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ADAM AND EVE AND THE
WORLD GOD MADE

BY MARJORY

meg) HERE are those who be-
u{""\, lieve that in the world
S g God is making Adam and
I EN MY
) 4

Eve must help each other
if either is to achieve a
respectable and comfort-
In many formal activities,

U )
b /m‘é,_f\’f'

able life.
such as employment, education, reli-
gion, organization and politics, the
share of women has been greatly en-

larged. A question may be asked
whether there is some increasing pur-
pose common to such changes. To
what desire are we marching, con-
sciously or unconsciously? What was
sometimes known before the War as
the woman question is now one of the
problems of higher statesmanship.
Probably all over the world, and cer-
tainly in English-speaking countries,
the numbers of women who earn a
living in a paid occupatlon of some
kind are increasing. This develop-
ment has not been fitful and it began
long before the War. Nor has the
social and political position of women
suffered on account of the greater
1=3

MacMURCHY

numbers of wage and salary earning
sisters. But rather the contrary is
true. In the United States of Am-
erica, one out of every four girls be-
tween the ages of sixteen and twenty-
one was at work in 1910. In the next
group of women workers, from twenty-
one to forty-four, the census of that
year gave the same proportion. After
forty-five one woman in seven was a
paid worker. The eighteen per cent.
of American women over ten years of
age engaged in gainful occupations
in 1900 had ‘grown to twenty-three
per cent. in 1910, an increase of 2,-
756,375. Progress in the employment
of women and girls in Canada before
the War was comparatively slow but
noticeably steady. In 1891, there
were one hundred and eleven women
workers in each one thousand of the
female population of ten years of age
and over; in 1901, the number had
grown to one hundred and twenty;
in 1911, the proportion was one hun-
dred and forty-three. But the great
American and Canadian inerease be-
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gan after the last census in either
country. It is too soon to be able to
Jjudge with accuracy what stable effect
will remain in women’s employment
from the War.
to war-time industrial production by
women in English-speaking countries
was in Great Britain. Board of Trade
figures, July, 1919, showed that the
total number of occupied women in
Great Britain had inereased, as com-
pared with 1914, twenty-two and one-
half per cent.,from 5,966,000 to 7,311,-
000. The latter figure included a re-
duction in the numbers of domestic
employees of four hundred thousand.
In each of these countries, the period
of readjustment for men and women
workers has not yet ended. But as
far as women workers are concerned,
they have common problems, and
their problems are of the same char-
acter as before 1914,

The rate of payment for work, and
freedom of choice in entering an occu-
pation, are so closely joined in the
minds of many leaders among work-
ing women that they are regarded as
almost the same question. The form-
ula “Equal Pay for Equal Work” has
been endorsed by individuals and or-
ganizations. It is looked upon with
doubt, however, by such leaders as
Miss Mary McArthur and Mrs. Sid-
ney Webb, who consider that it may
be used to restrict the employment of
women. The principle has been ac-
cepted by American and Canadian
women apparently without the same
reservations. It is evident, however,
that the phrase “Equal Pay for Equal
Work” does not always have the same
meaning for men workers as for
women. Many of its advocates are
not wage-earners, and to them as well
as to many working women the funda-
mental appeal of the expression is for
justice. To repeat the formula is
simple enough, but to arrange for its
fair and useful application to every-
day life is a different matter.

One of the most moderate state-
ments of the case for women workers
has been made by Sir Lynden Macas-

The greatest addition,

sey, a member of the British War
Cabinet Committee on Women in In-
dustry, who during the War worked
in adjusting employment difficulties.
In an article which appeared in The
Quarterly Review for July, 1919, on
“The Economic Future of Women in
Industry” he points out in the first
place that the woman worker is essen-
tial to the re-establishment of the
prosperity of civilization and pro-
ceeds to ask a question as to the place
of women in reformed industry. In
his opinion there are three prineiples
which should regulate the future sta-
tus of women workers. They should
be entitled to the employment for
which they are economically and
industrially equipped. The work at
which they are employed and its eon-
ditions should be suited physiologic-
ally and psychologically for women.
They must not be allowed to undercut
and displace men. Generally speak-
ing, those who have had most to do
with the employment of women es-
pecially during the War have come
to these or similar conclusions. Tt is
agreed on the whole that women work-
ers should have freedom of oppor-
tunity when that is possible, that all
work is not suited to women and that
it would be disastrous to bring down
the rate of payment through a supply
of cheap women workers. Concerning
their ability as workers and rate of
payment, it is interesting to quote
Sir Lynden Macassey’s own words :
“Without any doubt, as things are to-
day, a woman of efficiency equal to a
man, if obtainable—as she is in many
cases—can always be secured, especi-
ally in unorganized trades, for sub-
stantially less remuneration than the
man. It is imperative that this
should not take place.”

A great deal might be written of
the employment of women, their char-
acter as workers and the advance in
woman as comrade which seems to-
come through well-conditioned em-
ployment. But the present effort is
not so much to prove the justice of
the claim of women workers as it is to
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discover whether there are tendencies
of a certain character common to the
activities of women in different de-
partments of life. In the departmént
of employment, they are seeking free-
dom of choice in occupation and a re-
adjustment of payment. They are
asking, not so much possibly for wages
equal to men’s wages, as for a recog-
nition in terms of payment of the
value of their work and of themselves
as human beings. These statements
are generally true of the aspirations
of women workers in the United
States, Great Britain and Canada.
Many women of the younger gener-
ation recognize that employment of
the best kind increases their oppor-
tunities for suitable marriage, and
since suitable therefore happy mar-
riage. A publication of the American
Statistical Association contains an
article by Mr. Donald M. Marvin on
“Occupational Propinquity as a Fac-
tor in Marriage Selection.” He finds
as a result of his investigations that
“men are now marrying women whom
they meet in their work”. Of a thou-
sand cases, taken from the Marriage
License Bureau at Philadelphia, five
hundred and forty-five women worked,
and of these, two hundred and sev-
enty-five, or more than half, married
men in the same occupation. Of the
thousand men, more than twenty-five
per cent. married into the same occu-
pation. An examination of the sta-
tisties of the graduates of Bryn Mawr
College showed that “about ninety
per cent. of the married alumnae had
married college graduates. More than
sixty per cent. married men in profes-
sions. Out of ten doetors who gradu-
ated from Bryn Mawr and later mar-
ried, seven married doctors”.  Mr.
Marvin gives instances of marriage
between men and women explorers,
photo-play managers, college secre-
taries, an art student and a landscape
engineer, a newspaper writer and a
reporter, a secretary of a children’s
~ bureau and an assistant superinten-
den of a children’s bureau. It is a
legitimate consequence that evidence

such as this will tend to increase the
numbers of women who enter employ-
ments from choice.

A crusade which began in grand-
mother’s time, or thereabouts, called
itself “higher education for women”.
It may be described in reality as a
movement for equal opportunity in
education. This development has var-
ied somewhat in the different English-
speaking countries. Women’s colleges
exist within the influence of the old
universities in Great Britain. But
Oxford and Cambridge did not grant
degrees to women until 1920. Men
and women students are together in a
number of the newer British univer-
cities. The women’s colleges of Amer-
ica are famous. In many of the Amer-
ican universities men and women
students are on an equality. Where
this condition does not exist, it is con-
ceded that the university has a right
to retain its individual practice. Can-
adian universities, generally speaking,
admit women on the same terms as
men. There is no longer keen feeling
about closed universities in English-
speaking countries, and it is held that
equal opportunity has been granted
generously on the whole to the woman
student. In passing it may be noted
that the keenest contest for oppor-
tunity oceurred in medical training,
and that the contest had a direct rela-
tion to occupation as well as educa-
tion.

A development of a slightly differ-
ent character has shown itself on this
side of the Atlantic. Feeling with
regard to the principle involved ap-
pears to be shared about equally by
American and Canadian women. In
universities where men and women
are admitted on an equality, it is held
that a qualified woman should have
a responsible position on the staff.
This opinion is not asking precisely
for equal opportunity. The theory is
explained in Miss Lois Kimball
Mathews’s book, “The Dean of Wo-
men”. Women students, it is believed,
in order to develop successfully into
the finest type of woman should not
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receive their highest intellectual and
character training solely from pro-
fessors who are men.

The teaching profession in the lower
schools of republics and common-
wealths is often said to be passing or
to have passed into the hands of
women. But this circumstance as far
as it is true is not satisfactory to
women. They would rather that men
remained in the teaching profession.
‘When a reasonable proportion of men
teach in the lower schools, which are
the only schools attended by a ma-
jority of children, conditions will be
more normal and healthy. Women
will be better satisfied with the teach-
ing profession. Pay will be higher in
all probability for teachers. The
schools will be®of more benefit to the
children. Had school masters been
organized, teaching might not have
been entered so largely by women.
Must we regard the schools as an ex-
ample of what the community allows
to happen to an occupation when the
workers are unorganized? Summing
up the meaning of these various ten-
dencies in edueation, it would seem
that the effort of women has been to
develop as fully as men. To enter into
truth by exactly the same door may
not have been their ambition, al-
though so it has been judged. The
old legend of the apple ought to have
some meaning.

The church may be expected to
move more slowly than education, and
far more slowly than matters of em-
ployment which on the whole are
governed urgently by the Biblical in-
junction, “If any would not work
neither should he (she) eat”. No
special development had been appar-
ent in the religious standing of women
for centuries at least on the surface
of church affairs. But some influence
must have been moving underneath.
‘Within a few years changes have been
manifest which could not have taken
place without a stirring of the multi-
tude. Possibly a date should be set
for the beginning of this development
in the work of Mrs. Booth. Women of

the Salvation Army sometimes say
that the progress of their church was
built on the equal part of men and
women in the teaching ministry. The
extraordinary story of missionary ef-
fort by women reached a climax in
the life of Mary Slessor, a woman of
moral strength so great that already
she stands apart from her contempor-
aries in the imagination of the world
like one of the ancient prophets. A
woman is sometimes spoken of as be-
ing the most noted preacher in the
communion of the Church of England.
Miss Maude Royden was for some time
an assistant minister of the City
Temple, London. The Report of the
Archbishops’ First Committee of In-
quiry on “The Teaching Office of the
Chureh”; published in 1919, printed
the following resolution as having
been passed by a majority of the Com-
mittee, fourteen in favour, five
against, and two abstaining from vot-
ing: “We recommend that, subject
to further light to be expected from
the Committee now investigating this
question, this Committee is prepared
to agree that what is recommended
with regard to the teaching office of

laymen applies also to women.” Bach

of the Committees appointed by the
Archbishops of Canterbury and York
as an outcome of the National Mission
in 1918 included women in its mem-
bership. Little comment has followed
this remarkable development in the
religious life of Great Britain.

In the United States and Canada,
members of the great women’s mission-
ary societies are members of church
committees with men. At the General
Conference of the Episcopal Church,
held in Detroit, October, 1919, women
delegates from the sixty-eight dioceses
of the country were present in con-
ferences on missions. A special com-
mittee of the Presbyterian Church of
the United States on “Official Rela-
tions of Women in the Church” has
been appointed to consider three ques-
tions brought before the General
Assembly by three presbyteries. (1)
Whether women shall be ordained to

st 2o
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the eldership. (2) Whether women
shalt be ordained to the ministry of
the church. (3) Whether women
shall have the same rights as men in
the sessions, presbyteries, synods and
assemblies of the church. In what is
known as the “Forward Movement”,
women delegates in the States and
Canada are associated with men. They
speak to congregations at the regular
morning and evening services from
platforms and pulpits, and have ap-
peared before presbyteries and other
church courts, addressing the “breth-
ren” at meetings which have been con-
vened with no apparent sense of con-
sternation.

For a better understanding of this
religious change, it is necessary to
turn to the development of organiza-
tion among women. The explanation
must be looked for mainly in the
growth of women’s missionary so-
cieties. What is it that women desire
in the church? Very few indeed wish
to be ministers or preachers in the
ordinary sense of the words. A num-
ber of them have unusual gifts as
speakers and would employ these
gifts. Others with teaching ability
want instruction such as fits the indi-
vidual to be a teacher and expositor
of religious truth. The majority, who
have built up organizations in their
churches by means of which they raise
great yearly contributions of money,
train missionaries, support and man-
age hospitals, publish magazines and
direct other activities, desire to retain
the control of this church work which
they naturally regard as belonging to
themselves. On the whole, they would
welcome a change which would bring
about an amalgamation of men’s and
women’s committees on equal terms.
But they have had great missionary
responsibility in the past and do not
mean to devote themselves in the
future to carrying out plans made
for them by men’s committees. Why,
if we are members of a committee with
men, they ask, do the men make the
plans first, and then call us in and tell
us what we are to do?

The powers of the human race in
organization are amazing. Men, prac-
tically without the organizing assist-
ance of women, as Eve should remem-
ber, have built up systems of business,
commerce, finance, transportation and
politics which bring the contemplative
mind to a pause of astonishment as be-
fore what is superhuman. The War
developed organization to such a de-
gree that it may be said with truth no
previous war had been organized. It
would be a strange circumstance if
women as part of the human race did
not begin at some time to organize
themselves. This development was
long delayed and did not arrive on a
large scale until the latter part of last
century. The first form of women’s
organization was probably religious.
Social clubs, literary societies and
self-improvement associations began
about the same time. The trade union
and the professional or oceupational
club have been slow in growth, but by
this time they are well rooted and
show strength, greater possibly than
that belonging to other forms of or-
ganization promoted by women. The
need for social reform and social as-
sistance have brought into being a
number of associations of national
and international character. Inter-
national associations of women have
been somewhat vague and as far as
they exist are not to be compared
with organized trade, commerce or
labour. They resemble rather a
graceful gesture. But for the pur-
poses of work during the War, women
organized practically overnight. The
advance might be regarded as in-
credible if it had not been for the
ineredible nature of the cause: They
know now what can be brought about
by organization. Whether this knowl-
edge will be retained, or used, no one
can judge yet. The organized work of
women in the War was probably the
chief factor in persuading govern-
ments to extend the franchise to ap-
proximately one hundred and twenty-
five million women voters since 1914,
according to statistics compiled by the
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National American Woman Suffrage
Association.

The political situation of enfran-
chised women is fairly well known.
They are coming out to vote credit-
ably. But voting by women is still
in its very beginning. Few women
are being elected in the United States,
Great Britain or Canada compared
with the strength of the vote polled
by women. Yet an occasional candi-
date is successful, not by the help
of women specially, but with the
support of both men and women.
Governments sometimes appoint wo-
men to act on commissions and as
delegates at conferences. What, how-
ever, of the underlying tendencies
which can be perceived in polities for
women? What is their political de-
sire? Whatever it is, its nature is
difficult to discover, just as their de-
sire in the church conceals itself at
least to some extent. Women evident-
ly do not mean to use their votes to
elect women as their representatives
above all other considerations. Any
woman candidate will not do; ‘she
must be of a special character. What
is required apparently is a woman
who will really represent the average,
a high average possibly, but of a char-
acter and inclination that her sup-
porters may deeply trust. Women
voters do not mean to be committed
beyond their instinctive knowledge of
what is wise and workable. This at-
titude towards women as candidates
is surely one of the most interesting
manifestations so far of the woman
elector. Another political conviction
has been plainly shown. Women do
desire greatly that women of ability
and training should work with men
when action, political or otherwise,
is being taken which will affect the
life of the country, on such matters,
for instance, as education and social
legislation. They do not think that
laws should be framed which will
change their lives and the lives of
those for whom they are responsible
without a woman’s intelligence and
point of view being brought to bear

on the problem which is to be solved.
About such representation as this,
they are seriously in earnest; and
oddly enough, they would rather have
elected women representatives than
women chosen by favour of govern-
ments. Their political position is
reasonable if examined without bias.
The woman candidate must have qual-
ifications other than just being a wo-
man or having contended for woman
suffrage.

The purpose of this article has
been to arrive at tendencies of to-day
which belong to women in general. No
matter how able or conspicuous mem-
bers of a minority may be, their ac-
tions do not tell, or rarely tell, the dir-
ection of general progress as well as
the attitude of a great majority. Both
consciously and unconsciously, it is
contended, women are endeavouring
to remove restrictions which may ob-
struet their development into the per-
fect Eve. They do not want to be
perfect men, but perfect women. If
they are hindered by artificial boun-
daries, women will endeavour to es-
cape from them. Someone at once
will ask the question, what boundaries
are artificial? Certainly there are
natural boundaries, both for men and
women. Part of the problem of the
race is to discover what its matural
boundaries are. It should, however,
be admitted in fairness that women
have had more trouble with tempor-
arily imposed limitations than men
have had. If the race may be des-
cribed in a figure as a single human
soul, borne onward by wings (since we
are at liberty to venture on the meth-
ods of Ezekiel), then the one wing
nobly outspread is man and the other
woman. Should the woman wing fail
in its development, the progress of the
soul, the race, is not only retarded
but suffers unnecessary dangers.

Let us pass in brief review the ten-
dencies which seem to belong to the
departments considered, and examine
the result. Many women undoubtedly
work because they must for a living.
Employment is often craved because
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it is a natural outlet for energies and
gifts. Women are not found pressing
into an occupation which isolates them
from life, men, or indeed other women.
For purposes of self-development, a
woman must work. Well-chosen em-
ployment increases the probability of
happy marriage, see “Occupational
Propinquity”. But paid work for wo-
men is not an end in itself. It is
rather a necessity and experience.
Women do not enter employment to
escape marriage and home life. In
most cases they go to work so that it
may be possible for them to marry
and return to home life. Consider the
instances of women who have been
geniuses in creative work, such indi-
viduals as Christina Rossetti, George
Sand and George Eliot. The genius
increased the womanliness and the
power to be a companion which is
connected in some way with the
quality of womanhood. In education
the result of the inquiry is the same.
Religion, organization and polities
present an aspect of the woman ques-
tion which is somewhat surprising.
In religion and organization, women
have been compelled so far to progress
if possible mainly by themselves.
This statement perhaps should be
modified a little, but not very much.
As a consequence, less interchange
and comity of interest are indicated
in these developments than in others.
Adam in religion and organization
has not been so wise perhaps, con-
sidering the well-being of the race.
If the conclusion is doubted, go back
over the facts. Politically, there is
the women’s party, under various
names in different countries, the trade
union movement in which women have
some part, and the farm movement
of men and women which has recently
developed in strength in Canada and
the United States of America. When
political parties do not invite women
into their organizations, the women’s
party is formed. The farm move-
ment and the labour movement have
proved that women when organized

politically with men, have weight in
elections. But the majority of women
in English-speaking countries, as far
as appearances indicate to-day, do
not want a women’s party and do not
believe in political segregation. Never-
theless, when enfranchised they are
voting. If they did not believe that
a more charming and responsible type
of woman would come through en-
franchisement, that this is indeed in-
evitable, they would fail for one un-
explained reason or another to exer-
cise the franchise.

Threa general observations seem to
detach themselves from this inquiry.
The first indicates on the whole a sane
and patient development on the part
of Eve. The second conclusion is that
women do not appear to be interested
in individual ambitions as much as
they are in their own loyalties. What
these loyalties are would take too long
to tell. The third observation sug-
gests that it would seem the proper
course for the established orders to
assist in an approaching change when
it is evident that there is a well-de-
fined tendency towards development
on the part of great numbers of wo-
men. To allow these developments to
go on unassisted and not understood
surely would be unwise.

Yet how very limited anyone’s
knowledge must be of the tendencies
of growth in men and women towards
perfection? Sometimes the actions of
a finer soul in both men and women
seem to be at work here and there in
daily affairs. But on the whole the
increasing personality hides itself.
The observer is left, however, with the
conviction that the endeavour of Eve
to fulfil herself is not contentious.
Those who say that she ought not to go
to work but should remain quiescent
except for loving and and being lovely
may recognize presently that her aim
is to be far more lovely and good to
live with than in the past or present.
The world is becoming more depen-
dent on human relations and human
relations are women’s vocation..



THE GLOSED ~SHELL

BY CONSTANCE SMEDLEY ARMFIELD

EN Mrs. Darrell
/6 opened the telegram
ol and cried, “Oh, aren’t
Qi we honoured! The
— Blythes are motoring
over and want to know if we
can put them up to-night,” 1
had a premonition which was con-
firmed by Lydia Siddon’s gasp and
Susie’s excited, “Oh, but mother,
we've nothing in the house and the
butcher doesn’t call to-day.”

“I can bike over to Hamilton,”
said Roy, obviously sharing in the
general elation.

“Though she’s so wonderful you
feel you could ask her to sit down
to anything,” gushed Lydia.

“Still, we must give them some-
thing,” said Mrs. Darrell in a flutter,
and turned to me and said, “She
really is the most amazing person. 1
am so glad she’s coming while you’re
here.” :

Abnormally inflated personalities
are to me as uninterésting as prize
vegetables. I rebel against the claim
their egotism makes on popular atten-
tion. It merely amounts to a colossal
imposition of one person’s tastes and
ideas on the community.

‘When Mrs. Darrell proceeded to
explain that she had been to school
with Aurelia, and she had never drop-
ped her though she had married a
wealthy man and become a social
star of the first order, I rebelled still

10

more. Lydia, the school - teacher
niece, was sensitive of my unrespon-
siveness and interpolated a deserip-
tion of the idol’s lonely childhood.
She had been brought up by an in-
valid aunt, and had met Calvert
Blythe at some foreign health resort.

“Just like the fairy prince one
reads about,” said Lydia, who has a
strong vein of childishness in spite of
her thirty years. “He is like a
Greek statue, and so cultured. They
married almost at once and he lifted
her out of a dreary, dragging-round
existence into ideal happiness.”

And yet it’s wonderful how she re-

members everyone,” said Mrs. Dar-.

rell.  She’s so big-hearted, all her
success hasr’t spoiled her. You’ll see
how she’ll be one of us.”

“I’d better start,” said Roy, fid-
geting about with fifteen-year-old
awkwardness.

I listened with about as pleasant
anticipatior. as that with which 1
snoald await an earthquake. We
had Leen a comfortably humdrum
rarty, the Darrells and their gawky
Lealthy youngsters, Lydia Siddons,
who was possessed of nice intelligence,
and myself. The cottage sheltered
us adequately, and Darrell and I
fished steadily through the long,
drowsy days. We had music in the
evenings and read to ourselves or
strolled through the woods. I like
vacations to be uneventful.
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When Darrell and I came up from
the water in the afternoon we heard a
flutter and chatter from afar, and as
we stepped on to the lawn, I met a
flashing gaze challenging attention
as though by divine right.

The Blythes had come.

Mrs. Blythe was a large and young-
ish woman, who would have been
heavy if it had not been for her un-
usual lissomness. She was not par-
tienlarly beautiful ; one really did not
see her “points”, one was only con-
scious of her inexhaustible vitality.

She bent forward in her chair, levy-
ing tribute as naturally as she
breathed in the air. Immensely in-
terested in everything and everyone,
like a child, Darrell’s stereotyped
salutation was greeted with a whole-
sale illumination and her eyes ex-
plored my elderly visage as if rejoic-
ing in a prospect of undreamed-of
revelation.

The sensation was akin to receiving
a full charge of spring water in one’s
fuce when one raised one’s glass for a
mild sip.

The curious thing was that every-
one was clustered round with an air
of delighted expectation. She was
not the ordinary siren who says,
“Look at me!” She was a far more
dangerous variety, the one who says
“Let me look at you”.

I recognized the influence at once
as mesmerism, no less potent for the
fact that it had become second nature
to her. If a dog looked another way,
she’d know it and send out a thought-
wave in its direction. Consequently,
all the humdrum little house-party
was sitting tranced, thinking of no-
thing but Aurelia Blythe, and hun-
geving for her attention.  She dis-
pensed personal questions and re-
marks to each and all, like sweet-
meats, and they almost had the ap-
pearance of yapping as they gulped
thewn down.

I cannot describe the mental strain
of such an atmosphere. It was like
living in the suction of a vacuum
cleaner. Not a bad analogy ; what she

drew from people was not of much
use to them or her. :

Some minutes after the shock of
rew adjustment, when I was eating
cake and drinking in Aurelia Blythe,
I caught sight of the husband, sitting
in the shade trying to talk to Lydia—
a cifficult process, as her eyes were
constantly straying to the one pole.

He was good looking, but you know
the squeezed look husbands of stars
usually have? He had that, only he
seemed to have been squeezed hard,
not pulpy. I encountered the blank-
est eyes I had ever met; and as I
looked again, I saw they were cold
and dead, behind their weariness. For
all his good looks and distinction, he
had not the look of life.

Then I saw his wife glance across
at him, in a comprehensive ardent
way, and I saw she still insisted on
the right of way in, plumb in and
through, her husband’s soul. And I
saw, too, that his return smile was
polite and thin; and that he did not
let her in.

I went on studying Mrs. Blythe
from under the cover of my insig-
nificance, and I saw she was drugging
herself with all of us and bluffing
herself into a belief that she was
reigning.  There was just the one
corner of the universe that was de-
nied her—the one ewe lamb—the one
green field—the one shell that would
not open.

That the shell had once opened and
let her in, and then closed up and
ejected her because no single shell
could stand the drain of so devour-
ing an intruder, I was inelined to
believe. ~ There is no econdition of
mind so unresponsive as the mind that
lives in the shadow of an overpower-
ing personality. A quarter of an
hour on the outside edge of a tea
party graced by Mrs. Blythe had
wearied me. Imagine living with her!
Imagine oneself the recipient of her
concentrated, undivided interest!
And her husband had it even now.
As I sipped my tea and erumbed my
cake, a sort of sixth sense told me
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that however Mrs. Blythe might tun-
nel into those around her, back of her
thoughts was one big overmastering
desire—the right of entry to her hus-
band’s soul. I suppose she called her
feeling love.

And yet I did not dislike her.

She did not worry one with false
gestures or forced notes; her dra-

matic instinet was that of an artist.

The performance of a child could not
be improved upon ; one forgot her' ma-
ture years and matronly proportions,
and smiled in spite of oneself when
one met the infectious twinkle of
those hazel eyes. She was intuitive,
too; she said what you wanted her to
say, and she knew just what pleased.

Some egotists keep the footlights
betwen them and their audience, but
Mrs. Blythe was with us, close among
us; at any minute, her keen bright
eyes might be searching our soul
secrets,

As we went up to the house to dress
for dinner, the curtain pulled aside
for a moment and I caught sight of
the ugly, dreary “behind scenes”. I
had gone back to collect my fishing
tackle and came upon the Blythes at
the entrance to the apple walk. As
I did so, I heard that fretful, angry
intonation which sounds baffled;
heard also the stubborn ring which a
woman’s strong will wakes in most
men. There was no child note in
Mrs. Blythe’s demand; she was ask-
ing him in a hurt, bad-tempered,
powerless sort of way, why he wanted
to go down to that telegraph office be-
fore dinner, and he was inflexibly re-
fusing information.

