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Tenderer than Skin

The laundry work for which Ivory
Soap is used is another proof of
its excellence for bath and toilet.
For Ivory Soap washes safely the
exquisite linens and laces, the gos-
samer-like silks, the delicately colored
materials which will show the effect
of the slightest particle of free alkali
or any other harsh material sooner
even than your tender skin.

IVORY SOAP (45 993% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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This Man is One of a Million

HE has his own personality=his
own face— 1

—fads. He differs from other men in
a hundred ways. But in one thing at
least, he does what a million other
men do he uses

MENNENS

SHAVING CR€AM

Probably, like you, he took some little time getting down to trying Mennen’s—
he was set in his shaving ways. He figured that shaving was a nuisance anyway
—and he was reconciled to it.

But, B-u-t—BUT—one day ‘‘ he happened to try ” Mennen’s,

.—and the shave

companion Man alive!!! it was ‘‘some” shave. Here's the story without
B i cream is this the caTouﬂage:_—-“A Tube of Mennen's Shaving Cream,
m;cf:::?‘t]";.:-l:-g- please.” A half-inch of cream. A brush saturated with hot
alcum for Men. —cold—soft—hard water. It doesn't matter which Im-
.:\c-:tl-‘::pv;n;"l‘j i mediate lather. Brisk work with the brush. Chin stubble
l'raldlln‘c::ltvrq:::“m:; soon transformed into soft Down. A few passes with the
t5 face. razor, And a Smooth Shave—a clean, thorough and non-

smart Shave, Just an easier, pleasanter shave and a more
comfortable after-face than he had ever known.

Yours too, for the asking—of your dealer.

Here are the other Mennen Articles

Shaving Cream Violet Talcum Cold Cream
Dentrifrice Flesh Tint Talcum Tar Shampooing
Talcum for Men Unscented Talcum Cream
Borated Talcum Cream Tint Talcum Kora Konia

Sen Yang Talcum Mennen's Baby Soap Ruvia

G. MENNEN CHEMICAL COMPANY. Factory: MONTREAL
Sales Office : HAROLD F. RITCHIE & Co0., LIMITED, TORONTO 182
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HOLMES & EDWARDS ;
WEAR-PROOFED TABLEWARE
IS MANUFACTURED IN CANADA
EXCLUSIVELY BY
THE STANDARD SILVER CO.
OF TORONTO, LIMITED
The DE SANCY pattern . % £
SRR, & the following The Ideal Gift for a June Bride is a
pieces : Chest o
o e hest of De Sancy Flatware
Tes Bpoons - - - - 550
Dessert Spoons - - - 10.00 **
Table Spoons - - - - SL.00 . °% S’
Soup Spoons - - - - 1100
Orange 8 e . |
BM‘.Spoop::n-' - - - .85each Q dnc "
Berry Spoons - - - 238 Pattern
Bouillon Spoons - - - 10.50°doz. named after a
shorinys ¢
gl::o %}%onsf"-""- .. 1,33 each famous diamond.
e o an ||
Sugar Spoons - - - - 100 *
Dessert Forks - - - 10.00doz.
Medium Forks - - - 11.00 **
Berry Forks - - - - 6.75 ‘¢
Cake Forks - - - - 150each
O M. Forks - - - - 150 *
Indiv. Salad Forks - - 11.00doz.
fee Croam Forks - - - 850 **
Oyster Forks - - - - 7.00 **
Short Pickle Forks - 1.00 each
Long Pickle Forks - - 1.25 ‘*
Salad Forks - - - - 270 ** |
Butter Knives - - - 1.00 *f
Butter Spreaders - - 9.50doz.
COresm Ladle - - - - 1.80 each
Gravy Ladle - - - - 175 * :
Oyster Ladle - - - - 4.00 * —
Boup udlo. fes’. . .8.80- e
Nut Picks - - - - - 6.50 doz. ===
Jelly Berver - - - - 1.50 each g&': = 3
Tomsto Server - - - 235 3 e, Gift Chests l
Sugar Tongs - - - - 1.75 pair 22 z
SR S Food | 75 set 5% 5 Assortments
s e - - - - 350 W of all sizes. i
Educator Set l-)e-rt 175 ** =z 7
I F oo - 17.50 dos. B
e MES & EbwARDS
i —— b .
‘,g. Handle Oarving Chests in Mahogugy, Oak or Cedar for from 26 to
Hollow Handle Bread .o 220 pieces can be supplied.

Knives - - - - ° 8.00 dos. Enqu.ire from any jeweller for full particulars of this
e - - - - 9.00 ** beautiful pattern or write us for illustrated pamphlet.




4 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“*fondon Glove Company

i

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety In stock
- AT -

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

N

Fully detailed Price Lists of
all departments may be
obtained FREE, on ap-
plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West
Toronto

200.206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

lf s °°€ « %QCJ'

poLe®
“Roxy 15"

Depar tments

Ladies’, Mens' and Children’s Gloves—Hosiery
and Underwear—Ladies Knitted Wool and Silk
' Effect” Coats — Ladies’ Underclothing, Blouses,
Furs, Fur Coats, Boots and Shoes —Waterproofs and
Umbrellas—Men's Dressing Gowns, Pyjamas, Shirts,

iCollars, Ties, Half Hose, Umbrellas & Waterproofs

: I M y Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPAN
w"!‘\;:i(l’:p:dcrsoc":rcfully executed and despatched by next steame ¥,

Remittances, iacluding postage, by In
General Post Office, London, England.

searess - The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englang,

all Orders
o
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

OQakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc

OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERF

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

89t BT ) WEAR

L= JimM HIB 5911&3% WELL

Are Family Clothing Fabrics
of Proved Merit and Reliability.

EGERTON BURNETTS “Royal” Navy Serges,
Worsteds, and Coatings, are manufactured from Pure
Wools and are dyed a permanent colour which is guaran-
teed to withstand the action of sun and sea air in any
climate.

This guarantee is an assurance of satisfaction and is
based upon the results of nearly half a century's testing
by actual wear in nearly every part of the world,

Their remarkable wearing properties are known to
thousands of Ladies and Gentlemen at home and abroad,
many who have recorded their appreciation in the high-
est terms,

NOTE THIS EXAMPLE :
Miss S.H.M., wrote: * The Blackdown Serge Skirt sup-
plied in 1916 gave excellent wear and has kept its colour

pertectly. The strong Sun of two Italian Summers is a
severe test for any Serge.”

Qualities are provided suitable for Father, Mother, and
Children's wear, in Summer and Winter Weights, at
prices from 96¢ts. to $6.70 per yard double width.,

Would you like to see samplest They
will be sent, post paid, on requesl.

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Som., Eng.

I take no ‘‘drugs”--no “dyspepsia

pﬂls"-no “nerve cures’.

I keep myself fit by the morning || -}

glass of

N,

ENO’ SALT =

FRUIT

ES, and that spoonful of Eno's taken in a glass

of water before breakfast is responsible for

many a man'’s clear-thinking and business efficiency.

For you can't have clear-thinking with a bad stomach and slug-
gish liver.

Eno’s Fruit Salt has proved its value as a gentle, safe and un-
failing regulator of the digestive and eliminative system.

Being an natural aperient—that is, composed of all cleansing and tonic elements of ripe fruit

juices—it performs its work in a normal way without irritation or harmful reaction.
clears the intestines, rouses the torpid liver to activity and produces a delightful feeling of

liveliness and vigor.

= Sold by All Druggists

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., “*Fruit Sait* Works, LONDON, Eng.

AGENTS FOR NORTH AMERICA

HAROLD F. RiCHIE & CO., LIMITED, 10 McCaul Street, Toronto

It
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THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF FLEURY MESPLAT
This is the intensely interesting story of the krench printer whom
Benjamin Franklin sent from London to Philadelphia, and from Philadelphia
to Montreal on a propogandist mission to encourage the French-Canadians :
to join the American forces against the British; the failure of the scheme, !
and the founding of the first newspaper in Montreal.

AN ESKIMO PATRIOT, By Lacey Amy |

This is the real story of an Eskimo hunter who heard about the war,
donned khaki, went to the Front, and fell shouting to his comrades to press
on. A tale of genuine human interest.

GOLDWIN SMITH, FOR INSTANCE

In his ‘* Reminiscences Political and Personal”, Sir John Willison
makes many quick, illuminating sketches of men who have figured promi- 1
nently in Canadian public life. Take Goldwin Smith, for instance. *‘No !
man ", says Sir John, ‘‘ denounced party so freely and laboured so continually |
to organize new parties. He had a genius for depreciation. He never saw
a human face without warts, and he painted the warts first and often in col-
ours that never faded”.

THE LAST GOVERNOR OF GASPASIA

A historical sketch by the VICOMTE DE FRONSAC
DAHABEAH DAYS

GOOD FICTION GOOD ILLUSTRATIONS
GOOD SPECIAL ARTICLES

A prominent resident of Halifax writes:

“ 1 have been very much pleased in reading the first article contributed by Sir John Willison, and a
perusal of the rest of the contents should convince any .ducriminqling reader that you people are trying to
put something on the market better than the line of reading material one generally comes across.

$2% PER ANNUM, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies. Single COPIES, 25¢

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE |
200-206 Adelaide St., West, Toronto ‘

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTD. 1 onne - ENCLANE

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

P MYIL)” THE
MAERILEQEN@ 1

AT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
REQUIR:EESW I:IAQTA}E.EIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

RETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all S(ltionezlg’éel-rsult-sl':nEdNSt%;rol or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢c.) from the Inventors.
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“It Wears Well”

How much satisfaction do
you get from a newspaper ?

Do you put it down with
a confident feeling you have
learned the exact facts of the
principal recent occurrences
that have taken place
throughout the world?

Do you find therein infor-
mation of sufficient interest
to warrant passing your
newspaper along or cause
you to save it to read again?

Do its statements speak
with authority ?

The readers cf The Christian
Science Monitcr can answer these
queries in the aftirmative because
this great international daily
newspaper has its own reporters
all over the werld gathering true
stories of daily events, which are
published uncontaminated by
personal opinion or biased
conclusion.

The Christian Science Mon-
jtor, 3¢ a copy, is on general sale
throughout the world at news
stands, hotels and Christian
Science reading-rooms. A
monthly trial subscription by mail
anywhere in the world for 75c,
a sample copy on request.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY

BOSTON U. 8. A

Sole publishers of all authorized
Christien Science literature

Athletes

Use Absorbine, Jr., for the muscle
that has been strained, for the cut or
laceration that runs a chance of infec-
tion, for the abrasion that pains and
the limbs that are stiff and lame from
over-exertion. A few drops of this
clean, fragrant, refreshing liniment
acts quickly and effectively and leaves
no greasy residue.

Applied before a contest it conditions
the muscles and minimizes fatigue.

Absorbine.Jf}

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

Toace manm wis o ma e

Is a positive antiseptic and germi-
cide which increases its efficiency.
When applied to cuts, bruises, sores
and wounds, it kills the germs, makes
the wound aseptic and promotes rapid
healing.

The positive merits of Absorbine, Jr., for
conditioning athletes are recognized by suc-
cessful trainers everywhere, as well as phys-

ical directors in colleges, preparatory schools
and Y.M.C.A. gymnasiums.

Used as a Rub-Down

‘after violent exercise or physical exertion it

puts vim and energy into jaded muscles and
gives the body the glow of health. A good for-
mula for a rub-down is one
ounce of Absorbine, Jr.,
to a quart of water or
witch hazel.

Absorbine, Jr., is just
as valuable in the home
asin the clubhouse lock er,
for taking care of the
little injuries that are
‘“ part of the days work "
A and in relieving soreness
and strains.

$1.25 a Bottle

at druggists or postpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle
will be sent to your address on
receipt of 10c. in stamps. Send
for trial bottle or procure regular
size from your druggist to-day.

W. F. Young, P.D.F.

187 Lymans Bldg.
MONTREAL, CAN,
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE |

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

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

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

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

ranksome

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Principal.

New French House. Special Course in Diei-
etics. Pass and Honor Matriculation, Art,

.- Music, Domestic Science. Large Play-grounds.
Outdoor Games.

For Prospectus apply to the Principal

Head Master Successes 1917
istand 2nd Places Entrance

C. S. Foubcry, M.A. RM.C Kingston. Nine
Passes Entrance RM.C
Entrance Royal Canadian

Preparatory, Navy. Four_Matricula-

2 2 Jone MeGill. "4 & [}
Junior and Senior M —

Phy<ical Training Manna,

Training, Swimming, Rinks,

De .
partments Tennin Conrts, Riding, Draw
ing, Music

S

cASHBURY COLLEGE

|
\
|
Rockcliffe Park, - Ottawa ]
|

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS j Y[]U NG : WUM[N
Modern Fire- :‘

Beautiful situation.
proof Buildings. Ten acres play- B i s ol : I

- ~ | must qualily to n the places of our young men who are
ng h(‘ld‘.‘" R. “ C. En"anf’e | drafted from wlh»{(‘ positions into Military Service, and
1916, six candidates passed. they should do it NOW. That is one reason why our
Schools will remain open all Summer. Write for our
curriculum and plan to start soon. Address.

|

1

"ri llustrated Calendar. |
Write for lllustra ‘ SHAW'S BUSINESS SCHOOLS, TORONTO
Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmaster | Head Office: YONGE and GERRARD STS.
. G. P. ' t
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AT T b ag gy T
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'

; mthmﬁal and Bay School for Girls

omplete Buildings erected 1915, Healthy situation—
iﬁr‘:ncacrgs playin elds. Courses — Kindergarten to
Matriculation. HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE—-MUSIC—ART.
President : THE LORD BISHOP OF TORONTO.
B PR DI o s ot St
. V. ROSSETER, (Nation: roe) Jnion e O
l-Algler'(::(no‘iu s For Calendar apply to the Bursar, v T

U ST T

St. Andrew’s College  wowns

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
SCHOOLS

UPPER AND LOWER
Careful Oversight Thorough Instruetion Large Playing Flelds

REV.D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.
Calendar sent on application Headmaster

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGF, OSI}'IIAWA’ ON 2 ARESX?S:-Y(‘:]ARLLSCHOOL

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
chi also received. ? 3
Ypmll‘w‘1hl'il:vjr:,en Qutdoor games and physical training. 2 > > .
F":.'eﬁ";‘i"“l Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
|T ears taught in the School with marked success.
- ;’:)I};JG culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress,

For terms and particulsrs, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Maje: St., TORONTO.
o

OTTAWA Fire-proof building, fitted with every modern convenience,

Academic work up to first year University. Music. House-

LADI Es, hold arts. Physical culture. The Capital offers ex-

ceptional advantages. For Caleniar apply:

COLLE GE s w5 MnE a4, DD. Presigent. Ottawa, ont.

B s
R — Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada
UPPER A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS

N A DA Courses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Senior and Preparatory
A Schools in separate buildings wi.h full equipment. Large grounds in suburban district.
L L E G E Detached infirmary, with resident nurse. Summer camp at Lake I'imagami conducted by
the Physical Instructor of the Col'ege. School Calendar, containing full particulars, will

TORONTO be furnished on application. ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

The Mhargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Streeot, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Prin clipal

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

Send for Calendar

66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
OVENDEN” " rias
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View
Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music,
Art, Conversational French. Healthiest district in Canada.
Summer and winter sports. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J.
Iugram, Mlle. Shopoff.

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

ROYAL NAVAL 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 Imf)erial 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 Seience, 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 Navsl 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.

3
The Royal Military College

of Canada

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

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

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

vi R
-~ .\:\?glﬂ? thdeedCollele 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 thoroggg gr;(‘)u}fxding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,

try, French an nglish.
Ph”l’t'l?'sg-rll:g‘:l'isgpllne 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. & ot

raduation is congidered by the authorities conducting the examination
rorTﬁ':m‘}L‘mmﬁaﬁf: %urveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation
¢ the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
2 The length of the course is three years in three terms of 91, months each.
The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all

ut!r.tfé ’:nzm‘;tcﬁgp:etluve examination for admission to the College takes place in June of

rs o .
e-c);?oyreafrl-l ﬁt t;‘riigg?g&uﬂ?“d‘"g this examination and for any other information, applica-

Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
1d be made to the Secretary of the | —
:vln(::d:r;:otl.l Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

—



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 11

|

“Say, George, Where
Did You Get This Table?

“I¢'s the neatest, lightest,
strongest and best thing of
its kind I ever saw.”

“Glad you like it, Walter. Our

FAELITES

FOLDING TABLE
is the best investment we
ever made and it didn’t cost
much, either. Ethel uses it in
the daytime, and I use it
when I come home at night.”
Sold by the best dealers ev-
erywhere.
Write for illustrated Cata-
logue of various styles.

HOURD & CO. LIMITED,

Sole Licensees and Manufacturers.

= London, Ont.
. " “971.D

R m M -n s u e
N

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR
WOMEN STUDENTS ATTENDING
McGILL UNIVERSITY

ded and endowed by the late Rt. Hon, Baron
Vil Strathcona and Mount Royal)

Courses leading to degrees in Arts,

Separate in the main from those for

me‘t’) but under identical conditions ; and
s

rees in Music. ’
X, dleigations for residence should be |
mgfje early as accommodation in the |

College is limited.
For prospectus and information
apply to The Warden.

J A number of the most noted
| Beauties of Society have obtained
their pure, soft, pearly.white
appearance thru the use of

Gouraud'’s A

| Oriental Cream

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

: FERD T. HOPKINS & SON 2
| 344 St. Paul Street West - Montreal

Manufacturers of Gouraud's Medicated Soap

—
HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN )
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION

MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING

MECHANICAL
ELECTRICAL
ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

CHEMICAL
CIVIL
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Why Worry?

HE prevailing war conditions have made many men think seriously of Life Insurance
who never thought of it before.

Our business has been growing more rapidly than ever since the commencement of the
war, largely because men who are uninsured or under-insured are realizing that they have
something to worry about and find in Life Insurance a ready means of overcoming the

difficulty.

Our LIFE RATE ENDOWMENT POLICY not only protects those dependent
upon you but it alse PROTECTS YOUR OWN OLD AGE without payment

of any additional premium.

Full information upon request

London Life Insurance Company

HEAD OFFICE : : LONDON, CANADA

JOHN MeCl ,\k‘\" : Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.
resident liceP

J. G. RICHTER, F.A.S. E. E. REID, BA. ATAC Frotident.
Manager Asst. Manager and Actuary

IT DOES MAKE  The
A DIFFERENCE Original

which Company you insure in.

If making an investment in Reai Estate a n d
or anything else, care is—or should always
be ~taken to secure property that nas a
reasonable chance of increasing in value, onl
and giving a good return for the investment. y

This same care should be taken in plac- G 2
ing Life Insurance, to see that the premiums e n ul n e
are invested in such a manner that they give
the best possible return to the insured,

IT DOES MAKE A DIFFERENCE
WHICH COMPANY YOU INSURE IN 'Bewarc O(
1 [mitations Sold
Enquire for information and rates at your
own ug(l‘. on the M‘!‘“l
of

The Great-West Life
Assurance Company M | N ARD'S

Department “P”

Head Office: Winnipeg L l N l M E N‘




LEATHER
GOODS

LADIES’ HAND BAGS
LADIES’ CARD CASES
GENTS’ LETTER and
CARD CASES
GENTS’ WALLETS
WRITING PORTFOLIOS

LOOSE LEAF PHOTO ALBUMS
Paul E. Wirt Fountain Pens

GET THE BEST

Z Brown Bros.:

Simcoe and Pearl Streets
TORONTO

LIMITED

CANADIAN MA(‘.AZI.\F

\IW lel I\I l’

N NNy

HH?HHI'I_I_I‘II

1t

OO T

e e s e ———————

Make 2891
New Friends
This Sprmg

All aro:

t in th miu
wde Hl v) t
he delights l un ex-

11y gotten up, brillian |

ustrate |v| th hundreds
« from nature, and |rml l
and black and wh u

e four volumes are:

Canadian Birds Wo - th Knowing,
by Neltj: Blanchan;

Canadian Trees Worth Knowing,
by Julia Ellen Rogers;

Canadian Flowers Worth Knowing,
by Neltje Blanchan;

Canadian Butterflies Worth Knowing,
by Clarence M. Weed.
Four remarkable volumes, 1200 pages, 2891

mrrm nlu cts, 144 lull ;u illustrations in
colours. $1.60 pe: or volum e; postage 15¢ additio nl

The Musson Book Co., Ltd.
Publishers Toronto

v
e ——————

,
!

AR

PR R R R i

er_l:

il

I



14 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 14,564,000
Capital Pald Up -~ 12,911,700 Total Assets - 335,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
t DIRECTORS:
SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B,JOHNSTON, K.C., #nd Vice-President
James Redmond G, R. Crowe D. K. Elliott Hon, W. H. Thome Hugh Paton Wm, Robertson
A. ). Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E, Dyment C. E. Naill
Sir Mortimer B, Davis G. H. Duggan C. C. Blackadar John T. Ross R. MacD. Paterson G. G. Stuart, K.C.

Executive Officers
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
F. J.Sherman, Assistant General Manager M. W. Wilson, Superintendent of Branches
365-BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CANADA AND NEWFOUNDLAND—365

Also Braoches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Venezuela, Antigua,
Barbados, Dominica, Grenada, Jamaica, Montserrat, Nevis, St. Kitts, Tobago,
Trinidad, and Bahama Islands, British Guiana and British Honduras.

t.....l ENC., Back Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William andCedar Sts.

SAVINGCS DEPARTM ENT sRAnties

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 :

Policies lssued and Revived $12,536,832.00
North Total Assurance in Foroe 65,213,623.00
American Life cash Income 3,138,817.40
50' id Assets 17,268,471.46
e Net Surplus 2,774,854.38
Continent Profits Paid Policyholders 248, 857.65
Total Payments to Policyholders 1,674,291.23

A net gain of over Five and 1 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




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

15

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

Don’t Be Afraid

to insure your life for what it
is worth, at least $5,000

Qur new low-rate contract, the
Protection and Savings Policy is
what you need. Maximum Pro-
tection given in the productive
period of life.

Write for pamphlet

EXCELSIOR
mevrance L. | F E ocompany

Head Office— EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO

195595846884

Wr and

Insurance

of war with its trials and
suﬁm—its stupendous lesson
of the uncertaiaues of the future
—have made the people realize
more vividly what a rock of
rotection is to be found in Life
nsurance.
instance, in 1917, new in-
sux:?‘a‘:l)lrcé;l of $20,124,563 were
taken in the Mutual Life. This
represents an increase over 1916
ofp more than thirty per cent.,
with a very low rate of termina-
tion of insurances tnrough lapsa-
tion and surrender.

enefitting by the great
lmggsyot;lfbthe war ? ‘Whether
your_income be large or small,
the Mutual has a plan of insur-
ance protection to meet your
special requirements.

#*Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontario

e TER RRRTRR 1 SRR N S G SO Y S e e S Tl |

TRUST FUND
INVESTMENTS

{ The prompt payment
beyond question of intere&t
and principal at maturity
must be the paramount
consideration when inve&-
ing Trust Funds.

 The Bonds issued by
the Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

meet all the requirements,
and are \

A Legal Investment
for Trust Funds.

( We should like to send

you a specimen Bond, copy
of our Annual Report
and all particulars. :

q Send us your name
and address, : : :

L e

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital and Reserve Fund
$11,250,000.00

Toronto Street, Toronto
Established 1855




16 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“SALADA"

Tea is Delicious

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

—sealed Packefs on\lv

ESTABLISHED 1872fF/F—F—=

"\

BANK OF HAMILTON

INCREASED production of wealth is the
only way in which the requirements

of the nation can be met without excessive

taxation for the next decade. The expan-

sion of legitimate " business is essential,
and the Bank of Hamilton is prepared
to encourage it by the judicious extension

| of credits.
0-D







'HE THREE SISTERS

As seen from Canmore, Alberta.

From the Painting by
Charles W. Simpson.



CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Vou LL

TORONTO, JUNE, 1918 No 2

THE HIGH MORAL STATUS
OF OUR FIELD ARMY

BY J. D. LOGAN

LATE SERGEANT, CANADIAN INFANTRY, FRANCE

pammewi URE buncombe and
v N alarm! Thus, in a sin-
/ gle exclamatory phrase,
would I signalize the
untruth of almost all
. the charges and (fo"mttel:.-
es that have appeared in the
;lrl':gand that have been uttered from
the pulpit and the platform respect-
ing the moral status of the Canadian
army at the battlefront. No editor
sitting in his office chair at home, and
not even the reverend doctors of di-
vinity who went overseas and made
alleged investigations of our soldiers’
morals, could possess anything more
than partial facts and a distorted
view of the real truth as to whether
or not the Canadian army in the field
was given to drunkenness and sexual
gensuality. They could not possess
the truth in the matter and thus could
not speak with indubitable authority
pro or contra, because by no  possi-
bility could they know the “inside”
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facts of army life—unless they had
served for long months in the ranks
on active service, which, of course, is
contrary to fact. Only a soldier who
has served long in the ranks at the
Front and who also has, besides his
first-hand knowledge of the life and
habits of his comrades in the line,
intimate acquaintance with official
army vital statisties and with the re-
ports of army Medical Officers, can
be a real eye-witness of the “inside”
facts about our soldiers’ morals, and
thus a realiable reporter of the facts
or an interpreter who speaks, as it
were, ex cathedra—with authority
and infallibility.

Now, it happens that I am one who
is the kind of soldier so informed as
to know and to be able to report or
interpret the facts about the morals
of our soldiers at the Front. Bar-
ring the very remotest possibility of
my being a lying partizan or a sensa-
tional journalist, the public can feel
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“gafe in taking chances” on accepting
me as an authentic and reliable eye-
witness and reporter of the truth
about the moral status of the Cana-
dian army at the Front. For I was
for months a soldier in the ranks of
the Canadian Infantry at the battle-
front in France. Also I was Ser-
geant-Inspector of sanitation for my
own battalion in the field; had access
to the official army vital statisties;
and was in close relation, professional
and personal, with the Medical Of-
ficer of my unit. So that by virtue
of these army functions and relations
in the field I eame to have a first-
hand knowledge of the truth about
the degrees of sobriety and sexual
continence obtaining in the ranks of
the Canadian army in the foreign
field. And these are the conclusions
I was compelled logically to draw
from my experience of observed facts:
(1) That the Canadian army at the
Front is essentially a sober and con-
tinent army; (2) that, in general,
the moral health of the Canadian
army in the field is as excellent as
our soldiers’ admirable and enviable
physical health, and (3) that if any
Canadian father has a son who is
“sowing his wild oats” and who re-
fuses to be “straightened up” by pa-
ternal advice and warning and home
influences, such a father will find in
the army the very best of reformatory
schools. For army discipline and
army inculeation of respect for and
obedience to authority will, unless
one is innately depraved, practically
guarantee moral reformation. At any
rate, in the large, volunteer citizen-
soldiers while on active service will
be better men morally as well as
physically; and when they return
from war will be better fitted, moral-
ly and physically, for higher citizen-
ship in the new democracy that is to

be.

In what follows I shall not be en-
gaged on a preachment, or a polemie,
or a defence, or even an anology. 1
shall aim to report history—to en-
lighten the publie. Incidentally, T

trust I may sustain the patriot fathers
and mothers and wives who loyally
sent their sons and husbands to war
against the Huns and who yearn to
know truly whether their “lads over
there” are safe from, or are success-
fully respulsing, the attacks of those
insidiously fell Huns that kill the
soul as well as the body, namely—
strong drink and sexual vice. I turn
now to submit proofs presumptive
and proofs factual of the essential
sobriety and continence of the Cana-
dian army at the Front.

First of all, what inference must
we draw logically from the facts of
the general health of our army in the
field 7 Indisputably, the health of the
ranks is very excellent. Taking my
own battalion as an average battalion,
I know that the amount of illness in
the unit during the first six months
of active service in the field was about
two and one-half per cent., or twenty-
five cases of illness per 1,000 men,
including sicknesses of all sorts—
colds, asthma, tuberculodis, pneu-
monia, diphtheria, typhoid, dysen-
tery, tetanus, trench and relapsing
fever, and loathsome diseases. Now,
this extraordinary state of good health
amongst the rak and file of our army
would be impossible if our fighting
forces were given over to boozing and
sexual incontinence. For drunken-
ness and infections from sexual vice
would have so debilitated the bodies
of our soldiers that they would have
been unable to resist even the more
common physical ills of life, such as
colds and fevers. The presumption,
then, is that in view of the good gen-
eral health of our troops at the
Front there must be, to say the least,
a very negligible degree of boozing
and incontinence in the Canadian
army in the field.

Again: the same conclusion is to
be drawn from the splendid exhibi-
tion of courage and “nerve” by our
men in the line. The first time a man
goes into the line, he goes forward
with ecourage and even cheerfulness.
Why? Because his experience is a

B——

v

-ﬂ A s - s



THE HIGH MORAL STATUS OF OUR FIELD ARMY 91

novel adventuve. But in the midst
of the adventure and excitement he
looks upon sights—oh, the ghastly
horror of them—that utterly rend his
goul: fallen comrades all about him,
armless, legless, even headless, or
mangled beyond conceivable mutila-
tion. What psychological changes
are, under these circumstances or
from the vivid memory of them, sure
to ocenr in the mind and heart of a
fighting soldier? Just these: a de-
erease in his sense of adventure in
going into the line and an increasing
dread of the enemy fire, each succeed-
ing time he is ordered to go with his
unit into the line. It is not that the
fighting soldier lacks courage, but
that, after what he has been through
and seen in the trenches, he cannot
help having less and less “nerve” for
the hellish fray, each succeeding time
that he must go into the line. Now,
every adult civilian knows that booz-
ing and incontinence make nervous
wrecks of all men, no matter how
strong by natural physical constitu-
tion, who indulge in the vices of in-
ebriety and incontinence. It would
be impossible for thousands of our
fighting soldiers to go into the line
with courage and the “nerve” requir-
ed to face horrid mutilation of body
and ghastly death—if they were booz-
ing and suffering from infections
from vice. But they do go into the
midst of war’s howling and terrible
holocausts, time after time, for
months. They do keep their nerve
and stand firm, heroie im hell. The
presumption, the logical inference,
then, is that the Canadian army is
an essentially sober and econtinent

Onece more: there remains another
proof presumptive of the high moral
status of our fighting forces at the
Front. It is a psycho-physiological
phenomenon by itself. I mean the
winning fight which our wounded sol-
diers put up in the way of will pow-
er and physiological resistance to
wonnds that would otherwise, in all
li%elihood, prove mortal. I instance

two characteristic cases. The first is
the case of Private Porter, who was
horribly wounded by shrapnel. He
crawled into a nearby shell-hole; and
there he lay for forty-eight hours,
with his wounds suppurating until,
when discovered by comrades, the
wounds were swarming with maggots.
Yet so excellent was his physical and
nervous condition and so persistent
was his will not to die that he recov-
ered and lives to-day. Then there is
the case of Private Prentice, who was
voluntarily doing sentry duty for a
comrade. A church tower, hit by a
long-distance shell, fell on him. When
dug out of the débris the Medical Of-
ficer observed that it was futile to take
the man to a hospital, because, as he
said, Private Prentice was dead. How-
ever, with fifteen wounds and a ter-
ribly mutilated face and jaw, Pren-
tice lingered several months in
French and English hospitals, where
the surgeons regarded his case as
hopeless. But with splendid deter-
mination to live he defied and fonght
against death, in which he was helped
by a naturally strong body, and event-
ually recovered. To-day he is at home
in Canada, unfit for further service,
but a “going concern”. Now, how
could our wounded soldiers exercise
such dogged resistance of will and of
body to death that they eventually
recover—if it were true that the
Canadian army in France was given
over to boozing and incontinence?
For these vices debilitate profoundly
men’s physical eonstitution and voli-
tional powers. The fact, then, that
the physical condition of our soldiers’
bodies is superior to their condition
in civilian life and the faet that
wounded soldiers exhibit the most
astounding exercise of will power
and physiological resistance when suf-
fering from seemingly mortal wounds
are, surely, an impressive proof pre-
sumptive of the essential sobriety and
continence of the Canadian army in
the figchting field.

