, most important grain food—that
Quaker Oats presents in extra-luscious form.

It is for lovers of vivacity, capacity and power.

In this rich, flavory form folks eat it plentifully and often—as they should.

QuakerOats

The Royal Grade of Vim-Food

Its extra goodness is due to selected grains. Quaker this Quaker Oats quality. So everywhere this premier
Oats is flaked from onl_\t'_ the b-g. ,;l“lmp' luscious oats.  brand outsells any other.
< m a bushel. 5 § 3 ; ¢
Wehgcil:';‘llz '"ge:‘a;‘:‘(;“'l":"_er?m sucl‘: flavor a8 you' find in Every grocer sells it, and without extra price. Asking
Inktf Cath will bring it to you. Remember this, for your own delight,

All the world over, millions of cat lovers have discovered ~ when you next order oats,

Large Round Package, 25c. Regular Package, 10c.
Except in Far West

TheQuaker Qats (Ompany

' Peterborough, Canada (1497) Saskatoon, Canada

l
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GOODSHAPE
BRASSIERES

FEH IR LARRIRLIRRRRIIRAIRE llllll"l/‘,

MM DLLIMBMIY
D&A GOOD SHAPE BRASSIERES

The D & A Good Shape Brassieres are scientifically

designed from perfect standard to fit the figure

faultlesslgr. and they are made in such a wide
S

ORI R R RV RV LRI

variety of styles that there is a model perfectly

suited to every figure.
Ask Your Corsetiere

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY

Montreal QUEBEC Toronto

Makers of the Celebrated D& A
and La Diva Corsets

I

%
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Be Sure You're Right
Then—Go Ahead

When buying a Suit or a Spring Overcoat, just
take the trouble to unroll a yard or two of the
piece, and if you can see in gold letters along

the selvedge VICKERMAN'S Trade Mark

wae| @£ BVIGKERMAN &SONS L™ @4 s

You can rest assured that in spite of the almost
‘unsurmountable difficulties of securing good Dye-
stuffs, you are buying a cloth, which still carries
the makers Guarantee against Fading.

VICKERMAN’S

BLACK BLUES GREYS

SERGES AND CHEVIOTS
Are Easily Tailored and Never Fade

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada
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’ For Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

‘ Used while you sleep”

A simple, safe and effective treatment, avoiding drugs.

Vaporized Cresoline stops the paroxysms of Whooping
Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.

It 1s a BOON to sufferers from Asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresoline relieves the bronchial complications ot Scar-
let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat-
ment of Diptheria.

Cresoline’'s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us posta! for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by all Druggists.

Try Cresoline Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir-
ritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresoline. hey can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps.

The VAPO-CRESOLENE CoO.,

Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthysleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.

A TREAT
INDEED

@’m; i @9‘
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0’Keefe beverages :

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer,
Cola,
Sarsaparilla,
Lemon Sour,
Cream Soda,
Lemonade,
Orangeade,
Special Soda

Order a
case from
your
dealer.
O’KEEFE'S
TORONTO

e i
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The Hours We
Don’t Forget

The Same Good-Nights, for a Hundred Years,
Will be Said Over Dishes of Puffed Grains

Thelittle ones, in countless homes,
will to-night float Puffed Grains in
their bowls of milk.

In times to come, their children’s
children will do the same, no doubt.
For no man can ever make from
wheat or rice a better food than

these.

The Pinnacle Foods Forever

Hundreds of foods have been made from these grains. But Puffed Grains mark
the apex. They can never be excelled.

Prof. Anderson’s process takes whole wheat or rice, and makes every atom
digestible. Every food cell is exploded, Every granule is fitted to feed. No
one can ever go further.

These grains are sealed in guns.  For an hour they are rolled in 550 degrees of
lieat, The moisture in each food cell is changed to steam. The guns are shot
and that steam explodes.

There occur in each grain a hundred million explosions—one for every food
cell. The grains are puffed to eight times normal size. They come out airy,
flaky bubbles as you see.

No other cooking process breaks more than half of the food cells. None can
ever break more. So these must forever remain the sovereign foods produced
from wheat or rice.

Puffed ' Puffed
Wheat Rice

Each 15¢ Except in Far West

These are not mere morning dainties. They are all-day foods. Folks use them like nuts in
candy making, or as garnish for ice cream. They serve them as wafers in soup. Between
meals they eat them dry. And no other morsels are so ideal for serving in bowls of milk,

Serve one each day.