I judged it best to come on quickly.
As she saw me, she slipped into the
childlike manner with miraculous
adroitness.

“Qh, here’s a minister of light!”
said she. “Now you can tell Calvert
the best way to the village. I am so
afraid he’ll be late for dinner. Jen-
nie is so striet.”

There could not be a less pune-
tilions woman than Mrs. Darrell.
Mrs. Blythe was resorting to one of

those quick little lies clever people use
to sereen an awkward turn.

‘While I spoke, Calvert Blythe
moved off and we were forced to walk
up to the house together. Her ripple
of talk was rather feverish.

And yet while I raged at her, I
pitied her. She was facing a pro-
position that I fancied would break
even her indomitable spirit.

You can destroy yourself if you
spend your life in trying to master
vacuity.  She could not anger her
husband, nor please him. He had
detached himself, become demagnet-
ized. You cannot close your hand
about a vacuum.

She came down to dinner in a snow-
drift of a gown, and played the child
to a spellbound audience wherein sat
one deadhead. I joined Mr. Blythe
after dinner and found him a gentle-
man well-read and well-travelled,
though he spoke with the restlessness
that most travellers have. 1 remem-
bered having been. told he had a good
deal of money and felt inclined to
ask him if Aurelia was a satisfying
substitute for a life-purpose.

‘When I got up to my room, I saw
Aurelia’s appealing eyes, insisting on
affection from everyone in her vicin-
ity, and I wondered if Sisyphus had
had a worse time rolling up his stone
than she mustering up her force be-
fore a closed-up shell.

The curious thing was that the rest
of the house party accepted the
Blythes as an ideally happy couple.
She imposed such an impression of
her charm upon her cirele that mo
one dreamed of her husband not ap-
preciating her. And she adopted the
pose of a successful wife. She ex-
acted publicly just what he would
give—politeness. Politeness was in-
grained in him and she traded it off
as devotion.

I do not know why I sensed the hol-
low ring. Perhaps because I was not
mesmerized. I saw those two among
the wunhappiest souls I had ever
known, and I was sorry. Very sorry.

‘When they left us, it was not only
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the emptiness that followed that
made me depressed, though it was
exactly as if the sun had dropped out
of the sky. Positively, the very leaves
looked gray.

It was five years after when we met

ain,

The Blythes had flown down from
an utterly different stratum of so-
ciety into the Darrells’ halfway hos-
pitality. I had not forgotten them.
I do not see enough people to forget
the few striking ones I have met. So
when I encountered Mrs. Blythe in a
boarding-house at Florence, I knew
her in spite of her great change.

The child had gone, and behind
that mask of childhood there turned
out to have been a middle-aged
woman with pouches under her eyes
and a mouth that drooped into heavy
muscles at the corners. Her cheeks
sagged, too. She looked as if her
whole face had loosed suddenly from
the wunnatural tension which had
serewed it up firm and young and
sparkling.

Yet Mrs. Blythe’s eyes looked out of
that worn face, though their appeal
was gone—that is, the appeal to the
outsiders. @ The drug had lost its
taste; only the hunger inside stayed
and that was lively now. I have seen
hurt people, but T have never seen a
woman ravened on by a consuming
fire; and that is what I saw.

She did not know me. The look
that met mine was as blank as that
her husband used to show to her. I did
not introduce myself at first. Then
I noticed that she sat alone at table
and that she was dressed in black, un-
becomingly dressed, as if she did not
care.

I watched her quietly for the next
day or so, wondering how she had
been driven to this boarding-house,
for I found she had still her maid,
and costly rings glittered on her fin-
gers. I wondered, because the people
who frequented the Pension Smythe
did not bring maids. We came be-
cause it was English, and cheap,

though run with the usual pension
pretensions of long-course dinners
and coffee essence after. Everything
was essence, or pretense. The owner
lived at a fear-stricken pace, striving
to keep up with what she felt the
guests might be accustomed to; con-
sequently we never sat down to an
honest dish. She had become inured to
the complaints. She knew she gave the
most that could be given for the
money ; and when clients are reduced
to the twenty-five-francs weekly pen-
sion level, the most well-merited com-
plaints have no authoritative ring. T
have spent my life in boarding-houses,
and take little notice of anything as
long as the bill stays within my
means. But Mrs. Blythe, with her
silk stockings and French shoes and
diamonds, seemed more eryingly ano-
malous here than in the Darrells’
modest cottage.

I did not bestow my presence on
the company that assembled nightly in
the stuffy, over-ornamented parlour,
and even curiosity could not keep me
in to see if she did. I left the table
for my evening stroll before the com-
pany dispersed. I am a man of
habits.

But a higher power than habit had
arranged our meeting. I was lean-
ing on the low stone wall at San
Miniato, gazing down on the olives
and the bewildering array of spires
and towers and lights, a shimmer of
silver in the moonlight, when I per-
ceived a veiled figure hurrying
through the inky gateway. Then the
sound of men’s voices caused me to
look round, and I saw Mrs. Blythe.
I stepped up, therefore, from no voli-
tion of my own, and raised my hat,
using the Darrell name as introdue-
tion. The flash of relief was mixed
with .recognition. = We turned and
walked at a dignified pace along the
terrace, leaving the young officers to
retreat as best they could.

It seemed obvious to remark her
husband was not with her; she hesi-
tated before she disclosed the news
that he was in the Rockies. I knew
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by her voice that I had cut her on the
raw. DBut she had not gained reti-
cence. An hour after, we were still
leaning on the wall.

She could not stay anywhere; she
was travelling from place to place,
choosing the quietest pensions in big
cities because there was less chance
of meeting people who knew them
both.

I apologized for my presence, un-
necesarily.  She said she did not
mean people like me—I did not talk!
Dear, dear, how she had been hit!
Yet I felt it was healthier for her to
be writhing with her vanity cast down
in a sort of flood, than keeping the
fountain playing, knowing there was
no real current feeding it. She was
ravaged now, but she was honest in
her wretchedness.

Of course she saw herself as one of
the world’s martyrs. There she had
given her great woman’s love, all of
it, to some one who did not care. He
did not seem able to care. He could
not love. There was no one else she
had to fear, because he was incapable
of feeling anything for anyone. What
little he did feel, had been given to
her. But he was a classic image and
so the hunger and the longing to help
him and mother him and love him
had to turn within herself, to de-
vour——

She was undeniably suffering. 1
do not think I have ever met anybody
so wholly sorry for herself. And all
the time she spoke, I thought of Cal-
vert Blythe, and I wondered that he
considered the Rockies sufficiently re-
mote. I should not have felt com-
fortable myself at the extreme tip of
the North Pole. The whole force of
woman seemed to reach out from her
and cluteh at that unfortunate man.

Then I found she was crying to me
to help her; because if something did
not happen soon—soon—she could not
live.

I trust I have quoted enough of
what had passed to show we had left
the conventional trammels of a ca_sual
conversation far behind. The fright

she had received before I came up,
added to the dissolving influence of
Italian moonlight, had burst the never
very substantial bonds of her first sil-
ence. After three months’ wander-
ings with no one but her maid to talk
to, she was, so to speak, pent up.

I think I have said before that
through all my accurate diagnosis of
the quality of her trouble I had kept
a distinet liking for Mrs. Blythe, As
she trembled and panted and let her-
self go to the full limit of superlative
emotionalism, I could not help feeling
there was a faint spark of something
real in what she called her LOVE.

She would have gone to the stake
for him; she would have done any-
thing, if it had been sufficiently co-
lossal and dramatic. What she could
not do for anyone was to leave him
alone. She had made a mistake com-
mon to many large-hearted, wide-
sympathied women—she confused her
province with the Deity’s.

A man wants a human being be-
side him, who is there when he wants
some one, but who will let him alone
when he wants to be alone. Aurelia
wanted to be omnipresent, omniscient
and omnipotent. Hence her imposi-
tions and pretensions had come top-
pling down with a proportionate ex-
posure of their impotence.

It seemed a plain if hateful duty to
give Mrs. Blythe an unbiased point of
view. Squirm as she might, she had
not really let go one shred of all the
vanity. She had only changed its
colour of success into self-pity.

“My dear,” said I (I am a gray-
haired old professor), “you smoth-
ered him.”

“Mothered him,” said Mrs. Blythe,
wide-eyed.  “ Oh, perhaps I did!
Yes, I do feel like a mother to him.
I feel every possible sort of love that
can be——"

“ Smothered,” said I, very clearly.
“It’s not unlike the other feeling,
pushed to a conclusion. Every man
has to have a little corner of his soul
which he can possess alone; he has an
hourly reckoning which he alone can

S s
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make to his Creator; he has an in-
ward light or voice which guides him,
which he alone can see and hear. You
could not get in between your hus-
band and his Maker, Mrs. Blythe, and
you never will.”

“Don’t you believe in love, then?”
gasped Mrs. Blythe.

“Yes, I do,” said I, for though I
do not go in for creeds, I have some
sort of a faith tucked behind the
knowledge of this world. ¢ But
where do you think love comes
from

“Mine comes from me!” said Au-
relia Blythe, with the fountain spurt-
ing up miles high.

“ And where do you come from?%”’
said I.

“ Calvert,” said Mrs. Blythe in a
sort of gasp. “And I want to get
back to him.”

All very well in supreme moments
to rise to a supreme consciousness of
unity; all very well to live in the
happy quiet knowledge of being of
one mind in most things, all the im-
portant ones, at all events; but when
Mrs, Blythe threw out her arms and
cried, it was as if some overmastering
parasite exclaimed, “Mine! Mine!”

It is one person’s work to live his
life. Calvert had not the responsi-
bility of supplying life for her. She
had been in the world for some
twenty odd years before she had
known of him. How, then, could she
claim him as her reason for exis-
tence ?

The more one studied the claim she
was making, the more clearly one saw
she was asserting her right of feeding
on a stubbornly resisting vietim. She
complained of his lack of mental sym-
pathy as if she received her ideas
from him, instead of from the source
of her existence.

If Calvert would not let her into
all his’ideas, apparently she had to
starve. She had no thoughts of her
own. She was cut off from her right-
ful supply of thoughts. She was
cruelly denied the right of thinking.

She drew an ideal picture of a sort

of tap root, plunged deep into Cal-
vert’s heart and mind and soul, for-
ever gormandizing spiritually, intel-
lectually ; and then talked of her at-
titude as one of sublime self-efface-
ment. She said she only wanted to
live for him, but she confused the
preposition “for” with “on”—a tri-
vial mistake but a profound one.

I laid my view of the proposition
before Aurelia. At first she fought,
refusing to admit initial premise or
deductions.” But I stuck to it. She
had come up against a stronger force
than magnetism, that of truth. She
wriggled and ecried but, in the end,
she saw. Then I looked on a poor
battered thing from which no glitter-
ing rush of anything proceeded; and
oddly enough, the child looked up at
me, a real child this time, who held
on to the wall, and asked what it was
to do. She was scared, looking as if
her world had toppled into fragments
and she did not know what to hold
to lest it should give way.

“Oh, poor Calvert!” said she. “I
didn’t know. Oh, am I like that to
everyone ?”

The wonderful herself had gone,
and her world was void and she had
lost her bearings.

I talked the usual moralities. She
quoted, rather unexpectedly, a verse
which showed she understood what I
was driving at.

“‘Every wise woman buildeth her
own house; but the foolish plucketh
it down with her hands’,” said she.
“That’s what I’'ve done. Plucked it
down.”

. She could not get away from “I”.

I gave her some more plain speak-
ing, rather desperately. How could
one hope to change a nature which
had been turned inward from baby-
hood, worshipping itself.

From fragments she let drop, I
visualized the lonely childhood, starv-
ed of natural activity and fed with
dreams in which she (of course) play-
ed heroine, then the romantic mar-
riage and unlimited audiences and
materials for romances.
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I was sorry for the child that stood
there asking what it was to do. How
should I know? One does not learn
how to heal lives in universities.

The particular one I caught at
could not defer the opening of its
classes until I had settled Mrs.
Blythe’s affairs; I had to go on the
morrow.

‘We had not exchanged addresses.
At breakfast we both sat stiff in our
respective places, and were mutually
relieved, I fancy, not to say good-bye.
She was out when I drove off. Fun-
nily enough, she went out of my mind
from this time; it was as if a problem
that had bothered had been solved.
Anyhow, my part in the solution had
been done.

When, two or three years later, T
returned again to Italy, this time on
a bmgf Easter trip, I approached the
Pension Smythe without a thought
of her,

I noticed the place was painted up;
the hall was white and cool ; the stairs
fresh laid with matting. I glanced
into the stuffy English-seaside par-
lour and beheld a restful room with
big hospitable chairs, and new re-
views, and pleasant decorations which
included flowers and barred the usual
ornaments.

When Miss Smythe trotted down
the passage, I saw she was spring-
cleaned, too. She received me with
the repose of one who is successful. T
commented upon the changes, which
she dismissed, I thought, a little
carsorily, merely saying she had now
a partner but the business was still
hers. It seemed to me she was slight-
ly insistent on the latter fact.

The meals were up to the new stan-
dard ; even a different type of boarder
seemed to have appeared. The at-
mosphere was not congenial to gen-
teel grasping. The people were more
homely; perhaps the surroundings
brought out their pleasant qualities.

I diagnosed the partner to be the
shrewd-faced woman who sat opposite
Miss Smythe and said good morning
with extra geniality. Two days after,

the early sun awoke me so persistent-
ly that I had to leave my bed and
sally forth. Florence was awake and
full of flowers. I found myself close
to the market square. As I paused to
feast my eye upon the blaze of colour
set jewelwise midst the houses still in
shadow, I ran against someone with
a basket, and found I was apologizing
to Mrs. Blythe.

‘Was it sunshine, or the unexpectéd
nature of our meeting that had sent
the light into her eyes and rounded
out her cheeks again? I looked once
more and found Mrs. Blythe was smil-
ing in a friendly way and knew me.
Dear me! How that third picture
stays! A pleasant picture of a wo-
man in a simple gown, short-skirted
and white collared, and yet oddly
graceful.

I held the basket while she market-
ed, in proficient ITtalian and with a
knowledge of values that suppressed
misealeulations. When we turned up
the narrow street I had realized that
the surging forece had turned into a
deep channel and was being utilized.
Inquiries followed.

Mrs. Blythe’s eyes opened rather
wide. Did I not remember this had
been my plan?

As T stared, mute with astonish-
ment, she reminded me of that far-
off evening at San Miniato.

“You said, “Do something for some-
body else’,” said she. “And when I
said who, you said, ‘Begin where you
are. Think of the wretched little
woman who runs your boarding-house.
She’s got far bigger worries than
you!? I saw her the first thing the
next morning and found she was on
the verge of bankruptey. Some angel
must have guided us. I stayed on
from day to day. There was so much
to do when one began. And there was
no reason why I should go. Besides,
in a little while, when I’d wakened up
a little more, I saw more things that
needed setting right. By that time,
she was glad to take me into partner-
ship. I’'m the working member of the
firm and do not appear.”
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Mrs. Blythe glanced for a second
at her sunbrowned hands—bereft of
rings.

“And Mr. Blythe?” said I irresist-
ibly.

“I haven’t heard from him for a
long time,” said Mrs. Blythe in a
steady voice. And I saw her eyes
sought a passing fruiterer’s with no
ulterior motive than to scan a mound
of lemons.

“You see, I’m self-supporting now,”
she added. “It’s a sensation that is
still fresh enough to be consciously
enjoyable. How long are you stay-
ing 17

“Longer than I intended. An epi-
demie kept the college closed, and ex-
tended my leave in convenient fash-
ion. Thus I was still at the Pension
Smythe when Aurelia heard. She
accosted me in the hall one morning
after breakfast, looking a little like
her old self; that is, her eyes shone
humidly and her lip trembled.

“Calvert’s coming, to-night,” said
she. “I saw his writing on Miss
Smythe’s desk. She does not know;
nor does he. I mean, he doesn’t know
I’m here. Funny that he should come
here—he is the last person to meet at
a pension of this kind.”

“Now, I should have said he was a
man of refined taste,” said I. T had
digcovered she liked me to say things
about him,

“Exactly,” said she.
be foolishly exelusive.”

“And the fame of the pension has
reached him,” said I. “Don’t you
realize what you’ve done?”

“Tt’s simple and clean and
cheap, that’s all,” said she, with a
faint shrug of her shoulders. “I can’t
see Calvert sitting down to dinner
with them all; still, I shan’t have to.”

She smiled faintly as she went up-
stairs.

I went off for the day. I seemed to
need big spaces, and the hills around
Florence give one that. Sullen clouds
were hanging on the mountains; when
I returned the town was gray and the
Arno, swollen muddy yellow, foamed

“He used to

and churned beneath the
bridges.

I was glad to get inside the pen-
sion even though its quiet atmosphere
was troubled by the prescience of
something coming. We were all seat-
ed when the new arrival came. He
sat some way down the table, opposite,
just as blank as ever. His vacation
did not seem to have rested him. I
did not want to speak, but he recog-
nized me, and after dinner contact
was inevitable.

He was passing through for one
night only.

His eyes travelled round the har-
mony of gray and white and fawn
which comprised the background of
the bowls and pots of flowers, and he
added that he rather wished he had
known of this pension sooner.

“T feel T could almost live here,” he
volunteered.

His gray eyes were set deep beneath
level brows; I realized a face was
evidence of certain qualities. It oe-
curred to me that a very simple,
straightforward, honest soul would
feel blank beside the old Aurelia. TIf
truth was a matter of course in daily
living and thinking, one would not
understand perpetual drama.

To this day I cannot explain why
I persuaded him to visit the market
in the early morning. I heard my-
self as in a dream singing the praises
of the flower stalls and market wo-
men and the exquisite surroundings.
He seemed surprised at my enthusi-
asm. Eventually I felt a spark was
wakened. I went to bed early, but
could not sleep. I knew I was a fool.
Mrs. Blythe had not looked unhappy
—I should have known if she had
been. And yet here I was lying awake
like a green girl, nervous, fevered,
even while I told myself their fate
was not in my hands.

There was something unusually
wistful about him, though. I had al-
ways liked him, T remembered.

How it was I overslept I cannot
say; just before I had intended get-
ting up I must have fallen into a

many
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sound sleep for I woke to hear a
muffled sound which vesolved itself
into the gong. Brilliant sun; the
scent of coffee; breakfast!

When I got down. the room was
empty save for—the Blythes, both of
them, sitting at the end of the long
table with an indeseribable air of in-
timacy. I was just edging out when
Calvert saw me. Then they turned.
It seemed they had met at market.

I ate my roll as quickly as possible.

Later, Mrs. Blythe met me on the
landing, her arms round a big pile
of clean sheets,

“Has your husband gone,” said 1.

She shook her head with a faint
blush,

“I thought he was going this morn-
ing,” said I purposely, grim as ever.

“We're both going, when we go,”
said Aurelia, rather incoherently as
far as words went. I asked no ex-
planation, so she had to give it.

“He’s tired of travelling. He used
to be a seulptor before his unele left
him all his money. It’s gone, most
of it; been mishandled. Fortunate-
Iy, he’s paid in my allowance to my
bankers all this time and that’s been
accumulating. We're going back to
bqy a home with it.” She paused a
minute.

“He said, directly he came in, he
felt this was like a home,” she mur-
mured.

Oh, dear me! She was as much in
love as ever.

“Well,” said I.

“You may have
learned your lesson.”

She took a deep breath and smiled.

“I think—Oh, I do think—the pen-
sion has taught me how to let people
go away from me,” said she, and then
turned to me with the smile that was
steady now, no flashlight imitation.

“I couldn’t bear to let the people
go at first,” she said. “I talked to
everyone and got interested and want-
ed to help and advise, and then—oh,
the wrench, as one after another mov-
ed on. Then, of course, they didn’t
write. And I saw I couldn’t keep up
with all the people’s problems. So I
made myself content with giving them
what they’d come here for, food and
shelter, just a resting-place.”

“And that’s what he wants, is it?”
said I.

She looked over the banister. He
came up, two steps at a time, not see-
ing me.

“I’ve got a carriage,” said he, and
his voice was that of a man who has
full charge of his responsibilities.
“You must take a holiday to-day. Put
on your hat and bring a wrap.”

I caught the faintest gleam of light
along her face, as if for a fraction of
a second the heavens had opened.

Then she put down the sheets upon
the chest. ,

“Very well. Tl go tell Miss
Smythe,” said she, and moved away,
with her composed swift tread, the
keys at her side jingling slightly.

It was his turn to stand still, look-
ing after her, as if he, too, saw a rift
where he had only known a gray ex-
panse of mystery.
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A TWENTIETH CENTURY
UNIVERSITY

BY THOMAS FISHER

ey LORTLY after the mi-
s 3 gration of the United
TEm 4 .mpire Loyalists to Bri-
sl tish territory, it was
=L said that there were
more graduates of Har-
vard in Canada than remained in
the United States. The scholarly tra-
ditions of many of the UE.L. fam-
ilies have had a marked effect on
Canadian education, but these immi-
grants on their first arrival had to
wrest a living by manual toil from
their forest clearings, and their in-
tellectual influence did not come till
later.

The oldest university in Canada
was founded on a legacy by a Mon-
treal merchant, James MeGill, who
came from Glasgow to engage in the
fur trade, and out of his profits in
the -famous North-West Company
provided the means for establishing
the college which blazed the trail for
other universities in this eountry. :

The first American universities
such as Harvard and Yale had their
origin in religious zeal. Harvard
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was started as a theological seminary
dedicated to “the advancement of all
good literature, arts and sciences and
the education of English and Indian
youth in knowledge and godliness”.
Yale was founded by the churches of
the New England colonies “to edu-
cate ministers in our own way”,
MecGill on the other hand from its
very inception was connected with
scientific research and application.
The Faculty of Medicine is the oldest
Faculty in the University, and the
first degree conferred was a medical
one. In this respect McGill repeats
the history of the oldest university
in Europe, that of Salerno in Italy,
which became known as a ‘school of
medicine as early as the ninth cen-
tury. At Bologna also when the
various student guilds were co-ordin-
ated into a university in the thir-
teenth century, the Faculty of Medi-
cine preceded that of Philosophy or
the Arts. The university ideal of
Salerno and Bologna differed from
that of Paris, where it was sought
“to provide a general mental train-
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ing and to attract the learner to
studies which were speculative rathee
than practical”. The Italian concep-
tion of learning was more profes-
sional, “designed that is to say to
prepare for a definite and practical
course in after life”. Oxford has
fallen in with the Paris tradition,
MeGill has followed the' Italian way
and thereby filled Canada in needs
more readily.,

The enrollment of students at Me-
Gill for 1919-20 was as follows:—

Applied Science ................ .. 643
Medieine.t ol 750y .. 642
02 o - SRR L 516
Agriculture ....... .. 157
School for Teachers ... .:.. .. ... 146
1070 AR T IO R AR SIS 136
1307 [ R S T B e 111
School of Commerce . ....o00 ... . 99
T T o e SRR g 93
Household Science ............... 80
PRAIIRCY L v G s SRR 33

giving a total of only one-fifth for
arts. The MecGill Faculty of  Arts
includes professors of such subjects
as modern languages, mathematics,
geology, political economy, chemistry,
botany and business organization,

22

while other officers of instruction in
the same department include associ-
ate professors of histology and embry-
ology, of physies, of biological and
physiological chemistry, of mineral-
ogy, and lectures in acecountancy and
commercial law. Of the 110 profes-
sors and associate professors at Me-
Hill only six are concerned with the
dead languages (Latin, Greek and
Hebrew) and with philosophy, while
the additional army of assistant pro-
fessors, lecturers and demonstrators
are almost without exception con-
cerned with practical subjects.

The practical trend of the educa-
tion offered by MeGill University is
accounted for by its history and the
record of its benefactors. After the
initial foundation on the legacy of
Mr. James MeGill, it was built up by
endowments from practical men such
as Peter Redpath, Sir William Mac-
donald, Lord Strathcona, various
members of the Molson and Drum-
mond families, Robert Reford, R. B.
Angus, D. J. Greenshields, Henry
Birks, Dr. James Douglas, and Mr.
J. K. L. Ross, while its Board of

B ok
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Governors includes a railway presi-
dent (Mr. E. W. Beatty), a news-
paper proprietor (Lord Atholstan),
two bankers (Sir Vinecent Meredith
and Mr. C. E. Neill)' a stockbroker
(Mr. P. P. Cowans), and represen-
tatives of brewing, electrical, sugar,
textile and silverware industries. Its
Board of Governors recently empha-
sized its practical spirit by appoint-
ing Sir Arthur Currie, the brilliant
General of the Canadian Army Corps,
as Principal and Vice-Chancellor, in
spite of the fact that Sir Arthur had
few academic qualifications. He had,
however, a fine record as organizer
and administrator, and had all the
practical qualifications of governing
a great popular university in the
commercial metropolis of a demo-
cratic nation.

There is no university on this con-
tinent where the medical degree ranks
higher in general estimation than
that of MeGill. Hospitals serving
a city of seven hundred thousand
people provide the clinical experi-
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ence, while MecGill has also always -
been strong in scientific research. Sir
William Osler, who reorganized the
medical schools at Johns Hopkins and
at Oxford, is perhaps the graduate

' with most international fame, while

other notable names on MeGill’s medi-
cal record are Sir James Grant, Dr.
Wyatt Johnson, prominent on the
history of bacteriology and prevent-
ive medicine, Dr. Adami, now Vice-
Chancellor of the University of
Liverpool, Professor Oscar Klotz, the
distinguished pathologist, now Dean
of the Medical Faculty at Pittsburg,
Dr. R. Tait Mackenzie, the sculptor
surgeon, Dr. H. S. Birkett, organizer
of the famous No. 3 Hospital in
France, and others too numerous to
mention.

Applied Science is another field in
which Mec@Gill is pre-eminent. This
is due in no small degree to the
energy of Sir William Dawson, who
when Principal amplified the Course
of Engineering into the Department
of Practical Science, which in turn

The Engineering Building, McGill University




—
=

Ag A Va e T

!
4
e |
4

:

J

¥ |

-~

| Hat s AR AEY <7
& A T TR Doy SR s T
e G M SR =G o o o 4 i .

The proposed War Memorial Hall

was absorbed into the Faculty of
Applied Science. The Engineering
and Physics Departments were so
munificently assisted in buildings
and equipment by the late Sir Wil-
liam Medonald, that MeGill was able
to take the front rank in scientific
education, Montreal is the head-
quarters of both the Engineering In-
stitute of Canada and the Canadian
Mining Institute — due no doubt
largely to the importance of MeGill
in.their respective spheres of inter-
ests. ‘

The magnificent institution of Mac-
donald College .at St. Anne de Bel-
levue is incorporated with Mc@ill and
enables the university to teach
scientific agriculture, and household
science to young Canadians of both
sexes, and in the School of Teachers
to direct the theory and practice of
education in the scholastic profession.
Macdonald College has become a

- powerful influence for good in im-
proving agricultural methods

throughout the Provinece of Quebec.