I turn now to the factual proofs of
the genuine sobriety and moral clean-
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liness of the Canadian army on active
service in the field. Considering,
first, the matter of “booze-fighting” in
our army in France, I observe that
for several sufficient reasons it is
practically impossible for soldiers
while on active service in the field to
get drunk or to protract boozing.
The facts are these: the men cannot
get the kind of stuff from which
“booze-fighters” are made; and, even
if they could obtain the stuff, army
regulations in the matters of time “off
duty”, soldiers’ pay, and punishment
for erimes would prevent anything
but the most negligible abuse of the
beer and the light wines supplied by
the army “wet” canteens and by the
French estaminets. In particular:
first, soldiers on active service in the
field are seldom in areas where “hard
liquor” ean easily, if at all, be obtain-
ed. By military regulation and orders,
dire punishment is visited on the pro-
prietor of any French estaminet who
clandestinely sells rum or other spirit-
uous liquors to soldiers; and the
thrifty French are careful or shrewd
enough to take no chances. All that
our soldiers on active service ecan
legitimately purchase in the way of
alcoholic beverages are French beer,
a French white wine (“vin blanc”),
and a cheap French (so-called) cham-
pagne—all of which, per se, are the
merest apologies for intoxicating
drinks. But there is another bever-
age which is a vile and a sort of
“rapid-fire” intoxicant. It is, how-
ever, a soldiers’ own concoction, and
goes by the aptly descriptive name
of “lunatic soup”. I shall briefly de-
seribe these soldiers’ beverages and
their effects on the human system.
The French beer is a very indiffer-
ent cross between our domestic 50-
called temperance lager and onion
soup—at least it tastes like and af-
fects the system like such a concoc-
tion. It is cheap and watery; and if
a soldier drank two gallons of it at a
sitting, he might as well have drunk
so much molasses and water, so far
as its causing any appreciable stimu-

lation of body and imagination is con-
cerned. The French “vin blanc” is a
cheap brand of white wine, which
tastes and acts like a very mild vine-
gar. The French champagne sold to
soldiers is also cheap and mild. Now,
this “vin blanc” costs a half-frane
(or sixpence) a wineglassful, and the
champagne costs from seven to ten
franes (or from $1.40 to $2.00) a
bottle. In the field soldiers are paid,
if they are on hand to be paid, fifteen
franes (or about $3.00) fortnightly.
Fifteen franes can buy at the most
no more than two bottles of the cheap-
est champagne. And since, like the
French beer, a great deal of it must
be drunk to cause any appreciable
degree of intoxication, fifteen franes’
worth would go little way towards
over-stimulation of the nervous sys-
tem. Moreover, in an hour or two a
soldier’s fortnightly pay is gone, and
he cannot get any more pay for at
least another fortnight. Finally,
military regulations and police super-
vision over the French estaminets
absolutely prevent beer and wine be-
ing sold for more than two hours
(six o’clock to eight o’clock) in the
evenings to our troops. Accordingly,
considering the opportunities or per-
mitted time for drinking, the quality
of the French beer and wine, and the
small amount of money (pay) a sol-
dier possesses in a fortnight or a
month—what chances have our forces
in the field for boozing or drinking to
excess? The chances are practically
nal.

Yet there have been instances of
individual soldiers, while in rest quar-
ters or even in the line, being the
worse for liqguor. How was this pos-
sible? While in billets in a village
it eould happen in two ways. French
civilians are allowed to buy “hard”
liguors at the estaminets. A soldier
might bribe one of the French civil-
ians to buy a considerable quantity of
rum or whiskey and sell it to the sol-
dier. But the French are very inept
“hoot-leggers”, and it would be diffi-
cult for a soldier to bribe a French
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civilian to get him spirituous liquor.
Still, it has been accomplished. “Luna-
tic soup” is the facetiously ecynieal
name given by soldiers to an intoxi-
cating beverage in France. The Aus-
tralian troops, I understand, invent-
ed the name for the concoction. But
they do not drink it. The Canadians
“try” it once—just once; and then,
like the Australians, eschew it for-
ever afterwards. “Lunatic soup” is
a soldiers’ own concoction, or, rather,
a soldiers’ exclusive method of mix-
ing drinks. The method is to con-
sume as large quantities of French
beer, “vin blanc”, and champagne as
possible—and then wait for results.
The intoxicating results are slow at
the beginning, but sudden and inevit-
able in the end. I need not deseribe
them ; they are sufficiently suggested
by the sobriquet “lunatic soup”. In
the line, an individual soldier may
happen to get “tanked up” either by
_the accident of finding a lost S.R.D.
jug containing soldiers’ rum rations
or by stealing a quantity of rum from
the quarters of the officer who may
have charge of the rum rations. But
such cases are very, very rare. More-
over, the term rum rations is now, as
it has been for many months, only a
witticism. For only on extraordin-
ary occasions, such as after a long,
hard turn in the cold and wet with a
working party, or, in action, when a
wounded or exhausted soldier really
needs a stimulant, is a rum ration
served to Canadian troops—and, if
so, the quantity served is, honestly,
hardly more than a thimbleful.

In the field, then, the only cases of
drunkenness are strietly individual
cases, rare in place and time, and
quite negligible. For the time spent
in drinking the cheap washy French
beer is negligible; and the amount
consumed at a sitting, or even in a
month, is quite harmless. In short,
in the field the Canadian army is a
genuinely sober body of fighting
forces.

On the other hand, when, after long
wearying days or months in the fight-

ing line, our soldiers are granted
leave to London and other cities in
the United Kingdom, it does happen
that they inevitably meet insidious
and overwhelming temptations. Since
the loneliness of the soldier on pass
in a great and strange city is very
depressing, since he is avidly yearn-
ing for human companionship, and
since the “pubs” of London and other
British cities are inviting social een-
tres, it is only natural and to be ex-
pected that there should be some
drinking to excess by soldiers on
leave. But still, I can honestly say
this—that when 1 was enjoying my
evacuation pass of fourteen days’
leave from my regimental depot, I
did not see one drunken Canadian
soldier on the streets of London, Dub-
lin, Belfast, Glasgow, or Edinburgh
—and they were there in hundreds.
Even on Christmas Day, 1917, which
I spent in London, I saw no drunken
Canadian soldier, but I did see several
British civilians jagged, Jjuiced, jab-
bering, and jumping. So that, in my
view, the evidence is conclusive that
in the field, or while on leave in the
United Kingdom, Canadian soldiers
are essentially sober men ; and, in any
case, their moral status in sobriety is,
considering the quantity of insobriety
per one thousand men, much higher
than obtains in a civilian population,
say, in a Canadian village or town
of one thousand inhabitants.

As to the degree of incontinence in
our army in France, I can put the
facts summarily. In the field, even
when our men are quartered in vil-
lages for a rest after being in the line,
Canadian soldiers are immune from
temptation, and live thoroughly
chaste lives. For there are no such
temptations possible, because the war
has emptied the villages and towns
of all females from fifteen years up-
wards, except old women. All the
youths and men have gone to the war;
and the young women, too, are gone
somewhere to do their bit for the war,
presumably in the munitions plants
and other necessary industries, tak.
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ing the place of their fathers, hus-
bands, and brothers. In the villages
and towns one finds only old men, old
women, and small children. How, then,
can anyone who is not an actual eye-
witness of army life in the field really
know the truth or charge that our
soldiers at the Front are given to in-
eontinence. The charge is absurd.

On the other hand, real moral dan-
ger stalks our soldiers when on pass
in the cities of France and England.
In Paris and in London the tempta-
tions to incontinence are, I must ad-
mit, ubiquitous, and almost inescap-
able and overwhelming. Only innate
character and loyalty to their own
people can protect our soldiers on
leave in Paris or in London, and save
them from the temptress, as, in my
own observation, innate character and
loyalty have, in the great majority of
cases, actually done. Such excep-
tions as have occurred have been in-
evitable, and when considered rela-
tively to the total chastity which ob-
tains in the Canadian army are to be
regarded as negligible.

Reviewing all I have written to
show truthfully the moral status of
the Canadian army at the Front, I

can confidently reassure fathers and
mothers and wives that they have no
grounds to be disquieted over any
alleged prevalence of insobriety and
unchastity in the rank and file of our
figthing forces. Despite a certain in-
evitable degree of degradation in
manners and speech, due to the rough-
and-ready communism of the army
and the life-and-death democracy of
the trenches, army life in the field is
a first-rate conserver of morals. The
physical health of our soldiers at the
Front, and even. in the trenches, is
suberb ; nay, better than it ever was
when the men were civilians; and
their moral health is as excellent as
their admirable and enviable physical
condition. The Canadian army at
the Front is a notably sober and
chaste army. Any other view, opin-
ion, or belief i not logically tenable
by those who look squarely at the
facts as I have submitted them. Myo-
pie moralists may continue to hold to
opinions other than mine and to pub-
lish startling charges against our sol-
diers at the Front. These charges I
shall stigmatize, to use again my
opening phrase, as pure buncombe
and alarm.

pa—



REMINISCENCES
POLITICAL AND PERSONAL

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON
Il. EARLY DAYS IN JOURNALISM

ROM boyhood I thought
of journalism as the
pursuit to which I
would like to devote my-
self. 1 do not say pro-
profession, because jour-
nalism is not exactly a profession, nor
exactly a trade, nor always a means
of livelihood. In confidential inter-
course with my companions I often
declared, not in sheer vanity or arro-
gance, that I would be editor of The
Globe. Behind the conviction there
was more of instinet than of conceit.
8o far as I know I come of a stock of
writers and preachers and publishers.
But I have never been interest.ed in
the pursuit of ancestry. That is not
because I have read Bret Harte’s
“Pirst Family of Tasajara”, nor be-
cause I have been deterred by the ex-
perience of the man who paid £500
to discover his ancestors and £1,000
to have the facts suppressed. Who
was it that said the vital question is
not where you came from, but where
you are going, not what you inherit-
ed from the past, but what you leave
to the future?

Still we are directed by forces that
are in our “bones and blood”. There
are voices within us that call across

t distances. In a second-hand
bookshop in Birmingham I found a
book more than 200 years old by John
Willison, M.A., “Late minister of the
Gospel at Dundee”, entitled “The
Balm of Gilead for Healing a Dis-
feafed Land”. One scoffs, but what
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is the true mission of the journalist,
whether one confesses it or not, but
to find this “Balm of Gilead” for the
humours and distresses of his time?
If one does not possess the evangelical
spirit, and strive to make the world
cleaner and better, what profit hath
he “of all his labour wherein he la-
boureth under the sun”. There may
be the flavour of cant in the sugges-
tion, but 1 do believe that the true
Jjournalist is most happy in the prose-
cution of movements which assail
abuses and diffuse social blessings. If
he thought chiefly of wealth or posi-
tion he would not plant his ladder
upon any such unstable foundation.
It may be that occasionally there is
the clink of dollars between the sob-
bings for “the people”. In the busi-
ness office there may be “wicked part-
ners”. If it were not so possibly the
sheriff would forever hover in the
offing.

My first contribution to a news-
paper appeared in The Whitby
Chronicle, then edited by Mr. W. H.
Higgins, who like so many of the
craft found his final refuge in the
civil service. This was a poem of de-
jected spirit and portentous solem-
nity. Never was there a sadder mes-
sage for a gray world, ailing by
heredity, evil by tendency, and vie-
ious by instinet and practice. At the
moment I was under the inspiration
of Swinburne, and if my verses were
not as mellifluous as the master’s they
were as evasive and mysterious. It
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was not my fault that those who read
would not understand nor “return
from iniquity”. Fortunately the
verses had no gift of life, and I am
comforted by knowledge that the
fyles of The Chronicle have not been
preserved.

I also imposed verses of flagrant
sentimentality upon The London
Daily Herald. The Herald departed
this life long ago, and it may be that
my verses contributed to its demise.
The first letter on any public ques-
tion that I offered for publication ap-
peared in 1876 in"The Guelph Mer-
cury. The Dunkin Aet, which was

the forerunner of the Scott Act, was

submitted in Wellington county.
There was a hard contest and ulti-
mate defeat for the prohibitory mea-
sure, On some phase of the contro-
versy 1 expressed a weighty opinion,
and The Mercury was hospitable. 1
forget whether I wrote over my name
or as “Total Abstinence”, “Pioneer”,
“Ratepayer” or “Pro Bono Publico”.
Any one of these would have carried
more authority than my own signa-
ture.

Many excellent speakers appeared
in Wellington during that contest.
Among these were Mr. E. King Dodds,
Mr. Joseph Gibson, Mr, James Fahey,
and Mr. Marvin Knowlton. The chief
protagonists were King Dodds and
(Gibson. Generally they met each
other at joint meetings. Mr. Gibson
was a ready, eager and versatile de-
bater with style and method greatly
in eontrast with those which Mr. King
Dodds adopted. The champion of
the prohibitionists was fluent, direct,
sincere and eloguent without tinsel
or tawdriness. King Dodds was ver-
bose and torrential. He was a mas-
ter of all the artifices of platform
advoecacy. Fertile in sympathy or
indignation, as the occasion required,
he often produced striking, immediate
effects. The fashion of oratory which
King Dodds affected is passing as the
cause for which he contended has
gone down to defeat. It is the for-
tune of Joseph Gibson, In a serene

and honourable old age, to rejoice in
the victory for which he fought so
long with unquenchable ardour and
unfaltering courage. I like to think
that between Mr. Gibson and Mr.
King Dodds on the platform there
was confliect without acerbity and
contention without detraction. When
I asked Mr. Gibson if this was so he
said: “Yes, E. King Dodds and my-
self were on the best of terms. I can
see no reason why public men who
differ about some public question
should allow the difference to affect
their personal relations.” 1In the old
days the joint meeting was often a
school of courtesy and, if there was
much raillery and banter, accuracy
and moderation of statement were
essential if any permanent effect was
to be produced. If sometimes joint
meetings were disorderly and turbul-
ent we know that the later fashion
does not always ensure quiet and de-
corum.

On the night before the polling in
Wellington county a meeting in the
City Hall of Guelph -was announced
by the prohibitionists. Mr. James
Fahey appeared as the champion of
the opposing forces. There is reason
to think that Mr. Fahey had deliber-
ately settled upon the course that he
would pursue. Whether the dispute
that arose before the meeting could
be organized was over the selection
of a chairman or the time to be allot-
ted to the various speakers I do not
recollect, but it is certain that the
meeting never was organized nor any
speech delivered. With consummate
strategy Mr. Fahey made objection
te every proposal that was submitted
by the temperance party, execited
furious controversies on the platform
and in the audience, and finally creat-
ed a pandemonium of confusion and
disorder. Before the hall could be
cleared many benches were broken.
There were actual physical collisions
between the disputants, defiance of
the police, and all the mad manifes.
tations of riotous free men in a san-
guinary combat.
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We forget James Fahey. He ran
well for a season, but health failed
and the road became dark at mid-day.
So far as one can learn he joined the
staff of The Guelph Mercury in 1879,
and a year later became editor of The
Herald. He and Mr. A. W. Wright
were among the speakers for Mr.
James Goldie, the Conservative protec-
tionist candidate in the bye-election of
1876, which became necessary when
Mr. David Stirton was appointed
post-master at Guelph. In the con-
test Mr. Donald Guthrie, whose son
now represents South Wellington,
was the Liberal candidate, and even
the “National Poliecy” could not pre-
vail against a man of such solid abil-
ity and skill in debate as Mr. Guthrie.
In this contest Mr. Fahey established
his reputation as a speaker even in
comparison with Mr. A, W. Wright,
and that is a test to which few men
are equal. They were formidable
antagonists even for Mr. Donald
Guthrie. Why do we shut Wrights
and Faheys out of Parliament? To
have youth, intellect, gifts of tongue
and a residuum of independence al-
most closes the gateway to the Cana-
dian House of Commons. No young
man ever enters the Senate, and no
old man ever leaves it. How much
we “democrats” have to learn from
the old mother of free communities
where despite class and caste talent
is recognized, youth may serve, and
independent thinking is not always
culpable eccentricity.

On the platform Mr. Fahey was
brilliant alike in defence and in at-
tack. He had little personal magnet-
ism. His delivery was rapid and un-
relieved by oratorical artifices. But
his language was chaste, felicitous and
impressive by its beauty and simplic-
ity. One is told of a lecture by Mr.
Fahey, entitled “The Literary Club”,
in which he wandered with Edmund
Burke, Samuel Johnson, Joshua Rey-
nolds, Oliver Goldsmith, David Gar-
rick and other figures in that glorious
company of immortals, revealing their

wisdom and their folly, their virtues

and their failings, with sympathy and
insight and in language not so in-
ferior to that of the old English
essayists. He had gone to school to
the masters. In political controversy
Fahey was merciless; on the platform
he could be unscrupulous. But he
was ever intrepid and never common-
place.

From Guelph he went to The
Stratford Herald, but in a few years
his health became so unsatisfactory
that he was ordered to California. In
a letter from Mr. J. P. Downey, super-
intendent of the Hospital for Feeble-
minded at Orillia, who was among
Mr. Fahey's sucecessors on The Guelph
Herald, and is himself an attractive
and eflective public speaker, it is
said: “Fahey knew what it was to
work hard for his wages and work
harder to get them when they were
earned. 1 think some of the wage
cheques issued at that time by The
Guelph Herald are still in circula-
tion.” But this condition of finan-
cial uncertainty was not peculiar to
The Herald forty or fifty years ago,
nor even in these days are newspapers
always immune from the anxieties
and vicissitudes which follow upon
an empty treasury. There is a legend
that once when Edward Farrer,
George Gregg and Alex. Pirie were
engaged upon a publication which
suffered from a perennial shortage
of the medium of exchange they
loaded the safe upon a dray, drove to
a pawnshop and secured enough
cash from the dubious dealer in
pledges to meet the unreasonable
demands of printers who thought they
should receive actual money for their
labour.

For a time, towards the end, Mr,
Fahey was on the editorial staff of
The Toronto World. We were com-
rades in the Press Gallery of the old
Legislative Buildings on Front Street,
but the flame of his genius was not
burning with its early splendour. He
was indifferent, not sour, listless,
often weary. Among Canadian Jjour-
nalists we have had good paragraph-
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ers, but they have not been numer-
ous. Few have had the quality which
gives distinetion to many American
newspapers. We seem to labour over
our humour. We seem to feel that
if a blow is not struck with a club it
will be taken for a caress. In the
United States the editorial para-
graphers are many and they are keen,
incisive, stimulating, irreverent and
delightful. In their work we have a
key to the strength, sanity and audac-
ity of the American character. It is
eurious, however, that of all the pro-
fessional humourists of the new world
only Haliburton in Sam Slick, Lowell
in Hosea Bigelow, and Clemens as
Mark Twain survive. And Halibur-
ton was a Nova Scotian. Indeed, a
Nova Scotian was the father of Am-
erican humour. Petrolenm V. Nasby,
who so often brought healing to the
soul of Lineoln, Mrs. Partington and
Ike, Josh Billings, Artemus Ward, Bob
Burdette and Bill Nye became sha-
dowy memories. Lowell was a teach-
er as well as a humourist. Clemens
was a fine eraftsman and without hu-
mour would have had distinetion
among writers of English in America.
Haliburton blazed the trail in which
so many have sought fame and bread.
The paragrapher must have humour.
He cannot have immortality. But he
contributes richly to the gladness of
mankind. He gives the real impress
of nativity to American journalism.
The best paragrapher of his time in
Canada was James Fahey. Nor can
I think that he has any successor of
equal polish and pungency. It is a
pity that we have no memorial of
Fahey. Nor, so far as 1 know, has
any of his work been preserved. It is
true that he wrote for the day only,
but he said things that should not
have perished.

Among other leaders of the Tem-
perance movement whom it was my
fortune to hear in the seventies were
Mr. George W. Ross and Mr. Edward
Carswell, of Oshawa. Of Mr. Loss
there will be mueh to say later. Mr.
Carswell I heard often in South On-

tario from political and temperance
platforms. In the press notices he
was “the Canadian Gough”. As one
who heard John B. Gough I can
testify that Mr. Carswell was not
greatly his inferior in mimicry and
anecdote, in moving appeal and home-
ly argument. His hair was long and
Juxuriant, almost falling upon his
shoulders, he was of commanding sta-
ture and altogether a picturesque fig-
ure. Once at a meeting in Whitby
he was interrupted by the natural
question, “Have you a barber in
Oshawa?” The retort was instan-
taneous, “Yes, and we have a barbar-
ian in the audience”. The first time
1 heard Mr. George W. Ross was in
1875 at a meeting of the Grand Lodge
of Good Templars at Guelph. e
came as a fraternal delegate from the
Sons of Temperance. The hotels
were crowded and it had not been
easy for Mr. Ross to secure accommo-
dation. He had been married only a
few days before and when he was in-
troduced to Grand Lodge it was ex-
plained that he might have written
that he had married a wife and there-
fore could not come, but since he had
come they had done him all the
honour possible under the ecircum-
stances; they had let him sleep with
the Grand Chaplain. In reply Mr.
Ross was flippant if not audacious in
his references to the Grand Chaplain,
and grimly but slyly humorous' over
the method adopted to atone for the
separation from his wife and relieve
the pressure on hotel accommodation.
But he was seldom unready and never
unhappy. Among the chief causes
of his successes on the platform were
those flashes of candour which were
as much defiance as confession, and
which so provoked audiences to levity
that they could not pronounce judg-
ment with sober faces. A striking
figure at this Grand Lodge meeting
was Dr. Oronhyatekha, who had not
yet set his hand to the task to which
so much of his life was devoted. A
discussion arose as to whether or not
prohibitionists in Federal and Pro-
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vineial elections should ignore all
other considerations and support only
candidates who were abstainers and
advocates of prohibitory legislation.
Defining his own position Dr. Oron-
hyatekha explained with severe grav-
ity that when he had last voted he
had to choose between a sober Grit
and a drunken Conservative, and that
after anxious and mature considera-
tion he had given the Grit the bene-
fit of the doubt.

Mr. Alex. Pirie, whom I have men-
tioned, had his training on The Guelph
Herald, while Mr. John R. Robinson,
his successor as editor of The Toron-
to Evening Telegram, began his
career on The Guelph Mercury.
Guelph seems to have been a school
of journalism as Brantford was a
school of oratory. In 1887 Mr. Pirie
succeeded Mr. John C. Dent as editor
of The Telegram. For ten years he
gave a pleasant humour and a dis-
tinet individuality to its editorial col-
umns. If he was seldom aggressive
he was adroit in controversy, supple
in defence and persuasive in argu-
ment. During the parliamentary ses-
sion of 1888 he represented The Mont-
real Star in the Press Gallery at Ot-
tawa. In 1890 he acquired The Dun-
das Bamner. Gay, insouciant, effer-

vescent, irrepressible, Mr. Pirie was

a stimulating companion and a de-
lightful after-dinner speaker. He was
often venturesome and occasionally
. audacious. I would not say, as Bage-
hot said falsely of so great a man as
Disraeli, that “ his chaff was delicious
but his wheat was poor stuff”. His
wheat was often the good seed of
sound counsel, but his more serious
performances were affected by his re-
putation as an entertainer. When Mr,
James Johnson, of The Ottawa Citi-
2én, was elected president of the Press
Gallery, Mr. Pirie seized a pad of
copy paper from the desk where Mr.
Johnson was sitting, and giving the
impression that Johnson had prepar-
ed an address for the oceasion read
several pages of extravagant grati-
tude for his election and absurd exal-

tation of the office to which he had
been elected. It was done with be-
coming gravity and the sentences
were so rounded and followed each
other in such orderly sequence that
it was not easy to believe he was
fabricating every word as he proceed-
ed. I have known few men who could
equal Mr. Pirie at this sort of fooling.

In order that Mr. Johnson could at-
tend the funeral of Honourable
Thomas White at Montreal, Mr. Pirie,
at this time his colleague in the
Press Gallery, agreed to supply edi-
torials for The Citizen during his ab-
sence. There never was a man with
less hair on his head than James John-
son, and this suggested a subject to
Pirie. He contributed an editorial
on baldheads, and a paragraph on
“Porridge as a Food”. “Statistics,”
he said, “show that baldness is spread-
ing in all ecivilized countries, and
some of the distinguished scientists,
who put their spectacles on their
noses and look into these interesting
subjeets, assert that the time will in-
evitably come when the whole race
will be baldheaded. This is not a
pleasing outlook. ‘Bald as a billiard-
ball’ has become a familiar simile by
which people describe a bald-headed
person. But who can look with
equanimity to the coming of the time
when people will be so bald that noth-
ing but their ears will prevent their
hats from slipping down upon their
necks? Brain-workers grow bald at
an early stage of their existence. This
should teach us to reverence and re-
spect bald-headed members of the
community rather than to jeer at
them and make them feel uncomfort-
able, as it is too much the custom of
modern society to do. Some of the
most profound thinkers the world has
produced have been deficient in capil-
lary adornment, and civilization has
lost nothing in consequence. But tak-
ing a merely picturesque view of the
case, it is a matter of regret that the
tendency of the race to baldness
should be as marked as it undeniably
is.” As to porridge, Mr. Pirie said:
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“The cireumstance that the oatmeal
mills of the country ecan, if worked to
their full capacity, produce more oat-
meal than is required for the porridge
of the people is adopted by the Re-
form organs as an argument for Un-
restricted Reciprocity. How the ad-
mission free of duty of cottons, wool-
lens and other American manufae-
tures can promote the consumption of
porridge it is impossible to explain,
except on the assumption that under
the trade system the people will be
reduced to an oatmeal diet. ‘Much,
of course, can be done with a little oat-
meal’; but porridge is liable to be-
come tiresome even to the sons of
Scotland, if served up morning, noon
and night.”

While Mr. James Dickinson, for a
time night editor of The Globe, and
afterwards connected with weekly
journals at Fort William and Wind-
sor, was speaking at a meeting of the
Canadian Press Association, Mr. Pirie
intervened with a humorous observa-
tion. To the general surprise Mr.
Dickinson intimated somewhat ang-
rily that he did not want to be inter-
rupted. Mr. Pirie arose and with in-
finite meekness declared that he would
never speak to Mr. Dickinson again.
Dickinson joined in the laughter. At
a public dinner Mr. Pirie said that
if he should print in The Dundas
Banner such stuff as I allowed to ap-
pear in The Globe he would lose one
if not both of his subseribers. Speak-
ing at a dinner of the Canadian Press
Association at which Sir Oliver
Mowat was the guest of honour, Mr.
Pirie explained that his contemporary
at Dundas, which supported the Con-
servative Government at Ottawa,
boasted that it got more publie print-
ing than his newspaper, which sup-
ported the Liberal Government at
Toronto, and turning to the Premier
with hand upraised and voice attuned
between pleading and indignation he
said: “I ask my honoured leader
here and now to put me in a position
to hurl back that slander”. When Sir
John Carling was Minister of Agri-
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culture the members of the Press
Gallery visited the Experimental
Farm near Ottawa. At that time so
many counties had adopted the Scott
Act that prohibition prevailed over
the greater portion of Ontario. At
luncheon Mr. Pirie, proposing the
health of the Minister, suggested that
he should develop a grade of short-
horns for Scott Act counties. But
Mr. Pirie was more than a jester. He
had qualities of heart and mind which
were seldom revealed and only to
those who had his affection and con-
fidence. These were few, for beneath
apparent openness and spontaneity
there was a reserve which was not
easily penetrated. He got much out
of life, but not all that he deserved
nor all that he desired. Happy but
often anxious and foreboding, aspir-
ing but not fully achieving, when I
think of Pirie I recall what was
said of Shelley: “He passed through
life like a strange bird upon a great
journey, singing always of the para-
dise to which he was travelling, and
suddenly lost from the sight of men
in the midst of his song”.

I knew Mr. R. W. Phipps, one of
the pamphleteers of the protectionist
movement, and the first Provincial
Superintendent of Forestry. He was
a graceful and exact writer and a
very confident controversialist. His
confidence was not offensive, but he
did sometimes seem to suggest that
“the creature was made subject to
vanity”. It is said he was pro-
foundly persuaded that he should
have been taken into the first Con-
servative Protectionist Government,
There is a story that he once confided
to Mr. Nicholas Flood Davin that he
had qualifications to govern Canada
at least equal to any that Sir John
Maedonald possessed. Mr. Davin
agreed. “Phipps,” he said, “if you
had a secretary you could govern the
universe.”