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

Sole Makers
Peterborough, Canada (1498) Saskatoon, Canada
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prosperity to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Alljes.
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our sh.are of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch.
“word of the hour should be production, production, and again production,™

For full information regarding farming opportunities in Canada write to:—

W. D.SCOTT, Esq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.

o
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There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical,

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand

Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
Hamilton

SR ANDTTYRN s

HISHI=IN=

W1

ULE

EIE

M

EING 2
housekeeper,

aily pr f
these days ©
of living that
1 have them i
ess as WC‘\.

e has taught

the same d
to solve 10
high cost
you have.
my busin
his experienc ith our

me how 1o, K8 YL Gon

hat are per

proves 1t

In the March M:g
give another eco

azines 1 v_v\n
micu\rcup€~

KNOX IVORY JELLY

Soak 1 envelope Knox Sparkling
Gelatine in half cup milk 5 minutes.
Scald 3 cups milk with ¥{ cup sugar,
and add soaked gelatine. Strain,
cool slightly, add 1 teaspoonful va-
nillaand turnintoamold firstdipped
in cold water and chill, Serve with
a boiled cusiard, preserves, melted
currant orother jelly or canned fruit.

One package will make a
jelly serving 18 people or
youcan measure the gelatine
to make an individual dish.

Recipe Book FREE

We will send you this book,
“Dainty Desserts for Dainty Peo-
ple,”” on receipt of your grocer’s
name. If you have never used
KnoxGelatine,enclose4cinstamps
if you wish a pint sample.

KNOX GELATINE CO.,Inc.

7]

180 St. Paul St W.
S_ Montreal, Canada
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TO INVESTORS

THOSE WHO, FROM TIME TO TIME HAVE
FUNDS REQUIRING INVESTMENT
MAY PURCHASE AT PAR

DOMINION OF CANADA DEBENTURE STOCK

IN SUMS OF $500 OR
ANY MULTIPLE THEREOF

Principal repayable 1st October, 1919.

Interest payable half-yearly, 1st April
and 1st October by cheque (free of exchange
at any chartered Bank in Canada) at the
rate of five per cent per annum from the
date of purchase.

Holders of this stock will have the
privilege of surrendering at par and accrued
interest, as the equivalent of cash, in pay-
ment of any allotment made under any
future war loan'issue in Canada other than
an issue of Treasury Bills or other like
short date security.

Proceeds of this stock are for war
purposes only.

A commission of one-quarter of one per
cent will be allowed to recognized bond and
stock brokers on allotments made in respect
of applications for this stock which bear
their stamp.

For application forms apply to the
Deputy Minister of Finance, Ottawa.

DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE, OTTAWA
OCTOBER 7th, 1916.
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RENNIE’S NEW SEEDS--SECURE NOW
Pkg. 1 oz. 4 ozs. 1 1b. 5 lbs,
XXX Earliest Tomato, (vines loaded early) $ .10 $ .50 oy e iy L
Beefsteak Tomato, (enormous size) - .10 .60 $2.00
Sparkler Radish, (round, red-white lnp) - .05 .15 .40
First and Best Cnbb-ge. - - - ‘.10 .30 .90
Glory Enkhuizen Cabbage, - - - .05 .30 1.00 1
Prolific Golden Wax Butter Beans, . o o 18 $ .50
XXX Solid Head Lettuce, - - .10 .25 .78 e
Giant Prizetaker Onion, (black see ) - .10 .25 e 2.10
Extra Early Red Onion, - - - .05 «25 .65 2.10
Early Eclipse Beet, (round hlood) - - .05 .15 40 iien
Cardinal Globe Beet, - ; - .10 .20 .50 1.50
Spinach Beet, (for greens) RS o A .10 .30 .90 R
Chantenay Carrot, (for table use) - - 05 .25 .65
Snowball Cauliflower, (gilt edge) - .15, .25, .85 2.75 %
Paris Golden Celery, (very best) pkg. 15, ,40/ 60, ot 00 .5 A R g
Early Premium Gem Peas, (dwarf) - - .10 .35 $1.50
Select Yellow Onion Setts, . . - L o 35 1.70
London Long Green Cucumber, - - .05 .15 .40 Sk 55
Extra Early White Cory Corn, (for table) «10 St 58 35 1.50
Early Branching Asters, Whlte, Pink,
Crimson or Mixed, - - - .10 AR U
Choice Spencer Sweet Peas, (mlxc d colors) .10 30 90
RENNIE’S SEED ANNUAL FREE TO ALXL,
Order through your local dealer or direct from
KING & MARKET STREETS, TORONTO
RENNIE’S SEEDS  aicat MONTREAL, WINNIPEC, VANCOUVER

