THE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

OF POLITICS, SCIENCE,
ART AND LITERATURE

&

VOL. LIL

NOVEMBER 1918 TO APRIL 1919, INCLUSIVE

TORONTO:
THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED
1919

INVENTORY 1957

INVENTORY 192Q



Contents of Volume LII.

NOVEMBER, 1918—APRIL, 1919

276

ARTICLES.
AEEWAND. - WALEER -8 BOUIrmR . v i sr e hd e i ey ....Katherine Hale
ART, SIR EpMUND WALKER’S COLLECTION .. ..vcvvteeeciranrasneon Newton MacTavish
BAPTINN - ACATHNE OO0 ca iov st e sss bn ol cnnssmiiesion Theodore Goodridge Roberts
LT G e SR R 8 SR R e G IOy SRR e T e James Grant
T T GRS R e e i S R s M e S R R A e
R R R i R o e SN e G R W. A. Willison
DRTEIIE GUIANA . i oo vovnvesunosingsbsbaaghiavasossvassossssnasssss :Mand Going
T N IR N IORORT LD . s s e e s Phs s ag 3 s wiashce 285 Sir Edmund Walker
CANARAS  NATURAL TERBOUROME - ¢dcas o v ais vnbions wblobnisa’s oo essns Hon. Arthur Meighen
AR ANEAN LIRRARIES AND PIE WAK: i« vssanvencsesviasseissensos George H. Locke
T T R T e A i e R S Randolph Carlyle
CANADIAN Women War Wonrkers OVERSEAS. . ................ Mary MacLeod Moore
Cunay, HONOURABIE SENATOR.........coo0iteinrarivaivacares George Barton Cutten
Dporon oF ReparniaTion, THE .. icivisiaresss codnsnnrinmins Newton MacTavish
Dsrineuisiep CANApIAN Nure, A............... e N R e e Miu 5%, o .3
EDUCATIONAL PREPAREDNESS..........co0ivvienaionncasainnanss Prof. Ira A. MacKay
EasteErNy CHRISTIAN CHURCHES, THE. .. ... ...coivviiiirniraneienannna, W. L. Scott
Baorin .0 Wak TOME - oo i veciesradan st s mlOanmetn ke dssssssnon T. T. Shields
Famovs FRONTIER! JUDGE, ' A .. ... viivinrinmnssncsncsnsnsnnnsionss R. G. MacBeth
¥inrst CANADIAN AGENT IN LONDON, THE .....00vcveiriiarianssnnnnns W. 8. Wallace
¥mmst Lorp LaxspowNE, THE. ... .....ooiviiiinnniiininainann, A. H. U. Colquhoun
“Foretox” Womex Wmo Work ror CANADA..............iuvnan. Virginia Haywood
e Y S R I T T CT G G Bernard K. Sandwell
CIREAY CAWADIAN THERS00PE, THRE. . i vic..viccoyeaisrossvbidsnmsnins W. S. Plaskett
13t THE VINEYARDS OF BUBGUNDY o cvvessvassiisiiasnsecusodbinis Estelle M. Kerr
INRVITAREEINS OF PANKY; THB ... ivioiiiiivivsiaisssias® soenbessa Charles Morse
LaNspowNE, THE Fimer LORD........cooiinniiiiiiiiiiiiannanns A. H. U. Colquhoun
LaMPRAN, A Lirns TALK ABOUT. . ccoiicinioeioansaii Elizabeth Roberts Macdonald
RIOR BUBVERNIIE AW - Fs- .- o i v i st nn s ime o h s aas s oy R b L. A. M. Lovekin
Pracuror. PORSUITS oF WAK, THE. ... vissesississesersonrsscasnesssas J. D. Logan
G R R R e e e R Charles W. Stokes
RATLwAYS, CANADIAN. NATIONAL. .o\ o vcessrrosroanossvinsnnrsassis Randolph Carlyle

ReMINISCENCES, Porrticar axo Per oxav..Sir John Willison 579, 665, 773, 878, 895,

PAGE
783
833
532
823

1058
883

595
819
588
929
737
789
794
752
807
947
546
658
1037
527
553
598
861
631
719
527
1012
696
762
569
929
1019




CONTENTS

LR e L Rt CU T G i s e e o e SRR £ o BT v
T T e e e S O L I SO Ly A SR Nellie Spence
SOCIAL SERVICE -AWD THE STATE. :....cicuiiuesacssninasonsanossons Randolph Carlyle
R R e R s SRR Sl A Canadian Airman
EERLE, S SAMURL BENEIBLD. ...\ ivcons oo sosiin s e sossss R, G. MacBeth
ca T TR e el € BT T R My R Ol S s S W. 8. Plaskett
I NOW ROWRING, TR . i v e e b e s s Newton MacTavish
s ET TR SRR T e R R e Isabel Ecclestone Mackay
IO DO CRMADA AND THER . ...ois o ssbaesossaisons i Sir Edmund Walker
WaLker’s (S EpMuND) COLLECTION OF ART...............ov.un. Newton MacTavish
WHERE HOPE SPRENGS ETURNAL—CALGARY . .« v v tvninnvnnnss e iemens ). W. Stokes
ILLUSTRATIONS.
e e e SRS R i R S e S Painting by Florence Caryle
R WO ... . .. o/osinbiaes & ons sins 60 5ae 4 s Wubinie Painting by J. J. B. Constant
IS DT DRI« oo it sins ne oas fnsinb'sssan mn s o siedtl ... Painting by Bouguereau
BRI TR § L35 VAL Sanaivion a o siio-ain s o onsh msdisuinio e Painting by W. H. Clapp
RN AEER RN, - TR 61505000 ss s vnssanessvonnsnnssnssol Painting by Carl Larsson
PRI NEIITIN (TR BIRGN o ambia s oroivrns npaterbints siubin Painting by J. E. H. Macdonald
RN TWTERIOR, A SN e vsssssnsnnacnnsenssnnisns ‘evvivsv.ns . Painting by Bosboom
Drence, THE. .. ... BhAs i carbosnssnnrononbbRinis b stun s Painting by C. W. Simpson
g O A R R S SR ST Painting by Simon Maris
G s e gt R R R e S A Painting by Robert F. Gagen
Homsms DRIW R s s sy s 5 s iinie 0 s Painling by Horatio Walker, R. C. A.
M A, TR, i e s s Painting by Kowlaski von Wieruz
BEennrws TH NET, iss . vstiasaioiaintsvinnnnness Painling by F. McGillivray Knowles
B ACATRTRD THE. .. . Siis cnaidansmsoss snsis ey Painting by Frank H. Johnson
NoRreaaX ONTARIO. ... .8 ioevasinn sesvmenan Painting by J. W. Beatty, R. C. A.
LT R e Painting by F. M. Bell Smith, R.C.A.
SerriemeENT oN T™HE Hip, THE.........00vviiet Painting by A. Suzor Coté, R.C.A.
T R O B e SR S A e P e R R R Painting by Mark Fisher
B Dl WaAR, R St o ve e ieehvnnisdsining Drawing by Louis Raemaekers
T L TR e e R R R R T TR Painting by Fred. Haines
L R e S S SN Painting by Clarence A. Gagnon
e e R R R A P R N PR PRGN Etching by André Lapine
e R T R R SR e A S R R DI S S A e
POETRY
A NS (T R R Sy T L R e gy S AR J. E. Hogg
BOE NSOETE, . o oovosinisrssannonissiinovons s e e S Ra Beatrice Redpath
T R e e R A A s L SR APl i Arthur L. Phelps
T RS L S R R & SR IR i e e P. M. MacDonald
eI R e R RN G TR E N S R e N o R e Arthur B. Watt
L Rn e T S M S IR RN ONS P AT S Phyllis Flowers Atkey
U e R e R & S R S A A S S Isabel Ecclestone MacKay
s e e R e e e s e R S I S AL S A. R. Fairbairn

e S TR TS e R R el e R S S R M D S 4 0. D. A. Stevenson

972
861
942
983
595

912

785
1017
982
963
999
945
841
894
1053
927
629
1085
823
663
71
699
681
718

859
806
526
612

818
628
715
587
627
872

1052
882



iv CONTENTS

: PAGE
PRI, - THE s 000 o onsd f ERsorBEreann vs poss b P s s svi FRELVSHESEIS Main Johnson 1047
SEA MORNING. . ..oovnivorronse B R R X Louise Morey Bowman 542
BROWERUE P ANEABY ) s c v vvinvarvanainiv e s saivrve denes's s iy s o s ansiolee Main Johnson 170
BOWE TGt i TR s Bl e v s wisu s waaNfennbe s o wa v sy s C By Beatrice Redpath 628
TRIBUTE: .. covvvnnn 1§ SRS T IR D B R AR, e Cecile Joyce Keeman 1725

FICTION, - .
ORRIEAT "B A iy MANORG o i v i s e kv Hdith G. Bayne 683
R Sty "Wash, THE .o i R S s et vy s N.'de Bertrand Lugrin 636
T U R e T L S ST el S Lt L e Beatrice Redpath 1055
Frorr¥pa’s CHrisTMAS EVE. (....ooiiiiiiiiiioniicnsnaisiiveniansas W. E. Norris G676
DREENNN ' viniiavssrnee sinies dindrridepaes wix e e e 4 e 5 s s Beatrice Redpath 965
CIMEATER Go0D; THE. .. it osnesivesihoasnsvaontiossssssnssmpiioss Bannister Merwin 701
RAREIOUROPE . &+ oo 70 diosisiws sniaits oo dib ae s Isabel Ecclestone MacKay 613, 726, 843, 920
A BRuvens, 1017 . .. oo e o i i Py PR A PN R ...Gilbert White 620
TR s vin i oimii s wu- S b N IR R e A e ... Albert Kinross 852
Mucun Apo ABOUT STOCKINGS.......... R e e aT e  in aE hea Mabel V. Langworthy 1030
Niour Berone CHRISrMAS, THE. ... ..o0oiuieiiniiiiiianiaranaanrasines Guy Thorne 689
PRACEE, v:0 04 ST et i SRS s o N P T A Ak s o S o Carlton McNaught 650
Powvio Gurr,; Tad S K508 % opeesrsns e S R ey Adam Harold Brown 1041
Tumn Acr, Tue..... LY TR B O o s an SO GRS b8 PR e Maxz Pemberton 564
Tovcs or “Franrviness”, A...... ... 00 b it isninenanaes Eden Phillpotts 958
Youxcesr TrENHOLM, A............ T e BRI SRRk Mary. Kinley Ingraham 909
DEPARTMENTS.
T TR o e e S DR SR SRR Book Reviews 607, 708, 801,976, 1066
Nonrmeax LioMrs. .o ... ... $onl SRR Bibo oo People and Affairs 603, 797, 890 1062
. : s e
!
i




November; 1918 Price 25 Cents

“Help to Bring my Daddy Home”
BUY VICTORY BONDS

This Space Contributed by

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED, TORONTO




The Why of the Lather

IT is the Ivory lather that makes Ivory Soap so
satisfactory for bath and toilet. It is thick, copi-
ous, lively; this is because it is one tiny bubble
after another instead of a thin, slimy soap solution.

It does not irritate the skin; this is because Ivory
Soap contains no free alkali to smart and burn.

It rinses easily; this is because Ivory Soap contains
no unsaponified oil to make it stick to the skin.

It cleanses thoroughly; this is because Ivory Soap
Is SO pure.

You owe it to yourself to see how Ivory Soap
lathers, how Ivory lather feels and how Ivory
lather acts.

99:5:% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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EAUTIFUL Anna Case of the Metro-

politan Opera Company sang the

“Mad Scene” from Lucia for the December
list of Edison Re-Creations.

Did Mr. Edison's recording experts suc-
ceed in obtaining an absolutely perfect Re-
Creation of her voice ? That was the all-
important question and there was but one
way to answer it. Miss Case stood be-
side the New Edison and began to sing the
number again. Suddenly she paused and
the New Edison continued the song alone.
Woas it possible to distinguish Anna Case’s
voice from the New Edison’s Re-Creation
of it? Other artists who also had made
recordings for the December list listened to
the comparison. The Re-Creation was
pronounced an exact duplication of Miss
Case’s wonderful voice.

THE FINAL TEST

FrROM A PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN AT THE EDISON RECORDING [LABORATORIES

Similar tests with similar results have
been made by thirty different artists in
public before more than two million people
and have been reviewed at length by
Anmerica’s principal newspapers. Ask for
a copy of the booklet “What the Critics
Say " containing reprints of what the news-
papers have said about these amazing
comparisons.

The New Edison, termed by the New
York Globe “The phonograph with a
soul,” is the only sound reproducing in-
strument that sustains the test of direct
comparison with the artists who make
recordings for it. The New Edison is the
only sound reproducing instrument that -
can bring into your home the work of
great singers and instrumentalists exactly
as presented by them on the stage.

May we send you a complimentary copy of our musical magazine ““ Along Broadway?’’

The NEW EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul’’

THOMAS A.

ERLISON,

INC.; ORANGE, N.
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, THE STANDARD SILVER CO.

i OF TORONTO, LIMITED
l

ARE THE EXCLUSIVE MANUFACTURERS IN CANADA OF

HOLMES & EDWARDS
WEAR-PROOF SPOONS AND FORKS

Your Jeweller will be pleased to show you the De Sancy Paltern

The DE SANCY pattern
is made in the following

SECT — )
pieces : 1 il T inf u’r”
f Coffee Spoons - - -$ 5.50 doz
! Tea Spoons - - - 5.50
Dessert Spoons - - - 10.00 **
; Table Spoons - - - - 11,00 **
: Soup Spoons - - - - 11.00 **
3 Orange Spoons - - - T7.50 *‘*
“4 Baby Spoons - - - .85 each
- Berry Spoons - - - 2.25 ‘*
3 Bouillon Spoons - - - 10.50 doz.
i Iced Tea Spoons - - T7.76 **
i Olive Spoons - - - - 1,80 each
3 Salad Spoons - - - - 2.656 ‘'
= Sugar Spoons - - - - 1.00
e Dessert Forks - - - 10.00 doz.
3 Medium Forks - - - 11.00 **
E', Berry Forks - - - - 6.5 ‘'
p Cake Forks - - + 1.50 each
3 C. M. Forks - - - - 160 ‘'
Indiv. Salad Forks - - 11.00doz.
Ice Cream Forks - - - 850 **
Oyster Forks - - it A
Short Pickle Forks - 1.00each
Long Pickle Forks - - 1.25 *
Salad Forks - - - - 270 ‘'
Butter Knives - - - 100 **
Butter Spreaders - - 9.50doz.
Cream Ladle - - - - 1.80each
Gravy Ladle - - - - 175 ‘¢
Oyster Ladle - e, © . e
Soup Ladle prin dmi B e Y
Nut Picks - - - - - 6.50doz.
Jelly Server - - - - 1.50each
Tomato Server - - - 225 ‘'
Sugar Tongs - - - - 175 pair
Baby Spoons and Food
Pushers - - - - . 1.75set
Child’'s Set - - . . 250 *
Educator Set - - . 175
Hollow Handle Donert
Knives - - - 17.50 doz.
Hollow Handle Medinm
Knives - - - «.20.00 °‘*
Hollow Handle Oming
Set - + - = - - 18.00set
Hollow Handle Bread
Knife - - - - =+ 8.50each
Solid Handle Dessert
Knives - - - - - 8.00doz.
Solid Handle Medium

Knives - -' = - - 9.00 ‘
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Article 1.

A formidable task

During the world-struggle which has raged for now over four years

to secure the liberty of humanity against the encroachments of the Prussian
Military System, the task confronting British Manufacturers and Exporters

has been a colossal one.

Their men of Military Age and fitness have entered the fighting
services.

They have been called upon to suppiy the British and Allied
Forces with various materials essential to the Conduct of
the War.

They have ‘‘ done their bit” by precept and example towards
making the issue of War Bonds successful, have given their
energetic support to the various War Charities and Institutions,
and have—in spite of all the unavoidable shortages and re-
strictions incidental to the War—satisfactorily equipped the
Civilian population with the necessities of Civil life.

They have now added another and no less imposing task to the
list of their already strenuous accomplishments viz.

To provide the opportunity to our kith and kin
throughout the EMPIRE of acquiring
the article that is

“BRITISH MADE”

as against the
pre-war article emanating from enemy countries.
In the next issues of *“ THE CANADIAN MacazINe” we hope to pub-
lish further articles on this matter entitled :—

Article II. The British-made Glove.
Article I1I. British-made Hosiery and Underwear.

#fondon Glove Company

45 & 45a Cheapside, London, ENGLAND

Our free Price List may be obtained from:—

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO,, Ltd., 200 Adelaide St. West, TORONTO
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best fer Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Welli Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

SUPERIOR QUALITY

SUITINGS AND
OVER - COATINGS

FOR MEN’S AND BOY’S WEAR

You will experience all the satisfac
tion in Appearance and Wear which
can be afforded by a thoroughly good
Suiting or Over-Coating if vou will
give KGERTON BURNETT'S world
renowned fabrics a trial.

Theirs are genuine “British” Fabrics
—a fact which is in itself a guarantee
of Reliability, and in Quality and Re-
finement they are second to none.

The varfety in weight and texture,
weave and colouring is extensive, and
comprehensive enough for gentlemen
who are diseriminating in their cholce
to gratity their individual tastes
@ SAMPLES SENT ON REQUE

Laen xonﬂ.bumun
,_)mum ][5} (5*’“‘1“

E.B.'s “Royal” Serges, Worsteds, and
Coatinga, are Pure Wool Suitings which
gentlemen have found are especially
suitable for business and everyday
wear; they are strong and durable, and
the permanent character of their Navy
Blue colour—a distinctive feature, en-
sures a lasting good appearance,

Prices from $1.90 to $7.20 per yard,
double width, in light and heavy
weight plain twills and fancy weaves.
Samples, Tailoring Styles and Price
Lists, Measurement Blanks, Etcetera,
mailed to your address, post paid, on
request.

EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED Suits asillustration, well tailor-
R. W. Warehouse, ed and made to measure in

WELLINGTON, SOMERSET - ENGLAND ‘f::.::“': &lfrhr:),xm $20_ 5

Good Health

clear brain,
of life and vigor.
good health.

of the liver—for functional irregularities.

FRUIT
SALT

A teaspoonful in a glass of water makes a de-
lightful, refreshing drink. Try a bottle to-day.

ENO’

From your Druggist or Grocer.

Prepared only by
“Fruit Salt”

Sole Agents for North America
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., 10 McCaul St., Toronto; 171 Madison Ave., New York

J. C. ENO, LIMITED,

invigorating health, a body full
Eno’s Fruit Salt promotes
A splendid remedy for disorders

%
|
ik
:

EWN0'S”

Works, LONDON, ENGLAND
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The Christmas Mumber

High-class fiction and illustrations by Canadian writers and artists
will distinguish the Christmas *‘ Canadian.” Isabel Ecclestone Mackay, a
novelist of international reputation, author of ‘‘ Up the Hill and Over ”,
““ The House of Windows” etc., will begin in this number an absorbing
up-to-date detective story, which will continue into four numbers. This
is a real detective story, with murder for background, real, living charac-
ters, and enough mystery to keep the reader’s interest always aroused.

IN THE VINEYARDS OF BURGUNDY
By Estelle M. Kerr

Miss Kerr, who passed through the wine country of France as an ambulance
driver, describes most charmingly her experiences amongst_ the people who are proud
of their vintages and who drink wine not as a human weakness butas a great privilege.
There will be a number of pen and ink illustrations by the author.

THE EAST IN THE WEST
By N. de Bertrand Lugrin

A story of Chinese life and intrigue in a Western Canadian city. Some readers
might say that such things could not happen in Canada, but those who know will up-
hold the author. Illustrated by Dorothy Stevens.

PEACH
By Carlton McNaught
This is the story of an Officers batman, of a little Englishman in Canada, who
determined to enlist in some capacity in order to escape his domestic infelicities.
Illustrations by F, Horsman Varley, who is now at the Front as a war artist for the
Government,

IN BRUGES—1917
An entertaining story of the war written by Gilbert White.

Sir John Willison will write about Sir John A. Macdonald under the caption
«The Old Man and His Ways,” and there will be other articles, stories and verse of

a high order.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200.-206 Adelaide St. West -  Toronto

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ? '

2 ANYL" THE
ME@%«I}NG It

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTD. 789 3e SRIDRST.  ENGLAND
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Why C(Canada

money to

Because Canada has put her
hand to the plow and will not
turn back:—

—our country is in the war on
the side of liberty and justice
and will stay in it till complete
victory is won and the unspeak-
able Hun is smashed and beat-
en to the ground;

—a nation at war must make
tremendous expenditures in cash
to keep up her armies and sup-
ply them with munitions, food
and clothing;

—Canada must finance many
millions of dollars of export
trade in food, munitions and
supplies which Britain and our
allies must have on credit;

must borrow
carry on

—for these purposes Canada
must borrow hundreds of mil-
lions of dollars—

And, this money must be
borrowed from the people of
Canada:—

Therefore, Canada will pres-
ently come to her people for a
new Victory Loan to carry on,

Canadians will loan the mon-
ey by again buying Victory
Bonds.

The national safety, the nat-
ional honor and the national
well-being require that each and
every Canadian shall do his
duty by lending to the nation
every cent he can spare for this
purpose.

Be ready when the call comes to see your
country through in its great war work

Issued by Canada’s Victory Loan Committee
in co-operation with the Minister of Finance
of the Dominion of Canada
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

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

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,
Full] Commercial Course, Music, Art, Vocational Domestic Science, Physical
Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming.

Write for Prospectus
MISS ISABEL G. BROWN, B.A., Principal.
MISS MARJORY FORD, Head of Junior House.

FFT ——

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President.
MISSJFLORENCE NEELANDS, B.A., Head of Senior House.

2
3
5

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

Preparatory,
Junior and Senior
Departments.

COLLEG

Successes 1917

Istand@nd Places Entrance
R.M.C Kingston. Nine
Passes Entrance R.M.C.
Entrance Royal Canadian
Navy. Four Matricula-
tions McGill.

(20

Physical Training, Mannal
Training, Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts, Riding, Draw-
ing, Music.

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN 'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
CIVIL ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

A4 For Your

'5 Soldier Friend

If you have a-friend at the front he will
appreciate a Jaeger Sleeping Bag. Send it to
him now for an Xmas gift. An undyed Camel
Hair Blanket will also be appreciated.

These are }Jsef\{l gifts which he can use at all times
and which will give him warmth and comfort.

A fully illustrated catalogue will be sent free
on application.

DR. JAEGER ™S00 Co. Limited
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

*Incorpo ated in England in 1883 with British capital
for the British Empire.”
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D
irhop Shachan Kchoo
AN

@ollege Heighty + Boroto -

A Thurch Residential and Day School
for Birls.
Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar.
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BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. * RES/ENTIAL scuooL

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

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

ot Elndrew’s College

A Residential and Day School
Toronto BOR BOYe Canada
UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL
Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
AUTUMN TERM COMMENCES ON SEPT. 16TH, 1918
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.
Calendar Sent on Application. Headmaster,

10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale,

Branksome Hall, TORONTO

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Hon. Principal: MISS M. T. SCOTT Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A.
Pass and Honour Matriculation. French House, Art, Music, Domestic Science. Special Course in Dietetics. Large
Playgrounds, Outdoor Games. Primary School for Day Pupils. FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPAL

The MDargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

English, French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Public Speaking? and Dramatic Art.
8end for Calendar

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockdliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings. Ten acres playing-fields.
R. M. C. Entrance 1916, six candidates passed.

Wrile for lllustrated Calendar :—Rev. G. P Woollcombe, M. A., Headmaster

66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
Barrie, Ont.

4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music, Art, Con-

versational French. Healthiest district in Canada. Summer and winter sports,

Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F. S. Wil iams,

Beaux Arts, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mlle,
Shopoff.

FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
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DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAIL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of imparting
a complete education in Naval Science.

_ Graduates are qualified to enter the Imperial or Canadian Services as
midshipmen. A Naval career is not compulsory, however. For those who
do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides a thorough grounding
in Applied Science and is accepted as qualifying for entry as second-year
students in Canadian Universities.

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with ability to
obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and mental, a
good grounding in Science, Enginering, Mathematies, Navigation; History
and Modern Languages, as a basis for general development or further
specialization.

Candidates must be between their fourteenth and sixteenth birthdays
on July 1st following the examination.

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the Depart-
ment of the Navul Service, Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Ottawa, January 8, 1918:
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.

The Royal ilitary College

of Canada

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

The College is a Government Institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
instruction in all branches of military science to Cadets and Officers of the Canadian Militia.
1n fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst. i

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the
civil subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance
is also Provlded.

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

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

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
the course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drills and outdoor exercises
of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
offered annually.

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three years in three terms of 915 months each.

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, is about $900.

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in June of
each year at the headquarters of the several military districte.

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion should ge made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ot¢awa, Ont., or to the Com-

mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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STUDYING AN AIRPLANE ENGINE

Flying is impossible without a staff of skilled mechanics to set up and keep in
order the aircrafts complicated mechanism., The new

Royal Canadian Naval Air Service

has established stations for seaplanes, airships, and balloons, on the Atlantic coast.

Mechanics are Wanted to Handle the Machines.
The work is interesting and the pay is good.

Classes of Skilled Men Wanted :
1.—Auto Engineers including Fitters, Turn-
ers.‘Sheet Metal Workers, Blacksmiths
or Enginesmiths, Coppersmiths, Acety-
lene Welders.

2.—Carpenters including boat builders and
Cabinet makers.

3.—Aeroplane riggers.

4.—A few vacancies for instrument repairers,
(Watchmaking experience), Electricians,
Photographers, Draughtsmen, Vulcan-
isers, Automobile Drivers, Cooks.

For certain branches of work applications
from men who do not pass the highest medical
examination may be considered.

Young Men ‘

with a taste for mechanics and at least a fair
education are invited to enlist as apprentices
to learn this work. It is a great opportunity
to learn a trade which after the war will offer
great possibilities. Good chances for im-
mediate promotion.

Applicants must be natural born British subjects, between 17 and 45 years of age.
For full particulars apply, stating qualifications, to the nearest Naval Recruiting Office or to

The Recuiting Officer

Royal Canadian Naval Air Service,

3-10-18

Banque Nationale Building, Ottawa
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Most Beautiful Canadian Northern Rockies

MOUNT

(Alt, 9.549 ft.)

From the

Canadian

Typical of the picturesque Canadian Northern river wvalley roule
between Edmonton and Vancouver.

West of Edmonton the prairie continues, then it becomes rougher, until
the haze-clothed mountains loom up in the distance. Striking the river here,
we ascend the Athabaska for miles; passing through Jasper National Park,
and Yellowhead Pass where we cross the Great Divide—the main ridge.
Beyond picking up the Fraser we follow its upper reaches to Mount Robson,
thence skirting the Canoe and Albreda rivers, which in turn are succeeded
by the North and Main Thompson rivers, we reach the lower Fraser at
Lytton, from where we cross and re-Cross, hugging its mighty and picturesque
banks through to Vancouver. Nowhere in the journey of over 700 miles from
the gateway to the Rockies clear to the Pacific does it grow monotonous, or
time hang heavily, so insistant are the attractions which flash past the
windows of the comfortable Observation Cars.

CANADIANS SHOULD KNOW CANADA, AND PARTICULARLY ITS NEW
TRANSCONTINENTAL LINE, CANADIAN NORTHERN. the Peoples’ Road

Illustrated descriptive matter, lowest fares and information—any C.N.R. Agent, or write
the General Passenger Department, Montreal, Que.; Toronto, Ont.; or Winnipeg, Man.

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

FITZWILLIAM

Northern

At the headwaters
of the upper reaches

of the Fraser River.
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Will the War End

by Christmas? Whether it does or
not, you need protection for the
home, assurance’ of comfort in old
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Socnetyé Ladies

A number of the most noted
Beauties of Society have obtained

their pure, soft, pearly-white
appearance thru the use of

Gouraud’s

| ' Oriental Cream

age, Don’t put off until to-morrow
making provision for your loved
one. Write to-day for rates of the
up-to-date policies of the

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F [E ocomeany

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO

Send 10c for the trial size. Purifies,
beautifies and preserves your skin
and complexion.

% FERD T. HOPKINS & SON
| 344 St. Paul Street West -  Montreal ||

| Manufacturers of Gouraud's Medicated Sosp

PESt00000000000000002022020000020222 200022200 R R R0 S S 200000y

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 15,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 14, 000,000 Total Assets - 386,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K.C., #nd Pice-Fresident

James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton = Wm. Robertson
A.]J. Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Sir Mortimer B. Davis G. H. Duggan C. C. Blackadar John T. Ross R. MacD. Paterson W. H. McWilliams

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

520 Branches in Canada, Newfoundiand, West Indies, Central and South America, etc:
distributed as follows :

CRORA. S5l e duid 3o oo St At s 455 Spain (Barcelona). ...ty 2ibe s i s ooe 1
Newionndland .. .o s iasils ol 6 U.S.A. (New Vork ) o e 1
West Indies...... AP P e R e 47 Great Britain (London) ....coevvvnnnn. SRS ]
Central and South America.......... 9 52
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Another Successful Year

HE North American Life offers the following outstanding
figures of the business for 1917 which stamp it the most suc-
cessful year in the history of the Company :

NOI"H'\ Policies Issued and Revived $12,5635,832.00
s ; Total Assurance in Force 65,213,623.00
American llfe Cash Income 3,138,817.40
Solid Assets 17,268,471.46
S Are Net Surplus 2,774,854.38
Continent Profits Paid Policyholders 248, 857.66
Total Payments to Policyholders 1,674,291.23

A net gain of over Five and HE sum of $11,448,465.06

a Half Millions in business has been actually paid to

in force is indicative of the in- | Policyholders or their beneficia-

creases made. ries during the past ten years-

: Ask for a copy of the Annual Report
North American Life Assurance Company
““Solid as the Continent”
Head Office: Toronto, Canada

T —
—

Thrift a National Duty

So says an eminent English Statesman. No better method of
practising Thrift has been found than investing in Life Insurance
in a reputable Company.

Endowments at Life Rates

with all modern conditions included in the contract make won-
derfully attractive policies.
Let us tell you about them.

The London Life Insurance Company
HEAD OFFICE : : LONDON, CANADA

Policies ‘‘Good as Gold.”
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ON THEIR MERITS ALONE

There must be some good
reason why so many hard-
headed business men, when re-
quiring insurance for business
purposes, apply to The Great-
West Life. ‘‘Sentiment’ has
nothing to do with the choice.
The Great-West Policies are
chosen on their merits alone,

Low rates and remarkably
high profit returns are the
reasons.

Information on request.

The Great-West Life Assurance Company
Dept. “P"

Head Office: Winnipeg

Your Good !
Health

Isan Asset—Capitalize
It.

‘OUR good health is to your

dependents what an avail-
able asset is to the business
that needs it.

So long as it exists, you can
make it t‘he basis of one of the
soundest investments it is pos-
sible to make—the securing of
adequate life insurance.

An insurance policy is the
only investment that ans in
full, in the event of your death,
the face value of the agreement
goucy) whether or not a suf-

ient number of instalments
(premiums) have been paid to
equal that face value.

Why not capitalize your good
health by securing a Mutual
Life Policy nowl';’m‘

Write _for tparticulars about
2futual Policies.

*Mutual Life

of Canada

Waterloo-Ontario
, 154 t

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto

Established 1855

Paid-up Capital - $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund(earned) 5,250,000.00

Unappropriated profits  197,977.41

Capital and Surplus $11,447,977 .41
$31,557,661.82

Investments - -

THE INVESTMENT
FOR EVERYBODY

The bonds of this Corporation have
behind them the carefully selected
mortgages on improved real estate and
other choice Assets of the Corporation
and Eleven and One-Half Million
Dollars of Shareholders’ Capital, Re-
serve, and Surplus. The Canadian
Courier says:—‘“A child can safely
place his funds in such a security,
knowing that his earnings will return
to him intact in a definite period, to-
gether with good interest at regular
intervals.”

These Bonds are issued for One
Hundred Dollars and upwards. En-
quire about them.
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"SALADA"

Zea ts Delicious

(

—a rich fragrant tea
with an international re-
putation for fine quality

—sealed packefs only

BANK OF HAMILTON

HAT may happen after the war is
uncertain, but the uncertainty affects
only those who spend all they earn. Save
now and be prepared. Prudence demands
it. Consult the Manager of the Bank w
of Hamilton.

