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IVORY SOAP is of the highest quality.

This statement is made without reser-
vation. The question of price need not
be considered. No soap at any price is
of better quality than Ivory.

Ivory Soap is made of the choicest
materials. The most expensive vege-
table oils are selected. Each ingredient
is the best of its kind.

Ivory Soap is made with the utmost skill

and care and in factories whose equip-
ment is the best.

el

IVORY SOAP. . {5

* Ivory Soap is made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada.
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“I'm sorry but I guess
Yat good old < DOMIN.
loy - Tire will have to g0
% lag, 1, has held out so
10"8 begond iz mileage that |
Yondereq if would ever

We,
ar out, Iy certainly doesn’t

We
Me anything, and it

Never
" 8aveme any trouble. ”’

ey

™M counting on this
lhough,DOMlNION"
wor, o ’;"Plicate the good HAT'S the way motorists who are
. ith four <“DOMINIONS’’, and one on the using the::'n, a.ll feel about “ DOM-
g, 5'" never afraid my business or pleasure will INION " Tires. When they make
€cause of tire troubles’’. replacements, they “Say ‘DOMINION’
and stick to it” even if some dealer, with a
keener eye to proﬁt than to service, does
Nobby B ot e it e try to sell the-m some otl?er tire. They pre-
Treaq lime, everywhere. Grips the slip- fer to pay a little more if necessary for the
periest pavements—saves 90 per far greater service and satisfaction they
cent of punctures, 51 " .
chai“ An effective anti-skid tire at a get from DOMINION Tires.
read moderate price—the best for the

money. The best dealers recommend and sell
The basis of all “Dominion” Tires “DOMINION " Tires. If you have any
I‘t[}f‘e e ekt o trouble in getting what you want, write' our
nearest Branch, or our Home Office in

Montreal, and we will see that you are

looked after.
Canadian Consolidated Rubber Co.

Montreal. Limited

Ney <«

28 Branches in Canada.

Head Office
MONTREAL, QUE.
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TOOTH
amEE

T'S so easy to lose your teeth—and it's so hard to get

them! Isn’t it worth while to pause and ask yourself
i whether you are saving them or losing them this very
! day? If you will use Royal Vinolia Tooth Paste regularly,
you will do two things.  First, you will enjoy the pleasure
of a clean mouth and of glistening handsome teeth that
people will like to see and, 2nd, you will be saving
yourself much pain, much trouble, much money which it
always costs to replace the teeth that Nature gave you.

APPOINT)
oY B Ml~r

Start on Vinolia to-day.

Royal Vinolia Dentifrices include Royal
Vinolia Paste, Royal Vinolia Tooth Powder and
Royal Vinolia Fluid Dentifice — “‘All Alike
Perfect.” At all druggists 25c. each.

VINOLIA COMPANY LTD.

TORONTO LONDON, ENG. PARIS NEW YORIK

A

4
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— OCTOBER - a

¥ MRS. ARTHUR MURPHY, WHOSE BOOKS, WRITTEN UNDER THE NOM
DE PLUME OF ‘‘JANEY CANUCK,’’ HAVE GIVEN HER A WORLD-WIDE
REPUTATION AS A VIVACIOUS AND ENTERTAINING AUTHOR, WILL
BE REPRESENTED IN THE OCTOBER NUMBER BY A REAL STORY OF
REAL EXPERIENCES BY A REAL WESTERN CANADIAN PIONEER,
—— FORTUNE, OF ENDERBY.

¢ NOW THAT THE WESTERN PROVINCES ARE LOOMING UP AGAIN
ON ACCOUNT OF ADVANCED LEGISLATION, AN ARTICLE ON THE
MAGNIFICENT HALLS, MODERN ARCHITECTURAL WORKS OF ART, IN
WHICH WESTERN LEGISLATION IS FRAMED, IS OF PARTICULAR IN-
TEREST. MR. W. A. CRAICK SUPPIIES THE ARTICLE, WITH EX-
CELLENT PHOTOGRAPHS.

¢ NUMBER THIRTEEN IS POPULARLY SUPPOSED TO BE UNLUCKY.
IS IT¢ J. D. LOGAN, Ph.D., IN AN ESSAY ENTITLED ¢/ THE THIRTEENTH
GUEST,’’ GIVES US A SCHOLARLY AND ENTERTAINING DISCUSSION
OF THIS AND OTHER POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS.

¢ ¢“CHRIST AND SOCRATES,”’ BY R. GOLDWIN SMITH, MAKES A SOME-
WHAT STARTLING COMPARISON IN RELIGIONS, AND THERE WILL BE
AS WELL THREE INTERESTING CHAPTERS IN THE SERIES, ‘‘THE
REAL STRATHCONA,’” BY DR. GEORGE BRYCE, DEALING WITH THE"
FIRST RAILWAY TO WINNIPEG; ‘‘ THE DIARY OF ROBERT CAMPBELL,”’
BY G. W. BARTLETT, DESCRIBING THE EARLY RIVALRIES FOR POS-
SESSTION OF THE ‘‘LAST LONE FRONTIER’’; AND ‘‘FAMOUS CANADIAN
TRIALS,”’ RECOUNTING THE CASE OF BENJAMIN MOTT, WHO WAS
ONE OF THE REBELS OF ’37 WHO WERE BANISHED TO VAN DIEMAN’S
LAND.

$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 ?

¢s MY uﬂ w
MRING I

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE ‘
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
T

Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the [nventors. ND
COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTp. 7% %8588 2e5™ ENGL 2 I
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HORROCKSES’
FLANNELETTES

(Made by the Manufacturers of the celebrated Longcloths, Twills and Sheetings)

are made from carefully selected Cotton.

The nap is short and close.
No injurious chemicals are used.

Quality, designs and colorings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this useful material for Under-
wear all the year round would buy THE
BEST ENGLISH MAKE, they would appre-
ciate the comfort and durability which inferior

qualities of FLANNELETTE do not possess.

See the name Annual Sale
“HORROCKSES” on the upwards of
selvedge every two yards. Ten Million yards.

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of; Hygiene

_ va:r information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent :—
R. JOHN E. RITCHIE, 417 King’s Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St,
West, MONTREAL.
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LADIES’ GLOVES

Real Kid Gloves, French make, man-
ufactured exFresslyforThe L.G.Co.,
from specially selected skins and ob-
tainable in Black, White and every
colour. 3 Buttons. The
““Lebon’® 74 cenlts per
pair. The * Meissonier?’
86 cents per pair.

The ““ROYAL®* Ladies’
Real French Suede Gloves,
manufactured  expressly
for The L.G.Co. in Black,
White, Greys, Beavers,
Tans, Browns and Mole.
3 Buttons. 80 cenls pcr pair,

Ladies® Best Quality French Suede, made from the very
finest skins, in Greys, Beavers, Pastel, Tans, Browns, Mole,
‘White and Stainless Black. «92tcents per pair.

The ““CONNAUCHT’® Ladies’®
Superior Quality Cape Gloves,
English make, in Tan shades,
Spear Points, Prix seam sewn. 2
. Press Buttons. 72 cents per
pair.

The*“BLENHEIM?’ Ladies®
Best Quality Fine Cape
Gloves, English make, in
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey,
White or Black, Prix seam
sewn, Spear Points. 2
Press Buttons. 92 cents
per pair. *

Ladies?® Strong Cape
CGloves, English make, in
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Butt-
on Length with Wide
Arms, Strap and Press
Button, SF;)ear Points,
Prix seam sewn, $1.20
per pair.

No. 310—Ladies’ Best Quality Chamois Leather Gloves,
Natural Colour, Hand sewn with Strong Self or Black
Thread, Special Cut Thumbs, 2 Large Pearl Buttons. 86
cents per pair.

No. 319 — Ladles’ Doeskin Gloves, Buck Finish, English
make, in Dark Tan or Grey Shade, Prix seam sewn. 2
Press Buttons. 70 cents per pair.

ELASTIC WRIST
Ladles, Doeskin Gloves, Superior Quality, English make,
in Slates, Pearl Grey, Putty or Tan Shades, Saxe Shape,
with Elastic at Wrist, Wide Top. 70 cenls per pair.

Ladies’ Cape Gloves, English make, 6 Button Length, Saxe
hape, with Elastic at Wrist, Pique sewn. 97 cenls
per pair.

equally moderate prices.

Remittances, including

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
' all Orders

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children’s Hosiery and Underwear, English m

. t
PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd,, 200-206 Adelaide St- Wes

stage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE co
Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

: LONDON GLOVE GOMPANY

A e
Are able to announce that on account of arrangements made previous to the commencement of t:
war, they have large stocks of their celebrated makes of Gloves on hand, and in work at the
factories, which they are able to supply at their original and usual moderate prices.

NOW IS THE TIME TO REPLENISH YOUR GLOVE STOCK

All Mail Orders will receive careful and prompt attention.

MEN’S GLOVES

Real Cape Gloves, English make, Medium
Weight, Spear Points, Pique sewn, 1 Press
Button. 80 cents per pair.

The “ DREADNOUGHT **
Strong Real Cape Goat-
skin Gloves, English
made, in Tan Colour,
Hand sewn, Spear
Points, 1 Press Button.
$1.12 per pair.

RECULATION. Tan
Rainproof Gape Gloves,
Army Regulation Cut,
Best English make, 1
Button. = 92 cents
per pair.

No. 369 — 8oft Finish Doeskin Gloves, Best Q“al;t{'lﬁzgs
lish make, in Tan or Dark Grey, Prix seam sewn,

Button. 74 cents per pair. -
No. 326 — Men’s Best Quality Chamois Leather “r[";?th'
Natural Colour, English made, Prix seam Hand sew ents
Self or Black Thread, 1 Large Pearl Button. 86
per pair.
SPECIALTIES IN UNDERWEAR
1 »
THE ‘“ MERIDIAN i Fine

A delightful make of summer underwear for Men, 12, .o
Cream Fabric of extreme softness, strength and, elastictt)
thoroughly recommended for comfort and durablllt}". .
Men’s Undershirts with Short or Long Sleeves 1t
Slender, Medium, Popes or Outsize,
. $1.00 cach. 3 for $2.58. :
Men’s Pants, Ankle Length, in all the above sizes:
$1.12 each. 3 for $3.20.

Men’s Knicker Drawers, (below knee), Slender,

Popes or Qutsize,
$1.05 cach. 3 for $3.08.

sizeS|

Medium

“ AIRLITE ” CELLULAR UNDERWEAR
Porous, Light, Cool and Comfortable.

Men’s Undershirts, with Short Sleeves,
Slender Medium  # Popes
54 cents. 56 cents. 58 cenls.

Men’s Pants, (ankle length) to match,
Slender edium Popes
68 cents. 72 cents. 78 cenls.

LADIES’ *“ AIRLITE” COMBINATIONS
Low Neck, no Sleeves, or High Nec¥
Sleeves. h
Slender or Medium sizes 86 cents eac:

Outsize 97 cenlts each.

tsiz€
“? cents*

tsiz€
54 cents:

t
anufacture a
Toront®

MPANY

d.
The LONDON CLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, E“ﬂL
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~HOTECRESORT & TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT
r COSMOPOLITAN'EVERYBOU;S-FIELD & STREAM- REVIEW OF REVIEWS SCRIBNEH%—THECANADlAN'WORLDS WORK

YEAR-ESTABLISHED TO G E EADERS OF THESE MAGAZINES IN TRAVEI— PLANNING:
g\l TS SE ADVERT $ FOR THER _? Lk
—a_onr T ETE SEAN +PRES. WHERE-TO=- eo. B BEACON 5 Bo.-.rron. MASS A

- NEW YORK CITY ATLANTIC CITY N, J. HEALTH RESORTS
Wi If Coming To New York
Pay Excessive Hotel Rates?

CLENDENING 188 W.108St.
New York
Select, homelike, economical. Suite
of parlor, bedroom, private bath for
two persons, $2.00 daily per suite.
Write forBooklet H., with map of city.

§\\Bos‘rou MASS.
; HOTEL PURITAN

B Ave.Boston
S 4 THE DISTINCTIVF. BOSTON HOUSE

Globe Trotters call the Puritan one of

REST TWO WEEKS
IN ONE

A week or two of health building at Battle
Creek is worth many weeks of formal amuse-
ment at the so-called Summer Resort.

Co S e\}gg&l homelike {xodt]els in the w:_lorld.
5 r inquiries gladly answere
Aloflgt_and our booklgt mailed spws

Dlsrn .
|c'r OF cOLUMBIA Atl t C t . MARLBOROUGH-
HOTEL DRISCOLL antic Ci Ye BLENHE IM
Faces U, 8. Capitol. Near Aboveillustration shows but one section of
Union Station. Amidst | this magnificent and sumptuously fitted
Show Places. Running house—the Open Air Plaza and Enclosed
Water, Electric Fans in Solariums overlook the Board-walk and the
. | Ocean. The environment,convenience and
comforts of the Mar]l)orough Blenheim and
the invigorating climate at Atlantic City
make this the ideal place for a Summer or
Fallsojourn. Alwaysopen. Write for hand-
somely illustrated booklet. Josiah White &
Sons Company, Propnetors and Directors.

]| Galen Hall, AEYES STk

'BUX'G MT.CLEMENS New stone, brick & steel building. Always

K e YT Thand| | OP€N, always ready, always busy. Table
e & and attendance unsurpassed.

To the jaded business man, to the woman
grown weary of social demands, to all who
seek refreshing rest and diversion, Battle
Creek is the ideal vacation retreat.
Beautifully illustrated “VACATION BOOK™
free on request.  Write for it today.

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM
BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN

e
§ \\\\\\\ nmuiunea \\\\\\\\\\ Vi NN \§\ \\\\

\\\\\\\\\\\ R R }R}]} h]}] ] T R \\ \\\\\\\\\\ Rt \\\ \
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For Indigestion — \
== BENGER'S Foobp

Indige:tion, whether resulting from dietary
indiscret.on, mental or physical strain, general
debility or advanced age, is quickly relieved by
a period of * Digestive Rest”—most effectively
obtained by the use of Benger's Food.

‘Benger’s Food gives  Digestive Rest” while
completelysupplying bodily nourishment. Thus those
to whom ordinary food gives pain, find it at once
comforting and refreshing, and fully sustaining It
promotes a high state of bodily nutriticn, and in this way assists
nature in the quick restoration of health. Benger's Food is

For Infants, Invalids, and the Aged.

Benger's Food forms with milk a dainty, delicious and highly nutritive
cream. Infants thrive upcn it, delicate and aged persons enjoy it.
The British Medical Journal says :—*“Benger’s Food has, by ils excellenc.,

established a reputation of its own.’
Booklets and Samples may be obtained post free from the Manufacturers—
BENGER‘S FOOD LTD., Otter Works, MANCHESTER, ENGLAND.
or from their Wholesale Agents in Canada:—
ls The National D:ug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd,, Montreal, or any of their Branches at

//////W/W///////////////////

Halifax N.S. Winnipeg Man. Vancouver, B.C. Nelson B.C.
St..John, N.S. Toronto, Ont. Victoria, B.C. Ottawa, Ont.
London, Ont, Hamilton, Ont. Calgary, Alta Regma, Sask,

%W/%////////////W

through whom supplies may be obtained. B1osC
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) I &\\ RlLHinMinZjtjjiBhhhini ey
L IHIMIIIMIMIMYND AN

N

%
O\

//;‘”
7
U

N




8 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER ‘

1 BOND ‘ [ O :
e akey’s
~OFFERINGS | SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

|| * Lists of bonds which we offer sent on For Cleaning PIat®
‘ applicaton. Every Security poss-

esses the qualities essential in a sound O a k e y s =

investment, combining SAFETY OF

PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST EMERY CLOTH ’
with THE MOST FAVORABLE Glass Paper, Flint Pap®
INTEREST RETURN. 9

GQovernment — Municipal O a k e y S

Corporation and Proven “WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Industrial Bonds.
Yield 49, to 6,
We shall be pleased to aid vou in the O a k ey s

selection of a desirable investment. | “WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

ete:

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutler?

Best for Stoves:

DOMH“OH SE(URITIES OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE
CORPORATION-LIMITED JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

Wellington Mills, London, Ens., S-E-__~

———— vt ook ol

I
ili i i i M L
Debllltjf, R A0

Dyspepsia,
Anaemia,

Vitafer does most good—in
least time—at lowest cost.

In neurasthenia and all *‘ run-down " conditions,
it benefits from the very first dose, and a course
of Vitafer ‘‘makes you feel your old self again.”

‘ y
The All-British Tonic Food',
nas the unqualified recommendation of British
Medical Men, because it is the perfection of
Tonic Foods, superior to products of German or
other origin.
Note the moderate price which places it within
reach of all.
From Drug Stores, in tins, 80¢ and Z5¢C;
larger sizes $1.25 and $2.

Sole Manufacturers:—SOUTHALL BROS. &
. BARCLAY, Ltd., Birmincuam, Enc.

i
uummnnuummnmnu

BUT—

restore your grey and faded hairs t
colour with R——=
—— LOCKYER'S SULPHUY

ORER
HAIR RESTOR ..
Its quality of deepening greyness to the t"'me nce, b#
a few days, thus securing a preser rved ap’zmon 5C
enabled thousands to retain thel Pé’ 1nat‘
75¢C. SOLD EVERYWHERE, . the f%i
Lockyer's gives health to the Hair and r akei ¢ storer ‘
ural colour. It cleanses the scalp, a0 'g Hair eSFR
petfect Hair Dressing. This world- 3'1’“"“ PEPP ¢
is prepared by the great Hair SPec‘adwn's Eo ';the
Co., Lp., Bedford Laboratories, Londof, Fo,gho
be obtained from any chemists .md stores ML L
world... Whelesale, Lyman, Beos muummnmnummmm
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fﬁ*sl.ei;:e“s Fall and Win-
Ustraes 0de to measure as

Nay ‘°: abovein “Royal”
Our, £°'8€S, permanent

And ddt;?-':;?“ﬂs carriage
S0 j i

a‘“.dsgoaihsh English, Irish

g"‘tllre Tweeds, in choice

rom 321368 fancy designs,
Age Paid. duty”and car-

THE HALL-MARK OF

INTRINSIC WORTH

SATISFACTION IN

Quality, Appearance and Wear

is guaranteed by EGERTON BURNETT’S “Royal” Navy
Blue Serges, the Clothing Fabrics for Ladies, Gentlemen,
and Children which are made from Pure Wools without
cotton or shoddy and are dyed a permanent sun-and-
weather-resisting colour of proved merit.

READ THIS TESTIMONY

Mrs. M., wrote:— *‘For over 25 years I hive written to
your warehouse for Serge.  Theré is no other to equal it.
Mrs. T., wrote:— “ I find your Navy Serge gives ever-
lasting wear, I am never without”.
A large variety of qualities, weaves, and weights to choose
from, at prices from 62 cts. to $3.65 per vard, double width.

Also in

WELL {TAILORED/ SUITS

for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children,

scientifically cut expressly to order and made with a degree
of perfection in f“it. and Style that has evoked con-
siderable praise from delighted patrons the world over.

NOTE THIS VOLUNTARY EVIDENCE

W. C. C. Esq., wrote:— *‘I'beg to acknowledge the safe re-
ceipt of the Lounge Suit which reached me on Feb. 5th. 1 am
greatly pleased with same."’ Cranbrook, B. Columbia.

D.A. Esq., wrote:—*“I have received the two Suits and beg
to express my appreciation of the careful manner in which
you have followed my instructions. The Suits are an excellent

Grey, f£Cream, ¢ Black, and Fancy Colours.

fitand in every way satisfactory”. Saskatoon, Sask., Canada.

Samp.es, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks,
Price Lists, etc., mailed to any address in
the Dominion, postage paid on request.

Any quantity of material supplied.

FASHIONABLE, HIGH-GRADE
BRITISH SUITINGS AND OVER - COATINGS

For Ladies’, Gentlemen’s and Children’s Fall and Winter wear.

EGERTON BURNETT’S British Suitings and Over-coatings have long been
Moted for ¢ Quality” and ‘‘Refinement’’ and are extensively worn by Ladies
2d Gentlemen of rank and title in the fashionable centres of the world.

heir Jist of patrons includes the names of many Royal and other distinguished personages—a
TOOf of the excellence of their Fabrics, but an inspection of their Samples (mailed on request,
Ostage paid) will demonstrate to you personally their high-grade character and sterling value.

NEW FALL AND WINTER SAMPLES, MAILED POST PAID, ON REQUEST

27 Rovar & IMPERIAL

APPOINTMENTS

Ladies Fall and Winter
Costumes as illustration
above made fo measure in
alarge variety of stylish and
dependable wearing tabrics,
from $13.15 duty and car-
riage paid.

Address; EGERTON BURNETT, Limited

\R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England.




BY THE WAY

The Canadian Magazine is so frequently praised
in the great metropolitan dailies. the tendency is to
neglect the opinions of periodicals less prominently
placed. But every month, all over the Dominion,
The Canadian Magazine is ‘‘noticed” in particular for
its genuinely important contents. Here is an instance,
taken from the Aylmer Reformer:—

The Canadian Magazine takes
rank with the best in the world,
and it's best feature is that it is
purely Canadian.

The Canadian Magazine gives you what you can-
not get elsewhere and what you cannot very well get
along without.

$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
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HERE is a remarkable difference in gloves.
6 Some gloves simply will not pull down over
the finger tips. For example note the illus-
tration on the left. See that ugly little
projection at the tip of each finger? That's
just one of the annoyances you avoid by wearing

Silk Gloves

QEvery demand of daintiness is met in “Queen
Quality " double-tipped Silk Gloves. So care-
fully drafted—so beautifully finished—that, when
pulled on, every finger fits PERFECTLY, as
shown in the illustration on the right. gOnly
the finest grade of Japanese silk is used. This |
silk, known as “‘Extra Classical.’" is imported from Japan in
the raw, and woven in Canada. ¢ "Queen Quality” and
"Made in Canada’ stamped in gold in
every pair. Prices, 50c. to $1.50 the
Pair at the smartest shops.

If you have difficulty in supplying
your needs, write us for the address
of your nearest ** Queen Quality'” Shop.

ST. CATHARINES SILK MILLS, Limited
Dept. M. ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

Makers of **Queen Quality” Italian
Silk Lingerie
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for
A residential and day S"hool fof
Boys and Girls. Students Pl'elf‘rl.ﬁop.
Junior and  Senior atrict Busi*
Thorough courses in English, Musi¢
ness and Manual Auts. ,hhf“l'
Situation, beautiful and hen,;iuﬂ"
with large campus and good gy™ 1915
School opens on September 9th,
For Prosectus write to

G. J. Trueman M. A.- Princip?®
Stanstead, Que.

° o
Art Association
OF MONTREAL
. iz W
The Schools of Art in t.he Ne
Galleries, Elementary, Life,
tique and Painting Classés e
re-open for 1915-16 on the
October, 1915. co
Application should be made prOmpﬂy
etafy

J. B. ABBOTT, Sec*

Write for Prospecty®
/
A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS-

vdge:
’ G ¥ Cambr?
HEADMASTER—A. G. M, Mainwaring, M. A,, Trinity Collegeé,
* ) )
ST ALBANS HOUSEMASTER—]. J. Stephens, M. A., Dublin University.
VISITOR—The Lord Bishop of Ontario. e it

Separate houses for Senior and Junior Boys. The School Grounds €
acres, ' 1914' 3rds
Recent R. M. C. Successes: 1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 11th, 13th, places;

6th, 7th, 8th places.,

R.N. C,, 1915, ist place.

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Hendmy
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“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
Lar%e well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games.
School re-opens September 14th.
t Newt Prospectus from ‘Miss STUART.

Successes R.M.C.
Entrance 2nd, 10th
places, 1914,

McGill Science, 1st
Head Master: place 1910, 1st
C. S. Fosbery, M.A. place 1912, 2nd

MONTREAL place 1913, Ex-
o A hibition Arts, 1913.

Westminster College

Coronto
#l Residential & Day School for Girvls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for
Senior Matriculation.

Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.
SCHOOL RE-OPENS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 9th, 1915

For CALENDAR APPLY—
) JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C, MRS. A. R, GREGORY
1 President. Principal.

‘ 7 LEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares beys for the
7 S:. CC h lf'll:ivs !;x;ol an fe’r busine 5 hiil“.ltx .SchoolMGr.o}mt;ltl_n C‘un!dl—Bof nﬁreu. iy (il ;E‘h S
B t t Matriculation in six out of the past s s t
< tharines, Ont. 1913 and four in 191485, .cuma  REV J. O. MILLER, MAs D.C.L., Principal.
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|
A Residential and Day Sch‘sgr {
for Boys. Upper and L@ for
Schools.  Boys prepafed. g |

TORONTO - ONTARIO Matriculation into the' U the

sities; for entrance into
an

Royal Military College, *
ntal

g niﬂg
Business. Calendar co

The College won first place R.M.C.

WiEd : jon
Entrance Examinations 1915. particulars sent on app ‘catL :
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M-A"L :
Autumn Term Commences September 13th, 1915 . Headmaster.

ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 {(BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls
picks®”

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs: oft'
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year £ palb
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Baske
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus
MRS, GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. pﬁncipL/

WESTBOURNE scrooL o

278 BLOOR STREET WEST ; TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day scliool—small enough to ensure for the pupils 2 real
home, careful personal training and thoughtful supervision. Pupils prepar®

for the University. Class instruction in Folk and Zsthetic Dancing 25
well as Physical work, Outdoor Sports. Affiliated with the Toront®
Conservatory of Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director:

School re-opens September 14th. ~ 7For Calendar address the Principah
MISS M. CURLETTE, ™

H00¥

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * = 2excmis | |

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

-
COLLEGE REOPENS SEPTEMBER 14th. Tonoﬂfo'
For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Hﬂﬁ':‘/

00F:

: UTELY FIREPRU c

'Ottawa Ladies College NEY BUILDING, ABSOLUTELY o comesicie
Academic work up to the first year university, music, art, domestic science, Physlcamge of #
etc. Thisis one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and possesses all the adva]:ruidon"
residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B. A. D. D.,

Jas. W. Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board. |
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@ollege Heightz Eoronto

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.

i e Right Revd. The Lord Bishop of Toronto. _Principal, Miss Walsh M.A.
vy Vgice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity College). (Dublin)
Head Mistress, Junior School, Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Certificate National
Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies College. For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

™ —

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

(Affiliated to McGill University)

S H AW’ S SCHOOL S | |53 simpsoN STREET, MONTREAL

For the Higher Education of Young Women, with Preparatory
Departments for girls under 13 years of age. President—Rev.
Tono"To GANADA James Barclay, D. D., L. L. D.; Vice-President—Ven. J. G.

’ Norton, D. D., Archdeacon of Montreal; Principal—Miss Mary
Elizabeth Windsor, M. A. assisted by a highly qualified staff of
English and Canadian teachers.

raj !
! 1 young men and women for Business Alarge addition to the School building, has hleen erected this
Ursy: = ear, containing new class rooms, science laboratory, art
Suits and places all graduates in good S o % : .
J S&laried i % 4 A limited number of resident pupils is received.
{ situations. Enter any time. Free The Institute re-opens TUESDAY, 14th September, at NOON.
Catale, a 5 v ¥ Entrance examinations for new scholars will be held at the
gue contains full particulars. Write School on Saturday, 1ith September, at 10 o'clock a. m.
W member of the staff will be on hand at the Institute each Thurs-
« K day and Friday after 15th August to receive applications, etc.

8 F

"Aw’ Pres. 395 YONGE STREET For prospectus, etc. apply to the Principal or to A. F.
RIDDELL, Secretary, North British and Mercantile Building,
80 St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.

T — ; it

The Royal Military College

HI?RE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
ac°3’&1 Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is
The°°mnllshlng are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
l""ruc College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
| In g“tu‘m in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
| The it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.
Ar.ny ICOmma.ndant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
’ '“bjeétgent for the purpose, and there is in additon a complete staff of professors for the civil
! Algg rov'i'.ﬂ’,‘f" form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is
'40&1 ag't the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
p 5 d scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.
hyslcs%urae includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,
The " Chemistry, French and English.
the ccurtrlct discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
of an kle' and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
om. nds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.
oﬂe';ed ‘;‘tllgsui:ﬁs in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
Y.
:01' ﬁ‘:m‘}lploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
1 the nion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation
The 1 W Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

? The tength of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.

!tx_-r“ !:t:{)ocogtsggo the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all

y 7 i
hyeea&nnua.l competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of
t Fop t" at the headquarters of the several military districts.
ull particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-

on
“‘&ndi}:&“ld e made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
» Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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O N T Offers Unequalled Advantages for

A R I O ' the Training of your Daughter.
’ Twenty-eight miles from Toronto, 100 acres oe 2

I ADI ES grounds, beautiful gardens, tennis courts, lar%_

gymnasium and swimming tank. University grald

uates give instructions in Academic and Househ© 4

Science Departments; facilities for Musical EduC:‘o

tion of the highest order (affiliated with TOf‘_’nl

Conservatory of Music). An intellectual, physwtf‘;

And Conservatory of spiritual and social environment which makes b‘l)e
Music and Art. development of the highest type of strong, cap?

Christian womanhood.

‘N? HITBY = ON T. College Re-opens September 8th. Write for Calendar to

REV. F. L. FAREWELL, B. A, T—-A/
4—/.
/

Trinity College School

FOUNDED 1865
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential Church School for B‘?;:

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Oﬂm‘;:oNeV’
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnifice !
Covered Rink = Colleg®
Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military course!
and Business. Religious training throughout 1 ntranfe
Special attention given to younger boys. Sevems:pt- {5th:

scholarships for young boys. Next term begins
For Calendar apply to the Headmaster— 1)
REV. F. CRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camp:

oclkville)

(Late Headmaster St Alban’s Schoofr‘—/
—
ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliff Park, Ottaw? .

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- stef
a

For Calendar apply:—Rev. Geo P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon'-)/flj__f_éy
/

The (dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expressior,,

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. Scott Raff, Pri®
oy
English Literature, Preuch and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Im:eﬂ’l"“’tl

Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art. dar
™

—1

THE

'NDEPENDENT ORDER OF F'-ORE&TEBs

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-

Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or
C 1 pledged.

a Complete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of

System of death, or to the member in case of his total disability,

or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further information and literature apply to

' FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING:

Insurance
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Flat Against ihe Wall

HAT easy chair conceals the l’udmg

Place of your friend's “Elite” fold-

. ing table. The top is 30 inches

Quare, and the legs fold flat against the

n ﬂ'!ldg making a niﬁst convenient,

and compact table of general
“t‘hty The welght of the .

FOLDING TABLE =

b °"‘1Y' 11bs. Itis made in Early English, Fumed

au, Golden Fi

y:l“!;:%lt top. Stron —.sl?fca:le‘—l:e‘:wcegie

Creng alhnyYOUR ome for a hundred diff-
Ret“ - y:\;" F(:rkn}xltl\;e Dealer has it, or

i Made in Canada
""C for FREE Book[elA ducnbmz
HO ‘Peerless ™ and ** Elite ** T ables

URD & CO., LIMITED

Sole Licensees and Manufncturen

LONDON, ONTARIO

A Perfect

Complexion

Gives that deli-
cately clearand
refined com-
plexion which
every woman
desires. Keeps
away skin

~‘ troubles.

Gouraud’s

4
OnentalCreaml

We will send a complexion
chamois and book of Pow-
der leaves for 15c. to cover
costof mailing and wrapping
At Druggists and Department Stores

FERD T. HOPKINS & SON

‘4 bt Paul Street, Montreal

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

T
pH& RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE
WOMEN STUDENTS OF
: ntMcc.lu_ UNIVERSITY
or g.* (both resident and day) prepared
F“:cegtee‘ in Arts, Pure Syc)xe:cep and
or P olarships are awarded annually.
‘llew %Pectus and information apply to

Branksome 1Mhall

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, Toronto
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Hon. Principarn : Miss M. T. Scorr
PrincipaL ; Miss Epitn M. Reap, M.A.

Preparation for the University and for examinations
in Music. Art and Domestic Science Departments.
Thoroughly efficient staff. Large playgrounds. Out-
door games, tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful loc ality.

Primary School for Day Pup:ls

AUTUMN TERM WILL BEGIN SEPT. 14th.
For Prospeclus apply to the Principal

A Home-School of
Culture for Girls

orma {aaics) (Gtlege

33 years record of success
For prospectus and terms,
write the Principal

R.I. WARNER,M.A,D.D,,
St. Thomas, Ont.

IS

NS
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Good Service

To our customers at all times has
been one of the chief factors in
The Bank of Toronto’s long and
successful course.

Receive assurance of the safety afforded by
Savings our large resources and our safe and conserva-
Depositors tive methods of conducting business, and

courteous treatment by careful officers. Interest
is paid on balances half-yearly.

Keeping accounts here have afforded them all
Business | the facilities of a long established BANK,
Men possessing ample resources, and full equipment
and connections for banking transactions of
every description both large and small.

Paid-up Capital - $5,000,000 -
Reserve Funds - 6,402,810

INCORPORATED 1855
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HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN 'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
MECHANICAL
ELECTRICAL

ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

CHEMICAL
CIviL

Paid-up Capital -

n\\
—

ACCOUNTANCY

S
taught by the home study plans of the

SHAW CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOL

TORONTO, ONT.

ig a good Bookkeeper and Office Man into
T position, We invite you to write for particulars.

.
w. Chant, Sec. W. H. Shaw, Pres.
393 Yonge Street

Hag
L 8 lifteq many

STAMMERING

v

for ?,E&JTTF-RING may make life miserable
friey A t child, or for one of your family or
toj eét' fit does, you owe it to the sufferer
Perp, . '8ate the successful Arnott methods of
Meptg %“)’ curing these disturbing impedi-
angd - ¥ € Will gladly give you full particulars
: €rences. Cured pupils everywhere.

ARNOTT INSTITUTE

Berlin, Ont., Can.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street - Toronto
ESTABLISHED 1855

President—W. G. Gooderham.
First Vice-President—W. D. Matthews.
Second Vice-President—G. W. Monk.

Joint General Managers — R. S. Hudson,
John Massey.

Superintendent of Branches and Secretary—
George H. Smith.

$6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund (earned ) 4,500,000.00
Investments - -  32,496,750.55

Debentures

For hundred

dollars and upwards we issue

sums of one

Debentures bearing a special
for which

half - yearly

rate of interest,
coupons payable
are attached. They may be
made payable in one or more

years, as desired. They are a

Legal Investment
For Trust Funds
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T this time, when the Investment
situation presents so important

an issue, no small interest attaches
to the following statement by the
Management in one of the publica-
tions of The Great-West Life Assur-

WILLING
WITNESSES

ance Co. :

¢ The investments of the Company as a
whole were never in a more satisfactory
position than they are to-day. Wefind it
now a matter of supreme gratification that
the investment policy of the Company has
always been directed towards mortgages
on real estate, especially on farm proper-
ties. Contrary to the general experience,
we now find that the security back of our
investments has been rather increased
than diminished on account of the war
conditions, this fact being due, of course,
to the increased value which has accrued
to all farm products. The Directors of
the Company have recently concluded a
careful examination of the investments,
and have expressed themselves as sur-
prised with the excellent standing of the
Company’s assets.”

Secure the benefit of these excellent
investments by insuring in—

.

AY by day we are

receiving enthusiastic

testimonial letters
from policyholders whose
Endowment contracts are
now maturing.

These are our willing witnesses
who come voluntarily into court
and testify to the good faith of
The Mutual of Canada.

No wonder! For they are
receiving from $110.00 to $190.00
for every $100.00 invested in
premiums, to say nothing of the
protection they have enjoyed.

The amount of the return, of
course, varies with the term of
the Endowment. Don’t specu-
late! Take an Endowment policy
and share in the prosperity of

THE MUTUAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
OF CANADA

WATERLOO, ONTARIO

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE ASSURANGE CO. 100 ;
Head Office, Winnipeg. ! !

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000  Reserve Funds - $ 13,174,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 185,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS: siden!
SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd Vtcc-l’;: C
A. J. Brown, ¥

Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond o
D. K. Elliott Hon. W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm, Roberts
C. S. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager

W. B. Torrance, supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

340-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-340 .

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Antigua, Barbados, D°‘;§¢u!'
Grenada, Jamaica, St. Kitts, Trinidad and Bahamas Islands, British Guiana and British Ho

st
LONDON, ENC., Bank Bidgs., Princes St., E.C. nd Ceda*

NEW YORK, Corner William 2 gt
SAVINCS DEPARTMENT aﬂué'{sy
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A Personal Matter
4 If that grey bearded old man of the scythe
were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you
listen to a proposition whereby, for a moderate
sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annual
income as long as she should live? Of course
you would.
Well you do not know the time, but the call is certain. Still we make you that
Proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as long
3s she shall live.
It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die.
Get the little booklet *‘ The Real Service ” which explains it fully. You have but to ask.
NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
Head Office . TORONTO, CAN.
. |

HEAD OFFICE

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
B PE oo o oslinan $3,750,000

: |
AVINGS 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 prosperity. e

Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the 2
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the Europe? <‘
conflict. ‘

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order t:
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the w2”
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dommni© :
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much cl:‘

ssible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watcty

word of the hour should be production, production, and again productio™ |

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.

/

F
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A Marriage License

AND

Insurance Policy
Dr, Gordon of Winnipeg

asserts that a Life Insurance
olicy should always accom-
Pany a Marmage License.

So does every other man
Who gives sane thought
to the requirements of 20th
Century civilization. Many
Considerations show the
absolute necessity of sufficient
lle nsurance protection.

London Life

| Insurance Company
Head Office: London, Canada

;sslle exceptionally desirable
‘ USurance contracts.

f This 1s the Company in
a .
T® In excess of estimates.

Pol: ..
Mlicies— Good as Gold ”’—Company

JOHN
prm;g':ARY DR. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.
ice-President

& G.
Rl(;;,l"l'l‘ER. F.AS. E.E. REID,B.A. ALA.
anager Asst. Manager & Actuary

L

\“Q“‘

: whi?h profits actually earned

Appearance—
No Sign of Pen Value

To many of the millions of pen

users most pens look very much
alike. So you should be guided by some
safer criterion than looks.
The safest gauge of value is success. So &
purchasers of Esterbrook Pens (successful
for over half a century) have the comfort-
able feeling that satisfaction is assured.
No. 313 shown here is only second in popularity to the
famous Jackson Stub, No. 442, having a slightly broader
moderately elastic, medium point.
Send 10c for useful metal box containing samples
of the twelve most popular Esterbrook Pens, in-
cluding the famous 048 Falcon, the most popular
pen in the world.

ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN MFG. CO.,
28 to 70 Cooper Street, Camden, N. J. Ld

EsterbrooA

ESTERBROOK.COS'

Pzrobate No. 313

M";. il"]“)‘\(“' <‘
L

5
|
A

I

Paid-up Capital - -
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits -

$7,000,000

7,245,140

209 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.




24 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER AR

JAF

Lifebuoy is just the soap
for washing little folks. Its
velvety lather is soothing
and cleansing while its mild
carbolic solution acts as a
preservative against disease.

Lifebuoy Soap makes the
shampoo a soothing delight.
Its cream of oils and mild
carbolic solution makes a
velvety lather that cleanses
and soothes the scalp, leav-
ing the hair soft and fluffy.