e 1 @ 2 L@ 3 IHERCORCRE RN ) HGEZ) D U@ IO IERETVL § 6w 100 5

Delecto Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

to harmonize with the flavor of the center.

S LTI @2 (.‘6'

%)

An unusually delightful

assortment.
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If you make your coffee in a

percolator, ask your grocer for SEAL
BRAND COFFEE

FINE GROUND

(FOR USE IN PERCOLATORS)

The top of each can is marked as above.

In %4, 1 and 2 lb. Tins. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL 189

ROBINSON’S “PATENT” BARLEY

With Milk makes a Natural Infants’ Food

- £ e = ) In the artificial feeding of infants it is essential
NG - =3 il that the milk be made as digestible as possible. |

Cow’s milk may be made as easily digested by
the infant as mother’s milk, by the addition of
Robinson’s ‘‘Patent” Barley Water.

i Unless the indigestible qualities of cow’s milk
are removed, the child will have diarrhoea, indiges-
tion, fail to thrive, and lose weight.
J. B. Dawson, M.D., F.R.C.S., says, about Robj 5
“Patent” Barley: ; ; ! obinson's

“There is no doubt in Barley Water we have a most valuable
addition to cow's milk that will make an artificial food suitable
for the stomach and digestive powers of infants and children,”

Our booklet ‘Advice to Mothers” is invaluable in every home..
sent free on request.

MAGOR, SON @, CO,.LIMITED
Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul Street, W. 30 Ch
MONTREAL To‘gg’nio
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CECILIAN
WORLD FAMOUS

Before you buy your Player Piano, Look over these important facts.

A Player Piano costs you a lot of money. You naturally look for a
lot of satisfaction. Satisfaction embodies:

Perfect Tone Ease of Operation
Complete Control Absolute Maintenance of vacuum
Durability Elegance in Design and Finish

This ensemble can only be found in the

CECILIAN ALL-METAL-PLAYER ACTION
Which is manufactured not only in Canada but all over the civilized world.
It is leak proof, climate proof, trouble proof.

Make sure of your own satisfaction by first examining the CECILIAN
and then purchasing one for yourself.

We will take your piano or organ in part payment and arrange
convenient terms if necessary.

Write for Catalogue and particulars to
THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED
ESTABLISHED 1883

CAT“;?’QM?S;SF—E&‘O_ 247 YONGE ST., TORONTO
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CANADIAN NORTHERN

ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Via PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,

and all important pointsi n Western Canada and the Pacific Coast

LEAVE TORONTO 1045 P.M.

Monday, Wednesday, Friday

ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario; Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.

OU would find it a decided convenience to
centralize your purchases of office supplies—

and perhaps an economy as well. Every require-
ment is here at your dis-
posal — typewriters, desks
and furniture, stationery

We have a 250 page cata-
log of general office supplies
and accessories. A copy

(blank books, ledgers, etc.), =<1 will be sent you upon re-
printing, lithographing. - embos- quest. It is a cyclopedia of office
sing. needS.

USE MAPLE LEAF RIBBONS AND CARBON PAPERS

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronte

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

X\l
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in Canada
EVERYBODY SMOKES

“OLD CHUM”
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At the present cost of labor you can't afford to use
obsolete machinery.

The efficiency of your machine tool equipment is of
vital importance to your costs.

BERTRAM
‘MACHINE TOOLS

are modern in design and efficient in production.

LET US SHOW YOU HOW

The John Bertram & Sons Co., Ltd.

DUNDAS, ONTARIO

MONTREAL — WINNIPEG — VANCOUVER
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HERE congreqate the Distinquished Rep-

resentatives of the Worlds of Fashion,Art,

8 Literature, Science, Commerce and States-
WE: manship.American or Eurogean Plan. Every
« Convenience, Comfort and Luxury. Visit
L the famous Submarine Grill and the
qorgeous Peacock Room.Grand Opera
Concerts in the Grand Promen_ada

PASADENA CAL.