MAIN TORONTO OFFICE, 65 Yonge Street

M. C. HART, Manager
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THE WINDMILL

the Etching by André Lapine, in the National Gallery of Canada
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THE FIRST LORD LANSDOWNE

A SOLEMN WARNING AGAINST A PREMATURE AND DISASTROUS PEACE

BY A. H. U. COLQUHOUN

NS | is one of the curious
VARSI coincidences of history
o that Lord Lansdowne,
% who is being censured
sl for his eagerness to
accept an inglorious

peace with the Germans, is the direct
descendant of the statesman who is
responsible for the unfavourable
terms of the peace made in 1783
between Great Britain and the United
States. This was Lord Shelburne,
who became the first Marquis of
Lansdowne. The present Marquis is
his great-grandson. The marquisate
was conferred upon Shelburne for
his services in arranging the treaty.
This mark of favour is not to be
regarded as proof that either the
monarch or the nation was satisfied
with his achievement. Far from it.
George I11.,'in a letter to Lord North,
uttered his famous lament that he
hoped posterity would not lay at his
door the downfall of “this once re-
spectable empire”, while the principal
public men of the time were of one

1--527

mind in believing that “the sun of
England’s glory had set forever”.
Shelburne’s reward was a form of
polite dismissal. He was never after-
wards employed in state affairs,
although he lived on for more than
twenty years. The British Empire
did not, as so many feared, sink into
1ns1gn1ﬁcance, and soon regamed its
commanding place in the world. But
the error of the first Lord Lansdowne
brought many evils in its train, be-
cause the injustice of the peace kept
alive misunderstandings, and created
fresh ones, between two countries
which ought to have been as friendly
a century ago as they happily are
to-day in the face of a common
danger.

The useful purpose to be served in
recalling the events of 1783 is to
illustrate the permanent evils that
follow a badly negotiated peace. The
Americans, after France came to
their aid, fairly won their independ-
ence. Whatever comfort we may
extract from the causes and the cir-
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cumstances of the defeat, a defeat
it was. After Yorktown there could
be no other result than an acknow-
ledgment of independence. The
English people, who backed the King
at the start, had grown weary of the
war. The House of Commons declar-
ed for peace, the Ministry of Lord
North fell, and the King could not
find Ministers willing to prolong the
war. In this way the Rockingham
and the Shelburne Ministries came
into existence. They lasted rather
less than one year. Lord Rockingham
died three months after the Govern-
ment was formed and Shelburne,
continuing as a Secretary of State,
became also Prime Minister. All the
negotiations for peace with America,
therefore, passed through his hands.
There are few instances in history
where a far-reaching blunder in a
matter of high policy is so completely
attributable to one man. Lord Shel-
burne, having served in the army,
held a place at court in the early
years of George III’s reign. In due
course, he embarked in politics, and
as a follower of the elder Pitt shared
that statesman’s opposition to the
American war. Being an Irish peer,
he was eligible for a seat in the House
of Commons. As an upholder of “the
trumpet of sedition”, which was the
King’s epithet for Pitt, Shelburne
was not in the good graces of his

sovereign and he was selected as the

agent of the court in forming a min-
istry in 1782 not because he was liked,
but because he was less hated than
Fox. Between Shelburne and Fox
there existed an undying feud. Fox
complained that on a previous oc-
casion his vote had been secured—
oddly enough on the peace treaty
which closed the Seven Years War—
through gross deception on the part
of Shelburne who was generally dis-
trusted by his contemporaries on
grounds the justice of which cannot
be easily determined. He was styled
“Malagrida” after the Italian Jesuit
who was accused of conspiring
against the King of Portugal, and it
is related that Oliver Goldsmith who,

we are told, “wrote like an angel and
talked like poor Poll” made one of his
maladroit remarks respeeting the
nickname. “Do you know, my lord,
I never could conceive why they call
you ‘Malagrida,’ because Malagrida
was a very good sort of a man.” He
meant to say, of course, that as Mala-
grida was a good man his name
should not be used as a term of
reproach.

It is a commentary upon the
wretched state of the political situa-
tion at this time, that Fox and Shel-
burne, each jealous and mistrustful
of the other, should have sat in the
same cabinet when the dangers con-
fronting the nation imperatively
demanded unity. Fox was what
would now be called Foreign Secre-
tary and conducted the relations
with foreign countries. Shelburne
was Secretary of the Southern De-
partment, which included all dealings
with the colonies. The country was
at war with France and Spain as
well as with America, so that when
the peace negotiations began in Paris,
two sets of negotiations, proceeding
apart, were set on foot. The agents
of the two Secretaries did not confer
together and were not in one an-
other’s confidence, being bound, as
they properly enough believed, to
keep secret the instruetions given to
them. The lack of co-operation
certainly contributed to the final mis-
fortune. Shelburne had secured
from George I1I. an undertaking that
if a treaty were presented to him he
would sign it. Benjamin Franklin,
who was in Paris as one of the Ameri-
can commissioners, had previously
written to Shelburne, with whom he
appears to have maintained friendly
relations throughout the war, and
this afforded an opportunity for
opening informal communications.
The person selected by Shelburne to
approach Franklin was Richard
Oswald. The choice of Oswald was
entirely unsuitable. He is deseribed

as a Scottish merchant resident in
London and known to the Govern-
ment as an army contractor, possess-
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ing large interests in America and
familiar with conditions there.
Furthermore he had been consulted
by Government both before and dur-
ing the war and had evinced a desire
to serve the state. But he was entire-
ly without experience in diplomacy
and but meagrely educated. He could
not even speak French and an inter-
preter was employed when he called
upon the French Minister, M. de
Vergennes. He was guileless inno-
cence itself in his interview with the
astute Franklin, “I told him,”
Oswald records, “that I eould not but
congratulate him in his present
happy situation, since I considered
the settlement of a peace on a fair
and equitable basis to be entirely in
his hands. Since, to speak the truth,
I could not help thinking, that when
they as Commissioners of the Colo-
nies were satisfied, they had it in their
power to draw the line of such
reasonable termination as ought and
must content the other powers.”*

Franklin naturally wrote to Shel-
burne that if he desired the negotia-
tions to succeed he should entrust
them to Oswald. Finding the British
agent wedded to the American view,
Franklin suggested a lasting peace
by cession of Nova Scotia and Canada
and the complete withdrawal of Great
Britain from this continent. Oswald
thought the demand reasonable and
asked that the proposal be put in
writing, undertaking to deliver it to
Shelburne. Franklin cautiously re-
plied that as the other American
Commissioners had not arrived he
was speaking only for himself. How-
ever, he obligingly drew up a mem-
orandum of his claim for all the
British possessions in America, and
Oswald took it back with him to
London.

On the receipt of this valuable
suggestion, Shelburne had an oppor-
tunity of putting himself right. The
unfitness of Oswald for such negotia-
tions must have been evident. He
could have been thanked for his

services and an experienced man sent
to replace him. The document, which
came to be known as the “Canada
Paper,” might have been shown to the
Cabinet. When the proposal ulti-
mately became known to the other
ministers, they were startled, espeeci-
ally Fox. Shelburne handed it back
to Oswald without comment, al-
though Oswald thought, mistakenly
it seems, that it would be dealt with
later, and probably form part of the
terms of settlement. He encouraged
Franklin, on returning to Paris, with
this assurance, and the other Ameri-
can Commissioners were brought to
consent to receive most of the North
American continent instead of only
a part of it. As the “Canada Paper”
is not usually found in histories of
the period it may be quoted here:

To make a peace durable, what may give
occasion for future wars should, if practic-
able, be removed.

The territory of the United States and
that of Canada by long extended frontiers
touch each other.

The settlers on the frontiers of the Am-
eriean provinces are generally the most dis-
orderly of the people, who being far re-
moved from the eye and control of their
respective Governments, are most bold in
committing offences against neighbours,
and are for ever oceasioning complaints
and furnishing matter for fresh differ-
ences between their states.

By the late debates in Parliament and
publie writings, it appears that Britain
desires a reéonciliation with the Ameri-
cans. It is a sweet word. It means much
more than a mere peace, and it is heartily
to be wished for. Nations make peace
whenever they are both weary of making
war. But if one of them has made war
upon the other unjustly, and has wantonly
and unnecessarily done it great injuries,
and refuses reparation; though there may
for the present be peace, the resentment of
those injuries will remain, and will break
out again in vengeance, when oceasions
offer. Those occasions will be watched for
by one side, feared by the other; and the
peace will never be secure; nor can any
cordiality exist between them.

Many houses and villages have been
burnt in America by the English and their
allies, the Indians. I do not know that the
Americans will insist on reparation. Per-
haps they may. But would it not be better

*The Administrations of Great Britain, by Sir G. C. Lewis.
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for England to offer it? Nothing would
have a greater tendency to conciliate. And
much of the future commerce and return-
ing intercourse between the two countries
may depend on the reconciliation. Would
not the advantage of reconciliation by such
means be greater than the expense?

If, then, a way can be proposed which
may tend to efface the memory of injuries,
at the same time that it takes away the
occasions of fresh quarrels and mischief,
will it not be worth considering, especially
if it ean be done not only without expense,
but be a means of saving?

Britain possesses Canada. Her chief
advantage from that possession consists in
the trade for peltry. Her expenses in gov-
erning and defending that settlement must
be considerable. It might be humiliating
to her to give it up on the demand of
America. Perhaps America will not de-
mand it. Some of her political rulers may
consider the fear of such a neighbour as a
means of keeping the thirteen States more
united among themselves, and more atten-
tive to military discipline. But in the mind
of the people in general, would it not have
an excellent effect if Britain should volun-
tarily offer to give up that province;
though on these conditions: that she should
in all times coming have and enjoy the
right of free trade thither unincumbered
with any duties whatsoever; that so much
of the waste lands there shall be sold as
will raise a sum sufficient to pay for the
houses burnt by the British troops and
their Indians, and also to indemnify the
Royalists for the confiscation of their
estates.

This is mere conversation matter between
Mr. O. and Mr. F., as the former is not
empowered to make propositions, and the
latter ecannot make any without the con-
currence of his colleagues.

Shelburne has been defended by a
high authority for not disclosing this
vital proposition to the cabinet. In
doing so, no doubt, he would have
discredited his agent, and another
negotiator would have stiffened up
the terms with America, because as
time went on the victories of Admiral
Rodney over the French at sea and
the defeat of the attack upon Gibral-
ter proved that England’s position
was not so hopeless as her statesmen
believed it to be. Sir George Corn-
wall Lewis argues that as the paper
was confidential, drew forth mno

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

answer, and was handed back, Shel-
burne was not obliged to communi-
cate it to his colleagues. Oswald was
again sent to Paris, this time as a
regularly accredited representative

. with authority to sign a treaty and

Shelburne thus assumed responsibil-
ity for what had happened before
and for what happened afterwards.
About this time, Fox resigned, refus-
ing to serve under Shelburne. Until
the Americans put forth their de-
mands in set form, it does not seem
that Oswald had any special instrue-
tions. No definite statement was
given him as to the limit of coneession
or what things the honour and the
interest of England regarded as invi-
olate.* There are notes among the
Lansdowne papers on the negotia-
tions and even a reply to the “Canada
Paper,” but there is no evidence that
they were shown to Oswald, or that he

used them to secure the best terms

possible for his country. Nor had
Shelburne the excuse that he did not
recognize the incapacity of his repre-
sentative. He wrote to him on finding
that he backed up every American
demand : :

I should aet with great insincerity if I
did not convey to you that I find it difficult
if not impossible to enter into the policy.
of all that you recommend upon the sub-
jeet of the fishery and the boundaries, and
of the principle which you seem to have
adopted of going before the Commissioners
in every point of favour and confidence.
The maxim is not only new in all negotia-
tions, but I consider it as no way adapted
to our present circumstances and as dia-
metrically opposite to our interests in the
present moment.

The American Commissioners thus

‘had the game in their own hands and

they played it skilfully. With Frank-
lin were associated John Adams,
John Jay, and Henry Laurens.
Laurens arrived too late to join in the
prineipal discussions. Although each
of them acquitted himself with - dis-
tinetion the palm must be awarded

*Tt should be stated that the King’s Commission and Instructions to Oswald, dated
July 31’1,81732, contain brief but definite directions as to the course to be followed. But

Oswald had already given his case away in t

he preliminary conversations with Franklin,
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to Franklin. This remarkable man
was then in his 75th year. He had
complete knowledge of his subject,
and to unrivalled powers of dissimu-
lation added resolute courage and
vigour of mind. Surveying the whole
field of the revolutionary war and
the treaty which concluded it, the
services of Franklin were of great
value to his country. The ecriticisms
that have been levelled at some of the
proceedings of the Commissioners do
not challenge their zeal and ability.
One complaint is that they broke
faith with Congress and framed a
treaty without consulting France.
Technically they were in the wrong,
but as they knew that France and
Spain were hostile to their demand
for the Western territories and that
France had sent a confidential agent
to London to warn the British Gov-
ernment against making too generous
concessions to the Americans, they
kept the negotiations secret, and the
result justified their precautions.
They held out, unwisely as time has
shown, against protection and fair
terms for the Loyalists, but they
could point to the excited state of
feeling at home which, in their belief,
would not permit any real concession.
The article in the treaty on this point
turned out to be quite illusory, as
they must have known it would.
American historians censure the
treatment of the Loyalists as an error
in national policy, but the Commis-
sioners, as the leaders in a successful
revolution, eould not be expected to
keep their heads on every point. In
the exultant enthusiasm of vietory
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the present was bound to outweigh
the future. It was far otherwise with
Shelburne, who earned neither the
applause of his own generation nor
the approval of posterity. He had
not even made the best of a bad bar-
gain. The treaty of peace, hastily
made and bungled in the making,
proved unsatisfactory to both coun-
tries. The acknowledgment of the
independence of the United States
took place before it was signed, and
was not therefore dependent upon it.
Peace was not ensured, and war broke
out again within thirty years. The
fisheries settlement proved a bone of
contention for more than a century
and nearly provoked a third war.
The much-vaunted water boundary
between Canada and the Republic was
the scene of British defeats in the
war of 1812. The betrayal of the
Loyalists injured the honour of Eng-
land and made partial reparation a
costly business. Worse than all, the
treaty complicated the relations and
estranged the feelings of the two
branches of the English race. The
Americans naturally felt no grati-
tude, and the English suffered from a
humiliation which long kept them
aloof. The career of Shelburne has
been presented dispassionately and
adroitly by his kinsman and biogra-
pher, Lord Fitzmaurice, and the

Whig historians, more intent on the
Jjustification of theories than on facts,
have dealt kindly with his failures.

But the chief legacy of the first
Lord Lansdowne to his eountrymen
is a solemn warning against a prema-
ture and disastrous peace.




BATTLES AGARINST ODDS

BY THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS

PROVINCE of warfare
which British soldiers
have made peculiarly
their own since the
earliest days of our
military history is the
battle against odds. The excitement
of battle is a strong wine to all men
worthy of the name. It is far too
potent a vintage for the heart and
head of a coward, inspiring in him
bestial panic instead of inculeating
valonr. No men of fighting race
answer to its fierce intoxication or
earry it so magnificently as our fight-
ing men. It lifts them to a fine,
clear-eyed madness, in which they
forget all consideration for them-
selves but do not forget their honour;
in which they flame to a splendid
anger but do not forget mercy; in
which they become something even
finer than the fine men they are. Men
of lesser breed become beasts or
cravens in the madness of that intox-
ication.

The battle against odds may be a
matter of attack or defence. It may
be a matter of hundreds against
thousands, of scores against hundreds
or of individual against small parties.
It is more often a matter of defence
than of attack.

I have been reading lately of the
battle of Inkerman. There was a case
of fighting against odds on a grand
geale, in a grand, rough-and-tumble,
death-or-glory manner; of defending
an open position that possessed NoO
trenches and but 2 few artificial
defences of any kind against vastly
superior numbers of infantry and
weight of artillery metal ; of fighting
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and winning a great battle against
odds that were not entirely of the
enemy’s creation. The battle was
fought and wen by piquets and bat-
talions unsupported by any organized
system of defence or scheme of cpera-
tions. A protected two-gun position
known as the Sandbag Battery, and
a short wall of loose stones across a
road as the Barrier, were the extent
of our preparations for holding that
vital plateau. And yet it was known
to us that an attack was imminent.
None of the glory of that day—the
fifth of November, 1854—belongs to
the General Staff. Our staff work
has improved since then, thank
Heaven! :

Read the story of that battle in
any one of a dozen histories of the
Crimean War. It is timely reading
now, for the officers and men of our
battalions and batteries fight to-day
even as they fought then. Read of
the heroic struggles in and over and
around that old Sandbag Battery,
and the glow of pride that you feel
for those heroes long dead will warm
your heart with a pride as great for
our more recent dead and for the men
who even now bar the way to Amiens.

The parapet of that poor fortifica-
tion was too high to permit of its
defenders firing over it. It served as

‘a rallying point rather than a de-

fence. It changed hands again and
again during the battle which surged
around and over it.

The mortal strife was hand to hand,
foot to foot, muzzle to muzzle, butt-end to
pbutt-end. It must not be supposed that we
always stood rooted on our ground, that
we never budged. The fight was now back-
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ward, now forward, now sideways. Here
a Grenadier party, after a frantic tussle,
would be forced by overwhelming swarms
out of the battery; there a knot of Cold-
streamers would arrest the advance of an
entire Russian battalion; in another place
a cluster of Fusiliers, rallying after a re-
pulse, would fling themselves upon a col-
umn and send it slap-dash over the height’s
crest. . Ammunition had become
frightfully scarce; in many cases, indeed,
the soldiers had none left, and were re-
duced to rifling the pouches of their fallen
messmates; and when that resource failed,
to pounding away at the ugly Calmuck
visages with stocks and stones.

Read again, of that same battle and
position, how “The Guards moved to
the extreme British right where
Adams, at the Sandbag Battery, with
700 men, was trying to bar the march
of 10,000 fresh troops”. And again
of “Four officers of the 41st, all of
them young and one of them desper-
ately wounded, who challenged each
other by name, ran in on their own
account upon Russian masses and
. died desperately fighting”.

Of such heroic stuff is the whole
story of the battle of Inkerman. Thus
the British Army fought against odds
in 1854—the Guards, the old Line
Regiments, the army of a time when
ignorant men and hopeless men and
wasters formed the majority of those
who took the Queen’s shilling and
were led for the most part by dandies
. and wealthy idlers. When the pinch
came, the wasters were lavish with
their own blood and that of the
enemy, the dandies forgot their van-
ity and the idlers their worldly
wealth. Great fighters against odds!
Their deeds are the traditions and
inspiration of the great fighters of
to-day. Whatever the kind and qual-
ity of the raw material changing
times and conditions bring to the
British army, the ability of that army
to battle splendidly against odds
never changes.

Thousands of miles away from the
plateau of Inkerman lie the ditched
fields of Flanders. Far removed in
time from that struggle of Guards
and Fusiliers against swarming Rus-
sians in and around the Sandbag
Battery is another great battle
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against odds that glorifies Britain’s
story.

On the 22nd April, 1915, the Ger-
mans projected their first attack of
asphyxiating gas against a point of
our Allies’ front. Turcos and
Zouaves fell back strangled and
blinded. The British left was ex-
posed. A four-mile gap lay open to
the Huns. A division of new troops
held our left—the Canadians! Well,
they continued to hold it—and they
blocked the four-mile gap. They
held up Germany, gas and all. There
was no such things as gas masks in
those days, but the Canadians were
undismayed by that new terrific form
of murder. A few of them had fought
in South Africa; a few both officers
and men, had served in the Regular
Army of normal times; but otherwise
they were of the Canadian Militia,
officers and men alike. Summer
camps in Canada, the great camp of
thirty-three thousand at Valeartier,
the mud and hardships and weariness
of Salisbury Plain—these had never
once fooled them into a belief that
they knew anything about actual
warfare. They had soldiered under
various conditions and mastered their
drill and musketry, that was all.
Actual battle was a new thing to
them. They did not pretend to know
anything about it. All they under-
stood of it was that they wouldn’t
like it but that it was their duty to
face it and stick it. They had left
their offices and shops, their schools
and farms and mills, with the inten-
tion of fighting the Hun and in
return, of suffering the worst he
could do to them. They did not ex-
pect him to fight like a sportsman,
or even like a human being. So they
accepted the gas as part of the day’s
work. It was the last day’s work for
hundreds of those good workmen.

They were a new division of the
army, those Canadians of April, 1?15.
They fought a great battle against
odds of men, of metal, of machinery
and of devilish chemistry. &

The wonder is not that this thing
was done by Canadians, but that it
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was done at all. It is still a world’s
wonder that any one division in any
army in the world could have done it.
But the chances are that no other
division, old or new, could have done
it better. It was done in the high,
unfaltering, grip-and-hold, war-test-
ed English way against all the old
flesh-tearing machinery of war—and
gas, as of for a make-weight.

I think that the Canadian Divi-
sion was as ready for that fearful test
as any other division in the field. The
men possessed courage and diseipline.
They knew how to use their weapons
and their brains. They knew and
trusted their officers. They were
patriots of the finest type. They had
come a long way and given up much
to kill and to be killed. They had
proud traditions to live up to and
die for, and their own personal pride.
It is well to remember the personal
pride of those free men from a rich
free land. No combination of beer-
swilling Huns could put anything
over on them, old or new, and “get
away with it”. And they had mili-
tary traditions to hearten and steady
them—all the glorious traditions. of
Great Britain and the British Army
in addition to those of Canada and

the United Empire Loyalists and the '

Canadian Militia.

You smile at mention of the tradi-
tions of the United Empire Loyalists
and the Canadian Militia. Then it is
the smile of ignorance; and I suggest
that you read in history of the men
and women from New England and
New York and Virginia who made
(Canada for the Empire, and of the
Militiamen who held it for the Em-
pire on Queenston Heights and many
another Canadian battlefield. Those
engagements also were battles against
odds, Canadians fought against men
of their own breed then—their very
brothers—the men of the big, ambi-
tious young Republic to the South.
We were in the right of that dust-up.
We fought for hearth and home. We
used shot-guns, and our equipment
was various; but we fought in a just
cause and walloped our big brothers.

That was more than one hundred
years ago. That family-unpleasant-
ness of long ago, almost forgotten
during generations of mutual friend-
ship and respect, is now burned out
utterly and forever in the flame of
this great war. The men of the big
Republiec fight shoulder to shoulder
with us now. They are more than
Allies—for they, too, are of the old,
right breed. They are our brothers.

To return to Flanders and to April,
1915. The story of that battle is told
as mnearly and truly as it has

,ever been told in the first wvol-
ume of “Canada in Flanders”. 1

have no intention of trying to retell
it, as I had no thought of trying to
retell the story of Inkerman, but I
shall attempt to catch your eye with
an illuminating incident of that
battle.

At midnight, April 22.23 the
Tenth and Sixteenth Canadian Infan-
try DBattalions charged and took a
strong German position in a wood
which lay to the west of the village
of St. Julien. The attack was made
on open ground, in the face of strong

- machine gun fire and deliberate rifle

fire. The two battalions lost heavily,
but were still sufficiently strong upon
reaching their objective to bayonet
the enemy out of a portion of it.
One Baker, a corporal of the Tenth
and an enthusiastic bomber, gained
the hostile trench in company with
sixteen other bombers of his battalion.
He and his party immediately set
off to the left along the trench,
exploding the reluctant enemy out of
that narrow way as they went. This
was not an isolated or self-contained
position which the Canadians had
captured, but simply a point in the
face of a trench system. The Ger-
mans were strong in other parts of
that trench and in the trenches be-
hind it. They retaliated heavily with
rifle fire and bombs, checked Baker’s
advance at last and put nine of his
men out of action. The dead lay
where they fell and the wounded
crawled away. Then the Germans
blocked the trench in front of the
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Canadians and dug a ecross-trench
behind the block. Here the unequal
duel of the eight against the superior
but unknown numbers in the redoubt
continued throughout the remaining
hours of darkness. Ammunition,
which was scarce, was used sparingly
on both sides; but the Canadians
maintained the offensive and the Ger-
mans were content to defend.

The first hour of daylight brought
reinforcements of men and a fresh
supply of grenades to the enemy.
Thus strengthened, they immediately
took the offensive and sought to blow
the invaders out of the trench with
the sheer weight of their fire. Corp-
oral Baker, who lay close in to the
block, escaped injury from the ex-
ploding bombs ; but his seven compan-
ions were killed. One would suppose
that the German offensive had suc-
ceeded—that they had cleared the
trench and could now eross the block.
This was not the case, however. One
Canadian—one British soldier—re-
mained alive on the other side.
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He armed himself with the bombs of his
dead comrades and continued the fight.
His fire was so accurate and well-timed
that the fire of the hostile bombers slack-
ened. He held his position all that day
and all the next night, and returned to
his battalion just before the dawn of the
24th,

Comment on this minor incident
of that great battle would be super-
fluous. Grenadiers of the British
Army, of Home and Overseas regi-
ments alike, have shown the same
spirit and the same skill as Corporal
Baker again and again in this war.
The fact that Baker and his sixteen
belonged to a Canadian Battalion is
neither here nor there. It neither
adds to nor detracts from the glory
of their achievement; but it proves
that, whatever their peaceful voca-
tions in Western Canada before the
war, they were of the right breed—
new soldiers, but brothers and equals
of the old guardsmen who fought in
and over the Sandbag Battery on the
plateau of Inkerman.



LAST
STAND OF THE OLD ARMY

BY MAJOR A. CORBETT-SMITH

AUTHOR OF “THE RETREAT FROM MONS"”

i i) HIS inspiring chapter
.j{i}\”‘;‘ Tt ,;} deseribing the heroism
E/.%f)}'é«" »{".";Q},’ il of the defenders of the
A I lient is taken
ety l’;‘,"/"("}‘l/ | pres sa lent 18 ta

(IR from a mew book, “The
o Marne and After” (To-
ronto: Cassell and Company), by the
author of “The Retreat from Mons”:

And now at the very moment when
Germany was about to hurl the flower
of her army against the meagre Bri-
tish line, when the enemy purposed
to turn every available gun of an
overwhelming strength upon the
handful of men who dared to oppose
his will, there happened an event as
dramatic and momentous, surely, as
any in the war.

To realize the significance of it you
must first bear earefully in mind all
that your imagination ecan picture of
this desperate battle against odds;
and then understand that a field bat-
tery of six guns, firing on an average
700 shells a day, was even then firing
all too little for the needs of the mo-
ment.

Then learn that on this day the
order was issued that every field gun
in the force must be placed on a daily
allowance of ten shells only! TIn other
words, a battery was allowed each
day sixty shells to fire when 700 was
not sufficient.

What the gunners said and what
the infantry thought I leave you to
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guess. But I would also have you
think of the high moral courage of
the Commander-in-Chief, who, upon
the urgent representation of the Q.
M. G. (Sir William Robertson), dared
to issue such an order at one of the
most critical moments of the world’s
history.

To put the matter very briefly,
there were no more shells for the how-
itzers and eighteen-pounders in
France, and the reserve at home was
practically exhausted. It is probably
no exaggeration to say that had we
gone on firing at the old rate for an-
other fortnight we should have had
to “cease fire” altogether.

The ‘courage of Sir John French’s
decision (if I may venture the com-
ment) seems on a par with the one
already noted when he dared to ex-
tend his line still farther north in-
stead of supporting the battered 7th
Division. By issuing the order about
the shells he was able to build up at
least something of a reserve to be
used when any battery was faced
with some supreme ecrises. Though
the price was very, very heavy, the
situation was saved. Had he not
dared to pay the price and to place
once again his perfect trust in his

indomitable infantry and ecavalry,

who shall say what the end might
have been?
And it is well that the world should
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hear of this, for surely it throws an-
other and a still strohger light upon
the heroism of the first Seven Di-
visions during those fateful days.
And will the German Staff ever dare
to tell the German people how their
armies could not break through even
then? I think not.

On Wednesday, the 28th, there
were but few attacks made, and the
enemy’s guns were almost idle. It
was, however, but that solemn, death-
ly silence which seems to brood over
an Bastern sea before the breaking
of the typhoon. You may picture
German G. H. Q., where William Ho-
henzollern is present in person, send-
ing out through their admirable or-
ganization the final orders for the
great assault. You can see the offi-
cers and men of every unit making
their last preparations, nerving them-
selves for a fight the issue of which
cannot to them have been a moment
in doubt.

Would you compare the two
armies? Turn, then to Shakespeare’s
Henvy V. and read once again the
fourth act, from the prologue to the
closing scene. There shall you find
it all set down in matchless verse.
Here I can add nothing to that pie-
ture of genius.

At daybreak on the 29th the storm
burst. Heralded by a whirlwind of
shells of every size, the German in-
fantry charged down upon the de-
voted remnants of the First Corps,
the 7th Division, and the Cavalry.

And just as the tidal wave tears
from the rocks the seaweed and lim-
pet clinging fast, so was the 1st Di-
vision torn from its trenches and
hurled back, gasping and blinded.

A moment’s pause, the battalions
turned, and, with the 2nd Division,
crashed back again in a counter-
attack.

A second time were the British
forced back; a second time they re-
covered their ground. And so the
fight swayed backwards and forwards.
“Blinded, bloody and torn they reel-
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ed,” but ever they won back again.
And the enemy drew off, swearing
that their spies had played them false,
that there were two army corps facing
them where they had thought it to
be a division only.

“Another gap,” they cried. “Take
the break to the south where the
Cavalry are.”

So another corps threw themselves
at the men of the 7th Division. And
the British ecavalry, shattered rem-
nants of two brigades, stood to it.
Such was the weight of the enemy’s
gunnery that one troop of them was
buried alive. The rest, o’erborne
like the 1st Division, were thrust
slowly back, struggling with impotent
arms against the great wave of Ger-
mans.

Back they went, clinging fast to
every point of vantage—rallying,
charging, and back again. An in-
fantry battalion, close by, sees their
plight and dashes straight at the
Germans in a counter-charge. One
skeleton of a battalion against eight
German battalions! And that little
one beat them, routed them; two
score prisoners it took, ten score dead
the Germans left behind.

Again and again the Germans
charged; and the day passed into
night—a night of blood-red flame and
smoke. And still the British held the
line. And ever the Germans drew
back with their dying and their
shame.

The blood-red night melted into a
cold, grey dawn, and with the first
hint of daylight, the German gun-
ners were at work again.

Now the British battalions are but
little companies. The line which they
have held is no more a line; but here
and there are little groups of ghosts.

The Bavariaus must eapture Ypres.
The “War Lord” is with them, and
he commands. Therefore it must be.

And the ghosts of men who have
said “No” through the last ten days
of hell say “No” once again. It shall
not be.

So the Bavarians came on, and
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the British Infantry and the British
Calvary met them as they came.

In fair shock of battle they met.
And they fought together as men
have never fought before. Never at
such odds have men fought. And
the daylight drifted into darkness
again.

All down the line the battle swayed
this way and that. Here is a gen-
eral in command of two companies of
infantry ; here a corporal acting as a
battery commander—a battery of two
guns. There is a junior subaltern
leading his battalion in a desperate
charge—a battalion of a hundred men.
Every man is in. Here are cooks,
grooms, officers’ servants from a Gun-
ner battery lining up with pieks and
shovels, branches of trees, or bare
firsts. Why, in Heaven’s name? To
hold up and repulse half an advanc-
ing brigade.

“God of battles, was ever a battle
like this in the world before #”

So wide was one of the gaps in the
British line that a German Corps had
actually succeeded in marching
through and taking up a position im-
mediately to the flanks and rear of
some half dozen of the skeleton bat-
talions.

Then it was that these devoted reg-
iments suddenly found themselves
assailed, as it seemed, by their own
comrades, for who save British should
be behind them? Through the fog-
laden, rain-soddened air the deadly
streams of machine-gun bullets tore
through their ranks. And as the
British cerouched low and tried to
peer into the mist to see how they
should reply a Field Battery of ours
poured its shells into the mélée, un-
fortunately striking down several of
our own men.

Who ecan tell the delirium of the
hours that followed! The enemy to
the front, to the rear, to the flank.
A German Reserve Corps against the
remnants of six British battalions,
the men worn to a shadow by expo-
sure, want of sleep, want of food. And
yet they fought on. Now one bat-
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talion is gone, destroyed. A second
has 150 men left out of 650, four offi-
cers out of sixteen. A third no offi-
cers and but a handful of junior N.
C. 0.s to lead. And yet they fought
on.
The slaughter of it all seems to
pass human understanding. You hear
of one single British company so sur-
rounded by the enemy that the Ger-
mans did not even know it was there
in the midst of them. And you hear
of those few men within five minutes
‘annihilating a German battalion, aec-
counting for more than 800 of the
strength. And still the enemy pour
their masses into the battle.