In addition to the regular courses,

‘where free tuition is given to the

sons and daughters of farmlers in

the Province of Quebec, free winter
24

short courses are held in agricultnr-
al engineering, animal husbandry,
cereal husbandry, horticulture, poul-
try and the farm home at Macdonald
College or at different centres in the
Province of Quebee, provides judges
and speakers at agricultural fairs, ad-
vises farmers by correspondence on
all farming subjects, sends tirained
demonstrators to assist in organizing
home-makers’ clubs and co-operative
societies and supplies a demonstrator
to help in the organization of rural
schools.

The Department of Pharmaecy of
McGill represents the incorporation
of the old Montreal College of Phar-
macy, which since 1867 provided
theoretical and practical instruction
to those intending to practise phar-
macy in the Province of Quebec. A
department of dentistry was estab-
lished at MeGill in 1903, which in
1919 was amplified into a separate
Faculty with special clinical teach-
ing at the Montreal General Hos-
pital.

A recent extension of McGill’s ac-
tivities which is of special interest to
business men is the School of Com-
mercial Studies open to both sexes
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The Medical Building, McGill University

with courses of instruction in such
subjects as business organization, ac-
countancy, commerecial law, indus-
trial organization, banking, insur-
ance and economies of transports. The
poliey of the school is frankly of a
practical nature, the course in Eng-
lish for example aiming to train stu-
dents to deal with such problems of
éxpression as arise in commercial life,

MeGill’s inferest in the industrial
expansion of Canada is illustrated in
the Forest Product ILaboratories
maintained in the old Molson resi-
dence under the direction of the For-
estry Branch of the Department of
the Interior in co-operation with Me-
Gill University. The Division of
Timber Tests uses the testing labora-
tory of the unmiversity, the Division
of Pulp and Paper analyzes and
endeavours to solve the chemical and
other such problems of the cognate
industries, the Division of Timber

26

Physics studies the structure and
character of Canadian woods with
special studies of sources of decay,
the Division of Wood Preservation
experiments on methods of preserv-
ing Canadian timbers.

The up-to-date university seeks to
attract 'the masses as well as the
classes, and MecGill is nothing if not
up-to-date. Extension eclasses with
evening lectures are given to the pub-
lie, for whiech no examination test is
required. The programme of exten-
sion covers such subjects as indus-
trial chemistry, Spanish, commercial
law, political economy, English com-
position and business correspondence,
accountancy, English and French
literatures.

Another indication of MeGill’s in-
terest in social welfare is the recently
established Department of Social Ser-

- vice, a post graduate course for the

scientific training of social workers
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The Chemistry Building, McGill University

in such subjects as child welfare, the
treatment of poverty, public health
and housing, home economies, social
research, political economy, indus-
trial history and business administra-
tion.

The MeGill Library though handi-
capped by lack of funds is well ad-
ministered and excellent service is
provided by a system of travelling
libraries consisting of thirty to forty
selected volumes supplied for a nom-
inal fee to reading clubs and small
communities which possess no public
library. One hundred and thirty-
seven of these were sent out last year,
covering every province in Canada
except the Yukon. :

McGill has museums illustrating
architecture, hygiene, botany, natural
history, mineralogy, geology, ethnog-
raphy, entomology, paleontology, and
the recent acquision of the McCord
National Museum is rich in historical
records with a particularly interest-
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ing collection of Indian handiwork.
These museums are all open to the
public, and have many visitors from
Montreal schools.

Me@Gill has automatically become
the nursery for professors and teach-
ers at the younger universities spring-
ing up throughout the West, as for
instance in the University of Alberta,
where we find MeGill graduates such
as Dean Rankin, Professor of Mathe-
maties; Dr. R. W. Boyle, Professor
of Physics; Charles A. Robb, Associ-
ate Professor of Mathematical En-
gineering; Alan A. Cameron, Assist-
ant Professor of Mining Engineering,
and Dr. P. L. Backus, lecturer in
Physiology. At a recent banquet,
President L. S. Klinck, of the Uni-
versity of British Columbia, a Me-
Gill man, who has McGill men as
instructors in Agronomy and Horti-
culture, said “MeGill laid the foun-
dation on which our University was
built”.



Entrance to McGill campus from MacTavish Str
College, on the left, and the Library, on the right

McGill’s war record includes the
names of 2,529 graduates, under-
graduates, and past students, of whom
four rose to the order of Brigadier
General, two won the V.C.,, sixty-
three won the M.M. or D.C.M.,, sixty-
eight the D.S.0., thirteen the D.S.C.
or D.F.C., one hundred and three the
M.C., twenty-three the C.M.G,,
C.B.E. or C.B, and fifty-five other
honours. The fighting units organ-
ized by McGill included five Uni-
versity Companies of the P.P.C.L.IL
with several drafts of fifties from
an uncompleted sixth, two Siege
Batteries, and a contribution of 26
officers and 186 men to a tank bat-
talion. Especially notable was the
work of MeGill No. 3 General Hos-
pital, described by the British Dire_c-
tor-General of Medical Services in
France, as “the best Medical Unit in
France”.

5

eet, showing the Presbyterian

This was the first hospital of its
kind in the British Empire, was the
first hospital unit to take the field,
and was conducted with such efficien.
cy that of its patients only .05 per
cent. died, while the mortality of
patients operated upon was only 2.5
per cent. The capacity of the first
tent hospital at Camiers was 1,500,
four times that of the Montreal Gen.
eral Hospital, while the second hos-
pital at Boulogne, had a capacity of
over 2,000 patients,

MeGill took a prominent part in°

the organization and equipment of
the now famous Khaki University,
where eight hundred university stu-
dents whose courses at Canadian
universities had been interrupted by
enlistment, followed regular wuniver-
sity courses of study, where serious
courses of study were found for
50,000 other men, and where 5,000
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Royal Victoria College, McGill University

‘men in the ranks found to be

illiterate were taught to read and
write.

A large number of returned soldier
students were specially coached in
free tutorial classes at MecGill, so as
to make up for lost time, and voca-
tional training was provided for
others, particularly in Applied
Science where there was an average
monthly attendance of 250 men, and
at Macdonald College where 146 stu-
dents were given an agricultural
course of about eight months.

During the hostilities, the chemical

force of McGill was largely applied

to the. solution of war problems, such

as the production of acetone and

other requisites for high explosives

and methods of defence against poi-

son gas. Dr. A. S. Eve, Director of
2

the Physics Building, while Resident
Director of Research, supervised
the experiments in anti-submarine
warfare at the Admiralty Experi-
mental Station at Harwich, and was
assisted in the important discoveries
made there by several men of McGill
University.

From this brief survey, it will be -
seen how closely MecGill is associated
with the practical life and with the
interests and ideals of the progressive
elements in Canada, and how much
it deserves an increasing support and
backing for its great educational
work. The university of to-day has
been happily described as the “pro-
ducer of producers”. In The McGill
Annual Report, for 1918-19, Dean F.
D. Adams, the Acting Vice-Chancel-
lor and Principal, makes an excellent
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quotation from President Butler of
Columbia University :

The most significant thing that has hap-
pened to the university teacher during the
past decade is the number and variety of
contacts that he has established with the
practical affairs of life. These contacts
were once confined to the teacher of law, of
medicine, or of engineering. They are now
shared by pretty much all types of university
teacher. Moreover the world at large is
showing a new respect for men who have
spent years in scholarly discipline and as-
sociation. The President of the United
States was for a quarter of a century a
teacher of history and political science in
three colleges: the President of the Council
in France once taught his native language
and its literature to a group of American
students at Stamford, Connecticut; ‘the
Prime Minister of Italy holds the chair of
Economics in the University of Naples; the
first President of the Czechoslovak Republic
is the most eminent teacher of philosophy
among his people; one university professor
has just resigned as American Minister to
China, and another is still serving as Ameri-
can Minister to Greece; and so it goes
through other' Buropean countries and
in the South American Republics.  The
fact of the matter is that the university tea-

cher has some time since ceased to belong
to a class apart, to an isolated group lead-
ing a life carefully protected and hedged
about from contact with the world of af-
fairs. The university teacher is everywhere
as adviser, as guide, as administrator; and
as his personal service extends over a con-
stantly widening field, so his influence marks
the increasing interpenetration of the uni-
versity and practical life.

Dean Adams goes on to say about
the University of MeGill itself :

In thus bringing to a close a century
opening with a hard struggle for existence
and concluding ‘with a period of substantial
growth and marked achievement a new era
in the life of the university will be ushered
in. In celebrating this epoch in the uni-
versity’s history it will be fitting that steps
be taken to secure a large additional endow-
ment which will be adequate, not only to
meet the present and pressing needs of the
Foundation—much accentuated by the re-
cent rise in prices—but also to provide for
that development along many lines of ef-
fective work which the university must show
if it is to assume that great role which is
opening up before it—and which it alone
can play—in the development of the nation-
al life of the Dominion.
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IN HARRISON'S OFFICE

BY GEORGE HYDE PRESTON

ALCOTT HARRISON,

fl junior partner in the

1 firm of James & Harri-

i son, New ¥York, exten-

sive dealers in Mexican
mines, was returning that after-
noon from a business trip to Phila-
delphia.

- He was in a hurry to get back, for
his partner James had gone to Mexico
on a deal, and a wire from him might
come at any time.

As Harrison sat waiting for the
train to start, a girl entered the car
and took a seat on the opposite side
and some distance from his. As she
passed, Harrison looked up. “A
charming face,” he commented to
himself, and returned to his paper.

It had been a dull day in the mar-
ket, . and there was not much in Mexi-
can news except a report of a big
strike in the Con Amore mine, hither-
to considered an undesirable pro-
perty. Harrison held a few shares of
the stock, which he had taken in a
trade, but not enough to make the
report more than mildly exciting, and
he found himself glancing again at
the girl.

“She -looks troubled,” he thought.
“I suppose even pretty girls have
their worries. I wonder what hers
is.” He smiled. “Perhaps her dress-
maker has disappointed her.”

The train was under way now. The
girl took a letter from the dainty
leather bag which hung on her arm.

“Scotch granite paper,” nodded
Harrison approvingly. “I like that
kind.”
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She read the letter through, and he
saw that she was breathing quickly.

“She must have an exciting corres-
pondent,” thought Harrison. “No! by
Jove, she is sending it away!” he
ejaculated, as the girl took a stamp
from her purse and affixed it to the
envelope.

She put the letter back into her bag
and sat looking listlessly out of the
window, oblivious of her surround-
ings.

“I wonder why she did not seal it,”
thought Harrison. “I suppose she
wants to read it again before she
mails it. On the whole, I am glad
that I am not the man to whom the
letter is going. I do not believe that
it contains pleasant news for him.
Perhaps it isn’t a man, though; but
I think it is.” -

He tried to read, but found him-
self constantly wondering what was
in the letter and glancing at the girl
who sat looking so listlessly out of
the window.

‘When the train was nearing Jersey
City, she roused herself, and taking
the letter out, read it again. Then
she thrust it back into the envelope,
which she sealed hurriedly. As the
train pulled into the station, she
stood holding the letter in her hand,
and it seemed to Harrison that there
was a desperate look in her face when
she turned to leave the car. Just as
she reached the door some one jostled
against her, and the letter fell out of
her hand, almost at Harrison’s feet,
with the addressed side up. He stoop-
ed to get it, and there on the

-
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envelope, in plain letters that he
- could not help seeing, was his own
name and office address.

For a moment he eyed the letter in
speechless ' amazement, and then,
quickly recovering himself, he picked
it up as the girl turned.

“I think you dropped this,” he
said, holding it out.

“Yes, thank you,” she murmured,
taking it and looking rather at the
letter than at him.

In a moment more she was walking
through the station, glancing about
her uncertainly as she went.

“She expects some oneé to meet
her,” thought Harrison. “What the
deuce is she writing to me about?”

Suddenly the girl seemed to see
what she was looking for, and walked
quickly to a letter box in a corner of
the station.

“She is going to post my letter!”
ejaculated Harrison in suppressed
excitement,

The girl lifted the iron flap of the
box, and half inserting the letter in
the slit, held it there and stared at
it, her face the picture of contending
emotions. Suddenly a flood of colour
surged into her cheeks. She snatched
back the letter and fairly ran from
the box. The iron flap came down
with a bang that made Harrison
jump.

“Confound it! I am nervous over a
letter,” he muttered impatiently.
“What do I care whether she posts it
or not? The first thing I know she
will see me watching her.”

But the girl had no eyes for him.
She walked rapidly toward the ferry
and went aboard the boat without a
backward glance, and Harrison me-
chanically followed her.

As the craft sped across the b}lsy
North River she stood leaning against
the rail looking vaguely back at the
dying sunset. A pathetic picture of
loneliness she seemed to Harrison,
who took pains to stand where she
could not see him watching her,
though it appeared to be a needless
precaution for she took no heed of

her surroundings.

“Little girl,” he ejaculated 'im-
pulsively, “you are in some trouble,
and I will help you out if you will
only post that letter and give me half
a chance!” Then he took another look
at her as she leaned, slim and pretty,
against the rail.

“By Jove, Walcott Harrison! I
half believe the girl has turned
your head!” he murmured, smiling
whimsically.,

The boat bunted its way into the
slip on the New York side, the gates
opened, the passengers crowded
ashore, the girl among them, and Har-
rison following.

He saw that she still had the letter
in her hand. She stopped and bought
an evening paper, and then walked
quickly to one of the cabs which stood
waiting for a fare, and, saying some-
thing to the driver, which Harrison
was too far away to hear, she got in.
The door slammed, and the cab
drove rapidly away.

Harrison started forward with a
half-formed idea of following her in
another cab, -and then suddenly
checked himself with an exclamation,
for there in the muddy gutter he saw
the little gray envelope which he had
looked at so often. He seized it
eagerly. Yes, there it was, sealed,
stamped, and addressed to him. She
had dropped it when she got into the
cab with her hands full of news-
papers.

He looked down the street. The
cab had disappeared.

“I can’t return it to her this time,”
he declared to himself, “for I don’t
know where to find her.”

He turned the letter over and over,
and eyed it curiously. “What shall T
do with it?” he demanded of him-
self. “I ecan’t leave it here in the gut-
ter for some one else to find. I can’t
return it to her. I might post it,” he
laughed.  “What nonsense!” he
argued. “It is addressed to me. It is
my letter. I will open it. And, be-
sides,” he concluded weakly, “ﬂ.‘f I
don’t I shall never know who she is.”
The temptation of this last argument

was irresistible.

He tore open
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the envelope, unfolded the letter, and
read :

Mr. Walecott Harrison.

Dear Sir: A man and a young woman
named Margaret Almore will call at your
office to-morrow (Tuesday) morning with
a mining proposition. Do not believe what
they say.

There was no signature.

Harrison turned the sheet over.
There was not another word. . He
looked at the letter with a savage
sense of disappointment.

“Why is the girl warning me?” he
exclaimed. “She might be in better
business than writing anonymous let-
ters about another woman. Confound
it I’ he went on irritably, “who would
have thought that a girl with a face
like hers would be mixed up in that
kind of thing? It shows that I know
nothing about women !”

‘He passed a restless night, and
reached his office at an unusually
early hour the next morning. He ran
rapidly through his mail, and then a
look of relief came into his face. “She
did not intend to post that letter,” he
thought, “for if she had she would
have written me another when she
found that she had lost it.” |

Then right at the beginning of a
busy working day Walcott Harrison
fell into a reverie which, from the ex-
pression of his face, seemed not un-
pleasant. Finally he roused himself
with a laugh. “Why should I care
whether she would or would not send
an anonymous letter 9’ he asked him-
self. “But I do,” he added; “I like
to think that she is square.”

As he turned again to his mail,
Holmes, his chief clerk, came in from
the outer office and said, “Mr. Harri-
son, a Miss Almore and a man giving
his name as Black are waiting to see
you.”

“Why do you say ‘giving his name
as Black’?” asked Harrison sharply.

“Because I feel quite sure that he
is Jake Derry, who got into Parr &
Dunham out in Denver about three
years ago to the tune of $20,000_in a
bold mining swindle. He vanished
along with their money. It happened

while I was out there. I saw him only
once, but I have a good memory for
faces, and I feel sure that he is the
man.”

“All right, Holmes;. thank you.
Ask them to come in, and please re-
main within call.”

In a moment the door opened again
and a well-dressed, stocky little man,
whose quick, narrow eyes took in the
room like a snapshot, appeared, and
turning with a deferential smile held
the door open for his companion to
enter.

At the sight of her Harrison start-
ed to his feet and stared, for she was
the girl who had lost the letter!

The man’s smooth voice brought
Harrison to himself. “My name is
Black, Mr. Harrison, and this is Miss
Almore. We would like a few mo-
ments of your time if you will give it
to us.”

“Certainly,” answered Harrison.
“Sit down. Take this chair, Miss
Almore.” ;

“Thank you,” she said quietly; but
Harrison saw that her hand trembled.

“Well, Mr. Black, what can I do
for you?’ he asked, turning to the
man.

“Do you know anything of the Con
Amore Mine, Mr. Harrison?” asked
Black in a smooth, purring voice. ,

“Yes, in a general way. Not been
a very productive proposition, has
it? '

“Ah, but a big strike has just been
made there,” insinuated Black
smoothly. :

“Yes, I saw a report of it in yester-
day’s paper,” said Harrison.

Miss Almore stirred nervously as
he spoke, and out of the tail of his
eye Harrison caught the swift warn-
ing look which Black immediately
flashed at her. -

That look decided Harrison. “I
will see the game through,” he said

to himself, and settled back in his -

chair.

“Miss Almore owns three fifths of
the stock,” went on Black.

“I congratulate you on the strike,”
said Harrison, turning to her.
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“But,” put in Black hastily, “she
is in danger of losing her holdings.
You see Miss Almore borrowed
$15,000 on the stock to put into an-
other venture, which turned out
badly. - The loan, amounting with in-
terest to $16,000, is due to-day. The
man who made the loan is named
Jenkins, and is what you may call—
er—strictly business, and if the loan
is not met promptly he will, in the
light of the big strike, take the stock.
It is deposited, together with the
note, with the Longfield Trust Com-
pany. The instructions are to deliver
the stock absolutely to Jenkins if the
note is not paid to-day. Here is a
duplicate of the agreement,” he ad-
ded, laying it on the desk. “And
now, Miss Almore,” he went on, look-
ing steadily at her, “suppose you put
your proposition.”

She looked back at him and hesi-
tated, but his face was like flint, Then
she began to speak like a child re-
citing something by rote. “A big
reported in the Con

strike has been

Amore Mine, I thought perhaps,
Since you deal in Mexican mines, that
In view of the strike you might be in-
duced to advance the money necessary
to redeem the stock for a half interest
In it.” As she spoke her face flushed
and her. voice faltered a little,

_ Harrison knew that a game was be-
ing played, but the charm of the girl
and the appeal of her beauty impres-
sed him strangely. Something of this
must have shown in his face, for as he
turned he caught a gleam of greedy
satisfaction in Black’s eyes,

Harrison affected to consider. “Ex-
cuse me for a moment,” he said. “Let
me see what information we have in
the office concerning the mine.”

Going into the outer room he
beckoned to Holmes and held a
whispered conversation with him. At
the end of it Holmes nodded quietly,
and Harrison returned to his private
office. “Well, Miss Almore,” he said,
smiling, “it is something of a gamble,
but if everything is as represented I
don’t know that I mind taking a
chance.” And sitting down at his
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desk he wrote a few words on a sheet
of paper and passed it to her. “The
first step will be sign this order on
the Longfield Trust Company to de-
liver the stock to our firm on receiv-
ing from us $16,000 for Mr.—er—
Jenkins.”

The girl looked at the paper and
hesitated.

“It is all right, Miss Almore; sign
it,” said Black, and his words snap-
ped like a whip.

The girl looked swiftly at him. His
face was bland, but his eyes were
cold as ice.

She signed the paper.

Harrison took it, and writing a
chpdck for $16,000, called Holmes and
said : :

“Here is the order on the Longfield
Trust Company in the Con Amore
stock transaction which I explained
to you a few moments ago, Holmes,
and here is my check for $16,000. As
soon as you have concluded the busi-
ness, bring the stock to me.”

“Very well, sir,” answered Holmes,
“Here is a telegram which came a
moment ago.” And laying it on the
desk, Holmes left the room.

Harrison opened the telegram. Tt
was from his partner, James, and in
their private code.

“If you and Mr. Black will excuse
me,” said Harrison, turning to Miss
Almore, “I will decipher this wire
while we are waiting for Holmes.
Here is the morning paper if you care
to see it.”

She took the paper mechanically,
and Harrison began to translate his
telegram. The office was very still.
Black watched the door nervously.

When Harrison had finished trans-
lating the wire, he read the result
with a start of amazement, and glane-
ed swiftly at Black. Then he return-
ed to the message again and was
reading it through a second time
when he was interrupted by a sharp
cry, and starting up he saw Miss Al-
more gazing fixedly at the newspaper
which he had handed her.

“What is the matter, Miss Al-
more ?”’ he exclaimed.
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“My brother,” she gasped, pointing
to the paper. “He is dead!”

As she spoke Black’s face changed
and he rose hastily. Harrison saw
the motion, and quickly walking
across the room, stood before the door.

At this moment Miss Almore
sprang forward impetuously and ex-
claimed: “Call back your clerk, Mr.
Harrison! The loan is a pretense! I
have not borrowed a penny! This
man is Jenkins! He will get your
$16,000! All of it! The report of a
strike is false! It was sent in by
this man’s confederate! The stock is
worthless!  We have defrauded
you !”

In her excitement she seized Harri-
son’s arm.

Black started toward her. “You
must be crazy!” he exclaimed. “I—”

“Stand back there, Mr. Black!”
ordered Harrison. “It will be better
for you. Now, Miss Almore,” he ad-
ded, turning to her, “go on.”

“We have defrauded you,” she de-
clared again. “My brother had—had
done wrong. This man held him in
his power, and threatened to expose
him and send him to a Mexican prison
unless I would do——what I have
done. My brother was incurably ill.
He was weak and despairing. He
pleaded with me not to let him spend
the last months of his life in prison.
He was my only brother—hardly
more than a boy—and I loved him—
and so—I1 did this to save him. I am
only telling you why. He is free now.
Do what you like with me.”

There was silence in the room.
Then Harrison looked at Black.
“What have you to say?”’ he asked.

As he put the question there was a
quick knock, and Holmes appeared in
the door. “Here is the stock, sir,” he
said, and handing Harrison an open
bunch of Con Amore certificates he
went out out and closed the door.

Black took a quick, triumphant
glance at them, and turning to Har-
rison with an easy air of assurance,
said : “You want to know what I have
to say, do you? Well, I say this: You
have the stock. I am going to the

trust company for my money. If
vou relied for the value of the stock
on a mere newspaper rumour, that is
your lookout. The papers regarding
the loan are duly executed, and the
trust company will recognize my
right.” Saying this, Black started to-
ward the door. :

“Just a moment, Mr. Black,” re-
torted Harrison. “If you will look a
little closer at these Con Amore
certificates you will see that they are
not Almore’s at all. They are a few
which I own myself. Holmes brought
them in at the psychological moment,
so to speak, at my request. The trust
company still has Miss Almore’s
stock.” ‘

Black’s face changed.

“Did you suppose, you scoundrel,
that you could take me in with such a
clumsy trick?’ went on Harrison
hotly.

Black took up his hat with an
insolent smile. “Would you like to
prosecute—us ?”’ he asked.

“No,” answered Harrison.

“I thought mnot,” said Black
suavely.  “For protection there is
nothing like having a charming—er—
accomplice.”

Harrison took a step toward him
with clinched fist.

“Oh, don’t trouble to see me to the
door,” said Black ironically. “Good
morning.”

“Just one moment before you go,”
returned Harrison in a voice as
smooth as oil. “Miss Almore is en-
titled to her stock, Mr. Black, the
loan being a mere pretense.”

“Well, she won’t get it,” snapped
Black.

“Oh, yes, she will, Mr.—Derry.”

The man looked up quickly, and
the expression on his face changed.
“Oh, well, perhaps she is entitled to
the stock,” he said with a shrug.

“I thought that that would be your
conclusion,” nodded Harrison, and
turning to his desk he picked up the
agreement which Black had handed
him. “Now, Mr.—er—Jenkins, please
write across this a release of all elaims
and an order to the Longfield Trust
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Company to deliver the note and the
stock to Miss Almore.”

Black complied without a word.

Harrison turned to the telephone
and called up the trust company. _“I
have the trust company on the wire,
Mr.  Black,” he said. “Kindly tell
them in my presence what you have
done so that there may be no mis-
take.”

The man did so. i

“Now,” went on Harrison, opening
the door, “there is just one more
favour I will ask of you, Mr. Black:
Kindly tell Mr. Jenkins that if he
ever crosses my path again his name
will be—Derry. Good morning,” he
added coldly. ;

The door closed, and Harrison
turned to Miss Almore and said
cheerfully: “I want to congratulate
you on owning such a large block of

Con Amore stock. The gentleman of
the many names seems to have been
something of a prophet without
knowing it. The cipher telegram
which I received a little while ago
was from my partner who is in
Mexico. He wires confidential in-
formation of a rich strike just made
in the Con Amore Mine. That is
why I was so anxious to' get. your

. stock released.”

Miss Almore looked at Harrison,
her lip trempling. “You are heaping
coals of fire on my head,” she
murmured. “There is no reason why
you should want to help me.”

“Oh, yes, there is,” he said quietly.
“I cannot tell you all of the reason
now, but a part of it is because you
did not post this,” and he took from
his pocket the letter which he had
picked up in the street.
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CONFIDENCES OF A WAR
CORRESPONDENT

BY LACEY AMY

HE hectic flush that once

bathed the work of the
A war correspondent pass-
ed into memory with
the outbreak of the
Great War. Like a
change in the colour of the stage
caleium light departed much of the
nerve-breaking strain of news gather-
ing in battle, all the endless conflict
and uncanny ingenuity of news des-
patching, The correspondent became
a part of the military machine—with
unique privileges and freedom, of
course—and the process of getting
his “stuff” to his newspapers was as
formally preseribed as the provision
of food to the armies.

Nerve strain did not cease to be a
daily diet. More ground than ever
had to be covered by the man who
sent out the news—the reading world
demanded it—but he had his own car
to do it with; or rather, General
Headquarters rented him a car at
sixty dollars a week if he were a Can-
adian correspondent, or part of that
price was included in the weekly bill
for keep at the Press Chateau, where
the British correspondents resided.
The strain was the result more of
eompetition where “scoops” were
practically impossible, of irritating
censorship, of possible break-down of
car or chauffeur, of greater physical
danger within sight or sound of bat-
tle, and of that overhanging control
which agitates the soul of every
natural news-gatherer.