LD'S-GREATEST-HOTEL
g -8UCCESS
¢ (rY

:YM O
I

DIRECTLY ON THE OCEAN FRONT H
The fines product of American creative

jus at a cost of more than $5,000,000. {3
D. .v}‘ﬁlaTt.Prut.J.w.MOTT.Gen. qr.

~ ATLANTIC CITY N. J. ~ SEATTLE WASH.

Galen Hall. Arii¥reorvns | HOTEL BUTLER v

LaSEnClnaS Pasadena,Cal, A Sanite

ooms rium for ;‘hmnh‘dlwnu

yg | Cafe withont peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25c. | Homelike surro undings. Individualmed!

New l(.t:nvq..;;ﬂ::‘d&y":f\'v;’;}"""h‘"l‘:’; A!I‘.’:mg Rooms $1.00 up; with hath 82 00up. Homecomforts [ cal supervision (dietary, treatment, and
open, alv 0 . !
|

to the traveler A. CHESHIRE MITCHE!LL “'L exercise closel supervised); complete
and nwnd:nc:;n‘;""fn-\'::;s HOT SPRINGS N. C. | electrical and ff_\ d
BO . Dl

Mountain Park Hotel & 5 ¥oersi

Springs Baths

rotherapy departments,

No tuberculosis or mnnlly ufkcn‘ J
CALVESTON TEXAS

~ = HOTE.L BOYLSTON ST. { "] One of Am{u;.'. leading Health and r:c.l.u: Re-
¢ GARDEN orts. Golf, Tennis, Open swimming pool. oun-
i’ g :ai;‘{r_li:lf;ll'[r-n!:i\: k ridiog, Oreh. 'EJ'I"thr.!I!'L
Camo S THORND"(E. » __MOUNT CLEMENS MICH. |
e gy o] ey FOR RHEUMATISM
Lspecially suited to . -
nt of its Pleas- | v £
" !?vltwllggl:n‘:(n?k(msubulny [p’ :i_ PAR K HOTEL
FRES™ from Every Point. Linfield Damon Prop gy L2 | MOUNT CLEMENS, MICH.
S8end for booklet. P. 0, Box 247 '

Where-togo has two million circulation.

March W hgfr-njp-wffunlfuﬁclngﬂ Fv’l):' 1st.

ter golf. nnis. Turkey and Quail shootin 700 ft. elevation. Just right climate. No snow. Pure sprin
;::-T:fon!v:r'?mms. Cottages. Bungalows. Orchestra. \\ﬂrlm CREAMER & TURNER. Lessees and Managers, or

DIET AND HEALTH

b Iffyou want to keep well-up to tge Top-Notch-Strong,Healthy,

.~ Cfficient; then you must know héw to eat. e

< The body is a machine, It demands certain quantities and %ual-

5 ities, and only under favorable conditions ‘will the body do its
most efficient work. _

This book s a condensed set of Health Rules-every one of which

may be easily followed at home. It tells how the B,attle,erfk

Diet System” has_been built through years of exhaustive scientific

research. It WIllgIVQ Yow a new idea of life and its possibilities,

The book is free. Write for it now,

‘xwater.
woklet,

Weymouth Heights ~HIGHLAND PINES INN Southern Pines,N.C.|

BATTLE CREEK. SANITARIUM, BOX 109 BATTLE CI'\’.EEK..I"II(EJ
B —

THE

Inoerenpet ORrbper oF F oresTers

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
g pledged. Benefits
a c.-’le“ Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or Paid
ystem death, or to the member in case of his total disability, e
sl o: or to the member on attaining seventy years of age. 4%:;““‘
. Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further information and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, Secretary ELLIOTT G. STEVENSON, President §. H. PIPE, F.A.S., A.L A, Actuary

- £
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CALIFORNIA

o, The
Aw;“::m Double Track Route

WINTER TOURS

Sl i Y

(RARY

and all Pacific Coast Points

FLORIDA, TEXAS
NEW ORLEANS, Etc.

