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WE should like you to apply this test to
Ivory Soap. Ivory Soap’s friends include h

the following:

Doctors and nurses use Ivory Soap. Medical
practice requires aseptic cleanness. The purer
a soap the more nearly does it produce
aseptic cleanness.

Athletes use Ivory Soap. After exercise the
pores are wide open and the skin is irritated
easily. Soap must be exceedingly mild to
give satisfaction at this time.

Mothers use Ivory Soap in the nursery. The
tenderest thing in the world is the skin of a
new baby. Nothing but the highest quality of
soap can be used safely.

S CENTS

.. 99i%% PURE

IVORY SOAP. .

loory Soap is made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada.
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Air is Cheap---Use Plenty of It

Nothing is as essential to the life of your tires as air.
New air is cheaper than new tires.
Give your tires all the air they need.
The only way to KNOW whether or not your tires have enough
air is to measure it with a
Schrader Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge
If you have been riding on haphazard pressure, you have been
- spending a great deal more money for tires than you need have spent.
PRICE S$1.25

FOR SALE BY TIRE MANUFACTURERS, JOBBERS, DEALERS. GARAGES OR

A. SCHRADER’S SON, Inc.

2022 Hayter Street - - « ™ TORONTO, Ontario
BROOKLYN, N.Y. 'LONDON CHICAGO
787-807 Atlantic Avenue Dorset Place 1204 Michigan Avenue

Schrader products were awarded a Grand Prize and two Gold Medals at the Panama-Pacific Exposition
“There is a Reason™
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Complexion
Glowing
With
Perfect
Health
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T’S easy to have a perfect complexion---

a complexion that fairly radiates beauty

and health. Use Lifebuoy Healthy Soap.

The cream of the best oils it contains makes
a velvety lather, at once cleansing and
soothing in its effect, while the mild car-
bolic solution keeps the skin soft and healthy.

The faint carbolic odor is essential, but
the odor vanishes quickly after use, leaving
only a feeling of utter cleanliness and
glowing health.

All Grocers Sell—

LIFEBUDY

AN, HEALTHY

SOAP
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Announcement

{ Dr. W. T. Grenfell, the famous man of the Labrador, contri-
butes to the July number an article, or rather a collection of
interesting experiences, entitled ** Queer Things''. Dr. Grenfell
has had many unusual adventures, and this article tells of some
of them that were ‘“queer’'’. ¢ '‘The Cheechas of Serbia' is a
most illuminating article on the Serbian Army, one of the
pluckiest of all the Allied forces. @ The author, Mr. Paul Fortier
Jones, has just returned from the Balkans, where he was an eye-
witness of all that he describes. { What do we mean by Instinct ?
This is a question often asked and discussed. Professor
Herbert L. Stewart, of Dalhousie University, contributes an
article dealing in a scientific manner with what is at least a most
interesting natural phenomenon. There will be also an article
with illustrations on Cod Fishing at Canso, Nova Scotia, one on
" Coloured Thinking'' by Professor D. Fraser Harris, and an
historical sketch by the Honourable William Renwick Riddell,
reviewing the career of ‘‘ General’’' Theller, an Irishman who
took a leading part in the Rebellion of 1837.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200-206 Adelaide Street West - - - TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

= NYL” THE
ME@%&N@ If

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

NEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all SmlonenNClgoﬂiEnL:nd Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L. ¥ 8588 e - ENGLAND
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HORROCKSES

“THE TIMES” says: “To the housewife
of to-day, as to her mother, grandmother,
and great - grandmother, the name of
‘Horrockses’ is a hall-mark of excellence

and quality ALL OVER THE WORLD.”

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene

Obtainable From Leading
Stores in the Dominion

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent :
MR. JOHN RITCHIE, 417 King's Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL
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: LONDON GLOVE COMPA

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENCLAND

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made

Gloves at Their Usual Moderate Prices

The ““ CONNAUGHT**
Ladies” Superior
Quality Cape Gloves,
British made, in
Tan shades, Spear
Points, Prix seam
sewn, 2 Press But-
tons..per pair 73C

Ladies’ Strong Doe-
skin Gloves ':I\‘!I!L'-
lope "' l"inid'\. Pique
sewn, British made,
Dark Grey and Tan,
2 Press Buttons,

per pair 71 cenls

The *““ CANADIAN'’ Ladles” Buckskin
Finlsh Gloves, ¢xcellent wearing, in ‘] an
or Grey, Prix seam, self sewn Points,

3 Buttons, per pair..$1.03
Ladles’ Real Deerskin
Glovee, Dark Tan and l.);‘rk
Grey, Pique sewn, British
made, 2 Press Buttons,
per pair $1.20
Ditto, stouter quality, Prix
seam sewn, Dark Tan unfi
Dark Grey, British made, 2
Press Buttons, ;
per pair $1.44
Ladies’ Strong Oape Cloves,
in Tan or Oak shade, 6 But-
ton Length, with Wide Arms,
Strap and Press Button as
illustration, Spear Points,
Prix seam sewn,
per pair $1.20
Ladies” *“‘ CANADIAN"
Buck Finish in same
style as above, in Tan or
Dark Grey,
per pair $1.44
MEN'S CLOVES
8trong Doeskin, Buck Finish, in

Tan or Dark Grey, British made,
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button,

per pair 73 cents
The ol"lbll‘ﬂ " Buck

Finish Gloves, in Tan or
Grey, a splen-
did Glove for
wear, British
made, 1 Press
Button, per
pair $1.03

Men’s Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,
Prix seam sewn, | Press But-
ton.. <o per pair $1.44
Real Reindeer. The L. G.
Company's Best Quality, British
made, Prix seam, hand-sewn,
self-sewn Points. Very Special
Value. In Tan or Grey, 1 Button,

per pair $2.31

| sewn, as

Ladies vark Tan Oape
Gloves, Pique sewn, Wool
Lining, Brown Fur Tops,
with Strap and Press But-
........ per pair, $1.09.
Ladies’ Best Quality
Doeskin Gloves, Sax

| shape, Strap and Press

Button at Wrist, Linea
with soft fine Wool,
Pique sewn, in Tan

| or Grey,

per pair $1.34
Doeskin, Buck Fin-
Ish, Pique sewn,
Wool Lining, Fur
Tops, Wrist Lined

| Fur,in Dark Tan or

Grey, Gusset Wrist, Strap,
and Press Button,

per pair $1.20

Ladies’ Best Quality Doe-
skin ““Buck Finish’’
QGloves, Lined Wool, Wrist
Lined Whte Fur, Sax
shape, with Strap Press
Button, in Dark Tan or

per pair $1.69

Fur Lined Ladies’ Doeskin
**Buok Finish,”” in Tan or
Grey, Lined Fur, Pique
illustration. 2
Press Buttons,

per pair $1.34

Ladies’ Superior Quality
Chevrette, Fur Lined
throughout, Elastic Gusset
Wrist, in Brown or Black,

per pair $1.83

Fur Lined Ladlies’
“Buokskin,” in Tan or
Grey, Lined Fur
throughout, Fique sewn,
Gusset Wrist, Strap
and Press Button,

per pair $2.56
MEN'S CLOVES

Strong Cape, Prix secam
sewn, Double Palms,
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press
Button, as illustration,

per pair $1.20

Men’s Strong Coatskin
Cape Cloves, in Dar

| Tan shade, Lined with

Best Quality Peerless
Wool. Hand sewn
with Strap and Press
Button, as illustra-
tion, per pair 1.69

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies, Men's and Children's Hosiery
ind Underwear, English manufacture, at equally moderate prices.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co , Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St. West, Toronto
ing postage, by International Money Order, payable to
.#:aeral Post Office, Lonﬁm.

Remittances, inclu

Address
all Orders

agland.

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.
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SUIT FABRICS

EGERTON BURNETT'S Summer Ranges of Dress Fabrics are quite
a revelation. They represent a choice variety of dainty and delicate
Fancy White Cottons which make up so charmingly for Children's
Summer Frocks; a superb collection of floral and figured Cottons in
printed and woven designs, stripes, checks, spots, and fashionable plain
colours for Ladies’ Robes and Waists ; and a miscellaneous collection
of light weight Woollen Materials, Silks, Alpacas, Tweeds, Black and
White Checks, suitable for indoor or outdoor wear, social functions,
river, lawn, or sea or lake-side.
SAMPLES MAILED POST PAID TO ANY ADDRESS.

PERMANENT COLOUR “ROYAL” NAVY SERGES
The Pure Wool Clothing Fabrics with a World-Wide Reputation

in many qualities, weights, and textures, for Ladies', Gentlemen's, and

Children’s wear, at prices from 73cts. to $3.65 per yard, double width.

Q LOVELY SUMMER

TAILORING FASHION BOOK | Ladies’ Walking Costumes as illustration
made to measure in the “Clifton” “Royal”
Samples, Self-Measurement Blanks, NavySerge, a beautifully soft, light weight,
mailed to your address, post paid, on summer fabric, deep, rich permanent colour
request. for $19.40 plus carriage and duty,
Also in many other Fabrics from $7.20 plus
MAIL US A CARD TO-DAY. carriage and duty.

Address: EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England
; 8(381&)12 ST S 0Y Tiiv OLD COUNTRY'

Qﬂm&uﬁ GIBZ(’J’(L)ED‘ FABRICS OF MERIT

THE HALLMARK OF |

INTRINSIC WORTH

s —

GET MADE IN CANADA GOODS

SIMCOE | Oak eyQS

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

PHOTO ALBUMS

Interchangeable Leaves

GRAIN LEATHERS, FLEXIBLE

Oakey’s

For Cleaning Plate

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON"” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

— .
BOUND IN WALRUS AND SEAL Oa k ey 5

COVERS. “WELLINGTON"” BLACK LEAD

Every Collector of Snap Shots requires one.

Best for Stoves, ete.

Brown BrOS., Ltd. | OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

Simcoe and Pearl Streets, TORONTO

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, Lond

Eng., S.E.
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. Principal.

Lower School for boys undet fourt tirel e Upper School
RIDLEY COLLEGE i o DicesFips Scoe o s Cand B e 04" ber forthe
it arships at Matriculation in six out of t t : N
St. Catharines, Ont. 1913 and fout in 1914, “REV ). O. MILLER, M-Aw D C.L., Princiy &

RO ——

SUCCESSES 1915
include :-—
2EntrancesR.M.C.
4th and 6th places

MONTREAL McGill Science

Matriculation.

Head Master:
C. S. Fosbery, M.A.

I

] Trinity Colle%e School
FOUNDED 1865

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO
Residential Church School for Boys

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys. Several entrance
scholarships for young boys.

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—

REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban's School, Brockville)

TS| e
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lege Hrights & oronto

FORTY-NINTH YEAR A Church Residential and Day School For Girls
New Buildings—Beautiful healthy situation with 7 acres of playing fields.
Junior School to Matriculation Course
Household Science, Music, Painting,

President, The Right Revd. The Lord Bishop of Toronto.  Principal, Miss Walsh M.A.

Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M, A, (Trinity College). (Dublin)
Head Mistress, Junior School, Miss A. M. V. Rometer (Higher Certificate National
Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

DRAWING FOR MONEY

Are you fond of Drawing ? Fond.

A Christian home and an

effective school are com- ness means talent. Turn your
3 Z talent into money-earning channels
bmed n by learning how to illustrate

A few months of your spare time
will it you for this profitable work
Qur courses were prepared by 6 of
the ablest Artists on the continent
We have suocessful graduates everywhere

One of our recent graduates in Fashion Drawing
was placed in an excellent position a a good
salary.

- We can do the same for you-fill in name and address
e cut out this Ad. and mall today

Oma Ladies) (Gtlege

For prospectus and terms, write
the Principal
R. I. WARNER, M.A,, D.D, L

ST. THOMAS, ONT. | SHAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL
393 YONGE ST., TORONTO.

Name

| BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * ***/25ya scuoo:

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music,

Young children also received.

Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training.

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelve years taught in the School with marked success.

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

The MDargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs.Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, and French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Oratory and
Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockeliff Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Modern Fireproof Building. Pure Water Supply. Small Classes. Gymnasium.
Chapel. R. M. C. Entrance 1914, all candidates passed, one first place.

For Calendar apply:—Rev. Geo P."Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.) Headmaster

Ottawa Ladies College NEW BUILDING, ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with every modern convenience
Academic work up to the first year university, music, art, domestic science, physical culture
etc. This is one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and possesses all the advantage of a

residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B. A. D. D., President.
Jas. W. Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board.
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A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon.‘Principnl, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M1ss EpITH M. READ, M.A.

Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Art and Domestic Science Departments.
Thoroughly efficient staff. Large pla‘{.grounds. Out-
door games—Tennis, Basket-ball, ink. Healthful
locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.

For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

—

Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

Residential and Day School for Girls

Principal—-MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)
Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly sit
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and l‘;\:r‘(‘\;:-;t
teachers, The curriculum shows close touch

with modern thought and education. Prepara
tion for matriculation examinations. Spﬂ«;ai
attention given to individual needs. Outde,

Games. -

New Prospectus from Miss StuarT,

St. Andrew’s Cnllege

FOR BOY
@oronta  ypper ANg LOWERSSCHOOLS Canada

Careful oversight. Thorough instruction. Large playing
ields. Excellent situation.
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D,
Calendar sent on application. Headmaster

I E We supply Fancy Goods, Post Cards, Drapery, Tobac i F
8 A M M R I N G Stationary, Jewellery. 1d., 3d., and 6d. Bazaar Guo:l:n'?:‘.s
Confectionery, Cutlery, etc. Sample cases £5 upwards ;en')bt:
or stuttering overcome positively. Qur natural methof{s return. Guide Catalogue *‘Success in Business " 3d. ¥
permanently restore natural speech. Graduate pupils
everywhere, Write for free advice and literature, H. MICHAELS & S.ONl
14-15 Cromwell House, High Holborn,

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
BERLIN, - CANADA

London, W.C., England.

i - I i

T+ALBANS A BOARDING SCHOOL
= MAIL COURSES

Headmaster--A.G. Mainwaring,

M.A., Trin. College, Cambridge.

Housemaster— J. J. Stephens, In Accounting, Banking, lllus-

M. A., Dublin University. trating, Stenography, Short

Visitor—The Lord Bishop of Story Writing, Journalism, and

gntano. = o 3 English are given under the

Separate houses for Senior an

J ur}:ior Boys. The School grounds az.:' ;;’¥:|te g'::?g:;:ge ::o",:::
ence School, Toronto. Free

Booklet on any course desired

cover twenty-four acres.
Recent R.M.C. Success: 1913,
BROCKVILLB 4¢§,e61h, ~th, 11th, 13th places;
C will be mailed onrequest. Write
to 395-7 Yonge Street, Toronto.

1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places. R.N.C., 1915, 1st place.

FOR PROSPECTUS, ETC., APPLY TO THE
HEADMASTER

PO AP DN RERRRE AR R

ARSI RO R

)




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

11

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only
The residential College for SUMMER
women students of SCHOOL
Y
McGILL UNIVERSIT July and August

Royal Victoria ;
College |

MONTREAL

Courses lead to degree in Arts separate in the
main from those for men, but under identical con-

15 oo o e s w e ||| QUEEN’S
UNIVERSITY

Warden.
- KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

CHALLENGE
COLLARS SCHOOL OF MINING

Acln.wldlldh

Lfthl(ineg“,ﬂ!" MINING

g 1 CHEMICAL MECHANICAL

s e, ﬁ:; CIVIL ELECTRICAL
'r. Al

THE ARLINGTON 00. e Sh i ENGINEERING
S 2. GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.
88 FaAazen AVENUE 7

TORONTO

o
.-

The Royal iitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and iInterest to the country than the
Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this,

its object and work it is
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public,

, designed primarily for the purpose of giving

rs of the Canadian Militia,

In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.
The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the activ
Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff o

f professors for the
eivil subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance
is also provided.

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis. the Cadets receive a prac-
tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civi] Engineering, Surveying,
Physics, Chemistry, French and English.

The strict discipline maintained at the Colle

e list of the Imperial

offered annually.
The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducuni the examination
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, Instructional material, and all
extras, is about $800.

hould be made to the Secretary of the Militia Counell Bttame” b ke R
shou e ecretary o e tia ouncil, W nt.,, or to the om-
ytr’.::dnnt Royval Military College. Kingston, Ont. Yy

e
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IS THIS TRUE?

T is charged, first, that Canadians are loyal to everything and everyone
except Canadians! That they are loyal to England. That they are loyal
to the British Empire. That they are loyal to their respective towns,
counties, proyinces, and even to Canada as a whole ; but that, as between
Canadian and Canadian, there is often a lack of loyalty. It is said that

Canadians often seem to lack confidence in the handiwork of Canadians ; that they

want to see the seal of foreign approval on goods before they approve for themselves.

That they admire what comes from outside Canada more easily than that which is

originated by fellow Canadians inside Canada. Is this true? One often hears these

charges made.

Let us examine the literature of the Country for instance. Do Canadians support
Canadian periodicals and literature the way they should or are they absorbing foreign
ideas from foreign periodicals? The records show that foreign publications come into
Canada by the millions each month. They must be read or else they would not be

brought in. Canadians must ask for them or there would not be a market for them,

ldom these foreign publications have anything in them about Canada.
In them one reads of the exploits of foreign-born people and naturally the coming
generation will be brought up to believe that Canadians are behind the times and that
all the things worth while are done by people outside Canada. Is this the opinion you
want future generations to have of our Country? Or does the reader keep in touch
with Canadian affairs and know what is being done in Canada as well as he does in
foreign lands? It is well to keep in touch with affairs both at home and abroad and
undoubtedly foreign publications help to give us a broader outlook and knowledge of
the world but we should know first about our own country and our own people. This
knowledge can best be gained by reading Canadian literature.

It is very se

Be true to your Country, be true to yourself and be true to your family.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE is published in Canada by Canadians for Canadians
to keep them in touch with Canadian literature, thought and affairs, For over twenty-
three years we have been giving our readers the best articles and stories by Canadians,
It is the oldest magazine published in Canada and was the first to overcome the difficulties

contingent upon issuing a magazine of this character.

The yearly subscription price is $2.50. Order from your dealer or direct:

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, TORONTO, CANADA
CANADA’S LEADING NATIONAL MONTHLY MAGAZINE

I

THE

Inperennent Oroer oF [ oresTERs

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes jon of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
pledged. Benefits
a co-plete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or Paid
death, or to the member in case of his total disability e
sl”u- " or to "the member on attaining seventy years of age: 42 Million
: Policies issued from $500 to $5000

FRED J. DARCH, S.S.

For further intormation and literature apply to

E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO
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After a
Hard Day’s Work

rub the tired muscles with a few drops of the soothing,
refreshing, antiseptic liniment Absorbine Jr. You
will find it pleasant and convenient to use and remark-
ably efficacious.

This liniment invigorates jaded muscles, limbers
the joints and prevents second-day soreness and
lameness after a strenuous, tiresome day of sport or
work,

America’s best athletes and trainers use

ABSORBINE JR. to relieve strains and wrenches
and also as a rub-down before vigorous exercise to
prevent such conditions.

ABSORBINE J&

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

TRADE MARK REG. U3, PAT, OFF,

combines efficiency with safety. It is made of pure
herbs, many of which are grown on gy own farms,
and is positively non-poisonous.

Then, too, ABSORBINE JR. is a germicide—a
safe, powerful germicide which makes it especially
valuable as an application for cuts, bruises and sores.
No danger of infection if Absorbine Jr. is applied
promptly. A bottle of Absorbine Jr. kept handy for
emergencies, is excellent health and accident insurance.

USE ABSORBINE JR.—

.’ﬂm “ v
it B LT LY,
Phicatione .o 1, ospribnsi
Swellings, Enlarged Gl
1 the Joints
ful, Swallen

Weade Mark by U6

frining
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To reduce sprains, swellings, inflamed conditions, enlarged veins or glands

To relieve aches and pains and stop lameness.

To reduce soft bunches such as wens and weeping sinews,
quickly and assists nature in bringing about a resolution and dissolution of the de

To cleanse and heal cuts, lacerations and wounds

Absorbine Jr. penetrates

Whenever a high-grade liniment or a positive germicide is indicated.
ABSORBINE JR. more than satisfies others and will do the same for you.

Reprint from Laboratory Report on Absorbine Jr. by A. R. Payne, M.B,,
Dominion Analyst, 134 Carlton Street, Toronto, Can.

posits.

of the Bacillus Diphtheria or

the death of the Staphylococcus.

Test 1 was conducted with a 25% :,ﬂueous solution of Absorbine Hr.
C1 |4

minutes and nine minutes’ exposure was germicidal to the Staphylococcus.

Test 2 was conducted in the same way with a l§"/o solution.
plates from the Bacillus Diphtherize or the Bacillus Coli, tourteen minutes proving sufficient for

There was no growth
ates from one up to fifteen

Bacillus Coli on the sterile agar p

There was no growth on the agar

Test 3 was similarly conducted, using a 100,/0 solution,

oS A S X Three minutes’ exposure to this solution
was germicidalto the Bacillus Coli, and seven minutes’ exposure destroyed the Bacillus Diphtheriz.

Absorbine Jr. is sold by leading druggists at $1.00 per bottle or sent direct postpaid.

A Liberal Trial Bottle
W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F,,

for trial

will be mailed to your address upon receipt of 10c
bottle or procure regular size from yo

in stamps.
ur druggist today.

187 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

Send
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TEN YEARS AGD

TORONTO STREET,

if you had begun to save
Ten Dollars a month and
to deposit that sum regu-
larly with this Corporation,
there would now have been

at your credit

$1,431.73

even if you had not in the
meantime increased your
savings, which doubtless
you would have done. You
could very easily have done
this, and a balance of more
than $1,400 might have
been worth much to you

to-day.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital. . ... $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund ... ... 4,750,000.00
vestments........ 33,546,242.74

TORONTO

I a E
€& KeeptheHome !
Fires Burning!

UT fire means fuel,
and fuel means
money,and money
ishard to getwhen
the wage-earneris
taken away.

Have you so arranged your
affairs that, in the event of your
death, your wife and children
would still enjoy fireside com=-
forts?

A husband, aged 35, can
secure for his wife, if she be of
the same age, an income of $50
Fer month, able throughout
ife by The Mutual of Canada,
for an annual premium of only
$299.80.

By _means of one of these

Tl policies you
can be sure that, in the event
of your death, the “home fires”
would not go out.

Write us for further informa-

AN
MNNNN
NN

tion.
The Mutual Life
of Canada )
I WATERLOO, ONTARIO i
116
. ¥ ST RS DY

!mlmmnmunmuuuun|||ummm|mmumm|m|||mm||||||mumm|mmulum.lmunmmmmn
¢ Security First’

One Hundred and Thirty-Seven Dollars

Of Assets for every $100 of Liabilities.

ONE VERY GOOD REASON WHY YOU
SHOULD INSURE IN

THE
EXCELSIOR
LIFE

INSURANCE
COMPANY

WHICH

WILL PROTECT YOUR DEPENDENTS FOR
MANY YEARS AFTER YOU ARE GONE,

Apply to-day for a Monthly Income Policy
Head Office

= EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO, CAN

-
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BOND (
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application. Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.

Qovernment — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6

We shall be pleased to aid you in the
selecton of a desirable investment.

Dommion SEcuRITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENQ

Purify the
Complexion

Do not be
troubled with
‘complexionills,
Keep themcon-
cealed while
you are treating
them. You can do
this instantly with

Gouraud'’s e
Oriental Cream

It will also assist you to overcome*‘those

ills” at the same time if they do not ori-

ginate internally. Renders to the skin a

soft, pearly-white appearance.
Send 10c. for trial size

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON
344 West St. Paul Street  Montreal, Que,

1915—A RECORD YEAR

FOR THE

LONDON LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

LONDON, CANADA

New Business Written. Gain in Business in Force. Increase in Cash
Income, in Assets and in Surplus. All reached High-Water Mark in 1915.

Profits to Policyholders exceeded Estimates one-third
and a further increased scale goes into effect for 1916.

The following comparative statement shows the excellent progress made in recent years :—

1909 1911 1913 1915
Insurancein Force.................. $14,189.613 $20,237,984 $27,118,375 $34,820,327
TR P N S 5,011,227 7,369,183 8,828,189 11,060,511
T R R T e 2,927,055 3,589,797 4,645,695 6,075,323
L AR R ey 2,667,513 3,278,616 4,226,152 5,459,242
Premium and Interest Income.... .. .. .. 754,307 959,185 1,295,840 1,666,122
Rate of Interest Earned ... ........ . 6.57% 6.68% 6.81% 7.08%

Our “Endowment at Life Rate’’ is one reason for the remarkable progress of the Company.

FULL INFORMATION GLADLY GIVEN UPON REQUEST

JOHN McCLARY DR. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C. J.G.RICHTER,F.AS E.E.REID, B.A ALA.
President Vice-President Manager Asst. Manager & Actuary
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Great-West Life Result

|

| . :

\ Twenty Payment Life Policy for $5,000,00

| IssUuED 1896, MATURES 1916,

‘ AGE 24, Premivm $132.60 !

Paid-up Value at Maturity . . $8,820.00 |

OR

Cash Value at Maturity . . . $3,795.00
Total Premiums paid . . . . 2,652.00 |

‘ [ Excess Return . , . . . $1,143.00

The Policyholder was protected by
l ‘ $5,000.00 Insurance during 20 years
‘ and at the end of that period the
l cash value constituted not only a
[ return of all premiums but in
| addition a splendid surplus.

| N Such remarkable Results are worthy

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000 i | of attention.

Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,245,140 |

206 Branches in Canada. \

i
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific. ;‘ \‘ GREAT - WEST LIFE ASSURANCE [

Ask for rates at your own age, and examples
of other maturities.

Savings Department at all Branches. COMPANY
Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest DEPARTMENT “S

allowed at best current rates. | HEAD OFFICE - WINNIPEGo ‘i

General Banking Business. ‘

—

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,236,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,750,000 Total Assets - 214,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:
SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Viee-President E.F.B. JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd Vice- President
Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J. Brown, K. C. D. K. Elliott
Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson C. S. Wilcox

W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E Neil

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manager

325-BRANCHES THROUGCHOUT CANADA—326

i ba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Antigua, Barbados, Dominica,
eeﬁm,'ﬁrﬁ:fg«.a i{itots. Triniéad and Bahama Islands, British Guiana and British Honduras,

LONDON, ENG., Bank Bldgs., Princes SR NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts.
kb B — :

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT s&dNCHes
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Ideal Banking Service

HE Bank of Toronto provides its cus-
tomers with a modern Banking Ser-
vice. In this it combines all the

advantages of sound banking experience with
the modern equipment and progressive outlook
necessary to meet present-day requirements.

In the Savings Department Interest is
paid on all balances half yearly. Accounts
may be opened in the name of two persons

either of whom may deposit or withdraw the
money.

YOUR BANKING ACCOUNT AND BUSINESS SOLICITED

Paid-up Capital - $5,000,000 &
Reserve Funds - 6,439,382

THOS. F. HOW, General Manager. JOHN R. LAMB, Supt. of Branches.
.T. A. BIRD, Chief Inspector.
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North American Life

“ SOLID AS THE CONTINENT

PROGRESSIVE.

New Business issued during the year
1915 exceeded that of the previous year
4 by One and a Quarter Millions. Total
Business in Force at December 3 1st,

1915, amounted to over $56,200,000.

PROSPEROUS.

Net Surplus held on Policyholders

account increased during the year by
$385,927, and now amounts to over $2,500,000, while Assets amount to over
$15,716,000. 9ltis a Policyholders Company. A “Solid as the Continent™ Policy

is a safe and profitable one to hold.

North American Life Assurance Company roronto

Epwarp Gurxey, President. L. GoLpMAN, 1st Vice-President and Managing-Director

T ————————————————— —

BANK 0F_HAM

-

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPLUS "5i. o e i 193,475,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prospenty to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Allies.
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production.”

For full information regarding farming opportunities in Canada write to:—

w D .SCOTT, Esq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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Production and Thrift

CANADA’'S CALL
FOR SERVICE AT HOME

\

The Empire needs food. If you are not in
I Produce More and Save More | the fighting line you maybe in the producing

line. Labour is limited—all the more reason
to do more than ever before. Grow food for the men who are fighting for you.
The Allies need all the food that you can produce. Every little helps. You are
responsible for your own work. If you cannot produce as much as you would like,
produce all you can Work with the right spirit. Put fighting energy into your
effort and produce now when it counts. The more you produce the more you can
save. Producing and saving are war-service.

In war-time do not waste time and energv
Make Your Labour Efficient on unimportant and unprofitable work.
Economize labour. Put off unproductive
work till after the war, and, if possible, help in producing something needed now,
Let us not waste labour. Canada needs it all. If possible help to feed the Allies.
Make your backyard a productive garden. Cultivate it with a will. Make your
labour count for as much as possible.

There should be no waste in war-time.
DO Not Waste Materials Canada could pay the annual interest on
her war expenditure out of what we waste
on our farms, in our factories, in our homes. Every pound of food saved from
waste is as good as a pound of increased production. The way for a nation to
save is for every individual to save. France is strong to-day because of thrift in
time of peace. "The men and women of great Britain are not only ‘‘doing” but
are learning to ‘‘do without.”

Practise economy in the home by elimina-
M i ies. Wasting our dollars here
oney Wisel ting luxuries g 4 h
Spend Your M y y weakens our strength at the Front. Your
savings will help Canada to finance the war. Save your money for the next
Dominion War issue. There can be no better investment.

THE GOVERNMENT OF CANADA

THE DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE. THE DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE
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From the painting by Bertha Des Clayes.

THE BLUE BOAT

One of the ever interesting and charming
aspects of Nova Scotia scenery is the effect
produced by either the incoming or outgoing
tide. When the tide comes in it bears upon
its bosom various kinds of local eraft, some
gaily painted, deposits them at this or that
protected cove. When the tide goes out these
vessels are left stranded, as shown in the illus-
tration. The vessels come and go. have been
coming and going and ever changing, but the
tide goes on forever.

I
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THE GHURKAS NIGHT
C%J c% Judson JGannz-

When Roberts of Kandahar came to die,

Three days ere the Reaper came whirling
b ’

e | inust go into France, where they make

the great war,
To see how my Indian troopers are,”’
Said little Lord Roberts of Kandahar.

ND, as all the world knows, he
A went.
It was a great day for the

g. They poured in from all
;S)eagt‘:;yof the {hll')ee-hundred-mile bat-
tle-line for the last review that Little
Bobs Bahadur was ever to hold. For
they felt that he belonged particular-
ly to them—to them more than to any

other body of men on the continental.

battlefield. Had he not been born in
their country? And had he not led
their fathers to victory on the plains
and in the mountains of northern
India?

So they eame, proudly, as men who
have a right to come, to pledge their
fealty anew to their great hero. First

1—87

were the lathy Sikh lancers, bearded
and be-turbaned, riding their horses
with unconscious dignity. Next were
the Ghurkas—mark the Ghurkas, for
this is their story—sturdy brown fel-
lows, tough as seasoned leather,
marching with elan, despite thirty
hours’ continuous duty in the trench-
es. And, lastly, the swaggering Pun-
Jabis, sitting their gun carriages with
folded arms, for all the world like a
regiment of rajahs passing in review
before the Emperor of India.
How the sepoys grin, and the English
shout,
When little Lord Roberts comes marching
out;
and the lancers dipped, and the bugles
blew
For little Bobs Bahadur’s last review.

When it was all over, the Indian
troops returned to their appointed
places.

Next morning word ran through the
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army that Lord Roberts was dying,
and, a few hours later, that the great
warrior had passed on to his long
sleep.

Many were the rumours account-
ing for his sudden death. Some of
these were very absurd, like the one
that he had been killed by a shell
from a 16-inch German howitzer em-
placed some miles to the northeast of
Dunkirk. Another was that the ubi-
quitous Uhlans had, by a coup de
main, broken through the Belgian
lines, and Lord Roberts, like Caesar,
had fallen with thirty wounds.

As we know now, a blizzard was
raging in Northern France at the
time, and Lord Roberts caught a
violent ecold which terminated his
long and glorious career.

In the most advanced trenches at
one portion of the British line, three
companies of Ghurkas, fresh from the
review, were crouched over little fires,
trying to thaw the icy numbness out
of their limbs. They had heard noth-
ing of Lord Roberts’s illness, but a
dispateh bearer told their command-
er, an English major, that the field
marshal was dead. When asked that
all-important question, how the hero
had died, the courier shrugged his
shoulders, and replied, “I heard he
was killed by a German shell”.

An Indian sergeant who under-
stood English overheard the conversa-
tion, and translated it to his eom-
rades. For the space of an hour
there was an ominous silence in the
Ghurkas’ trenches. The fires were
permitted to dwindle unnoticed. Lord
Roberts had been the Sepoys’ idol.
Generally speaking an East Indian
will think long before he acts; but
when he does act it is notoriously to
some purpose.

At the end of an hour the Ghurkas
seemed to have reached some sort of
mutual understanding, because they
began talking excitedly, but in whis-
pers, for fear of being heard by their
white officers, or even by the enemy,
entrenched closely in front of them.

Then there was much visiting from

trench to trench, always with a plaus-
ible excuse if their officers challenged
them. Now it was to get a blanket,
loaned, fictitiously, to a friend the
night before. Again, it was to borrow
a handful of coffee, or a pinch of cig-
arette tobacco. As the Germans, one
hundred and fifty yards farther east,
were quiet, except for a little harm-
less sniping, the officers humoured
their men.

The visiting continued wuninter-
rupted till dusk. Then the little
Ghurkas settled down. The Germans
were in the habit of charging fre-
quently at night, and while they sel-
dom pushed home a charge, no one
ever knew when the whim would seize
them to attempt it.

So far, the Ghurkas had made no
counter charges. If the Germans in
one of their periodical rushes came
too close, the Ghurkas jumped from*
their trenches and met them with the
bayonet; but as for following them
home, that was a pleasure deferred.

The sergeant already mentioned
hibernated in the foremost tremch.
Saluting Captain Lancaster, his com-
pany commander, he asked, “Do you
think we will be privileged to charge
to-night, sahib #”

“No, I think not,” Lancaster re-
plied negligently. “But, of course,
there is no telling.”

When a second Ghurka non-com.
asked the identical question a few
minutes later, Lancaster wondered a
little at the coincidence. He knew his
men were impatient to rush the en-
emy, but felt easy. He had them well
in hand. They obeyed his slightest
nod.

Nine o’clock came, and the Ger-
mans had made no move. Captain
Lancaster concluded that it would
be a quiet evening. Snow was fall-
ing heavily, and a keen wind, straight
out of the North sea, was cutting
across the trenches. It was a bitter
night—the bitterest they had felt,
The Ghurkas were numbed with eold,
and the Germans would be little bet-
ter. Small-arm fire was practically
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out of the question. The men’s fin-
gers were too stiff to work the mechan-
ism of their rifles.

An occasional shell dropped near
the trench, and when one of these
exploded shortly after nine o’clock,
Lancaster awoke suddenly to the real-
ization that none of his men were in
their bomb-proof holes. Usually, they
were only too glad to crawl into their
straw beds and wrap themselves up
in all the overcoats and blankets they
could borrow or steal.

But to-night every man was up and
on his feet, peering toward the enemy
trenches. Lancaster was puzzled, and
cast about in his mind for the reason
of it. He was about to order them to
their dugouts, all but the score or
so who stood guard against surprise,
when he heard sounds which warned
him that the Germans were at their
old tricks again.

“Ready, men!” he said. “Get ready
to fire!” He threw off the blanket
from his shoulders and picked up his
rifle. “Wait for the orders, men, and
shoot low! Now, then! Let them have
it!”

They could not see the Germans yet
by reason of the thick snow, but they
knew by the familiar sounds that they
were climbing from their trenches,
the range of which the Indians knew
to a nicety. They loosed a volley, and
then each man shot as he felt moved,
which was frequent.

When the Germans hove in sight,
shooting from their hips, as was their
eustom early in the war, the Ghurkas
serambled from the first trench. The
@Germans brought up sharply thirty

ds away and gave a final thunder-
ing volley. So far it was the usual
ent-and-dried performance. They had
demonstrated that they were still on
the job; so they whirled and scuttled
for cover.

The Ghurkas, however, were vary-
ing the proceedings. Instead of re-
turning to their trench, they kept on
running. The Germans became pain-
fully aware of this unusual state of
affairs by hearing an uncouth shout

close behind them. Looking swiftly
over their shoulders they saw a row
of steel points twenty paces in their
rear. It was too late to turn and try
to assume the defensive. Three or four
of the boldest tried it, and, like Lot’s
wife, immediately ceased to interest
themselves in the little affairs of this
world. Once get a body of men on
the move, and it is not difficult to
keep them going. The police of our
big cities understand this better than
any other class of men. There was
nothing for the Germans to do but
to keep on running, which they did
with great attention to speed. The
wild Ghurkas, of course, would have
to pull up at the first German
trench.