In the spring of 1880 I was in To-
ronto with empty pockets and un-
certain employment. Greatly daring
I wrote a letter to Mr. J. Gordon
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Brown, of The Globe, enclosing cut-
tings of my contributions to various
weekly publications and urging my
desire to join the staff of a daily news-

r. The answer came next morn-
ing : “I believe you can do newspaper
work, Come and see me. I think

will come of it”. I ask myself
if any other letter that I have receiv-
ed gave me greater pleasure or cast
such radiance upon the future. But
there was to be no immediate result.
1 saw Mr. Brown a few hours later.
He was courteous and considerate,
sympathetic and interested. But I
was told that there was no vacancy
on the staff at the moment and that
I must wait until a vacancy should
oceur, He assured me that I would
be remembered, but suggested that
1 should not be discouraged by delay
nor hesitate to apply again. The
gloom of that night wholly eclipsed
the radiance of the morning. But I
had done my best and there was a
promise.

Three or four months after-
wards I wrote again to Mr. Brown
and again was asked to call at The
Globe office. This time Mr. Brown
gave me a note to the city editor with
the definite instruction that I should
go on the staff of reporters. But the
raw youth from the country was re-
jeeted. The rejection was curiously
emphatic and determined. Of Mr.
Brown’s good faith I never have had
any doubt, and I have always thought
his word should have prevailed. But
the city editor, if not discourteous,
was coldly unsympathetic. It may
be that 1 made an unfavourable per-
sonal impression, or that, as so often
happens, the staff was encumbered
with juniors, who, whatever their na-
tural adaptability to newspaper work,
sorely tax the patience and vigil-
ance of city editors until actual ex-
perience is acquired. At any rate
the city editor was hostile. He in-
gisted that there was no vacancy, that
Mr. Brown did not understand, and
that 1 must accept rejection without
appeal. But, standing firmly upon

Mr. Brown’s order, I would not be
repulsed. Finally the city editor de-
scended to the floor below where the
chief editor’s offices were situated in
the old King Street building, and re-
turned with the message that I could
not be accepted. Against this decis-
ion I made a vain appeal. Mr. Brown
explained that the city editor was un-
willing to put me on the staff, that he
was assured no more men were need-
ed, and that I would enter into an
unsympathetic atmosphere if under
such circumstances he forced me up-
on an unwilling subordinate. 1 had
no alternative but to submit, although
I did not doubt that I could establish
myself in the city editor’s confidence
if he would give me the foothold
which I was so eager to secure.

In later years I often saw Mr. Gor-
don Brown in the streets of Toronto,
but I never had opportunity to speak
to him again. Sometimes I regret
that I did not seek the opportunity,
for he was gracious and considerate
to a young man who had no creden-
tials, no influential connections and
little beyond his confidence in him-
self to excuse his persistence or justify
the attention which he received. 1
came to know many journalists who
were on the staff of The Globe under
Mr. Gordon Brown and never one
but spoke of him with regard and re-
spect, never one who doubted his
qualifications for the position which
he held, never one but regretted that
The Globe should have passed out of
the hands of the Browns and a tradi-
tion broken in which there was so

‘much of honour and dignity, of effort

and achievement. What the Walters
were to The Times the Browns were
to The Globe, and to reverence these
ancient dynasties is not to suggest
that the great journals which they
founded are less influential under
their successors or less stable pillars
of the commonwealth.

Ten years after my second failure
to secure a place on The Globe, by de-
cree of the Imp of Destiny, I had the
chair in which Mr. Gordon Brown sat
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during our two interviews. Stranger
is the fact that the city editor who
defeated my aspirations ten years be-
fore applied to me for a position on
the paper after T had become its edi-
tor. He had not passed out of my
memory, although I had never cher-
ished any resentment. It was clear,
however, that he did not recognize
me nor was there any reason that he
should. What had been of moment
to me was to him only an incident in
the day’s work. We had passed each
other often on the street as strangers.
When he came to the office I did not
reveal the fact that we had met be-
fore. If at the time I could have con-
sidered his application favourably I
should have disclosed the circum-
stances of our previous meeting. But
since I counld not there was nothing
to do but maintain silence. He did
not renew the application, nor did he
re-enter journalism. We ceased to
be.atrangers, however, and if he reads
this chapter he may remember and
we will come together if only to la-
ment the ruthless extension of the dry
area which debars deseendants of
Scotsmen from any full expression of
neighbourly feeling.

Failing with The Globe, 1 turned
to The London Advertiser. 1 wrote
a frank letter to Mr. John Cameron
stating my ecireumstances and declar-
ing my determination to enter jour-
nalism. In the meantime I had done
some editorial writing for The Tiver-
ton Watchman and The Kincardine
Reporter. A few of these powerful
utterances I submitted for Mr. Cam-
eron’s edification and instruction. No
one, I am certain, ever spoke with
greater authority than I did in the
editorial pages of The Watchman and
The Reporter, but in reply Mr. Cam-
eron repressed his admiration to a
degree that was surprising, if not dis-
turbing. T must have sought advice
as to the qualifications necessary for
reporting and how best to secure con-
neetion with a daily newspaper. Mr.
Cameron was explicit and epigram-
matie. He wrote that when the states-

-~
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men at Washington were re-establish-
ing the finances after the Civil War,
Horace Greeley declared that the best
way to resume specie payments was to
resume. The implication was that the
best way to begin newspaper work
was to begin. He added that it was
desirable to learn typesetting and to
have experience in proofreading.
When I pressed for more definite in-
formation and for a position on The
Advertiser, Mr. Cameron in another
letter offered me $3.00 a week for the
first year and $4.00 a week for the
second on condition that I would
learn to set type and be content with
an occasional opportunity to do re-
porting. The offer held no immediate
prospeet of affluence and since I was

twenty-five years of age was not al- .

luring. After long hesitation, how-
ever, I accepted. I am not certain
that I would have done so if I had
known that I would be required to
sign a contract. But when I reached
London in Oectober, 1881, Mr. Cam-
eron produced an agreement in the
exact language of his proposal and 1
signed with reluctance and a reserva-
tion. I had no thought that I would
fulfil the contract, although I did
not contemplate any deliberate or
dishonourable repudiation. I reason-
ed that if T had any natural talent
for journalism I would soon be re-
leased from typesetting, while if I
had not Mr. Cameron would not try
to keep me at wages on which I could
not exist. I had saved nothing and
had to depend altogether upon my
weekly earnings. Once Honourable
A. S. Hardy and T were comparing
early experiences, not in any spirit
of self-commiseration or with any
thought that we had suffered as other
men had not, and I told him that for
three months in London T had drawn
only $3.00 a week and paid $2.75 for
board and lodging. He threw his
head back and with a shout of laugh-
ter said, “What in h— did you do
with the other quarter?”

For three weeks I stood at “the
case” with submission but not with
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enthusiasm. For my position was
that of an apprentice with the wages
of an apprentice. Day by day I
handed Mr. Cameron notes and para-
graphs on local and general subjects.
Sometimes they were printed; more
often they were not. At the end of
three weeks I was asked to report a
lecture by Honourable S. H. Blake
before the Young Men’s Christian As-
gociation. That was my first actual
assignment, and I rejoiced in the op-
portunity. In the morning, for then
as now The Advertiser had morning
and evening editions, my report ap-
red very much as it was written.
On the next afternoon I was called
from “the case” to report a lecture
delivered in one of the churches by
an American temperance orator whose
name I do not recall. A few days
afterwards T was asked by Mr. L. K.
Cameron, then city editor of The Ad-
vertiser, and later King’s Printer for
Ontario, if 1T would be willing to set
type only in the afternoons and in
the forenoons “cover” London East,
where a system of county police bur-
eaux and the oil refineries were the
chief sources of news. Two or three
weeks afterwards my career as a
printer terminated. I was made proof-
reader for the evening edition, anl
a regular reporter for the morning
edition. There was an incipient re-
bellion in the composing-room over
the eccentricities of the apprentice’s
proofreading, but the revolt was not
general nor very acute. I knew noth-
ing about proofreading and for a
few weeks the printers had a legiti-
te grievance. 4
m80nc€arl before I had set out to be a
printer, not so much from choice as
from necessity. As a boy I worked
for two weeks in the office of The
Ezeter Times. But I did not like type-
setting, while for the hand press I
had even less affection. So one day
1 was reported “missing”. When T
was editor of The Globe Mr. W.
J. White, Inspector of Tmmigration
cies, called at the office. He was
good enough to say that he had de-
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sired to make my acquaintance. “But,”
I said, “we have met before.” He was
positive that we had not. I asked
him if he could remember a boy who
entered his father’s office at Exeter to
learn printing but left, by the light
of the moon, without notice. He could
remember and declared he had often
wondered what had become of him.
“I know,” I said; “I am the boy.”

At the end of three months, as I
had intended, I approached Mr. Cam-
eron for a revision of the contract
under which 1 had entered the office.
1 argued that I had been withdrawn
from typesetting, which in itself was
a violation of the agreement, for which
1 was not solely responsible, and that
I must have better wages or be re-
leased. The immediate result was an
advance from $3.00 to $6.00 a week.
Two months later there was a further
advance to $8.00, and by the end of
the year I drew $10.00 or $12.00 a
week. For nearly two years I was a
reporter on The Advertiser. There
was nothing remarkable in my ex-
periences. Once 1 was assigned to
deseribe the live stock at the Fair,
which was the great antumn festival
of western Ontario. I wrote some-
thing about a pair of horses shown
by a farmer from Biddulph which so
pleased him that when we met next
day he offered me a quarter. At a
meeting of the city council an official
who was somewhat active in the Con-
servative ward associations was made
the object of a savage and I thought
unjust attack. The Advertiser was as
strongly Liberal as The Free Press
was Conservative and neither had
merey for opponents. But I induced
The Advertiser to publish a defence
of the Conservative official, for which
he was grateful. He came to see me
at the office and when he had gone T
found a $5.00 bill on my desk. I
have often said that I returned the
quarter with indignation and the five
dollars with reluctance. The fact is
that T did not misunderstand nor
think my dignity grievously affront-
ed by either incident.
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In those days reporters of The Ad-
vertiser were not admitted to Con-
servative conventions, nor reporters
of The Free Press to Liberal conven-
tions. I was sent out to a meeting
of the West Middlesex Conservative
Association at Mount Brydges. As in-
structed, 1 was to “nose” among the
delegates and extract information by
guile and strategy. But just before
the meeting opened I passed into the
hall with the delegates and took my
seat at the reporters’ table. I was
“named” within a few minutes and
asked to withdraw. Mr. Alexander
Johnston, of Strathroy, who was re-
turned to the Legislature for West
Middlesex in 1883, arose and suggest-
ed that no such extreme action was
necessary. He argued that the con-
vention would do nothing of which
it was ashamed, and that I would
probably give a fair report if I was
allowed to remain. The convention
agreed, I remained, and at a conven-
tion at Napier a few months later
which nominated Mr. Nathaniel Cur-
rie for the House of Commons I re-
ceived a vote of thanks for my “fair
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report” of the meeting at Mount
Brydges. In all newspapers oceur
grievous typographical errors and mis-
takes and blunders in “make-up”. In
The Advertiser, while 1 was on the
staff, we had a daily column of “La-
bour Notes”. By unhappy acecident
or evil design a despatch about the
birth of triplets in Mitchell appeared
under that heading. There was a
somewhat similar blunder in The Ot.
tawa Citizen thirty years ago. The
wife of a young curate gave birth to
a baby and by an unfortunate trans-
position a line from a legal adver-
tisement appeared at the bottom of
the birth notice: “By his solicitors—
and—"

If in these last few pages there is a
word or a sentence that seems to re-
fleet upon Mr. John Cameron or The
Advertiser 1 have expressed myself
badly. No man ever had a truer
friend than I had in Mr. Cameron,
relations more pleasant than I enjoy-
ed in The Advertiser office or asso.
ciations more lasting or more dearly
cherished than those which I formeq
in London.

In the July number Sir John Willison will give an interesting and revealing account
of ‘*Mr. John Cameron and the Blake Wing’’.
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NO HAND OF MAN

BY RICHARD WASHBURN CHILD

AUTHOR OF ““JIM HANDS," ETC.

HE had the largest, soft-
W est, most trusting eyes
p(\\bw,,) I ever saw.”
e K Pindar Rowe some-
e times will say this, and
then, if it is evening and
supper is over and his corncob pipe
is glowing, rumbling and bubbling
like an asthmatic engine, and if the
stars are thick in the tropie sky in
Hawk Channel and a soft breeze,
blowing across Spongecake Key, stirs
the palms to sounds that suggest silk
petticoats, the old man will reach up

\g“

to a shelf attached to the outside wall"

of his shanty and feel around for
something. This something is nearly
six inches long. In the uncertain
light of dusk it looks flexible.

“When I sit alone and look at that’

thing,” says Pindar, taking off one of
his inevitable shabby Derby hats, “I
think. Being alone here on this Key
ever since my wife died and T gave up
wrecking, T get time for it. And I
think of what mosquitoes was made
for and I think of this thing and him
that used to wear it, and why God
. made death in two needles. Now—
Listen!”

With a strange tremulous motion
of his knotted, salt-bleached, weather-
roughened old hand, he moves the
thing toward your

It makes no difference whether or
not you have ever heard it before;
‘instinet sereams within you, instinect
jerks your muscles taut and like a
chilly fluid creeps along your skin.
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The sound is a warning! You recog-
nize in it danger, agony and death.

Then this old raseal, who has a
long record of ﬁhbusterm«r, wrecking
and inciting revolutions in South
America, will explain.

There’s a time in a man’s life for
action and then a time when joints
are beginning to get stiff, and there’s
a time to think it over. I sometimes
wonder why it wasn’t arranged so a
man could think first and avoid the
mistakes. Never mind. Here 1 am,
living alone on Spongecake, cooking
my own meals, and I’ve got a partner
and that partner is solitude. But soli-
tude speaks most ideas to human be-
ings. Solitude is more talkative than
running for office and it whispers
ideas to you as if it was a person. It’s
convineing, too. And one thing it
told me I can’t no way dishelieve.
That’s about sin.

A hundred times I’ve heard a voice
coming out of the acres of stars at
night or from that Jungle of cacti
and prickly pears _baking in the sun.
It says that there is a squaring of ae-
counts. It says that Something
watches and when it sees a bill of sin
that’s growing too big and ain’t paid,
it reaches out across land or sea and
—strikes! There’s mutineers on ships
and mutineers on land and mutineers
standing out against the orders of the
Big Skipper. But the belaying pin
comes to ’em. Sometimes in front,
sometimes behind. A man stands
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laughing and spitting in the sunlight
and then it comes—crack! And the
bill is paid.

So I’ll tell you about this thing I’ve
got in my hand, mate, and about him
who grew it on himself and what he
did for Lenora Gonzalez.

You see this clump of cocoanut
palms side of my camp here. They
were planted by a poor skipjack of
an ice-cream maker from Pennsyl-
vania who came down here to raise
tropical fruit. And now the brush
has grown up so thick among some
of them that a man couldn’t stick a
machete into it. It’s nature laughing
at what man tries to do and it will
always be that way. And the brush
is a world itself, I tell you. I, who
have been always on the water, was
surprised what life there could be in
a thicket like that—full of the non-
pareil birds and yellow spiders as
‘big as your hand and lizards with
beady eyes and scorpions as black
as shoe polish and big red ants, wav-
ing their feelers. It’s a world. I
used to sit here in the sun adreaming
and awatching it.

And one day there came out of
that clump a snake. He came out
slow, the way tar will move when it’s
hot. The sunlight was beating down
on this coral sand, and he moved like
things that are well fed and delib-
erate and satisfied. Mate, his head
looked most as large as a dog’s.

I’ve seen those diamond-back rat-
tlers before. They’re a pretty colour
—prettier than the tint of a man’s
skin—and there isn’t a motion in
their bodies I don’t envy. But I
reached up onto that shelf and took
down my revolver and I was sighting
along the barrel of it with my arm
crooked like this, when I saw that
snake draw his whole length out of
the brush. And, mate, he was more
than eight feet long!

. T had my finger on the trigger. I
reckon 1 was ready to kill. Bat,
somehow, just then, T thought of his
size and his bright markings and how
clean he kept himself and how God
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made him for some purpose. He was
stretched out most full length on the
sand there and his head was turned
toward me. His eyes seemed half
shut and happy, and just then he
lifted his head in one of those curves
as pretty as the rounding in and out
of a young girl’s neck. He raised his
head and opened his jaws, and inside,
except for his black tongue, it was
pink as a bleached conch shell. He
trembled a little, too, and just as if
it was for practice, he darted his
head forward and I saw the two white
needles. Those fangs moved down
for a second from the roof of his
mouth. They were more than two
inches long! And I put the revolver
back on the shelf.

“Friend,” said I, “I’ve seen a lot
of rattlers in my day, but you are
more of a rattlesnake than T ever saw
before. You’re a machine of death,
and you certainly are perfect and
handsome. The Lord made you for
something and I shan’t do you any
harm.”

I suppose the sound of my voice
startled him. I could see his muscles
move under his skin like liquid—like
quicksilver. He drew his eight feet
into a coil and stuck his tail up into
the air, and all the buttons were
rattling till it sounded like peas
shaking on a drumhead. It sounded
like a Venezuelan revolution half a
mile away. His head had flattened
and swayed back and ‘forth as he
looked for the thing that meant fight.

“Basy, son,” I said. “Nobody in-
tends you any harm. Lie there in the
heat and sleep for all of me.”

I’ve wondered sometimes if he un-
derstood me, because he stopped
swaying his head and seemed to be
looking at me. And then he pulled
himself out of his coil, which means
a rattler is satisfied and trustful. I
like him for that! .I lighted my pipe
and I watched him that day, on and
off, till the red sun went down into
the Gulf yonder. And I named the
snake. I named him Gus.

He came often. I used to wonder
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what he did the days when he didn’t
crawl out of that thicket there. But
he never warned me again. I got to
like him, I say. Maybe that sounds
funny. Yet when a man’s alone he
gets fond of friendly things, the way
I took a motion once for a man-o’-war
bird that followed me when I was
sailing a bad trip by myself in the
hurricane season from Havand to
Progreso. And when Gus looked
dusty and his hide was peeling and
sealy, or when he’d drop his head
heavy on the sand and act uncom-
fortable, I used to worry about him
as if he was an old pal.
And then some day,
109

about that

time, I’d see him running along
against the stems of little bushes and
afterward he’d cast his skin and come
out as perfect and handsome as ever,
with his hide with its diamond marks
as bright as polished mahogany and
the liquid muscles showing through.
Sometimes a hawk would swing a
curve over the tops of those palms
and Gus would remember when he was
a little feller and had to watch out
for those birds, and just out of habit,
he’d raise the rattles and shake ’em
for a hint. ook

I’ve poured out many a saucer of
condensed milk for that snake. Things
that are alive—are alive. And both
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me and Gus had that between us,
anyhow. And whatever you can say
of snakes, I'm going to tell you that
this big diamond back never, from
first till last, rattled at me again. He
knew me, I tell you. And I knew
him.

I reckon I never had a bigger sur-
prise than when Gus brought back
the girl. He had been gone five days,
mate, and the wind had blown and
ruffed up the hollow he’d made in the
sand. I went on my trip down the
East Coast after provisions and the
Florida newspapers, and when I got
home I could see that even then he
hadn’t come back. I pictured how he
used to look, curled up in the sun
there, waving his head now and then
as if looking for beach mice, or some-
thing, or asking me to open another
can of milk, or sleeping so peaceful
with his sides. flattened out and his
skin so near the colour of the coral
riffraff and dried cocoanut husks that
vou could hardly tell that eight feet
of a big rattler was there. I wonder-
ed if 1 wouldn’t ever see him again.
But the next day he crawled out
among those prickly pears and she
was with him. '

I might as well say I never thought
much of her. She wasn’t any such
snake as Gus. But he’d been away
and got her. Maybe she was the best
he could find on Spongecake Key here.
If he liked her, it wasn’t any of my
business. I only say, I wouldn’t have
picked her as a-helpmeet for him no-
wise. But I am prejudiced because
she never got over being nervous when
I was around, and sometimes she’d
forget her manners and coil and rattle
if T met her down the shore, and that
used to worry him, I reckon, because
he liked me.

She was shorter than he, and her
head was narrower and she was
daintier and fussier with the milk in
the saucer, and she was very faithful
to him, I’m bound to say that of her.
She’d erawl along behind him. He
was always leading the way. She
was affectionate, too. She’d often lay
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her head across his when he was rest-
ing. But the one thing that opened
my heart to her a little was the way
she’d stay awake and coil herself and
watch whenever he was sleeping
stretehed out and unable to spring,
and she’d keep that way no matter
how long he slept or how tired she
might be. They were happy, I reckon.
And Gus knew I wouldn’t do her any
harm. I named her Bess.

She and Gus was company for me.
It was the first year I’d spent here
alone on Spongecake and the nights
was still. I’d wake and feel around
for a wheel or a tiller as if it was in
the old days—the days when I°d
dropped off into a doze sailing a calm
night under a sky full of stars, with
the water running off the stern, smell-
ing warm and oily. By day I’d find
myself looking around for some sailor
who’d done something wrong—to
abuse him. I reckon I read “Pilgrim’s
Progress” a half a dozen times. I
was lonesome. My wife—

It seemed pretty good to me when
a flip of chance threw the little Gon-
zalez girl and the man who was with
her up onto Rib Rock Bar and T had
to take ’em off and bring ’em in
through the night to this camp. They
were in a thirty-foot launch when
they struck, and though it was calm
weather there was a falling tide. 1
couldn’t move her off. A bottom of
a boat will stick to that coral as if it
had grown there. I got the man and
the girl back to my wharf, and I
thought I’d take a chance at getting
their boat off on the morning tide.

It was as dark as a ship’s hilge
that night and the water was alive
and burning with phosphorus a hun-
dred different colours. I suppose I
might have known a mnorther was
going to set in for a blow and rough
weather in Hawk Channel. And I
noticed how the sound of my engine
stirred up the vultures on the little
keys. They were sleeping light and
they and the pelicans and white cranes
would whir up till it sounded 'like
thunder. T might have known.
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But somehow, I didn’t think of any
way to get that launch off. I can
recollect how I put it out of my mind
on the way up the pier._

I hadn’t had a chance till then to
see who my passengers were or what
they looked like. But just then, in
the dark, with only the swing of the
lantern moving around, I came up
close to the girl. I just saw one thing
about her. It was her eyes.

It was her eyes, mate. Dead men’s
fingers! I never saw such eyes before
on any living thing—animal or wo-
man. They were nearly black, with
long lashes, and the eyebrows was
like a picture and the flesh between
those brows and the lashes was full
and eurved and rounded and soft and
smooth. And then there were those
eyes. They were a mile deep, mate,
like the clear water off Nassau Reef.
There was just that flick of light that
showed ’em to me, and they were big
and trusting and perfect like no eyes
you ever saw. They belonged with a
child’s heart. T seen it in that sec-
ond. And when I got up to my camp,
I made up my bed fresh for her and
took my lantern outside and put the
latch on the door as if she’d been my
own daughter.

I saw when I got outside that the
storm had pounced down on us like
a hawk. 1 heard the palms whistle
and rattle in the wind. It was cold.
The tide in the channel had begun to
tumble and the norther had shut off
the stars like you’d wipe out sparks
with a sweep of a wet mop.

I called to the feller who’d come
with the girl. He hadn’t said much
and he came to the door of that other
shack there I use for a kitchen and
stood waiting while I was trying to
light the lamp.

¥Stranger,” I said, “you’ve lost
your boat.”

“T reckon so,” he said, calm and
cool as a fresh kingfish in the ice bar-
rel. “But you mneedn’t call me
stranger.”

‘When he spoke like that, I looked
at his figure—thin and graceful.

111

“If this is Spongecake Key, then
yvou're Pindar Rowe,” he said. “You
old reprobate. Hold up the lamp.
Now look at me!”

“Young Joe Kitechell!” T roared.

It was him, just as I’'m telling you.
It was Joe Kitchell, with his palaver
and cigarettes and his insinuating
ways and his slouchy, easy eclothes
and his diamond scarf pin. He looked
just as he used to look in Havana
when he was in the sugar trade and
later, too. I knew about him.

I knew how they’d put him out of
the North American Club, and how
an army officers wife had cut him up
one Sunday on those grassy hanks of
Moro, and how he'd been caught
cheating in a game of poker in the
Machado Hotel, and how he had left
a girl in New York and what winning
ways he had with all women—even
the best.

So I leaned across the table and I
said sharp, “Who’s this girl?”

He smoothed his brown hair and
smiled. “Well, Pindar, I reckon you
know enough about me and my ad-
ventures. T’ll tell you. She’s a prize.
A Cuban.” ‘

Maybe he saw me look at him, be-
cause he said right afterwards: “She’s
an orphan. She’s just over twenty-
one and you’ll think it pretty comic,
but she’s been so carefully raised she
won’t even let me hold her hand. And
money ! Mr. Rowe, believe me, I’ve
suffered grief about money so long
that T can’t believe it’s true. Why,
just before we left Key West, she
sold an American broker who met her
there a third interest in the Vista
Hermosa plantation and machinery
and cane mill. T’m going to be mar-
ried, Mr. Rowe.”

“Umph,” T said. “You’ve been
going to get married fifty different
times, I reckon.”

“Women take a fancy to me,” he
whispered. “They still do. She loves
me. I don’t like her to sit and look’
at me all day. There’s such a thing
as too much. - But this time I’m going.
to be married all right. I’ve got to
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be married. There’s no getting the
money without it.”

Somehow as he spoke, I thought of
my wife. There was a bread knife on
the table and I could have killed him.
The norther had come up. It was
howling outside like a pack of dogs.
The light flickered. It showed me his
grin. I wanted to kill him. I wanted
to see him fall forward over the kit-
chen table.

“What’s this runaway business?” T
asked him. “Why did you have to
start up among these keys alone with
her $”

“My dear, old Pindar,” said he,
“that is too plain. When a girl like
that goes off dlone on a trip like this,
she must go back married or not at
all. It cinches the matter. Do you
see?”

“Yep,” I said, “I do. But have
you told this girl you’ve had a wife?”

“No,” he answered, licking his cig-
arette. “That would scarcely do.
This young lady is religious and in
her religion they don’t marry men
who’ve been divoreed, especially when
the man wasn’t the one who brought
the suit. Oh, no. On the contrary,
it is much better to deny ever loving
anybody before. I’ve done that. It’s
comieal, isn’t it ?”

“Will you stick to this one?” I
asked, looking at the bread knife.
“Will you stick to her?”

“Oh, as long as I have to. Just see
how plain I am with you, Mr. Rowe ”
said he. “Personally, I don’t fancy
undersized Cubans. A pretty little
thing?' Oh, yes. But delicate. Al-
most nothing. Possibly I am spoiled.”

I leaned over the table again to-
ward the rat and I said, “Suppose,
Kitchell, I hate you like a scorpion.
Suppose I hate your ways and sup-
pose I'm going to stop your game.
Suppose I tell her what I know of
yeu.” ) ;

He just sat back in his chair and
laughed. He laughed and laughed
and kept on trying to laugh so as to
show me how cocksure he was.

“Go ahead,” he said, grinning at
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me. “Go ahead. Others tried it.
They tried it in Havana. That’s one
reason why I had to get away with
her so fast. You can try it. Do you
think she’ll believe you? Oh, I’m not
fool enough to risk anything by talk-
ing to you. She wouldn’t believe you.
Tell her! Swear. Take oaths. Cut
up all the fuss you want, old feller.
She’ll hate you for it. Why? Be-
cause she believes me.”

I tell you, mate, the man had me
ready to do murder. I’ve seen neces-
sity in my day and T’ve brought men
down with lead. It seemed to me then
I never had so much necessity before.

“Kitehell,” I said quiet, between
the roars of the wind, “you have lived
some thirty-eight years. You’ve done
a lot of damage. Somewhere there
is more women than I ean count on
my fingers that owes you a heap of
evil. I don’t suppose they’ll ever
pay it. Kitchell, I give you warning,
man to man. There’s a sailboat be-
longing to me down at my pier there.
When the weather clears, you’re go-
ing to take it and go to Key West and
leave this girl here.” p

He brushed back some of that silky
hair of his, then, and looked at me
good-natured and shook his head.

“Nothing like that,” he said.
“You’re mistaken.”

“If you don’t,” said I, “look out for
yourself.”

But he shook his head again. “You
wouldn’t kill me, Pindar,” he said
with his smooth, sure way. He stop-
ped to think it over to be certain,
and then he laughed. “You wouldn’t
kill me. I know the cards you hold,
my old friend, and it isn’t a winning
hand.”

He sat there for a while, listening
to the eracking of the boards when
the wind drove against the walls of
the shack. I saw the yellow light on
his face and it was an evil face, too,
for all its even features.

“No,” he said, by and by. “I know
when I’'m going to win. I can feel
fate just like a man feels warm or
cold. I can tell by the feeling how
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the ball on a roulette wheel is goin_g
to drop. I know whether a .card is
good or bad without turning it over.
Some things is certain.  They’re
marked out beforehand. I feel ’em.
I feel a confidence, and that copﬁdence
accomplishes anything. Nothing can
stop me. And this is one of those
times. No man can interfere. It
was written down beforehand. This
is a wild night—a night for strange
things. See the light dance on the
wall there. Look. Do you see letters
written there—big, red letters?”

I looked, mate, and I hope to drop
dead if I didn’t see writing on the
boards. It was dim at first and dane-
ed, and then it settled down and got
clearer and clearer like a ship’s name
through a glass when the fog is blow-
ing away. I couldn’t read it yet, but
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I knew that Something had come into
the room and was writing there with
its finger!

I could see the words growing
clearer and I felt my blood pounding
in my ears. The writing was done.
And there it was on the wall. It was
his name!

“What’s it mean?’ I whispers to
him,

“What ?” he said.

“That writing.”

“I don’t see any writing,” he said.
“I was just joking. I meant that
things was marked out beforehand.
What ails you ?”

He looked a little scared then.

“Did you see anything?” he said.

I looked again and the writing was
gone.

“Speak up,” said he. “What did
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you see when you looked over there?”

“Nothing,” T said.

“You looked as if you saw some-
thing,” he roars at me. “What was
it

It came to me like a flash what it
all meant.

“You said that sometimes things
that happened was marked out before-
hand,” 1 said to him. “You was
right. Something steered you onto
Rib Rock Bar, Kitehell. Something
brought you onto Spongecake Key.
Something has been watehing you,
Kitchell. Something has a bill against
yvou that’s been standing long enough.
Something has marked you, Kitehell.
Something will reach out and you will
never dodge its fingers. Kitehell, you
have come to the end of your rope!”