Winter Tours Tickets now on sale
Stop over privilege allowed

Apply to any Agent of the Company for particulars

G: i s BELL W. S. COOKSON
Passenger Traffic Manager General Passenger Agent
MONTREAL MONTREAL

—
e
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
‘ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one
more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-
plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete of wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘“‘Chest of Drawers’’ in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$33% to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Canadian Pacific

FLORIDA

Via DETROIT and CINCINNATI

Why not Florida for your Winter Tour?
The Attractions are Unsurpassed

Beautiful Palm Trees—Warm Sea Bathing—Orange
and Bananna Groves— Golf—Tarpon Fishing—
Luxurious Hotels for all Pockets.

TWO NIGHTS ONLY FROM TORONTO
Winter Tourist Tickets Now on Sale

Fast Train 4.00 p.m. Daily from
Toronto, via

CANADIAN PACIFIC
MAKING DIRECT CONNECTIONS AT DETROIT i

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or write

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto

=
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"Thats the make of silver
plate that we received

when we were married.

and we still have some
that was mothers

-

t the best stores you will be offered
today as the leading brand of silver
plate’ the same make that merchants
y years and more ago recommended

to their customers.

I is quite the proper thing to start housckccping
with 1847 ROGERS BRros.“Silver Plate that Wears"
Sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible by

the actual test of over 65 years. £ =
At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue F-23

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
The World’s Largest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate

".

(ontinental
"‘hlu’.""
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DUNLOP
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A Pleasant Discovery

(] After your tires have been running

for a while, you'll discover that you get

from Dunlop Tires what you cannot get

to the same degree from other tires—

the safety and mileage you paid for in

the first place. o o o o

; Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co., Limited

Head Office and Factories: TORONTO

BRANCHES:

Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London
Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, Halifax. ;

and High-Grade Rubber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General Hose, Dredge Sleeves, Milit
Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles, Horse Shoe Pads, Cements, and General Rubber Specialties

i Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Bicycles, Motorcycles and
1
{

300000000300 0088008000PatRt b itsrettstsrarsttttttttttrttttttttttttettittttttssttenttstssetsshorsnsy ~
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We can supply telephones for
any and every service Write
us and describe your telephone
need and we will mail you one
of our Bulletins that will be of
particular interest to your wants.
Let us send you particulars of
the PRESTO-PHONE, the
Canadian Automatic for factory
and inside private systems.

Adelaide Street West, Toronto

Use “Made in Canada”

elephones

Canadian Independent
Telephone Co., Limited

o3
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When Better Automobiles Are Built
McLaughlin Will Build Them

This appropriate phrase is more than a working
motto, more than a stirring slogan—it is a promise
backed by performance.

McLaughlin Builders have won today undisputed
leadership on a big idea—a right principle, rightly ap-
plied on the famous McLaughlin Valve-in-Head Motor.

But McLaughlin science, skill and building honestly
is ever ready to- make that “better” automobile when-
ever it can be built.

The constant aim toward the greater service is the
way McLaughlin builders prove their appreciation of
Canada’s endorsement.

Send for new catalogue showing complete line, to

The McLaughlin Motor Car Co., Ltd,

OSHAWA - ONT.

: Model D-45, 6 Cylinder, 5 Passenger Touring Car.

The McLaughlin Series include 6 and 4 Cylinder Cars in Touring,
Roadster and Sedan Types ranging in price from $895 to $2,350.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
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THE NEW SERIES

CHEVROLET
$650

2 0. B. OSHAWA

Standard Equipment

Valve-in-head motor. New front spring suspensions.
Electric lighting and starting New accelerator foot rest.
system.

Selgctive sliding gear transmis- Ample road clearance.
sion, 3 speeds, forward and : :
reverse. Cantilever springs.

Staunch frame. Improved upholstery.

New front and rear spring Mohair top.
brackets. Non-skid tires on rear wheels.

Qil indicator light equipment.

Write us for description and specifications

The Chevrolet Motor Co., Limited

Office and Factory, OSHAWA, ONT.