Lifebuoy Soap makes the
healthiest bath for baby.
Its cream of the best oils
makes a velvety lather that ;
soothes and cleanses the ten- ;
derestskin. Themild carbolie
solution is gratefully healthy.

Lifebuoy Soap should be
used for washing all gar-
ments worn next the skin.
Its velvety lather has a
wonderful cleansing effect.
The mild carbolic solution
> v means utter
cleanliness.

]
1

o
O

All grocers sell

LIFEBUOY

HEALTHY SOAP

“The odor vanishes quickly”
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A VENETIAN CANAL

From the Etching by Clarence A. Gagnon
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WOLFE AT QUEBEC

BY W. P. M. KENNEDY, M.A,, F,R.His.S. (Enec.)

PROFESSOR OF MODERN HISTORY, UNIVERSITY OF ST. FRANCIS XAVIER

B are commonly told that
Wolfe’s final plan was sug-

gested to him by his briga-

djers and that he recited Gray’s
““Blegy’’ on the way to the actual
janding. 1 have been struck by the
istency with which these two
statements are repeated in spite of
the heroic efforts made by hls'torlcal
research to place them in their true
soht. My aim then is to sum up, as
cndieially as possible, the work done
in this connection, in the hope that
the facts may find their way into
text-books of history and into the
world of Canadian culture. It is true
that nothing turns on them; but it is
surely high time that a military ex-
ploit of such romantic brilliancy
ghould stand clearly assigned to its
originator, and that the gratuitous
Aressings of dramatic effect should
pe torn away from an achievement
gufficiently dramatic in itself to need
no imaginative additions. I make no
im to originality, because my ar-
tiele is based on the research of

1—361

others; but I venture to think that
these researches have been buried
away—as too often happens with the
work of an expert—or have gained
little ground against the traditional
views.

After the failure of Montmorency
on July 31st, 1759, Wolfe’s health
caused him much anxiety, and for
the first time in the history of the
campaign he called in his brigadiers,
not, as the Abbé Casgrain says, to
hand over his command to them, but
to consult about a future plan of at-
tack. He submitted to them three
suggestions, all based on the idea of
operations in the Beauport neighbour-
hood; that is, three plans of attack
on the French encampments lying
east of Quebee, between the River St.
Charles and the Falls of Montmor-
ency. To these suggestions the bri-
gadiers replied that the enemy had
so fortified the natural strength of
their position as to render an attack
there very doubtful of success, that
the recent failure did not encourage
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a repetition of the attack, and that
even in case of victory Montcalm
would still be in a position to com-
mand the passage of the St. Charles
River. They suggested that the at-
tack should be directed by bringing
the troops to the south shore, finally
establishing them on the north shore,
and beginning operations high above
Quebee. The idea should be to get
between Montcalm and his provis-
ions, and between the French army
farther west, which was opposing Am-
herst,

A vietory in this neighbourhood
would, they said, mean the fall of the
city, whereas one round Beauport
would leave that event as far off as
ever. In addition, they pointed out
that even if their suggestion was act-
ed on a reverse would mean that the
French forces could assist with more
determination in operations against
Ambherst. Thus they discounted their
proposal in a very serious manner,
The plan, such as it was, has been
unreservedly claimed for Wolfe’s bri-
gadiers, especially Townshend. War-
burton in the past, and Colonel
Townshend in the present, have cate-
gorically stated that the plan which
Wolfe finally adopted was mnot his,
but belonged entirely to Townshend,
who had waited too long for his just
honours in this connection. The later
history will throw sufficient light on
Wolfe’s letter to Pitt, dated Septem-
ber 2nd, 1759, in which he said that
he had unreservedly acquiesced in the
proposals of the brigadiers.

It is only necessary to say here that
Townshend’s part in the conference
is discounted by the fact that it seems
as if he was quite against any plan
of attack on the west of the city; yet
the recent writer already referred to
actually gives the plan of operations
suggested by the brigadiers, says that
it was Townshend’s work, and finally
states that it was the one actually
acted on by Wolfe on the night of
the landing. The truth is that he did
not carry out this plan at all, and
even the report of the brigadiers

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

represents a return to an early plan,
which Wolfe himself had mentioned
to Pitt previously to the consultation.

I need not delay to consider the
removal of the troops along the south
shore to positions opposite Sillery
and Cap Rouge. The brigadiers and
Montealm himself thought that the
attempt would be made between Cap
Rouge and Point aux Trembles. The
latter, indeed, prepared for this
eventuality. Wolfe alone knew that
both were wrong. In fact, when a
storm had blown itself out, Wolfe
reconnoitred and decided to take up
a place opposite Anse aux Foulon.
It is claimed that this place was
pointed out to him by a Major Stobo,
but I have been unable up to this
time to find any historical proof. The
point, however, is that some hours
after the brigadiers thought that their
original plan of landing and making
an attack several miles west of the
city had been fully accepted and
finally agreed on, Wolfe himself was
carefully noting the place two miles
from the city, which is now connected
inseparably with his name.

I am not concerned with the defence
of this point by Vergor, and I doubt
if we shall ever know the exact faets
in connection with the displacement
of the French troops here. This aspect
of the history has no relation to our
present subject. Wolfe had evident.-
ly made up his mind and evidently
knew that the point was weakly de-
fended. He kept the French busy by
apparently preparing for landings at
Point aux Trembles and even in the
neighbourhood of Beauport. Mont.
calm was in a state of excitement, be-
ing carried, as it were, along the
whole front from Sillery to Mont-
morency. He did not know what
Wolfe would do next. The nearest
we get to a certainty about his con-
ception of the British general’s plan
was that he thought that Wolfe haq
planned to land some miles farther
down the river.

There is no evidence to prove that
Wolfe admitted his brigadiers inte
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his confidence. In his orders issued
on September 11th he outlined the
full details of the attempt, but made
no mention of the landing-place. The
orders issued on the following day
were also silent as to the landing-
place: ‘‘The troops will land where
the French seem least to expeet it.”’
Still the brigadiers knew nothing of
the wonderful plan which ‘‘history’’
has said they originated and actually
drew up. The fact is that on the
twelfth they wrote to Wolfe complain-
ing that they were in ignorz}nce of
his full plan and asking definitely to
be told ‘‘the place or places we are
to attack,’’ and this a few short hours
pefore the plan was successfully tried.
‘Wolfe replied that he could not re-
yveal his plan to them, that he per-
gonally had selected the place and
was responsible for it. So much for
the evidence. I do not think that
there has ever been a more presump-
tuous claim made to divert the con-
eeption of a great military coup from
jts originator.
““Fistory’ then goes on to relate
that about two o’clock in the morn-
of the 13th of September, just
pefore the landing, Wolfe recited to
his staff in his boat, as they dropped
down the tide, Gray’s “‘Elegy.”’ Now,
a pn'on', two things mitigate against
this romantic episode, which we }}ave
peen accustomed to believe since
ehildhood. Firstly, is it likely that a
eommander would break his own
striet orders enjoining silence, to re-
¢ite even in a low voice a long poem ?
Those who have read Wolfe’s cen-
gures after the breach of discipline
the grenadiers at Montmorency
ean hardly believe that such a thing
is possible. In addition, such an ac-
tion is unthinkable at a moment when
every nerve was strained to reduce
noise of any sort to a minimum—an
aetion purposeless and childish. See-
ondly, is it likely that Wolfe would
have dampened the courage of his
men by saying that he would rather
have written that poem than take
Quebec—rather than carry out a plan
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for which his men were ready to die?
Every probability is against the story.
Let us now examine the facts.

There is little doubt that the story
owes its origin to some remarks of a
certain John Robinson, who was after-
wards a professor at Edinburgh Uni-
versity, He was with Wolfe’s flotilla,
not, as Parkman says, as a midship-
man or young naval lieutenant, but
““rated as a midshipman,’’ which as
everyone knows is quite another thing,
As a matter of fact, Robinson was
with the St. Lawrence fleet as tutor
to the admiral’s son. Where did Park-
man get his story? I think from one
of two sources: either from Graham’s
‘““History of the United States,”
which appeared in 1836 (Here the
episode is related with the additional
information that Wolfe had learned
the poem since the arrival of the Que-
bec packet! I shall deal with this
later), or from Carlyle’s ‘‘ Frederick
the Great.”” I think this is the more
likely source, and I shall deal with
it first. Carlyle writes as follows:

‘“Wolfe silently descends; mind made
up, thoughts hushed quiet into one great
thought; in the ripple of the perpetual
waters under the grim cliffs and the
eternal stars. Conversing with his people
he was heard to recite some passages of
Gray’s ‘Elegy,”’ lately come out to these
parts; of which, says an ear-witness, he
expressed his admiration to an enthusi-
astic degree: ¢Ah, those tones of the
eternal melodies, are they not? A man
might thank heaven had he such a gift;
almost as we might for succeeding him,
gentlemen.’ *’

Carlyle gives a reference to the
transactions of the Royal Society,
Edinburgh. These transactions con-
tain a life of Robinson written in
1815 by Playfair, his successor at
Edinburgh. Our subject is referred
to by Playfair as follows:

‘“An anecdote which he also used to
tell deserves well to be remembered. He
happened to be on duty in the boat on
which General Wolfe went to visit some
of his posts the night before the battle,
which was expected to be decisive of the
fate of the campaign. The evening was
fine and the scene, considering the work
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they were engaged in and the morning to
which they were looking forward, suf-
ficiently impressive. As they rowed along
the general repeated with much feeling
nearly the whole of Gray’s ‘Elegy,’
which had appeared not long before and
was yet but little known, to an officer
who sat with him in the stern of the boat;
adding, as he concluded, that he would
prefer being the author of that poem to
the glory of beating the French to-mor-
Tow.”’

It is evident that Playfair’s ver-
sion is the source of the whole story.
It will be well to examine it. We see
how Graham got his idea that the
poem was new—nhe adds his own ideas
of how Wolfe got it. We see how
Carlyle dealt with the authority which
he himself gives—in a manner so
characteristic of him. And what of
the poem ‘‘which had not long ap-
peared,’”’ as Robinson told Playfair?
What of this “‘little known’’ poem?
It appeared in 1751—cight years be-
fore the fall of Quebec! The first
two editions ran out in two months!
The twelfth edition appeared in 1753
It had been published in several pa-
pers, and a Latin translation of it
had appeared! However, let us take
Playfair’s edition, in spite of the
errors of literary fact. The whole
matter turns on the word ‘‘to-mor-
row,’”’ which everyone has persisted
in overlooking. Wolfe did not say
““to-day,”” as he would have said had
he recited the poem at the time when
““history’’ assigns it to him.

Finally, in 1830, we get another
version of the story in a letter from
Sir Walter Scott to the poet Southey,
which the present Chief Secretary for
Ireland, Mr. Birrell, discovered and
published as a conclusive evidence
that the old ‘‘history’’ was true as
far as human evidence could prove
anything. Secott repeats the story of
the ‘‘young midshipman,’’ says that

Wolfe pulled the poem out of his poe-
ket ‘‘on the night that he crossed the
river with his small army,”’ and that
as he concluded it he said: ‘‘I can
only say, gentlemen, that if the choice
were mine I would rather be the
author of those verses than win the
battle we are to fight to-morrow morn-
ing.”” I think that this version of
the story merely proves that the poem,
if recited at all, was recited earlier
in the night, but Robinson seems to
have varied his accounts somewhat.

I am convineed a priori that Wolfe
did not recite the poem when float-
ing down the river to the landing;
and I think that Playfair’s account
and Secott’s letter confirm this. If the
poem was recited at all, I think that
all the evidence goes to prove that
it was recited some considerable time
before two o’clock on the morning of
September 13th, 1759, before the boats
set off into the tide at all. Playfair
and Scott both use the word *‘to.
morrow,’” and Robinson was at least
consistent in this part of his story to
each of them. I believe that Carlyle’s
adaptation has been the cause of the
error that has gathered round the
whole episode. It would seem as if
there had been a conspiracy to out-
dramatize the affair!

Thus then it seems clear that the
whole plan of landing was Wolfe’s
own conception, and secondly that if
he recited Gray’s ‘‘Elegy,”’ it was at
some other time than we have been
accustomed to believe. These two
considerations may seem small in the
history, but I think it well that
Wolfe’s honour should be redeemed
and that his military reputation
should be established. The *‘Elegy’?
episode goes to show the manner in
which popular ‘‘history’’ is some-
times made,

s ————.




THE HOWE PAPERS

SOME NEW SIDELIGHTS ON THE GREAT CHAMPION OF RESPONSIBLE
GOVERNMENT

BY FRANCIS A. CARMAN

THE habit of keeping a diary
and storing away letters is to
be encouraged. In these days
of short tenancies and many mov-
ings it may at tlmeg cause Incon-
venience; but the habit is essentially
. Of course, it must be used
with discretion like any other of the
ifts of nature. Indeed, the hal?xt
without diseretion is bepter than dis-
eretion without the habit. If useless
pers are preserved, posterlty can
goon throw them away. But if the
pers are once destroyed, it is be-
yond the power of the most dlsggeet
rity to restore them. In writing
the history of our country, the pri-
vate papers of public men—and of
private persons as well—are beyond
rubies. They throw a light on events
whieh is attaina})le from_no public
records. They give a reality and an
intimacy to history which can be ob-
tained from no other source.

This habit was possessed in a high:

Joseph Howe. A leader in
Shegrﬁe;hlzyfor rgsponsible government
in Nova Scotia and an active partici-

ant in public affairs tlll. after Cor}-
federation, he kept a diary of his
more important joprneymgs and stor-
ed away systematically papers relat-
to the public issues of the day,
and left a recordz too, of the. out-
standing facts of his private business.
These papers are now in the Domin-
jon Archives, and contain a wealth
of material for the historian of Nova

Scotia, of Canada, even of the Em-
pire. For all three these materials
are indispensable; for Howe was a
man of wide interests and of far
horizons. But most indispensable are
they for the historian of the Domin-
ion, who would know the forces which
have gone to its making and the men
who have guided, or been impelled
by, those forces.

The Howe papers come from two
sources. The original family records,
which oceupy a dozen bulky manu-
script holders, were presented to the
Canadian people by Mr. Sydenham
Howe, son of the champion of re-
sponsible government.. The other
source is the outeome of an incident
worthy a place in the history of the
publishing interests of the Dominion.
Some years ago one of our largest
publishers sought a man to write the
life of ‘‘Joe’” Howe. The late George
M. Grant was chosen for the task, but
death intervened before he could com-
plete his labours. George Johnson,
Dominion statistician and, like Grant,
a Bluenose, was next selected as bio-
grapher; and to him were turned over
the materials which had been eollected
by the Principal of Queen’s. But be-
fore Johnson’s work was finished, a
difference arose between him and the
publisher, and his work, too, was laid
aside. This collection of letters and
records, made by Grant and Johnson,
is the second -contribution to the
Howe papers. It is naturally not so
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rich as the original collection made
by Howe himself ; but it includes the
partially completed manuseripts of
both Grant and Johnson; and in ad-
dition some new papers not contained
in the family record.

The earliest entry in the diaries
and letter-books is dated in 1825,
when Mr. Howe had, just come of age.
It is characteristic of his restless en-
ergy, and will serve as a fitting initia-
tion to some quotations from the
papers, the object of which is neither
to epitomize nor to pass judgment up-
on his career, but simply to shed some
side-lights from new angles upon the
man and his times. The entry is this:

Established the ‘‘Miramichi Mercury’’
at a cost of £2056—got £84 back in 1827
and 1828,

The Balance afterwards I suppose, but
no profits.

Mr. Howe was essentially a man
who loved the element of adventure
in business. His was a daring spirit
in trade as in politics. This is pos-
gibly the first, but it is by no means
the last, enterprise of his which had
doubtful finaneial results. In the end
he usually got the ‘‘balance after-
wards’’; but there were oftentimes
periods when that happy ending look-
ed extremely doubtful.

It is three years before we find an-
other entry, and now we get a view
of the inception of The Nova Scotian,
the journalistic venture which laid
the foundation of the future politi-
ian’s career. Under date of 1828, we
read:

' By the memo of this year’s business it
would appear I had:

Town subseribers ......... £300
QCountey i Sl Gl aiiee 560
Postage «.cocvs vieiicaiias 70
JOD WOrk ..o vilsslvuvaniava 150
Advertising ..c.cceiiionans 250

£1,300

I owed £840, including Young’s instal-
ment of £210.

As the subseription was fifteen shil-
lings, it would thus seem that in its
first year under Mr. Howe The Nova
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Scotian had four hundred subseribers
in Halifax and nearly seven hundred
and fifty in the country. The paper
had been owned previously by My,
George R. Young, whose father, My,
John Young, had contributed and con-
tinued to contribute to it some fam-
ous letters over the signature of
‘“Agricola.”’ It is probably the form-
er to whose ‘‘instalment’’ the ent
in the letter-book refers. Mr. Howe
paid Mr. Young £1,050 for the busi-
ness, and there was considerable
anxiety among his friends as to whe-
ther he would make a success of it.
That anxiety, however, soon disap-
peared, and three years later we find
another entry in the letter-book, in
which is recorded the fact that ““sub-
seriptions to Nove Scotian had in-
creased one-fifth,”’ presumably in the
year under review,

Howe made The Nova Scotian a sue-
cess, but we get an indication of the
intensity of the labour by which it
was achieved in an entry which he
made under date of 1831.

‘‘Left home,”’ he wrote, ‘‘this vear
18th August and returned 7th Novem-
ber. Sick with dyspepsia and anxiety
—travelled to P. E. Island, St. John
Philadelphia, and back, got well, Clol.
lected £221 14s. 2d., spent £52 6s, 14.**

What Joseph Howe’s hand found
to do, he did it with his might; and
even on holidays he was methodieal
and businesslike and interested in see-
ing that the balance was on the right
side of the ledger.

Another entry in the same

: . year,
however, gives us a bit of the early
literary history of Canada, in which

the balance was not on the right side,
either for Mr. Howe or the author
It is just one more instance of thg.
difficulties of authorship. ““Sam
Slick’’ was a household name amo
our fathers, but Judge Haliburton’s
first venture into literature was

no means so successful as ‘‘ The Clock.
maker’’ and his fellows. Before en-
tering the lists of humour Mr. Halj.
burton first paid court to Clio and
wrote a history of his own Provinee.
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It was a work of much value and
was republished after ‘‘Sam Slick”’
had made a name for himself; but it
did not at first catch the fancy of the
reading public. Here is what Howe
wrote in his letter-book:

This year published ‘‘Haliburton’s His-
tory of Nova Scotia,”’ which was a ruin-
ous speculation. It cumbered my office for
two years, involved me in heavy expenses
for wages, and in debts for paper, ma-
terials, binding, and engravings. It was
to have been published on joint account,
he making some cash advances, and me
dividing the profits and the loss. To sim-
plify matters, I bought the whole, relying
on heavy sales in England, the United
States, and the other Provinces. l\_one
gold abroad. The book, though fairly
printed, was wretchedly bound—the en-
gravings were poor, and I was left with
about 1,000 copies, scattered about, un-
salable on my hands.

I have said that Mr. Howe was sys-
tematic and methodical. He carried
his love of method to the length of
setting down for himself,_ at the age
of twenty-six, rules which he was
still eoncerned to follow at the age of
fifty-three. These rules make inter-
esting reading yet; ‘and. throw into
relief the greater simplicity of the
time in which their author lived. Pos-
gibly some of them might still be of
yalue—especially in this day of the
high cost of living. Here they are:

t—Never eat to fullness, or so much
m:bat violent exercise after 'a meal would
be painful. Drink neither wine nor
spirituous liquors, except in company,
and then sparingly. Smoke only in com-
pany or when travelling, and then mod-
erately.

Clothing—Wear old clothes, shoes, hats,
otlel.i ut, have a good su’it by. Wear
shoes instead of boots. Net or corduroy
trousers. & ik &

cise—Continue i ut vary, wa

E‘;;re—cpar, fence, le’ap, piteh the stone,

g.qubidu' e id obscenity, talk

ts—Swear none, avoid obscenity, tal
more, particularly’ at home, be cheerful,
meet difficulties promptly, and throw
them off when eare can do no good.
eep— gix hours, rise at seven in
mwinte'frznd five in summer.

PBusiness—Consolidate notes, open a cash
aecount, pay small bills, sell old press,
dismiss W., keep cash book, take stock.
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Expenditure—Buy cloth and clothes at
auction, charge each boy with his own
expenses. Lay in coal, wood, sugar, beef,
pork, fish, soap, candles, flour, meal, rice,
coffee, and vegetables in quantities,

Studies—Read books from 5 to 8, or 7
to 9, science and history chiefly, then
breakfast and walk, business and news-
paper till 3, exercise and rumination till
six, tea and chat till seven, write two
hours, read till 12,

Intellectual Occupation—Review arithme-
tic, French, and grammar, read poetry
more, speeches more, Seripture 2 hours
on Sunday.

Company—Avoid none that is not bad, be
polite and cheerful to all. Try to learn
something from and communicate some-
thing to everyone you meet, but make
constant companions only of those from
whom information can be gathered and
the intellect strengthened.

It is the fashion in this day to
eschew rules and to regard with some-
thing between amusement and econ-
tempt those who seek to guide their
lives by rule and method. But after
all this fashion is a good deal of a
pose, and it is not quite eertain that
our fathers did not possess some wis-
dom. Of course, their rules were not
always unbroken ; and Mr. Howe was
no exception to humanity in this re-
gard. But they did accomplish a
good deal of solid work; and they left
the world, on the whole, a much bet-
ter place to live in than they found
it. Mr. Howe’s life was crowded
with public service; and he found
time for a variety of things which
few even of our leaders accomplish
to-day. He was human; and we know
that he did not always keep the rules
which he had set down for himself.
But his life must, with all allowances,
be deseribed as methodical; and it
was neither without meaning nor
without seriousness that he wrote on
the back of the paper containing these
rules twenty-four years after they
were written:

I fear not always observed,
J. H,, 1854,

Or that he added three years later:
Read again in 1857.

Howe was known everywhere as a
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teller of stories, and his use of anec-
dotes gave his political speeches a
rare effectiveness. He did not acquire
this characteristic without labour and
care. IHis diaries are rich in notes
of stories he had heard. In one no
less than seven consecutive pages are
taken up in this manner. Unfortun-
ately most of these entries are so
brief as to be now unintelligible. But
a few here and there give us a flavour
of the genuine Howe humour. Here,
for instance, is one jotted down in
the course of his legislative duties: a
bitter yet amusing shot at one of his
political opponents :

‘It strikes my mind,”” a d——d good
shot.

And there is a definition of a popu-
lar beverage of that day:

Half and half—%mine, % my wife’s.

An entry made after his first ses-
sion at Ottawa is worthy of quotation
verbatim. It is obscure; but possibly
some of the older readers of this
article will be able to unravel its
meaning :

Ottawa—only two good stories, 1867.

John A. Solomon, Hebrew d——, ¢‘Lit-
tle Woman in Cork.’’

John Sandfield, Baptist minister, stump,
‘“Chores About Home.’’

Howe’s political verse is famous. It
was not always good-humoured, but
it never failed to be effective. A good
bit of it has been published, but there
are a few unpublished poems among
the papers. I quote one, which is a
parody on Burns’s familiar bacchanal
““Willie Brewed.”’ It is as follows:

Oh, Johnston brewed a peck o’ lies,
And Jem and Willie came to pree.

Three blacker hearts, that lee lung night,
Ye wad na find in Christendie.

We are na fools, we are na fools,
But just some malice in our ’ee.
Although they say we’re factious tools,
We write because we love to lee.

Here are we met, three yellow boys,
Three yellow boys I trow are we;
And many a night we’ve lying been,
And many mair we hope to see.

It is Joe Howe, we ken his form,
That’s shining in the light sae hie.

He smiles and bids us a’ gae home,
But by our troth he’ll wait a wee.

The first that from his desk shall fly,
A coward Tory loon is he.

The coon who tells the biggest lie,
He is the King among us three.

The three men intended in the
verses are Honourable J. W. John.
stone, for several terms Premier of
Nova Scotia and one of Howe's chief
political adversaries; James B. Uni.
acke, and William Young. The poem
is undated, but was apparently writ-
ten in the late thirties or very early
forties. The evidence for this is in-
ternal. Mr. Uniacke and Mr. Howe
were colleagues in the coalition eah-
inet which broke up in 1844 over
Lord Falkland’s refusal to apply the
new principle of responsible govern.
ment; and after that date the tweo
men were political friends. Shortly
after this time Mr. Young, too, left
the Tory party, and later he was titu-
lar head of the party of which My,
Howe was the real leader.

Closely connected with the dissoln-
tion of this coalition cabinet—ecouneil
is, however, the more aceurate word
for what we know as cabinet govern.
ment was not yet achieved—is the last
entry which I will quote from these
papers. It is under date of 1884, bhut
was evidently completed later. It
reads thus:

I received from William Stairs in this
year on account of what was called the
Howe Fund £632 2s. 9d. I left office 31st
Dec., 1843, and went back in Feb, 1848
I lost therefore £2,500 of official salare
and got this amount instead. I lost, there-
fore, £1,868 in money, besides the wear
and tear of life. Falkland got his salare
but I think in other respects we a;e'
square.

This entry tells succinetly ome of
the most dramatic incidents of poli-
tical warfare in the history of the
Dominion and its Provinces. After
the publication of Lord Durham’s re.
port the reactionary element in Novg
Scotia consented to make a trial of
responsible government. Lord Falk.

.



SUNDAY IN A COUNTRY HOTEL

land was Governor at the time, and
Johnstone, Uniacke, and Young were
members of the old council. Into this
council Howe agreed to go with two
colleagues and to make an effort to
apply the new principles by coalition
to the solution of the problems of the
Provinece. But there never was har-
mony or mutual confidence in the
ecouncil. Lord Falkland was captured

the reactionary section, and Howe
and his friends left. As already men-
tioned, the split was the active cause
whieh brought Uniacke and Young in-
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to political friendship with him. The
controversy which followed was bit-
ter. Out of it came two of Howe’s
most famous political poems. Lord
Falkland was lampooned as ‘‘The
Lord of the Bedchamber,”” and the
members of his council were held up
to ridicule with him. The language
of this great argument was not always
gentlemanly—on either side, for
Howe got as well as gave hard knocks
—but at least they did not shoot each
other, as did we in Upper and Lower
Canada.

SUNDAY IN A COUNTRY HOTEL

By THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS
(Lieutenant, 12th Battalion, Canada)

OUT of the dusk, out of the rain,
I came, mud-spattered, chill and wet,

To take my ease a night and day—

For one short day-space to forget

The grind and clay and weariness,
The petty cares not all my own,

The doubts that haunt my flimsy hut,
The fears that I must face alone.

Vain hope! All day they come and go—

These other men—and here and there
‘Women whose voices fail, whose eyes
Flash bright to blind their hearts’ despair.




NAN’S CAMPING OUT

BY 8...R. CROGKETL

AUTHOR OF “THE RED AXE,” ETC.

¥ ELL,”’ said the banker to
his particular intimates,
the lawyer and the doctor,

“I suppose I must tell you fellows.
Yes, Joe Kane has got married. He
is a married man now! Dried stick
of a fellow on a stool, bent over big
books, and ran as if he saw a woman
in the remote distance—that was
Joe!”’

¢ “Well, how?’ says you, very na-
turally.

““For details you had better ask my
wife—that is, if any of you like to
risk being shown the door. Nan Gil-
fillan does not understand men’s
pleasantries upon such subjects. Con-
sequently you have got to take my
word for it—unless you’d rather not.

““You know what a fellow Joe Kane
is—was—I was going to say ‘ever will
be.” But he won’t. He’s married,
and if any of you chaps want to get
married likewise, turn over a new
leaf, begin to lead a new life, stop
smoking, and— (Gilmour, your glass
is empty—the decanter is at your el-
bow—pass it along!) you go camping
out—that is with somebody else than
me, Walter Everard Gilfillan and
Nan, my wife—in the twenty-fifth
year of her age and fifth of her match-
making, as they say on tombstones.
She has been a nipper at getting other
folk married ever since she said, ‘I
will’ in ehurch—with the air of one
who says ‘I won’t’—or ‘I’ll see you
—ahem, farther—first.’

“That’s Nan, and though we are
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all big men in our way, and at the
bank I takes no back-talk even from
a director—well, I don’t deny it was
a good day when I walked down the
aisle to the strains of that holy weari-
ness of the flesh, ‘The Voice that
Breathed O’er Eden!’

““Now,’’ continued Walter Gilfillan
‘‘you, I, and the rest of men can have’
several ideas in our heads at one time.
Nan, my wife, has only one. But that
one has got to be carried out, before
there is room for another. It is, too,
So all you little boys get out of the
way. I also, on such occasions, en-
deavour to find an engagement in an.
other direction.

‘‘Now this last summer Nan’s idea
was camping out. We had no eubs—
children, I mean—to complicate mat-
ters, or dictate where or when we were
to spend our banker’s short three
weeks. If Nan is sorry about that, it
is in the night, and nobody but a
bank-manager has his sleep disturbed
because of it. Still, that does not hap-
pen once in a blue moon, and between
times Nan is so busy arranging for
other people’s family circles that she
has no time to mourn about having
only me to make up her mind. Some-
times, however, at the seaside, when
she sees a pack of the young pests
making sights of themselves among
the sand and sea-weed, she grabs my
arm and sort of gurgles in her throat,
‘Oh, Everard!” And I know what
she is thinking of! (Jones, pass the
decanter!)
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““ Ah, well, the Lord didn’t give, so
the Lord can’t take away! That’s the
way I comfort Nan. Sometimes it
works—sometimes not. Anyway we
ean’t help it—that’s certain, and we
have the fewer post-dated cheques to
draw on the Bank of Futurity!

“Boys, you should have seen Nan,
some weeks before ‘the eventful day.’
She was as tickled and excited as a
dog at a cat show. You know how
nicely her hair lies about her head—
no, I’m not getting poetical—wgll, for
a good three weeks it stood up in per-
manent bristles. She would rise in
the night to look at the weather, re-
turning to awake me with cold feet
and the entirely superfluous informa-
tion that it was easter ‘haar,’ that
she could hear the drops on the win-
dow-pane, or that the moon was full
and beautiful—none of which. things
really bore on our holiday, which was
still three weeks off! But, of course,
if you know Nan, you know that it
had to be so.

¢ ¢Qae here, Watty,” she would say,
“I’ve been thinking!’

«85 T knew that I was in for it
and said obediently, “Yes, dear!’ try-
ing hard not to think of something
else. For that is no go with her. Nan
ean catch the slightest symptom of
wandering attention. Same.as if a
elerk has been trying to write lovg-
Jetters between the back pages of his
Jedger in office hours, I can read guilt
on his face. L5

«“Qo T gave Nan my undivided at-
tention. I have always been a good
husband !

«¢ And as an uncle, fully tested and
approved by many of Nan’s pretty
nieces and cousins—why, you have to

back to remote antiquity to find
my equal. And even then you would
be hard put to it, eh, Doctor?

¢ T,00k here,’ said Nan—Mrs. Wal-
ter Gilfillan, that is, so far as you fel-
Jows are concerned. You can keep
thinking of it that way, but, as for
me, I ecan’t get my tongue round it,
‘look here, Watty,” Nan said, ‘we
ean’t go to Switzerland, though I
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know a heavenly spot just outside
Coire in Canton Grisons that I loved
as a child. It would take too much
time coming and going—’

‘“ “And the fares!’ I suggested. But
Nan swept on, and took me with her.

‘““Then you know, Watty, Dalna
Whyte is coming with us!’

‘“Nan said this in so matter-of-fact
a tone that any of you unwedded wild
asses would have thought that she had
mentioned it before—in fact, discuss-
ed it threadbare.

““I mentioned that I was glad of
the information, but would be inter-
ested to know who Dalna Whyte
might be, and why any human and
demi-semi-Christian parent could have
given a girl (presuming it to be a
girl) such an uncanny name.

‘‘Now, Nan does not approve of
any form of humour—when directed
against herself—and answered sharp-
ly, ‘If you had any sense, Walter,
you would know that Dalna Whyte is
my cousin two removes on my mo-
ther’s side, and that she was called
Dalna after Dalnaspidal, a place in
the Highlands, where she was nearly
born.’

‘““‘Nearly?’ I demanded in some
surprise.

‘““Yes,” cried Nan, indignant at
my stupidity; ‘it’s a railway place,
you see, pretty high up, and the en-
gine stops to look at the view or some-
thing—stops a good while—almost too
long, indeed on this occasion. How-
ever, my poor dear cousin managed
to get as far as Perth, where Dalna
was really born—’

‘“ “Then why not call her Perth?’
I said. That seemed obvious if they
wanted to place her, as it were, terri-
torially.

‘‘Nan flung one indignant look at
me. I knew what it meant. It said
that I was a man.

‘““Call a girl Perth Whyte!’ she
cried, hotly, ‘have you no sense,
Watty? Why, they would think she
came from the dye-works!’

‘“Then she added with great dig-
nity, ‘The child’s name is Dalna’.”’



372

“T remembered to have heard some-
thing like this read out of the Bible
in the lessons for the day, but the
quotation was vague, so I did not
obtrude it.

“ ‘Dalna Whyte is coming with us,
then,’ I said meekly; ‘well, that will
mean another tent!’

¢« “Why, of course it will,” she said.
‘T have it all arranged. They are out
on the back green now!’

““ “Who? What?—Dalna Whyte
and the tent?’ I cried.

¢ ‘No, you silly,” said Nan, push-
ing me back into my seat, ‘the two
tents!’

““‘And suppose,” I said, ‘that
Dalna gets frightened in the night?
All alone in that vast solitude, at
least three feet from the nearest mor-
tal—!’

‘“ ‘Oh,’ said Nan simply, ‘I have
thought of that, too. You are to ask
Joe Kane!’

ol (Nan!7

‘“She nodded her head defiantly
and doggedly. A ‘highly commend-
ed’ bulldog is not in it with Nan,
when she really takes hold.

‘“ “Yes,” she said, ‘Joe and you are
to have one tent—the small one that
I borrowed first. The rain comes
through a little, but not very much
—that is, if you are careful not to
touch the canvas with your heads!’

““Joe and I are, as you know, both
well over six foot! My wife con-
tinued :

‘“‘Dalna and I are going to have
the big square tent that I got the loan
of last from Major Harper—it has
two iron bedsteads. So we shall do
all right, and you and Joe can rub
along. It will brace you up, sleeping
on the ground, after all that office
work you are always grumbling
about! Why we shall be just like
soldiers on the battlefield.’

““I thought of saying that Dalna
and she, with all Major Harper’s
military equipment would be much
liker the real article if they took the
smaller tent. Only I refrained. Nan
dislikes irony, and there is no use in

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

a man introducing dispeace into his
own household. I knew that we should
have to have Dalna. My secret hope
was that Joe Kane would refuse. He
was a bachelor of some thirty-five
years’ standing, and had long been
permanent ‘best man’ to all the wed-
dings in four insurance offices and
three banks.

““But I suppose Nan had been on
the trail before me. At any rate he
had been got at—that was clear. He
actually said that he would ‘be de-
lighted.” You could have knocked me
down with a feather-duster. Joe Kane
—mind you!—Why, I wounld as soon
have expected him to spend his sum.
mer vacation in a créche!

‘‘But when I got home, Nan said
before I got time to hang up my hat'
‘Joe’s coming!’ 3

‘“‘Yes,” I answered, to give her a
taste of my quality, and in my best
‘No-Overdraft’ manner, ‘yes, Mr
Kane has expressed his willingness to.
join us!”’

‘At this Nan laughed heartily, and
said, ‘Of course he has! Catech a
banker not knowing on which side
his bread is buttered—other people’s,
too!’

“Well, we went down to the
of Scotland—to that Galloway tlslgltltil;
wilder and cheaper and prettier than
the Highlands. We found a place
called Clachanpluck. I knew it be.
cause I had been born not far from
there, and I was a devoted member
of the Clachanpluck Societies of Edin.
burgh and London—of Glasgow, too
for that matter, but (unless I havc;
Dr. William Bruce of The Herald to
tell me my way about among the
meats and drinks, and cheer me up
generally) Glasgow is a long way to
go for a dinner. :

‘“We had sent our tents down be-
forehand and a local expert had piteh.
ed them. Nan’s and her friend’s in-
stallation had a wooden board floor
that took to pieces, but Joe and I
were to prove our manhood by a striet
adherence to the rules of the game.

S T N T e e S e st e e
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We found the tents pitched among
a ecluster of fir trees, on pretty dry
ground. Still it was best to make
eertain, so after an attempt made by
ourselves which only resulted in blis-
ters, Joe Kane and I set local talent
to work to dig a trench round both
tents, to carry away the surplusage
water, especially the unearned incre-
ment of our own bell-tent.

““Phe whole place looked ‘ant-y’
and I could have betted on midges.
However, 1 said nothing, for I did
pot want to blunt the first simple and
innocent joys of camp-life.

““Joe jomned us at Lockermaben
Junection. He was in a gray suit, and
his moustache curled up at the eorn-
ers. He was guarding his luggage as
if it had been bank property, and

inting with his umbrella to the sev-
eral parcels, as if he had been Black
Rod in Waiting. He was a noble
.ight——well-nigh a landscape in him-
gelf—set up on end. He had cut off
his side whiskers—why, I don’t know,
unless it was that that vixen of a
wife of mine had given him thc; tip
as to Miss Dalna’s likes and dislikes!

««We had picked up Miss Dalna-
gpidal at the Caledonian Station. She
was—Ilike most of my wife’s favourite
relatives—young, agreeable, but pret-
tier than most. Nan says that, when
she gets a bit older, she may try her
hand on settling the plain girls. But
at present she prefers to have pretty
ones about her. So do I, for that mat.
ter. 1 suspect also that Nan likes
ehanges. ‘Small profits, quick re.

'_that sort of thing! I notice
that if a girl does not benefit by the
chances that Nan gives her—if she
doesn’t know enough at least to make

running—Nan does not usually

r again.

“l‘“ }‘l; l?lf: a girl with spirit!’ she

s for all explanation, but she says
;:yemphatically. And then, having
arrived, the play began. Nan could
eook. I was odd-man-of-the-work. In
which position T had all the abuse
and no privileges, like the last-joined
elerk. I had to be always on the
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spot—that is, where Nan was. I had
to peel potatoes, and be sure not to
throw the peelings about. I had to
undo all manner of parcels when our
luggage came, and bury the paper
wrappings. Nan would have a clean
camp or know the reason why. I
wished to go down into Clachanpluck
and buy a waste-paper basket, as the
simplest remedy. But the very sug-
gestion aroused a torrent of wrath, at
the thought of which I still tremble!
(Jones, the liquid refreshment is un-
der your hand!)

“‘So, of course, Joe Kane and Dalna
had to go down to buy provisions in
the village, furnished with a list as
long as my arm—my wife’s share—
and three one-pound notes—mine!

‘““They do not understand gold in
Clachanpluck, and send for a police-
man if you persist in offering it to
them.

““I warned Joe of this, but he did
not show me the ordinary deference
which he is accustomed to do in the
bank.

‘“‘Oh, he said, ‘I shall make that
all right!’

‘““But to see him going off with
Dalna was worth camping out in rain
for—yes, even doing all the serubbing
and cleaning up. Dalna was pretty
young, as well as young and pretty.
But, being a relation of Nan's, I
would be prepared to wager that she
was not nearly so shy as she looked.
None of that family wear their hearts
on their sleeves.