“You—" he said, and then he stop-
ped.

“It ain’t me,” I said.

“What do you mean?”’ he whisper-
ed. “You’ve lived alone too much,
Pindar. You're seeing thipgs! Con-
found you! What did you see?”

I never answered him, nowise. I
got up and threw a mattre$s in the
corner by the old music cabinet that
used to belong to my wife. He looked
at me for a long time and then he
got up and walked over to it and
stretched out. There wasn’t any sound
but the wind and the ticking of my
clock.

Toward morning the weather

broke again and the light that came
in through the eracks was pink. I
got up out of my chair and T looked
at the wall where I’d seen the words
and wondered if I’d dreamed ’em.
" After I’d gone outside and looked
at the sun rising and the water in
the channel all filled up from the bot-
tom by the dry norther, I took up my
glass and sighted it out toward Rib
Rock Bar and I saw the launch was
gone. I searched the passes between
the Keys for her, but she wasn’t there.
And T was standing looking when I
began to feel as if somebody was
watching me from behind.

I turned around and I couldn’t

see anybody. It was so calm I could
have heard a step on the coral gravel
a hundred yards away. And nobody
was there. And then all of a sudden
I saw who was watching me. It was
Gus!

He had shed his skin again and he’d
crawled out into his hollow in the
sand just this side of that thicket.
Only about half of his eight feet was
coiled, but his big flat head was up
in the air as if he was smelling or
listening. It waved to and fro, easy
and soft and the muscles in his body
were rolling under the skin, looking
as if they were travelling down in slow
waves from his neck to his tail. Ie
opened his jaws and just dropped
those two long white fangs enough to
show ‘em. And he seemed to he
watching me.

“Gus,” I said, “where’s Bess?”

He pulled himself out into the sun-
light, then, and flattened out his sides
and laid his chin on the cocoanut
husks.

“You want some condensed milk ?”
I'said. “Wait till I’ve got some break-
fast. Lie still there.”

So I went back and put the coffee
on, and Kitchell got up off the mat-
tress and stretched himself.

“Has Lenora got up yet?” he asked,
yawning and pulling his clothes into
shape. I didn’t answer and he went
out. I wished later I’d stopped him.

I'm telling it just as it happened.
Let’s see. I was turning some cakes
in the frying pan when I heard a
voice behind me and I turned and
looked and saw the girl standing in
the door. She seemed like one of
those little birds that come there and
hop around for crumbs—a timid,
pretty little thing. And her eyes
were so much eyes! They were so
soft and black and round and trust-
ng.:’ I
“T—senor—I am Lenora Gonzalez,”
she. said, .so soft you could hardly
hear her. “I, may help you wiz the
café? I ask, where ees Senor Kit-
chell 27 .

I shan’t forget her, I tell you—a

.y
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little thing with a wilted flower in her
black hair, and a skin not white or
brown or yellow or pink, but only
like a few of the Cubans have, so
thin and delicate you can see into it
the way you can see into a piece of
polished shell.

“He’s outside, Miss,” T said to her,
flapping over a jack. “Did you sleep
through the storm ?”

“Vera leetle, senor,” she answered,
and looked at me out of her big eyes.

It was just at that second there
came the pistol shot. The air was so
still that you might say the noise
bore a hole out of the morning. I
thought at first he’d put a bullet into
 Lenora Gonzalez. She jumped like

a sandpiper that’s been hit and came
down on her knees holding onto the
edge of the door, frightened and
shaking like a palmetto. - I picked her
up onto her feet. She was a grown
girl, but she felt like a child.

“Oh, senor!” she cried. “I do not
like! I do not like!”

“T know,” said I. “But he hasn’t
shot himself. Not Joe Kitchell. Don’t
worry.”

We heard him coming just as I
spoke. He came and stood in the door
and he held up something and shook
it and a drop of blood spattered on
the floor. The something he shook,
mate, was these rattles that I hold in
my hand now. And these rattles be-
longed to Gus. He’d killed my snake!

“Mr. Rowe,” he said. “Come out
here! T’ve just shot the biggest dia-

mond back I ever saw.”

“Yes,” said I, holding myself back
from springing at him. “You killed
him. He never did you any harm.
But you killed him. He was happy.
But you killed him. He was lying
asleep there in the coral sand and
cocoanut husks and his back was
turned. But you killed him.”

The miserable cuss began to laugh
and shake the rattles at the little
Cuban. She screamed and shrank
back. And he laughed again.

“Kitchell,” T said. “You were meant
to destroy. But, Kitchell, you are
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marked out. Last night when the
wind was ashrieking around this
shack you asked me to see letters on
the boards. Now, Kitechell, it is
bright and sunny. It’s not the night.
It’s the day. Look on the wall
there !”

The feller turned. He turned and
he dropped the rattles out of his hand.
The breath squeaked in his throat.

“What do you see?” I roared.

“Confound it,” he whispered, look-
ing around at me. “It was my ima-
gination. I haven’t had any sleep.”

“What did you see?” I said, for
I knew Something had come into my
shack again. '

He laughed then—laughed without
any fun in it.

“l didn’t-see anything,” he said.
“I thought at first I saw letters—my
name. , It’s my stomach. I’m hun-
gry.”

But he never picked up the rattles
or stopped to get breakfast. He
walked out into the sun and T saw
him with his hands behind his back
and his head bent down as if he was
thinking, walking down onto the
beach. . . .

There’s plenty of people below here
that will soon tell you I'm a liar.
Plenty of ’em don’t believe I steered
the tug Moss Rose loaded with guns
under the walls of Morro and landed
thé whole cargo in Havana without

-showing my papers. But, mate, I say

there is strange things among these
keys, and what I'm telling is so-help-
me truth, as I saw it. It taught me
that no bill of sin goes too long un-
paid, nor a poor living creature need-
ing help that isn’t seen in its strug-
gles.

And T say Kitehell went off down
onto the shore and began picking up
those sea-shells and throwing ’em into
the water. :

“Do you love that man?” T said to
Lenora.

She nodded and began to call to
him—like a child. She called to him
and when he roared back for her to
go ahead and eat her breakfast, she
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sat down. She sat down at the table
I’d set outside the shack door, as
meek and silent as if she’d been pun-
ished. 1 think she was a child and
didn’t know what love meant.

I sat there drinking my coffee and
looking at Gus. REight feet of him
was lying over there in his hollow
under the cocoanut palms. There
weren’t any life in him any more.
The bullet had torn a hole in his
neck. His head wasn’t raised and it
wasn’t swaying, and his muscles
weren’t moving under his skin. His
colour wasn’t bright. Some of his
blood was drying on the white sand.
He was the most perfect snake I ever
saw. And he was dead.

I looked at him and then I saw the
grass move beyond where he lay. I
could look right over Lenora’s shoul-
der and see the grass move. A head
came out of the grass into the sun
and then, the body, moving slow like
a trickle of hot tar. It was his mate!
It was Bess!

She saw him lying there, then—
her mate. And she threw her head
back and held it stuck up in the air.
She had seen him—seen him dead!
She went to him and laid her head
across his body and he didn’t move.
And she darted her tongue out and
touched him and he didn’t move. And
she threw her head up again.

Oh, T tell you, mate, it was cruel
to see grief so silent—to see her erawl
around him and stop and raise her
head and shake along her body and
then drop her neck across his. And
he never moved, because he was dead
and wouldn’t ever move again. She
was a rattler. She couldn’t scream.
She couldn’t talk. And finally she
dropped her head on the sand as if
there wasn’t any more strength in
her body. She half turned over and
the sun shone on the white scales of
her belly. Tt was just then that Kit-
chell, who was down on the beach,
stretched his arms and gave a loud

awn.
She heard him and she seer_ned to
know. 1 saw her coil and raise her

neck up and up and up to where she
could look over the top of the elumps
of grass on the slope. Her head was
swaying to and fro like a swinging
bracket. And then she rattled.

“What ees that, senor?’ asked the
little Cuban, catching the folds of
her white dress in her little hands.

“Nothing,” I said, for I was watch-
ing Bess. The snake had seen Kit-
chell. 1 knew she’d seen him. He
had stuck his hand in those flannel
jeans of his and he was still moving
off by the water’s edge, and Bess un-
coiled and began to crawl in the same
direction.

“We have lost our boat,” said Le-
nora.

“That so?” I says. I wasn’t think- °

ing of what she said at all. I might
have answered anything. I was
watching for Bess to come out on the
other side of that patch of prickly
pears.

In a minute I saw her. She stop-
ped on a bare spot and though she
was some distance away by that time,
1 saw that poor dumb thing coil itself
again and curve her neck and raise
her head. Then she dropped it and
crawled along.

“You, senor, are vera kind,” said
the girl, then. “You have been kind
to us. Pardon, but what you look at?”

1 was afraid the little Cuban would
turn around. I was afraid she’d in-
terfere. I could see how Something
had mapped out what was to hap-
pen. It was working—surer than
death! Everything was marked out.

“Miss,” I said, “I often look around
Spongecake Key.”

It seemed to satisfy her, so I took
down my glass and wiped the lens and
put it to my eye. I could see a heap
plainer. I could see Bess crawl out
onto that white limestone point that
stands up there now over the water.
It’s white by moonlight now. It was
white by sunlight then. She stretch-
ed herself right near the crest of it
and on that surface she looked as
black as a wriggle of ink on writing

paper.

.
.
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‘““He came and stood in the door, and held up something and shook it"

Kitchell was still walking along the
shore toward the point. He was still
picking up shells and pebbles and
throwing ’em into the water. 'T could
see how slick and brown his hair was.
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I was looking through the glass. He
was moving toward the limestone'
rock. He was being moved there.
Something was moving him with Its
hand.



¢« He was moving toward the rock.

T saw him when he got to the rock
itself. T saw him look up at it and
then look out into the channel with
the white eranes wading on those yel-
low sand-bars. Then he looked up at
the ledge again. It is steep there for
six or eight feet, as you can see. But
he was moved up.

I saw Bess coil. I watched to see
if she’d rattle. But she never used
it. She never gave any warning. She
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He was being moved there.”

was thinking of Gus, maybe. No man
can tell.

I tried to keep the glass steady. 1
reckon I succeeded. I saw her wait
till his face showed over the edge of
that table of limestone. She never
rattled. She waited for his face. Her
long body came out of its coil like a
steel spring. She went her length—a
heavy black streak in the air. She
struck him with her head bent back
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and her jaws wide. She must have
driven those two white needles clean
through his cheek. She fell back and
squirmed on the ground till T could
see her white belly.

Kitchell never shouted. He Jjumped
backward. His foot caught. He went
head downwards over the rock. I think
he struck on his forehead. Because
he rolled over and over, then, as if
there was no life in him, and fell into
the water.

[ watched him float off that shal-
low where I catch mullet. When he
was in deeper water, he turned face
downward. I saw the tide cateh him
and then I thought he was going to
sink. He didn’t just then. An eddy

shot him around the point out of
sight.
“What you look 'at now !’ asked
Lenora with her big eyes on mine.
“Umph,” said 1. “I was dreaming.”
I was planning already how T was
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going to let her think that Kitchell
had gone off with one of my hoats and
deserted her. These waters and passes
never tell what they know: I was
planning how I'q let her think he'd
run away from her, and how I'd take
her back to her home. She was a
child.  She hadn’t learned yet what
love meant,

“Senor,” said she, with her head
on one side and that smile, “vou make

vera nice—what you call them.
senor ?”

“Flapjacks,” said I,

And then I whistled “The Last

Rose of Summer”. It’s one of my
favourite tunes. I always whistle it
when I'm a little off my bearings. And
I felt just then as if Lenora Gonzalez
and Joe Kitehell and T hadn’t heen
alone on Spongecake that night, I
felt as though Something else—the
thing with the long arm—had been
there, too.
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RIGHT REVEREND MICHAEL FRANCIS FALLON, D.D., BISHOP OF LONDON

BY W. E. KELLY g

WENTY years ago, and
for a season or two be-

fore and after Ottawa
e i”',‘,,’/ﬂé;}( University held the
iy /'[31{1?’ Rugby  championship
y against all contestants,
the indomitable fourteen were regu-
larly accompanied by a young pro-
fessor to whose energetic interest and
unerring management it was common-
ly felt much of their phenomenal suc-
cess was due. That the early years
of one who now stands eminent among
the master minds of Canada should
be remembered for a success in the
promotion of athletics has probably
a significance which no educationist
can fail to appreciate. It was a
sphere which called for more than or-
dinary capacity in the handling of
men; it was also a sphere in .which
that capacity could and did receive
constant development.

Our conception of what goes to
make up a real education appears sus-
ceptible of very rapid changes. There
are still men among us who recall
the days when a readiness in quoting
from Latin authors, some skill in
writing Latin composition, a familiar-
ity with ancient history, and a no less
accurate knowledge of classic myth-
ology were taken as indisputable evi-
dence of the teacher’s having done
everything possible for the youth with
whose formation he was entrusted.
The next generation heard a great
deal about “training the mind”. A
study was valuable only in so far as
it served to exercise or develop some
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latent intellectual capacity, while the
games on the campus had but one pur-
pose—to keep the physical organism
in vigour sufficient to stand the strain
put upon it by a close application to
intelleectual pursuits.  Present-day
conditions are best exemplified in the
standards set by the Rhodes Scholar-
ship Commission, which say definitely
that greater importance will be at-
tached to a candidate’s record in
athleties than to his scholarship. “Of
what avail,” they say, “to have mas-
tered the most difficult problems in
higher mathematics if you have not
acquired the art of succeeding with
men. The lecture-room and library
may produce profound metaphysi-
cians, skilled linguists, good writers
and speakers, but only contact with
fellowman, profiting by his words and
achievements and bearing, studying
his capabilities, taking account of his
foibles, holding one’s own in contest,
struggling with him for the mastery,
can make men; and is any system
worthy the name “education” if it
does not give us men, men of strength
and character, a truly developed
manhood? Be all this as it may, no
one following the successes of the
man now oceupying our attention fails
to recognize the generalship which led
his team to victory in the early days
and the consummategeneralshipwhich
attends his movements in his present
exalted sphere. However varied the
tributes of praise which different
admirers bestow upon him, none fail
to recognize that everywhere and al-
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Right Reverend Michael Francis Fallon, D. D,,
Bishop of London.

ways he is pre-eminently a leader of
men.

It was in the early eighties that the
vigorous and brilliant schoolboy of
Kingston matriculated into the Uni-
versity of Ottawa. Four years of col-
lege studies and college drill culmin-
ated in his seeking admission to the
Oblate Order. The greater part of
the next decade was spent in com-
parative .obscurity. The years given
over entirely to ecclesiastical train-
ing, and a considerable term devoted
to post-garduate work in I'}ump(":m
universities fill up this period. With
the Oblates, as with all great relig-
ious organizations, these years of re-
tirement are considered essential to
the formation of a subject. Those
whose privilege it is to regularly hear
the Bishop of London in the pulpit
can perhaps best appreciate the con-
tribution this made to the education
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of the future churchman. The deeply
spiritual tone of his utterances, the
religious fervour of sentiment they
breathe forth, that intimate know-
ledge of God’s words and ways, are
begotten within the quiet of the clois-
ter and fostered in after years of life
over which those early influences hold
constant sway. Thus it is that the
man whose position calls for an al-
most incessant activity and an ab-
sorbing interest in all the great move-
ments with which the world around
him is agitated has learned to seek
refreshment from turmoil in the quiet
of study and meditation. Diffienlt
as it necessarily is to appear in a role
so varied and varying that very world
demands nothing less of him who
would undertake to. lead his fellow-
men to an interest in the great
eternity beyond. Bishop Fallon owes
much of his success in the pulpit and
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in all the duties of his lofty position
to those early years spent in the
seclusion of an Oblate seminary.

From another point of view to be-
come a member of the Oblate Order is
for the young Canadian to be admit-
ted to the enjoyment of a most prec-
ious heritage. No other institution,
eivil or religious, has been more close-
ly associated with the country’s de-
velopment, Pitching its tent some
seventy or eighty years ago in what
was to be afterwards the federal cap-
ital, its establishment there became
the recruiting and> training ground
for those bands of missionaries which
have sinee traversed all the territory
lying between the Great Lakes and
the Pacific.

They entered loyally into the aspir-
ations of our young Dominion and be-
came a power in its development. It
is generally said that in the decades
preceding the building of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway that vast ex-
panse was controlled and civilized by
three powerful agencies, the Hudson’s
Bay Company, the Oblate mission-
aries, and the mounted police. The
peaceful settlement of our immense
West we, in Canada, have simply
taken as a matter of course; we have
not been accustomed to ask how it
came about. Apparently we have
failed to contrast it with the eircum-
stances so strikingly different which
attended the settlement of those other
western plains just below our south-
ern boundary. The extent to which
the courage and perseverance of the
Oblate missionary contributed to
bring about this wonderful issue is
well known to all who knew the West
at that period; little is known of it
elsewhere. Spending his youth and
early manhood amid a body of teach-
ers and pupils all aspiring to similar
undertakings and achievements, the
ecclesiastical prelate whom we now
observe enthusiastically devoted to
every project looking to his country’s
weal no doubt received his noblest in-
spirations during that period.
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His first appointment following up-
on the completion of those years of
training was to the staff of his own
university. From one of his early
pupils, himself, now also a university
professor, I recently heard this re-
mark: “I should not know where to
look for a man capable of taking
Father Fallon’s place in a class of
FEnglish literature. I have known
others more widely read, more fa-
miliar with details affecting the sub-
jeet under consideration, but none
with his power of arousing interest in
the author or work before him.” His
sucecess on the university staff and the
force of his pulpit deliverances at-
tracted wuniversal attention in the
Capital, and soon all classes and or-
ganizations sought his co-operation '
when questions of grave import were
being discussed. When still a young
man several oceasions occurred on
which his influence in such matters
was dominant. The entire British
FEmpire at this hour rejoices to know
that the objectionable clauses in the
(Cloronation Oath are at last removed,
but it may not be a matter of general
information that the first effectual
move looking towards their abolition
came from the present Bishop of Lon-
don.

The time seemed near at hand when
the university would ask its Professor
of Literature to accept the rectorship;
but the order to which he had con-
secrated his services had greater un-
dertakings to commit to his guidance.
On the retirement of the American
Provineial, Father Fallon was named
successor, and thus he became general
manager of all the Oblate institutions
in the United States. Buffalo now be-
came his place of residence, and his
old friends were not surprised to hear,
a year or two later, that the command-
ing personality to whom all paid de-
ference in the Canadian Capital had
become a power in the guidance of
both ecclesiastical and civil interests
in the commercial centre of the Em-
pire State.
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The duties now devolving upon him
required his presence at all points,
north, south, east and west, an ex-
perience which accounts for his mar-
vellous knowledge of conditions every-
where through Canada and the Unit-
ed States.

Bishop Fallon has now been eight
years in the See of London. The
(Clanadian public have heard a good
deal of him in that time. To the
general reader he is a man who at
times takes a vigorous stand and
makes trenchant pronouncements
when certain important issues are at
stake. To those who hear him in the
pulpit—and opportunities for doing
so have been found not only in every
church in his diocese, but in almost
every centre between the two oceans—
he is an orator of the rarest charm and
interest, combining an inimitable force
and lucidity of expression with a
rich, musical voice and an imposing
personal appearance. To those who
know him in the daily routine of life
he is a tireless worker, handling an
immense correspondence early and
late, attending to endless calls, inter-
views and consultations, and withal
reserving a great deal of time for pri-
vate reading and study.. Few who
have been close students for over
thirty years retain such vigour of con-
stitution, few at the end of thirty
years continue to tax that constitu-
tion to almost the very limits of en-
durance. No one speaks of anything
particularly distinetive in his policy,
his energies being devoted chiefly to
explaining the teachings and enfore-
ing the laws and practices of the
Church he represents. Though young
and aective and familiar with all that
is new, he is by disposition conserva-
tive.  Beliefs, customs, practices,
maxims, held in honour in the social
life of a generation or more ago en-
gage his partiality while many of
the mew-fangled schemes of reform
tend to arouse his suspicions. Much
of his attention has been given to im-
proving the parochial schools of his
diocese, but always along the lines
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of systems in general use. He threw
himself enthusiastically into the fur-
ther development of the Western Uni-
versity merely in the hope of seeing
some of those opportunities for cul-
ture which are the peculiar heritage
of older lands enjoyed by the people
of his own city and surroundings. He
founded an ecclesiastical seminary in
London to perpetuate the methods al-
ready everywhere adopted, not be-
cause he had a new system to intro-
duce. From the liturgy of his church
changeless and unchanging for cen-
turies, he is wont to look for inspira-
tion, and his most eloquent discourses
teem with veneration for the past.

‘When the advocacy of bilingualism
began to forbode difficulties more or
less acute in the school legislation of
Ontario the publiec at large were dis-
posed to look to Bishop Fallon as one
eminently qualified to assist in their
adjustment. He had spent many
vears where young men of both races
were being educated side by side, he
spoke French fluently, a large portion
of the population in London Diocese
were of French origin. His attitude
towards the whole matter he has given
to the public on several occasions, in-
sisting that this is not a religious
question at all. Because of statements
occasionally heard from the platform
and through remarks sometimes com-
ing to us from the press there seems
to be a tendency in the public mind
to identify the aspirations of bilin-
gualism with the interests of Catho-
lic separate schools, and he, in com-
mon with the representatives of his
Church, felt constrained to disabuse
the public of their error. I cannot
recall in his administration of the See
of London any legislation or direction
affecting the language question. His
conservatism has been manifest here
as elsewhere. Schools in which the
French language was previously
taught continue free to exercise the
privilege; churches in which services
were formerly conducted in French
have not heen asked to make any
change in programme:
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It may be said in conclusion that
the subject of this essay places his
reviewer at a decided disadvantage,
in leaving him little or nothing to
communicate to his readers. Bishop
Fallon has few secrets; his policy is
open to the world. He sees nothing
in mysterious suggestions and cau-
tious reserve, he has small regard for
the wiles of diplomacy. He is usually
accustomed to lay bare his convictions
frankly and fearlessly and trust their
inherent soundness to prevail with
his hearers and readers. For similar
reasons he is disposed to favour a
thorough inquiry into an upsetting
sitnation rather than fall back upon
what might be deemed a prudent ad-
justment, one of these which in all
likelihood would leave the way open
for dissatisfaction and misrepresen-
tations in the future. He knows noth-
ing of embarrassment in presence of
others, one or many, nor understands
how another could be embarrassed in
his. He is easy of access, always will-
ing to hear another’s argument from
any angle or viewpoint whatever,
generous in dealing with an oppon-
ent, and fearless in his decisions.

On the subject of Imperialism he
has made an open pronouncement:

“I am an Imperialist on principle
and by conviction. As a student of
history I have found that there has
been always one dominant nation,
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whether Assyria, or Babylon, or
Rome, or Carthage, or the Empire of
Charlemagne, or of the Franks or of
the Empire of Philip of Spain. For
three centuries or more Great Britain

has been the dominant power, and I

see no nation prepared to take her
place. For that reason I am an Im-
perialist. And it is in no restrieted,
narrow national sense either. There
is freedom where the old flag floats,
and it is the only nation that, to the
fullest degree, knows the meaning of
civil and religious liberty.”

‘When the great war began he said :

“We are standing on the brink of
events, the consequence of which no
man can foresee. Through circum-
stances which it attempted to control,
but unfortunately without success,
the Empire of which Canada forms a
part, has been forced in defence of-its
very life and liberty to unsheathe the
sword in a struggle fraught with the
gravest import to the most sacred in-
terests. Kvery sentiment of loyalty
to our King and country, as well as
of love for our very homes, prompts
us to turn to God and seek from Him
the blessed gifts of peace and security
for the Empire, that will mean the
freedom and welfare of the world.”

Perhaps these pronouncements had
something to do with his recent. call
to the scene of hostilities by the over-
seas military authorities.

LAURENTIAN SUMMER SONG

By LILY E. F. BARRY

OME to Kilmarth!

A fresh log blazes on the hearth,
A welecome waits you there

From bird and bee,
From bush and tree,

From every floweret fair

That stars the wood or decks the hillside bare.
Sweet summer sings in every breeze that stirs
Among the scented pines and pointed firs.
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Blue flows the tide;

The sea-gulls are at play;

The beach is warm and wide;

The rocks are glistening all the way
From Lighthouse Point to Sandy Bay.
Come soon, before the crescent moon,
Full-orbed, proclaims the end of June.
Purple and white the lilacs blow
Across the lawn, and by the gate
Gaily the honeysuckles: grow

A greeting for you (an you come not late),
While at your feet, where’er we pass,
The fragrant twin-flowers creep and mass,
The gray old rocks adorning

With pink, to meet the morning;

And farther, under cover,

Where birch and spruce roof over

The cool dim solitude

Of the still, mossy wood,

The pigeon-berry blossoms white,

In thousands, make a goodly sight.

But if in roving mood, you tire

Of the near view, and sitting by the fire,
Fleet-footed “Tom” is waiting at the door
To climb the hills and speed along the shore
With you and me, as oft before;

Content to wait when our delighted eyes,
Met by the glad surprise 7
Of fields on fields abloom

With flowers of every hue

That all the air perfume,

Compel our feet to wander

‘Where so much beauty grows,

Where lavish nature loves to squander
Purple and erimson, white and gold,
Buttercups, daisies, vetch and clover,
Milk-weed, iris and briar-rose;

Or, when these be over,

Fire-weed, laurel and golden-rod.

Gathering gaily all our hands can hold,
Trophies from every path we trod,
We'll earry back from hedge and hill,
To share the joy we found afar.

Then every jug, and bowl, and jar,

On shelf and table, floor and sill,

‘With the bright blossoms we’ll quickly fill
Until the sunshine and the glow

From every corner overflow,

To greet each comer,

Bringing the summer

Into the house to cheer

Tired eyes that find their heaven here.

’
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Or, of the bracing air

And wholesome country fare

Lure you to exercise your skill

In some more strenuous way,

No better time to do it than to-day ;

To drive the ball, or toss it, as you will.

The links are smooth, the courts are clean ;
Beauty and youth are gathered on the green;
(Expectant caddies animate the scene) ;
Whether your game

Win praise or blame, »
The sheer joy of playing in the sun

Proclaims it wisely done;

And if the mid-day heat

Oppress you, when the score is lost or won,
Follow with willing feet

Where in the cooling wave the swimmers meet,
Ere strikes the hour to hunger ever sweet.

Then when the sun dips low,

In a rose and purple glow,

Between the sea and sky,

(Where all the sweet days die),

Together we shall wateh soft-footed Night

On tip-toe stealing o’er the bridge of light,
Intolerably bright,

Shimmering shoreward to the shadowy beach—
Just you and I—

And with such glad excuse

For watehing, through the screen of pine and spruce
That breaks the erimson splendour where it falls,
With darkling intervals,

Making mysterious hyphens with the blue

By every wavelet kiss’d

To green and amethyst,

Just I and you,

Silently each to each

In such an hour more closely drawn,

Then in the noon or at the dawn,

Our inmost souls revealing

Their every secret feeling,

Shall dear ecommunion hold,

In voiceless terms that never ean be told

In song or story,

But only in the glory

Commingling heaven and earth for our delight
On a sweet summer night

In fair Metis,

Twice-bless’d abode of beauty and of peace.

The air is chill, the flames leap on the hearth,
Draw up the sofa—welcome to Kilmarth!



Mr. John Ross Robertson

“WHAT RART HRS DONE FOR
CANADIAN HISTORY”

BY EMILY
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is the suggestive
second title of the re-
cently issued “Guide to
the J. Ross Robertson
Canadian Historieal Col-
lection”, which is appro-
priately housed in the great Reference
Library of Toronto.

Even a hasty visit to this wonder-
ful collection of historical material
makes it clear that the graphic arts
have done far more for Canadian his-
tory than most people imagine. But
any one who has had the least experi-
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ence of seeking for authentic illustra-
tions for any phase of the story of
our country will further realize that
without the patient and public-spirit-
ed labour of such enthusiasts as Mr.
Robertson art as a handmaid to Cana-
dian history would never have come to
her own.

As Dr. Locke puts it, in his intro-
duction to the new catalogue, “The
history of this collection is very inter-
esting. In a letter to the Public Lib-
rary Board in 1910, Mr. Robertson
stated that for many years he had



John Ross Robertson, as he appeared when a lad in the uniform
of a Toronto Hose Company

been collecting examples of the history
of Canada from 1758 up to the pres-
ent time as exhibits in pictorial form,
and that he was anxious that the pub-
lic should have the benefit of it. He
knew of no more fitting place than
the Public Library, and informed the
board that he was willing to install
this collection and, eventually, to give
anotlier collection of Canadian prints
and photos contained in portfolios in
his private library, numbering about
15,000 pieces, to be held by the board
in trust for the people of Canada.”
It was stipulated that “the pictures
should be placed in a suitable room,
with skilled attendants, covered by
insurance, catalogued, and that they
should not be lent or removed from
the library building on College
Street”. A further condition is that
any one wishing to copy a picture
must first obtain permission from the
Librarian and must give due credit
to the collection.
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When the formal opening took place
at the end of January, 1912, there
were 560 pictures in the collection.
The number listed and annotated—a
most laborious task—in the new cata-
logue is 3,715, while there is an over-
flow, as yet uncatalogued, of another
thousand pictures in the upper art
rooms of the library. About one-fifth
of the pictures are originals, of which
there are no copies. Incidentally it
may be mentioned that the library
contains another of Mr. Robertson’s
generous gifts to the people, in the
shape of several hundred beautiful
water-colour drawings of Canadian
birds.

The historical collection is estimat-
ed to be worth no less than $200,000.
Many of the pictures and prints were
exceedingly hard to obtain, and “there
are at least’ one hundred important
exhibits which have not been
on the London market in complete
form for twenty years, and deal-



William Osgoode

First Chief Justice of Upper Canada

ers do not know where to look for
them”. ;
Regarded from the educgtmnal
standpoint the collection is invalu-
able. The more carefully it is studied
the keener is the realization of the
light it throws upon our country’s
past—brief, but not lacking in sig-
nifiecance. It is a short-sighted view
of life which declines to be concerned
with anything not up-to-date. Who
can estimate what a clearer reading of
the past may do for the future and
the present? In picture form the
story of Canada has its black shadows
as well as its high lights, its inspira-
tions as well as its danger-signals..
The collection is particularly strong
in the human element, and intermin-
gled with views of cities and ships and
battlefields is what might fairly be
deseribed as a Canadian national por-
trait gallery. Many of the pictures
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are of small size, and the visitor soon
discovers that it is a work of many
hours to gain a fair knowledge of
them.