-9

‘War correspondents in this Great
War traduced all the traditions of the
profession, even of newspaper report-
ing. They became gregarious even
in their gathering of news. They ex-
changed items of interest as a matter
of policy, not for mere friendship’s
sake. Every correspondent at the
Press Chateau, the headquarters of
the men who reported the operations
of the British Army, saw precisely
what his fellows did and he heard
almost precisely the same stories. He
couldn’t help it. Lord Kitchener
started the idea. The particular kind
of war this was did the rest. So that
if Philip Gibbs, or Beach Thomas, or
Phillips, or Nevinson, or any of the
rest of them pleased the reader better
than his mates it was only because of
a more vivid imagination or a more
fluent pen.

The Canadian war correspondent
was a very different cog in the war
machinery from the British corres-
pondent, that prolific and hard-work-
ing writer who supplied the news to
the world under difficult conditions.
In privileges, in authority, in location
at the Front, in experiences, the Can-
adian news-gatherer was unique.

The two Canadian war correspond-
ents during the fighting of the Can-
adian Corps in 1918 were Mr. J. F\. B.
Livesay — than whom there never
was a more indefatigable and un-
selfish news-gatherer at the front—
and myself. Mr. Stewart Lyon had
preceded us. Our sleeping quarters
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were never more than seven or eight
miles from the front lines. We were
eye-witnesses of every “kick-off” in
which the Canadian Corps was econ.
cerned. Every day, rain or shine, we
looked on the actual battle from
points of vantage, usually in front of
the guns. We talked to the wounded
as they staggered back, while they
waited to be dressed, as they lay
patiently awaiting their turns for the
ambulances. We went unattended
where we liked when we liked.

Our writing was done by night to
the light of a candle stuck in its own
grease. Often as I pulled the slim
coverings over me during those vile
weeks near Wancourt Livesay’s type-
writer was clicking from his tent;
and sundry officers with red tabs
were wont to make violent remarks
about both our machines,

The British correspondents were
less—and more—fortunate, Owing to
the necessity of being with the
censors at the centre where the wires
from the whole British Army con-
verged, they slept and ate at what we
called the Press Chateau, which was
located for years before the 1918
ﬁght{ng at Hesdin, and later moved
to different points as the successes
developed. At no time, however, was
it less than thirty-five miles from the
front lines. Their messages had to be

led in mid-forenoon or mid-after-
noon, and their car capacity was lim-
ited. They could not visit the Front
without an attending officer. That
they did so well under these handi-
caps is one of the brilliant features
of the war.

The Canadian war correspondents
of 1918 probably saw more real fight-
ing in two months than their British
confréres did throughout the war. Yet
only at one period to my knowledge
did the men at the Press Chateau
make errors in fact that were worth
correcting. And that period was
interwoven with brainstorms of the
censorship that make another story.

e

My experiences commenced long
before reaching France — seven

months before. Having undertaken
the assignment for a group of im-
portant Canadian papers, the first
wall I had to scale was precedent.
Never before had there been with the
British Army a war correspondent
whose duties were confined to the
writing of descriptive articles instead
of news, and who sent them by mail
instead of by wire. “Colour” writers
were a new genus to the War
Office, demanding as much ponderous
rumination as a new type of machine
gun or a new national policy. Besides,
the Australians had no equivalent at-
tached to them. And it was a recog-
nized condition of internal harmony
that when a ray of sunlight was per-
mitted to shine on the Canadians a
consignment of moonlight or rain-
bows had to be despatched by special
messenger to the Aussies—and viee
versa.

At first it seemed fairly clear sail-
ing. The fact that the group of
papers I represented covered Can-
ada and included both parties earned
me official backing. But five months
passed before I even learned the
reason why I was refused the white
pass which is the open-sesame of the
war correspondent.

For months I had been running a
series of magazine articles on different
phases of war effort in England.
Naturally there was criticism as well
as acclamation. It happened that in
a treatment of the alien question
there was more of the former, though
the article presented every possible
mitigation. And in the light of the
revelations of a committee of investi-
gation in 1919 that there were still
835 employees in Government De.-
partments both of whose parents were
enemy subjects; that a Tieut.-Col.
Reichwald, whose' father was for
many years Krupp’s adviser in Eng-
land, had been recently appointed to
a liaison position in British affairs
in Turkey; and that a naturalized

British subject, Austrian born, who

fought against the Allies in the Aus-
trian Army, had been permitted to
return to England and resume his
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business—my position in the article
requires no defence. Indeed, the
worst 1 said was as a mere acid drop
to calomel compared with what the
press of London was handing almost
daily to the Government for its per-
sistent kindness to enemy aliens.
However it is much easier to exercise
restraint over a mere Canadian in
London than over the London press;
and for months I was so busy in a
war of my own, defensive and offen-
sive, that the one over there in France
seemed to have lost its nip.

Every wire within reach I began
to pull. And finally I discovered
that which has entirely altered my
conception of English Government—
that its faults are not in the men at
the top but in the system that robs
them of real authority and places it
in the hands of bloodless and cut-by-
measure assistants and departmental
officials who bring to the considera-
tion of every problem a mechanical
device invented probably to relieve
the real heads of the worry of govern-
ment. The full significance of this
came to light not long ago when it
was admitted officially in the British
House of Commons that a civil service
employee cannot be dismissed for in-
competence. England is “governed”
by gentlemen of the first water. It is
ruled by underlings who protect their
authority more zealously than most
men do their honour, who can work
more destruction in a week than their
nominal superiors can rebuild in a
lifetime.

A wire invited me to a certain
Government office. There occurred
an interview with a general and col-
onel that was a pleasure from greet-
ing to farewell.

“When do you want to go?” sud-
denly inquired one.

«Saturday,” I replied, and I said
it as if I hadn’t to take a firm hold
of my chair to keep me from falling
off.

“Saturday, then.”

But I was not in France yet. On
the morning before I was to leave the
War Office called me up to read me a

cable just received from G.H.Q.:
“Canadian Corps now say that Mr.
Lacey Amy must be regarded as an
officially attached journalist and
must have his own car. Corps can-
not supply car. Canadian represent-
ative consulted says under these eir-
cumstances Mr. Amy cannot be re-
ceived.”

Phew! Without divulging what
steps were taken, I can say that that
parley was cut so short that several
of us had time only to get mad. But
new papers had to be made out; and
on Tuesday, June 25th, I almost
sneaked to Vietoria Station, climbed
inconspicuously aboard the Staff
train for Folkestone, unobtrusively
handed my papers over at the boat,
stumbled through the formalities at
Boulogne—and after seven months of
brain-racking uncertainty and worry
struck across France towards Cana-
dian Corps Headquarters in a high-
powered car.

I was there.

-

The Corps was then in rest camp
about Pernes, fifteen miles north-west
of Arras and about twelve from the
nearest point in the front lines. My
first impression of war correspond-
ence as a permanency—I had been
across before on those Cook’s-Tour
trips for newspapermen—came from
the sight of several large fresh shell-
holes close to my first billet. In part
of my billet itself were sundry con-
spicuous chips. And that night the
raiders came over and bumped me
about disturbingly—though I had al-
ready experienced twenty-eight such
raids in London. But then one is
such a speck in London—and there
were six women in the house there to
lord it over. I began to wonder if
war was really a proper place for a
war correspondent.

Trouble visited me early owing to
my ignorance of army regulations.
The first exhibition might have
earned me a bullet, the second a
court-martial. With characteristic
ignorance I failed to appreciate either
escape.
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North of Pernes was a hill from
which was obtainable one of the finest
distant views of the spectacle of war
I ever saw. Every evening after
dinner a Montreal artist friend, a
Belgian artist then working with the
Corps, and I used to climb to the
practice trenches of the hilltop and
thrill with it far into the night. In
time I came to consider that hill my
personal property. So that when I
wandered up alone one night and
came on a British battalion at night
practice I simply looked on without
a thought of the outward similarity
between a spectator and a spy—until
the whining of an occasional bullet
about my ears warned me of the un-
reliability of blank cartridges and
drove me to the edge of the hill where
I lay in the grass overlooking distant
Bethune and itg strafing. Behind me
the mimic warfare continued.

About_ midnight I rose to return
to my billet, passed carelessly about
the end of the first trench—ang was
suddenly halteq by a shadowy figure.
A company that knew me not had the
trenches now. After explanations
I continued my way. At the other
end the silence was eerie, especially as
I could see heads moving cautiously
agamnst the sky and long things pro-
truding towards me, Once I heard
the click of a trigger. Then a sten-
torian voice—must have been a ser-
geant-major—roared : “Stop that of-
ficer. Don’t let even your own com-
manding officer pass in front of you
without challenging him »

Naturally I didn’t wait for the
order. Once more I gave my pedi-
gree and was permitted to pass. And
Jjust when safety was in sight, a voice
called to me from the top of the hill.
Looking up, two tremendous soldiers,
capped by two tremendous rifles,
were visible against the sky running
forme. They took me back to the of.
ficer, a mere chit of a child who pre-
tended to examine my papers in the
darkness. “Do you know you are in
great danger?” he inquired solemnly,
but with an indifference that appeal-
ed to me as unnecessarily hard-heart-

ed. And with apparent disappoint-
ment that there would be no execu-
tion at dawn, he let me go. :

I still contend that two smaller
men and two ordinary rifles could
have effected my arrest and sustained
the dignity of the Army.

The other display was a terrible
breach of Army—especially of First
Division — discipline, Calling on
General Macdonnell, whom I had met
only once eight months before, I
found him ecloseted with General
Currie. To my credit let it stand
that I waited. Leaning wearily on
an urn at the front door—mentally
polishing the introductory paragraph
of an article in plan—someone passed
me from behind. I was conscious of
the officer beside me springing to the
salute. Lazily, more by instinet than
by consciousness, I waved a negligent
hand towards my cap as the back of
a gray-haired head moved out before
me,

But General Maedonnell has eves
in the back of his head—he demon-
strated it to me later; it was the re.
flection in his glasses. And I return.
ed to Etrun and the Canadian Corps
with a start when the gray head
whirled and a pair of fiery eyes and
fierce mustachios made the air
crackle. I was ignorant of the ortho-
dox line to pursue under the cireum.-
stances—but I noticed from the cor-
ner of my eye a wobble in the knees
of the staff officers about.

General Macdonnell speaks fast.
In moments of excitement he might
be said to hurry. But he never trips.

“Who are you? What’s
your name? Where do you
come from? . . What Division
do you belong to? . Don’t you
know how to salute . . ¢

That is all T recall—but there was
more like it in Macdonell’s eyes. Onece
or twice I managed to ejaculate the
first letter of a word, but gave up
helplessly while he was pausing for
breath.

Then I shot at him in a dash of
words who I was, for I didn’t like
the thoughts of a second spasm.
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“No, General,” I added, “I'm
afraid I don’t know how to salute.”

It was a trying moment for a gen-
eral whose reputation in matters of
diseipline can’t be added to by any-
with a very sensitive body and a vivid
thing I can say—to say nothing of
how trying it was to a correspondent
without much reputation to lose but
imagination. But General Macdonell
was equal to the occasion. Swiftly

but easily he did the only thing pos-'

sible without embarrassment. Throw-
ing back his head he laughed—and
even with those eyes and that ruddy
face and that moustache no smile is

pleasanter; at least, that’s my
opinion.
“Oh, it’s you, is it? I thought I

had to knock someone’s head off.”
And the knees about began to stiffen;
circulation resumed its duty in
blanched faces.

After lunch the General and I re-
tired to a quiet place where I prac-
tised a salute that might pass me over
the initial meetings with strange gen-
erals who had not yet learned that I
knew no better.

The path of the war correspondent
was beset by other trials. Thrown
into the discomforts of the front with-
out the hardening process of train-
ing, I was unprepared for tent life.
By advice in London I neglected to
provide myself with a sleeping bag,
being assured that I would always be
in billets. Fortunately for my ad-
viser, his name has slipped my
memory.

Tent life started for me at Molliens
Vidame (or, as even the G.0.C. must
have called it, Mollyann be damned).
It was there we stopped for the first
week after our unexpected flit to the
Amiens front. The heat during the
day was almost unbearable; at night
‘there would have been frost in West-
ern Canada. Thus the dark stained
tents in the orchard were furnaces
by day and refrigerators by night;
and even the early morning sun was
denied us by the trees in which we
had pitched to escape detection by
Hun planes.

By dint of the most pathetic beg-
ging I managed to borrow two blan-
kets from the quartermaster. But
there was not another to beg, borrow,
or steal. I proved the hopelessness
of begging and borrowing, myself;
my batman experimented fruitlessly
in the other. And when he failed to
wangle anything I needed it was be-
cause it was chained down and guard-
ed night and day. I recall his return
to the incomplete tent “home” one
day after a round of the town and
tents, such a look of disgust on his
Scotch face that I feared his category
had been raised. “Everybody’s
sitting on their kits!” he growled.
Then, with that look of guileless in-
difference which served him—and me
—s0 well, he sauntered into the yard
of the engineers’ chateau and “picked
up” sufficient material to make me a
cot and wire mattress. A great find
was that batman ; especially fortunate
was the officer who had him, in that
he was protected from anyone else
having him.

And so my first few nights in a
tent were spent on the damp ground;
and during that first week two blan-
kets had to do duty under as well as
over. The margin between freezing
and the limit of human endurance
was filled by trench coats and papers
my friends contributing to the sup-
ply. I grew almost accustomed to
awaiting the morning sun to thaw
me out—but the other tents never
grew fond of the rustle of paper
when I moved or shivered.

But never was there a camp in all
the last year of the war the equal,
in dreariness and discomfort, of ad-
vanced headquarters out there be-
tween Neuville Vitasse and Waneourt,
where we existed during the three
weeks and more preceding the Bour-
lon Wood attack. The utter desola-
tion of the waste that stretched to the
horizon was appalling. When it
blew, our tent pegs worked loose in
the sand. When it rained most of the
tents were flooded out and the batmen
were busy for days rebuilding the
walls and refilling the floors. One
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night’s storm tore down a half dozen
tents and landed the occupants in a
couple of feet of water. :

By this time, thanks to my assidu-
ous collection, my bed -coverings,
under and over, consisted of three
blankets (my batman gave me his own
and slept in his clothes), two British
warms, a sweater coat, a trench coat
and lining, heavy socks, a woollen cap,
several layers of cheesecloth-backed
maps—That is all I remember, but
in late September and early October
no heterogeneous assortment of make-
shifts can take the place of a pair of
good wool blankets when the frost is
whitening the ground and the wind
persists in filtering under the tent
wall.

And the ugly lonesomeness of it!
Out across the slopes the evenings
settled to absolute lifelessness, though
we knew that thousands lay there
within bugle call. The drab spirit
of it came up through the darkness in
sad part-song from a hundred deso.
late funkholes. Someone broke out,
night after night, on a cornet, and
the rest of ug shuddered. “If I could
get hands on that fellow,” exploded
an officer in the mess one night, after
we had struggled in vain to ignore it,
“I’d knife him. Makes me feel like
the night before going over.”

After the move to the outskirts of
Queant, following the successful
Bourlon Wood battle, the two corres-
pondents developed a fed-up feeling.
We had reached our limit. The grind
of typing by night in leaky tents,
with our hands so cold we could not
feel the keys, of living conditions that
drove us to bitterness and over-
powered our mental capacity by phy-
sical sensitiveness, impelled us to ap-
peal to General Currie. Only the
previous night T had spent hours
dodging the trickling streams in my
tent—and then failed. 1n the morn-
ing my underclothing was wet, a
toad jumped on my face as I slept,
and my typewriter case and paper
were soggy. It was presented to a
sympathetie Commander-i'n_-Chlef that
the product of such conditions would

be good neither for the Corps nor for
the people of Canada.

We flatter ourselves that Canada
owes General Currie an additional
debt for responding immediately.
Next morning an Armstrong hut was
erected for us—and all our worries
ended. Thereafter lots of table space,
dry beds and typewriters and paper,
an oil stove that made night work a
comfort, canvas cots, ample transport,
dignity. The Canadian war corres-
pondents ranked now as Staff Officers.

It was the happy conclusion of a
personal struggle which, during the
six weeks when I was the only Cana-
dian correspondent, the Camp Com-
mandant and I had waged in a friend-
ly, but none the less persistent, way
to establish the position of the news
gatherer of the Corps. To the Camp
Commandant the war correspondent
Was a necessary evil; and as he ar-
ranged the billets and located the
personnel of Headquarters there was
ample opportunity to him of express-
ing his conception of values. I in-
herited from my predecessor the rear
Echelon of Headquarters as the cor-
respondent’s home. That was no
serious disadvantage until the ad-
vanced Echelon moved a dozen miles
away to Duisans. Appeals to the
Camp Commandant failed on the
plea that Duisans was full. So I
carried the question to the Com-
mander-in-Chief. But Jjust then we
flitted to Amiens.

When Headquarters was again split
into two echelons for the battle, my
name was down to remain at Molliens
Vidame, fifteen miles from the front
lines. Again an appeal to the Camp
Commandant was useless. But Gen-
eral Currie was fortunately of a dif-
ferent mind. In just as long as it
takes to walk four hundred yards at a
good pace, orders were put through
that T was always to be attached to
advanced Headquarters. And that
ended that. But the Camp Com-
mandant, with a fertility worthy of
his job, almost got even with me. The
billet he assigned me in the deserted

village of Dury was a filthy, shattered
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ground-floor cubicle not more than
seven feet square—not a stick of fur-
niture but a straw mattress that
could have walked out by itself had
it had the mind, window gone, stone
floor. But a still hunt found me a
fine house that had not been discov-
ered by the billeters. It was locked
but—

That very day, the day preceding
the Second Battle of Amiens, came
my introduction to the sleepless nights
and midnight strain of keeping in
touch with the Canadian fighting.
All day we had been struggling at
settlement in new quarters. Livesay,
just arrived, had to he found billet,
mess, and batman. At 11.40 we threw
ourselves on our beds. At midnight
we were tiptoeing through the streets
to the car to start for the Front—for
no one left in the village but three or
four of us knew the exact hour of the
attack—even the day of it. In dis-
turbing darkness we rolled towards
Boves, my eyes substituting for the
chauffenr’s, who was night-blind from
years of ambulance driving. We had
never seen a foot of the way before.
No lights were permitted, of course,
The road was cluttered in almost end-
less stream with the traffic of battle.
In a clear spot we lost our way.

Through the nights preceding
every attack thereafter we were the
sole “joy-riders” on the roads. Often
it was raining. Now and then—as on
the way to the Bourlon Wood battle—
the burning of a distant dump was
our only light. Once we drew up in-
tuitively, to find the ear within a foot
of the end of the arm of a temporary
bridge. Once the leg of a dead horse
caught in a wheel. Often we were
forced to back up in search of a
wider spot for passing.

Our aim in the attacks was to
choose the best points for obesrva-
tion. Sometimes, as at Amiens, we
looked on from in front of all the
guns; always we were ahead of most
of them. At the fight of August 26th,
before Arras, we narrowly escaped
being blown over to the Germans
from the muzzles of a battery of field

guns which suddenly shattered the
heavens in the darkness close above
our heads. The flames seemed to sear
my cheek. We ran—just plain ran.
Only the barbwire about a deep over-
grown trench prevented our outstrip-
ping the attacking party and perhaps
winning V.C’s. On such slender
threads, so to speak, do great achieve-
ments hang.

Our approach in the early morning
to the kick-off that broke the Hinden-
burg Line was marked by a (German
plane bombing the slope behind us
as we climbed towards the height
overlooking Cherisy. For one attack
we were awakened at midnight, fol-
lowing a dinnerless conclusion to a
weary 150-mile motor ride; and hun-
gry and weary we turned out into the
rain. At Bourlon Wood we sat on the
parados of the trench filled with one
of the waves of the attack, until the
barrage opened ; and we accompanied
the soldiers moving up, until depres-
sions in the ground cut off the spec-
tacle and induced us to return to the
heights.

Of course it was fatiguing—those
sleepless nights and hungry exciting
days. The messes were rationed so
closely that there never was sufficient
for proper lunches to be made up for
us. Had it not been for the chocolate,
coffee, and biscuits of the Y.M.C.A.
at the advanced dressing stations the
post-war physical condition of two
Canadian war correspondents would
have entitled them to pensions. As it
was, we ate bully beef sandwiches
two inches thick, and great hunks of
cheese, until we hated the sight of
them and hunted round for the wel-
come Y.

Spectators were we of every day-
light hour of the fighting around
Cambrai. For hours we lay on the
crest overlooking the city that we
were not permitted to shell as a pre-
liminary to attack, or dodged in and
out of the villages that preface it on
the road from Arras. The gas that
soaked the region gave us colds in
the head and prophesied certain in-
fluenza until we understood. A
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Brigadier and I removed from a dead
Gterman pilot the first aeroplane para-
chute taken intact—at least, he Te-
moved it; I never reached the point
where I could handle dead bodies.

Incidentally I sent to the world the
first despatch announcing the use of
parachutes by German aviators.
Within a few minutes of the fall in
flames of a German raider one night
I was in connection by telephone with
a battery near the spot. And the
news of the escape by parachutes of
- two of the crew of nine was sent out
within a few hours. Unfortunately
the Air Officials seemed to take um-
brage at the innocent suggestion that
if parachutes were found serviceable
the British would quickly adopt them,
for I understand an official contra-
diction of their use by the Germans
was issued. Within the next week
thousands had seen them in use, and

had one in my hands,

The world does not appreciate the
severity of the fighting in which the
Canadian forceg were concerned north
of Cambrai on the last day of Sep-
tember and the first of October. But
from my own experience there ig a
complete reply to Sir Sam Hugheg’s
charge againgt General Currie of
“bull-head” recklessness and heart-
lessness. In the first place, Cambrai
was not taken “py suburbs or street
fighting,” as the former Minister of
Militia asserted, but by the very
means he advocated : “Agoing round
the darn thing» Anq far from Gen-
eral Currie’s attitude being marked
by recklessness, there was on his face
at that time the first shadow of falt-
ering confidence. Qne incident—
which General Currie will not mind
coming to the light now for the first
time—dispels any doubt of that.

On the evening of the first of Octo-
ber, while Livesay and I were seated
at our typewriters in our hut writing
up with heavy hearts the incidents of
the day, General Currie opened the
door and entered. It startled us for
a moment. Accessible as he had al-
ways been to the war correspondents,
he had never visited us. His eager-

ness that all the news should get back
to Canada had been satisfied by our
frequent conversations in his own
office or billet. Now he entered
slowly and thoughtfully, sank wear-
ily into my chair, and leaned his arm
on the table. Sober as is hig ordinary
expression, we had never seen him go
grave, never so mentally and bodily
fatigued. For once he had thrown
aside every breath of the dignity of
the Commander, A new dignity was
there—the Canadian, responsible for
the lives of a hundred thousand men
and anxious that Canada should have
the full story of their sacrifice. For
twenty minutes he talked—and two
mere correspondents were weighted
with the responsibility that was their’s
of giving Canada the proper perspec-
tive of the hardest days of fighting in
the career of the Corps. When he
had gone we looked at each other and
In silence turned to our typewriters,

It is little use attempting to hide
the fact that certain Imperial units
on our flanks often held us up, either
threugh unexpected obstacles in their
path or through a leadership not quite
up to the demands of the occasion.
I could give several inside stories of
this. But only once did I come on a
case of what looked like sheer funk.

In the attack of August 26th 3
famous Imperial regiment was attack.
ing on our right, hour and a
balf after the capture of the outskirts
of Neuville Vitasse I wag creeping
along the sunken road in the ruined
village when a member of +hig regi-

talion was. I did not know; nor dig
the innocent query convey anything
more to me. A few minutes later
two more made the same inquiry.
But when, twenty minuteg later, af-
ter ducking shellg along a knee-deep
trench on the eastern edge of the
village, in company with a Canadian
officer friend whose duties kept him
there until his time came, a group of
this same battalion came into view
seated on the parapet of the trench
watching a rapid succession of shells
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falling about our ambulances — when
at sight of us they ran towards us
with the same question, I began to
wonder.

Not long afterwards we passed
along the sunken road farther east
still and came on a cross-trench in
which an entire company of this bat-
talion was madly digging itself into
funk holes.

In a burst of anger my companion
demanded to see the guilty officer.
We found him peering out carefully
over the parapet at the Canadians at-
tacking in a semi-circle before him.
What was exchanged between them
was not conducive to Imperial fra-
ternity. The Imperial officer admit-
ted that he was supposed to be attack-
ing on our right, but insisted that he
thought he was holding the front line
at the moment; he explained that he
had lost his way. The Canadian of-
ficer pointed in disgust to the ruins
of the village all about him, to the
Canadians going over in attack, to
the map carried by the shirking of-
ficer. And the company slunk off
southward to the flank of the Can-
adians exposed by their cowardice.

The bad taste of the thing was
partially forgotten in the record
event that occurred a few minutes
later. I took a prisoner. It wasn’t
exactly the sort of thing that wins
the V.C. Indeed, the Censor thought
so little of it that he forbade my using
the story to lighten the tragedy of
battle description. But it was a
record for a war correspondent, at
least in this war. As I stood on the
parapet trying to pierce the secrets
of the valley before me, marvelling
that so much machine-gunning could
continue without a visible German, a
gray figure suddenly leaped from an
angle of a partially shattered trench
before me and rushed up the slope.
I was the only human being in sight
this side of the attack, and in my
trench coat I probably seemed to pre-
sent the opportunity of capitulating
to a Brigadier or a Major-General.
For a moment I hesitated as to whe-
ther I could beat him running or not.

But when I saw his upraised hands
and streaming white face, and heard
his whining “don’, don’!” I decided
to carry through my part. Never
have I seen such terrible fear in a
human face. It was inhuman in its
abjection. I should have searched
him as a primary fulfilment of a cap-
tor’s obligations. Instead I swanked
back with him along the road until
I met two Tommies. To them I pre-
sented the German and the duty of
search. To do them justice, they ac-
cepted both with avidity. So now
Canada knows for the first time that
only the ineligibility of war corres-
pondents precluded the addition of
at least one to the list of decorations.

Our desire to see all there was to
see kept us so close to the fighting
that our car was not infrequently the
first over some of the roads to the
Front. It also brought sights that
made me shudder to recall but meant
next to nothing at the time. Another
thing it did for us was to run us into
suspicion and arrest.

On the second morning of the
Amiens attack we reached Marcelcave.
According to precedent I should have
turned faint hundreds of times on
that trip—a mere drop of blood has
made me uncomfortable in civilian
life. Dead Germans and horses lay
everywhere, and in the heat were be-
gimning to notify their presence in
other ways than by sight. I do not
care to remember that it was to me
nothing more than a great spectacle—
except the odour,

It was when it came to our own
dead that I began to recognize my-
self. To that I never hardened. Al-
ways there came to me the thought
that perhaps I was talking to these
very men only a few hours back—
perhaps I knew them. Perhaps some
of these living ones before me would
lie like that to-morrow. Down the
Amiens-Roye road, where our cavalry
had superbly galloped its hopeless at-
tack and the shelling was still too
severe for burial parties, I passed
them, lying as they fell, their arms
thrown over their horses. Back be-
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hind Rumancourt, where the enemy
looked down on us from across the
Canal du Nord, I came on it again ;
and out there north-west of Cambrai
—in Monchy, too, and a host of other
places. Always I turned' away,
though I could look on a machine-gun
post full of dead Germans without a
twinge. It was all a part of the life.