The little Ghurkas seemed possess-
ed with the speed of the wind. When
the Kaiser’s gentlemen arrived at
their home trench the points of their
enemies’ bayonets were scarcely six
feet behind them. The Germans jump-
ed clear over their trench, or tumbled
into it, whichever was the more con-
venient. But they felt aggrieved and
outraged—as outraged as the old
school generals of Europe felt when
Napoleon refused to fight according
to the book and accomplished all sorts
of unpleasant surprises for them.

The Ghurkas weren’t playing fair;
they were acting contrary to all pre-
cedent. Having repulsed the enemy,
theoretically, when they left their
trench, they should have retired to it
at once, and waited decently for the
next visitation. All the Germans
asked was an opportunity to burrow
into their cozy warrens again and lie
low until their officers routed them
out for another demonstration.

‘When the Ghurkas reached the first
German trench they paused a moment
to jab at the few men who had sought
refuge there. Then they rushed for-
ward again. The rest of the Ger-
mans, meanwhile, had reformed in
front of the second trench and await-
ed the enemy with level bayonets.

But the Ghurkas had no thought of
stopping. They massed together, as
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if by instinet, and drove through the
line in a solid wedge, with a throaty
roar of “Bobs Bahadur! Bobs Baha-
dur! Bobs Bahadur”. These were the
only two English words most of them
knew outside their manual and one of
these is Indian. There was no stop-
ping them. They seemed anxious to
win death; or rather, to slay as many
(GGermans as was possible before they
themselves fell before superior odds.

When the Germans had turned
back at the thirty yard line, Captain
Lancaster had expected his own men
to return to their places, as they had
done so often before. As they kept on
running, he began shouting orders at
them. But before he realized just
what was happening, the snow had
swallowed them up, and he found him-
self alone with his subalterns and the
(German dead.

There was a mighty shout behind
him, as the second company of Ghur-
kas swung forward, gathering speed
rapidly. The wall of snow opened for
an instant and he glimpsed the points
of their bayonets scarcely forty feet
away. He sprang forward and rac-
ed for the German trenches, fully ex-
pecting to find his own men in the
first ditch. The charge had not been
ordered ; still, if a trench was captur-
ed, it was his plain duty to hold it,
unless ordered back by his superior
officer.

But the rush by this time had car-
ried his men far past the first trench.
He saw the last of them fading into
the wall of snow and began yelling
impotently, “Hi, you scoundrels!
Come back! Company halt! Hi, there,
you beggars!”

The only reply he got was a faint,
“Bobs Bahadur! Bobs Bahadur!”

The second company rushed past
him at full speed, and behind them
the third with their astonished offi-
cers trailing them.

The major commanding came with
the third company. He was a small,
wiry man, with a gray moustache.
He was raging to think that one of
his officers had led a charge without

orders from him. His rage was so
great that it stimulated his old legs
to undreamed of performances. He
outstripped even the nimble Ghurkas.

“Hey, Lancaster, man, what’s it
mean? Did you order a charge?”
he panted.

“Do, dash it! the beggars have gone
mad. There, look at that third ecom-
pany. They’re out of hand, too, like
my men. Oh, what’s the use! They’'ve
gone batty—Ilike elephants. They've
smelled blood.”

They ran on, hoping to catch up
with their men at the second trench.
Some Germans crawled from cover
and looked at them curiously. Lan-
caster shot at one, and the rest dodg-
ed back. At the third empty trench
they halted for council. Beyond a
score or more of dead Ghurkas, there
was no sign of their men. Some of the
officers wanted to press on, wherever
the Ghurkas had gone. The major
forbade them. Z

“The Ghurkas have taken three
trenches. We must consolidate them *
he said, speaking as swiftly as ma-
chine-gun fire. “Where our men are
now, God only knows. We have left
our own trenches without orders, and
undefended. We are practically sur-
rounded by the Germans, only the
Germans do not know it yet. Their
supports will hurl back the Ghurkas
on us in a few minutes, if any of the
plucky little devils are left to hurl
back. We must be ready to support
them. Haines, get back to the near-
est ’phone, and explain as well as you
can to the general what has happen-
ed. Hold! Ask him to rush up the
Fusiliers—anybody—to  fill  these
trenches.” Lieutenant Haines turned
and ran for the British lines.

Behind the third German trench
lay a mile stretch of open, flat coun-
try; then came the second line of
defence. The Ghurkas charged across
this mile stretch, unable to see thirty
yards ahead of them, protected from
the enemy’s fire by the dense snow,
not knowing whither they went, and
not ecaring. In front of them ran the
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ever-decreasing remnants of three
German companies. Still farther be-
yond were unnumbered German sol-
diers. As long as there were Germans
left to be killed, just so long the
Ghurkas could not stop. Half of them
had already fallen, but the rest, pack-
ed closely together, kept on, shouting
steadily their one cry of “Bobs Baha-
dur! Bobs Bahadur! Bobs Bahadur!”

A strange legend ran up and down
the German and Austrian lines that
night—a legend of ten thousand, half-
erazed Indians who had mutinied, kill-
ed their English officers, and run
amuck all over the countryside. Rum-
our placed ’chemV everywhere from

e to the Vosges.

Zef&mtggthe Germansg——the field tele-
phones soon told the officer com-
manding that section what had hap-

pened, and reserves were rushed up. .

They drove in between the Ghurkas
and the British lines and the brave
little Indians were bottled up effec-
tively.

Aty midnight the Germans began a
terrific bombardment of their own lost
trenches in an attempt to drive the
British from them.

At dawn, through this cataclysm of
shell and small-shot, came a figure,
erawling on its hands and knees, with
drooping head, toward the British
lines. The Fusiliers watched it for
some moments in wonder. The figure
halted every few feet, as if to gather
strength for renewed effort. He wore
a large, red head-covering, which,
from a little distance, looked like a
bundle of blood-soaked rags. :

One of the Fusiliers suddenly cried
out: “It’s a Ghurka!”

Half a dozen men swarmed boldly
into the open and .hftmg the figure
prought it quickly into the trench.

“Where is Captain Lancaster,
sahib?”’ the Ghurka asked. It was
the same sergeant who had told hxs
men that Lord Roberts had been kill-
ed by a German shell. Captain Lan-
caster was close at hand and appeared

in a moment. The Ghurka struggled
to his feet, and stood, supported by
two Fusiliers. Raising his hand he
saluted, and waited.

“Where are your men, sergeant?”
Lancaster asked sternly.

“Dead, captain sahib.”

“And why?! Did you think you
heard an order to charge!”

The Ghurka shook his head. “No,
captain sahib,” he said slowly and
thickly. “It was planned by fate the
moment that Lord Roberts came into
this land. It could not have been
otherwise. It is better so, sahib. The
shell that killed our great little gen-
eral is revenged. We have slain a
thousand boches, an even hundred for
each finger on his two hands. Yon-
der,” he turned and pointed across the
thick-laid snow, “yonder they lie, a
thousand boches—and yonder lie also
three companies of Ghurkas. Bobs
Bahadur will be well attended on his
way. Three companies of Ghurkas,
and I——»

He reeled, then straightened, and
saluted once more.

“But Lord Roberts wasn’t—,” Lan-
caster began, and paused. After all,
what was to be gained by telling the
man the truth—to tell him that he
and his comrades had died in vain, as
far as avenging their hero was con-
cerned. The man evidently was dy-
ing. Let him die happy.

“I know what you would say, cap-
tain sahib—that it is not the way to
do war, but it is the way of the Ghur-
kas, when one whom they loved as
their father has been slain. Behold,
yonder lie three companies of Ghur-
kas, and I—I but come back to tell
the captain sahib that our great little
father is avenged. And now I——”

The sergeant collapsed suddenly,
and his supporters eased him to the
ground.

That day a new designation was
placed on the field maps of that see-
tion. It ran: “The First Ghurkas’
Trenches”.

PR ——
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and Winnipeg, are child’s play to it.
So its spell catches you, or you—you

HE only way by which one can
approach Montreal grandly is
. to steam in on the city up the
river 2aboard a transatlantic liner.
Otherwise, if you come from the east-
ward or westward by train you must
pass through a succession of sickly and
dirty landscapes. The confused per-
spectives of gaudily-coloured or drab-
hued wooden shacks, tangles of ir-
regular fences, giant spider-webs of
tracks along yard sidings, weird little
gardens and ugly hoardings rush in
around, envelope and drown you amid
their grotesque silhouettes, while the
Africo-Canadian gentleman in the
parlour car flips a whisk over you, in
search of his perquisite. And the
city outside is all foreign-looking like
some great French manufacturing
town. Small townsmen of unmistak-
able Latin origin, queer-looking la-
bourers in jeans, swarms of children
teem round the innumerable level-
crossings as the train passing the
street trolley cars creeps on into the
heart of the eity. Dirt, smoke, and
multitudinous human life give a city-
throb to your pulse as you become
lost in this disorder, this maze of
slovenly dwellings. There is an
anemic splendour of ecolour, or its
lack, block upon block of human life,
belching stacks and the clang of
machinery making things. Then your
train rolls to a halt in the depot.
As you step out Montreal at once
beeomes a holy place for you, if you
have a feeling for the life of crowds
and the psychology of types. Every
other city in Canada, even Vancouver
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already hate it. There is no other
alternative, for you must either hate
or love Montreal from the first mom-
ent you set foot in it. And the extra-
ordinary thing is that you mnever
change your first impression. The
cosmopolitan loves it. It is as won-
derful as London or Paris. The pro-
vincial hates it, because he cannot
understand it. The polyglot enigma of
its streets alarms him. Its difference
from his home town gives him cause
to distrust it, makes him fear it. It
is like a wonderful execrescence of the
mire of a thousand and one nations,
the refuse and garbage of a dozen
geas. To realise it fully you must
know Glasgow and Paris, and it will
further help you, if you are conver-
sant with many cities, for Montreal
is a mixture. In one way, indeed, it
is more European than American, for
it is the only city in Canada where
men count more than women. It is
free of the female control that is such
a marked factor in our New World
civilization, monopolising everything
ornamental.

A babble of French and English
and many tongues welcomes you on
arriving—it is the voice of Montreal,
the melting-pot of Canada. And like
a discoverer, you are thrilled, for are
you not going to take the lid off and
survey the olle podrida simmering
within ?

No one knowing the English tongue
alone can hope to understand Mon-
treal with its Greek section, its Ttal-
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ian quarter, its Magyar lqnes, its
Ghetto, its Slavic strata. It is essen-
tially what the French call a mélange.
Again if you come here from the
ordered cities of Europe the life _of
Montreal sticks at once a rude, hqstlle
elbow into your ribs. For there is no
walking delicately in this democratic
world. You are jostled aside without
heed. For the stranger, in fact, Mon-
treal has little sympathy. It has seen
80 many, since it has been Canagia’s
Eastern gateway, that it is very tired
of them. Go to the Windsor Station
any summer afternoon and you will
gee all the nationalities in the world.
The Russian Moujik in his Astrachan
rags, the Chinaman minus his pigtail,
the sweepings of Europe, the fatten-
ing negro, and the Magyar, leap aqd
dark, are all around you. Outside in
the street they exude spittle on side-
walk which graft, frost and heat have
warped and tilted into hard ways. I
have walked a hundred cities’ pave-
ments, but the most tiring are those
of Montreal, for they seem all edges
like a via dolorosa.

But when you come to know Mon-
treal, you will see behind all these im-
migrants that the real Montreal has
little in common with her transient
population, but preserves types of
her own as distinet as those of any
city in America. And so there comes
a day when you cease to judge Mon-
treal by her hotels and begin to en-
ter into her homes. She becomes for
you the historical and commercial
metropolis of an infant colossus, where
they build banks like palaces and
railway stations like castles. In Lon-
don the Bank of England as a show

lace does not compare with the pure
Corinthian temple of the Bank of Mon-
treal. The Quai d’Orsay and the Gare
St. Lazarre are crudities beside the
(anadian Pacific Railway’s towered
home. But on the other hand even
the most pretentious structure on
Sherbrooke Street is a villa compared
to the homes of Park Lane.

Seeking the soul of Montreal you
will visit the sights. You will see Me-

Gill and Laval Universities, the one
German and the other French in
architectural appearance. You will
loiter on the Place d’Armes or in
front of the church of Notre Dame,
where the French Canadian sculptor
has raised in bronze the city’s foun-
der Maisonneuve, who lives so vividly
in the picturesque pages of Parkman.
You will drop into church after
church, for Montreal is a city of a
thousand churches. You will find St.
James’s Cathedral, a replica of St.
Peter’s, Rome, only half its size. You
will go to the great French national
church of Notre Dame, with its famous
Black Virgin, and you will ascend its
towers in an elevator. Convent after
convent holds the ecity’s most valued
sites. More even than in Rome sa-
cred bells toll, peal and ring to the
faithful. You will haunt the long,
low, cottage-building of the Chateau
de Ramezay, once the official resi-
dence of the French Governors. You
will see a version of modern France
in the City Hall, while French law
robed and cockhatted Judges and side-
sworded sheriff rules at the Court.
You will wander in the Bonsecours
Market, where French Canadian habi-
tants in homespun, around little carts,
haggle preposterously in Norman
patois over {remte sous, un pias-
tre, among the piles of tabac canayen
and maple sugar, squads of quacking
ducks and recalcitrant chickens roost-
ing on home-made rocking-chairs and
boxes of rosaries and cheap jewellry.

As a relief from all those buildings,
the crowded streets, for this city that
has grown at haphazard you will take
the funicular railway and ascend to
the mountain. Below you stretches
the city in its glory. You are city
girt perched on a mountain, and the
sight is one of the world’s wonders
whether you see it snow-mantled in
winter or shimmering in a summer’s
sweltering heat. And as you look
your thought is what city ever had a
river to match this one. For beyond
the elevators, the docks and piers of
the Montreal Harbour Commission
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flows the clear green St. Lawrence
rolling on majestically through the
broad fertile plain which the distant
purple hills guard. The situation is
unique. But the more you know Mon-
treal the more unique it becomes. It
knows more mysteries, more local
colour than any other Canadian city
I know. And here on the mountain
leaning over the balustrade beside
Louise or Annette its spell will fall
over you, while the murmur of its
streets ecomes up to you from afar.
What then are the elements of
this spell? What enchantments are
evoked by these barrack-like commer-
cial buildings? One factor no doubt
is the blatant commerecialism of it. It
attracts like the charm of a very
ugly woman. You give yourself to
it because of your very repugnance.
Drift down St. Catherine street one
night. It is Montreal’s main artery
of traffie. Here of an evening you
will see its women. And what a med-
ley of life it is! Everywhere the chat-
ter of French syllables catches your
ears and the farther east you go the
deeper you plunge in this Gallie
world. Broad North Country dialects
direct from Lancashire and York-
shire, the Cockney harp twang and
the rolling Scotch aceent pass you.
Strange gutturals that roll on like
water gurgling in a pipe fall from
Chinamen with yellow impassive faces
as they shamble by in groups. At
corners negroes cluck-cluck import-
antly in English, while now and again
come cheek by jowl with a pair of
young Germans, or a gang of Italian
immigrants. Stranger tongues, Mag-
yar or Yiddish, too, will steal upon
you round corners up marrow purl-
ieus. But French—that is the pre-
dominant tongue—not a patois, nor
yet Parisian, but French Canadian:
“Py m’dis pas! Ben, j'te
cré, ma chére Je lui ai conté
ca, val . . Un temps cru, s’ pas?
. . . Tulas dit— Ca va
ben, toé? Ca s'mainquient.” :
At night igneous messages flame in
the heavens all along Ste. Catherine

Street. You stand amazed, dazzled
by these electric advertising pyro-
technics. 1In blue, yellow, orange,
red, like wonderful flora of the night
they burst out, consume themselves
and perish, only to reappear in ten
seconds, recommending to your notice
somebody’s dollar shirts, white Some-
thing whiskey, a new brand of cig-
arettes, a Canadian chewing-gum,
candies, pants, papers, theatres and
shoes. Writing and deleting, insis-
tent and vibrating in colour, they
flame out all kinds of recommenda-
tions: “Now is the time to buy lots.”
You look again and it has vanished
in the blackness, while suddenly, in
the same place, flames up another
lurid enticement. Stars, crescents,
crowns, roses, Prince of Wales’ feath-
ers scintillate in a strange phantas-
mogoria of colours. Invisible pens
keep writing in fire on the black veils
of night’s majestic sky, invisible
hands keep deleting and revealing
messages, offers, promises. Twirling
barbers’ poles gyrate round in vivid
red, white and blue. Two boxers fight
an Olympian contest. A dancer pir-
ouettes in the heavens. Flashing,
shimmering, ablaze with these cadjol-
ing electric signs, St. Catherine
Street stretches east and west, while
the lost souls of Commercial Travel-
lers in these myriads of lights yelp at
you to buy, to spend, to carouse at
soda fountains. Dawn on ’Stamboul
is not so rich in colour as this street
by night. It is like an Oriental phan-
tasy of western commercialism.
Steeped in this appalling erudity, a
metropolis is fermenting. You can-
not help saluting it, for it has al-
ready the ugly splendour of a city.
But in that it is not unique. It is
merely American. Where then is
Montreal unique, where has it a spell
of its own no other Canadian city ecan
claim? For me it is a Mecca—the
Mecea of a mation, the French Can-
adian nation. You saw that away
back in the Bonsecours market. You
felt it when Louise stood beside you
on the mountain terrace. You knew
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it as you passed before Cremazie’s
statue in Lafontaine Park. A night
in one of the three French theatres
will convince you. Go into the Nou-
veautés for example, how well-order-
ed, how charmingly polite this audi-
ence is after the English theatres.
Here the play is the thing and every-
thing else is the proverbial leather and
prunella. They have come to enjoy
it, not to be rude to their neighbours.
A thrill goes through you if you love
the charming language of France to
sit in a theatre in North America and
hear its honeyed sound. So on the
French Canadian imagination Mon-
treal has begun to exercise the fascin-
ation that the city of light has cast
for centuries on la belle France. In
spite of Westmount, in spite of Scoteh
commercial supremacy, Montreal is
already stamped and sealed of the
order of Latin cities. Even to-day in
the world at large there is only a
handful of French cities that can
claim more inhabitants. Some day—
who knows—as New York outnumbers
London, Montreal may be greater
than Paris. And that is just where
its spell lies for me,—it has the in-
finite possibilities of another Paris.
Here may thrive in a new and
greater Paris the French of the new
world. The wedding cake architec-
ture, broad boulevards and squares
will ecome. With Latin élan life again
may some day take upon herself the
joy of being joyous. Another Bohemia
and art world of a new nation may
spring up here. What is the Bonse-
cours market but an infant Les Hal-
les. Even to-day the foreigner who
stays in Montreal does not _become
English Canadianized like his west-
ern brother, but French panadlan-
ized. The districts are growing where-
in French alone is spoken. The
French Canadian, too, has a faculty
of absorbing nationalities, which his
English speaking brother has not.
That in Montreal I may see the
ibilities of a new Paris may be a
laughable idea to some; but I have
" confidence in the perpetuity of the

Latin instinets of the French Can-
adian race. Discarding the primitive
ecclesiastical chrysalis of her Pro-
vince, yearly attaining closer contact
with French thought, Montreal has
lost already much of its mental nar-
rowness. Many influences are daily
at work to effect this change. Euro-
pean contact is here continually dis-
charging all sorts and conditions of
men.

If you wander down many a Mon-
treal mean street you will come on
queer beings—queer and dangerous
Europeans, the flotsam and jetsam of
old world prisons, waifs and strays
of fate, Parisian wantons and apach-
es, Cockneys born in old London’s
seamy sin, ex-New York gun-men,
fugitives from Russian steppes. And
all these people like shrimps in aspie
are soon veiled from sight amid the
teeming poorer quarters of the French
Canadian community. Migrants of
ill-fame, strange visitants—they are
washed up on the wharves of Mon-
trcal to new fields of action. Seat-
ter around them Magyars and Poles,
Ruthenians and Dagos galore, with a
thin seam of yellow-faced Orientals,
and you have as a polyglot and diver-
gent a life as any city in the world
can boast of. Dive into it, if you will,
if you know Europe, if you ean speak
her tongues and know a smattering of
Latin loves and Steppe hates and
many philosophies. Otherwise if you
rub your Canadian-born shoulders
with this erowd, unpleasant odours
may offend your nostrils, grease may
smirtch your clothes, for it is an un-
derworld full of empty stomaches, vul-
ture-like humanities, brothels and
strange drinks. Tt is a layer of so-
ciety that is neither moral nor im-
moral, but unmoral, which disappears
yearly in the unlimited stores of
healthy French Canadian blood. And
that is the river up which the argosies
of Montreal’s future greatness float.
Every road in Quebee Province leads
to it. ‘At the Provinee’s end she
is waiting, like a many-tentacled octo-
pus.



THE ROBBERSe SALT KIVER
By HenryAdelbert Shompson

T is often necessary that scientific

research shall be conducted in very

out of the way places, and those
who, in pursuit of their specialties,
wander away from civilization often
stumble upon adventures which seem
more appropriate to the explorer than
to the mere student.

It was in the early autumn of 74
that I received from the Director of
the Smithsonian Institute a paper
commissioning  ‘‘Professor  Elmer
Howard to proceed to the Territory
of Arizona, there to investigate and
report upon any cliff dwellings or
prehistoric ruins which he may dis-
cover in the valleys of the Salt or Gila
Rivers or in the mountains adjacent
thereto”.

Having spent several seasons in
that then far western Territory, I
understood something of the difficul-
ties which would probably present
themselves. Arizona, in 1874, con-
tained only four or five widely sepa-
rated towns, the remaining popula-
tion of the Territory residing in
straggling mining camps and on occa-
sional ranches. I knew, also, that the
country through which I would be
obliged to work was one of the most
inaccessible in the United States. It
was that general region where the
great Rockies break off to southwest-
ward. Detached ranges and spurs,
gashed with frightful chasms and
topped by towering peaks, extend in
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all directions. But it was precisely
in this bewildering maze of cliff and
canon that the strange, half-aerial
dwellings of the ancient inhabitants
of America would be found, and I
accordingly prepared for laborious
work.

After much consideration I decided
to begin operations in the Supersti-
tion Range, which lies to the south
of, and close by, the deep and pre-
cipitous canon of the Salt River. This
range, which is about twenty-five
miles in length, at its eastern end
slopes gently down to the plain, and
at its western end terminates abrupt-
ly in a bluff more than three thousand
feet high. One standing on the plain
can, summoning his fancy to help
him, trace on the side of this escarp-
ment the profile of an Indian face,
formed by certain eroded lines and
peculiar conformations of the rock.
This is known, far and wide, as Mon-
tezuma’s Head; though I was never
able to discover, or even to conjee-
ture, any historical association be-
tween it and any of the Aztec em-
perors.

By kind permission of the pro-
prietor, a young Englishman, I estab-
lished my headquarters at the Ber-
nalillo Ranch, which was located in
the flat country, some twelve miles
from the foothills of the Supersti-
tions. This distance of the ranch
house from the mountains was incon-
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venient, but it was nearer than any
other to the secene of my prospective
labours. Then, too, I proposed to use
the ranch only as a base of supplies
and as a residence during the inter-
vals between my excursions into the
mountains. I had no difficulty in
proeuring a burro to pack my camp
outfit, and the proprietor, Mr. Hal-
leck, smilingly declined to sell me a
pony, but offered instead to give me
use of one so long as I should
need him. For this favour he stead-
fastly declined to receive any compen-
sation, saying that he desired to con-
tribute the work of the pony to the
advancement of secience.

““This horse is one of the best on
the ranch,”’ said Mr. Halleck, as we
stood inspecting the animal, “‘but he
has one characteristic fault of which
you must beware. I have never known
him to break away; but if he is left
untied or unhobbled he will immedi-
ately start in a wild race for home
and not stop until he arrives. It is
not a fault which is likely to give
you much trouble; but a small over-
sight on your part may put you to
the necessity of taking a longer walk
than usual.”” I promised Mr. Hal-
leck, and incidentally myself, that I
would keep a close eye on ‘‘Buck-
skin’’; but I little dreamed at the
time what an important part this
equine trick of bolting for home was
to play in the adventure which sub-
sequently befell.

Had I been an older man I would
no doubt have given more attention
to the stories told by the cowboys on
the Bernalillo Ranch and to the
warnings they solicitously gave me
to look out for danger in the Super-
stition Range. In truth, I was pos-
sessed by the notion that they were
simply working on the fears of one
whom they ‘‘sized up’’ as a tender-
foot; and so proceeded with my pre-
parations in disregard of the many
stories told at the door of the ranch
house after dark. These cowboy nar-
ratives related a series of bold rob-
beries and wanton murders, extend-

ing over many months and located at
widely separated points, north and
south of the Salt River. Stores had
been broken into, stages had been
held up and their express boxes rifled,
horses had been stampeded and cattle
killed, while, most alarming of all,
solitary miners and prospectors had
simply disappeared from the face of
the earth. Special emphasis was laid
upon the several mysterious features
which marked these depredations. No
one knew or could guess the number
of the bandits, and the most expert
trailers, Indian and white, had failed
to track them to their lair. Most in-
explicable of all, however, was the
fact that these outrages had been
committed in the country both north
and south of the Salt River; and this
with such short intervas of interven-
ing time that it was impossible for
men, by any known road, to travel
from the scene of one erime to that
of the next. The canon of the Salt,
throughout most of its length, was
absolutely impassible; and in order to
cross from the Gila plain, where the
Bernalillo Ranch was located, to the
Tonto Basin on the other side, it was
necessary to make a wrde detour to
Fort McDowell, which lay forty miles
to the west, or an equally long jour-
ney eastward to the ford at Armer.
And yet the bandits nad sometimes
left traces of their presence on hoth
sides of the river within twenty-four
hours.

The cowboys at the Bernalillo
Ranch advanced various theories to
account for the mysterious character
of these lawless proceedings. Some of
them contended that several small
marauding bands of Apaches had
established themselves in the moun-
tain fastnesses on either side of the
river. Others held that the bandits
were Mexicans; pointing out, with
some show of plausibility, that the
Indians kept clear of the Supersti-
tion Range, believing that the face
sculptured on the great west wall was
that of a divinity who guarded the
mountains and who would visit ven-




98 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

geance on any invaders of his terri-
tory.

Taking for granted, as I have said,
that these stories, if they had any
basis of truth, were greatly exagger-
ated, I resolved that they should not
deter me from pursuing my explora-
tions; but, at the same time, they did
determine to take all reasonable
precautions to avoid a surprise and
to go well equipped with arms and
ammunition,

For three weeks I roamed, rather
aimlessly, about the region of the
Superstitions without finding traces
of human occupancy or making any
discoveries worth mentioning. Most
of my days were spent in scrambling,
often slowly and painfully, along the
rim of a canon, studying, by aid of
my field glass, the opposite wall of
the gorge. At night I generally took
the precaution of selecting some se-
cluded spot in which to pitch my
camp ; though I am doubtful whether
this adjective applies to any particu-
lar locality of a region which,
throughout its length and breadth, is
barren and desented.

One afternoon, working my way
along the great Salt Canon itself, I
made a discovery which set my nerves
thrilling. Riding my pony and lead-
ing the burro, I suddenly emerged
from the timber into an open semi-
cirele, flat, rocky-floored and half a
mile in extent. At once I saw that I
had found something of which I was
in search. At the radial point of the
semi-cirele, and upon the very edge
of the river bluff, stood a half-ruined
stone fort, such as only the prehis-
toric people of America ever built.
These forts, while interesting in them-
selves, are doubly so because they are
almost invariably found in close prox-
imity to cliff dwellings of the larger
and characteristic type; the . theory
being that they were designed, by
their builders, to shelter those en-
gaged in defending the approach to
their habitations. I spent a couple of
hours in examining and making draw-
ings of the structure upon which I

had descended. It was in the form
of a parallelogram, fifty feet long by
thirty wide. The walls, composed of
thin layers of split limestone, were
nine feet eight inches in height and
two feet four inches in average thick-
ness. On the side farthest from the
river the wall was badly broken down,
so that I had no difficulty in leading
my horse and burro into the eneclos-
ure. The remaining three sides of
the structure were in a tolerable state
of preservation. I paid but little at-
tention to certain indications, furnish-
ed by hoofmarks and the remains of
a fire, that some one else haa visited
the place prior to my coming, tak-
ing for granted that some wandering
prospector had found it convenient to
camp there over night.

On the side of the fort next the
river there was a low aperture, quite
large enough for a man to crawl
through. It opened into the head of
a crevice in the face of the bluff,
which, at that point, was not perpen-
dicular, but sloped, for a hundred
feet or more of its descent, at an
angle of about seventy degrees. Look-
ing down this crevice, I saw that it
was cut in a series of rude steps,
much weather-worn; and at the far-
ther end I could make out, though
the light was beginning to fade, the
jutting corner of a cliff dwelling. Tt
seemed to be located at the point
where the slope, at my feet, broke into
the perpendicular canon wall. I pass-
ed through the opening, descended the
ancient stairway without difficulty
and found myself on a narrow plat-
form, at one end of which the door-
way of the cliff dwelling opened. The
structure, which was located in an
immense niche scooped out of the
rock, was one story in height and con-
tained eight rooms. The front wall
was shattered and portions of it had
fallen into the abyss. The usual litter
of corncobs, bones, potsherds and
fragments of rush mats was strewn
on the floors and piled up in the cor-
ners. The house was one room deep,
excepting that in the rear of the
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fourth chamber there was a small
apartment. Entering this, and strik-
ing some matches, for the light of the
dusk did not penetrate here, I was
surprised to find myself facing the
semicircular entrance to what seemed
to be an underground passage-way
into the cliff_and leading obliquely
downward. Burning match after
match, I advanced cautiously and
soon discovered that I was in a verit-
able cavern, the extent of which it
was impossible to conjecture.

Intensely interested, not to say ex-
cited, by this find—for I believed that
this was precisely the sont of place
in which specimens of unbroken pot-
tery would be found, and possibly
the weapons and tools of the former
inhabitants—I resolved to make a
complete exploration on the morrow.

Returning up the steps, I led my
animals to a little mesa, some half-
mile distant, where there was a spring
and good grass; and there, closely
hobbled, I left them Tor the night.
Then, collecting some dead wood, I
built a fire in the enclosure of the
fort, prepared my supper and retired
to sleep.

After a night made restless by
dreams of possible discoveries the
next day, I arose just as the first
faint streak of dawn was showing in
the east. My first thought, after a
hasty breakfast, was to go in. search
of my pony and burro. I found them
without difficulty; anu, lest they
should stray too far, brought them
back to the fort and tied them to a
couple of serub trees which grew in-
side. The matter of securtng torches,
which had disturbed my thoughts of
the night, presented no great diffi-
culty, for I found in the neighborhood
a score or more of dead ocatilla plants,
the dry stems of which burn like
piteh pine and continue blazing for
a long time. Binding these into a
bundle and slinging 1t over my shoul-
der, 1 descended again to the cliff
dwelling, lighted my torch and en-
tered the cavern, which I found of
greater extent that I had supposed.
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The passage led downward, wind-
ing a little, at an angle, as near as I
could judge, of about forty degrees.
There were occasional openings to
right or left, but none which com-
pared in size with the main cavern.
The rock was limestone, and I had no
doubt that I was following the chan-
nel of a very old subterranean water-
way, dating back to the time when
the bed of the Salt River was very
much higher than its present level.
That peculiar erosion of the rocks
noticeable in all limestone caverns
confirmed this theory.

It was no doubt owing to the slow-
ness with which I advanced that I
seemed to be penetrating a long way
into the heart of the earth. Probably
I had not gone more than the third
of a mile when I entered a section
where water dripped from the roof
and stalactites and stalagmites, of
considerable extent and great varviety
of form, depended from above or
thrust themselves upward from the
floor. A couple of hundred yards
farther on the passage, here of con-
siderable size, turned sharply to the
left and began to aseend. Presently,
turning still another angle, this time
to the right, I entered a large, dry
chamber, and was vastly startled to
observe that it was strewn with camp
utensils and other unmistakably mod-
ern evidences of human habitation.
Four beds of dry grass, covered with
blankets, lay side by side at what my
pocket compass indicated as the
northern end of the room. Saddles
and articles of wearing apparel were
scattered in all directions, and a hur-
ried examination showed me that the
small sacks, stowed in lconvenient
niches or flung carelessly on low edges
of .th.e wall, contained coin, watches
and jewelry. It flashed upon me in
a moment that I had wandered into
the headquarters of the bandits
against whom the cowboys had warn-
ed me, and I realized acutely that it
would be dangerous to await the re-
turn of the proprietors.

Straining my ear and hearing no
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sound except the erackling of my
torch, I plucked up courage and re-
solved that, before retreating, I would
advance and discover, if possible,
whether the cavern had an exit be-
yond the great hall in which I stood.
I had not gone more than fifty yards
when this question was satisfactorily
answered by the glow of light which
came streaming down a side passage.
Extinguishing my torch, I stepped
into the opening and looked about me.
I was standing on the floor of a small
but deep canon, which gashed the
river bluff at right angles to the
course of the stream, and well down
toward the water level. Anxious to
determine my position, I walked to
the edge of the stream, Yooked up and
down the great gorge and then raised
my eyes to the wall on the opposite
side. High up on the precipice, and
almost directly opposite me, I observ-
ed a cliff dwelling, and above it, on
the rim of the canon, a stone fort.
I did not understand, but after a be-
wildering minute or two, I grasped
the situation. In followmng the course
of the cavern I had passed beneath
the bed of the Salt River, emerged on
the other side, and was now looking
across at the point from which I had
gtarted. The mystery of how the
bandits c¢rossed the canon of the Salt
River was now no mystery at all.
Turning, I retraced my steps to-
ward the cavern entrance, and was
engaged in lighting my torch when
the sound of a distant shot and the
whizz of a bullet past my head startled
me. Glancing up the canon, I saw
four horsemen, in single file, making
their way down a narrow trail from
the head of the gorge. Thes leader
was just removing a rifle from his
shoulder, and the others were gesticu-
lating wildly. They were a good
quarter of a mile away; a distance
none too great in view of the fact
that their acquaintance with the cav-
ern was probably much greater than
mine. Holding my torch aloft, I
dashed into the darkness, and in a
few minutes I had crossed the ban-
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dits’ hall and was in the narrower
part which lay beyond. It was not
until I reached the lower level of the
cavern that I experienced any diffi-
culty ; but here I had a couple of bad
falls on the slippery floor. On one
of these occasions my torch was ex-
tinguished and I lost a minute in re-
lighting it. But I serambled through
somehow, and was beginning the as-
cent on the other side when I first
caught the sound of voices behind me.
But presently—for I was past the
worst now and those following were in
the midst of it—the noise of pursuit
was lost; though this fact brought
me no sense of security. Panting, I
flew along the upward-sloping pas-
sage, which seemed interminable, and
finally emerged into the cliff dwelling.
I knew it would not do to linger here,
for I was armed only with my revoly-
ers, and my pursuers greatly outnum-
bered me. Without pausing, then,
and with speed accelerated by hear-
ing for the second time the sound of
voices behind me, I pushed up the old
steps to the fort, where I had barely
time to seize my rifle and take a hasty
shot at the foremost brigand as he
stepped from the door of the eliff
dwelling. With a cery he drew back,
and in a moment I realized that I was
in command of the situation. The only
possible way to leave the cliff dwell-
ing was by that flight of steps, the
entire length of which, from my pro-
tected position in the fort, I could
Yweep with my rifle and revolvers. A
little reflection, however, convinced
me that this mastery was mine only
so long as I maintained possession of
the old stone fort. Should I mount
my horse and depart, the bandits
could easily make a rush up the crey-
ice, oceupy the fort themselves and
open a fusilade upon me long before
I was out of range. And even if I
should succeed in reaching the cover
of the timber beyond the open mesa,
the chances would still be against me .
for the country was so broken that it’;
was foolishness to think of pressing
a horse beyond a walk.
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If, on the other hand, I stayed, the
question arose of how long it would
be possible for me to hold out. Days
might pass before a cowboy or pros-
pector came that way; and in the
meantime it would be dangerous to
procure water from the distant spring
and almost certainly fatal to sleep.
It was, perhaps, the sound of excited,
jabbering voices coming up from be-
low that quickened my powers of
thought and decided me to stay;
which, as the cowhoys afterward in-
formed me, was the only thing to do
under the circumstances. I looked at
my wateh. It was half-past seven. It
struck me that this was about the
usual time for breakfast at the Berna-
lillo Ranch. Whether, beginning at
this point, some obscure association
of ideas led up to the notion, or
whether it was one of those inspira-
tions that come to men in the face of
danger, I am not prepared to say, but
across my mind there flashed the re-
membrance of what Mr. Halleck had
told me concerning the propensity of
Buckskin to bolt for home. Perhaps
a Western man, more familiar with
the ways of horses, would have grasp-
ed at it eagerly. To me it seemed a
forlorn hope. But, forlorn or not,
Buckskin was the only one of us three
who could, with safety, depart and
find his way with tolerable certainty
to the Bernalillo Ranch. It was not an
expedient such as I would have select-
ed to hang safely and lie on; but it
was the only one, and I adopted it. On
two or three pages of .y note book
I seribbled a short narrative of my
adventure in the cavern and indicated
to the best of my ability the location
of the old stone fort. Cutting a slit
in the book at either end, I passed a
short strap through these holes and
buckled it securely about the pony’s
neck. Then slipping his halter, I led
him to the gap in the wall, turned his
head outward and told him to go. He
cleared the rubbish at a spring, trot-
ted away a few hundred yards, stop-
ped, looked back, tossed his head as
if to assure himself that he was free,
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and then, breaking into a gallop, dis-
appeared in the timber. All this I saw
with one eye—the other was directed
down the stairway that led to the cliff
dwelling.