The making of it was, says Mr. Rob-
ertson, “a labour of love”. None the
less it represents a heavy cost in
thought and time and energy. The
gathering of these treasures has in-
volved thousands of miles of travel
by land and sea. Moreover,; Mr. Rob-
ertson has availed himself largely of
the services of experts to test the
genuineness of his “finds” and of art-
ists to copy pictures, necessary to his
plan, which were otherwise unobtain-
able.

Apparently Mr. Robertson has al-
ways been peculiarly interested in
pictures. He made his first collection,
as a boy of twelve, in a serap-book. A
dozen years later he began in earnest
the collection of historical pictures, in



General Wolfe
From the portrait by Captain Inch, painted during the seige of Louisburg in 1758

connection with his “History of Free-
masonry in Canada”, which he wished
to illustrate fully with authentic ma-
terial.

To go a step farther back—perhaps
Mr. Robertson’s passion for history,
and his enthusiasm in the pursuit of
his hobby, may be traced to his Gaelic
ancestry. He is a member of the great
(‘lan Donnachaidh, or Robertson, and
traces descent from a Highland chief-
tain of the fourteenth century.

In any line of study, there is noth-
ing more desirable than some definite
point of interest as a basis for further
exploration, and what could be more
stimulating, historically, to a youth-
ful imagination than a sense of kin-
ship with such a romantie personality
as that of “Dunean the Stout”.
staunch warrior and favourite of Rob-
ert the Bruce. This Duncan shelter-
ed the king in his days of adversity,
received from him the title of Lord,
or Baron, of Strowan, or Struan, in

130

Perthshire, and fought for him at
Bannockburn. There is a picturesque
story that the chief when marching
his clansmen to join the Bruece, on the
eve of this battle, planted his standard
in the ground at a night's camping-
place. Next morning, on drawing it
up, he found a glittering crystal, clear
as glass, embedded in the clod of earth
adhering to the staff. He took it as a
good omen, and ever since the chief
—to this day designated “Struan”, has
on great occasions worn the “Clach
na Brataich”, or “Stone of the Stan-
dard”. The clan accepted it as their
“Stone of Destiny”, and it was used
as a charm to cure diseases. In the
time of the thirteenth chief, Alex-
ander Robertson, who was “out” with
his followers for James the Second,
for the “Old” and the “Young Pre-
tender”, the erystal developed a mys-
terious crack or flaw. Despite this
presage of evil, the inveterate support-
er of the “Kings over the Water”,



The Duke of Kent
From the Painting by James Gillray

was fortunate enough to regain his
estate and died in peace upder .the
Hanoverian, George IL It is believ-
ed that this “Poet-chief”, as he is call-
ed, because he interspersed verse-
making with his fighting in the cause
of the exiled Stuarts, was the proto-
type of Sir Walter Scott’s Bradwar-
dine, in “Waverley”.

However that may be, the chargc-
ter and adventures of the Jacobite
Strunan might well haye be.en woven
by “the Great Magician” into some
such romance as those tales of “Ivan-
hoe” and “Ol1d Mortality” and “Kgr}ﬂ-
worth”, which have helped British
folk all the world over to realize that
there is endless interest to be won
from knowledge of the past.

Some of us faney, per}}aps, th‘at
Seott was peculiarly happy in 'the pie-
turesque quality of his material—the
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mountain background, plaided eclans-
men, men of desperate courage in
hand-to-hand encounters, loyalty to
chief, or king, or kinsmen that knew
no limit. Is it not true rather that
Scott’s genius was merely the crucible
which brought out the interest and
the beauty embedded in the wild
chronicles of Scotland’s past?

And we, too, as has been demon-
strated in different ways, again and
again, have, a history which might
well prove as inspiring to the ima-
gination and the patriotism of Can-
ada’s sons and daughters as the tales
of old Scotland have been to her
children. Can it be anything but lack
of knowledge which causes teachers to
complain that history is so dry a sub-
jeet that children cannot be interest-
ed in it?

Who could go through such a col-



A Seaman, (1768-86).

lection as that gathered by Mr. Rob-
ertson and fail to realize that the
story of the Dominion has not only a
vast and varied background of wood
and river, wilderness and mountain,
broad, open plain and wild sea-coast,
but an equally varied personnel of
explorers and savages, soldiers and
seamen, adventurers, statesmen and
quiet builders of order out of chaos.
It has had its gatherings to arms, its
rebellions, its struggles against class
privileges, its clashes of race against
race, its special social developments,
its slow working out of material pros-
perity from poverty, and of a people
that is new, sometimes from the wreck-
age, sometimes from the choice, of old-
er nations.

In this great story, every year
brings to light fresh records of Can-
ada’s childhood and adds to the store
of historical portraits, pictures and
sketches accessible to the publie. The
Dominion Government is doing this
work through the Archives Depart-
ment at Ottawa, whilst in Toronto we
have now, thanks to Mr. Robertson,
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Showing also a man-o'-war barge

“a National Gallery of Canada, where
the pictures tell the stories, and link
together the men and the events so
that one can see the evolution of a
nation. . . This is the outcome
of the hobby of a great man”, and
Mr. Locke continues, “Hobbies are in-
cident to real greatness, and when
these hobbies are socialized and ap-
plied to the public good they are the
greatest legacy one can leave to man-
kind”.

In this connection it may be said in
passing that Mr. Robertson isno “Dry-
as-dust” collector, for busy as he is in
the world of books, other interests
have shared his heart and his energies.
On the one hand, he has done much
to encourage healthful sport and re-
creation. On the other he has been
the faithful and devoted friend of
sick children. As Chairman of the
Board of Trustees of the Hospital for
Sick Children in Toronto, he has for
years borne the chief burden of its
support, not only giving generously
and continuously in money, but giv-
ing also his untiring service as organ-



Uniform of an Admiral, (1768-86).

izer and financier. In connection with
the hospital, he built and equipped
the “Lakeside Home for Little Chil-
dren”, on Toronto Island, and later
built and presented to the College
Street institution a peculiarly com-
fortable and convenient nurses’ resi-
dence, which contains a hundred and
fifty rooms.

Mr. Robertson is a Toronto man, by
birth, up-bringing and life-long resi-
dence. He was educated at the great
school, founded by Sir John Colborne,
which has been called the “Canadian
Eton”. Whilst still at Upper Canada
College the boy showed his bent to-
wards newspaper work by learning
printing in his leisure hours and is-
suing a school paper, called The Col:
lege Times, and afterwards The Boys
Times. During a year at the Model
Grammar School he brought out an-
other paper, Young Canada, and after
this apprenticeship, whe_n _he was
twenty he went into the printing busi-
ness for himself and began the pub-
lication of a periodical devoted to
athletics, named Sporting Life. This
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Showing also a first-rate man-o'-war

did not afford sufficient oceupation for
his energies, so in addition he hecame
a reporter on the staff of The Leader.
Next he accepted the position of ecity
editor of The Globe. Two years later
he assisted in founding The Daily
Telegraph, which existed for five
years, and in 1872 he went to Eng-
land, to live for three years in the
metropolis of the Empire, as corres-
pondent and business representative
of The Daily Globe. In 1876, soon
after his return to Canada, he found-
ed The Evening Telegram, which, un-
der his ownership and management
has had a most successful career for
more than forty years.

All this varied experience as a news-
paper man was widening and deepen-
ing his knowledge of his country and
was bringing him into touch with the
men who were making history in his
own day. At last, some time in the
‘eighties, he began the gathering of
his vast historical collection—not with
the intention of founding a pieture
gallery for the benefit of the public—
that plan developed later—but with
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Halifax as seen from Georges Island about 1775.
From the Drawing by R. Short

the object of illustrating a book—
which he was writing.

Mr. Robertson, it must be explained,
early became an enthusiastic member
of the Order of Free Masons, and is
now a Past Grand Master of the
Grand Lodge of Canada, having at-
tained the highest honours in the pow-
er of his fellow craftsmen to bestow
upon him. Being so much interested
both in history and Freemasonry, it
oceurred to him to write the “History
of Freemasonry in Canada”. He gave
something like sixteen years’ labour
to this book—two of which were de-
voted to searching for the illustra-
tions, of which there are nearly five
hundred in the two volumes. It was
published in 1899,

A few months after the completion
of the work the author deseribed to a
fellow-voyager on an Atlantic liner
some of his numerous and often dis-
heartening adventured in “Hunting

for Pictures”, and the conversation -

shows so vividly the kind of work and
the qualities required to make a great
collector that it is worth recalling.
He had spent weeks in old print
shops and months in the British Mus-
eum and other great libraries of Lon-

don and Paris, searching for pictures.
These were sometimes very elusive.
The obtaining of one illustration cost
nearly a month’s toil.

“As for incidents,” said Mr. Robert-
son, “my hunt was full of incidents.
The trouble was there were so many
hunts, just bristling with incidents,
I have had queer experiences. What
disappointments I have had just when
ready to land a print! Month after
month, yes, year after year, like a
detective on the trail, and then in the
end to know that I might as well have
tried to grasp a shadow on the wall!”

The hunt for the picture of a cer-
tain man-of-war, named the Van-
guard, “on which Brother Dunckerley
held a lodge at Quebec in 1760,” was
especially strenuous. “I had almost
given that chase up,” said the veteran
collector. “I had explored the print
and model room of the Royal United
Service Institution, opposite the Horse
Guards, and examined every naval his-
tory in its book-shelves that had a
picture; spent a long day at Green-
wich Hospital examining models of
men-of-war from 1650, and photo-
graphing oil paintings of groups of
warships that might contain the Van-



General Simon Fraser, eldest son of Lord Lovat of the Forty-Five
At the beginning of the Seven Years’' War he raised the 78th, or Fraser Highlanders, which took a leading part in

ition against Louisburg, Cape Breton, in 1758; served under
the expediti l-‘Fo

the British force sent to Portugal in 1762.

olfe, and was Brigadier-General in
F

While in America, General Fraser was elected M. P.

for Inverness, Scotland, and represented that city until his death in 1782,

guard—for 1 couldn’t take the oils
away and therefore had to sub'mlt t]le
phofos to an expert. Bu’f al] in vain.
T thought I had the ship in an oil
painting showing the fire fleet of the
French attempting to pass 'thmllgh
the British fleet off Quebec in 1759,
but my expert friend said I was on
the wrong track.”

After this Mr. Robertson had an-
other look at the catalogue of the print
room in the British Museum and dis-
covered one engraving of a ship of
war entering Wolfe’s Cove and “an-
other of a ship of war passing thg
Pierced Rock on the Gaspé coast”.
The second picture }lad been Illflde, it
appeared. by Captau} Ha?ve_v Smyth,
who in 1758 had saxled. in the Van-
guard for England. “This looked near
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my goal,” said Mr. Robertson. “Once
more I made use of the camera. T re-
produced the picture in enlarged form
and my cup of satisfaction overflow-
ed when my expert friend told me
that the ship was undoubtedly the
long-sought Vanguard —a  dictum
which Mr. Robertson speedily verified
from the original log of the vessel pre-
served in the Public Record Office in
Chancery Lane.

One thing led to another. While
searching for Masonic pictures in the

King’s Library in the British Museum

Mr. Robertson chanced to open a port-
folio containing thirty-two original
drawings of Canadian scenes by Mrs.
Simeoe, wife of the first Governor of
Upper Canada. These had been pre-

sented by the Governor to George I11.



The 18th (Royal Irish) Regiment of foot. In Nova Scotia, 1776.
The regiment ﬁsuiht for King William at the battle of the Boyne and throughout the Irish campaigns down to the

fall of Limeric

at the outbreak of the War of Independence.

It was at home durmg the Seven Years’ War; went to America in 1767, and was at Boston
The 18th was present at the battle of Bunker's Hill,

but left Boston for Nova Scotia, and returned to England in July, 1776,

in 1800, and for nearly a ¢entury had
lain forgotten in the library. Amongst
the sketches were views of Kingston,
Toronto harbour and the Mohawk vil-
lage on the Grand River. Facsimiles
of these drawings, and others which
Mr. Robertson discovered at Wolford
Lodge, the lovely Devonshire home of
Mrs. Simecoe—about ninety in all—
now hang in the Toronto Reference
Library. It contains also numerous
pictures of the Governor, of his wife,
and of persons and places nearly con-
nected with them. A very fine piec-
ture of Major-General Simcoe, life-
size and in uniform, painted by Mr.
E. Wyly Grier, hangs at the end of
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the art room, facing the visitor as he
enters.

The collection is perhaps equally
rich in portraits and mementoes of
General Wolfe. There are photo-
graphs of Westerham, where he was
born: of Greenwich, where he was
buried, and of many of the monu-
ments erected in his honour. There
are portraits also of his father, Lieu-
tenant-Colonel Edward Wolfe; of his
handsome mother, and of his fiancée,
Katherine Lowther, who afterwards
married the last Duke of Bolton. Of
Wolfe himself there are a dozen por-
traits—full length, head and shoul-
ders, a few full-face, most making the

e
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utmost of the great soldier‘s odd pro-
file. Amongst these is a little-known
portrait, of which the original (now
in possession of J. Vowler-Simcoe,
Penheale, Cornwall) was painted on
wood by Captain Inch, of the 35th
(Grenadiers, during the siege of Louis-
bourg in 1758. The painting made
for the collection is the only copy in
existence.

Mr. Robertson “searched the world
over” for a portrait of Lieutenant-
Colonel (afterwards Major-General)
Simon Fraser, who had led the High-
landers at Louisbourg, and was with
Wolfe at Quebec. He was the first
Provincial Grand Master of Masons
of Quebec, which “at that date meant
all Canada”. Finally an advertise-
ment in The Edinburgh Scotsman
brought out the information that there
was a miniature of Fraser in exist-
ence. Mr. Robertson offered thirty-
five guineas for it. For seven or eight
vears the owner refused to sell, then
promised to do so. Mr. Robertson sent
a cheque and waited three years more,
only to have his money returned after
all. But at last Dr. Doughty, of the
Dominion Archives Department, ob-
tained a coloured photograph of the
celebrated miniature and presented
the prize to Mr. Robertson. From this
the latter had two oil-paintings made,
one for the Masonic Temple, the other
for the historical collection in the lib-
rary. :

Another great prize, and a very
valuable picture, is one of the num-
erous portraits of the Duke of Kent.
This is a miniature water-colour by
a celebrated British artist, James Gill-
ray, which Mr. Robertson bought in
a London print-shop. Next day the
dealer wished to buy it back, as he
had been offered sixty guineas for it
by some one from Buckingham Palace.

Even the new catalogue, though it
is a perfect storehouse of information
and curious bits of historical detail,
conveys no adequate idea of the value
of the collection, either to-the general
student of Canadian history or the
seeker for information on special sub-
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Jects. It must be seen to be appre-
ciated fully. There are hundreds of
views of Canada’s older cities and
towns and of other places of interest,
including a large number of delicate
pencil drawings, made by . Harlow
White in the ’seventies. There are
portraits galore, in every style of art
from the quaint, unsatisfactory sil-
houette to the elaborate oil-painting,
of all classes of Canadian celebrities,
including explorers, politicians, busi-
ness men and legal luminaries. As an
interesting example of the latter, we
reproduce here a beautiful portrait of
Honourable William Osgoode, first
Chief Justice of Upper Canada.

Naturally the collection is especial-
ly strong in subjects connected with
Mr. Robertson’s native Province and
city. The gradual growth of Toronto
may be traced from the garrison of
York, as depicted by Mrs. Simeoe in
1796, to “Toronto in 1908”, painted
by Owen Staples, O.S.A. Nor is this
all. There are endless street scenes
and pictures of buildings, ancient and
modern, beginning with the little log
cabin built by the father of General
Brock’s fiancée, Sophia Shaw, and
ending with the up-to-date luxury of
the new Government House in Rose-
dale. There are also series of views
of Toronto’s custom houses, post-of-
fices, theatres, and jails, which sug-
gest a pictorial history of the town.

There are portrait-series also of the
mayors, the city solicitors, the lieu-
tenant-governors. This last group (of
even more than provincial interest)
consists, with one or two exceptions,
of copies in water-colour from oil-
paintings at Government House.
many of which were the work of
George Theodore Berthon, a French
painter, who settled in Canada in
1844,

_There is an interesting group of
pictures of the principals and masters,
also the janitors of Upper Canada
College. Amongst these may be men-
tioned those of Dr. Harris, first prin-
cipal; Reverend John McCaul, after-
wards President of the University of
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Toronto; Dr. M. Barrett, founder of
the Ontario Medical School for Wo-
men : John G. Howard, an early draw-
ing-master, who afterwards presented
High Park to Toronto, and Stephen
Butler Leacock, of “Nonsense Novels”
fame. There is a picture of the old
college building on King Street, and a
guaint little print, depicting the visit
to the school in 1847 of the Earl of
Elgin, with his wife and sister-in-law,
daughters of the famous Earl of Dur-
ham. '

Mr. Robertson was at that time too
young to be a pupil, but there is an
interesting sketch of him as a boy, in
the uniform of the Boys’ Hose Com-
pany, attached to the “Rescue” Fire
Engine. He was first lieutenant of
the company, which attended day fires
and was much in evidence in the fire-
men’s procession of May 24th. There
are pictures also of the “Rescue” it-
self and other early fire-engines.

To boys of to-day the collection of-
fers much in the way of pictures con-
nected with outdoor sports—football,
snowshoeing and lacrosse. Upstairs
may be seen a “Meet of the Toronto
Hunt Club in 1877”, downstairs “A
Century of Yachts on Lake Ontario”,
from the short, sturdy King’s Yacht
of 1795 to the graceful Patricia of
1911, all drawn by that expert yachts-
man, Mr. C. H. J. Snider.

There are many other drawings by
his hand in the series, which shows
the evolution of the steamboat from
the Accommodation and Car of Com-
merce to such magnificent modern
boats as the Canadian Pacific Railway
steamer Keewatin.

Amongst the vessels represented in
sketech or painting are many whose
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names are written on the page of his-
tory. There are pictures of Cabot’s
Matthew, of Bristol; of Champlain’s
Le Don de Dieu, of the Chesapeake
and the Shannon, of Mackenzie’s Caro-
line, nose-diving over the Falls. That
well-known Niagara boat, the Chicora,
appears also in strange guise, without
cabins or upper works, as the Letter
B. (Let Her Be) for she began her
career in the American Civil War as
a blockade-runner. There are piec-
tures also of old “horse-ferries”, and
of those curious experiments, Tin-
ning’s “eigar boat” and Knapp’s “roll-
er hoat”.

Space is lacking even to suggest the
wealth of material that lies to the
hand of him who wishes to study the
wars in which Canada has played a
part. Besides portraits of the com-
manders of fleets and armies and the
leaders of insurgents or loyalists, a
long series of water-colour drawings
shows the uniform of captains and
privates of the regiments that served
in Canada from 1757 to 1869. Other
drawings show the dress of the men
who manned Britain’s fleets from 1748
to 1786. Moreover, there are numer-
ous war scenes from the landings at
Queenston Heights and at York in
1813, to the reproductions of Mr. Paul
Wickson’s “Your Country Calls” and
“Home Again after Two Years ‘Some-
where in France’”, which bring us
back to the terrible struggles of this
present day, but with the inspiring
thought that hundreds and thousands
of our young men have shown them-
selves worthy to stand with the best of
the men—and the women—who laid
the foundations of the Canadian na-
tion in days of hardship and sacrifice.




TROUT-STREAM IN THE FOREST

From the Painting by
Allan Edson,”Canadian Painter,

in the National Gallery of Canada
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BY HELEN M. EDGAR

11l. FURTHER WANDERINGS ON THE NILE

EBRUARY
Our journey to-day was
only one of seven or
eight miles. We anchor-
il ed above the village that

had a fleet of feluccas at

its port. Just as the sun was setting
we could see, a mile down the river,
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about seventy black-robed figures mov-

ing swiftly along the bank in sil-
houette such as only the Nile and
Egyptian sky can furnish. It was a
funeral party returning from the
cemetery, the advance members car-
rying the empty litter. They walked
to their feluceas, which bore them to
their own village on the other side of
the river. This custom of burying
the dead on tlie opposite side of the
river is an old custom carried out in
many villages. Within a few yards
of their lonely landing stage, in sav-
age contrast, we saw fierce vultures
tearing to pieces a dead buffalo.

Feb. 3.—A windless day and our
journey consequently was very much
retarded. In the morning the desert
called C. and P., and off they went
for a tramp, returning for a late
luncheon with a few comforting
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second. — flints.

After luncheon our crew took

to the tow-path. For two miles they
pulled against -the current, landing
us at a place where barges were being
laden with sugar-cane. It was very
like watching an emancipated zoo.
Camel after camel breasted the hill
and descended it with careful steps,

“the rustling of the sugar-cane making

soft accompaniment. The day before
we had passed flocks of storks, eranes
and herons, living the simple life on
sand banks in the river, and to-day
the same sight met our eyes as:we
were slowly towed by the c¢rew on our
upward journey. Our men looked
most picturesque in their multicol-
oured garments, bending and singing
a melodious chant. A slight wind
helped us for a few hours past the

great limestone cliffs wherequarrymen

were blasting. Huge boulders rolled
down the steep sides, the waiting cam-
els and workers on the narrow shore-
line seemingly- quite regardless of
danger. We passed the Rock Chapel
of Merenptah, dedicated to Hathor.
It stood out in crude and lonely gran-
deur. Later in the morning we saw
perched high on the summit of the



‘‘ Perched high on the cliff the coptic Convent of Der-el-Bukra

cliff the Coptic Convent of Der-el-
Bukra. Visitors can be drawn up
by a windlass in a cleft of the rock,
but we were not tempted to make the
journey. The Empress Helena was
the foundress, and Byzantine orna-
mentation adorns the gate half-buried
in the sand. The light on the limestone
was dazzling. The moving figures of
the workmen looked almost as small
as ants crawling up and down the
surface.

Shortly after midday the wind
again subsided, and tpwing went on
peacefully until tea time. Then the
Rais and steersman disagreed, and,
the dahabeah grounding, the crew
refused to tow. A “scene” followed,
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defiance on the part of the crew, and
frantic protest and gesticulation by
the Rais. When the Rais was on the
verge of tears the men consented to
continue operations for 100 yards,
landing us on a low stretch of sandy
desert. A grand sunset gilded our
resting-place. The long line of sand-
stone cliffs caught and absorbed the
ethereal colour shot from the western
sky. On a low bank opposite, a rich
Sheik had his dwelling, a substantial-
looking building, with many smaller
ones, all embedded in palm trees,
which looked black against the erim-
son sky. We sat up late on deck, and
when we descended to our cabins our
crew looked very mummy-like, each
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man rolled up ina tight bundle
awaiting the attack of dawn.

The crew are gradually assuming
an individual aspect and we no longer
class them collectively as pirates. The
two splendid Egyptian brothers, Mo-
hammed and Achmet, first attracted
us by their fine physique, and we soon
recognized their equally fine disposi-
tions. Our frequent collisions have
also given us an insight as to their
ready resourcefulness. Mohammed
adds a sporting quality to his attrac-
tions. If he spies duck on the hori-
zon he stands before P. and shoots
with an imaginary gun, to intimate
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that it is time to prepare for slaugh-
ter.

Doubletoes came into prominence
at once from the peculiar manner in
which an extra toe is placed tidily
over the fourth one of each foot. He
is not beautiful. His teeth protrude
at an angle that makes one feel he has
a duplicate set hidden behind them
as well. His cleanliness and carefully
arranged turban are greatly in his
favour; the latter he wears with fan-
like ends emerging after many twist-
ings. For real turban effects we
count on Abderachman, the Fuzzy-
Wuzzy cook. He stands alone, the

Achmet and a Retainer, with pigeon towers in the background
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, preux chevalier of all that is fine and
dignified. Long since he parted with
his fuzzy-wuzziness and wears instead
a many-folded turban of spotless
white for ordinary occasions,—an ad-
ditional orange scarf appears for
state events. His manners are de-
lightful. Should extra seasoning be
needed in the curry, he bows and with
a graceful movement touches head and
breast. The erew’s cook, Abdul Aziz,
is of a very different calibre. His
most honourable job is being the first
man to elimb our spar when furling-
time is due. We trust his heart is
not as impervious to sensation as his
head. Cooking, I imagine, stands
third on his list of accomplishments,
dancing intervening. He is very
popular with the erew, but we have
not admitted him into the inner circle
of our regard. The Vulture stands
out a grim, gray, coughing ghost with
a ghoul-like aspect and a “Henry Irv-
ing” stride. He manifests his powers
as leader of the chorus, his deep se-
pulchral tones booming out with great
effect. The Rais’s composition seems
to be of black India rubber. So black
he is that should he receive a cut, we
are sure only ink would appear from
the wound. He sits for hours silent
and alone on top of the galley and
takes his exercise by quarrelling with
the steersman. His actions then are
violent and so uncontrolled that his
limbs appear to be responding to the
pulling of strings by some invisible
hand. The steersman when not lean-
ing heavily upon his tiller is sleeping
equally heavily on a sail cloth stretch-
ed over the crew’s supply of bread.
He has been appointed guardian of
their provisions and watches with a
jealous eye all who approach his
ward. When the first supply = of
bread came on board at Cairo, I
thought it was fuel for our range.
It was in round, flat and hard cakes,
yet apparently not hard enough for
native taste. About a ton of it was
spread out on our upper deck a:hd
sun-baked for days. Then a cutting
up “bee” took place, and again a dry-
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ing process was undergone. By that
time it looked a dangerous missile, so
hard and black had it become. How-
ever, that is evidently its proper
state, for the gusto with which it was
eaten was not at all assumed. The
rest of our erew are nondescript Ber-
berees, with the exception of Abdal-
lah, the laundry “maid,” whose daz-
zling teeth, flashing eyes and Horus
lock make him quite conspicuous.
Feb. 4.—In the morning we lay be-
calmed beyond the limestone ecliffs
crowned by the Coptic Convent we
had passed yesterday. P. and C.
started off for a desert tramp about
10 A.M., taking the felucea to a elimb-
able part of the cliff. On secrambling
up they were met by the usual figures
that seem born of sand and sun and
rise to view in the most desert-like
places. With vigorous protests they
tried to prevent C. and P. going in-
land, saying that the evil spirits, “the
Afreets,” would do them harm. (.
replied, pointing to his heart, that
he had a spirit with him that would
guard him, so they ceased their pro-
tests and even ventured under his
protection to penetrate a few miles
into the desert. Nummulites they
picked up in quantities, fragile proofs
of how these mighty cliffs have been
formed by tiniest insects. Before
they returned they visited the Coptic
Convent and viewed the dirty interior
of the chapel. As they stood there, a
young girl entered and wiped her
poor blind eyes on the altar ecloth.
Faith and hygiene are, alas! not syn-
onymous terms. By 8 P.M., a slight
wind being manifest, we hoisted sail
and ran cheerfully before the breeze
for a couple of hours. Then came a
calm and we resigned ourselves to an
anchorage. - As luck would have it, a
breeze sprang up about 6.30, and the
Rais with unprecedented courage'de-
cided to continue his way. It cer-
tainly was his way. Darkness de-
scended and our only guiding light
was the twinkling electric globes at
Minyeh, many miles away. The
breeze became a gale, and rushing out



Pushing the Dodo off shore

into the Egyptian night our Rais
justified the proverb about the reck-
Jessness of fools. The Dodo rolled
and pitehed, the wind increasing
every moment. Through a medley
of feluccas and the solid fact of
a Cook steamer, we steered a tortuous
way, and after only one collision with
a felucca ferry, we were finally
caught in the embrace of a friendly
shoal opposite Minyeh. There we an-
chored, and during the manceuvres
to that end, P. and C. held our din-
ner table candles at the stern to notify
an Anglo-American craft that we
were a stranded dahabeah. It ecer-
tainly was more by good luck than
by good management that no damage
was done. Fortunately there was no
dispute between the Rais and steers-
man, and our crew were now begin-
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ning to show some training. Our re-
spect for them increased when our
huge sail had to be furled in a veri-
table tempest. From the deck, Abdul
Aziz. seemed to be dangling from
Orion’s Belt. &

Feb. 5.—This was a delicious morn-
ing of fresh north wind, but we had
to remain in Minyeh till provisions
were purchased and four belated
friends picked up. The Dodo had
now her full complement of passen-
gers. Catering became a somewhat
difficult problem for such a large
number, as our sources of supply

could be reached only when the wind

consented to blow in the right direc-
tion. ~All affernoon a most favour-
able breeze stayed with us, but we
were delayed by the non-arrival of
Abdul Aziz, who had been commis-
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sioned by the erew to replenish their
stores. Abdul Aziz proved faithless
and justified the perennial pun, Ab-
dul Aswas.

Feb. 7.—Yesterday was without
any exaggeration a dull day. We
endeavoured to reach Beni Hassan,
but only accomplished three miles of
the jourrrey. A mud bank was our
resting-place, guarded as usual by a
medley of natives. But to-day we
managed to accomplish the rest of
our journey, puffs of wind assisting
the towing. We anchored opposite
Beni Hassan and took a tramp into
the Arabian desert to try and still
our impatience at our slow progress.
An Arab of courtly bearing acted as
our chaperon, stopping when we stop-
ped, turning when we turned. He
carried a large onion-top, which he
had extracted from a passing don-
key’s pack, and waved it fragrantly
at every point to emphasize his quite
unintelligible speech. The ferry
landing was just at our stern. The
crowd that patronized it appeared the
most dissatisfied of clientéles. A free
fight seemed imminent at each arrival
and departure, the dear donkeys be-
ing the only non-combatants.