From an observation post in the
holed church tower in Rosiéres we
looked out over the ground that had
been in German hands within the
hour. And the signallers gaped at us
as a new species., That day we tea-ed
with a battery that was inchned. to
magnify our interest in the fighting.
We swung our car along the road to
Meharicourt, the first since the Ger-
mans moved back, twisting about
dead horses and stared at as mental
deficients by the soldiers in the
trenches by the road, for the fighting
was only a thousand yards away.

The prevailing idea, especially
among the Imperial artillerymen with
our Corps, was that the war corres-
pondent was a swivel-chair gentleman
who sat back among seven-course
dinners and wool mattresses, and pro-
duced second-hand descriptions to
the smoke of big cigars.

Arrest several times put a tempor-
ary period to our ecuriosity. In a
wood near Demuin a motor machine
gun officer satisfied his suspicions by
inviting us to tea, and when he had
us all alone a Major of +he 16th re
ceived us suspiciously and conducted
us through a long zig-zag trench to
the mouth of a dugout, where he pro.
ceeded to shave. Nothing was said of
arrest but I knew the symptoms. So
excited was he that he gashed himself
badly — but then he had the two
spies. A mile walk to Rouvroy and
we were ushered into the presence of
Lieut.-Col. “Si” Peck. The most
absorbing feature of the incident was
that Col. Peck and his staff were eat-
ing. The most disgus'ting was that
they didn’t ask us to join them. And
we had not eaten for nine hours, had
a ten-mile walk ahead of us—the
car was away with despatches—and

certain prospect of reaching home too
late for dinner. But perhaps “Si”
believed we were spies but didn’t
want the bother of arresting us.

Two or three days later we had an
afternoon of arrests. Leaving the car
as far towards Z Wood, on the way
to Roye, as we dare take it, we struck
along the road to Damery, passing
through a corner of the French front,
across the muzzles of several bat-
teries of Imperial guns, and reached
the ground held by the 7th Battalion.
At a small wood before the tiny wvil-
lage I struck off to find the Battalion

eadquarters, Livesay keeping on
for the village and the sight we had
come to see—the piles of dead Ger-
mans mowed down in a fruitless
counter-attack,

In a tremendous dugout I found
the staff of the 7th and was led by two
of ‘them to the village. Then, a strafe
being due in a few minutes, I return-
ed to the ecar, Livesay was not
there. In the warm sun I went to
sleep, to the tune of a battery drop-
ping pip-squeaks about our artillery
horses near le Quesnoy, four hundred
yards to the north. Two hours later
I wakened—still alone. In something
of a panic I started back on foot to
look for my friend. And as I neared
the protecting rise in the road he
came wearily over it.

Three arrests had been his reward
for curiosity. Up in Damery the 7th
had laid hands on him. Released,
the Imperial artillery did not like his
looks and invited him to explain. In
the French lines they picked him up
again, and as his French was not
fluent enough to satisfy them and
they could not read his papers, he
was forced to wait for an interpreter.

Next day we visited the Tank
Corps and the 11th Brigade, near
Caix. Selecting a Y.M.C.A. stand as
a good centre for news, I began to
ask questions. An unusual coldness
met me. A towsle-headed carrot-top
came up.

“I know what I’d say if you asked
me,” he growled. “‘Go to hell? You
seen that slip?” And he drew from
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his pocket a little folder, “Keep Your
Mouth Shut”, that had been issued to
the troops just before leaving for the
surprise attack at Amiens.

“What rank are you anyway ?” he
demanded with the confidence of
virtue. I humoured him. “And you
wear a Sam Browne! That’s a new
one on me.” I tried to get even by
suggesting that he might find many
new things before the war was over.

But he had the last word. A month
later I saw General Currie pin the
Military Medal to his tunic near
Wancourt. There was more beneath
that red hair than impudence to a
war correspondent.

One of the group, a member of the
75th, volunteered to get me some
stories and to show me a few interest-
ing souvenirs he had collected in the
fight. Leading me out of the woods,
he took me to his own little funk hole
in the side of the hill. Then he turn-
ed on me.

“Say, who are you? I don’t like
your looks. You look to me like a
spy.” It had at least the virtue of
frankness.

But our most disturbing experience
of this deseription occurred in the
dead o’ night, in the deadness of a
deserted village that hung together
only as a tangle of beams and erumb-
ling mud walls. Returning from the
front on foot, having sent the ecar
back with despatches, we were picked
up by an officer who would pass with-
in a mile of Headquarters at Demuin.
As the Germans were bombing the
Amiens-Roye road every night, he
decided to keep to the side roads.
Maps were useless in the darkness
and we kept to the side roads hours
longer than we wished. And all the
time the raiders were about, the
throb of their propellers, the bursting
of the bombs, the darting searchlights,
the roar of anti-aireraft guns, and
the knowledge that out there on the
road and in the woods along it
thousands of Canadian soldiers were
absolutely without protection, gave a
thrill to the starlit night probably
beyond any in my experience. We

completely lost ourselves, even as to
direction. Once we were stopped by
a rushing soldier who warned us that
the road ahead was blocked by an
anti-aireraft gun about to fire at an
aeroplane over our heads being
searched for by a cluster of lights,

After two hours of blind running
about we struck the Roye road almost
where we had started. Opposite
Demuin Livesay and I alighted to
walk to Headquarters. It was a
wonderful night from that hill, clear
as crystal, windless, moonless, the
black sky a ceiling of diamonds. All
about us was the throb of raiding
aeroplanes, and far to the east the
night was slit with a score of search-
lights feeling for more. Two miles to
our left, over Domart, the raiders
were trying for a great dump there.
And they found it as we looked. Then
they sped homewards straight above
our heads, scattering the rest of their
bombs indiseriminately.

By the time we reached the ruins
of Demuin we were—at least I was—
in the condition that sees ghosts and
imagines strange things. The wild
orgy of war by night had put me on

edge. I might even have written
poetry then.

In the deserted streets a French
civilian and a French soldier passed
us, talking volubly but low, and I
wondered why they were there. Still
swayed by the mystery and im-
mensity of things, we were proceed-
ing silently down a narrow street
when a sudden and terriffic “halt!”
brought me up so short it hurt. Never
have- I heard so much concentrated
emotion in a single word. I could feel
bullets puncturing my most sensitive
spots, and I wondered hurriedly if
one of us would be left alive to give
the other’s address and the other
things usually looked for in tragedies
of that nature.

“Where the blazes are you$” I
called, not feeling a bit as ecasual as
that.

Livesay pulled us through. “A
friend!” he announced. (I had for-
gotten that this was a real military
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war; it seemed to me like a little bit
of hades).

“AdvaZwe, friend!” replied the
voice—with, oh, so much of its feel-
mg flattened out. ;

We found a soldier before a ruin
ahead of us, revolver in hand. And
if ever I see the terror of darkness
again I will know it. His voice was
trembling ; so agitated was he that he
almost wept as he talked with us.
And yet I doubt if I ever met a
braver man. He had seen the two
Frenchmen, suspected them when it
was too late to stop them, and was
waiting there alone at midnight to
satisfy his suspicions.

“l haven’t a gun,” he explained,
“pbut I thought my old pipe would
look enough like one in the dark to
fool them.” It certainly fooled me.
I have an infinite respect for that
brave terrified man. I would like to
meet him in Canada.

The perils of a war correspondent
were, compared with those of the man
in the lines, scarcely worth consider-
ing. Even the Canadian correspond-
ent might have taken no risks and still
have sent back to Canada stories of
real interest and importance, He
might have remained with the rear
Echelon. Advanced Headquarters
were always within shellfire, though
the danger was negligible,

Four shells dropped in rapid suec-
cession on the ridge above the camp
the first morning after I arrived at
the Wancourt camp. They exploded
before my eyes as I shaved in the door
of my tent. I had my doubts about
that camp immediately. Every night
some big German gun emitfed the
bark one came to recognize even in
one’s sleep as sending over a shell
worth listening for. Almost every
night a long-range gun dropped a
half-dozen or a score shells into
Arras, four miles away. The brittle
explosion of a facing gun would be
followed quickly by the slow
whistle of a big shell, then a moment
of silence, and last of all a long roar
broken in the middle by a violent
shatter of sound. It was an atmos-

pheric effect none could explain. At
Queant the enemy developed a nasty
habit of sending big shrapnel by
night to explode above the town, per-
haps in search of a huge railway gun
that was there when we arrived but
much more menacing to our hospitals,
over which they burst without injur-
ing anyone.

The greatest danger was from
bombs. None dropped close enough
to Headquarters in my time to dam-
age things, but that was good fortune.
It was the knowledge of that which
made me—I have never confessed
this before—funk the raiders one
night. Wakened in my tent after
midnight by the disturbing throb of
two German planes, I listened as they
came straight towards the camp. My
dreams had been unpleasant. Three
bombs crashed, each nearer than the
last. And then I made for the sole
dugout in the camp—where the Gen-
erals slept. A relic of German oe-
cupation, it was vast and snug. Its
snugness appealed to me. But in the
mouth of the dugout I realized that I
alone of all the camp was astir. And
I slunk back to my tent and talked to
myself like a brigand.

Our real exposure came from a de-
sire to see. One day, after a German
battery had opened our day by snip-
ing us with five shells as our car
laboriously climbed a hill near Dury,
on the Arras-Cambrai road, another
group of three followed us all the way
up the slopes from Rumancourt as
we were returning in the evening to
the car. That stretch of rising ground
was under direct observation, and
there was only a sunken road to hide
it. Thus our only resort was to lie
down when a shell was heard coming.
It filled up two hours of our valuable
lives to get out of view. To be sure
there were two machine-gun posts that
might have concealed us, but they
were just then erammed with dead
Germans of the vintage of three days
before, and we preferred the shells.

Just as we were within sight of the
sunken road two of the Richtofen Red
Squadron decided that we were im-
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portant enough for their attentions,
so they dived at us. But two of our
18-pounders broke loose at them when
they were about seventy feet up, the
shells bursting somewhere above our
heads and showering the ground about
us with metal. At the moment the Red
Squadron seemed almost friendly by
comparison.

Twice, in Arras and in Sains les
Marquion, only a brick wall separat-
ed me from exploding shells.

Our worst experience was a mere
movement of excitement compared
with what, from our grand-stand
seats, we saw thousands of the fight-
ing men face without visible agitation.
It was above Cherisy, that village of
ill-repute, near which one of my best
friends in the Corps, Lieut.-Col. Me-
Kenzie, of the 26th, was killed a
couple of days before, and every of-
ficer of the 22nd in the engagement,
except one, was wounded or killed. A
battery of 5.9°s caught us with a half
dozen officers in a sunken road, with-
in direct observation from Hende-
court, and tried to wipe the road off
the map to get at us. Only a minute
earlier a soldier had dropped a few
yards ahead of me with a gash in his
thigh from “big” shrapnel, and I was
prepared for the worst.

The shells landed everywhere but
in the narrow sunken strip where we
huddled tight against the bank. The
explosion of one was so closely fol-
lowed by the whistle of the next that
I had no opportunity of telling my
friends how frightened I was. Stray
pieces were thudding in the 'bank
about our heads; a weak one struck
Livesay on the helmet and another
stopped against an officer’s leg with-
out injury. I knew a real nice dug-
out a hundred yards back—and this
seemed about the time to make its
acquaintance. But I closed my eyes
and left it to the officers to lead the
way. And presently they did, with
me well up with the winners.

I have said I saw only one wound
actually received. Another came so
fast that I only felt it. At the base
of the little finger of my right hand

I carry the best memento of the war
and a reminder of what might have
happened were there not a special
Providence for certain irresponsibles.

The day following the capture of
Monchy Livesay and I wandered up
to the hill-top to see what was left of
perhaps the most famous and hard-
fought village on the Western front.
From behind a huge block of stone I
was watching the battle in the hollow
and on the slopes beyond, when an
officer crept up the hill to volunteer
the information that the last officer
who had looked from behind that
same stone was in the hospital now.
One doesn’t argue questions of that
kind.

On the way back to the road I pick-
ed up one of those beautifully made
and outfitted German ammunition
boxes that make ours look like the ef-
forts of a woman carpenter. Each of
us seized a handle. Just as we
reached the main road a gang of Ger-
man prisoners carrying hack a casu-
alty in plain view of the German
observation balloons brought on us
a shower of whizzsbangs. The prison-
ers, beyond the shelling but nearer it
than we, moved on unperturbed.
Their .example seemed worthy of
emulation. But the shower came
nearer. We turned to skirt the corner.
And something tugged viciously at
my hand and I looked down to see
blood gushing. Even at the moment
I noted that it was the hand carrying
the stolen box—though the farthest
from the explosion—and on the point
nearest the box.

But that box is with me yet. It
stayed with me until we found a
friendly shellhole ~ where we lay
wondering what the brain of a soldier
would advise under the cireum-
stances. I clung to it when later I
was forced to diseard more valuable
possessions for lack of space. Nothing
t.:le German can do will make me give
it up.

Thus I established, through no ef-
fort of mine, another record for a war
correspondent. Besides the yun-
fortunate French newspaperman whe
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was sniped, I believe I was the only
correspondent on the Western front
whom the Germans hated enough to
damage.

The incentive of the old-time war
correspondent to attempt the impos-
sible may have been removed by the
formal control under which the mod-
ern edition of the fraternity works.
Individuality may have been largely
smothered in official red tape—and
red tabs. The war correspondent of
to-day will be forgotten when his
predecessor of the petty wars of the
past still looms large in public mem-
ory and reverence. But when the next
war comes—I hope it never will—I
want to be there with notebook and
pencil. For one thing, it’s ever so

much more comfortable and remuner-
ative than holding a rifle. For an-
other it is a grand stand seat at all
the world’s spectacles crowded into a
few months of reckless expenditure
and unstinted human ingenuity. And
the third reason is that I am of the
opinion that in the next war the war
correspondent will be permitted to
paint a picture less sullied by the
bloodless hand of the Censor. I have
a palette daubed with paint I was
never permitted to wuse on my
pictures. It grieves my heart that,
with the end of the war the colours
must lie there to dry and fade. But
it was war—the Great War—and my
fellows and I were but the smallest
links in a great chain which was
under too great a strain to worry
about the eyes of the world.

NOVEMBER

By FLORENCE DEACON BLACK

THE year is dead,

Growth and achievement are done,
Like a fair young woman

Lying coffined,

Her gold-haired youth and energy awaste,
So lies this splendid desolation.

The empty trees stand clear
Against the drifting clouds,
Their gold, rustling underfoot,
Stirs in the questioning airs.
Soon, soon this sunshine too

Will die away,
And winter come.




FRENCH CANADIAN
FOLK-SONG

BY JUDGE PRUD’HOMME

TRANSLATED AND SUMMARIZED BY FLORENCE RANDAL LIVESAY

acamg) HE Latin  peoples have
’/“\TT ;;((‘; | preserved a very deep
Q A)‘»‘) ,';%ffz{)s/ impression of folk-song
Xkt E because their exception-
ally receptive spirit vi-
brates with greater in-
tensity to the lyrical breath of the
poets. Hence the exuberance of native
gaiety in the very blood of the French
Canadians, expressing itself in songs
diverse and varied. Sir George Cartier
seized this mental trait of his com-
patriots when he wrote the followin
stanza : :

Le Canadien, comme ses peres,

Aime 3 chanter 3 s’égayer.

Doux, aisé, vif en ses manidres,

Poli, galant, hospitalier.

These fine characteristics have been
deeply rooted in the soil—its first out-
shoots. A ray of the French soul
illumines us—gaiety—the quality of
our ancestors which sustained them
in the day of testing and struggle.
Not only did our fathers keep their
smiles, but even the tears in their
eyes knew how to laugh! This ex-
plains why the Gallic wit, decently
habited, holds so large a place in the
songs of our people, from the earliest
days of the Colony.

The greater part of this poesy
comes to us from France. In so far
as our ancestors attached themselves
to Canadian soil, without expectation
of return, new songs sprang from the
ground, rose from our banks. With-
out doubt the language is not always
elassie—it is often poor in rhythm—
53

but what would you have? The com-
mon people sang neither Racine nor
Corneille; the tongue of the Acade-
micians is, unhappily, neither sing-
able nor sung.

“Malbrook s’en va t’en Guerre” has
gone down to posterity, a song which
has neither rhythm nor measure—not
even French. Everyone knows by
heart “A la Claire Fontaine” and
“Quand Marie Anne sen va tau
Moulin”. No one has attempted to
say what constitutes models of liter-
ature, but that which graves itself
eternally in the memory, that which
one learns without knowing it, what
the great mass of the people loves to
repeat, that is the true song, lyric and
melody. To sing it the poet must
make himself one of the folk of whom
he sings, and subtly convey in his
songs the symbolism which has the
tang of the country.

The distinctive character of the
songs in question is to be light, gra-
cious, sometimes vague, tormented
and rambling as a dream. I shall not
dally here over the literary value of
these fugitive pieces. Rather let us
consider the signification of the songs,
their historie worth, the lesson to be
drawn from them, their inspired
thought.

The most ancient French song ac-
climated in Canada is certainly La
Guignolée. Usually on the eve of fes-
tivals, most often on the last day of
the year, a gro.p of young people
headed by an older citizen, made a

&
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tour of the parish in quest of any
family in need. This was called
“courrir la guignolée”. The peasants
generally gave provisions and elothes
which were heaped up in pockets and
placed on a sledge. The joyous troop
went thus from house to house. On
arriving at the door they began to
sing, beating the measure with their
feet. Then they chatted gaily with
the master of the house, giving the
names of families in distress, receiv-
ing alms and ‘ma foi! bien ouil’ they
accepted refreshment for the inner
man, heady and hot.

‘‘La guignolée, la guignoloche,
Mettez du lard dedans ma poche.
Et du fromage sur mon pain,

Je reviendrai 1’année qui vient,.
Nous lui ferons faire bonne chdre,
Nous y ferons chauffer les pieds,
Pour le dernier jour de 1’année
La guignolée ~ous nous devez.

This song, writes M. Ampere, is per-
hags the only trace of a memory
which goes back to Druidical times.
“Nous prendrons la fille ainée, Nous
y _ferons chauffer les pieds” is an
allqswn to the human sacrifices of the
ancient cult of the Gauls.

Another very old song is the
“Moulin Banal”. Under the French
régime the king granted seigneuries
to gentlemen or officers, on the sole
condition that they should colonize
them. The censitaires or tenants of
ninety arpents were bound to grind
their grain at the Seigneur’s mill. I
can remember my grand-father sing-
ing a whimsical little song, which,
under the above-mentioned title, was
greatly in vogue long ago. Five or
six peasants sat round a table and at
the first note they set a big tin plate
whirling on the board, to imitate the
sound of the grinding mill-stones,
while at the same time, with another
plate, they knocked beneath the table,
to give the jerking noise of the hy-
draulic wheel which turned the mill-
stones. Given good-will, the illusion
of the Moulin Banal was quite often
presented.

Of the first Frenchmen who estab-
lished the selves in Canada the

greater number came from Brittany,
Poitou and the environs of Paris. But
the first French women were chosen
with religious care in Normandy.
Naturally the children inherited the
maternal accent, and that is why, to-
day, the vocabulary of the French
Canadians approaches so closely to
that of Normandy. This explains
why “My Normandy” has become
such a popular song here. It was
sung over the first cradles, and our
forefathers, nursed in the maternal
arms, went to sleep to the sound of
the spindle and spinning-wheel,
while the souls of the singers flew to
their native land in reverie, repeating
as they did, with a sigh:

Quand tout renait & 1’esperance

Et que 1’hiver fuit loin de nous,

Sous le beau ciel de notre France

Quand le soleil devient plus doux,

Quand la nature est reverdie,

Quand 1’hirondelle est de retour,

J’aime & revoir ma Normandie,
C’est le pays qui m’a donné le jour.

The discoverers of Canada were
Bretons—hardy sailors who had fur-
rowed all the seas and continue still
to frequent the bays of Terreneuve.
The land of Bottrel has never lacked
its singing men to give us again the
virile faith of these lovers of the deep
sea. Where is the hearth that has not
heard “Dodo mon p’tit gars”, the
fine lines which proclaim the attach-
ment of the Breton to his faith? It
is on his knees that the Breton sings:

La voile est 3 la grand hune,
Disait un Breton a genoux,

Je pars pour chercher la fortune
Qui ne veut pas venir 3 nous.

Je reviendrai bientt, J.’espare,
Séche tes yeux, prie, attends moi.
En te quittant, ma bonne mare,
Mon &me & Dieu, mon coeur 3 toil

A nation which intones such chants,
does not know perishing. Bottrel re-
ceived an ovation in the Provinece of .
Quebec, and well was it merited. “Le
petit Gregoire”, Par le petit Doigt”,
and “Fais dodo, mon petit Gars”, te
cite only three of his compositions,
have given him the freedom of the
city here, and have received from the
people a certificate of naturalization.
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There was a time when “La Mar-
seillaise” had no footing in Canada.
This warlike ery, sung at the foot of
the guillotine, in spite of its patri-
otic accents, found no echo with us.
It recalled too much the bloody heca-
tombs of the Reign of Terror to be
in favour with the Catholic enemies
of the Jacobins. But Time, making
distant the theatre of its birth, has
given it another signification ; to-day
it only can express the heroic resist-
ance of the French against the despot
foes of their country. Before this,
the French Canadians had, however,
adopted as the national hymn of
France “Le Beau Dunois”. There is
an echo here of the paladins of Char-
lemagne, with their ery of “Dieu et
ma Dame!” 1 will quote only the
first couplet:

Partant pour la Syrie

Le jeune et beau Dunois,
Venait prier Marie

De benir ses exploits.
Faites, Reine Tmmortelle,
Lui dit-il en partant,
Que j’aime la plus belle
Et sois le plus vaillant.

If the French Canadians are not
indifferent to the Muse of France it
is not less true that they preserve
a marked preference for the poetic
flowers springing from Canadian soil.

It would be wrong to imagine that
the greater part of our songs have no
sense, no preconceived idea, that they
have been composed for the pleasure
of rhyming or toying with a fortuit-
ous sentiment. No doubt we have
some songs of which the sense escapes
us, but they are rare exceptions. The
people which have the flair of know-
ing what suits them will trill only
the words which recall memories dear
to them. The songs most in vogue are
those which tell of one’s native land,
military glory, the sufferings of exile,
the struggles of the first colonists, the
high qualities and unwearying devo-
tion of the Canadian women. With
his affection for Canada, and Canada
only, homesickness attacks the wan-
derer who eats the bitter bread of a
strange country.

4

Un Canadien errant,
Banni de ses foyers,

Parcourrait en pleurant
Des pays étrangers.

With no companions near, he sends
a mesage by a fugitive wave:
Si tu vois mon pays,
Mon pays malheureux,

Va dire & mes amis
Que je me souviens d’eux!

Our statesmen have known how to
combine song with the exercise of
power—there is no need of referring
to “O Canada”, by which Sir George
Cartier will always be remembered.
In many a little French village dur-
ing the last days of 1918, bandsmen
wreathed with flowers played the air,
followed by throngs of women and
children hailing the men of Canada
as their saviours.

In bringing to your attention “La
belle Francoise [al]lons, gaie” I am
sure I can bespeak for it a welcome.
It is written with Spartan simplicity,
laconic, naive. Two have plighted
their troth, one goes to the war. In
the adieu the soldier swears he will
marry her on his return if no ill be-
falls him. She is in tears: “On m’a
dit hier soir qu’da la guerre vous
alliez.” It is true: “Ceux qui vous
Pont dit, belle, ont dit la verité.” But
she has his promise, and if he must
sacrifice la belle Francoise for his
country it is only his duty, his sad
fate. This song had its origin in the
formation of the Canadian militia to
combat the Iroquois, in 1650. They
saved the Colony—nothing could re-
sist the élan of their advance; on the
banks of the Potomae, at Oswego,
they were found, and who knows what
might have ensued if Montcalm had
waited for the arrival of the Canadian
militia before engaging in battle with
Wolfe? Later we find these men
guarding the frontier on the river
Chateauguay. And Garneau has pic-
tured one of them on the ramparts:

‘Helas!’ dit-il, ‘qu’elle est donec ma con-
signe,

Un mot Anglais que je ne comprends pas!

Mon pére était du pays de la vigne,

Mon poste, non! je ne te quitte pas!’
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A shell strikes him, lonely with his
watchword: “Pour son pays de
mourir il est doux.”

The couplets of “A la Claire Fon-
taine” are on all lips—it is a national
song indeed. It contains one thought
only. A lover has lost the affection of
his Duleinea, who has refused to ac-
cept his bouquet of roses. Put other
bagatelles in place of this: for a dish
of lentils HEsau lost his birthright.
Pride is strong in our Latin race. A
little act of humility could have pre-
vented the disaster of this poor bou-
quet of roses, which our lover in his
despair would throw into the sea.
If we too, instead of exaggerating
each other’s faults, would but look
“en rose”, then might we always
walk “4 la claire fontaine” and like
the lark sing with a light heart.

Coming to a more recent date,
“Vive la Canadienne” has been our
favourite air, We are the only people
whose national chant is in honour of
the _angel of our hearths. Well-
merited homage to the domestic vir-
tues and to the admirable devotion
and ravishing charm of our wives,
mothers, sisters and the sisters of
others. A thousand times have they
deserved the place they hold in our
national fétes,

I1 y a un bois joli

Un rossignol y chante

Et le jour et la nuit,

(‘“Par derridre chez ma tante’”)

We are back in war and the sadness
it brings. The Duteh early settled
in the United States. Radisson, pro-
moter of the Hudson’s Bay Company
was there a long time, detained as a
prisoner. These Dutech were at war
with the French. One of the sons of
La Verandrye took part in an expe-
dition against them. Accordingly,
this “tante banale” of the song had
had the misfortune to lose her hus-
band, a prisoner of the Dutch. The
warbling of the birds had no charm
for her because

Son mari n’est pas dans la danse,
I1 est bien loin d’iei.

11 est dans la Hollande
Les Hollandais 1’ont pris.

She is so desolated that for his
ransom she would be ready to give up
Quebec, Sorel and Saint-Denis. It
is probable that the King of France
would have found the price too steep
for this dear “uncle”, whose wife,
Calypso-like, could mot console her-
self for his absence. The author of
this song hoped to seize“sur le vif” the
sadness and mourning of Canadian
families in the midst of interminable
wars, and the faithfulness of the
wives to their conjugal vows. But it
was peasants rather than soldiers who
were the fathers of the French-Can-
adian race.