‘“‘But there was no mistake about
Joe Kane. He was as shy as a new
boy at school who joins in mid-term.
He felt his blue shirt and red tie
heavy as a bag of salt on his shoul-
ders—I mean about his neck. I stood
and laughed, jerking up and down in
my joy like a sand-hopper, till Nan
made me stop—‘for decency sake,’
she said. You should have seen Joe
edging off whenever the path was a
little wider—every now and then be-
ing recalled to the narrow way of
duty by bumping into a pine tree, or
catching the leg of his thin summer
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trousers in a hoop of bramble that
knew what was expected of it.

““I could have betted that not three
words were exchanged during the
first part of the way, and that Joe
was aching to introduce the Theory
of Banking or something about the
Actuarial Values of life in such
primitive villages as Clachenpluck.

“But Dalna—whether coached by
Nan or not, I cannot say—did not
help him a bit. She let him fathom
the deepest depths of his own idiocy,
satiate himself with it, wallow in it,
and then with a quick look at him
from under the brim of her hat, and
a shake of the yellow roses that decor-
ated it, she began to chatter. How do
I know? Well, I know, that’s all!

“To say that Joe was grateful is
to say little. I don’t know what Dalna
said—not word for word, that is. But
I know her cousin. I know the breed.
I have always been a shy difficult
man myself, awkward and diffident
with women, and I don’t believe that
anybody but Mrs. Walter Everard
Gilfillan could have overcome that in-
born—you needn’t laugh, you fellows!
As the poet says:

‘Man knows but ill his fellow-man—

Still worse, his fellow-woman!’

““I shall not soon forget the first
night in camp. Neither will Joe. As
for the girls, Nan and Dalna—of
course, women never forget anything,
except the last two-thirds of their
promise to ‘love, honour, and obey!’

““Now Joe Kane is not a fool. And
if anybody had told me beforehand
that he would get into a fuss, just as
I was dozing off, lest ‘Miss Whyte’
and ‘your wife’ might not be comfort-
able—well, to say that I should nof,
have believed that man, is to take a
mild view of the case. But Joe act-
ually said these words, and what is
more he made me get up and inquire.

“Tt was my wife who replied, and
I am glad that the clerks in the bank
did not hear what she said to me. It
would have been utterly subversive of
discipline. So I told Joe that if he
had any more such anxieties he had
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better satisfy them himself. Then a
brute of a dog came and nosed about,
barking and running away again.
Murmuring gently, I got down a
wooden mallet, which had been
brought for the tent-pegs. I stole out
my light evening dress streaming out,.
like a Bourbon banner on the breeze.
Then I learned a great lesson. 1f you
go out to chase dogs, it is better not
to chase at all, than to throw things
and not to hit. The brute grew per-
feetly infuriated when the mallet
whizzed harmlessly past his head.
Seeing me weaponless he returned and
hovered in the vicinity of my legs in
the most cowardly fashion,

““Then Joe came out, and told me
‘For goodness’ sake not to make a
noise else I might disturb the ladies!’
I asked him if he thought it was I
who had been barking? I said alse
that if he liked to tramp about and
discourage all the dogs in the coun-
try, he could do it. Joe said that the
right way was to speak kindly to
dumb animals. So he told the beast
to go away, and to my surprise and
dlsguls\}c it went.

““ ‘Now you see!’ he said tri i
antly, rubbing it well into me. B

‘“ ‘Ridiculous brute!’ I replied
rather nettled, and Joe thought I
meant the dog.

““Then the wind began to blow. At
first I lay listening to the low ground-
smell of the pines. Their song was
soft and low, like Mr. Whittier’s on
_Ra.moth Hill. But soon afterwards
1t increased into a roar, and I under.
stood that sleep had fled my eyelids
It began to rain also. At first thé
sound of the storm without was sooth-
ing. I thought of the waves breaki
on the beach, of the sough of tropieal
forests, of heavenly choirs, of Na.
tu}'e’s music heard by possible long-
tailed ancestors among the tree-tops!
Yes, I thought of all these at the timé
—1I did not make it up afterwards. I
scorn the suggestion.

‘‘All was punctuated by the ‘pitter.
patter’ of the rain, and the readily
rising roar of the storm.
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“Then I heard a scream. So did
Joe. We both started to our feet. I
geized my revolver, and Joe his stylo-
graphic pen. Thus we sallied forth
fully armed. It was a wild night and
we were not clad for any Arctic ex-
pedition—I less so than Joe.

“The cries continued. I distin-
guished Nan’s voice. As the clouds
passed rapidly over the tree-tops and
a late moon began to give us a little
light, Nan’s screams came louder to
my ear. :

“¢ ‘Heavens,’ I thought, ‘if any ruf-
fian dares—’ I precipitated myself in
the direction of the other dwelling.
But it was no tramp—no wandering
purglar. Insecurely fixed by hands
inexperienced, the tent had swa}"ed
almost to its downfall, while our sim-
pler bell-pattern had but creaked and
swayed and laboured. Another burst
and it was flat! .

“Mhe eries became something des-

rate to listen to.

“ ‘Come on, Joe!’ I cried. ‘Help
—help !’ .

¢ ¢No!—No!’ I heard Nan’s voice
elear above the hoot of the tempest,
‘not Joe! don’t let him dare! Only
you, Walter @ilfillan—do you hear?
Tell me that you hear!’ :

1 informed Nan that I was still
blest with hearing. _

¢ ¢Then you go to the side where
the storm is coming from, and hold
up the tent by the ropes tllllDalna
and I get—oooh, Walter Gilfillan,
you are not holding it up! I did
think we should have been better look-
ed after when we eame out camping
__and with two men in the party!’

<1t seemed an eternity that these
women took ‘to get some things on’
with me hanging on like a steeple-
jack at the end of a rope. Other ropes
with pulled-up tent-pegs battered and
pombarded my calves, and from the
darkness Joe’s dog made gushes at
the white things he saw banging about
on the windy side of the big wall-
tent. Well, I could hardly blame
him. After all, Nan’s tongue was
worse.

‘I thought of the adage of the vil-
lage carpenter who had installed us
the night before.

‘“ ‘Aweel,” he had said, with a look
at the sky, ‘some folk does tak’ a
deal o’ trouble to make theirsel’s un-
comfortable!’

‘“ Altogether it was a strange posi-
tion for a man with the latch-key of
a comfortable dwelling-house in his
pocket—that is, hanging up against
the tent-pole where my trousers were.

‘“At last the girls did come out,
and, instead of being grateful, Mrs.
‘Walter Gilfillan abused me like a
pickpocket, as if the whole thing had
been my idea—as if I had been the
god of the winds and the maker of
the rain. So much, of course, 1 ex-
pected. That was all in the day’s
work. But when Joe came on the
scene and lent a hand at knocking
in the pegs of the wall-tent in a new
and firmer way, no gratitude was
good enough for him, no words of
thankfulness warm enough. Even
when he nearly mashed my finger
with the mallet, that also was wholly
my fault! I did not know how to
hold anything properly. I could not
even be trusted to hang a picture
straight. And me to bully them into
camping out, and lead three trusting
souls into this weary and desolate
wilderness!

““I did not reply. I am a married
man of long standing. But I hoped
Joe would take a warning.

‘“At last we got all taut and snug,
and I was still more astonished when
Joe Kane and I got inside the tent,
to find that instead of taking warn-
ing, he was proud of his perform-
ances. He even gave me advice—me,
mind you, who did the first camping
out ever seen in this country.

‘‘On the morrow, Nan was grate-
ful—Dalna Whyte was grateful—to
Joe Kane!

““Yes, we had three solid weeks of
it—never a cloud after the first night.
I worked like two niggers and an Irish
navvy. 1 was steadily abused. Nan
alternately mounted guard over me,
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and sent off the other two on the most
bare-faced errands. I told her Joe
would end by seeing through her. But
[ will not lessen the respect in which,
I trust, you hold me as a business
man and a county magistrate, by tell-
ing you what my wife said to me in
reply.

“‘Doctor, I have come home a wreck.
You will find your work cut out for
you to pateh me up! 1 went to sleep
in the office-chair to-day—Ifrom sheer
tiredness. Next year I am not going
camping with any more of my wife’s
relatives. No, I am going to change

off with our office-keeper, and do the
summer cleaning of the whole bank
building single-handed, while he goes
camping out!”’
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‘“And Joe Kane and Dalna?”’

“‘Oh, they are married, and stop-
ping at the Grand Hotel, Paris. No
more camping out for them either!

““And four times a day my wife
says, ‘Didn’t I tell you so from the
first, Watty ¢’

‘“And when I reply soothingly that
she did, she adds, so as to eurb my
pride, ‘It would have happened much
sooner but for your stupidity !’

‘“‘Oh, yes, certainly—you c¢an ask
Mrs. Gilfillan about it if you like.
She has another version—prettier and
more romantic. But this that I have
given you is the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth. Ask
any fellow who has camped out, if it
isn’t!”’




THE BLACK MUFF

From the etching by Dorothy Stevens.



The Canadian Magazine

N S R TS T o e e e e



L

SOUTH FORT GEORGE, ONE OF THE NEW BRITISH COLUMBIA TOWNS

PUSHING BACK

THE FRONTIER

BY J. GORDON SMITH

ORTH of the Canadian Pacific
Railway and east of the Cas-
cade Mountains there is un(!er
development to-day an inland empire
that half a dozen years ago was the
wandering ground of the trapper and
prospector. The pack_—horsc and canoe
provided transportation for the thl_n
trickle of trade that penetrated this
northern wilderne§s——mamly the sup-
plies for the various sutlers of ad-
yaneing civilization whose outposts
were set on the frontier. It was known
that it contained vast arable plateaux
and fertile valleys that would attract
the settler; but it was all too remote,
its possibilities were all too much in
the future, and when those optimists
who prophesied northern develop-
ment were listened to it was in a half-
hearted manner, as it was generally
felt that development would concern
the unext generation rather than the
t.
prﬁ: changes the central and north-
ern interior of British Columbia have
witnessed in a few short years, how-
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ever, are remarkable. The progres-
sive policy of the British Columbia
Government has resulted in the fron-
tier being pushed farther back. The
development has been permanent. It
was early realized that the basic fae-
tors of land settlement and develop-
ment, especially in view of the topo-
graphical features of this Province,
are extensive surveys in advance of
settlement and the provision of trans-
portation facilities; that it was bet-
ter to lay the foundations for sue-
cessful settlement than induce hasty
occupation and wait on the failures
of pioneers to light the way to suc-
cessful achievement.

The hardy explorers of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company—those strong ad-
venturers who paddled or poled their
canoes over unknown rivers and
founded stockaded outposts for trade
with the natives—ecalled the great
empty zone New Caledonia, and until
a few years ago it was the land of
romance, the land of fur, the Indian,
and the great company. Through
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THE MAIN STREET IN CENTRAL FORT GEORGE

various channels news of the fertile

valleys and plateau lands came down

to the crowded places. Explorers were

sent into the empty places, and they

Heard the mile-wide mutterings of un-
imagined rivers,

And beyond the nameless timber saw il-
limitable plains;

Plotted sites of future cities, traced the
easy grades between them;

Saw the plant to feed a people—up and
waiting for the power.

The explorers sketched rough maps
of the arable areas; they noted the
various differential features of the
land, for it is well known that land
differs in ecapacity even as men do.

Then surveyors were sent to locate
the best routes for roads and rail-
ways—to plot the sites of future
cities, and trace the easy grades be-
tween them, cities that have already
come into being, and grades that have
been utilized by railroads. And they
made extensive surveys in advance
of settlement; they have surveyed
21,000,000 arces to date, two-thirds
of the total area of land under cul-
tivation to-day in the Dominion of
Canada. Railroad-builders followed
the surveyors; cities sprang up in
many places as the metals were
stretched across the Province—metals

which are now playing their part in
pushing back the frontier.

The construction of the Grand
Trunk Pacific, Canadian Northern
Pacific, and Pacific Great Eastern
Railroads has resulted in region after
region being opened up, and has been
the greatest factor in the tremendous
northern development in British Col-
umbia. To the total of 1,951 miles
of railroads in operation last year g
total of 3,884 miles is being added
In a country like this railroad an(i
road-building compose a most costly
work, but the Government of the Pro.
vinee realizes its wonderful poten-
tialities, development of which must
needs wait on the provision of trans.
portation. Awaiting this resources,
the extent of which can scarce he
realized, lie dormant in the northlang
In Cariboo, where royalties were pai(i
on $60,000,000 of gold taken from
that region in spite of the handicap
of.the enormous freight rates—every.
thmg required was hauled over the
Cariboo road by wagons drawn by
teams of eight or ten horses at a cost
never less than six cents a pounde_
the gold-fields will be again develop.
ed under modern methods Possible
with railroad transportation. The
Omineca and Ingenika are known te
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be rich in gold. Extensive coal de-
posits exist ; the forest wealth is vast;
there are resources galore left un-
touched because of the lack of trans-
portation; and to these known to ex-
ist others will be added with the pros-
peeting that will follow upon develop-
ment.

The Grand Trunk Pacific Railroad
is eomplete; the other railways are
being completed — the Canadian
Northern Pacific and Pacific Great
Bastern will doubtless be ready for
the golden spikes before another year
has passed. The railroad to the Peace
River country is being made ready.
Although the first of the arteries of
progress has not long been' eom_pleted,
many cities destined to vie with the
older communities have come into
being ; not long since the empty for-
est waved where their buildings have
been reared. Settlers have followed
the railroad-builders; others are fol-

ing.
lo‘;‘}vgr northward the frontier is be-
ing pushed on. The scowman has

been moved to newer rivers on the
fringe of civilization. No longer he
drifts down the Fraser with his bat-
-tean piled high with freight, his long
gweep holding his craft in the swirl
To-day his abandon-

of the rapids.

" horses.
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ed scows furnish lumber for the set-
tler along the river. The river steam-
ers that last year plied on the South
Fork of the Fraser have, like the
stern-wheelers which navigated the
Skeena or Nechako, been ousted by
the locomotive running along the
river bank; they have been knocked
down and their machinery taken to
propel new hulls on other rivers of
the frontier. This is the last year of
the picturesque freight wagons with
their arched covers of canvas and
their long trains of eight or ten
They and the stages must
make way for the iron horse as the
pack trains and bullock teams of the
pioneers made way for them.

The frontier is ever being pushed
farther away. It is but a year or two
since all that represented Fort George
was an old log-house, erected on the
beach near where the Fraser and
Nechako join, as successor to that
which the Hudson’s Bay Company
factors built in 1805 as a trading-post.
That and the few shacks and tepees
of the Indians was the Fort George
of a few years ago. To-day there is
a bustling city, or rather three, for
Fort George is divided into South
Fort George, on the Fraser River to
the south; Prince George, on the bend

SCENE ON THE NECHACO RIVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA, LOOKING FROM
CENTRAL FORT GEORGE
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where the rivers join, and Central
Fort George, to the westward on the
Nechako River. It is a common prac-
tice of photographers to date the pic-
tures they make of this trinity of
cities, for that on one month would
differ much from that of a month
later. The Grand Trunk Pacific Rail-
way operates its trains through
Fort George, and some hundreds of
cars of lumber stand in the yards.
Across the Fraser steam shovels are
grading the Pacific Great Eastern
Railway, and north from the city sur-
veyors are locating the road which
will extend from it into the Peace
River Country.

Other cities are coming fast into
being along the route of the railroad.
MeBride, the divisional point 145
miles east of Fort George, was repre-
sented a year ago by a little log shack
scarce bigger than a trapper’s cache.
To-day it is a bustling infant city.
With what promise the railroad of-
ficials regard it is evidenced by the
spacious car-shops, round-houses, sta-
tion, and the eight miles of track laid
to date in the feright yards. Other
embryo towns are being developed
between this point and the boundary
and westward to Fort George; lum-

bering concerns have built spacious
mills in places, and the timber indus.
try holds great promise indeed—it is
expected that a great market will be
built up along the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific Railway to the Provinces of the
Northwest. To the west are other
towps too numerous to mention—g
chain of future cities reaching from
the ocean port and terminus where
keel will meet steel at Prinece Rupert

Where the unbroken forest stood
on Kaien Island five or six years ago
a modern city stands to-day, and the
magnitude of the development whick
will ensue from the building-up at
Prince Rupert of a great ocean port
and railway terminal cannot very well
be estimated ; the measure of ifnport.
ance the fisheries will assume there
cannot be assumed. Whether it be
the fisheries, mining, lumbering, op
aught other of the industries that will
follow upon the opening up of this
great belt of land which for want of

‘better name was heretofore known as

‘“New British Columbia,” no one to-
day can pretend to estimate the pos-
sible extent of the development,

‘Whatever industries may have
their part in this development, how-.
ever, agriculture must be the back.
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f permanent settlement. It is
r: ni(t:soﬁtxll)ess for agriculture that one
must primarily look when any en-
deavour is made to forecast the
future permanent population. The
probability is that any attempt to fix
with any close degree of aceuracy the
arable area of “I\_Iew Brltgsh Colu-
bia’’ would result in an estimate far
too low. The production of px:oﬁt-
able erops is governed to a consider-
able extent by elevatlox_l and by mois-
ture. Dr. Dawson said that a safe
elevation would be 3,000 feet, al-
though he had seen good crops grow-
ing at an altitude of 4,000 feet.
The history of the prairies is be-
ing repeated with curious exactness
in connection with the agricultural
development of eentral and nortl.xe_rn
British Columbia. As the prairies
were first of all reported barren and
unfertile, so these tracts in northern
British Columbia were considered by
gsome to be unfit for cultivation of the
soil because of summer frosts. Both
of these notions have been exploded.
The fertility of the Prairie Provinces
is known world-wide and it has been
proved that all kinds of vegetables
and grain crops can be produced in
the great sheltered valleys and on the

plateaux drained by the rivers which
flow to the Skeena or Fraser.

The British Columbia Government
has not considered it wise to seek to
induce settlers to the lands beyond
the reach of transportation, and it
has been since the railroads reached
through the northland that settle-
ment has taken place to any extent.
There is a great area of land await-
ing settlement—the extent of the area
contiguous to the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific Railway that has been surveyed
and sub-divided into quarter-sections
of 160 acres, to-day open for pre-
emption without respect to that al-
ready settled, and the vast area yet
to be surveyed, totals in the neigh-
bourhood of a million acres. It has
been estimated—and the estimate is
a conservative one—that there are
ten million acres available for pastur-
age of cattle or production of crops
in this belt reached via the northern
railway, and when it is considered
that the total area under cultivation
in Canada to-day is 36,000,000 acres.
producing  $550,000,000 of agricul-
tural products after the home sup-
ply of 8,000,000 people is deducted,
the agricultural potentialities of the
area may be said to be great. A popu-
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lation of at least 2,000,000 people
could be supported on the land con-
tiguous to the Grand Trunk Pacific
Railway.

‘When the capabilities in this direc-
tion of the country traversed by the
Pacific Great Eastern Railway ‘and
the Canadian Northern Pacific line,
to say nothing of that reaching to
the Peace River, are considered, it
will be easily seen that development
has been hardly begun in the central
and northern sections of British Col-
umbia. The possibilities are vast in-
deed. The present frontier, yet to be
rolled back, is still to be considered,
and when it is considered that in the
Province of Vologda, Russia, with
similar conditions but less favourably
situated with regard to latitude and
climate, 1,500,000 people are support-
ed between the 58th and 65th meri-
dians, what further development may
be anticipated is apparent.

In the Lillooet and southern part
of Cariboo district, where the pre-
cipitation is light, the grassy uplands
and gently-rolling plateaux are most-
ly utilized to-day as range lands. The
earlier settlers have considered that
only the areas which could be brought
under irrigation in this dry belt could
be profitably cultivated. The De-
partment of Lands, however, is con-
ducting experiments to show that the
millions of acres in this dry belt of

northern Lillooet and southern Cari.
boo can be successfully farmed un-
der the modern dry-farming process
which has resulted in the great de-
velopment of semi-arid lands of Mon-
tana, Colorado, and other States, in
Australia, and elsewhere. The w’ork
on experimental farms operated by
the Department of Lands of British
Columbia shows every indication
that the system of dry-land farming
can be profitably carried on and will
doubtless result in the great areas
now considered of value only as range
land being taken up for farming pur-
poses.

The prairies of the Northwest Ppo.
vinces passed through the period
when ranching was largely ecarried
on until the growing settlement and
increased acreage under crop made
it possible for the cattle-owner to al.
low his herds to roam at will over
many score of miles; and the north-
ern and central interior must needs
pass through this period also. The
range must needs be on the frontiep
and as the frontier is pushed bacl;
mixed farming will supersede the
rancher,

It is a magnificent heritage -thi
former frontier land, a regiongfvhtel:-:,3
ten years ago, there was scarcely .‘
settler, except at a few points alg
the coast and in the immediate vieil:lg
ity of the old gold-fields of Caribm:
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BY GERALDINE STEINMETZ

& ecame off the Quebee Central
* on to the Transcontinental,
where he got a gasoline car.
It was near the end of _const}-uction.
He must have got running rights as
well as the car from the contractor,
for the despatcher at the junction
put him through all right. Asa mat-
ter of fact, the car was the superin-
tendent’s own and was a little better
than the ordinary gasolene car. There
was the usual platform six by eight
on four wheels, but thq seat over the
motor was upholstered in green plush
and had a rail at the back.

He was going to buy pulpwood
from the habitant settlers down the
Jine. His name was Hardman and
he hated the sound of Fr.ench. The
station names annoyed him exceed-
mg‘l{ﬁhy,” he asked, holding up an
instrument man at Riviére Pleue,
““why d’you let ’em have the silly
names? Saint—sainte—saint! Why
don’t you call ’em plain Mary or
Martha? No frills.”’ :

The instrument man ‘told him he
had nothing to do with it.

¢ Pneouraging them. You eneour-

them. Blasted counltry Wher,fi

‘ean’t talk their own lancuage.
th?‘y'l‘;ae; think they do,”’ the engi-

Iped him on.

ne‘e‘l’Hl:;g something ?’’ he as}mow-
ledged his listener. He had ‘h‘lmsel,f
already had a good deal. Cau_l
stand the job. Tt’s pz}rlez-vo,us this,
and ‘Non, non, monsieur, c’est im-
possible.” They want me to pay
them more than I can get for it my-
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self. $5.40 a cord—whoever heard?’’

““Do you speak French?’’ asked the
instrument man.

‘“Yes, but when I have to speak
French, my lad, it means I have to
drink a lot of Scoteh.”’

““If you haven’t run that car much,
you’d better wateh out. Have you a
clear track?’’

‘“To the next bloomin’ saint.’’

““They gave him a push off and the
car bumped gaily down the ‘rack.

‘‘He’d better wateh out,’’ said the
roadman.

‘“‘Blame fool,”’ the instrument man
said, and they went on checking the
centre line.

The pulpwood buyer had several
interviews before he came to the next
station.

After one, which was satisfactory,
he had a drink, to celebrate; after
another, in which the habitant had
held out for $5.50, he needed a drink
to get started again; after another,
the French-Canadian, who happened
to be a merry soul, said, when he saw
the flask:

““Prencz garde, prenez garde, mon-
sieur; le gendarme emportera le
whisky.”’

‘““What?”’ said the amazed pulp-
wood merchant. ‘‘The policeman
hooks the bottle? Just let him try.’’

The habitant explained the regu-
lation on the line. After that, Mr.
Hardman had another drink to steady
himself.

He made two more contracts for
pulp, and when he went to start up
again the car wouldn’t go.
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“They said she would,’’ he explain-
ed, almost tearfully, to the attentive
habitant. ‘‘Guaranteed her for the
whole seventy miles.”’

The habitant comforted him with
stories in which cars always broke
down and had to be pushed endless
miles, When the irate commercial
gentleman had reached his last wits
the Frenchman tapped the big tin of
gasolene on the side of the ecar.

““This is perhaps needed inside?’’

It was. When Mr. Hardman got
started up again that car buzzed to
Ste. Marguerite.

It was the opinion of two men
there that Mr. Hardman was not a
suitable person to manage a gasolene
car, but as he had orders to go to
Brickton and stop, they let him go
on. Besides, it was not their business.
They reported to the despatcher his
arrival at Ste. Marguerite and tele-
phoned ahead to Brickton, for Mr.
Hardman paid no attention to this
obligation to report to the operator
of a road under construction. This
was after he had got away.

The despatcher at the junction
must have thought the matter over
for he called Ste. Marguerite.

“Did that chap Hardman ask you
to report him, John?”’

“No. He just went on.”

“The duece he did!”’

Ste. Marguerite heard him ecalling
Brickton.

““Tell Mr. Hardman to call me up,
and not to go on until he does.”’

“The division engineer’s here,
Tom ; wants orders west to Ste. Mar-
guerite.”’

“The devil he does. I can’t give
him orders. This fool is between Ste.
Marguerite and you, and from re-
ports he’s going some. If Mr. Frank-
lin wants to come on, tell him it’s
taking a risk.”’ :

The man at Brickton explained to
Mr. Franklin, who made objections
at being held up.

Brickton called the despatcher.
“Mr. Franklin wants through,
Tom.”’
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“U’m. There’s that curve in the
rock cut at 47. He’d better wait.”’

So, apparently, Mr. Franklin
thought. He possessed his soul in
impatience. As it was only ten miles
to Ste. Marguerite and the car had
already started, the wait should not
be more than half an hour—at the
outside.

But the despatcher, Brickton, and
the division engineer reckoned with-
out their Mr. Hardman.

Just east of Ste. Marguerite there
were several settlers, each with four
arpents of spruce. Mr. Hardman was
getting interested in his work; these
French Johnnies weren’t half so bad
if a fellow knew how to take them
Mr. Hardman was paying $5.50 now.
genially, without discussion. Tinu:
passed.

Down at Brickton an impatient
engineer no longer possessed his soul.
Three-quarters of &n hour passed
An hour. Then he called up the dm:
pateher. :

‘“Have you a car at Ste. Mar ite
to send after him?”’ pe

But there wasn’t one.

At that time Mr. Hardman had
completed eight interviews and made
a somewhat wobbly entry of his
eighth contract. He mounted his ear
The wood-cutter shoved him off. .

““Bo’ jou, m’sieu, bo’ jou’.’*

““Confound their French,
even talk 4t correctly.”’ ‘

Mr. Hardman did not speak, al-
though indeed he thought it. He haq
the last of the Secotch, and pulled the
throttle open. That car could do “b
to forty, and it did its best.

It was hot that day and the rhyth.
mie motion of the car lulled My
Hardman. Above, the sky was blue -
the spruce woods stretched silent on
each side. Down a long and steady
tangent the ear flew. Mr. Hardman
held the brake firmly, useless. Ahead
was a two-degree curve on a heayy

can’t

embankment. Mr. Hardman did not
slow down. He took the curve gt
forty miles. Mr. Hardman was fast
asleep.



IN ENGLISH

However, it was only a two-degree
enrve, the final ballasting had been
done, the track was perfect, and the
ecar did not leave the rails. On it
went, pounding, steadily on. Mr,
Hardman slept. He swayed gently,
with his hands on the brake firmly.

Just past Mile 46, three trackmen
were at work putting in a new tie or
two. They heard the heavy gasolene
ear coming and, as their custom was,
lifted off their hand-car and stood to
one side for it to pass. As it went
by one of them was quick enough to
gee that the man on the car was not
awake.

The rock cut at 47! Now, one of
those Italians was a count. Not for
pothing had his ancestors been sol-
diers. Tony had presence of mind;
he took command. Quick! The hand-
ear was lifted on the track. Up and
down the handle-bars flew, but fast
as they worked, the gasolene-car was
away ahead, drawing farther away.
'l'he' Italians worked; not for noth-
ing had Tony’s grandfathers been

ts.

c"l'}‘l;xe gasolene-car had disappeared
around the curve into the rock cut.
Tony’s car came up. They slowed
somewhat, for, whatever had happen-
ed to the sleeping man, there was no
reason for them taking chances on
peing wrecked. :

Slowly they rounded the curve in
the ent. No car! Noman! No wreck!
Coming out, they looked down a long
tangent. In the hot, dazzlmg light,
they saw the gasolene-car with the

still going.
L fombra di Dio.”

He was not human. They went
pack to their work slowly and with
eﬂj)xrtt.Brickton they heard the sound
of the coming car a mile up. Mr.
Franklin ran his car up to the end
of the siding and a man stood ready
to turn the switch and let him out
as soon as the other car come 1n on
the main line.

The coming car hummed.
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“By Jove, he’s making up his
time!’’ the telephone operator laugh-
ed at the amateur.

The car came into clear sight at
the same top speed; did not slow for
the switeh; was not slowing for the
stop; was going right on. -The man
must be asleep, or drunk, or dead.

‘““Hi! There!’’ shouted the opera-
tor. ‘‘This is Brickton.”’

But the car went on.

“By dJove,”’” said Franklin, ‘‘he’ll
run into that ballast train at 55.”’

To catech the car was impossible.
He telephoned the pit at 55.

“‘Maedonald,”” he said to the pit
foreman, ‘‘there’s a crazy fellow on
a gasolene-car, running wild. Spread
a car of ballast on the track in the
clay cut. Can you?”’

“Yes, Mr. Franklin.’’

““Quick. He’s coming.’’

He turned to the telephone opera-
tor.

‘““But it’s an up-grade. Ten min-
utes is enough for them. He’ll take
fifteen.”’

Down at 55 the pit foreman had
got the train out and a car of ballast
dumped on the track. He looked at
the soft clay banks of the cut, then
at the heap of sand, and signalled :

‘‘ Another.”’

He scratched his head. It was a
shameful waste of good sand, and
time, and money. The ballast train
moved east. Macdonald waited.

He heard the humming of the car;
he ran up the track signalling stop,
but the car came right on. He jump-
ed off the track and ran back in the
ballast along the side.

The car and Macdonald reached
the sand heap at the same time.

Macdonald pulled Mr. Hardman
up. The sleep had been refreshing.
The sand was soft. So was Mr. Hard-
man. No bones were broken, but
Mr. Hardman was dazed.

‘““Ne parlez pas,”> he stammered.
‘““ne parlez pas le francais—not
French—say it in—"’

But Macdonald said it in Seots.




" MAJOR-GENERAL SAM HUGHES

AN INFORMAL ESTIMATE AND AN APPRECIATION OF THE
HONOURABLE THE MINISTER OF MILITIA AND DEFENCE

BY BRITTON B. COOKE

that discreetness which is a sociable

form of lying, that tact which is
a more tolerable form of the same
thing and, in short, one’s devotion to
what might be ealled the fur of polite-
ness in which men wrap themselves
against the abrasions of social inter-
course—it is possible then to direct
attention to a great man, a genius.
If these concessions cannot be made,
if the ‘‘fur’’ is insisted upon, one
may then only call him—a man, but
a real one! If you prefer, instead of
this attempted exposition, to see for
yvourself this man, then go to Ottawa
and watch outside the main entrance
to the Militia Building. At least, do
not be content with the mere snap-
shots of the man as shown in hurried
newspaper paragraphs. On the whole,
the newspapers donot applaud Gen-
eral Sam Hughes. But one’s likes
and dislikes are often founded upon
such preearious grounds that it is a
pity, on either of their accounts, to
draw the blind of prejudice and 'so
shut out the sight of a real man walk-
ing down the main street of Cana-
dian public life.

A statesman?

No.

A great politician?

Hardly.

A profound thinker?
er? A wit?

No.

One might write two, or even three,
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[F one lay aside one’s affection for

A discover-

‘‘sketches’” of as many really popu-
lar public men in less time than it
takes merely to ‘‘draw a bead’’ on
General Hughes. Other public men
have their pose and their accidental
moments off-guard when one may ob-
serve the mark where the pose comes
off at night. With the aid of Mop.
gan’s ‘““Men and Women of Canada’®
and one of the tried and proved
formule for writing short bio-
graphies, it is usually easy to drape
a few words over almost any gentle-‘
man’s moral figure, if he have one
But to write of a man who must be
either all pose or no pose at all is
disconcerting. To discover any erack
or joint in the outward manifesta-
tions of the member for Vietoria and
Haliburton, where one might lay a
finger and say: ‘“Here begins the
real man and here—the thing he
hopes the public thinks he is’’, is im.
possible. The outward and apparent
Minister of Militia and Defence is
the only minister. There is behing
that quick, alert, sun-bronzed eoun.
tenance and that fine straight glanee
no secondary Sam Hughes pulling the
strings by which the outer Hughes
1s actuated and the public deceiveq
While other public men—some of the
best of them at that—dissemble a
modesty they surely don’t feel, so as
to encourage the simple-hearted into
bestowing extra encomiums, Hughes
treats modesty as she should, logieal-
ly, implore to be treated. He says,
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“I am—that I am!’’ thrusts out his
splendid jaw, draws down the cor-
ners of his tight yet humorous mouth,
sets his rather good and aggressive
nose straight in the face of public
disapproval and blazes away with as
fine a pair of snapping, defiant, and
intelligent  Irish-Canadian eyes —
gray-blue—as ever shamed the devil.
I venture to call him to your atten-
tion as a genius, but if you must have
your geniuses conventionally eclad,
barbered, and tamed, then I withdraw
to a stronger position. Here is a
man to whom it is fitting to give
honour. From this position there
can be no retreat.

Homer Watson, the Canadian art-
ist, is painting, in his studio in the
hamlet of Doon, a tremendous canvas,
one of three ordered by the Govern-
ment in commemoration of the mo-
bilization of the First Canadian Over-
seas Contingent at Valeartier last
year. This canvas shows, against a
background of Laurentian Mountains
crowned with September sunlight,
the great Valcartier plain covered
with our soldiers ‘‘marching past’’
the Duke of Connaught and the Min-
ister of Militia, and a blot of specta-
tors in the foreground just behind
the Royal Standard. Between this
fluttering piece of colour and the
mountain background are thirty
thousand sons of Canada, organized,
uniformed, and armed for war—
thirty thousand stalwart men swing-
ing across the plain under the clear
hot sky, thirty thousand bayonets
glancing in the brilliant light and
forming, where the long lines back in
the middle distance swing round the
* turn into the stretch leading past the
Governor-General and the Minister, a
figure like a fan of burnished gold
flung against the gray-greens of the
hills behind.

It is a stirring picture.
stirring scene.

Here was not a mere assembly of
uniformed and orderly men, but a
unit, a force—the thunderbolt forged

It was a
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by a young nation, a terrible instru.
ment, keen, hard as adamant, true as
steel, now ready to be launched—as
it has already been launched—in the
defence of Christendom. This was
the force of which General Drain of
the United States Army, looking on,
said: ‘I would rather command this
army than any army on the battle-
fields of Europe, or in the reserves of
Europe. It is not a body of soldiers
It is an army of non-commissioned
officers!”” This was the force that
stopped the breach at Langemarck.
It had been gathered from the far
ends of the nation, from the coal
mines of Nanaimo to the docks of
Halifax, from the rock streets of
Prince Rupert to the eobbled pave-
ments of the city of Quebee, from tall
office buildings in Winnipeg, and
lonely farm huts on the prairie, from
old families in old Ontario counties
to sombre interiors of banking-houses
They had been plucked from the
decks of lake ships and the tops of
swaying railway ecars, from schools
and from factories by the call of war‘
Here, now, they moved like the fin-
gers of a hand or the unerring parts
of a great machine. It was as though
a Saskatchewan wheat-field, as wide
as the horizon, had turned its stalks
into armed men, its wild flowers into
banners, and the prairie wind into
the music of war., The crowd, the
staff officers, the blasé newspz’aper-
writers, were touched as men are not
often touched.

When the last officer’s sword had
flashed in salute, one newspaperman
touching another’s arm, pointed to
Ger_leral Hughes, grim of face his
white close-cropped hair glea;ning
under the edge of his service hat rid-
ing Islob](;rly from the field. :

““Look at Hughes!’’ whis ered t
reporter. ‘“What must a Il)mmd ftel:;
like who has risen from a farm boy in
a dull Ontario county to a position
where it lies in his hands to give
form to this first big unit sent by
this eountry to the war??’

‘““What must it feel like,”” retorteq

R S R P R e s e S
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the other, ‘“to have accepted the re-
sponsibility and to have achieved—
what we have just seen?’’

Within two weeks the fleet of
transports sailed to England. The
first section of a gigantic piece of
organization was thus completed un-
der the hands of this one-time Cana-
dian country boy, private in the mi-
litia, sehool teacher, political worker.
In wunhappy Germany the task
would have been accomplished with
even greater speed. In England,
rich in military traditions, and with
at least a nucleus of war organiza-
tion, it might have been done—
though it was not done—without any
mistakes whatsoever. The fact that
Canada, a non-military nation, with-
out real previous experience, withgut
preparation before the declaration
of war except. the ordinary prepara-
tion for militia manceuvres, collected,
equipped, mobilized, an.d trainea
thirty thousand men without one
gerious mishap, is due to the genius
—for it required genius—of General
Sam Hughes. Criticisms have been
raised and have died. Errors have
been found in departments. Dishon-
est members of Parliament and deal-
ers in supplies have attempted to take
advantage of the nation’s necessities.
But no loss of time, no slip of mem-
ory, no blame, worthy under the eir-
enmstances to be considered, attach-
ed to the Canadian Department of
Militia and Defence. On the con-
trary, with General Sam Hughes at
its head, the department executed its
task in a way that brought praise
from the military chiefs of Great
Britain, whose praise is never given
without cause.

It is no time for measuring what
honour may be due to this or that
part of the eountry. To the mothers
who gave what they most loved and
the wives who elected to fight alone
in order that the Empire might have
men for a greater fight, thprg can be
no half measure of appreciation. But
neither is it a time for ignoring the
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fact that just as in Englapd Labour
required guidance in order to meet
the need for ammunition, so all the
volunteers in Canada could not have
been made efficient except by organ-
ization.

““There is no other man I know of
—unless possibly it had been one of
the great railway executives,”’ said a
Liberal business man who had had
relations with the Minister of Militia
and Defence in the equipping of the
first contingent, ‘‘who could have
done what General Hughes did in
the time at his disposal. In faect,
when I recall my experience in that,
work, T think no other man in the
Dominion could have secured the co-
operation of his staff and the help of
outsiders in such a successful way as
he did. I tell you this—General
Hughes has the faculty of making
every moment count. He can get
more work.out of more men than any
other man I have ever met or known
of.”

This was the characteristic shown
by Major-General Hughes all through
the fall of last year. This man
who had spent so many years as
a quiet member of parliament, never
noted as a speech-maker or as a
startling contributor to the sum
total of the ideas in the House of
Commons, showed the qualities of a
great executive. Certain work had
to be accomplished by a fixed date.
Knowing that, Hughes outlined the
chief departments of the work and
picked out men, either from his staff
or from outside, fitted to look after
them.

Take, for example, the mechanical
transport section. It is said that he
went over a list of the best-known
Canadians who had had experience
in the automobile business. He chose
one man long known as an expert.
This man, T. A. Russell, was of the
quiet, steady-going type, a man ac-
customed to do so much work in so
much time, and keeping up the pace
steadily. ~According to the story
which has since been told, Hughes
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handed Russell a piece of paper not

much larger than the palm of one’s

hand, and covered with notes.
“‘There,”’ he said, in his customary

brusque voice, ‘‘that’s a memorandum -

of what we’ll need in the way of
mechanical transport. I want that
looked after and I want all the stuff
ready by September 22nd.”’