Feb. 8.—P. got us all up very early,
and after breakfast we feluecaed
across the river to Beni Hassan. Don-
keys were not procurable, so we walk-
ed a couple of miles on the edge of the
desert. The green wheat lapped the
border of our road like ripples of the
sea. One could literally stand with
one foot on the desert and the other
on fertile ground. We mounted the
sandy hillside, visiting tomb after
tomb whose walls glowed with colours
which the sand had done its best to
destroy. Black, white, yellow, blue,
green and red were the prevailing
tones laid on with skilful fingers
nearly five thousand years ago. The
subjects treated were usually the daily
life of the people. The dead owner
would be represented not only at
home amongst his possessions, but if
a warrior, amid scenes of conflict. In
tomb No. 3 we saw Khnemhotep II.
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as a great hunter and skilled fisher-
man. The hieroglyphics on the walls
of this tomb tell how this keen sports-
man was “Great in fish,” “Rich in
wild fowl” and loving the goddess of
the chase. Above the entrance to
his shrine we saw him seated behind
a clump of reeds holding a cord in
his hand, and the inseription tells us
how this forerunner of Izaak Walton,
“hidden by a screen closes the great
trap net”. To the right of the shrine
doorway again we see him in a canoe
spearing fish with a harpoon. The
text attached to this picture is as fol-
lows: “Canoeing in the papyrus beds,
the pools of wild fowl, the marshes
and the streams of Khnemhotep, the
chief canoer.” Farther on we read
the exclamation, “How delightful is
the day of hunting the hippopota-
mus!” In the tomb of Amenemhat
the owner boldly states his claim to
the consideration of the gods: “He
spake words of truth”, “Was free
of planning evil”, “long-suffering”,
Amenemhat was also a diplomat, for
the walls record that “he knew the
place of his foot in the house of the
King”.

These tombs are hewn out of the
solid rock, a vestibule, a great sacri-
ficial chamber ornamented with lotus
or fluted columns, and beyond, a
smaller niche to receive the statue of
the Governor or Prince. Shafts now
filled up, lead two hundred feet down
to the mortuary chamber where a
few years ago much treasure was dis-
covered. Exquisite was the prospect
of the Nile Valley framed by the
doors of the greater tombs. The river
flowed purple and brown in its broad
bed, a ribbon of intensest green on
the Arabian side indicated the width
of cultivated Egypt, and to the
west the level lands, palm-dotted and
myriad-tinted, with ripening erops
stretched to where the horizon was
bounded by the dim Libyan hills. 'The
sunlight almost blinded us as we
emerged from the dim interior. M.
hammed and Achmet, with two Aral
boys made a blaek silhouette ag they
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crouched under the shadow of the
rock. We stood at the top of the sand
slope built dim ages ago to draw up
the heavy sarcophagi. Distant chant-
ing and staccato shrieks of women
told us that somewhere a funeral was
in progress. Jiooking across the rip-
pling fields we saw a line of black-
robed figures carrying on a litter a
sharply outlined shrunken form. The
deep-toned chanting drew nearer.
The thin black thread of mourners
wound its way towards the cemetery,
enclosed in its mud walls. The voices
grew faint and far away, and the
waving arms and fluttering veils of
the distraught women were slowly
blended with the deep, mysterious, all-
absorbing desert.

- We were met on our descent by
donkeys procured from somewhere,
and we had the unique experience of
riding sans saddle or bridle. My lit-
tle beast picked his way so daintily
that I had no difficulties. His reward
was frequent grassy treats nibbled
from the wayside grain. We had a
hard tussle with wind and eurrent to
reach the Dodo, our crew having to
tow us waist-deep in water more than
half the way. All afternoon we waited
patiently and impatiently the coming
of the north wind.

Feb. 9.—Was a day of towing by
the erew and suppressed cases of Af-
rican irritability on the part of the
passengers. At that rate we could
never reach Assouan and be back in
Cairo at the end of March. One
bright spot in the day was the sing-
ing of an Arab boy, who walked along
the shore chanting melodiously. We
anchored near a fine grove of palms,
where P. took a walk, while a motley
erowd of armed and unarmed natives
followed him at a respectful distance.

Feb. 10.—Towing began the day,
and then a wind springing up, we
had a fair run, passing several vil-
lages at quite close quarters. Kalan-
donl was specially interesting, as sev-
eral of the huts were built entirely
of water Fkulae (jars), the mouths

turned outward to house innumera- .
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ble pigeons. Roda was also passed, a
flourishing town with lovely palms,
and then Sheik Abadah, on the oppo-
site bank. Nearby the latter is the
site of Antinoupolis, the town erect-
ed by Hadrian in honour of his fa-
vourite, for it is supposed that here
Antinous drowned himself in the
Nile to fulfil the oracle that had pre-
dicted a great loss to the Emperor.
The winds were variable, but after a
flurry of nerves, the Rais consented
to take advantage of the north wind
that carried us on in a repentant
mood for its past neglect. We an-
chored by the muddiest bank the Rais
could find. A policeman appeared
and guarded us for the night, fading
away with the daylight with the usual
suddenness. He had, however, thor-
oughly frightened our crew, for they
now required a night light.

Feb. 11.—Towing again began the
day, and a light wind assisting, we
drifted by the limestone cliffs, -where
quarrymen were hard at work. On
the summit of the plateau many out-
lined figures were lost from time to
time in the obliterating, dynamite
smoke. Huts of sugar-cane were
perched in perilous places, their own-
ers standing nonchalantly by while
boulders from the cliff above tumbled
about their frail dwellings. We end-
ed our career that day on a sand bank
in mid-stream opposite El Amarna,
the site of the vanished temple, and
palaces of the city of Akenaton, the
Heretic King. We sat on the deck
late into the night talking about this
dreamer king, who succeeded his fa-
ther, Amenhotep the Magnificent, in
1392 B.C. Egypt had need of a strong
man of dominant and fighting quali-
ties, but instead, the fates decreed
that a king lost in the maze of phil-
osophy and theology should mount
the throne of the Pharaohs. Thebes
crowded with temples and glories of
the worship of Ammon was no place to
develop the new religion, so Akena-
ton forsook the capital and founded
in this narrow bend of the river what
was to be the “Everlasting'City of
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the Sun”. Palaces reared their
stately walls and all that art could
do was done to beautify them. The
new god must have his temples, too,
so they also became dreams of beauty
realized.

Feb. 12.—This morning we landed
for explorations at what is now the
village of Hadgy Kandil. Donkeys
awaited us and the whole village gave
us welcome. They were a motley
erowd, dirty children predominating,
who chiefly relied on flies for a per-
manent costume. It was horrible to
see the babies covered with these pests
and no attempt being made to drive
them off. We soon reached the en-
closure erected by Professor Flinders
Petrie in 1911-2 to preserve the won-
derful fragments of the stueco pave-
ment, almost the only remaining sign
of the beauty and colour that glowed
during the seventeen years of Aken-
aton’s brief reign.* The desert sand
now sweeps over the broad highway
that led to the kingly palace; and only
crumbling walls trace the vast pro-
portions of the Temple of the Sun.
It was difficult in that sandy waste to
conjure up the gorgeous procession
and ceremonial when the Heretic
King in pride first entered the tem-
ple to receive his revenues. The king
proceeded thither in a chariot, accom-
panied by his four daughters and
was received in the temple with
shouts of “Welcome”. Round the
temple were the chateaux of the no-

bles. One of them poetically describes

the city: “She is lovely and beauti-
ful; when one sees her, it is like a
glimpse of heaven”. Through deso-
lation and destruction we wandered
for some time, stooping often to pick
up fragments of blue and green en-
amel that had mingled with the sand.
Remounting our beasties, we followed
a desert track till we reached, three

miles away, the cliffs where the Here- |

tie King had commanded his work-
men to hew out of the solid rock tomb
dwellings for each one of his favour-
ites. At the foot of the cliffs we left
our donkeys with nothing, alas, for
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them to browse, while we climbed to
the summit, frightening as we did so
a jackal from his lair.. Before be-
ginning explorations we lunched and
at the same time feasted our eyes on
the view across the sand to where the
green fields met the desert in a wav-
ing line. The little village showed
its domes and pigeon towers between
the palm trees, and beyond them the
river, blue and swift, wound its sinu-
ous way. At intervals a spiral whirl
of sand would sweep across the desert
and we wondered if our boys huddled
by the donkeys were afraid that an
“Afreet” was after them, for it is in
these twisting veils of sand that the
native thinks a genie is hidden.

- One result of this new religion of
happiness is reflected in the more joy-
ous and natural manners of the
decorations. On their tomb walls the
Ammon worshipper had solemnly por-
trayed the trials that beset the jour-
ney of the soul, while the devotees of
the Sun god brightened their walls
with pictures of the everyday life of -
the people. Shockingly mutilated as
the tombs are by the enraged priests
of Ammon, who on their return to
power hacked to pieces some of the
most beautiful work of all time, the
iconoclasts could not yet quite de-
stroy the fresh and natural pictures
of the ceremonies and life at the court
of Akhenaton. We learn more of
the customs of this lotus land from
the tomb walls than could possibly
be found now in the desolation of the
glorious city of the “Horizon of
Aton”. Again and again we saw the
ficures of Akhenaton, his Queen and
usually the little Princesses standing
under the sun disk, with all its rays
ending in a tiny protecting hand.
Before them we could trace the de-
sign of dainty, dancing figures, while
blind musicians, their faces a marvel
of character study, twanged their in-
struments in unison. In the back-
ground priests could be seen issuing -
from the temple in ceremonial pro-
cession to greet their king. In one
tomb the headless statue still sits in

* Recently destroyed by a spiteful guardian.
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its appointed place, where no doubt
the living man had planned that he
should rest, gazing with lordly pride
into the sunlit space, where he hoped
forever to see the temple and palace
glories of the new god that was to
be the erown and hope of a reviving
Egypt. That Akhenaton recognized
the necessity of keeping his adher-
ents faithful by granting them rich
gifts, there is abundant proof. In
the tomb of Tuti, his chancellor, we
could follow with some clearness the
carvings descriptive of the honours
he received from his king. His ra-
ther fulsome reply accepting these
gifts' has an ironic sound surviving
as it does in the midst -of ruin and
desolation: “Make thy monuments
stable as heaven and make thy ap-
pearance in them forever, for as long
as the Aton (sun) exists, thou shalt

is distinct from the sand

exist, living and thriving forever.”
We crept along the steep side of the
cliff, passing endless Roman remains
of potsherds, the colour and pattern
on them as clear as when their own-
ers of 300 A.D. used them for their
oil and honey. We rode home facing
the sunset sky, and as we neared the
village,- numberless dogs rushed out,
barking furiously, and in their wake
a herd of perfectly naked savages,
clamouring for bakshish. The children
have not only unelothed bodies, but
their heads, too, are bare, being shav-
ed closely except for one long forelock.
A superstitious origin can be assign-
ed for this odd feature. In fear of
beheading, the native wishes to de-
fend his mouth from desecrating fin-
gers by providing his enemy with this
convenient handle for his coveted
trophy.

(To be continu'éd).
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CANADA ORGANIZED
FOR RERIAL FIGHTING

WHAT THE ROYAL AIR FORCE HAS AéCOMPLlSHED IN FOURTEEN MONTHS

BY A. D. CAMP

m ARLY in January, 1917,
the Metagama landed at
Halifax with a party of
fourteen officers and
fifty men who had seen
active service with the
Royal Air Force at the Front in
France. Among all the many “mis-
sions” that have erossed the Atlantie
for purposes connected with the war
in Europe this, perhaps, will be re-
garded in future as the most note-
worthy of all. It eame unheralded,
to tap Canada’s resources in a new
way, for a new material. It set to
work immediately, quietly, with start-
ling efficiency, to discover “aerial
warriors”—surely the newest, war-
ereated novelty among a nation’s re-
sources. Probably Canadians them-
selves did not even suspect the exist-
ence of this rare and precious ma-
terial. Perhaps but few realized that
this “mission” was here and achieving
things—till by and by stories filtered

through the newspaper channels of:

aviators who “received their training
in Canada”.

At this writing, only fifteen months
have gone by since this small unit
arrived in Canada. Yet
time they have accomplished tasks
the mere recital of which is sufficient
to make us—well, one would say
“gasp”, if we had not almost ceased
gasping at the achievements wrought
in this war. For this small nucleus
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in that .

of the Royal Air Force operating in
Canada faced a big task and dealt
with it in a big way.

Note the characteristic way in which
this handful of men started. They
Janded without any equipment, be-
yond their experience and knowledge
of air service. To teach men to fly
they required, among countless other
things, aeroplanes. Right away, with-
in the same month that they had land-
ed, they laid the foundations of an
aeroplane factory. Within six weeks
the plant was built, completely equip-
ped and manned. Operating with a
civilian staff under the Imperial
Munitions Board (it is worth noting
that all money spent by the Royal
Air Force in Canada comes from
the Imperial treasury) this factory,
known as “Canadian Aeroplanes,
Timited”, was soon producing aero-
planes at the rate of thirty machines
a week, and now is turning out one
every working hour! When one con-
siders the many materials that go into
an aeroplane engine, rubber, wire,
canvas, spruce, leather, pressed steel,
ete., and adds to this the fact that the
supply of these materials had to be
arranged and skilled men gathered to
do work of precision that was entire-
ly new, it will be realized that this
was no mean accomplishment.

In that same month of January the
envoys of the Royal Air Force work-
ing in conjunction with the Imperial




A typical example of an Aerial Photograph.
on the West Front

Munitions Board, inspected numer-
ous sites for aerodromes. Their first
choice was the district now known as
Camp Borden. This ground, which
for years had been nothing but a lake
of s'and, is to-day transformed into
the largest aerodrome in the world.
The immense hangars store-sheds,
sleeping quarters and miscellaneous
other buildings cover an area of four
square miles. And the desert of sand
has been replaced with seas of green
grass. Five flying squadrons can be
housed in this camp, including all
machines, personnel and equipment.
Working at full piteh, Camp Borden
i

Shows a section behind the German lines

can send to France 100 or more train-
ed pilots each month. And it was
capable of sending this quota overseas
when the Royal Air Force had been
active in Canada for only six months!

In addition to Camp Borden, the
Royal Air Forece has built during
the last twelve months other aero-
drowes, on sites that bear the names
Mohawk, Rathbone, Beamsville, Arm-
our Heights, and Leaside.

The building of the aeroplane fae-
tory and the laying-out of these seven
aerodromes represents -significant
achievements. And it is typical of
the efficiency and quick despatch with



. Showing how to manoeuvre for an attack

which men of the new wartime Bri-
tain have learned to meet wartime
situations. The problems they pre-
sented were solved by the Royal Air
Force with a characteristic prompti-
tude and thoroughness. But they
were only incidental to the big task
this small mission had undertaken.
For the main objective of their “in-
vasion” was to supply the armies in
France with fighting aviators. Ma-
chines and training-grounds were
subsidiary.

To-day the chief recruiting officer
for the Royal Air Force in Can-
ada will tell you that he is receiving
around 500 applications each week
from men who are anxious to fight
the Hun in the air. Incidentally he
will smile and say, “And we can take
care of every one that comes up to
our standard”. Yet right when the
‘Royal Air Force entered Canada
_ fifteen months ago—voluntary en-
listment seemed to have waned to
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the vanishing point. Since that time
they have combed the country for
thousands of mechanies. They have
been sending for months in regular
batches scores of trained aviators,
men who with a couple of weeks’
“finishing-off” in England would be
ready to engage with any experienced
knight of the air. In addition, they
have in training a force of men which
in numerical strength has grown be-
vond the size of a brigade.

How was this force stimulated in-
to action and brought together? At-
tracted by the fascinating appeal and
novelty of flying, you may say. True
in some measure. But the real, big
fundamental thing that produced this
result was organization.

Simultaneously — with  “starting
something” in the way of building an
aéroplane factory and several aero-
dromes, the Royal Air Force mis-
sion launched a recruiting campaign,
through public speaking and adver-
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A Squadron Engine Repair Shop

tising. The results that followed were
gratifying. But the most important
effect of this initial campaign was the
interest it provoked from the “Aerial
League”. This body promptly ap-
proached the Royal Air Force and
made a generous offer of its assist-
ance. Much credit is due to the mem-
bers of the League for the whole-
hearted way in which they placed
themselves at the disposal of the Royal
Air Force. By a happy stroke of for-
tune, the membership of this League
included prominent citizens in the
leading communities in Canada.
Through their activities the reeruiting
officers were put in touch with many
young men who wanted to fly. The
‘Aerial League have also shown their
interest in the work already accom-
plished by raising funds to present
planes for training use in Canada. It
was early decided to appoint commit-
tees in every locality with a vi_ew to
interesting young men in the air ser-

vice and obtaining the necessary pub-
licity.

The country was divided into four
distriets, with recruiting headquarters
at Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg, and
Vancouver. Bach district was placed
in charge of a recruiting officer. The
committees worked under the recruit-
ing officer for their respective dis-
tricts.

The care of detail relating to this
recruiting organization demands the
services of more than twenty officers
and 100 men. The daily mail in the
head recruiting office requires the
employment of sixty stenographers;
it would, indeed, make many a mail-
order house envious.

“Only a very exceptional sort of
young man is any good as an air-
fighter,” says H. G. Wells. And that

testimony is borne out by all who !
have been in close contact with the |

aerial service. It is a matter of some
importance therefore that in Canada.

i
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the men who enroll in this splendid
service are first chosen by publie
men in their community. The pilot
who goes to France is a man with big
responsibilities. In addition to hav-
ing a clear brain, keen eyesight, quick
perceptions, steady nerves, and a fair
education, he must have sound com-|
mon-sense. It is gratifying to think|
that these civilian committees have
interviewed and been able to select
s0 many men with these essential!
qualifications.

The Royal Air Force values high-
ly the judgment of representative
(Canadians in selecting young Cana-

dians for the air service. Young men,

recommended by local business men
who know their character and have
been able to observe their conduct,
are usually found to be mdst reliable
in training and in actual service,

The Royal Air Forece in Canada
has grown within fifteen months to
three wings. When military aviation
has grown to be less of a novelty we
shall all be able to calculate what
strength that is. We shall know that
there are five “squadrons” in a wing,
each squadron consisting of four
“flights”. But at any rate it is but
an indication of the big work the
Royal Air Force has accomplished
in Canada in training the cavalry of
the clouds that leads the charges of
to-day’s battles.

The following briefly summarized
facts will serve to amplify what we
have herein indicated has been actual-
ly done since the work began fifteen
months ago.

Between the time that voluntary
enlistment was presumed to have stop-
ped and the time the Military Ser-
vice Act was passed, some thousands
of mechanics were enlisted in the
Royal Air Forece—voluntarily. All
are highly skilled men of any of the
fifty-six different trades that go to
form a Royal Air Force unit.
Most of these men have been drawn
from all parts of Canada, some even
from the United States. There have
been organized in addition two “cadet
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wings” capable of accommodating
1,000 cadets. Here the aspirant to;
the aviator’s glory receives his “in-
fantry” training and preliminary in-
struction in the construection and use
of the machine gun.

After this preliminary training,
the cadet goes to the School of Aero-
nauties, which is held within the
precinets of Toronto University.
Eight hundred cadets at a time can
me handled by this “ground” school.
The instructors are all officers who
have seen actual service. Here the
cadet learns the theory of flight, wire-
less telegraphy, artillery observation, |
meteorology—and more of the ma- |
chine gun. All this before he learns |
to fly. '

It usually takes about four to six
weeks to complete the training at the
School of Aeronautics. The success-
ful cadet then goes to one of the
“wings” to'learn to fly. During his
instruction in flight he receives fur-
ther instruction in wireless tele-
graphy, aerial photography, gunnery,
map reading, ete. Here he gets a
taste of camp life under romantic
conditions. His day is made up of so
many hours of flying and so many of
study. While he has a certain degree
of freedom and enjoys an association
with hundreds of spirited young men
of the finest type, he is, of course, un-
der military discipline. He has com-
fortable quarters and has his meals
at the officers’ mess. The final train-
ing in actual war tactics is given at
the School of Aerial Gunnery, where
he uses the machine guns in actual
target practice. Wonderful practice,
this! Starting with ground targets,
the cadet soon becomes skilled enough
to try his aim on swiftly-moving tar-
gets of many types. By concentrated
study and practice the cadet soon
acquires remarkable proficiency in
using the machine gun. In about three
weeks’ time he is able to qualify as a
flying officer and goes to England for
his post-graduate course before going
to France.

The complete course lasts ahout
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A Sunset

five months and costs about $10,000
for each man. Is it any wonder that
the men are chosen with care? Think
what it means to train 1,000 aviators.
Behind the scenes, as it were, the
Royal Air Force has an immense
organization to provide the equip-
ment for these young men in train-
ing. For the handling of technical
equipment and distributing it to the
various units there is a “stores” de-
partment, in which over five hundred
mechanies are employed. The pur-
chasing of the supplies involves a
knowledge of markets and a business
capacity that one can realize if
thought is given to the unusual na-
ture of the commodity handled.
Thirty officers and an enormous staff
are required for this work alone.
Then there is the “repair park”, a
veritable factory running day and
night. Here are rebuilt aeroplanes
and engines, and performed such re-
pair work as cannot be .done on .the
field. Eight hundred skilled soldier-

mechanies are employed in this de-
partment, working three shifts a day
every day in the week. The services
of forty officers and staff are re-
quired to supervise ‘the repair park.
Repairs in the field are performed by
the wing repair seetion. One hundred
and fifty skilled mechanies go to form
each of these repair units.

The mechanical transport is an-
other important section of the service.
They take care of hundreds of motor-
cycles, cars, tenders, lorries, ete.

Any commercial enterprise that
could build up such a vast organiza-
tion within fourteen months, as the
Royal Air Force has done in Can-
ada, would surely be regarded as a
prodigy. We have been too apt to
pay tribute exclusively to the Ger-
man genius for organization? Let us
realize that wunder the stress and
exigencies of modern war, the British
have proved to the world that they,
too, have lightning capacity for ef-
ficient, thorough organization,
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WHERE ARE WE LERDING
| THEM?

BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF “UP THE HILL AND OVER", ETC.

T is strange to think that
there are people still
living who remember
MO the days when children
| )}m\wjﬁﬁé& were seen and not heard.
S To most of us those days
geem incalculably remote. To a com-
ing generation their very existence
may come to be a matter for specula-
tion. Times are changing with breath-
taking rapidity, and before long it
may be hard for the earnest inquirer
to talk personally with anyone who
can give first-hand testimony of an
age when children had a place of
their own and were expected to stay
in it. It was a real place, too, not
a mere phrase—a comfortable, even
if walled-off “thus-and-so”, “do-and-
thou-doest-it” sort of place, adjacent
to, but not impinging upon, those
wider spaces sacred to their elders and
betters. : ;

“But,” we say in a doubting tone,
due to our secret thoughts of children
as we know them, “but did they stay
there ?” :

“Yes,” replies our informant grim-
ly, “they stayed.” ;

A tendency to do otherwise was,
we gather, not popular. It received
no applause from the gallery. Once
in a while some adventurous soul es-
sayed the barrier, but the result was
not encouraging.

“Who is this?” asked the grown-up
world, fixing eyes of cold amazement
upon the abashed intruder. “A child?
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Children should be seen and not
heard. Put him back in his place!”
And back in his place he was put,
tingling with salutary tingles. No
one pitied him a bit. For in those
days a child out of place was like a
foreign body in the social eye—not
to be tolerated.

Where was it? Did it ever really
exist? Whither has it vanished—
this place where the children used to
stay? No one of the present genera-
tion seems to know much about it, the
children least of all. The barrier, if
ever there was one, is down ; the boun-
daries are lost. Children are all over
the place now. We live, it appears,
in the day of the child. The echild
has come into his own, and his own,
apparently, includes everybody else’s.
Beside him everybody else is as
nothing. And if anyone ventures to
object or tries to hang on to a little
corner of anywhere he is promptly
called a child-hater and shunned ac-
cordingly.

I wonder who it was who first found
out that the child was being disgrace-
fully neglected? I do not mean that
most pathetic of all things, the child
in the factory or the mine, where the
childhood of the poor is shamefully
ground into the luxury of the rich.
I mean the child (common or garden)
in the homes where children are just
children and not wage-earners. I
wonder if this discoverer had any
children of his own, or if he was a
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bachelor with no nephews, or a maid-
en lady who was not an aunt? Who-
ever he was, he is responsible for a
whole lot.

You see, we always liked chil-
dren. Even in ‘those former dark
days when we made them obey us, we
honestly liked them. We did not
dream that we were blighting their
young, lives, crushing their individ-
uality, and ogreish things like that.
We thought that a little blighting
was jolly good for them! But all
along our hearts were in the right
place and when we had it point-
ed out to us, in special articles, in
pathetic stories, in plays upon the
stage, and lectures upon the plat-
form, that we were in reality ruth-
less monsters preying upon our young,
we began to sit up and take notice.
The process of our education was
subtle. We first endured (the chil-
dren), then pitied (ourselves), then
embraced (the situation). We be-
became positively nervous. Every
time Belinda cried because she was
put to bed ‘at seven o’clock and left
there with the electric light on in the
hall and the door open and someone
sitting reading in the next room, we
remembered all that we had read
about “night-terrors” and the utter
incapacity of any grown-up to under-
stand the high-strung nature of a
‘child who cries at night. Also we
were afraid lest every howl should
bring in the neighbours to find out
what we were doing to that precious
baby to make her sob so pitifully ? It
ended in our going in to Belinda and
holding her hand and telling her
stories until even the most heroic ef-
forts on her part could not keep her
eyes open any longer. A similar
thing happened with Thomas and the
porridge at breakfast. Porridge, it
seemed, was good for Thomas’s stom-
ach, but not good for his soul.
Thomas’s soul abhorred porridge. As
a soul, Thomas preferred waffles and
syrup. In the old days Thomas would

have had to eat that porridge: or, if

he wouldn’t eat it, he would have gone
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hungry until lunch. If Thomas howl-
ed at this dictum we would have al-
lowed him to howl with perfect com-
placency. Think of it! The stomach
first and the soul second. The soul,
in fact, not anywhere. Thomas might
Jjust as well have had no soul at all.
The idea of a delicate and subtle,
psychical aversion to good porridge
and milk, and a tender, mystical af-
finity for waffles we would have sniff-
ed at.

It is different now. After all, who
are we to attempt to understand these
wonderful children of ours? Why
should the likes and dislikes of a child
be callously disregarded because he
is a child? Can our years of gather-
ed experience mean anything beside
that marvellous instinet for knowing
exactly what it wants which every
child is born with? I am aware that
this heaven-implanted instinet used,
to be called “original $in”, and, as
such, was subject to much discipline
~—a misunderstanding which now we
shudder to remember. Is it not true
that a child is very much nearer to
the beginnings of things than we are ?
Nearer to the—the—hum!—the in-
finite cosmos, so to speak? Well then
—that’s reason enough, isn’t it? No
more porridge for breakfast !

Once, you know, a baby was just
a baby. Ah, me, how short-sighted
we were. We know now that a baby
is an immortal atom, a breath of the
eternal consciousness, a psychological
miracle. Before the astounding won-
der of him, we poor, ordinary, world-
worn grown-ups had better wonder
and be silent. True, we were babies
ourselves once, but we have forgotten
our early wisdom. Let us in our lat-
ter state be seen and not heard. It
used to be that when we picked g
baby up (if a mere man and a father)
we trembled lest we drop him. Now
we dare not pick him up at all, and
our fear is lest he drop us. The posi-
tion of the mother is a little more
secure, seeing that even psychological
miracles have to eat. But the mod-
ern mother, even when enabling the
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miracle to perform this necessary
rite, is much more self-conscious than
her old-fashioned sister. Motherhood
is not merely motherhood now. It is
a ‘“great regenerating experience”,
“the fulfilment of the female ego”,
ete., ete. All the wonderful things
which must always have been inher-
ent in it, but were never talked about
or insisted upon, are now plastered
up as mottoes on the wall. The mother
must be made conscious (by much in-
sisting) of her unique privilege. She
is not to sink into slothful ease and
contentment, knowing nothing save
the joy (purely physical) of a soft
little baby in the warm hollow of her
arm. She must be made to realize
herself, and her position.

Appalling the ignorance of that
olden time! It used to be that mo-
thers did not know a thing about
babies except what they learned in-
cidentally from bringing up eight or
ten of them. These women had never
read a book in their lives on the
“(Care and Management of Children”,
on “What to do Before Baby Comes”,
on “How can I make my Child a Per-
sonality ¥°, on “Baby’s Diet for the
First Three Months”. All that they
knew about baby’s diet for the first
three months was that if that diet
were other than that so thoughtfully
provided by nature, all the family
and friends (especially on the father’s
side) called around at once and want-
ed to know why? And the reason
had to be one that was passed upon
by the family doctor. If she had told
them that she wasn’t nursing baby
because in the throes of her great re-
generating experience she could not
trust her moods, they would have sus-
pected incipient insanity or at least
would have gone home wondering,
audibly, why George hadn’t married
someone with common sense? They
never gave the soul a thought! Tt
was all stummy.

Then there is “What to do Before
Baby Comes”. All that the old-time
mother knew about that was just to
go along as usual. Positively, she
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didn’t do anything! She just went
over and borrowed grandma’s pat-
terns and was careful to choose a
good quality of flannel. TEveryone
that came in, of course, told her a few
things, such as a bit of baking soda
on the tongue being good for heart-
burn, and that if one can take a bite
to eat before getting up in the morn-
ing it is sometimes helpful, dnd that
on no account must she go down-town
to see the cireus parade. Save for these
well-meant efforts she was allowed to
do pretty much as she wished. And
she did it with an easy mind.

But not now. How, I ask you, can
a prospective mother sit in a ham-
mock and sew tiny “nighties”, with an
easy mind after having read “Myself
the Architect of my Child’s Charac-
ter?” and “Am I my Baby’s Keep-
er?” or “How Baby may be Given a
Beautiful Face”, and “Why my Ba-
bies Never Cried”, or “How to Evolve
an Ideal Nursery out of Nothing”,
and “Why Young Babies do not Need
Clothes”, also “Why a Baby’s Lay-
ette Should be Dainty and Exclus-
ive?” ete., ete. You will see by this
elementary list that modern mothers
can’t swing in hammocks. They have
something else to do. From the first
moment, after reading “How I Felt
when I First Knew”, a sense of awful
and overpowering responsibility de-
scends—even before, perhaps, if one
should be thoughtful enough to study-
“How to Help the Stork Choose
Baby”.

And to think that the old folks
left all these things to Providence!
The carelessness of it! The ineredible
slackness! Yet do not blame them
too much. They were ignorant, you
see, and we must admit that their
very ignorance held elements of bliss.
Think how soothing it must have been
when baby insisted upon “taking
after” Uncle Henry to lay the whole
blame of the catastrophe upon Pro-
vidence! How comforting for the
mother to believe that it wasn’t her
fault, and that she was doing her
whole duty when she carefully nip-
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ped the Uncle Henry propensities in
the bud! At least, she was never
kept awake at night wondering if by
taking thought she might have man-
aged an entirely different baby—one
who “took after” Unecle William by
preference.