In my review of our songs I would
like to touch on Piérre Falcon, métis
poet of the Red River. Trapper as
he was, he caught rhyme as it suited
him, but piquancy and local colour
are not lacking in his verses on the
Bois Brulés. Mention too should be
made of our worthy Father Blain,
who has translated much of Drum-
mond into French, with remarkable
fidelity; he has given this verse even
fresher colours. His “Coteau de
Saint Sebastien” is a veritable tri-
umph—an epic of our pioneers.

‘‘Mon ‘Dieu, Mon Dieu! sois mon
soutien,
Loin du coteau St. Sebastien!

Octave Cremazie in his “Drapeau
de Carillon,” wished to hymn the
attachment of Canada for France—
the voice of our blood will always ery
out to us to love her. But listen to
Fréchette :

Jadis la France sur nos bords
Jeta la semence immortelle.

Et nous secondant ses efforts
Avons fait la France Nouvelle.

Judge Routhier in “O Canada,
Terre de nos Aieux”, has fixed forever

our national hymn. He recalls our

past glories, urging us to bear proudly
the Cross and the Sword.

In brief “le chant national” is a
tonie to arrest the bowing down of our
souls. It raises from the dust that
which languishes, and opens the
tombs to dress the dead in the very
attitude of the living. One finds
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there choice things which sound forth
the true Canadian soul, and salient
traits which reveal the “grand air” of
the race. Popular songs have their
morality. They resuscitate the “beaux
gestes” of the past, fixing our gaze on
noble actions and hard sacrifices to
preserve the moral virtues in the hour

of struggle. They make people better.
Intoxicated by these touching mem-
ories, these glories, one can hear re-
peated: “There, where our fathers
passed, the sons will pass also.”

Louis Veuillot it was who once said:
“I1 y a des choses qu'on ne voit
qu'avee des yeux qui ont pleuréd.”

BAD PURITAN

By LOUISE MOREY BOWMAN

(Green Fire)

I watch a little green flame leap

To tops of swaying willow trees,
And through the orchard softly ecreep
Fanned by a velvet-fingered breeze.

A month ago my world was white,

On orchard trees snow-blossoms lay;
The gray sky gave dull silvery light
In cold white gloom of wintry day.

Green flame—oh green fire—reach my heart!
Turn my white, silent mockery

Of bloom to fire—I would have part

In Life’s consuming ministry.



60

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

(Sabbath Day)

The church is ugly, dull and bare,

The folk within grin, righteous, warm !
We are not there with them to-day—
Bees took to-day ‘to swarm.

Nathan and I are here outside

All stifling walls—God bless the bees:—
Such turbulent, noisy, rebel things,
Under our rosy trees.

Oh—oh—this day of wind and sun!

Nathan and I have had several stings— °

But nothing matters—Nathan, I,
And the brown bees, have wings.

(The Bright Blue Cloak)

My baby lies
Wrapped in blue cloak
Beneath blue skies,
And the kind village folk,
All smiling say,
“What blue, blue eyes!”
They never say,
“What blue, blue skies!”
Or “What a wondrous blue
The laughing bay !”
Nay, Nay!
Ah, once they frowned
At my blue cloak, and me,
But since they see
His blue eyes

We
Forgive them—

All!

(The Faith Kept)
They wonder that I do not weep.

They talk of “death” and “sins” and “sleep”.

But we who’ve lived—Nathan and I—
Do we not know we cannot “die”?

Here in the house I’ll wait awhile.

Till through the grayness God will smile,
And say to me, “Good day to you—
Here’s Nathan and your cloak of blue !
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REMINISCENC

ES POLITICAL

AND OTHERWISE

BY HON. JUSTICE LONGLEY

Il WAS, during my whole
AR life, extremely interest-
ed in politics. My father
was a Liberal and I
was a Liberal, and ulti-
mately the question of
confederation became more than any-
thing else an issue. I was an anti-
confederate and remained an anti-con-
federate as long as there was any
chance for anti-confederates to live.
I was identified with the Liberal party
under MacKenzie in the Dominion,
and was identified with and support-
ing the Liberal party throughout all
my career until I accepted a position
on the Bench.

I first took part in the election of
1867, actually going on the stump and
making addresses, at the age of eigh-
teen, but my chief interest in politi-
cal matters arose later. I graduated
from college in 1871, and went down
to the farm on which my father lived.
He was then exceedingly ill, and I
took charge of the farm for the sum-
mer of 1871. He died in August of
that year, and in November I came
to Halifax and commenced the study
of law. My idea in going to Halifax
was that I should do editorial writing
for The Chronicle, as it was the leaq-
ing paper; but I found that the edi-
torial part was fully taken up, and I
met a certain brisk young fellow
named W. S. Fielding, who was the
chief reporter of the paper and sat op-
posite Dunn, the editorial manager,
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and who seemed to take an active in-
terest in the management of the paper.
This W. S. Fielding will be recognized
as the one who in 1882 became Lib-
eral candidate for Halifax, was elect-
ed, and afterwards became Finance
Minister of Canada. I obtained edi-
torial work from The Acadian Re-
corder shortly after coming to the
city. It was excellent practice, but
the paper was not so well known
throughout the Province generally as
was The Chronicle.

I was admitted to the bar in 1875.
Before completing my law studies,
I concluded it would be desirable to
take a term in Toronto, and I went
there accordingly in the beginning of
the year 1875, but as it was too late to
get into the regular classes at Osgoode
Hall, I devoted myself to the study
of law and was in the office of Bethune
& Hoyles, and learned considerable
during the three or four months that I
was there of the situation about To-
ronto and the leaders of the Liberal
party there. I made a visit to Ottawa
in the month of March and saw Sir
John Macdonald, Sir Charles Tup-
per, Hon. Alex. MacKenzie, Edward
Blake, David Mills and a number of
other leading men of both parties, and
became more familiar with the meth-
ods and modes of doing business in
the House of Commons.

In 1875, when I was admitted to the
bar, I entered into partnership with
H. H. Bligh. This lasted for nearly



62 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

two years, and then I was invited to
take a partnership with Mr. W. F.
MecCoy, K.C., which added c0n§1der-
ably to my income, and I occupied a
position in McCoy’s office until 1882.
Before this time, however, I had made
myself fairly conspicuous in political
matters. I had addressed many pub-
lic meetings in Halifax, Annapolis,
Kings, Colchester, Pictou and other
places, and was most deeply concerned
in the welfare and development of
the Liberal party.

At last there came a time when the
Liberal party were selecting candi-
dates for the House of Assembly in
Nova Scotia and the House of Com-
mons in Ottawa, in the early part of

1882, and as my name had appeared’

a great deal in public, and particu-
larly in the election of 1881, my name
was mentioned and several men from
the constituency wrote to me. T took
the course which would naturally be
supposed I would take under the cir-
cumstances. I refused to go down in
advance and show them a specimen of
my qualities. I did not decline the
offer, but left everything to the judg-
ment and right thinking sentiment of
the community. The result was that
in April of that year at a convention
called by the party I was almost un-
animously selected as a candidate,
with Mr. Henry Munroe for the local
and Mr. W. H. Ray for the Dominion.

This was my first chance. The con-
stituency was represented wholly by
Conservatives in the previous House.
My uncle, Avard Longley, had been
the Dominion member and Messrs.
Troop and Schaffner were the local
members and were nominated the se-
cond time. For some reason or other,
Mr. Avard Longley was not preferred
as a candidate by his party, and his
place was taken by Mr. Robert Fitz-
randolph, a very worthy and popular
candidate. I knew very little of the
county of Annapolis then. I had
not been there except on vaca-
tions sinece 1866. I had been
almost five years at academy and
college and the rest of the time in

Halifax attending to law matters, and
I felt reasonably assured that unless
T should win that election my oppor-
tunities might not only vanish but
grow smaller as time went by, and
the consequence was that I devoted an
entire month previous to the election
and addressed public meetings in
many sections of the county. At the
conclusion of the campaign I became
very ill with measles and went to bed,
and by election day I was somewhat
delirious and remained so for a day or
two. I did have a recollection of hear-
ing that I was elected,but there was no
one to tell me of the figures, no one
to tell me how the different districts
had gone, and I remained puzzled;
but it seems that after the election,
the other side had demanded a re-
count. I was not present to attend to
it, and had no idea how it had gone,
but the result was that I was elected
by a majority of seventy-nine, my
colleague by a majority of sixty-one,
and Ray by a majority of seventy-two.

I was now fairly embarked on my
political life. The great question was
what to do. The result had been that
the Government, led by Mr. Simon
Holmes at first, but subsequently by
John D. Thompson, was defeated and
a majority of seven was elected op-
posed to it. There was some doubt
as to what the Government would do,
whether they would resign or would
not. In order to prevent such a
thing happening, a messenger was
sent out by the Liberals at that time
to the various constituencies to get
pledges from the members in writing
promising to oppose the present Gov-
ernment. However, they realized the
condition of affairs so well that they
retired in July. I may state that at
this period of time I was still recuper-
ating from measles, which I had had
very severely, and I was not able to
go to Halifax until two or three weeks
after the election and had not the op-
portunity of discussing fully the situ-
ation. However, the resignation was
sent in, and Mr. Alfred Gayton, who
had been as near as one person could
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be supposed to becoming the leader of
the Opposition, was sent for.

Mr. Gayton, though a very worthy
man, was not a person of sufficient
ability to lead a government, and for-
tunately he realized this and consulted
with leading friends of the party, who
advised him to call a convention and
put the whole matter of forming a
government in the hands of the con-
vention. This convention consisted of
various members opposed to the Gov-
ernment, twenty-two, and all the mem-
bers of the Legislative Council in sym-
pathy with the Government. It was
the most peculiar and startling me-
thod by which a Government could be
founded. Usually some man is chosen
to be the leader, and he makes his se-
lections, consulting whom he pleases
in doing so. In this case it was re-
ferred to a promiscuous assembly of
twenty to forty persons, and finally
a committee was appointed for the
purpose of naming a government. This
party named Mr. Fielding, Provineial
Secretary, Mr. Gayton, Commissioner
of Works, and Mr. Pipes, Attorney-
General. On going in and submitting
his name to the general body, Mr.
Fielding at once got up and stated his
inability to accept such a position be-
cause he was not aware at the time
of how the constituency would go in
regard to the matter. Thereupon, the
committee went out again and formed
a government consisting of Hon. W.
T. Pipes, Premier without office ; Hon.
Chas. E. Church, Provincial Secre-
tary ; Hon. Alonzo J. White, Attorney-
General; Hon. Albert Gayton, Com-
missioner of Works, and certain other
members without office. It may be
stated that, taken as a whole, with the
exception possibly of Mr. Pipes, the
Premier, this Government was the
most impossible and hopeless that
could have been selected, but it would
have made no difference as the Gov-
ernment thus formed, under succeed-
ing Premiers, is now in office in 1920.

The Government at this stage was
run by Mr. Pipes in consultation with
Mr. Fielding and myself, though nei-

ther Fielding nor myself was in it,
and it pushed along this way during
two sessions. At last, after the second
session was over, Mr. Pipes got tired
of holding the position without any
emolument whatever and resigned,
and recommended Mr. Fielding as his
successor, and Mr. Fielding, after
some considerable difficulty, made up
his government, with Mr. White as At-
torney-Gteneral, Mr. Church, Commis-
sioner of Works, and he himself Prov-
incial Secretary. He asked me to join
him, and afterwards he and I very
largely managed the affairs for two
years At the end of the term, when
the four years were about up, Mr.
Fielding arranged with Mr. A. J.
White to take the office of Registrar
of Deeds in Halifax, and that left the
Attorney-Generalship vacant, which
he at once offered to me, and my se-
cond election of 1886 was run with
this office attached to it. :

. It happens that considerable inter-
est attaches to that election.  Mr.
James A. Fraser, the representative
for Guysboro in the local House, had
started an agitation in favour of re-
peal and had induced members of both
Houses to make a very solemn protes-
tation to the Dominion Government
about our standing financially and in
the end Mr. Fielding, who from his
previous connection with The Chron-
icle and Repeal party, had consider-
able sympathy with their repeal move-
ment, actually took a step which
rather bound the Government to agi-
tate after the elections for repeal. It
was opposed by all the members of the
opposition, especially Mr. A. C. Bell,
who was the Leader of the Opposition,
but it was carried. For myself, 1
must seeretly confess now, that I was
not in sympathy with the movement,
nor did I consider it a wise and proper
thing on which the Government should
2o to the country. I naturally looked
upon confederation as having been es-
tablished and recognized for years by
parties, and that any attempt to bring
the Province into controversial rela-
tions with the other Provinces would
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be hopeless in the extreme, but, after
all, I felt compelled to support it. In
the first place, as Attorney-General,
without any particular means what-
ever, I would have had to give up
that office and all the prospeects which
had opened before me, and it seemed
safe enough to proceed with the course
which he was taking and run my
chances in the future of its being car-
ried out. As a consequence, we went
to the country that year on the Re-
peal issue, which was not as fully de-
veloped in all parts of the Province as
we expected, and having so gone to
the people, we obtained a large ma-
jority of seats and came back with
only nine or ten opposing us in the
House.

Nothing, however, was done after
the election, which was in June, for
some considerable time, because it was
perfectly apparent that the Dominion
Government would go to the coun-
try, and it was necessary for us to
see how the matter was going in that
particular. The elections took place
in the month of February, 1887. The
elqctqrs voted very considerably on
this issue of repeal, and Sir Charles
Tupper, who had been appointed in
1884 to the position of High Commis-
sioner for Canada in London, came
back and took a leading part in the
contest, with the result that out of
nineteen members elected in Nova
Scotia only six were elected who were
favourable to repeal, the rest being
all carried by the Government.

The position which the Government
of Nova Scotia now occupied was ex-
tremely awkward, and it became ne-
cessary at the approaching session of
Parliament for the Government to
take certain measures to withdraw
themselves from the position they
were in, and, after some considerable
haggling in convention, many of the
members being determined, against all
reason and common sense, to carrying
on the agitation, a resolution was
agreed to declaring that, in view of the
result of the Federal election, it would
be useless for the Government to go

any further in the matter of repeal,
and that may be regarded as the end
entirely of the Repeal movement in
Nova Scotia.

I probably might say, with truth,
that the very best kind of wisdom
would have prevented the Government
from ever taking the step that it did.
Mr. Fielding afterwards, in 1896, be-
came a member of the Dominion Gov-
ernment and carried on its affairs sue-
cessfully, never hinted at repeal or
anything of the kind, and occasionally
he must have looked with some de-
gree of pain, if not mortification, on
the fact that he had embarked on an
enterprise of that character; but it
was never urged against him and the
matter was never broached in any
form which made it particularly awk-
ward for him, or any person, to have
been engaged in it. The House pro-
ceeded with the general affairs of the
country, with Mr. A. McKay, as
Leader of the Opposition, and at the
next election, 1890, the Government
was returned by a large majority.

So far as Annapolis county was
concerned, I felt that the repeal issue
was not an entirely satisfactory one
for me, and with my colleague, Mr.
Munroe, we fought a desperate contest,
and when the election returns came
in, after a re-count had been gone
through, I found the votes stood as
follows: For myself, 1561; for my
leading opponent, 1440; for my col-

.league, 1434 ; and for the Conservative

nominee, 1431.

In 1891, with Mr. Chute for a col-
league, I had a majority of 262, and
all my difficulties in running elec-
tions in the county of Annapolis were
henceforward past.

During the time I was in the local
House, in addition to carrying on the
work of the department and incident-
ally attending to my duties in the
House, I devoted more of my atten-
tion really to endeavouring to destroy
the Government at Ottawa under the
leadership of Sir John A. Macdonald.
At each election I visited the different
Provinces and took an active part in
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endeavouring to stir up opposition to
that ‘Government, and did the same
in Nova Scotia, and held publi¢ meet-
ings in all parts of the country, using
the best efforts in my power to con-
vinee the people that there should be
a thoroughly Liberal Government
formed.

During his term of office as Prime
Minister of Canada Mr. MacKenzie
made a visit to Halifax and addressed
& public meeting at the Temperance
Hall in 1877. I was personally ac-
quainted with Mr. MacKenzie and al-
ways had for him a high esteem. I
believe he was a man of considerable
honour and worth, but I have always
looked upon him as unadapted to the
task of leading a great political party
in the Dominion. The methods by
which he conducted Government dur-
ing the four and a half years he was
in office to my mind makes it clear
that he had not the qualities. He
found the country in a very bad con-
dition financially, of diminishing rev-
enues, and manufactures at a stand-
still. If he had had sufficient ability
he would have attempted to grapple
with matters in such a manner as
would have satisfied the country and
not left it eager to accept the reme-
dies proposed by his opponents. It
may be said that his failure to intro-
duce a protection policy in 1877 was
due to the opposition of Mr. Jones
of Halifax, and possibly Mr. Burpee
of St. John, added to it. But these
men were wrong in the view they were
taking, as was abundantly proved in
their failure to secure an election
themselves when the election of 1878
came round. A man with the right
force of character would have im-
pressed his wishes on the party-and
the public without paying attention to
the repinings of men who looked to
the past traditions of Nova Scotia and
New Brunswick.

But at all events, Mr. MacKenzie
appeared in Halifax at a public meet-
ing and spoke at some considerable
Jlength. The meeting was neither large
nor enthusiastic. Mr. MacKenzie,

with his plain unsophisticated man-
ner, directed attention to those things
which were necessary to be said in de-
fense of the Government, and the
meeting adjourned with a vote of
thanks to him.

Shortly afterwards Tupper ap-
peared in the same place in Halifax
to a meeting crowded to suffocation,
and with all the elements of power
and strength in his accents, he be-
gan as follows:

The ringing cheer which has just gome
up from this vast assembly satisfies me
that I was right in coming to this metro-
politan constituency, there to discuss with

the intelligent electors the great public
questions of the day.

Any attempts on the part of his op-
ponents to interrupt the meeting
were met triumphantly and success-
fully, and no person could fail to be
impressed with the speech, which oc-
cupied two and one half hours in its
delivery, with its matchless power of
burning satire.

Mr. MacKenzie came again during
the campaign of 1878 and addressed a
large meeting in the rink. The op-
position to him, while not present on
the platform, was apparent through-
out the meeting. Both he and Cart-
wright delivered their best addresses,
but without producing any effect of
value corresponding to Tupper’s. Mr.
MacKenzie had not g powerful de-
livery and was not a public man that
could venture before an audience that
had heard Howe, Johnstone and Tup-
per for years. Sir Richard Cart-
wright must always be regarded as
Sir Richard Cartwright. He was very
able and cutting in his remarks, but
made many observations sufficiently
hostile, if not even insulting, to his
opponents, which rather weakened the
foree of anything he had to say. He
will always go down as a master of
speech, but as a person who did not
achieve a great deal by his speeches.

On various ocecasions I heard some
of the leading men of Canada make
great speeches under circumstances
of the most exciting and interesting
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character. First was the occasion of
Sir Charles Tupper and A. G. Jones,
who met in the early part of 1878 in
Halifax. Both Mr. Jones and Mr.
Vail had been called upon to run an
election over again by reason of their
connection with the newspaper T'he
Citizen, which had obtained certain
contracts from the Government. Mr.
Vail’s election was held first, and Mr.
Joneg’s election a week afterwards.
The election in Digby was a very ex-
citing one. The Conservatives had put
up Mr. John C. Wade, who was not
himself an exceedingly strong man.
Tupper had gone down to assist in the
defeat of Jones, and I had gone down
to uphold him.

The meeting was called in Halifax
very shortly before the Jones elee-
tion in February, 1878, and it was
held in the old rink, and as many as
four thousand people had crowded
into it. Mr. MacKenzie’s Government
was then coming to an end, although
it was not so believed by the friends
of that Government. Both of the
leaders of the parties in Nova Scotia
appeared then before the electors. Mr.
Jones, although a very good speaker
and able man, was not the equal of
Dr. Tupper in the power to exert a
tremendous influence upon the masses
of the people, but on this oceasion Mr.
Jones appeared to the best possible
advantage and was placed, as it were,
on the defensive. Tupper appeared
first in a speech entirely characteristic
of him, in which the thunders of his
wrath and the fury of his denuncia-
tions it was impossible to exceed. He
charged the Government with lack of
regard for the industrial interests of
the country in not introducing a pol-
icy of protection, charged them with
having taken away the railway works
from Richmond. “But they shall come
back again,” he said, with amazing
strength, which was received with
very great applause, although he knew
then, and every one else knew, they
were not coming back. Jones replied
with all the force and power that he
had. He was popular at that time

with the people of Halifax, and he put
forward a good defense of the policy
of the MacKenzie Government.

But it must be mentioned that the
Vail election took place on the very
day that this meeting was to be held
and before the meeting was half over
a telegram had been received that Vail
had been defeated by a majority of
three hundred or so, which was re-
ceived by the Conservatives with tre-
mendous applause, but it inspired Mr.
Jones with fresh power, and it was ar-
ranged at once that he should step
on board of the train the next morn-
ing and be sworn into the vacant office
and come back to Halifax in order
that he should not have to run again
for the position. There was just
barely time for him to accomplish this,
but it succeeded, and by dint of tre-
mendous working on the part of him-
self and his friends he was declared
elected by a majority of between two
and three hundred.

This was the last victory previous
to the defeat of the Government. It
remained clear that the people had be-
come enamoured with the Protective
policy. The hard times which were
prevailing had produced that effect,
and, although Jones was elected this
time, yet six months afterwards he
and his colleague, Mr. Power, were
defeated in this same constituency by
many hundreds, and the Government
of MacKenzie was defeated over-
whelmingly in all parts of the Do-
minion.

The period of opposition to the Gov-
ernment of Sir John Macdonald,
formed in 1878, was one of great stress
from the many incidents happening
worthy of being referred to. They
carried successfully a policy of pro-
tection, although rumours are that Sir
John had his doubts as to the pro-
priety of such a policy, but, it having
been so cordially endorsed by the peo-
ple, he adopted it. Mr. Tilley was
made Minister of Finance, and on his
shoulders rested the responsibility of
introducing all measures in that di-
rection.
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Mr. MacKenzie remained leader of
the opposition during the first session,
but the members were rather dissatis-
fied with him and hoped to place an-
other man in his place, and various
steps were taken in that direction,
until at last a caucus was held, which
all the opposition members attended
but MacKenzie himself, who sat in
the House of Commons in his seat
alone. The result of it was that the
majority had adopted the idea that
Mr. Edward Blake should be the lead-
er of the party, and Mr. MacKenzie
announced at the conclusion of that
day in Parliament that he had occu-
pied the position of leader for the last
time. Mr. Blake sprang into the
leadership and was a man of excep-
tional power and ability, and capable
at times of rising to the highest de-
gree of eloquence. It is sometimes
difficult to judge of a man. He was
successful, and unsuccessful. Blake
had qualities which would have made
him a successful leader, and, if the
people had adhered to his views and
opinions, he no doubt would have been
at the head of a Government and car-
rying on the business fairly well, but
the fact is that Mr. Blake fell under
unhappy circumstances, and he was
withal possessed of certain qualities
which were not adapted to gaining
and securing the popular will. T had
a correspondence with him which ex-
tended over years. My whole heart
and soul were bent on giving him the
best assistance that could be given,
but his faults of temper and his in-
ability to see the humorous side of
things rendered him unequal to Sir
John Macdonald, although a man of
far greater ability and strength.

In 1881 Mr. Blake, when Leader of
the Opposition, visited Nova Scotia
and delivered a series of addresses
from one end of the Province to the
other, and I acecompanied him on

most of these occasions. He had first
a meeting, not too large, in Windsor;
the next meeting which was still
larger and very successful was held
in Kentville, and the next day a large
meeting was held in Bridgetown. At
all of these meetings Mr. Blake spoke
with great power and strength and he
was sustained in them by Mr. Wilfrid
Laurier, who was along with him, al-
though at that time it seemed as if
he was far behind Mr. Blake in the
power which he exerted and in the
speeches which he delivered. It was
little thought at that time that he
would in the course of time be leader
of the party, and presently, as Prime
Minister of Canada for fifteen years,
achieve a position which was scarcely
equalled by any previous Premier.
After going through the Province
generally, Mr. Blake at last held a
meeting in Halifax, which was at-
tended by three or four thousand
people. He delivered then an ad-

" dress worthy of himself and exerting

great influence and power over the
masses. He was finer at this meeting
than at any previous one, but the
election came on in 1882 and he was
beaten badly, and in the election
which came on in 1887 he was again
beaten badly, and he became dissatis-
fied with the task of leading, fell into
the dumps as it were, and Mr. Laurier
was appointed leader, and upon him
developed the whole of the responsi-
bilities and duties of keeping the Op-
position together,

It was strange that at last a Roman
Catholic had been appointed to lead
the party, but it must be acknow-
ledged that the Liberals in the Lower
Provinces and in Ontario and in the
West adhered firmly to the principles
of the party, and it was only occa-
sionally that the narrow issue of de-
nominationalism was raised in the
Province of Ontario.

(To be continued).
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BY SADA V. BLAIR

M N the summer of 1769

Nl a handful of Scotch
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‘ settled in Truro, Nova
’$ Scotia, sent a Macedon-
ian ery to the Reverend
Daniel Cock of Greenock, Renfrew-
shire, Scotland. In leaving New Eng-
land, their first haven in the New
World, they had also left behind the
three brave clergymen, William Boyd,
James McGregor, and William Corn-
well, who had piloted their flocks from
Ireland in search of a larger religious
freedom; and now when settled in
their new homes were, as one writer
put it, “beginning to feel the loss to
themselves and their children, from
the want of a Preached Gospel”.
Mr. Cock responded to the call at
once, although it necessitated his
leaving behind his wife, Alison Jami-
son Cock, and six young Cocks. By
his coming he took upon himself a
double duty—that of missionary to
the entire province, and pastor to the
flock made up of Onslow and Truro
Presbyterians. In return for this he
was to receive “sixty pounds a year
for the first two years, and seventy
pounds a year for the next two years,
and eighty pounds a year for the
time to come, the one-half to be paid
in cash, and the other half in neat
stock, or produce at cash price!” In
addition to this, there was set aside,
“one right of land for the first minis-
ter who would settle in Truro, to him-
self, his heirs and assigns forever.
Also the use of the glebe right. They,
the elders, bind themselves to keep
both these rights of land fenced and
dyked, and to pay the sum of thirty
pounds towards the expense of mov-
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ing his family from Scotland”. This
latter donation was probably heartily
welecomed, and it was well for the gen-
tle pastor that the purchasing power
of that thirty pounds was consider-
ably greater then than now.

At this distant date, it is not known
Jjust what Bible the Reverend Daniel
used in his Truro pulpit, but dying,
he left to his heirs a copy of an edition
so unusual that it is possible that no
other copies found their way across
the Atlantic. While this latter state-
ment has not been verified, history re-
cords the fact that this particular edi-
tion met with so little favour that
very few copies were either circulated
or printed.