“‘But, Colonel—’’ protested Russell
(Hughes was then still Colonel Sam),
““it’s absolutely impossible. It ean’t
be done.”’

Hughes looked up.

“What did I ask you to come to
Ottawa for?’’ he snapped. ‘‘To tell
me that?”’

‘“‘But, Colonel Hughes, there are
heavy trucks and light trucks, differ-
ent kinds of bodies, different types of
motors required, repair shops to go
with each unit, spare parts—spare—’’

‘““Never mind the list,”’ retorted
Hughes. ‘I wrote it out myself. I
know what it says. What I want is
the work done. It must be done by
the twenty-second. That is all. Good
morning.”’

He had given the spark of super-
will to Russell. Russell passed it on
in turn to his own men.

That work was done.

When the war broke out Canada
had no suitable mobilization ground
convenient to the port of embarka-
tion. Hughes, in 1911, had decided
that Valcartier would be the ideal
spot for such a purpose, but had not
been able to complete all arrange-
ments for the laying out of the
grounds. He summoned the railway
chiefs of the Canadian Northern Rail-
way and told them that the Govern-
ment would require an unprecedent-
ed train service from all parts of
Canada to the Valeartier mobilization
ground. If the (Canadian Pacific
Railway and the Grand Trunk Rail-
way could do anything to ease the
burden on the Canadian Northern
Railway—on whose line the ground
is—their aid was to be obtained.

““How many men will we have to
move?’’ asked one of the officials.
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‘“Anything from twenty-fiv
fifty thousand.’’ Y

““In how long?”’

‘‘Right away.
ready to go.”’

““It can’t be done.”’

‘“Oh, yes it can,”” said Hughes.

It was.

It is doubtful if ever a railway
company in the world—certainly not
in America—had quite the task the
Canadian Northern Railway had in
that mobilization. The Grand Trunk
Railway and the Canadian Pacifie
Railway collected soldiers from all
over the country, but every omne of
these men, in addition to those col-
lected by the Canadian Northern
Railway, had ultimately to be hauled
by the Canadian Northern Railway
from Montreal to Valeartier. Soldiers
were poured into those grounds at the
rate of ten trainloads a day. The rail-
waymen worked as they had never
worked before, building extra sidings
and loops for the handling of the
enormous traffic.

Meantime Hughes had given orders
to the engineers to prepare the camp
at Valcartier. Departmental chiefs
who had for many years plugged
along in the usual routine were sud-
denly face to face with the problem
of draining, lighting, and otherwise
equipping the enormous new camp
If Hughes, when he told them thé
situation, had expressed so much as
half a doubt that the thing was pos-
sible, they might have lost their
nerve. The task was colossal. Byt
Hughes treated his men as though
they were Colossi as well. He gave
no sermons, expressed no doubts, re-
frained from interference. His or,dem
were carried out.

As train after train dumped addi-
tional thousands of men on the plain
at Valcartier high officers shook their
heads in despair and all but threw up
their hands. Tt was impossible, they
felt, to bring order out of such g
situation. Men were arriving so fast
they could never, never, never handle
them. But one man in the midst of

Soon as they are



MAJOR-GENERAL SAM HUGHES

the strain remained unperturbed. If
anyone whispered ‘‘Impossible,”’ his
retort was, ‘‘Nothing is impossible.
Do it",

Other men would have planned the
work to the last detail—and been
Jate. Hughes had the perspective of
a big undertaking. To look after all
detail himself was, of course, impos-
gible. But he cut it into tremendous
pieces, picked the best men he could
find for each piece of work, and then
by his own industry and determina-
tion inspired them to do their utmost.

There is no idling in the Depart-
ment of Militia and Defence at Ot-
tawa, and the work carried on in the
gomewhat cramped quarter§ on Slater
Street gives every appearance of 'bg,-
ing efficient work. There is a mini-
mum of noise and a maximum of ef-
feet. Hughes himself is there ea?ly
and late. The whole place hums with
industry. There is comparatively lit-
tle red tape. In the midst of great
pressure the Minister still insists tl}at
everyone who wants to write him
about grievances, large or small, may
do so. He looks into every complaint

rsonally. His mail, needless to say,

is enormous.

Original pciople always worry un-

iginal people.
onl‘{u;s stfid I;hat Sam Hughes,.when
vet a colonel, brought upon himself
the disapproval of a military expert
from abroad to whom he declared
that there would be only one way to
fight the (ermans—this was after the
war had started.

“How?’’ inquired the other man
with aceent.

“Tll‘:lfl?;les,” said General Hughes.
«¢mprenches! I’ve been all over th?t
ground myself. TI’ve studied it.
There’s just one thi!.]g to do. Dig
one row of trenches in front of the
Germans. Then dig another, and an-
other, and another, all the way baqk
to Paris, and the channel ports if
necessary. Fast as you get put out
of one trench retire to the next. Try
that for awhile—and the Germans
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will be fagged and ready for a beat-
ing before they get very far toward
their objective.”’

The military expert differed. But
Hughes was right.

Once, in South Africa, a number
of commanders reported sentries stab-
bed from behind by the ever-enter-
prising enemy. Hughes alone had
no such trouble after his first man
had been stabbed. He issued an or-
der—at least so goes the story—com-
pelling men on lonely outpost duty
to link themselves together by pieces
of light twine tied loosely on one
hand, so that if an outpost was stab-
bed and fell without a ery, the weight
of the fall would warn his fellows.
The story was afterward told in some
derision of the Canadian trick, but
it was noted that Hughes’s men were
ready to follow him where they would
follow few other men.

The Colonel Hughes who in times
of peace occupied himself with all
the minute of military work, attend-
ing rifle matches and presiding at
meetings of small arms committees
and so on, is not the same, man you
meet under that name to-day. He
was a man out of place except when
war—such as the South African War
or the present titanie struggle—gave
him an opportunity to serve. In
South Afriea his impetuous gallantry
and daring were unbelievable. Now
in the work of organizing the re-
sources of the Dominion in the pres-
ent struggle he has found his métier.
What might have happened with old-
fashioned, retired country gentlemen
holding his portfolio in the present
circumstances no one can guess.

No one ever deseribes General
Hughes as lovable—and yet in a rug-
ged sort of way he is; that is to say,
he commands the affection of his
friends and of those who work under
him. His loyalty to a friend is pro-
verbial. Once Sam Hughes is a man’s
friend nothing in heaven or earth, or
in the waters under the earth, ean
make him forget. The same loyalty
he shows to his friends he shows for
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his country. A Toronto lawyer, meet-
ing in Ottawa a noted writer of Na-
tionalistic pamphlets, exclaimed, ‘‘ My
dear Ewart, you’re not one-two-three
as a Nationalist compared to Sam
Hughes. Sam Hughes is the most
Canadian Canadian I ever met.’’

General Sam Hughes may not yet
have learned to be as taciturn as
Kitchener, and he has the soldier’s
faculty for speaking with more can-
dour than is usually palatable to the
heroes of peace, but in his passion
for Canada and things Canadian he
is unexampled. Every soldier is, to
Hughes, his ‘‘boy’’. 1 think it is not
an exaggeration to say that he has a
queer sort of fatherly heart for his
great family of fighting men. The
loss of good men does not leave the
stoic fighter himself unmoved. He
loves war, not for itself, but for the
qualities it brings out in men. If one
could read between the lines one
might find that his one regret was
that he could not both fight and ad-
minister at the same time,

Is he discreet and always reticent?
No, not always.

His mind works at a furious pace.
He has the imagination of the ‘‘Salt
of the earth’’—the Irish-Canadian—
and he has a tongue for real lan-
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guage. I once heard a story—I doubt
if it is true, but it is characteristic—
about Hughes being far in advance
scouting with twelve men, some of
them wounded, in a piece of bad
country in South Africa. They had
been long without proper food and
without water. They were concealed
in a hot depression of the veldt from
an enemy active on almost all sides.
At length, eoming to a farm-house
occupied by Boers, the handful, led
by the fire-eating Colonel, eaptured
it and with it a small quantity of
food and some water. As night came
on Hughes, whose bodily strength is
a bye-word, whiled away the time
telling hig all but discouraged men
bits of stories from Canada, and re-
citing to them odd pieces of poetry
he had memorized. When the erew
were ready to turn in, it was Hughes
who took the hardest wateh of the
night and—because he knew he was
in better condition than the others—
he took two watches without telling
anyone.

Blunt, vigorous honesty, a tremend.
ous heart, a ‘‘twin-six’’ thinking
engine—these are characteristics of
the man who is responsible for the
splendid organization of Canada’s

share in the fight of the world.




THE RED GATES

A scene on the Banff-Windermere motor route, along the Highway of the Great Divide, in the
Canadian Rockies.
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FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

VIII.—ANDERSON, THE FUGITIVE SLAVE

BY FRANK YEIGH

took place in Canada that arous-
ed the deepest interest in Great
Britain, the United States and this
country, that put to a severe test the
workability of the Ashburton Treaty,
that ereated a strained sitqatlon be-
tween the British and American Gov-
ernments which might eqsﬂy have led
to a rupture, and that increased the
antagonisms between the slavery and
i-slavery parties.
8nguch was pthe trial of a coloured
man named Anderson, who was ar-
rested in Canada on a charge of
having murdered a planter named
Digges, in Missouri, some years pre-
viously, while attempting to escape
from slavery. The trial created, as
has been said, an international in-
terest. Not only did the Unlt_ed
States watch its development with
closest interest, but the Imperial Gov-
ernment was brought into the legal
ife.
str‘; ex-eturn of all the eorrespondence
connected with the case was made to
the old peripatetic quhamept of
(Canada, in 1861, then in session in
Quebec. The document includes a
ition of Anderson to be set free,
in which he states that he was born
in Missouri, is thirty years of age,
and, during the year 1857, was the
slave of a planter named Burton and
another. In the same year he mar-
ried the daughter of a negro who had
urchased liberty from. his master,
pbut the daughter was still a slave.

FIFTY-FIVE years ago a trial
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This important change in the life
of the young man and the example
of freedom of his father-in-law de-
termined him to reach Canada for
the purpose of obtaining his own
freedom. About this time he was
sold and transferred to a man named
MeDonald.

“I always felt that I had a right
to my freedom, that I had never done
anything to forfeit my liberty, and
was not subject to any restraint,
through erime, and that I might law-
fully use any means in my power to
obtain my liberty.”” So Anderson
argued in his petition, issued by his
lawyer from the Brantford jail.

‘“With that object, 1 ran away, first
going to my wife, and consulting with
her as to my intentions. While I
was there I was pursued, but escaped.
Passing the plantation of Seneca F.
P. Digges, I was questioned by
Digges, making the excuse of wish-
ing to go to Givens’s, so that Digges
would allow me to pass. Digges refus-
ing, I endeavoured to escape. After
being chased for nearly an hour, in
a circle, I was run down. My pursu-
ers were at my heels with clubs, and,
being borne on, with the first im-
pulse, I dashed against Digges with
an open knife.

“Whether I struck with it more
than once I cannot recollect. What-
ever sudden impulse bid, that T did
to obtain my liberty. Then I was
imprisoned for three weeks, but no
one appearing against me, I was dis-
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charged. Three days after my dis-
charge, another warrant was issued
against me for the same crime, on an
information quite insufficient, as I
am advised. I didn’t know, however,
of this second warrant until arrested
in Simecoe, two weeks ago, having
gone there from Caledonia to obtain
work as a mason.

““Your petitioner therefore humbly
prays that your Excellency [the Gov-
ernor-General] will be graciously
pleased to withhold an order deliver-
ing your petitioner to the authorities
of the State of Missouri, inasmuch
as, by the British law, he was en-
titled to be free there; and the evi-
dence shows that he only used such
force as was necessary to obtain that
freedom.”’

Application for the extradition of
Anderson was made before W. Mat-
thews, a well-known Justice of the
Peace in Brantford, by James A. Gun-
ning, of Detroit. ‘‘I have heard and
considered the evidence of criminal-
ity of the said evidence,”” was his
verdict, ‘‘and that such evidence is
deemed sufficient by me to sustain the
charge, according to the laws of this
Province, if the offence alleged had
been committed herein.”’

In the first trial, held in Brantford
in September, 1860, witnesses were
present from Missouri, trailing the
darkey as relentlessly as bloodhounds
in the South. A white man named
Baker identified Anderson from a
stiff-jointed finger as the one who had
stabbed Digges, resulting in the lat-
ter’s death a few days later. Baker
gave Anderson a particularly bad
character, as ‘‘savage and ill-disposed,
besides being a thief.”” Baker de-
scribed the chase after Anderson by
three of Digges’s black boys. ‘It was
not to do him any harm they tried to
catch him, but merely to retain him.”’

A son of the murdered man also
testified to witnessing the murder.
“‘Father was in pursuit of the nigger
when he was stabbed with a long dirk-
knife, first in the breast, and then in
the back.”’
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Then a slave was sworn, Phil by
name, the property of the Digges
family. In his own quaint tongue,
the black man added his testimony
against the prisoner. ‘‘Just before
we got to the house the negro man

broke and run. Master told wus
negroes to run after him. We ran
after him. Master said we should

have the reward if we would cateh
him. While we was running him he
took out his knife. We runned him
around a good long while. Master
would holloa all the time, and we
would answer him. At last master
met the negro and I saw him ecut mas-
ter twice with a knife. I saw him
when he run at my master with the
knife. While we were running after
him he said he would kill us if we
came near him. We could not cateh
him.”’

How easy it is to picture the dra-
matic scene: the man-hunt, the glis.
tening knife, the pursuing blacks, the
cries and shouts, in this old-time
tragedy of the South.

The next step was the applicati
for a writ of Habeas Corplll;pto J ol(lnr:
A. Macdonald, then Attorney-Gen-
eral of Upper Canada. Andérson’s
lawyer, S. B. Freeman, of Hamilton
in a letter to the Attorney—Geneml‘
expressed the opinion: ‘I ecannot see
any room for saying that a man whe
takes the life of another to prevent
his being carried back to slavery, he
being, in the eye of our law, ’free
when the assault is made upon him
is guilty of murder.”” To which thé
Attorney-General replied: ““I have
come to the conclusion, with great
regret, but without any doubt exist.
ing in my mind, that this party has
committed the crime of murder
Under these circumstances, all T can
do is to give you every assistance in
testing the question before the courts
or a judge by Habeas Corpus.”

. The importance of the application
is seen when it involved the constrye.
tion of the Ashburton Extradition
Treaty, and also the recognition }

Great Britain of the laws of anothei
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nation, especially as affecting the po-
gition of the blacks in Canada who
came from the slave States.

Following these proceedings came
the application of the United States
Government for the extradition of
Anderson, sent through Lord Lyons,
then British Ambassador at ‘Wash-
ington, to Sir George E. Cartier, At-
torney-General for Quebec.

In the meantime, the Court of
Queen’s Bench, in Toronto, heard the
case. The Chief Justice, Sir John
Beverley Robinson, and Justice
Burns held strongly against the
prisoner, but Justice McLean’s dis-
genting practically saved the black
man’s life.

The scene at this hearing is graph-
jeally described in the newspapers of
the day. Crowds waited without the
gates of Osgoode Hall, or pushed
their way into the courtroom—men
of all ranks and degrees. A special
muster of police had piles of muskets
ready at hand. There was an eager
stir when the prisoner, freed for the
moment from his fetters, entered the
eourtroom. He is deseribed as a
well-built man, with broad shoulders,
and possessing an intelligent-looking
eountenance. His complexion was of
a deep yellow.

Many coloured folks were among
the erowds, who showed great anxiety
as to the fate of their black brother
in distress. Rumours of an attempted
rescue led to extra police precautions.

As the trial of December 16,'1860,
proceeded, the face of the prisoner
was overcast, as the Chief Justice ap-

ently sounded his doom. ‘‘If his

inion holds good, no slave is safe
in Canada,’’ is a sample editorial ex-
pression. But when the opinion of
the dissenting judge meant an appeal
““there was a cheer and a stamping of
feet—a rare occurrence in that court,
which, however, speedily brought a
rebuke. Then profound silence

. ”edw”

Attorney-General Macdonald, in
the matter of an appeal to the Court
of Error and Appeal, offered to pay
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appeal costs. ‘I have the strongest
hope that I shall be able to relieve
you from the necessity of making an
order for the surrender of the
negro,’” he wrote to Anderson’s attor-
ney. ‘‘Your action in this matter is
alike creditable to your feeling of
humanity and your sense of the im-
portance of the question in a national
point of view.”’

Needless to say, the famous case
got into politics. ‘‘The Attorney-
General shirks his duty which the
law has imposed upon him as the legal
adviser of the Government in order
to elicit a legal opinion from the
court as to the sufficiency of the
charge of eriminality under the Ash-
burton Treaty,’’ wrote George Brown
in The Globe. The writ of Habeas
Corpus has been made use of, con-
tinues the editorial eritie, to bring the
question before the courts of law—a
proceeding not contemplated or pro-
vided for in the Treaty, or in the
Imperial or Canadian acts which
were passed to give it effect. The
claim for extradition is not cogniz-
able in the ordinary courts; it rests
exclusively upon treaty stipulations.

‘‘ ‘But,’ says the Attorney-General,
‘we must recognize the slave code;
we must admit that it has some forece,
even in Canada.’ This is a doetrine,”’
concludes The Globe, ‘‘which we trust
will never be sanctioned on British
soil.”’

‘“A man who has committed no erime
known to our law is pursued by a number
of persons for nearly an hour, who avow
that their intention is to deprive him of
his liberty. He warns them off, and
brandishes a deadly weapon as his means
of defence; they still pursue, and he en-
deavours to avoid them. Then, coming
suddenly upon one of his pursuers, who
strikes him with a stick, he returns the
blow with his knife, thereby overcoming
his enemy, and escapes. Is this murder?
Is this a killing by the instigation of the
devil, with malice aforethought? No
human law, only an inhuman slave code,
has ever said so.’’

That is a sample of editorial
opinion.
Public meetings were held. Hun-
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dreds were turned away from St.
Lawrence Hall in Toronto. Strong
resolutions asserted the inviolability
of Canada as an asylum for the fugi-
tive slave. ‘‘Britons never will be
slaves—nor catchers -of slaves!’
Thomas Hodgins lectured on the all-
engrossing subject: ‘‘Any law not in
accordance with the law of nations
was void,”” was his opinion, quoting
Lord Ellenborough.

The Anti-Slavery Society of Can-
ada entered.the lists with a manifesto:
‘Tt cannot but see in the proposed
application of the slave code to a resi-
dent of this free territory the intro-
duction of a policy in every sense un-
British, disastrous to the sacred rights
of human beings, and irreconcilable
with any fair exposition of interna-
tional law.”” The memorial concludes
with a quotation from Deuteronomy
23: 11-16: ‘

¢¢Thou shalt not deliver unto his master
the servant who is escaped from his mas-
ter unto thee; he shall dwell with thee,
even among you, in that place which he
ghall choose in one of thy gates, where
it Iilft",th him best; thou shalt not oppress
him.

““Tt will indeed be a stranyge result
if Article 10 of the Ashburton Treaty,
(which provides for the extradition of
fugitive eriminals) is so interpreted
as to create a new slave trade between
Canada and the Southern States,”’
exclaims a newspaper correspondent.

““Was it intended by the Ashburton
Treaty to make Canada the hunting-
ground of Southern slave-catchers,
and our magistrates, and governors,
the agents, the gaolers, the blood-
hounds of the slave-master? An ad-
verse decision of the judges will seal
the fate of the fugitive. He will be
sent to Missouri, not for ‘trial,” as
the treaty stipulates, but for sacrifice,
according to the decrees of Judge
Lynch and his barbarous code.”’

Now the scene shifts to England.
Lord John Russell writes from his-
torie Downing Street to Sir Edmund
Head: ‘I have to instruct you to
take such measures as are warranted
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by the laws of Canada to deliver up
the person of John Anderson to any
person or persons duly authorized by
the authorities of Missouri to receive
the said fugitive, and bring him back
to the United States for trial.”’

This action was taken on the ap-
plication of the United States Seere-
tary of State for the surrender of
Anderson, wunder the Ashburton
Treaty of 1842. Lord Lyons was
‘‘only too anxious to avoid the slight-
est semblance of anything which
might cause offence to the United
States Government.’’

Newecastle now writes from Down-
ing Street to the Government of
Canada, still further complicating
matters by holding that the prisoner
in case of an adverse appeal, coulci
not be delieverd over to the United
States authorities by the mere action
of the law. That could only be done
by a warrant under the hand and seal
of the Governor, ‘‘The case is one of
the gravest possible importance, and
Her Majesty’s Government are mot
satisfied that the decision of the court
at Toronto is in conformity with the
view of the Treaty which has hitherto
guided the authorities in this coun-
try.”’

Action in England was the result
of pressure brought to bear by the
British and Foreign Anti-Slavery So-
ciety. The Court of Queen’s Bench
in England then issued a writ of
Habeas Corpus requiring that Ander.
son should be sent to England. The
Canadian Government put on record
its opinion as to the inexpediency andq
danger of a concurrent jurisdiction
being possessed by the English courts
of !aW in such cases, and advised legis-
lation abrogating ‘‘the right of the
courts of law and judges of England
to issue the writ of Habeas Corp
or any other writ or process runn'us'
into this country, save such as may be
connected with the right of appeal to
He}' Man:sty in her Privy Couneci] **

‘“The issue of this writ by one .of
the courts of England,’’ argued John
A. Macdonald, ‘‘is a matter of the
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greatest importance. It is justly con-
sidered here as directly affecting the
independence of our courts and our
people. The exercise of this power by
the English courts is, furthermore,
certain at some time to produce an
unseemly and irritating conflict of
jurisdiction, and be productive of evil
consequences, the extent of which can-
not now be foreseen. The Attorney-
General further suggested that here-
after the English courts of justice
shall have no jurisdiction in Canada,
and that no writ or process from them
shall run into it.”’

‘Whether action was ever taken by
the English Government on this Can-
adian suggestion it would be interest-
ing to trace; but, so far as the
Anderson cause celebre was concerned,
which gave rise to the various inter-
national actions and complications, it
died a quiet death and passed into
oblivion by the liberation of the pris-
oner by the Court of Common Pleas
at Toronto on the ground of a tech-
nical irregularity in the earlier stages
of the process before the committing
magistrates.

Thus the Missouri slave finally won
the freedom for which he had so
strenuously fought. The flight from
his master’s plantation, his rounding-
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up in the man-hunt on the Digges
farm, his second escape and the long
journey across a half-score of States
to Canada by way of the underground
railway, the arrest, the trials, the
months spent in jails, the govern-
mental and legal contests for his body
participated in by three governments
—all these were ended in a decision
based on a legal technicality!

Canada once more was an asylum
for the hunted slave. Here, after his
release, the human chattel of a South-
ern planter became a citizen in his
own right, and a free man in the eyes
of the law. His shackles were forever
broken; Anderson was free!

Here he drops into obscurity and
no more does his name figure in state
documents; no more does his case
awaken interest in London, Washing-
ton, Quebee, and Toronto, indeed, over
the English-speaking world, where the
newspapers made much of the case.
No more does a black man come under
the notice of a Russell, a Newecastle,
a Lyons, a Head. The famous trial
is ended, and Jack Anderson disap-
pears from the scene.

Canada then, as now, believed that
“‘slavery is the worst crime of civi-
lized nations,’’ and, to its everlasting
credit, acted accordingly.

The next article of this series will relate the experiences of Benjamin Mott, who
was tried as a rebel after the uprising of ’37 and banished te Van Dieman’s Land.




THE REAL STRATHCONA

111.—THE GLAMOUR OF THE FUR TRADE

BY DR. GEORGE BRYCE

ONALD A. SMITH—even in
D his life of greatness as Lord
Strathecona and Mount Royal
—gloried in being a trader. He
despised the spirit shown by Guy
Raby in Charles Reade’s ‘‘Put Your-
self in His Place’’ in ostracising his
sister, who had married a commoner,
by having her portrait turned to the
wall in the family hall of paintings
and ordering an inscription to be
placed on it, ‘‘Gone Into Trade.”’
During his long years, reaching up
to the end of his life, as Governor of
the ‘‘ Honourable Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany,”’ His Lordship maintained
against all comers that in the highest
sense it deserved the name ‘‘honour-
able.”” That a company should work
under a charter for well-nigh two cen-
turies and a half and fully maintain
its prestige is sufficient to stir up the
jealous critic and to incite the in-
vidious leveller to hurl offensive epi-
thets at the ‘“Old Lady of Fenchurch
Street’’ or of ‘‘Lime Street’’ and ecall
her ‘‘Monopolist,”” *‘Supplanter,”
and Tyrant. Even twentieth century
writers and ungrateful recipients of
Lord Strathcona’s bounty have fol-
lowed in the wake of old Arthur
Dobbs of 1749, who declared that the
Hudson’s Bay Company had
(a) Abused the Indians,
(b) Neglected their forts,
(¢) Tll-treated their own servants,
(d) Encouraged Britain’s enemies,
and actually pictured them as a
band of pirates. Certainly no one can
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defend all the actions of any nation
church or corporation through a his-
tory of two and a half centuries, but
the writer is prepared to maintain
that under their all-embracing charter
and the temptations of a wilderness
life, the ‘‘ Adventurers into Hudson’s
Bay’’ were as a whole a high-prin-
cipled and high-minded company.

It was a boy’s dream that led Don-
ald A. Smith in Morayshire, Scotland
at the age of eighteen years, in 1838’
to become a trader to Hudson Bay
True, he had in his veins from tﬁc;
father’s side the blood of the noted
fur-trading family of the Grants,
whose famous motto he afterwards
used—‘‘Stand fast Craigellachie®’’—
and from his mother’s side that of the
‘‘Stuarts,”” who were equally cele-
brated as Northwest fur-traders in
Capada. Having received a good edu-
cation in his native country, Donald
Alexander Smith was inspired to
abroad and lead an adventurous life
in the land of opportunity. Aeccord-
ing to his own statement to the writer
it was the name and success of his’
maternal uncle, Chief Factor John
Stuart—seemingly drunk in from his
uncle’s lips on his return to Seotland
—that nerved the young lad at Forres
to seek the glamour of the wilds. Ig
the girl-heart of Desdemona wag
thrilled to admiration and action b
the recital of Othello’s deeds oyf
valour, so likewise did the spirit of
young Donald respond to his unele’s
story.

-
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In 1806 John Stuart—afterwards
Chief Factor in 1821—had been in the
party of Simon Fraser, the great dis-
coverer of Fraser River, which dashes
down the west side of the Rocky
Mountains to the Pacific Ocean. Simon
Fraser, like the river that bears his
name, was impetuous and uncontroll-
able. He was a fiery Celt. His father
had died, in the American War of In-
dependence, as a determined United
Empire Loyalist. The boy and his
mother had come to Canada. He had
risen in the Montreal fur trade, but on
account of the vicissitudes of his youth
had acquired but little education.
John Stuart, the uncle of Donald A.
Smith, was second in command on the
Fraser River expeditionary party,
and, having had the education of a
civil engineer, was the record-keeper,
and even the brain, of the expedition.
Stuart Lake and also Stuart River, in
the Rocky Mountains, were named
after him. On the river was erected a

, which was called New Caledonia,
and this name clung for a time to the
whole district west of the Rocky
Mountains to the Pacific Ocean. Again
and again Donald A. S.mitl.l sp-oke to
the writer of the great inspiration re-
ceived by him from his uncle ’s career.

Led by such forces, the young ad-
venturer came to Montreal, and his
fate was sealed. He was sent at first
to the east shore of Hudson Bay and
then to the coast of Labrador, a_nd in
later years to the King’s posts in the
district of Mingan, on the Lower St.
Lawrence. In these dreary regions
the trader lived till after middle life,
there passing thirty long, laborious
and dangerous years. The writer re-
members well his thrilling tales of
«‘The Labrador.”’ His uncles and
relatives who had preceded him in the
gervice in the far-away Rocky Moun-
tains and Athabasca had never ex-
perienced the hardships which the
Morayshire lad passed through un-
eomplainingly on thg, fierce coast 'of
Ungava, the dreary 1cg—ﬁeld of Nain,
the long winters of Rigolette, or the
heights of the interior, where fell the
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mighty eataract of Grand Falls, Lab-
rador—one of the greatest waterfalls
of the world.

It must be very clear to all that the
vast expanses of country covered by
the Hudson’s Bay Company in Rup-
ert’s Land and the adjacent territories
had a great variety of conditions.
West of the Gréat Lakes Huron and
Superior, and on for some two thou-
sand miles and more lay the country
now known as Western Canada. While
no one since the early days of John
Cabot ever cast eyes of cupidity on
Labrador, it was very far otherwise on
the west side of Hudson Bay up the
vast water-courses and wide plains to
the Rockies. It is in regard to this
region that the cry was reverberated
from river to river and from mountain
to plain of ‘‘Monopolist,”’ ‘‘Obstrue-
tionist,”’ ‘‘ Antediluvian,’’ and the like
against ‘‘The Company.’’

No doubt the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany charter was all-embracing.
Moreover, it was so ingeniously con-
structed that enemies, rivals and erit-
ies could never find a flaw in it. The
charter given to the Company was not
only a trade monopoly, but the fish-
eries within Hudson’s Straits and the
minerals, including gold, silver, gems
and precious stones, were covered by
it. More than this, it gave in free and
common soccage, t.e., absolute owner-
ship, probably more than a quarter of
the territory of North America. It
covered the power of sending military
expeditions and the prerogative of
life and death. The Hudson’s Bay
Company had a tremendous responsi-
bility.

All this mattered greatly to a com-
munity which had grown up as the
Selkirk or Red River Settlement. For
fifty or sixty years, from 1812, this
British unit had been claiming the
rights of freemen. The cry arose to
open up this vast preserve of the buf-
falo, the fox, and the mink. Effort
after effort was made to connect Red
River Settlement with Canada. Had
the writer been there he would have
supported the claim of the settlers to
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self-government. But it was inac-
cessible to the new settler. Canada
had not until 1860 or ’65 shown any
disposition to annex it. The greater
part of Canada called it ‘‘hyper-
borean’’ and worthless. Was the
Hudson’s Bay Company responsible
for this? Newspaper correspondents
are in the habit of deriding the efforts
of the Hudson’s Bay Company to
give a certain amount of self-govern-
ment in the District of Assiniboia.
The ten thousand people of the colony
were reasonably content with their
conditions. No doubt these were far
from perfect. But by the charges of
tyranny and oppression made by men
who were the hangers-on of govern-
ment in Canada, accepting the crumbs
that fell from a cabinet minister’s
table, men who made a living as para-
sites, men who debased themselves by
carrying money into the backwoods
to bribe venal electors in the con-
stituencies—these men misrepresent
entirely the Hudson’s Bay Company.
As we have seen, Donald A. Smith
came to the West in the name of Can-
ada to meet the Riel uprising. Riel’s
rebellion was not against Hudson’s
Bay Company monopoly. Donald A.
Smith was not the embodiment of
monopoly, but was the representative
of Canada, of free and liberty-lov-
ing Canada. The monopoly of the
Hudson’s Bay Company had no
more to do with the Riel uprising
than it had to do with the affairs of
Uganda or of British India.

On his coming to Red River Set-
tlement in 1869, Donald A. Smith had
never set his eyes on Red River or
Fort Garry. He knew no more of
Fort Garry than a bank manager of
Halifax or Quebec would know of the
affairs of a bank in Brandon or Sas-
katoon to-day. He was a Canadian
Commissioner. To speak of his being
a representative of Hudson’s Bay
Company monopoly and of anti-pro-
gress is the most utter nonsense.

He did, however, go to the West
to represent a British movement
which for two hundred years had

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

kept the Union Jack flying on Hud-
son Bay and for eighty or a hundred
yvears had unfurled the British em-
blem of power and freedom from
Hudson Bay to Athabasea and over
the Rocky Mountains to the Pacifie
Coast, and even for a part of that
time holding its trading-posts, in
token of possession, of territory as
far south as the Columbia R.iver‘
which is now a part of the United
States. Any man of vision can see
now that had it not been for the
Hudson’s Bay Company, in its trade
and enterprise, the Western Canada
of to-day would be a part of the
United States. Canada owes a debt
of gratitude—not of reproach—to
the splendid body of Hudson’s Bay
officers and men for saving to us what
is to be the granary of Canada.
Equally astray is the pitying critie
who with crocodile tears speaks of the
Hudson’s Bay Company trading
through an open window with the In-
dians and not asking them into the
fort. That may have happened in
the seventeenth century on the shores
of Hudson Bay, but to the Hudson s
Bay €ompany do we owe the policy
of seeing the value of the Indian ang
of treating him as a human bei:
In the early days of Manitoba, When.
we had to pass through the North-
Western States to reach Western
Canada, one was vexed and ashamed
oxiheverylside to hear the dietum that
‘“the only good Indian i
Indian.”’ : g
Regularly the Indians
their supplies from the Hudson s
Bay.Company forts, went out on
hunting expeditions, to return to the
traders, sell their pelts and gain su
port for their families. So great was
their devotion to ‘‘The Company**
that Indian families setled down
around the posts and were proud to
assume the white man’s garb anq call
therpselves ‘““Hudson’s Bay Com
Indians.”” True, a number of writ
have put in an interrogation mark
against mixed marriages in the inter
course of the traders with the nativeg:

received

—
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Under the circumstances almost all
agree that the intermarriage of whites
and Indians in these remote regions
was better in the interests of morality
than illicit companionship. Old-tim-
ers, like the writer, who is glad to
acknowledge the acquaintance of hun-
dreds of English natives and French
métis, can speak of these children of
the prairie with the greatest kindness
and respect.

The achievement of carrying on ex-
tensive trade from ocean to ocean for
two hundred years up to 1870 with-
out a soldier or policeman outside of
Red River Settlement and British
Columbia, and this without almost an
even negligible loss of life, will re-
dound for all time to the honesty,
ghrewdness and adaptability of the
Hudson’s Bay Company officers and

en.

m'I‘hat the Hudson’s Bay Company
men were the friends of education
and religion cannot be denied. The
history of the English East India
Company was a sad slur on Chris-
tianity compared with that of our
Fur Company. The early treatment
of the different African nations by
the whites was another striking con-
trast to the general policy of the trad-
.ers to Hudson Bay. True, for the
first century on Hudson Bay there
was little recognition by the Com-
pany of educational and religious in-
terests, yet for many years before the
transfer of Rupert’s Land to Canada
the Hudson’s Bay Company gave

ts of land, assistance in church-
‘building, and in many cases annual
subsidies to the clergymen of the
different  religious denominations.
Many a kind and hospitable deed hx}s
been done by the officers and men in
the scattered posts of shelter, enter-
tainment, transport, and even phe
use of their buildings for Christian
worship. In ‘Winnipeg, befpre .the
transfer, two leading denominations
~wishing to erect church buildings, re-
ceived from the last Hudson’s Bay
Company Governor (MacTavish) a
“lot each on Portage Avenue. Between
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these two sites was a swampy pond,
and, said the Governor: ‘‘Here are
your two lots, and between them a
gulf fixed.”” A few years afterwards,
when Donald A. Smith was Commis-
sioner, delegates from one of these
churches went to secure an addition
to their lot from the so-called ‘‘gulf.”’
This was asked for as a gift. ‘“‘Oh!”’
said the Commissioner, ‘‘I learn that
Governor MacTavish gave a lot for a
‘small church.’ Yes, a small church
of your denomination—my denomi-
nation, too,”” he remarked. The depu-
tation replied that they could build
a ‘‘small church’’ on a large lot; but,
with his Scottish thrift, he required
us to pay a small sum for the extra
ground. All over the country of
Western Canada cases may be given
where gifts were made for education
and religion by the old trading com-
pany. In another chapter reference
may be made to large gifts bestowed
by Lord Strathcona as proofs of his
personal generosity to cultural and
religious work.

Three well-qualified authorities on
Hudson’s Bay Company matters and
history met, in March, 1915, in Win-
nipeg. We shall speak of them as
‘“A,” ‘““B,” and “‘C,’’ respectively.

A was an impetuous and intelli-
gent Highlander, who had come as a
Hudson’s Bay Company clerk to Ru-
pert’s Land in the year 1852, and
had risen to be a Chief Factor of the
Company in 1875. He had spent the
great part of his time in the Mae-
kenzie River District, and for several
years has lived in Winnipeg as a re-
tired officer.

C, like many of the Hudson’s Bay
Company officers and men, was a
native of Orkney. He had received
a good education from his uncle—a
schoolmaster—who belonged to the
fine old class of dominie described by
Jan Maclaren and others. He came
to Rupert’s Land in 1861, and has
spent his life in the country about
Fort Garry. He became a chief fac.
tor in 1872.

B, the third member of the con-
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ference, was the writer—a native-
born Canadian who, on the acquisi-
tion of Rupert’s Land by Canada,
was sent out in 1871 as represent-
ative of his church in education and
religion to Fort Garry, soon to be
known as Winnipeg, the capital of
Western Canada. He has been an
active participant in the public life
of Manitoba. B is often called the
historian of Western Canada, and of
the Hudson’s Bay Company in par-
ticular.

These three men have all passed
their three-score years and ten, and
have all been residents of Western
Canada for from four to six decades.

Their meeting in March was under
the hospitable roof of C. It was a
continuous bombardment—a confer-
ence on reminiscences, criticism and
repartee. The central subject of the
long talk was Donald A. Smith.

A, B and C had all been personal
friends of Lord Strathcona, had all
been time and again entertained in
Britain by His Lordship, and had
been afforded many opportunities to
know him personally.

A, whose name appears in Lord
Strathcona’s will, had been a great
advocate of the claims of the ‘‘win-
tering partners’” of the Hudson’s
Bay Company. He also had laboured
for the rights of the subordinate offi-
cers and men.

“Well,”” said A, ‘‘Donald A.
Smith, as having seen and experi-
enced the life of the real trader, was
always the friend of the men on the
fighting line. He did the best he
could for us against the stolid share-
holders. I have had a voluminous
correspondence with him, extending
over years, and he was always our
advocate. But the lawyers and di-
rectors failed to understand our
conditions.”’

B here interjected: ‘‘I agree with
you. In the year 1882 I was in Lon-
don, and an old gentleman of the
Board of Directors asked me, as com-
ing from Winnipeg, to meet them.
They were almost all very old men.
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Eden Colville was Governor at the
time. They were very doubtful about
Winnipeg—their old Fort Garry,
They had sold the fort, but they
questioned whether they would be
paid for it. In this their surmise was
correct. To the grief of the people
of Winnipeg, the purchaser pulled
down the stone walls of the fort, sold
the stone for building, and then de-
faulted in his payment to the Com-
pany. It was a hard blow to both
old and new citizens alike thus to
lose their precious relic. But there
was no help for it.”’

“‘No,”” interrupted A, ‘‘if Donald
A. had been given his way he would
have done handsome things for us all
in the fur country. You know, Don-
ald A. had not been a very notable
fur trader in Labrador. His ge.
counts were always slow while there
but when he was called to the wideli
sphere in Montreal, as successor to
Mr. Hopkins, he rose immediately
He had a marvelous memory. He
could carry any transaction in his
head without note or book. QOf
course, many said his memory was
too good for his opponents at times '*

““I remember,”” continued A, ‘‘hig
saying to me, ‘They tell me T have the
Highland spirit, and that I will net
““forgive or forget.”” 1 think that is
hardly fair to me, for I have worked
cordially with men afterward who
had done me injuries.’ ”’

B here interjected, sayin e .
he could not easily forg}'iveg TE::&
was one of my friends—he was g
Highlander, too—for whom he had g
dislike, and who, I am certain, as a
Highlander, also reciprocated the
strong feeling. I was an intimate
friend of both, but they had no deal-
ings with each other. Yet there are
antagonisms in life which can harq)
be reconciled.’’ .