Ignorance of this possibility spared
her many disappointments, for even
now, in spite of all our enlighten-
ment and all the earnestness with
which we attack the subject, disap-
pointments are inevitable. Those who
are most careful and follow all the
rules do not always win out. Scien-
tifically they ought to. Practically
they don’t. Perhaps some of the rules
are still missing. Anyway, the re-
sults of true effort are often heart-
rending. Think, for instance, of the
ineredulous chagrin of the woman
who had set apart certain hours of
each day to pore over the pictured
faces of angelic children in a book of
Old Masters, only to find that when
baby came she looked exactly like
Aunt Selina. (To be sure, Aunt Se-
lina looked a little like an Old Mas-
ter herself—but not an angelic one!)
This mother never got over the idea
that the dice had been loaded some-
where.

Can we blame her, or others in
similar case? Who would like to think
beautiful thoughts almost all the
time, to restrain one’s natural temper
while fairly sizzling inside, and to
produce an offspring which, to say
the least, proves grouchy and inclin-
ed to shriek at the beautiful in life?
Up to date there are many little dis-
appointments along these lines. Per-
haps we shall do better presently.

After the child has successfully ar-
rived (whether as per esteemed order
or not) we make more progress.
Formerly, after the stork had depart-
ed and the monthly nurse had follow-
ed him, things were fairly simple.
There was the baby and there was
the mother. There was also the baby’s
lesser-parent, the grandma, the grand-
" pa, and the aunts. But on the whole,
mother and child had to get used to
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each other in their own way. When
baby cried, mother went and picked
it up to see what was wrong with- it.
If she couldn’t find out, she sent for
grandma, who probably knew. If
grandma failed, she sent for the fam-
ily doctor. The family doctor always
said he knew, whether he did or not.
In time baby stopped erying. It
sounds ineredibly simple. But slack
—terribly slack!

The modern mother has other
methods. She has probably taken a
course in “Baby’s Cries, Their Ori-
gin and Meaning, Value and Dura-
tion”. Whereas her old-fashioned sis-
ter would have declared, with the
poet, “a babe has a thousand cries
and they’re all like one”. The modern
woman knows that baby’s howls are
really comparatively few in kind, de-
finite in degree, and easily classifiable,
There is the ery of temper, the ery
of hunger, the cry of pain, the ery of
weakness, the colic cry, etc., ete. It
is her duty to study these cries, to dis-
tinguish between them and to act as
advised on page 128, paragraph 14.
She may make mistakes, of course.
She may confuse the ery of pain (hot
water-bottle) with the ery of temper
(allow to ery itself blue), but if S0
only the baby knows it.

“My dear,” remarks the older gen-
eration somewhat timidly, “the baby
is erying, won’t you go and see what
is the matter with him 9”

“Certainly not,” says Mrs. Modern,
“That cry is pure temper—listen—.
three sharp shrieks, one short shriek
and a prolonged ‘Oo0’. It is unmis.
takable. My child must learn to con-
trol himself.”

“Yes, but—he isn’t controlling him-
self! It might be a pin.”

“I never use pins.”

“It might be a pain.” ;

Mrs. Modern smiles pityingly. “No
the cry of pain is quite different. Two
short shrieks, one long, piercing
shriek and a gasp.”

(At this point the older generation
excuses itself and goes home).

Knowledge like this is the very sim.
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plest aspect of the new babyhood. A
mother who really takes herself seri-
ously (and they nearly all do now)
has before her whole mountain ranges
in the higher education of babies.
Babies are plastic. You can do al-
most anything with a baby. (He can’t
help himself). All that is necessary
is a little work and concentration on
the part of the mother. Why, for
instance, should a baby learn only
one language? It must certainly be
just as easy for a baby to say “00” in
French, Italian and Russian, as it is
in English. All he needs in order to

pick up these languages quickly is to -

hear them spoken in the home. Here
is an opportunity which no earnest
mother should neglect, offering as it
does, plenty of employment for her
evenings and leisure hours.

Then there is the matter of the
classics. Why should baby wait until
college days to become familiar with

the sounding phrase of Virgil, Homer

and all those other dead ones whose
phrases certainly did have lots of
sound? Think what an early know-
ledge of Greek and Latin would mean
to a boy at college—releasing all his
spare hours for football, and rag-
time! Mothers should think of this!
The project is quite feasible. It is
just as easy to teach baby to lisp out
“Arma virumque cano” as to chatter
about “Little Bo-Peep”, and if all
nursery nonsense be cut out and a
classic course be gently but firmly per-
gisted in, the child may soon be_quot-
ing classics by the yard even without
the faintest idea of what he is talk-
ing about. 3
Lullabies, too—oh, what pain to
think of the time lost in singing chil-
dren to sleep with “Rock-a-bye baby
on the tree-top”, “Sleep, baby sleep,
the stars they are the sheep™, or just
the simple, quiet, senseless, “um-um-
um”, which babies love. The baby
would go to sleep just as quickly if
the mother were to chant pages from
" Plato and Aristotle—more quickly,
perhaps. And who can tell the sub-

conscious effect, or just what gems
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the infant mind may treasure up.
(Sometime when the baby is an old
man and delirious with fever he may
suddenly begin to shout Plato, in the
original, to the wonder and admira-
tion of listening doctors). We all
have memories of those lullabies mo-
ther and big sister used to sing—we
hear them at night, lilting through
our dreams, fresh and sweet as ever,
quite untouched by time. But do
they add anything to our sum of act-
ual knowledge? Alas, no. Stars, we
know, are not sheep, neither is the
moon a shepherdess. Babies do not
rock-a-bye on tree-tops (except in
cases of our most remote ancestors),
Papa is not a nobleman, nor mamma
a queen. So our first knowledge,
gleaned from these delectable rhymes,
is all wrong. Oh, yes, I will admit
that we find pleasure in thinking of
these foolish things. It is delightful
to sit and let oneself be surrounded
by all the dear old sillinesses of the
nursery—the cow that jumped over
the moon, the blackbirds who were
baked in the pie, the bag-pudding
stuffed so well with plums, the old
woman who never told lies. The mem-
ories of these things persist with re-
markable tenacity. I have sometimes
wondered if they are not as immortal
as the old Greek gods themselves?
And there have been times when 1
have weak-mindedly asked myself if
the things which they brought to us
were not worth more than know-
ledge? But I realize that this is
heresy and must not be told in Gath.

No. The thing which must be
shouted in the streets of modern As-
calon is, -“Start your baby right!”
and once you get him started—keep
him going. Concentrate. Don’t let
the growing child sit down and be-
gm to wonder. Give him facts. The
child who begins to muse and wonder
will soon be lost to true knowledge.
He will create a universe for himself.
He will imagine all kinds of fantastic
nonsense. To him, the gold of the
- buttercups (whose botanical name he
will not know) will seem as valuable
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as real gold. The rainbow will re-
solve itself once more into a fairy
bridge, the erescent moon become a
shining ship, the wood (whose trees
he may not be able to name) an en-
chanted forest. He will, if left alone,
accumulate a great store of charming,
childish fantasy and fairy lore which
one day he must acknowledge for the
absurdity that it is. He will then
appraise it at its true worth. Or will
he? Perhaps he will not even be able
to do this. Perhaps he will insist
that it has a worth (to"him) which is
not dreamed of in our new philosophy.
Perhaps, he will always cling to it,
love it, pass it on (oh, horror!) to his
own children? The danger is start-
ling. We cannot begin to counteract
it too early.

Of course, the child which is un-
dergoing the new intensive culture
must be, to a certain extent, isolated.
He must not be allowed to waste use-
ful hours hanging on the back gate
in unspecialized converse with the
little girl next door. He must not
gather the neighbourhood kiddies to-
gether for boisterous games without
sense or meaning. Above all, he must
not dawdle. Everyone knows the
tendency of the normal child to daw-
dle. :

Remember how you used to dawdle!
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Remember those long golden summer
days when you went fiishing, or flow-
er hunting, or—oh, just anything?
Those glorious days when from morn-
ing to night you did not do a thing,
or think a thought, but just lived and
grew and enjoyed and—dawdled!
The modern child who is going to be a
wonder must never do this. It is
waste of time. The schedule is the
thing—so much sleep, so much food,
so much indoors, so much outdoors, so
much study, so much play (the dis-
guised brand)—all this will make of
Jack an infant phenomenon, ready
(and willing) to teach his seniors all
they don’t know at the age when old-
fashioned children were still in the
heavenly background country where
they might be seen, if clean enough,
but not heard.

So here we are, back at the begin-
ning, and wondering where that
place is, how it vanished, if it ever

‘really existed, and if it will ever come

back! No, I am afraid it never will
come back. For nothing ever comes
back in just the same way. We must
go on, and the children must come
with us. But where? Where are we
taking them? And couldn’t we pos-
sibly take a few of their playthings
with us? Poor little kiddies, they get
so tired of being always on the move!




A DEPARTMENT OF PEOPLE AND AFFAIRS

EVELYN FLETCHER COPP
And Her Music Method.

HE very original origin-
ator of the Fletcher Mu-
sic Method, which for
twenty years has exer-
cised an important and
growing influence on
musical education in two continents,
is an Ontario woman.

The second daughter of an able
lawyer, Ashton Fletcher, Q;C., she
was born at Woodstock in 1872. She
and her two sisters began their educa-
tion in the public schools of their home
town, but in 1887 were taken by their
mother, an Englishwoman of rare
gifts and power of sympathy, to St}ldy
music and languages in Eux:ope. The
girls were placed first in Leigh Court
school, at Torquay, chosen .becau_se
their mother had been a pupil of its
“head”, Miss Trevor, at Bonn, in Ger-
many. The sisters next went to Brus-
sels, boarding with a French family
and becoming day-pupils in a large
French girls’ school. Here thqy
studied music with Madame Cornelis
Servais and other teachers from the
“Conservatoire”.

After Evelyn and her sisters had
passed a year in Belgium, their father
and mother came over from Canada,
and they went for a holiday trip down
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the Rhine. When at Mainz they heard
of an excellent Conservatorium at
Wiesbaden, directed by Dr. Albert
Juckes, and it was arranged that the
three young Canadians should be left
in the care of the director’s mother, to
attend the Conservatory. Here they
remained for more than two years,
and Evelyn was put down for twenty
hours’ instruction a week, including
lessons in harmony and on the piano
and violin, from teachers of great re-
putation.

The girls, now left in a measure to
their own resources and all intensely
alert and alive to the impressions of
their environment, had some trying
and not a few droll experiences in that
grim country where discipline is a fet-
ish. They amazed their duenna and
their teachers with outbreaks of that
“initiative” which in our Canadian
fighters has often played havoe with
the caleculations of German officers.

Mrs. Copp’s estimate of the advan-
tages of her five years’ study abroad
is suggestive. She recognizes that
when, as a young woman of twenty-
five she undertook to launch her new-
ly-invented system in her own and
other countries, it gave her prestige
with those trained in the old methods
when it was known she had studied
under this or that famous master of
Many a skeptie, unconvinced
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of the merits of the new method by
what the originator regarded as her
most telling array of facts, “decided
to believe that it must be all right”,
after hearing the names of the great
musicians by whom the audacious
young woman had been taught.

But her own convietion of twenty-
five years’ standing, which she has
only dared to express openly within
the last two years, is that the best
thing she ledrned abroad was how not
to teach. “If. seems- rather mean,”
she says, “to say this now”; but, to do
her justice, her friends were well
aware, long ago, when her system was
but a project and a hope that she had
no slavish admiration for either
methods or manners made in Ger-
many.

One of the glaring defects in the
social eustoms of the country—a de-
fect especially repulsive to girls
brought up in the atmosphere of
courtesy which surrounds Canadian
women—was the slighting disrespect
with which German men treated the
women of their nation and households.
And, according to Miss Fletcher’s ob-
servations, the relation between teach-
ers taught was little happier than
that which commonly obtained be-
tween husband and wife or father and
daughter.

The average pupil was afraid to
ask questions. What the teacher was
for if not to answer questions, puz-
zled the young Canadian girl, but the
situation was accepted as natural by
her classmates. “Now, I asked ques-

tions,” she says, “and consequently

understood in our harmony lessons at
least much more than the majority,
and it ecame about that I was appeal-
ed to to ask the questions for the
class”. Anyone, who can call up the
picture of Mrs. Copp in her girlhood,
with her small figure expressing con-
centrated energy, her erisply curling
fair hair, her penetrating, fearless
blue eyes, her quick directness of
speech, will realize that it must have
been a very obdurate “Herr Profes-
sor” who could refuse to answer her
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questions and a peculiarly adroit one
who could parry them.

It was excellent experience. The
role of class interrogator got her into
the way of learning to pass on infor-
mation to others.

The reason her companions feared
to ask was because everything was car-
ried on in a “bullying system”, and
“t}xe attitude of the teacher was in-
clined to be sarcastic rather than en-
couragingly interested in the pupil’s
problems. This,” she says
“was a stimulating suggestion to mé
when I came to teach teachers how to
teach. One of the first lessons they
have to learn is never to be bombastic
or superior, “but to allow the child
to discover, explore and ask questions
whilst they follow his lead”, inspir:
ing and helping him to sort and tabu-
late his collection of ideas. . We
have been under the mesmerism of
Germany in music and her grasp of it
has been autocratic in the extreme’.

Mrs. Copp believes that the self-
consciousness, nervousness and over-
sensitiveness which mars the happi-
ness of many musicians is largely due
to errors in their training. To illus-
trate, she relates how once, when
awaiting her turn to “come on” at one
of the Conservatorium recitals with a
fellow-student, the late Max Reger
afterwards “the most célebrated har.
mony teacher of the Conservatorinm
of Leipsic”, and a singer, the latter
“told us she was not at all nervous
and, after she had gone on, Max turn-,
ed to me and said in German, ‘Ah
Fraulein Fletcher, she is not a reai
artist. She says herself she has no
nerves. Now we have the artistic tem-
perament. We are nervous’, and I
hid the fact from him, fearing his
condemnation, that I, too, like Paula
was fnot really nervous.” :

After returning to Canada, E
Fletcher taught for a time in thzeg:
dl_es’ College at Hamilton, and the
Bishop Strachan School for Girls in
Toronto, and it was at the latter
school, when giving piano lessons to
some young pupils, that she first tried
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introducing the troublesome little
notes into games and making up
stories to bring out their values and
qualities. The children learned quick-
ly and enjoyed their lessons. The
teacher saw that the plan was capable
of far wider and more systematic ap-
plication. i

Soon she worked out the rudiments
of her method. She proposed to teach
music as a child learns his native
tongue by means of his activities and
of what he can see, hear and handle.
She perceived that special methqu
and material might be devised to in-
terest and impress the little beginner
and so save him from the confused
weariness frequently resulting from
the stiff old conventional musiec-lesson.

But, like most innovators, she found
lions in the path. None of her ma-
terial was ready to her hand. It had
to be invented and to a large extent

modelled by herself. Enthusiasm,
“grit”, and ingenuity carried her

triumphantly through. She toqk to
pieces the keyboard of an old piano,
to make a model keyboard which the
children could take apart and build
up again. She worked away with a
fret-saw to cut out in wood large re-
presentations of printed notes and
musical signs. She contri.\'e(l a series
of graduated blocks to impress the'
differences between the time-values of
whole-notes, half-notes, quarter-notes,
and so forth, and invented a “tone-
ladder” to help the pupil to under-
stand the construction of the major
and minor scales.

For a while she talked “Fletcher
Musie Method” by day and dreamed
of it by night. She accepted with gay
good humour the gibes of her friends
till at last the system was clearly map-
ped out in her mind, much of the
necessary material had received tang-
ible form and the usefulness of both
had been tested with a class of child-
ren. :

The next task was to convince
teachers of the merits of the new
method, and this process was neither
so lengthy nor so discouraging as
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Mrs. Evelyn Fletcher Copp

might have been. In 1896, even be-
fore there was any apparatus, the
Metropolitan School of Music in To-
ronto, “through the musical alertness”
of Mr. Forsyth and Mr. Edmund Rob-
erts, became interested in Miss Flet-
cher’s idea; and in the following year
she was invited to hold demonstration
classes in Boston, at the New England
Conservatory of Musie, where forty
children and thirty teachers studied
with her. She also taught success-
fully at the Perkins Institute and
School for the Blind.

In 1898 Miss Fletcher and her fam-
ily removed from Toronto (where
they had lived for some years) to
New York, which continued to be her
home till her marriage to Mr. Alfred
E. Copp in 1901, when she settled in
Brookline, Massachusetts.

Miss Fletcher promptly patented
her system in Canada, the United
States and many European countries.
Before the close of 1898 she had eighty
teachers of her method in the United
States and Canada. Now she has some
eight hundred teachers, all of whom
she has trained herself, refusing to
admit to her classes any girl who
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seems unlikely to make a competent
and sympathetic teacher. With the
same object of retaining control of
her system so that it may do the work
for which she planned it, she has re-
fused to sell the patent rights for her
games and apparatus, though she has
been offered large sums for them. She
has been disseminating her views
broadecast for twenty years, by means
of lectures, demonstrations and occa-
sional writing for the press. Natural-
ly she has not escaped that “sincerest
form of flattery”—imitation; but she
and her own teachers have bound
themselves together into the Fletcher
Musical Association, each member of
which is pledged to give to all the
benefit of any new and helpful idea
in the line of their work.

Mrs. Copp’s aim in the teaching of
music is thoroughness in ear-training,
in control of the hands, in the read-
ing of musie, in knowledge of the
keyboard, and “in a basic knowledge
of music in its theoretical aspects”.
In other words, she aims “to free the
child from mental and technical diffi-
culties and to stimulate him to think
his own thoughts in music and to ex-
press them freely and fearlessly”.

It is on the child’s need of music
that Mrs. Copp bases the whole phil-
osophy of her teaching. “Musiec,” she
says “is as necessary as an outlet or
means of expressing the beautiful and
spiritual side of man as speech is
necessary for the outlet of the intel-
lect.” “The value of learning music
is not in the number of pieces one
may play, but in the number of mus-
ical thoughts one may think”. Not
that all children who are encouraged
to compose their own little pieces are
likely to become great composers any
more than all those who write essays
at school are likely to become great
authors. But “a child who has made
his own reverie or dream has the keen-
est apperciation of a ‘real composer’” ;
and “there are times when every hu-
man being feels the need of a lan-
guage beyond the power of words.
Plato said, ‘Musie is to the mind what

air is to the body’. Now, air is a
necessity, but we moderns have not

-believed music to be a necessity. We

have considered it merely an accom-
plishment. How much more it might
be !”

Mrs. Copp is nothing if not cour-
ageous. Long ago she formulated a
“Declaration of Independence” of
foreign domination in music—a dom-
ination which since the outbreak of
the war has been submitted to far less
meekly than of old. She is a believer
in what she calls “musical democracy”,
or “the direct recognition of each
child’s individuality in music”, con-
tending that “musical ability is part
of the universal inheritance of man
just as the ability to talk is, and the
differences between individuals in re-
spect to it are due much more to
training than to differences in here-
dity”.

Such a claim may provoke eriticism
alike from the musical and the unmus-
ical. Itis at any rate a hopeful stand-
point to be adopted by a great teach-
er, and many of Mrs. Copp’s achieve-
ments with the pupils of her method
would seem to strengthen the claim.
For instance, “Positive pitch — the
ability to name a musical note when
it is sounded—has often been consid-
ered a rare inborn trait, which marked
its possessor as particularly fortunate
in the inheritance of musical ability”,
but many a Fletcher method child has
been taught, little by little, to recog-
nize “the voices” of every one of the
notes of the piano.

If the average child, beginning at
six or seven years of age, can havye
daily lessons, the course may be com-
pleted in five years, otherwise it takes
seven. Unfortunately many parents
acting apparently on the old adagé
that “Well begun is half done”, think
two or three years of the method suf-
ficient as a groundwork for musie Jes-
sons on the old lines, and so the child
misses the end of the course.

Through all Mrs. Copp would make
music study delightful to the child
holding with Edward Howard Griggs,

/
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“The more we convert hard actions
into glad spontaneous ones, the more
free are we to press on in obedience
to a still loftier call of duty”.
Eminy P. WEAVER.

A FRIEND OF LITTLE CHIL-
DREN :

NE of the leading women of Can-

ada”, were the words used re-
cently to a large audience in intro-
dueing Mrs. Rose Henderson, the dis-
tinguished worker among the proba-
tion officers of Judge Choquet’s Juve-
nile Court, in Montreal. The subject
of the address that Mrs. Henderson
delivered following this justiﬁé).b']e‘trl-
bute to her was “Impending Relxgmu:%
Industrial and Political Revolution™.
There is no more concise way of put-
ting her opinion of present-day af-
fairs. Born and educated in Bray,
the “Garden of Ireland”, Mrs. Hen-
. derson has lived for twenty-two years
in Montreal, where her husband was
financial secretary to the late Sir Wil-
liam MacDonald. Mr. Henderson’s
death twelve years ago not only rob-
bed Sir William of an unusually eap-
able secretary, but robbed }\Iontreal
of an able musician and writer.

Mrs. Henderson has always been
interested in the moral and physical
welfare of children regardless of their
ereed or colour, and since her_ wxdpw-
hood she has devoted her entire time
to their service. No one has done
more for the waifs and strays of Mont-
real than this profoundly religious-
minded woman whose work is illum-
ined by that highest and brightest of
all lights—love. To her, the prin-
ciples involved in caring for children
reach vastly farther than thosé which
come under the jurisdiction of a pro-
pation officer. She is the type of wo-
man who would find no joy in simply
doing her duty; any one can do thgt.
The radiance that' shines in the life
of some people comes from doing more
than one’s duty. It is not difficult to
imagine, then, that she is ably fitted

169

Mrs. Rose Henderson,

Probation Officer, Juvenile Court, Montreal

for the position she holds. Her sym-
pathetic temperament offers rare op-
portunities for obtaining deep insight
into the warped lives with which she
comes in contact. She is able to draw
out honest admissions as to the rea-
sons for temptations proving too
strong to resist, and she is wonderfully
discerning when it comes to seeing
latent characteristic in her youthful
criminals, characteristics which pro-
perly developed, will be the means of
guiding their owners into saner, bet-
ter, brighter paths. ‘
Mrs. Henderson does all the inyves-
tigating of the non-Catholic cases of
the Juvenile Court before any form
of judgment is passed upon the de-
linquents. This means a great deal
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more than the unthinking person can
realize. It means that the children
themselves and their parents are able
to present their story fully and with-
out fear—and the story is often a
pitiable, a tragic tale.

“The physical and moral conditions
of these children,” said Mrs. Hender-
son, “teach me that I owe much to
humanity. Their chances are fre-
quently so slim; their grimy little
faces are so often turned in the wrong
direction, without their ever seeing
the other path which they might take,
if they wished. And their bodies and
their souls are so precious. They have
a right to a good home; to be suf-
ficiently fed—for although they can-
not live by bread alone, they cannot
live without it. They have a right,
too, to be clothed warmly, and given
the opportunities for education which
will awaken their moral responsibili-
ties as well as their ordinary intelli-
gence. They have a right to such ad-
vantages as will help them to become
good citizens, and noble-minded men
and women, all of which they cannot
hope to become while dens of infamy
dominate their neighbourhood. They
must be safeguarded from vice by lib-

erating them from an environment .

where dens of debauchery are ram-
pant.”

This is a case where a woman’s life-
work grew out of teaching a Sunday
school class, composed of children who
were so poor that for the most part
they attended barefooted and in rags.
What eclothing covered them was as
filthy as were their half-starved little
bodies, and with her own hands Mrs.
Henderson used to wash them while
trying to clear a spot for their souls
to grow, in cleanliness and beauty.
Perhaps it was their love for their
teacher that gave her the inspiration
to broaden her scope, for when dis-
missal time came the forlorn little
creatures would try and eling to the
person who had shown them what love
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was like; they would beg to be allow-
ed to stay near her.

“The beauty and the tragedy of it !”
sighed Mrs. Henderson. “How read-
ily they responded to kindness. Do
you wonder that I longed to see so-
ciety constructed anew ?”

With a group of other women, she
realized the necessity for a Children’s
Court where a private hearing of
their struggles and temptations would
give their judges a clearer understand-
ing of future treatment for them.
After three years of agitation, the
Bill was passed, but in the meantime
Mrs. Henderson had been paying her
own expenses as a member of the
court until such time as it should be-
come a (Government institution.

Naturally it follows that she is in-
tensely interested in industrial eondi-
tions and has worked in sweat-shops

‘and factories in order to obtain first-

hand knowledge.

“At one time,” she said, “I worked
on shirt-waists, all week as hard as I
could sew, and at the end of the six
days I received ninety cents as a
munificent reward. Out of this sum
I was expected to feed and clothe my-
self.” :

An interesting experience took
place during the time of the New York
strike. Mrs. Henderson and a little
Italian girl were doing picket duty
when a burly policeman ordered them
to move on. At their refusal he struck
the girl and she fell—really more a
result of starvation than the force of
the blow, however. This and similar
episodes determined Mrs. Henderson
to take up the cudgels on behalf of
oppressed workers. She is also a pion-
eer in the agitations for mothers’ pen-
sions, and she was called to the Fed-
eral Government conference in Ot-
tawa last February to discuss war
problems. “One of Canada’s first
duties,” she said, when the matter of
food shortage amongst the Allies was
mentioned, “is to provide the bread”.

Mapee MacBETH.
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SUNSET CANADA

By ArcHiE BeLn. Boston: The Page

Company.

T is safe to say that no
other book on Canada is
quite so flattering or
sumptuous as this one.
It is a large volume,
gorgeously bound and
illustrated, and at once sets Canada
down as one of the most attractive
countries in the world to travellers.
‘We have been in the habit of extolling
our resources and opportunities for
settlement, and have left our climate
and our scenery to be admired by
others. The author of this book treats
mostly of British Columbia, but he
departs from the Rockies and proceeds
for some distance out upon the vast
prairies. His praise of the “Sunset”
Province he could apply (and no
doubt will apply later on) to the rest
of Canada, for there are beauties far-
ther inland and in the Maritime Pro-
vinees quite as charming in their way
as one finds in the Province that
touches the Pacific. The Dominion of
Canada, says Mr. Bell, is “one of the
most remarkable stretches of land on
earth—old enough to have a history,
but a country the present and future
of which is destined to be written
larger in history than the busy out-
side world is likely to realize without
personal knowledge of it, gained by
contact with its people, who have an
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inheritance from nature such as few -

nations have had since man began to
make the earth his home”.

This book is attractively written,
handsomely illustrated, with a num-

171

ber of colour plates, and is indeed a
notable contribution to literature
bearing on Canada.

THE ROAD THAT LED HOME

By WinL N. IngersornL. Toronto: The
Musson Book Company.

A FTER reading this story, one is
apt to remark upon the fact that
there is no reference to the war; this
makes it a little “different”™.

The young schoolmaster, Ernie Bed-
ford, is a very likeable hero, but at
times one might think that he seems
just a trifle too inactive—inanimate
might be a better word. This, how-
ever, could not possibly be said about
Jimmy Lochinvar Young, a most ener-
getie salesman, but not nearly so satis-
factory or pleasing a young man as
the “pedagogue”—which is the name
most used by the author in referring
to Ernie. The characters all seem
very real, if one has any imagination
at all; but it takes just a little more
imagination to think up a “pale-green
smile”, such as Miss Ida Bethune, the
self-appointed gossip of Oakburn, is
said to possess. The story is very in-
teresting without being sensational,
and there is just enough of the dra-
matic element to hold the reader’s
sympathy and concern. On the whole
the book is satisfying, the only fault
being that the climax comes too soon,
and one feels that a great deal could
have been added : so much more might
be told about Clara, who, suddenly
in the very last paragraph, is intro-
duced as Mrs. Ernest Bedford, wife
of the pedagogue.
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FLOOD TIDE

By Danien Cumasg. Toronto: The
Maecmillan Company of Canada.

LOOD TIDE” is one of those leis-
urely books in which the hero
orows to manhood under the eyes of
the supposedly interested reader. The
story is told in the first person.. Per-
haps that is why one never seems to
get a really convincing view of the
person who is telling it. The minor
characters are much more plainly
drawn. The result is a certain flat-
ness and lack of sustained interest
which begins to be felt about the mid-
dle of the book. In order to enjoy a
long story, containing much intro-
spection, one must be vitally interest-
ed in its principal characters. One
may like or dislike them, but indif-
ference is fatal.

There is evidence of much careful
work in “Flood Tide”, and much of
its incidental information is worth
while for its own sake. The rise and
fall of “The Stores” ought to be in-
tensely dramatie, but the author has
missed the dramatic note somewhere.
Even the awakening of the hero from
his dreams to the knowledge that love
and' a woman are the first things
in life leaves us doubting. We find it
hard to believe that hé really cared
quite that much for Bess—a spright-
ly person who is whisked out of our
ken just as we begin to like her and
who does not appear again until her
necessary return toward the story’s
end. Indeed, at the risk of being
thought lacking in real literary taste,
we might characterize “Flood Tide”
as solid but slow.

&
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A FLYING FIGHTER
By LizurenaxT E. M. RoBerTs, R. F.
C. Toronto: The Musson Book
Company.

OR one reader at least the out-
standing feature of this book is
the vividness with which it has sue-
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ceaded in leaving one scene set in the
mind—a scene in the air.

Two flyers, flying parallel, neither
able to get in position either ahead,
behind, under or above the other. The
two flyers, so close they see one an-
other’s faces, laugh grimly at one an-
other. Then Roberts gets position
and shoots his opponent’s legs off at
the hips and watches him and his ma-
chine go whirling down to a soundless
crash.

The book is written in free and easy
style, sometimes half slangy with the
vividness of slang, always intense
with the intensity of the soldier’s zest.
Lieutenant Roberts is evidently the
kind of story-teller whose stories lose
nothing in the telling ; that is (the re-
ceiver hastens to add), he has the
knack of imparting the immediacy of
the event to the subsequent narration.
From the time when, an American ad-
venturer prospecting after oil in the
Canadian West, he joined up with the
Tenth Canadian Battalion at Calgary
to when he was discharged from the
air service as physically unfit some
three years later, in a sort of imper-
sonal personal way, he lets his readers
have the tale of all his days. It is a
tale that would have been unimagin-
able five years ago.