Since the date of its issuance was
1792, it is evident that it must have
been sent to Mr. Cock from England
when he was no longer young in the
Truro ministry.

The volume is large and unwieldy,
measuring about ten by fifteen inches,
with a thickness of not quite four
inches. Fresh from the binder’s hand,
it must have been very good to look
upon, with its warm, brown leather
binding chastely embossed with a nar-
row secroll-like border. Now after 128
vears of alternate care and neglect, its
original elegance is largely a matter
for the imagination, but as if in mute
acquiescence to its commentator’s
vanity, it still bears in a brilliant gilt
across its back the startling caption :
WRIGHT’S BIBLE. One reads the
title at a glance, thinks there is some-
thing amiss, and reads it again. There
it stands—WRIGHT’S BIBLE—in
the place where the usage of hun-
dreds of years has taught us to expeect
—HOLY BIBLE. It has been hinted
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that this arrogant assumption of place
by the Reverend Doctor Wright was
responsible for the disfavour into
which his volume fell, despite the fact
of his assurance that it was “The re-
sult of more than forty years’ Study
and Experience (and not a hasty pro-
duction, undertaken to serve Pecuni-
ary Purposes), and is executed in a
Manner far Superior to other Pub-
lications of the Sort”.

Not satisfied with this commentary
on his achievement, he goes on to
state on the title page that, “All the
difficult and obscure passages are
clearly ezplained ; the seeming contra-
dictions in every respect Reconciled ;
the Miss-translations corrected; the
Errors of former Commentators recti-
fied and pointed out; the Objections
of Deists and Infidels answered : the
Prophecies and Parables faithfully
elucidated ; sublime Passages properly
noted; the Offices of the Jewish and
Christian Churches thoroughly inves-
tigated; every minute Circumstance
of the revealed Will of God faithfully
recorded ; all proper Names, together
with Seripture Weights and Meas-
ures, accompanied with the necessary
Interpretations and Illustrations ; and
the Whole of Divine Revelation (upon
which all our Hopes of Eternal Hap-
piness depend) displayed in its origi-
nal Purity, and rendered Easy, Pleas-
ant, and Profitable to every Capacity,
bith with respect to Faith and Prac-
tice.”

Having worked himself into a fine
frenzy, he winds up in Great Primer
type after this fashion:

- A COMPLETE
UNIVERSAL LIBRARY OF DI-
VINE KNOWLEDGE, ANTIENT

AND MODERN.

Being calculated on a Plan Entirely
New, and containing among the other
great Improvements never before at-
tempted, every Remark Valuable or
Worthy of Notice, in former Works
of this Kind.”

By PAUL WRIGHT, D.D.

Viear of Oakley, Ete., in Essex, late
of Pembroke Hall, Cambridge; and
Author of other Learned, Pious, and
Useful Works, Universally Approved
of by Christians of every Denomina-
tion.

Dedicated to the Right Reverend
Father in God, the Lord Bishop of
London.

The Whole Embellished and En-
riched with the most Elegant Set of
LARGE FOLIO Copper-Plates ever
published in a work of this Kind;
finely engraved from the Original
Drawings and Paintings of Hamilton,
Dodd, Wale, Cipriani, Rubens, Van
Dyke, Raphael, and others, by those
ingenious and celebrated Artists, Pol-
lard, Grignion, Golder, Noble, Ren-

noldson, Conder, Jenkins, Smith,
Parker, etc., ete., ete.
LONDON:

PRINTED for ALEX. HOGG, at the
KING’S-ARMS, (No. 16) PATER-
NOSTER-ROW.

And Sold by all Booksellers, Station-
ers, and Newscarriers in every part

of the Town and Country.”

If history is to be trusted, it is prob-
able that a great number of “Book-
sellers, Stationers, and Newscarriers”
had to explain to anxious customers
that the volume was out of print.

The page containing the Contents
tempts one to linger long in medita-
tion as to what manner of man this
must have been, who could willingly
spend his own, or another’s, time in
digging up such curious yet useless
facts as are to be found therein.

For others as curious as he, it may
not be amiss to set down a part of the
results of some one’s unremitting pat-
ience.

“THE OLD and NEW TESTA.-
MENTS contain

In the Old In the New Total
Books 27 66
Chapters 929 260 1,189
Verses 23,214 7,959 31,173
Words 592,439 181,253 773,602
Letters 2,728,100 838,380 3,556,480
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The Apocrypha contains:

BooRRIIGaN T v e i de 14
Chapters ......oevcevisinos 172
VBLHES s i SR siee scas s oot e 6,081
WOTAB T R s e e 152,185

The Middle Chapter, and the least in
the whole Bible, is Psalm CXVIL  The
Middle Verse is the VIIIth of Chronicles,
1Vth chap. 16th ver. The word ‘‘and’’
oceurs in the Old Testament 35,543 times.
The same word on the New Testament,,
oceurs 10,684 times. The word ‘‘Jehovah’’
occurs in the Bible 6,855 times.’’

The foregoing list represents per-
haps a third of Doctor Wright’s re-
search in the fabric of words, but on
another page he has gone still deeper
into the problem which took forty of
his best years for solving. On this
page he has prepared what he calls—
“A 'CHRONOLOGICAL TABLE OF
REMARKABLE EPOCHAS, Ete.”

Interesting as are his deuctions,
modern impatience and lack of space
g.lil_(e forbid the copying of this page
in its entirety. Perhaps his summary
w_ill be sufficient to indicate the ingen-
uity of his conclusions. The follow-
Ing are his several summaries of the
various ages of the world, all of which
are reached by intricate caleculations:

“From Adam unto Noah’s flood; are
1656 years.

“From the said flood of Noah, unto
Abraham’s departing from Chaldee,
were 422 years and ten days!” Of this
ten days more anon.

“From Abraham’s departing from
Ur in Chaldee unto the departing of
the children of Israel, are 430 years.

“From the going of the Israelites
from Egypt, unto the First building
of the Temple, are 480 years.

“From the first building of the Tem-
ple, unto the captivity of Babylon,
are 419 years and a half.

“Jerusalem was re-edified, and built

"again after the captivity of Babylon,
70 years. :

“From the re-edifying of the city,
unto the coming of Christ, are 483
years.

“Whereupon we reckon that from
Adam unto Christ, are 3974 years, six
months and ten days; and from the

birth of Christ, unto this year, are
1792. Then the whole sum and num-
ber of years, from the beginning of
the world unto this present year of
our Lord God 1792, are just 5765, six
months, and the said odd ten days!”

There is a quaint confidence in his
deductions expressed in that “said
odd ten days” that is most illumina-
tive of the Reverend Doctor’s egotism.
He, who dared to compute the time
from Creation’s dawn to date, and
then calmly announce his results as
showing so many years and the “said
odd ten days”, must have moved, im-
pervious to the barbs of scoffers, in a
realm remotely above that where carp-
ing critics could assail his reasoning.
He had added and subtracted among
the generations of buried antiquity,
and had ecarried his calculations down
not only to his own generation, but to
the very day of going to press, and
then he rose from his desk and set for-
ever at rest all queries as to the age
of the ages, by merely announcing
in an off-hand manner, “Gentlemen,
here are the figures. The whole sum
and number of years from the begin-
ning of the world unto this present
year of our Lord God 1792, are just
5765, six months and the said odd ten
days”. What was there left to be
said ?

His elueidations of the Biblical text
are quite as ingenious as his chrono-
logical computations, but one hesitates
to speak lightly of his interpretation
of sacred mysteries, for his labours in
this field were so painstaking that
they leave nothing to the imagination.
In a few instances he seems to have
forgotten his promise to explain “all
the difficult and obscure passages”, for
he sidesteps the predicament with the
remark, “The meaning of this doth
not quite appear, nor would it profit
us to attempt a better understanding
of it”.

From a note inserted just preceding
the Apocrypha, it appears that this
volume must be a compilation of parts
put out periodically at some earlier
date, for the author has this to say :
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“N.B. Our numerous SUBSCRIB-
ERS and their FRIENDS- are re-
quested to observe, that the APO-
CRYPHA, belonging to this Work,
with the necessary Commentary,
Notes and Practical Reflections, will
commence immediately after the New
Testament ; and that the whole Work
(consisting of the OLD and NEW
TESTAMENTS at large, together
with the APOCRYPHA Complete)
will be comprised in only Eighty
Numbers, or the OVERPLUS given
GRATIS, agreeable to our Promise
made in the Proposals.”

The fact that this work was issued
periodically probably accounts for the
lavish use of illustrations. There are
not less than one hundred large folio
copper-plates, many of them being ex-
tremely interesting from an artistic
standpoint, while others evince such
a wealth of imaginative conception as
leaves the reader quite bewildered.
Perhaps the plates made by Rennold-
son, although few in number, show
the most finished artistry and depth of
feeling. His Christ conversing with
the Woman of Samaria is noteworthy.
With the manner of a true promoter,
Rennoldson has run the following
statement across the top of this partie-
ular plate—“Engraved for the Rev’d.
Dr. WRIGHT’S Complete BRITISH
FAMILY BIBLE. WORK univer-
sally acknowledged to be the Best Ex-
position and Commentary on the Holy
Seriptures ever Published.”

Although Dr. Wright did not name
Van Stadt among the engravers, the
latter prepared at least two-thirds of
all the illustrations. Modesty may
have kept Van Stadt from signing his
name to them, but whatever the mo-
tive, the fact remains that only one
bears his signature, although there is
a note so individualistic running
through them all that his hand is un-
mistakable. The frontispiece is the
work of Pollard and Hamilton, but
unfortunately it is not quite as well-
preserved as the others, at least not in
this particular volume. -

There are several interesting maps,

one of them bearing the caption: “The
WORLD as Divided between
NOAH’S three SONS according to
the Antients.” Another plate frankly
claims to be “A Map of the SITUA-
TION of the GARDEN OF EDEN as
also the MOUNT ARARAT whereon
the Ark rested.”

Were Solomon to return and ex-
amine this volume he might not be
able to recognize his temple, and yet it
is reproduced in all its grandeur with
this statement which admits of no mis-
takes—“An exact representation of
Solomon’s Temple” In Van Stadt’s
graphic illustration of Joab’s execn-
tion he has inserted this title, “JOAB
beheaded by order of KING SOLO-
MAN?”, yet in several other plates in
which he has depicted Solomon at his
idolatrous devotions, or serving as
host to the Queen of Sheba, he has not
slipped in the spelling of that august
monarch’s name.

Just when Dr. Wright’s British
Family Bible crossed the Atlantic and
landed on the study table of the Rev-
erend Daniel Cock is not known, but
it must have been not less than
twenty-four years after the pastor’s
own arrival in Truro. His six child-
ren, born on Scotch soil, and the two
born in the Province, had married and
left the family cirele, so it is not
strange that the Bible was passed
down from generation to generation
in a fair state of preservation. It
seems quite too bad that there were no
eager little eyes to gloat over the many
illustrations. One likes to fancy just
how the reverend father would have
enjoyed turning the pages for them.
But it never happened, although it
may be that as one by one the child-
ren came home with children of their
own, the fond grandfather may have
held them on his knee and shown them
the wonderful book that had come
across the sea to him. After its origi-
nal owner’s death, it gradually came
to be looked on as more or less of a
white elephant, an heirloom of no ex-
trinsic value so far as its possessors
knew, and one rather cumbersome to
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be carried from one home to another
as ownership in it changed from one
generation to another.

Not many years ago it left its last
resting-place in Nova Scotia to be-
come the honoured member in the
family of one of the Reverend Daniel’s
great-great-grandchildren, and so rich

is it in material for econversation and
even perchance for argument, that
whenever all other topics pall in the
evenings before the fireside, some one
produces Wright’s Bible and then the
great-great-great-grandchildren can
scarcely be persuaded to a proper
bedtime.

*If by chanee this volume has relatives on the American continent, the writer
would like to ascertain from their owners something more concerning the history of
the work, for historians of the English Versions are a unit in ignoring the handiwork

of Dr. Wright.

R SONG OF NIGHT MAGIC

By CLARE GIFFIN

]N my own country the stars are wondrous bright,

The moon in her shining-time makes magic in the night;
The great skies are wide above, the cold seas below,
And all across the spaces the singing winds go.

Last night I saw the moon here, but, oh, her spell was gone,
And faint she was, and pale she was, and dimly she shone!
A stronger magic worked on her, and changed her silver gleam
To an opal light, a charmed light, the light of a dream.

The lights ablaze upon the earth gleamed white and red and green,
Their brightness mocked the shadowed moon across the mists between ;
The restless water caught their flame and doubled it below,

And the mists bore it upward to dim the wan moon-glow.

Oh, T have known moon-magie, afar in my own land,
Between the forest and the flood, beside the vexed sea-sand,
But here a stronger witch-spell has bound me with its might,
The magic of the earth-fires that burn beneath the night!
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FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

There are many indications that the Democrats will sustain a decisive
defeat in the Presidential contest. Mr. Cox seems to be a more attractive
figure than Mr. Harding and on the platform displays greater power and
vigour. But there is a strong and general feeling that the Wilson Administra-
tion has bedevilled the business of the country, has usurped authority which
Governments cannot wisely exercise, and that under Mr. Wilson a personal
autocracy has been established at Washington. Indeed no man who has ever
held the office of President has been hated as Mr. Wilson is hated by his
political opponents. In private many Democrats are hardly less bitter in
depreciation, criticism, and attack. So among the press correspondents at
 Washington he is disliked with an intensity that borders on ferocity. Even
his illness, from which there seems to be no prospect that he will fully recover,
evokes few expressions of sympathy. All this is diffieult to understand outside
of the atmosphere of Washington and particularly by people of other nations
who find nothing in his policy or utterances which reflects dishonour upon
himself or his country.

At least he has been more fortunate in his performances than in his
phrases. When he suggested that his country was “too proud to fight” he used
language that was bound to be misunderstood and bound to provoke jeering
and scoffing. He knew that Americans would fight and could fight if there was
a cause great enough and good enough to call men to arms and the provocation
was adequate. To the eternal gain of the world they did fight and at his
command. And because they fought in the glorious company of the free
zﬁ:ations they have an honourable partnership in the restoration of freedom in

urope.

As the President was misunderstood in that connection, so he had to ex-
plain that “equality of trade” did not mean what the language suggested.
His words were interpreted by the Press and spokesmen of the Republican
party as a demand for universal free trade. It was “good polities” so to read
his language, but it was manifest that the interpretation was partisan and
misleading. So the President’s call for “freedom of the seas” was certain to
produce misunderstanding. Great Britain has kept the seaways clear for the
commerce of all nations. Her sea power has saved free institutions, Under
the protection of the British navy the American armies were carried to Europe
and the products of the New World made available for the allied nations and
the allied armies. It may be that the submarine has created new problems,
Possibly international law must be altered to ensure freedom of the seas
against new perils. But there was no offence to Germany or any other
nation in British practice on the seas nor was there need for new regulations
to ensure “equality of trade” or freedom for the naval or commercial fleets
of any nation on the waters.

575
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In the League of Nations, however, Mr. Wilson had a great moral, human
and almost divine conception and it is impossible to believe that he was pos-
sessed as many of his opponents suggest by sheer desire for personal glory
and a great place in history. In Paris he was in a strange atmosphere and
France had no sympathy with his idealism. He was perhaps too anxious to
dominate the Peace Congress and too fearful of any open alliance with Great
Britain. He was rash and inconsiderate in dealing with Italy and possibly
his “open diplomacy” had some of the characteristics of competitive journalism.
But when the Conference ended he stood foremost among the statesmen of the
world and even in his own country he seemed to hold a position of absolute
pre-eminence.

There were, however, those in influential places in his own party, actuated
by conviction or smarting under long-hoarded grievances, or governed by
personal ambition, who saw that there were formidable elements in the United
States which could be moved to oppose any definite alliance with European
nations, while among Republicans there was bitter resentment over his single-
handed action at Paris and failure to associate any of the Republican leaders
with the great negotiation which followed a war in which Republicans had
devoted themselves to all military and patriotic objects with a zeal and devo-
tion as eager and single-minded as Democrats had displayed. Indeed with
singular arrogance and unwisdom he set even the Democratic leaders of Con-
gress aside and seemed to arrogate to himself all the authority of an autocrat.
Thus he excited the uncompromising and unrelenting hostility of Republicans
and alienated the sympathy of powerful men in his own party without whose
loyal support he could not prevail in Congress or in the country.

There is reason to think that if he had shown a more accommodating
ten}per a compromise could have been effected with Republicans in the Senate
which would have been equivalent to substantial acceptance of the Covenants
of the League of Nations. This elearly was the view of Viscount Grey or his
now famous letter to The Times would not have been written. This, too,
was the hope and confidence of Mr. Taft who has revealed throughout the
whole controversy a freedom from narrow prejudices, a great-mindedness,
a conception of public duty, and a high concern for the honour of his nation
and the common welfare of mankind which should give his name an imperish-
able lustre in history. But Mr. Wilson was determined that the contract to
VthCh he had set his hand at Paris should be accepted without a single altera-
tion or amendment. He would not conciliate nor bargain nor admit that there
could be force in any contention of his opponents. It may be that the Repub-
licans exploited the situation for party advantage but probably they also
believed that the President was more concerned to achieve a personal triumph
than to unite Congress in support of the best agreement that could be obtained.
There is no evidence that Mr. Wilson has lost the respect of the thinking and
independent section of the American people but he has achieved a remarkable
unpopularity with Republican partisans and failed to secure the affection of
those in his own partly with whom he would have done well to take counsel,
but to whom he would give only orders.

II1

So he has earned the distrust of the leaders in industry and a great section
of the conservative classes who believe that he is the dangerous ally of im-
practicable idealists and revolqtionary agitators. When gll is ss{}d.thg éorces
of individualism and conservatism are probably stronger in tllllq dntlﬁe 2 tatle)s
than in any other country and apparently these forces are behin e Repub-
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licans in the Presidential contest. When Senator Boies Penrose of Pennsyl-
vania, the most sagacious and powerful of all the Republican “Bosses”, was
asked to say if the party had such a huge campaign fund as its managers were
alleged to have collected he cynically but courageously asked another question,
“Isn’t it worth a hundred millions to the country to get rid of Wilson?” Mr.
Penrose is too wise a man to have uttered any such sentence unless he were
soundly convinced that a good many people shared his opinion. A statement
by Mr. Taft is illuminating as revealing the causes of the business revolt
against the President. He says in a contribution to The Yale Review for
October: “Mr. Wilson has appointed many persons of socialistic tendency to
office and power. The Assistant Secretary of Labour and the Commissioner
of Immigration at New York were of this kind. His selection of Mr. Herron
and Mr. Bullit to represent him in Russia with the Bolsheviki was another
instance., The support which the socialistic New Republic gave Mr Wilson
until he went to Paris and his preferment of individuals from the group who
guide the course of that periodical were another. His improper interference
in the Mooney murder case and in that of another anarchist murderer in Utah,
and both at the request of radical labourites and Socialists, is another instance
of his acting under socialistic influence. Beginning with the Adamson law,
Mr. Wilson has created the impression in the country that he was largely in-
fluenced by Mr. Gompers, and the control exercised by the latter in the Labour
Department confirmed this view. The frequency of strikes, the failure of
anions to keep their agreements, the excessive demands for wages, and the
inefficiency of labour at the highest prices have roused the indignation of the
business and farming communities, and this has made them sensitive to what
they have deemed the subservience of the Administration to labour-union
domination.”

It remains to be seen how far organized labour will respond to the appeal
of Mr. Gompers and other Union leaders to cast their ballots against the Re-
publican candidate and the Chicago platform, but apparently the Republican
managers believe that their gains among the farmers will offset any losses they
may sustain among the organized workers. It is significant that nearly all the
more extreme advocates of railway nationalization in the last Congress have
fared badly in the Primaries and that in Maine where the Republicans had an
unprecedented majority advocates of nationalization were overwhelmingly
defeated. In contrast with Canada public opinion in the United States seems
to have gone decisively against public operation of railways and although Mr.
Wilson sanctioned the restoration of the railways to the private companies
the country seems likely to hold the Democrats responsible for an unsuccessful
experiment in nationalization. It is remarkable, too, that The New York Times,
perhaps the most powerful of all Democratic newspapers, opposes nationaliza-
tion as strongly as do the Republican press and the Republican leaders and
is as unfriendly to the Labour extremists with whom Mr. Taft alleges the
President had too intimate relations. 4

A straw vote taken through 8,000 Rexall drug stores gives Mr. Harding
182,491 votes and Mr. Cox 117,601. Of these votes women, for whom separate
ballot boxes were provided, have cast 72,928, or 47,216 for the Republican and
25,712 for the Democratic candidate. Mr. Cox has failed to secure a majority
in any State outside of the South and even in the South Mr. Harding has
24,428 votes against 42,107 for his opponent. In New York, which the Demo-
cratic managers hope may go to Cox, the straw vote is two to one in favour of
Harding. All the signs, therefore, foreshadow a sweeping Republican victory,
and a signal personal defeat for Mr. Wilson and the policies of his Administra-
tion. One feels, however, that Mr. Wilson will remain a great figure in
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American history, and that it is far from improbable that the United States
under a Republican Administration will enter into the partnership of nations
upon conditions not very different from those which he with so much ardour,
energy and devotion strove to persuade his country to accept.

IV

During the first week of November Scotland will vote on proposals to
subject the liquor traffic to far more stringent regulations. Although many
of the cable despatches have produced a contrary impression, something far
less than actual or complete prohibition is at issue in the contest. The voter
has the choice of three resolutions. He may declare for “no licence”, for
reduction of 25 per cent. in the number of licences in any local area, or
against any change in the existing licensing system. But even in an area
where the people adopt “no licence” the Licensing Court may “grant one or
more certificates for an inn or hotel” in which however liquor may be taken
only at meals and in which no drinking bar may be maintained.

The Act under which the voting is authorized is intended only to abolish
or limit the number of public drinking-places. It does not forbid private
drinking, nor the purchase of liquor in quantity for that purpose, nor is the
manufacture or transportation of liquor affected. Moreover a resolution for
“no licence” must have the support of 55 per cent. of all the votes cast, and
35 per cent. of all the votes registered in the area. If, however, the “no
licence” resolution fails to carry the votes cast in its favour must be added to
those polled for reduction in the number of licenses which may be issued.

The contest seems to have developed into a direct struggle between “no
change” and “no licence”. The Scottish churches, except the Episcopal and
Roman Catholic.bodies, which are uncommitted, are stated to be united against
licences. A national Citizens’ Council direets the campaign of the prohibition-
1sts. Many Ameriean speakers are engaged who emphasize the benefits which
the United States has derived from prohibition and there has been an attempt
to evoke feeling because these speakers are paid from American sources. In
their }1terature the prohibitionists declare that “Scotland’s drink bill for 1919
was £36,000,000 or £12, 12s. per head of the adult population”. It is also
stated that in 16 weeks of 1918 the convictions for drunkenness in Glasgow
were 1,296 men and 383 women as against 6,077 men and 1,345 women in a
like period in 1920. It is submitted in explanation that special causes
explain the increase in the number of convictions. Among these causes the
return of the demobilized armies and the immensely greater spending power
of the “working classes” are emphasized.

The opponents of prohibition deny that the churches are united in sup-
port of “no licence” and it seems that many ministers favour less radical
measures. There is energetic protest against the attempt of Americans to
dictate to Scotsmen in their private affairs. Prohibitisn is denounced as
“political insanity” and a “violent invasion of individual liberty”. What, the
advocates of licence ask, is the game of the Yankees? They point out that
while the Americans promise that prohibition will promote efficiency the aboli-
tion of vodka in Russia has had very different results. They suggest that the
Yankees are trying to “ruin cur industries” and breed unrest. They recall
German efforts at “peaceful penetration” and ask, “Do you wish to take another
dose of ‘peaceful penetration’ from adventurers and cranks from another

M - 2
forellg&nsgg(filgln gorrespondent of The Times (London) states that both parties in
the struggle profess to be certain of victory but that neither really has any
great confidence in the result. Editorially The Times declares that opinion
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has hardened against the liquor traffic. It agrees that under the stringent
liquor regulations maintained during the war there was a great reduction in
drunkenness but that “since 1918, although the relaxation of the regulations
has been slight, there has been a disquieting and apparently progressive in-
crease in convietions for drunkenness”. The Times thinks that many of the
old arguments for the trade have lost their effect. It asserts that the episcopal
preference of a “free England” to a “sober England” has become a faded
paradox. “We are all agreed,” The Times says, “that the restrictions of
licences and of the hours of public drinking, the reform of public-houses, the
quality of liquors are matters in which legislation can promote temperance.”

The Times admits that the real question which the country must soon
consider it not regulation or restriction but absolute prohibition. It asks if
aleohol is a drug so meagre in its benefits, so insidious in its appeal and so
calamitous in its mental and moral effects on the individual and the race
that its use must be treated as a crime and drinking be not only punished but
prevented. “Must we even reject the illogical, but, if we are to judge from
the American example, very practical defence, that degenerate human nature,
deprived of aleohol, will turn to stimulants admittedly more destructive”.
It is clear from its reasoning that The Times is not ready to take the long
and last step towards complete prohibition but that it has no great confidence
in the old defences of the liquor traffic, and recognizes that the arguments of
prohibitionists and restrictionists cannot be evaded. “We shall,” The Times
frankly confesses, “have to face these questions; let us get ready to face them
in the proper atmosphere—an atmosphere not contaminated by the sale of bad
drink, too long hours, unsanitary and disgraceful bars, slack administration of
the laws against drunkenness, insufficient provision for healthy recreation,
houses in which the hours of leisure eannot be passed tolerably.”

v

It is significant that few of the witnesses before the Tariff Committee of
the Cabinet have demanded any increase in protectionist duties. Much evi-
dence has been submitted in favour of industrial stability and against revolu-
tionary reduction of customs taxes. But whatever may be the virtues or de-
fects of the Canadian tariff there is a far stronger demand in New Zealand,
Australia and South Africa for higher protection for native industries than
we have in Canada. Roughly the Liberal party and the organized Farmers
advocate lower tariff while the National Liberal and Conservative party
favours the principle of protection and the existing customs schedules with
such alterations and modifications as investigation may show to be necessary
in the general interest. So in the United States the tariff has not been a domin-
ant issue in the Presidential contest. There has been no agitation for lower
duties by the Democrats and only a firm and moderate defence of adequate
protection by the press and speakers of the Republican party.