>|< X
l More Wonderful than ever |
>|< |
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The unfailing satisfaction given its
users is the reason why, year in and
year out, they prefer

FAIRY SOAP

For toilet and bath

Fairy soap is made by experts, of the choicest materials, Its
whiteness suggests the purity that is shown in the rich,
7= free lather and the refreshing cleansing qualities,
$ :\ The oval, floating cake fits the hand and wears to
( g the thinnest wafer without losing its fine quality,

(fHEn K FAIRBANK

LIMITED
MONTREAL

“Have you a little Fairy in your home ?”
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There’s Success 1n His Wake

IG Ben at six a. m. for
the big man of busi-
ness—who knows the
luxury of ample time—who’s
up before duty insists. Try
Big Ben in the business of
living. Set him a little a-

head.

“Click,” goes the time-lock on
sleep—you dart across the room
—nudge him quiet—smile. With
brain afresh and mind alert you’re
on good terms with a new day.

Puts an edge on your razor and appe-
tite—and time to use both—brings a
whistle that starts in the tub and puckers
again at each lull in your work.

To get your salary up, a year of Big
Ben get-ups is better than a pu/l with the
Boss. You'll like Big Ben face to face.
He’s seven inches tall, spunky, neigh-
borly—downright good all through. He
rings two ways—ten half-minute calls or
steadily for five minutes.

Big Ben is six times factory tested. At your deale
er's, $2.50in the United States, $3.50 in Canada.
Sent prepaid on receipt of price if your dealer
doesn’t stock him.

Westelox folk build more than three million
alarms a year—and build them well. All wheels
are assembled by a special process—patented, of
course. Result—accuracy, less friction, long life,

Western Clock Co.

La Salle, I11., U. S. A.

Bingo, Sleep-Meter,

Other Westclox: Baby Ben,Pocket Ben, America,
Lookout

Makers of Westclox
and Ironclad.




The World
Wants Men

who can plan and execute;
who can work and endure;
who think clearly and breathe
deeply.

Such men require food
that rebuilds the tissue cells
as fast as used up by work,
and which makes digestion
easy.

That food 1s

rape-Nuts

Delicious, easy to digest, and
wonderfully nourishing.

“There’s a Reason”

: Ta 'r n .i ;h ed

$26.40 a year

payable for twenty years only, will purchase
a $1,000 Instirance Policy in The Great-West
Life Assurance Company on the Limited
Payment' Life Plan, at age 21.

At the end of twenty years the Insurance
will be paid for, and a paid-up Policy will
be issued for $1,000, The profits earned
under the Policy will then be payable, unless,
as may be chosen if desired, these profits
have been paid at the end of each five-year
period.

During the twenty years the Policy
carries liberal loan values, and at the end of
the period, if the Policyholder so desires, the
contract may be surrendered, and the total
Cash Value obtained, showing an excellent
return on the outlay—while the twenty years
protection will have cost nothing.

Personal rates and full details will be
Sfurnished on request.

Ghe
Great West-Life Assurance Co.

Dert. “P
. - HeadOffice . WINNIPEG

e — s S san——

Silverware-
There’s the Rub

It is so beautiful when clean !
and brilliant, but what a
difference when tarnished.

I'here is no practical way to
prevent tarnish—to remove it
there are many ways, good-
bad, and indifferent. "One way
(Ehc best), proven by 50 years' experience is
Electro Silicon. This great polishing powder

does not injure the finest surface. Its fame
is universal. Beware of the kind that takes
off the silver with the tarnish—they work ]

easy but— :

You can now purchase Elec

4 cha lectro Silicon in eream form
‘ as well as powdqr. T'he cream form, which is wonderfully
: po\m!ar. comes in large glass jars, 28¢.
! full size box, 15¢.

r owder forme—
Sold by dealers everywhere

THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE

Send for Samples—For two conts in
stamps we will sand samples of Electre
8ilicon Cream and Powder Qemad

DAVIS & LAWRENCE C0.
: MONTREAL - CANADA

. _Sole Canadian Agents for th -
ELECTRO SILICON CO., “(‘N:ﬂ A
N.Y., US A

| A Perfume for the
g __ Most Refined Taste

A leader amongst leaders.
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman's

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever
BECAUSE.
is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance:
it refreshes and revives .;
does no other Perfume:
it is delightful in the Bath
and the finest thing after
Shaving: because it 18, in
fact, the most reliable

and satisfactory Toiles
Perfume made, :: 33

Ask your Druggist for it

Accept no Substitutet

!

L " la requesting infermatios ask for s Desk Calendar for 1917.
H Ul

\ W,

-

T. H BEST PRINTING CO. LINITED, TORONTO