For those who are interested from
any standpoint in the kind of. life
these war-makers of the air live this
book will be worthy of attention. It
is a chapter out of the psychology of
that life, entrancing to those who want
simply the excitement of the story,
suggestive for those who are dlsposed
to philosophize a bit.

o
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THE SOUL OF DEMOCRACY

By Epwarp Howarp Gricas. Toronto -
The Macmillan Qompany of Can-

E DWARD HOWARD GRIGGS
used to please Toronto audiences
(composed mostly of teachers indule-
ing in uplift courses) with soulful
talks on multifarious topies. There ig

4
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a sort of matural inevitability about
the fact that Dr. Griggs, when taking
up democrary for his consideration,
should be primarily concerned for its
soul. But the book is less fulsome and
sentimental than the cynic’s comment
might suggest. It is a book marked
by a reserve of manner and a dignity
of treatment that is gratifying in
these days. There is nothing shrill
and little that is at all hysterical, and
apparently none of that blind seeing
which is the characteristic of so many
books now coming from the press. The
Socialist may dismiss the treatment of
Socialism, the Feminist may be dis-
satisfied with the rather weak.little
gesture on Feminism, and the Pacifist
and non-resister will certainly crave
the right of reply, but none will claim
against the book that it closes the door
on discussion or that it is dogmatic
in any blatant fashion.

Dr. Griggs preserves: the interna-
tional mind. His sense for history has
not left him. This gives to much of
his diseussion, especially in the earlier
chapters, a certain academic or judie-
ial atmosphere that is not unpleasing.
When, later in the book, he begins to
deliver his own judgments one is
rather prejudiced in their favour.

But the book is no epoch-marking
contribution to modern thought.
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CANADIAN HOME VEGETABLE
GARDENING FROM A TO Z

Toronto: The Musson Book Com-

pany.

HE trick of this book is that while

it is called UCanadian it isn’t. It
is an American product conceived and
developed south of the border. There
is nothing that really deceives about
the attempt of the publishers to get
the book across as bona fide Canadian
for Canadians—if one has the book in
hand; a single glance at the preface
suffices. The book is a good garden
book. Its coloured plates are excel-
lent, the compass of the field it covers
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wide, its treatment of vegetables and
vegetable gardening in most cases in-
teresting and adequate. Dull would
he be of soul who in these days would
not sit down to the book and respond
to its call. There is an illustration
on every page and there are 289 pages.
It is a fascinating text for the ama-
teur gardener.

AL
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THE CHURCH IN THE FURN-
ACE

A Book of Essays by Chaplains on
Active Service.

CAN ENGLAND’S CHURCH WIN
ENGLAND’S MANHOOD? By
MaJjor Reverexp CANON Davibson,
of Peterborough. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

HERE is a dubiousness about

these books that is a new note in
Anglican discussion of the Church. A
crowd of soldiers has jostled these
chaplains and set them wondering.
The gratifying thing is that the chap-
lains, some of them high dignitaries
of the Church of England, are con-
fessing with sincere frankness to their
misgivings and are honestly and fear-
lessly calling the church in question.
In the light of their recent experi-
ences they can do no other. One
imagines that certain dissenting
“chapel people” in England will read
these essays with amusement. Picture
a typical high Anglican divine, who,
having gone to the Front solemnly
conscious of the duty that a sense of
high Anglican divinity involves, ques-
tions Tommies, exclaiming, “Why,

‘there are numbers of men who do not

care for the Church of England!”
and finally, being honest, and at last
out of the conservatory of exotic pri-
vileges into the free air of common
life, says, bluntly and like a man,
“We’ve got to admit that the Church
of England, in the matter of vital re-
ligion, has been a good deal of a fail-
use”. That, in a sentence, is about
the impression a reading of these
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books leaves upon one. To all Angli-
cans who cling to the denominational
sanctity in formal and external fash-
ion and who make “the Chureh” and
religion synonymous, the words of

some of these chaplains at least will

constitute a challenge. There is a
challenge in the books for Noncon-
formists also. Anglicans have a fash-
ion of conducting their discussions
with dignity and reserve and a deli-
cate and firm fineness of mentality
that certain rough-and-ready elements
in Nonconformity are without. Non-
conformity can learn from these vol-
umes.
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CAN WE BELIEVE IN IMMOR-
TALITY !
By James H. Sxowpen. Toronto:
The Macemillan Company of Can-
ada.

lT is safe to say that in our search to
establish the infinite, a search that
is constant in the human mind, we are
no farther advanced to-day than Soc-
rates was when he drank the fatal
hemlock. Philosophers of all times
have endeavoured to give us some-
thing on which we could rest our
faith in the immortality of the soul,
and here we have a modern thinker
asking the question, “Can we believe
in immortality 7°, and at the end of
an interesting book on the subject an-
swering it in anything but a positive
fashion :

‘‘Gathering up all the threads of our
discourse, following all gleams of light,
listening to all voices and intimations of
mind and heart, nature and revelation,
science and Scripture, and letting our deep-
est needs and finest moods speak, we join
in faith with Socrates as he said: ‘The
venture is a glorious one’; with Carlyle
in his ‘Everlasting Yea’; with Job as he
affirmed, ‘I know that my Redeemer liv-
eth, and apart from my flesh I shall see
God’; with Paul as he declared that ‘this
corruptible must put on incorruption, and
this mortal must put on immortality’; and
above all we trust the Lord of Life and
Master of Death, who prayed, ‘Father, 1 ¢
desire that they also whom thou hast given

me be with me where I am, that they m
behold my glory’.”’ ; o

The author is a doctor of divinity,
and a liberal writer on religious, meta-
physical and psychological subjeets.
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THE GLORY OF THE TRENCHES
By LiguTeENANT CONINGSBY DAWSON.

THE FATHER OF A SOLDIER
By W. J. Dawson. Toronto: S. B.
Gundy.

lAM going to say the worst that I
think about these books first. There
are tires in the reading of them when
one feels as if the books said: “Mark
us. We are the Dawsons. If you go
to war and send your sons to war as
we have done it, you will be examples
with us of all that i< fine and chival-
rous and splendid”. In the reading of
the bocks I cannot escape it. There
is that savour. It was in “Carry On”,
Lieutenant Coningsby’s book of let-
ters. There were too many passages
in the letters which sounded as if
«maybe he didn’t at all) the writer
lknew as he wrote them that they were
to be published letters; they were self-
conseious, and so lacked the touch of
direct sincerity, and absolute artistie
validity.

Having said this—it has to be ad-
mitted by the reviewer if he speaks
the truth for himself—having said
this, the books are delightful! They
are so engagingly bright, so well
written, so open, one is again and
again inclined to the idea that the ap-
parent egotism is really the truest
humility and personal self-forgetful-
ness. In the father’s books especial-
ly, it is so seriously taken for granted
that his moods and soul battles are of
importance, so obviously implied that
the revelation of what he has felt ecan
be of moment to all fathers with boys
in arms, that one is won by the very
naiveté of the presentation. If only
they wouldn’t blazon their photo-
graphs so! But that is perhaps
naiveté also.

"y
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LIGHT LUNCHES

QUICKLY PREPARED WITH s

(!:?e%f%ggsb : i

| so delicious—so nourishing, easily digested,
pure and wholesome. You will also enjoy
LY Ingersoll Pimento and Ingeroll Green Chile
Cheese. 10c. and 15c. a package.
MANUFACTURED BY B
THE INGERSOLL PACKING CO., LTD. INGERSOLL, ONT.

(I

Tire Pr
Schrader - Pisure Schrader

Universal <. Gauge Universal
Pump 3 s Valve

Measures the air in i
; > _ your Repair T
Connection % tires.  Tires maintamed P ool

: . under the correct inflation
Facilitates Pump- ‘m.' z last twice as long as tires 8 F‘;(“'i'{"mc Tool for
. . - run on haphazard pressure. uick Repair of Dam-
ing and Testing of ‘ A"Schl:der Umr:Iersal" aged Cap. threads of
Tires. Auir pressure Gauge means Tire Insur- Tire Valv_es; Remov.ing
o B ascertained = G ance. Valve Inside; Reaming
3 detschi Price $1.50 Damaged Valve Seat:
without detaching AT YOUR DEALERS oR Retapping inside thread.
connection from valve. Of value to all Motorists
A. SCHRADER'S SON INC, J] *Gunee

Price 50c
: Price 35¢
334 King Street East, Toronto
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Waiefham Watch

USINESS runs on Waltham Time—

a great many business and professional

men preferring the Waltham “River-
side’” movement, 19 jewel grade. This
movement is made in several different sizes
for men, including the ‘“Colonial A” thin
model—thin at no sacrifice of accuracy.
Many of the inventions and improvements
in watch construction that have won for
Waltham every gold medal awarded for
watch merit during the past 60 years were
originated for our “Riverside” family.

Carry a Waltham * Riverside.” It gives

you time accuracy and a watch of real
distinction.

WALTHAM WATCH COMPA‘NY, LIMITED
MONTREAL

wie i el O ST

e e e



The Man of Tomorrow

must have physical as well as mental fitness,
and the mothers of today are giving heed to
good building material.

Among foods of especial worth for growing
children

Grape-Nuts

has for long held first rank.
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The KELSEY
All Over Canada

—is used in the finest city and country homes; the homes of prominent and
wealthy folk ; the homes of well known people ; the homes of architects ; the
homes of heating and ventilating engineers and experts; the homes of
university professors and writers on scientific heating ; the homes of physicians
and health officers ; the homes of those who can afford the BEST and those
best calculated to KNOW about heating apparatus. With those who have
money, brains and scientific knowledge the evidence is overwhelming in favor
of the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

Look into the Kelsey before you buy a Heater, Let us show you just why
Kelsey Fresh Air Heating is preferred to any other system by people who
investigale.

WRITE FOR KELSEY LITERATURE

CANADA FOUNDRIES AND FORGINGS, Ltd.

JAMES SMART MFG. CO. BRANCH
BROCKVILLE, ONT. g WINNIPEG, MAN

TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

. %" Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CutrLers TO His MajEsTY
ENGLAND
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13 - The
% Best-Fed
Boys

Get 5-Cent Breakfasts

So with all folks—men and
women.

The basis is a dish of Quaker
Oats with garnishings. Then a
dish of fruit and a cup of some
hot drink.

The oat is the supreme food.
In energy units it yields 1810 cal-
ories per pound—twice as much
as round steak, more than twice as
much as eggs.

It is the recognized food for
growth. It is rich in minerals. All needed elements are in it and in the right propor-
tions. It has a wondrous flavor.

Bl

At this writing, Quaaker Oats costs but one-seventh what meats or
eggs cost —on thes average—for the same nutrition.

Seven abundant meals can thus be served at the cost of one aver-
age meat meal.

Reduce the cost of living by using more Quaker Oats, Make it the entire breakfast.

Mix it with your flour foods. A multiplied cost can buy no such nutrition, no such de-
lights, without it.

Quaker Oats

Flaked From Queen Grains Only

In Quaker Oats you get all the oat nu- —just the rich, plump, flavory oats. By
trition, plus exquisite flavor. And with- discarding the small, insipid grains we
out extra price. get but ten pounds from a bushel.
All oat foods are doubly welcome when
They are flaked from queen grains only you make them with Quaker Oats.

35c and 15c Per Package, Except in Far West

ema The Quaker Qats Ompany ‘el

1922
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Robinson’s

“Patent” Groats
Should Be Used

For Baby when eight or nine months old. Made in
the form of a thin gruel combined with three parts milk
and one part water it is a perfect food.

If the child had been reared on

Robinson’s ‘“Patent” Barley

until it has reached the above age, Groats and milk
should be given alternately with ‘' Patent’ Barley, as it
tends to promote bone and muscle.

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

ZOQur free booklet ‘‘ Advice to Mothers’ tells all about
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children,

MAGOR, SON & CO., Limited

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul St. W,, 30 Charch St.
Montreal Toronto

RS SRPRT. Cam—

PORK

e (G
SAUCE

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

“  (Concentrated Soups
“  Peanut Butter

" Stewed Kidneys

i Ox & Lunch Tongues

g Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, -  MONTREAL

—

:ﬂ
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Let us fold away our fears
And put by our foolish tears
And through all the coming years
Just be glad!
—dJas. Whitecombe Riley.

“ BE Poet with the smile in his heart”

made it his mission to shed that

smile all around and what more im.

portant mission is there to-day than
that? A smile, a ray of sunshine in one s
heart, an hour of guiet, restful enjoyment
enhanced by Beaven's own gift—music—
is worth more than gold to the heart
purdened with anxious care.

JIhe Choir

Invisible "

The Cecilian Concertphone Has an

electric stop, Tone control, beautifully
made, silent motors, artistic designs and
caseworRk of piano standard—in fact
everything that pertains to a “well-
pred ” instrument.

** Empire

Just be glad—that’s it—

Put a Cecilian Con-
certphone in your home

—there is a wide range
of models to choose from
—the (illustration is just
one of five beautiful
styles—select a range of
records—it doesn't mattep
which record you desire—
The Concertphone plays

any and every Rind of disc
record without any extra
attachment — and there
ygou have gladness, rest-
fulness,—the soft glamour
of “Aome Sweet Home.”

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED
247 Yonge Street, Toronto

Established 1883

//
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74 Living Canadian Models

" Serve as standards for the various
styles of D & A Corsets whose 1917
M| 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.
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.

9.17
»

NON
RUSTABLE l
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Delecto "Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored to harmonize
with the flavor of the centre. A4n unusually delightful assortment.

nongs Chooolates |

“THE FINEST IN THE LAND”

e —

~ NN
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SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0’Keefe beverages:

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer,
Cola,
Sarsaparilla,
Lemon Sour,
Cream Soda,
Lemonade,
Orangeade,
Special Soda

Order a
case from
your

dealer.

0’KEEFE'S (UNEEFE} | m
TORONTO | oomr @m

?OHONYO
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—have you

f received your

1 copy-of - |
- Mrs.Knox's
war-time |
book on

. “Food

| Econony?”

THIS little book contains 138 praéti-
cal recipes for delicious foods like
the one given below, most of them
made from ‘‘left-overs’’ of meat, vege-
tables and fruits that are ordinarily wasted
—all of them approved by the leaders

of the food conservation movement,

It will help you to meet your patriotic
duty in saving the foods needed by our
Soldiers and our Allies. Send for a free
copy. A post card wi l bring it if you |
mention your dealer’s name and address

Charles O. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc.

Dept. A, 180 St. Paul St. W, Montreal, Que.

KNOX

SPARKLING

GELATINE

Fruit Jelly

A cup of frult juice left over from f)
fruit (or canned) m sed for  jelly
dessert. Heat frnit u| en Ddl a
spoonful Knox Sparkling 'Gelatine ﬂrnt
softened in one-half cup cold water, juice
of one-half lemon, and sweeten to taste.
For adessertserve with alittle top cream
or sweetened milk, or for asalad serve on
lettuce leaves with or without mayonnaise
dreuinr sliced banana or any fruit
may be ed when it begins to thicken,
or at -ervm time, jelly may be sur-
rounded with some seasonable fruit.
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Military Aeronautics
—the New Profession

N the clear-headed young men who qualify as aviators depends the success of
O our armies in the field. For they are the eyes of the Aurtillery. They
uncover the enemy’s strength. They protect our forces from surprise attacks.
The daring of a single aviator often saves the lives of hundreds of men.
Cadets in the Royal Air Force enter a facinating profession which, though
new, has attained the foremost place in military importance.
Those interested should apply'in person or write to the following address for

booklet “Air Heroes in the Making™.

Royal Air Force

Recruiting Office: 93 King Street East, Toronto

—

v
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It’s the best yet!

Lift Cornsout
with Fingers

A few drops of Freezone
applied directly upon a ten-
der, aching corn stops the
soreness at once and soon
the entire corn or callus
loosens and can be lifted
off with the fingers without
even a twinge of pain.

Freezone

Removes hard corns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame
the surrounding skin or tissue. You
feel no pain when applying it or after-
ward.

Women! Keep a small bottle of
Freezone on your dresser and never
let a corn ache twice,

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont,’

+

““ Provided all shipments now en route arrive the Belgians will still be without
bread from exolic grains for 20 days.”— Official cable from Brussels.

THEY SAVED YOU IN 1914.

WILL YOU HELP SAVE THEM NOW?

The children of the men of Belgium, who gave their lives for civilization are
now in great need. Can you refuse them bread? Remember that it might have
been YOUR FAMILY that suffered as they have suffered, and, give unto them
as you would want others to have given unto yours, had the positions been

reversed.

IT IS FOOD THEY WANT---NOT LUXURIES

There are thousands of little orphans in Belgium who are hungry.

Would you deny them?

$3.70 will keep one orphan for one month, $44.40 for a year.
Make cheques payable to Belgian Relief Fund, and send to

THE BELGIAN RELIEF FUND

80 King Street West, - £ -  Toronto
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Shall we send you a copy?

A new “Office Specialty’” Catalog—this time of Filing System Supplies.

Just off the press
decoration—a catalog you'll surely keep.

Inside — there’s filing lore

aplenty.

Filing and Record Keeping Systems
for the Salesmanager, the Ad man, the
Purchasing Agent and the Credit man

Systems for the Insurance House, the
Real Estate Broker, the Banker, the Mail
Order House, and the Retail Merchant.
Filing and Record Keeping Systems
for every business and for every purpose.
Systems that are up-to-date—bared of
all dead-wood and non-essential operations.

Practical, workable systems that save
time, money and conserve energy—both for

system

~and beautiful with its dignified embossing and gold

you and your staff.

Big business is built on doing things
the one best way. There’s one best way to
file—and you want to know it. With a
copy of this ‘‘Office Specialty’ text Look
on Filing System Supplies you can.

It's too costly, frankly, to permit of
indiscriminate distribution. We’ll send a
copy gladly, though, to any executive
writing on his business letterhead.

Tell your stenographer now to get off
a letter-request to-night. Address nearest
branch, please, for quick service.

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. CO., LIMITED
Home Office NEWMARKET Canada

Filing Equipment Stores at :

Montreal Ottawa Halifax

Toronto

Hamilton

Winnipeg Regina Edmonton Vancouvgr

AN

N\
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Milk
g oy Desserts

are wholesome as well
as delicious.:And when in the form of Junket they are ideally so.

Junket

'}—

MADE with MILK
Junket can be made according to a wide variety of recipes. Can be served
plain or with fruit, berries, nuts, whipped cream, etc. It is easy to m:l.ke-:-
and economical. Everybody likes it—children ‘‘love” it. Because it is
nutritious, you can give the little ones all they want
of it, as you would milk.
Order Junket Tablets of your Grocer or Druggist.

Send 3c for Recipe Booklet and Samples (enough for 12 dishes) or 12¢ for
full package of 10 Tablets.

Chr.Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory, Dept D, Toronto, Canada

“Nesnah' is Junket prepared snilh sunar and in four flavors. Made in a jiffy.
Try a package—10c.

From a dentist’s letter —name will be furnished on request.

“Only a powder has the necessary abrasive
qualities for polishing and cleansing. You can
feel the harmful deposits being rubbed from
the teeth by

" THE OXYGEN
TOOTH POWDER

Cleans—Whitens—Preserves

A package sufficient for one week's trial and authoritative booklet
telling ‘‘Why a Powder is better than a Paste” will be sent free
on request.

Tell your friends about CALOX

Thelarge size contains more than twice as much as the smaller size.

“Your 32 Teeth are 32 Reasons’’ 13C

McKESSON & ROBBINS Incorporated, NEW YORK
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JUJITSU

Book direct from Tokio, Japan. Absotutely the latest book of its kind. By Oshima
and Yokoyama, Professors of JUDO in Kodok: an, Tokio. Teaches all the defen;el,
breaks, blows, tricks, holds, and secrets of this great art of self-defence.
Vel l) . 6c i PaLl) .
“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water
There is nothing quite like either, for both are “*THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREAL

Learn to protect yourself and develope your health by getting the best book
published.

This JU-JITSU book is most welcome at Athletic Club, Y.M.C.A., Public School,

Military Academy and especially at soldier's Camps.

Illustrated with close to one hundred actual Photographs, 300 pages 7% x 5%
inches and cloth bound, $2.70 postpaid. Send Ycur Order 1 cday.

AN IDEAL GIFT TO YOUR SOLDIER

Rikko Art Co., Cleveland, Ohio, U.S.A.
Head Office: TOKIO, JAPAN

FREE RUNNING

Table Salilt
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* . in TIME MON
ECOHO[I]]SC in TIME MONEY ENERGY

Buy a Chevrolet Four Ninety
WART]ME demands that you accomplish more in less time

—ihat you speed up on things that count. A motor
car is essential but you must })uy the car representing the best
investment from every standpoint.

f?ﬂ"”"”;"‘"?'"i@m: When you buy an expensive car you roll your dollars
T "‘Wlﬂ{\ away. When you buy too cheap a car you are not economical,
,'\“ The Chevrolet is the choice of business and professional men
‘f_-F [ 11l who study values.
| L;i i CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY
' Il

IS OF CANADA, LIMITED
it W OSHAWA, ONT., CAN.
‘im' Western parts and Distributing Branch: Regina, Sask.
—— 7 y {Rl.

\
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"Most Envied Tires in all America”
- g U

“YOU ARE WELCOME!”

Wherever DUNLOP TIRES are sold - and

that means every city, town, and hamlet in Canada

A ‘the Service Latch-String of welcome is always

'Al . . .

~ hanging out, no matter what tire equipment you use.

lﬂ' ¢

7 4 A
j:: The service, as noted, is unprejudiced, A
A

7S but, if owners of Dunlop Tires have

A | [[Maximum b At Masters

N any advantage it is this: they have

|Al 1

A Mileage less reason to appreciate the o

|| and : , the

A value of a tire being made

M|l Safety Road

A trouble-proof at the start.

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS CO.,
Limited
Head Office and Factories: TORONTO

Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Eamonton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Regina,
Winnipeg, London, Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa,
Montreal, St, John, Halifax.
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‘Mot orwise’Buyers

are us ln

M"Laughlu\ Cars

cIAUGHLIN cars are more
and more coming into popular
favor among Motor wise men. who
make a minute study of real motor

car value.

Now that motor cars are such a
factor in business, men look for that
particular make of car represent-
ing highest value for the amount
involved. McLaughlin cars give
uninterrupted service due to their
efficiency.

Men who bug McLaughlin cars
are .assured of real service—the
kind of service which many com-
panies are unable to give.

McLaughlin cars are made in
Canada at the large McLaughlin
factories in Oshawa. They are
distributed . through 12 directly
owned McLaughlin branches, and
over 400 dealers. Branches and
dealers keep repair parts and expert
mechanics, assuring prompt and
efficient service when it is needed.

YORDER NOW AND .BE “ASSURED OF PROMPT DELIVERY”

The McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., Limited

OSHAWA, ONTARIO

-.-

£-6.45 SPECIAL Lo Zad

“Branches in all Leading Cities, Dealers Everywhere.”
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Luncheon Delicacies
for Warmer Days

WIFT’S BAKED LUNCHEON LOAF
is made of choice selected meats, care-
fully prepared and spiced so delicately

Premium
Cooked Hams

Premium
Minced Specialty

New England Style
Cooked Specialty

Baked Hams

Ashland
Cooked Specialty

Jellied Beef Tongue
Jellied Pork Tongue
Jellied Beef

that it appeals at once to the
most discriminating taste.
We know you will like it.

Why not use this and other
Switt’s
Cooked Meat

Delicacies

this Summer? It makes it so easy
on hot days. No fuss, no worry.
READY TO EAT
NO COOKING
NO HEAT
Your grocer or butcher has them,
or can easily get them for you.

Swift Canadian Co.
Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton

35
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SAVE SUGAR By Using

CROWN BRAND
CORN. SYRUP

FOR ALL SWEETENING

for making homemade candy— THE
In 2, 5, 10 fmd 20 for all baking—as a sauce for CANADA STARCH CO
pound tins desserts—on gri ‘dle cakes and LIMITED. &
and hot biscuits—use this delicious
3 1b. ‘“Perfect Seal" table syrup, made from corn—
Gikes Jara and thus save sugar. Ask your
] grocer.

MONTREAL,
CARDINAL,
FORT WILLIAM,

Negligee Shirts
Have a Distinctive
Style

Made of fine pure wool
Zephyr and Wool Taffeta,
inexclusive dainty patterns,
they have all the ‘‘appear-
ance’ which superior
material give to Jaeger
Goods. Far superior to
cotton or linen, not only for exer-

' cise and outdoor sports, but also
for year round wear in office, or

Write for our °
300K We mail it free

| when travelling.
EANADAFJRN"UREMMUMI!@ Made in all sizes, with single or
WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO ' double cuffs, shirt or coatstyle, ' pgeqiy Negligs Shirts

A fully illustrated catalogue will be sent
free on application to

DR.JAEGER 3z Yoollenco, LIMITED 217

Toronto Montreal Winnip

Beritish *“ founded 1883,
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HGTELRESORT-& TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT

v IDO7 ~ EVERY MONTH =18 o "
Atlantic Monthly Century The New Country Life Field & Stream Harper's Red Book Review of Reviews
s::ibn‘"'l The Canadian The Spur (twice a month) Worid's Work Fifteen Million Readers Monthly 11th YEAR
Write to these places refer to WHERE-TO-GO, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Aq}(_lslov travel information. 'Enclose Pmugn._
BOSTON MASS. CANADA 2 PLYMOUTH MASS.
HOTEL PURITAN | [ieh =t o s chos oo MAYFLOWER INN
390 Commonwealth Ave, Boston e ,;;,,:‘E{,,',"g,’:};',";,lm:;:c‘i‘.::‘,{;:’ﬁ,:’,jé?f,.: i m g‘_ Sg];ﬁgi?m B
2re i 3 n p < L
Thi atrlnsa;g:)(;i;”offiol:\;: E?éﬂiﬂ"&?ﬁ‘.,f:&'. n.q T . fully apgomwd resort hotel
e Coe trotiors call 1t ane §| || THETREDERICION TOURIST-ASSOCIATION = in NewEnglona Eery o
i ers g ll n uxury,
:':f the worldo's hobnlcl}i"}ctal"_ld 0“"“‘_'(‘;“ X 835 FREDERCTON.AEW BRURSWICK.CARADA 5 including salt water baths. gl
tels. ~ Our booklel has a guide
E)ol;oaion andI?Lls!:lrlf'v'("“l‘)'-_ : HOTEL pl L‘.G R I M
i jal local booklet for motorists
gz:ﬁle(;c;r ?hcm, A.P.Coslello.Mgr. — AND BUNGALOWS
Operated five years under present management

Both hotels offer superior accommodations
at rates which are high enough toinsure the
best in service and cuisine-Every summer recres
tion including perfect golf. Season June to Oct
Both hotels, management P F Brine, Plymouth.Masa

VIRCINIA

4,000 1, ‘Sk l d’ Many novel

above sea y an features

The most unique and original resort in the
* United States. Half way between the North

Cbltelll L‘ke LOIIM and the South, enjoying a large patronage from

New York, Philadelphia and the Southern

Cities

NANTUCKET MASS.
SEA CLIFF INN AND COTTAGES
Nan'

Island, Mass. Every breeze an
oeu‘:‘t::::w. June 20 to Sept. 20. Send for
fllustrated vooklet, * Quaint Nantucket.”

"MAINE _

- ——
New brick THE Same stte
potel  MARSHALL HOUSE since 1870
nest the Maine coast. 800 ft. of broad
W" c”v':nnd.u, Complete automatic sprinkler X
equipment. Each room overlooks the ocean or
river. Bathing. Boating. Tennis. York Country Y in the
A 20 acre vegetable garden. Herd of

. 18 holes Golt. Ina distinctive New England
e’ X CANADlANPACIFICROCKIES tuberculin  tested cows. Lambs. Chickens

on the State Highyvhy. {l:l{ way between
Boston and Portland. Write to York Harbor, Me. & the Lakes in the Clouds Eggs and Ducks from ''Skyland's’ own

> farm.
“l)":\'{bgﬁiozg\v(ﬁ: Julejlﬂ‘b *“With windows framing Dancing. Tennis ::"m'h-rl Riding. Swim-
On 200 fi. plomontory {acing the million - dollar pictures” P g g R
gems,. Ecslusive summec colon. Commodi us-Restful-Luxurions of Colorado. Five hundred testimonial

Orchestra, Bathing. Fishing. Tennis.
Galt. ddle h 8. Everything
Booklet B.
modern. Best 0f 20710 S-S RS —m S
LD ORCHARD NOVSE fian Guides, __MOUNT CLEMENS MICH,
L the largest and best of Maine's famous _Clnnbm , Coaching, Boat- FOR RHEUMATISM
Joested on high land (.\-erlmvhinx the ing. walks and

beach in the world. Send for Booklet rides on K i Trails at E PA R K

Mrs. H. W. Staples, Pres. Walter Eccles. Mgr. Mount Clemens, Michigan

" NEW HAMPSHIRE CHATEAU LAKE LOUISE T HORNELL N. Y.

TTWENTW“‘RTH E\l.]?‘:qg:?%ﬂ)‘. i Get to Know Canada Better WHEN ILl or in need of rest and

y She's Your Nearest Ally recuperation gO to the
On the motor road to ‘White Mts. bharmlnﬁ Steuben s““"i“’
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CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

ALGONQUIN PARK "“oxtario ™

An incomparable summer vacation spot midst wild and delightful scenery

1500 lakes, rivers and streams

—crystal clear and teeming

with game fish.

Unlimited scope for the canoeist and camper.
2000 feet above sea level.

A resort for the refined.

The ‘‘ HIGHLAND INN " affords fine hotel service;
Camps "NOMINIGAN " and '"MINNESING " offer novel
and comfortable accommodation at reasonable rates.

Write for illustrated descriptive literature giving full particulars
rates, ete., to C. E. HORNIN G, Union Station, Toronto, or
J. QUINLAN, Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

AY For A
% FewDavs Fisuing

YOU’LL ENJOY IT AND FEEL BETTER

UNDREDS OF GOOD SPOTS FOR GAMY
TROUT, BLACK BASS AND MASCALCNCE
IN ONTARIO OR QUEBEC—IN FACT THE FIN-
EST FISHING IN EVERY PROVINCE; AND FOR
REAL MOUNTAIN TROUT, TRY VIRGIN HAUNTS
IN THE CANADIAN NORTHERN ROCKIES.
Ask for new book “Where to Fish and Hunt,” con-
tains concise description