Thus the hours dragged slowly by,
the sun beating down upon me with
pitiless intensity through the open
top of the old fort. One o’clock
came, and two, and three, and four.
Then I heard a shout and a trample
of hoofs outside, and presently a
score of cowboys, with Halleck at
their head, came galloping up.

““Liook out!’’ I eried, rushing to the
opening and waving my hand. ‘*Don’t
show yourselves on the edge of the
canoh. There is a man with a gun
on the other side.”’ Instantly they
comprehended and drew together be-
hind the shelter of the fort, while I
hurriedly explained the situation.

““As neat a trap as I ever saw!’’
cried Halleck, when I had finished.
“Two of you boys,”” he continued,
““‘take the loophole, and six others of
you get cover where you can find it
along the rim of the canon and watch
the entrance on the north side. I
told you,”’ he added, turning to me,
‘““that Buckskin was warranted to
come straight home if he was turned
loose.”’

Halleck’s experienced eye saw in a
moment that this method of keeping
the robbers in the cave would be ef-
fective only while daylight lasted, as,
when night fell, they could easily take
advantage of the darkness to slip un-
observed up the side canon and so
escape to the north. His first thonght,
then, was directed to the end of de-
vising some means of getting a part
of his force to the opposite side of
the river.

‘“Boys,”’ he asked, ‘‘is it possible to
cross the Salt anywhere in this viei-
nity ?’’

“I think so, Cap,’ returned one
of the cowboys. ‘“About a mile and
a half above there is a place where
the canon wall is broken on the other
side. On this it is straight up and
down as the side of a house, but we

-
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have our lariats with us and it will
be easy to splice a couple of them
and swing over.”’

““But how about the river?’’ asked
Halleck, trying in vain to get a
glimpse of the water, flowing far be-
neath our feet, without exposing him-
self to danger.

‘“Oh, it is all right,”’ replied an-
other ranchman. ‘‘The water is low
at this season, and I have no doubt
we can almost wade across. At the
worst it will be but a short swim.’’

I did not accompany the expedi-
tion for the north side of the Salt,
and so failed to witness, or to parti-
eipate in, the perilous feat of swing-
ing down into that great gorge'on a
swaying rope. But the light had not
faded when a series of three shots,
the signal agreed upon, told us that
five of our men were on the other bank
and had taken positions to intercept
the flight of the bandits. So skilfully
had our detachment manceuvred that
I was unable to see them move to their
places; but, a little later, the light of
a fire above the north entrance illum-
inated the whole of the little gorge
across from me, and eliminated the
last vestige of possibility of the es-
cape of our prisoners.

So the night fell and passed; and
most of the following day was spent
in devising fruitless plans for the final
capture of the wrobbers. This prob-
lem at length resolved itself into the
alternative of carrying the cavern by
storm, a proceeding which I strongly
advised against, or simply ecamping
down and starving the bandits out.
These latter, driven back into the re-
cesses of their hiding-place by the
well-aimed shots of our men, gave no
sign of activity until about five o’clock
in the evening, when our deliberations
were cut short by the appearance of
a white rag, which, waved from the
point of a stick, was seen projecting
from the cliff dwelling. Halleck, tak-
ing a position where he could see and
hear without exposing himself—for
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we reposed little confidence in the hon-
our of these thieves—began a parley
with the Mexican who held out the flag
of truce. The fellow would not show
himself openly until he received re-
peated assurances of fair play; then
he came out on the platform and of-
fered, on behalf of himself and his
companions, to surrender if guaran-
teed safe conduct to the nearest jail
and a fair trial. He was told that
he and his partners must come, one
at a time, out of the cavern, march
up the steps and enter the fort. First
three Mexicans emerged successively,
holding up their hands and jabbering
in bad Spanish. The fourth man was
an American, who, as soon as he ap-
peared, was recognized by the cow-
boys as a noted desperado. He, as it
afterward came out, was the organizer
and directing spirit of the band, and
he hastened to inform wus that his
surrender was entirely due to the faet
that his cowardly Mexican followers
lost heart when they found them-
selves in a trap.

That evening, this time in company,
I made a seecond and much more lei-
surely exploration of the cavern under
the Salt Canon. In the bandits’ hall
—while the others were examining the
booty and discussing the question of
its ownership—I discovered eleven
large pieces of unbroken prehistorie
pottery, which were handed over to
me without question. The robbers
had employed these ancient vessels
for the utilitarian purpose of holding
their food supplies, and I found them
standing together on a shelf in the
nook.

I left Arizona before the misereants
who made the cavern their headquar-
ters were brought to trial, but a let-
ter afterward from Mr. Halleck in-
formed me me that they had received
the just punishment of their mis-
deeds. The letter also stated that
Buckskin continued to exercise his
penchant for bolting home when by
any means he got loose.



THE GIRL AT THE GATE

From the Painting in the Tate Gallery, Lendon, by George Clausen, a British Painter






WINTER onthe PRAIRIE

4 I YHERE is no doubt that the
true nature-lover enjoys winter
most when he thinks of it dur-

ing the hot days of July, but it is not
really as bad as strangers to the plains
are apt to imagine, and a long walk
over the prairie during the so-called
“dead” months is often a revelation
to persons from the cities. The
prairie is never really dull—even in
December—for there is always some-
thing to stir one’s admiration and in-
terest. To-day, perhaps, it is the
hoar frost on the trees and bushes,
which changes even the most com-
monplace of bluffs into a veritable
fairyland—especially when seen by
moonlight—and, to-morrow, it may be
the ice-flowers, almost equalling those
of the upland Swiss valleys, or, if
one is compelled to stay indoors, the
beautiful designs upon the window-
panes, suggesting flowers and fern
fronds.

Although, being inanimate, it does
not appeal to one as much as some
living creature, even the snow is won-
derfully interesting; a fact, however,
one is liable to overlook if the mere-
ury is very far below the zero mark.
To gather some idea of its beauty,
catch some of the crystals upon a
dark coat-sleeve and examine them,
not necessarily with a mieroscope, for
their detail is clear enough to the
unaided eye, as a rule. Snowy erystals
are rarely alike, but all are formed
npon what may be called the same
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base or framework. Every one has
siXx rays—never more or less—but
that is generally as far as the simi-
larity goes. The rays or branches
may have delicate feathery append-
ages on them of infinite variety, or
the spaces may bhe filled up, making
hexagonal figures. In milder climates
the erystals fall in masses or flakes,
but on the prairie individual speeci-
mens oftentimes may be examined
with ease.

The snow blanket transforms every-
thing, hiding mueh that is unsightly
with a spotless covering, not so beau-
tiful perhaps as the fresh green of
spring and early summer, but yet an
improvement upon the sombre grays
and browns of late autumn. The
wind sometimes acts upon the snow
as the waves do upon a sandy shore,
leaving ripples, but it also carves
many designs by removing the softer
or dryer snow from under the crusts.
The study of these patterns gives one
a faint idea of the importance of wind
as a geological factor, for the surface
of the earth is acted upon in the same
way, and one realises that consider-
able changes might occur under fav-
ourable conditions in the course of a
few centuries, especially when aided
by rain and frost.

Of the commoner prairie mammals,
three turn white—the weasel, the
bush-rabbit, and the jack-rabbit.
This change of colour is very effee-
tive, for the animals are practically
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SHARP-TAILED GROUSE ON THE SNOW
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invisible when still, and one can pass
quite close by any of them without
being aware of it. The change usual-
ly coincides with the early November
snowfalls, but when the snow is late
it is the reverse of helpful to the
animals and they are very conspieu-
ous. I have photographed both bush-
rabbits and jack-rabbits that had
turned completely white before the
snow came. The weasels would be
greatly handicapped if they did not
change colour, for they hunt singly.
and depend largely upon getting close
to their prey without being observed.

It is generally believed that most
of the other small mammals hibernate
all winter, but this is not correct, as

a walk over the prairie through soft
snow will quickly prove. Besides find-
ing many tracks, I have actually seen
that wee creature, the pigmy shrew,
the smallest Canadian animal, on the
snow in December and January, and
also the Drummond vole and little
vole, and have taken the remains of
prairie deer-mice from an owl killed
at Christmas time. One also finds
fresh badger-holes (how powerful
these animals are!) long after the
ground is frozen too hard to cultivate,
and, oceasionally. the only too fresh
trail of a troubled skunk.

The list of winter birds is small,
compared with that of summer. hut
it is noteworthy iust the same. There
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SHARP-TAILED GROUSE ROOSTING



THE SNOWY OWL

are three prairie birds—the horned
larks, woodpeckers and Brewer black-
birds—which stay until some time af-
ter the snow has come. Last year I
saw woodpeckers on the posts of our
corral during the third week of Nov-
ember, and a blackbird on November
920th. The horned larks always stop
until the last minute—indeed, T be-
lieve that in some favoured localities
they stay all winter.

To me, though, the most interesting
of our winter birds are the great
snowy owls, which come from the
north every autumn. They are very
striking in appearance when seen at
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close quarters, although they vary
considerably in markings. Full-
grown specimens will measure more
than five feet from wing-tip to wing-
tip. They are fond of resting-places
giving uninterrupted views of the
surroundings, and the big straw-piles
seattered over the cultivated land suit
them exactly. They are not common
and one rarely sees more than two op
three in a season.

The independence of these power-
ful birds appeals to one very much—
they seem so self-reliant—and know-
ing that they are from the Aretic re-
gions stirs the imagination. On the
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prairie, their principal food appears
to be mice—I have never seen them
attempt to cateh prairie-chickens or
found feathers in the few castings |
have examined, and I have only once
seen them pursue a jack-rabbit. In
their summer home, however, their
food is said to consist of birds, hares
and gophers, and, according to Mac-
farlane. occasionally of the eggs of
ptarmigan and ducks.

Another northern bird that winters
with us is the snowbird which arrives
in late October or early November,
and stays until March or even April.
It is a peculiarly restless but very
handsome little bird, and can easily
be studied at close range if one cares
to scatter food in front of a window.
Tt seems disgraceful that it should be
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killed for food. Small parties wan-
der here and there over the prairie,
seemingly never satisfied, continually
stopping to feed for a few minutes
and then hurrying on. Sometimes
they are numerous, but the last three
or four years I have not seen many
on the plains. They lend a very wel-
come touch of life to the prairie.

The pinnated grouse and sharp-
tailed grouse, both called prairie-
chickens, also stay with us through the
winter. but do not turn white. Big
and strong, and quick on the wing,
they have not many enemies from
November to March, and do not need
the protection of a change of colour.
The sharp-tails will readily come to
food placed on the ground by a win-
dow, and quickly become bold.



A JACKRABBIT ON PLOUGHED LAND AND THE LITTLE VOLE



BY A'GIRL’S GRAVE

If we execlude the sparrows, the
only other winter birds of this dis-
trict are the merry little chickadees,
Whatever the weather they always
seem cheerful, and “work” the bushes
round the sloughs as merrily as
though the cold were but a detail,
On Lesser Slave Lake they stayed
round our camp all winter, feeding
on the seraps thrown out, and became
S0 tame that they would almost take
food from the hand.

Lord Avebury in his book “The
Beauties of Nature” emphasized the
beauty and interest of the ‘common.
place, and as an illustration suggest-
ed how a race of people who had al-
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ways lived underground or in dark.
ness, would appreciate the sunshine,
the clouds and the birds. So many
of us do not really see things—that is,
in the fullest sense of the word, and
miss much that is beautiful. Nature-
study should go hand-in-hand with re-
ligion, for an admiration of some
noble creation inspires a reverence or
respect for its designer, and the more
one knows of the world in which one
lives, and of the living creatures on
it, the more one realizes the power
and wisdom of the Creator. To those
who are willing to see, fow places are
dull and unintoresting—certninly not
the prairie, even in winter,
]

BY A GIRL'S GRAVE
By GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

UNDER this immobile stone
Lies a little girl, alone.

It was a joy her life to see,—
So glad, and virginal, and free!

Her laughter gave the birds of spring

Sweet phrases for their

musicking.

There is no laughter now, nor song,—

Silent she lies

here, all day long.

All day the roses over hep
Blossom and blow; the winds murmur ;
She heeds them not: she does not stir.

A little girl, so soon at rest:
The secret longing unexpressed
Wakened, then paled within her breast,

God knows I loved her; and I know
(E’en though she never whisper’d so)
Her hez}rt was mine, for weal or woe.

And now—she lieg

beneath the roses,

While man his thousand tasks disposes
And the day breaks, and the day closes.



ALONG te &% JOHN VALISY
By TCL. Fcshun

HE early history of New Bruns-
wick is not without its romance.
Historians have given us some-
thing of the French period, which, if
not very complete, is so because there
are probably no written documents
upon which to base a continuous and
sustained story. We have the un-
doubted fact of the discovery of the
River St. John and its naming by
(hamplain. We have something of
the deeds and misdeeds of LaTour and
his dashing lady. Poutrincout and de
Monts pass fitfully across the stage,
and there are incidents given of the
experiences of other French explor-
ers and ecelesiastics on the banks of
the St. John. But a great deal is sur-
rounded with mist which will become
more or less dispelled in time, as
manuseript after manuseript finds its
way into the archives at Ottawa.
The history of the St. John river
up to the coming of the Loyalist is
told by Dr. Raymond. It is amazing
the amount of information he has
managed to accumulate of the Indian
period—or that part of the Indian
period into which the white man’s
advent dovetails. This is the more
creditable, for the Indian has appar-
ently no records of his own, and even
his tradition was extremely limited.
There is nothing to be found among
the aborigines to show where he came
from nor, as far as one can see, any-
thing upon which to base a reasonable
probability as to his origin. But the
fact remains that here he was and
here the Frenchman found him.
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As far as the St. John river country
is econcerned the efforts of the French
explorer have not resulted in a great
deal. When one gets above Grand
Falls a country almost as French as
parts of Quebee is met with. It is
mostly the French Canadian. The
Acadian leaves his impression on the
north shore; the St. John river coun-
try scarcely knows him. But the
French missionary did his work am-
ong the aborigines thoroughly. No
red man along this great waterway
failed to hear the teaching of the
Christian faith as set forth by the
French Catholic missionaries who in
early days found their way hundreds
of miles up the mighty St. John, as
they found their way everywhere
even into the remotest parts of Nortﬁ
America.

After the French visitation, came
the pre-Loyalist immigration from
the New England colonies. The pre-
Loyalist was a worthy enough but far
from picturesque character. He was
something very much like his prote-
type, the puritan of New England, a
good trader, industrious and pra(;t,i-
cal. with a severe and unlovable sort
of religion. Unlike the Frenchman
his work as an explorer and set.tlel:
has had lasting results. Also, unlike
the Frenchman, his peculiar type of
religion has practically died out, anq
his successors remember his serupn.
lous and narrow ideas, in most cases
only to ridicule them.

This article is to deal mainly with
that part of the St. John Valley coun.



A VIEW OF THE ST. JOHN VALLEY AT MEDUCTIC, NEW BRUNSWICK

try lying between Fredericton, the
capital of the Province and Wood-
stock, the principal town of the up-
per St. John Valley. And the reason
is that particular attention is due
this part, from the fact that it was
very early settled, and by very prom-
inent Loyalist families, who had made
real sacrifices at the time of the de-
claration of the American republic.
Nowadays, it is fashionable to have a
Lovalist ancester, and it is very con-
venient, particularly on ocecasions of
weddings and funerals, to announce
that so-and-so is of Loyalist descent.
It was Mark Twain who thought that
there must have been about a million
pessengers on the Mayflower. A good
many families claim Loyalist descent
whose name appear neither in Sabine
nor in the record of those who had
their claims adjusted by the commis-
sioners appointed after the migration,
and which is now ‘easily accessible.
There is no question that the early
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settlers along the St. John river from
Fredericton to Woodstock were Loy-
alists, and, most of them were of some
account. Anothér reason for the spe-
cial mention of this country is that it
affords perhaps the only instance in
Canada or anywhere else of the rich-
est and most fertile section of a land
having been left without railway ac-
commodation for half a century. It
is the most amazing and the most
glaring object lesson of what cannot
be acecomplished when legislators set
their minds on not doing something.
For decades railways have run
through the barren parts of New
Brunswick. MeAdam Junetion, the
most unfertile and rocky place in the
world, has ever since the railways
were first projected been the spot
which the outsider particularly asso-
ciates with this Provinece.

When Confederation was accom-
plished and the question of the build-
ing of the Intercolonial came up. the
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POKIAK FALL AND GORGE, ALONG THE ST. JOHN RIVER,

St. John Valley route was proposed.
With all due deference to the present
route, the valley location was un-
doubtedly the better. But it was pass-
ed by. At that time the people were
kept on tenter hooks wondering whe-
ther the road would go wvia the St.
John river or the north shore, and the
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NEW BRUNSWICK

following poetical appeal to a politi-
cian of the time, to end the agony of
suspense, is worth quoting : :
“Come A
blowing,
And tell us where the railway’s going’’,

stop you puffing and

A bit later in the history of this
fair Dominion, as we all know, the
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valley route was passed over when the
national transcontinental was built
through the middle of the Provinee.
In time the clamour of a long-suf-
fering and considerably 1wfnn]{u] peo-
ple became insistent. Delegations of
huge proportions visited alternately
Fredericton and Ottawa and promises
were exacted from “cornered” politi-
cians on both sides. Anyway, probably
much to the surprise of the people,
the matter was seriously taken in
hand, and four years ago this early
summer the first sod of the St. .John
Valley road was turned at Wood-
stock by the Honourable J. K., Flem-
ming, Premier of the Province. An
excellent road has been bui!t between
Centreville, twenty odd miles above
Woodstock and Gagetown about the
same distance helow. Fredvrif‘.ton. and
a regular train service qstahhsl]ed be-
tween Fredericton and ('m)tym‘lll@. In
earlier days, before the coming of the

bieyele and its luxurious successor the
automobile, nobody saw anything of
the land or the scenery  between
Woodstock and Frederieton excepting
those who passed up and down on a
steamer, which in good seasons ran
about a month or six weeks, or elge
drové with a horse and carriage. Con-
sequently, the people even in New
Brunswick had but the faintest idea
of the nature of the country and the
fertility of the land along the middle
St. John Valley.

There are all the elements to make
the country interesting, from an his-
torical, a picturesque or an economice
standpoint. Venturesome spirits
found their way occasionally up this
far on the St. John. We are told
of a white bov. John Giles, who was
captured by the Indians as far back
as in 1689, and was brought up the
river to “Medock seenecasis”. He
describes the mouth of the Medux-
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nakeag, the river that divides the
town of Woodstock in two, and
empties rather turbulently to-day in-
to the waters of the mother St. John.
Lay Frenchman and the ever zealous
Jesuit poked their noses into every
possible corner of the river, and up-
set the serenity and impassibility of
the native Indian. The Jesuit, at all
times in earnest, if sometimes mistak-
en in method, did his utmost to con-
vert the aborigine. He left a mark,
to be discovered not many years ago,
in a stone with a Latin inseription
setting forth that the Malicites had
erected a church in the year 1717, at
Meductic. the first station of conse-
quence going from ‘Woodstock to
Fredericton. Near Fredericton, again
there was the Indian village of Auk-
paque, frequently visited by the
churchmen in the early days when
French influence alone competed with
the sway of the most enlightened of
all savage peoples.

As time passes, as interest in the
history of this country grows, as here
and there some local historian un-
earths a document, or a letter, more
will come to light of the early days
when the Frenchman paddled up and
down the river. Enough there is al-
ready to touch the imagination of the
tourist, whose steps are led to spend a
holiday along the banks of the St.
John river. But, whatever the
Frenchman said or did, whether he
was a friend or a foe to the Indian,
the time comes when he fades away,
and the robust and somewhat cranky
Loyalist takes his place. And the
Loyalist comes to stay and is staying
in his descendants at the present time.
New Brunswick, more than any other
province, is the creation of the Toyal-
ists. All its history practically. sav-
ing the shadowy passing of the
Frenchman, dates from the Toyalist
migration. He is the strong element
in the Province, the element that sur-
vives and even influences to-day. His-
torians of the Province later on will
tell us of the fight for responsible gov-
ernment—there really was not much
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fight to it. The Family Compact men
were as fond of free institutions as
ever were the Reformers. Only, they
had the jobs and they wanted to keep
them. Just as a party in power at
any time has the jobs and wants to
keep them. The early Family Com-
pact men are not the only persons
who ever wished their sons and cous-
ins and aunts to have government
positions. However, this is an aside.
The Loyalists came first to St. John.
Then, many of them went up the
Kennebecasis and formed the county
of Kings. At a probably later per-
iod, after founding St. Anne (now
Fredericton) they took up lands large-
ly on the western side of the River St.
John between the towns of Frederie-
ton and Woodstock.

And many of these settlers had been
men of real prominence in the colon-
jes whence they came. Very many
had means and valuable property, and
to use the colloquism of the day were
on “Easy Street”. The writer has in
his possession a petition of an ances-
tor, to the British Government for
compensation, in which he patheti-
cally sets forth that before the war
he was in a position where he did not
have to work. But in their new lands
they had to work, and to their credit
be it said, that they took up the new
conditions cheerfully and made the
best of them. We hear of Colonel John
Saunders, a Virginian gentleman, who
had a very large grant about half way
between Woodstock and Fredericton
and named it “The Barony”, no doubt
an association of earlier days. The
Barony still remains as one of the
stations on the new railway. Not far
above Fredericton settled Wetmores
and Lees and Rainsfords, and one or
other of these families gave the name
of Kingsclear to his place. and the sta-
tion of Kingselear is to be found as
vou approach Fredericton. More op
less prominent in the life of the anti-
revolution colonies, these families soon
took the leading part in the newly.
formed province. A Wetmore he.
came Attorney General. a Rainsford—
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always a military family—had a com-
mission in the famous 104th, that first
New Brunswick regiment, which made
the famous march on snowshoes
through the forest to Quebec, at the
time of the 1812 war. Captain
Rainsford was a leading officer and
personally performed many brave
deeds, which have been held in re-
membrance by his descendants, who
would willingly admit that other
traits of the old gentleman were not
altogether above reproach.

These gallant gentlemen brought
with them, among other imports, the
questionable practice of settling fam-
ilv and other social disputes by duel-
ling. Several duels were fought in
and about Fredericton, all but one
harmless, as far as to actual bodily in-
jury. One ended fatally, and as may
be imagined caused no end of hatred
and bitterness in the society life of
the capital. Perhaps the most effec-
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TEMPLE, NEW BRUNSWICK

tual quietus was put to this danger-
ously playful custom by the unex-
pected and intrepid action of the good
Anglican Bishop Medley. Of a Cath-
olic temperament, amid an Erastian
congregation, he amazed all, one Sun-
day in the early days, by his open ex-
cummnication of a participant in a
duel who belonged to one of the weal-
thiest and most influential families
in the community. Something of the
spirit of a Becket in that old pre-
late !

In fact the whole river side was to
a large extent settled by officers and
soldiers who had fought in the regi-
ments composed of loyal Americans
raised during the course of the revolu-
tionary war. They were men from
Delancey’s Brigade. that dashing
corps eulogized by Loyalist writers
and belittled in patriot records. Men
there were of the King's American
Dragoons, dishanded officers and sol-
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diers of the Prince of Wales Ameri-
can Regiment. Here along the river
lands were allotted them according to
their rank or value of services, and
right energetically did they set to
work to cut down the mammoth trees
and form homes where they would be
safe from the machinations of their
arch enemy, the rebellious and victor-
ious George Washington.

Half way between Fredericton and
Woodstock was the hospitable roof of
(‘fap Davidson. And this was a fav-
ourite stopping-place for the travel-
lers of the older families who had the
pleasure of the captain’s acquamtanoe
A valuable record of the early days is
contained in the diary of the Reverend
. Dibblee. who was the first Pro-
testant missionary on the middle and
upper St. John. He eame with the
Loyalists when a mere youth, and
later made a long trip down by eanoe
from Woodstock, where he made his
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later home, to St. John and thence to
Halifax to be ordained by the first
bishop of Nova Seotia, Dr. Inglis. Mp.
Dibblee’s cure extended from at least
half way between Woodstock and
Fredericton to Grand Falls, eighty
miles above the former plaoe and the
record of his baptisms, marriages and
funerals shows the faithful work he
did among the early settlers. His re-
mains lie in the church of the little
parish just below the town of
Woodstock, where are buried many
of the early Loyalists.

Thus it will be seen that one of the
most important settlements of the
Provinee, both in the nature of the
land and in the character of the set-
tlers, was the last to be served with
the modern means of transportation,
without which the most fertile sectlon
can, at the most, mark time. The
distance between Fredericton ang
Woodstock is a little more than sixty
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miles. You have the beautiful St.
John river in sight all the way up
and all the way down. Other rail-
ways-run alongside other rivers, but
there is generally something of a
sameness in the view. Not so along
this portion of the St. John, the
variety of view is what surprises and
delights. Here, you are up on a high
piece of ground and the river is wind-
ing along below, and in the distance
a huge silver snake, cultivated flats
and charmingly wooded heights in the
farther distance. There, you are run-
ning right beside the water, and whe-
ther you look up, down, or across you
have a view for the landscape painter.
It is not enough for the lover of na-
tural seenery to go one way over the
road. You get snatches of landscape
going up-river and other snatches go-
ing down, so that to miss any of it by
reading, whether the reader’s fancy
is to Chesterton’s Orthodoxy or The
Sunday American is equally a sin
against good taste. The river is not
all there is to see. There are flats
beautifully cultivated, islands lying
in the river tilled to the full. The
very grass and grain seem to grow
faster and lift up their heads more
proudly since the land has come out
of the bondage of isolation. It is a

- _ _ —— ———
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pity that in original names were not
found far more of the stations. Me-
ductic is retained, although in years
gone by it nearly suecumbed to the
impossible “Eel River”. But the In-
dian period is well kept in mind by
other names. Pokiok we have still,
but perhaps unavoidably there seems
no place on the railway map for Sho-
gomoe, while something should be
done to revive the name of Aukpaque,
the village in early Indian and French
days, not far from Fredericton, which
rivalled and probably surpassed in
importance “Medoctic”. No names
recalling the French transition ap-
pear to be in use. The Loyalist stamp-
ed his Prince William on a large par-
ish in York county, and there are
many villages and settlements of
which he was the unquestioned god-
father and which he duly named.

A country with a very respectable
past, with a prosperous and comfort-
able present, rich in tradition and
story, rich in soil and wood and

waterway, picturesque in scenery, oe-
cupied by a people more familiar by
a long way with their churches than
their law courts, the upper St. John
valley country will very soon be the
best known and the most extensively
visited portion of New Brunswick.




AS OTHERS SAW US
By oawrence (7 1'75ar/oa:.

HERE is a modest shelf of

books in my library for which

I have a particular affection.
It contains the narratives of travel-
lers who have at one time or another
wandered into this remote corner of
the world, and made notes in their
diaries of the manners and customs
of the inhabitants. When, as a Can-
adian, I feel myself threatened with
an attack of “swelled head,” I find
it an excellent corrective to pull
down one of these volumes and read
what others have said of us. Some-
times the pill is sugar-coated, but
there is generally a more or less bit-
ter tonic underneath, or we may
abandon the metaphor and put it in
another way. I come to you as a
modest showman. I have here an in-
teresting troupe of acrobats, most of
them transatlantie, a few from over
the border. Let me trot them out for
your amusement.

We have three ancient acrobats,
known to history as Samuel Champ-
lain, Jacques Cartier, and Mare Les-
carbot, but we will exeuse them, as
their contortions are not much to our
present purpose. Suppose we make
a beginning with the Baron de La-
hontan and Father Hennepin, rivals
of that other veracious traveller
Baron Munchausen.

Lahontan, in his published Voy-
ages, describes an imaginary conver-
gation with a very improbable Huron
chief whom he calls Adario. Lahon-
tan professes to defend the character
of his fellow countrymen, in Old
France as well as New France, while
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Adario contrasts the manners and
customs of the French with those of
the Hurons, much to the damage of
the former.

“Lying and slandering your breth-
ren,” says Adario, “is a thing that
vou can as little refrain from as eat-
ing and drinking. I never heard
four Frenchmen converse together
without speaking ill of somebody:
and if you knew what I have heard
’em say publicly of the Viceroy, the
Intendant, the Jesuits, and of a thou-
sand people that you know, not ex-
cepting yourself, you would be con-
vinced that the French are very well
versed in defamations. And as to
the business of Lying, I affirm it fop
a truth, that there is not one mer-
chant in this country that will not
tell you twenty lies in selling the
worth of a beaver’s skin in goods:
not to mention the lies they invent in
order to defame their meighbours”

Remembering that splendid hoax
the Rividre Longue, and all that ap.
pertained unto it, we may concede
that the Baron de Lahontan knew g
lie when he saw it, and perhaps we
should take this defamation with g
grain of salt.

As to Louis Hennepin, on second
thoughts I think we had better tell
that over-imaginative traveller tq
stand aside. Anything that he woulg
have to say about Canadians woulq
at least have to be taken in a Pick.
wickian sense.

Dollier de Casson has describeq
the city of Montreal and its people
as they were in the middle of the
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seventeenth century; Charlevoix,
Franquet and others describe New
France, its manners and customs, in
the first half of the succeeding cen-
tury. But we must hurry on to the
narrative of that most entertaining
Swedish traveller and botanist, Peter
Kalm, who visited Canada in 1749,
and has left us a delightfully graphie
picture of the country in the last days
of the French régime.

He first visited Montreal, and then
on the invitation of the Governor-
General sailed down the river to Que-
bee. “As soon,” he says, “as the sol-
diers who were with us saw Quebec
they called out that all those who
had never been there before should
be ducked, if they did not pay some-
thing to release themselves.” Peter
paid up.

Kalm, like a good many other
travellers, was more impressed with
the splendid situation of Quebec than
with the details of the town, the ap-
pearance of its streets, and the in-
terior of the houses. “The floors,” he
writes, “are very dirty in every house
and have all the appearance of being
cleaned but once every year.” Nor
was he quite favourably impressed
with some of the habits of the habit-
ants. “The common people of Can-
ada,” he complains, “may be smelled
when one passes by, them on account
of their frequent use of onions.”

Having come up to Canada from
New England, he naturally draws a
comparison between the people of the
two communities. “The ecivility of
the inhabitants here (Quebee) is
more refined than that of the Dutch
and English in the settlements be-
longing to Great Britain; but the lat-
ter, on the other hand, do not idle
their time away in dressing as the
French do here. The ladies espe-
cially dress and powder their hair
every day, and put their locks in
paper every night [I wonder how
he knows it], which idle custom was
introduced in the English settle-
ments. The gentlemen wear general-
ly their own hair, but some have
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wigs. People of rank are used to
wear laced clothes and all the Crown
officers wear swords. All the gentle-
men, even those of rank, the Gover-
nor-General excepted, when they go
into town on a day that looks like
rain, carry their cloaks on their left
arm. Acquaintances of either sex who
have not seen each other for some
time, on meeting again, salute with
mutual kisses,”

Peter Kalm never missed an oppor-
tunity of questioning those whom he
met, from the Governor-General to
the humble habitant, as to the life
and eustoms of the country. He de-
seribes the form of Government, the
priesthood, the different industries,
and the home life of the people, but
always he comes back to the women
of Canada, who seem to have held
for him a peculiar fascination.

“What 1 have mentioned above,”
he says, “of their dressing their heads
too assiduously, is the case with all
the ladies throughout Canada. On
those days when they pay or receive
visits they dress so gaily, that one is
almost induced to think their parents
possessed the greatest dignities in the
state. The Frenchmen, who consid-
ered things in their true light, com-
plained very much that a great part
of the ladies in Canada had got into
the pernicious custom of taking too
much care of their dress, and squan-
dering all their fortunes and more
upon it, instead of sparing something
for future times.”

Peter evidently got his information
at first hand, for he tells us that one
of the first questions which the ladies
of Canada propose to a stranger is
whether he is married. The next,
how he likes the ladies in Canada,
and whether he thinks them hand-
somer than those of his own country ;
and the third, whether he will take
one home with him. Peter does not
tell us how he parried these embar-
rassing questions.

“There are some differences,” he
says, “between the ladies of Quebee
and those of Montreal; those of the
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latter place seemed to be generally
handsomer than those of the former.
Their behaviour likewise seemed to
be somewhat too free at Quebeec, and
of a more becoming modesty at Mon-
treal. The ladies of Quebee, espe-
cially the unmarried ones, are not
very industrious. A girl of eighteen
is reckoned very poorly off if she can-
not enumerate at least twenty lovers.
These young ladies, especially those
of a higher rank, get up at seven, and
dress till nine, drinking their coffee
at the same time. When they are
dressed, they place themselves near
a window that opens into the street,
take some needlework, and sew a
stitch now and then; but turn their
eyes into the street most of the time.
When a young fellow comes in, whe-
ther they are acquainted with him
or not, they immediately lay aside
their work, sit down by him, and be-
gin to chat, laugh, joke, and invent
double-entendres; and this is reckon-
ad very witty. In this manner they
frequently pass the whole day, leav-
ing their mothers to do all the bus-
iness in the house. In Montreal the
girls are not quite so volatile, but
more industrious.”

If Kalm had only let it rest there
he would have earned the approval of
the 'latter, but the irrepressible old
gossip must go on to say:

“The girls of Montreal are very
much displeased that those at Que-
bee get husbands sooner than they,”
and he explains this incredible state-
ment by asserting that the eligible
young men from France have to land
at Quebee when they reach Canada,
and that that is the end of them, so
far as the girls of Montreal are con-
cerned.

We learn from the Swedish na-
turalist that “the ladies and the
men of distinetion of Montreal wear
fans made of the tails of wild tur-
keys when they walk in the streets
during the intenseness of the heat”.
He also tells us that “the men upon
the whole are more fond of dressing
than the women,” and that they “con-
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stantly carry their looking-glasses
with them on all their journeys,” but
it is only fair to add that he is now
speaking of red Canadians, not white
Canadians.

To offset all this frivolity, let me
not omit the following deails, which
will appeal to the heart of the mod-
ern householder: A pound of hutter
cost eight or ten sols in Montreal (the
sol, according to Kalm, being about
equivalent to a New England penny),
a dozen eggs sold for five sols, which
was considered exorbitant, as they
had previously sold for three sols; a
chicken sold for ten sols, a turkey
for twenty. A common labouring
man got thirty or forty sols a day,
and Kalm explains that the “scarcitg;
of labouring people occasions the
wages being so high”. Finally, a
maidservant who was faithful and
diligent got one hundred livres a year,
or a little more than the modern maid-
servant gets a month.

It is time, however, that we move
forward to the period of English rule
in Canada. One of the earliest tra-
vellers who has left an account of hig
visit to Canada in the latter half of
the eighteenth century is Isaac Welq,
who published a narrative of his jour-
ney through the United States and
Canada in the years 1795, 1796 and
1797. Weld at least conceived a high
opinion of the Hospitality of the peo-
ple of Montreal, English as well ag
French. “They are,” he says, “re-
markably hospitable and attentive to
strangers; they are sociable also
amongst themselves, and fond in the
extreme of convivial amusements. In
winter they keep up such a constant
and friendly intercourse with each
other that it seems then as if the
town were inhabited by but one large
family.”

Of the habitants he says: “Some of
the lower classes of the French Can.
adians have all the gaiety and viva.
city of the people of France; they
dance, they sing, and seem determin-
ed not to give way to care; others, to
appearance, have a great deal of that
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sullenness and bluntness in their
manners characteristics of the people
of the United States; vanity, how-
ever is the ascendant feature in the
character of all of them, and by work-
ing upon that you may make them
do what you please. Few of the men
can read or write; the little learning
there is among the inhabitants is con-
fined to the women ; a Canadian never
makes a bargain, or takes any step qf
importance, without consulting his
wife, whose opinion is generally abid-
ed by.”