You hear of the last remaining gun
of a battery being brought into ae-
tion on a road and fighting a duel at
500 yards range with a German field
gun, knocking it out at last by a di-
reet hit. Of a lance-corporal sitting
in a shell-hole with a machine-gun
firing methodically for an hour or
more into the enemy ranks before
they discover him—so mad is the
confusion.

And how do they fare in Ypres
and Hooge, where the Divisional and
Corps H. Q. are? Of what are the
Army Chiefs thinking? Within three
or four miles of the battle, sharing,
too, in the storm of shell, there is
never a hint of disaster. The Staff go
about their work as though the oper-
ations were fifty miles away.

The next evening there sped out
of Ypres a dispatch-rider. One of
those cheery souls he was who had
come over with his motor-bicycle
straight from a publie school, all for
the “fun of the thing.” And what a
record of gallantry, endurance and
cheerines under all hardships have
those youngsters created.

“Carrying dispatches and messages
at all hours of the day and night in
every kind of weather, and often
traversing bad roads blocked with
transport, they have been conspicu-
ously successful in maintaining an
extraordinary degree of efficiency in
the service of communications.” That
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is the tribute of the Commander-in-
Chief.

So Stanmore rode up and delivered
his message.

“How are things going?” said I.
“And how are you getting on?”

“Having a simply ripping time,”
gaid Stanmore, chuckling all over.
“You never saw such fun as it was
yesterday.”

(This was some of the fighting I
have just been telling about.)

“Oh,” said I, “what was it?”

Stanmore sat down on a bench and
nearly choked with laughing at his
recollections.

“Had to get a message through to
1st Corps H. Q. at Hooge. Wipers!
You ought to have seen Wipers. It
was too funny., Not a soul in the
streets, every other house in the
place burning like mad, and shell
pouring in all over the shop. I had
to get off and wheel the bike because
there wasn’t any road left. Great
shell-holes you could bury a ’bus in,
and all the rest broken bricks and
glass. It was a mess. One place I
actually had to pull up because one
of those Black Marias came along,
took away the whole of a front of a
house, went clean through and smach-
ed into the house opposite. (Fits of
laughter.) It was too silly to see
all the floors and furniture just like
a doll’s-house. Dead horses and dogs
and cats flying about. Two cats just
missed me as they fell off a roof. A
harlequinade wasn’t in it. I simply
rolled into a doorway and laughed till
I could hardly see. Of course, H. Q.
had been shelled out long ago, so no
wonder I couldn’t find the blessed
place. Ran ’em to earth a bit later.
Had the devil of a job getting back
climbing over the ruins, and just as
I was getting out of the town—oh,
lord, you would have laughed—a big
shell plumped down about 100 yards
in front, and right out of the dust
and smoke came one of our chaps
wheeling his bike. The silly blighter
had been and got a puncture.” (Com-
plete collapse of Stanmore.)
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‘What German army, I ask you, is
going to contend against a spirit like
that?

But it was a few days later that
Stanmore brought the most -delicious
piece of news. Several of the Staff
of the 2nd Corps, being apparently
bored with life and inaction (think of
it!) had aetually gone off to London
on 48 hours’ leave!

Leave, in the middle of all that
fighting! It was really too gorgeous.
And how mad the Germans would
have been had they known.

Of course, one did not know then
that the greater part of the 2nd Corps,
being absolutely exhausted, had been
withdrawn from the firing line. Nor
could one foresee that officers and men
on active service were going to be
given occasional home leave. At that
time such an idea was ineredible. In
fact, when, about Christmas, a cer-
tain number of officers were told they
might go back to England for 96
hours, several declined the leave, say-
ing that they preferred to stay and
see the business through. So convine-
ed was everyone that two or three
months at most would bring the end
of the war. And of the officers who
took the leave one at.least returned
before the 96 hours were up, being
unable to bear the seeming apathy
and ignorance of those at home.

The third day of the great battle
for Ypres had dawned. The Tth Di-
vision no longer existed as a Com-
mand, and the heroic remnant had
been placed under the orders of Sir
Douglas Haig. Yet there could be no
withdrawal of the men, for there was
none to replace them. The line must
still be held. Or if it can no longer
be held, the Germans shall advance
only over the English dead.

One more came the whirlwind of
shells ; once more the blue-gray masses
of the Germans swept down upon the
defenders. At every point of the de-
fence they struck. To the north where
the 1st Division clung on grimly; at
the 2nd Division, the 7th, the Cav-
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alry, and to the south at Messines,
and where Pulteney’s 3rd Corps
fought.

Once again the 1st Division was
swept back. And now as the very
heavens seemed to rend apart with
sheeted flame and pour down their
deluge of thunderbolts, as the ground
beneath rocked and heaved to the
mighty concussion, so it seemed that
exhausted nature at last snapped and
broke and men went mad with the
shock and horror of it.

The British were swept back, but
some remained, remained to be club-
bed down or trampled underfoot by
the storming wave. The discipline
which they had learned kept them
there to the last, crouching in the
pitted ground, but the brain of them
had gone and left them helpless and

unconscious, gibbering with unholy
laughter.
“At all costs the line must be

held,” eried Sir Douglas Haig. And
with the inspiration of their leader
the Division rallied. Once again the
enemy advance was checked.

All down the salient and far to
the south one British group of men
after another (we cannot say battal-
ions or companies) was hurled back;
to rally and counter-charge, check
the Division rallied. Onece again the
terrible price which must be paid for
it !

Hour after hour passed and the
issue still swung in the balance.
Shortly after noon German shells
crashed into the Headquarters of the
1st and 2nd Divisions, the brain cen-
tres of the Corps. The General Offi-
cers commanding the Divisions were
both put out of action, General Lo-
max wounded, General Monro uncon-
scious; three Staff Officers of the 1st
and three of the 2nd were all killed.

Within half an hour Sir John
French was on the spot with Sir Doug-
las Haig. But nothing more could be
done. The issue was in the hands of
God.

From two to three o’clock the sus-
pense was unbearable. It was the
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most ‘eritical moment in the whole
battle, indeed since Mons, Sir John
French has said.

You may picture those two men,
the Field-Marshal and the General
standing quietly by the great map
spread on the table of the battered
chateau: you see the Staff going
quietly about their work; and if the
strain is telling you must needs look
close into the eyes to detect it. There
is nothing more to be done. Not even
may any unit be withdrawn and
thrust into another corner of the line.
If the breach is made there can be
no repairing. The seacoast and ports
will be lost to us.

Slowly the minutes pass. A quar-
ter past two—Twenty past—Half-
past.——Are they holding still?

Suddenly over the wires comes the
message, “The 1st and 2nd Divisions
are attacking the German right.”

General Landon, who, at a mo-
ment’s notice, has taken over the com-
mand of General Lomax, is making
the supreme effort.

Then, “German right being pushed
back fast.” Then, “Gheluvelt retaken
—bayonet charge.”

Is the tide turning? Can they do

it?

Swiftly now come the messages.
The left of the 7th Division is
attacking. The Tth Division! Do you
hear that? And they are attacking!

This retaking of Gheluvelt sets free
some of the Cavalry, the 6th Brigade,
which has shared throughout in the
glory of the 7th Division. Sir Doug-
las Haig seizes the chance on the mo-
ment, and the order is at once flashed
to the Brigade Commander.

The squadron leaders (what mat-
ter the names of the regiments—they
are of the Tth Division!) rub their
eyes in astonishment. “Boot and
saddle”? Horses? They must be
crazy at H. Q.! But there is the
order. “Get to it, lads!”

The lads get at their horses where
they can, and the horses are as amaz-
ed as their masters. “This is a joke.
Another ruddy route-march.” But
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LAST STAND OF THE OLD ARMY

even a route-march is better than
nothing.

“And where on earth have you been
all these years?” say the horses, as
they nuzzle for carrots.

“Sorry, old lady,” says Trooper
Tomkins. “Couldn’t help it. Another
job on. And a pretty one, too.
But we’re for it now. Get up!” And
in goes the bit, on goes the bridle and
the saddle.

“Hurry up, boys,” sing out squad-
ron commanders; “not a moment to
lose.”

Squadrons fall in, some mounted,
some on foot. And off they go hell-
for-leather straight into the torn and
tattered woods where the Germans
lurk.

What a round up! “In at them,
boys; get to it!” Horses crash and
cannon off broken tree trunks in the
headlong race; men on foot come
smashing through the undergrowth,
firing wildly from hip or shoulder as
the Germans bolt from cover to cover.
Clean through the wood they go;
nothing can stop the amazing charge.
Through the woods and out into the
open again. On, on!

“It’s Berlin this time,
gasps Trooper Tomkins.

At last they pull up as they throw
{pemselves into a gap in the infantry
ine.

“Cheer-oh,” says Private Williams
as Tomkins drops down by his side.
“’Ad a bit of a beano, ’aven’t you?”

“Not ’alf,” says Tomkins.

anyhow,”

By the late afternoon the British
had won back almost all of their
original positions, and before mid-
night, “the line as held in the morn-
ing had practically been reoccupied.”

Just after the tide had turned, at
5.0 p.m., a French Cavalry Brigade
got up to Hooge and pushed forward,
dismounted, to the help of the Life
Guards and Horse Guards.

And now turn to this little para-
graph from Sir John French’s dis-
pateh :

“During the night touch was re-
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stored between the right of the 7th
Division and left of the 2nd Brigade,
and the Cavalry were withdrawn into
reserve, the services of the French
Cavalry being dispensed with.”

Who can resist a thrill of ineffable
pride in reading that last sentence?
Hard set themselves, our gallant Al-
lies had done all they could to send
in time the needed support. Every-
where possible—a regiment here, a
squadron there—they had given
through those days of erisis; but the
strong, solid reinforcement which
would have meant so much was be-
vond their power until later.

No, it had been a square fight be-
tween British and German, and the
British Commander-in-Chief was de-
termined that once the tide had turn-
ed the day should be to his men alone.
So T read it.

The day was won, the crisis was
safely passed. But the cost of it in
human lives and suffering had been a
terrible one. The flower of England’s
chivalry, her knights and yeomen had
perished. The Old Regular Army had
fought its last fight—the last, the
greatest of all. And it was in the
noblest cause for which England has
ever sent forth her sons.

Of the 7th Division, less than one
month before there had sailed from
England 400 officers. Forty-four re-
turned. Their men had numbered
12,000. There were left 2,336.

“We thought,” said a German offi-
cer, “that you had four Army Corps
against us there.”

In every Division the toll was al-
most as heavy. The 1st Division and
the 2nd Division lost nearly three-
fourths of their strength. The 1st
and 2nd Cavalry Divisions each lost
a half. H

Forty thousand men is the loss
which they say the British suffered.
Of the Germans there fell perhaps
250,000.

That it was a victory, and a deci-
sive vietory for our arms there ecan
surely be no doubt. The Germans
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set out to achieve a definite object: ‘0 God, Thy arm was here;

hey failed. ' s 52 x And not to us, but to Thy arm alone,
e The British deternned Aseribe we a]l!,—When, without stratagem,

to defeat that scheme: ﬂ}ey suceceed- Byt in plain shock and even play of battle,
ed. How the enemy failed, though Was ever known so great and little loss
massing aga,inst the defenders such On one part and on the other?—Take ;o
overwhelming strength, we cannot _ God, Ry

say. And yet may we not cry in all O it is none but Thine!

reverence— And England never knew.

1

' SER MORNING

By LOUISE MOREY BOWMAN

T is a silent, shimmering world of blue—
A place of strangeness, lonely, cool and sweet,
Filled with a wonder and a shining peace.
There is no sound here on this quiet shore
But slow majestic thunder of the waves—
Unless perhaps the sunshine ripples sing

In lilting treble notes I cannot hear.
Always the dawn in my green woods of home
Is filled with bird songs, here the dawn is still.

I think it may be like this when one wakes

For the first time after the sleep of Death,

And on a strip of silent crystal sand

Learns how to see, and hear, and breathe, anew.
Now in the distance—is it sea or sky %—

A small white sail drops down beyond the rim,
As if it left me here in a new world.

Now a white butterfly floats past me on

Over the sandy shore, to salt sea foam—

Far from warm honeyed gardens, Little Wings—
So frail and tiny in this majesty ;

Perhaps a soul has gained new wings this dawn
And these its old ones, drifting on the shore.
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THE SPOILS OF WAR
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LAKE LOUISE, IN THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

LAKE LOUISE

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

THINK that when the Master Jeweller tells

His beads of beauty over, seeking there

One gem to name as most supremely fair,
To you He turns, O Lake of Hidden Wells!

So very lovely are you, Lake Louise,
The stars which erown your watching peaks at even
Mistake you for a little sea in heaven

And nightly launch their shining argosies.

From shore to dim-lit shore a ripple slips,
A sigh which seems the very breath of night—
The Night herself, asleep upon this height,
Captive of dreams and smiling with white lips.

Surely a spell, creation-old, was made

For you, O Lake of Silences, that all

Earth’s fretting voices here should muted fall,
As if a Finger on their lips were laid !



ENGLAND IN WAR TIME®
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NGLAND at any time
commands the attention
2 of all who would trace
1 the streams of civil and
| religious liberty to their
source. Her historic
treasures and assoeiations invest her
with a fascinating interest for the
man who would learn to view his own
day and generation relatively, and to
appraise their qualities and values
by the criteria of history. But Eng-
land in war time; England in
thoughtful, serious, determined,
mood ; Britain awake, alert, and gird-
ed for battle; John Bull, with all the
family resources mobilized, standing
with sleeves rolled up, and Afists
clenched, and muscles taut, and eyes
blazing, defying all the world’s forces
of tyranny and reaction; John Bull
defending his own castle and inei-
dentally playing Big Brother to the
whole world—well, he is just John
Bull! There is no other like him!
Matchless in his magnanimity, and
truly terrible in his naked might, and
with all incomparably magnificent!
John Bull and his wife (she is the
spirit of Britain), with their sons from
overseas about them, present a most
interesting spectacle. It may be that
these sons, with their new homes in
far-away lands, with all their new
and absorbing interests, seemed some-
times to think less of the Old Home
than filial affection and duty required.
And perhaps John Bull and his wife
were too content to have it so, so long
as they knew the children were doing

SHIELDS

well—and so long as letters and par-
cels, I say and parcels, were frequent-
ly exchanged. But a crisis in the
family fortunes assembled the whole
family over night. And notwith-
standing the grief of the occasion,
John Bull and his spouse undoubtedly
have found much consolation in the
fact that all the sons are home again,

And Britain shows her true mater-
nal instincts by her treatment of the
men from overseas. I speak not now
of the official treatment only, but of
the treatment accorded our men by
the British people generally. And
Britain’s attitude goes far to explain
the historic development and present
unity of the Empire. She is not dis-
pleased by her children’s growing in-
dependence, nor too jealous of her
own maternal rights. She has ae-
quired the true mother’s habit of
magnifying all the exploits of her
children. And it is indicative of the
mother-spirit of Britain, that her men
from England and Wales, and Scot-
land and Ireland, offer no complaint
at the generous praises bestowed upon
the men of the Overseas Forces. I
have talked with British soldiers, offi-
cers and men, when they did not know
that I belonged across the seas. And
I have found them enthusiastic in
their praise of Anzac and Canadian
achievement. I cannot recall an ex-
ception to that attitude. And that is
one of the marks of Britain’s great-
ness; for jealousy, whether in the in.
dividual or national character, is the
distinetive vice of littleness of soul,

*Written after a visit to England a year ago.
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Oh, the Mother-spirit of England!
She spreads wide her hospitable arms,
and would welcome the whole world to
her table, if only they would come
peaceably.

But John Bull and his wife are con-
tinually giving each other little love-
taps which sometimes sound or re-
sound as though they might hurt a
little. But it is only their playful
way of prolonging the honeymoon.
They are always finding fault with
themselves, and with each other.
From reading the English newspapers
at certain periods, and in certain edi-
torial moods, one might almost sup-
pose that the United Kingdom was
the worst governed country in the
world. They complain of their habit
of “muddling through”; and they
nurse the phrase as if they were rather
fond of it. They survey themselves
in the mirror, and declare that their
glothes are ill-fitting, and unbecoming
in their general effect, and inappro-
priate in all particulars, and old-fash-
ioned and hopelessly out-of-date alto-
gether ; and old John remarks, ‘‘ What
fools we are!”” And if some incauti-
ous meddler ventures to approve the
sentiment, John knocks him as flat as
the proverbial pancake, exclaiming,
‘“‘How dare you call me a fool!’”” And
when his eritic meekly replies, ‘‘I only
quoted your own words, sir’’, John
flares back, ‘‘How dare you quote my
words, sir! I did not speak them to be
quoted : and what is more, I won’t be
quoted !”’—And then to himself, ‘A
fine state of affairs indeed! when a
man dare not speak his own mind, in
his own house, and to his own wife!
I suppose I was a fool to let the fel-
low hear me.”” -

““But I did hear you. I—"’

‘“Hold your tongue, sir! If you
were able to stand up, I'd knock you
down again for your impudence.
Well, well, what doddering idiots we
are! What did you say?’’

‘“Nothing.”’

‘““H’m. ‘Nothing’. You had bet-
ter say nothing. Everybody had bet-

547

ter say nothing! My dear, let us have
a cup of tea; and send for the boys,
and have them come to dinner; and
we’ll plan to get some things done.’’

And when the boys come in from
Australia, and New Zealand, and
South Africa, and India, and Canada,
how do they deport themselves?

When they were younger they were
rather critical of the Old Home and
its ways. Indeed, it must be confess-
ed some of them arrived from afar on
this occasion, not wholly devoid of
what is known as “swank”. But boys
grow to be men in a week when a
man’s burdens are laid upon them;
and these boys have attained to a
riper judgment by the experiences
through which they have passed.
And they have learned that Father
John and his wife are a pretty shrewd
old couple after all, with a life-long
habit of getting up very early in the
morning. The fact is, they are gen-
erally out and about their business
before other folks are around! And
it must be confessed that the present
aforementioned family erisis is not
un-related to this habit of early ris-
ing. For a certain ill-tempered neigh-
bour, by the name of William, got to
the market too late, and found that
all the best apples and the best pota-
toes, and the best of nearly every-
thing else had been bought by earlier
marketers; and that is what all the
row is about. And as for old John’s
wife—she may be old-fashioned in
her habits, and in some things she
may seem to be rather slow, but she
always manages to get the washing on
the line before any of the neighbours.
And she has had many a wash-day, in
which she has addressed herself to the
removal of many a stain from the
garments of this old world. But her
husband always helps her with the
washing, and they never put their
tubs away until everything is made
clean and white! And the boys have
seen them at their work and have a
growing respect for many of the Old
Folks’ ways of doing things.
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But to drop my parable; the Over-
seas Forces need no apology. Of
course there are individuals whom
no soap or nitre could make clean.
But they are relatively few. Can-
adian manhood generally is not de-
teriorating from association with the
old folks at home. I visited several
Imperial camps as well as most of the
larger Canadian camps; and so far as
a civilian could judge, neither suf-
fered by comparison with the other.
I venture to believe, indeed, that our
Canadian camps in England will bear
comparison with eivil communities of
the same population in Canada. T
did not content myself with casual
and cursory observation, but obtained
official figures. For the week ending
June 2nd, 1917, the ‘‘drunk’’ report
for all Canadian areas in England
was as follows: Shorneliffe, nine
cases; Shoreham, two; Seaford, one;
Hastings, two; Crowborough, one;
Witley, one; Pirbright, one; London
Area, one; Bramshott, nil; a total of
eighteen cases for one week. I doubt
whether the record of an equal num-
ber of civilians, even under prohibi-
tion, would be as favourable.

For the seven months ending July
31st, 1917, in the Bramshott distriet,
there were 119 cases of drunkenness,
and eleven “drunk and disorderly”.
That is to say, in a camp whose popu-
lation I was told varied during that
period from 16,000 to 20,000 men, in
thirty weeks there was an average of
about four cases of drunkenness a
week, and only one case of ‘‘drunk
and disorderly’’ in about every nine-
teen days.

These figures are taken from the
official camp record and I quote them
only to show that our camps in Eng-
land are well controlled. And if this
record were compared with the pre-
prohibition record of eivil communi-
ties of equal size in Canada, I fear
we should have something to blush
for; and I am not sure that even our
present showing would not look as if
the topers had stayed at home.
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I should like this article to bear tes-
timony to the efficiency of our Cana-
dian Military control in another dir-
ection. So far as the camps were con-
cerned, I saw no evidence of anything
being permitted in the areas actually
under military control which would
have a tendency to corrupt the morals
of the men.

There is still another side to this
question, which may be of interest
to Canadian readers. Personally, I
am a prohibitionist, and would make
an end of the liquor traffic every-
where, if I could. But we must not
too harshly blame the British Gov-
ernment for failing to prohibit it in
Britain. Undoubtedly, there is a
large body of public opinion which
would support the sternest measures.
I recognize that it is somewhat haz-
ardous for a mere visitor-to attempt
to understand so large a question
with only comparatively limited op-
portunities for observation. But so
far as I was able to observe there is
room to doubt whether the present
state of public opinion in England
would be sufficient to support the
Government in such a radical meas-
ure as total prohibition. But cer-
tainly the next best thing is being
done. And while there is little doubt
that the Traffic still does much to
hinder our getting on with the war
the severe restrictions placed upon it
have accomplished wonders. Eng-
land has greatly improved, in this re-
spect upon her condition of two years
ago.

To a discerning mind, with some
sense of historic relations, the mere
physical fact of successfully evading
the submarines, is of less significance
than the triumph of moral principle
which such a passage implies. On
the ship on which I crossed last
summer, we had an American mili-
tary unit. The officers and men
were all splendid fellows. Most of
the officers spoke apologetically for
being behind time. They felt they
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were more than two years overdue.
Their Commanding Officer, at a con-
cert at sea, reminded them and other
passengers that their participation in
the war under such circumstances was
only possible because Britannia rules
the waves. I heard one of the offi-
cers, who belonged to the Regular
Army, lecturing his men one day as
we were passing through the war zone.
And when he had instructed them on
various matters, he concluded, ‘I
want every one of you to make him-
self look like a British soldier”.
‘While that was complimentary to the
British, it was equally complimentary
to the American officer: if he had been
a little man he would not have said
it. He is a wise man who is willing
to profit by the experience of others.

If one could only foresee the issues
of these pregnant years, with what
thrilling interest should we regard
even apparently trivial events. More
than one hundred and forty years
ago, Edmund Burke, in a great
speech, pleading for conciliation with
the rebellious American Colonies,
having observed that ‘‘an Englishman
is the unfittest person on -earth to
argue another Englishman into slav-
ery’’, said, ‘“The mode of inquisition
and dragooning is going out of fash-
ion in the Old World, and I should
not eonfide much to their efficacy in
the New’’. Little did the great
statesman dream that the mode of vio-
lence he deprecated would persist so
long, and that nearly a ecentury and a
half later, armed legions would re-
cross the trackless deep from the New
‘World to join hands with the pioneers
and champions of freedom in the Old,
to put that mode out of fashion for-
ever.

Germany has talked much of ‘‘the
freedom of the seas”. But the seas
have long been free for certain classes
of people; it is impossible that they
should ever be free for everybody. I
once asked a Syrian pedlar, who came
to my door, of his experiences in some
of the many lands through which he
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had travelled. He assured me that
his native country was one of the fin-
est countries in the world; but he
added, “Turkey no good law”. When
I asked him of Germany, he replied,
‘“Oh, in Germany, too much law’’.
When I inquired how he fared in
England, he said musingly, “Eng-
land? England? Oh, in England, no
law at all.”’

‘“‘No law at all, ‘I said, ‘‘what do
you mean?’’

“In England,” he replied, “mind
your own business, no law at all.’’
And no professor of constitutional
law of any university in the English-
speaking world could possibly have
packed into a single sentence the
whole genius of Anglo-Saxon civiliza-
tion more comprehensively than did
that poor unlettered, but widely
experienced Syrian.

And the British Navy exists to see
to it that no tyrant shall presume to
interfere with other people’s business.
For all others the seas are as free as
they have always been since Britannia
became their Mistress. Therefore, I
say, England acquires a mnew glory
when you land on her shores at such
a time as this. Your passport has a
spiritual significance. It is a certifi-
cate of character and citizenship, a
patent, entitling you to rank among
the freemen of the world.

We all have heard of the proposal
to starve England. On the map, it
looks as though it might be possible ;
for there she appears to be a magni-
fied Muskoka Island, dependent upon
the daily visits of the supply boat.
But thanks to the heroism of those
men whose business is to ‘‘bring a
cargo up to London town”, and who
will not be denied the right to ply
their trade, England can never be
starved.

And what of London? Who ecan
deny that this is the world’s Metro-
polis? Always of cosmopolitan char-
acter, in war time her relation to
every people, and nation, and tongue,
is more apparent than ever. Com-
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merecially, religiously, politically, she
is the most influential city in the
world. And never was she so influen-
tial as to-day.

Of what do these monuments, these
peculiar customs of the old City, these
historic political and religious build-
ings, speak? Rightly to understand
London at war you must reflect that
many a battle has been fought on
ground which now is trodden by the
feet of London’s millions. Briton,
and Roman, Saxon, and Dane, and
Norman have all wrestled for the
mastery here. And in the later cen-
turies, opposing principles have found
re-incarnation in courtiers and kings,
in soldiers and statesmen, in lovers
of freedom, and lovers of power. And
London, typical of the Empire of
which she is the centre, has not hesi-
tated to buy her privileges with blood.
From thz time of the Cesars she has
refused to be ignored. Without deli-
berate design, her missionaries in
search of spiritual wealth and con-
quest, her mariners and explorers in
search of new adventures, her mer-
chants, in quest of trade and gold,
have put the whole world under tri-
bute to her greatness. And the same
subtle, intangible, magic, something
which keeps such perfect order in
London streets, has cast its spell over
India, and Egypt, and Africa, and the
Islands of the Sea; and has made the
wilderness and the solitary place glad
for it, and the desert to rejoice and
blossom as the rose. The prineiples of
justice and liberty, of law and order,
cultivated in the blood-soaked soil of
Britain, and transplanted to Aus-
tralia, and New Zealand, and Canada,
and India, are responding to the en-
emy’s challenge with all the Empire’s
resources of money and of men. The
daring policy of restricting govern-
ment to the one requiremwent, that a
man shall mind his own business and
refrain from interfering with other
people’s, has converted a rebellious
South Africa into a valiant defender

of the Imperial cause.
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Something more than two years ago
Prince Von Buelow said in a speech,
““All our eyes are directed upon our
army and fleet. Never in its thou-
sand-years-old history has the Ger-
man people shown itself so united, de-
termined, strong, and great, as in the
present war. Respectfully we bow
our heads before such greatness, and
are convineed that vietory will nots
fail such qualities, such pure merit,
and proud peace will be concluded,
worthy of our heroic efforts and gig-
antic sacrifices.”” It seems to be a
German habit respectfully to bow its
head before such greatness as the
mirror reflects.

But Britain’s greatness is of an-
other order—born of centuries of
simple greatness, and that a secure
struggle, not so much with others as
with herself. Where can you find a
spot in England where men have not
died for liberty? To the Briton, lib-
erty is a family tradition, a precious
heritage, bought and preserved at the
price of blood. And to the man with
historie hearing, who is at all sensi-
tive to historie relations, London is
vocal with the crimson testimony of
the past, the cries, the travail eries, of
that Great Mother of whom the
world’s liberties were born.

Sometimes it appears that Britain
carries this exercise of liberty to al-
most absurd lengths. But it may be
that some safety-valves are wisely
allowed to blow off. Still the Hyde
Park dissentient—the place whence
Cromwell’s horse threatened the Par-
liament—descants upon all possible
subjeets, and denounces nearly every-
thing beneath the stars except his
own opinions. For London in war
time must talk as usual, whatever else
she does. They will do it at Billings-
gate, and really it would be a pity to
stop them. I have seen and heard
them at five o’clock in the morning in
war time. There you will hear a wit
superior to Sydney Smith’s, a mor-
dant irony surpassing that of Junins.
And there you will see the fish, tons
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upon tons of it, brought in from the
sea by those intrepid trawlers for
London’s breakfast. And even the
fish is more intelligent than ordinary
fish, for they have scorned the cor-
rupting society of German submar-
ines, and have preferred a British
trawler’s net.

And Covent Garden is not without
its war-time message. Still you will
hear a quaint humour, rich as Mark
Twain’s, as some merry coster’s
tongue seems to fill the world with
laughter. And there are the flowers in
war time—DLondon’s beautiful flow-
ers, all the way from the Scilly Isles,
across the stretch of water where the
murderous submarines have been the
busiest; here they are, and seeming
by their fragrant beauty to say,
““Good morning! I have come to cheer
you up, that you may see in me a sym-
bol and a prophecy of the survival of
all beautiful things in life, over all
that is barbarous and brutal.”’

And there are the trains, and the
trams, and the underground, and the
’buses—and women, women, women,
everywhere! And such women!
With their modish uniforms, their
leather leggings, and their bewitch-
ing hats! How easy to earn a grate-
ful smile by saving them a climb up-
stairs by offering them your fare be-
low. How easy, and how well worth
while! It makes you feel like pay-
ing a second fare, when she comes
through asking, ‘‘Any more fares,
please! Any more fares, please?’’
Oh, London in war times is not with-
out some charming compensations !

Think of a full-grown man step-
ping on a ’bus, say, on the Strand;
and he is greeted by one of these
' charming bits of femininity who
smilingly informs him , ‘“Seat up-
stairs, sir”. And as he climbs the
winding stairs, and the lumbering
’hus moves on, she calls, ‘‘Hold
Tight!’’ At first one is amused, until
one reflects that she is the typical
mouthpiece of the Women of England
to the full-grown men of the Empire
—““Hold Tight!”’
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One day in August London heard
that some blood-relations for whom
she entertained a strong affection, and
for whom she had long been waiting,
sons of her Uncle Samuel across the
sea, had arrived, and would march
through the city next day. Hun-
dreds of thousands of Londoners
turned out to greet them. I viewed
them as they marched along White-
hall toward Trafalgar Square. They
had been only six weeks in uniform,
but evidently had made good use of

‘their time. They were splendid fight-

ing men in the making. Each unit
was preceded by its officers, who were
accompanied by a British officer ; and
each American flag was followed by
a British band. And as the Ameri-
can Flag passed by all heads were
bared. But there was not much cheer-
ing. It is not easy to move London
to enthusiasm now. She has seen so
much. She has been an armed camp
now for three years. And she has
seen her own men go direct to the
Front by thousands, and by tens of
thousands, and by hundreds of thou-
sands, and by millions. And many,
many, have not and will not come
back. And London had welcomed
other allies. Not in the same way
perhaps, nor in the same numbers;
but representatives of France, and
Belgium, and Russia, and Italy, and
Serbia, have been there ; and had been
greeted long ago as comrades in arms.
But London welcomed the Americans
heartily, and solemnly, but quietly.
I heard people round about me talk-
ing; and I think I could feel the sup-
pressed gladness of that vast multi-
tude that their new Allies had come.
But London seemed to say, ‘‘Your
ships must have been delayed! I ex-
pected you earlier, but, of course, you
are heartily welcome, just the same.”’
London’s attitude reminded me a
little of Martha and Mary, when they
welecomed One they had been long ex-
pecting, with tears, saying, ‘“‘If thou
hadst been here my brother had not
died”.