Mr. Harding, as is perhaps natural in a statesman who represents the
MecKinley tradition, is rather more aggres_;sive in defence. of protection than
most of his political associates. In one of his speeches he said : “Proper protee-
tion American industry and American labour have the right to expeet. This
much they should properly receive. It would be an intolerable thing if we
stood by and beheld our ente'rgrise impaired and our labour injured. If it
be placed in responsible control in the November election the Republican party
solemnly engages that this shall not come to pass. The stability of American
industry, the prosperity of American agriculture, the security of' American
labour—these shall be its purpose—to be achieved by deliberate tariff revision,
protective revision, whenever and wherever the necessity exists,”
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It is believed that Mr. Taft in 1912 lost hundreds of thousands of votes
among American farmers through his support of the trade agreement with 13he
Dominion which the Canadian people rejected. From the first Mr. Ha:rdmg
has cultivated American farmers and unquestionably there is a foxl'mldable
element in the Republican party which would increase duties on agricultural
products. Just now, too, there is an energetie, organized demand‘by Western
farmers for prohibition of wheat imports from Canada. There is no reason
to think that the McKinley duties will be restored but there is some danger
that a Republican Administration at Washington will give a greater degree
of protection to American farm products and incidentally new phases may be
developed in the fiscal controversy in this country.

V1

There is nothing in the platform adopted by the Republican Convention
at Chicago to which Canadians can seriously object. This is true also of the
platform adopted by Democrats at San Francisco. We do wonder, however,
when Congress and State Legislatures go out in support of the “Irish Republic”
and submit to the blandishments of a De Valera. We are amazed, too, when
the American Federation of Labour meeting on the soil of a loyal British
Dominion adopts a resolution “with tremendous enthusiasm” in favour of the
dismemberment of the British Empire. One suspects that there are tens of
thousands of labour unionists in Canada who will resent the Federation’s action
and that by what has been done, international unionism will not be strength-
ened. This is all the more unfortunate because international unionism has
been well regarded and its Canadian leaders have always been among the
most responsible and respected of Labour statesmen in Canada.

. Nor does one understand the ground of American protest against regula-
tions which restrict or prohibit exportation of pulpwood from the Dominion.
Many American newspapers seem to believe that restrictions and prohibitions
are established by a federal statute. As a matter of fact under the Canadian
Constitution all the old Provinces control their own natural resources. Mani-
toba, _Saskatchewan and Alberta impose no restrictions upon export of raw
materials to the United States. Over the resources of those Provinces the
Dominion retains control. Again and again demands for national legislation
to prohibit export of pulpwood have been refused by the central Government.
But restrictive regulations are maintained by Ontario, Quebec and New Bruns-
wick, with the clear object, no doubt, of compelling manufacture in Canada.
These resources, however, belong to the Provinces and absolutely no constitu-
tional right of interference lies in the Canadian Government. This Washing-
ton should understand and this the American press should not forget when an
impression is created that the Federal Government is responsible for restrie-
tions which compel manufacture of newsprint in Canada.

Moreover, it is difficult to challenge the position of the Provinces. There
are no restrictions upon export of paper. Surely the Provinces have the right
to require home manufacture of their raw materials. Nor would it be easy to
challenge Federal legislation which would require the manufacture of raw
materials to the last processes in Canadq. 1\_T0 suqh legislation, however, exists,
nor is there any prospect that such legislation w11.1 be attempted by the Cap-
adian Government. But all one means to suggest 15 that Wha‘f?ver may be said
by American Presidential campaigners Canada is likely to be “more than usual
calm?” until the contest is over, and beyond this !1es perhaps_the secret hopfa th?,t
when the Dominion has its next general election there will be reciprocity in

restraint on the part of Americans.
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THE RESCUE

By Joserr Conrap. Toronto: J. M.
Dent & Sons, Limited.

JHAT is a good novel?
Remembering, with Pro-
Nl fessor Phelps, that “de-
\ ")ﬁ’m\m finitions are dangerous”,
=2 and, with Oscar Wilde,
that “to define is to limit”, we may
yet agree, with Henry James, that

“A novel is, in its broadest definition, a
personal, a direct impression of life: that
..... constitutes its value, which is greater
or less according to the intensity of the im-
pression.”

Or, we may accept also the view of
another American novelist, James
Lane Allen, that

“The novel is a long artistic prose work
of the creative imagination which, by the
use of ideas lying within the experience of
mankind, attains its desired effect of arous-
ing great and varied emotion.”

For ourselves, we should define the
novel as an artistically conceived and
plotted interpretative analysis (whe-
ther realistic, impressionistic, natur-
alistie, idyllie or romantic in method),
in extended prose form, of some hu-
man experience or experiences, skil-
fully and sympathetically mediated
through the imagination of a great
personality; or, again, as a compre-
hensive fictional reaction to some es-
pecially interesting aspect or problem
in the welter of life. The true novel
requires keen observation, a high
order of imagination, both vicarious
and gregarious sympathy, the humour
bred of tolerance, and an intelligibly
articulated theory of life.

The work of Joseph Conrad (styled
during his boyhood in the Ukraine
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Teodor Josef Konrad Karzeniowski)
satisfies all of these definitions and
requirements. It is deeply and sin-
cerely imaginative; it has style in
Pater’s sense of the word; it has its
own coherent philosophy, which, if
reminiscent of Hamlet’s irony, is re-
miniscent also of his sympathy, of his
courage, and of his inalienable loyalty
to that great monitor which men ecall
honour.  Since the appearance of
“Almayer’s Folly”, in 1895, “The
Nigger of the Narcissus”, in 1898
(“His most perfect work”, as Hugh
Walpole asserts; “He alone has ever
written such a book,” declares Rich-
ard Curle) ; and “Lord Jim”, in 1900,
this famous Polish-Englishman, now
sixty-three years of age, has produced,
in general, a cumulatively powerful
series of novels, especially successful,
perhaps, in “Typhoon”, “Nostromo”,
“The Secret Agent”, “Chance”, “Vie-
tory”, and “The Shadow-Line”, be-
sides those mentioned above, and now
in this stern, strong book whose sub-
sidiary title is “A Romance of the
Shallows”.

Conrad’s heroes are usually quiet
men of a rare simplicity, the slow
revelation of whose soul-processes
constitutes both the essence of his
stories and the extraordinary emo-
tional inspiration of his tone or qual-
ity. In the present novel, Captain
Tom Lingard, known as “King Tom?”,
“Rajah-Laut”, ete., i8 recognized by
Mrs. Travers, a highly complex yet
“imperfectly civilized” woman, both
his complement and his antithesis, as
possessing “true greatness”, as “a
limpid soul”. These are the two chief
characters, brought face to face in
Malayan waters and jungles through a
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strange accident of fate, which hin-
ders and at last prevents the execu-
tion of a gallant and honourable ad-
venture to which Lingard had com-
mitted himself on behalf of a deposed
native chief, Rajah Hassim, before
the stranding of the Travers’s yacht
brought into his life unknown and un-
wanted people. It equally complicates
and endangers the very existence of
these enforced sojourners in the Shal-
lows. Honour and passion contend
for the mastery, as the days go by,
and although the battle is balanced,
seemingly, honour is at last not in-
deed forsaken yet foregone, through
another accident (yet “What is an ac-
cident ?” asks Lingard), a series of ac-
cidents, rather, which serve, ironi-
cally, as symbols both of Lingard’s
unconscious forgetfulness of his trust
and of Mrs. Travers’s willing-unwill-
ing recognition and refusal of her
power to confirm his spirit in its own
high sense of truth.

Through six parts does this intri-
cate plot of motives and cross-motives,
of danger and death, unfold itself.
The intimate characterizations of the
“savage” figures on the one hand with
whom Lingard has cast his life and, on
the other hand, of the husband of Mrs.
Travers, his Spanish friend d’Aleca-
cer, and the young seaman Carter,
and Jorgensen, a disillusioned anc-
ient, are as consummately wrought as
anything elsewhere in Conrad’s work.
And we have here the same grave,
stoic dignity of style, with its subtle
cadences and affirming iterations. In-
deed, the manner of Conrad’s novels
is the major part of the secret of their
power, his remarkable interweaving
of romance with realism, his atmos-
pheric symbols and portents, his
brooding subjectivism. It is interest-
ing to observe the effects he creates
through the use of whap we may‘call
negation-words in in— 1m— and =
particularly the words “xmperlshable )
‘invulnerable”, “irresistible”, “incred-
ible”, “incomprehensible”, “1mpa3-
sive”, “impenetrable”, “_mscrujcable :
“inconceivable”, “immobile”, “imper-
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ceptible”, “intolerable”, “inflexible”,
“indefinable”, and, through page after
page in all his work, “immense” and
“immensity”! Even the Malayan
princess who serves as a foil to Mrs.
Travers is named Immada. There is
a colour, a savour in these and kindred
words which Mr. Conrad very deli-
cately perceives to be indispensable to
the creation of his haunting twilights
and darkening menaces.

The correspondence in the several
‘folds’ of the plot are skilfully sug-
gested, and the prophetic incidents
and focus-moments complete and jus-
tify the considered, detailed pattern-
ing of a master.

Conrad’s own words, in “A Per-
sonal Record”, may serve to imply the
more experimental grounds of his abil-
ity as a literary artist. He speaks of

“ . . the intimacy and the strain of a
creative effort in which mind and will and
conscience are engaged to the full, hour
after hour, day after day, away from the
world and all that makes life really
lovable and gentle—something for which a
material parallel can only be found in the
everlasting sombre stress of the westward'
winter passage round Cape Horn. For that,
too, is the wrestling of men with the
might of their Creator, in a great isolation
from the world, without the amenities and
consolations of life, a lonely struggle under
a sense of overmatched littleness for no re-
ward that could be adequate, but for the
mere winning of a longitude.”

If “The Arrow of Gold” (1919) left
something to seek, “The Rescue” is, we
think, Conrad at his best. Like “The
Nigger of the Narcissus”, “Lord Jim”
and “Nostromo”, it is fully worthy of
his great gifts.

. A 5 i
BLUESTONE

By MarGgArRET WiIiLKINSON. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Canada.

THE title poem of this book, which
is a metrical study of an Ameri-
can heredity, won for Mrs. Wilkin-
son one of the annual prizes given
by the National Arts Club through
the Poetry Society of America. There
are in the book also “Songs from be-
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side Swift Rivers”, which is a group
of lyries of the out-of-doors. Canoe-
ing, swimming, sleeping out, shoot-
ing rapids—“Songs of Poverty”, “Cal-
ifornia Songs”, “Preferences”, “Songs
of an Empty House”, a group of love
songs and others of a miscellaneous
character. Mrs. Wilkinson, in an un-
usually interesting introduction, tells
of her early tendency towards poetry,
especially towards rhythm, and she
gives examples, by musical settings,
of what her verses mean to her as
music. “My melodies,” she writes,
“observe some law of quantity, or en-
foree it, T am not sure which. A
plump, well-rounded syllable is likely
to go with an ample, long-sounding
note. Quick, slight syllables hurry
and scurry along with notes of smali-
time value. The musical accent and
the stress of speech fall together.
Something of what I mean by this is
suggested by the first lines of “The
Pageant” and the tune that goes with
them. The two long-sounding syl-
lables, ‘long’ and ‘road’, in the first
line, are mated with musical notes
relatively long. The word ‘highway’,
on the other hand, which ends the bal-
ancing phrase in the same line, is
more quickly sung.” We quote the
first stanza of “The Pageant”
Forever is a long road; Forever is a high-
wa
Whe!eon go marching through arching

nights and days
Proud dreams with golden crowns fair upon

their foreheads,
Shining Dreams with haloes and bright
Dreams with bays,
And all along the flowered edge the little
Dreams go dancing,
Singing gay canticles of praise.
3*

OTHERWORLD CADENCES

By F. S. Fun~T. London: The Poe-
try Bookshop.

ERE is another good-looking
small book of verse, and its good-

ness is not all in its looks. The author
writes an introduction in which he
‘makes the claim that there is only one
art of writing, and that is the art of

poetry; and that wherever you feel
the warmth of human experience and
imagination in any writing, there is
poetry, whether it is in the form we
call prose, or in rhyme or metre, or in
the unrhymed cadence in which the
great part of this book is written.
The book itself is full of emotion, of
human experience; and, if that be the
test, then it is full of poetry. We
quote “Gloom” :

I sat there in the dark

Of the room and of my mind

Thinking of men’s treasons and bad faith

Sinking into the pit of my own weakness

Before their strel:;;th of cunning,

Out over the gardens came the sound of
some one

Playing five-finger exercises on the piano.

Then ;

I gathered up within me all my powers
Until outside of me was nothing:

I was all—

All stubborn, fighting sadness and revulsion.

And one came from the
And stood beside me.
She laid her hand on my hair;

She laid her cheek on my forehead,—
And caressed me with it;

But all my being rose to my forehead
To fight against this outside thing.
Something in me became angry;
Withstoog like a wall,

And would allow no entrance;

I hated her.

“What is the matter with you, dear?” she
said.

“Nothing”, I answered,

“I am thinking.”

She stroked my hair and went away ;

And I'was still gloomy, angry, stubborn.

Then I thought:

She has gone away; she is hurt;

She does not know

What poison has been working in me.

Then I thought: .

Upstairs, her child is sleeping;

And I felt the presence

Of the fields we had walked over, the roads
we had followed,

The flowers we had watched together,

Before it came.

garden quietly,

She had touched my hair, and only then did
1 feel it;
And I loved her once again.

And I came away,

Full of the sweet and bitter juices of life;
And T lit the Jamp in my room,

And made this poem..
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THROWN IN

BY NEWTON MacTAVISH
THE TEMPERANCE LODGE

HE Scott Act never reached our village, and local option,
T that spasmodic forerunner of the Ontario Temperance
Act, had not yet come into fashion. Nevertheless we were
fortified against the direst ravages of strong drink by a lodge
of the Independent Order of Good Templars. We did not go
the length, as some communities did, of building a temper-
ance hall, for we were able to procure for a modest rental the
township building, proper enough place, and large enough,
especially as there was not in those days a preponderance of
opinion in support of total abstinence.

Total abstinence, as a matter of fact, was the shoal on which
the frail craft of temperance always stuck, for many men who
were not out-and-out tipplérs were, even so, not averse to a
social glass on any oceasion or a pull at the bottle on bitterly
cold days. Cold itself was always a good reason for drinking
whiskey, and in summer beer was tolerated by many an erst-
while squeamish soul. Therefore it was not without trepida-
tion that the organizer of the lodge came into our midst. But
he found immediate sympathy and support in most of the
Methodists, while others, perhaps of more suspicious faith,
said that they guessed it was the right thing to do, but they
would rather wait and see how it turned out.

Out-and-out tipplers, those genial specimens of the genus
homo who took delight in leaning against the bar, with full
glasses in front and empty pockets beneath, laughed the
project to scorn. They were of the kind that loaf around,
waiting to be treated, and who have the serene type of mind
that imagines they can take it or leave it alone. To leave it
alone, however, was not their purpose, for to refuse a drink
was the same as to lose five cents. And five cents in those days
was the difference between being a pauper and being inde-
pendent.

The Order of Good Templars was, above all other things,
independent. It provided its own regalia, had its own form
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of initiation, and even went the length of contriving an ante-
room and inventing a password. The password, in fact, was the
bulwark of protection against invasion by the philistines. Ev-
ery member, quite rightly, swore to keep it secret, and much
conjecture ensved as to its actual worth and composition. The
question arose as to whether the guard could properly refuse
admittance to anyone who could pronounce it. If he could not
refuse, then it was the bounden duty of every member to pro-
tect the secrecy of the password as he would protect his own
life. Maria Smith declared that if Charlie Mitchell, for ins-
tance, who boasted that he knew the password, were to whisper
it, like the real members, at the door, they could not refuse to
admit him, and that if he were admitted they could not refuse
to provide him with proper regalia.

That was a serious situation. For, what good was a temper-
ance lodge if any drunken loafer could enter at will, demand
regalia and observe every sacred ceremony? The Chief Temp-
lar, who in the common walk of life was the blacksmith, ad-
vised us to wait until the iron was at least in the fire. He
did not think it possible for any outsider, especially Charlie
Mitchell, to know the password, but he urged the members not
to pronounce it aloud when they presented themselves for ad-
mittance, but to whisper it. He admonished them also against
repeating the word aloud to themselves, while at work or in
periods of meditation, because no one knew what enemy might
be within hearing at that very moment.

Henry Perkins was the guard. He accepted the position
with becoming gravity, and afterwards made the profound
declaration that no one would get by him without giving the
password.

The password, in all seriousness, was the cause of much con-
Jecture during the next fortnight, because someone rashly had
said that it was the name of an article of food in daily use.
The folly of giving even a clue was discussed generally, and
here and there one or two names, and one in particular, stood
the brunt of considerable criticism. Guesses as to the actual
word were made on all hands. “Meat” was the favourite and
“Bread” was a close second. Most of the old women guessed
“Tea” and two or three were sure it was “Butter”. Whatever
it might be it caused much conjecture and even aroused some
debate.

A debate, indeed, and in keeping with a good old practice,
became the form of the forthcoming evening’s entertainment.
It was the second Lodge Night, and perhaps there are others
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beside myself who remember the subject of the debate. For
it was resolved that the works of man are greater than the
works of nature. The Chief Templar, who was known to have
other accomplishments than shoeing horses and setting
tires, was asked to move the resolution. Miss Simpkins told us
afterwards that he tried to wiggle out of it, but when they
told him that the schoolteacher would speak for the negative,
he pulled the string of his leather apron tighter and began to
survey the heavens. The schoolteacher, with her head still
“fu’ o’ edication”, took the precaution to say that the af-
firmative had the better opportunity but she fell at once upon
the task of preparing evidence in rebuttal, and with some
dark motive requested that I be one of her supporters. The
judges were to be the Methodist parson, the miller, and old Mr.
Johnston.

It was a notable fortnight in our history. Quite apart from
the debate and the announcement that Lizzie Lavery would
sing a solo, much information went about relative to the ef-
fects of alcohol on the alimentary tract. If taken in sufficient
quantities whiskey would make the lining of the stomach like
a piece of tanned leather. If taken even moderately it would
dull the senses, loosen the purse strings and cause untold
misery. Look at the shoemaker. What had whiskey done for
him? His children were in rags, his work was behind and his

wife had left him for a whole month. And yet there were

others who seemed to thrive on it. To be sure, Joe, the
teamster, never was very much in pocket, but he enjoyed life,
always was jolly, except when in a fight, and it was a safe
bet that there was nothing wrong with his alimentary tract.
The moderate element thought, with Paul, that a little sling
at bedtime was permissible. But we Good Templars were the
total abstainers. We included about a third of the women
within driving distance, a man or two here and there, the
blacksmith, the postmaster, and Ted Smale’s hired man. We
walked past the tavern with our heads in the air, and it rather
galled us on Lodge night to see the place a little more lively
than usual, just as if they were setting up wholesome com-
petition. But we knew our cause was right, and we were de-
termined to overcome evil with good.

Henry was on guard at the lodge door. One by one his
freinds and neighbours, being challenged, advanced, whispered
the password and were permitted to enter. Mrs. Simpking
looked unusually severe. It was of course a solemn perform-
ance; and, having entered, she proceeded to bedeck herself
with proper regalia. Betty Butson was so excited over the
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impending debate that she absolutely forgot' all about the
regalia, having done her hair in a Psyche knot, and would
not have remembered the regalia at all had not Mrs. Perkins
stood up and brought the fact to the attention of the Chief
Templar. Betty was greatly upset. She blushed erimson as
she walked across the hall to where the regalia lay in a heap
on a bench. Never before, she confessed afterwards, had she
felt so completely flabbergasted, but Mrs. Jones assured her
that as far as the other members were concerned, they wouldn’t
hold it against her,

And at length, with Betty in proper regalia, the Chief Temp-
lar opened the meeting in the form printed in the book. But
Jjust at this juncture there was a slight disturbance at the
door, caused by Charlie Mitchell, evidently, as Jimmie Jack-
son expressed it, “three sheets in the wind”, demanding ad-
mittance,

“Advance and give the password,” we heard Henry exclaim.

“Cheese !” shouted Charlie,

Henry opened the door and bade him enter. He stood for a
‘moment looking stupidly at the meeting, then came forward
and took a seat. There was an ominous silence, and then
someone observed that Charlie was not in proper regalia.

“How can he wear proper regalia,” remarked the chief,
“when he has not been duly initiated $”

“He must have been initiated,” argued Henry, trying
to justify himself, “or he couldn’t tell the password. I claim
he has the right to enter and wear proper regalia.”

“How did you find out the password?” asked the Chief,
addressing Charlie,

Charlie blubbered as he looked up with bleary eyes.

“I smelt it,” he said thickly.

“Yes,” said the Chief, rising and coming down towards the
intruder, “I knew someone would smell it sooner or later. But
if it smells half as strong to you as you do to us, yowll be
glad to get out. In any case, the door is still there and you're
going through it right now.”

Everyone knew Charlie’s reputation as a fighter, and of
course we expected a struggle. But everyone knew also, and
Charlie knew, that the blacksmith was the strongest man in
the township. Charlie, therefore, offered no resistance when
a powerful hand reached down and grasped him by the shoul-
der. Instead, he rose, wabbling at the knees, and, responding
to the obvious intention of the hand, moved somewhat uncer-
tainly towards the door. We saw the door opened and
Charlie thrust inelegantly through it. There was a clutter of

87

Betty was
Greatly upset

Charlie
offered mo
Resistance

.



88

He read from
the Book

North
America for
Instance

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

steps on the porch, and then the Chief Templar entered, alone,
and resumed his place as head of the Order. He began to
read from the book, just as if he were reading from Proverbs :

Who hath woe? who hath sorrow? who hath contentions? who hath
babbling? who hath wounds without cause? who hath redness of eves?
They that tarry long at the wine; they that go to seek mixed wine? Look
not thou upon the wine when it is red, when it giveth his colour in the
cup, when it moveth itself aright. At the last it biteth like a serpent and
stingeth like an adder.

“In view of the evening’s entertainment,” said Tom Jones,
interrupting, “part of which is to be a debate, I move an ad-
journment of the regular meeting, especially as there are no
candidates for initiation.”

Mrs. Simmons bobbed up and down, like a flash, and then,
like an echo, the faint sound of her voice reached us:

“T second the motion.”

Maria Smith rose immediately, in full regalia, and said that
as it was a temperance lodge and not a debating society, tem-
perance should come first.

Ted Smale’s hired man, standing up at the back and pulling
at the tinsel on his regalia, said he believed that them as be
temperance should remain temperance and them as bain’t
shouldn’t.

The minister said that as nobody had moved an amendment
it would be in order for the chair to put the motion.

Mrs. Simmons bobbed up and down again, like another flash,
and then we heard, just like another echo, the sound of her
voice piping faintly,

“I withdraw.”

“Then I second the motion,” said Maria Smith, very incon-
sistently, as everyone agreed, but Maria as she sat down again,
only drew her lips a little tighter and folded her hands on her
lap.

“All in favour,” shouted the Chief, as he saw several mem-
bers rising.

A dozen hands went up, a huge majority, and the gavel
came down.

«T now call on Miss Lizzie Lavery,” said the Chief, “for a
solo entitled, ‘The Cows are in the Corn’.”

Lizzie sang, unaccompanied, as only Lizzie could sing, and
after prolonged applause she obliged by singing a song en-
titled “The Walkerton Murder”, after which the Chief Temp-
lar announced the subject of the debate—resolved that the
work of man is greater than the work of nature—named the
judges and proceeded to make his introduction. He took
North America for instance. ‘When our forefathers crossed
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the briny deep, he asked us to admit, this continent was a
howling wilderness. It was as nature had left it. But see
what a change man had wrought! The work of man was
greater than nature’s because man had improved on nature,
and so on and so forth.

Fred Freeman, who had been pathmaster for two seasons
and was thinking of running for council, led the negative.
He, too, took North America for instance, and he admitted
that when our forefathers crossed the briny deep this contin-
ent was a howling wilderness. But that is about all he did
admit. He held that if nature had not provided for man,
man would have had nothing to work on. And so on and so
on.

Betty Butson came next with an attempt to reclaim for the
affirmative any ground that might have been lost in North
America. Obviously, she was much flustered, owing no doubt
to her consciousness of the fact that Psyche knots were as yet
not properly appreciated thereabouts. But she started right
out with an attack on North America, and became so vehement
in her declarations and shook her head so vigorously that the
Psyche knot began to untwist. One strand stood straight up
behind, giving Betty a most defiant air, and as she traversed
North America her hair gradually fell apart. The audience
began to laugh, and as Betty did not know the cause she be-
came very much excited and actually went all the way from
Nova Scotia to British Columbia in one desperate leap.

My turn was coming next, and in my exuberance I whis-
pered to Susie Taylor, who sat beside me and on whom I
looked with much tenderness, that if I couldn’t get off North
America I’d get off the platform. And, as it happened, Betty,
just at that very moment did get off, her hair having tumbled
down in absolute disorder, and I got on.

I turned and faced the audience. Perhaps, hardened and
unsympathetic reader, you too, in the course of your che-
quered career, have spoken in public. Perhaps you know
what it is to have the mind become blank, even for ever so
brief a space of time, to see the heads of the audience bobbing
confusedly in front; in fine to lose control of your nerves and
your tongue and to be glad to blurt out anything, just so long
as it is something. I blurted out the very thing that had
caused my derision. ]

“All right,” I said, “take North America for instance. I ad-

mit that when our forefathers crossed the briny deep this
continent was a howling wilderness.”

A Howling
Wilderness

1, too, took
North
America
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Then I floundered. I caught at this and I caught at that,
until at length I caught my breath and launched upon a geo-
graphical discourse. I traced the St. Lawrence to the foot
of the Great Liakes, went up the Great Lakes and down the
Mississippi, began to wander helplessly through Louisiana,
wallowed hopelessly in Florida and ended somewhere, some-
how, in the quagmires of the South.

Henry Perkins followed. He believed every claim his
leader had made as to the situation in North America. One
thing he was sure of was that if he hadn’t given his squashes,
for instance, a good deal of personal attention, if he had left
them entirely in the hands of the Almighty, they wouldn’t
have taken first prize at the Fair.

The schoolteacher absolutely ignored North America. To
hear her speak, you wouldn’t know there ever had been such a
place. She clung to flowers and birds and beautiful scenery,
and ended witk what everyone agreed was an eloquent appeal
for reverence of the Giver of all Good.

The judges took down all the points with great pains and
impartiality. And after much deliberation they announced
that the debate was a tie, each side having scored two points.
The spokesman said that if in going over the waterways I had
thought to mention the artificial canals I would have made a
point and won the debate. But it all went to show that, be-
sides being temperate, we had some first-class latent talent.
All that was needed was development. My own opinion al-
ways has been that the debate rang the death-knell of the lodge.
If it was not the debate, then it was the unhappy situation that
forced an isolated few to pay lodge dues for the doubtful
distinction of being total abstainers. We heard much about
teetotalism, moderate indulgence, freedom of conscience, tak-
ing it and leaving it alone, tippling and treating, but nothing
could save the lodge from early desuetude and final collapse.
It was after all a situation described by Ted Smale’s hired
man in words which we requote:

“Them as be temperance should remain temperance, and
them as bain’t shouldn’t.”