“ngl,” interposed C, ‘‘there were
'ghose in his connection with whom
in their conduet he bore long ang
patiently. He gave his money and

his help to man un
wretches.”’ ~ b
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“To my mind,”’ said B, ‘‘his
power of putting up with those who
were bitterly opposed to him and who
ill-treated him in his political life
was simply marvellous. When he had
become a millionaire and had reached
a position of great influence, it was
for the good of his adopted country,
Canada, that he accepted the posi-
tion of Canadian Commissioner in
London, where he served the whole
Empire.”’

““Yes,”’ said C, ‘I remember how
royally he entertained my wife and
myself at Glencoe, and there we met
a most cosmopolitan company of
every party, creed, and origin.”’

“Well,”” responded B, ‘‘I know
that he showed the greatest kindness
to a whole family, taking them to his
house in Grosvenor Square, who
afterwards turned against him and
maligned him in every way.”’ :

““Undoubtedly,’”’ said A, breaking
in very warmly. ‘‘His generosity to
the helpless, to young men starting
business, to older men who had fallen
into debt, to sufferers of every rank
and station, especially to those W_ho
could render to him no service again,
were all very notable; and this,”” con-
tinued A, ‘‘was true thirty years be-
fore his death, when he' was not a
millionaire. Indeed, coming to Win-
nipeg with the savings of thirty
years, he had gone through most of
his means in supporting the poverty-
stricken, helping beginners in busi-
ness and in supporting public objects.
I say he deserved all that he got
afterward, when fortune smiled upon

g 25
h"‘]}'Agreedz Agreed!”” both B and C
made response.

Encouraged by the applause of B

A began again:
angY(i,s, Donﬁld A. Smith’s sense of
honour was great, as was that of the
Company’s officers. We never had
any cases, so far as I know, where
a Hudson’s Bay officer ever took per-
sonal advantage of any opportunities
to make money at the expense of the

Company.”’

b
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‘““Hear! Hear!”’ spoke out C.
““‘Such a thing as speculation among
the leading men of the Company was
unknown. It is true we were keen
traders; yet we always practised hon-
ourable opposition. I was sent out
from Fort Garry in the old days to
trade at one of our fishing-points. I
was to oppose a man who had been
in our service, and had now become a
‘free-trader.” My orders were to go
out -to the lake and beat him in trade;
but I was cautioned at the same time
not to do a single thing that was dis-
honest or dishonourable to the oppo-
sition trader or Indian. Of course,
by vigilance and fair dealing 1 won
the day.”’

B then followed: ‘‘I remember at
a public meeting in Winnipeg during
the seventies, when an election was
taking place, and attacks were being
made on the Hudson’s Bay Company
by declaring that it was robbery to
give one-twentieth of all the land
surveyed to the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany. Donald A. declared that it
was the request of the Canadian Gov-
ernment that the Hudson’s Bay
Company should take this share of
the lands, because they would thus,
as a strong company knowing the
country, have a greater motive for
developing Manitoba and the West.
For the same reason the Hudson’s
Bay Company were given the lands
around their forts in Winnipeg, Ed-
monton and other places because they
could so induce capitalists to build
up towns and cities. It was generally
conceded that Canada paid a com-
paratively small sum-—£300,000—
for the millions and millions of acres
of fertile land handed over to the
Dominion.”’

B continued: ‘‘I can say, as an old
settler and traveller, that many a
time I have been entertained at the
Hudson’s Bay Company forts, and,
after long and weary drives, have
never been more glad than when,
toward evening, we came in view of
the Union Jack floating over the
trading-post, which meant food and
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shelter for the night. Even the
motto on the coat of arms, ‘‘Pro pelle
cutam’’—skin for skin—seemed an-
omalous as the traveller received the
hospitality of the master of the fort.

The last general gathering of Hud-
son’s Bay Company commissioned
officers was held in Winnipeg in 1887.
There were thirty present, when a
memorial picture was taken of them.
Times have changed even since that
time, but the words written by the
writer still remain true:

‘“The French Explorers are a remin-
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iscence of more than a century and a half
ago; the lords of the lakes and forests,
with all their wild energy, are gone for-
ever; the Astorians are no more; no
longer do the French-Canadian voyageurs
make the rivers vocal with their chansons;
no more do the sturdy Orcadian oarsmen
row the York boats; the pomp and eir.
cumstance of the Emperor of the fur.
traders has been resolved into the ordi.
nary forms ot commercial life; and the
rude barter of the early trader has passed
into the fulfilment of the poet’s dream of
the ‘‘Argosies of magic sail”’ and the
costly bales of an increasing commerce.
The Hudson’s Bay Company is still a
trading company, doing its share in
building up Western Canada.’’

The next article in this series will deal with ‘‘The First Railway to Winnipeg.’?

THE LACE-MAKER OF BRUGES

By FRANK CALL

ER age-worn hands upon her apron lie
Idle and still. Against the sunset glow
Tall poplars stand, and silent barges go
Along the green canal that wanders by.
A lean, red finger pointing to the sky—

The spire of Notre Dame.

Above a row

Of dim, gray arches, where the sunbeams die,
The ancient belfry guards the square below.
A year ago she stood in that same square
And gazed and listened, proud beneath her tears
To see her soldier passing down the street.
To-night the beat of drums and trumpets’ blare,
With bursts of fiendish musie, smites her ears,
And mingles with the tread of trampling feet.




THE DIARY OF ROBERT
CAMPBELL

11.—EXPLORATION OF THE UPPER STIKINE

BY G. W. BARTLETT

f] A E various Indian tribes of
eastern and central Canada
have received a great deal of

attention from historians and ethnolo-

gists, but the heterogeneous swarms
of warring tribes which have erowded
and slaughtered each other in the
mountain valleys of the West and
along the Pacific coast haye been _the

erplexity and the despair of scien-
tific investigation.

One of our earliest glimpses of the
primitive tribes of the interior of
porthern British Columbia.is obtain-
ed by the perusal of .the 39urnal of
Robert Campbell, the intrepid explor-
er whose adventurous career has done
so much to open up the far North-
west and to establish the claim of
Britain to that region by anticipat-
ing the Russian preparationg to estab-
lish a sphere of influence in the in-
terior. . :

As we have seen in a previous ar-
ticle, after spending two years in the
Hudson’s Bay Company’s service at
the Red River and at Norway Housg,
Campbell was sent to the Mackenzie
River depot, which marked the fron-
tier on the northwest. Fort Simpson
was the monument of the aggressive
energy of the great Governor whose
name it bears, and to that centre were
drafted the most energetic of the com-

’s officers.
lm‘lf}l"low, Campbell, don’t you get

married,”’ were Sir George’s parting
words. ‘‘We want you for active ser-
vice.’’ :

Not the least of the great Gov-
ernor’s qualifications for his big work
was his intuitive recognition of the
right man for the required job. Ar-
riving at Fort Simpson on October
16th, 1834, the young man found con-
genial fellow Scots among the of-
ficers of the district. Chief Factor,
John Stewart, an uncle of the late
Lord Strathcona, Campbell deseribes
as ‘“‘a kindly old gentleman.’’ Nearer
his own age was the discoverer of
Dease’s Lake, J. M. McLeod, his com-
panion in more than one adventure in
after years, Another officer, Hutchi-
son, was sent in the spring of 1835
to follow up MecLeod’s discovery by
establishing a fort at the lake and
exploring the country west of the
mountains. The party had not gone
far when a false alarm of hostile In-
dians caused them to abondon their
luggage on a portage and hasten in
record time over the homeward trail.

To understand the terror inspired
by the Western Indian in the minds
of the Mackenzie River tribes, we
must recollect that the salmon rivers
of the West were paradise valleys of
flesh and fish into which the more
warlike tribes had been pressing for
ages; so that the present conglomer-
ate races which fiercely maintained
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their jealous hold on its streams and
forests, held their title by virtue of
their stern right as the fittest to sur-
vive in the ceaseless strife. The com-
ing of the white man complicated
without abating the struggle. The
dawn of the nineteenth century saw
Spaniard, American, Briton, and Rus-
sian established on the Pacific coast,
eagerly contending by war or diplom-
acy to secure the largest possible share
of the land and of the Indian trade.

By this time the Russian Fur Com-
pany had established posts along the
coast as far south at latitude 54 de-
grees, 40 minutes, shutting off the
British from navigating the Pacific
rivers, and by means of the powerful
chiefs of the coast they were striving
to extend their trade inland. The
Russians did not build forts in the
interior, but traded with the chiefs,
who in turn carried the goods into
the interior and sold them at their
own terms. The passes of the moun-
tains were held by the Chilicoots and
the Chilikats and other outlaw bands
farther south, who extorted a toll on
trade from all passing tribes and
were as interested as the coast In-
dians in keeping out traders from the
distant Bast. According to the Mac-
kenzie River Indians, they put to
death all unauthorized intruders.

In 1837 Campbell volunteered for
the work which the Hutehison ex-
pedition had failed to accomplish. He
was sent down to Fort Laird to outfit.
There he found the greatest difficulty
in securing volunteers for what was
regarded as a desperate service. After
‘“a false start,”’ caused by the timid-
ity of his men, he returned to refit at
Laird, and, resuming his voyage,
passed the perilous gorge at Hell
Gate, and with nothing worse than a
false alarm at Portage Brulé, where
he had the utmost difficulty in pre-
venting a stampede of his party, the
expedition reached Fort Halkett,
where it wintered.

Pushing on next spring to Dease’s
Lake, they built a rude fort; and
there Campbell left the greater part
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of his men under MecLeod, who ar.
rived shortly before the explorer re-
sumed his westward journey, accom.
panied only by Hoole, his interpreter
and two young Indians named Kitza'
and La Pie. Embarking in two small
canoes they proceeded to the head of
t}le lake; then, shouldering their
light camping outfits, they struck
boldly over the mountains toward the
setting sun. This was on July 28th
1838. :

On the second day they ‘‘ero
the shoulder of a lofty,ys.r.novv-(sﬁ]'::a1
mountain,”” and saw, far below them
a river running through a deep val-
ley. This river afterwards proved
to be the Tooya (Tuya), or Upper
Stikine, but Campbell promptly nam.
ed it the Pelly, after the Governor
of the company at Liondon.

f‘As we were descending to the
bridge,”’ reads the explorer’s jour-
nal, ““we espied a thin line of smoke
issuing from a hut standing on g
ledge of the opposite bank, which
showed the presence of Indians, :
In a short time we came to the bridge-
It was a rude, rickety structure of
pine poles, spliced together with
withes, and stretched high above the
foaming torrent. The ends of the
poles were loaded down with stoneé
to prevent the bridge from collapsing
This primitive structure looked so
frail and unstable and the rush of
waters below so formidable that it
seemed nigh impossible to ecross it
It inclined to one side, which did noé
strengthen its appearance for safety, ”

On the opposite side an Indian
watched their approach: but instead
of coming when the white man bee-
koned, he fled. In the lodge a bright
fire was blazing, and over the fire
hung three metal pots, showing that
the tribe to which the owner belong-
ed had direet or indirect communicg-
tion with white traders. From the
rafters hung a number of split sal-
mon drying. Evidently the tribe was
from the west, where the more suh.
‘stantial structure replaces the tepee
of the prairie Indian.
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Helping themselves to a few of the
salmon, they left in exchange a knife
and some tobacco in the hunting-bags
on the wall. They then recrossed the
bridge and took up their sleeping-
quarters in a cave of the bank. Early
next morning they were aroused by
the approach of sixteen Indians.

““We hoisted our flag, and signed to
the Indians to come to us. After much
hesitation, they slowly approached,
and, when close to us, called out that
they were friends. As I again bec-
kox;ed, they began to cross the bridge,
the chief holding out a pipe of peace,
which we accordingly smoked and
passed around.”’

The visitors were of the Nahany
nation, who had been advised of the
white man’s arrival the night before,
by the man at the cabin. The chief
had been at the great rendezvous of
the western Indians some distance
down the river, where they gathered
in thousands to trade with the great
coast chief, Shakes, who obtained his
goods from the Russians at Fort
Wrangel, at the mouth of the river.
The Nahany chief had never seen a
white man, and he secretly hastened
from camp to have the honour of
slaying the intruders. The discovery
of the knife and tobacco in the cabin
had shown that the new arrivals were
friends; hence the pacific meeting
which followed.

T gaid I would go on to the main
eamp; but the chief did all in his

ower to dissuade me, saying that
Shakes from the sea and Indians
without number were there; that I
was the first white man he had seen;
that he had smoked and eaten with
me. He loved my blood and did not
wish to see it spilled. He had been
told that all men from the East were
enemies who must be killed. He of-
fered to take me to a place where I
eonld see the camp and depart with-
out being seen. As I was determined
to go on, he accompanied me, sending
warning parties ahead to prepare
for my coming. >

“From the top of a hill I caught
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the first glimpse of an immense camp
about thirteen miles from the bridge.
. Such a concourse of Indians
I had never seen before. Gathered
from all parts of the Rockies, and as
far west as the Pacifie, they camp
here for weeks, living on salmon,
which they spear, or gaff with hooks
on poles. To assist in the fishing a
dam is built across the river at this
point,

““Here I lost sight of my company,
all but an Indian who called himself
Jack, and spoke a little broken Eng-
lish, had gone ahead to announce my
visit to the great Chief Shakes. The
Indians crowded around me, asking
innumerable questions. My answers
were taken up and yelled by hundreds
of throats till the rocks and valleys
echoed with the sound.

“Presently a road was cleared
through the erowd for Shakes, who
advanced to meet me. He was a coast
Indian, tall and strongly built; and
as I afterwards learned, all-powerful
among the tribes. He shook hands
with me and led me to a tent which
had been set up for me. After we
had entered and sat down he pro-
duced a bottle of whiskey and a cup.
I merely tasted the liquor, but all
the others had a drink. Meantime the
noise without was something awful.”’

Suddenly there came a shout, a
rush, and the tent was swept away
before the onset of armed savages.
It was not a treacherous attack, but
a rescue. The Nahany chief, fearing
that Shakes planned treachery, had
rushed in with his men, threatening
all manner of reprisals if the white
man should be injured.

Campbell remained some days at
the camp. His British-made equip-
ment attracted attention—and some
envy. For several reasons he was
eager to deepen this interest, and
was also ready at all times to demon-
strate the superiority of the firearms
and marksmanship of his men, ‘‘al-
ways reserving a bullet for Shakes,”’
whose hospitality was only skin-deep.

Most of the Indians were armed
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with bows and arrows, all their tools
being of stone, except those of such
as were fortunate enough to obtain
goods from the traders. ‘‘Their dress
1s made of deer-skin in one piece, and
trimmed either with beads or colour-
ed porcupine quills. The trousers are
made of one skin, and the shirt or
coat of another. The latter has a hole
for the head and two for the arms,
but does not open before or behind.
The summer garment is without hood
or sleeves; but I afterwards found
that the winter coat is supplied with
both. The winter dress has the hair
on, and this is worn on the inside for
warmth. They are very fond of orna-
ments, and will deck themselves with
ear-rings, beads, pieces of copper,
shells, quills, or feathers. They paint
their faces with different shades of
red and yellow.”’

One of the most interesting pas-
sages relates to a female chief of the
Nahanies, ‘‘who commanded not only
the respect and obedience of her own
tribe, but was influential in the coun-
cils of the larger assemblies. She ruled
over a tribe about five hundred
strong, who led a nomadic hunting
life. She was a fine-looking woman
about thirty-five years old, rather
above middle size. She had a pleas-
ant face, lit up with fine intelligent
eyes, which when excited flashed fire.
To her kindness and influence we
owed much; and more than once, in
all probability, our lives.”’

She was married, but her hushand
was ‘‘a non-entity.’’ After remain-
ing for some time in camp, the ex-
plorer withdrew in safety, (‘‘which
was more than I expected’’). The
party ascended a neighbouring hill
and, planting their flag, took formal
possession, in the name of King Wil-
liam TV. of whose death they were
not yet aware. They then returned
to the fort they had erected on the
lake, where, ill-supplied with provis-
ions, disappointed in their expecta-
tion of a supply of trading goods,
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they spent a winter of hardship and
privation rarely equalled even in that
rigorous region. They were harassed
also by ‘“‘Russian Indians,”’ who in
passing helped themselves to what-
ever they chose, without the owners
daring to protest. But for the friend.
ship of some Mauvais Monde Indians
from Fort Halkett, who at the rigk
of attack, supplied the fort in its dire
need, the whole party must have per-
ished. On one occasion the ration
for nine men for a day was one squir-
rel. It is a safe assumption that all
the by-products were utilized.

The last meal at Dease’s Liake was
made by boiling the parchment of
the windows and the leather thongs
of the snowshoes. Next day MelLeod
arrived with venison, and the lean
days of famine were over.

The importance of this advanece of
the British into the Stikine River dis.
trict was soon seen in the offer made
by Baron Wrangel, of the Russian
company, in 1839, to lease their fur-
trading rights on the west coast, an
offer which Sir George Simpson, ac-
cepted on very moderate terms. The
advance of the British company across
the mountains had broken the Rus-
sian company’s hold on the fur coun.
try in the interior, and made them
eager to sell while they had anything
to offer.

The extinguishing of this i
clinched Britain’s hold on the :lvzlsla
ern Indians and afterwards gave her
the rich mines, well-watered ranching
valleys, and fruitful lands of north-
ern British Columbia.

The summer tourist who from the
yvindow of his Pullman ear looks out
in wonder and awe upon the stately
grandeur of mountain and lake, for-
est and river, along the great north-
ern route, dreams not of the handfyl
of famished men who boldly won this
land and stubbornly held it durin
the winter-long siege against hostilge
forces of cold and starvation, and the
Jealousy of yet more hostile tribesmen.

The third and last article of this series will describe Campbell’s advances inte

‘“The Last Lone Frontier.”’
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HARMODIOS
BY EDGAR MAURICE SMITH
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o
WILIGHT faded into night. In
the eastern sky a florid moon
rose slowly above the dark
waters of the Mediterranean. It
poured a mellow light upon the be-
gieged city of Saguntum, around
which the tents of Hannibal’s army
stood white and motionless like the
outspread sails of a fleet becalmed.
For more than seven months the
defenders had been subjected to fierce
and incessant assaults, yet they con-
tinued the hopeless struggle with un-
abated zeal. Even the most sanguine
had long since ceased to look for suc-
cour from Rome; ne_vertheless the
gradual change of feeling from hope
to despair had not been accompanied
by any thought of surrender. All
gazed daily into the eyes of death
without a tremour. Such was their
e.
wl:\r:gthe bloom of evening develop-
ed into the more sombre charms of
night, Harmodios, the daughter of
Nicanor, departed secretly from her
father’s house and hastened towards
the eastern battlements. Here, stand-
ing in the shadow of one of the tow-
ers, she looked down upon the tents
and camp fires of the enemy that
studded the ground between the city
and the sea. Every harsh detail of
the surroundings was now.softened
by the rays of the moon, which, mov-
ing across the l'mp_fé:etrable dome,
ipsed the stars in its course.
ecl'}xl)le sight of the ruined walls was
painful to this daughter of Sagun-
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tum, and it was with horror that her
gaze rested upon the metal heads of
the battering rams protruding men-
acingly from beneath the testudines,
as if eager for the morrow when they
would continue their devastating
work.

Harmodios shivered, though not
from cold, for the night was balmy
and she was wrapped in a long cloak.
Her descent from the founders of the
city was evidenced by her features
of Grecian mould. A scarf of deli-
cate texture mingled with the waves
of her hair and overshadowed the
smooth surface of her forehead to
such a degree as to shade the large
gleaming eyes—eyes that seemed to
be searching for something in the
moon-bathed camp of the enemy.
But, with the exception of the sen-
tries pacing to and fro, there was no
movement visible from where the
watcher stood. Even the sounds of
revelry had sunk into slumber. Yet
Harmodios waited and watehed.

So absorbed was she that she did
not notice the approach of a man
from the direction in which she her-
self had come. She started in sur-
prise as he touched her upon the
shoulder.

““Fear nothing,”’ said the newcomer
gently.

‘“Ah, my brother Aleon!” exclaim-
ed Harmodios in relief. ‘‘“What
prompted you to search for me
here?”’

“I have often watched your com-
ing.”’
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‘‘Knowing my purpose ?’’ she asked.

‘““Even so, my sister. Often have
I stood ready to warn you against
discovery, while Alorcus has crept
close to the battlements and climbed
them. Alorcus is a noble man and
worthy of your love.”’

““I am grateful, Alcon, for what
you have said, and more for the ser-
vices that you have, all unknown to
me, rendered Alorcus and myself.
Perchance he may be able to thank
you himself to-night. I am watching
for him, but the moonlight is so
strong that, much as I yearn to see
him, I almost hope he will not ven-
ture hither.”’

‘“He is the friend of Saguntum and
has boldly expressed himself to Han-
nibal.”’

““And yet,”” said Harmodios an-
grily, ‘‘the Senators, with our father
at their head, have forbidden him to
enter the city.”’

“In all such matters they have
been unwise,”” murmured Alcon sor-
rowfully.

Harmodios clasped his hand, which

sas almost as soft and as white as
her own, and looked into his face.
Alcon was some years her senior, but
he was still numbered among the
younger men. In appearance he was
as gentle as his nature, which in-
clined him to the ways of peace. War
in any form was repulsive to him, and
he alone of all his compatriots favour-
ed making peace with Hannibal. But
the Saguntines despised him for his
timidity and jeered at his sugges-
tions.

““T would that I could save Sagun-
tum from the fate that hangs over it,”’
continued Alcon after a pause.

“That, I fear, is not possible.
Alorcus has pleaded with Hannibal,
but he answers that it is for the
Saguntines to ask terms.”’

‘“Which, alas! they will not do.
This very day I waited upon our
father in private and begged him to
exhort the senate to send an envoy
to Hannibal. He would scarce listen
to me, but I would not be silenced,
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and, while he paced up and down in
anger, I pointed out to him the folly
of maintaining the defence. 3

‘““The men,”’ I said to him, ‘“‘can
die without dishonour, but what of
Harmodios and the other women$’’

‘“And what said he to that$’’

Alcon shivered as he replied: “ He
said that the women could also die.’*

“‘Die!”” exclaimed Harmodios, and
the word echoed in the silence that
followed.

‘It must not be,”’ protested Alecon
spiritedly, ‘‘Hannibal is brave and
not unmerciful. Peace he would grant
but the Saguntines obstinately per.
sist in defying him. But this shall
not deter me from leaving the ecity
to-night and seeking an audience with
him.”’

“You, Alcon?”’ said his sister in
surprise.

““I am determined to do this thing
even though my people may ecurse
me. Little fitted am I for the life of
a warrior, though, perchance, I may
induce Hannibal to spare the city
But look! someone approaches from’
the camp.”’

Harmodios ran forward to the
edge of the battlements and strained
her eyes in the direction indicated by
Alcon. A warrior had advanced be.
yond the outposts of the camp and
was running rapidly over the debris
of stone and mortar, once the outer
wall of Saguntum.

‘It is he,”” she murmured to her
self.

““Is it Alorcus?”’

The girl nodded in assent withont
removing her gaze from the approach.
ing figure.

(‘He is reckless,”” she said, anq
{la_xised her hand as though to warn

im,

‘“The sentries will surely see 3
cus,’’ remarked Alcon as he camﬁ ;g:.
ward and stood beside his sister.

““The sentry guarding this Piece
of wall is bound to me to take ng
notice of Alorcus’s visits by night
He, with some of the others who are
posted here from time to time, o
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this for the respect they bear Alor-
cns 2

““Then he is safe. When he comes
I shall ask him to conduct me to
Hannibal.”’

““I1t would be well to do this if you
are determined to undertake the mis-
gion. But I fear it will come to
naught. The demands of the con-
queror are always harsh in the eyes
of the conquered. Saguntum ,is
doomed to fall, but the people will
never accept Hannibal’s terms, be
they ever so fair.”

“Fven so, I shall go.”’

“You differ in your ways from
most men,’”’ said Harmodios, ‘‘but I
see the nobility in you that is not
vigible to others. I will not try to
dissnade you from going to Hanni-
bal, and Alorcus will espouse your
cause. He will soon be here. See!
he avails himself of the clouded sky
to draw nearer. But he must hasten,
for the moon is sailing fast toward
yon open space. If he were to be
geen by one of the distant sentries—’
she continued excitedly as she l'eaned
forward with both hands pressing on
the rough parapet, unmindful of all
else save the approach of her lover.

Alorcus could not boldly dash for-
ward without encountering the risk
of attracting unfavourable attention,
but his advance, though_cautious, Was
rapid, and he crept within the shadew
of the wall as the moon shook herself
free from the last remnants of clouds
and flooded the surroundings in a
strong white light.

¢ Ah, Aloreus!’’ eried Harmodios,
““you should not have ventured here
on such a night.”’

T eould not restrain myself,”’ he
called back, “To watch you in the
distance did not satisfy my longing.”’

“‘Listen, Alorcus! Alcon, my bro-
ther, is here. He is desirous of going
to Hannibal, to beg him to treat with
the Saguntines. I have said that you
will conduet him thither.”

““You promised well. For Sagun-
tum I would do much more.””

“Thanks, noble Alorcus,”” said Al-
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con as he stepped forward to where
his sister was bending over, ‘‘but
would it not be wise for me to join
you at once? I have here a rope.’’

““Yes, yes; go at once,”’ said Har-
modios, and seizing the rope she fas-
tened it about the end of a protrud-
ing rock in the roughly-built wall.
““Farewell, Aleon,”’” she added, ‘‘and
may success attend your mission. But
tarry no longer lest your departure
be discovered ere you are well away.”’

But while she was speaking Alor-
cus had grasped the rope from below
and with astonishing rapidity had
climbed to the top of the wall. With
a cry of surprised delight Harmodios
wound her arms about his neck and
returned the warm kisses which he
showered upon her.

““It is not safe to tarry,’’ said Al-
con presently.

““ Aleon speaks the truth,’’ assented
Aloreus. “‘We must start without de-
lay for the camp. But Harmodios,
pride of my eyes, will you not ae-
company us? The city will soon fall
and—hark! what is that?”’

‘“Someone is approaching. Quick!
Fly!”” and Harmodios pushed Alor-
cus from her.

He motioned Alecon to go first.

Harmodios watched her brother as
he let himself over the wall, and she
listened impatiently until he reached
the ground.

“Follow him quickly,”’ she whis-
pered to her lover.

But a menacing figure at this june-
ture rushed towards them, and Alor-
cus, unwilling to leave Harmodios to
an uncertain fate, stood his ground,
though a short dagger was his only
weapon.

‘It is my father,”’ exclaimed Har-
modios. ‘‘You must not remain, else
he will call the guard.”’

‘“‘Hasten! Hasten!’’ came Alcon’s
voice from below.

Alorcus saw the wisdom of this ad-
vice, and, not wishing to have any
quarrel with Nicanor, he quickly slip-
ped over the wall. But the keen eyes
of Nicanor had espied the movement
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and, with an angry shout, he rushed
forward. On recognizing Harmodios
he halted for an instant, and then
raised his sword to cut the rope in
two.

Noting his intention Harmodios
seized him by the arm. Nicanor was
a powerful warrior and without much
diffieulty shook off his daughter’s re-
straining hold, but the brief delay
had proved sufficient for Alorcus to
reach the ground.

““Curse you!’’ exclaimed Nicanor,
and he seemed about to smite her.
But Harmodios returned his gaze
without fear as she replied: ‘‘Sagun-
tum has not over many friends that
you should kill such a one as Alor-
cus.”’

‘T value not the friendship of such
as he—a man who turns his arms
against us—a man who climbs the
wall of the city by night to steal the
love of my daughter.”’

‘““He does not steal it; I gave it to
him freely.”’

““It shall not continue,’”’ retorted
Nieanor significantly.

Harmodios was filled with uneasi-
ness at these words, and the sight of
Nicanor’s cruel face, inflamed with
anger, did not tend to dispel the feel-
ing.

Nicanor’s surprise was great when
he saw Alorcus and Alcon emerge
from beyond the shadow of the wall,
and he exclaimed, ‘‘Alorcus is not
alone! who is his companion?’’

‘“ Aleon.”’

‘“Alcon!
city 2"’

“mo save it, if that be possible.
He goes with Alorcus to have speech
with Hannibal.’’

Upon hearing this Nicanor’s anger
was uncontrollable.

“‘Coward!’’ he cried in a voice
thick with passion. ‘‘No son of mine
art thou, Alecon! Coward! Worse
than woman!”’

Alcon stopped for a moment upon
hearing his father’s voice, then con-
tinued on his way without even re-

plying.

Why has he left the
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‘While the sun was yet low in the
eastern horizon Alorcus aroused Al-
con from a deep slumber and to-
gether they started in search of Han-
nibal. But even at that early hour
the tireless general had left his tent
and, .with several officers of his staff,
was inspecting the fortifications on
the western side of the city, against
which the main attack was being
made.

‘‘Shall we await his return?’’ asked
Aleon.

‘“No,”” rejoined Alorcus. ‘‘He may
not return till night fall, if even then
Hannibal’s wants are regulated b\;
circumstances. More than once sinee
the beginning of this siege has he
slept in the entrenchments with the
soldiers, sharing their food and dis-
gomforts. You marvel, I see, but this
is only one proof of his greatness
But come, we must find him without
delay.”’

As they walked through the awak.
ened camp Aleon was moved by the
savage appearance of many of the
warriors who lounged about the new.
ly-made fires. Nearly all were eat-
ing, but some had finished their morn.
ing meal and were making ready for
the day’s struggle. The noise of
many tongues smote the air in an
discord, Hannibal’s army being com.
posed of various races. Libyans there
were in great numbers—powerful
men hardened by years of service in
Africa and Spain. They, with the
more lithe Numidians, regarded them.
selves as superior to the native trog s
though1 they were forbidden by theixz
generals to give expression
thoughts. 5 ¥ .

Oft’times this order was disobey-
ed and fierce quarrels ensued. Ibep.
ians of various tribes, wearing tunies
of white linen bordered with peq
anq pu.rple, were, however, hard.
ly inferior to their conquerors. The
had been trained in the ways of wary
fare, first by Hamilear, who saw n;
them the making of a great
and later by the wily Hasdrubal w}n;
developed the plan laid out b’y his
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wife’s father. And now they bore
arms under Hannibal, the greatest of
the three., Less civilized Celtiberians,
encumbered with but little clothing
and with long hair floating over their
naked shoulders, talked loudly among
themselves, speculating as to the
booty that would be theirs when
Saguntum was captured.

But Alecon was more appalled by
the savage warriors from far-off Lusi-
tania, whose barbarous habits were
the wonderment of their more civil-
ized companions in arms. Skins of
wild animals were favoured by them
as clothing, while their weapons con-
gisted of huge clubs, swords, and
spears, according to each one’s fancy.
Hardly less fierce looking were the
Baleares, whose skill with the sling
was unequalled. Each man had
three of these deadly weapons wound
about his head and body, the peb-
bles and clay balls being carried in
a pouch suspended loosely from the
waist. :

The Carthaginian general, sur-
rounded by a number of his officers,
was giving orders for the day and
listening to suggestions whlch_ were
invited rather than oﬂgred. Thxs was
one of the many ways in which Han-
nibal endeared himself to those who
fought under him. While still a re-
markably young man he had succeed-
ed Hasdrubal in command of the
army, and indeed as supreme head
of the Carthaginian provinces in
Spain, but anxiety and constant
thought had outpaced time in earv-
ing creases on his face. The massive
chin, whose contour was hidden by a
beard, the rather large mouth, which
elosed decisively after the utterance
of every word, and the prominent
nose surmounted by a forehead of
great breadth, combined to make his
appearance nobly attractive. But all
the features were dominated by a

air of dark penetrating eyes, where-
in shone the fire of a mlghty ambition
and a power to satisfy it that would
not be blocked by the legions of Rome.
Since boyhood he had been inured

419

to all manner of hardships, and the
lines of his tall muscular figure were,
for strength and beauty, hardly equal.
led by any of the warriors in the
army. The helmet surmounting his
black hair was of pure silver inlaid
with gold, but his shining breast-
plate was of inferior metal, and the
tunic beneath differed in no way from
those worn by many of the soldiers.
‘While in the matter of dress he was
ever simple, his weapons were con-
spicuous for their quality and work-
manship. He also gave much atten-
tion to the choice of his horses, and
the charger held by an attendant,
while the day’s programme was be-
ing arranged, was a magnificent ani-
mal.

The fallen walls and the contract-
ed size of the city filled Hannibal with
elation, while the sight of the vinem
so close to the last line of defences
caused him to exelaim: ‘‘Saguntum
will soon be ours! But,”’ he added
more soberly, ‘‘it is time.’”’

““The Saguntines have proved
themselves to be no mean fighters and
for that reason our vietory will be
the greater,”” replied Maharbal, his
trusted cavalry leader.

““That may be, but my patience is
at an end. I have greater operations
to undertake than the capture of
Saguntum, and they must not be de-
layed.”’

How great those operations were
the world was soon to know, and
never to forget.

Aloreus and Aleon were subject-
ed to a keen scrutiny as they ap-
proached the group of officers. Alor-
cus was at all times conspicuous for
his size and bearing, and now he ap-
peared even more so in contrast with
the gentle Aleon.

‘“Be courageous!”” he whispered,
‘“‘and speak without hesitation.’’

Alcon’s lips quivered, but he did
not reply.

““Does Alorecus bring us another
warrior?’”’ asked Hannibal.

“Better than a warrior; I bring a
citizen of Saguntum, Alcon, son of
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Nieanor, who comes to ask what terms
you will grant his people if they will
surrender.’’

““The Saguntines have mnot been
over-hasty in applying to me,”’ ob-
served Hannibal harshly.

Alorcus replied: ‘‘They should
not for that reason be scorned. A
brave enemy will not ask for terms
when even the smallest hope exists.
The noble Hannibal will not condemn
his opponents for fighting thus de-
terminedly.’’

““You speak smoothly, Alorcus, and
well I know that your words express
your feelings; but many of my brav-
est soldiers have fallen by the wea-
pons of these Saguntines, and I my-
self have not escaped being wounded.
I offered Saguntum my protection
and friendship, but the inhabitants
chose rather to call upon Rome, my
hereditary enemy, the enemy of all
liberty. And what has Rome done
for them? Declared war against
Carthage, but fears to send an army
against me. The Saguntines looked
long for the Roman galleys. Every
day they climbed the battlements of
their city and gazed out upon the
waters of the ocean, expecting to see
the sails. But no galleys came be-
cause none wera sent. Thus does
Rome defend her ally. Why, then,
should I show consideration to the
Saguntines? Can you answer that,
Alorcus?’’ and Hannibal turned his
eyes upon the Iberian.

‘T cannot defend the actions of the
Saguntines, nevertheless I ask you to
show them mercy, now that they ap-
peal to you.”’

Hannibal stamped his foot im-
patiently, then turning suddenly to
Alcon he demanded, ‘“What say your
people?”’

Aleon stepped forward. He ex-
hibited no fear as he looked into the
Carthaginian’s face and replied:

““My people have said naught of
surrender, but, in my opinion, hon-
ourable terms would be favourably
considered by them. They have
fought for their city, which is their
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right, but they would not have taken
up arms against you, Hannibal, had
you left them unmolested. They ecall-
ed upon Rome because Rome is the
ancient ally of Saguntum. And this
only was done when you threatened
the ecity.”’

“They called upon Rome to settle
their differences long before I laid
ilelge to the city,”’ interrupted Hanni-

al.

““That was no slight to Carthage,’*
replied Aleon. ‘‘The differences y(,m
refor to were of an internal nature
and affected no interests beyond
Saguntum: The Saguntines have no
quarrel with Carthage, but they felt
and still feel, that you were bent up:
on the downfall of their ecity, They
have fought bravely and do not fear
death. I have come privately to plead
for them, seeing the hopelessness of
the struggle. Saguntum will surely
be yours, but I beg of you to be merei.
ful. Let me return with such terms
of surrender as will be accepted.””

Aleon’s .voice became so echoked
with emotion that he was compelled
to cease speaking. Several of those
standing nearby were moved by his
plea. y

““You are a strange man,”’ r g
ed Hannibal, more kindly, “an(i;x?:}:r
words incline me somewhat to merey
I will spare the people of Saguntum
but not the city. Listen to my termst
I-will allow all the inhabitants—war:
riors with their wives and children—
to depart unmolested wheresoevep
they will, each with one change of
raiment and sufficient food to kee
tl-lem during their journey. But the
city and its wealth must be given over
to me.”’

‘“A generous proposition,’’ i
Himileo. PR

But Alecon wrung his hands in
despair.

“You offer them only life *’
eried, *“Only life.” % 50

‘Is not that better than death$**

“But they will not aceept tsl;:gh
harsh terms. Why do you wish te
drive them from their homes? De.
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mand from them the wealth of the
eity, which is great, and hostages to
insure the maintenance of peace, but
leave them their homes. The city is
of no value to you.”’

““It might be to Rome. I would
not have a walled city in my rear
when I depart hence.”

““ An alliance could be formed with
the Saguntines.’”’

“T could not trust them. They
might betray me. The terms I offer
are merciful—more than would have
been accorded to me had our posi-
tions been reversed—more so than
wounld have been granted by Rome.
1 ask not the lives of any of you,
not even of him who hurled the jave-
lin that pierced my side, though I
doubt not that he is a hero in your
midst. I offer to spare all and allow
them to depart in peace. But the
city I will raze to the ground; not
one stone shall I leave standing upon
another.” ; .

“Your terms may be just,”’ said
Aleon, “but they are humiliating,
and the Saguntines will never accept
them. Indeed, they would tear to
pieces the messsenger who brought
them.”’ : %

“Surely not one of their people.

“Tyen I would not be safe,”” re-
plied Aleon mournfully. :

Hannibal looked at the man in as-
tonishment. ; ;

“The Saguntines must indeed be
parbarians,”’ said he, “‘if they would
go treat the bearer of unwelcome tid-
ings. But what will you do?”

“T dare not return. It would

certain death.”’
mi?is you will. Carthagfa has never
refused protection when it 'has been
asked and I shall not deny it to you.
But Saguntum will not be spared
when it falls, neither will the citi-
zens.” V

“The people should know of your
offer.”” exclaimed Alorcus passionate-
ly. ‘‘Aleon may be mistaken as to
the fate awaiting the bearer of your
message, for, while the Saguntines
are a proud people who cannot view

421

defeat with equanimity, they may be
brought to realize that there is no dis-
grace attendant upon the acceptance
of such terms as you propose. And
then it must be remembered that mis-
fortune calms the spirit and makes
it subservient to reason. I pray you,
therefore, let me enter the city and
place your demands before the head
men.”’

“They will surely kill you,”’ in-
terrupted Alcon.

““I am not afraid.”

“I would not have evil befall you,
good Alorcus,’’ said Hannibal.

““The Saguntines will respect my
mission.”’

““I shall permit you to enter Sagun-
tum,’” said Hannibal after a pause,
“but warn the people to respect your
person. Should any harm befall you
I shall be revenged. None in the city
shall be spared.””