552

But that is the personal side.
There was in many a deeper feeling.
I had chosen to see the American
troops in Whitehall for a purpose. T
stood outside the old Whitehall Pal-
ace, but a few steps from where the
scaffold stood on which Charles I.
was executed, and within whose walls
Cromwell, the great champion of civil
and religious liberty, died. And not
very far away was the place where
the old Hall of Westminster stood, in
which Pitt the Elder, the great Lord
Chatham, had opposed the measures
which resulted in the American Re-
volution. And near the same place
was the great Abbey within which the
ashes of the great statesman lie, and
the great monument, which com-
memorates his great achievements,
stands. And I remembered to have
read his great speech from which I
will venture to quote. Addressing
the House of Commons, he said: ‘It
is a long time, Mr. Speaker, since I
have attended in Parliament. When
the resolution was taken in this House
to tax America, I was ill in bed. If
I could have endured to be carried in
my bed—so great was the agitation of
my mind for the consequences—I
would have solicited some kind hand
to have laid me down on this floor, to
have borne my testimony against it’”.
And when he had given his reasons
for opposing it, he continued: ‘‘Gen-
tlemen, Sir, have been charged with
giving birth to sedition in America.
They have spoken their sentiments
with freedom against this unhappy
act, and that freedom has become
their crime. Sorry I am to hear the
liberty of speech in this House im-
puted as a crime. But the imputa-
tion shall not discourage me. It is a
liberty I mean to exercise. No gentle-
man ought to be afraid to exercise it.
Tt is a liberty by which the gentleman
who calumniates it might have pro-
fted. He ought to have desisted from
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his project. The gentleman tells us
America is obstinate; America is al-
most in open rebellion. I rejoice that
America has resisted. Three mil-
lions of people, so dead to all the feel-
ings of liberty as voluntarily to sub-
mit to be slaves, would have been fit
instruments to have made slaves of all
the rest.”’

That was said one hundred and
fifty-one years ago. And now, be-
hold, these marching men, passing the
site of the very Hall in which these
memorable words were uttered. Only
four thousand of them, but the van-
guard of hundreds of thousands, and,
if need be, of millions more.

A little later I saw this vanguard of
the American armies pass the gate of
Buckingham Palace, where the King
received the salute. His Majesty was
accompanied by Queen Alexandra,
Lord French, Sir John Jellicoe, and
the Right Honourable David Lloyd
George. The Americans were warmly
welecomed at this point also, but it was
abundantly evident that for that
great London crowd before Bucking-
ham Palace the chief object of inter-
est was his Majesty the King. There
can be no doubt of London’s affection
for the King, and in this respect Lon-
don speaks for the Empire.

There could be no doubt of the
heartiness of London’s welcome to
the Stars and Stripes, and the splen-
did men who carried that Flag; and
as they marched past Buckingham
Palace gate saluting the King, and the
King saluting the American Flag, the
event was to me symbolic of the re-
union of the Anglo-Saxon race in
Freedom’s sacred cause. No man of
refined sensibilities, responsive to
moral atmospheric influences, can
breathe the air of London, and of
England, generally, without feeling a
deepening assurance of the ultimate
triumph of the Forces of Freedom.
Anglo-Saxondom is the proof of their
invineibility.




“"FOREIGN™ WOMEN
WHO WORK FOR CANADA

BY VICTORIA HAYWARD
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HE “foreign” woman in
Canada is to-day an
object of compelling
interest throughout the
entire country—a sister
in the Dominion’s great
home army. By reason of her “for-
eignness” we are more curious as to
her habits of life and her attitude
at this time than ever before.

These “foreign” women are found
in greater numbers in the West,
ensconced in prairie homes, than in
any other one section of the country.
Galicians, Russians, Ruthenians,
Mennonites—econstituting one of the
most important human working-
forces of the prairie, the garden-land
of Canada.

A “farm hand” in this region is
worth her weight in gold to the coun-
try and the world at this time. These
women are all farm hands born of a

“long line of peasant farmers back in
the region of the Carpathians and the
Russian Black-Sea Provinces where
wheat raising was known and prac-
tised before America was discovered.
So that in these farm hands Canada
has just the kind of “expert” she
most needs at this time, when the
“Doughman™ has become “the mascot
of the world™.

A visit to some of these Galician
homes in their settlements of Western
Canada is in the nature of a revela-
tion. One is struck at once by the
ease with which the women labour, by
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the absence of all apparent effort in
accomplishing the heaviest manual
labour. They have worked so long
that far from exhibiting our nervous
energy in setting about any task, they
act with- deliberation and assurance
making every move tell.

Thus one gets from them in the first
moments of meeting an impression of
the spirit of permanency and stabil-
ity, qualities greatly needed in newly-
settled country. The West far from
seeming crude and new appears old,
established and time-softened as you
look into their strong faces and note
their capable hands and sturdy
bodies. This assurance becomes very
precious, nothing less in fact than a
national asset when we realize that
the entire development of certain sec-
tions of our great Northwest is in
the hands of these pioneer women.

The city-born woman could not
content herself in the “wilderness”,
so utterly and completely as these
sturdy sisters. Far from being dis-
contented these women glory in the
thought that they are establishing
themselves and their name on the
land. They love the land, this Cana-
dian earth that produces wheat of a
quality better than that of their
native soil, and heart and soul they
are spending themselves to repay to
this free country all that it has done
for them.

But these women also have their
ambitions. Peasants, rather than mere



Ruthenian Women working in a market garden near Winnipeg

labourers back in their native land
in the farming region of Southeastern
Europe their one ambition here in the
Canadian West is to build for them-
selves a home, like in architecture to
the little cottage left behind nestling
in some Carpathian glen. Possessed
of very little ready money on land-
ing here, it is only by the greatest
thrift and economy and their ability
to do the heaviest manual labour
that their dreams for a home can ever
become realized. That they do sue-
ceed, thousands of little foreign-look-
ing cottages on the treeless prairie
bear evidence.

Not only are these foreigners sup-
plying the Canadian West with farm
labour, but they are also giving to
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certain sections an architecture that
is distinetive.

Take the typical little village of
Gonor near Winnipeg. The little
whitewashed cottages that here line
both sides the street are among the:
most picturesque in Canada, not even
excepting the quaint habitant homes.
of rural Quebee, which they most
resemble.

On first seeing these little foreign
houses one finds it difficult indeed to-
realize oneself in Canada. Rather
you must be in the Near East. It
takes a moment or two to realize, that
instead, here is a bit of the Near East
—a bit of the Balkans and the Black
Sea,—transplanted—a row of little-
Carpathian cottages brought over:




Galician Women working in a field of onions near Winnipeg

here enshrined in the hearts of these
home-loving people and materialized
here on the plains, before the memory
of those other faraway homes has
been effaced by the newer sights and
the box-like dwelling which in the
West forms the average working
man’s home.

These cottages stand too, as proof
against the much heard statement
that “in a new country a man has to
take or make any house he can, to
live in without regard to its looks”.
It is not so. A man builds as he has
inspiration from within. It is as
cheap to build attractively as not.
Often much cheaper in faet. But
it is not always possible to obtain, as
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here, in a new house, the appearance
of genuine time-softening, which the
architects of these little Gonor houses
have accomplished to perfection.
For not only are these little homes
European in design but they have
“age,” like Europe—a charming age,
minus all signs of decay. Imagine
what an effect is this, in the midst of
the prairie, where the first general
impression of every house is its “new-
ness” and lack of—atmosphere.

The point of vital interest about
these tiny homes, however,is that they
are very largely the product of skill-
ful women’s hands. First a frame
work of rough hewn logs and then
thick coats of plaster within and
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without—the plaster prepared and
mixed and laid-on by women, a
square yard or two at a time, in
between times, when no other more
urgent work is on hand. The process
of plastering an entire house may
thus extend over many months or
perhaps years, but when done it is
well done—no slap-dash masonry for
these earnest women who are building
to last, and for the comfort of many
generations.

The plaster even if only partly
done at a time is always neatly white-
washed at once, especially about the
tiny window set under the shingled,
steep and overhanging roof.

There is no fault to find with the
cleanliness and neatness of these little
houses or with the women who dwell
in them. Indeed neatness is a charac-
teristic of the Galician woman. And
like their sisters everywhere they
have the faculty of dressing neatly
with very little expense. This of
course is due to their ability to spin
and weave and sew. Embroidery too
comes easily to their hand, as to all
European women of their class.

Very quick to acquire languages is
also characteristic of these women, no
doubt arising out of the faet that
they grew up in a land that is the
frontier of many tongues. To acquire
English, therefore, has come easy to
most of them, especially to the
vounger women. There are a few old-
timers of course who find the “Inglese
difficult,” but even most of these can
make themselves understood. One
young woman who was at the moment
picking beans in a large field, told me
as a matter of course that she spoke
five European languages, and could
understand several others when
spoken to, though she herself was not
fluent in them. The field where she
was working at her task of picking
“heans for the Allies” formed a part
of one of those many Dutch truck-
farms, or “market gardens” as they
are called back in old Holland, which
seem to have their beginnings where
Winnipeg’s main streets’ leave off.
There is no city in the Dominion that

* sisters

can compare with Winnipeg in its
supply of fresh vegetables in season,
and all the labour on these gardens,
a Duteh proprietor informed me, is
done by G@alician, Ruthenian and
Mennonite women, at a wage of two
dollars a day and -carfare. Last
winter during the food shortage in
the United States carload after car-
load of cabbages were sent from Win-
nipeg to the markets across the Inter-
national boundary line—East and
West, North and South—an impos-
sible thing but for these women.
Winnipeg also boasts several of the
largest “pickle” factories in Canada.
The tomatoes, onions, cucumbers and
caulifliower used in the preparation
of these pickles are almost solely pro-
duced by the labour of these “for-
eign” women. Much of the harvesting
of grain in season is also accom-
plished by this foreign labour.
Canada could not get along without
this experienced labour on the wheat
lands of the West at this time when
a pair of hands counts for so much.

During the last week in August 1
stood at the head of a field of onions
in Manitoba, onions destined for the
pickle factories of Winnipeg, and
watched a company of Galician
women weed-hunters advance, baskets
in hand. They came on, like a regi-
ment marching at the “quick”, eyes
and hands down, weeds flying
through air into the baskets as if by
magic. In the - rhubarb fields it
was the same. Skillful fingers
tore away old leaves, picked the
fresh, ecrisp stalks, then ecarried
them in armfuls to the bundling
bench where two of their sturdy
“set-up” the strong cord
around the rhubarb by means of a

small hand winech. This rhubarb, the -

product of the Galician woman’s
hand, finds its way to every city-
market in Canada.

If there is a food-producing army
in Canada to-day it may be seen that
the (alician woman stands high in
its ranks, that she in fact is a com-
manding officer. It is the complaint
of the United States that the Galie-
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Russian Woman working in a garden near Winnipeg

ians who in times past came to her
shores, as soon-as they made a little
money trekked across the border and
took up homesteads and farms in
Canada, and thus Canada reaped all
the benefit of their skilled labour—
a plaint which shows how highly the
United States valued their “skilled
labour” for her new lands, and how
sorry she was to lose them to the
Dominion.

As the years of war proceed it
becomes more and more evident that .
the woman who farms is working for
Victory even more than the woman
who knits.

I know, for I write these lines on a
stomach that has not tasted white
bread in weeks and only a seant slice
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“or two of “war” bread in that time. I

am one of hundreds of thousands who
right here in this Western World—
our own America—are having to sub-
stitute vegetables and anything we
can get hold of for bread. And the
situation is daily growing worse
rather than better.

The centre of life in the Galician
prairie-village is the little Greek
Catholic church with its distinguish-
ing “cross” standing on a post
near-by, forming a veritable “land-
mark” silhouetted against the blue of
the prairie sky.

This “cross” differs in form from
the cross that marks the wayside in
rural Quebec by having three trans-
verse bars, the lower one oblique.




Galician Woman preparing
mushrooms for supper

The ‘“cross” here, always stands
before the church, whereas in Quebec
the two may be miles apart.

The Greek-Catholic always bares
his head before the “cross™ in passing.

Inside of the church Mass is said
in Slavonic and a prayer is made for
the Pope instead of for the Czar, we
were informed, but as we were never
present on Sunday, a service in the
attractive little church was not one of
our experiences.

At Gonor the church-bell is like-
wise set up outside the church in the
churchyard, in a rustic little belfry
of a kind which we have seen em-
ployed by the Church of England in
many a sub-tropic isle of the British
West Indies where sunshine, clinging
vines and overhanging palms are
employed to make an artistic setting.
Truly the world is a small place and
even its newest settlements are often
reminiscent of the oldest.

The women of these foreign settle-
ments often wear sheepskin, as in the
old country, the old timers in particu-
lar find these sheepskin garments
very comfortable during the rigor-
ous weather of the prairie winter.
But those who have discarded sheep-
skin or who may not own one of these
valuable garments often wear a man’s
vest while at work in the fields. This
garment being sleeveless leaves the
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Dutch Woman doing her ‘‘bit"
towards settling the West

arms free for hoeing, digging and
weeding, beside having a convenient
pocket for the eclumsy wateh and
chain, the older women so often
carry, which looks like a family
heirloom—the handiwork of some
old craftsman of an age long gone
by in the watchmaking trade and
having little about it of intrinsic
value except the works, but very
precious from the point of view of
associations.

These women are all fairly good
cooks, understanding to a nicety how
to make the most tempting dishes out
of the mushrooms which spring up
wild in the neighbourhood.

To aid them in the culinary arts
and in the baking of bread, they have
built great out-of-door ovens similar
to those seen in the country parts of
Quebec. These ovens are covered
with all sorts of flotsam and jetsam
to keep out the weather and are not
much to look at, especially when the
door consists of half a barrel-head
propped up with a long stick from
the ground in lieu of a hinge, but
the bread !—no Vienna roll or French
loaf can compare with it! No war
bread for these folk dwelling in what
is the fountain-head of the world’s
wheat. Of all the ovens in the world
none are at the moment better sup-
plied than these same curious kopje



Galician Women Hoeing

affairs  constructed entirely by

women, out of adobe worked up from-

the mud and stone of the Canadian
prairie. Most women would fuss in
these days if they had to make their
own bread, and what wouldn’t we say
if we had to make the oven too?
These women are particularly
thrifty and saving. Store-bought
and factory-made glassware and
china which is so irresistible to seven-
ty-five per cent. of the world’s work-
ing people everywhere seems to have
little charm for the Ruthenian and
Glalician woman whose one central
idea seems to be to put as much as
possible back into the land. Thus long
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after she has acquired savings that
would permit of many comforts she
still continues to live frugally as in
the old country, working hard to buy
a bit more land or to clear a piece
already purchased or to more heavily
fertilize that already in her posses-
sion, especially if it is a truck farm
that she owns. Some of the most pros-
perous of these Western truck farms
are both owned and operated by
women.

This kind of ambition naturally
keeps them modest and economical in
the matter of dress. It is said that
a woman who owns the farm cannot
be distinguished from her helpers in
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“FOREIGN” WOMEN WHO WORK FOR CANADA

the field. Thus of five or six women
working together one may be a land-
owner and quite well-off, but the
casual visitor would never know it.
This is a most valuable asset to the
country at large, this ability of theirs
not to be too set up by a little pros-
perity. This ability to keep down to
* fundamentals, always keenly perceiv-
ing and following what is essential.
buying necessaries rather than luxu-
ries, saving rather than spending
foolishly, in nearly every case put-
ting a high percentage of their profits
back on their farm to the profit of
their own family and the improve-
ment of the land, their one aim
being to produce. Hence it is not
only the older women, who were near-
ing middle age when they first came
to this country, who still wear a
simple inexpensive and becoming
kerchief on their heads, but the
vounger women and children still
follow the old custom as well. What
more  appropriate  head-covering
could a farm woman adopt? Having
proved its utility the Galician woman
would not think of discarding her
kerchief because some neighbour does
not wear it and rather scorns her for
doing it; perhaps even calling her a
“foreigner” and ignorant and unpro-
gressive and a hundred other unkind
and self-revealing names. But it
must be said that this sort of thing
under the strenuousness and sorrow
and heroism of the times is fast dis-
appearing. These foreign women as
producers are far too necessary and
important to have it matter whether
they scorn our accepted fashions or
not. They are giving food and they
are giving homes to Canada and re-
investing their capital in the land.
Some of them are bringing their sav-
ings here from the United States,
and putting them to work on Cana-
dian soil. But best of all those
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already here are bringing to the West
the knowledge of the kind of farming
that the West needs, farming on a
large scale of grain crops, as well as
the more specific knowledge required
for utilizing every inch of space in
growing successive crops at one and
the same time, the secret of success in
the more intensive form of market
gardening.

In short, these foreigners under-
stand by intuition how to make a
farm self-supporting in all its many
departments of the field, barn and
home. The Galician just beginning
makes by hand his own garden imple-
ments and a rude little shelter for
himself which by constant tinkering
he finally evolves inta one of the
charming little cottages so typical
and attractive. But his effort does
not stop even here. The furniture
of the little cottage is likewise hand-
made, done in spare moments during
the long winter evenings. Sometimes
even the planes and saws and other
tools employed are likewise hand-
made. Every serap of board is saved.
Every little sapling eut down in
clearing land lengthens out the rod-
ded fence around the yard by just
so much. Children are brought up to
feed and care for the chickens and
help with raising the flowers that
make keeping of bees for honey pos-
sible.  Young girls manipulate the
handmade churn. The mother is a
cook and a knitter—a spinner and
weaver in the winter months when
there is no garden-work in progress
to take her into the fields. With her
home-grown wool she defies the arctic
wolf of ecold. With her store of grain
and vegetables she holds the frontier
of the Canadian wheat lands, from
whence by her labour as much as by
any other, come the bread-loaves

for thé “Allies” and the world fight-
ing for Democracy.
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BY MAX PEMBERTON

HERE were twenty-
four hours in which to
finish it and no line of
it was yet written.
Geoffrey Chale admit-
ted the fact and no will
of his seemed able to alter it.

Twenty-four hours and the theatre
waiting expectantly for the new play
and his daughter’s whole happiness
depending upon it and the opportun-
ity of his life at stake. What spirit
of evil had come upon him? He was
forty-one years of age and this was
the second play he had written. His
greatest enemy could not say that he
was written out. They had called
him at the theatre the man of a hun-
dred ideas, and as great had been
their confidence in him that they had
put the first two acts of his drama
into rehearsal before the third was
finished. Now suddenly inspiration
had failed him and he could not write
a word. “My QGod, it is ruin,” he
cried, and the words came from his
heart. What would Joan say? What
excuse could he make to her?

She was to be married in a month’s
time and all that humble house was
full of the joy of a woman’s love.
The poor room had become rich with
the trifles which go to make a woman’s
happiness. They seemed to reproach
him as he sat with bowed head and
nerveless pen. A week ago he had re-
joiced in the work and found it easy.
To-day, his mind was a blank. He
could devise nothing ; the story of his
play seemed hopeless. He could pur-
sue it to no further.

It was tea-time now and Joan came
back from the rehearsal, wild with
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excitement and the glad bearer of
great tidings. Everybody was de-
lighted with the Second Act, she said.
The comedian had declared his part
to be “a scream”. The love scenes
were beautiful and the girls had eried
over them. None could guess the end
of the play and all were waiting for
it just as though it were the end of
a serial in a popular newspaper.

“Of course you've finished it by
this time, Dad, dear,” she exclaimed,
and she looked at hm as though the
answer must be in the affirmative.

“It will be done by the morning,”
he rejoined evasively. The hope of
to-morrow had been his salvation here-
tofore; but the to-morrows were be-
coming few, and Hartley, the man-
ager, had declared this very morning
that he would wait twenty-four hours
and no longer. Joan knew nothing of
that. Her father was such a quick
worker, she would tell you. He wrote
everything at the last minute and it
was the better for that.

“You must work after tea, dear,”
she said; “I’'m going back for the last
half of the Second Act and I expeet
we’ll be late. There’s call for ten
o’clock in the morning to hear you
read. Oh, I shall love it, ’'m sure.
It can’t help being beautiful after
what you’'ve done.”

Geoffrey said nothing, though the
light in her eyes was precious to him
and he beheld again the face and fig-
ure of her dead mother as she moved
about the shabby room. Suecess in a
measure had come to him, but too late
to save that gentle soul from the
rigours of poverty and its humilia-
tions. Joan was the very image of
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her—the very voice of the dead sound-
ed in his ears when she spoke.

“Well,” he said, anxious to turn the
subject, “you’ll know all about it in
the morning, my dear. Now, get your
tea and tell me the news of Jack. Is
the leave all right? His Colonel
doesn’t say ‘no,” I suppose—not after
seeing you, my dear. How long’s he
got and when’s he coming here 9

She liked to talk of this and bab-
bled away merrily. Jack was in the
North of England with a machine-
gun battalion. He could get a week
and that wa sall. He might be going
ot the East afterwards, but she hoped
not. In any case they would have
some delightful days at Silloth and
his people had lent them the cottage
there.

“We shan’t want very much money,
Dad. T see to that, dear. Jack's
people are rottenly poor and, of
course, he can’t do on his pay as a
lieutenant. But with the fifty pounds
you are going to give us and the mon-
ey I saved out of my salary in Lon-
don, we shall do all right. Jack says
he has taken jolly rooms for me at
Cleethorpes, and I shall stop there
as long as he is in England. You’ll
have to come and stop with me—I do
hope it will be for such a long time.”

He knew well that she meant it, and
the gladness in her eyes delighted
him. All her joy, however, but added
to the weight of that anxiety which
weighed upon him intolerably. What
if he must tell her that this play
would never be finished, that inspi-
ration had failed him and that the
money which would unlock the golden
gates was not to be forthcoming? A
great apprehension seized upon him.
No tragedy at the theatre could sur-
pass in its terrors this thought that
the house of his dreams was about to
fall and that he might ultimately be
dependent upon his daughter’s piti-
ful earnings for his very existence.

Of this, to be sure, he said nothng
to Joan. They had a cozy tea, with
a bright fire burning, for summer had
not yet come; and when the meal was
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finished, she put on her hat and went
back immediately to the theatre.

“You can work when I am gone
and it will be nice and quiet,” she
said; “if you have finished, perhaps
you will come round and take me
home. But it doesn’t matter if you
can’t, for Elsie Hamer and I always
come back together. We shan’t be
very late, Dad—Mr. Hartley said
nine o’clock, so I can get your supper
all right and you won’t be disturbed.
Now, is there anything else you want
before I go—quite sure there’s noth-
ing, dear? Well, then I’ll be off and
cheer oh!”

She kissed him on both cheeks and
went down the stairs singing. He
listened to her sadly and did not, as
was his wont, stand at the window to
see her go. The thought that the mor-
row might change her joy to tears un-
nerved him as nothing had done
since his beloved wife’s death. Good
God, what an irony it was that he
could not immediately take up his
pen and write—he who had been so
fertile in idea yesterday! Yet such
was the case. A sudden paralysis
had overtaken his mental faculties.
He sat and stared at the white paper
and his mind was a blank. Confused
images passed before him, but none
remained. He had written too hast-
ily, he said—there was no true foun-
dation to build upon and so the story
had come to a premature end.

Two hours passed and found him
still where Joan had left him. He
knew not why the image of her dead
mother had shaped so clearly before
him this night, but such was the case.
She, also, had been an actress and for
many years husband and wife had
drawn a pittance from the “fit-up”
theatres of the North and waged a
war with destiny which often had
been bitter enough. The dead woman
stood very near him to-night. There
had never been any other in his story
—he loved her memory and he had
loved her in the flesh, ardently and
with a devotion that had ever been
passionate. And he knew that if she
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had lived, inspiration would never
have failed him.

El

At a quarter to nine, abandoning
all hope of doing anything in his
lodging, Chale put on his hat and
went over to the theatre.

Perchance the light and babble. of
a familiar scene would do something
for him, he thought—and with this
in his mind, he carried his sheaf of
papers and the little red stylo pen
with which all his work was done.
The rehearsal was still in progress
when he arrived at “The Grand” and
he heard his own words spoken direct-
ly he set foot in the place. They were
rehearsing his Second Act, and those
about him took the opportunity to
say that it was the best thing he had
vet done. “The woman’s part is so
fine,” they said. He thanked them
and crossed the stage to the little
wooden table at which “the producer”
sat. “The Third Act, T suppose,” ex-
claimed that worthy, indicating the
manuseript under Chale’s arm. How
much he wished that he could have
said “yes”.

Hartley, the manager, still wearing
that fur coat, which he called the “rat
skin”, came up presently and said the
same thing.

“Glad you’ve brought is,” he re-
marked ; “the time was getiing short,
old man—you’ve given us all a bit of
a fright, I can tell you. Well, that’s
all over and bully for you. I suppose
we can call a rehearsal to read it at
eleven to-morrow. Better not be
later.”

Chale said that eleven would do,
though his heart fell as he did so and
the words seemed to be spoken by
another. He could see Joan amid the

company and he nodded and smiled

to her as though to say, “it is all
right, my girl,”—and at that she
clapped her hands and threw a kiss
to him. Then the rehearsal went on
in its matter-of-fact way. It was a
play which told the story of an ad-
venturess, who at heart was a woman,
and the first and second acts showed
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her carrying everything before her by
sheer cleverness. The audience would
tike that, for this was a woman against
the world and they wanted to see her
win all through. “I must give her a
great scene in the Third Act,” Chale
thought and he sat back in his chair
and tried to think. KEven here, how-
ever, the key eluded him. He could
not unlock that door of inspiration
which alone would make his play a
suceess.

The rehearsal drew to an end pres-
ently and there was all the bustle of
home-going. Joan came up to him
and asked him if he were ready, and
to her surprise he asked her to go with
Elsie Hamer.

“T want to do a few things to the
seript,” he said to her apart; “it isn’t
quite finished yet, though everybody
here thinks I have done with it. Go
home, my girl, and don’t wait up for
me. I think I may be able to do some-
thing when they have all gone.”

She was not a little surprised, but
promised to do as he wished.

“T’ll get supper and leave it in the
oven, Dad. Don’t you be late now, for
yvow’ll have to read it to them in the
morning. If it’s as good as the rest,
our fortune’s made—I do hope so,
dearest, you know how much.”

He knew it well enough and kissed
her “good-night” with a tenderness
which betrayed some unusual emo-
tion. To Hartley, the manager, he
said that he wished to make a few al-
terations in the manusecript and would
prefer to do it at the “prompt™ table.
“You won’t grudge me the light, old
man,” he said, and 'the rejoinder was
in his own spirit.

“As much as you like, my boy—
burn the old theatre down if you can
get a success. Don’t make Joe drunk
and don’t overdo it. You’ll have a
heavy day to-morrow and we can cor-
rect as we go along. The chief thing
is that you have finished the Act,
Thank God for that anyway—"

He did not see the flush of colour
which came to his friend’s face and
he was still congratulating him upon
finishing a great play when he left
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the theatre. Joe, the night watch-
man, now came up and suggested
that a bottle of stout was a good thing
to work upon. “Sort of keeps you
going,” he observed, and went on to
relate the history of other night
watchmen whose lives undoubtedly
had been saved by alecohol imbibed at
the proper time. Chale sent him off
to the public house and promised to
see that the theatre did not ecatch
fire in his absence. Joe was fast
asleep in the corner of the fire-hose
half an hour later. It was friendly,
he thought, of this writing gentle-
man to offer him such real hospitality.

Chale, meanwhile, sat upon the
darkened stage and dreamed many
dreams. The place was very still and
to him it was full of ghosts. He re-
membered how he and his dead wife
had tramped to this identical house
nearly twenty-three years ago—and
how she had sung and danced to
Hartley’s predecessor, in the hope
that he would engage her at the pal-
try salary of twenty-five shillings a
week. Their common life had been a
sad struggle those days. Often they
were near to starvation; but she had
never complained, striving always
for the child’s upbringing. The price
of her sacrifice had been her life, laid
down cheerfully for Joan’s sake.
Well he knew it; for the story of it
was written upon his heart. Such
suecess as he had had would have been
riches to them in those days. How
many years of his own life would he
not have given could she have shared
them with him.

And yet she must know of them.
Nothing, he believed, had been hid-
den from her. She knew the money
he had been able to lay out on Joan’s
education, the years of labour, the
disappointments, the trials. The
loom of tragedy which lay upon him
could not hide it from her eyes. She
must suffer because he suffered. That
was his faith, which nothing could
change.

He took up his pen and the demons
of past failures came to haunt him.
There were old and dead actors upon

that empty stage and they pointed
the finger of scorn at him. What—
old Geoffrey Chale write a play! Non-
sense. Of course it must be a failure.
He hadn’t the wit or the eduecation.
What the devil was he doing in that
galley? Out with him and his in-
fernal conceits. He heard and saw
the same men ranting in the old
parts—this fellow as a preposterous
Pericles; that, as a beery Hamlet.
Dead women, too, were there—mere
girls pirouetting for bouquets, now
become women whose very names the
theatre had forgotten. He pitied
them and remembered that his wife
had been of their number. How proud
he had been of her. What a beautiful
creature she was!

His eyes were moist at these
thoughts, but there was none to see
him and he took up his pen and
sprawled a line upon the unblotted
page. Aect ITI., Scene: a Restaurant
in Paris. He had written these words
often before, but he must write them
again to-night with the same hope-
lessness. Beyond them lay the void.
He heard the clock strike twelve and
the shadows seemed to gather thick
about him. Was he alone or did an-
other stand near him? Shivering a
little as with the cold, he uttered the
beloved name-—Joan. But it was not
the daughter but the mother whom
he called. . .

“Joan, help me, girl.” \

The shadow grew blacker, but he
was not afraid of it. Far away, as
though the sound of it came across
the still water, a voice answered him.
“I am here, Geoffrey,” it said. Again
he spoke and again was answered
from the great wunknown. “Help
me,” he cried in despair, “help me,
Joan, for the child’s sake.” Now he
knew that the responding voice was
coming nearer. A sudden chill struck
him, but immediately afterwards it
was as though his veins were on fire.
The stage filled with figures familiar
to him. “God in heaven,” he cried,
“they are acting my own play—and
this is not the night, not the night.”

It was all beyond his reason and
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he could make nothing of it. There,
on that stage which had been in dark-
ness five minutes ago, stood the com-
pany for which he had written—
comedian and tragedian, men and wo-
men and all the laughing girls who
were to sing the music of his Second
Act. But it was not the Second Act
they were playing. Here was some-
thing new and wholly unfamiliar. He
witnessed scenes so powerful in their
drama that even he—practised hand
that he was—could abandon himself
to the cleverness of them and applaud
like any amateur.

So the curtain fell—amid a torrent
of imagined applause. The vision
passed as quickly as it had come. In
the far distance a church bell struck
four—in the street without the dawn
was breaking. Chale was unconsei-
ous, however, both of time and place.
When Joe, the watchman, addressed
him, the voice seemed to come from
another place.

“Four o’clock, sir—you’ve had a
good sleep, haven’t you now ?”

Chale started up amazed.

“Yes, yes, a good sleep. Is it really
four o’clock, Joe? Then I must be
getting home—"

He rose and looked for his hat.
A terrible depression had fallen
upon him, for now he realized
that all had been but a dream.
Day had come—the day; and
his play was still unfinished. The
vision had inspired him, but what of
the reality! He was cold and ill and
nerveless. How could he write, how
recall the glamour of those ideas
which had seemed such a very tri-
umph of genius when sleep adorned
them. He knew that he could not.
He was a broken man and the end of
his career was here.

“Aren’t you going to take your pa-
pers, sir?” Joe asked. He smiled at
the question, for paper was cheap
enough then.

«“Not much to take, Joe,” he said,
sadly. Joe did not agree with that.

«You've done a lot of writing in
your time, sir,” he said—“been busy
to-night, too, I see. Joun me it X
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didn’t think you was asleep, and here
you’ve been working all the time.”

‘Chale passed his hand over his fore-
head and then looked down at the pa-
pers on the table. He was almost
afraid to look at first, so fantastie
was the idea that had come to him.
‘Well he knew that he had not written
a single line since he entered the thea-
tre and he could not understand what
the man meant by it.

“All blank, Joe,” he said evasively.
How his heart beat when he said it!

“Then I'm dreaming, sir. Why
they’re no more blank than 1 am.
Look at ’em yourself—"

He pointed to page after page cov-
ered by the familiar handwriting—
neat to the point of wonder, elabor-
ated with a detail which betrayed a
master hand. Chale’s eyes were afire
when he followed the black finger of
his destiny. What miracle had hap-
pened? What was this mighty thing
which he had done in his sleep? He
shivered as though stricken. The
dead had written for him—the dead
had been with him in his sleep. The
Act of his play was there on the table
before him. The woman he had loved
had come back from the unknown to
write it.

He staggered from the theatre into
the cold light and found his way to
the lodging. Joan was restless in her
sleep and his step awakened her.

“Father,” she cried—“what has
kept you? Have you written it, dear ?
I could not sleep for thinking about
you. Tell me what you have done— -
say that it is all right.” He bent over
her and kissed her on the forehead.

“Your dead mother has finished our
work, my dearest. As God is in
heaven, I believe it—"" and he showed
her the precious pages. s

Hallucination! The imagination of
an overwrought man working at the
dead of night and unconscious that
he worked! .