Like a good many other travellers,
‘Weld was struck with the fondness of
the French Canadian for his native
tobaceo. “A French Canadian,” he
says, “is scarcely ever without a pipe
in his mouth, whether working with
the oar or plough; whether on foot
or on horseback; indeed, so much ad-
dicted are the people to smoking that
by the burning of the tobacco in their
pipes they commonly ascertain the
distance from one place to another.
Such a place they say is three pipes
off ; that is, it is so far off that you
may smoke three pipefuls of tobacco
whilst you go thither. A pipe, in
the most general acceptation of the
word, seems to be about three-quart-
ers of an English mile.”

From Montreal Weld travelled up
the St. Lawrence to Kingston,
through the Thousand Islands, the
gseenery of which he deseribes as
“peautiful in the highest degree”. He
tells us that it took seven days to
travel from Montreal to Kingston.
Kingston then consisted of about one
hundred houses, and was increasing
rapidly in size. et

He gives us the interesting inform-
ation that the naval officers in Lake
Ontario, if their vessels were not
otherwise engaged, were allowed to
carry cargoes of merchandise from
one port to another, the freight of
which was their perquisite. They also
earried passengers across the lake at
an established price. s

Tt is a little difficult to realize that
in Weld’s day the little town of New-
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ark or Niagara was the political cen-
tre of Upper Canada. On arriving
there by boat he exchanged his tra-
velling clothes “for such as it was
proper to appear in at the capital of
Upper Canada, and at the centre of
the beau monde of the province”
Weld was astonished at the rapid
growth of Niagara, and evidently saw
for it a great future. “So sudden,”
he says, “and so great has the influx
of people into the town of Niagara
and its vicinity been that town lots,
horses, provisions, and every neces-
sary of life have risen within the last
three years nearly fifty per cent. in
value.”

Of Toronto, on the other hand,
Weld has little or nothing to say, be-
yond noting with some surprise the
projected change of the capital from
such a convenient place as Niagara
to York. However, he adds, “A new
city to have been named London was
to have been built on the river form-
erly called La Trenche, but since
called the Thames, and here the seat
of Government was ultimately to
have been fiixed”. Is it not somewhat
disconcerting to some of us to have
London thus spoken of as merely a
town that might have heen?

Just one further mote from Isaae
Weld’s travels. Before leaving Can-
ada and crossing over into the United
States, he mentions the project of a
canal to connect Lake Erie and Lake
Ontario, but thinks it probable that
when the canal is built it will be on
the American side, “The State of New
York being far better able to advance
the large sums of money that would
be requisite than the Provinee of Up-
per Canada either is at present, or
appears likely to be.”

About the same time that Weld
was travelling west through Canada,
an eminent French traveller, the Due
de la Rochefoucault, was journeying
east. Like Weld, he did not think
Toronto worth a personal vigit, and
what he got on hearsay was of a
rather libellous nature. “There have
not been,” he says, “more than twelve
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houses hitherto built in York. They
stand on the bay near the river Don.
The inhabitants do not possess the
fairest character. One of them is the
noted Baty, the leader of the German
families, who, according to the asser-
tion af Captain Williamson, was de-
coyed away by the English. In a cir-
cumference of 150 miles the Indians
are the only neighbours of York.”

That reminds me—and I hope you
will not misinterpret the quotation—
that Jonathan Carver, who travelled
through a portion of what is now
(Canada in 1767, says, “On the north-
west part of this lake (Ontario) is a
tribe of Indians called Mississaugas,
whose town is denominated Toronto.”

Rochefoucanlt spent a few days in
Newark, and compares it with King-
ston, to the disadvantage of the lat-
ter. Toronto, of course, did not en-
ter into the comparison at all.

His comment on news and news-
papers in Upper Canada makes inter-
esting reading at the present day:
“The taste for news,” he says, “is not
by far so prevalent in Upper Canada
as in the United States. Only one
newspaper is printed in Newark; and,
but for the support granted by the
Government, not the fourth part of
the expense of the proprietor would
be refunded by the sale of his papers.
It is a short abstract of the news-
papers of New York and Albany,
accommodated to the principles of
the Government, with an epitome of
the Quebee Gazette. In the front and
back of the paper are advertisements.
It is a weekly paper, but very few
copies are sent to Fort Erie and De-
troit. The newspaper press also
serves for printing the acts of the
Legislature, and the notices and
orders issued by the Governor; and
this is its principal use.”

Rochefoucault, for political rea-
sons, was refused permission by Lord
Dorchester to visit Lower Canada,
and therefore what he has to say
ahont conditions in that Province
wag all obtained at second hand. He
notes for one thing that the only pub-
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lic library then existing in Canada
was in the city of Quebee, and this,
he says, was small,' and consisted
mostly of French books. “No literary
society exists in Canada, and not two
men are known in the whole country
to be engaged in scientific pursunits
from love of the sciences. Except-
ing the Quebec Almanac, not a single
book is printed in Canada.”

It is interesting to compare the
prices of provisions in Lower Canada
in 1795 or 1796, as given by Roche-
foucault, with the prices mentioned
by Peter Kalm as prevalent in 1749,
Rochefoucault says the price of beef
was four sous a pound, mutton six,
veal five, and salt pork eight to twelve.
A turkey cost from eighteen pence to
two shillings, a fowl six to eight sous,
wheat six to seven shillings a bushel,
oats three, Indian corn five to seven,
salt one dollar a bushel, bread two
sous a pound, and butter eight. Day
labourers, he adds, generally earned in
the summer two shillings and sixpence
a day, women half that money; in
winter the wages of the former were
one shilling and three pence a day
and the latter were paid in the samé
proportion. A man servant got five
dollars a month. The rent for a good
convenient house amounted in Quehee
to $130 a year, and in Montreal to
$150.

The opening of the nineteenth cen-
tury brought an ever-increasing tide
of visitors to Canada, and many of
these embodied the results of their
more or less entertaining, and more
or less authentic, observations of Can-
adian life and character, in book
form. Of those whose visits fell
within the first quarter of the nine-
teenth century one may mention
Maude, who came here in 1800; Her-
iot, 1807; Lambert, about the same
time; Hall, 1816; Sansom, 1817 ; Tal-
bot, 1818; Silliman, 1819 ; and Howi-
son, 1822. As there are still several
later visitors clamouring for a hear-
ing, it will not be possible to give
these early Victorian travellers more
than a few words in each case.
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One would almost think that these
visitors to Upper Canada had entered
into a malicious conspiracy to de-
fame, or, what is almost worse, to
ignore, the Queen City of the West.
You will hardly credit it, but John
Maude’s only contribution to our
knowledge of life in Toronto in 1800
is a sea-serpent story. He is writ-
ing from Newark. “A boat,” he says,
“that had sailed from York, the pre-
sent seat of Government, unexpect-
edly returned again; the people on
board relating with great terror their
having seen a great Snake [Snake
with a capital] at least thirty feet
long, which from its rearing its head
and fore-part of its body out of the
water, they conjectured meant to at-
tack them. All this they deposed on
oath before a magistrate. The In-
dians present, who have always a
corroborating story ready (and who
probably came from Hamilton), as-
serted that their people had seen
three such Snakes, and had killed
two.”

Travelling down the lake, Mr,
Maude tells us that he “admires the
sitnation, but not the town of King-
ston”. Montreal fares little better at
his hands than Toronto. It is chiefly
memorable because of a dinner at
the hotel as the guest of Alexander
MeKenzie, “known here by the name
of Nor'west McKenzie”.

This tantalizing traveller tells us
nothing of the dinner, except that it
was a good ome, and that Mr. Me-
Kenzie had no less than thirty of his
friends at table. When one thinks
what John Maude might have re-
corded in his journal, of the conversa-
tion and fur-trade yarns that must
have circulated about this dinner-
table, one would like to shake him.

One glimpse he gives us, in the
course of a visit to a French Can-
adian village, which to some extent
compensates for his neglect of other
opportunities. “Upon this expedi-
tion,” he says, “I had been obliged
to brush up my old French as inter-
preter to the party. I had hitherto

been con&ht to merely proclaim our
Jants; but seeing at this early hour
a young girl standing before a bit of
broken glass in a lindsey-woolsey pet-
ticoat and withont gown, most assid-
uously decorating her hair with
powder, pomatum and ribands, I
asked her if those were not her bridal
ornaments ?

“‘Alas! (said the mother) she
is indeed going to be married!
She is too young; she is scarcely six-
teen; we want her to wait a year or
two, but young girls think it is a fine
thing, this matrimony!” Neither this
mournful speech, nor our presence,
could for a moment withdraw the
damsel’s attention from the decora-
tion of her head; but the entrance of
a young clown had a very different
eftect, as, without ceremony, he went
up and saluted her at her toilette.
The youth appeared to have made no
alteration in his usual dress; hers was
confined to her coiffure; for, without
putting on a gown, she immediately
accompanied him to the door, and,
after kissing her mother, drove off
in a calash to church.” There we
must leave her.

From John Lambert, who visited
Canada half a dozen years after
Maude, we learn, or at any rate we
are told, that Canada in the early
days “presented but few attractions
to the stranger,” and that “its dreary
and uncomfortable wilds, its bleak
and lofty mountains covered one half
the year with snow, repulsed rather
than invited those who visited it”.
After such an opening, we are not
surprised to hear that the “French
Canadians are an inoffensive, quiet
people, possessed of little industry
and less ambition. Yet from the love
of gain, mere vanity, or that restless-
ness which indolence frequently ocea-
sions, they will undergo the greatest
hardships. Their parsimonious fru-
gality is visible in their habitations,
their dress, and their meals; and had
they been as industrious and enter-
prising as they have been frugal and

saving, they would have been the

iRl s Siindiihinet il Lo s e

P TeT ey

| o T fed b et Lo e N

e R L b




128

richest peasantry in the world.” I
wonder what Mr. Bourassa would
think of that?

Lambert tells a story of a traveller
in Lower Canada who carried his pro-
visions with him, and on arriving at
a primitive inn handed a parcel to
the mistress of the house and request-
ed her to make him some tea. He
waited patiently for some time, but
at last the landlady arrived from the
kitchen. “How shall I deseribe his
astonishment,” exclaims TLambert,
“when he beheld the whole pound
of tea nicely boiled, and spread out
on a dish, with a lump of butter in
the middle. The good woman had
boiled it all in the chauderon, and
was placing it on the table as a fine
dish of greens to accompany the gen-
tleman’s cold beef.”

Lambert tells his readers that Can-
adians are not blessed with good com-
plexions; that the women use beet-
root as an inexpensive substitute for
rouge; and, he adds, “even the men
are sometimes vain enough to beau-
tify their cheeks with that vege-
table”. He also mentions that the
education of our forefathers was
“slight and superficial,” and that
“Canadian women were not celebrat-
ed for their domestic knowledge,”
that they found it diffiecult to pro-
cure good servants, that the houses
were badly ventilated and heated al-
most beyond endurance; that there
were only one or two bookstores in
the country, and that these contained
nothing much but sehool-books and a
few old histories. He refers to the
publie library at Quebee, and exclaims
disgustedly, “Novels are the only
books which seem to have any charms
for the modern fair sex, and it is of
little consequence in the opinion of
many how they are written or what
they contain”. Can this have been
written more than a century ago?

We cannot take leave of Lambert
without mentioning the series of in-
imitable coloured illustrations, repro-
dueced from his own drawings—illus-
trations that more than compensate
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for any amount of criticism. One of
them represents an army officer in
Canada, with an immense fur tippet
gracefully wound around his neck
and hanging down to his knees. “I
should not,” says Lambert, “be sur-
prised if those delicate young sol-
diers were to introduce muffs. They
were in general use among the men
under the French Government, and
are still worn by two or three old
gentlemen.”

One sentence must suffice from
George Heriot’s Travels: “The habit-
ants,” he says, “are honest, hospit-
able, religious, inoffensive, uninform-
ed, possessing much simplicity, mod-
esty, and civility.” Not, on the whole,
a bad character to give any similar
population.

Francis Hall, of the Ligkt Dra-
goons, stole away from his arduous
military duties to take a peep at us
in 1816. His point of view may be
gathered from the following comment
on social life in Montreal: “The fur-
traders, or North-westers as they are
familiarly termed, take the lead in
society, for they give the best din-
ners. I met with nothing in the town
which could be called remarkable,”
he says, “except a pathetic address
to a runaway wife from her discon-
solate husband, written on a window-
pane where I lodged.”

He draws an indignant picture of
“England contending for and ex-
pending her best blood and treasure
in defence of a country one-half of
which is little better than a barren
waste of snows, and the other a wild
forest scarcely intersected by a thread
of population”.

Finally, Hall made his way to Up-
per Canada, and I hardly dare to let -
him tell vou what he thought of To-
ronto: “York, being the seat of Gov-
ernment for the Upper Provinece,” he
says, “is a place of considerable im-
portance—in the eyes of its inhabit-
ants; to a stranger, however, it pre.
sents little more than about one hun-
dred wooden houses, several of them
conveniently and even elegantly built,




AS OTHERS SAW US

and I think one, or perhaps two, of
brick. The public buildings were de-
stroyed by the Americans; but as no
ruins of them are visible, we must
conclude either that the destruction
exceeded the desolation of Jerusalem,
or that the loss to the arts is not quite
irreparable. I believe they did not
leave one stone upon another, for
they did not find one. Before the
city, a long flat tongue of land runs
into the lake, called Gibraltar Point,
probably from being very wunlike
@Gibraltar. York, who}[y useless,
either as a port, or military post,
would sink into a village, and the seat
of government be transferred to
Kingston, but for the influence of
those whose property in the place
would be depreciated by the change.”
Now, how did poor muddy little York
manage to survive the damnation of
Lieutenant Hall?

Is there any reader from Ancas-
ter? If so, let him sit up and listen
to Lieutenant Hall. ‘“Ancaster,” he
says, “has a smiling aepect. Its site
is picturesquely grand, and the neigh-
bourhood thickly spread with improv-
ing farms. Ancaster merits to be the
metropolis of Upper Canada.”

We now introduce to your favour-
able notice a couple of American tra-
vellers, Joseph Sansom, apparently of
Philadelphia, who visited Canada in
1817, and Dr. Benjamin Silliman, of
Yale, who came over the border in
1819, for the “gratification of a rea-
sonable curiosity,” and let us hope
that his curiosity was reasonably
gratified. :

Sansom took a hasty dinner at
Montreal, glanced at the public build-
ings, and incontinently fled down the
river to Quebee. After demonstrat-
ing to his own satisfaction that Mont-
gomery would have captured the
town, if it had not been for a trifling
oversight on the part of Benedict
Arnold, Sansom landed in the lower
town, which he deseribes in language
which must have taxed even his gen-
erous vocabulary. “It is,” he says, “a
dismal congeries of the most wretched
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buildings, rising, in darkness visible,
amidst every kind of filth, between
the rock and the river. I quitted the
narrow confines with the alacrity of
a fugitive escaping from the confine-
ment of a prison (though here, in dirt
and darkness, hundreds stink con-
tent) by a long flight of steps, end-
ing in slope after slope, down which
trickles perpetually the superfluous
moisture of the upper town, the
streets of which, in wet weather, are
rinsed over the heads of the luckless
passenger by those projecting spouts
which are so common in the anti-
quated towns of Germany.” Having
at last reached the upper town, San-
som takes a somewhat more cheerful
view of things, but it is well that we
should hurry him off to Upper Can-
ada before he has another fit of lan-
guage. He never actually got there,
but his philosophical comment on the
country and its inevitable destiny is
worthy of our most serious consid-
eration.

“Canada,” he says, “fattens on the
wealth of Britain, and the most re-
fined policy would dictate to the
United States to leave the unpro-
fitable possession to burn a hole in
the pockets of its possessor. As for
Upper Canada, it is, in fact, an Am-
erican settlement—the surplus popu-
lation of the State of New York; and
it will sooner or later fall into our
hands by the operation of natural
causes, silent but sure; or if we should
become too wise to extend our un-
limited territory, a powerful colony
of American blood must in time be-
come an independent nation, and will
naturally be to us an amicable neigh-
bour.” So much for Sansom.

Dr. Silliman is a different type of
visitor. He is charmed with the situa-
tion, the solidity, and even the air of
antiquity of Montreal. “We easily
feel,” he says, “that we are a great
way from home.” The comfort, clean-
liness, and quiet effectiveness of the
service in the hotel where he spent
the night were all that could be de-
sired. Nothing, however, more strik-
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ingly illustrates the difference in
mental attitudes than a comparison
of Silliman’s description of the low-
er town in Quebee with the jaundiced
picture drawn by Sansom. “As we
passed along the streets of the lower
town,” says Silliman, “I could well
have thought that we were in Wap-
ping of London. A swarming popu-
lation among whom sailors were con-
spicuous; the cheering heigho! of the
latter, working in the ships; the vari-
ous merchandise erowded into view
in front of the shops and warehouses;
the narrow, compact streets, absolute-
ly full of buildings; the rattling of
innumerable carts and drays, and all
the jargon of discordant voices and
languages, would scarcely permit us
to believe that we were arrived in a
remote corner of the civilized world.”
The only thing he found to criticize
in Canada was the bread, which he
says was generally sour, dark-colour-
ed, and bitter.

John Howison, of the East India
Company, adds nothing of moment to
our gallery of pictures, beyond a
characteristically Oriental deserip-
tion of the Thousand Islands, the
seene reminding him of the Happy
Islands in the Vision of Mirzah. By
the way, I had almost forgotten to
mention that he found “nothing the
least interesting or remarkable” in
Kingston ; but pauses to wonder why
the seat of government had not been
removed there from York, the form-
er, “although not altogether unex-
ceptionable, having from its position
and resources many more claims to
this distinetion than York™.

Time will not permit us to linger
with Talbot, except to note in pass-
ing that he praised unreservedly the
comfort of the river steamers plying
between Quebec and Montreal; that
he refers to the Bank of Montreal,
in a patronizing way, as that “infant
concern,” and solemnly condemns the
“grossness of manners and semi-bar-
barism” of Canadians.

Later visitors—MecGregor in 1833,
Theller in 1837, Arfwedson in 1834,
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Brown in 1840, Walker in 1839, Koh}
in 1856, Trollope in 1861, and Berry
in 1878—must also for the most part
be brushed unceremoniously aside.
Kohl was not at all properly impress-
ed with the dignity of Bytown; but
praises the “vast and solid quays of
freestone” at Montreal, “for the like
of which London itself sighs in vain®,
Trollope mentions, with dubious
appreciation, the plank walks of
Quebec. “I should say,” he remarks,
“that the planks are first used at To-
ronto, then sent down to Montreal,
and when all but rotted out there,
are again floated off to be used in the
thoroughfares of the old French cap-
ital.” His comment on Montreal is
brief and pithy: “Over and beyond
Sir William Logan, there is at Mont-
real for strangers the drive around
the mountain, not very exciting,. and
there is the tubular bridge.” His final
fling is at Sherbrooke: “I have said,”
he remarks, “that the Canadians here-
abouts are somewhat slow. As we
were driving back to Sherbrooke it be-
came necessary that we should rest
for an hour or so in the middle of
the day, and for this purpose we stop-
ped at a village inn. Tt was a large
house, in which there appeared to be
three public sitting-rooms of ample .
size, one of which was occupied as a
bar. In this there were congregated
some six or seven men, seated in arm-
chairs round a stove, and among them
I placed myself. No one spoke ga
word either to me or to anyone else.
No one smoked, and no one read, nor
did they even whittle sticks. I asked
a question, first of one and then of -
another, and was answered with mono-
syllables. So I gave up any hope in
that direction, and sat staring at the
big stove in the middle of the room
as the others did. Presently anothel;
stranger entered, having arrived in
a wagon as I had done. He entereq -
the room and sat down, addressing
no one, and addressed by mno one.
After a while, however, he spoke,
‘Will there be any chance of dinner
here? he said. ‘I guess there’ll he
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dinner by-and by,” answered the
landlord; and then there was silence
for another ten minutes, during
which the stranger stared at the stove.
‘Is that dinner any way ready? he
asked again. “I guess it is,” said the
landlord. And then the stranger
went out to see after his dinner him-
self. When we started, at the end of
an hour, nobody said anything to us.
The driver ‘hitched’ on the horses, as
they call it, and we started on our
way, having been charged nothing
for our accommodation. That some
profit arose from the horse provener
is to be hoped.”

In justice to Trollope, one must not
overlook his fine tribute to the splen-
did site and architecture of the Par-
liament Buildings at Ottawa, and
to that noble piece of Norman, the
University building in  Toronto.
“The university,” he says, “will take
rank after, but next to, the buildings
at Ottawa. Tt will be the second piece
of noble architecture of Canada, and,
as far as I know, on the American
continent.” Some of us will be in-
clined to think that Trollope’s judg-
ment still holds good.

A word or two from Dr. Walter’s
“Trifles from My Portfolio” may be
regarded as a wholesome corrective.
“They showed us,” he says, “Chrys-
ler’s Farm, a scene of some bloodshed
in the late war; and our guide ap-
peared to suppose that this slight af-
fair was as well known to Fame as
Marathon or Waterloo.”

I wonder if there may not be some
truth in the comparison which James
B. Brown draws, in his “Views of
Canada.” between the courtesy and
real politeness of French Canadians
of all ranks, and the comparative ab-
sence of these qualities among Eng-
lish-speaking Canadians; as well as
in his shrewd guess that the somewhat
patronizing attitude of the latter to-
ward the former, whom they find
lacking in certain hardier qualities,
has done much to “widen the breach
which ecustoms, laws, and language
naturally placed between the races”.
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From Berry there is space for only
one morsel of wisdom (or folly, as the
case may be). He visited Ottawa
about July, 1878, and informs his
readers that the chief industries of
the capital are heat, polities, and
most infamous lucifer matches. O
Shade of Eddy, listen to that!

From Lady Monck we get no balm
for our wounded feelings. “We were
much disgusted,” she writes, in 1864,
“with the squalid look of Ottawa
; the streets were so rough, like
dirt roads looks as if it was
at ‘’other end of nowhere’ e o
the hotel clean but third-rate, and
the food looked and tasted uneivil-
ized.”

I am not sure that we can legiti-
mately count Susanna Moodie among
our visitors from over the water, but
after all when she wrote “Roughing
it in the Bush” (1832), and even
“Life in the Clearings” (1840), she
was studying Canadian life and char.
acter from the point of view of an
Old Country woman. In any event,
one would not wish to overlook her
shrewd comments, often severe but
never unkindly, on the manners and
customs of our forefathers in Upper
Canada. Some of her eriticism has
no very direet application to present
conditions; but a good deal of it we
may still take to heart—if we have
reached a sufficiently humble mood.

Mrs. Moodie is a born story-teller,
and she is hardly within sight of Que-
bee before she has some of her fellow-
passengers commenting on the falls of
Montmorency :

“It may be a’ vera fine,” says one,
“but it looks na’ better to my think-
in’ than hanks o’ white woo’ hung out
o’er the bushes.”

“Weel,” cries another, “thae fa’s
are just bonnie; ’tis a braw land nae
doubt, but no’ just so braw as auld
Scotland.”

“Hoot, mon! hauld your eclavers”
said a third, “We shall a’ be lairds
here, and ye maun wait a muckle time
before thae wad think aucht of you
at hame.”



132

I do not think we have had any
light on Belleville from earlier visit-
ors, but here is Susanna Moodie on
the market-place at Belleville:

“Tt is eurious to watch the traits of
character exhibited in buyer and sell-
er. Both exceed the bounds of truth
and honesty. The one, in his eager-
ness to sell his goods, bestowing upon
them the most unqualified praise; the
other depreciating them below their
real value, in order to obtain them
at an unreasonably low price.

“ Pine beef, ma’am, exclaims an
anxious buteher, watching with the
eye of a hawk a respectable citizen’s
wife as she paces slowly and irre-
solutely in front of his stall, where
he has hung for sale the side of an
ox, neither the youngest nor fattest.
‘Fine, grass-fed beef, ma’am—none
better to be had in the district. What
shall T send you home—sirloin, ribs,
a tender steak?

“ Tt would be a difficult matter to
do that,” responds the good wife, with
some asperity in look and tonme. ‘It
looks hard and old; some lean cow
you have killed, to save her from
dying of comsumption.

“No danger of the fat setting fire
to the lum, suggests a rival in the
trade. ‘Here’s a fine veal, ma’am,
fatted upon the milk of two cows.

“T,00ks, says the comely dame,
passing on to the next stall, ‘as if it
had been starved on the milk of

one.’”

When Mrs. Moodie discusses the
women of Upper Canada, one feels
that she must be on familiar ground,
and whatever she says must be ac-
cepted unreservedly, for it is, of
course, a well-known fact that one
woman never misjudges another.

“Among the women,” she says, “a
love of dress exceeds all other pas-
sions. . Could Raphael visit
(Canada in rags, he would be nothing
in their eyes beyond a common sign
painter. : The Canadian wo-
men, while they retain the bloom and
freshness of youth, are exceedingly
pretty, but these charms soon fade.
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The early age at which they
marry, and are introduced into so-
ciety, takes from them all awkward-
ness and restraint. A girl of four-
teen can enter a crowded ballroom
with as much self-possession as a
matron of forty. I have hard-
ly ever seen a really plain Canadian
girl in her ’teens, and a downright
ugly one is almost unknown. S
The Canadian lady dresses well an
tastefully and carries herself easily
and gracefully.”

I suppose we all knew that our
grandmothers, or great-grandmoth-
ers, were politely supposed to be “de-
licate,” but how, or why, has remained
a mystery to most of us. Mrs. Moodie
does not throw much light on the
why, but she gives us some idea of
the how. “This term delicate,” she
says, “is a favourite one with young
ladies here, but its general applica-
tion would lead you to imagine it an-
other term for laziness. It is quite
fashionable to be delicate, but hor-
ribly vulgar to be considered eapable
of enjoying such a useless blessing ag
good health. T knew a lady who, when
I first came to the colony, had her
children daily washed in water almost
hot enough to scald a pig. On being
asked why she did so, as it was not
only an unhealthy practice, but would
rob the little girls of their fine colonr.
she exclaimed, ‘Oh, that is just what
I do it for. I want them to look de-
licate. They have such red faces, and
are as coarse and healthy as country
girls.’” Poor little beggars!

Mrs. Moodie’s pictures of family
life in Upper Canada are somewhat
bewildering. She pats us on the
shoulder with one hand and boxes
our ears with the other. “The har-
mony,” she says, “that reigns among
the members of a Canadian family
is truly delightful. They are not g
quarrelsome people in their own
homes. No contradicting or disput-
ing or hateful rivalry is to be seen
between Canadian brothers and sis.
ters. They cling together through
good and ill report, like the bundle
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of sticks in the fable; and I have
very seldom found a real Canadian
ashamed of owning a poor relation.
This to me is a beautiful feature in
the Canadian character.”

Kind of her say so—but wait, here
ecomes the slap!

“The simplicity, the fond, confiding
faith of childhood, is unknown in
Canada. There are no children here.
The boy is a miniature man—know-
ing, keen, and wide awake; as able
to drive a bargain and take an ad-
vantage of his juvenile companion as
the grown-up, world-hardened man.
The girl, a gossiping flirt, full of van-
ity and affectation, with a premature
love of finery, and an acute percep-
tion of the advantages to be derived
from wealth and from keeping up a
eertain appearance in the world. . . .

“Age, in Canada, is seldom honour-
ed. You would imagine it almost a
erime for anyone to grow old—with
such slighting, cold indifference are
the aged treated by the young and
strong. It is not unusual to hear a
lad speak of his father as the ‘old fel-
low. the ‘old boy,’ and to address a
gray-haired man in this disrespectful
and familiar manner. This may not
be apparent to the natives themselves,
but it never fails to strike every
stranger that visits the colony.”

Now a word or two for the men.
“Men in Canada,” says Mrs. Moodie,
“may call one another rogues and mis-

creants, in the most approved Bil-
lingsgate, through the medium of the
newspapers, which are a sort of safe-
ty-valve to let off all the bad feelings
and malignant passions floating
through the country, without any
dread of the horsewhip. Hence it is
the commonest thing in the world to
hear one editor abusing, like a pick-
pocket, an opposition brother; calling
him a reptile, a crawling thing, a cal-
umniator, a hired vendor of lies”.

Nevertheless, Mrs. Moodie had on
the whole a warm spot in her heart
for the people of Upper Canada.
“They are naturally a fine people,”
she says, “and possess capabilities
and talents, which, when improved
by cultivation, will render them se-
cond to no people in the world, and
that period is not far distant.”

Finally, let us bask in the warmth
of her praise of Toronto, in grateful
contrast to the cold malignity of ear-
lier travellers. “There is,” says Mrs.
Moodie, “a fresh, growing, healthy
vitality about this place that cannot
fail to impress a stranger very fore-
ibly the first time he enters it. He
feels instinctively that he sees before
him the strong throbbing heart of this
gigantic young country, and that
every powerful vibration from this
ever-increasing centre of wealth and
civilization infuses life and vigour
through the whole length and breadth
of the province.”
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II.—THE RATION PARTY

RIFLEMAN lay snoring in
Athe soft slush on the floor of

the trench, his arms doubled
under him, his legs curved up so that
the knees touched the man’s jaw. As
I touched him he shuffled a little,
turned on his side, seeking a more
comfortable position in the mud, and
fell asleep again. A light glowed in
the dug-out and someone in there
was singing in a low voice a melan-
choly rag-time song. No doubt a fire
was now lit in the corner near the
wall, my sleeping place, and Bill
Teake was there preparing a mess-
tin of tea.

The hour was twilight, the hour of
early stars and early starshells, of
dreams and fancies and longings for
home. It is then that all objects take
on strange shapes, when every jut-
ting traverse becomes alive with queer
forms, the stiff sandbag becomes a
gnome, the old dug-out, leaning wear-
ily on its props, an ancient crone,
spirits lurk in every nook and corner
of shadows; the sleep-heavy eyes of
weary men see strange visions in the
dark alleys of war. I entered the
dug-out. A little candle in a winding
sheet flared dimly in a niche which T
had cut in the wall a few days ear-
lier. Pryor was sitting on the floor,
his hands clasped round his knees,
and he was looking into infinite dis-
tances. Bill Teake was there, smok-
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ing a cigarette, and humming his rag-
time tune. Two other soldiers were
there, lying on the floor, and probably
asleep. One was covered with a blan-
ket, but his face was bare, a sallow
face with a blue, pinched nose, a we
hairy jaw, and an open mouth that
gaped at the rafters. The other man
lay at his feet, breathing heavily. Ng
fire was lit as yet.

“No rations have arrived ?” I asked.

“No blurry rations,” said Bill
“Never no rations now, nothink now
at all. I ’ad a loaf yesterday, and I
left it in my pack in the trench, anq
when I came to look for’t, it was
gone.”

“Who took it?” I asked.

“Ask me another!” said Bill with
crushing irony. “’Oo ate the first
bloater? Wot was the size of
great-grandmuvver’s boots when sghe
was twenty-one? But ’oo pinched
loaf! And men in this erush that
would pinch a dead mouse from g
blind kitten? Yer do ask some ques-
tions, Pat!”

“Bill and T were having a disens.
sion a moment ago,” said Pryor, in.
terrupting. “Bill maintains that the
army is not an honourable instity.
tion and that no man should join it
If he knew as much as he knows now
he would never have come into it
I was saying that—"

“Oh, you were talkin’ through yep
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‘at, that’s wot you were,” said Bill.
“The harmy a place of honour indeed !
’Oo wants to joint it now? Nobody as
far as I can see. The married men
say to the single men, “‘You go and
fight, you slackers! We'll stay at
"ome ; we "ave our old women to keep !’
Sayin’ that, the swine!” said Bill,
angrily. “Them thinkin’ that the sin-
gle men ’ave nothin’ to do but to go
out and fight for other men’s wives.
Blimey ! that ain’t ’arf cheek |”’

“That doesn’t alter the fact that
our cause is just,” said Pryor. “The
Lord God of Hosts is with us yet,
and the Church says that all men
should fight—except clergymen.”

“And why shouldn’t them parsons
fight ?” asked Bill. “They say, ‘Go and
God bless you’ to us, and then they
won’t fight themselves. It’s against
the laws of God, they say. If we ’ad
all the clergymen, all the M.P.’s, the
Kaiser and Crown Prince, Krupp and
Von Kluck, and all these ’ere blokes
wot tell us to fight, in these ‘ere
trenches for a week, the war would
come to an end very sudden.”

Pryor rose and tried to light a fire.
Wood was very scarce, the paper was
wet and refused to burn.

“No fire to-night,” said Bill in a
despondent voice. “T'wo pieces of wood
on a brazier is no go; they look like
two cross-bones on a ’earse.”

“Are rations coming up to-night?”
I asked. The ration wagon had been
blown to pieces on the road the night
before and we were very hungry
now.

“I suppose our grub will get lost
this night again,” said Bill. “It’s al-
ways the way. I wish I was shot like
that bloke there.”

“Where?” I asked.

“There,” answered Bill, pointing at
the man with the blue and pinched
face who lay in the corner. “’E’s

e west.”

“No,” I said. “He’s asleep!”

“’E’ll not get up at revelly, ’im,”
gaid Bill. “’E’s out of the doin’s for

. ’E got wounded at the door
and we took 'im in. ’E died . . .
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I approached the prostrate figure,
examined him, and found that Bill
spoke the truth.

“A party has gone down to Loos
for rations,” said Pryor, lighting a
cigarette and puffing the smoke up
towards the roof.

“They’ll be back by eleven, I hope.
That’s if they’re not blown to pieces.
A lot of men got hit coming down last
night, and then there was no grub
when they got the dumping ground.
“This man,” I said, pointing to the
snoring figure on the ground. “He
is all right?”

“Dead beat only,” said Pryor; “but
otherwise safe. I am going to have a
kip now if I can.”

So saying he bunched up against
the wall, leant his elbow on the
brazier that refused to burn, and in
a few seconds he was fast asleep. Bill
and I lay down together, keeping as
far away as we could from the dead
man, and did our best to snateh a few
minutes.

We nestled close to the muddy floor
across which the shadows of the beams
and sand-bags crept in ghostly play.
Now the shadows bunched into heaps,
again they broke free, lacing and in-
terlacing as the lonely candle flared
from its niche in the wall.

The air light and rustling was full
of the scent of wood smoke from a
fire ablaze round the traverse, of the
smell of mice, and the soft sounds
and noises of little creeping things.

Shells travelling high in air passed
over our dug-out; the Germans were
shelling the Loos road and the wa-
gons that were coming along there.
Probably that one just gone over had
hit the ration wagon. The light of
the candle had failed and died ; the
night full of depth and whispering
warmth swept into the dug-out, cloak-
ed the sleeping and the dead, and set-
tled, black and ghostly in the corners.
I fell asleep.

Bill tugging at my tunic awoke me
from a horrible nightmare. In my
sleep T had gone with the dead man
from the hut out into the open. He
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walked with me, the dead man, who
knew that he was dead. I tried to
prove to him that it was not quite
the right and proper thing to do, to
walk when life had left the body. But
he paid not a sign of heed to my de-
elamation. In the open space between
our line and that of the Germans the
dead man halted and told me to dig a
grave for him there. A shovel came
into my hand by some strange means,
and I set to work with haste; if the
(Germans saw me there they would
start to shell me. The sooner I got
the job done the better.

“Deep?” 1 asked the man when I
had laboured for a space. There was
no answer, I looked up at the place
where he stood to find the man gone.
On the ground was a short white
stump of bone. This I was burying
when Bill shook me.

“Rations ’ave come, Pat,” he said.

“What’s the time now?” I asked,
getting to my feet and looking round.
A fresh candle had been lit; the dead
man still lay in the corner, but Pryor
was asleep in the blanket.

“About midnight,” said my mate,
“or maybe a bit past. Yer didn’t arf
’ave a kip.”

“T was dreaming,” I said. “Thought
T was burying a man between the
(ferman lines.”

“You’ll soon be buryin’ a man or
two,” said Bill.

“Who are to be buried ?” T asked.

“The ration party.”

“What !”

“The men copped it comin’ up
’ere,” said Bill. “Three of ’em were
wiped out complete. The others es-
caped. I went out with Jones and
O’Meara and collared the grub. T’m
just going to light a fire now.”
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“Tll help you,” I said, and began
to cut a fresh supply of wood which
had come from nowhere in particular
with my clasp knife.

A fire was soon burning merrily, a
mess-tin of water was singing, and
Bill had a few slices of bacon on the
mess-tin lid ready to go on the brazier
when the tea came off.

“This is what I call comfy,” he
said. ‘Gawd, I’'m not arf ‘ungry. I
could ate an ’0ss.”

1 took off the tea, Bill put the lid
over the flames, and in a moment the
bacon was sizzling.

“Where’s the bread, Bill #” T asked.

“In that there sandbag,” said my
mate, pointing to the bag beside the
door.

I opened the bag and brought out
the loaf. It felt very moist. I looked
at it and saw that it was coloured
dark red. :

“What’s this?” 1 asked.

“Wot?” queried Bill, kicking Pryor
to waken him.

“This bread has a queer colour,” I
said. “See it, Pryor?”

Pryor gazed at it with heavy eyes.

“Tt’s red,” he muttered.

“It’s colour is red,” I said.

“Red,” said Bill. “Well, we’re
damned ’ungry now any’ow. I'd ate
it if it was covered with rat poison

“How did it happen?” I asked.

“Well, it’s like this,” said Bill. “The
bloke as was carryin’ it got it in the
chest. The rations fell all round *im
and ’e fell on top of ’em. That’s why
the loaf is red.” :

We were very hungry, and hungry
men are not fastidions. We made g
good meal.

When we had eaten we went

and buried the dead. b S

7

The next and third sketeh of this series is entitled ‘¢ Wounded’’.




CONSTANTINOPLE
The City of a Thousand Glours
By F lorence ¥iithrow:

PART 1.—'STAMBOUL AND SCUTARI

East both “Far” and “Near”, but
no more curious and abnormal
place is there than the ill-fated city
of Constantinople, which is likely
soon to be again the cynosure of all
eyes. The “City of Fates” is a true
and timely name for this great East-
ern metropolis, for, long before the
Cmsars, Byzantium had an ancient
history: founded by the Megarians
(Greeks) in the eighth century B.C.,
destroyed by the Persians in the sixth,
re-colonized by the Dorians and Ton-
jans in the fifth, contended for by the
Lacedemonians, the Athenians and
the Macedonians* in the fourth, sub-
dued by Philip’s mighty son, Alex-
ander the Great (331 B.C.), held
under tribute by the Sythians, domin-
ated by the Romans (name changed
by Constantine (330 A.D.), besieged
by the barbarians, conquered by the
Ottoman Turks (1453), held to the
t hour by the fanatical Moslem.
We should like to make this wholly
an historieal sketch, since so chequer-
ed is the history, but on account of
present interest we shall treat rather
the city of to-day as we found it in
three recent visits.
Since each of 1’&1: fo::l citifes within
Constantinople a tale of its own,
let us first I‘;ell that of Roman and

STRANGELY anomalous is the

Mussulman ’Stamboul and of Asiatic
Scutari. Who can pipe a lay to the
great city on the Bosphorus without
first singing the beauty of its shores,
lapped by the blue waters of the Mar-
mora, reflected in the Golden Horn
and the mirror of Sweet Waters, and
laved by the emerald Straits which
lead to the dark expanse of the Black
Sea? No terrestrial city is so glori-
ously enthroned upon uplifted hills
or has so shimmering a footstool of
pellucid waters extending along a
frontage of twenty-two miles and
forming an indented harbour of ideal
beauty.

The approach to ’Stamboul from
Seraglio Point is like a scene from
the Arabian Nights. Rose tinted in
the setting sun, a glow suffuses the
phantom city, veiling it from distinet
view, but revealing slender minarets
and lofty towers, golden domes and
gleaming cupolas, silvery kiosks and
tinted pavilions. Lights and forms
appear which seem never to have been
on land or sea. Your eye becomes en-
chanted and your imagination be-
wildered at this ethereal and fantas-
tic beauty, for no city on this planet
presents so mysterious and luminous a
vision.

To be sure disillusionment follows
disembarkation, but not everywhere is

* During the siege of Philip of Macedon, the Byzantines were saved from capture

a streak of light, which revealed the enemy. To commemorate this Divine aid,
as they believed it, they chose the crescent as the city’s erest, which symbol, origin-
ally Byzantine, was adopted by the Turks upon their conquest in 1453,
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it so, for the place abounds in beauty
spots as well as in sordid sights.

Go within the spacious area of a
Sultan’s mosque with its courts and
corridors filled with fluttering pig-
eons; lift your eye to the stupendous
central dome and to the lesser domes
resting on strangely shaped roofs;
gaze still higher upon the ivory min-
arets, slender as a lily stalk and chis-
elled into lace work, whence the muez-
zin calls to prayer. Some one has well
said that the Prophet chose wisely
when, as a summons to the faithful, he
gelected the human voice rather than
the trumphet of the Israelites or the
bell of the Early Christians, else one
of the most beautiful features of
human architecture, the graceful min-
aret, would have been lost to the
world in some heavier structure.

From gazing in wonderment upon
the lovely shafts you rest a while and
wateh the ablutions of devout Mos-
lems at the marble fountain and note
the colours of the porcelain tiles and
the tiny glass mosaics. Afterward, in
drawing near the mosque, you exam-
ine the heavy portals, rich in metal
studding, then tread across the Orien-
tal rugs and look aloft upon the
forest of chandeliers hanging from the
vaulted roof. Later you penetrate
the upper sanctury to the Kabla (or
holy niche toward Mecca), encrusted
with mosaies and arabesque, and ob-
serve the near-by pulpit inlaid with
mother-of-pearl and sandal-wood. Per-
chance you will then turn to a grated
window and peer through the richly-
jewelled panes to a quiet inner court.
In your study of the scores of artistie
features of a great temple of the faith
of Islam you are convinced that here
is Art of supreme merit.

For beauty of another sort you wan-
der away to an ancient cemetery, with
jts centuries of desolation. It is sure
to be set in a sombre grove of
cypresses, with here and there a gig-
antic plane tree or a spreading syca-
more. Scattered in confusion and
neglect are a myriad graves. A
erudely cut stone turban supported
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on a stone prop is the most common
type of tomb-stone. Others are flat
slabs carved with Arabic letters long
since worn away, or prism-shaped
mounds broken down by the hand of
time. Every cemetery is on a hill-
side, ‘some overlooking dark waters
whence come black shadows which fill
your soul with awe. Around is a city
full of dead in deserted graves hid-
den beneath ruins, with no evidence
of care or remembrance. Such is the
pitiful spectacle of many long-forgot-
ten burial-places in the East.

The solitude and neglect is depress-
ing. You hasten to the world of life
and find yourself in a crowded thor-
oughfare of present-day ’Stamboul.
The street is dirty. No corps of
“white angels” sweeps up the daily
litter from incessant trains of camels
and of heavily laden donkeys and ox-
carts. You are jostled in the throng
and rub shoulders with a dozen races,
the Turk, Arab, Greek, Armenian
Syrian, Egyptian, Russian, Cancasian
Circassian, Kurd, Croat, Balkan
Mongolian, each in his native dress:

You stand amazed and feel like g
characterless pygmy in your plain
black suit. Before you pass giant A}l
banians and grizzled Montenegrins,
hardy mountaineers, in coarse white
kilts. Then comes an agile Serb or g
burly Bulgar in fur-trimmed gap-
ments. Next follows a clumsy Russian
in wadded blouse and high, padded
boots, or a fierce Cossack in shag
frieze, or maybe a quiet-eyed Syrian
in Byzantine robes, in company with
a sad-faced Armenian swathed jn
black, symbolic of his martyred race.
A Tartar in sheepskins, a Nubian in
white cotton, a Persian in brightly.
dyed silks, with Astrakan trimmin
joins in this cosmopolitan procession.
Perhaps an alert Egyptian in soft.
toned mantle or a swarthy Bedouin in
camel’s hair will pass, for the chilg
of the desert is a nomad and wanders
from the Libyan and Arabian deserts
to the northern mart as does the Caire
merchant who comes hither from Popg
Said in a modern steamship.
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Although bewildered by this human
kaleidoscope you bethink yourself and
move on to the Grand Bazaar. In
spite of having been frequently burn-
ed, the hoary walls of this massive
structure still stand. It is a vast edi-
fice, with hundreds of cupolas to give
light and air, and a labyrinth of
arcades in whose recesses are innum-
erable small booths. All Eastern
bazaars have covered streets with tiny
niche-like shops, but nowhere, not
even in the famous vaulted Bazaar
of Damasecus, is there a building com-
parable to the medieval structure of
’Stamboul. Its arches and pillars are
of noble proportions, and, although
sadly decayed and damaged, they
show remants of florid decoration of
their gorgeous prime. Of course all
bazaars are not as sumptuously hous-
ed and often are merely alleys of
shacks, covered with indiscriminate
and nondeseript sacking and matting.

It may be affirmed truthfully that
all bazaars are crowded, that the ac-
tivity is incessant and the noise per-
Betual. The wares may be termed

infinite” and “eternal,” both in point
of quantity and of style, for from the
golden age of Soloman and Selim to
the year 1916 they have remained un-
" ehanged. What we brought home in
recent years is precisely the same in
kind as our father bought thirty years
. The tinsel work, arabesque, fili-
gree, silk and gold embroideries, em-
bossed and encrusted leather, carved
and inlaid woods, metal and silver
trinkets, “sparkling jewelled swords
of damask work and deep inlay,” all
are the same. O unchanging East, un-
yielding East, how manifest even in
thy arts and crafts! :

Especially true is this in the
Bazaar of Arms, where there is an
armoury of terrible weapons which
have been brandished for centuriesin
fierce and fanatical warfare. Here
are duplicates of ferocious Sultans’
and Janissaries’ scimitars and sabres,
Damascus blades and daggers, for
even to-day the metal worker of the
East hammers out these contorted
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blades with strangely shaped handles.

Adjoining the Arms are great sad-
dles laden with ornaments, plumed
frontals, bronzing and metal harness
for Arab steeds, jewelled belts and
girdles, topboots and buskins orna-
mented with the star and ecrescent.

Turning from these medimeval trap-
pings, your eye is attracted by sedue-
tive luxuries of an Oriental toilette—
perfumes and pastilles, attar of roses
and essences of jasmine, pomades and
citron soaps, black kohl for eyebrows
and red henna for finger tips.

Full of eolour and fancy are other
follies in this gallery of allurement—
fantastic jewellery with pendant
gems, pearls and beads, golden scarfs
and silvery spangles, striped sashes
and tinsel shawls, arabesque velvets
and satin brocades, Indian lawns, Per-
sian tissues, Arabian gauze. How
fascinating is this shimmering, glisten-
ing wealth! And how artfully can
the wily merchant induce you to buy,
even though the while he is “fleecing”
you here and “skinning” you there!
Never mind extortion! At home your
treasures of the East, laden with the
flavour and fragrance of the Orient,
are worth to you the wealth of Ind,
even if they may need Western fumi-
gation.

Although fascinated with Bazaars,
you feel you must eseape and seek a
less turbulent quarter; hence you be-
take yourself to a realm of the past,
the old Seraglio. Like the Alhambra
of Granada, it conjures up images
both beautiful and terrible and epi-
tomizes four hundred years of the life,
the loves, the intriques and the tragie
deaths of the House of Othman, (Tur.
coman chief, founder of Ottoman
dynasty, 1280).

On one of the loveliest hills of
"Stamboul, on the site of the ancient
acropolis of Byzantium and of the
capitol of the Eastern Roman Empire,
the conqueror Mahomet II. (1435)
erected his mighty fortress palace.
From that time until Abdul-Medjid
(1850) built the new palace in Galata,
the voluptuous court of the Turkish
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Sultans (twenty-five in all) has held
sway from the Seraglio (Turkish for
palace) and thence have the imperial
mandates of the head of Islam gone
forth.

To-day it is a partial ruin, but
imagine rather the glamour of its past,
when it stood proudly upon its ter-
raced hills. The main palace, with
numberless courts and colonnades, is
of mixed Arab and Persian architee-
ture, with all the airy frets and pin-
nacles of that florid style. Like a
pearl among emeralds, it is set in a
forest of great trees, surrounded by
battlemented walls which rise beside
the waters of the Marmora and the
Golden Horn. Within the courts are
fairy kiosks and fountains of varie-
gated marbles and porcelain. In the
aleoves are alabaster groups of classic
figures, while leading from one ter-
race to another are flights of steps and
balustrade set with urns.

In its golden prime the vast Ser-
aglio comprised a royal treasury, with
100 treasurers; imperial stables, with
900 silver mangers; kitchens employ-
ing 200 cooks and 150 bakers, bar-
racks for 1,000 janissaries, and
aviaries for 500 parrots and nightin-
gales. Special mosques were there,
requiring thirty-two muezzins, whose
towers were used by astrologers to
divine propitious hours for the Sul-
tan’s occupations.

Besides light arcades and Persian
gardens, dark passages and damp
dungeons abounded, where many a
foul deed was done and through
which rushed wild mobs of invaders
and turbulent reactionary soldiers.
To this day remain the iron chains of
the prisons as well as the frescoed
walls of the superb Divan (Council
of State) described as “a pavilion of
lace set with jewels”. A like descrip-
tion applies to the Throne room (still
existing), with its golden ecanopy
fringed with topaz and amber, before

M
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which, alas! was flung the mur.
dered body of a Sultan and of a frail
Sultana, who had been “dr
through carven cedarn doors and left
bleeding upon spangled floors”.

The adjoining Court of Felicity or
Royal Harem is the one of which
least had best be said. For four cen-
turies its gates were closed save to a
favoured few, and none knew of the
pale veiled women and helpless babes
within, except the licentious monarch
and the silent white-robed eunuchs.
Gardens, groves, secret walks and
hidden bowers made an earthy para-
dise but for the serpent of lust,

‘“A realm of pleasaunce, with sun-chequ-
ered lawn,

Deep myrrh-thickets, rosaries of scented
thorn,

And tall Orient shrubs o’er-looking the
Golden Horn.’’

What memories do they reecall of
beautiful maidens presented to the
harem by prince or by corsair—a Cir.
cassian, a Greek or a Venetian, may-.
hap a sloe-eyed Jewess, who with
jewelled arms and ankles languished
in a perfumed prison and died a vie-
tim of jealous hate.

It is a sudden change from the old
Seraglio to the Mosque of Saint
Sophia, although not far through the
streets of *Stamboul, which you slowly
traverse until you stand before a plain
barracks-like structure painted in
stripes of pink and white. The ex-
terior is ugly, wholly concealing the
original Christian basilica and show-
ing clumsy additions made by succes-
sive Sultans, while the enormous
dome* surmounted by a gilded cres-
ent is dwarfed when viewed from the
square below.

As you enter the majestic mosque
you see traces of the Greek chureh
but the lines have been changed tq
suit the uses of Islam. Still there ape
noble dimensions of the former nave
broken by a dozen half domes. The

T

* Dome was built of light pumice-stone and Rhodian bricks, ten times lighter
than 'l:)l:'?iin::; brick. Justinian laboured upon it himself, s,nq called it the ‘“secong
firmament’’. It has no equal except St. Peter’s, and from its cupola the name of
Allah shines down in letters twelve feet long.
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gigantic pillars and cyclopean arches
yet show portions of the temples at
Ephesus, Balbek, Palmyra, Thebes,
Athens, for the Roman Cesar builded
from spoils of a vast empire. These
columns ill become a Saracenic mos-
que; however, the incongruity is not
displeasing. What frets the eye is
the prodigality of Turkish ornamenta-
tion and the faded glamour of mag-
nificence. Constantine’s and Justin-
ian’s Christian temple is lost in the
bizarre splendour of an overladen
mosque. Lateral galleries with sculp-
tured open-work have been stretched
from one pilaster to another and hung
with crescent banners and prayer

Arched windows heavily
Jewelled have been cut to admit a ray
of light, which touches the rich gild-
ing of an imperial cipher on a bright
green dise, or a sparkling mosaic
motto from the Koran.

Up the pulpit, carved and inlaid,
the Ratib goes even to-day, with
drawn scimitar, to show that Saint
Sophia was acquired by the sword.
The Sultan’s latticed tribune, with
Othmanli coat of arms; huge bronze
urns made from conquered cannon,
heavy pendant lamps and triumphal
standards are other features of this
military mosque. Faded Cherubim
and the stately figure of Divine Wis-
dom have long been concealed by Sar-
acenic - arabesque and gorgeous
shields. The faint daylight fades, the
domes become shadowy, you feel
“chilly and grown old” and escape the
gloom by seeking again the outside
world.

You hasten to the crowded quay,
passing the ancient Hippodrome, now
a horse market showing traces of Ro-
man days in the porphyry bases of
equestrian statues, the broken pedes-
tals of a fallen column, or of an
obelisk divested of its copper sheath-
i The burnt shaft of Constantine
and the bronze column of the ser-
pents, which dates back to the Ggeeks
and which upheld the golden tripod,
are now in desolate ruiq. In the cen-
tre of the once proud circus stands a
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grandiose fountain presented by the
German Kaiser and protected by a
rough board fence (Es ist verboten).

The Sublime Porte (name taken
from portal of old Seraglio) is also
passed, but all you see is a very grand
but shabby gate and a high, plastered
wall behind which is the palace of the
Grand Vizier and the Ministry of
Foreign Affairs.

Arrived at the bustling dock, amid
odours and noises, you take a rusty
steamer to picturesque Scutari,
stretching over its Asiatie hills and
protected by a wall and battlements.
It is a quiet, dreamy town of little
purple and white houses, with a gen-
erous showing of mosques and bar.
racks. A cypress cemetery, the larg-
est in the East, spreads over the hill-
side. In this city of the Dead you
linger until the setting of the sun. A
morbid fascination draws you to
these Mahommedan burial places
with which Constantinople abounds,
for hundred of thousands more lje
mouldering in the graves than walk
the busy streets, for millions of souls
have lived and died on these ancient
shores.

As the twilight is short, you are
soon in a ghoulish atmosphere, amid
weird white stones and broken sepul-
chres. Spectre-like they loom up in
the dying light of day. You stealth-
ily retreat to the town below, where
tiny lights gleam forth from the house
domes. No brilliant street lighting
is there in night-mantled Seutari.
That must be sought in Pera. Hither
to that other shore you take a caique
for a quiet journey beneath star-lit
heavens and with the myriad lights of
Galata gleaming afar.

*
PART I1.—-GALATA AND PERA

HAT curious new scenes
await you on the north shore
of the Golden Horn! Many
of the sights of Turkish ’Stamboul
are repeated, for there are labyrinths

of narrow streets in Galata also, but
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here a foreign population lives un-
known in the Mussulman city.

‘Whole districts of ancient renown
have fallen from their high estate and
are now the squalid quarters of the
Jew, the Greek, and the Armenian.
0Old buttresses and bits of wall and
arches of the once proud palace of the
Podesta attest the master days of
(Genoa, but these massive structures
are now decaying warehouses or jum-
bled junk-shops.

Perhaps the most pitiful quarter is
the Ghetto, where litter and filth
abound and where ragged women and
tattered old men drearily work among
serap iron and broken glass. The
decrepitude of the aged and the
pinched features of the children be-
token the abject poverty of this de-
spised alien race. On the only tree-
less hill in Constantinople stands the
Jewish cemetery, with thousands of
overturned tombstones which obliter-
ate every trace of path and show the
eruel desecration of the graves of the
hated Hebrew, who alive or dead, is
here spat upon and cursed.

Less loathsome, although foul
enough, are the poor Greek and
Armenian districts. Their little pas-
try-shops and restaurants make you
feel you would forswear all meals
forever had they to come from such
greasy kitchens. Sometimes the shop
itself is the cooking-place and even
the slaughter-house where rabbits and
fish are cut and cleaned.

Of a better class is the average
Turkish café, with its mattrassed
divan and short-legged table, where
the lazy Turk lounges beside a metal
tray and copper pot, sipping his black
syrup coffee from a tiny cup and
smoking his hubble-bubble pipe. An
air of lethargy prevails, and seldom is
there the bustle found in the foreign
eating-shops.  Sometimes the café
furnishes a barber or a dentist who
never troubles to sterilize his instru-
ments. Surely the germ theory does
not apply in the East, or else the
Oriental is immune! - :

From sordid surroundings you will

strike off to a suburb of Galata,
through tortuous streets so narrow
that the projecting upper stories with
latticed windows almost meet. Be-
hind these Moorish shutters dark
eyes peer down of women who seek
by watching the passing show in the
street to relieve the tedium of their
empty lives. To be sure a Turkish
lady is not as secluded as of
yore; nevertheless she must still keep
to her woman’s part of the house and
must never be seen on the street with
her husband or son.

Reflecting upon the narrowness of
a Mahommedan woman’s life, then
upon the glorious freedom of your
own, you arrive among the mausol-
eums of long-departed Sultans, sur-
rounded by sombre eypress trees,
sycamores and acacias. The never-fail-
ing fountain attracts the ear of gurg-
ling water, and the notes of song
birds fill the air with sweet cadence.

These royal mosque-tombs are
all-glorious without, with a wealth
of arabesqued stucco. The inter-
iors are equally magnificent, with
sparkling mosaie, carved cedar-wood,
reliefs in jaspar, malachite, lapis-
lazuli and scores of marbles from
Thrace and the Archipelago. Some
of the mausoleums have been pillag-
ed, and are mow divested of their
gorgeous ornament; others are ne.
gleeted, hence their gilded inserip-
tions are covered with the dust of
ages.

From the tombs of dead potentates
you set forth to the splendid palace
of the living despot, the Dolma
Bagtche, superbly set upon the ter-
raced banks of the Bosphorus. This
conglomerate royal residence, in g
confusion of styles, Arabic, Greek,
Renaissance, is said to be “the largest
marble mole in the world,” and ean
only be seen to advantage from the
green waters of the Straits and when
outlined against a blue sky. Its var-
ious facades defy desecription, so orn-
ate are the carved cornices, festooned
arches and Moorish porticoes.

The interior corresponds with the
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intricate exterior in numberless cor-
ridors, great halls and sumptuous
chambers, all frescoed, gilded and
medallioned until hardly a plain
square inch remains.

From the ornamental bronze gates
of the courtyard the royal cortege of
the Sultan proceeds every Friday to
one of the great mosques. Officials
and soldiers comprise the procession,
but it is a poor affair compared to
former days when the Grand Vizier,
beys, pashas, courtiers and grooms
accompanied the gorgeous ruler, who
appeared in gold and purple robes,
gilver turban heron plumed, and car-
ried a jewelled mace.

Being in a mood for sights spectacu-
lar, you remember the pleasure place
at the Sweet Waters of Europe, an
enchanted grassy plain shaded by
great willows and nut trees and with
a shallow river flowing into the farﬂ}-
est end of the Golden Horn. As it
is Friday, the Moslem Sunday it is
a gala day. Hundreds of graceful
caiques furnished with bright mats
and cushions, float like lilies upon the
glinting water. White veiled Turkish
ladies, concealing painted ruby lips
but revealing khol blackened eyelids
and crescent brows, recline in the
pretty barques or lounge on Smyrna
rugs spread beneath the trees. A few

nde dames arrive in splendid car-
riages with liveried servants, for
limousines are not yet common. A
few men stroll about or ride fine
horses but seldom approach the wo-
men, as etiquette forbids. Gayly
dressed children dance and play or
buy drinks and confections from the
gherbet and sweet-meat vendors. The
gsound of laughter, the murmur of
voices, the music of queer instruments
completes the picture of the valley of
Sweet Waters upon a sunny féte day.

Returning toward the crowded
centre of Galata, you see rising in the
distance a stout round Tower asso-
ciated with the rule of the Genoese
who saw a resemblance to their own
beloved city, “La Suberba,” in moun-
tained-throned Constantinople and
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who established themselves here for al-
most two hundred years, until driven
out by the Ottoman conqueror, Pir-
ates in truth were these Frankish
Argonauts, along with the Venetians
and Pisans, in their maraudings in
the Levant, but they served to bring
the wealth of the Orient from East-
tern shores to Western Europe.

Rising on several hills of Galata, in
conspicuous relief, are great arsenals,
enormous barracks and military
schools which are the most modern
buildings in Constantinople. On im-
mense parade grounds the young
Turk is trained in German methods
of warfare which, added to his Tur-
coman instinets, renders him a brutal
military machine and fit colleague of
the modern Hun.

From the broad plateau of one of
these decapitated hills the eye can
reach to the far distant hills of Asia.
In the foreground on a solitary rock
rises the Tower of the Maiden where
legends says a Persian Prince sucked
the poison from a Sultana’s arm. On
the Asiatic hills were quartered the
eight cohorts of the 40,000 Goths of
Constantine and subsequent Roman
legions. In the middle distance you
can descry the broken arches of the
aqueduct of Valentinian and the
ruined amphitheatre and baths of
Theodosius, also the shattered outline
of the Castle of the Seven Towers,
that grim old Roman fortress, which
later became a stronghold of the
reign of the Janissaries, when they
deposed nine Sultans and brought
them to the Seven Towers to perish
in damp dungeons or to suffer tor-
ture and immediate death.

From contemplating the ruins of
these ancient towers, you turn to
modern ,Pera and are amazed to find
it thoroughly European, with a few
neat public squares, several splendid
hotels, some select foreign shops, fa-
shionable cafés, luxurious clubs, con-
sulates and a generous supply of
French theatres which provide un-
censored vaudeville.

On the heights of Pera and along
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the hills of the Bosphorus are the
palatial residences of wealthy Turks,
foreign embassies and luxury-loving
Europeans, with gardens fanciful and
luxuriant. Several royal villas also
rise on the verdant banks, in one of
which the deposed Sultan lived in
regal state, he who in his ignorance
tried to forbid the introduction of elec-
tricity into Constantinople, because
he confused a dynamo with dynamite.

Near the entrance to the Black
Sea, on a splendid eminence, stands
Robert College, founded by Christo-
pher Robert of New York in 1863.
The influenee of this institution is
inestimable. From its halls have
graduated several thousand students
of probably most all Eastern national-
ities, for they come from far and
near. Their Western knowledge and
modern training has no doubt been a
tremendous force for the uplift of the
East. Robert College graduates fill
posts of responsibility throughout
Asia Minor, Egypt, the Balkans and
even in the Far East.

Your curiosity next takes you to a
college diffusing knowledge of quite
different ilk. It is the Patriarchal
school of the Greek Church whose
head resides in a modest palace ad-
joining. The buildings are all of
wqod like most of the Turkish houses,

h interminable rows of shuttered
windows, sorely in need of  paint,
which seems a scarce product in Con-
stantinople. The courtyard is neat
and whitewashed and guarded by sen-
tries. Very seldom is the aged Metro-
politan seen except when officiating
in the sumptuous Patriarchal church
whose jewelled icons are of fabulous
worth and whose wealth of ornament
almost beggars the most gorgeous
mosque. s

Of course, you have not left the
famous (alata bridge to the last day
of your visit, but probably have been
attracted thither every day, for no
better vantage ground is there in this
cosmopolitan city, in fact some claim
on the whole earth, from which to
see the world go by. The various na-

tionalities enumerated as seen in the
streets of ’Stamboul will surely cross
this bridge as well as scores of others
in native garb: Wallachians, Rouman-
ians, Transylvanians, men of Cyprus
and Crete, Damascus and Bagdad—
dwellers in Mesopotamia and in the
uttermost parts of the earth.

The rickety wooden bridge, ome
quarter mile long, is disappointing ag
a structure but as a spectacle cannot
be surpassed. One hundred thousand
human beings are said to pass and
repass between each setting of the
sun. There is never an hour of de-
sertion or quiet. At one time it was in-
fested with mangy dogs, but an ediet
a few years back, rid the city of 80,-
000 poor ownerless canine who were
exposed on an island in the Marmorg
and left to devour one another, since
the Mahommedan religion forbade the
more humane treatment of proper ex.
termination.

Over the rattling bridge paces
every conceivable kind of donkey with
every manner of bray or balk, from
the long-eared mule, gayly caparison.-
ed ass to the little patient panniereq
donkey. A Turkish cavalry officer
or an Algerian zouave prances on an
Arab steed or a Greek dragoman can.
ters on a raw boned horse. Caravang
and carts lumber along and occasion.
ally a spirited span of horses draw-
ing a legation carriage clatters ovep
the loose planks. Black veiled poor
women and white veiled ladies,
brawny porters and bony beggars,
water carriers and coffee vendors,
Asiatic ruffians and Turkish gamin,
blind and lame all wend their way to
and fro. The truth and pathos of
the 0ld song occurs to you:

‘‘Proud and lowly, beggar and lord, over
the bridge they go;

Rags and velvet, fetter and sword, pov-
erty, pomp and woe.’’

Also, trudging on foot, are queer
ecclesiastics of divers and most di-
verse religions, Moslem, Buddhist, ang
Greek church priests, Dervishes ang
Jesuits, Dominican and Trappist
monks, Franciscan and Capuchin
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friars, all clad in the garb of their
order, with conical hats, cowled hoods
or tonsured heads. The priests of the
Armenian and the Coptic churches
show that they too have a distinetive
habit. White turbaned Orientals and
red fezzed Turks likewise bespeak
their nationality, and a green secarf
on the turban betokens a Mececa pil-
grim. What a strange masquerade of
people of all shades, from the white
Finlander who has penetrated
through Russia to the Black Sea, to
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the coal black negro of Central Africa
or the swarthy Moor of Tunis and
Moroceo !

Truly, as the old sage of Chelsea
said, “Travel is the one pleasure
which does not pall,” for how infinite
in interest is the study of other races,
and if one cannot compass the globe
to see each in his own clime, where
better can they be reviewed than in
the greatest central city of the Fast.
Well has it been called “a Babylon,
a world, a chaos”.

1916

By R. J. TEMPLETON

RIN, some trouble has stricken you lately,
Causing your exiles to sorrow once more,
Tearing the hearts that have always, and greatly,
Loved your dear green lands, your sweet lands, asthore!

Erin, your womb in its travail has often
Blessed other lands than your own in its pain,
Maybe the hard heart of fate will soon soften,
Maybe your anguish will yet prove your gain!

Erin, your sons and your daughters will ever
Think of you fondly, though tears dim the eye.
Nation of exiles, the seas cannot sever
Hearts that respond to your sore stricken cry.

Erin, dear land, you will yet from your labours
Rise in ycur nationhood, proudly secure.

Sons may ill use you, make light of your favours,
They ean but hinder; your destiny’s sure.
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SOLDIERING

N the second of June, fifty
years ago, in the Fenian Raid
the invaders of Canada were
met by a force of Canadian volun-
teers at Ridgeway, or Limeridge, in
the Niagara district. The writer,
who was there, desires to tell the tale.
The fratricidal war of the North and
South in the United States had ended,
and hanging about American cities
were thousands of unemployed men—
so-called veterans. The writer once
heard a Hibernian orator on a 4th of
July day after the war, in the largest
theatre in Boston, in eloquent words
ery out: “Who was it that gained the
vietory of the North over the South?
Was it the descendants of the Pilgrim
Fathers—the Puritans of New Eng-
land? No! it was the Irishmen of
America.” This is a matter for Am-
ericans to settle, but undoubtedly
thousands of “Irish patriots”, or Fen-
ians, partly from hatred to Britain,
and partly from the desire to plun-
der, turned on indefensive Canada.
The whole winter of ’65 and ’66
was spent in secret meetings and plot-
tings by the invaders, and was met
by drilling and preparation of a like
kind by the volunteers throughout
(Canada. Evidently the intention of
the boys “awearing of the green”
throughout the cities of the Republic
bordering on Canada was to make a
strike on St. Patrick’s Day. For some
time before that date the active mi-
litia men of Canada were preparing
for the onset by constant drill. Stu-
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dents gave up their duties, shopkeep-
ers excused their clerks for drill, and
a number of factories were half empty
of workmen, and during all the day
on the seventeenth of Ireland, the
troops, regulars and citizen-soldiery
were under arms in the armouries and,
other rendezvous throughout Canada
to meet the blow that was to have
been struck. These thorough pre-
parations prevented for the time be-
ing the threatened raid. The present
danger over, students returned to
their books, but the examination of
the honour men of the University
were deferred till early in June, and
men of the other troops went back to
their work. Among the “crack” regi-
ments of volunteers were the Queen’s
Own, of Toronto, and the Thirteenth
Battalion, of Hamilton. With the
fortunes of the Queen’s Own we are
moré familiar. The Queen’s Own
Rifles was a regiment of ten com-
panies. Nine of the companies in
dark green uniforms were like the
60th British Regulars, well-known in
(Canada as the regiment of which our
present Governor-General was an of-
ficer. The eighth company was made
up of students and graduates of
Trinity College, Toronto; the ninth
consisted of men of Toronto Uni-
versity, and number ten were High-
landers, who wore the “garb of Old
(Gaul”?. Speaking especially of the
Queen’s Own, it is right to state that
it was made up of a superior class of
young men. Every part of the regi-
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ment did its part well in the fight.

It is very inspiring to think of the
courage and patriotism exhibited by
them, and especially is it pleasing to
us in different parts of Canada to
learn that it is proposed to observe
the semi-centennial, or Jubilee Year,
of Ridgeway, on the second of June
of this year, in Toronto.

It is with the hope that members
of the different companies of the “Q.
0. R.’s” will not fail to place along-
side of this paper, which is chiefly
devoted to the University Company,
the records of their own companies.

The writer remembers joining the
University Rifles in his freshman year
in 1863, and of his rising to tpe dig-
nity of “lance-corporal” in his first
year, and in the year of the raid to
that of colour-sergeant. Talking over
company affairs recently with Sir
Hugh John Macdonald, in Winnipeg,
he naively remarked: “I was for sev-
eral years a member of the University
Company, but T never reached ‘t:f:yond
the height of a “mere sergeant”. At
a dinner in Toronto two years ago
with an old ecompany comrade, who
had invited two other former members
of the “Fighting Ninth”, we addressed
one another with our former titles.

A well-known doctor of later days,
Professor Vandersmissen, was not orig-
inally a member of the company. He
knew no drill. His sight was said to
be defective, but he persuaded the
sergeant to take him to Captain Croft.
«Yander” would take no refusal. He
would go. Captain Croft at length
said to the sergeant: “Tp.ke him on
the boat as you are crossing the lake
and give him a drill in the manual
and platoon.” That was done. The
University contingent reached St.
Catharines and were billeted in a
hotel on June 1. During the night
orders came to leave early for Port
Colborne. The senior sergeant had in
all some forty or fifty. He quick-
ly embarked on the train and reached
the rendezvous. A humorous fea-
ture of St. Catharines was a home
squad of darkies, who professed to be

147

guarding the city. Before daylight
orders came to join our regiment at
Port Colborne. With practically no
regular commissariat, we snatched a
few eatables as we sat on flat-cars to
be carried eastward in the forenoon
of June 2nd. Acting on the news,
as we were on the line for Fort Erie,
we learned that a body of men, said
to be 800 or 900 Fenians, had crossed
at Buffalo and were marching west-
ward to cut the Welland Canal, Ae-
cordingly we were halted at the sta-
tion, some three or four miles north
of which it was said the Fenians were
making west to cut off the Welland
Canal. We were chiefly Queen’s Own
and the 13th of Hamilton.

The little army was too impetuous.
There was no shirking. What should
have been done was to have waited
till Colonel Peacock with his con-
tingent of men were coming from
the Niagara Falls south, with his
regular§, and we would have caught
the enemy in a trap. But the
men were impetuous and when two
or three miles from the railway we
saw traces of men skulking in the
woods. The attack was made immedi-
ately. Skirmishing lines were thrown
out, the Queen’s Own to the right,
and the 13th of Hamilton to the left.
The support were sent out to follow
in good order. No one in a battle
can tell more than he can see from
his own standpoint. One thing was
evident, the volunteers were far more
ardent and reckless than regulars
would have been. The University
Company was on the right wing of
the skirmishing, and Company 10, the
Highlanders, with their supports, in
the rear. The Fenians retired. The
men of the Queen’s Own were ardent.
Firing back and forward lasted for
some time, the Fenians being driven
from point to point by our right wing
for a mile or two. The attacking force
held from rail fence to rail fence and
gradually pushed the enemy back.
Our company, being on the extreme
right, was constantly following the
woodland to guard against being sur-
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rounded. The Fenians, however, never
attempted a flanking attack. As they
yielded back from one field to the
next we followed on. Their leader,
Colonel O’Neil, rode on a white horse
and he went along behind his line
keeping up his men. It was learned
afterwards that almost every man in
the University Company made the
Colonel his mark, but no one succeed-
ed in hitting him.

The tragedy of the whole eventful
contest was made by someone seeing
the several mounted officers of the
Fenians, including Colonel O’Neil, and
giving the alarm of “cavalry”. When
this happened a command was brought
up from the rear to the front line to
retire. This was so far as our part
of the line was concerned unnecessary
and most important. Our command-
er, Captain Whitney, for a time re-
fused, but had to obey orders, as the
line to the left was retiring. This is
what happened on the right wing of
the advancing line. Our fatalities as
a company were heavy. Out of the
twenty-seven men of No. 9 University
Company, three were killed and four
were wounded. Though on a small
scale, our casualties as a company
were some twenty-six per cent.—a
heavy casualty even in the present
struggle.

Three killed! The writer was be-
side Tempest, defending a fence line,
when a shot took him in the head,
and he never spoke. Our wounded
were: (eorge Patterson, now an of-
ficial of the court in Winnipeg; E.
Paul, still residing in Hamilton; R.
Kingsford, Toronto, and Professor
Vandersmissen. Vandersmissen’s case
was naturally interesting to me, he
was shot with a bullet which went
through his body, following the dia-
phragm. His recovery was a miracle.

The Fenians are said to have had
about the same number of casualties
as our troops had.

‘When our men concentrated at the
railway station, we began to move in

a body to Port Colborne. The Fen-
ians, disappointed in their project,
made the return in haste to the Nia-
gara river, where they crossed in flat
boats, and were seized on the other
side by American authorities. When
the main body of our volunteers
reached Port Colborne in the after-
noon, the wounded were cared for in
a hastily-arranged hospital, while the
various companies were assembled and
the roll called. The writer made out
the returns of the University Com-
pany, and for years this document
was kept as a memento in the arch-
ives of the company.

The enemy having crossed to the
other side of the river, on the day
after the fight the volunteers were en-
camped all along the river opposite
Buffalo. In the camp, the University
Company held the extreme flank—g
dangerous position in case of an at.
tack from Buffalo. Professor Cherri.
man joined the company at Fort Erie.
After a few days the Queen’s Own
regiment, in the dead of night, was
noiselessly removed to the railway
and whirled away by way of Parig
to Stratford, where they remaineq
ready to beat back any attack from
Detroit or Chicago.

Such was the Fenian attack of
years ago, to be followed by only g
few spasmodic attempts in later years
on the border of the Eastern Town.
ships in Quebec, or still later in the
fizzle made when a Fenian expedition
was sent to attack Manitoba, under
the same Colonel O’Neil, who com-
manded at Ridgeway. The Colonel
was captured by American troops at
the boundary-line, and the writer, go-
ing out to Manitoba in 1871, had the
pleasure of seeing him in the doek
in St. Paul, from which predicament
he succeded at length in making hig
escape.

Such is the writer’s story. Some
of it may seem inaccurate or inade.
quate to other witnesses, who saw dif.
ferent phases of the Fenian fiaseo,

——————————————
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e BATTLE # (UINDMILL POINT

An incident

overlooking the St. Lawrence,

stands a tall stone tower painted

white. It is one of the few his-
toric landmarks left along the river.
Originally a windmill, and for many
years past used as a lighthogse, it
gerved, on one memorable occasion, as
a fortress and so gave its name to the
hardest and bloodiest encounter of the
Rebellion of 1837-38 in Upper Can-
ada.

Canadian refugees* and their sym-
pathizers in the United States had
formed, at many points in the north-
ern portion of New York State, Hunt-
ers’ Lodges, which were branches of
a secret organization having as its
avowed purpose the destruction of
monarchial institutions in America
and the achieving of Canadian inde-
pendence . In the autumn of 1838 the
leaders of this organization decided
that the time was ripe for an attack
and to make the attack at Presecott,
where they believed there were large
quantities of arms and ammunition
stored in Fort Wellington (though
in this they were mistaken, as the
fort was then only under construe-
tion). They believed, too, that if sue-

JUST below the town of Prescott,

Of the Rebellion
ckiy ez

of 37
C. {Lells

cessful in capturing the village and
the fort, with what it was supposed
to contain, they would be joined by
large numbers of the neighbouring in-
habitants and, with these ideas in
mind, they concentrated their forces
along the United States border dur-
ing the early days of November. A
lawyer named Bierce, from Akron,
Ohio, who had taken to himself the
title of general, was to lead the in-
vasion and had established his head-
quarters at Ogdensburg, where the
local authorities seem to have been
at least not unfriendly to his plans.
The man who actually took the most
prominent part in the fighting, how-
ever, was a Pole, named Van Shultz
(or Van Shultz Nils Sezoltevki, to
give him his full designation), and he
may be called the hero of the story,
for, though misguided, he was indis-
putably a brave man and one who de-
served a better fate than the ignomin-
ious one which befell him. He was
then in the early thirties and had re-
sided in America for some little time;
whether he had taken part in the Pol-
ish insurrection against Russia, the
writer does not know, but it is alto-
gether probable, and he, no doubt,

* Prominent among them is generally believed to have been Dr. Duncombe, who,
though of American birth, had been a member of the Legislative Assembly of Upper

Canada and a prominent leader of the rebels.

pnear Brantford he had fled the country.
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After taking part in an armed fiasco
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thought that in leading an attack on
Canada he was striking at an oppres-
gion as intolerable as that under which
his own brave countrymen groaned.

On the morning of Sunday, Novem-
ber 11th, 1838, the little steamer Unit-
ed States left Millen’s Bay, near Sac-
kett’s Harbour, N.Y., towing two
schooners, which were laden with arms
and ammunition and carried some 600
men. One of the schooners was com-
manded by Van Shultz, and the other
by a local character named Bill John-
son, and sometimes called “Admiral
Johnson”. As the three vessels pro-
ceeded down the river, the officers
held a council-of-war, at which Van
Shultz proposed that they should not
touch at Ogdensburg, but proceed
direct to the Prescott wharf, land at
onece and, leaving a sufficient force on
guard at the wharf, divide the little
army into three bodies, one of which
should march straight through the
village, and the other two go around
it on the east and west sides respec-
tively, all three to then unite and at-
tack the fort in case any resistance
should be offered and it did not, as he
thought likely, surrender on demand.
He proposed further that the schoon-
er should be kept below Prescott with
the object of maintaining communica-
tions with Ogdensburg and bringing
over fresh supplies of provisions and
military stores, as well as the large
reinforcements he expected to receive.
Tt was part of his plan to station such
artillery as he had, and the heavier
guns he hoped to find in the fort, on
the river bank, and with them to pre-
vent the British vessels from descend-
ing the river until his followers, aug-
mented by Canadian rebels and rein-
forcements from the United States,
should become so strong as to be un-
conquerable by any force the authori-
ties could put into the field.

The other officers, however, oppos-
ed Van Shultz’s scheme, although
they were all inferior to him in cour-
age, experience and ability and, in-
deed, probably in part at least because
of that very fact and through jeal-
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ousy the expedition did land at
Ogdensburg, where it met the an-
nouncement that “General” Bierce,
who was to have taken the supreme
command, had suddenly fallen ill
The circumstances of his illness were
such that it was generally believed
to be a case of “pure funk” and he
was never able to refute the charge of
cowardice made against him. 'The
failure of their leader, under strong
suspicion of showing the white feath-
er, of course had a most demoralizi
effect upon the men and Van Shultz,
as he had anticipated when he ad-
vised against landing on the other
side, saw his army melt away like a
block of ice on a July morning and,
when, next day, he moved across the
river in one of the schooners he had
with him only 170 instead of the
thousand he had hoped for.

Landing on the Canadian side, Van
Shultz posted his men on rising
ground where rough stone fences of-
fered shelter and promised good pros.
pects for resisting an attack. Here
he awaited the coming of reinforce-
ments from the south side of the river
and the accession of disaffected Can-
adians, in both of which he was griev-
ously disappointed. The other
schooner, commanded by Bill John-
son, which had on board a great part
of the arms and ammunition, was in
some way (accidentally or by design)
run upon a sand bar while crossi
the river; the tug Paul Pry came
along, pulled her off and started tow-
ing her towards the Canadian shore,
but when she had got fairly into Can-
adiafl water, the armed British
steamer Experiment, in charge of
Lieut. Fowell, suddenly appeared and
opened fire with her guns, whereupon
the Paul Pry incontinently depart-
ed. The Ezperiment ran up close
to the schooner and her crew prepar.
ed to board, when Lieut. Fowell
found he was getting into very shoal
water and at the same time that the
steamer United States was comi
up rapidly. He therefore drev?lzg
and a few minutes’ hot fighting took
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lace between his vessel and the

nited States and Paul Pry,
both of which were armed. Ad-
miral Johnson instead of attempting
to reach the Canadian side took ad-
vantage of this opportunity to return
to Ogdensburg, whither the United
States and Paul Pry soon followed
him, the former having received sev-
eral shot in her hull, one 18-lb. ball
striking her engine.

The chief naval officer in Upper
Canada at that time was Captain
Sandom, R.N. He soon heard of the
expedition’s departure from Millen’s
Bay and immediately set out from
Kingston in pursuit with the steamers
Victoria and Cobourg and the
small party of soldiers and marines
he was able to get together. He
reached Prescott at 2 a.m. on the 13th
and added his little contingent to a
party of militia which had been gath-
ered together by Colonels Young,
Frazer and Gowan. The whole force
then proceeded in two columns to at-
tack Van Shultz’s men, who, after an
hour’s fighting, were driven from the
shelter of the fences, to take refuge
in the old stone windmill and in a
stone house near by.

Captain Sandom then opened fire
from his steamers on these buildings,
but his guns were not heavy enough
to make much impression on the mas-
give stone walls and, after a time, the
government’s land forces found the
fire of the invaders so galling that
they fell back, leaving only pickets to
keep them apprised of any movement
and holding themselves in readiness
to frustrate any attempt at escape,
which might be made before the ar-
rival of heavy artillery should enable
them to batter down the defences.

The expected large reinforcements
not being sent by General Bierce and
the other leaders who, with careful

rd for their own safety, remained

in Ogdensburg, and the local inhabit-
ants not having any disposition to
the standard of revolt, Van
Shultz saw that his position would
soon be hopeless and was urged by
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his men to return to the United
States; this, however, was easier to
propose than to accomplish, for he had
not a single boat at his disposal and
the Ezperiment steadily patrolled
the river. During the night a volun-
teer swam the river, with the aid of
a plank, and begged that boats might
be sent. On Tuesday evening word
came back that a schooner would cross
during the night and take away the
disappointed invaders. They carried
their wounded down to the river bank
and waited anxiously, but the schooner
did not come and when day dawned
there was nothing for it but to return
to such shelter as the windmill and
stone house afforded. On Thursday
night the steamer Paul Pry,
though she was supposed to be in
custody of a U. S. marshal, was allow-
ed by the authorities to slip over with
a Mr. Preston King (afterwards a
member of the United States Con-
gress) and some others to interview
the besieged; no information is ob-
tainable as to how she eluded the
Experiment, but at any rate she
was unable to get very close to shore,
so the party went in two small boats,
A council took place and the visitors
left promising to return with boats
sufficient to take off Van Shultz and
his men, but they failed to carry out
the promise—it is said that when they
endeavoured to take the Paul Pry
once again the U. S. authorities re-
fused permission, though they had
granted it (or at least winked at the
expedition) on the first oceasion.
Next day, Friday, November 16th,
Colonel Dundas arrived from King-
ston with four companies of the 83rd
Regiment, two 18-pounders and a
howitzer. The guns were placed in
position forthwith, on a little emin-
ence some four hundred yards from
the windmill, and opened fire, at the
same time that Captain Sandom be-
gan a bombardment from three ves-
sels in the stream. As darkness fell,
the troops moved nearer to the build-
ings, which were rapidly becoming
untenable under the heavy fire. Col-
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onel Dundas, who had assumed the
chief command, posted his men so as
to prevent the enemy escaping, as it
was expected they would try to do
under cover of the night. Van Shultz
himself had wundertaken, with ten
men, to hold the stone house because
he could get no one else to do it. Fin-
ally his party were driven out and
they endeavoured to secrete them-
selves in the brushwood around the
river bank. In this, however, they
were unsuccessful and were all cap-
tured, including their leader. Short-
ly afterwards, a flag of truce was sent
from the mill and terms of surrender
asked for, to which Colonel Dundas
replied that he would accept an un-

conditional surrender and that only..

There being nothing else to do, the in-
vaders accepted these conditions and
laid down their arms. All the prison-
ers, 157 in number, were tied to-
gether with ropes, Van Shultz at their
head and marched to Fort Henry at
Kingston, where in due course they
were tried and eleven, in¢luding Van
Shultz himself, executed. After the
surrender, the regular troops had to
protect the prisoners from the fury
of the militia, who wanted to lynch
them.

The government forces are stated
to have lost forty-five in killed and
wounded, and an eye-witness of the
fight declared that on the morning
following the surrender he counted
one hundred dead bodies on the
ground. If his statement is true it
must cover the entire loss of the in-
vaders for, although an hour’s armis-
tice was granted on Friday for the
purpose of burying the dead, Van
Shultz’s party were unable to inter
their’s for lack of spades. It, how-
ever, does not tally with the fact that
157 were captured while Van Shultz’s
statement is that he had only 170 at
the outset: on the other hand Bill
Johnson afterwards asserted that he
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brought, over fifty recruits for Van
Shultz after the fighting began. At
this late date it is impossible to ob-
tain accurate figures, but the fact re-
mains that the fight was a hard one
and the loss of life considerable.

After the battle the leaders of the
so-called “Patriot” army endeavour-
ed to throw the blame on each other.
Van Shultz, while under sentence of
death, spoke in no measured terms of
the cowardice of “General” Bierce
and of Johnson, and said that if
“those cowardly rascals” could be
punished for bringing him and his
associates into their unhappy position
he would die content. Bierce, on his
part, claimed that Van Shultz had
crossed over to Canada without au-
thority, against his express wish and
in ignorance of the conditions actual-
ly existing on the Canadian side,
which he by that time had become
convinced meant failure. Johnson,
who, although he was responsible for
many engaging in the rash enter-
prise, took excellent care of his own
skin, defended himself by saying that
he had been deprived of his command
by a superior officer and had no
power to act. It will at least be con-
ceded that Van Shultz played the
bravest part and that his failure was
not due to any lack of courage or en-
thusiasm.

There is no doubt that at one time
it was planned to make simultaneous
attacks upon a number of the frontier
points and some of those who took
part in the raid on Prescott believed
that other attempts were being made
at the same time and they had been
assured three weeks would see the in-
dependence of Canada fully achieved.
Each of the invaders was promised
ten dollars a month while in aective
service, with a bounty of twenty dol-
lars and a grant of 160 acres of land
as soon as the new government should
be established.
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WAR BABIES

c‘%‘y (Uilliam  Fanks
At_tthor of “William Adolphus Tunq)mny: e

F course, Jimmy Elson should
Ohave been more explicit and

more tactful in the first place.
But then he would not have been him-
self, for while Jimmy Elson is often
explicit, explosively so, he is seldom
tactful. He should have known very
well that Elsie has as much idea of
stocks and bonds as a baby.

However there is nothing gained
in using words over that part of it
now. Jimmy had to pay pretty dear-
ly for his blundering. As a matter
of fact, Elsie, his wife, seems to be
making him pay for it yet. She had
on another new gown yesterday that
was perfectly—well, I figured out that
it could not have cost a cent less than
two hundred dollars, and—

About the trouble. Oh, yes. Well,
remember, I'm just telling you the
story as I pieced it together from
what Elsie and Jimmy and Harry,
my husband, told me at one time and
another while the war—I mean the
trouble—was on. My maids also pick-
ed up quite a bit of news one way or

another from the Elson’s maids, who -

are a most extraordinarily gossipy
lot. 1 wouldn’t have allowed my
maids to speak to me on the matter
had it not been that I was dragged
into the trouble, and finally had to
act as umpire, so to speak. My hus-
band just laughed throughout the en-
tire “performance” as he called it,
but Harry always refused to take
Jimmy and Elsie seriously. - He says
neither of them has brains enough to
think of anything else but the other
one vet. You see they’ve been mar-
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ried less than two years and they have
no children. Harry always was like
that anyway. You know he thinks
he manages me. It's absurd, of
course, but so long as I know that I'm
managing him I suppose we'll get
along well enough.

Oh ves, you want to know about the
war—the trouble I mean—though the
war really was responsible for it.
Yes, that’s the fact.

It was like this. Elsie and Jimmy
were at breakfast and Elsie was try-
ing to make him understand that the
Reids must be tremendously in debt.
They’re not in our class, but of course
one cannot help but observe what
goes on in the street one lives in. She
told him of the wonderful gowns and
other things Mrs. Reid was buying all
of last week, and the new furniture
for the library. “And he's only a sal-
aried men,” she said, “and his salary
is not a very large one.”

Jimmy was smiling all the time.
All wives are familiar with that irri-
tating, superior, tolerant style of
smile, but he never said anything un-
til she had the bailiffs in the Reids’
house—not really you know but fig-
uratively, and then he said, “I would-
n’t worry about the Reids, Elsie.
He’s worth about half a million cash ;
made it all in the last six months”.

That made Elsie mad, naturally.
She said she supposed Jimmy was
quite satisfied now that he had al-
lowed her to make a fool of herself.

Jimmy started on a feeble protest
but Elsie wouldn’t listen to him. I
don’t know all that she said, but I
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suspect she saw that she was hurting
him. What she most desired to do
then was to throw her arms around
his neck, kiss him and beg forgive-
ness. But just because she did want
to do that she went on saying harsh
and cruel things. She even raked up
that perfectly untrue story about his
once having made love to Maude Les-
tor and—

Anyway, Jimmy began to say things
himself in a little while. He should
have gone to the office at once. Leav-
ing Elsie alone just then would have
been the greatest punishment that he
could have thought of, but very few
men ever take the right course in
such a situation, and Jimmy Elson
would be the last man in the world
to do so.

He blundered along in a stupid,
slow, man-like way, starting an ex-
planatlon every time he thought she
was going to stop talking, but she
didn’t take the slightest notice of him
until he said something about wish-
ing they were like the Reids and had
a few “war babies”.

Well all that Elsie knew about “war
babies” wasn’t much and what there
was of it was “the wrong dope”, as
my husband said when I told him
part of the story.

‘What Elsie had said before was
mere childish prattle compared with
what she said after Jimmy mention-
ed “war babies”. He had insulted her,
she declared, deliberately, cruelly, and
with malice aforethought, or some
such words. Now she knew why he
had picked a quarrel, and had cun-
ningly goaded her into having to tell
him the truth about himself. But
she wished him to understand that on
the very moment his “precious war
babies” entered the house she would
leave it, and never come back to it
again. It was not that she was cruel,
she was sure no one felt more keenly
than she did for the poor little mites;
but if they were fated not to have
children of their own, and if Jimmy
felt that they should adopt ome or
two, then surely they could take

children of whose parentage they—

Jimmy broke in here to tell her
that she was all wrong and he might
have got a hearing if he had not add-
ed, “just like a woman”. My hus-
band wouldn’t say that, at least not
to me, but then we’ve been married
fifteen years.

Elsie told him angrily that she
would not listen to him. “You’re just
trying to wriggle away from the truth
that you started all this trouble,” she
said, “and now you’re gloating be-
cause you think I’'m suffering.”

Jimmy denied the charges ve-
hemently.

“Yes, you did and you are,” cried
Elsie, “and you’ve been grinning hke
a monkey all the time.”

The monkey part of it was rather
stupid of her, I’ll admit, because she
knew very well that Jimmy believes
that the human race is revolutionized,
or whatever’s the right phrase, from
the monkeys. He thought she was
jeering at his theories, though she de-
clares she never once thought of them
at the time, and he ascended without
any further ado. Certainly his con-
duct was indefensible on any ground ;
but he Just let himself go. Haven’t
you sometimes wished you could. Jim-
my did, properly.

I forgot to say that he shut and
locked the door of the breakfast room
before he let loose the flood of elo-
quence, and Elsie thought, for a see-
ond, that she was about to become an
angel then and there. She says now
that she doesn’t recall but two things
that Jimmy said to her, though he

talked for twenty minutes or more .

with such a savage tone in his voice
that she could have hugged him for
showing her how masterful he could
be. The things he said that she did
remember were that she must never
again accuse him of having made love

‘to Maude Lestor, and that if she did

he would regard her as a naughty
child, and punish her—well—just as
a mother would. Then he unlocked
the door and stalked out. If she had
called to him then to come back, and
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had told him, as she longed to do,
that she loved him, she might have
gaved herself several days of misery,
but I doubt if she would have estab-
lished so complete an ascendancy
over Mr. Jimmy Elson as that she
now enjoys.

As soon as he had gone Mrs. Elson
called up her mother, Mrs. Eccles.
She lives at Oakville, thirty miles
away. Jimmy paid the ’phone com-
pany twenty-one dollars for that con-
versation. Mrs. Eccles is a quiet lit-
tle body, and she knew about as much
of “war babies” as Elsie did. The
upshot of their conversation was that
Elsie and one of her maids went to
Oakville that afternoon. Elsie left
a note for Jimmy telling him that
whenever he chose to ring her up and
apologise for his harsh, ecruel, and
abominable treatment of her she
would come back to him.

Jimmy dropped in “quite in a cas-
nal way” of course, to see my husband
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But you'll do all the backing down and apologizing, and she'll
emerge the real ruler of your home'."”

that night. I left them together in
Harry’s den after I had particuarly
inquired from Jimmy, as to Elsie’s
health, for I had already heard a
rumour of the trouble. Jimmy answer-
ed with a fine assumption of easiness
that she had gone to spend a few days
with her mother. But later on, as I
afterwards learned, he told the whole
story or most of it to Harry, and
asked for his advice.

Harry it seems listened with the
gravity of a Supreme Court judge,
and then advised Jimmy to stick it
out. “But T know you won’t,” he
said, “You’ll be like the most of us.”

“The most of who?” asked Jimmy.

“The most of us married men,” Har-
ry answered. “You're in the right
and you know it. You’re wife knows
she’s wrong. But you’ll do all the
backing down and apologizing, and
she’ll emerge the real ruler of your
home. You might as well give in
now, Jimmy.”
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That was rather clever of my Har-
ry, don’t you think? He’s not so
stupid or so slow as he sometimes
pretends to be.

Elsie ’phoned to me on the third
day after she had left home. She
talked a lot in a few minutes with-
out saying anything worth the cost
of a long-distance call. Then she
asked me bluntly whether I had seen
Jimmy recently and how he looked.
I told her that he had been in two or
three times and that he seemed to be
quite well. As a matter of fact he
seemed to be quite miserable, buf
everything is fair to those that think
it so, isn’t it, or is that the wrong
quotation? You see I was looking for
anything that offered an opportunity
of bringing the two together, because
I knew that love would do the rest.
But Elsie’s conversation wasn’t very
encouraging until she began to say
good-bye, and after the fourth good-
bye she added, “T’ll call in to see you
to-morrow”.

She did, and she, like Jimmy, look-
ed wretchedly tired and miserable. I
thought to myself that it was a situa-
tion that required a direct frontal
attack, as the war despatches say, and
so, the moment she expressed in a
politely perfunctory manner the
hope that Harry was well, I charged.

“He’s in splendid health,” I said,
“and immensely pleased with himself
just now.”

“Over what?” Elsie asked timidly.

“War babies,” I said.

She wineed and gasped, and for a
moment I thought she would faint,
but that kind of thing isn’t common
to the Eecles brood. However it
seemed to me that it was all of five
minutes before she murmured, “War
babies I”

“Yes,” T said as calmly as I could,
“he’s been selling some of them at a
good—"

“Selling—war—babies”” — Elsie
stammered.

“Yes, my dear,” I said, “and your
Jimmy has been doing the same but
his profits are less, because he was
late getting in on them, Harry says.”

“Jimmy selling war babies!” and
there she stuck, poor Elsie.

I’ve been rather sorry since that
Elsie didn’t happen to be just then
someone I don’t like. But I do like
Elsie Elson, and so T executed a flank-
ing movement.

“I’'m hanging on to some that Harry
bought for me,” I said, “because I’m
sure they’ll go up ten points or more
in the next few days.”

It was then that Elsie laughed, such
a relieved, happy laugh, almost a sob,
and colour came to her cheeks, though
her eyes were moist, as she said, “I’ve
always been so stupid about stocks
and the stock market. May I use
your ’phone a moment, T—I—want
to ring up Jimmy.”

s -



GENERAL ALDERSON

COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF OF THE CANADIAN EXPEDITIONARY FORCES®

F in your fancy you trace out the
Iskeleton of the Canadian army in

France from this dour sapper to
yonder busy corporal and the com-
petent looking sergeant overseeing
his busy-ness, you will arrive at a
lieutenant—the subaltern who is in
all probability father and mother and
a touch of ginger and blazes to this
platoon. If from the subaltern, who
i1s youthful and a bit serious-minded,
you trace the connection through the
captain to the junior major and the
junior major to the second in com-
mand of the battalion, you arrive at
the Colonel, who lives a little bit back
of the front line and has a charging
machine to charge the green water
from the filtration plant—it is whole-
some in spite of its colour. This
part of the tracing is laborious work,
for if you do it in person you must
follow the line from the bays of the
firing line back through the muck of
the communication trench to the shel-
ter of a certain hedge which lets you
get to Hyde Park corner out of sight
of the German Snipers. The line of
officers from the Colonel’s diggings
leaps then to the headquarters of the
Brigade where the Brigadier-General
studies aeroplane maps pieced to-
gether with pins on the side of the
wall. Thence the channels of author-
ity lead to the Divisional headquart-
ers where a divisional commander is
busy with things no one knows about

but the elect. Thence in a single step
you pass—still tracing authorities—
to the office of the Corps Commander,
General Sir E. A, H. Alderson.
Every fresh laurel won by the Can-
adians reacts through this focusing
point, General Alderson, upon the
fame of the British soldier every-
where. Every order to the Canadians,
every important official communica-
tion to them goes, in form at least,
through General Alderson’s hands.
With him lies the grave responsibility
of ordering them to take a position
or hold a position or, if necessary, re-
linquish a position. It is upon his
shoulders to see not only that the
Canadians win but that in their ef-
forts to win they are properly sup-
ported and protected. It is for him,
subject to the general policy and wide
decisions of “B. G. H. Q.” (British
General Headquarters) to order our
Canadian men into danger or out
of it. T enlarge upon this point be-
cause the responsibilities that go with
great army commands are too little
understood by ecivilians, and because
too it is part of the picture of the
man who commands the Canadians. 1
heard once of a Viectoria Cross man
who declined a high command because
as he said, “I have courage enough to
order myself into danger. T have not
the courage to decide for others.”

We rode by motor from B. G. H. Q.

* It is reported that General Alderson i

forees in England.
59

s to become Inspector-General of Canadian
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to the town where General Alderson
and the Canadian Headquarters Staff
was located last September. Liken
B. G. H. Q. to Montreal where
Shaughnessy presides over the forces
of the C. P. R. Liken this town to
which we were now taken, to Winni-
peg, where the commander of our im-
portant division of the supreme com-
mand resides. The roads out of Brit-
ish Headquarters were in excellent

condition. The French countryside
was at its best. Sunlight warmed the
landscape. Birds wheeled in the blue

overhead. The tall trees lining the
sides of the road held lofty converse
with a cool breeze. In the reedy
canals that zig-zagged through the
fields to right and left, robust women
standing in low punts, poled high-
heaped vegetables from one place un-
known to us, to another still less in
our ken. They had red cheeks and
seemed happy, calling and chattering
to one another as two punts or a fleet
of punts met, or as they passed work-
ers in the fields.

Our tires beat like far-off faint
drums on the cobbles. The wind
whipped into our faces. We passed
here a supply column grinding along
toward the Front with tons of food
and other less gentle supplies. On
the hood of the leading motor truck
rode a barking terrier . We
flashed through villages where old
women sat working at their lace pil-
lows out in the front of their houses.
There was no sign of war except for
soldiers here and there, and unending
lines of mew trenches and an occa-
sional far-off booming of guns. At
eleven, with a sudden jamming on of
brakes, we arrived before the house
where Canadian Headquarters are
established. We shook off the dust,
stepped over the spare petrol tins
carried in the tonnean and crossed a
flag-stone sidewalk to an archway in
the seemingly endless wall of houses
cn that side of the street. Halfway
through the archway a door appeared
on our left and we turned in and up
a few steps to a dusty dim interior
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where the familiar thrash and rattle
of telegraph instruments filled the air
and great bulking shapes of soldiers
cluttered up and down the rough-
floored hall, or waited with messages
outside the General’s door. An ex-
pectant orderly awaited us.

“The General is ready, sir,” he said
and opened the door on our right.
‘We went into a cheerful-looking room
whose windows gave onto a back
garden, which was at least green and
secluded.

“General Alderson,” said our guide,
in introduction, “Mr. 2

A man of not great height nor
breadth, a quiet pleasant voice, a kind-
ly, shrewd countenance met our eyes.

“I am very busy,” said this simple-
speaking gentleman. “But I am glad
to meet you and to show you anything
I can show you.” He turned to the
maps on the walls of the room. “These
you see, are our trenches. The red
lines indicate what we held when first
we came to this part of the line. The
yellow show what we now hold—>

With a pencil in his hand the Gen-
eral indicated the interesting points,

“This,” he went on, “is where you
are going this morning, and that is
where you are to go to-morrow, is it
not ?”

Then he showed the trenches and
also the length of line held by the
Canadians, and then having visited
also the garden at the rear, we re-
turned through the arched carriage-
way to the street, said good-bye to the
General in whose area we were pri-
vileged guests, and went on to the
firing line.

The General’s office was quite easily
within shell-range of the enemy, but
the Germans were somehow not, firing
that way. For all one could tell the
town might have been a part of say
Cobourg or Ingersoll, or any other
fair-sized Canadian town. Soldiers
were everywhere to be seen, and mili-
tary automobiles came and went from
the open market-place opposite the
General’s office. But there was other-
wise no sign of war.
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The interest in the place was, to at
least one of our party, the General
we had just left. One might well
have expected a little pomp and cir-
cumstance, a little rasping of the dis-
tinguished officer’s throat, and an air
of great impatience, as if we prying
folk from Canada were somehow im-
peding the final wiping-out of the
Germans by a few strokes from the
General’s pen. That was not the sort
of man we had met. We had met a
gsort of “Bobs”, and the recollection
of that quiet, unassuming gentleman
—for with no reflection upon the Gen-
eral’s soldierly qualities, it was as a
gentleman rather than as an import-
ant official that he impressed one—
must remain with one always. The
man was mild, but with a hint of
stern doggedness underneath. He was
cheerful, without being boisterous,
but with a suggestion of constitutional
gravity of mind underlying the smile
and the grasp of the hand. One felt,
upon further acquaintance, that the
ecommander of the Canadians is a man
who chooses to rule by a sort of can-
did reasonableness rather than by
continual demonstrations of author-
ity.

I had the honour to have luncheon
with the commander of the Canadian
forces the day after our introduction
in his office, and to hear him express
his views on one question and another
in the course of our conversation.
After luncheon, in the private office
in his house I had the privilege of
seeing detail maps showing just how
the Canadian line lay before and after
the German attempt to break through
in front of Ypres, and to hear the
General’s description of that glorious
fight. It would not be appropriate to
try to reproduce his description. It
was in part technical and in other
parts referred directly to the maps
which showed how such-and-such
forces were here and such there—and
so on. The interesting part of the
thing was the manner and the inflec-
tion with which General Alderson re-
ferred to the work of the Canadians.

(4

GENERAL

SIR E. A. H. ALDERSON

Commander-inchiet of the Canadian Expeditionary
Forces

One may, I think, fairly suspect that
a grim pride burns in this quiet
gentleman’s heart with the knowledge
that he held the first command of
these “Empire troops” that proved
themselves so worthy of the trust
Britain had in them.

General Sir E. A. H. Alderson
would in my mind appear to be a
curious commentary on war and paci-
ficism. Were it not likely to be un-
justly interpreted, one might say the
Canadian Commander-in-Chief is him-
self a pacifist type so far as exteriors
are concerned. This is no fighting
cock. Here is no bluster and swagger
but alert, unassuming competence.
There is a taste for literature
in the cast of this man’s eyes, and a
sensitiveness in the shaping of the
fingers that betrays a disposition to
enjoy other music than the mere sing-
ing of guns, but that, in its proper
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time and place. There is a touch of
precision in the fitting of his uniform,
which in eivil life might have run to
nosegays in the button-hole. This is
a man whose attitude toward life is
not that of a bullying braggart, but
rather that of a student who when
war is laid aside seeks some new
beauty in everything and is con-
tinually surprised at the new
marvels of life that appear to his
observant and constantly comparing
eye. General Alderson’s past record
in other fields of war, especially as
late commander of the Poona Division
and in  Mashonaland, confirms
what the General’s handling of the
Canadian expeditionary force revealed
—absolute competence, thorough-go-
ing hard work, complete devotion to
duty and brilliant decisions. Cana-
dians know that where their General
sends them they will be well support-
ed, and given the benefit of every
care that their commander has at his
disposal. Furthermore, a great qual-
ity in General Alderson is tact. It
was no easy matter for a British of-
ficer to take over the command of a
large body of almost “raw” Canadian
troops. New officers and sensitive of-
ficers, Canadian independence of
spirit and the bitter conditions in
that first winter at Salisbury Plaing
—these elements might very well have
combined to cause great embarrass-
ments to a commanding officer, and
possibly friction. General Alderson
has kept his command “sweet”. He
has shown himself peculiarly sym-
pathetic to the Canadian tempera-
ment. Finding that Canadians have
their own ways in some things and

o
E]

that they cannot altogether abandon
those ways—the General has adapted
his plans to conditions. Where
compromise could not be allowed he
has enforced the rules of the British
army with such firmness and tact as
to reduce all opposition.

“Sir,” T said, asking him a question
at luncheon that day, “we Canadians
know our men are the best of men,
but we sometimes wonder whether the
press despatches describing their
conduct may not have been
~—just a trifle favourable on account
of their newness.”

“Did you happen to read,” he re-
turned, “the address which I deliver-
ed to our men after St. Julien?”

({Yes.”

“And was that any less favourable
to my own men than the other things
that had been said %’

(‘No.”

“Then be assured nothing too good
of our men was published in the
press. 1 mnever say what I don’t
mean.”

“What is the best quality in g
Canadian?” 1 asked.

“The best?” He laughed a little.
“Why—we have a saying here: ‘A
(Canadian can do anything from tun-
ing a piano to burgling a safe’?”

Canadians should know more of
General Sir E. A. H. Alderson. He

does not wear his heart or his mind

on his sleeve. But glimpsing him,

even briefly, is to feel assured that
between fighting quality in the ranks
and quality of leadership of the Can-
adian force there are no discrep-
ancies.

Ll (g




CURRENT €VENTS
Byoindsay Crawford

WO months ago the German
Chancellor said that the battle
of Verdun would teach the

enemies of Germany how little truth
there was in the stories of Germany’s

military decline. The utter failure
so far of the enemy’s attempt to
break the French line at Verdun, add-
ed to the appalling sacrifice of Ger-
man troops, has convinced the ;\lligs
that Prussian military domination in
Europe has received its death-blow.
Five Russian contingents have been
landed in F'rance, which must impress
the Kaiser’s advisers with the hope-
lessness of the struggle. The mag-
nificent front shown by France at
Verdun is one of the big surprises of
the war. The deadly precision of the
marvellous French artillery has been
the deciding factor. Against the
French curtain of fire division after
division of German troops advanced
in vain. It was a crucial time for
France. For France has been bled
white by this war and henceforth must
rely more and more on Britain and
Russia for the necessary reserves. The
release of Russian troops for service
on the western front is an earnest of
the close friendship between France
and Russia, and a sign that the form-
er has all her eligible men in the ﬁelfi.
German divisions lost so heavily in
the fighting before Verdun that they
had to retire to the rear, where the

were filled with drafts from the
depots, fifty per cent. of whom were
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young lads of the 1916 class. The
arrival of Russian soldiers in France
has had a tremendous moral effect
throughout the allied countries.

In the United Kingdom the con-
scription of all available men has been
put into operation. Married or sin-
gle, at home or abroad, men eligible
for service in Great Britain have to
report. It is the last phase of the
Great War. Russia alone of all the
Allies engaged can continue to draw
upon an unlimited supply for re-
serves. Britain’s determination to
put every available man in the field
evidences a keen appreciation of the
dangers that may attend the final
drafting of peace terms. Russia will
emerge from this struggle a giant re-
freshed. Henceforth the destiny of
Europe is closely hound up with Rus-
sian policy.

The surrender to the Turks of
Townshend’s army of nine thousand
men at Kut-el-Amara is one of the
regrettable incidents inseparable from
a big war. Townshend held out for
four months until the food,K was ex-
hausted and no immediate hope of
relief in sight. This Anglo-Indian
army that advanced to the gates of
Bagdad and was compelled, after a
brilliant vietory, to fall back before
a superior force goes into retirement
with its honour unsullied. The forces
of nature warred against the reliev-
ing army, which was but twenty miles
distant, and prevented a junction of
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forces. There is every reason to be-
lieve that the Turks will treat their
captives with every consideration.
Townshend and his brother officers
were brought to Bagdad. If they re-
main there it is likely that before long
the Russians will open the prison
doors. The Grand Duke’s vietorious
army is drawing nearer to the prize
of Mesopotamia. Whatever the future
of this region, the Russians are pav-
ing their way to Constantinople.
There will be less disposition in Iing-
lish circles to cavil over Russia’s de-
mands for control in the Dardanelles.

The United States and Germany
are fast nearing the parting of the
ways, The sinking of the Sussex pro-
duced another crop of diplomatic
notes from the Washington Gov-
ernment partaking of the flavour of
an ultimatum, which, as Roosevelt bit-
ingly declares, “does not ultimate”.
It is the nearest approach to a breach
yet taken by the Wilson Administra-
tion. The German reply promises a
change of submarine policy condi-
tional on the raising of the British
blockade. The United States is asked
to bring influence to bear on Britain
to relax her naval pressure on Ger-
many’s bread-basket. The impudence
of this demand has not passed unno-
ticed in the American press.

35

For a week following the dramatic
arrest of Sir Roger Casement on the
Kerry coast, Dublin has been the
seene of a serious uprising of the Sinn
Fein party. On Easter Monday, when
Dublin put on its holiday garb and
the city was crowded with visitors,
the insurrection broke with startling
suddenness. The general post-office
was seized and every point of vantage
in the city was held by a section of
the rebels detailed for the purpose.
The holiday spirit was quenched in
blood and the flag of the Irish Re-
public was run up by the Provisional
President, Padraic Pearse. Soldiers
and officers and civilians dropped in
their tracks, shot down without warn-

ing. It was a ghastly business unre-
lieved by the slightest glimmer of
hope of success for the insurgents. For
a whole week isolated groups of rebels
were in a state of siege, cut off from
reinforcements and supplies and hope-
lessly outnumbered. Gunboats and
field artillery and maxims poured
shot and shell on the. rebel strong-
holds, and bombing parties set fire
to the buildings in which they were
making a last stand, fighting with
halters round their necks. From the
Four Courts to the Custom House, in
the heart of Dublin, including some
of the finest public buildings and busi-
ness establishments in the city, the
destruction of property was complete.
The mad folly of the leaders in choos-
ing such a time for revolt and in as-
sociating the cause of Irish freedom
with Prussian despotism alleviated at
the outset the sympathy of the over-
whelming mass of the Irish National-
ist population. But the coming of
General Maxwell, and the summary
executions secretly carried out under
martial law changed the temper of
the Irish people in a single night. It
is useless to attempt to explain this
to some people. The fact that civil
law in Ireland was superseded by an
English military autocracy—of the
type which refused to move against
the Ulster rebels in 1914—was suf-
ficient to cause a revulsion of feeling
throughout the south and west of Ire-
land. This changed attitude found
an echo in John Dillon’s protest in
the House of Commons and in the
condemnation of English rule in Ire-
land by leading English journals. It
was followed by the departure of My,
Asquith for Dublin, where civil gov-
ernment had fallen into abeyance and
only the “Bloody Assizes” of Maxwell
remained to emphasize the essential
distinetion in the eyes of English
statesmen of the conduct of Christian
de Wet and his Boer followers in
South Africa, and Padraic Pearse, the
Irish rebel leader, and his followers.
There was amnesty for the Boer ; there
was a firing squad in a barrack square
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in the cold dawn for the Irish insurg-
ents. The rising in South Africa and
that in Dublin were in all essentials
parallel cases. In each case the sup-
port of Germany had been invoked.
In each case blood had been shed.
But for de Wet there was pardon;
for the Irish a felon’s grave. And
there are still some stupid people who
pretend they cannot understand Dil-
lon’s outburst in the Commons, or the
revulsion of feeling that swept over
Ireland. Maxwell’s regime has bred
more Irish rebels to the square mile
in Ireland in a single week than the
revolutionary movements of the last
century succeeded in creating. And
this bitter feeling is not confined to
Ireland. Tt rankles in the breast of
the Irishman in Canada, who, with
the knowledge of what Irish soldiers
have done in this war, sees his native
land handed over to the tender mer-
cies of an English general and a mili-
tary caste that two years ago openly
espoused the cause of the Carson
rebels in Ulster. The blunder has been
committed and nothing now can re-
pair the mischief save a generous re-
cognition of the right of Irishmen to
rule their own country. England’s
cause in this war is the cause of the
smaller nationalities. Until Ireland
is restored to her rightful place as a
self-governing nation within the Em-
pire men will be found willing in Tre-
land to risk their lives in promoting
rebellion.

1t is difficult to explain the com-
plete change of sentiment in Ireland
as English law took toll of the lead-
ers of the insurrection. Only those
who have lived in that country can ap-
preciate the revulsion of feeling that
came over Irishmen all over the world
as the ruthless work of Maxwell’s
secret courts-martial began to tell
on public opinion. This was not con-
fined to Irishmen. English journals
hostile to Trish Home Rule promptly
perceived that there was something
amiss in the government of a coun-
try that could produce such a rising
and that could prompt a man of the
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calibre of John Dillon to make a
speech in the House of Commons that
recalled the worst days of the Land
League. The full facts are not yet
available, but the shooting, by order
of an officer, of Sheehy-Skeffington, a
non-combatant and pacifist who was
trying to prevent looting, and who
was not connected in any way with
the rising, shows that some things took
place on the military side which
aroused the indignation of the Irish
people. The wholesale arrests throngh-
out the country and the deportation
of thousands of suspects were not cal-
culated to allay the fierce resentment
which martial law had created. Two
things emerge from the controversy
which events in Dublin have aroused.
Whereas before the rising the Sinn
Fein forces were a negligible quan-
tity as compared with the rest of Na-
tionalist Ireland, Maxwell’s regime has
tended to range Nationalist Ireland, at
home and abroad, on the side of the
rebels. Contrast this with the after-
math of rebellion in South Africa,
where De Wet, actively engaged in
supporting the German enemy, was
amnestied, and it must be admitted
that English statesmen have blunder-
ed badly in discriminating against the
Irish rebels. By Irishmen the Max-
well regime—the rule of the same
military caste that took the side of
Carson before the war—is regarded as
an invasion of their national rights.
The man who refuses to allow either
Ottawa or Quebee to interfere in the
domestic affairs of Ontario too often
looks with another eye at the inter-
ference of England in Irish affairs.
Obessed by the dramatic rising in
Dublin, he does not stop to examine
the validity of England’s claim to
rule Treland as a Crown Colony. All
Irishmen to-day are rebels. The Car-
sonites are armed and pledged to use
these arms for the defeat of a British
Act of Parliament. These Ulster
rebels, with their Provisional Govern-
ment, threatened before the war to
seek the aid of Germany in resisting-
the claim of the British Parliament
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to legislate for Ireland. In threaten-
ing to rebel, in locking up police and
customs officers during the Larne
gun-running episode, when German
arms were illegally imported, these
Ulster Carsonites were rebels against
English rule in Ireland. Carson, as
the chief rebel, was punished by being
offered a seat in the British Cabinet.
His chief lieutenants, Sir F. E. Smith,
K.C., and James H. Campbell, K.C.,
were also honoured by receiving fat
jobs in the Coalition Ministry. Re-
bellion, in the eyes of the Asquiths
and Maxwells, is commendable in the
case of the Carsonites; it is an atroe-
ious crime, to be stamped out in blood,
when undertaken by men who claim
the right that Englishmen claim, the
right to self-government. Carson
laid down the principle that the Bri-
tish Parliament had no right to de-
stroy the veto of the Lords or to pass
a Home Rule Bill for Ireland. In
other words, he -challenged British
authority in Ireland. What more, in
the eyes of the law, have the Sinn
Feiners done, if we except the blood-
shed? They have paid the penalty
for their illegal acts, but there is no
Irish Nationalist to-day who does not
honour their memory. It is said by
cold-blooded materialists that rebel-
lion is only justified by success. The
success of the latest Trish rebellion is
admitted on all sides by the striking
unanimity with which the press of the
United Kingdom demands a change in
the government of Ireland. Irishmen
will not halt in their loyalty to the
Allied cause in Europe, but English
rule in Ireland is an anachronism
which no Canadian would tolerate for
a day if applied t;; this Dominion.

The bilingual controversy in Can-
ada has reached a climax. Led by
Sir Wilfred Laurier, the debate in
the Federal House disclosed a serious
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rift in the Liberal ranks. Why the
question ever reached the Dominion
House without first being threshed
out at a Liberal convention is one of
those mysteries that puzzles the man
in the street. Politics in Canada are
centralized in party caucases. Poli-
cies are formulated and plans of cam-
paign engineered by select coteries of
self-appointed leaders, and the rank
and file must vote as directed. On the
bilingual issue it is difficult for any
intelligent man who understands the
facts of the case and who is not sway-
ed by passion or prejudice to give a
hearty yea or nay to either side as
represented in the debate at Ottawa.
Schopenhauer’s dictum—“The mope
languages you know the more times
man you are”’—needs to be impress-
ed on the minds of English-speaking
nations. Germany’s industrial rise in
a single generation has been attpi-
buted to various causes, but in the
opinion of Germans themselves the
world-wide range of their trade and
commerce is due to the German
“drummer”, who to highly technical
training and ready adaptability add-
ed the gift of tongues. This triumph
in lingual seience was seen before the
war in the “peaceful penetration® of
German trade ambassadors in eve
corner of the earth. It is witnessed
to-day at the front in the wonderful
efficiency of the German war inter-
perters’ organization, which gives such
cohesion to the Prussian war machine
in its diplomatic as well as in its mili-
tary conflicts with the Allies. The
bilingual controversy in Canada will
not be settled by taking cover behind
Provincial rights. If Canada is to
play a part in world commerce com-
mensurate with her enormous pe.
sources and potentialities, provineial.
ism, whether of Quebee or Ontarig
must be merged in a sane national.
ism.
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HEARTS AND FACES

By JouN MURrAY (GIBBON. Toronto:
S. B. Gundy.

HERE is to this noval a spice
I and movement that one does not
always hope to find in the work
of a Canadian writer or coming from
a Canadian publisher. But although
the author has lived in Canada for
several years, he is a Scot of the Scots,
and the novel was first published in
England. Besides being a Scot him-
self, Mr. Gibbon is the author as well
of another book, “Scots in Canada”,
which was widely read, particularly
in Great Britain, after its publication
a few years ago. There is nothing
provincial about the present movel,
and as its appeal is cosmopolitan, its
style excellent, its characters lifelike,
and its moral unstated, it should have
a wide sale. It is the record of a
young man, George Grange, of Aber-
deen, who casts aside his college books
and on the advice of an old artist
takes up brushes and paints. There
are delightful deseriptions of scenes
and happenings in Aberdeen, where
fifteen pounds for the payment of eol-
lege fees and the expenses of living
during the Winter.Session was “bed-
rock economy”. Reid, the artist, and
the Aberdonian as well, is a distine-
tive personality. So is Wolseley Gre-
“ville, the dashing young Englishman
who seemed always to be dragging
some young girl to her ruin. It was
in a saloon on the other side of Union
Bridge that Grange first saw Greville,
the same Greville whom he was to en-
counter later at Paris, and again, and
tragically, in London.
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‘“Union Bridge ! How many tragedies
and comedies have crowned your single
span! The street narrowed when it top-
ped your arch, for the councillors who
built you loved economy, and a little jost-
ling mattered less if it meant a bawbee
more in each ratepayer’s pocket. You
were narrowest on Sundays, when those
trim troops of church-goers smiled to them-
selves on their way to their respective
pulpits—the East Kirk and the West Kirk,
the Free, and the Established—each with
its hour and a half’s entertainment for a
penny in the plate. You were perhaps
broadest when the night had thrown its
cover over staggering steps or a nod to a
giggling girl. Underneath your passage
of night and day was the traffic of the
trains, and on your granite blocks the
occasional rumble of Bain’s old cabs. You
were the meeting-place and the dividing-
place of East and West, of work and leis-
ure.’’

Tender become one’s feelings for
that old bridge. And there are many
more such tendering passages in the
book and many revelations of humour.
Commenting on Grange’s leaving
Aberdeen to pursue elsewhere, in a
broader field, the art of painting, the
author makes these subtle observa-
tions:

‘“One spirit flames through the Aber-
donian, and that is the spirit of ambition.
If he sees no chance of realizing that in
his own ecity, out he goes, irrepressible emi-
grant, to make his fortune somewhere
else. Self-confidence is his passport, and
difficult indeed would be the frontier that
could stop him. Not a brilliant brain, but
a terrific worker, he just as often gets to
where he wants to in the end.’’

Then we have his pertinent ques-
tion and reply :

‘“What would have happened if all the
Aberdonians had stayed in Aberdeen?
Surely there would have been civil war.’*
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George Grange was one of these
restless, ambitious Aberdonians. Fret-
ted by Reid and responding to his own
leanings, he sets out for London.
There he meets artists, art students,
and artists’ models. The life of the
average student of art is well reveal-
ed—the Bohemion atmosphere, the
temptations, the lack of discipline.
Delicate situations are most delicately
handled, and yet not squeamishly.
Throughout all these Grange works
his way manfully, and at length he
reaches a position of eminence as an
artist. And throughout all, also, flit
the characters that make the pages
live—Ethel the model; Claire, like-
wise a model, and daughter of Gre-
ville, whom Greville tries to seduce,
not knowing their relationship; and,
of course, Greville himself, the kind
of villain who stops at no depth of
villainy.

Grange soon becomes homesick, and
we find him hurrying back to Reid
and to his former associations. With
Reid he goes out to Stonehaven, and
as a result we have this charming bit
of deseription:

‘‘Stonehaven’s harbour snuggled under
Downie Point, whereas an open beach
stretched north half a mile or so to the
tiny harbour of Cowie, near which the low
tide uncovered rocks slippery with sea-
weed. Mysterious pools enticed the chil-
dren to search for starfish and anemones
and soft-shelled erabs. On the pier at
Cowie harbour small boys fished for the
poodlies that swam in millions through the
clear water. Like the old ‘Stanehive’,
Cowie village had its red-tiled roofs, warm
against the cool green sward of Cowie
braes or the gray slaty sea.

¢‘The Cowie burn had its bed alongside
the beach, then twined up inland past the
tennis greens, where it yielded an aston-
ishing supply of flounders to the summer
visitors, then half a mile or so to St. Kie-
ran’s Well, with rocky shores under the
railway viaduet, and so into a glen of
pools forbidden except to privileged rods.
A pretty, sparkling stream in sunny wea-
ther, it was a furious spate after rain,
with dull brown flood wherein swam many
sturdy trout.’’

From these scenes Grange returns
to his life as artist in London, and
there in the end we leave him. We
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should like to know more of him, be-
cause we have to leave him just as, so
we feel, he might marry and live hap-
pily ever afterward. But we are done
at any rate with Greville. We are
back in Aberdeen, and so is he, and
so is Grange. We are in a hospital,
and there on tables we see the outlines
of human figures covered with cloths.

‘‘Browser carefully dried his hands and
drew back the cloth from the centre fig- .
ure.

‘¢ ‘Look here,” he said, ‘this is the one
I’'m working on’.

‘¢ ¢Wolseley Greville! Good God!’

‘¢ “Yes, we get our bodies from the work-
house. Curious that one who so degraded
his university should come to lie on its
dissecting tables. The only oceasion on
which his presence has been of service. A
most interesting body’.’’

2
3%

ESSAYS AND LITERARY
STUDIES

By StepHEN LEACOCK. Toronto: S.
B. Gundy.

T HE material of this volume will

not provoke as much laughter as
the author’s other books have provok-
ed, but nevertheless it will be read
with relish by many who like to re-
ceive opinions that have at least some
semblance of novelty. And whether
Mr. Leacock’s opinions are novel or
not, they at any rate are presented
in a novel way. The first contribu-
tion to the book is “The Apology of a
Professor”, an essay on modern learn-
ing. He starts off as follows:

‘I know no more interesting specula-
tion, nor any more caleulated to allow of g
fair-minded difference of opinion, than the
inquiry whether a professor has any right
to exist. Prima facie, of course, the ease
is heavily against him. His angular over-
coat, his missing buttons, and his fadeq
hat, will not bear comparison with the dou- -
ble-breasted splendour of the stock broker
or the Directoire fur gown of the cigar-
maker. Nor does a native agility of body
compensate for the missing allurement of

dress. He cannot skate. He does not
shoot. He must not swear. He is not
brave. His mind, too, to the outsider at

any rate, appears defective and seriously

damaged by education. He cannot appre-
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ciate a twenty-five-cent novel or a melo-
drama or a moving picture-show, or any
of that broad current of intellectual move-
ment which soothes the brain of the busi-
ness man in its moments of inactivity.’’

Not a bad beginning. Good enough
to entice anyone to read on. And, hav-
ing read on, the end will come only
too soon. The end, indeed, is a chap-
ter entitled “A Rehabilitation of
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Charles II.” 1In between there are
chapters on “American Humour”,
“The Woman Question”, and, besides
others, “The Amazing Genius of O.
Henry”. All these are serious essays,
so that if anyone should be looking
only for fun he should look elsewhere.
But fun may be found perhaps in this
very book, for, for instance, “The
Woman Question” closes with the ob-
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servation that preachers have a way
of closing their sermons by “leaving
their congregations with a thought”.
So he concludes:

«¢With the readers of this essay I do
the same. I leave them with the thought
that perhaps in the modern age it is not
the increased freedom of woman that
is mneeded, but the increased recognition
of their [her] dependence. Let the reader
remain agonized over. that till I write
something else.’’

S
%

MOBY LANE AND THERE-
ABOUTS
By A. Nem Lyons. London: John

Lane.

HIS is a volume of short stories

of much finer calibre than one
usually encounters. It is written by
a real English humourist, and when
one speaks of English humour one is
supposed to be speaking of the best.
The stories embrace many quaint
characters and econversations. We
quote the following:

“‘You have given up chimney-sweeping,
then?’’ I inquired.

“¢Oh, no, sir,”’ answered Mr. Toovey.
““That be my trade. I were apprenticed
to the chimbney-sweeping.”’

“You have, at any rate, discontinued
chimney-sweeping for the present?’’

I won’t say that, sir,’’ answered Mr.
Toovey. ‘‘No, I won’t say that! That
be my trade, you see, sweeping chimb-
neys.’’

“Then why not sweep my chimney?’’
I persisted.

¢You see, sir,”’ explained Mr. Toovey,
¢T aren’t swep’ meer a chimbney for
months and months—not since my eldest
boy went orf to America. I doos a bit o’
cobberlin’ and I doos a bit o’ ’iggerlin’
and sometimes I sells fish and wood. But
T reckons to be retired from business, real-
ly. My wife could tell you more about it
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than I can, on’y my wife she be at Worth-
ing, where our daughter live.’’

““ Anyhow, I can’t depend on you to
sweep my chimney, Mr. Toovey.’’

‘I wouldn’t say that, sir. You see, I
reckens to be a chimbney-sweep be trade.
On’y I got some wood to attend to-—they
faggots over at Theobald’s. I ought to be
attendin’ to them now, on’y me wife she
be away and I gotter stop and mind the
place yere.’’

‘I see that I'm not to expect you to-
morrow, Mr, Toovey, but perhaps,’” I sug-
gested, ‘‘you could come and clean my
chimney some other morning—when you
are free to leave this place.’’

‘‘Tree to leave this place!’’ echoed Mr.
Toovey. ‘‘Oh, I dare say, come to that,
I’'m as free to leave my place as what
anybody else is. Only I choose to stop
’ere . You had better come again, young
man, and see the Missus.”’ ;

¢¢You think, then,”’ I ventured to as-
sume, ‘‘that you will be able to come some
other morning and—"’’

‘T can’t say naarthun about that,’’ said
Mr. Toovey. ‘‘I aren’t swep’ a chimbney
out for ever so long—not since my eldest
boy went orf to America. You’ll ’ave to
see the Missus about it.”’

¢‘Perhaps,”’ I said, ‘‘you can recom-
mend me to some other chimney-sweep,
Mr. Toovey?’’

Mr. Toovey shook his head. ‘‘That I
can’t,”” he replied. ‘‘I be the on’y proper
chimbney-sweep this side o’ Lawes. You
won’t better me if you walk five miles.”?

3%

THE BARS OF IRON

By Etaer M. DenLn. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs.

HE author of “The Way of an

Eagle” gives in this her latest
novel the story of two healthy young
persons whose vicissitudes and inter-
rupted love affairs will doubtless be
of absorbing interest to a great many
readers. It is not a powerful novel,
nor yet a weak one, but it has certain
qualities that attract the average
readers. :
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Wholesome Home-
Made Sweets —

Preserves, marmalade, cakes, candies, and all the other
good things for which you need a fine, pure sugar of
high sweetening power, should be made with

Sugar

the ideal sugar for the table, for cooking, and for every
other use in the kitchen, because of its very fine gran-
ulation. It dissolves instantly in the preserving kettle,
the cake batter or in the tea-cup. You get a pure, de-
licious sweetening and you get it at once.

Send us a Red-Ball trade-mark. cut from the package, and we will mail v oua Lantie
Sugar Recipe Book with new recipes for cake, candies, desserts and preserving

‘“ THE ALL-PURPOSE SUGAR "’

« Spreads
like Butter ™

INGERSOLL

7 Drelicioug and INGERSOLL Bold by all
7 Mppetiding s “ Grocecs

all Cream Cheese—so rich

in cream—so delicious in

flavor — so economical in
use. Makes ail kinds of
tasty idishes—and just the

INGERSOLL
Pimento Cheese
Sweet Spanish Pi-

mentos blended

INGERSOLL
Green Chile
Cheese

thing for dainty sandwiches.
15c. and 25c. a package.
Piquant California

with INGERSOLL Green Chile blended
CREAM CHEESE with INGERSOLL
Makes a delicious CREAM CHEESE

delicacy. 10c. and

* < Good and tasty.
5c. a package.

15c. a package.
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Brides and berries come in June —but no matter when the
come there is Shredded Wheat Biscuit to welcome them witf‘:
health, contentment and happy days. In all the joys of June
there is nothing to compare wit

Slhredded Wheat Biscuit

and Strawberries

a combination that is deliciously wholesome and nourishing and
is easily and quickly prepared. All the goodness of the whole
wheat grain made digestible by steam-cooking, shredding and
baking. Each little loaf of baked whole wheat isa good meal in
itself, containing all the strength-giving nutriment needed
for a half day’s work. . .

Heat one or more Shredded Wheat Biscuits in
the oven to restore their crispness; cover with
strawberries prepared as for ordinary serving ;
pour over them cream or milk and sweeten to
suit the taste. Deliciously nourishing and satis-
fying with any kind of berries, or fresh fruits.

MADE IN CANADA by -

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO., LIMITED
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East
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—

The Drink
for Little FolKs

It is well-known that tea and
coffee are harmful to children, but
they crave a hot, invigorating drink
at table, just like older folks, and
they should have it.

S =
Both tea and coffee contain “caf- “g e

feine,” a drug which physicians and —
food experts say retards body devel- P~
opment and hinders mental progress.

POSTUM %

is the ideal table beverage for children.

Postum has a rich, snappy taste, and is absolutely free from any
drug or harmful substance.

This delicious pure food-drink is made of whole wheat roasted
with a bit of wholesome molasses.

Postum is wonderfully attractive to children and brings satisfac-

tion and happiness to everyone at table, including older folks who
want to keep youthful health and spirit.

“There’s a Reason” for POSTUM

Sold by Grocers everywhere.
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont.
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ﬁg WHATEVER events people like X 5
to look back on with the pleasantest 7
thoughts—a birthday, a graduation, a
wedding, big moments in their lives—no
other gift conveys the full sentiment of
giving, at the time, or years after, as a

Waltham Convertible
Bracelet Watch fs:

o
A gift that will be cherished as well as used. Besides possessing a /’(’I('f\’
daintiness that lends a grace to the wearer, it offers the accuracy that /&(D)

%,

has made the “Waltham” the timepiece of the world. )

o~

/|
U

3=

8 The “Waltham” Convertible Bracelet Watch is the famous watch /;‘:? —

l /(’ with the disappearing eye, which becomes a wrist watch or an ordi- 'é.‘;
‘ nary watch at the wearer’s will. e

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY  /#97=

MONTREAL




A Head of Wheat, Its History

It grew on a west- The farmer found
ern prairie. Nature the grains hard,

stored its every extra large and
plump. He said,
““That wheat is too

layer with the ele-
jpanse oo need. good to grind. It
Each grain, at the i, wheat to serve
harvest, had 125 whole.” So he sent
million food cells. It was a fine example it to our buyer, who
of a major food. shipped it to our mill.

Huge guns awaited it. The
kernels were sealed up in one
of them. Then the gun was
revolved for sixty minutes in
a heat of 550 degrees.
The moisture in each food cell was converted
into steam. Then the gun was shot ; the cells
exploded. And the whole grains came out,
airy, crisp and porous, puffed to eight times normal size.

Then those grains came to a table. They came as thin, fragile bubbles, with
a taste like toasted nuts. They were served with cream, or in bowls of milk.
And someone tasted in them the most fascinating wheat food known.

Puffed Wheat == 12¢
Puffed Rice W= 15¢

That is how Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are created, under Prof. Anderson’s
process. The finest whole grains are made wholly digestible. Every food cell
is blasted.

There are, of course, other whole grain-foods. But not with each food cell ex-
ploded. Not with every atom fitted to digest.

In Puffed Wheat you are serving an unrobbed wheat Puffed Rice is
unrobbed rice. In both of them every element feeds. And both are food
confections.

Do you think you are serving such foods as these as often as you should ?

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

PETERBOROUGH, ONT. SOLE MAKERS SASKATOON, SASK.
(1311)
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currers T0 His MAjJESTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

Be sure when ordering spaghetti
to specify CLARK’S and keep
your money during War-Time

circulating in Canadian and
'BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL
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VIC

Summer Wear

For a business or professional
man, no suit is more dressy or
more serviceable for wear during
the warm, dusty months of sum-
mer than one made from a
VICKERMAN Grey Pick and
Pick Fine Worsted.

There is a crisp, clear finish and
even weave in VICKERMAN’S
Greys that distinguishes them
from other makes.

| §.4 BVIGKERMAN BSONSL™ @4

MAKERS OF THE FINEST SERGES, CHEVIOTS
AND WORSTEDS PRODUCED oN BRITISH LOOMS

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO
Canadian Selling Agents

KERMAN'’S

—

BLUE

SERGES AND

BLACK

GREY

CHEVIOTS
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Sugars

Stand every test

Your choice of
fine, medium
or coarse
grain

For Preserving

be sure to get the St. Lawrence Diamond
Granulated. It is absolutely pure cane

sugar, the only kind which assures suc-
cess in making preserves and jellies.

All St, Lawrence packages bear a
RED Diamond which dis-
tinguishes them from
other makes.

At
Best Dealers
everywhere

A size
and style for
every
need

St. Lawrence Sugar Refineries, Limited, Montrea]



l@ox Cherrg Sponge

Cherries

Cherry Sponge—a most pleas-
ing Knox Gelatine dish. Fresh
or canned cherries.

Strawberries

Strawberry Bavarian Cream—
Strawberry Ice — Strawberry
Coupe — are a few Knox
Gelatine recipes for Straw-
berries.

Raspberries

Raspberry Mousse— a delight-
ful chilled desiert for warm
days and other days, too.

Blackberries
Lemon Jelly with Berries—
easy to prepare—yet dainty
and different.

Pineapple
Pineapple Sponge - Pineapple
Snow Balls—Pineapple
Mousse — are suggestions.
Fresh or canned fruit.

Bananas
A delightful recipe is Banana

S, , garnished with ban-
ana siices.

Receipes for above
found in our new book

Knox Strawberry

Bavarian Cream

OU can serve the season's fruits and

berries in many different and delight-
ful ways, if you use

KNOX

SPARKLING GELATINE
(Cranulated)

The suggestions at the left give you an idea
of the possibilities. Canned fruits, too, are used
with splendid results. Here is just one receipe
to try today :

KNOX STRAWBERRY BAVARIAN CREAM

%% envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine, 1 tabl jui
£ e ol g :u;:pomug"{ul lemon juice.

1.up strawberry juice and pulp. 134 cups heavy cream, beaten until stiff.

Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes, and dissolve by standing cu
containing mixture in hot water. Strain into strawberry juice mixﬂq{“il
emon juice. Add sugar and when sugar is dissolved, set bow! containing
mixture in pan of ice water and stir until mixture begins to thicken ; then
fold in cream. Turn into wet mould lined with strawberries cut in halves,
and chill. Garnish with fruit, selected strawberries andleaves. A delicious
cream may also be made with canned strawberries, ;i

E b s NEW RECIPE BOOK

o fow ready. It gives many recipes for Desserts, Puddings, Jellies,

Salads, Candies, etc., with table-setting : 2 o ey

Illustrated in colors. Se::l able-setting ideas and suggestions
. FREE

for your grocer's mame. Enclose 2¢ stamp for pint sample.

CHARLES B.’KNOX CO.
180 St. Paul Street Dept. A, Dy :;;f,'m.l_ Canada

Yellow Package Blue Package

Y, o A T
T

S A oz I
A NO 3 !

.U'
GeLATINE 8
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NON
RUSTABLE

SETS

New corsets must precede new

costumes—See the D & A and the La

' Diva models, which give the best found-
s+ ation for correct style dresses.

Despite the excellence of their material and workmanship, these
corsets, which are made in Canada, sell at from $1.00 to $3.00

less than similar imported models. They are sold by mest
of the progressive corset departments.

SIS
N
1

i\\\\ NS
& 8
&

Dominion Corset Co., Quebec, SMontreal and Toronto
e e

----is the Ideal Food for Baby.

The large majority of the illnesses attending the &
child are due to under-nourishment, the result of imp:‘aprli lﬁlfe?f a
Baby may ap‘paren!ly have a good appetite but the food ; g
fails to nourish, and baby is peevish, cries constantly, isird‘a‘;‘:ﬂkﬁ

et

Robinson's ‘‘Patent”” Barley is the ideal food for baby, I
digested and assimilated when no other food can be l‘eﬁai.n
wonderfully nourishing. It is recommended by leadin,
nurses e\‘crywhere.

t
ST

g dt‘cto.-sf:

Every mother should have a copy of ‘“*Advice to M >
for it today. others "} waite

- - Sole Agents for 191 St. Paul Street West, M
LP mlted, v C;E,ada 30 Church Street, TORO?}'}ERKAL

Magor, Son & Co.,
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Silver Plate—Jowelry—

Quaker Oats Premiums *" "

We are offering many pr_vmin;ms to Qu_.'lkcr 0.‘\(_9. users, in Silver Plate,
) Jewelry and Aluminum Cooking Utensils. A circular in each package

ot g illustrates them. e . :
This takes the place of large advertising, and flvcs all the saving to you.
Each 10c. package contains one coupon. l‘::llt"h S¢ round package contains
two coupons. Each coupon has a merchandise value of 2¢ to apply on any
remium. We make very attractive, very liberal offers.

R'nlc them in the packaye,

Cereal Spoon—Dominion Pattern

For 10 Quaker Oats Coupons

What’s Beauty ?

It’s Nine-Tenths Vivacity
It’s Bubbling Spirit’s, Snap and Glow
It is Often Oat-Fed Vim

The very joy of life—the love of beauty—urges Quaker Oats.
Not placid beauty. That's a gift and little to be envied.
The charm lies in life and sparkle. It lies in
bounding energy.
It comes from fires kept burning. And they must
be fed by food.
One is never unattractive who lives life to the full,
That’s one great reason for Quaker Oats in plenty. It
is animating food.
It’s a mine of stamina, endurance, vigor, force.
To ‘ feel your oats ”’ means joy, success and charm.
Oats are not for young folks ounly. At fifty they are more import-
] ant than at ten.
It’s a vast mistake, at any age, to neglect the morning oat dish.

Quaker Oats

The Luxury Dish

We have made a luxury dish of cats—a dish flavor. And they make large, luscious flakes.

that is always delightful. From all the world over, true lovers of oats
We do it by discarding all the puny oats— send to us to get them.

by using queen grains only. We get but 10 Every package branded Quaker Oats contain
ounds from a bushel. this extra quality. Yet it costs the usual price.

But these big, plump grains monopolize the You owe it to yourself to get it.

Regular Package, 10c Large Round Package, 25¢
Except in Far West

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

PETERBOROUGH, ONT. (1312) SASKATOON, SASK:

New Round 25¢ Package

This season we bring out a new large package of Quaker Oats. It is a round package,
insect-proof. A permanent top protects it until the last flake is used. This package contains
two premium coupons with a merchandise value of 4c. Ask for it—price 25c.
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MADEJN CANADA

BEHIND THE DOOR

LWAYS ready when you want it—

. for cards — luncheon — sewing —
writing. New uses are found daily for
the light, strong, compact

FAELITES

FOLDING TABLE

Everyone who sees one, wants one.
The finest thing ever invented for
apanrtments and small houses. Never in
the way. Costs but a trifle, and yet you
would not part with it for love or
money if you couldn’'t get another.

Your Furniture Dealer has it, or wi
lrgl]?)EAYle cﬁlN?DtAd Book get it for you. Ask him. .
Write - or illustrate ok-
let “ A" describing the various styles HOURD & COMPANY, LIMITED
and sizes of “Elite” and ‘‘Peerless” Sole Licensees and Manufacturers.
Folding Tables. It’s FREE. ’ London, Ontario

SEND I5¢C §

IN STAMPS -

25

D

MADE IN CANADA‘l
For General Play

The Non-skid tread of Bicyel
Cards girdles the Wonedpllyil‘

Ivory or Air-Cushion F; inish

<
DEmaL RULES | E
SuEo, YEARLY, CLUB INDEXES
NG »€7N\Y'a"/ DLAYING CARDS

For Social Play

Congress Playing Cards, by Art desizpcd
To please the eye and entertain the mind.

Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes

) g
B\
THE U.S.PLAYING CARD CO.. TORONTO, CANADA_



There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by
F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
Hamilton

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HoepYourlas
T and W

By Daly Use of
(1tictra Sop

And occasional touchesof Cuti-
cura Ointment. For red, rough,
chapped, and sore hands these
super - creamy emollients are
wonderfully effective. On re-
tiring, soak the hands in hot
water and Cuticura Soap. Dry,
and rub in Cuticura Ointment.
Wipe off surplus with tissue
paper or wear bandages or old
gloves during the night.

Trial Free by Return Mail

For free sample each with 32-p. Skin Book
by return mail, address post-card, ‘““Cuticura,
Dept. 58, Boston."” Sold throughout the world.
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A GOOD DESK FOR A BUSY MAN

The man who gets things done must have a clear desk to work
with. The “OSCO” System Desk is the most completely equip-
ped and arranged desk that has ever been made. It has a large
flat top. The deep drawer on the left side is fitted with a rod anci
follower-block for the filing of papers vertically— just like the
system in your filing cabinet. Above this drawer is a shallow

This Vertical Tray is a handy recep-
tacle in which to keep Orders,
Correspondence, Credit Letters,
Factory Reports and all other in-
formation that you constantly refer
to. A caster base is also supplied if
you need it. Otherwise, Tray can
sit upon your desk.

drawer for keeping letterpaper, etc. In the center
of the desk is a drawer conveniently fitted with
spaces for rubber stamps, pins, paper fasteners
elastics, and the many other little things so neces:
sary to quick, efficient work. On the right side is a
drawer fitted to take card index records, beneath is
a large box drawer for books.

Ask for illustrations and prices.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

@DFFICE SPECIALTYMFG.(®.

AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND
CAN ADA -

Home Offices at Works - Newmarket, Ontario

BRANCHES: Halifax, St. John, Quebec, Montreal, Ott: 4
Hamilton, Winnipeg, Regina, Calgary, Saskatoon, Edmont;:,’a\"asgt;g::‘

-
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The more you
know about
Coffee

Ony,
o -
z‘SYtnAw(uaav ~=U/E:

TASELS
LN ANB
el s 0RN

The better you

ike-SEAL
BRAND

In %, 1 and 2 pound cans.
Whole — ground — pulverized —
also Fine Ground for Perco-
lators. 171

Corns
Spoil the Show

HE theatre is worse than a bore
if your feet hurt. The brilliance
of the stage only emphasizes the
gloom you feel. Let Blue-jay help you
to enjoy the next show. These won-
derful little plasters cost but a trifle,
are applied in a minute and positively
end corns. 91 per centof all cases yield
to first treatment—the stubborn 9 per
cent give way to the second or third.
Don't try to cure your corns with a knife
or a razor. That is dangerous and only tem-
porary at best. But you can positively get
rid of your corns by using the safe, simple,
efficient Blue-jay Corn Plasters.
15 cents and 25 cents—at Druggists
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters

BAUER @ BLACK, Chicago and New York
Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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The guarantee, which the General puts on every
roll of CERTAIN-TEED Roofing, warrants
it to last 5, 10 or 15 years, according to ply.

This guarantee is backed by the biggest roofing con-
cern in the world, and is conservative, as experience
proves that COERTAIN-TEED lasts longer. Youtake
no risk when you buy CERTAIN-TEED; it is very
different from inferior roofipg sold by mail.
CERTAIN-TEED Roofing is made from the best
roofing felt, thoroughly saturated with the General’s
own blend of soft asphalts, and coated with a harder
blend of asphalts which prevents the soft saturation
from drying out.

CERTAIN-TEED is safer than wood shingles; it
looks better than galvanized iron or tin; and it is
easier to lay, and cheaper than any of them.

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

'A bsolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,

nor any of their derivatives,

By checking wind colic and correcting in-
estinal troubles common with children during
he period of teething, helps to produce

{

|
Get CERTAIN-TEED from your local dealer, whom
{ou know and can rely upon. It willsave you money
n the end, OERTAIN-TEED is sgold by good dealers

all over Canada, at reasonable prices. \

|

|

natural and healthy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.

General Roofing Mfg. Co.

World’s Largest Manufacturers of
Roofing and Building Papers.
Distributing centers: Torenlo, Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax,

St. John's, N. F., Winnipeg, Regina, C-lnry. Vancouver.

THE
Underwood

Typewriter

has won the highest award for
mechanical excellence at all the
International Expositions (includ-
ing the Panama-Pacific.) It has
won also, all world’s champion-
ship contests for speed and accuracy. The present record of
136 net words a minute for one hour’s writing was made on

the Underwood in October, 1915.

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building
135 Victoria Street, Toronto




Catch the disease carrying

RABR AR mK )

26 babies poisoned in 11 states;
forlunately some recovered.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 87

The Journal of the Michigan

fly that strays into your home
with safe, efficient, non-poison-
ous TANGLEFOOT; not ar-
senic poison in an open saucer
set within reach of the baby,
or a can from which a poisoned
wick portrudes, sweetened to

State Medical Society reports

26 cases of arsenical poisoning

from fly destroyers in 1915 in

only 11 states; in 1914 there

were 46 cases in 14 states.
It states editorially:

“Symptoms of arsenical poisoning

attract both flies and babies.

Flies kill many babies, and fly poison more
than all other poisons combined—

—But in homes where careful mothers h:}\'e
rotected their babies from such risks by using
only TANG LEFOOT, both dangers are avoided.

are very similiar to those of cholera

infantum; undoybtedly a number of
cases of cholera infantum were really cases of arsenical
poisoning, but death, if occurring, was attributed to cholera
infantum.

* We repeat, arsenical fly destroying devices are dangerous
and \hu\l{d be abolished. Health officials should become
aroused to prevent further L\»\\ of life from their source.
Qur Michigan |,vui~‘.‘\|\n"r. this last session, passed a law
regulating the sale of posionous fly papers.’

Made in Canada by THE 0. & W. THUM CO., Walkerville, Ont.

American Address: Grand Rapids, Mich. o

!
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CANADIAN CLOTH
CANADIAN WORKMANSHIP

CANADIAN ART

have produced here a
Canadian suit of which we
are justly proud.

In style, fit and material
this suit compares favor-
ably with anything the
world can produce.
Price, $15, $18, $20.
Also made from British
Woolens at $22 and $25.

Your inspection is invited:

Shops of

{4

P. BELLINGER, V5 Siee: TORONTO

LIMITED 426 Yonge Street
Also at 200 Points throughout Canada
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Every Man

And that is why any man who is think_ing of
installing a heating system should examine the
Sunshine Furnace. It is a piece of work he
will take to.

Every part is well thought out. The sections
are carefully made. The whole is substantially
and accurately put together.

And there is a sound reason for every feature.

M‘Clar)"‘s
Sunshine

write us about it.
the most out of it.

Sunshine Furnace. /
«Sunshine "’ enclose the coupon with your letter.

M<Clarys

admires a workmanlike job

If you wish to know what it will cost to place this fine furnace in your home,
Our Heating Engineer will send you full information.
He will show you how to arrange the distribution of heat so as to get
There is no charge; no obligation to buy a
And if you would like a copy of our booklet

Take the shape of the fire-pot as an example.
The straight walls allow the ashes to fall instead
of lodging against the sides where they would
interfere with the free passage of heat from the
burning coal.

See thelarge double tight-fitting doors. Notice
how easily the dampers are controlled. Not
much trouble to shut off the fire and hold the |}
heat with this furnace. See how dust is directed
up the chimney whenever the fire is shaken
down. Note the large radiating surfaces and
wide passages for heating the air,

It was a man who knew his job that designed

Farnace

Kindly
send me with-
out expense on
my part i~
1. Your booklet on
/° the Sunshine Furnace.
2. Also forms for filling
out, so that your heating
/7 engineers can tell me how to
order and install a system that
will properly heat my home.

Toronto, Montreal,
Hamilton, Oalgary,

London,
8t. John, N.B.

Saskatoon,

Edmonton.
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LRSom? 1673 Of I

m
Work around your car as

much as you have to,
rainy days ornot. There’s
plenty of elbow-room, as
well as light and air in

PEDLARS: . € ARA GES

Neat and compact, yet spacious
enough to give room around any

car. Beautify your home grounds.
Made of sheet metal and steel frame—-
nothing to burn or decay. Comes in
sections complete with all hardware.
Portable and easily erected. A garage
of real convenience and lasting beauty. As
low in price as a good garage can be made.
Write now for the Perfect Garage Booklet C.M. _ ol
THE PEDLAR PEOPLE, LIMITED ﬂ )/
(Established 1861) AYC/

Executive Office and Factories: Oshawa, Ont.
Branches :

Montreal - Ottawa - Toronto - London - Winnipeg l TICQS

,,,,,

THE NEW BIG FLAT BOX

Ganong‘s GJouring Special - ]

An Assortment of Chocolate Covered—Brazil Nuts, Burnt A! monds,
Nougatines, Milk Chocolates, A'montinos and Maple Walnuts

C‘jano@s @ Chocolates

A o o
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The Favourite Home
Remedy for more than
a Quarter of a Century ST

Abbey’s Effervescent Salt is little

no unknown, untried, doubt- | /
ful remedy. ;
[

For more than 25 years, it has CORN STARC“

brought the blessings of good
?] : Afdsi"ig d Chicken Croquettes—Creamed Eggs
healt into thousands an [ ~Gravies and Meat Sauces ;;ah’n
S S 5 < | most delectable richness and smooth-
thou:’an;‘s (;f (l;omfl‘s' t[ ro};n ness when made with BENSON'S
e on i 0 A anada to the Our recipe book is full of practical
other, this time-tested rem- | suggestions — lots of good things,
d Y - Factiv Y easily prepared. Write for a copy
edy—so pure, so eitective, so to our Montreal Office.
iable — has an honoured
reliable : e THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED
place because it has proved
its powers in correcting “many

MONTREAL, CARDINAL,
ills that flesh is heir to.”

L0l
e |
HeaSale |

Made in the Company’s Labor-
atory in Montreal.

is one of the most re- |

+ . A | -

liable Diuretics and [ {A
[

June Brides

Don't confine your use
of BENSON'S Corn

Starch to Blanc Mange
and Puddings. There are
any number of dishes that

DON'T YOU LIKE
My Eyelashes

and Eyebrows ?
& You can have the same

ASHNEE N

Aperients known to o A Hair Food

the medical profes- | applied once each day, will absolutely

sion. roduce thick and long eyebrows an«ir)’tlash(‘s.
3 c asy to apply—sure in results. Lashneen is

It relieves chronic | an Oriental formula. One box is all you will need. Not

Constipation and ‘ sold at Druggists. Mailed on receipt of 25¢, coin and two

cents postage, or Canadian money order.
::fulates the bow- ‘ Beware of Imitations |
A | | LASHNEEN COMPANY (Dept. 32) Philadelphia

It relieves congest-
ion of the Kidneys
—neutralizes the

excess of Uric Acid j Book on
—and is a valuable i OG S S S
aid in treating Kid- ; D y DI EA E

| | Mailed FREE and How to Feed

ney and Bladder
Troubles, Rheum- to any address H. CLAY GLOVER, V. S.
by the author. 118 W. 31st Street N.Y. U.S.A.

atism, Neuralgia, J‘
and Headaches. ’
i WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

It sweetens the Stomach
and assists Digestion.
It gently invigorates the
whole system.

| No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.

Take a Class EVERY | Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
Morning inWarmWater ulated Byelids. Illustrated Book in each Pack-
— e. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—

age.
not a “Patent Medicine”—but used in succes:
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dg?-l

StS &
and 50c Per Bottle, Murin.
iy Me urine Hye Salvein Aseptic

|
} cated to the public and sold by 1 30

|

| Tubes, 25¢ e Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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Niagsra Y} !
to the Sea

=
]’

0 UR beautifully illustrated

booklet ‘‘Niagara to the
Sea’ tells all about these de-
lightful trips. Write for it
NOW, enclosing six cents to

cover postage.

Canada

The Premier

X ° ®

¥> Vacation Trip
MAKE your vacation this summer both healthful and
enjoyable. If you have never experienced the
pleasure of this famous 800-mile trip through Canada’s
greatest and most interesting Vacation Waterway, yoy
have indeed missed a treat. The service is unexcelled
on our palatial steamers, leaving Niagara Falls, o
Toronto, for Kingston, Thousand Islands, through the
St. Lawrence Rapids to Montreal, quaint old Quebec,

Murray Bay, Tadousac and the famous Saguenay River. Trip maq
be started at any point. Delightful Summer Cruises from Montrea] g
Lower St. Lawrence, Gulf, Prince Edward Island and Nova Sc_o'ﬁ‘_

Steamship Lines, Limited

46 Yonge Street, Toronto, or 6 R. & O. Building, Montrea]

%

=———
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Mile Deep Gorges

of Loveliness Sublime

between heaven high peaks, serrating the sky for five
hundred miles, these have given the name Fifty Switzer-
lands in One to the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

through the heart of which there runs the world's
greatest transportation system --the Canadian Pacific
Railway., Enjoy the mystic loveliness of

Lake Louise

Stop at Banff, ride the mountain trails, and try the sulphur baths,
golf, and fishing; go camping in the famous Yoho Valley at Field;
visit Glacier for its mountain climbing; explore the Kootenays from
Balfour. Magnificent hotels with moderate rates. Everything Can-
adian Pacific Standard—None Better.

For full information apply to any Canadian Pacific Ticket
Agent, or
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO
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THE LARGEST FIREPROOF
RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD
THE SPIRIT OF AMERICA

T PLAY ——

AGNITUDE AND CHEERFULNESS _‘
D.SWHITE, Prest. JW.MOTT,Mgr. =t

NEW YORK
If Coming To New
hy Pay Excessive Hotel Rates?

CLENDENING 188 W.108 St

New York

Select, homelike, economical. Suite
f parlor, bedroom, private bath for
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite.
Write forBooklet H. , with man of city,

BOSTON MASS.
HOTEL PURITAN

Commonwealth Ave. Boston
THE DISTINCTIVE BOSTON HOUSE
Globe Trotters call the Puritan one of
/ the most homelike hotels in the world.

‘our inquiries gladly answered
AP-CostelloMgr.__and our booklet mailed —yo

ON YOUR WAY TO VACATION-LAND

HOTEL ESSEX

OPPOSITE SOUTH STATION + BOSTON
FIREPROOF CONSTRUCTION+SERVICE THE BEST

THE HAMMOND HOTELS CO.+DAVID NCED, MANAGER
___NOVA SCOTIA

m LODGE and Cotages,

Digby, N 8!

Garage.

Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing, f‘lsh.inlg,
Write for booklet. 3

Let the “Bluenose Limited”

Take you through

| NOVA SCOTIA

Land of Summer Content

Every type of vacation pleasure 10
Seaside and _quaint village,
Fishing hamlet, farmhouse,
Gamp or- cotlage colony.

Vary Moderate Prices Ecerywhere

| Overnight from Boston
About & Day from New York

By water to Yarmouth, theace by the “Bluenose
Limted" Express to all pouts via the

INION ATLANTIC RAILWAY |

. Write for particulars on Tour No.100
R U, PARKER, Gen Pass's Agont

B -

lNext Where-To-Go forms close May 31

ATLANTIC CITY, N.J.

UNIQUE FEATURES:
The vast Marble Exchange-
flanked with Flowers and
Sheltered Angles, the Forecourt,
Fountain of Fate,Cloister Garden,
Restaurant, Submarine Grill,
Rose Hall, Library Tower,
Belvedere pnx Three
Decks looking on the
w Boardwalk and
. the Ocean.

falan Hall ATLANTIC CITY,N.J.
Galen Hal * Hotel and Sanatorium.
New stone, brick & steel building. Always
open, always ready, always busy. Table
and attendance unsurpassed.

Along the Shore . -In the Foothills -

N
Sy~ SUMERFOLDER
5 W Profusely Ilustrating

the Famous (oast and

Inland Resor ts of New

7 Jerseyand Pennsylvania

’ s reached by .

New Jersey
(@nfral [ines
Complete Descriptive
and Hotel and Boarding
House Information:
Sent on Receipt of 4 cts.
= (J postage by W.C Hope.G.PA
= \E"/ . (entral Bldg.Nevw York.

ks THE NEW
HOTEL BALDWIN

Beach Haven, N. J. Six miles at sea;
American and European Plans, electric
lights, private baths, steam heat, enclosed
porches, New Wisteria Grill and Garden,
Shore Dinners, finest garage in State.

Get Awa; and Rest

The largest andmost elaborately squipped

health resort in the world —a Mecea for
vacationists, & cool and delightful surmes
resting place. Out door life encouraged —
swimming, golf, tennis, volley ball, motoring,
and tramping. Systematized diet of simple and
delicious foods — expert bath facilities —and
the most efficient medical service if desived.
Accommodations for 2000 guests. Plan your
wvacation early.
Write for free booklet and rates now.

THE SANITARIUM
BOX 109, BATTLE CREEX. Mavcy,

3 BEACH HAVEN.N.J.
| The En?leSlde. The Island Resort. The
Only Resort on the NewJersey Coast that combines
| | Perfect Bathing, Always Good Fishing,with a Mod-
ern Hotel.and gives Sure Relief from Hay Fever

besides-0pens June 15 = Booklet-R.F.ENGLE,Mgr.

SEND
TEN CENTS
FOR A CcOPY
Full of pictures and
information about

| LOAST
resorts, Address:
mm Atlantic City,NeJ

SEATTLE WASH.
Largeairy

HOTEL BUTLER :5:7

Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25¢.
Rooms $1.00 up; with bath $2.00up. Home comforts
A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL, Mgr.

3 TRAVEL )
Sow ifs suimes

| Zo October
GIACIER

Uncle Sam’s greatest playground in Montana’s
Rocky Mountain land. Mountain climbing, fishing,
motor tours. Modern hotels—Swiss chalets. Vaca-
tions $1.00 to $5.00 per day. Write for FREE book-
lets, C. E. Stone, P. T. M., Great Northern Rail-
way, Dept. 124, St. Paul, Minn.

‘‘See America First’’®

to the traveler.

MOUNT CLEMENS MiCH,
Health & Pleastre Resort
with the famous Min-
eral Baths for the §
relief of Rheumatism. s
Hotel & Baths under one ™<&L=EES
roof. Open all year-Booklet — &>

_____CHICAGO fLi; ==

ENJOY THIS INIAND SEA: SHOI;E\T
€ "400 MILES OF OPEN WATER AT THE VERY THRESHOLD oF S
(HICAGO BEACH HOTEL
__odi AHohdayPhym

T e E@&

frequent informal dances aﬁd orche lhon&

1 d stra

A summer outing_as you wish it amonqcmc'm

of your own sort ~Tasteful. efficient service qiv =

a sense of home coming-The living and 33

rooms are inviting-Meals skillfully prepared awp&

liciously served on American or Eiropean plan-ig M-

utes from shorpmq & theatre dnstnds-Wri?rtu T

nd reservations_-Chicago Beach Hotel. Hyde p@::

I Y

—

 Bivd.-On the Lake Shore.-Chicago.

v

We have 15,000,000 readers mg.%
——thly



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 45

=== e e e e ¥ T e e =5
B N 3 v . —
Mount Desert f| WhiteMountains acation Books
OAST OF NEW HAMPSHIRE [
ON THE MAINE COA ! N . They make Summer plann:
iy £ mountains. €1 Sy A mountain country of Y. Planning
An islan g‘ gardens, drives an: thrilling beauty transformed into . Rates, capgeit.
takes, woodlands: | saty. poried a wonderful summer playground. '"ﬁ”;'lllb(»n ﬁm({c:.’::,mryf' dependable
' RULy ~ . . . . Da
p';:‘:\. famous i) ) mosphere Exquisite scenery, glorious air, 1000 N :,""unlu o . s :;:":nhm.-h,
jtuation and idew J s o “Ngiand resorty, over
F Bar Harborm ] New Zest in Living v o/hite Mountaine, Mying, 5,
{arbors, ermo aine, N,
Northesst, Southwest -n.d :‘:l-l“l.n‘\“ each its Golf, tennis, mountain climbing, and ::;"u‘tr Hills, (..":'(.::‘ I\Tb: and W ,,‘__,:
combination of mountsin i all the motoring among the clouds. Most pmh.‘::* Narragansety ;.h"_\m-_,-n!,
grestest AT and cottag®® fury to the desirable social life. . Bay, Mt ', B"'"‘ asco “Hay,
AT eaforts end Juxurict ey Finest of hotels, delightful boarding houses. Oust of five statey, | | M0OT, and
-.‘(;‘n‘wnl of & vacstion  vice from and to New 12 hours from New York, Through sleep-
O hrough express train booklet G ing and parlor car trains.
SR IE DA . . Sond fer Send for booklet C
Address Vacation Bureau, 171 Broad: Room 107, New York. New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R.— Boston & Maine R. R.—Maine Central R. R.
#
%r . Wonderful
Nantucket an arthas Vineyard e
Islands
Warm Sea-bathing, Fresh and Salt-water Fishing, Sailing, Motor-boating, Golf, Tennis
o Clean, White, Sandy Beaches—perfect places for children to romp and play
write Vacation Bureau, Room 450, 171 Broadway, New York, for Booklets

%

e - India Wharf, Boston, Mass..or apply Ticket Offices generally throughout U.S. PR _...‘—\:;,,

ASTERN-STEAMSHIP -LINES

Deli htful"AllTheWa{ Bg Water Trips 35 Steamships,|3 Routes, 80 Landings, Fares alwars lower than by Rail, Unsurpassed =8

facil?hes-NewYork City, Boston,Mass.Portland & Coast & Interior of Maine, Nova Scotla, New Brunswick & other Mari- -2
time Provinces.~METROPOLITAN LINE direct bet. NewYork & Boston, L. either city 5 RM~MAINE 5.5.LINE, New York &,
Portiand—BOSTON & PORTLAND LINE,Daily service ~KENNEBEC LINE, Boston & points on Kennebec River~BOSTON &
BANGOR LINE Daily service ~INTERNATIONAL LINES, Direct service, Boston & St.John, N.B..also Coastwise, via, .
Portland, East?ort & Lubec~PORTLAND & ROCKLAND ~PORTLAND & BOOTHBAY~BATH & BOOTHBAY~MT. DESERT & BLUE

=HILL and FRONTIER LINES~BOSTON & YARMOUTH S.5.CO. LTD :=YARMOUTH LINE=Boston and Yarmouth,N.S, con- ==
* necting at Yarmouth with trains for all points in the Maritime Provinces. e —
2= For Tickets, Schedules and Hotel List,write Passenqger Traffic Depanmﬁnt.vler 19,N.R.NewYork City, or . ==

[AND SPRING HOUSE tyificfaen' & polendoiis, MANSION HOUSE —
4)st.Season-June1st-October 16 th. ; {

/Dfpa"g‘ﬁgf}gg"%gﬁiER, L Fie letacgll A Complete H{drotherapeuﬁc and Elec-

~— and THE BATHS

trical Equipment; Resident Medical Director.
OPEN ALL THE YEARo

| HigaM Ricker & SONS, SouTHPOSRARNE

ar Harbor,

Modern equipment throughout. Sea-

son : June 29th toSept.15th, A fewac-

commodationsstill available.Address
C. Prior, Hotel Lenox,

FISHING HUNTING-CANOEING SUPER E N

GUIDES COOKING-COMFORTABLE CAMPS HISTBoYmcFA NE ENcLAN?NO_

MEN & WONEN-SEND 10 FOR ILLLS. L POINTS OF

M’.‘Z‘mmmmmm EREST & FAMOUS BEAUTY
BANGOR & AROOSTOOK R.R BANGOR ME. SPOTS.

MAINE MAINE INTERVALE-WHITE MT¢

. N.H
pr

finement & Rest with Amusement.- All Improvements,
Grand Scenery, Carriage & Garage Liveries, Fine Roads, Al
Sports, Orchestra, Excellent Table- Booklet, H.5.M

TNE OF MAINES FINEST INUAND RESORT HOTCLS AUTOINGGOLL | | ——
HUSIC-BOATING-TROUT AND SALMON-BATHING-TENNIS — MASSAGCHUSETTS

Appalachee Camps """y rorer | TOUR NEW ENGLm

On both Appalachee Lake and ocean. Unigue. Com-
fortable, ﬁshiqg;]i(sl\ay fever. Send for circuhi SEND A 2c. STAMP TO THE
RHODE ISLAND ~ |BANCROFT, WORCESTER,

Boston

parties-Boo

=
ML INN ettt
o restiul-| ~ n
——3300-5pecial rates Families or cuisine. Surf bathing. Golf. Tennis. 83
ennis 830 e reenville detvie: | Block Island, Rhode Island |and uwp. Bookiet. Kadress’ 1saac’ Hits.
advertisements and its Accommodates 400 guests. Our 10th year of world-wide service.
Wbafl"‘c'l:; plan produce big results. | Opens July 1st.  C.C. BALL, Proprietor. | Strictly reliable, & m"'l the best.

Sconset Cottage Club ™ Namuerer Macke

A Open June 15th.” Fine location. Excellent

rave
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

So much of the pleasure travel being
on this side of the water during the
war time emphasises all the more the
utility of the “Rite-hite” Wardrobe
Trunk as the indispensible travelling

requisite.

q All the good points that could be concentrated and con-
served into one bit of ‘“luggage " would seem to be included

in this most worthy trunk,
€ Greatest in capacity. Most perfect in appointments. Most

generous in convenience. Fine in appearance, and of great

strength.

{ We have a very comprehensive booklet on the ‘“Rite-hite”
Wardrobe Trunk which you may have for the asking.

Prices are $25?—_° to $902

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Via PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,

and all important pointsin Western Canada and the Pacific Coast

LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.
Monday, Wednesday, Friday
ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General .Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario; Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.

Delightful Trips That Rest
Both Mind and Body

For real restand recreation there is nothing that quite equals a
trip on the Great Lakes via the big palatial D.& C. Line Steamers.

The cool, pure air—the invigorating lake breezes—the inviting parlors and
staterooms—and unexcelled cuisine all combine to make life aboard these floating
palaces a source of continual enjoyment. Experienced and particular travelers
who have enjoyed the freedom of breeze swept decks—who know the joy and
comfort of these healthful lakerides—invariably travel the “Water Way.”

“D. & C. a Service Guarantee”

Daily service between Detroit and Buffalo and Detroit and Cleveland. During Sl
July and August delightful day trips between Detroit and Cleveland—also two [
boats every Saturday and Sunday nights. Four trips weekly from Toledo and
Detroit to Mackinac Island and Way Ports. From June 25th to September 10th Fis

Special Steamer Cleveland to Mackinac Island direct, making no stops enroute -

except at Detroit, each direction. Daily service between Toledo and Put-In-Bay,
June 18th to September 9th,

Railroad Tickets Accepted

For transportation on D. & C. Line Steamers between Detroit, Buffalo and Cleveland,
either direction. Send for Illustrated Pamphlet and Great Lakes Map, showing routes,
ntel;s, eng. TAddress é.e % ’Il.eos'ins.(genenl Puse;:fxer ?zerrx)t. ‘%mé%mhlliﬁh.k -

+ & C. Talisman—Sen . O or money order, for . . e oh.lm'
Men's Scart Pin or Women's Brooch Pin, set with Mexican rubies and emeral?f

DETROIT & CLEVELAND NAVIGATION CO.
39 WAYNE STREET, DETROIT, MICH,
Philip H. McMillan, President A. A. Schantz, Vice-Pres. and Gen. Mgr.
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The Land of Fishing Thrills

G“AND A Sportsman’s Paradise where the cool waters of
@ Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers

\L\NA\!M give the Salmon and Speckled Trout and gamy

Black Bass fighting qualities to delight the most
ardent angler, making

Algonquin Park (Ontario)

ALLYEZ
RSxﬂ‘—/’

i/ X

: L i
L L e o 2
- s ARG O gt e S

NOMINIGAN CAMP, ALGONQUIN PROVINCIAL PARK
a vacation territory to dream about. It offers trips through myriads

of waterways, with ideal camping grounds among forests of pines
and balsams.

2,000 Feet Above the Sea

Fine accommodation for those who love the social side of resort life
can be had at Highland Inn at Algonquin Park Station, or in the
novel and comfortable Log Cabin Camps Nominigan and Minnesing.

Handsomely illustrated advertising matter and full information supplied free on
application to C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, or ]. QUINLAN,

Bonaventure Station, Montreal.
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1847 ROGERS BROS.

— “Silver Plate that Wears”

C@he place of honor among wcddmg gifts
is accorded 1847 ROGERS BROS. Silver Plate.
~ Its reputation insures appreciation - its
quality assures long service.

~ Sold with an unqualified guarantee made
p0551ble by the ac{ua] test of over 65years
Y ../{Hemixrg dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue F-20.”

S MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO. Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
_____NEW YORK _

1 | MERIDEN, CONN. __SAN FRANCISCO |
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Model D45, 40-45 Horse-Power.
Price $1,420, F.O.B, Oshawa.

HOW MANY MILES

Are There in a Gallon of Gasoline?

That depends on the type of motor in your car.

When you buy a “McLaughlin” Six Cylinder Valve-in-Head
Motor Car you not only get the last word in comfort, style, power
and speed, but we guarantee that you get an automobile which
will give vou the highest gasoline mileage.

It is an admitted fact that the McLaughlin “ Valve-in-Head *
Motor does give 157/ more power than any other type of gasoline
motor which means 15°/, mare mileage per gallon of gasoline.

This is not a theory but a fixed engineering principal resulting from the per-
fecting of the “ McLaughlin " Valve-in-Head Motor.

Hundreds of users of *“ McLaughlin " Valve-in-Head, 45 Horse-Power cars
give evidence daily that they are getting 22 miles or more per gallon of
gasoline while touring with full passenger load and many users report over
26 miles per gallon.

Remember —cost of operation is a part of the
cost of your car.

With the price of gasoline going
up, the proven economy of the
“McLAUGHLIN "’ V alve-in-
Head car should make it the

preference.

Write for free booklet
“City Life and Liberty **

£D
Ospawa

ﬂ"iVch AUGHLH:JOTOR CARC O. Lnarr

12 Branches Throughout Canada
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The Canadian Ford Company has

Spent Over a Million Dollars on

New Equipment Since the
Beginning of War

To inereaso the and the eapacity of the Ford
Canadian plant m\'in .m?::‘. to produce
even a better ear at a lower cost of manufacture, thus
to sell at a lower price, the Ford Canadian executives

When the machine has finished the work it notifies the

tor by ringing a bell. One man can operate two or
er—d!h-nMMI'mthmv;m
lndt‘uuu of the great saving in labor that this new

bave put over a million dollars into new equip
sinoe August, 1914,

That this expenditure has been made since war ta‘n
indicates most othuually the unquestionable belief
of the Canadi ord Company in the present and
future prosperity of Canada and the triumph of the
Empire. “ In fact the Ford Canadian executives are so
firmly convineed of this that they are governing the
entire policy of a great ten mill dollar Canadian
Conipany in accordance with this belief,

Since the beginning of war they have spent ww-
fmately a million and three-quarters in new buildi

twice reduced the price of the car by $60 ($120 in all)
and reduced the price of spare parts $§147 per car—all in
addition to this million dollars worth of new equipment.

But, in turn, it has been this new equipment that has

been responsible in great part for these reductions in

Marvelous new labor saving machinery installed

n the recently enlarged two-acre machine shop has
effected big savings in cost of manufacture.

For instance three drill presses that formerly were
used to turn out 600 a day, now have been sup-

lanted by three punch presses that turn out 3000
rdsy. and there is absolutely no saerifice in mnlf:;':

i

At a cost of $40,000 three truly wonderful milling
machines were installed that mill 48 Ford engine eylin-
ders at once with perfect accuracy.

Perhaps the most wonderful of all are the new
cutting machines that are a source of amasement to
those acquainted with gear cutting methods in vogue
several years ago. Then there were only two or three
shops on the continent where gear cutti
done at all and it was a slow and most exact
But in the Ford Canadian plan
46 wonderful automatic gear ecutti
turn out gears cut absolutely ect in one-twentieth
the time without the touch of human hands except for
putting in the blank and taking out the finished gear,

quip has made possible and which also e 8
important part in reducing lhmnutmwmm
mmnﬂmwmdhﬁm

Again, think of the great -via' in labor, as well as
time, effectod by the remarkable Ford drilling machine
that bores 45 holes in a eylinder casting in four diree-
tions at a single turn.

Do not assume from this, however, that the number
of unpl‘:r has been decreased. On the contrary, the
Ford has boen incroased by P00 men since war
began. Purthermore when the present Ford sehedule
of wages went into effect in April 1915, the wages of
these | were | «d $50,000 a month.

jM)‘ 1, -Im_
omies made possible by this new equipment, it can be
tv-i-ﬁl‘y&dq-?d’;?lwpﬁ.:ﬁ»' oar, builg
as it s ay of t -u-rhhww-hl-.

be very much higher,

No firm that did not have the immense quantity
production of the Canadian Ford plant eould by
afford to install such equipment as this conme
quently could not sell & ear as good as the Ford at
anywhere near the Ford prices,

In addition to the equipment told of above new

If it were not for the

Onnnt?olmnlh‘luunm tn(Fw:t.
dd(adbyhrdlium o g
Also the four new Ford Branch build at Montreal,
to, London and Winnipeg, each of them as |
as many automobile [ to be furnishod wit

chi 1 one of these branches

and app
inso tbon,m‘u; equipped as to be able to build a Ford
Car com . Each one forms a still further perfoetion
in the unrivalled Ford Service to Ford owners.

And the fact cannot be overlooked that :
dictated the expenditure of such a l.m‘:-)lm
mhumhdnﬁuucmougow must have

been prompted by a very cal and sincere
in Canada's prosperity —in mm:ndln her :;‘

Ford Motor Company of Canada, Limited
Ford, Ontario

Runabout - - $450
mm - - - 9
Ford Coupelet - - 730
'-‘Mnc.-'- =F :
"to.h.MO-hlh

ANl cars completely
electric

ng
headlights. Equipment
does not include speedo-
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Get Real Tire Economy!

Motoring is two things---a pleasure and a
business. One might say it was used sixty
per cent. for entertainment and forty per
cent. for commercial purposes. Yet no
matter whether you use your car to get
orders or ozone, your greatest economy
will be the reduced cost of mishaps.

e

(

No accident ever befel an automobile but
what the tires were forced to play a part in
it. And no accident ever was averted but
what the tires had a say in that, too.

N4

‘T:‘\

If you will drive fast,

If you will make those sudden stops,
If the city will water asphalt,

If rain will make muddy roads;

W

2.
' é
e

Why then---the possibility of skidding
will always be with you, unless you figure
on those elements of danger when you buy
your tires. When you think of how to
avert danger in motoring you immediately
think of e,

DUNLOP TRACTION
TREAD.

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER [GOODS CO., Ltp,

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO BRANCHES IN LEADING Cn».“

. i , Motorcycles, Bicycles and Carriages, Rubber Belting, Packing,
Makers of Tires for Automobxles.Hl\::lg?rJ;;xsc,k_;mn:’ el IEsbbar Boeciuliton. 08, Hose,
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Advantages Derived

FROM WEARING
AEGE
'ne Pure Wool,

AT ALL TIMES AND IN ALL SEASONS

Sure Protection against sudden changes of
temperature.

Better Health and More Comfort.

Wool is the only natural Clothing for the
body, provides perfect ventilation to the skin,
is a slow heat conductor, and protects
equally from Heat and Cold. ‘‘Jaeger Pure
Wool " Garments can be bad in many different
weights, and are ideally suited for all
climates, and all temperatlures.

A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr. Jacger's
Health Culture will be sent free on application to

Sanitary

DR. JAEGER Y5 CO. umiTED
TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG

Incorporated in England in 1883 with British Capital
for the British Empire

~
A TOILET TREASURE

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

IN the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerohief and for

general Tollot uso 1t o

delightful ; after Bhaving

it Is slmply the very bost
thing to use,

—

: Ask your Druggist for It
el Accept no Substitute!

(EDWARDSBURG )

“Silver Gloss” has been doing per-
fect starching in Canadian homes, for
nearly 60 years. In one pound pack-
ages and six pound fancy enamelled

tins.
THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED
MONTREAL CARDINAL
BRANTFORD FORY WILLIAWM

LLaundry
Starch

Makers of ''Crown Brand' and "Lily
White'’ Corn Syrups, and Benson's Corn
Stareh 235

[ deasll o N
A e P |
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B
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PEERLESS POU

A Real Fence—Not
Strongly made and closely spaced—making it » ¢ mplete
barrier against large animals as well as small poultry. Top

by the Open Hearth process which time and other feste have
mnn e the beet. Send for catalog. Ak Aot our Parvs and orsmmeiel

‘ T: Banwell Mox % Panss O E
+Hoxle Wire Fence Company, Lid.,

Winniper, Man , '

LTRY FENCE
Nerr

P-intermed istes N

12 wire <made

Namilton, Ont.

‘—‘—(:Ulib;sj>(]ing_er Alﬁc; « GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There s nolhins quite like either, for both are ** THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - :

MONTREAL
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Hi g he St
Quality

Contains No

Danderous
Caustic
Acid
Alkali

Ammonia

§ =N B O § 23 5o e
-

Won't Poughen
or Redden
Your Hands

MADE IN CANADA



$800

Roaderer 8825

OK.d b

y .th‘c . D;o_n‘li;nion

HELETES divan upholstery ar L
Canada—has, as ¢ O. K.'d the small light SUEE SPTIRGS take A
economical $850 Overland the comfort
They like its style, its good-looking lines : that Large tires (4
emart, individual air of ex veneas nding qualities of Lhe car
Fhey Bike its power and Bose. It o ts up a hill portant, they help keep upke
ke a streak of greased lightning. It gives, but Another thing to remember
complete. No expens
give her a little or anything extra to |
vibration. rattle 1t's the Iitthe « enences
broadest appeal. 1
re elderly the steering « ve
This car, unlike shifting levers bring eve
makes, has reach—even the price
Deep L i% but $KS o
Calalogue on reguest Please address Dept

Willy’s-Overland Limited
Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Canada
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Getting
Results

The best results come from
sturdy bodies and keen brains.

Grape-Nuts

—a food made from whole wheat
and malted barley, supplies

material for body and brain
building—

“There's a Reason”

Grocers sell Grape-Nuts,

Wonderful Results

Without actually trying it you can-
not know the wonderful fesults
obtained on all furniture, woodwork,
and floors from

(edar

Polish

(MaDE N CaNADA)

It takes off all the
dirt and leaves the

€5
&4

%\ F wood as it was
& s
when new, with all
the original beauty
of the grain brought
out,

25¢ to $3.00
FROM YOUR DEALER

CHANNELL CHEMICAL COMPANY, LIMITED
Toronto, Canada

t of

Essential to the Comfoer
Your Summer Hom f
enience ©

Why suffer the inconV i
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i adequate watei e
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yvour Summer Home, ol

% water
can have hot and cold at &
room ¢

o P swvery
g In any or ever) v a
tap i . stalling 2

moderate cost by

PEERLESS

WATER SYSTEM

supply ¥
The water from your source ‘:[f‘ -ﬂirr,tlig y
pumped under pressure ln'lo:’”;e pum : |
sanitary tank in your cellar — soline 0"
being (7peraled by h:md»t ‘;i‘rt’ protec
electric power. Excellen
tion too ! t0

2 elc
Write for full partr(u/(I'S'

mited
National Equipment Co., E:ano
31 Wabash Avenue - -
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