“Excepting Harmodios, I pray you
Hannibal.”’

““Harmodois will, for your sake, be
spared; and now go, brave Alorcus,
but return before the morning has
passed. Otherwise, I shall judge that
you have been unwillingly retained.
Then shall my vengeance be visited
upon Saguntum.’’

IL

’

As Alorcus drew near the ecity,
alone and on foot, the Saguntines as-
sembled on the walls and regarded
him with evident surprise. No mes-
sages had been exchanged between
the two forces since the beginning of
the siege, though, formerly, Alorcus
had been received in the capacity of
a friend. Terms had not once been
asked for and none had been offered.

Alorcus  advanced unhesitatingly
to the main gate and in a loud voice
demanded admittance as the bearer
of a message from Hannibal.

The praetor, who had been hastily
summoned by the guard, stepped ts
the edge of the battlements and re-
plied :

‘It is not the wish of the Sagun-
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tines to treat with the enemy who
has forced this cruel war upon them.
Return, therefore, to him who sent
you.’’

But Alorcus, unmindful of the
threatening faces looking down upon
him from above, said, in a voice full
of pleading: ‘‘I pray you, Edecon,
as praetor of this doomed city, and
as o man full of years and wisdem,
do not send me away without a heas-
ing; for though I bear arms under
the Carthaginian I would save Sagun-
tum from his wrath. Admit me 1
beg of you.’’

Moved by the earnestness of the
appeal, Edecon ordered the guard to
open the gate, and as Alorcus entered
he said to him: ‘“‘I grant your re-
quest more on account of your being
Aloreus than the emissary of Hanni-
bal.”’

Alorcus surrendered his sword, as
was the custom, and made answer:
““1 thank you, noble Edecon, for do-
ing me this honour.’’

‘“None other but yourself would
have been allowed to approach these
walls. But come, I will conduet you
to the senators.”’

On the way thither Alorcus was
confronted by angry people who were
hardly restrained from venting upon
him their hatred of Hannibal. War-
riors and old men incapable of bear-
ing arms, women, and children, as-
sembled from all sides to get a view
of this Iberian who did not fear to
trust himself in their midst.

Within the ecity, as without, every-
thing indicated that further resist-
ance was useless. The faces of the
soldiers betokened a determination to
continue the hopeless struggle while
strength remained in them to raise a
sword, but with their diminished
numbers and shattered defences this
would count for little. The small
area to which the city had become
reduced through the continual rear-
ing of inner walls made it necessary
for the inhabitants to huddle to-
gether in the houses yet remaining.
And even these, which were few in
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number, were in some cases almost
untenable through being within range
of the enemy’s catapults. The rocks
hurled by these engines frequently
crashed through the roofs, causing
much destruction and injuring the
1nmates.

Aloreus viewed the crumbling re-
mains with sorrow, for he had known
Saguntum in its glory—a city of
noble buildings enclosed by towering
fortifications—washed on one side by
the clear waters of the Meditteranean
while westward the sun-tinted coun:
try rose in gentle tiers towards the
blue line of mountains beyond. But
war had changed the face of every-
thing, and where the outer wall had
once stood the army of the enemy was
now assembled. Closer still were the
testudines and towers ready to pe.
commence the attack at the order of
the general.

Alorcus heeded not the menaei
faces about him, nor the women wl?elﬁ
they jeered at his mission, for even
their spirit was unbroken with the
abandonment of hope. At last he
reached a large open space where the
senators had assembled to receive
him. There was no attempt at for.
mality and the inhabitants were per-
mitted v;l'itlhout rebuke to crowq
around while Hannibal’s me
delivered. e

On the inner edge of the i
throng Alorcus saw Harmodigz,m}tgxi-
trusting, anxious face shining like a
brilliant jewel in the hundreds of
others turned towards him., Nicanor
regarded him with violent animesj
and as he approached eried out :
‘““What brings Alorcus in our midst
g ““The hopei of saving the city. I

ave ever pleaded your ea: i
Hannibal.”’ o e .

““Whilst fighting against us. What
say you to that, most valued friend 3**

“I say that my allegiance is due
to Hannibal. I swore to support him
against all enemies long ere the siege
of Saguntum was considered. Much
as I feel for this unfortunate city, 1
would be indeed despicable if I de-
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gerted the man to whom I am bound
by oaths and friendship.””

Silence followed these daring words.
The people looked askance, one at the
other, until as if by a signal their
speech broke loose in angry tumult.
Anyone professing friendship for
Hannibal was detestable in their
sight, and, but for the restraining
presence of the praetor, an attack
would surely have been made upon
Alorcus.

““You are the bearer of a communi-
cation from Hannibal,”’ said the prae-
tor. ‘‘Of what nature is it?”’

“‘Hannibal offers you terms for the
surrender of your city.”’

““We have asked for none, but hav-
ing maintained a valiant struggle for
close upon eight months we will give
ear to his terms.”’

Alorcus saw that all expected more
than he could offer, but, without hesi-
tation, said : ‘‘Hannibal demands that
the city be abandoned to him with all
its treasures, but he pledges himself
to allow all the inhabitants to depart
unmolested, each with a change of
raiment.”’

On hearing these words the faces
of the men hardened in anger, and
all listened eagerly when Nicanor

an speaking.

be‘g‘Wh:IY:t greater insult could Han-
nibal offer us?’’ he asked. ‘‘He
promises us our lives and one change
of raiment, as though we were hum-
ble suppliants instead of a people
who have withstood his fierce attacks.
And he has felt our force. His war-
riors we have slain by the hundreds;
many of his officers have perished,
and he himself has not escaped
scatheless. Even now he limps as a
result of his wound.”’

“Tt is so. Nieanor speaks the
truth.’’ shouted several.

“We will never surrender,’”’ added

other.
anMany took up this ery.

Unmindful of the growing wrath
of the populace, Alorcus spiritedly
retorted : ‘‘Hannibal has, as Nicanor
says, not escaped scatheless, but his
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vengeance does not extend to him who
caused his wound.”’

At this a warrior known as
Caturiges stepped forward.

““I care not for the vengeance of
the Carthaginian,”” he announced
with no little bravado. ‘‘It was my
javelin that wounded him. Another
time my aim will be more fatal.”

The erowd applauded this deelara-
tion, the shrill voices of the women
rising wildly above the men’s. Ca-
turiges was a hero to be honoured,

Meanwhile the senators held a hur-
ried consultation, after which Ede-
con, the praetor, commanded silence
while he delivered the reply to Han-
nibal’s offer.

““The terms you bring from the
Carthaginian,”’ said he to Alorecus,
“are not acceptable to the Sagun-
tines.”’

A shout of approval interrupted
him. When quiet was restored he
continued: ‘“We will not, therefore,
consider them further; we even spurn
them. If Hannibal would have the
city he must take it by force. Such
is our answer.’’

The people emphasized their assent
to this defiance and the tumult be-
came deafening. Hannibal’s terms
had only determined them to fight
the more fiercely.

But even then Alorcus raised his
voice until he forced a hearing.

““You spurn the terms offered you
by Hannibal,”’ said he, ‘‘as though
it rested with you to choose your fate.
You speak without one thought of
what your rash words will bring, and
in your unreasoning anger you neg-
leet to consider your desperate posi-
tion. The city cannot withstand the
assaults many more days. Perchance
to-day will see its downfall. The inn-
er defences which you raised when
the outer walls fell are now weakened
and in places overwhelmed by the
battering rams which stand waiting
to resume the attack. Therefore,
weigh carefully what you would have
me say to Hannibal before you bid
me go. It is hard to be compelled to
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give up your beloved eity,’’ continued
Alorcus. with a passionate earnest-
ness which vibrated in his voice,
“‘but much of it is already in the
hands of your enemy, and what re-
mains with you is being destroyed
before your sight. You are proud,
O people of Saguntum; but you must
humble yourselves as others have
done whom the gods willed should
meet defeat. Deserted by Rome, your
only hope is to accept the terms of
the conqueror, and he offers life ta
you all. Refuse, and not one man
will be spared, while your women
will be given over to the victorious
warriors for their pleasure. Know-
ing all this, will you persist in defy-
ing Hannibal?”’

Some few seemed influenced by
these words, no less than by the sin-
cerity of the speaker. Noting this,
Nicanor quickly replied: ‘‘You plead
Hannibal’s cause with much fervour
and I mistrust your friendship for
Saguntum. Only last night you in-
duced my son Alcon to leave the
city.”?

““It is not so,”” protested Alorcus,
‘“Aleon left the city in the hope of
inducing Hannibal to spare it. I ac-
companied him to the general—that
is all.”

The populace, at first surprised by
the nature of Nicanor’s accusation,
now turned threateningly upon Alor-
cus. His denials were as nothing to
them. They talked rapidly among
themselves.

Amid the confusion Harmodios
cried out: ‘‘Alorcus speaks the
truth—the truth.”” But none heed-
ed her. She was about to rush for-
ward among the senators to reiterate
her words when the praetor again
addressed Alorcus.

“1f what you say is trne why has
Alecon not returned to the city with
Hannibal’s terms?’’ : .

““Alas, Edecon, he remains with
the Carthaginian because he feared
death at the hands of his own people.
When Hannibal listened to his en-
treaties and made reply that he would
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grant life to the Saguntines, accord-
ing to the terms I have already laid
before you, the gentle Alcon there-
upon declared that his people would
surely slay the bearer of such news, *”

““You were not so wise as he,”” in-
terrupted Caturiges.

‘“As Hannibal’s ambassador I am
entitled to protection, and as the
friend of Saguntum I should be
granted a respectful hearing. If Al.
con truly had cause to fear your
wrath it is to the shame of the ecity
for the terms are not of his mak-
ing.”’

‘I believe not this tale,’’ eried Ni-
canor angrily. ‘‘If Alecon went to
Hannibal to implore mercy for the
city he would not have failed to re-
turn. He has surely been detained
as a hostage while this man comes
in the guise of a friend to prevail
upon us to surrender.’’

‘A messenger to Hannibal’s cam
can prove the truth of my words. *?

‘“And he would also be detained
No, let Hannibal keep Alcon and do
with him whatsoever he will, but I
for one, am unwilling that AIorch
should be allowed to return.’’

Seeing that danger threatened her
lover, Harmodios stepped forward in
the midst of the senators.

“You do Aloreus an injustice '
sald she, as they regarded her Wiih
surprise. ‘‘He comes here to befriend
Saguntum. Alecon remains in the
camp of the Carthaginian of his own
free will, for ere he departed last
night he was filled with fear as to
your reception of him when he
should come back. Aloreus is here
in his place and you threaten him as
though you were barbarians.”’

From maidenly supplication, Har.
modios’s manner had changed to an.
gry censorship.

Qujckl_y recovering from his sur.
prise, Nicanor pushed his daughter
aside and replied: ‘“‘Women’s words
do not influence the councils of the
Saguntines. My daughter lies to pPro-
tect her lover. I mistrust him, *’

“So do 1,”” shouted Caturiges.

— 2
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“We do all mistrust him,”’ added
several.

“He comes to examine our de-
fences,”’ continued Nicanor.

““Your tongue is coated with lies,”
replied Alorcus. ‘‘My friendship for
Saguntum exceeds yours. But you
are brave with your insults becausa
I stand unarmed.”’

Nicanor laughed maliciously.

‘1 can prove you to be a spy,’” he
gaid. ““‘Onmly last night you entered
the city by stealth in order to find a
weak spot for the enemy to storm.”

“Phat lie is greater than all the
others you have uttered.”’

“Did you enter the city last
night?’’ asked one of the senators of
Aloreus. :

‘I did approach the wall and climb
to the top.”’

“‘For what purpose?’’

Aloreus refused to reply.

“Pid I not speak the truth?”’
shouted Nicanor triumphantly. *‘ This
man is a spy. Death to the spy!”’

“Ie is no spy,”’ retorted Harmo-
dios vehemently. ‘‘He came to the
wall of the city to meet me.”’

Niecanor uttered a cry of rage and
struck her full in the face. But he
had hardly done so when Alorcus
rushed upon him and hurled him with
great violence to the ground.

Instantly Alorcus was seized by
geveral armed warriors who threaten-
ed him with death. The erowd surg-
ed forward with angry eries ready to
tear to pieces this enemy who had
dared to lay hands upon a senator.

Harmodios attempted to reach
Aloreus’s side, but Nicanor, who had
serambled to his feet, held her back.

“Pesist or you will but lose your
own young life!’”” he said, and she
knew from the expression of his face
that he would himself kill her.

Aloreus was quickly bound, but
his eourage was unshaken as he stood
before his persecutors.

““Hannibal shall surely avenge this
insult,”” he cried. ‘‘None of you shall
escape the wrath of the great chief-
tain whose forces surround your city.
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You have refused his terms with
scorn and have laid violent hands up-
on his ambassador. Saguntum shall
be sacked. All the fighting men, yes,
and old men, will be killed, and the
young women will be handed over to
the soldiers. Not one shall esecape,
save Harmodios.”’

The anger in his face vanished as
his eyes met hers.

““You would reserve her for your-
self,”’ retorted Nicanor, ‘‘but you
will be disappointed. When the city
falls the women will be saved from
dishonour in a manner befitting the
Saguntines, and Harmodios will be of
the number. And for yourself, Alor-
cus, you will witness the sacrifice be-
fore you meet your death.”

Alorcus paled at this threat. He
knew somewhat of the manner in
which these people would destroy
themselves, rather than fall into the
hands of an enemy, and he felt pow-
erless to save Harmodios.

He was conveyed, securely bound,
to Nicanor’s house and placed in a
cell. An armed warrior guarded the
door.

IIT.

‘When by mid-day Alorceus had not
returned to the camp, Hannibal judg-
ed that he had been foreibly detained.
He thereupon gave orders for the re-
sumption of the attack, and, being
informed that the gate on the north
side of the city was but poorly de-
fended, he deputed Marharbal to ride
thither in haste with a body of cav-

Meanwhile the Saguntines were as-
sembling on their walls. As the
vines and towers advanced they rais-
ed a mighty shout of defiance and
began hurling missiles almost before
the enemy were within range.

Noting the suffering on Alcon’s
face, Hannibal said to him: ‘‘Retire
to my tent if you would not witness
the destruetion of your people, for I
shall show them no mercy.”’

The battle was soon raging fierce-
ly. The Carthaginians fought with
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the certainty of victory, while the
expectation of defeat did not lessen
the ardour of the Saguntines. But
they were forced to watch the be-
siegers pressing closer and yet closer
without being able to attempt a sally,
for the presence of the opposing force
drawn up in line of battle made such
a move impossible. And now some
few regretted their precipitancy in
refusing Hannibal’s terms.

The battering rams worked unceas-
ingly. Beneath the protection of the
testudines hundreds of brawny war-
riors, perspiring even in their naked-
ness, drove the metal heads with ir-
resistible force against the inner
walls. The dull pounding rose omin-
ously above the other sounds of bat-
tle. Lofty towers filled with armed
men and catapults advanced even
closer, and, from the several storeys,
Jjavelins, arrows, and huge masses of
rock were hurled into the city, kill-
ing and maiming many. In conjune-
tion with this, the Balearean slingers
stationed on the rising ground, pour-
. ed a deadly hail of pebbles and clay

balls into the thinning ranks of the
defenders. DBut a desperate resist-
ance was maintained and the assail-
ants suffered not a little. Ere long,
however, several breaches were visible
in the walls.

It was Hannibal’s plan to make an
opening of sufficient magnitude to
permit of an advance by his infantry,
but while working with this end in
view a messenger arrived from Ma-
harbal stating that he had forced an
entrance by the gate.

““The end has come at last!’’ ex-
claimed Hannibal.

‘Within the city all was confusion,
and when it was known that the
Carthaginian cavalry had gained con-
trol of the northern gate a panie
ensued. Seeing that the end was at
hand, the senators and other prom-
inent men retired from the walls and
turned their attention to a huge pyre
which had been constructed near the
citadel. Upon this they were deter-
mined to destroy themselves with
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their families and other possessions.

Slaves were running hither and
thither carrying oil and pitech to
their masters, who spread these com.
bustibles thickly upon the pPyramids
of wood. When it was thus made
ready the eitizens proceeded to their
houses and returned bearing in their
arms all kinds of valuables—brace.
lets, necklets, and baldries studded
with jewels, drinking-cups of pure
gold and silver and rich ornaments.
Others carried cloaks and wear ap-
parel of the finest texture. So great
was the accumulation that it seemed
impossible to destroy them before the
city would fall.

Harmodios was not ignorant of the
horrible death that awaited her. She
also knew that Alorcus would wit-
ness it ere he shared a similar fate
Her youthful spirit, so full of life
and expectation, rebelled against such
a sacrifice. Death was repellant to
her. If she could only free her lover
he might yet save her and himself
This thoqght recurred to her witl{
such persistency that at last she de-
termined to try and win over the
guard. Should he inform on her to
Nicanor she would suffer immediate
death, but hope was silhouetted
against the lurid background of dan-
ger.

Hastily leaving the room she be-
took herself to the door of the prison
chamber.,

“May I enter?’’ she asked of the
warrior standing there.

‘“‘Nicanor’s orders cannot b is-
obeyed,”” he replied. ..

Harmodios unfastened her neck-

lace of jewels and offered it to him
as a bribe.
‘“Of what use is that?’’ he said.

““Before night I shall be dead.?’

‘“‘But I can grant you life,”’ ex.
claimed Harmodios excitedly. ‘“Phe
Carthaginian army is at hand and
will soon be in possession of the city.
Hannibal will spare none, so great is
his wrath against the Saguntines for
the manner in which they have ’mis.
used his ambassador. Free Aloreus
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and your life shall be spared! Now
Jet me pass!’”’ And she advanced to-
wards the door.

But the guard was obdurate. Even
life did not appeal very powerfully
to him, for, with the fall of the city,
he was ready to die.

“Be quick!”’ cried the girl. “‘The
pyre is completed and my father
may return at any time.”’

‘T eannot do what you ask. This
Alorecus is a traitor and it is well that
he should die.”’

He turned away, but as he did so
she glided after him and drawing a
dagger from beneath her cloak buried
it with one powerful stroke between
his shoulders.

““You scorned life,”’ said she, ‘‘so
I give you death.”

The man fell with a ery of agony,
his aceoutrements resounding noisily
upon the stone floor. Without be-
gtowing a look upon him, Harmodios
tore away the barriers against the
door and burst into the cell. With
the dripping dagger still clasped
firmly in her hand she rushed to-
wards Alorcus, who lay in the fur-
thermost corner, tightly bound. At
first he thought her some crazed crea-
ture come to kill him, but when he
recognized her hi.s surprise was hard-
ly less than his joy.

«Tt is I1’? she exclaimed. ‘‘Har-

dios.”’
mq‘What brought you here?’”’ he
asked. ‘‘And this blood, what does
it mean? Are you wounded?’’

“No, no, I slew the guard, so that
I might save you,”’ and she procepd-
ed to cut the cords that bound him.

«“But we cannot escape,”’ said
Aloreus gently. ‘‘All the streets are
filled with people, and I am

ed.”’
unf:[l;mtook her blood-stained hand in
his and stroked it. :

““Hannibal is storming 1the city,”’

lained. ‘‘If you listen you
%ﬁl eflle)ar the rams battering the
walls. Many warriors are slain and
a part of the force has already en-
tered by the northern gate. The
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Saguntines are making ready their
holocaust—we must leave here.”’

Harmodios spoke rapidly but with-
out hesitation. In the midst of her
excitement she realized the necessity
for concealment in order to escape
from her father.

““I have no sword,’”’ said Alorcus
regretfully.

““The guard’s!’’ she exclaimed and,
running to the hallway, she picked
up the weapon beside the corpse.

“Now follow me!’’ she went on,
but suddenly she stopped and then
hurried back to the side of Alorcus.

Nicanor blocked the way.

““T have arrived in time,’’ said he.

Aloreus met his eyes without hesi-
tation.

““We are one to one,”” he replied.

‘‘Release my daughter!”’

‘‘She stays by my side from choice
and I shall not give her to you to be
wantonly saerificed. Stand aside,
while we pass! I would leave it to
others to kill the father of Harmo-
dios.”’

For answer Nicanor rushed for-
ward, with sword upraised. The at-
tack was sudden, but Alorcus warded
off the blow and retaliated with a
thrust that drew blood from below
the shoulder. Nicanor dropped his
weapon and fled.

‘“You should not have let him go,”’
said Harmodios. ‘‘He will return
with armed men and we will be over-
powered.”’

‘T spared him because he was your
father.”’

While speaking he changed his
sword for the one Nicanor had drop-
ped.

‘““He would not spare us. He will
return, I tell you, and drag me to
the fire, as the other citizens are do-
ing with their wives and daughters.”’

She held Alorcus tightly by the
arm and spoke with a vehemence that
overwhelmed her self-control.

He looked into the dark depths of
her eyes, which burned with a desire
to live, and the desire became com-
municated to him.
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‘‘Let us hasten to the tower,’’ said
he, “‘it is better fitted for defence
than here.”’

““You must spare none,’”’ she coun-
selled as they climbed the steps. *‘ All
who attack us must be killed. I shall
assist you with my dagger, and if
you fall I shall turn its blade against
myself. My body will not burn in
the fire.’’

Aloreus required no further en-
couragement. Harmodios’s boldness
had relieved him from captivity, and
the hope filled him that he would be
able to protect her and himself un-
til Hannibal gained possession of the
city. His head was bare and he wore
no defensive armour over his tunie,
but the sword he carried was a mag-
nificent weapon and he felt confident
of being able to beat off a number of
assailants.

Standing on their elevated retreat
the whole city and its surroundings
were revealed to their anxious gaze.
The battering-rams had some time
earlier demolished portions of the
wall at several points and were now
withdrawn, while the infantry storm-
ed the newly-made breaches. But it
was impossible for the catapults and
secorpions to continue operations for
fear of the missiles striking the be-
siegers, many of whom were now with-
in the ecity.

In every quarter the battle pro-
ceeded with unremittant fury. Ma-
harbal and his ecavalry continued to
advance steadily, their long-swords
cutting a way through the defenders,
who, knowing that death alone could
be their fate, fought without any
thought of self. Their reckless daring
created no slight loss among their
opponents—warriors of many nations,
some heavily armed and wearing
coats of mail, others naked to the
waist, swinging brass-studded clubs.

Those who had earlier in the day
been occupied in working the rams
and catapults did not wait to clothe
themselves, but seizing any weapons
they could find hastened in the wake
of the regular lines. All were eager

f?r the blood of the Saguntine war-
riors, who had withstood them so
long, while the spoil that was now
almost within their reach was an
equally strong incentive. They jos-
tled one another in the mad rush
Some fell wounded by their compan-
lons, but none heeded their eries.

Gradually the Saguntines were dri-
ven back to the centre of the city,
maimed, bleeding, but ever ﬁghtin.g
till overcome by death. Their bodies,
lay thick upon the ground, but min-
gled with them were many of Han.
nibal’s soldiers—swarthy Libyans
lithe Iberians, and savage-lookiné
warriors from the wilds of Asturia.
Onward forged the vietorious mass.
trampling alike upon the wounde(i
and dead. And all the while the
afternoon sun bathed the sanguinary
scene in a golden light that was Tre-
flected from the armour and helmets
of the combatants, and emblazoned
the swords as they rose and fell.

But a more gruesome scene than
battle was being enacted at the pyre
The wealth of the ecity had been
gathered together and placed there.
on, vntil its surface was almost hid-
den by the mass of gold, silver, and
ornaments—a gorgeous altar for the
sacrifices about to be offered. All the
senators and many of the chief ejti.
zens stood nearby with their wives
and daughters, whose faces seemed
the more white in contrast with the
black mantles they wore. At a sign
from the praetor the wood was ignit-
ed. Throughout the multitude came
an oppressive silence which was not
broken as the hungry flames began
to shoot upward with a crackling
sound.

No one moved.

‘Do not delay!”’ cried the pr
in a loud voice, ‘‘else the Carlzhzg?:
1a1r11§hwi11 tl)le upon us.’’

us exhorted, an old man ste

forward, acecompanied by his %)ff(:
and daughter. All three mounted the
steps leading to the top of the Pyre
and, without any sign of fear, leapeq
into the midst of the smoke, which

S AR O SR S e e



HARMODIOS

was now so thick as to hide them
almost completely from view. A suf-
focating scream followed by an omin-
ous silence caused a tremour to run
through those watching from below.

Several citizens now advanced, buf
the women hesitated; some began to
weep piteously while begging for de-
lay. But their supplications availed
them nothing. One warrior seized his
unwilling daughter and rushed with
her in his arms up the stairway into
the fire. Through a rift in the smoke
ghe could be seen still struggling to
free herself from the fatal embrace.

The examples thus set were quickly
followed. The restraint that, in the
beginning, had possessed the crowd,
was now replaced by a maddening
enthusiasm which became communi-
eated to all save the younger women.
Their terrified yells and beseechings
surcharged with tears failed to move
the determination of the execution-
ers, who hurled them one after an-
other into the holocaust.

Mothers saw their daughters con-
sumed before their eyes, and then
unhesitatingly gave themselves up to
a similar fate. The fires raged furi-
ously, and the smell of burning flesh
was oppressive. Charred bodies form-
ed a thick layer on top of the burn-
ing mass, amid which each fresh vie-
tim writhed in agony. The deadly
work was carried on without delay,
but many still remained awaiting de-
struction, and the Carthaginians were
drawing near.

““Make haste!’”’ shouted the aged
praetor, in tones that were heard
above the women'’s shrieks.

Meanwhile Alorcus stood at the
head of the stairway awaiting the re-
turn of Nicanor. As the time passed
he began to hope that he would not
come. But Harmodios knew that her
father would revenge himself in some
unexpected manner, and even the
sight of the Carthaginian cavalry
now elose at hand did not banish the
fear that filled her. She erept to the
edge of the roof and looked over.
Amid the confused mass of men, wo-
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men, and children standing around
the fire she saw Nicanor, who sud-
denly snatched a flaming brand and
rushed with it towards the house.
The people applauded his aetion, and,
as Harmodios stood up in full view
of them, they jeered and scoffed,
though she could not hear what they;
said.

‘“‘Put up your sword!”’ said she to
Alorcus. ‘‘My father has found a
means of destroying us that you can-
not prevent.”’

Alorcus hastened to her side, and
the Saguntines yelled the louder.

‘“‘Escape!’”’ cried Nicanor scof-
fingly.

Aloreus brandished his sword in
defiance, and the crowd jeered the
more. But their attention soon re-
verted to themselves, for it was now
evident that the enemy would arrive
upon the scene before the sacrifices
were completed. Numbers of the
Saguntines therefore withdrew them-
selves with their families to the houses
yet remaining in their possession and
setting fire to them ecalmly awaited
death.

‘“All are to die by fire,”” murmured
Harmodios as she ecrept closer to
Alorcus.

‘“We must escape,’’ he said, ‘‘there
is a way. The Carthaginian cavalry
will soon be here and we can join
them.”’

‘“But the fire! Already the smoke
is becoming thick about us.”’

‘“We must fight our way through
it. Come, let us descend!”’

Harmodios shook her head.

‘“It cannot be,’’ she replied. ‘‘ Arm-
ed warriors gathered by Niecanor
await below to slay us. I saw them
but now. We must die, Alorcus,”’
she continued desperately, ‘‘but I
dread the cruel flames. It would be
kind if you would pierce my heart
with your sword. Say that you will,
Alorcus?”’

‘‘No, no, we must escape! I can
see Maharbal approaching at the head
of his cavalry. The Saguntines are
falling before his warriors—the bat-
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tle is at an end. Listen, and you can
hear the shouts of victory!”’

‘“But we are doomed, Alorcus. The
flames will soon reach us. Do not
let me burn, I beg of you! Kill me
with your sword !’’ she entreated, her
lips close to his.

Alorcus did not answer, but, seiz-
ing her by the hand, rushed to the
stairway. Volumes of smoke were
rolling upwards, but this did not de-
ter him. Harmodios tottered. He
tore off his tunic and wound it around
her head. Then picking her up in his
arms he began the descent.

The smoke was suffocating and
blinded him, while the flames singed
his hair and skin, but he pushed on.
Fire surrounded him on every side
and seemed to burn into his eyes:
still he did not close them. A faint-
ness began to creep over him; he
gasped for breath, and for a moment
leaned against the wall, but the con-
tact of the burning wood with his
flesh roused him to fresh effort.
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He was now at the foot of the stair-
way, and the street was seen through
a curtain of fire. He halted in order
to draw his sword, then, burying his
face against the almost lifeless form
of Harmodios, he pressed forward,
Thick smoke eclogged his nostrils
flames danced before his vision, thé
consciousness of an intense burning
came to him as he staggered towards
life without. As in a dream he saw
Maharbal advancing at the head of
the Carthaginian troops. Suddenly
a warrior loomed up before him—it
was Niecanor. Though encumbered
with the weight of Harmodios, Alor-
cus thrust with his sword and the
aim was true. But he could not with-
draw the weapon and he left it sheath-
ed in the body of his enemy. Then g
great faintness seized him and al
was darkness. He fell forward al-
most at the feet of Nicanor.

~When he opened his eyes Harmo-
dios was bending over him.




THE PEACE CONFIRMED IN HEAVEN

From an Engraving by Nattier of the original painting by Rubens in the Louvre, Paris. Reproduced
by courtesy of M'lle Charlotte L&nard.
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FOR FATHER GASTINE
BY H. MORTIMER BATTEN

which began away down in the

Missouri and spread rapidly north-
wards among the Indians of the for-
est foothills. For Dan Hardwick, the
trader, it had been a bad season. He
had travelled more than a hundred
miles to trade with the Indians of
Lost River, and now that he had ar-
rived there it was only to find that
the village, like others he had left
behind him, had been visited by the
plague. All the Indiaps were gone,
Jeaving their dead behind them.

Hardwick left his team and stroll-
ed into the nearest tepee. All man-
ner of rubbish strewed the floor, and
the atmosphere of the place was un-
wholesome. As his eyes became ac-
eustomed to the gloom hq noticed a
strange-shaped bundle lying at his
feet, and kicked it lightly with the
toe of his snowshoe. Thereupon the
pundle squirmed and emitted a wail
of anguish—unmistakably the ery of

hild.
% ‘c‘Jumping Judas!”’ quoth Dan
Hardwick. ‘‘They’ve gone and left
oose!’’
£ pHaepwas about to turn on his }}eel
and leave the child to its fate Wltp-
ont further investigation when again
that weak, plaintive ery stabbed the
chilly silence of the tent. :

A sudden sense of ownershl_p and
pity, which was entirply forelgl_n t’o
his nature, rose up in Hardwick’s
heart. He went back to the sled, took
his spare parki from under the lash-
ings, and rolled the half-starved baby
boy in it. He sat down to think.
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IT was the year of the great plague,

It came to this: the kid was his if
he cared to take it. Certainly some
years must pass before the youngster
could be of any use to him, but he
could get it fed and fostered cheaply
enough at the Holy Cross Jesuit Mis-
sion. Hardwick had no partner, and
often he was compelled to hire In-
dian help at four dollars a day, so
if he legally adopted the child it
might prove a good investment for
the future.

A fortnight later Hardwick called
at the Holy Cross Mission, and left
the Indian child with Father Gastine,
together with the sum of five hun-
dred dollars.

““On the strict understanding that
the youngster’s mine whenever I come
back for him,’” he explained. ‘‘Rec-
kon it’s up to you mission folk to look
after destitute Indian children, but
I want to treat you on the square.
You can eram as much grub and re-
ligion down his throat as you like,
and I'll pay for it.”’

Dan Hardwick was a stranger at
the mission station in those days.
Father Gastine smiled agreement as
he took the child in, for he was used
to dealing with these rough, out-
spoken men of the woods, who were
kindly and sympathetic at heart.

‘““Warbush, see here what I’ve
got!”’ shouted the priest, as he closed
the mission station door and carried
the wide-eyed infant into the recep-
tion-room. The priest was no longer
a young man, and life out there on
the prairie’s edge was at times a lit-
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tle monotonous. In response to his
call a long-haired Indian, wearing
chaparejos and a deerskin shirt,
strolled from the kitchen. He looked
in black-eyed wonderment at the
child, then without a word clapped
his hands and screwed his face out
of all recognition. The baby laughed
gleefully, exposing a row of tiny
pearl-like teeth, at which the Indian
exclaimed: ‘““Ugh! Coyoteo!’’ And
thereafter the Indian orphan was
known by the name of Coyoteo, or
Little Coyote.

Warbush had become a Christian
Indian some ten years previously. A
member of the Blackfoot nation he
had fallen a vietim to prairie fever,
and would have died out on the plains
had it not been for Father Gastine.
Since then he had lived at the Mis-
sion station as kitchen man and dog
musher, water-carrier, and bootblack.
Father Gastine could have had no
more dutiful servant and bodyguard
than Warbush. He had attached him-
self to the priest with that faithful-
ness and dog-like devotion that the
raw savage sometimes will extend to-
wards a man of higher caste.

But now that little Coyoteo was
come, Warbush soon began to see that
a change had taken place at the mis-
sion station so far as he was concern-
ed. Hitherto he had been the priest’s
sole companion. Of an evening he
had squatted himself by the stove,
and listened in, wide-eyed silence
while Father Gastine told of the won-
ders that existed across the sea; of
the railways and street cars; of
mighty cities with their pulsing
streets and great cathedrals. But now
little Coyoteo ocecupied all the priest’s
spare moments. He was a weakly lit-
tle fellow for his age, and had much
to learn that he should have known
already. And thus, amusing himself
with the youngster, Father Gastine
often forgot all about the silent figure
seated in its old place by the stove.

Not that Warbush bore little Coy-
oteo any malice—such is not the true
Indian’s nature. Father Gastine loved
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the child; that was enough for him.
Father Gastine would teach the boy
to read and write; would teach him
that above all things he must love
and serve God and the white trader
who was to be his master in later life
‘Warbush, when the time came, Woulci
instruct the child in the art of wood-
craft, and teach him many a lesson
of the trails, which those who travel
the northland must know.

(.)nce.a year Dan Hardwick paid
ﬁymg v1s_its to the station, and talked
in a business-like manner regarding
Qoyoteo ’s upbringing. On these ocea-
sions he seldom asked to see the child
and such toys as the Indian boy pos:
sessed were whittled with infinite
pains by Warbush. But Coyoteo
grew fit and strong, and was such g
happy, joyous little fellow that many
a bearded pilgrim of the woods envied
Hardwick his possession.

There were stories afloat conecern-
ing the trader which, as time passed
by, came to the priest’s hearing. QOne
spring Hardwick returned from the
woods without his partner and on the
point of starvation. He told the tale
that his partner had died from priva-
tion, but some time later a skeleton
was found on the river margin by
which Hardwick had travelled. In
the skull was the mark of g bullet,
and one of the fingers of the right
hand was crippled.

Was it the skeleton of Hardwick s
partner? Men who knew Hardwiek
fell silent when the question arose
Two men with just enough grub to
take one of them back alive and
Hardwick’s partner had posses’sed a
cri'i‘)gled finger! 3

ere were tales, too, of a ¢

who drove his dogs till theyraliit
bloody pawmarks in the Snow; who
was suspected by the Government of
trading firewater with the Indians of
far-back regions, and whose nam

stank in the nostrils of the people a:
that of a bully, a grass snake and g
braggart. For such reasons the trad

er travelled the trails alone, for m;
one cared to accompany him, Waiting

S A S R R SR e SR e



FOR FATHER GASTINE

till the Indian child he had adopted
was old enough to don a pair of snow-
shoes.

Small wonder, then, that Father
Gastine, of Holy Cross, looked with
sad thoughtfulness at the child he had
come to love when he heard the erunch
of Dan Hardwick’s snowshoes out-
gide the mission door.

It was a July evening. Nine years
had passed since the day when the
white trader brought Coyoteo to the
mission station. In the reception-
room the Father Superior sat with
his gray head between his hands,
while at his side Warbush, with many
guttural grunts, was teaching Coyoteo
the art of making mucklucks.

Suddenly there was a knock at the
door. The priest rose to his feet and
opened it. At the threshold stood
Hardwick the trader.

There was no need to mention the
objeet of his visit. The priest turned
to little Coyoteo and shook his head
gravely. ‘‘He is too young to accom-
pany you yet,”’ he stated. ‘“Give him
another year at least.”

Hardwick raised his eyebrows and
elinked his way to the stove. It was
not difficult to read Father Gastine’s
thoughts, and the trader’s answer was
insolent: ‘“That so! I don’t ask your
advice, Father Gastine. I came here

the boy.”’

foﬁa faint ﬁmile of indeseribable sad-
ness curved the old priest’s lips. “‘I
am aware of that, Mr. Hardwick,”
he answered quietly, ‘‘but you must
remember that you have entrusted
Coyoteo’s upbringing to me. I have
pursed him and educated him with
infinite pains since his babyhood. I
am now an old man, and I never had
a child of my own, though had I pos-
gessed one I should have loved him
no more than I love little Coyoteo.
He is nothing to you, but to me he is
everything in the world. In consid-
eration of this you will surely allow
that I have some right to advise you
regarding his future.” :

The trader stretched out his long
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thin legs and scowled at Coyoteo.
Father Gastine had drawn the boy to
his side and was standing with one
arm round him, as though to defend
him from some sudden danger that
was menacing them both.

“I don’t see it,”’ answered Hard-
wick briefly. ‘‘You have been liberal-
ly paid for what you have done. You
have merely been responsible for the
youngster during his babyhood.’’

The priest rose to his feet, and
went across to the safe in the corner
of the room. From it he drew a wad
of bills, and handed it to Hardwick.
‘“‘Here is every cent you ever paid
me for the boy, with compound inter-
est added,”” he said triumphantly.
““The love of a child cannot be pur-
chased, and all you have done for
Coyoteo counts as nothing before
Heaven. He is mine, body and soul
—my best possession on all God’s
earth. I would gladly go through
life barefooted if I could keep him
by me. If you take him from me now
you do an unpardonable sin.”’

Hardwick rose to his feet. He glane-
ed through the wad of bills. Then he
let them fall from his fingers to the
floor. ““No you don’t,”’ he answered
quickly. ‘‘This is an ordinary busi-
ness transaction, and you don’t skin
out of it like that. As for the rest—
you seem to forget that if it hadn’t
been for me the boy wouldn’t be alive
at all.”’

The Jesuit shook his head slowly.
“I do not forget,”” he answered.
‘“Nine years ago you took pity on a
destitute Indian child and brought
him here. Sometimes I wish you had
never done so.”’

A sudden flush erept over Hard-
wick’s weather-beaten face. His eyes,
8o gray as to be almost colourless, fix-
ed the priest with a stony stare.
‘““What do you mean by that?’”’ he
inquired with quiet significance.

‘‘I mean,”” said Father Gastine,
‘““that I would rather little Coyoteo
had died out yonder at Lost River
than that he should live to become
your partner.’’
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Hardwick clenched his fists, but his
eyes rested on the ivory crucifix that
hung from the priest’s neck. He took
up his sombrero, and moved towards
the door. At the threshold he paused
and looked back into the room.

““The boy is legally mine,”” he said
coolly. ‘I am going to prove it to
you, then force you to give him up
to me. I shall call again to-morrow
evening.’’