Who shall say? Are there not
more things in heaven and earth than

phy ?

are dreamed of in Horatio’s philoso- '




Along the City Wall, Quebec

QUEBEC

THE ANCIENT CAPITAL OF CANADA

BY CHARLES W. STOKES

T is related of a west-
erner, prairie-born and
encompassed, that when
in middle age he made
his first visit to the
East he ingenuously
suggested that Boston might be call-
ed the “Omaha of New England”.
There was nothing depreciatory in
this ; on the contrary, it was the high-
est praise he could bestow. Would
that I might begin so naively! Que-
bec should be the Saskatoon of Bast-
ern Canada; for Canada, being on
the average a younger country than
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the United States, has its component
parts in closer affinity as to age. Can-
ada is a defensive alliance of nine
states, the United States a loosely-
knit offensive of forty-eight; and it
is banality to say that defence—which
in this case is the preservation of our
nascent nationalism—creates the clos-
er bond. But—! “Defence” might
Just as well be spelled with an “s”
(as it probably is in Saskatoon, whose
inhabitants, as I have had auricular
proof, call their metropolis *Skatoon)
and be done with it, as institute this
shuddering comparison.



Boston and Omaha, for all one is so
highbrow and the other so lowbrow,
are closer together spiritually than
the city of Quebee and any other city
in Canada. Any evidence to the con-
trary notwithstanding, they are first
cousins, each exhibiting in a highly
marked form some peculiarity which
it does not deny, in a subdued form,
in the other., They jointly prove
R. L. S.’s argument that there is so
much good in the worst of us and so
much bad in the best of us that it ill
becomes the most of us to talk about
the rest of us. But Quebec has no
family resemblance to anyone. It is
neither sister, brother, cousin, uncle,
or grandmother to Montreal, Toronto,
Winnipeg or Vancouver. It might
perhaps be a kind of great-aunt, of
the familiar type—a little inclined
to be peevish in expressing herself,
but stately in silence. Communities
other than those mentioned will
please accept this intimation that
great-aunt feels the family tree is too
big already. She will not muster a
factitious sympathy in their teeth-
ing troubles or promotion to short
clothes, nor feign enjoyment in the
sweet music of their infantile prattle.
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A Panoramic Via;

“Will not”—nay, cannot, for she was
never young herself. Quebec was
born old.

One of our current amusements is
to draw comparisons between the East
and the West of Canada, the extrem-
ist theory being that these parallel
the Kast and the West of Kipling.
But the only difference we need con-
sider here, this being an article on
the personality of the city of Quebee,
is that in the Kast the personality is
supplied by the general atmosphere.
whilst in the West the converse usual-
ly obtains. Saskatoon is ’Skatoon
because its people are congenital *Ska-
toonlets who hourly indulge in in-
evitable ’Skatoonisms, whereas Que-
beec is Quebec simply because it is
Quebee, not because Quebeckers vent
their feelings in irrepressible Que-
beckisms. Another way to express
it would be to say that Quebeckism is
the olive of Canadian flora and ’Ska-
toonism the wild cucumber.

This, however, is a divagation, as
Dr. Johnson would say; but it leads
rather aptly to a paradox. At Que-
beec the European immigrant usually
lands. Let us reverse the position,
and envisage ourselves, Canadians,
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emigrating to England, our objective
being free land in the fat acres of
Yorkshire, or mill-work in the hum-
ming industries of Lancashire.
Wouldn’t it be rather disconcerting
to land in remote Wales, to meet a
people of alien mentality, to hear an
unfamiliar language? The immigrant
into Canada leaves England, or what-
ever his native land, mainly because
he is “fed up” on the historic limita-
tions that hedge around his develop-
ment and opportunities for self-ex-
pression. In taking passage for a
new country, he is less concerned
with its being new as with its not be-
ing old. When it eventually looms
upon his eager gaze, the first point of
contact is with a country older than
the one he has left or than he has
probably thought existed!

Quebec is easy pickings for the de--

seriptive writer. Because it has the
most distinetive personality of all
cities on this continent, it has the
most obvious characteristics ; but any-
one who avails- himself of the oppor-
tunity finds himself at a disadvantage
(apart from the fact that if he really
wants to consider the subject thor-
oughly he will want too much space)
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in that so many have preceded him.
If he essay the merely practical, there
are already several very thorough
guide-books ; and if the exalted, most
of his forerunners—including no less
than W. D. Howells, who set the fash-
ion for honeymooning to Quebec—
have been so super-lyrical, even when
ostensibly writing prose, that he is
out-Heroded before he starts. Com-
petition in rhapsodical Quebeciana is
now so intense that the pretence of
prose cannot longer be maintained.

Here, to be exact, is a specimen,
which I may assure the reader did
actually appear in print:

“Silence and the mystery of night.
Far stars, drowned in an ocean of
unknowableness. Not a breath from
the dim river, nor the unseen hill.
High on her ramparts, angient and
aloof, Quebec crouches, sleepless.

“Quebec is French in her soul.
Quebee’s skyscrapers are her churches,
her Bradstreets is a breviary, her his-
tory 1is ecclesiastical. Quebec wears
altar candles before the door of her
heart. She is the least modern, the
most complex-characterized, and yet
the most elemental of cities. Her eyes
see farther than the farthest star.
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“Quebec was born to tolling bells
and chanting choirs and the sharp
musketry of hostile Indians. Brave
counts and braver friars have trod
her streets from wall to church, from
church to wall, and out beyond.
Rough crosses, moulded in the wilder-
ness, but green in heaven, rise where
her sons have fallen. Red flowers,
white flowers, bloom on their graves.”

A few words regarding Wolfe, and
then : “The fleur-de-lys went down be-
fore the cruder Anglo-Saxon, but not
to die. The blunt, bluff econqueror
wooed the star-eyed prophetess. Their
union built the Quebec of to-day,
strange blend of might and mysti-
cism, legality and laughter.”

A da capo to “high on her ram-
parts”, and it is over. After this,
why should the present writer try
further, biting his pen for imagery
or ransacking Roget’s Thesaurus of
its adjectival store? i

Tt is possible that the citizens of

2

Quebec endure rather than enjoy
their “quaintness”. 1 advance this
as a theory only, having witnessed in
Holland a very parallel instance. Hol-
land suffered for many years the
various drawbacks of being “quaint”,
until one inspired Hollander—for the
Dutch are a very shrewd race—segre-
cated the ‘“quaintness”, organized a
company to maintain it properly, and
now spends his declining days eclip-
ping bond coupons. Foreign inquir-
ers in Holland for the wooden boots,
petticoats, et hoc genus omne, are now
directed to the segregated area, whilst
the other ninety-nine per cent. of the
population go about their daily round
in factory and shipyard wearing

Derby hats, tailored suits and suede

shoes.

1t is certain, at any rate, that Que-
beckers of the past two or three re-
cent decades have not viewed with

any great equanimity the decline of
their ecity’s shipping trade and the.

wﬁ:}mei-' R
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Showing the Chateau Frontenac

more than corresponding growth of
Montreal’s. The only reason why an
ocean liner stops at Quebec is that it
draws too much water to make Mont-
real; and hence is much heart-burn-
ing. But Quebec has a new-born
hope in its Bridge. That gigantic
steel nexus, epically consummated on
the ruins of two tragedies, may yet
establish the ancient capital as a
focal point in the new world’s com-
merce, although, on a practical basis,
its advantages have not yet been
demonstrated. Whether lower rates
in water transportation on the Great
Lakes will continue to divert western
grain from the all-rail route to Que-
bec across New Ontario, whether,
even supposing the grain does cross
the bridge, it will leave only paltry
revenue behind in Quebec and the
bulk in Halifax, is for time to show.

There are many guide-books to
Quebee. Indeed, it is the only city in
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Canada—practically in America—
where the guide-book is an everyday
occurrence. Baedeker, Murray, Hare,
all the standard compendiums of con-
seripted minutie, are run a close
race by their brethren of Quebec.
They serve you faithfully, these
guide-books. To ignore them is to
lead to the assumption that you have
no eye for beauty. Not that I deny
the “sights”. The Chien d’Or stone,
the story of Captain Horatio Nelson
and the inn-keeper’s fascinating
daughter whom he nearly married,
the statues, the time-worn ramparts,
the city gates, Sous le Cap Street and
the other steep, narrow thorough-
fares, the citadel, the tin roofs, the
churches, the convents, the monks,
the “marche donc” of the hack-drivers
(how the American tourist hungers
for that touch of local colour!), the
memories of Frontenac, La Salle,
Champlain, Bigot, and the rest—I
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myself have worshipped at these
shrines, and am not ashamed thereof.

Dear friends, for Iesu’s sake forbear
To move the dust encloaséd herel

I have only one desire, and that is to
have a Quebecker point out another
native as an old-timer, as they do in
the wild and woolly West.

Our friend the guide-book sends
you to the Wolfe-Montcalm obelisk
in the Governor’s Garden, on Dufferin
Terrace, with particular gusto. It
says it is the only monument in the
world erected to the united memory
of vietor and vanquished, and it is
probably true; at any rate, the rhe-
torical instinet that lies latent in the
prosiest of men is gratified with the
erand motto: “Valour gave them a
common death, history a common
fame, and posterity a common monu-
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ment”, How Wolfe himself would
have enjoyed that! It is the senti-
mentalist whom posterity remembers.
Can you imagine Wellington saying
“Kiss me, Hardy”, as he died? Anc{
vet it is Nelson’s battle that is per-
petuated in statues, not Wellington’s
although the latter was immeasurably
greater. The .year 1759 saw other
victories besides Quebee, of equal—
probably of greater—importance to
the British cause. It was the year
of Minden, Quiberon Bay and Lagos :
but can you enumerate who fought in
them, or against whom, or even where
they took place? Two years before
had occurred the remarkable battle
of Plassey, in which there were act.
ually more than twice the number of
men engage:d on the battle-line than
at thq Heights of Abraham, with
numerical odds four times as great
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against the British as at Quebec; but
did you ever hear of Clive going into
Plassey quoting Gray’s “Elegy in a
Country Churchyard”, or remember
whom he fought, where, and why ?
That “Elegy”, since become the most
familiar poem in the language, was
then only newly published ; one specu-
lates whether the press agent of that
time seized the unparalleled oppor-
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tunity thrust upon him of making it
famous in a day.

Dufferin Terrace is the Boulevard
des Italiens of Canada. A long,
broad, plank walk along the crest of
Cape Diamond, stretching from the
ancient and once impregnable citadel
to the Champlain statue, it is by day
the place of assignation for sun-wor-
shippers, and by night the promenade
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superb. The daily panorama of river,
cliff and mountain closes in a Wag-
nerian dusk. When the twilight fades
over the blue Laurentians, as the
lights of the Lower Town begin to
twinkle, when the bells chime and the
sunset gun is fired, when the band
plays march music or the string
orchestra in the hotel plays waltzes,
all Quebee, masculine and feminine,
lay and monastic, adjourns to the
Terrace. Feminine Quebec especially
is in evidence ; and these Quebec girls
—by dusk, at any rate, for we have
no daytime data—are as fascinating
as that unnamed pretty maid who
was going a-milking, sir, she said, and
almost as elusive. One of George
Meredith’s eynies said that romance
little realized how much it owed to
champagne ; at Quebee, he might have
added, to the warm languors of a
summer’s night. The subtle attrac-
tions of Quebec to the newly-married
begin to appear more obvious.

But here we are, threatening to be
as rhapsodical as the worst of them!
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Dufferin Terrace and its magnificent
prospect must be blamed. The Ter-
race boasts one of the finest hotels in
America—certainly the most deli-
cately designed, for in addition to a
site whose scenic value must be mil-
lions, its architecture is a perfect
match with the old French setting,
occupying as it does the former ter-
rain of the historic Chiteau St. Louis,
Somewhat surprisingly, it was design-
ed by a citizen of the United States,
for the architecture of the country
mentioned is more usually associated
with grain elevators and reinforced
concrete skyserapers than with re-
patched old picetures. Facing the
Chateau Frontenac is a poetically
conceived statue of Champlain, plum-
ed hat in hand, saluting the soil of
Canada—round the corner is anothep
of Bishop Laval. These are two not-
able sculptures in a city of statues.
Every visitor to Quebee, of course
ooes to see the shrine of Ste. Anne
de Beaupré, marvelling at the pyra-
mids of discarded crutches that give
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evidence of the miraculous powers of
the good saint. Incidentally, how
musically liquid are the names of
these French-Canadian villages and
rivers! Our Lord, the Virgin Mary,
the apostles, saints and martyrs lend
lustre to many bare and lonely spots
whose single sign of grace is the name
they bear. Montmoreney, St. Jean
Chrystome, Visitation, St. Féréol, St.
Raphael—these are some to be en-
countered in the vicinity of Quebec,
as well as other sonorous patronymies,
Limoilu, Sillery, Lorette, Point aux
Trembles, Riviére des Chiens, the Isle
of Orleans (or Isle of Bacchus, if you
prefer the original name), Cap Tour-
mente, Cacouna and Ha! Ha! Bay.
The city of Quebec, with its environs,
is an epitome of the poetry and col-
our of the Province of Quebec. Mont-
real is, of course, the greatest numer-
ical stronghold of the French race in
America; but Montreal might be any
place, because it tries to be every
place.

Quebec, on the other hand, could
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never be anywhere else. In its light
and shade, its quick temperamental
changes, its vociferousness and ripar-
ian habits, it concentrates French
Canada.

But I like Quebec almost as much
in winter. When I was a boy, and
read Hans Christian Andersen, I used
to wish I could live in Copenhagen,
because the old story-teller made win-
ter there so attractive and we had
such miserable winters. Quebec
would have done equally as well. It
bears the obsessions, the inconveni-
ences, of winter better than any place
I know—even transforms them into
a soft attractiveness. Its architec-
tural peculiarities, designed for win-
ter, are enhanced by snow. Its mnar-
row streets, snow-clad and hushed,
sleighs jingling down them, red-
cheeked children rushing helter-skel-
ter from the convent school to snow-
ball each other and passers-by, well-
swathed nuns toddling off to mass—
it needs a Thackeray, who could paint
a casual, intimate scene as intensively




A Quebec Winter Scene

as any Dutch master could paint an
interior on a two-by-four canvas, to
convey this charming aspect to you.

To Quebec at this period of the
calendar come yet other visitors, for
Quebec has developed a winter as well
as a summer tourist cult. Its winter
sports, like everything that it does
or has, have their own peculiar dis-
tinctiveness. To be “correct” in Que-
bee one must needs wear a snow-shoe-

ing uniform, irrespective of whethep
one snowshoes or not. This uniform
is a mackinaw of fantastic pattern
with nether garments and hat to cop.
respond.  The snowshoe clubs have
each their own, of barbaric designg
in lozenges and other charges, each of
which is as full of mysterious mean.
ing, rank and record of prowess ag
the badges on the arm of the graduate
Boy Scout. 4
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BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

VII.—WHEN LAURIER BECAME LEADER

fm S I have said elsewhere,
JEl it is not easy to pene-
ORI trate the secrets of a
O\ party caucus. Of this I

W had conclusive evidence
< when Honourable Wil-

frid Laurier was chosen to succeed
Mr. Blake as leader of the Liberal
party. I knew that the caucus was to
nominate a leader and that Blake’s
choice was Laurier. I knew also that
there were influential elements in the
Opposition unwilling to accept Blake’s
advice, and convinced that Laurier
had neither the industry nor the
energy required to discharge the
heavy and exacting duties of the of-
fice. Furthermore, he was of the
French race and a Catholic in relig-
ion. There was much feeling that
Mr. Blake had received a meagre sup-
port from Catholic voters and a keen
sense of exasperation over the realign-
ment with Sir John Maedonald of the
French Conservative “bolters”, whose
anger over the fate of Riel did not
outlast the first division in the new
Parliament. But caucus set aside
these grievances, and despite his own
resolute protest, Mr. Laurier was
elected to the office of leader. The
motion which prevailed was submitted
by Sir Richard Cartwright, and sec-
onded by Honourable David Mills,
both of whom doubted the wisdom of
the decision since both aspired to the
position. But neither slackened in
devotion to the party or ever con-
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spired against Laurier. They were
slow, however, to admit that eaucus
had acted wisely, and for years their
speeches contained no eulogy of the
leader. Mr. Mills cherished the hope
that Mr. Blake would return; Sir
Richard did not.

For hours I sought to learn whe-
ther or not a successor to Mr. Blake
had been appointed. But every tongue
was tied and every ear closed to my
appeal. No one maintained a more
resolute silence than Laurier himself.
He would neither deny nor admit,
confirm nor affirm, agree nor disagree.
There was only blunt, deliberate, un-
equivocal refusal to give any infor-
mation or even engage in any sugges-
tive speculation. Finally, towards
midnight, when the appeal from The
Globe for a statement became impera-
tive, I saw Mr. Laurier and told him
that with or without his consent
my despatch would announce in
the morning that he had been elected
leader. He protested that I could
have no knowledge that the statement
would be accurate and intimated with
cold civility that he did not believe I
would be rash enough to send out any
such message. But I was rash enough
to do so, and the message was sub-
stantially if not strietly accurate. I
intimated in my despatch that the ap-
pointment was temporary and condi-
tional upon Mr. Blake’s restoration to
health and resumption of the leader-
ship. The Globe, however, amended
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the despatch, erased the qualifying
gsentences, and declared editorially
that Mr. Laurier had been appointed
and that Mr. Blake’s resignation was
final and irrevocable. In The Globe
‘office there was fuller knowledge of
Mr. Blake’s position than I possessed,
but for some time there was no dis-
closure of the proceedings of caucus.
The truth was that Mr. Laurier was
elected leader, but could not be per-
suaded to accept, and insisted upon
the appointment of an advisory com-
mittee to counsel and direct the Op-
position during the current Parlia-
mentary session.

Curiously enough, my action never
was questioned nor the accuracy of
my despatch ever denied or admitted
by any member of the Liberal Parlia-
mentary party. It became necessary
to see Mr. Laurier often, but he made
no reference direct or indirect to the
incident. On the day that Parlia-
ment prorogued, however, he called me
down from the Gallery and intimated
that he had definitely accepted the
leadership, and that there was no rea-
son his decision should not be an-
nounced. But I cannot think that his
judgment was settled or that he was
yet persuaded that he could command
the general support of the Liberal
party. He was comparatively un-
known in Ontario and the East, and
wholly unknown in the West, while
in Quebec he was distrusted by the
Hierarchy and regarded with more
of respect than affection by the French
people. :

Once a group of Liberals were
discussing the political outlook in
Quebec as the election of 1896
drew near and the Manitoba school
question hung heavily on the hori-
zon. Laurier said, “How can
I be strong in Quebec? I am an old
Rouge, I have been. fighting priests
and bishops all my life.” Dr. Lander-
kin, who was of the company and in
very happy temper, rose to his feet,
brought down his right _hand with a
sweeping gesture upon his bosom and
declared with impressive fervour, ol
am an old Rouge, too, but I am not
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such a d—— fool as to fight bishops.”

There was a common notion that
Laurier had no iron in his constitu-
tion, and at best would be an orna-
mental figcure, obedient to the com-
mands and submissive to the dictation
of stronger men in the party. This
I believe, was the judgment of Si;
Richard Cartwright. I know that this
was the view of Honourable Daviq
Mills. Recalling the estimate in which
he was held by so many of his Parlia-
mentary associates one thinks of Bap,
MeNabb’s little red rooster of which
Herndon tells in his Life of Lineoln,
Beaten in the ring it mounted a wood-
pile, flirted its feathers and ecrowed
lustily. Bap., looking on in disgust
exclaimed irreverently, “Yes, ym{
little cuss, you’re great on dress
parade but not worth a d n in g
fight.” : '

Laurier had a reputation for elo.
quence which does not always denote
strength, and a reputation for indoel-
ence which it was not thought he
could overcome. If I ever had thig
impression it was soon dispelleq.
Shortly after he became leader I wag
his guest for a few days at his home
in Arthabaskaville. During those dayg
he talked much and I very little. Inp
nothing that he said was there any
suggestion of arrogance or boasting
But he revealed his knowledge of mezi
and of books, his clarity and vigour of ‘jff‘
mind, his inflexibility of will and puy. S
pose. At least I thought I had dis. ’
covered a man of very different qual.
ity from the amiable Laodicean whom
many Liberals feared and most Con.
servatives believed had been installeq
in a position to which he was unequal
In a long letter to The Globe 1 soughi
to convince the Liberal party that My
Blake’s successor would be an actua)
and dominant leader. If there
were those who doubted and derideq
in the judgment of history the prq.
phet will not be dishonoured.

It was my fortune to accompany.
Mr. Laurier on his first visit to On.
tario after he became leader of t}ie
party. He and Madame Laurier spen¢
a short holiday in the Muskoka Lakee
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with Mr. J. D. Edgar and Mrs. Edgar.
At Bracebridge, Port Carling, and
Parry Sound the leader delivered
short addresses, and at Parry Sound
he attended a Methodist camp-meet-
ing. Later he visited Orillia, Canning-
ton, Lindsay, Sturgeon Point, Guelph,
Mount Forest, Wingham, and St.
Thomas. At St. Thomas, where he was
the guest of Dr. Wilson, M.P., and
Mrs. Wilson, he attended service at
the Presbyterian Church, for which,
by the way, he was gravely rebuked
by the Conservative organs of Quebec.
The preacher was Rev. J. A. Macdon-
ald. The sermon was vigorous and
eloquent. I have often thought
that Dr. Maedonald is even more
effective in the pulpit than on
the platform. But most of his speeches
are sermons, and perhaps I think of
the pulpit as his natural setting. This,
I believe, was the first meeting be-
tween Laurier and Dr. Maedonald, as
it was my first meeting with the man
who was to be my successor in a posi-
tion to which I had no immediate
prospect of appointment. :

Mr. Laurier’s only serious addresses
were delivered at Cannington and
Guelph. Again and again during
those summer days in Muskoka and
throughout his leisurely journey
across the Province, Laurier in-
sisted that a French Canadian and a
Roman Catholic could not hope to
secure the common allegiance of Lib-
erals in the English Provinces. Again
and again he protested that his eleva-
tion to the leadership eould be no
more than a temporary expedient. In
his speeches he declared that he was
only a tenant of the office of leader
until Mr. Blake’s restoration to health,
and there can be no doubt that this
was his hope and expectation. As a
consequence he was not as aggressive
nor as authoritative as could be de-
sired. I did not think that he made
a strong impression upon the meet-
ings which he addressed. There was
lack of vigour and confidence. There
was no energy in his deliverance. Nor
was even the attraction of personality
whick is his great possession fully dis-
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played. Only at Cannington did he re-
veal his actual quality. An Anglican
clergyman with amazing discourtesy
arose in the meeting and shouted that
they could not learn the true way
from a Roman Catholic. Laurier re-
torted with passionate energy, “You
could—in polities”, and he proceeded
in sentences of stern rebuke to flog
the interrupter into humiliation and
silence. The rest of the speech was
animated and confident, in contrast to
the tame and listless spirit in which
most of it was spoken. I had the im-
pudence to tell the leader that he
should engage the belligerent divine
to attend and interrupt at subsequent
meetings. But Laurier seldom was
embarrassed by heckling. Nor was he
ever overcome by organized interrup-
tion. I cannot think, however, that
his reputation was enhanced by his
visit to Ontario in the summer of
1888, and I am confident that he did
nothing to dispel the common notion
among Liberals that he was too gentle
and too gentlemanly for the hard,
rough, uncompromising, gressive
warfare in which a political leader
must engage if he is to establish his
own position, control a party in Par-
liament and inspire respect and devo-
tion in the constituencies.

It is curious that the qualities of
decision and resolution which Laurier
possesses in such remarkable degree
were those in which he was thought
to be deficient. It is just as remark-
able that despite his reputation for
indolence when he became leader of
the Liberal party he was an example
of industry in office, indefatigable in
his attendance in Parliament and dili-
gent and vigorous in the direction of
the party which he recreated and over
which he exercised such complete an-
thority. No one who had knowledge
of his career in Quebec before he be-
came a national figure could have
doubted his courage, but his compara-
tive inaction in Parliament from 1878
to 1887 explains many misconceptions
which prevailed in the other Prov-
inces.. He loved the Library of Par-
liament more than he loved the Cham-
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ber of the Commons. He browsed
among books, reading and thinking
leisurely but spaciously, happy in a
few intimate friendships, and content
apparently with the position that he
had achieved. For years I was a faith-
ful patron of one of the second-hand
book-shops of Toronto. My taste was
for biography and memoirs, for the
books which describe great figures,
great incidents, great events in French
and British history, and for the old
books and pamphlets which relate to
the political history of Canada and
the United States. I learned that if
I did not order as soon as the cata-
logues appeared the best books would
be taken by Laurier. The range of
his interest was wide and ecatholic,
but of modern fiction he read little.
While he was at Washington in 1899
he read Uncle Tom’s Cabin. When
I asked him if he had not read the
book before, he admitted that he had,
but declared that he found a second
reading more interesting and profit-
able than any of the nmewer novels.
Once I asked him what biographies of
Lincoln he had read. His answer was
that he had read them all, and that he
thought the best was that by John T.
Morse in the Series of American
Statesmen. Few books have been
written about Lincoln that I have
not read, but I think the little
volume by Carl Schurz has the
first place in my affection. Mr.
Isaac Campbell, K.C., of Winnipeg,
who has read much of the Lincoln
literature and has a very com-
plete Lincoln library, values highly
the volumes by Morse and Ida
M. Tarbell, but he has read so many
books illuminating so many phases of
Lincoln’s character that he hesitates
to admit that one or other is a favour-
ite. I once heard Mr. Laurier and
Mr. Goldwin Smith discuss treatises
on French cookery with a familiarity
as interesting as it was surprising. It
was this Laurier who did not aspire
to be leader of a political party and
who seemed to have settled in a way
of life which he was reluctant to for-
sake. But the separation from these
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old tastes and interests was not at al}
complete. He read much while he wag

in office. One may be certain that he
reads more in the greater freedom

and leisure which he now enjoys. But
surely there was a great reserve of
ambition in Laurier which would have
gone unsatisfied if he had never com-
manded a party and dominated a Cab.
inet.

It was commonly believed when
Laurier became leader that he woulq
submit to the stronger will of Sjp
Richard Cartwright. But if there
ever was a struggle between the twgq
the decision came quickly. I do not
think there ever was any actual con.
flict, for Laurier prevailed withoug
apparent effort or assertion. So alj
those who thought they might he
Seward to Laurier were undeceived
It was believed that Sir Richard im.
posed Commercial Union, or Unre.
stricted Reciprocity, upon the Libera)
party. But probably Commercig}
Union was conceived in The Mail of.
fice. Although Mr. Erastus Wimay
was the reputed father, one suspectg
that Mr. Edward Farrer instructeq
Wiman, and by his persuasive ang
trenchant writing, made the pprg.
gramme attractive to the Liberal leaq.
ers. At this time The Mail was ag¢
variance with Sir John Macdonalg
and there is reason to think that The’ 5
Globe espoused Commercial Union ba.
cause The Mail, by its vigorous adve.
cacy of the new programme, w
dividing The Globe’s constituency. Iy
those days The Mail was in search of
a party, and the Liberal leaders wepq
very willing to encourage its advanceg
There never was a complete uniop
but there was co-operation for mutugy
advantage which, as T well remembey g
The Globe regarded with disfavongp
and concern. Between Sir RiChar(i.
Cartwright and Mr. Farrer there wag
a personal relation of long-standine
although not an intimate friendshin
and probably Mr. Farrer persuadeti
Sir Richard to pronounce in favoy
of continental free trade before Iig
ier had committed himself. But Lagy_
ier was as favourable to the policy g¢
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his associate, even if he was not the
first to deliver judgment. I am think-
ing only of the genesis of the move-
ment and the suspicion that Sir Rich-
ard imposed his will upon the titular
leader of the party and not of the wis-
dom or unwisdom of the policy to
which they gave mutual sanction and
support.

By a speech which Laurier deliver-
ed in Toronto in 1889 he dispelled
many prejudices among English-
speaking Liberals outside of Quebec
and finally established himself as the
national leader of the party. He could
not have become leader at a more in-
auspicious time. The alliance with
Mr. Mercier in Quebec was distasteful
to the Liberals of the other Provinces.
Indeed, it was not unusual for a
French Liberal to whisper that he
was a Rouge, not a Nationalist, a dis-
ciple of Dorion and Laurier, but a re-
luctant follower of Mercier. More
than once I heard Mercier speak in
Quebec. No one except Chaplean
could exercise such wonderful com-
mand over a French audience. Eager,
dashing, dominant, bold and direct,
he set the blood of French Canadians
leaping, and enlisted in his service all
they had of emotional fervour, of rac-
ial instinet and racial prejudice. He
was not serupulous, but he had poli-
tical genius and he was very compet-
ent. It was not easy for Laurier to
maintain an alliance with this daring
provincialist without loss of trust and
prestice in the English Provinces.
But Mercier was the stronger in Que-
bee, and any open quarrel would have
destroyed the Liberal party in the
French Province. There is a story,
probably not authentie, that on the
eve of polling in the Federal election
of 1891 Mercier said to a friend, “If
I were leader of the Liberal party I
would have a majority of twenty in
Quebee to-morrow.” The friend asked
why Laurier should not do as well
since he had Mercier’s most active
and energetic support. “The reason,”
said Mercier, “is that Monsieur Laur-
ier is an honest man.” 1 have often
heard Laurier say that Mercier had
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such influence with the French people
that if he had determined to impose
economical and conservative govern-
ment upon Quebee he could have held
the Province as easily as by the
methods which he practised and which
made his last days a tragedy instead
of a triumph. At least Mr. Marchand
did, and Sir Lomer Gouin has done
what Laurier believed Mercier could
have done to his own great honour
and to the infinite advantage of his
Provinece.

The Jesuit Estates Act, which pro-
duced the Equal Rights movement in
Ontario, greatly embarrassed Laurier,
not because there was any sound con-
stitutional basis for the Protestant
agitation, but because he could speak
only with diminished authority
against the tempest of sectarian feel-
ing which swept over the country. In
Parliament he opposed disallowance
of the objectionable Provincial meas-
ure, as he was bound to do, and as,
indeed, did the great majority of Par-
liament, but there was a formidable
element in the Liberal party, as there
was a multitude of Conservatives, who
would not hear the voice of reason
and against whose wrath over the ap-
propriation of $400,000 for the Jesuit
Order by a Canadian Legislature no
constitution could prevail. While this
flaming anger possessed the country
Laurier was eager to come to Toronto
in order to explain and defend his
position. But the Liberal leaders of
Ontario would not entertain the pro-
posal. They insisted that he could
not get a hearing, that he would meet
with violence, that he would be hu-
miliated and discredited, and would
damage the party irretrievably. While
I was his guest at Arthabaskaville he
lamented again and again that he
could not get permission to speak in
Toronto, and insisted with absolute
conviction that none of the untoward
consequences which his associates pre-
dicted would follow. I was then Pre-
sident of the Young Men’s Liberal
Club of Toronto, and I suggested that
if he was so determined to speak in
Ontario I would go home and organ-
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ize a meeting. It was agreed that I
should make the attempt, although he
doubted if I could suecceed. I had
his promise, however, that once the
meeting was announced he would not
have it eancelled no-matter what ob-
jection might be offered or what pres-
sure might be exerted to prevent his
appearance at Toronto. I came home,
at once consulted the exeecutive com-
mittee of the club, explained that
Laurier was anxious to speak in On-
tario and suggested that we should
organize a meeting. The committee
agreed, we fixed the date, and with-
out consultation with the editor of
The Globe, any member of the Mowat
Government, or any Liberal member
of Parliament, I secured the Horti-
cultural Pavilion and announced the
meeting, There was much foreboding
and head-wagging. But, as I antici-
pated, once-the fact that he was com-
ing was announced it was recognized
that the decision could not be revers-
ed and that all possible measures
must be taken to ensure a crowded and
successful meeting. But there were
representative Liberals, afterwards
his docile if not ohsequious followers,
who would not attend and who were
only less vigorous in condemnation of
the Liberal leader than in censure of
those who were responsible for the
invitation which he had accepted.

I was chairman of that meeting. The
hall was crowded. Every member of
the Mowat Cabinet was on the plat-
form. Many Liberal members came
in from the country. The bulk of the
audience was not unfriendly, but
there was a hostile element which was
not easily controlled. During the first
hour I was not so confident that those
who had predicted confusion and dis-
aster were not of the House of Wis-
dom. My few introductory sentences
were taken well enough, and when
Laurier rose there was generous ap-
plause. But one felt instinctively that
there were undercurrents of suspic-
ion and unrest. When he mentioned
The Globe there was satirical jeering
and hissing. As I was a member
of The Globe staff, that was not
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pleasant, but since its attitude
towards the Jesuit KEstates Aet
and the Equal Rights movement
had been so variable and vacillating T
was more abashed than surprised.
Once, I remember, I was stopped on
the street by an acquaintance, who in.
timated, with stern displeasure, that
he did not like The Globe’s position
on the Jesuit Estates question. I pe.
torted angrily and in unparliamen.
tary language that he must be d—__
hard to satisfy since there was no pos-
sible position on the question that
The Globe had not taken. The truth
was that The Globe had first opposed
disallowance of the Act, discoy.
ered later that public opinion was
overwhelmingly in favour of disal.
lowance, and finally argued that

the Act should be disalloweq
because the Pope was mentioneq
in the preamble. Possibly the

Pope had no business there, byt
since he had been there from the ba.
ginning The Globe’s sudden anger at
his presence was not convineing. Those
indeed were grievous days for The
Globe staff, and the hissing at the
Pavilion meeting was only a discon..
certing manifestation of the contume.
ly to which we were continually sy},
jected.

There was a far more disturbine
demonstration when Laurier nameq
Mr. D’Alton MceCarthy and Dr. Caven
the wise, revered, acute, judicigj
Principal of Knox College, whose ge.
verely logical mind did not apparent]
perceive the illogical position of
Association which demanded disa].
lowance by the Federal Governmer,
of an Act within the constitutiong)
competence of a Provincial Legislg_
ture. For ten or twelve minuteg
Laurier struggled to recover con
trol of the meeting. But ag&ix;
and again the cheering for Me
Carthy and Caven was reneWed‘
There was nothing violent on
ruffianly in these demonstrationg
There was perhaps a suggestion of
respect for the speaker, but with this
there was cold, stern, deliberate dig_
pleasure over his attitude and regq_
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lute, uncompromising allegiance to the
champions of the Equal Rights move-
ment. One could see that Laurier felt
the actual physical strain of the strug-
gle. Not only was there a hostile ele-
ment in the meeting determined to
express itself, but on the faces of many
of those who were voiceless there were
no evidences of concern or sympathy.
There was not, as so often happens
when a speaker is badgered and
harassed, the quick and fierce rally of
the defensive forces and the greater
volume of counter cheering which
overwhelms a body of disturbers.
Laurier had not only to silence
interruption, but to dispel -ecold-
ness, create sympathy and compel
convietion. If he did not wholly
stuceeed, he did at least reduce
the meeting to subjection and
inspire respect for his courage and
tenacity. There was no further dis-
order and as he proceeded there was
frequent cheering and manifest agree-
ment with many of his arguments. But
the sentences which were applauded
were those which recalled his battles
for freedom against ecclesiasticism in
Quebee, which asserted his devotion
to the principles of British Liberalism,
which pleaded for sympathy and un-
derstanding between Ontario and
Quebec, and which deplored racial and
religious intolerance. I think of the
long roll of cheering when he quoted
the great sentence, “No Italian priest
shall tithe or toll in our dominions”,
and the fine fervour of his peroration,
“When the excitement has subsided
let us remember that though divided
by different tenets and of different re-
ligious creeds, we all worship the
same God. Let us remember that
though divided by religious forms,
still we all believe in Him who came
to earth to bring to men peace and
good-will, and if we are true to these
teachings, if we are ever ready to give
and to take, to make all allowance for
the opinions, nay, for the prejudices
of my fellow countrymen, for my
part I shall never despair of the fu-
ture of our young country”.

The man triumphed, but the Jesuit

‘The Globe office.
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Estates Act was still an alien and a
fugitive in Toronto. The triumph
was greater than appeared at the mo-
ment. There could be no better evi-
dence of the temper of the meeting
than the conduct of Sir Oliver Mowat.
He had prepared a speech for the
occasion, and the manuscript was in
But not a sentence
of that speech was delivered. Wary
and cautious, as he ever was, he felt
the ground step by step, never going
an inch too far, nor ever reaching the
point of danger. He was cheered by
those who had harassed Laurier, al-
though he did not actually challenge
any argument that Laurier had ad-
vanced. He spoke for Mowat with
keen, shrewd appreciation of the feel-
ing in Ontario, and the danger of any
open rupture with the Equal Rights
Association. The eulogy of Laurier
which he had prepared was not pro-
nounced, and any positive support for
the position of the Federal leader was’
withheld. Laurier at most carried
only a portion of the meeting; for
Mowat there was universal cheering
and vast enjoyment of his smooth,
deft, adroit handling of an audience
which knew as well as he did himself
that he was mancuvring for safety
and leaving Laurier to such judgment
as would be pronounced upon his own
appeal and argument. At the close
of the meeting Mowat whispered to
me that he could not afford to make
the speech which he had prepared and
that I must destroy the manuseript
sent to The Globe office. As he spoke
his eyes twinkled behind his glasses.

It was discovered next day that the
common judgment on Laurier’s speech
was far more favourable than eould
have been expected by those who had
attended the Pavilion meeting. Even
Sir Oliver Mowat and many of those
who had opposed the meeting admit-
ted that Laurier had greatly enhanced
his own prestige and had convinced
many doubting Liberals that objec-
tionable as the Jesuit Estates Act
might be, the demand for disallowance
could not be conceded. At a luncheon
to Laurier at the old Reform Club on
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Wellington Street, Mowat spoke of
the Federal leader with none of the
reserve and caution which had char-
acterized his speech at the Pavilion.
When he had finished, Laurier said
to his neighbour, “Why, why, did he
not say that last night?’ I have
heard Laurier declare that the Pavil-
ion meeting was the most severe ordeal
of his public career and that there
were moments when he was mortally
apprehensive he would have to
abandon the struggle for a hearing.
But he prevailed and never since in
Ontario has the Liberal leader found
an audience unwilling to receive his
message, although often enough he
has breasted public feeling as adverse
as .that which was expressed at the
Pavilion nearly thirty years ago.
Not only was Laurier embarrassed
by the alliance with Mercier and the
eruption over the Jesuit Estates Act,
by the Protestant Protective Associa-
tion and the movement against Catho-
lic schools in Manitoba, but also by
the agitation of which Mr. D’Alton
McCarthy was the inspiration and
protagonist against official recognition
of the French language in the West-
ern Territories. In the memorable de-
bate which McCarthy precipitated in
the House of Commons in 1890 there
was a greater display of fervour and
passion than in any other to which I
have listened. Mr. Mc¢Carthy was as-
sailed by both front benches and de-
fended only by the faithful O’Brien,
by Mr. John Charlton, whose letter
expressing despair for the Liberal
party under a Catholic leader and
connection with the Equal Rights
movement revealed his political tem-
per, by Mr. Alexander McNeill, whose
personal devotion to MeCarthy was
only less intense than his devotion to
the British Empire, and by a small
group in Parliament responsive to
Presbyterian or Orange influences.
For five days McCarthy sat silent,
patient, unprotesting.under the per-
suasive, insinuating, impressive reas-
oning of Sir John Maedonald, the
luminous, sympathetic, tolerant argu-
ing Hon. Edward Blake, the cold,
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unfriendly logic of Sir Richard Cart-
wright, the angry, bitter, arrogant at-
tack of Sir Hector Langevin, the nerv-
ous, elevated eloquence of Laurier anq
many other speeches from both sides
of the Chamber aspersing his motiveg
or attacking his position with all the
resources of persuasion, dissuasion
and denunciation they could com-
mand.. I cannot remember that
he ever showed a symptom of
feeling or interjected a word of
protest until the resources of
the attack were exhausted and he wag
free to reply. Then he spoke for
three or four hours with superb self.
control, remarkable precision of state
ment and complete concentration up-
on fundamental facts and principles.
If he did not eonvince, he commandeq
attention and respect, and the whole
effect upon a hostile Parliament wag
singularly pervasive and profound,
Those I have always thought were My,
MeCarthy’s great hours in the Houge
of Commons. If he was overwhelmed
in the division, he triumphed in the
debate, and the triumph was accen-
tuated by his high bearing and graye
repose. The man was in his cause,
He spoke for it and not for himself.
At least that was the impression made
even upon those who were cold ang
unresponsive. No one was more gen. .
erous in praise than Laurier or more
convinced that the effect upon the
country would be still greater thap
the effect produced in Parliament.
There was a time when Laurier wag
not so far removed from Mr. MeCar.
thy in the House of Commons and Sjyp
William Meredith in the Legislature
of Ontario. In “The Day of Sir John
Macdonald”, by Sir Joseph Pope
there is this passage: “About a month
before Sir John Macedonald died My,
Laurier came to his office in the Houge
of Commons to discuss some questign
of adjournment. When he had gone
the Chief said to me, ‘Nice chap, that
If I were twenty years younger he’d
be my colleague.’” ‘Perhaps he may he
yet, sir,” I remarked. “Too old,” saiq
he, ‘too old,” and passed into the innep
room.” I think I know where Lauriep,
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if he could have disencumbered him-
self of obligations and conditions,
would have made his alliances thirty
years ago. It is interesting to remem-
ber that just before his death Mr. Me-
Carthy had agreed to accept from Sir
Wilfrid Laurier the office of Minister
of Justice, which he would not accept
from Sir John Thompson. From the
meeting at Toronto in 1889 Laurier
was firmly and finally settled in the
Liberal leadership. If his withdrawal
ever was imminent it was because en-
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tire devotion to the public service en-
tailed financial sacrifices too onerous
for his slender resources. But when
one thinks upon the questions which
disturbed and divided the country
thirty years ago, of Nationalism in
Quebec, of Protestant agitation in On-
tario, of acute division over schools
and language in the West, it will be
admitted that the leadership of a Fed-
eral party was a delicate and difficult
undertaking for a Frenchman, a Ro-
man Catholic and a citizen of Quebec.

‘“The Old Man and His Ways’’ is the attractive title of Sir John Willison’s Reminis-
ceneos of Sir John A. Macdonald, to appear in the December number.

ARMA NOSTRA LAUDAMUS

By P. M. MAcDONALD

HE fear-awaking arms our warriors bear,
On Europe’s war-cursed fields, and bravely use

Against our cunning foe, with deadly bruise,

And swift blood-letting thrust, and gross impair

Of tenements that sheltered souls once fair,
Resplendent shine, we deem, with glorious hues—
Despite the gloom of grief’s great revenues—

For they who bear them in that hell-filled air

Are just and right in their strong hearts’ intent :
They strike to lay a despot in the dust;

They charge to erush Ambition’s regiment ;
To weed the advancing world of ways unjust:

That men, or strong or weak, may find the ascent
That leads from doubt and strife to peace and trust.




CANADIAN LIBRARIES AND
THE WAR

BY GEORGE H. LOCKE

CHIEF LIBRARIAN OF THE PUBLIC LIBRARY, TORONTO

O a nation, or, rather, a
colony—for we are not
ashamed of being a col-
ony—with no standing
army, with no regular
troops and no garrisons,
the great war came with a suddenness
that was terrific in its effect. It is true,
we were not close to the war and
liable to invasion. Therefore we were
not panie-stricken in any way. But
we were so far from the centre of
difficulties and so imbued with the
idea that war was impossible because
of the peacefulness of our immediate
neighbours, that we could only with
difficulty realize that war was on.
But we recovered our breath, sent
“over to London our good wishes, and
offered to help out with men and
munitions, our principal munition
being wheat and flour.

We did not wait for our offer to be
accepted. The wheat and flour left
in the first available steamers. The
“fiery eross” set all the country aflame
and thirty-three thousand men gath-
ered at Valcartier, near the historic
Port of Quebec, the flower of the na-
tion, and eager for the fray.

Everything was done in feverish
eagerness and within six weeks of the
declaration of war this Armada left
the historic Port of Quebec to help
the Motherland. We were in it be-
cause Britain was in it and were to
stay in it because it was a fight for
justice, liberty, and the right of the

.small and weak.
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As Sir Wilfrid Laurier expressed
it on the eve of the sailing of the
Armada:

“We are British subjects and to-
day we are face to face with the con-
sequences which are involved in that
proud fact. Long have we enjoyed
the benefits of our British citizenship ;
to-day it is our duty and our privi-
lege to accept its responsibilities, yes,
and its saerifices. It is our duty, more
pressing on us than all other duty, at
once, on this first day of debate in the
(Canadian Parliament, to let Great
Britain know, that there is in Canada
but one mind and one heart, and that
all Canadians stand behind the Moth-
er Country, conscious and proud that
she did not engage in war from any
selfish motive, for any purpose of ag-
grandizement, but that she engaged
in war to maintain untarnished the
honour of her name, to fulfil her ob-
ligations to her allies, to maintain her
treaty obligations, and to save civili-
zation from the unbridled lust of
conquest and power.”

For every man who went, five had
volunteered, and at once we began
the work of training in our various
camps the reinforcements which we
knew would be necessary. The work
was carried out with an intensity of
purpose and a feverish haste, both of
which were natural in the face of the
great emergency, but which made
drill and food the great essentials of
the moment. When, however, the
work of the camps got into its stride,
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so to speak, it was seen that the or-
ganized force of the Y.M.C.A., which
was handling with such great success
the canteens, was the best agency
through which to help the soldier in
his leisure and sometimes lonely
hours. The public libraries near the
. training-camps, the schools in the
larger cities, the church societies and
the clubs became the feeders of the
Young Men’s Christian Association
canteens, and poured in books and
magazines in great quantities. The
work was not highly organized and
was indifferently done, as one might
suppose, in the midst of the confusion
of the early days. It might have been
done better if we had had the warn-
ing and experience of other nations.
With us the personnel of the camps
was changing so rapidly because of
the use of training-camps in England,
that we considered that backing up
the Y.M.C.A. was our best plan. And
we did. What we might have done
if there had been time to organize
would make quite another story. Cer-
tainly we should have done it “on
our own” as they were doing, and not
trusted to any other organization.
‘When there was a great winter
camp at the National Exhibition
Grounds at Toronto in 1915, the To-
ronto Public Library installed a War
Camp Library of specially selected
books, in charge of a librarian from
its own staff, who now is serving in
the artillery in France. This was
greatly appreciated by the men, so
much so that many of the books ac-
companied them abroad. When the
camp broke up, the Library was kept
in readiness for use, and when the
Young Men’s Christian Association
opened their Red Triangle Hostel in
Toronto this Library was placed in
their building, where to-day it is do-
ing duty for the returned soldier.
And so from Victoria in the ex-
treme West, where Miss Helen Stew-
art, the Librarian, not satisfied with
providing for the men in camp, went
herself to the Front for a year and a
half as a voluntary worker, and since
her return has been providing for
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the men in hospital, in camp, and in
vocational training centres; to Cal-
gary and Edmonton, where the public
libraries have eco-operated with the
Military Y. M. C. A., and furnished’
books and magazines to the great
Sarcee Camp; to Regina and Moose
Jaw, where Camp Hughes, of that
province, was supplied by those pub-
lic libraries with books through the
chaplains and the Military Y.M.C.A.;
to Winnipeg, where there were many
soldiers and where the Public Library
established special reading-rooms,
branch loan stations, and furnished
discarded books to the camps and de-
parting military trains; to Ottawa,
which co-operated with the Y.M.C.A.,
bought quantities of inexpensive but
interesting reprints for the camp and
opened rooms for instructional pur-
poses; to Westmount, Quebee, where
Miss Saxe organized the women of
the city in her usual efficient manner,
this work, new then to all the world,
has been in progress.

And of the Library with which I
am identified, let me say that we sup-
plied 25,000 books, most of which
were from our own stock, some given
to us, and some specially bought by
us. The range of our activities may
be seen when I enumerate the soldier
circles which we have entered by
peaceful penetration: Camp Borden,
Niagara Camp, Exhibition Camp
(which had the first War Library on
the Continent), Barriefield Camp, in
Eastern Ontario; Ketchum Barracks,
Ravina Barracks, Gerrard Barracks,
Gerrard Base Hospital, Spadina Hos-
pital, College Hospital, Kapuskasing
Internment Camp, Muskoka Sanitar-
ium, Great War Veterans’ Club, Ma-
ple Leaf Club, and Red Triangle
Club.

Seven of our men went to the Front
—all who were physically fit—and
one of them has been decorated with
the Croiz de Guerre, with the palm,
and a special medal for valour.

We sent also an ambulance for the
Red Cross which for nearly three
years has been helping in that great
work. It was last heard from late in
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August of this year and was still “go-
ing strong”, and the legend “Toronto
Publie Library” on its side was often
the subject of comment. Possibly it
is the only “Public Library ambu-
lance” at the Front.

We had no government aid and lit-
tle government sympathy. We were
not disappointed in this, for we have
been identified too long with the pro-
motion of intelligence in communities
to hope for immediate and complete
recognition.

But what was the most important
result of all our efforts was the feel-
ing, new to many in our country, that
Libraries were a necessity to the ecom-
munities and that they had a definite
value. In many places there had been
a vague and hazy feeling that this
was so0, but now this became clear and
definite.

It was.a war which needed explana-
tion and deseription. It came without
any warning and in the midst of
peaceful unpreparedness. At once
the ILibrary was discovered as the
place for public information and was
visited and talked about. It became
socially recognized. Where there was
an efficient librarian or an intelligent
board, this responsibility was greatly
welcomed ; in other cases there was a
local panie or hopeless recrimination.

But more than this, it was a war
which demanded intelligent mobili-
zation of social effort, and the knowl-
edge that here in a town was a social
institution already established which
could be used eame almost as a shock.
There were no sectional, denomina-
tional, or social jealousies to be con-
sidered in the use of this public in-
stitution,and so it became the organiz-
ing centre for all the committees en-
gaged in patriotic effort.

As a result, the Public Library has
become better known in the com-
munity, and in its case/to be better
known is to be better appreciated.
Library grants were not cut by the
municipal councils except In some
isolated communities handicapped by
poor library boards, who had little
or no influence in the community.
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And now we have had three
years of experience, and let me give
you the cheering word that appro-
priations for public libraries in the
Provinee of Ontario have advanced
forty per cent. and that cireulation
of books has increased thirty-five per
cent. This has not come without ef-
fort, and most of all in Ontario we
owe our progress to the Superintend-
ent of Public Libraries for the Prov-
ince, Mr. W. O. Carson, a Govern-
ment official all too rare, full of
energy and intelligence in regard to
every phase of his work.

There may be a tendency in some
places to neglect the regular work
for the special and more spectacular.
There is a glamour about war work,
there is a feeling with many persons
and institutions—if such can be said
to have feelings—that there must be
the “soldier contact” and that to miss
that experince is to be neglectful of
one’s duty. We have passed through
this stage. It has been difficult some-
times to persuade people that to do
their work efficiently and to co-oper-
ate so far as time and strength will
permit in the patriotic efforts, is the
best way to serve their country. An
efficient cataloguer is restless to be-
come a Red Cross worker at which
she would be but an average person.
Her idea is that she will then be doing
something for her country—especially
if she had a uniform.

And this same phase of unrest im-
perils our libraries themselves. The
spectacular work of the ecamps and
of societies in connection with pa-
triotic effort—all necessary to be done
and to be encouraged—makes our
regular work of supplying informa-
tion and going through the routine
of daily duties, the keeping of the
home fires seem gray and uninterest-
ing. Let me warn you as one who
has come through this and is now
interested in the soldiers who are
returning in large numbers maimed
and broken in health but' cheerful
and wanting to get into harness
again, that the Public Library which
has been kept lively—not merely
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alive—in the interval will have won
its very way into the lives of the
people to such an extent that it will
be the centre for co-operation with
government commissions, schools, vo-
cational training centres, hospitals,
convalescent homes and thus will be
a positive and permeating influence.

That is what we are trying to do
in Toronto. We have many discour-
agements, but we are not easily cast
down. There is a big job ahead of
us in trying to get suitable literature
to the convalescent soldier in hospital,
rest home and club. This will be
difficult, as we have found already,
for government officials often “fancy
themselves” and their choice of books
is too often without intelligence. I am
sure from experience that anyone
can picture the official who says that
anybody ean run a library and choose
books. He is sure he can and does
not see the obvious moral the librar-
ian draws.

In this econnection let me urge that
you keep your work organized for
the years after the war and you may
be able to help very definitely the
soldier in his efforts to re-educate
himself. The theory that the unam-
bitious man can be made ambitious
by education or that the war can
bring out ambition and talents in a
man who had them not is a fallacy
that needs to be dealt with at once.
We are suffering from some of that
kind of false educational doetrine in
our efforts towards re-education.

‘We are on the threshold of a vast
educational undertaking too vast and
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far-reaching for most of our educa-
tors just as the conduet of the war
itself has been too vast for those
trained under former conditions. Let
us throw aside that faith in experi-
ence which hampered the early
conduct of the war and which will
likely hamper us in dealing with that
most conservative social force, edu-
cation. ILet us acknowledge that
experience is not the great thing
needful, but youth with its imagina-
tion, hope and energy and we in
Canada who were forced to remain at
home, and deal with the prosaic are
trying to place the institution with
which we are identified as promin-
ently on the map of political and
social intelligence, as our represent-
atives in Europe have placed our
country on the map of the world
nations,

We are a nation of less than eight
millions of people in a vast country
which is bounded by three oceans
and a friendly neighbour. We have
equipped and sent to the great war
500,000 men; we have manufactured
fifty millions of shells, forty-five mil-
lions of cartridge cases, and sent
millions of bushels of wheat to needy
France and starving Belgium.

And in every good work in which
we had a chance to help—or could
make a chance—the institution which
I have the honour to represent, the
Public Library, has been “on the job”
and whenever possible led the way.
We expeet to be even more necessary
and more useful in the reconstruc-
tion days to come.
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BY A CANADIAN RIRMAN

HIS place is most cer-
tainly a mighty fine
camp, and the boys that
are here at the present
time are top-notchers.
We don’t get very much
time to ourselves, and it is very hard
to get into Margate, except on Satur-
days and Sundays.

I like flying very much, have made
my solo flight, and am getting on fair-
ly well. T’ll tell you what, it makes
you feel very nervous, the first time
you go up by yourself. When you
get up a thousand feet or so and look
around and find you are on your own
—TI’ll try and give you a little idea of
how it feels.

Along about 4.30 a.m. the caller
wakes you. The sun has hardly had
time to drive the ground mist up, and
all is erimson and gold, glittering in
the early morning light. Up you
scramble out of bed, shivering and
blinking, and trying at the same time
to get both feet into one trouser-leg,
stumbling all over and waking your
tent eompanion, who curses you for a
noisy idiot and rolls over on the other
side, to enjoy a few more snatches of
sleep, while you envy him to the best
of your ability, and finally fall out of
the tent door, pulling your goggles
and helmet on at the same time.

Once outside, things take on a dif-
ferent look, as you hurry out into the
field (generally after having tried to
rouse the cook, unsuccessful!y, for a
cup of hot cocoa before_gomg up).
Arriving out there, you pick out your
machine and inspect it for fra'yed
wires and controls, then climb up into
the cockpit and try your engine.
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With a clutter, clutter of the engine
you are off, whirling over the ground -
at an increasing rate, till you feel your
tail lift. Then the ground appears to
be sinking fast away beneath you and
the horizon fades farther and farther
into the bluish haze of the early morn-
ing. The machine wabbles and bumps
just like a dinghy in a choppy sea, so
your attention is taken off the land-
scape for a few moments while you
correct your engine speed and keep
levelling your craft to the unavoidable
bumps which you continually run in-
to. Gradually the rocking of the ma-
chine eases up, generally at about
1,000 feet, and you are again able to
gaze beneath you and to the far dis-
tant horizon.

All about you like an wunlimited
circle lies terra firma gradually draw-
ing farther and farther away, and it
is then that you realize what an atom
you are in God’s great universe. How
puny and weak you look in compari-
son with the earth and sky! Honest-
ly, mother and dad, it was never
brought home to me so much as on
my first solo flight.

Look to right and left, and you see
grayish spots lined like a checker-
board, with long, winding, silvery
threads leading into them, the whole
land is as if on a many-coloured
pateh-work quilt stretching as far as
the eye can see, while now and again
long weblike wisps of carded wool ont-
line portions of the spider-web forma-
tions below. Now and again the whole
circle seems to rock about and tilt up
to meet you—it much resembles a sau-
cer balanced on a needle an drocking
about, but it is only the banking of
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your machine to take a curve. Here
and there are farms and hedges, roads
and rivers, which you never knew ex-
isted, but which now stand out like a
huge relief map. The landseape looks
as if in the course of a few seconds an
immense roller had erased all hills
and valleys and made it into a eon-
cave saucer, with you in exactly the
centre. There appears to be no dis-
tance, for you and your machine seem
to be overlooking everything at once.
The earth appears to be sliding past
far below and you to be stationary
until you lift your hand up over the
wind-shield and feel the terrible rush
of air past you.

As you gaze out along the weblike
wings, which seem almost too frail to
support you, and listen to the deafen-
ing roar of your engine, which shakes
and jiggles the machine until you
think it must surely fall apart, you
imagine all sorts of things and what

might happen if one of those little

wires, which on the ground were loose
and sagging, now strained to their ut-
most limit, and shrilly screaming
above the roar of the engine, were to
snap. But that seldom happens, as
they only support about half the
weight they are tested to.

After cruising about the country,
it comes time to make your descent.
Backing the machine up until she feels
as if should you hold her over an-
other inch, down she must come. But
her speed keeps her up; and finally
pointing her nose toward home, you
gaze below at any smoke to find the
direction of the wind, as a plane must
always be landed into the wind. Hav-
ing found this, you read your alti-
meter and make a quick caleulation
of how far away from the hangars
you must shut off your engine to glide
home. Having done this, you wait
till the machine has reached the point
of your caleulation.

Pushing ahead your control lever
and quickly shutting your throttle,
the machine dives earthward at a ter-
rific pace for a few minutes, while the
needle on your air-speed indicator
ticks up fifty-five and sixty knots.
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With a bang-bang of your engine,
everything becomes silent, and you
feel just as if you were seated upon a
huge bladder, when suddenly some-
one punctures it and you gradually
sink earthward., The wires hiss and
hum, then presently begin to sing
shrilly, while occasionally, from be-
hind you, the bang of the engine back-
firing gives you confidence, telling
you in engine talk that it is slowly
revolving and there in case of neces-
sity, or a friend to lend the helping
hand if you have miscaleulated your
distance when starting your down-
ward flight and are going to land in a
ploughed field or some other such
place that is liable to cause you to
crash. The machine groans and ereaks
with the strain as it rocks from side
to side—now this way, now that, now
diving down, now lifting up, as the
different air currents strike you as on,
down and down, you swoop, while the
earth rushes up to meet you and the
horizon narrows in and about you at a
speed approaching sixty to seventy
knots (approximately eighty miles an
hour). Your “tummy”, which is a
creature of moods, keeps persisting in
trying to lodge in your chest.

You grip the joy-stick as if it was
your very dearest friend, while your
eyes are constantly trying to look at
about four different instruments at -
the same time—the point of landing,
air-speed indicator, spirit level and
other machines.

Tiny specks evolve into men, little
green patches into forests, gray dots
into houses, silver threads into roads,
the large slate-coloured checker-board
into a town. Still down, down and
down you sink, and every scream of
the wires, groaning and ecreaking of
the strained machine, are heard.

Presently your hangars appear far
below, and you pull your machine
over. Dropping your nose and press-
ing your rudder-bar, you go into a
spiral, pivoting around as if the tip
of your wing was fastened to some
immovable object and you were being
hurled round and round, while the
earth below tips and sways about,



594

while in reality you are making im-
mense cireles. Gradually the horizon
has narrowed into a few patches about
you. Easing up your ailerons, the
machine comes to a level keel, and you
and your machine rush at the earth.

At about twelve feet you ease up
your elevators and glide almost level
over the earth, sinking gradually to
the ground, till with a gentle bump
and the rumble of your wheels over
the tops of the small bumps you sink
properly onto the ground. Switching
on your engine, which roars out as if
delighted to reach mother earth again,
you roll along the field to the hangars,
joggling over the rough ground as
you go.

Arriving at the hangars, a couple
of mechanics seize your wing-tips and
wheel you round into position. Reach-
ing out over the side, you switch off
your engine, which dies down with
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one or two kicks and then is silent.
Undoing your safety-belt, you eclimb
onto the ground, heave a big sigh, and
reach for a cigarette.

With your ears still ringing with
the roar of the engine, you slip free

 of the machine and run for the mess-

room for that long-promised cup of
cocoa, and talk to everyone to get the
superﬂuous talk you have been saving
in the air out of your system, mean-
while slappmg your hands to get the
blood going once again.

But it’s a great life, after all, when
everything goes right. The unexpeect-
ed is what we watch for. Therefore,

while admiring the beautiful scenery
you are constantly looking here and
there for a good level field with short
grass to land on if the engine cranks,
which, I regret to say, often happens
even Wlth the best of engines, and
this makes for quick thinking.
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AND THE VICTORY LOAN S

BY SIR EDMUND WALKER

INCE August 4th, 1914,
when the Minister of
Finance and the bank-
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concerned, and the 6th when we de-
cided to take part as belligerents, we
Canadians have had many problems
of vast importance and extreme diffi-
culty presented to us. We have met
them with such eredit that our status
as one of the most stalwart of the
young nations of the world is so estab-
lished that only failure in meeting
some new problem can lessen the
glory of our recent history.

At the outset of the war we deter-
mined to raise 50,000 soldiers and in
two months we enlisted, equipped,
trained and shipped more than 30,000
in the largest number of transports
and convoys that had ever sailed the
seas down to that time. Since then
we have raised 550,000 soldiers and
nearly 500,000 of these by voluntary
enlistment. We, a people not highly
skilled as manufacturers, were asked
to make shells to be loaded and tl.xe
fuses made in Great Britain, and in
a few months we were told that we
must make the explosives and load
them and also make the fuses, it hay-
ing been supposed that no factory in
North America could make that part
of the finished shell. We learned in
a few months to make both time and
graze fuses, the many parts of which
must work more accurately ‘than a
Waltham wateh, and for a time the
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entire British Army depended on us
for 60 per cent. of the fuses used in
action. 'We have made countless
forms of manufactured munitions,
military clothing, airships, and sea-
ships for Great Britain, Canada and
France, and now we are making war
munitions ranging from airships to
pistols for the United States. Our
farmers, with their sons at the Front
and with farm labour praetically un-
obtainable, have raised foodstuffs
which it is not too much to say have
saved a large part of the allied armies
from starvation. When the war
began, we who had borrowed year
after year vast sums from Great
Britain for the development of our
country realized that that avenue
was closed, but we arranged to obtain
five million dollars a month to pay for
our share of the war. We soon saw
that Great Britain must not be asked
to help us and we undertook to find
elsewhere what was needed. As the
money markets of Great Britain
closed, those of the United States
gradually opened and some loans,
public and private, were placed there,
but long before those markets were
also closed to us, we learned that we
must depend solely on ourselves. We
found, indeed, that we must do much
more than pay our own war cost; we
must devote every energy of produc-
tion to making war supplies for Great
Britain and for these we must give
credit, that is for these objects the
materials and labour for which had
been paid for by the manufacturer
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in cash and for which he must clearly
obtain cash on delivery, someone in
(Canada must lend an equivalent
amount in order to produce the cash,
and must accept the long time obliga-
tions of Great Britain. Now to the
extent that Canada has to sell bonds
to meet her share of the cost of the
war the same condition arises. The
wages received by the worker, the cost
of the materials, the food sold by the
farmer, has all been paid for in what
we ecall cash, but this cash is only
possible of existence so long as there
are people in Canada ready to buy
the long time bonds of the Dominion
in order to provide it. Every war
contract, every purchase of wheat,
beef, bacon, cheese or butter, depends
on there being someone who will by
purchasing a Vietory bond make it
possible to pay in what we call cash
for such contracts or purchases.

The fourth great Canadian War
Loan, the second Viectory Loan, is
about to be offered for subsecription.
The Chairman of the Dominion Ex-
ecutive of the Vietory Loan Commit-
tee of 1918, Mr. E. R. Wood, one of
the ablest, most unselfish and most
public-spirited men in Canada, has
already set before the public the facts
connected with the next loan, includ-
ing the statistics showing both the
sources of our prosperity and the
nature of our financial needs, and it
seems unnecessary for me to add to
what has been so clearly presented.
Why, indeed, do any of us doubt
what the response to the second Vie-
tory Loan will be?

First of all there is the responsi-
bility of those on whom rests the duty
of presenting our needs to the publie.
They do not dare to miss a single
argument lest a single subseriber to
the loan should be lost. When a man
is ploughing a great field and has
reached the last furrow, he is apt to
let horse and plough and his arms
get slack as he comes down to the end.
Vietory is in sight and many may
think like the ploughman that the
great strain upon our energies i§ past,
but there has been no moment in the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

war when the strength of an unbenq.
ing purpose was more needed. Peage
is perhaps also in sight, but if oup
soldiers and our ecivil representativeg
are to secure the peace we have beey
fighting for, vast military action, g
long period of time, and the conéin_
ued presentation of a stern, unrelent.
ing and victorious line of allieq
soldiers, are the guarantees on which
we must rely. The best army in the
world at the present time in tha
opinion of foreign military ecritjes
is the British Army and while we will
not say that the Canadians are the
best soldiers in the British Army
there are many who say so. What g
we owe to these sons and brothers whg
have lifted our name so high ?

can we do to feel that we have
right in any measure to share in
glory which they have brought to
our country? If money is wan
for the charities of the war, shall

not turn out our pockets for the
hundredth time much more cheay
fully than for the first? But we ar;
only asked to make an investment at
a high rate of interest in the best
bond that was ever issued. No 2oy
ernment that is borrowing for th-
conduct of this war has such a v .
unopened territory on which to buj,
its future. We are fighting not fo
the liberty of eight millions of people
but for the future of the hundred yns o
lions who will people this vast coye
try and who because of what our A
are doing at this moment will glg
in the great fact that they are C&na.
dians. ‘

We have carried the financial §
den of the war with wonderful .
and very many people find themse]yae
greatly eéu-iched while many w o
earners find that they have
more to spend than ever beforfan 1:;]!_
spite the enormous advance in sy -
price of everything they buy; andﬂm
when we are urged to economize ;
are told that every cent is needed&nd x
the war, there are many who do &
believe there is any necessity for Sll“
restraint, but our added wealth Q!‘
almost entirely in credit obligm;iqml 5

e
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CANADA AND THE VICTORY LOAN

representing mainly the cost of the
war. We have not made important
public or private improvements to
our land, we have not accumulated
the only forms of wealth in which
debts to other countries can be paid,
that is, gold or balances due by other
countries which can be drawn against.
We have merely provided food and
other materials for our soldiers and
those of Great Britain and some of
the Allies, and for these we have
received credit obligations. We can
therefore only keep changing one
form of eredit obligation for another,
whether we are paying a day’s wages,
or buying wheat, or paying for a steel
ship. Each bank must balance all of
the eredit obligations of its customers
and of its own, either over its count-
ers or at the Clearing House, and the
Dominion Government must balance
its accounts after the use of all funds
derived from its various imposts, by
selling bonds to its people.

Some Canadian individuals or
institutions must provide all that is
necessary by buying these Vietory
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bonds, otherwise all that we are doing
must stop absolutely. We ecannot
feed our soldiers, we ecannot maintain
our munition works, we cannot buy
the products of our farms, we can-
not, indeed, exist as an honourable
nation, unless the second Vietory
Loan is a success. Almost every per-
son who has a single dollar to spare
has it because of the money distrib-
uted in paying for the war. He
owes it to his country to turn that
dollar into war bonds, or war stamps,
and if he thinks that with so much
loyalty and enthusiasm his little sub-
seription does not matter, he is adopt-
ing the worst kind of attitude. Every
spare cent is needed.

Let us then as a united people put
our backs once more under this task
and show to the world that we are not
weary, that those who cannot fight
are glad to pay, and that until a
Peace dictated by the Allies when the
Hun has unconditionally surren-

dered is accomplished, we are in the

war with our last man and our last
dollar.




John Murray Gibbon

JOHN MURRARY GIBBON

A BRITISH NOVELIST IN CANADA

BY BERNARD

AM ineclined to regard
“Scots in Canada”,
“Hearts and Faces”,
and “Drums Afar” as
the three first volumes
of “Gibbon’s British
Empire”. Their author is only forty-
three, and has ample time to give us
the fifteen or twenty additional vol-
umes which would be needed to fur-
nish a complete picture of the life of
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K. SANDWELL

that vast entity at the present g3
and the result, while not quite gg < o
uminous as “Gibbon’s Roman Vol
pire”, will be fully as instruepse.
and have a great many more reaq 1ve
Nobody is better qualified to .«

us a general view of the great A_ngg"e
Celtic community which speakg lo-
English language and pursues Bpjes o
ideals of communal and indivi:itmh
development. Look at the careerua}

o



JOHN MURRAY GIBBON

the author of “Drums Afar” up to
its present stage, and note its effect
upon his successive writings. John
Murray Gibbon was born in Ceylon,
where the breezes are still spicy but
man is no longer considered so vile as
he was in the days of Bishop Heber
a century ago. From earliest youth,
distance was nothing to him; halfway
round the world was merely halfway
home again; the stupendous spread
of the British Empire became as
familiar to him as the features of his
own county are to the average Eng-
lish novelist, or those of his own state
to the average writer of American
fiction. Bear in mind, though, that
he was not a mere traveller, noting
the externals of each country’s life
with a curious eye and passing out
from it as much a stranger as he came
in. He found work to do wherever
he sojourned, and it was work that
threw him into the main current of
life, never into its eddies and back-
waters. He was educated at Aber-
deen, both at school .and for three
vears at the University; and, thus
protected by a substantial Aberdon-
ian integument from the unduly
assimilative powers of an English
university, he proceeded to Christ
Church, Oxford. Now Oxford may
be likened to a huge rendering-vat
in which the minds of thousands of
students are boiled down togethe-r
until they emerge, beautifully eclari-
fied indeed, but reduced to an abso-
lute uniformity of flavour, aroma and
specified gravity. Gibbon was clari-
fied but not reduced. He left Oxford,
having learned both what Oxford is
and what Oxford is not, the latter
being a special course not supplied
by the college authorities. His
academic courses were philosophy
and ancient history, and he topped
them off with two terms in Goettin-
gen, devoted to Sanskrit and Greek
inseriptions. ; ;
So far, the map of his wanderings
is much the same as that of many a
student pursuing the conventional
tactic of learning sufficient about one
subject to entitle him to turn round
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and teach it to others—and stop
learning about anything. The mere
map, that is; for the method with
which he wandered was, as we can
now see, far different. When he left
Goettingen he abandoned even the
map of conventional studentship. He
went to Paris. He went to the Paris
art schools. Much of what he learned
there is to be found in “Hearts and
Faces”; as much of his Goettingen
acquisition (not relating to Greek
inseriptions) is to be found in the
earlier part of “Drums Afar”. He
was really studying life, but he did
not make the mistake of thinking that
Greek medals and the principles of
painting were no part of life and
should therefore be neglected by the
student of it. Indeed, his way of
studying life has always been to
plunge into the thickest of the activ-
ity of whatever phase or section of
life he wanted to examine, and to
learn the minds and hearts of those
who work by working with them.
There is only one profession in
London for a young man with a good
knowledge of philosophy, ancient his-
tory, Greek medals, the principles of
French art, and the workings of the
modern human mind. The latter
knowledge overweighs all the rest:
it takes a man into journalism. John
Murray Gibbon became a newspaper
man, but he compromised with his
Paris art training by making it an
illustrated newspaper. He joined the
staff of Black and White, and it is
suggestive to note that the man whom
he succeeded when he was promoted
after a year of subordinate work to
the important post of assistant editor
was Eden Philpotts, himself one of
the most serious and industrious of
the young English writers who were
striving to make the novel a sort of
history of our own time. Mr. Gibbon
soon became the responsible editor,
but his health broke down and he
went to Algiers; when illness sup-

plied so good an excuse it would have

been a shame not to go to the remot-
est possible place with the right kind -
of climate. When he came back he
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free-lanced for a time, and dwelt,
but only as a friendly and compre-
hending visitor, in the realm of poli-
tics, doing a weekly letter on the
political situation for The Illustrated
London News.

About 1907 the orbits of Canada
and John Murray Gibbon began to
draw together. The Canadian Pacific
Railway had decided on a lively prop-
aganda in continental Europe. There
was no young journalist in England
with a better knowledge of continen-
tal Europe and a livelier conception
of propaganda than Gibbon. Baron
Shaughnessy is generally credited
with having “discovered” him, so far
as Canada was concerned. It is con-
sistent with the Baron’s record for
man-picking. At all events, John
Murray Gibbon began to travel all
over the ancient world, including
Russia and Japan, preaching C. P. R.
doctrine with the largest type but
the smallest human voice that propa-
gandist ever employed. Never was
panther’s footfall quieter than the
voice of Gibbon enunciating some tre-
mendous new idea, whether it be
about the C. P. R., or the art of
fiction, or Japanese colour-prints, or
old French-Canadian songs. You
know the French boulevardier’s story
beginning with the words, “An empty
cab drove up to the theatre and Sarah
Bernhardt got out”. It has been riv-
alled by the Montreal writer, himself
of Gallic extraction, who said, “There
was complete silence in the room until
John Murray Gibbon ceased speak-
ing”. Strange to say this pianissimo
manner is duplicated in his writing.
Gibbon can inseribe an excellent and
perfectly legible sonnet on a man’s-
size visiting-card. I have not seen
the MSS. of his novels, but I imagine
he carries them in his vest pocket.

He spent some six years in this
apostolic mission of spreading the
glad news about Canada in_partibus
infidelium ; but the “infidels”, partic-
ularly in Mittel-Europa, for reasons
which we now understand all too
clearly, kept growing more and more

*Toronto: S. B. Gundy.
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unsympathetic to his preachings, and
in 1913 he was asked to come to
Canada as General Publicity Agent
for the Canadian Pacific Railway
He had already visited the Dominjgpn
annually or oftener for six or sey, i
vears, and he was satisfied that C:nn
ada, and the C. P. R., had a futuys
His “Scots in Canada”, a pieturesqn
and vivacious narrative of Scott;j .
settlements in this country, was Pub-
lished about the time of his arriyal
here as a resident, and speedily wo
him a place in literary cireleg 5
Montreal and Toronto. But it wln
his first novel, “Hearts and Faq b
(John Lane), which drew the atten.
tion of the general Canadian publie ’h;
the fact that they had amongst th

not as yet a Canadian novelist, but
very important British novelist dWe],.
ling in Canada. It was a study oi
Scottish character and feeling, With
a background of life in Scottish unj.
versities, in the artist communij
of London and Paris, and in ﬂ?
journalistic world of London, 5
background not infrequentl

lowed up the main figures, bu)f: its et -
always an intensely interesting b:“;r
ground, full of movement and colgyye
noted with a keen eye for detail 3
described with a vivid and arrests
phraseology. Sentimental in itsesm'!g
story, the novel yet dwelt with gq
aspects of the sex relation with ahnm‘

scientific detachment and frankn o
a fact which did not cause it tq
any the less read or disecussed. It

was, however, thoroughly English s
the sense of being local to the Bri{-
Isles and the British community s
Paris; and most Canadian reaq =
concluded that as a literary phengy.
enon John Murray Gibbon diq e
belong to this fair Dominion, n°t§~
would probably not take root hand
That estimate has now to be re m :
in the light of his second nw’
“Drums Afar” (John Lane) * T"a]. 4
book shows that Gibbon has gone hi‘
steadily adding to his portrait g, o
of types and his sketches of gqme™
backgrounds ever since he came h‘

R




The author of ¢ Drums Afar”, lifting a trout in the Cains River, New Brunswick

this side of the Atlantic. Some Cana-
dians may be aggrieved that most of
the new material is distinetly of
United States origin rather than Can-
adian. A detached critic probably
would find this sufficiently accounted
for by the fact that the United States
is a much more fertile field for vivid,
sharply outlined types, and eolourful
backgrounds, than our more neutral
and imitative communities. “Drums
Afar” is the spiritual pilgrimage of
a young English Oxford student who
goes over the regular course marked
out on the educational map .alludeq to
above, and learns many things wl.th-
out realizing just why he is learning
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them—among them, how to love an
American girl of very compelling
personality (the most vital portrait
the author has yet done)—and finally
grasps the vision of the meaning of
his life when his country calls to him
at the outbreak of the great war. To
the woman the vision comes later;
and the very poignant situation
which arises when the man follows his
duty to his country and himself,
while the woman conceives that he is
neglecting his duty to her, a situation
which must have been terribly com-
mon during the years of voluntary
enlistment, is treated with great dra-
matic force and earnestness.
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In the main story it is an Anglo-
American novel, with some kindly but
penetrating satire underlying its con-
trasting of types—satire directed at
both of the contrasted parties. But
Canada has a considerable role to
play all the same. As already stated,
the backgrounds of a Gibbon novel
are frequently very much in the fore-
ground; and Montreal in the early
days of the war provides a very vivid
background for the most dramatic
passages of the love-story. It is some-
thing in the air in the old city below
the mountain, something tangibly
expressed in the wonderful exaltation
of the first Patriotic Fund Campaign,
which stimulates the mind, or rather
the soul, of Charles Fitzmorris, fresh
from the 1914 Chicago of complac-
ency, money-making, and calm spec-
tatorship of the world’s tragedy, until
he throws off the silken chains with
which his Madeline had sought to
bind him, and plunges into the fray—
ultimately (I hasten to add it for the
sake of the reader’s peace of mind)
redeeming thus both Madeline and
himself. Background merely, this
Canadian stuff, but immensely im-
portant and very cleverly done. The
tale of the Patriotic Fund dinner is
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reporting, though reporting with a
genuine purpose and much to the
point.

But there are many gems of obser-
vation. Jeffers, who makes up the
party which Charles joins to get across
to the fighting, is in doubt about in-
cluding a ninth member—*“a man also
of Oxford—a scholar First in Greats—
prozime accessit for the Ireland—
who has begged me on his knees to
be allowed to come, but I hesitate—
he is a Balliol man. One has to be
particular, even as a steward on a
transport. , One of Lord
Milner’s young men. Talks ‘Empire’
with his chin in the air and thinks
Canada is governed by England.
Now that I come to think of it, the
wisest thing would be to get him out
of the country.”

No, there is not enough of Canada
in this book, considering that John
Murray Gibbon lives amongst us and
eats our salt. Perhaps it will be
necessary to prohibit him from leay-
ing the country for the next two or
three years, in order to compel him
to devote his talents to the work that
we really want him to do, namely,
to help in putting Canada on the map
of literature.
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A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

A CANADIAN WAR ARTIST

IEUTENANT Gyrth
Russell, reproductions
of whose work, mostly
etchings, have appeared
in The Canadian Maga-
zine, has been abroad
studying and practising his art, and
as a result the following appreciation
appears in an Exeter (Eng.) news-
paper:

One of the official artists of the Cana-
dian force in France, Lieutenant Gyrth
Russell, R.B.A.,, is at present in Exeter
and will shortly be entering upon war
pictures built up from studies in pastel,
crayon, black and white which he has
brought back from France. Lieutenant
Russell is still comparatively a young man
but before the war he was already well
known to everyone interested in or associ-
atéd with that rising school of British
artists who look like leaving their mark
deep and permanent. He comes from Hal-
ifax, Nova Scotia, and before 1914 was
studying at Paris. Afterwards he spent
some time in Rye, Sussex, that rendezvous
of so many artists in the old days. From
Rye he came to Devon, for having heard
so much of Devon, he could not resist
its call. Subsequently he became attached
to the Canadian force as one of its official
art chroniclers, and now he returns to
Exeter with a sheaf of impressions.

Fine work, too, are these impressions.
A few Exonians interested in art have
been afforded the opportunity by Lieuten-
ant Russell of seeing them in the room
which he has ﬁged up temporarily as his
studio, overlooking one of the principal
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thorougfares. Lieutenant Russell is a mas-
ter of his craft and essentially a modernist
in technique, breadth of treatment, and
impressionistic suggestion. His sketches
will form part, at an early date, of an
exhibition of war pictures by official
artists to be held probably in TLondon.
They are markedly individualistic, and
one or two, such as a view of Lens in the
distance and a road at Vimy, convey with

Lieutenant Gyrth Russell
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Mrs. W, J. Gale

Organizer of the first Women’s Ratcpayers’
Association in Canada

compelling power a sense of atmosphere.
One feels, in fact, as one looks at them
that one has got to know through them
more of those places than from the host
of photographs and stereotyped drawings
one has seen before. They are tense with
the brooding malevolence of war. His
sketehes, too, of battered architectural
treasures, such as the Arras Cathedral,
are equally fine and one can imagine such
work being of first rate importance as an
abiding record of the war, long after photo-
graphic records have faded in their hold
upon one. Their value, in fact, is essen-
tially of the permanent order.

Lieutenant Russell is personally re-
served and prone to underrate the import-
ance of his own work. It only needs,
however, that one should enjoy his friend-
ship for a little time to realize his enthus-
iasm for this eraft, for modern art, and
for the greatest of its living masters.
He is a fund of reminiscence of present
day art circles and 2 conversationalist
of charm in the realms of his particular
sphere. He has been glad to work in
Exeter unknown, hitherto, and_cert'a.mly
he will keep himself in obscurity if he
can, though his studio looks down upon
the busiest corner of Exeter.

Lieutenant Russell js a son of Mr.
Justice Russell of Halifax.
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A CHARMING PROGRESSIVE

THAT the West is more progressive

than the East even the most en-
thusiastie of the latter must acknow-
ledge. Women magistrates, represen-
tatives of Parliament, trustees and
holders of many other civiec and Pro-
vineial posts are to be found in num-
bers once the traveller strikes Mani-
toba. So it is not surprising that the
organizer of the first Women’s Rate-
payers’ Association ever formed in
(Canada should have been a woman,
and a Western woman at that. She
is Mrs. W. J. Gale, of Calgary, and
the history of the organization of
which she is a leader is interesting
though brief.

Last spring the men who formed
an association in the southern part of
the city hedged themselves about with
a very short-sighted policy. This pre-
cluded the attendance at their meet-
ings of Mrs. Gale, or indeed any wo-
men. The women then took matters
into their own hands, called a gather-
ing of those interested and organized
an association for themselves. Mrs.
(Gale was the prime mover and lead-
ing spirit. She deserves the honour
of being the first president, an office
to which she was enthusiastically
elected. Although the association was
only formed in May, within two
months it could boast of more mem-
bers than the men had enrolled and
assuredly one may say without pre-
judice that its scope was twice as
broad. For Mrs. Gale, like so many
patriotic women in her Province, has
the interests of the Dominion at heart
and the highest type of citizen, she
feels, is evolved from those who pos-
sess an intelligent knowledge of af-
fairs municipal, provincial and fed-
eral. To give women the franchise is
but a short step on the road to pro-
gress without giving them a means of
studying its best uses, and to this end
the Women’s Ratepayers’ Association
of Calgary works. Its president is a
woman well qualified to speak on so-
cial, political and economic problems;
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she is exactly the type of woman who
should be in public life—a feminine,
gracious, magnetic personality with-
out aggression or bombast; a woman
with a charming platform manner
which does not come off the instant
she reaches the bottom step and stands
on the floor of the hall; the type of
woman of whom the West is justly
proud.
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EDITH G. BAYNE

WHEN a writer in the develop-
ment of his chosen art has
attained to that degree of proficiency
and popularity that causes the public
to ask “Who is he?’ it may be taken
as pretty fair evidence of success.
For some time now the name Edith
G. Bayne signed to a story or news-
paper article has been synonymous
with good style and excellent subject-
matter.

This young writer is a Canadian,—
the daughter of a Presbyterian min-
ister. She was born in the old town
of Morrisburg, Ontario, and many of
her charming stories have for a set-
ting the beautiful St. Lawrence coun-
try—the particular section of Canada
she loves best. Miss Bayne’s stories
are like nobody else’s. Originality
is one of her greatest charms, and she
possesses in generous measure that
rare gift of humour. When she joined
the Canadian Women’s Press Club in
1913 she had the distinetion of being
the youngest press woman in Canada,
and since that day she has risen
rapidly in her profession, serving an
arduous apprenticeship in free-lance
journalism, until to-day she is rated
as a leading writer, though barely
thirty. Her first newspaper story
was accepted by the magazine section
of The Toronto Globe and was desig-
nated by the editor as “first-rate”.
Her first short story was accepted
by The Canadian Magazine, where
her work has appeared frequently
ever since. In all, Miss Bayne has
published close to two hundred stories
and articles in Canada and the United
States She writes for love of the
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Miss Edith &. Bayne

work. For a number of years she
has lived in the West, where she has
learned to ride, to deseribe, as few
others can, a prairie sunset and to
become acquainted at close range with
the Ruthenian settlers. Readers of
The Canadian Magazine may look for-
ward to fresh stories from the pen of
this gifted young writer.

A STUDENT OF FOOD ECO-
NOMICS

OT many months have passed
since the high cost of living was
the chief topic of conversation at
home and abroad, and the higher the
cost, the more the conversation, many
of those who delivered invective
against the existing condition of
things, quite overlooking the fact that
they were responsible for it. The cost
of high living, as the late James J.
Hill expressed it, was a pretty general
national sin until conservation of food
superseded it as a conversational
mainspring, and conservation of food
is rapidly transforming the national
crime into a Dominion—a world-wide
virtue.
As every new movement brings out
its leaders, so this last one has thrown
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Mrs. E. P. Newhall,

! Convener of the Food Economics Committee of the
National Council for Women.

people into the posts for which they
are best fitted, and among these food
contrcllers and conservation cam-
paigners, Mrs. E. P. Newhall, of Cal-
gary, stands out with particular prom-
inence. Mrs. Newhall’s office is that
of convener of the Food Economics
Committee of the National Council of
Women.

She began her vigorous campaign
in food economics about five years ago,
in her home town—Calgary, just
about the time when that unfortunate
city was emerging from the throes of
a real estate boom. Her first point of
attack was the organizing of a Con-
sumers’ League, designed in the main
to cope with the city market problem.
To do this it was necessary to interest
the women, the marketers, themselves.
Mrs. Newhall worked tirelessly, inde-
fatigably, successfully. In a few
months after the organization of the
league, the market was trangforx.ned
from a dead weight on the city into
a paying public utility. The high cost
of living received a severe check when,
through Mrs. Newhall’s offices, the
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producer and the consumer came in
direct contact with one another, and
the ensuing reduction amounted to
about fifty per cent.

The Calgary Consumers’ League
was the forerunner of similar leagues
in almost all of the Western cities, and
it is only necessary to look up their
records in the daily press to realize
the immense improvement in eco-
nomic conditions they have brought
about.

Baffling as was the problem of re-
ducing the high cost of living, that of
conserving commodities which were
already scarce and expensive—yet
which are necessary for the susten-
ance of life—proved a still more dif-
ficult task. But Mrs. Newhall attack-
ed it with the fearlessness which has
characterized all her efforts toward
reform.

She is a member of the High Cost
of Living Committee in connection
with the city council. This council is
making heroic efforts to accomplish
something practical. The members
are even now conferring with bakers,
dairymen and others to discuss the
advisability of abolishing the delivery
system and thus reduce the price of
certain necessities. The council is also
importing large quantities of fish and
supplying it to the consumers at a
minimum cost. Mrs. Newhall is also
president of the Associated Consum-
ers, a group of individuals who are
engaged in devising means for help-
ing in the conservation of food cam-
paign. They have passed such reso-
lutions to the Government as the pre-
venting of storage warehouses from
buying up eggs until after the last of
May, and are asking that ice cream
be manufactured only in proportion
to its food value. The chronicling of
these measures, a consideration even
of the possible methods under discus-
sion, can give the average reader but
a slight idea of the cost in thought
and time of those who have thrown
themselves into the work. In Mrs.
Newhall’s case, it means that she prac-
tically devotes her life to it.
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THE EDUCATION OF THE NEW
CANADIAN

By J. T. M. AxpErsoN, M.A., L.L.B.,
Toronto: J. M. Dent and Sons.

REMEMBER the story
of an alert and good
looking girl who went
out West from Ontario
to teach a foreign
school, doing it because
she wanted “experience” and, though
she would not likely admit it, because
she wanted to serve the present gen-
eration of new Canadians. She wrote
home saying: “My boarding place is
the home of a Ruthenian family,—
nowhere else to go—my room is a tiny
curtained section of the upstairs of
the shack. I have just room to dress
and undress by sitting on the bed.
It’s not bad; I'm really getting along
finely. But what bothers me is, where
in the devil will I take a bath?”
‘With humour and intense apprecia-
tion she is continuing to write of the
circumstances she is handling so reso-
lutely and capably. I quote from
Dr. Anderson’s book another picture
of the teacher out West:

“The new teacher decided to oceu-
py the teacher’s little furnished cot-
‘tage which had been erected on the
sechool grounds and her little sister
came to live with her. It was a dis-
mal lonely spot where this school had
been erected. It was the haunt of
the frog, the wild fowl, and the
prairie coyote. But there were human
beings there, scores of them—illiter-
ate, ignorant adults, sad faced women
bent with toil, and over eighty little
children, who were rapidly settling
down to live the expressionless lives
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of their elders. This young girl knew
all about these conditions before
accepting the position. They were
rather disheartening and uninviting,
but here was a chance for real service,
a chance to live a life, an opportunity
to develop and guide and save. Here
was one of those big burdens of this
world which one must meet and
shoulder before one can lay just claim
to the smile of the Master.

Thousands would have faltered and
turned back, satisfying themselves
with performing a less arduous task;
but this brilliant young Canadian
girl accepted the challenge, and a
crowning victory was hers.

The little cottage was cleaned up,
and the school house prepared to re-
ceive the children. On the opening
day a dozen little boys appeared in
the school door. Their eyes opened
wide with surprise when ‘de grand
lady’ met them with a welecoming
smile. She shook their dirty little
hands and they smiled in return.
Surely this was a strange teacher.
Surely she was not a Canadian!
Once or twice in their short lives they
had visited the nearest town, and had
stood on the street corners and
watched ‘de grand ladies’ pass by
without noticing them. Yes, this was
one of them, but not like them after
all. This one was interested in them.
They were happy. They carried the
glad news home to their parents and
to their brothers and sisters. They
sat up late that evening talking about
‘Miss Teacher’.”

There are not enough people ex-
cited over this question of citizenship
and education in the West. Awhile
ago it was stated in a Canadian
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periodical that one thousand schools
lacked teachers in the West this year.
If this be so it means that something
like twenty thousand children have
run wild on our Western plains all
summer much as the coyote and the
gophers do.

‘What are we going to do about it?
‘What are our provincial governments
and our local municipal authorities
going to do? Where are our mission-
ary teachers to come from? Of the
countless girls in our Eastern (and
Western) towns and cities who work
in office or factory or live at the
movies, how many are going to hear
the call of the Western plains and
of an underpaid, lonely, but soul-
exciting profession? We are in dan-
ger of fostering in Canada by our
public carelessness a medieval and
ignorant peasantry when we might
create a twentieth century mnation.
We call ourselves democratic. There
is no democracy in a neglect of the
problems of citizenship and edueca-
tion. An undue pessimism, however,
is as evil as the easy going and dam-
nable optimism that so often charac-
terizes us as a people with reference
to the things that matter. Dr. Ander-
son’s book is a wholesome and broad-
minded canvas of most of the phases
of the citizenship problem in the
West. The problem focuses naturally
about the questions in connection
with education. Efficient and human,
and well-paid teachers, consolidation
of sechools and teachers’ residences,
interprovinecial action in many cases,
a serious public concern for the situa-
tion, are the things needed. Dr.
Anderson’s book should be in the
home of every Canadian. It is not
by any means an epochal or classie
treatise on education but it is an
ordered and careful and interesting
discussion by a man whose experience
as a school inspector suggests .he
ought to know what he is talking
about. One thing is certain, until
teachers are paid more for their ser-
vices, even in the West, there W111.be a
gradual falling away from educational

pursuits.

FROM BAUPAUME TO PASSCH-
ENDAELE, 1917,

By Paiup GiBes. Toronto: William

Briggs.

HILIP GIBBS is one of the won-

ders of the war. He is the refuta-
tion of the recurring legend that the
war correspondent’s day 1is over.
True, it seemed to be over early in
the conflict when writers’ copy was
mercilessly censored, even if the men
got near the fighting at all. But the
rulers at length learned that if democ-
racy had to go to war almost in a
body, the few left at home must get
some news or their morale would go
to smash. Hence Philip Gibbs and
a few more under reasonable restric-
tions have served news of the day’s
fighting for next morning’s breakfast
table.

Gibbs has perhaps been at the
Front longest, and his battle stories
are generally regarded as the most
graphic as well as most complete
of all. Contemporaries say he is a
slight, sickly looking man, who
smokes cigarettes unceasingly and
mever eats while writing his long
daily despatches. Such a phenome-
non might well grow into a legendary
character himself, as the years go by.
Certainly he is conferring a lasting
benefit by his colourful stories from
day to day. No matter how bitter the
fight or how dangerous his own expe-
riences in traversing the battle-
ground, he never fails to transmit
with the utmost coolness his wonder
pictures of the hell of war in astound-

‘ing realism. None of the alarms of

battle seem to stop the flow of the
peerless vocabulary which makes the
novelist so good a correspondent. In
this volume of day to day despatches,
edited and regrouped, the British
troop’s war-making in 1917 is de-
seribed, and not a little of the gener-
ous space is given to the Canadians,
especially at Vimy Ridge and Pas-
schendaele.

Looking at the uncertainties of
1917 in the light of recent triumphs,
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they seem dwarfed, but the incidents
of that anxious year will live for the
power with which they show the un-
flinching courage of British arms.
Says Mr. Gibbs:

“It was a year of unending battle
on the Western Front. It was a year
of monstrous, desperate conflict.
Looking back upon it, remembering
all its days of attack and counter-
attack, all the roads of war erowded
with troops and transport, all the
battlefields upon which our armies
- moved under fire, the coming back
of the prisoners by hundreds and
thousands, the long trails of the
wounded, the activity, the traffic, the
roar and welter and fury of the year,
one has a curious physical sensation
of breathlessness and heart-beat be-
cause of the burden of so many mem-
ories.”

o
w

A TRAVELLER IN WAR TIME

By Winston CHURCHILL. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

ONE of Mr. Winston Churchill’s

novels have been profound, but
they have generally succeeded in
being pretty interesting and sugges-
tive to the general public. So with
the sketches and the essay of this
latest volume. If anyone has a dollar
and a quarter that is burning a hole
in the pocket and the prospect of an
hour that need not be spent too
seriously, let him buy the book. It is
written in free and easy style, there is
plenty of incident and colour in it,
it will probably be enjoyed. It is
easy going and at times somewhat
fresh comment on conditions in
Europe. The essay with which the
book closes is a good minded though
somewhat meandering discussion of
America’s place in the war. Mr.
Churechill is not nearly so clever nor
80 incisive as many writers of the
day but he is fundamentally cleaner
in his thought and heart processes
than many. There is no hint on his
pages of irrational and wild war mon-
gering. He gives one the impression
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of being, within the compass of the
ideas he has, careful and sincere and
resolute. There is none of the dirty
obstetries, drawing blindness and ata-
vism out of the dark past of heathen
and Hebrew eye-for-an-eye war mak-

ing, which characterizes Theodore
Roosevelt and Henry Van Dyck in
their recent writings.  Churchill

stands, not profoundly but sincerely,
for that strand in American life at
war which is democratie, and resolute
and clean. Typical of his whole hook
is this phrase, culled from a chance-
noticed sentence—“the Russjan Revo-
lution, which we must seek to under-
stand and not condemn." ..”
2%

WILLOW, THE WISP

By ArcHie P. McKISHNIE.
Thomas Allen.

HE author of “Gaff Linkum” and

“Love of the Wild”, two novels
of outside life in Western Ontario,
in this his latest book surpasses both
the others in definiteness of purpose
and genuine interest. It is the story
of a young man who establishes a
preserve for wild animals in Northern
Ontario, where he finds health, for-
tune and the love of a charming girl.
The book is marked by a good sprinkl-
ing of local humour, a sample of
which we give in the following quo-
tation :

Toronto:

The settler lifted his coonskin cap and
scratched his red mop reflectively. ¢¢This
here country is the darndest all-round
country fer permotin’ the eatin’ an’
sleepin’ habit you ever saw’’, he exelaim-
ed. ‘‘I’ve got a boy named Tommie; he’s
a ranger now up in Temagami Preserve,
an’ he finds it hard to do anythin’ much
else, an’ even my Missus, who’s a tarter
to work when she’s real woke up, is that
tarnation hard to get awake mornin’s that
I’d ruther get up an’ light the fire myself
than try t’ tussel with her. Yes, siree,’’
he chuckled, lashing his whip harmlessly
above the hollow backs of his drowsy
horses, ‘‘you can sleep all right up here.
Why, dang it all, the Ozone’s that there
thick that you have to chew it fine afore
you kin breathe it. Fact’’.

He clucked to the sorrels and cracked
his whip at an impudent chipmunk who
had climbed a stump close by the roadside
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to investigate the clatter made by the
loose spokes of the ancient democrat.

““Take them hosses, now’’, he shouted;
“‘They go to sleep soon as they be hitched,
an’ they stay asleep all day, rot ’em!
It’s mighty unsatisfactory that, ’cause
they don’t seem to realize that keepin’
awake durin’ business is the duty of beast
as well as man. They’re both of ’em dis-
appointin’, but of the pair I guess old
Moll—she’s the off un—is the disappoint-
enest’’.

““In what respect, Mr. Washburn¢’’
laughed the girl.

‘“Why, lots o’ ways, but jest fer
instance, this way. T’ other day I had a
good chance to swap her fer a three-year-
old geldin’ belongin’ to Jake Stoker of
Cedar Mills. Wall, we’d jest about made
the swap when ole Moll dropped off to
sleep an’ snored like a house afire. Jake,
he declared as she had the roares an’
backed outen the deal. Humph, talk about
not bein’ able to sleep. Everythin’ sleeps
too tarnation much up here. That’s the
only thing wrong with this placel’’

3%

FIRST THE BLADE

By Cremence Dane. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THIS is one of the most popular
novels of the moment and it prom-
ises to be represented among the larg-
est sales of the season. The author
made a distinet impression with
“Regiment of Women”, but this
her latest book surpasses the other
in high-class characterization. It
fails, however, in the subtleties, and
at times the writer is self-conscious
to a degree that mars the reader’s
pleasure in observing two young per-
sons, the one a charming, vivacious
girl, the other a man who pursues his
hobby of collecting birds’ eggs to the
point of boredom.

THE GAMBLER

By Fyopor Dostoevsky. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

[SS Constance Garnett is mak-

ing a new series of her notable
translations from the Russian. This
is the ninth volume treating exclus-
ively of Dostoevsky’s works. It
brings together three unusually fas-
cinating stories — “The Gambler”,
“Poor People” and “The Landlady”.
“Poor People” was written when the
author was only twenty-one years of
age, but it remains still in Russia one
of his most popular tales.

o

o“w

ARIZONA THE WONDERLAND

By Grorge WHARTON JAMES. Bos-
ton: The Page Company.

WITH this book the publishers add
one more to their long list of
sumptuous deseriptions of fascinating
parts of the world. A review is given
of the history of the ancient ecliff
and cave dwellings of Arizona, of the
conquest by the Spaniards, of the
establishing of the Jesuit and Fran-
ciscan missions, an account of the
trail-makers, the Indians, and the
ruined Pueblos; a survey of the cli-
mate, scenic marvels, topography,
deserts, mountains, rivers and valleys.
There is also a review of its indus-
tries; an account of its’ influence on
art, literature and science; and some
reference to what it offers of delight
to the automobilist, sportsman and
the seeker after health and pleasure.

IRABAG L SNSRI
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When Serving Refreshments®

—You will find that Ingersoll Cream Cheese will
enable you to make many delightful Delicacies.

hgersoll
Qe

is the purest and finest of Cream Cheese. Just
the thing for dainty sandwiches. Ask also for
Ingersoll Pimento and also Green Chile Cheese—
10c and 15c¢ a package.

MANUFACTURED BY
THE INGERSOLL PACKING CO., LTD.
INGERSOLL, ONT,

M %
. B
-
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‘chrader

Univerxsal.

3 , Tire Pressure
Schrader - ‘
Universal : Gauge Schrader

Universal
Pump

: : Measures the air in your Valve
Connection : tires.  Tires maintained Repair Tool
; under the correct inflation

Facilitates Pump- i last twice as long as tires A Fiur;‘n-onc I;OBI for
; ; f ; run on haphazard pressure. Quic epalrho dam-f
Ing and Testing o  Oi A **Schrader Universal ,aged Cap threads o

1 N ressure . Cauge means Tire Insur- Tire Valvgs; Removing
Thres. itk Valve Inside; Reaming
can be ascertained s Price $1.75 Damaged Valve Seat;
without detaching

AT YOUR DEALERS OR Retapping inside thread.
nection from valve Of value to all Motorists
con .

et A. SCHRADER’S SON INC. and c;;.,,:‘gcces 5
Pr 334 King St. East, Toronto, Ont.
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A GIFT OF A

Waltham Watch

=

g There are several Waltham models that are particularly
£ suitable for gift purposes, where the desire is to make a
= really memorable presentation. The Ladies’ Convert-
g able Bracelet watch illustrated above is one. This dainty
E little watch has the “disappearing eye,” an exclusive
E Waltham feature, enabling the watch to be worn on chain,
= brooch or wrist, in any way that fashion may dictate.
g

£

.

=

=

Ask your jeweler to show you also the Waltham “Colonial A” a
beautiful thin model watch for gentlemen.

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, LIMITED
MONTREAL

:
=
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People who find it wise to change
therr habits of living, frequently
discover that

POSTUM

instead of tea or coffee, means
better nerves,better sleep and
a better digestion.

“Therels a Reason ”

A T B T T e O~ ﬂ&?’)}{%ﬁﬂ?ﬁ:%&"’i‘&%ﬁ’%&(’%~ I~

Canada Food Board License No. 2-026.
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/4 Living Canadian Models

3 Serve as standards for the various
styles of D & A Corsets whose 1917

models embody the best features of
leading Paris and New York designs.
For economy, as well as for comfort
and style, ask your corsetiére to <
show you the D & A Models. k:
There is a style for every figure.

DOMINION CORSET CO.
Toronto—QUEBEC——Montreal

Makers also of the ‘‘La Diva’’ Corsets
-\ and “‘D & A’’ Good Shape Brassiéres.
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LIOEN
CORS

B = KEATING'S
},7\ POWDER

i

B Reduce the fly populati
' / xivx( )l';mr. Use Kt-ating‘:l;’or\l:-r
der, the great and sur S
INL{IRES siroyer of all flies. Sold by d.‘;i
| Grocers and Druggists in’ tiy
only, 10c, 25¢ 35c. e

SECTIONAL | Shaw’s

BOOKCASES Pusinegs

Schools
ARE THE BEST

le by All Leadi Furnit 3 1
For sale by All Leading Furniture Give a High Grade

A atiun, free for tha meking. ' |ISECRETARIAL COURSE

For Matriculants and Varsity Gradug

; Full particulars mailed on request
| .
[anaon foommeMpwncees| ||| wite— w. . suaw, pres
WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO. Head Offices, Yonge and Gerrard, T°r°nt°

|
| WE BUY =
. OLD FALSE TEET

Don’t matter if broken. We pay up to $35.00 per
I actual value for OLD GOLD, SILVER, PLA’ Nu“ﬁ"A‘r}laB

DENTAL GOLD. We send cash by réturn mail
goods for 16 days for sender’s approval of our price?hg:}?‘lg

Mazer’s Tooth Specialties
Dept. 133 2007 So. Gth Street, Philadelphia, Pa., U. § 5
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PRICE PER 1000 CALORIES

Quaker Oats 5c

Stewing Hens 34c
Round Steak 37c¢ Broilers 70c
Leg of Lamb 52¢ Eggs 43c
. Veal Cutlets 44c Fish 40c¢

uy Foods

By Calories—Not by Pounds

Compare food cost by calories, and you'll use more Quaker Oats. The calory is the energy
unit used by governments to measure food. On this basis, at prices current at this writing

Meats Average 8 Times as Much. Eggs, Fish and Fowl Cost 8 to 10 Times Quaker Oats

That is, for the same calory value. Yet
these are all major foods. 1

Pound for pound, Quaker bats has twice
the calories of round steak. Every cupful
contains 280 calories—as much as four

You have known the oat as a marvel food,
well balanced, rich in minerals. But its
wealth of nutriment makes it also the money-
saving food.

Make Quaker Oats your breakfast. Mix
it also with your flour foods. Use it to save

egg‘s/.ery dollar you spend for Quaker Oats
saves at least $7 if used to displace meat,
measured by the calory basis,

Quaker Oats

The Best One-Third of Oats

We use just the queen grains—big, rich and flavory—in

i ker Oats.
me;l‘\(/l:ggcgu;ute:en pounds from a bushel.

35 and 15c Per Package (Except in Far West)

T!\e Quaker Qats ©mpany

Peterborough,
Canada

money, to save wheat and meat, to add
flavour and nutrition.
It is one of the greatest foods you have.

Thus you get oat flavor at its best You get it without
extra price.  All oat foods are made doubly mviting when
you use this premier grade.

Saskatoon,
Canada
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currers TO His MaAjesTy

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARKS Pork & Beans

Sauce & Cheese
“  Concentrated Soups
s Peanut Butter
i Stewed Kidneys
“  Ox & Lunch Tongues

Spaghetti with Tomato

—

- Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

Ww. CLARK LIMITED - MONTREAL

Canada Food Board License{ No. 14-216

=
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Such
a Delicious

Ginger Ale

For more than sixty
years, O'Keefe’s be-
verages have been
the finest of their
kinds produced in
Canada,

s

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

is quite in keeping
with the high stand-
ard of other O’Keefe
beverages. It is a
most delicious ginger
ale—pale and spark-
ling,dry and inviting
—with a unique
flavour that you will
enjoy. Try it.

We a/se make
Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer, Cola, Sarsapa-
rilla, Lemon Sour, Cream
Soda, Lemcnade, Orangeade,
Special Soda.

s16 Order a case from
your dealer.

O’KEEFE'S
TORONTO

o

“‘Canada Food Board L-15-102.”

' ®  For Over a Century

* ((IRRAY&LANM
Ml'%lorida WateArN‘8

‘““ THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME "

has been used by persons of
taste the world over.

This unfailing popularity is

due solely to its grateful, en-

during fragrance and unique

refreshing quality, 8

It is delightful in the Bath, |

and beyond question the
tory Toilet Perfume in use,

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

the best thing after Shaving, £

most reliable and satisfac- 82

The
Original
and
~ only
Genuine

Beware of
 [mitations  Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT
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Armed to the Teeth

““Troops who travel alongside of them have their work
cut out, General Currie seems to carry light railways
in his pocket, and if the Canadians have to stop any-
where for a day or two, transportation facilities spring
up behind them as if by magic. Germans will go miles
out of their way to avoid the Canucks.”
Charles H. Grasty,
in N. Y. Times, Sept. 2nd. 1918.

The Canadian Army as it stands to-day is a
marvel of organization. In guns, in ammunition,
in transport, in equipment for the grim work of
war—for efficiency of men and beast-—it lacks
nothing. If a railroad is needed—one is available.
When the Canadian army starts to move—the
movement is accomplished with certainty and
rapidity. When it attacks there is no lack of
ammunition, It has gas masks and aeroplanes ot
the latest and most efficient types.

The Canadian Army is as the Hun very well
knows—*‘ armed to the teeth ”.

It would be a greater shame than the mind
cares to dwell on, that our men should suffer death

or disaster—or just fall short of complete Victory
— because we now hold back the money necessary
to maintain their full fighting efficiency.
The money for the needs of our army will be
provided by Canada’s Victory Loan 1918.
Canadians at home will see to that!

Issued by Canada’s Victory Loan Committee
in co-operation with the Minister of Finance
of the Dominion of Canada.
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Give her

BOVRIL

In the independent experiments on human

beings conducted by Professor Thompson, of
Dublin, at the request of a Government Depart-
ment, the Body-building Power of Bovril was
proved to be from 10 to 20 times the amount taken.
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HafNt SRS _—

K SPECIAL Opportunity of
getting acquainted with

SEAL BRAND COFFEE

is offered you in our booklet, “‘Perfect Coffee

—Perfectly Made™.
Your request will bring it by return mail.
CHASE & SANBORN MONTREAL

—

Robinson’s

Should Be Used

For Baby when eight or nine months old.

and one part water it is a perfect food.
If the child had been reared on

tends to promote bone and muscle.

warmth and sleep.
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Sole Agents for Canada

“Patent” Groats

the form of a thin gruel combined with three parts milk

Robinson’s “Patent” Barley

until it has reached the above age, Groats and mil|
should be given alternately with ‘‘ Patent” Barley, as it

For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influe
a bowl of hot gruel taken in bed at night produ
profuse perspiration helping to drive the cold out of
the system, Taken by the aged at night it promotes

Our free booklet ‘‘ Advice to Mothers” tells all a/
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and chil

MAGOR, SON & CO., Limiteq

191 St. Paul St. W., 30 Church
Montreal Toronto St
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Crown Vellum 1s the

2
< O\ BRy o
‘ MILLS Ve

siah(‘m(’rq used by
Bank Presidents, as
well as the Presidents
and General Managcrw n{

Canadas ]oadmg com-

mercial houses, for im-

portant or pvrsona\ com-

munications.

Insist on Crown Vellum.

40.10.1

DLW IR

)36 1D I,

Delecto Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

@@ I @ I® I 1

to harmonize with the flavor of the center.

An unusually delightful

Ganongs @
Chooolates

s @@ EFE @I RE @@

A 3@ 1) 1 @) 1@ @I @)1 6

Canada Food Board Licenss No. 11.264
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eVERFADY

The light
that says:

There it is!”

This is the Military Daylo
No. 365/, one of the 77
styles of Daylo.

- WE ARE THE LEADING .
and make prompt shipments from our complete stock. Mail us your orders or write for catalog.
Our reputation has been built on our efficient service.

SPIELMAN AGENCIES Regd. 45 Alexander St. MONTREAL

SPANISH INFLUENZA

The surest way to prevent it is to keep your bowels active by taking every morning a glassful of

k& RIGA!!

Purgative Water. It cleans out and keeps clean the digestive organs and wards off disease.

At All Druggists. 25 cents the Bottle (except in Far West).

Diltrib\':tors for Ontario: National Drug Co., Ltd.; Lyman Bros., Co., L.td.; Drug Trading Co., Ltd.

istri for the West : The Martin Bole, Wynne Co., Ltd., who 1 istri y
D“tng::;:sP%:vder, and Shampoo Soap. y 0. who are also distributors for Dr. Gordon's Foot
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BABY GRAND TOURING (/£
A Sturdy Model {

for Strenuous Service

THIS Chevrolet Model F A. has won }?
a reputation for surplus power on ;
hills and for general efficiency. ’7, 1

Every detail about this car was designed ml"‘
to produce an automobile of maximum <A -'
power, comfort and service at a moderate
cost, both initial as well as up-keep.

See this model at once.
Send for literature.

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY
of CANADA, Limited
OSHAWA, ONTARIO
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A REAL TIRE SAVING

NO man who can afford to drive a car, is going to substitute

another make of tire for Dunlop Traction Tread with
the purpose of saving money. He really saves money, in the
first place, by buying “ Tractions," Kecause with “ The
Master Tire” quality makes the friends and consistency re-
tains them. Then what about all those punctures and that

skidding—Avoided Through Using “ Tractions >

The splendid record of Dunlop * Special” anti-skid can also be
rightfully emphasized. Introduced in 1915,. % SPECIAL ™ ki “comse
right into the front ranks of tiredom.

And Dunlop “PLAIN "—the onginal tire of the industry—has

countless supporters wherever autos are used.

‘Dunlop Seamless Tubes. Dunlop Accessories

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,
Limited
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO

Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary,
Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton,
Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, and Halifax.

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages ; and High-Grade Rub.
ber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General Hose, Dredge
Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Specialties.

Sole Canadian Distributors for “*“House’’and “Houk"’ Wire Wheels.
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Hunt This Fall in Real
Haunts of Red Deer

THE HIGHLANDS
OF ONTARIO

Maganatewan River, French River, l
Muskoka, Lake of Bays
and other famous Regions

Write to any Agent, Grand Trunk System, for
‘‘Playgrounds " Booklet, giving Game Laws,

ete., or to

J. Quinlan, C. E. Horning,
Bonaventure Station, Union Station,
Montreal, Que. Toronto, Ont

—

COWAN'S

o

RESERVE POWER

Cowan’s Cocoa should be part of
the daily diet at this season of the
year. It strengthens and buildg o

the reserve powers of the body ang
in this way helps to combat epi.
demics. Give the children lotg

; R of
this nourishing food. It makes the

RS S _,___H_EALT i i
_— o e L SR R . robust.

7
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Atl ,r( ¢ M)rth|y Century Harper's Rewow n( Rrwmws Scnhnev 5 World s Work [ Tno C’mn(har\ Magazine., 12th YEAR
Write to these advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel information, Enclose postage
Where-to-go forms for December close November 1st.
PINEHURS N.C. Center of winter out-of-door 1ife In the middle south, Four MOUNT CLEMENS MICH.
excellent hotels. The Carolina opens informally Nov. 10 ; formally Nov. 20
Threo 18-hole golf courses. One of nine. Splendid clay tennis courts. Trap shooting. Riflo range FOR RHEUMAT'RSM

Livery and saddlo horses. Horse racing, running and steeple chasing. Fine auto roads. Through ' H
Pullman service from Washington. InquireGen. Office, Pinehurst, N. C., or Leonard Tufts, Boston, Mass Mount Clemens, Michigan

= ﬁm«A HIGHLAND PINES INN

WEYMOUTH HEIGHTS, SOUTHERN PINES, N. C.

Home of Winter Golf. Tennis. Turkey and Quail Shooting. 700 ft nlo\nlu m.  Just right

- climate. No snow. Pure spring water. Best everything, Cottages. Bungalows
¥ Orchestra. Write CREAMER & TURNER, Proprietors, for Booklet =
SUMMER HOTEL —THE INN AT CHARLEVOIX - THé BEAUTIFUL MICHIGAN

AR TIME—every min-

ute counts! Everything
must be on time; everyone
must keep in step.

Westclox keep close tab on
minutes. They run and ring
on the dot.

They're trim, alert, depend-
able, and low in price; thrift
clocks.

There are not enough West-
clox to go 'round. Take good
care of yours.

Western Clock Co. - makers of Westclox

La Salle, .. U. S. A. | Factories at Peru, [l




34 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

—

I _ NEARING THE e
=R MiLLION S

Railways MAR K Raill.ualE

COCHRANE
QUEBEC

WINNIPEG MONCTON  Sypyiys

FORT
WL L/IAM

STIONN
TORONTO HALIFad

THROUGH EXPRESS

TRAINS
Winnipeg - Toronto
Winnipeg - Quebec
Montreal - Halifax
Halifax - Sydney
Halifax St. John

700,000
SOLDIER LADS

HAVE TRAVELLED THIS
ROUTEWITHOUT M/ISHAP




Hi hlands -
ntario

Canada

Embrace millions of
acres of virgin pine and
spruce, broken by thou-
sands of lakes and
streams. Isitany won-
der that the Highlands
of Ontario is the mecca
for out-door men and
women.

Algonquin Park
Muskoka Lakes]
Georgian Bay
Lake of Bays
Timagami
are all famous playgrounds.
Modern hotels afford city
comforts but many prefer
to live in tent or log cabin
—your choice at reasonable
cost. May we help you plan
your trip? Write or call
for illustrated literature.
." BQO':::‘UI:: f'ure

Station,
Montreal, Que.

C. E. Horning,
Union Station
Toronto, Ont.

_J

: :Br esend you th.ls
of u

7

HOTEL, LE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 35

“«} =% S R LR R i Y R s ,;t7 - “_J

ulde
an and Nlagar Falls?

Any reader of the Canadian ‘\laganm
may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot
interest in and around Buffalo and Niagara
Falls. Sent free with our compliments,

The Hotel Lenox, at North Street and
Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite
stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffalo
and Niagara Falls, The pleasant location of
the Lenox-—quiet, yet convenient to theatre,
shopping and business districts—adds much
to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusualiy
good cuisine, complete equipment and excel-
lent service,

European plan. Modern. Fireproo).
Every room as oulside room, $2.00 up.

On Empire Tours. Road map
and running directions [ree, P i

C. A. MINER,
Managing Director

North St. at Delaware Ave,
Buffalo, N.Y,

—_—

HOTEL ST. JAMES

TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK CITY
Just off Broadway at 109-113 West 45th St.
134 Blocks from 45th Street Entrance
to Grand Central Station.

Women will find here a home
atmosphere and absence of
objectionable features of or-
dinary hotel life.

40 Thratru all principa
shops, 3 to 5 minutes walk

.! minutes of all subways,
“L" roads, surface cars, bus
lines.

An excellent
Restaurant, at
moderate prices.

Write for
“What's Going
On In New York’.

All Outside Rooms

With adjoining bath e TR S from $1.50
With private bath - - - - from $2.00
Sitting room, bedroom, bath sy from $4.00

Furnished Apartments by the year,
month or week, at special rates.

RAYMOND L. CarrROLL, Pres. and Mgr.

W, Y B

R s i

o
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

The

Canadian Pacific

Rockies

for

Big Game

Bear, Rocky Mountain Goats=—Big Horng
and abundance of Smaller Game

Ontario for Red Deer, open season Nov. 1—15

Further Particulars_from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents.

W. B. HOWARD,
District Passenger Agenyg

Toronto,
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
‘Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one

more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or wriie for special booklet.)

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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Are YOU saving Sugar by using

CROWN BRAND svroe

Corn starch converted into its ‘‘sugar” form, with pure
cane syrup added.

LILY WHITE S

The Canada Food Board recommends Corn Syrup (White) for
preserving and cooking. Also delicious for all table purposes.

In 2, 5, 10 and 20 lb. tins, at all dealers.
CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED = MONTREAL

St s -

Mount Royal
Tunnel

TUNNEL Tgm.‘":‘:

e A3 LASAUCHETIERE o

Short Line

Through Trains between Montreal, Ottawa and 1‘0,,.0“t
o

— /
TORONTO

Union STATION

Through Par- READ DOWN - READ UP Dining
lor Cars * 6.15 p.m.|t 8.15 am. Lv..MONTREAL..Ar|t11.00 p.m.[*12.00 n’n Servi Cap
10.15 p.m.| 12.15 p.m. Ar...OTTAWA...Lv| 700 p.m.| 8.00 a.m. Ce
10.45 p.m.| 12.45 p.m. Lv...OTTAWA...Ar| 630 p.m.| 7.30 a.m.
Through * 730 a.m.|t 9.45 p.m.|Ar...TORONTO...Lv|t10.00 a.m.[*11.00 p.m. Comfo
Sleeping Cars * Daily + Daily except Sunday. Day Co ble
Ches

RONTO—Connecting Monday, V'Vcdnesday and Friday to AT MONTREAL—Connections to and from all points j
T :Sd from \Ves:crn Canada and Pacific Coast Points. New Brunswick, Nova Scotia, New York ang E:\sst;:n%ni
LOWEST FARES—THROUGH TICKETS AND RESERVATIONS EVERYWHERE—ENQUIRE C.N.R. AGENTS. tates.
or write General Passenger Department, Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., or Winnipeg, Man.
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A SUBSTITUTE

THAT IS CHEAPER THAN THE WHEAT
FLOUR OUR ALLIES MUST HAVE
TO WIN THE WAR

Canada
Food
Board

License
Nos

Cereal
2-009
Flour

45,16, 17
and 18,

OUR WHEAT SAVING RECIPES
MAILED FREE ON REQUEST

Western Canada Flour Mills, Co. Limited
Head Office - - - Toronto

FREE RUNNING IS A
Table Salt ;mf.'}"fqnz
2 ND FRE
&:ﬁ“ﬁ?& e RUNNING

9
CANADiaN sALl G
WINDSOR, ONT

178
]

Made in Canada THE CANADIAN SALT CO., LIMITE

AGENTS WANTED \\\\\///% GENGHLEERDJRAE”PND‘

sent Tue CANADIAN MAGAZINE in your Sy
T:nnig::;egr lo’calit\'. You can devote all your time or | Terms ?0 /o"down and $1, $2, $3
;our spare time to this work, which is both pleasant and weekly. We trust any honest Derson,
remunerative. Write us for full information. Write for Catalogue to-day
MAGAZINE, TORONTO | JACOBS BROS., Diamend Importers
i - S | 15 Toronte Arcade TORONTO, Can
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PARAGON
v | | INKSTANDS

Croup, Colds, Catarsh, | | | Crystal Glass Base, Rubberoig

Asthma, Bronchitis,

“ Used wm‘leou Jeep' Coughs. Tops Dust Proof
’ B

Simple, safe and]effcctilvc. avo}iding internal dfrws. i

Vaporized Cresolene relieves the paroxysms of Whoop- N E
ing CI:ugh and spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the o vaporatlon
common cold before it has a chance of developing into
something worse, and experience shows that a neglected
cold isa «‘iangeraua cold.

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: ‘““No family, where there
are young children, should be without this lamp.”

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con-
gestion, assuring restful nights.

It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers.

For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and
Measles, and as an aid inthe treatment of Diphtheria,
Cresolene is valuable on account of its powerful germi-
cidal qualities,

It is a protection to those exposed.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 38 years of suc-
cessful use. Soldby Druggist. Send for descriptivebooklet |

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat J

\
|

The Inhalation Treat-

composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, sugar and Cresolene. They
can't harm you. Of your druggist or from us. 10¢. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 62 Cortland St., N. Y. g .
or Leeming-Miles Building Montreal, Canada Lift at top, Single Reservoir

Also Double Reservoir with Pin Cup
and Tray

These are very attractive Inkstands

for Office or Home

‘“Compare the Work!”

IF YOU SEE THE ROYAL
YOU’LL LIKE IT. Porcelain Stamp and Label Dlmp.n..‘

IF YOU TRY IT Paul E. Wirt Fountain Pen,
YOU'LL BUY IT. GET THE BEST

FIELD, LOVE « HOUSE zBrown Bros,s

41 Richmond Street, West Simcoe and Pearl Streets
TORONTO TORONTO
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- To Help You Solve

Your Transfer Problem

You, like a great number of business men, undoubtedly are
confronted with one of the common problems of the day: increased office and
routine work with a considerably depleted staff to handle it.

And the end of the year, when your
office force will be burdened with a multitude
of additional details, will probably find you
in the same position.

Transfer Papers to relieve con-
gestion and prevent confusion

One of the additional tasks that must
be looked after is the annual transfer of your
old papers and records. ~With an entire
year’s accumulation of papers the files
become pretty well congested and to insure
smooth going and efficiency it is absolutely
necessary to clean them out and make room
for the 1919 inrush.

This Service saves time, effort
and money

So that the conditions surroundmg
this yearly task may to an extent be ameli-
orated—so that time and effort may be saved,
confusion averted and th_c energy of your
filing staff conserved, we invite you to take

advantage of our System Service. ‘This
service consists of giving you the benefit of
our 35 years’ experience in solving transfer
problems—of helping your filing clerk to
transfer your papers in the quickest and best
way, and at the least cost to you. Each
““‘Office Specialty’® Service Store (see loca-
tions below) is manned by a corps of System
Representatives, any one of whom will be
glad to give you of his experience at any
time.

This instructive book sent free

We have prepared .a little book for
the benefit of the filing clerk on *“How to
Transfer Papers and Records.” It contains
down to the ground, helpful information on
this subject and we’ll be glad to send it free
to any office manager or filing clerk. Write,
telephone or call at our nearest store for a
copy, to-day.

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. Co., LiMITED

Home Office NEWMARKET Canada

Filing Equipment Stores at:

Montreal Ottawa Halifax Hamilton

Toronto

949

Winnipeg

Regina Edmonton Calgary  Vancouver
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THE CECILIAN CONCERTPHONE,

STANDS PRE-EMINENT
AS THE ARISTOCRAT OF THE PHONOGRAPH WORLD

Possessing that soft, sweet
natural tone for which the
CECILIAN CONCERT-
PHONE is famous.

This, coupled with the
many exclusive CECIL-
IAN features places the
CONCERTPHONE in a
class by itself.

The
“Superb” Model

(as illustrated)

$154 i

WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED
CATALOGUE.

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED
247 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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“Thats the make of silver-
plate that we received
when we were married,
and we still have some
that was mothers”

t the best stores you will be offered
| today as the leading brand of silver
plate the same make that merchants
of fifty years and more ago recommended
to their customers.

[t is quite the proper thing 1o start housekeeping
with 1847 ROGERS BROS."Sqi]ver Plate that Wears”

Sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible by
the actual test of over 65 years.

At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue “F-23"

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
The World’s Largest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate

e R et .;;;?!ﬂ.,,'\ e I
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R b how skeptical you were about
Cmem er trying for the first time many
of the tood products you now use daily? It was the actual
use that eventually convinced you of their value. Why,

then, hesitate about trying
° (%)
Swift's
Premium Oleomargarine

So many housewives have learned, by actual use, of the
delicious tastiness, purity and wholesomeness of this econ-
omical spread for bread that you should have no hesitancy
mn using it.

It is appetizing in appearance—nutritious in value—delicious
in flavor. Comes to you fresh —packed in one-pound cartons
—untouched by hand—and actually saves you money on
every pound you buy. It bears the seal of Government
approval and you will approve it, when you

Order a Carton from Your Grocer or Butcher

Get it today and convince yourself of the quality and
economy of Swift’s Premium Oleomargarine.

Swift Canadian Co.
Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton
Canada Food Board License Nos. 13: 170-171-172

4
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€¢I N TUNE WITH THE TIMES
you find them caring for
their native charms in
simpleravays—theways
that Nature herself in-
tended.’

‘: Clo heep a lovely skin

. —with Soap that rinses off.

Nature says: <<Don’t hamper my work by
using haphazard methods and soaps.”’

And all Nature asks is a little common-
sense codperation in the care of the skin she
is daily trying to give you.

Nature lays great stress on rinsing.

She says: <<The soap must a// rinse off.”

So, if you want to choose and keep a clear,
beautiful, natural skin, you will want to choose,
also, a method and a soap, to take proper care
of that skin.

Pure Fairy Soap is made for skins. Fairy
Soap is made to cream refreshingly in and out
of pores, as Nature asks. And when it has
performed its perfect cleansing—off" i# rinses.

It rinses off perfectly — after its perfect
clcansing.

That is why Fairy Soap is a soap that
Nature herself loves—for the care of healthy,
natural skins.

e WK FAIRBANK conar

LIMITED, MONTREAL i

FALRY
OAP

“‘Have you a little Fairy in your home?



S

The Gruen Verithin, Plain or decoraled case.
Solid gold, $55 to $250. Gold filed, $30 to $65.

The new Louis X1V style. Solid gold, $50 to
$250.  Gold filled (ultra qualily), #55 to $65.

When you own a watch with the name ‘‘Gruen’’
on the dial, you own the finest modern example
of Swiss walchmaking art—with the complete

service

N the quaint old Swiss city
of Madre-Biel, Switzerland,
watch-making is practiced to-
day, as it has been for centuries,
almost as a religion.

There the Gruen movements
are made under American own-
ership and management, by the
Gruen Watchmakers’ Guild —
a group of the best
craftsmen whose one
ideal is perfect work-

of an American

How the Gruen Pat. Wheel
Construction made an accurate
watch thin. The
stafl makes watch more durable.

workshop behind 1t.

this guild is in America, in a
picturesque workshop at *“Time
Hill,” Cincinnati. Here the
beautiful Gruen cases are hand
wrought and in them the move-
ments adjusted and timed.

The Gruen Watch is obtainable
only through one of 1200 Gruen
jeweler agencies—the best in
every locality—to
whom the sale is
confined. Duplicate

shortness of

manship.

The headquarters of

“ized Gruen Verithins ,

ECTICITETNE | VERITHIN WAY?
|

$30 to $200
Prices Very-Verithins . 40to 225

repair parts may be
had through these
agencies at all times.

Ultrathins

$225 to $350
Dietrich Gruens .

300 to 765

Owing to war conditions, prices quoted are subject to change without notice.

GRUEN WATCHMAKERS' GUILD, Dept. T-2, “Time Hill,” Cincinnati, O.

Makers of the famous Gruen Walches since 187,. Canadian Branch, Toronto, Canada

GRUENEWATCHES

T. H BEST PRINTING CO. LINITED, TORONTO
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