Father Gastine heard the closing
of the door, followed by the man’s
footsteps outside and the rumble of
hoofs. Only too well he knew that
Hardwick had the law in his favour.
He seated himself by the window,
and the shadow of one arm of the
great white cross in the compound
without—that symbol of love and
tenderness—fell across his broad
shoulders, as his own arm encircled
the child at his side.

Little Coyoteo sobbed softly. He
knew only that some bitter calamity
had befallen the man he loved. War-
bush stood back in the shadows, star-
ing, staring, while away across the
prairie galloped a single horseman
on a gray cayuse, a smile of sinister
triumph on his lips.

Once an Indian, always an Indian.
Silently, in his cowhide moccasins,
‘Warbush stole out of the room where
the old priest was seated. At the
threshold he paused, and looked back
at Father G(astine with lingering
thoughtfulness. He went to his own
little room, and from a musty shelf
where it had lain forgotten since he
became a Christian, he took a rusty
muzzle-loader. He donned the clothes
he had worn ere Father Gastine cloth-
ed him in white man’s garments, and
with his saddlepack on his arm stole
noiselessly out of the house.

All was very still outside. The air
was fragrant with the scent of flow-
ers, refreshed by the cool of evening
—flowers the Indian himself had
planted, to wateh their growth with
pride and wonder. He stooped, and
plucking two of them, laid them on
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the stone steps of the station. Be-
tween them he laid the mission medal,
on one side of which was embossed
the head of the great Katharine, and
below he wrote some childish message
in a childish hand.

An hour later the Blackfoot brave
slopped lightly from his ecayuse in
a hollow of the prairie near to the
group of shanties known as Berwick’s
Camp. Keeping to the hollows he
approached a large white building
which stood separate from the p
and by the portico of which was
tethered a gray cayuse.

‘Warbush stood by the open parlour
window, a keen, picturesque figure in
the evening sunshine, and listened.
From the room beyond came the elink
of glasses and the sound of men’s
voices—one louder than the rest,
which he recognized.

The Indian half raised the muzzle.
loader, and called the trader by name,
He waited breathlessly while the
sound of footsteps ecame along the
passage; then there was a deep re-
port and silence.

The men ran from the saloon to
find the body of Hardwick, shot
through the heart, lying beside the
parlour door. The bar-tender prod-
ded the inert figure with his toe, ang
thrust his revolver back into its hol-
ster. ““Ugh!” he muttered. ‘‘Thera
lies the dirtiest skunk that ever sold
hootch to a redskin.”’

That night, when the stars
out, Warbush drew rein at the
of a high ridge, and looked down in-
to the valley at the home he had loved
so long. There was the great white
cross with its sheltering arms out-
stretched; there upon the lighteq
window fell the old familiar shadows,

For a minute or so the Indian gazed
as though reluctant to ride g
Then he turned his face towards
where the aurora shone palely in the
sky, and crossing himself reverently
he passed on, riding towards the great
unsurveyed, where the white man’s
law is a thing unknown.

shone



CURRENT EVENTS

BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

ARSAW and Ivangorod have

fallen, but victory has been

bought by the Germans at a
heavy price. For a year, with vary-
ing intensity, Russia has had to meet
single-handed the combined attacks
of the Austro-German armies along
the eastern front. The capture of War-
gsaw after a year of fighting is there-
fore not much to boast of, particu-
larly when the Russian armies remain
intact and capable of still maintain-
ing the offensive. On three previous
occasions Field Marshal von Hinden-
burg struck at the heart of Russian
Poland, only to be flung back by the
great white bear, lacerated and ex-
hausted. It was only by the concen-
tration of overpowering numbers suf-
ficiently strong to undertake a vast
enveloping movement that Warsaw
was rendered wuntenable and the
@Grand Duke Nicholas forced to
straighten his line and horten.hxs
front by withdrawing to thg River
Bug. Before retiring, the Polish cap-
jtal and all the adjoining country
were stripped by the Russians of
everything of military value, and
thousands of the civil populapqn and
all the public agencies, thaf. ministered
to the industrial and social needs of
the ecommunity were withdrawn from
Polish soil. In addition to the tre-
mendous strain of a year’s war on
this front the German victors must
bear the disappointment of unreal-
ized hopes regarding spoils. The net
gains to the Germans are increased
prestige and the occupation of a
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buffer strip of land between Russia
and East Prussia.

Russian Poland projects westward
to a point only one hundred and
eighty miles from Berlin, and is
bounded on the north by Bast Prus-
sia, and on the south by Galicia. East
Prussia is marshy country and dur-
ing the rainy season, as Napoleon
found to his cost, liable to become a
vast morass. West of this marshy
territory is the line of the Vistula,
protected by the German fortresses,
Thorn, Graudenz, and Danzig. The
natural difficulties in the way of a
Russian advance are enormous, and
not lessened by the defects in railway
transport, and the peculiar nature of
her communications. Germany has
seventeen lines of railway leading to
the Russian frontier, which enable her
to despatch five hundred troop trains
daily to the Russian frontier, and to
concentrate in a few days immense
numbers of men at any point de-
sired. Russia has five railway lines
only to bring up reinforcements and
supplies. The same strategie difficul-
ties exist on the southern front. The
Carpathian passes are pierced by
seven railways, which enable Austria-
Hungary to coneentrate in a few days
over a million men and supplies on
the plains of Galicia, where eight
railways are available for rushing
them to the frontier. As against
these Austrian strategic railways Rus-
sia has only four lines. Another re-
markable fact which has come to light
is that while in general the gauge of
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Russian railways differs from the
German and Austrian, on the War-
saw front the German gauge is in
force as far east as the Polish cap-
ital. Germany, therefore, was in the
advantageous position of being able
to run supplies across the frontier
without detraining. Russia’s peculiar
strategic difficulties make it incumb-
ent on her military leaders to find
their chief strength in defence rather
than in offence. The configuration
of the great Eastern Empire of the
Czar makes invasion an unprofitable
undertaking. But, in the case of Ger-
many, the projection of her defences
into Russian territory is her chief
safeguard against the invasion of
German soil, and the destruction of
her internal resources in this indus-
trial region on which, in this cam-
paign, so much depends.

One of the big disappointments for
Russia in the fall of Warsaw and the
Polish triangle of forts is the sur-
render of the Polish race to the cruel
hoof of the Teuton invader. Just at
a time when a commission was sitting
in Petrograd drafting a constitution
for Poland, the ancient capital—the
Jerusalem of the Pole—is once more
in an enemy’s hands. The salient of
Poland projects racially much farther
west than the Russo-German fron-
tier, and includes most of the Pro-
vince of Posen, and a great part of
West Prussia. But before Russia
could move westward on Posen it was
necessary to secure her flanks by the
invasion of East Prussia and Galicia.
On the other hand, the Germans, re-
membering Moltke’s advice half a
century ago, decided to push the Rus-
sians back to the line of the Pripet
marshes and carve out a new Polish
kingdom under a Teuton king, which
would be a buffer state between Ger-
many and her powerful Slavie neigh-
bour. There can be little doubt that
the Kaiser, whatever his views re-
garding the Moltke suggestion, hopes
to hold Russian Poland as a pawn
in the game of diplomacy, and from
‘Warsaw to dictate satisfactory terms
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of peace. Already, it is stated, peace
overtures have been made by the
Kaiser, and rejected. It is equally
certain that the Allies will not draw
rein in this campaign so long as the
Kaiser holds any aces up his sleeve.
Germany’s surrender must be uncon-
ditional. No vestige of diplomatie
influence backed by the sword must
be left to her.

The magnificent fighting qualities
of the Russian armies, and above all
the wonderful resource and nimble-
ness shown in escaping from seeming-
ly impossible positions, mark a won-
derful improvement in the Czar’s
land foreces since the war with Japan,
Not yet equal to the strain of a cam-
paign with the whole force of Gep-
many alone, the fight put up by the
Grand Duke Nicholas against Aus.
tria-Hungary and all the available
forces of Germany not engaged on the
western front has won the admiration
of military experts, and must have
proved a disagreeable surprise for the
German staff. Russia has a long way
to go before she carries out her orig-
inal plan of extending her territory
westward to the Danzig-Posen-Cra.
cow line, and as these places are re.
garded as indispensable to the Tep.
tonic League the fight must be econ.
tinued until Germany is crushed. The
rumours of an early secession of the
Russians and the conclusion of g sep-
arate peace may be discounted as part
of the German campaign to divide the
Allies. Russia has given a solemn
pledge to continue the fight so long
as her Allies are in the field, and any
idea of a separate peace is out of the
question while German troops remain
on Russian territory.

The brilliant conduct of the cam.
paign by the Russian generalissime
has maintained his reputation as g
serious student of military science,
It is said he is steeped in the milj.
tary lore of the great Napoleon
whose campaigns still provide text:
books for the armies of the world
The Grand Duke Nicholas is a verit.
able giant, over six feet seven incheg
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in height, and absolutely wedded to
his profession. He has done more
than any other man to carry through
the reforms in the army, which de-
feat at the hands of the Japanese in
Manchuria showed to be imperative.
Two other members of the Imperial
family also had aided in bringing
the fighting forces of the Czar to a
more efficient standard before the
war. The Grand Duke Sergius Mik-
hailovich is responsible for the high
piteh of efficiency of the artillery,
while the Russian aerial service owes
much to the indefatigable efforts of
the Grand Duke Alexander. But it
is to the brilliant general staff by
which the Russian commander is sur-
rounded that the wonderful achieve-
ments of the army must be largely
ascribed. These men learned the art
of war on the plains of Manchuria.
In General Nicholas Yanuschkevitch,
chief of the general staff, Russian
military men believe they possess a
gecond Moltke, while the half-dozen
army commanders under him have
for years been preparing for such a
¥
waNor can admiration be withheld
from Field Marshall von Hindenburg,
the German commander on the east-
ern front. Like the Grand Duke,
the brilliant German strgtegist was
a diligent student of war in the east-
ern theatre. A veteran pf the 1870
war, and on the retired list, Hinden-
burg made the defence of_ East Prus-
gia his special hobby, while outward-
ly living the life of a country squire
on his Hanover estate. He had spent
much of his military life in East
Prussia and knew every diteh and
morass. When he retired he.con-
tinued to haunt what he believed
might one day be a great battlefield.
He carefully surveyed the lakes and
marshes and knew just where to find
solid ground for the transport of men
and guns. Year after year he sur-
veyed and marked his maps and wait-
ed for the day. He was _mstrumental
in preventing the drainage of the
marshes, and the clearing of the for-
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ests, making representations to Ber-
lin that carried weight when a syndi-
cate applied for leave to turn this
swampy land into a smiling garden.
This wilderness zone, he declared, was
worth many army corps and fort-
resses to Germany in case of war. He
carried the day and in the opening
battles of the war smote the Russian
commander, Samsonov, a smashing
blow, in this very region at Tannen-
berg, Samsonov, two of his corps
commanders, and several generals and
brigadiers being killed in this disas-
trous battle, when the Germans cap-
tured 80,000 Russian prisoners and
hundreds of guns. Since then Hin-
denburg has been the idol of the Ger-
man people.

It was well known when war broke
out that Russia would not reach her
maximum fighting strength for at
least a year. Kvery year Russia has
1,300,000 men who attain to age for
military service, but about a third of
these only have actually served. It
is computed that Russia had seven
million trained men when war broke
out, but only-half of these probably
have been equipped for the field. Ger-
many’s chief difficulty in the eastern
theatre is to maintain against the al-
most unlimited resources of Russia
in men, money, and supplies, a con-
tinuous line of resistance between the
Baltic and the Carpathians, at the
same time defending her western
frontiers against invasion. The Rus-
sian armies will reorganize for an-
other drive, and when the Grand
Duke next strikes he will be in a bet-
ter position to consolidate his gains.
German superiority in guns and sup-
plies, coupled with the same advan-
tages over the Allies in the western
zone, seems to have imposed upon
Russia during the first year of the
war a task beyond her strength. The
real test will come when Ger-
many, weakened by the terrific strain
of maintaining her fighting efficiency
at maximum strength finds her re-
lentless enemies drawing steadily
ahead in numbers and military re-
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sources. It is a time for determined
effort, not for pessimism.

An old prophecy survives among
the Poles that through the sufferings
of Poland the world will find regen-
eration. That day should be close at
hand, for never in her centuries of
anguish and cruel oppression has
Poland suffered more the tortures of
the damned than in this eampaign.
But all is not lost. The Poles still
retain their inviolable faith in their
future destiny and if regeneration
comes to the world through this bap-
tism of blood, they and other strug-
gling nationalities must be guaran-
teed their freedom as self-governing
communities.

A final effort is being made by the
quadruple entente powers—Britain,
France, Russia, and Italy—to bring
the neutral Balkan States to declare
war against the Teutonic alliance. It
is a question largely of terms and it
passes the wit of man almost to
satisfy their territorial ambitions
without running foul of some other
equally strong claimant. The Greeks
are obsessed, like the Serbs and Ital-
ians, by the idea of ineluding their
widely-scattered co-nationals within
a racial frontier. Almost imperial
in its ambitious sweep this ‘‘Great
Idea,”” as it is termed, cannot be
satisfied in one case without infring-
ing upon the claims and established
rights of other nations. The Balkan
problem remains a thorn in the side
of Europe, and is particularly em-
barrassing at a moment when the
question of the partition of Turkey
looms above the political horizon.
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The controversy between Great Bri-
tain and the United States regarding
the blockade of neutral ports reached
a definite stage during the first week
in August when Sir Edward Grey,
on behalf of his Government, sent .8
reply to the American protest. The
position taken up by Britain—that
the American objections are unsus-
tainable in point of law and interna-
tional usage, and that modern condi-
tions of warfare introduced by Ger-
many necessitate some chanées in
blockade methods in order to make a
blockade at all effective—has on the
whole been reviewed in a friendly
spirit by United States newspapers.
The Outlook voices the general im-
pression made by Sir Edward Grey’s
firm and dignified Note when it says:
‘It is a pleasure to compare the reg-
sonable spirit and law-abiding and
law-respecting tone of this communi-
cation with Germany’s latest exploit
on the sea affecting the lives of Am-
ericans. . Compared with this
German practice of shelling and top.
pedoing merchant vessels, the British
practice of detaining vessels on the
high seas without any loss of life is
inconspicuous.”” Britain has offered
amends for inconvenience to Ameri-
can shippers by suggesting the set-
tlement of disputes by arbitration
Whatever hope Germany once enter:
tained of embroiling the Uniteq States
and Britain in an angry controve
or possibly war, has long sinee pass-
ed away. The spirit of the Hundreq
Years of Peace permeates the diplo-
matia correspondence between the
two great English-speaking nations,




The Aibrary Table

CHRONICLES OF CANADA®*

Ten new volumes. Edited by George
M. Wrong and H. H. Langton. To-
ronto: Glasgow, Brook and Com-

pany.

NE of the ideas suggested by
O the able and important article
by Mr. Clarence Warner in
The Canadian Magazine for August

is that the traditions of a I}ation are
not the least important of its posses-

seience and the industry which lead
to material wealth and soecial order
are but manifestations of unseen
forces within. As the home is an ex-
tension of the individual, and the
nation of the home, and as a man
takes pride in his own achievements
or in those of his family, and is there-
by moved on to greater efforts, so is
the nation moved on to higher levels
by its traditions—by its past life—
by the thoughts and deeds which

gions. The national character is in
fact moulded by great and inspiring
traditions. They are the very source
of that national consciousness which
begets unity and power and which
wins for a country respeet abroad
and makes it a comfortable dwelling-
place for its citizens at home. The

make up its history. This is why
every country maintains at the public
charge great establishments for the
preservation of annals, such as our
Dominion Archives at Ottawa, and
considers it well worth while to sus-
tain such bodies as the Hijstorieal
Manuscripts Commission, the Na-

% ¢¢The Founder of New France,”” by C. W. Colby; ‘‘The Great Fortress,’’ by
William Wood; ‘‘The War with the Tnited States,’”” by William Wood; ‘‘The War
Chief of the Ottawas,’”” by Thomas Guthrie Marquis; ‘‘Tecumseh,’’ by Ethel T. Ray-
mond; ‘‘The Red River Colony,’’ by Louis Aubrey Wood; ‘‘Pioneers of the Pacific
Coast,”’ by Agnes C. Laut; ‘‘The Family Compact,”” by W. Stewart Wallace; ‘‘The
Pribune of Nova Scotia,”’ by William Lawson Grant;; ‘“The Day of Sir John Maec-
donald,”’ by Sir Joseph Pope. ™ A 3

The following volumes of the series, published in 1914, were noticed in ‘‘The
Canadian Magazine’’ of February: ‘‘The Dawn of Canadian History,”’ by Stephen
Leacock; ‘‘The Mariner of St. Malo,”’ by Stephen ILeacock; ‘‘The Seigneurs of Old
Canada,’”’ by William Bennett Munro; ‘‘The Great Intendant,”” by Thomas Chapais;
«¢The Passing of New France,’”” by William Wood; ‘‘The Winning of Canada,’’ by
William Wood; ‘‘The United Empire Loyalists,”” by W. Stewart Wallace; ‘‘The War
Chief of the Six Nations,”” by Louis Aubrey Wood; ‘‘The Adventurers of England on
Hudson Bay,”’ by Agnes C. Laut; ‘‘Pathfinders of the Great Plains,”’ by Lawrence
J. Burpee; ‘‘Adventurers of the Far North,”” by Stephen Leacock; ‘‘All Afloat,”’ by

illi Wood.

leh(;.;n the thirty-two volumes which the series comprises, ten are still to be published,
as follows: ‘‘The Jesuit Missions,”’” by T. G. Marquis; ‘‘The Fighting Governor,’’ by
C. W. Colby; ‘‘The Aeadian Exiles,”” by A. G. Doughty; ‘‘The Father of British
Canada,’’ by William Wood; ‘‘The Cariboo Trail,”’ by Agmes C. Laut; ‘‘The ‘Pat-
riotes’ of ’37,”” by A. D. DeCelles; ‘‘The Winning of Popular Government,’’ by Archi-
bald MacMechan; ‘‘The Fathers of Confederation,”’ by A. H. U. Colquhoun; ‘‘The
Day of Sir Wilfrid Laurier,”” by O. D. Skelton; ‘“The Railway Builders,”” by 0. D.
Skelton.

M
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tional Battlefields Commission, ete.

Archives and public collections are,
however, only the beginning. Before
these can be of any real service they
must be followed by literary crafts-
men who possess the imaginative
power to reproduce the past and make
the old heroes live again. There must
be publishers, too, to give form to the
productions of such writers and scat-
ter them to a multitude of readers.
Official records and other sources of
information are indispensable. But
they are the body only, a body with-
out life. Even more lifeless are the
condensed history-books of the schools
room. True historical writing is that
which brings before us vividly, like a
moving picture, the seenes and events
of the ages that have passed, and en-
ables us to live in fancy with the
men who made the history and to be-
come acquainted with them. And, un-
til hooks are written and published
which do this for us, our history has
ne meaning. ‘‘It is the historian who
makes the event,”’ says one writer ;
‘it was Emerson who fired the shot
heard round the world.”” Though this
is not literally true, it illustrates an
important truth.

Now, Canada is rich in history, rich
in the examples of daring and pur-
poseful men, rich in the possession of
imperishable and priceless traditions.
But have the Canadian people taken
these to themselves? Has the epic
of Canada yet become a part of the
national life? How many Canadians
would be found in a day’s journey
who could tell the story of Halifax,
of Louisbourg, of Annapolis, of the
St. John River, of Montreal, of Sim-
coe county, Ontario, of the Red River,
of Vietoria? How many could give
an intelligible account of Iberville, on
Hudson Bay, of La Veréndrye ‘‘the
plains across’’, of Franklin in the
Arectic seas, of Mackenzie ‘‘ from Can-
ada by land’’, of the United Empire
Loyalists? It would be a safe bet,
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we imagine, that the history of the
Thirty Years’ War is better known
generally among university profes-
sors in Canada than the history of
the confederation of the Canadian
Dominion, or that the average pupil
in the high schools of Ontario knows
more of Alexandria than he knows
of the early annals of Montreal. Yet
to a Canadian, Montreal is far mou;
important than Alexandria; Confed-
eration is far more important than
the Thirty Years’ War; the Canadian
Pacific Railway is far more important
than the Ppramids or the Parthenon,
This is not to deery classie learning,
But the national lore should be taught
first; then, if there is time, we may
teach the other.

Fortunately, the means are now
provided. Last year publication was
completed of the elaborate work edit.
ed by Adam Shortt and Arthur Q.
Doughty, ‘‘Canada and Its Pro-
vinees,”” in twenty-two large volum
a system of scholarly monographs,
painstakingly worked out from orig-
inal documents.t This admirable work
work is particularly to serve the ad-
vanced student and the -citizen in
search of specific information or
sound judgment. Now, following on
its heels, comes another series, these
‘“Chronicles of Canada,’’ no less
fully written and edited, but of an
entirely different character — of a
character, indeed, to illuminate and
give meaning to every Page of
the larger work. The big book is
a storehouse of well-digested in-
formation; but it seems probable to
us that a great many readers will be
deprived of its service, for the simple
reason that its plan and style pre-
suppose an interest already awaken-
ed in the subjects discussed—an in-
terest which we are sorry to believe
does not yet prevail to any wide-
these ‘‘Chronicles” are interesti
for their own sake, as literature—gg
well-told tales of adventure and forti-

———

t This work was the subject of a special article in ‘‘The Canadian Magazine’’ for

December, 1914.
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tude, of war and statesmanship, and
as portrayals of human nature. Books
such as these, written of Australia,
would be read with interest by Cana-
dians; and these little books, unless
we greatly mistake, will in time find
their way into every country of the
English-speaking world.
1t is clear, too, from the volumes
already published, that the plan of
the series has been carefully worked
out, that the narratives are well
articulated, so that the successive
peaks in the range of Canadian his-
tory are shown in a continuous chain.
The essential unity of the series will,
we believe, be still more evident when
the remaining ten volumes are pub-
lished. Another point which should
be mentioned, in view of the avow-
edly popular character of the series,
is that the narratives are not only
reading, correct and vigorous
English, but good history as well. It
will be found that almost every one
eontains something new—some inci-
dent of the story which cannot be
seen elsewhere in print. It is appar-
ent that the greatest care has been
exercised for historical accuracy.
Some of the volumes are written
wholly from original sources. We
have been informed by one of the
authors that, before he began to tell
his story he spent six months of un-
interrupted time in preparation, mak.
ing notes from documents in the
Archives. g
But while the work has historical
unity, it is not to be supposed that
a score of writers could be got to-
gether whose productions would ap-
r as if all cast in the same mould.
This would be neither possible nor
desirable. In the ten volumes, by
nine different authors, now before
us, we find nine varieties of style, for
every narrator has his own way of
a story. For example, Pro-
fessor Colby tells his in smooth, level,
easy-going periods, with many his-
torical allusions and interpretative
asides, all very interesting; William
Wood’s cadences rise and fall like the
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waves of the sea; Stewart Wallace
has a tone of authority, a vigorous
certainty; Miss Laut takes us over
the road with the swiftness of a hur-
ricane, meanwhile painting pictures
irn all the colours of the rainbow.
So each of the other writers has his
own peculiar characteristic.

If we should be asked to state our
preference for any particular volumes
in this lot of ten, we should, after
some deliberation, pick out three.
These would be William Wood’s
1812, Sir Joseph Pope’s Macdonald,
and Professor Grant’s Howe. DBut
this would be an arbitrary judgment,
for all the volumes are good. No
doubt many readers will give prefer-
ence to Louis Wood’s ‘“Red River
Colony’’; others will say that Mar-
quis’s Pontiac is the best story
of the lot; others again will swear
by Miss Raymond’s ‘‘Tecumseh,’”’
and so on. By the way, Miss Ray-
mond appears to be the only ‘‘dark
horse’’ in the whole list of writers.
We are told that she lives in Brant-
ford and is a daughter of the blind
postmaster there. We congratulate
Brantford on an author who can
write a book as good as this ‘‘Tecum-
seh.”’

It is not our practice in these pages
to bestow uneritical eulogy on any
book. It may be that our admira-
tion for these little volumes has taken
away our critical faculties for theq
time being. But we find no fault in
them. They are well written, well
edited, and well published. Note-
worthy are the maps and illustrations,
particularly the colour drawings made
expressly for the series by Mr. C. W.
Jefferys. We are glad that the time
has come when it is possible to pub-
lish such books in Canada.

3
RADA
By AvrreEp Noves. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.
HIS is a one-act drama of the war
in Belgium. The time is Christ-
mas Eve, and the place a village that
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has been invested by the Germans.
The immediate scene is the house of
a doctor who has been killed at the
front. The occupants are the doc-
tor’s widow, her daughter, twelve
years old, and an aged lunatic who
had come there as a patient. German
soldiers take possession of the house,
and the play is intended to depict the
grossness and brutality that have
marked their progress across that ill-
fated country.

oW

THE LITTLE MAN

By JoN GanLswortEY. London:
William Heinemann.

THIS is one of the latest of the

Galsworthy eollections. It con-
tains six satires and fifteen studies of
extravagance. But it’s worth the
trouble of the whole collection, if for
nothing more than ‘‘The Little Man’’.
““The Little Man”’ is a play of one
act and three scenes. More strictly
speaking, it is a comedy; and, more
strictly still, it is a satire. In any
case, it is brim full of fun. Here in
thirty-three pages we have thrown up
for us upon three small canvases dis-
tinctive idiosyncracies of four na-
tionalities, the German, the Dutch,
the English, and the American, with
the Little Man unclassified. The first
scene is a railway station in an Aus-
trian town; the second, a compart-
ment in a railway carriage; and the
third, the platform of another station.
The American, of course, has vurry
much to say. The Duteh youth laughs,
but says nothing. The German is
tolerably voluble. The English cou-
ple try to keep to themselves, but can-
not. The Little Man, in helping an
over-bundled woman to get into the
carriage with her baby, gets in him-
self, with the baby, but the woman is
left behind. The situation is, to say
the least, embarrassing, but it gives
the American plenty of opportunity
to express his views and display his
nationality and for the others to ex-
press their indignation. At the next
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station the mother and echild are
brought together again on the arrival
of the next train. But meantime the
party provide the author with plenty
of material with which to amuse his
readers.

e

POLLYANNA GROWS UP

By ELeaNor H. PorRTER. Boston : |
C. Page and Company.

POLLPANNA reminds one of Die-
. kens’s hostler, who saw no virtue
in being jovial while holding his
present job. He made up his ming
to try grave-digging, because if he
could still be happy there would be
some virtue in it. And, even as a
grown-up, Pollyanna continues to
look for everything to be glad about
As an offset to her own temperamen{
she tells about a ‘“‘Ladies’ Aidepr’? in
the West, an old woman, one of the
kind that really enjoys being miser.
able. ‘‘I was perhaps ten years old
and was trying to teach her the game‘
I reckon I wasn’t having good suc:
cess, and evidently I at last dimly
realized the reason, for I said to her
triumphantly: ‘“Well, anyhow, yon
can be glad you’ve got such ga fof of
things to make you miserable, for
yo'1111hlove to be miserable so well1?*
ere is a good deal of phile

in what Pollyanna says, foxP somzo}l))t]:z
sons really do seem to take satisfac-
tion in at least telling about their
misery. But Pollyanna has a pench-
ant for gladness, and for that her
books are widely read. '

Qe
"

POEMS OF EMILE VERHAEREN

Translated by Alma Strettell. Lon.
don, The Bodley Head : John Lane.

HIS is a collection of poems ¢

T lated and selected froII)n the Wrgxl-xks;
of the outstanding poet of Belgium
They are the same as contained in a
volume by the same translator pub-
h_shed some time ago, with three addi
tions: ““The Glory of the Heaveng’'

T

..
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“Life’’, and “‘Joy’’. We quote from
the first of these three:

Shining in dim transparence, the whole of
infinity lies,

Behind the veils that the finger of radiant
winter weaves;

And down on us falls the foliage of stars
in glittering sheaves,

From out the depths of the forest, the
forest obscure of the skies.

The winged sea with her shadowy floods
as of dappled silk

Speeds, ’neath the golden fires, her pale
immensity o’er;

And diamond-raved, the moonlight, shin-
ing along the shore,

Bathes the brow of the headlands in radi-
ance as soft as milk.

There is an appreciative introdue-

tion.
3

THE OLD SHIPS

By James ELroy FLECKER. London:
The Poetry Bookshop.

l'l‘ is astonishing the number of re-
markably cheap volumes of good
poetry that have been issued since the
commencement of the war. Much of
the poetry has been about the war.
Here we have some excellent faney
from the lamented James Elroy Flee-
ker, done up in an attractive paper
cover, with decorative design, at one
shilling! All we peed quote is the
poem that gives title to the collee-
tion :
THE OLD SHIPS

I have seen old ships sail like swans
aslee

Beyondpthe village which men call Tyre,

With leaden age o’ercargoed, dipping deep

For Famagusta and the hidden sun

That rings black Cyprus with a lake of

fire; ; 5
And all those ships were certainly so old
Who knows how oft with squat and noisy

gun, 2
Questing brown slaves or Syrian oranges,
The pirates Genoese
Hell raked them till they rolled
Blood, water, fruit, and corpses up the
hold,
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But now through friendly seas they softly
run,

Painted the mid-sea blue or shore-sea
green,

Still patterned with the vine and grapes
in gold.

But 1 have seen

Pointing her shapely shadows from the
dawn

And image tumbled on a rose-swept bay

A drowsy ship of some yet older day;

And, wonder’s breath indrawn,

Thought I-—who knows—who knows—but
in that same

(Fished up beyond Aeaea, patched up
new

—Stern painted brighter blue—)

That talkative, bald-headed seaman came

(Twelve patient comrades sweating at the
oar)

From Troy’s doom-erimson shore,

And with great lies about his wooden
horse

Set the ecrew laughing, and forgot his
eourse,

It was so old a ship—who knows—who
knows, who knows?
—And yet so beautiful, I watched in vain
To see the mast burst open with a rose,
And the whole deck put on its leaves
again.
%

—The Studio for July contains the
first of a series of articles by D. Croal
Thomson on ‘‘“The Paris Salon of
Fifty Years Ago’’. The text, which
will be found extremely interesti
is illustrated by reproductions, most-
ly of drawings, from the works of
Puvis de Chavannes, E. V. Luminais,
Honoré Daumier, Adolphe Hervier,
J. F. Millet, Jean Louis Hamon,
Theodore Rousseau, Claude Monet,
F. Chaigneau, Sir Edwin Landseer,
J. B. C. Corot, and L. E. Meissonier.
There is a review also of the Royal
Scottish Academy, with reprodue-
tions of paintings by James Pater-
son, John R. Barclay, Sir James
Guthrie, Dorothy Johnstone, Robert
Burns, Gemmell Hutchison, and John
Duncan. There is also a particularly
interesting article on Kendal, with
charming pencial drawings, by
Arthur Tucker.
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VERY INDEPENDENT

A Highlander from Tobermory
asked the price of a railway ticket
from Oban to Killin of the clerk at
the Oban railway station. ‘‘So
much,’’ replied the clerk. ‘‘Hoot
awa’,”’ replied Donald ; ‘‘it’s far ower
dear! I’d rather walk!’’ and off he
started. He had not proceeded far
when the train came tearing along,
whistling as it neared a station. ‘‘Ye
needna whistle for me!’’ said Donald.
“I made ye an offer aince, and ye
wadna tak’ it; sae ye can gang on.
I’m no eomin’.”’

KD
w

A man in the English Veteran Re-
serves was called up recently. After
a week at his new quarters he was
brought up before the officer com-
manding for not cleaning his rifle one
day. Said the officer commanding:
‘““Hem, you’re an old soldier re-en-
listed, I see. I suppose it will be
many years ago since you were repri-
manded? What was your last of-
fence? Can you remember what that
was?’’ The old soldier, annoyed on
account of the repeated assertions as
to his age, replied: ‘‘ For not cleanin’
ma bow an’ arrow, sir.”’—London Ezx-
press.
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QUITE A SURPRISE

A builder’s man was seen walkin
with his right arm raised above his
head and slightly bent, as if carry-
ing ‘z;;lh objeﬁt of some weight.

re at the dickens are you R
ing like that for?’’ asked tﬁ’e pu‘Zzailel:i
foreman.

‘““Can’t I walk bloomin
like ?”’ replied the man. B

““Yes, perhaps you may;
about the chap behind 27’

Turning, the workman saw his
mate standing two yards in the rear
holding his arm in precisely the same
way.

“Well, I’'m blowed, Bill,”’ h i
after a moment’s reflection, “iv:?:—z
left the blooming ladder behingd 1

3

A FINE DisTINCTION

““No, I didn’t come up to busi
yesterday,”’ said the stoé)t man ?xllnteﬁ
corner of the carriage. ‘‘The last of
my daughters was getting married
so I had to give her away.”’ 3

‘““Really? Who was the ha
man?’’ inquired a polite fellow pas-
senger,

““I was,”’ said the par
ically.—Td-Bits. P e

but what
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TWICE-TOLD TALES

REMONSTRATED WITH

A minister of a rural parish in
Scotland found one of his flock shoot-
ing a hare on the Sabbath, and re-
monstrated with him. ‘‘Macpherson,
do you know what a work of necessity
is,’Y

T do,” replied Macpherson.

““Weel, do you think shooting a
hare on Sunday a work of neces-
sity 77’

““It is that,”’ replied the parish-
ioner.

“How do you make that out?”’

““Well, ye see, meenister, it micht
nae be oot on Monday.”’

3%

Away From HomE

An elderly English actor came over
to his first American engagement. On
landing he started for an English
boarding-house uptown, where he had
been told he could get English food.
He emerged from the pier laden with
his hat-box, his umbrella, his grip,
and his overcoat, and climbed aboard
a horse-car. Just as he was fairly
upon the platform the car started
and he fell through the open door in-
to the aisle, scattering his goods and
chattels in every direction. As he
got upon his knees he remarked in a
tone of feeling: ‘‘There now! I knew
I should’nt like this confounded coun-

')1
try! .

@GertiNng INnTo LINE

David was viewing the wonders of
the zoo with his father for the first
time. David’s mother is an ardent
suffragist.

Oveg'l the cage of the secretary bird
is an inseription which reads:

““The male secretz;.lry bird hatches

and rears the young.”’
thﬁ)ﬁ%igs slowly spelled out the in-
seription and turned inquiringly to
his father.

¢¢Tg the secretary bird’s wife a suf-
fragist, too, pa?’’ he asked—Judge.

447

“Ir’s AN I Winp”’

Lord Charles Beresford told in his
memoirs the story of an old Irish
gamekeeper who always agreed with
everything that was said to him.
Meeting the old man one day when
the wind was blowing a gale, Lord
Charles said to him: ‘‘It’s a fine calm
day to-day.”” ‘‘You may well say
that, Lord Charles,”” replied the
gamekeeper with hearty acquiescence,
“‘but what little wind there is is ter-
rible strong.”’

-
5

Goop LiFE INSURANCE

Agent: Would you like to look a$
this lovely set of Dickens?

Umson: Noj; I never have a bit of
luck with books.

Agent: Whaddye mean, luck?

Umson: I bought a set of doetor
books last year, and I haven’t been
sick a day since.—Judge.

b

STucKk T0 HER

First Crony: I mind the day you
was married, William; what a fright
you had.

Second Crony: Aye, aye, Jarge;
and I’ve still got ’er.—The Tatler.

FATHER AND SON
—McCutcheon in the Chicago Tribune
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ON THE MEND

An Irishman was chatting with a
few friends in the street of an Eng-
lish town when an Englishman com-
ing along shouted to him:

‘“Hi, Pat, is that yersilf. An’ how
might ye be?’’

Pat turned round with a merry
twinkle in his eye.

“Very well, thanks,”’
‘““And how might you be?’’

Englishman: ‘“Oh, just about half
right.”’

Pat: ‘‘That’s good, faith, you’re
mending, boy,”” returned he, midst
the laughter of the bystanders.

said le.

KD
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AccuracYy DEMANDED

In one of the industrial towns in
South Wales a workman met with a
serious accident. The doctor was sent
for, and came and examined him, had
him bandaged and carried home on
a streteher, seemingly unconsecious.

After he was put to bed the doctor
told his wife to give him sixpenny-
worth of brandy when he came to
himself. After the doctor had left
the wife told the daughter to run
and fetch threepennyworth of brandy
for her father,

The old chap opened his eyes and
said, in a loud voice: ‘‘ Sixpenn’orth,
the doctor said.”’

2
e

SERMON ON THE MOUNT

The village tailor only received
occasional orders from the vicar for
such articles as hats, collars, or hand-
kerchiefs.

““You see,”’ remarked the reverend
gentleman, one day, having called
with his usual order, ‘‘when I want
a suit T go to London. They make
them there.”’

Calling again a few weeks later,
the vicar remarked that he had not
seen the tailor at church lately.

““No,’’ replied the tailor, ‘‘when I
want to hear a good sermon, I go to
TLondon. They preach them there.”’

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

A CHANGE oF TABLES

A tourist, travelling in the Rocky
Mountains, was introduced to an old
hunter who claims to have killed no
fewer than 400 bears.

““Bill,”” said the introducer, *‘this
feller wants to hear some narrer
escapes you’ve had from bears.’’

The old man, rubbing his eves,
looked the stranger over, and said:

““Young man, if there’s been any
narrer escapes, the bears had ‘em —
Fidits.

A

Dew, Bur Nor DUugr

A young man had a tender passion
and took his girl a bunch of violets.
“They are beautiful,”” said the maid.
en. ‘‘And they are so fresh. I think
there is some dew on them yet.”’ The
young man blushed. ‘‘Yes,”’ said he
““there is; but I am going to pay it
to-morrow.’’

.

o

ALwWAYS SOMEONE READY

“Uncle, why did you
marry ?’’

““I never found a girl who would
have me.”’

‘‘Uncle, somebody’s been foolin
you. Our sex isn’t that particular.**
—Sketch.

never

s
w

A CoMPROMISE

It was Sunday, and Donald was
hammering away at the bottom of his
garden, when his wife came upon the
scene.

“Mon,”’ she said, ‘‘you’re makin?
ower much noise. What’ll
bors say ?”’ s

“I dinna eare what the neebors
say,’”” retorted the busy one, ‘I must
get my barrow mendit.”’

““Oh, but Donald, it’s verra Wrang
tae hammer on Sawbath,’” exXpostny-
lated his guid-wife. ‘‘Ye ocht tae
use screw-nails!’’

—.



THE WONDERFUL MISSION OF THE

INTERNAL BATH
BY G. G. PERCIVAL, M.D.

thousand Americans are at the pres-

ent time seeking freedom from small,
as well as serious ailments, by the prae-
tiee of Internal Bathing? .

Do you know that hosts of enlightened
physicians all over the country, as well as
osteopaths, physical culturists, ete., ete.,
are recommending and recognizing this
practice as the most likely way now known
to secure and preserve perfect health?

There are the best of logical reasons for
this practice and these opinions, and these
reasons will be very interesting to every-
one, 20

In the first place, every physician real-
jzes and agrees that 95% of human ill-
nesses is caused direetly or indirectly by
aceumulated waste in the colon; this is
bound to accumulate, because we of to-day
neither eat the kind of fon nor take the
amount of exercise which Nature d_em.ands
in order that she may thoroughly eliminate
the waste unaided— i

That’s the reason when you are ill the
phylician always gives you something to
remove this accumulation of waste, before
eommencing to treat your specl_ﬁc trouble.

It’s ten to one that no specific trouble
wounld have developeq if there were no ac-
enmulation of waste in the colon—

And that’s the reason that the famous
Professor Metchnikoff, one of the wor!d’s

test seientists, has boldly and specifie-
ally stated that if our colons were taken
away in infancy, the length of our lives
would be inereased to probably 150 years.

You see, this waste is extremely poison-
ous, and as the blood flows through the

DO you know that over three hundred

walls of the colon it absorbs the poisons
and carries them through the circulation
—that’s what causes Auto-Intoxication,
with all its perniciously enervating and
weakening results. These pull down our
powers of resistance and render us sub-
Ject to almost any serious complaint which
may be prevalent at the time—and the
worst feature of it is that there are few of
us who know when we are Auto-Intoxi-
cated.

But you never ean be Auto-Intoxicated
if you periodically use the proper kind of
an Internal Bath—that is sure.

It is Nature’s own relief and corrector
—just warm water, which, used in the
right way, cleanses the colon thoroughly
its entire length and makes and keeps it
sweet, clean and pure as Nature demands
it shall be for the entire system to work
properly.

You undoubtedly know, from your own
personal experience, how dull, and unfit to
work or think properly, biliousness and
many other apparently simple troubles
make you feel. And you probably know,
too, that these irregularities, all directly
traceable to accumulated waste, make you
really sick if permitted to continue.

You also probably know that the old-
fashioned method of drugging for these
complaints is at best only partially effec-
tive; the doses must be increased if con-
tinued, and finally they cease to be effec-
tive at all.

It is true that more drugs are probably
used for this than all other human ills
combined, which simply goes to prove how
universal the trouble caused by accumu-
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lated waste really is—but there is not a
doubt that drugs are being dropped as
Internal Bathing is becoming better
known—

For it is not possible to conceive until
you have had the experience yourself, what
a wonderful bracer an Internal Bath really
is; taken at night, you awake in the morn-
ing with a feeling) of lightness and buoy-
ancy that cannot be accounted for—you
are absolutely clean, everything is work-
ing in perfect accord, your appetite is bet-
ter, your brain is clearer, and you feel
full of vim and confidence for the day’s
duties.

There is nothing new about Internal
Baths except’ the way of administering
them. Some years ago Dr. Chas. -A.
Tyrrell, of New York, was so miraculously
benefited by faithfully using the method
then in vogue, that he made Internal Baths
his special study and improved materially
in administering the Bath and in getting
the result desired.

This perfected Bath he called the b
B. L. Cascade,”’ and it is the one Whicl;
has so quickly popularized and recommend.-
ed itself that hundreds of thousands are
to-day using it.

Dr. Tyrrell, in his practise and pe.
searches, discovered many unique and in
teresting facts in connection with this sub:
Ject; these he has collected in a little book
“The What, the Why, the Way of jn.
ternal Bathing,”” which will be sent fr::
on request if you address Chas. A 1
M.D., Room 534, 280 College Street, To.
ronto, and mention having read this in T:
Canadian Magazine. "

This book tells us facts that we neve
knew about ourselves before, and there +
no doubt that everyone who has an intere:
in his or her own physiecal well-bein
that of the family, will be very geoam,
instructed and enlightened by reading t;}i:

carefully prepared and secientifies
rect little book. cally cor.

NORMAL SIGHT NOW POSSIBLE
WITHOUT EYE-GLASSES

Bgcause your eyes are in any way affect-
ed, it no longer means that you must look
forward to wearing glasses for the balance
of your life.

For it has been conclusively proven that
eye-weaknesses are primarily caused by a
lack of blood circulation in the eye, and
when the normal circulation is restored, the
eye rapidly regains its accustomed strength
and clearness of vision.

The most eminent eye specialists are
agreed that even in so serious a condition
as cataract of the eye, an increase in blood
circulation is most beneficial.

It is now possible to safely give the eyes
just the massage (or exercise) which they
need, to bring them back to a normal,
healthy condition of natural strength, and
this method has been successful in restor-
ing normal eyesight to thousands and mak-
ing them absolutely independent of eye-
glasses.

It does not matter what the trouble with

your eyes may be; for old-si ar-sigh
near-sight, astigmatism, andg h:;vfen o~
serious eye troubles, have yielded ton:;h‘
genj:le massage, which is extremely simp =
entirely safe, and takes but a few ms v
of each day. Tiates
¥ If I%/ou V?)l?ll write to the Ideal

0., Room 537, 449 Spadina Toron
you will reeceive freé) on reé;:;t, .,
enlightening booklet on ‘‘The Ey . e
Care, Their Ills, Their Cure,’’ ‘which ;
scientific treatise on the eyes, and gi e
details about this Nature treatme;? fal
its results. All you need do is to
the book and mention having reaq ths for
The Canadian Magazine. his =

There are few people who consi
eye-glasses add to their appe:au-alxl)scl:gi g
they add to no one’s comfort, and &N
prefer not to wear them, this free book you
inform you how many others have accom

plished this result safely, succe: ully
permanently. - o

.
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B
A Money-Saving
A Bottle of Bovril in the kitch ol
BOttle L butcher’sv lbillls. e kitchen will cu

It enormously in-
creases the nourishing value of food—in fact, its body-
building powers have been proved ten to twenty times the
amount taken. It #222¢s¢ be Bovril.

THE

o (IDQETSONY seasung

;y W

Delicious and T ReT
Appetizing R)I O S =

- £
= Ingersoll Ingersoll Ingersoll Green m
— Pimento Cream Cheese Chile Cheese
£ Y
= Cheese —is supel.'ior to any m.'din-.ry Ingersoll Cream =
= Consists of énger- "h"“'_,_ m ﬂa\_ror —‘m"x:nch Cheese blended o
h creaminess—in nutritive . . : -

= :(;hl S:,:::nspa;;e:}: properties. It spreads like ‘“'.h Cn'llforma ]
£ Pimesitos. butter, never loses its fresh- Chile. Piquantand =
= Very appetizing. ness and is highly economical. delicious. -
s In packages 10c. In packages 15c. and 25c. In packages 15c. W
- and 15c. 5 =
e T “Spreads like Butter” my. Ingersoll =

Packing Co, Lid. @

ngersoll, Ont. -

)

E
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The word Waltham is so famous, the world over, that
without any explanation you know it means watches.
Wherever you go in the civilizediworld, you will encounter
discriminating men and women wearing Walthams. Such

supremacy comes only to the very best of articles.

The word Waltham on a watch dial means that the
greatest watch factory in the world vouches for that watch.
Its integrity and reliability are guaranteed.- If anything
ever happens to it," you can look to the manufacturer, no
matter where you are or even if the jeweler who sold it

to you has gone out of business.

The Waltham line comprises all styles of watches, large
and small, with all kinds of casings and many novelties.
Whatever you desire, there is a Waltham for you.  If you
wiil you send us your name and address, we will gladly
mail you free our new Waltham booklet.

Waltham Watch Company

Canada Life Bldg., St. James St., Montreal
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They Count Up!

The little dose of caffeine in one cup of coffee may not be im-
mediately felt. But, according to individual susceptibility, the grip
‘of this cumulative drug, used at the morning, noon and evening
meal, is bound to tell.

Some people seem to get along with coffee year after year.
Others feel its affects in nervousness, indigestion,heart flutter, bil-
iousness, constipation, etc.

For those whodo not appreciate the reason these troubles are

upon them, it's a good move to quit coffee and use

POSTUM

It contains no caffeine, no other drugs, no harmful ingredients,
no coffee troubles.

Ten days or two weeks on this pure food-drink instead of
coffee is a start toward better health and happier days.

«There’s a Reason”’

—sold by Grocers.
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3 The D & A and the La Diva ,
: Corsets are made in Canada. |
- Buy them and glve employment

A palatable and nourishing meal pre
pared from the highest' grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

W. CLARK, Limited - - Montreal
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Modern
Cookery

Creates Bubbles
Out of Grain

In making Puffed Wheat and
Puffed Rice, the chet was displaced
by the scientist—

The laboratory supplanted the
kitchen—

And steel guns succeeded the
oven.

: It seems queer. But the fact
is that grain was never perfectly .
cooked before this heroic process. .

Billions of Explosions

The scientist was Prof. A. P. Anderson. ;

He found in each grain a hundred million food cells. All had to be broken
for easy digestion. He found in each cell a trifle of moisture. And he said,
““P'Il turn that moisture to steam and explode it.”

And he did, He sealed up the grains in steel guns. He rolled those guns
for one hour in 550 degrees of heat. Then he shot the guns, and every food
cell exploded.

The grains were puffed to eight times normal size. They came out airy
bubbles, flaky, thin and crisp. And every food atom, as never before, was fitted
for complete digestion.

That was the climax in cookery.

. 76 SRR RS
Puffed Wheat, 12¢
Puffed Rice, 15c

Except in Extreme West

These grains in other forms will partially digest. But never before were whole grains
supplied with every food cell broken. Nor where whole grains ever made so enticing.

As morning cereals they taste like toasted nuts. In bowls of milk they float like
bubbles. In candy making or as garnish for ice cream they take the place of nut meats.
Eaten dry they become confections. And they never tax the stomach.

More and more, folks are serving their grain foods in this ideal form—as Puffed Grains.

The Quaker Qals (Ompany

Peterborough, Ont. Sole Makers  (1009) Saskatoon, Sask.
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TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurLeErs T0o His MAjESTY

SHEFFIELD - : - < ENGLAND

Every Cent you
spend for “Made
in Canada” goods
helps you as well
as other Canadians

REGAL

Table Salt i
is“MADE IN CANADA”

It is the finest grain of the famous
Windsor Salt—blended with
a very small quantity of

Magnesium Carbonate.
149
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VICKERMAN’

THE WORTH OF
A GUARANTEE

You select the cloth for a suit because of
its appearance in the piece. ~But you want
some assurance that it will make up well. You
also want to know that it will retain its appear-
ance.

A guarantee conveys a good deal of assur-
ance. But the name that stands behind it is the
only mark of the worth of the guarantee. More
important than a statement of value is the re-
liability of the person making the statement.

B. VICKERMAN & SONS, Ltd., of Hud-
dersfield, England, is a name known wherever
woolens are worn as indicative of all that fine
yarns, expert weaving and pure dye can produce.
Their mark—

| §.4 BVICKERMAN&SONSI> &4

is stamped along the selvage of every piece of
cloth they manufacture and is an absolute
guarantee of the best.

WEAR AND COLOR GUARANTEED

Canadian Selling Agents:

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO

BLUE

BLACK GREY

KHAKI

SERGES AND CHEVIOTS

——
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ROBINSON’S “PATENT” BARLEY

Is a precious food at all times for children and invalids
but every summer and during our changeable Fall weather
it actually saves the lives of hundreds of children.

Barley water made with Robinson’s ¢ Patent’” Barley
is easily made, and will keep up the strength of a child whose

disordered bowels prevents him keeping other food.

When mixed with milk Robinson’s ¢ Patent ” Barley is
a splendid strengthening diet and will build strong and

healthy children.

80 page Booklet giving many useful hints about children’s

food, etc., together with large size sample tin, sent free

on request,

T FRave, i B
BRITISH &
EXHIBITIoN - 1908 15

MAGOR, SON & COMPANY, LIMITED

191 St. Paul Street, West, Sole Agents for 30 Church Street,
MONTREAL the Dominion. TORONTO
L —
—

The best surprise is always Ganong’s
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“Poor Carbon Copies are No Joke”

Suppose a law-suit comes up. And the
other side has lost the original letter. The
best legal evidence then is your carbon copy.
But if the copy isn’t legible—if it is just a
““blurred streak of black”
or faded into nothingness
—it is rejected. The suit
may be lost—all on ac-
count of using cheap car-
bon paper. This won’t
happen if you use

Carbon Paper

Insure the permanency and neatness of your records with Multi-
Kopy's everlasting black or blue copies that stay clear and legible as long
as the paper lasts. MultiKopy carbon copies 'often rival the original
typewriting in neatness and legibility. MultiKopy is most economical
because it does the most work per sheet. It is unequaled for mani-
folding— 20 copies often being made at one writing.

Most of the advance in the science of making carbon paper has
been made in the MultiKopy laboratories, where, for twenty years,
tests, experiments and study have been unending.

It costs you nothing to try MultiKopy. We will gladly send you a

sample FREE if you will write us on your letterhead. This is the
best way to put MultiKopy’s claims of superiority to the test.

Canadian Distributors:

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO., 135 Victoria St., Toronto, Can.
F. S. WEBSTER CO., 363 Congress St., Boston, Mass.

Ask for Star Brand Typewriter Ribbons.

N oy RGP bl A RO
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SUCCESSFUL CANNING AT HOME

Requires Fruit perfect in shape and
quality and a clear well made Syrup.

The Syrup must be made with pure good sugar, as organic matter in sugar
acts like over-ripe fruit and causes fermentation. To avoid such dis-
appointment and loss, it’s worth while insisting on being supplied by your
dealer with the old reliable more than 99.99 per cent pure St. Lawrence
Standard Granulated Sugar.

Made exclusively from pure cane sugar in a perfectly equipped and right up-to-date
refinery 8T. LAWRENGCE EXTRA GRANULATED SUGAR HAS THE REPUTATION WITH
HOME JAM AND PRESERVE MAKERS OF BEING LUCKY, and it's even, steady
excellence and purity are the secrets of its success.

To avoid mistakes buy St. Lawrence Extra Granulated in Refinery sealed packages, 2 Ib.
and 5 Ib. cartons, 10, 20, 25 and 100 Wb. bags, which assures absolute cleanliness and
correct weights.

Take your choice of the three sizes of grain : fine, medium and coarse. Any good dealer
can fill your order.

ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR REFINERIES, LimiTED MONTREAL

INVALIDS’ PO

(a Ia Quina du Perou )

9
S
RT

isarational preparation that hasthe
hearty support of the modern phy-
sician. Itisasuperb brainand nerve
tonic that successfully combats the
depressing effects of sudden and
unseasonal changes in temperature
which exhaust the most robust un-
aided organism.

Prepared

from the rich juice of selected Oporto grapes and extract of

Peruvian Cinchona Bark.
Absolutely no alcohol or other ingredients are added.

BIG BOTTLE

ASK YOUR DOCTOR ALL DRUGGISTS
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Everybody — young
and old ‘loves the
rich delicious flavor of e

T EDWARDSBURG __
Crown Brand

CORN SYRUP

It is a daily treat—the perfect sweet. Just what the
children should have on Bread—costs far less than
butter or preserves. Delicious with Hot Biscuits,
and Batter Cakes. Gives a new delightto
Baked Apples, Blanc-Mange and Puddings.
Makes the best Candy you ever tasted.

! ¢LILY WHITE” is a pure white Corn Syrup, not as pronounced
in flavor as ‘Crown Brand.” Your Grocer has both Brands,
in 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound tins—or can easily get them for you.

The Canada Starch Co. Limited, Montreal

i e AN - SR Sl S e
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THE CONNOR BALL BEARING WASHER

is the solution to your Wash-Day Trials. Through it your
washing is done in less than half the time required in any
other way. By its improved method of washing the boiling hot
_ suds are forced through every thread and fibre of the clothes, while
the clothes, are also washed by the gentle rubbing of the rub-board.
[t will not injure the most delicate fabrics—stands ready to
deliver at all times the most pleasing and satisfactory results.
May we have your enquiry by early mail? We can supply a
machine anywhere in Canada.
J.2H. Connor & Son, Limited - Ottawa, Ont.

el ok

Can Y . . o WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
Can You Write Short Stories ! RY MURINE EYE REMED

-_
R i e < <R < S

You
be o ever know until you try. It is interesting work and can ¢
Bo':ﬁde. quite profitable, Send § cents in stamps for our ** Help No Smarting —Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
et which ei - d fains how Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
We are ch gives several useful pointers and ex 0 ulated Byelids. Illustrated Book i
hag ‘hcl’g’epared to assist new writers to get a start. Our service age. Murine is compounded by o?xga&l:luﬁ:gsk—.-
est recommendations. ?,%t, g;;mwpg;d:&ich;e"—but used in successful
Bo Canadian Authors’ Service Bureau cated 1o the pubuf-,ea::; Sold by Druj )i‘:t,: %0
x 34 General P. O Toronto. and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein
eneral &', V., r 50 and Y Aseptic
Tubes, tc. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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NO JOB TOO LARGE AND NONE TO SMALL

Printing and Bookbinding

Q' An up-to-date-plant in a modem building.
q We are pleased to submit prices for any
work in our line required. Let us figure on
your next job! € We number among our
customers the largest consumers of pnnted
| matter in Canada. € We deliver work
when promised.

. T. H. BEST PRINTING CO., Ltd.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE BUILDING

200-206 Adelaide Street W., TORONTO

—

—

Y N @ 7/
% i % WHAT IS YOURMONTHLY INCOME?
- e //% W  Your . state Provide As Much
Z For Your Wife and Kiddies ?

SAUGE : You can make immediate provision for

B ol Aot any deficiency by a Policy in
is used on the dinin
o b t THE

tables of the British
EXCELSIOR

and Canadian
LIFE

Houses of

Parliament.
INSURANCE
COMPANY

ABSOLUTE PROTECTION NOW,
COMFORT IN OLD AGE,

secured by Excelsior Policies.

Head Office: Toronto, Cilidﬂ

“"'IIIIllllllllllllllllllllllIlllll"u"",';

HHERNTHR i e iy

Grocers and
Stores over
here are

selling H.P.

R
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During the hot weather, when so many
babies are sick from the mere fact that they
are unable to digest their food properly,
YOUR BABY may be perfectly well, and
and may be fortunate enough to go -through
the whole of the summer without any trouble
Wwhatever, if the food which you are using is
suitable. If you are unable to nurse Baby
yourself, USE GLAXO, because Glaxo so
closely resembles Mother's Milk that Baby
can go from one to the other without knowing
the difference.

“The Food that
BUILDS BONNIE BABIES"
Write us at 418 Dominion Bank Building,
for our Free Glaxo Baby Book,
ASK YOUR DOCTOR ABOUT GLAXO!

——

P —

EDISON—DICK

MIMEOGRAPH

SELF-FEEDING DUPLICATOR

All the latest Improvements make this
Machine the most

PERFECT DUPLICATING DEVICE
ON THE MARKET

SPEED 50 TO 100 COPIES PER MINUTE
Write for Samples of Work and Prices

BROWN BROS.:

Agents : Simcoe and Pearl Sts., TORONTO

,b 2 = e
“Put Your Sweeping
Reliance in a

BISSELL Appliance”

and you will not be disappointed in the selection of your
vacuum cleaner. The splendid new BISSELL'S VACUUM
“SWEEPER " and “CLEANER,” now ready to make clean-
mf easier for you, are backed by the whole reputation of the
BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER. They are light and smooth
running, with sufficient power to really clean. Original con-
struction has abolished the inconveniences encountered in many
machines. With a BISSELL, “cleaning out” is simplicity
itself—you can dump the dust without even soiling the hands.

Use either Vacuum Model in connection with Bissell's Cyco
Ball-Bearing Carpet Sweeper and you have the ideal home
cleaning combination. The vacuum machines do the thorough
general cleaning—and do it thoroughly. The regulation carpet
sweeper takes care of everyday sweeping as only the sweeper
can—it's been the world’s cleaning standby for almost 40 years.

Prices are $10 for the Vacuum *‘ Cleaner " (without brush) and
$11.50 for the Vacuum *Sweeper” (with brush), 50c higher
in the Western Provinces. Carpet Sweepers $3.00 to $4.75.
Sold by dealers everywhere. Booklet on request.

Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co.
Dept. 55

(Largest Exclusive
Manufacturers of Car-
pet Sweeping Devices
in the World.)

Grand Rapids
Mich.

Made in
Canada, too

(212)

Place Your Product Before
the Doctor

BY ADVERTISING IN THE

THE CANADA LANCET

The leading medical journal
in Canada for 49 years.
Sample and Rates on Request.

The Canada Lancet, Toronto, Ontario.
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Coffee—
that will make
your household
happys your
suests gratefuls
yourself enthus
siastic.

In %, 1 and 2 pound cane.
Whole — ground — pulverized —
also Fine Ground for Percolaiors.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

-
o
<

I

Matke the Kodak recom’
A uz‘og raﬁ/ac A uthentic

Date and title every negative at
the time you make it.  Architects,
engineers, contractors, find that it
pays to keep progressive photographic
records of their work. Such records
are valuable. They become doubly
valuable when every negative bears 2
date and title made at the time of €X-
posure.

All folding Kodaks are now auto-
graphic and there’s no extra charg®
for autographic film.

CANADIAN KODAK CO.
Limited, Toronto.

Catalogue free at your dealer’s, or by mail.
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Places like this
make Criminals

Society trains criminals as carefully as it does
lawyers or doctors—and graduates more of them.
There will always be criminals as long as the train-
ing schools of crime exist—rum holes, prisons,

" opium joints and gang-infested street corners.

Any criminal is a menace; anyone—you—may
be his victim. What protection have you? The
law? It punishes but rarely prevents crime. The
Police? They cannot be everywhere.

Between you and the criminal there is but one
certain barrier—your own readiness to defend
yourself and your family against felonious aggres-
sion. In the

IVERJOHNSON

avomsic REVOLVER 2 #

are combined, at a reasonable cost, accuracy, de-4
Pendability and absolute safety. In unskilled or 48
Nervous hands it is safe—it cannot be acci-
fntally discharged—you can Hammer
¢ Hammer.
$6 gt Hardware and
porting Goods Stores
Eﬁ d for our 84-page book which tells all

Gu;s ver Johnson Revolvers, Shot

Bicycles and Motorcycles.

IVER JonnsoN'S ARMS

] & CYCLE WORKS

4 River st,, Fitchburg, Mass.
'9 Chambers St., New York

T Market St., San Francisco

POLISHES

THE GREAT HOME POLISHES —IN-* EASY-OPENING' BOX\
THE F. F. DALLEY CO. LTD,, BUFFALO, N. Y., HAMILTON, CAN
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Z1G-Z8G HEAT TUBES
HeaT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

Pure Warm Air from the

KELSEY

The KELSEY warm air generator is the ideal method of
heating and ventilating schools, offices, public buildings and
residences. Cold fresh air is taken from out-of-doors and
warmed (not burned) by the ¢ Kelsey.” The warmed fresh air
is distributed through the building, providing comfortable,
healthful ventilation.

Have You the “Kelsey” Literature? /7s Free.

1t tells all about the construction of the ¢ Kelsey"” with the
Zig Zag heat tubes or long corrugated sections, an exclusive
feature of this furnace which effects a saving of 307, in your coal
bill. This saving alone pays for the ‘‘ Kelsey” in the first few
years. It will pay you to investigate the ‘‘ Kelsey.”

Free Booklet sent on request

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING COMPANY, Limited

Brockville, Ont.

G i AI_— a SA 5oy ’:‘“ i

VR ——

HERE are thirty models

of the UNDERWOOD

for every purpose of record-

ing, accounting, or statisti-
cal work.

Concerning one of these special
purpose UNDERWOODS
a manufacturer says:

¢ The condensed Billing Typewriter which you installed for us has saved

1
its cost every three months. We consider it the best investment we ever made-

United Typewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building
135 Victoria Street, Toronto
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“My baby was so sick that both
she and I were almost dead—
my mother prevailed on me to
use your—

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

She had raised her children on it.
My baby is now doing well, sleeps
as sound as anyone, is cutting
her teeth and she and I are both
comfortable,

MRrs. LueLLA KELLIHER,
Woodland, California.

Mrs. Winslow’s
Soothing Syrup
For Children Teething

SOLD EVERYWHERE
—

WOMEN OF REFINEMENT

thousands of them -throughout the
world make daily use of the genuine

MURRAY & LANMAN'S

(The Original, Century-old)

Florida Water

Widely regarded as an indispen
sable aid to beauty and comfort.
Its sprightly fragrance is accept-
able to the most discriminating
taste, and its delightful, refreshing
effect best attained when it is
added to the bath. Sl

Sold by Leading Druggists
and Perfumers

LANMAN & KEMP
New York and Montreal

ONE CAN SAVE ENERGY AND
TEMPER BY USING ONLY

EDDY’S MATCHES

THEY DO NOT MISS FIRE IF
PROPERLY STRUCK—EVERY

STICK IS A MATCH—AND
EVERY MATCH A SURE, SAFE LIGHT.
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““Made in Canada®’

COSGRAVES
XXX PORTER

Is produced and bot-

There is nothing quite SO
appetizing for Breakfasta®

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.
and at the present pric

there is nothing mor°
economical.

tled at our modern
sanitary brewery
under the constant
supervision of experts.
It does satisfy the
most discriminating

judges of Porter, and §
Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand

is recommended by

doctors for invalids

and nursing mothers. | Made by
O wale at ol e F. W Fearman Co., Limited:
Chill- proof Hamilton.

dealers. Beer.
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To be clothed correctly is
of vital importance to your
Children,

Pure wool wear prevents
Chills and lays the foundation
of Health.

Clothe your Boys and Girls
With J a e g e r throughout.
COmbinations, Vests, Pants,

rawers, Knitted Suits,
Sweaters, Caps, Gloves,

tockings, etc. etc.

A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr. Jaeger's |
Health Culture will be sent free on application to l

4o I
)R JAEGER sau“(gyystg:one“ CO. LimiTeD

Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg.

Incorporated in England 1883 with British
Capital for the British Empire.

2 e

'SULPHOLINE

THE FAMOUS LOTION QUICKLY
REMOVES SKIN ERUPTIONS, EN-
SURING A CLEAR COMPLEXION.

0000000 AR

The slightest Rash, faintest Spot, irrit-
able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, ob-
Stinate Eczema disappear by applying
SULPHOLINE which renders the skin
Spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable.

Bottles 60c. and $1.50
FOR 42 YEARS

SULPHOLINE

HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR

E." uptions Roughness l Acne

R‘mples Rashes Blotches
edness Eczema Spots
Soriasis Scurf | Rosea

Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch.

|llll|l|l|l|l|lllllllIilllllll!lIlllIIlllllllllllllllllllllllI|IIlIIIIlIIIII|||lllllll||l|lllllIIHlllllIIIIIlllI!IlIlHllHIlIIII

is‘ﬂpholins is prepared by the great Skin Special-
fts, J. Pepper & Co., LTD., Bedford Laboratories,
Cg"d?n. S. E.,, and can be obtained from any
emists and Stores throughout the World.

Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.

—

Win Them
To Bran

Bran is of vast importance to all
folks all the time.

It is Nature’s laxative.

It fosters right living.

It aids inner cleanliness.

Don'’t serve it in any unlikable form.

Pettijohn’s is a dainty. It hides 257,

of bran in delicious soft wheat flakes. It is

made to tempt folks to bran habits, and
make those habits lasting.

Note the effects of a dish a day for
one week.

FPettijobns

Rolled W heat with Bran Flakes

If your grocer hasn’t Pettijohn’s, send us his name
and 15 cents in stamps for a package by parcel post.
We'll then ask your store to supply it. ‘Address

THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY
East of Manitoba, Peterborough, Ont.
West of Ontario, Saskatoon, Sask. 1046

i For prices, address E. W, Anderson 47
F‘ancy Plgeons Marshall St., Fitchburg, Mass,, U. S. A.

PA"‘ENTS SECURED OR FEE RETURNED
Send sketch for free search of Patent
Office Records. HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT TO
INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes FREE
offered for inventions sent free. Patents advertised

WANTED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of Patent Buyers,

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.C.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknewledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion of ater=
Collars
s
to see, an
THE ARLINGTON 00, o otber.
of Canada, Ltd.

68 FRAZER AVENUVE
TORONTO

uy
All

stores or direct
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THE NAME BEHIND THE GOODS IS YOUR GUARANTEE
FOR THE QUALITY.

SEPTEMBER
WEDDINGS

A Store and a Stock such as the ¢ Julian
Sale” affords the best of opportunity
to make gifts that are most acceptable
and that will give almost lifelong service
and pleasure and in these days when
practical and useful things are more
than ever desired we believe that from
a ‘‘Julian Sale” assortment one may
obtain just what would please, and
from the smallest priced to the
most costly, wvalue and quality are
emphasized.
We have a very comprehensive catalogue which you

may have for the asking, describing and pricing
such suitable things for wedding presents as:—

Dressing Cases Military Brushes Work Baskets

Toilet Rolls Ladies Hand Bags Sewing Bags

Fitted Stands Fitted Club Bags Men’s Collar Bags
Letter Cases Ladies Kit Bags Cigarette Cases
Card Cases Dressing Bags Parision Ivory Goods
Jewel Cases Manicure Sets Ladies Dressing Bags
Travelling Clocks Safety Pockets Fitted Suit Cases
Cigar Cases Writing Cases Men’s Kit Bags

— And —
“Rite - Hite ” and “Berth - High” Wardrobe Trunks

THE JULIAN SALE LEATHER GOODS CO., LIMITED
105 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO.
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DUEBEC CENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running through Pullman
sleeping cars between

Quebec and Boston
d

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of

The ‘White Mountains

Dining or Buffet car service on
all trains

For timetables and further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

B-2 SHERBROOKE, QUE.
——

47

| The General says:

“‘Cut Price’
Roofing

means
‘Cut Price’
Quality.” Trying to

save money by purchasing cheap

roofing is pennywise foolishness.

Certainteed

This Roofing—Certain-teed—is guaranteed 5, 10
and 15 years for 1, 2 and 3 ply respectively, and
this guarantee is backed by the world’s largest man-
ufacturers of roofing and building papers. You can save only
a few dollars on a cheap roof but Certain-teed is always
least expensive in the end. Buy it from your local dealers.

General Roofing Manufacturing Co.
World's largest manufacturers of Roofing
and Building Papers
New York City Chicago Philadelphia St. Louis
Boston Cleveland Pittsburgh Detroit San Francisco
Cincimnati i li ansas City Seattle

1 P
Atlanta Housten Lenden Hamburg Sydney
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The Light Beerin
the Light Bottle

@9
' Pilsener
Lager .

Purest and Best Made in Canada_

9
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In Times of War

the income of the person whose capital is invested in
stocks and bonds, even of the highest class, is liable
to be adversely affected. At such times the value of
a substantial balance in the Savings Department of
THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

is apparent.

Your capital is safe, unaffected by disturbed con-
ditions, and always at your disposal; while at the same
time your income is assured.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .. Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES

To The Dairyman—Live Stock Man
and Poultry Raiser

63.000 quarts of milk was the product of one dairy in a single month sold in a progressive
southern city of 40.000 inhabitants. The milk was the safe kind and the dairy ideal. The many
rich opportunities of this kind open in the south impel us to call your attention to them.

In another progressive southern community the estimate of butter consumption by oné
distributor was 50.000 pounds in six days at an average price of 25 to 30 cents per. pound.

The fresh eggs in this community were estimated at 50.000 dozen each week and the
price from 30 to 40 cents per dozen in the winter time and never less than 25 cents in the
summer, and the best grade of eggs sell for 40 cents the year ‘round.

Transportation has solved the distributing problem. We carry milk on passenger trains
at most reasonable rates, enabling the individual producer to reach home markets
advantageously.

The natural grasses enable grazing for 9 to 12 months. Alfalfa, Natal Grass, Vetches,
and Clovers most readily produce in the long crop growing area. The cost of keeping a cow is
small, and the mild weather conditions make inexpensive shelter all that is necessary. .

The South has awakened to the values possible from these lines of pursuit. The lands
open to the homeseeker are most reasonable in price, climate and soil excellent, markets at home.

Let us help you find your dairy farm, live stock and poultry ranch.
FLORIDA — GEORGIA — THE CAROLINAS — ALABAMA — VIRGINIA.

J. A. PRIDE, General Industrial Agent
Seaboard Air Line Railway - - - Suite B - 1, Norfolk, Va.
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CALIFORNIA - 1915

PANAMA EXPOSITIONS

SAN FRANCISCO SAN DIEGO
Feb. 20th to Dec. 4th, 1915 Jan. 1st to Dec. 31st, 1915

Travel to California via the Grand
Trunk Pacific. The same fares in
most cases (and an additional charge on
low excursion fares to cover the cost of
meals and berths on Pacific Coast Steam-
ships) apply on this magnificent new scenic
route as on the more direct routes from
Winnipeg, St. Paul, Chicago and all eastern
points. The New Transcontinental is
as great in magnitude and interest as the
Panama Canal. You see the Canadian
Rockies at their best and the wonderful
Fraser and Skeena Rivers of British Col-
umbia besides enjoying a two days trip
through the “Norway of America’ on
the G.T.P. Coast Steamships—the surest,
finest and fastest in that service. A short
side trip can be made from Prince Rupert
to Alaska, which time and expense might
not permit from a southern port. No other
transportation company can offer the choice
of routes or the attractions that the Grand
Trunk System has arranged for 1915 to
California and the Pacific Coast.

Main Tower or Tower of Jewels

Lowest Fares Electric Lighted Trains Fine Service
Modern Equipment Unexcelled Dining Car Service

For rates, full particulars and advertising matter, apply to any agent of the Company or to W. E. Duperow,
Union Station, Winnipeg; J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, or C. E. Horning, Union Station. Toronte.

G.T. BELL, W. P. HINTON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, Asst. Passenger Traffic Manager
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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Feel the thrill in matching your
skill with the cunning of bass,
trout, pickerel or giant “lunge.”

French River Point au Baril Georgian Bay

Kawartha Lakes  Rideau Lakes The Muskokas

Good fishing in almost virgin waters, good
living at camp, hotel or boarding house, and
Out-of-Doors to put red blood in your veins.

For new Folder, ** Resorts in Ontario,” wrile

Particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket Agent, or write

URPHY, District Passenger Agent, Canadian Pacific
Railway, Toronto.
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|847 ROGERS BROS. |

~ “Silver Plate that f’\iféﬁé@m

lllly,,“”l

: C@he 1ace 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 uarantee made
possﬂ)le by the ac]cual test of over OHyears.
L/[fleadrrg dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue F-20>

MERIDEN" BRITANNIA "CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
. MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO .

‘@ﬁe’f/’orlds lmgesf %[eets of Sfer]ng Silver and Plate

q
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Dunlop ‘‘Traction ” Tread Auto-

mobile Tires went to the front and

stayed there, because the skid-re-

sisting surface forms a permanent
part of the tire.

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS
COMPANY, LIMITED

Head Office: TORONTO Branches in Leading Cities

Makers of Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Motorcycles, Bicycles,

and Carriages, Rubber Belting, Packing, Hose, Heels, Mats, Tiling, and
General Rubber Specialties. TI106B
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LIST OF THOSE WHO
HAVE DONATED

McLaughlin Ambulances

A. Davis & Son, Kingston. (To be used e

lsl}teolz_xlnection )wit
. Sity Hospital.
%}" H. Montague Allan, Montreal
:s'ﬂ[' }il Bulr)and. i
+ Huntle rummond, £
Mrs, Mﬂlax{ I
olgmen of Montreal
Boys of Montreal High School
(Four of these Montreal donations
al‘gGl_)ﬁm _used ianonnecltion with
ill University Hospital,
Mrg. Dobell, uebecy B
:E'l?l' w. Napier Keefer, Toronto
ies' Patriotic League, Bracebridge
WaSOnlg Order, Calgary
Omen'’s Institute of New Brunswick,
Hamil ; Fredericton
milton Automobile Club, (Presented
g’ Dr. Rennie for Base Hospital,
M hornclifte, England.)
asonic Order, Hamilton, District No.
S to the Hamilton Red Cross
Sta, lOCIety, (Two ambulances).
"Cey Mills, Hamilton, (Through Red
Bl'oss Society to Dr. Rennie, for
MelL ase Hospital, at Shorncliffe, Eng.)
Be ';Il‘“ hlin Motor Car Co., Oshawa
Meth elephone Operators, Toronto
Ot odist Sunday Schools, Toronto
Woano,Motor League, Toronto
men’s Christian Temp. Union, Tor-
ontg District

Queen’s Univer-

I
mperial® Davghters of the Empire,
Ty innipeg
We ounties of Lincoln and Wellington
men of Peel County ( Two ambul-
ances)
€d Cross Societies at:—
Galt 3 Oshawa
Lamilton Paris
Nlndsay St. John
ewmarket Sarnia
One Each.

PN CARRIAGE Co

O SHAWA ,ONTARIO.

McLaughlin Motor

Ambulances
At the Front and on the Way

General Ryerson, Head of the Canadian
Red Cross Society recently stated that: “No
more useful donation could be made than a
Motor Ambulance to carry the Canadian

wounded.”

The Motor Ambulance has been, without
question, the means of saving many lives in
this great war, by effectively enabling prompt
attention to be given to wounds.

The powerful McLauEhlin ambulances that are now being turned out,
are exceptionally convenient ey acc date four men lying down, leav-
ing an aisle down the centre for attendants or twelve people sitting, or six
sitting and two lying down, and the driver and necessary attendants also.

They are equipped to carry three days’ rations, a full supply of ban-
dages—medical supplies—medicines——thermos bottles, etc.—motor tools and
extra equipment, also the rifles and kits of the wounded.

The Ambulances are painted the regular service green with the stan-
dard Red Cross lettering.

These are being made at a special price, $1575, boxed ready for ship-
ment, f.0.b. Oshawa.

See list of the individuals and organizalions, who have already
donated one or move of these ambulances.

Head Office & Factories
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CANADA'’S BEST

YES---THE BEST to be (had or

procured) anywhere in pure wool under-
clothing is “CEETEE.”

We are the only firm in Canada that

has the machines for making this class of
underclothing—known as full fashioned.

Every garment fits the curves of the body.

Every strand of wool (and nothing else is used
in the making) is of the finest and purest Australian

Merino—so soft that infants can wear it next their
skin.

Every garment of

IS GUARANTEED not to shrink. If it does we
will cheerfully replace it.
Worn by the best people—Sold by the best dealers.

Made only by

The C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, Ltd.
CALT, ONT.

Manufacturers of Turnbull's Ribbed Underwear
for Ladies and Children—*‘M” Bands for
Infants and “ CEETEE” Shaker
Knit Sweater Coats.
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FAIRY SOAP

For all toilet
and bath uses

Expert soapmaking talent; the
choicest materials; the best facil-
ities—all these combine to pro-
duce a true soap in “Fairy.”

It cleanses refreshingly and gives
unfailing satisfaction.

The white floating oval cake
fits the hand

ISP,

'FAIRBAN KcompaNY |

LIMITED
MONTREAL

“Have You a Little Fairy in Your Home?”
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For 5

rubblng
Fl g ors
%odw%];li

Old

Dutch

cleans down into
| the grain of the wood-
Quickly chases dirt
from every crack,
cornerand __

{

MADE IN CANADA
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Muscle

Does’ not make ‘‘giants”
now-a-days.

There's a demand for men
of poise and power.

Grape-Nuts

is a natural food for building
both Body and Brain to highest
efficiency.

““There’s a Reason”’

g The
l Original
| &
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD’S

LINIMENT| &

TOOTH  PASTE

Delightful — Refreshing
Cleansing — Antiseptic
MEDALS 38 AWARDS

ESTABLISHED 50 YEARS

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD.
TORONTO

76 IR I AN H D HLY LI RIH

PERFUME

DISTILLED IN CANADA
‘THE PERFUME

. OF HAPPINESS"’
MEDALS 38 AWARDS
JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD,

T M BESY PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTS



