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IZEIN the crisis of July, 1914,
W ( ”((\G R .
;,5,‘,, } \,.‘«5' 3 there was no existing in-

OO ) ternational organization
§ or tribunal competent to
ol . . A
oy take into consideration
the grave issues then
raised, and there is no finer or more
pathetic incident in modern history
than the heroie, persistent, but vain
endeavour of Sir Edward Grey to
secure an agreement of the nations to
some conference or consultation before
the werld should be plunged into the
war from which it has so grievously
suffered.

The League of Nations is the logical
and should be the inevitable develop-
ment from these conditions and from
the loss and suffering the world has
sustained through the war. Its great
function is to promote international
co-operation and to set up such ma-
chinery and create such tribunals for
the investigation and, if possible, ad-
Justment of international disputes as
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will render impossible a repetition of
the conditions which existed in .J uly,
1914, and as should render impossible
a repetition of this world war. The
League expresses the new spirit in in-
ternational relations.

Participation in the League means
a changed attitude on the part of
each nation to all others. In the past
cach nation has regarded all others
as potential enemies and that
the only course of wisdom and safety
was to provide against aggressive at-
tack by defensive armaments to the
limit of the nation’s ability and to pro-
tect against combinations of other
powers by similar combinations of at
least equal strength. In the League
of Nations, each nation is bound to
look upon the other as a potential, if
not a real, friend, for each is com-
mitted to the protection of the other
s0 long as the covenants of the League
are duly performed and provision is
made for common and united action
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for the preservation of the world’s
peace. For ‘“the balance of power”,
which, for more than three centuries
has been the expedient of statesmen to
guard against the ambition and ag-
gression of great powers to increase
at the expense of the weaker, it substi-
tutes an agreement among all the na-
tions to secure and maintain interna-
tional peace. It means the substitution
of co-operation for competition and
confliet,

Canada’s participation in the
League means a complete reversal of
our traditional attitude toward for-
eign policy and world affairs. In the
past Canadian public opinion has de-
manded that our Governments con-
cern themselves almost exclusively
with our own domestic problems, that
we should not mix in the maelstrom
of European or world polities, that we
should go our own way and live unto
ourselves. The war has changed all
this. It has shown that no one na-
tion can live unto itself, that that
which vitally affects one ultimately
affects all; and whether we welcome
or regret the prospect we must face
the new condition and accept our
share of responsibility for interna-
tional co-operation and world peace.

The formal organization of the
League of Nations at the meeting of
the Council of the League in Paris
on the 16th of January marks the
dawn of a new era in international re-
lations and should mark a great ad-
vance in human progress. One can-
not but note the regret expressed by
the statesmen of the world at the ab-
sence of the United States from this
meeting, a regret which we in Canada,
their neighbours, sincerely share. We
earnestly hope that the United States
will become a member of the League
and that the whole weight of her in-
fluence will be thrown on the side of
the great prineciples for which the
League stands.

The ratification of the Treaty and
the inauguration of the Lieague, with
Canada as one of the original mem-
bers, also marks Canada’s advent into
the family of nations as a member of
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the Britannic Commonwealth of free,
self-governing states. The British
constitution is so flexible in its ehar-
acter, is so easily modified to meet
changing conditions, that even we who
lie within the Empire are scarcely
conscious of the momentous character
of the changes which are being silent.
ly wrought in its eonstitution and in
the relation of the different portions
of the Empire to each other. The
British Empire has ceased to be an
Empire in the real sense of the term,
composed of one central power with
lesser powers dependent on her, and
has become in a very true sense a
commonwealth of free, self-governing
nations of equal status, though not of
equal power, all owing allegianee to g
common Sovereign and bound to-
gether by historie ties and by a com.-
munity of interest and sentiment
which are the surest guarantee of its
strength and permanence. It did not
require any Act of the Imperial Par.
liament to bring about this change; it
has been a gradual development. That
such a change has been brought about
is recognized by the statesmen of
Great Britain and of all the Domi-
nions. The position could not be stated
more clearly than in the Report of
the War Cabinet for the year 1918,
presented to the Imperial Parliament
by the British Government, from
which I quote the following :

The common effort and sacrifice in the
war have inevitably led to the recog-
nition of an equalty of status between
the responsible Governments of the
Empire. This equality has long been
acknowledged in principle and found
its adequate expression in 1917 in the
creation, or rather the natural coming
into being, of the Imperial War
Cabinet as an instrument for evolving

a common Imperial policy in the eon.
duct of the war.

In a statement issued in September,
1919, by the British Government on
“National needs and National policy”,
the Secretary of State for the Colonies
defined the national status of the Do.
minions as follows:

The Peace Treaty recently made jn

Paris was signed on behalf of the Brit.
ish Empire, by Ministers of the gelf.
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geverning Dominions as well as by Brit-
ish Ministers, They were all equally
plenipotentiaries of H.M. the King, who
was the ‘‘High Contracting Party’’ for
the whole Empire.

This procedure illustrates the new
constitution of the Empire, which has
been gradually growing up for many
years past. The United Kingdom and
the Dominions are partner nations; not
yet, indeed, of equal power, but for
good and all of equal status. A time
may come when one or more of these
Dominions will equal or even surpass
the United Kingdom in wealth and

pulation, as they already surpass it
in geographical extent.

‘While this change in our constitu-
tional position was clearly recognized
by Great Britain and the other por-
tions of the Empire before the meet-
ing of the Peace Conference in Paris,
it was not until the meeting of the
Conference that this change was
recognized by the other nations of the
world. If some outside our borders
have been slow to appreciate its sig-
nificance, it may be due to the fact
that the British Empire, as now con-
stituted, is something new in human
history. It is a constitutional experi-
ment in free democratic government
for which there is no precedent, and
if it succeeds, as we confidently anti-
cipate it will, it will express the great-
est triumph of the Anglo-Saxon genius
in the realm of government, The Brit-
ish Commonwealth is itself a league of
nations.

The participation of Canada and
the other Dominions in the Peace Con-
ference was naturally and inevitably
followed by the recognition of the
right of Canada and the other Do-
minions to become members of the
League of Nations with all the rights,
privileges and obligations of member-
ship.

Spince the signing of the Treaty the
position of Canada and the other Do-
minions in the League has been chal-
lenged in the United States and their
right to a vote has been denied. Can-
ada initiated the movement which re-
sulted in the representation of the Do-
minions in the Lieague and she accepts
full responsibility for all the conse-
quences of such action. We confident-
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ly submit there is absolutely no just
ground for opposition to the treaty on
this score.

Let me remind you that there are
no less than seventeen other American
nations named in the treaty either as
members of the League or as neutrals
who are entitled to become members
and not one of these has raised any
objection to the participation of Can-
ada or the other Dominions. T
would go further and in view
of the experience gained at the Wash-
ington Conference, would say that I
believe everyone of these nations not
only recognized Canada’s right to re-
presentation, but would welecome Can-
ada’s presence in the League. No other
nation in America, and no nation in
Europe, Asia or Africa, has offered
objection, from which we are justified
in concluding that in the opinion of
men of all races Canada is entitled
to the position granted to her in the
League of Nations. I do not believe
that any nation will finally deny to
Canada the right won for her by her
sons on the field of battle and un-
animously accorded to her by the
Peace Conference at Paris.

The members of the United States
Senate who supported the Adminis-
tration recognized the right of the Do-
minion and supported the treaty as
submitted to the Senate. The Repub-
lican minority on the Committee of
Foreign Relations in the report pre-
sented to the Senate by Senator Me-
Cumber, strongly supported the right
of the Dominion to representation and
to a vote in the Assembly and pointed
out that the United States, in view
of her relation to Panama, Cuba and
the Central and South American
States was not in a position to ques-
tion the votes in the Assembly of the
self-governing Dominions of the Brit-
ish Empire.

The treaty has been ratified and is
now in effect and the status of the Do-
minion members has been definitely
and finally established. Stripped of
all diplomatic verbiage, therefore, the
question which we face is, shall the
Dominion be forced out of distinetive
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representation in the League in order
that one of the many objections nrged
by some members of the United States
Senate to the ratification of the treaty
m1y be removed? To that question
tlere is only one possible reply, and
that is, a dignified but unequivoeal,
No.

May I briefly restate the reasons
why this should be Canada’s attitude.
The United States Senate has by a ma-
jority approved fourteen reservations
to the treaty, commonly known as the
Lodge reservations; some of them are
mere interpretations of the treaty,
others are more substantial, but the
one which is of special interest and
importance to us is No. 14, commonly
known as the Lenroot reservation ; un-
der this the position of Canada and
the other self-governing Dominions in
the League of Nations is challenged.
The following is the text of the reser-
vation:

The United States assumes no obli-
gation to be bound by any election, de-
cision, report or finding of the Council
or Assembly in which any member of
the league and. its self-governing Do-
minions, colonies, or parts of Empire in
the aggregate have cast more than one
vote, and assume no obligation to be
bound by any decision, report or find-
ing of the Counecil or Assembly arising
out of any dispute between the United
States and any member of the league,
if such member or any - self-governing
Dominion, colony, Empire, or part of
Empire united with it politically has
voted.

If Canada has no right to distine-
tive membership or a voice or vote in
the League she has no right to dis-
tinctive membership or a voice in the
International Labour Organization;
and although the Lenroot reservation

Is specifically with the League of

ations, it challenges Canada’s posi-

tion also in the International Labour
Organization. :

This reservation deals with two dis-
tinet matters; (1) the general voting
rights of the Dominions in the League
and (2) the position of the Dominions
in case a dispute should arise likely
to lead to a rupture between the
United States and any portion of the
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British Empire. May I say in passing
that the question of the votes in the
Assembly has been magnified out of
all proportion to its relative impor-
tance. Anyone who understands the
principles and spirit of the League
will at once recognize that no question
of vital importance ever will be de-
cided by a vote. The importance to
Canada is not the question of a bal-
ancing of votes; it is a question of our
national status and our right to par-
ticipate in this Assembly representing
the family of nations.

Dealing with the second part of the
Lenrott reservation, it is said if a
dispute should arise between Great
Britain and the United States which
would be likely to lead to a rupture,
and this were referred by the Couneil
to the Assembly under Article 15 of
the Covenant, that while Great Brit-
ain and the United States would be
excluded as parties in interest, Can-
ada would have the right to vote. I
do not so read the covenant. Canada
owes allegiance to the same sover-
eign as Great Britain and so long as
she continues to do so she would be a
party in interest and disentitled to
vote. If she disclaimed interest and
claimed the right to vote she would
thereby proclaim her independence,
and this she will never do. Therefore
in such a dispute the United States
could mnot possibly be prejudiced.
This part of the reservation need not
give us particular concern. It is the
first part of the Lenroot reservation
which challenges the position of Can-
ada and the other Dominions in the
League, and is clearly contrary to the
express terms of the treaty. One can-
not but think that such a contention
must be due to a misunderstanding
of our constitutional position in the
British Empire and of Canada’s at-
titude on international questions or to
a lack of appreciation of Canada’s
part in the war.

Canada is entitled to membership
in the League of Nations and to a vote
in the Assembly; (1) because she is g
free self-governing nation, one of the
nations of the Britannic Common.
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wealth ; (2) because of her proved in-
terest in the cause of Peace and the
part she has played in promoting the
settlement of international disputes
by peaceable means and (3) because
of her part in the war and her con-
tribution toward the re-establishment
of world peace. :
Some have likened the position of
the British Empire to the United
States and the position of Canada to
one of the states of the American
Union. No comparison could be far-
ther from the fact or less truly re-
resent our constitutional position. In
the United States one Government, the
Federal, waged the war, called out the
troops, levied the taxation, negotiated
the terms of peace. Its jurisdietion
extended into every State of the Union
and no State had the right to question
its authority. In the British Empire
sn the other hand, six Governments
waged war, called out troops, levied
taxation and negotiated the terms of
peace. Great Britain had no more con-
stitutional right to conscript men in
Canada or levy taxes for the purpose
of carrying on the war than had the
Government of the United States or
the Government of Panama. In our
participation in the war the Govern-
ment and the Parliament of Canada
were exercising their sovereign rights.
The Canadian Government and the
(Canadian Parliament exercised these
sovereign rights in behalf of and re-
sponsible to the Canadian people and
to the Canadian people alone. A more
correct ecomparison would be between
Canada and the United States, our
Federal Government corresponding
with theirs and our Provincial Gov-
ernments to the State Governments.
But it is said that Great Britain has
six votes and that the United States
has only one. This statement is en-
tirely incorrect. Great Britain has
only one vote and each of thq gelf-gov-
erning Dominions of the British Em-
pire has a vote in its own right as an
original member of the League. Those
who contend that Great Britain has
gix votes wholly ignore the fact that
the British Empire is composed of a
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group of free, self-governing nations
of equal status though not of equal
power and that each of these nations
is a member of the League and has a
right to participate in its delibera-
tions. Canada’s right to membership
in the League is well stated in the Re-
publican minority report of the Com-
mittee on Foreign Relations in the
United States, on the Peace Treaty,
prepared by Senator McCumber, to
which I have already referred, from
which I quote the following:

The situation growing out of this
great world conflict is unique. Every
nation that declared it was at war with
Germany is made a party to this treaty,
though such nation never furnished a
soldier or a gun, or a single dollar to
maintain the war. Hedjaz, with a
population scarcely as large as the city
of Washington, has the vote of a nation.
Panama, with a population searcely
larger, has a vote. Honduras and
Uruguay, each with a population ap-
proximately half a million, have the
same power as Great Britain or France
or the United tates in the Assembly.
None of them did anything to carry on
the war. Canada, on the other hand,
with a population of nearly eight and
a half million people, and which fought
valiantly through all the long years of
the war, losing hundreds of thousands of
soldiers, imposing a mighty burden
upon her people for centuries to come,
asks that she be given a vote in the
Assembly.

After a reference to the part played
by Australia and New Zealand in the
war and declaring that Canada and
the other self-governing Dominions of
the British Empire should have a
voice in the Assembly distinet from
that of Great Britain, the report pro-
ceeds

On the other hand, the European
countries could complain with far
greater reason that the United States
will so dominate every nation in the
Western Hemisphere as to have a
voting power that would overrule the
influence or power of the older nations,
than that the British Empire would
have a voting power that would over-
rule the purposes and interests of this
country. These nations in the Western
Hemisphere which declared war against
Germany did so to please the United
States rather than for any effect their
action might have on the results of the
war. France or Italy, or Great Britain
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could with as much reason say that the
United States in every contest with a
European nation will control Cuba and
Panama and practically every Central
and South American State. But those
countries know as we know, that all
disputes between great nations will be
settled in the council and mnot in the
Assembly.

If representative public men in the
United States feel on this issue as the
writer of this report evidently does, it
should not be difficult for our friends
in other countries to appreciate how
Canadians feel. What could be the
attitude of self-respecting Canadians
when it is seriously contended that
Panama, whose relation to the United
States is suggested by Senator Me-
Cumber, with a total population of
little more than half the number who
enlisted in our expeditionary force,
and took no part in the war, should
have a voice and vote and Canada
have none; and Panama is only one
of a number of States all holding a
somewhat similar relation to the Un-
ited States. Canada recognizes the
right of these States to a vote, bhut
claims at least an equal right. In ad-
dition it should not be overlooked that
the League of Nations is not a thing
of a day; but is designed as a perma-
nent part of the world’s organization
for the promotion and preservation of
peace. While to-day Canada is a na-
tion of less than nine millions, her ter-
ritory is larger than that of the United
States and potentially she is a nation
of thirty to forty millions and will
have a corresponding interest in the
work and decisions of the League.
These facts should not be ignored in
considering Canada’s position and fu-
ture standing as a member of the
League.

‘What has been Canada’s attitude on
international questions? Is its atti-
tude in accord with the objects of the
League of Nations?

The objects of the League are:

(1) To promote international co-
operation. (2) To achieve interna-
tional peace and security by accept-
ance of obligations, not to resort to
war. (3) The firm establishment of

the principles of international law.
(4) The maintenance of justice and
the scrupulous respect for all treaty
obligations.

What has any nation to fear from
the attitude of Canada on these great
questions? Did not the Government
of Canada promote the establishment
of a permanent Joint Commission be-
tween Canada and the United States
to deal with and settle international
controversies which might arise, not
only in relation to boundary waters
between the two countries, but to in-
vestigate and report upon all ques-
tions of difference which may arise
between the two countries? The Con-
vention of 1909 was probably the
most advanced of its kind ever entered
into by any two governments. For
more than one hundred years we have
lived in peace and amity with our
neighbours to the south, and we and
they have given to the world an illus-
tration of how possible it is for nations
to live at peace and to settle their in-
ternational disputes by peaceful
means. When it comes to the question
of maintaining justice and a serupu-
lous regard for international obliga-
tions, what has been Canada’s posi-
tion? When Germany invaded Bel-
gium and thereby violated her inter-
national obligations and the principles
of justice and liberty, Canada did not
hesitate to count the cost; her sons
went forth freely to ficht and die that
international obligations should be re.
spected, justice and liberty safeguard.
ed and peace re-established on the
earth. What nation that loves peace
and justice and respect for interna-
tional right has anything to fear from
Canada’s voice and vote in the League
of Nations?

I repeat, those who oppose the claim
of the Dominions to membership in
the League evidently do not appreei-
ate the part played by Canada and the
other Dominions in the war and their
contribution to the cause of peace.
When the war broke out and when
the world’s freedom was in Jeopardy
Canada threw her whole weight on the
side of liberty and pledged her fut-

R —————
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ure on the issue. It can be truthfully
said that our Canadian troops never
failed to take an objective and never
lost a gun or foot of ground when once
consolidated.  According to the im-
partial testimony of General Luden-
dorff, the Canadian and Australian
troops on the 8th of August, 1918, in
front of Amiens, gave the German
army the darkest day in the war, and
with the Canadians as the spearhead
of the attack, they started the move-

ment on the Western front which cul-
minated in the defeat and overthrow
of the German forces and the final
triumph of the Allies.

Canada asked and Canada received
no favours at Paris; she sought only
justice and fair play, and these have
been cheerfully accorded to her by the
nations which have ratified the treaty.
I believe that Canada will yet receive
the same recognition at the hands of
her neighbours to the south.

FREIBURG CAMP

By ARTHUR S. BOURINOT

HERE in the shadows of our cloistered walk
Where all our life is narrowed to a square

We prisoners sit; we sleep or read and talk,

Dreaming of haleyon summers spent elsewhere.

The towering trees strive upwards to the sky

In semblance of our spirits’ liberty,

Which lives on recellections ne’er to die,

Although the earthly body be not free.

And sometimes through ike vaulted, cloudless blue

There dives with thundering engine, swift as light

An albatross, all painted yellow, new,
Volplaning houstops, vanishing in flight.

Thus do we pass our close-sequestered life,
Hoping the hopes of freedom, following strife.




THE MOTHER-WOMAN

BY ANNE ALICE CHAPIN
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‘ o) HE assistant stage-man-
i .‘.'-,‘;;‘\‘ ager was al_ready on his
e ;f;;;;i?,l/\,’l,r rounds giving the “fif-
T‘{%\.’;;;,é,"’ "“"7"(’4 ttlfel:i minutes’” call at
SRHOROMA(G| the dressing-rooms.
L e P TR
feminine voice across to the next
room, “lend me your spoon $”

“What do you want it for?” de-
manded Lil. “I thought you had be-
come an aristocrat and bought your-
self a real, gilt-edged, thirty-five-cent
stewpan, to boil your grease-paint
in!”

“So I did yesterday,” admitted Vie
meekly. “But the little woman bor-
rowed it to heat the baby’s milk in
last night and I’ve not had time to
get it back.”

“What little woman?” grumbled
Lil, tying on her wig-band as though
she were strangling an enemy.

“That little mother-woman thing,”
answered Vie.

“Her name is Norris,” called out
another of the girls. “Wife of Jack
Norris, who manages the lights. You
know-—the one with the baby.”

Lil gave up the tin spoon grudging-
ly. She was having a hard time with
her lips; they would smudge.

“Hurry up with it, that’s all,” she
warned. “This beastly eold weather
makes it such a job to get any make-
up on at all. There goes Gussie’s
sixth eyelash. Oh, dear! I know that
Lemuel will be grouchy as blazes to-
night. You’d better look out for him,
Regina. You’ve hardly made up at
all.”

“You know how much I care what
he thinks of my make-up, don’t you?”
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remarked Regina ominously. Her
eyes were particularly leonine. She
was one of those rare women who
show emotion about six times in their
lives, but set the river on fire and stir
up everybody when they do it.

“Steer clear of the Empress of
China,” said Lil. “She’s got a
grouch.”

Regina adjusted a hair-pin with
superb indifference to all derision,
She not only did not object to being
called the Empress of China, but did
not notice it.

She was a tall, pale blonde, with
smouldering eyes and tragic gift of
reticence. She was married to Sandy
Cairns, a good-looking Scotsman.
who had rather a large part in the
piece. Regina, however, was merely
one of the extras, except for a short
song she sang behind the scenes in
the first act. She and Sandy were
understood to be on speaking terms
only.

“Overture, please!” called the as.
sistant stage-manager, just outside:
“Is everyone here?”

“Everyone,” called Vic.

“No,” added Lil impertinently,

“Regina  Cairns, the Empress of
’hina, is several miles away; and
Miss Lilian Leeds has not been heard
from at all. We are afraid she has
been kidnapped !’
“A little less noise, Miss Leeds,”
said the assistant stage-manager
tolerantly, and passed on. Lil wag
a favourite of his. Twice he had told
the stage-manager that she was in the
theatre when she was really out of
town at a house-party.
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“Awful rot of that little mother-
woman thing to keep the baby in the
<heatre,” resumed Lil, when the as-
sistant stage-manager had gone down
to the next landing. “Bad atmos-
phere for a kid to be brought up
in!”

“She’s not old enough to be hurt
by the atmosphere,” remarked Vie,
“considering that she’s only six
months of age! And she hasn’t
money enough for a nurse to take care
of the kid at home.”

“Who isn’t old enough to be hurt
by the atmosphere—the little mother-
woman ¥’ demanded Lil.

“You think you’re smart, don’t
you?” said our tough girl, Bird
Laffin. “Anyway, the kid’s a sweet
kid, bless her heart!”

“I hate children!” said Regina,
with venom.

They were all silent for a moment.
There are certain locked and remov-
ed holies in the souls even of extra
ladies. Not another of the five girls
in the room would have said such a
thing. A sort of chill manifested
itself in their attitude toward Regina,
by far the best-bred and best-educat-
ed of them all.

“Hurry up, girls!” exclaimed Vie.
“The overture’s on. Get down on the
floor in a hurry!” And she slid out
of the room, and went down the little
hallway, toward the stairs, softly
humming to herself the air the
orchestra was playing. ; :

“I'm done,” announced Lil, with
open pride. “Managed it in seven
minutes this time. Whoopee !”

She plunged out of the room, and
was gone. Before the door had had
time to swing to, a small, breathless
figure dashed in. : :

“How are you, Mrs, Norris?”’ said
Bird Laffin, cordially. “Holloa!
You’ve brought the kid! How’s your
health, youngster ?”

Mrs. Norris was very little and
slight and pink, and looked like a
child herself. In her arms she car-
ried a wailing baby, wrapped in a
soft embroidered blanket,

“Oh, please,” she gasped, looking
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from Bird to Regina, and then to
silent Gus James in the corner.
‘Baby’s sick again to-night, and—-
and I have to go on in this act, to-
night. Mr. Lemuel just told me he
wanted me to take Kate Carpenter’s
part, for the two nights she’s away;
P’m little, like her; and I don’t dare
refuse. Are all three of you on in
this act? If not, could—could one of
you be an angel, and take baby, just
till the first curtain? I—I don’t be-
lieve she’ll be much trouble; she’ll
get quiet in a moment; she’s erying
now, because I haven’t been able to
hold her while I was making up.”

Bird and Gussie looked at each
other, and then at their slippers.
Neither of them was to go on in that
act, but one had a date down on the
floor with one of the extra men, and
the other was in love with the leading
man. Therefore neither was anxious
to spend the next twenty minutes in
taking care of a erying baby. Mrs.
Norris straightened up with a flush
that showed through her make-up.

“I’m sorry,” she said, with a sharp
note of resentment in her voice. I
shouldn’t have asked 2

Regina turned in a casual way
from the particular cracked mirror
which she claimed as her own.

“I’ll take her,” she said quietly.

The others stared. Regina the
baby-hater, the cold, the ill-tempered !
Moreover, she had her song to sing
in this very scene!

“Regina!” exclaimed Bird Laffin.
“You’re crazy! Don’t you remember
you have your song?”

“It’s sung in the wings,” returned
Regina, imperturbably. “And I
never have sung much with my
arms.”

The two other girls left the dres-
sing-room in silence as she took the
Little Mother-Woman’s baby into her
arms. There was a certain odd
hungry element in her manner of
grasping the tiny girl that struck the
Little Mother-Woman’s maternally
acute perceptions.

“You—you have a baby of your
own {” she ventured shyly.
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Regina shook her head fiercely.
Then she looked at the other woman
with a dumb betrayal.

“It died,” she said harshly.

The Mother-Woman put out her
hand to touch with an involuntary,
greedy finger the white dress of her
own living baby; then with a rare
tact she turned her eyes from Re-
gina’s face.

“I’'m going to borrow one of Miss
Leeds’s long black pins,” she said;
and the indifferent way of saying it
made Regina passionately grateful to
her. “She’s such a good sort that I’'m
sure she won’t mind!” She turned
toward the door quickly. “Thank you
so much, Mrs. Cairns,” she added, in
a matter-of-fact way.

As she stood for a moment in the
doorway, Regina, rocking the baby in
her arms, could not help exclaiming,
hardly realizing what she said, “How
little, how awfully little, you are!”

The Little Mother-Woman’s fore-
head grew slightly pink.

“Isn’t it silly ?” she said; then she
added, with a sort of soft shamefaced-
ness, “Jack calls us his two babies!”

She laughed a little and hurried
away.

Regina took the now quiet baby
and walked slowly out to the head of
the stairs, where she could hear what
was going on down on the stage be-
low. After a few moments she de-
scended, with a leisurely step, still
hushing the baby in the hollow of her
left arm. Her right hand, with that
soft, accustomed touch of motherhood,
caressed the little flannel-shrouded
form.

On the stairs she met Miss Brad-
don. She was leading woman, and
a great friend of Eleanor Bridge, the
star. Her rouge was badly put on,
ard made unbecoming and unneces-
sary high-lights upon her hard, sharp
cheekbones.

“Really ” she exclaimed, “a baby
in the theatre! This is too absurd!
I shall certainly speak to Mr. Lemuel.
Is it yoars?”

Regina did not even look at her,
but walked on down the stairs, look-
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ing, with her grave face, tall figure,
and pale, clear colouring, not unlike u
painted and powdered Madonna. The
dress she wore, her costume for the
third act, was a ridiculously bizarre
one, but nothing could cheapen the
soft, new feeling of her face and man-
ner. She passed between three or
four young, whispering, gossiping
members of the company, who were
improving the dusky moments of a
dark change by flagrant flirtation,
and did not even hear their murmur-
ed comments of astonishment.

When she reached her usual place
in the wings, her husband was on the
stage. He was making love in his
usual outrageous fashion to the
soubrette who played opposite him;
for once, Regina gazed on the scene
unmoved. The nightly torture
which she habitually went through
was for the nonce lifted and removed.
She clasped the baby closer to her,
and waited, tall and motionless, for
her cue.

The situation on the stage required
a tender, melting melody, which was
supposed to charm the wayward
heart of the flirting cavalier into a
musical and sentimental channel. The
composer of the incidental musie had
written a cheap waltz song, which
Regina had sung each night during
the run with a scornful heart and a
frigid intonation. To-night every-
thing seemed different. She felt sud-
denly that she could not sing that
trivial, meretricious air; instead, an-
other, long and determinedly unsung,
if not forgotten, drifted insistently
across her brain. She had not sung it
since the first gold-threaded days of
her mother-life, when Sandy was still
her lover, and her baby lay on her
breast. Now, when her cue came, and
her trained brain responded, she
found herself singing the old dear,
foolish little song which on one black
summer morning she had vowed never
to sing again:

““Look where the little stars play
And ecall to the flying sun:

‘Come back, Sun, from your love, the Day
For your work is now all done! %

i
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Oome and dance in the moon-lit sky,
For the night is sweet and true;
Come, old sun, and we dare you try
To dance like us in the pleasant blue—
In our ball-room cool and blue!’ ’?

It was only when it was all over,
and the silenced and bewildered
orchestra had taken up the bars of an
entrance chorus supposed to follow
the little song, that Regina realized
what she had done.

She heard the stage-manager say

arpl,

Sh“(frgz;t Ceesar, Mrs. Cairns, what on
earth did you mean ?”

But she eould not wait for another
word. Speechless, she fled through
the crowded wings, hiding her head
against the sleeping baby. She felt
she must go some place where she
could be alone; for her newly-
awakened self shrank from unsympa-

thetic contact. She turned her hur-
" ried steps to the stairway that led
down to the big room in the cellar
where the good wig-maker and his
wife, the wardrobe mistress, reigned
supreme.

She met Mrs. Hansel on the steep
stairs. ;

“Ach, it Frau Norris’s baby, ist,
nicht?” She said. .= “The pretty
Engelein! 1 half not you seen lately.
Frau Regina; it iss all vell mit your
husband, nicht wahr?”

“May I take the baby down to the
room?” asked Regina breathlessly.
“She is asleep, and I am afraid the
noise in the dressing-room 2

“Ach, warum mnicht? Take_ her
down, surely yess! There iss a pile of
silk sashes fich ve gif out to de girls
for next Montag, and dey will make a
gut, hubsch resting-place for the
lieber kind—a place for schlaf und
ruh’, nicht?”

“Is anyone down there ?” asked Re-

gu‘l‘?dber, der iss Fritz. But do you
not him mind, nicht? He the kinder
loves! I go to Miss Bratton. Ach,
she iss one old maid !” ;

Regina ran down the stairs, and,
slipping past the excellent Fritz, who
was sitting curling wigs in the front
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room, installed herself and the baby
in the tiny silk-filled back room where
Mrs. Hansel kept all her surplus as
well as her new supplies.

There, by the light of a dingy gas-
burner, Regina made the softest of
couches for her small charge. Sashes,
kerchiefs, scarves, and even laces, she
used to make a bed such as a wee
fairy princess might have enjoyed.
Upon this rainbow couch she laid the
baby, and then, secure from interrup-
tion, she hung hungrily over the wee
little form, and poured out to it some
of the pent-up mother-love which her
own baby was too many long etern-
ities away to hear.

And as the little one dropped
asleep the minor tragedies of her re-
strained life since the baby’s death
came to the fore with sharp distinet-
ness.

“He mnever seemed to ecare!” she
murmured, vacillating between tears
and hardness. “I could have borne
it—oh, I think I could have borne it
—if he had only seemed to care!”

Upstairs she could hear the tramp
of feet. Soon the Little Mother-Wo-
man would come to rob her, the
spurious, make-believe mother-wo-
man, of her treasure. She got on her
knees and clasped the sleeping baby
to her breast. The child stirred and
whimpered softly, opening and shut-
ting an aimless hand ; its mouth was
half-open, moist and as pink as a
moss-rosebud. Its scant fair hair, as
soft as the fur of a very young kit-
ten, was damp. Still sleepily ery-
ing, she cuddled closer into the soft
nest of Regina’s bosom and, in a
moment, had drowsed off again.

‘“Look, where the little stars play,’’

sang Regina, brokenly, controlling
her wild longing to press the sleepy
baby closer to her heart.

‘“And call to the flying sun:

‘Come back, Sun, from your love, the
Day—-’ E)

There was a firm and extremely
hurried step outside, and a man’s
voice speaking a quick word to Frits.
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But Regina did not notice. She laid
the baby gently down, singing,

beneath her breath,—

3

“‘¥For your work is now-—all—done

Suddenly there was a shadow at
her side; she was caught, clasped, and
held hard, hard, against a very
stormily pounding heart.

“Regina !

She looked up, trembling, into the
earnestness in Sandy’s face, and,
erushing down her agitation at what
she saw there, whispered,

“Hush! You’ll wake her!”

« The little phrase brought back to
them both, with a poignancy that was
knife-like, the many times in the past
that one had used it to the other, tip-
toeing with hushed laughter about
their tiny flat, when the baby was
asleep and they were helping each
other get dinner.

“Regina, I saw you with that baby
— he said again, with a very un-
steady voice. “I did not know—I did
not realize——"

“You forgot!” said Regina with re-
proof that was the sharper for its
gentleness.

He shook his head, dumbly, yet
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humbly, for he knew better than she
how near he had been to forgetting.
Then with manly determination he
said vehemently and contritely,

“I will never forget again, Regina.”

“Hush, hush, youwll wake the
baby I” whispered Regina happily;
and Sandy acted the rest silently.

“Oh, Mrs. Cairns,” gasped the
anxious voice of the Little Mother-
Woman at the door, where is—*
Then she caught sight of the heap of
silks and what lay upon them, and
darted forward, with an ejaculation
of relief.

“I—I hunted for you everywhere,”
she explained, as she gathered her
small daughter into her arms, and
looked apologetically from Regina to
Sandy. Then she seemed to feel
some subtle something that was new
and electric in the air. “I—I hope
that she has not been any trouble,”
she said a little awkwardly, but with
a wealth of sympathy in her childlike
gaze.

The two women looked at each
other, a long, understanding look.

“No,” said Regina, a little breath-
lessly, and with strangely  shining
eyes. “No. She—has—not—been—
any—trouble !”’




INDIAN TITLE

IN BRITISH

BY d.-A.4.

JATTEL, in his ‘‘Law of
i Nations’’, affirms: ‘‘ The
savages of North Amer-
ica had no right to ap-
propriate all that vast
continent to themselves;
and since they were unable to inhabit
the whole of those regions, : other
nations might, without prejudice,
settle in some parts of them, provided
they left the natives a sufficiency of
land.”” On this dictum Indian title
may easily be disposed of. But our
formal adoption of the doctrine might
have awkward involvements. Some
juemnSae oAIssoadwil UB SI}BIOUNUI
jt ordrourad oy} wodn 3mq jsworqud
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for the right of Japan to take posses-
sion of the vast unoccupied territory
in Australasia. For the doctrine
evolves not from the state of savagery,
but from the very purpose of creation.
A chief of Germania summed it up
well when he said to the Romans: ‘“As
heaven belongs to the gods, so the
earth is given to the human race; and
waste territory is common to all.”’
Even then the Germans were moved
o expansion. ;

: Pell')haps we should praise the wis-
dom rather than the generosity of the
Puritans who, notwithstanding the
charter from the King, purchased
from the Indians the lands they took
possession of in New England. Quite
oppositively motived men, the Hud-
son’s Bay adventurers, albeit Charles
Second ‘‘ereated and constituted’’
them ‘‘the true and absolute lords and
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proprietors of ‘‘the territory’’, and
‘‘the courts of law’’, as Justice Martin
has written, ‘‘practically found that
the proprietory rights of the Com-
pany under its charter . . . were
valid”’, the Hudson’s Bay Company
recognized that, over and above their
rights, the Indians had a title in the
territory which the King’s charter
did not destroy. For in the transfer
to Canada the Company emphasized
that it was not conveying plenitude of
title by the proviso that the Indians
should be compensated ‘‘for lands re-
quired for purposes of settlement’’.
And the Manitoba Act made ample
provision for complying with that
condition.

Many years previously, the Karl of
Selkirk, a keen man, deemed it wise
before venturing his historic settle-
ment, to have the apparently plenary
conveyance to him by the Company
confirmed by the Indians through a
surrender of their rights to the
Crown. And Sir James Douglas, who
was never regarded as meticulous,
took care to secure surrenders from
Indians of British Columbia of lands
in respect of which he purposed exer-
cising active possession. Before Con-
federation, the United Provinces of
Canada, by settled practice, extin-
guished the Indian title in advance of
settlement and the making of grants.
The Dominion sent commissioners far
north and west to the boundary of
British Columbia, to free the land for
settlement by treaties ceding the Tn-
dian right.
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The nature of the title of the In-
dians has been defined in various ways
—from the right to hold and use ter-
ritory ‘‘according to their own discre-
tion’’ to a ghostly claim on ‘‘ Christian
charity’’. The law lords of the Privy
Council, when they came in contact
with what Canada had been serupu-
lously removing, declared it to be “‘a
mere burden’’ on the Crown’s ‘‘para-
mount estate’’, but, yet, such a ‘“bur-
den’’ as required to be ‘‘surrendered
or otherwise extinguished’’ to give the
Crown plenum dominum. It follows
that the Government of Canada had
been not merely politic in its treaty
making with the Indians, but, in fact,
removed a burden which kept the
Crown’s title, useful as it was for
practical purposes, from being what
sovereignty’s should be.

However opinion has differed as to
its nature, howsoever indeterminate
the best, one attribute has been defin-
itely defined: Indian title can only
be ceded to a sovereign power. And
that implies that it partakes of some-
thing of the very nature of sovereign-
ty itself. TIts origin is in natural
nationhood—a nationhood like unto
that of the barbarie nations of Europe
—the inherent rights of which could
only be eliminated by conquest or ex-
tinguished through negotiation. They
had to be washed out in blood or ceded
by agreement. Indian title is not in
the nature of a fee. No unearned
increment accrues to the land it cov-
ers. Neither the passing of years nor
work of development adds to it. The
value of its removal is to-day what it
was at the creation of the colony. And
the value stands apart from expendi-
ture consequent upon the demands of
public wisdom for the establishment
and maintenance of means for the ad-
vancement of the natives.

Its extinguishment is an appraisable
benefit. The law lords held that, to
the extent to which the ‘‘benefit . . .
accrues to her’’, a province must bear
the cost. The province in the particu-
lar case was Ontario. The deed of ex-
tinguishment, the North-West Angle

Treaty.
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Sir John Maedonald had the treaty
made to clear the way for the estab.
lishment of Manitoba. He was more
of a centralist than a federalist.
Autonomous provinces with a consid-
erable realm had to be conceded for
the attainment of confederation or we
might have had a much more central-
ized system than we have, He went
as far as he could, but he did not go
as far as he thought. He believed that
Ontario’s jurisdiction and territorial
right ended where the purchase from
the Hudson’s Bay Company began.
The judgment of the Judicial Com.
mittee of the Privy Council in the
famous litigation which grew out of
the North-West Angle Treaty was his
first great disabusement. He found
he should have had, at least, the con-
currence of Ontario in covenanting
to carve Indian reserves out of her
territory. It never occurred to him to
ask her leave. And thereby was
woven the tangled web that at every
step for long years tripped up Indian
administration in a large part of On.
tario. It was only got rid of a while
before the war came, when Ontario
finally agreed to go so far in meeting
the obligations of the treaty as to con.
firm the reserves selected without her
consent and transfer them untram.
melled to the Dominion in trust for
the Indians, the Dominion being left
to bear alone and in perpetuity the
burden of the annuities, as well as the
other financial obligations of the
treaty.

The Dominion had learned the les-
son Sir Oliver Mowat was so pro-
ficient in teaching. Had Ontario been
consulted and her necessary co-opera-
tion sought—as the law lords intim-
ated it should have been—she doubt.-
less would have done as she did many
years after in respect of Treaty No. 9,
when she joined in the negotiations,
furnished the land selected by the In-
dians as reserves, and undertook to
provide for payment of the annuities,
the Dominion bearing but the cost of
administration and the expenditures
incidental to the other undertakings
of the treaty.
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The point of all this is that Ontario
considered, after taking much thought
and much time, that the removal of
aboriginal title was well worth paying
for, even in these later days when the
glory of the red men has faded and
their nations no longer inspire fear,
as it was in the days of her beginnings
when they still, with a measure of
force or of fear, could compel recog-
nition of right. :

And another point is that Ontario
found 1t good policy to release the
stranglehold she had on the reserves
constituted under the North-West
Angle Treaty, which was like _unto
British Columbia’s reversionary inter-
est in Indian reserves. Like it, her
hold kept fromr settlement and produc-
tion lands wi ain reserves which the
Indians could make more beneficial
use of by selling or leasing than in any
other way. For the revenue in part
or in whole from the sale of land by
a provinee is a benefit but transitory
and small in comparison with the per-
manent benefit that acerues to the
commonwealth from its improvement
and development.

In the early days of the colony,
aboriginal rights were taken seriously.
The Colonial Secretary, on the 31st of
July, 1858, wrote G?vernor Dou_gla.s
“‘“to enjoin upon’’ him ‘‘to consider
the best and most humane means of
dealing with the native Indians”’. He
went on: ‘‘Let me not omit to observ-e
that it should be an invariable condi-
tion, in all bargains or treaties with
the natives for the cession of lands
possessed by them, that subsistence
should be supplied to them in some
other shape.”” In the following Sep-
tember he reminded him that the sub-
ject of ‘‘the treatment of the native
Indians’’ was ‘‘one which demands’’
his ‘‘prompt and careful considera-
tion’’. The latter despatch covered a
communication from the Aborigines’
Protection Society, in which, among
other pregnant remarks, is this: ‘It
would seem that a treaty should be
promptly made between the delegates
of British authority and the chiefs
and their people, as loyal, just, and
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pacific as that between William Penn
and the Indians of Pennsylvania, but
that more stringent laws should be
made to ensure its provisions being
maintained with better faith than that
was carried out on the part of the
whites.”’

In 1859 Lord Carnarvon wrote:
‘“‘In the case of the Indians of Van-
couver Island and British Columbia,
Her Majesty’s Government earnestly
wish that, when the advancing re-
quirements of colonization press upon
lands occupied by members of that
race, measures of liberality and jus-
tice may be adopted for compensating
them for the surrender of the territory
which they have been taught to regard
as their own.”’

It began to enter the minds of the
local statesmen that the natives had
prior and pervasive rights which it
would be well to be decently rid of.
Land was abundant, and of that they
were ready to give portions for the
sole use and benefit of the natives.
But there was the money difficulty.
Then the idea came of asking the good
old Home Government, so serupulous
about Indian rights, so sedulous ‘‘of
diffusing the blessings of the Christian
religion and of civilization among the
natives’’, to furnish the cash. The
House of Assembly, in 1861, by peti-
tion prayed ‘“‘for the aid of Her
Majesty’s Government in extinguish-
ing the Indian title to the public lands
in this Colony”. And in transmitting
the petition, Governor Douglas ‘“felt
that it would be improper to conceal
from’’ Downing Street, whence its
urging came, ‘‘the importance of
carrying that vital measure into effect
without delay’’. The conversion was
not convietion. The old order never
gave place to the new. The Home
Government curtly refused the funds.
“‘The acquisition of the title is a pure-
ly colonial interest,’’ replied the Duke
of Newecastle, ‘‘and the Legislature
must not entertain any expectation
that the British tax payer will be bur-
thened to supply the funds or British
credit pledged for the purpose.”” And
the colony left it at that.
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Whether designedly or by happy
chance, British Columbia finally was
relieved of the obligation. Probably
the question never arose, never was
thought of when the terms of Union
were discussed and given form. Brit-
ish Columbia was taken with the prac-
tical-purpose title she had to her
lands, and her whole duty to the In-
dians was confined to the providing
of land for reserves. It followed that,
with the Indians, Canada took over
all other obligations in respect of
them. Whatever other claims they
had stood, and still stand, against the
Crown as represented by the Do-
minion.

Aboriginal title is not a claim en-
forcible at law. The natural law of
nations out of which it arises has no
court for its enforcement. The law
lords in the judgment already re-
ferred to might have gone further by
way of defining the bearing of the
question upon publie morality. But
questions of that nature are entirely
for governments, however poor they
be at solving them. The Judicial Com-
mittee of the Privy Council are advis-
ers of the Crown in law, not in morals.
They went about as far as they could.
They might easily have been more dis-
cursive, and made their judgment, in
so far as it touched upon Indian title,
an immensely more interesting and a
much more valuable contribution to
history ; but they could not indicate
means of enforcement or fix the price
of its extinguishment. The Judicial
Committee have done much for us:
perhaps we expect them to do too
much. Indian title belongs to the
domain of public policy, unimpinged
upon by our constitutional law.

The Duke of Neweastle put no hedg-
ing of law about the subject. It im-
posed a burden on the State and the
State had to devise the means and
meet the cost of its removal. We have
learned no more and can learn no
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more. Whether he was quite justified
in putting the burden on the emerging
colony is a question upon which there
is room for difference of opinion ; but
such question has no bearing now.

The transfer from the Hudson'’s
Bay Company did not create the title
of the Indians between the mountains
and the Lake of the Woods, which the
Dominion afterwards extinguished.
It simply made it clear that the Com-
pany was not purporting to convey
what it did not possess. The Company
did not have to be told by the courts
that its title lay under the burden of
the Indian title ; nor did the Dominion
go to the courts to ask whether the
condition as to the claim of the In.
dians was binding in law, and, if so,
what had to be paid to satisfy it. That
was a matter of State policy, and as
such was dealt with.

The agreement made a few years
ago whereby Ontario was so largely
relieved of the obligation of the North.
West Angle Treaty, was not a com-
plete corollary of the Judicial Com-
mittee’s judgment. Indeed, it re-
leased Ontario in large measure from
what their lordships implied she was
bound to. It could as easily have
been made had they never spoken. Tt
was effected as a matter of policy—
and wisely effected. Ontario had a
hold in virtue of the Dominion’s mis-
take, and the Dominion gave consid-
eration for its loosing.

In the end all such matters have to
be disposed of on grounds of policy.
‘When British Columbia satisfactorily
meets the land requirements of the
Indians, she cannot, altogether apart
from the terms of Union, fairly in the
face of the arrangement with Ontario
as to the North-West Angle Treaty,
be asked to do more. It is for the
Dominion to extinguish Indian title in
British Columbia, and in doing so to
assume the other obligations which
established policy and practice imply.
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MIST OF

MORNING

BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY
AUTHOR OF “UP THE HILL AND OVER", “THE SHINING SHIP", ETC.
CHAPTER XVIII

mom NY one who has followed
| this tale so far may
think that too many
chapters begin with get-
ting out of bed in the

: “ morning. Well, we make
no apology. Things do begin that
way. The newness of every day is
such a commonplace phenomenon that
we miss the wonder of it. Yet think!
Of all the millions of days which
make up the million years of the
aeons this day which begins when we
get out of bed in the morning is the
only day which has never been lived
by anybody! It lies before us, a tiny
fleck of time, virgin as yet of tl}e
touch of man or angel. Perhaps in
this knowledge lies the source of that
imperishable optimism whieh makes
us feel so able to do things in the
morning? If so, it is fortunate that
our having done nothing special ves-
terday seems to leave our hopefulness
unimpaired.

Rosme loved the morning. She al-
ways woke suddenly and completely
and when she woke she got up.
Usually, that is—this morning was
different. It wasn’t that she was
sleepy or that the room was cold; it
wasn’t for any particular reason, but
just because she had a feeling which
she did not analyze that there were
things, important things, to think
over. One can think with great com-
fort in a warm bed. Rosme tossed
back her hair (it looked rather won-
derful against the white pillow)
peeped at her watch and drew the
blankets up to her chin.
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“Now I can think,” she decided
luxuriously.

Does any girl think when she de-
cides that she is going to? What
Rosme really meant was, “Now I can
remember,” for immediately her un-
leashed mind raced back through the
events of the last few days, pausing
only when it reached Milhampton
station on a fine, erisp morning after
rain.

We have already visited that sta-
tion upon that same morning and we
know all the little trifles that hap-
pened there. But then we were with
David and.now we are with Rosme.,
Instead of a straight young girl with
bronze hair, we see a young man sit-
ting on a baggage truck. He is an
upstanding young man with an ar-
resting face which, at first, we can-
not decide to call either homely or
handsome but which is all the more
fascinating on that account. We note
particularly the eyes which are deep
set and very gray. This young man
speaks and we like his voice. We
like his voice very much—all kinds of
disconnected memories crowd in here
—things which the young man said
and the way he looked when he said
them—a confusion of pictures piling
one on another—of the young man’s
face as he ate a ginger chocolate
which he didn’t like, of his expres-
sion when speaking so briefly of his
recent loss, of how he looked when
discussing the rights of women, of
his trick of rumpling his hair, his
habit of blushing—we find Rosme’s
memory dwelling on all these trifles
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and many more, especially the awk-
ward zeal with which he had tried to
discover her address. Then, with a
bound, it cuts the confusion and pre-
sents a very clear-set vision of the
arrival in the waiting-room.

That girl!

That girl with her too red lips and
her heavy lidded eyes, the ultra
fashion of her dress, the slight exag-
geration of her hat—her whole in-
definite yet damming air of being not
the real thing but something just as
good! This picture was clearest of
all, although Rosme had seen it only
in the merest flash—the girl’s hand on
David’s arm with its insufferable air
of possession, her “0 David !’

What did it mean?

In her wise little head, Rosme was
afraid that she knew what it meant.
Girls, even girls unrestrained by the
dictates of good taste, do not behave
so obviously in public places unless
they are conscious of a position solid
enough to warrant it. Only an en-
gaged girl might act so, but—David
Greig engaged to a girl like that! She
could not believe it.

She had caught a glimpse of his
face as she picked up the dropped
suit-case and the thought of it mow
brought out a reluctant dimple.
Amazement, chagrin, fury, but chiefly
amazement, had left him staring like
an owl caught by sunlight. Why had
he been so unprepared? Rosme
couldn’t answer that, but it opened
out new avenues for speculation.
Perhaps he wasn’t engaged after all;
perhaps there was a misunderstand-
ing somewhere? Perhaps it had been
a practical joke? This last held an
element of possibility. The girl in
the big hat had not been alone. Over
her shoulder Rosme had caught sight
of a familiar face, a face with a
mouth which could have belonged to
no one save Mr. William Carter Fish,
and Mr. Fish, Rosme felt, was ‘capable
of any silliness. She had met that
gentleman before, had known him, in
fact, as the latest and fast vanishing
satellite of Miss Mary Fox, once a
schoolmate of Rosme’s in Milhamp-
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ton. For a brief period, Mis

had found Mr. Filsh uséful. i “FN‘:;
anything like so silly as he looks
dear,” she had told Rosme. “Quite a
duck, really, and knows no end of
nice boys.”

Was David Greig one of the “nice
boys”, Rosme wondered. If so, per-
haps Mary had already become ae-
quainted with him. She might know
all about the girl at the station. But
curiously enough this possibility was
not pleasant. Rosme rather imped
that Mary did not know David at all
Marx was a dear girl but she was.
certainly a flirt. Dangerously pretty
too, with her flaxen hair and round,
ghiIQish face with its air of blossom-
ing innocence. A half-formed resoly.-
tion of calling on Mary faded! Prob-
ably the episode at the station haq
meant just nothing at all. Tt is often
s0, in books. People who might have
been jolly good friends are estranged
through such blind trusting to ap-
pearances. She, Rosme, would not be
so foolish. If Mr. Greig, when he
found out her address, desired tol
come to see her she would act exact]
as if nothing had happened. ,Hi
vs_rould probably explain, if explana
tion were necessary ! 2

By this time Rosme’s wish
fathered her thought that sh}?dhsg
l)egqn to wonder what she had been
making such a fuss about. A man
can’t be engaged without knowing it
and Mr. Greig had certainly mnot
looked like an engaged man—not that
she cared if he were engaged. She
only wanted to be friends and ope
can have a perfectly good friendship
with an engaged person. Certainly
Why not? Well, of course, it isn't
quite the same. There is a certaj
flatness—Rosme sighed. s

The sigh proved the end of her
reverie, for a certain small person
who had been waiting outside the
door for some such indication o;
wakefulness, pushed delightedly into
the room and plunged, head first lik
a_small porpoise, into the warmes:
place in the bed. The ease of he
plunging spoke: of long practice, 5
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“Infant! How did you get out of
bed

“I climbed out. But I waited till
you woked. It was a long time—
feel my feets!”

“Och !’ exclaimed Rosme, “they’re
like ice. You’re a naughty girl!”

“Pm good now,” in an injured
voice.

“Lie still, then.”

“Rosme,” in a wheedling voice
“will you tell me Peter Rabbit?”

“Are you asleep, Rosme?’ Small
fingers explored the cornmers of the
girl’s closed eyes. “Please don’t be
asleep! Rosme! Turn round!” The
fingers sought and found a con-
venient handle in Rosme’s nose.

“Oh, baby, don’t!”

“Does it hurt?” with interest.

There was no answer. Rosme was
trying to recapture her interrupted
musings. :
“Will you tell me about Peter, quick,
before Granny comes?”’

“Pm so tired of Peter, Infant !’

Two childish eyes opened widely
in surprise at the foolishness of this
remark.

“But it’s not you, it’s me,” said the
Infant reasonably. ;

Rosme laughed and gave in.
the delay had been fatal.

“Rosme, is the Infant in there?”
asked an inquiring voice from the
hallway. “Why Rosme,” as the
owner of the voice followed it into
the room. “Aren’t you up yet, child?
Do you know what time it is?”

The first sight of Madam Rameses
was always a shock, especially to any
one who had heard her speak befpre
seeing her. Sound creates an illusion
of form, and the form created by the
voice of Madam was so different from
the reality that momentary confusion
was inevitable. Madam’s voice was
sweet, even haunting, Madam’s ap-
pearance was—well, striking. She
was a large woman with a square cut,
masculine face, faintly shaded upper
lip. Her brow was broad and un-
softened by the gray hair which was
dragged back from it and worn
short in a fashion resembling a Dutch

But
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cut. Only the eyes seemed to claim
remote kinship with the voice, for
they were mild and kind with an ex-
pression of appeal, almost of timidity,
curiously at odds with the rugged
face they graced.

Though it was so early in the morn-
ing Madam was dressed for the day
in a trim, gentlemanly shirtwaist and
a tight, short skirt. She practiced an
habitual neatness which was a con-
tinual shock to those “seckers” whose
preconceived idea of a eclairvoyant
and medium was of something thin
and hazy in kimonas. She wore boots,
too, although everyone knows that
slippers are the proper psychic garb.
Slippers which slip, belts which re-
fuse to stay down and hair which de-
clines to stay up are full of soulful
suggestion. But Madam would have
none of them. Her cuffs and collar
were as white and prim as those of a
hospital nurse and her skirt never
sagged. A woman of eurious contra-
dictions was Madam Rameses, spirit-
ualist,.

“No, I don’t know the time, and
please don’t tell me,” entreated Rosme
“Tll hurry.”

“Well, breakfast is waiting. You
shouldn’t indulge 'the Infant with
stories, Rosme, it is only teaching her
to climb her crib.”

“She hasn’t told me a single story I
wailed the Infant,

But her grandmother paid no at-
tention. She wag watching Rosme
with a curious expression of indeci-
sion, ;

“What’s the matter ?”” asked Rosme,
who knew this look well.

“Nothing at all important. But I
have a short message for you. Do you
care to see it? I know you have no
faith, my dear,” she went on without
waiting for an answer, “but I feel it
my duty when a message comes
through to pass it on whether the
recipient laughs at it or not.”

“I'm not laughing,” protested Ros-
me with some truth. “I can’t laugh
with a tooth brush in my mouth.”

“I refer, of course, to your mental
attitude,” said Madam mildly.
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“There was no circle last evening.
The message came through by auto-
matic writing while I was preparing
for bed.”

She spread upon the girl’s dressing
table two fairly large sheets of rough
seribbling paper loosely covered with
large irregular writing which strag-
gled anywhere across their surface.
The seript was so bad as to be almost
illegible but Rosme had seen it often
enough to be able to read it with
some ease,

“Let Rosme tell—to be careful of—

. The blank spaces were quite inde-
cipherable and so were two or three
words which seemed to complete the
message,

“It is unfortunate,” said Madam in
her charming voice, “that I was un-
able to get the remainder of the
message more clearly. I am afraid
Yyou may find it obscure.”

Rosme laughed.

“Well,” she admitted, “if I knew
whom I was to tell and what I was to
tell him, and why he should be care-
ful and what of, the meaning might
be slightly clearer.

“Sometimes,” went on Madam, her
light, blue eyes growing dreamy, “the
subconscious mind supplies these de-
ficiencies in the seript. I have known
seekers to translate perfectly a half
finished message which to me was
perfect monsense. It is wonderful
what the merest suggestion will do.”

“It is,” said Rosme, “that is why
I prefer not to let it do it.”

Madam looked faintly puzzled. “I
fear you are prejudiced, my dear.
However, there is the message. Shall
I tell Maggie to pour your coffee?”

“Yes, please. I’ll only be a moment
now. Who’s going to dress the In-
fant ?” :

“Maggie will do that. The water in
the taps is not warm enough yet. Did
I tell you that I had a message to
stop the cold baths?”’

“No!” said Rosme, peering through
the cloud of her hair. :

“Yes, a doctor, Cornelius Brown,
who passed over early in the eigh-
teenth century, has sent a warning.
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Too great a shock to the system.
Surprising, don’t you think?”

“Not at all. Early in the eighteenth
century cold baths would have
shocked many systems. All the same
I agree with Dr. Brown about the
Infant. I have always thought cold
baths for her rather heroie.”

“Yes,” uneasily. “I thought so too.
But I began, you remember, on ae-
count of a message from—there’s the
bell! Tl have your coffee ready.”
With a word of caution to the Infant
to wait for Maggie, Madam Rameses
hurried out.

“Now,” said a small but determined
voice, “you can tell me the story about
Peter.”

“But if I tell you about Peter,
baby, I won’t have time to drink my
coffee.”

“Will that hurt you in your tum-
mick 1’

“Tt might.”

The ineffable sacrifice.

“Angel !” cried Rosme, picking her
up for a final hug, “you shall have
Peter to-morrow and the Flopsy
Bunnies too, and maybe Jemima
Puddleduck, but now I must fly!”?

Yet even in her hurry she paused a
moment to glance once more at the
seribbled message — was that a “D»
at the beginning of the undecipher-
able word? It might be a “D”, Byt
it might just as well be anything
else. Rosme was quite able to smile
at her own absurdity!

Rosme ate her breakfast in record
time that morning, conscious of a
kindly scrutiny from across the table,
Whatever Madam Rameses’s profes.
sional abilities may have been (and
with these Rosme felt she had noth.
ing to do), she certainly possessed an
uncanny power of receiving impres-
sions from other people. By the
time Rosme decided to tell Madam
anything she wusually found that
Madam already knew. It was a state
of things not without it convenienceg
—usually. But this morning Rosme
ate her breakfast in a hurry not gqp
attributable to the fact that she w
late. >
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Perhaps Madam knew this, too, for
there was a smile in her light, blue
eyes as she watched the girl. She was
very fond of Rosme; loved her in
fact with the timid, half-hesitating
love of one to whom love has not
been gracious. Madam Rameses,
otherwise Mrs. Plumber, born Anna
‘Wilkes, had led a life which had been
gingularly loveless. Left motherless
when a very little girl, it would have
been infinitely better had she been
left fatherless too; for Joe Wilkes
the father had been at best a bully
and at worst a brute. Little Anna
early learned fear and hate from him
and would have suffered actual abuse
had she not possessed, unconsciously,
a weapon which he feared from the
depths of his ugly, superstitious soql.
Anna was a quiet, somewhat spupld
child without any of the ordinary
prettiness of childhood. (“Ugly little
devil,” her father called her) and
her strange faculty of seeing more
than other people saw helped to
keep her solitary even in the midst
of a kind-hearted community.
Mothers of more ordinary children
looked at her askance. They were
sorry for the child but—one has to
think of one’s own, and there was no
doubt that Joe Wilkes’s Anna was a
bit odd. Even the children them-
selves did not take to her. She was
too quiet to be a good playmate and
she could never return any of their
childish favours by inviting them
to her home. Her father would allow
no children inside his gate. :

So Anna fought her silent way into
girlhood through what agonies of
loneliness no one ever knew. 3 She
Jearned to dread the strange “sight”
which made her different from those
around her. Desperately she tried
to put all that part of herself away,
to hide it, to smother it, to kill it if
she could; and her square chin, out-
ward semblance of an inborn stub-
bornness helped her. Only with Joe
Wilkes did she use her curious power
and often she protected herself
against his brutality by a use of it
which cowed him utterly.
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When she was sixteen, a well grown,
homely girl, Joe Wilkes, at that time
a contractor in a small way, fell from
a scaffold while inspecting a build-
ing and was instantly killed. With
his death, a great weight was re-
moved from Anna’s life. The world
seemed kinder, the air purer, now
that she was alone. When his affairs
were settled it was found that she
owned the cottage she lived in and
the ground on which it stood, its
apple and cherry trees, its useful bit
of kitchen-garden and its roses and
lilac trees in front. There was a
little money in the bank.

Anna drew a long sigh of relief
and looked around her. She was not
afraid of life. She was young and
everyone was kind. The old rumours
of her “queerness” had almost died
out or were disregarded. There were
good friends ready to help the orphan
girl. Things looked well for Anna,
but calamity was again just around
the corner.

In an evil moment, Anna Wilkes
met Richard Plumber. He was a
man of twice her age, of cheap, good
looks and easy manner. He lived in a
near-by town where the door of his
office bore the word “Broker”, a most
suitable name if one may be permit-
ted to play upon words. No one
knew exactly what he broke, for the
pieces were skilfully hidden.

In this man, poor loveless Anna
thought she had found love. She
was not naturally clever and at this
erisis her abnormal faculty for “see-
ing clear” deserted her. She was an
easy prey. When he said he loved her
she believed him. When he said that
she was beautiful she looked into her
mirror through a mist of happy tears
and thought that perhaps it might
be true.

The story is too sordid to dwell
upon. From the standpoint of Mr.
Richard Plumber it was a most satis-
factory affair. He got the pretty
cottage with the useful bit of garden ;
he got the bit of money in the bank
and he got an excellent housekeeper
to whom he need not pay wages and

L
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on whom he did not need to waste the
time required for deeds of ordinary
courtesy. Ome little child was born
to them and here at last Anna found
love. The baby was a sturdy little
girl with her father’s good looks and,
as was to appear later, his selfish soul.
But to her mother, more homely now
than ever, she was a little bit of
heaven.

For a while Anna was happy but
that misfortune which seems to dog
the steps of some with pitiless zeal,
was not yet satisfied. With the disap-
pearance of Anna’s bit of money and
the money from the sale of the cot-
tage, the brokerage business disap-
peared too. Money grew scarce—and
scarcer. A frightened look came into
Anna’s eyes; a look which never af-
terwards wholly left them. Then one
morning, Richard Plumber, husband
and father, was nowhere to be found.
He had followed the money and the
brokerage business into the limbo of
lost articles. He never came back.

Anna Plumber’s memory was con-
fused about the time which came
afterwards. She supported herself in
various ways, including the taking in
of washing, and managed to rub along
somehow until the baby’s infancy was
passed. Then to her dismay she
found her own strength failing. With
poor health she began to “see” again,
and, as if fortune had been lying in
wait, it was just at that time that
she became known to the Rev. Jas-

per Holmes, a believer in the oceult
and an eager, if somewhat unstable,
psychical researcher.  To the Rev.
Jasper, who had retlre_d from active
ministry in order to give more time
to his new hobby, Mrs. Plumber was
a “find”?. Was she not that rare thing
a natural medium, an unprofessional,
a woman without guile, against whose
honesty no word could be said? The
little man thrilled all over! and this
marvel was taking in washing for a
living! Well, the Rev. Jasper could
stop all that. He had money and it

was always easy to get more for his
experiments. The riech are especially

subject to psychic spasms.
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Anna Plumber “sat” for the Rev.
Jasper and his friends and began to
find life easy again. She took the
change in a bewildered sort of way.
She could not see just why or how
she was earning this money but it
was pleasant to earn it so easily, She
was so horribly tired!

One night as she sat beside her
table close to her little Anna’s bed.
thinking of nothing at all, she was
astonished to find that her right hand,
in which she held a pencil had be.
gun to write quite of its own aecord.
The writing was large, sprawling and
rapid, quite unlike her own painstak-
ing efforts. Fascinated she watched
it for a moment and then grew
frightened. When she grew frighten-
ed the hand stopped. The peneil fel]
out of it and rolled to the floor,

Shaking a little, Anna picked up
the written sheets—she could not read
a word of the writing— And yet, it did
not look quite like gibberish either.
Much perturbed, she spoke of her cur.
ious experience to the Rev. Jasper
next day. He was much excited.

“Automatic writing I’ he exelaimed
“An undoubtedly genuine case. The
Society will be delighted. Wa shall
go ahead very rapidly now.”

“But,” said Anna, “no one can read
the writing.”

“That is not unusual in
experiments. You will see
characters greatly improve w
tice. Presently we shall he
read it with facility.

“But,” said Anna, “what 18 it 9”

This was a poser for her patron
He did not know just what it was,
“That,” he said, “is one of the thingé
we wish to discover. Some say that
it is a part of the ‘self’ of the medium
which writes—a part whieh is ordi-
narily below the level of every-day
consciousness, a kind of inner or sub-

conscious ‘self’ which is mysteriously
aware of many things hidden from
the ordinary conseious mind.”

“Oh,” said Anna looking puzzled.

“Others believe,” he continued,
“that the writing hand is controlled
more or less direetly by some intelli.

the first
_that the
ith praec-
able tq
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gence other than that of the medinm;
by a disembodied spirit, in fact, and
that this is another agency by which
we may be able to get in touch with
those who have gone before. In other
words it is simply a different mani-
festation of the same power which
takes advantage of your trances to
communicate by the spoken word.”

“T was not in a trance,” said Anna.

“That is a sign of progress,” he as-
sured her. “We may soon be able to
dispense with the trance altogether.
To be frank I have noticed lately that
the trances have been much lighter
and less productive than formerly.”

Quick fear leaped into Anna’s eyes.
She, too, had been uneasily conscious
of failing forces. If the power were
to leave her altogether it would take
her living with it. Once again she
and little Anna would be left to face
the world. She said nothing but
from that moment there entered into
Anna Plumber’s “mediumship” an
element which had not been there
before. Anna began to “fake”.

To the eyes of the Rev. Jasper she
seemed to improve in facility.” The
automatic writing came more often
and became more readable. But some-
how the sitters did not get “results”.
The communications, though easier to
obtain, were more stereotyped and
useless. Only once in a while a
gleam broke through.

The Rev. Jasper’s interest waned.
It was time for a new fad anyway
and he was not a constant person.
Sincere enough in his way he was one
of those who pursue strange gods.
Psychical research had ‘Qeen a strange
god, but now familiarity had bred
if not contempt at least dissillusion.
He became bored.

Anna saw it. She made desperate
attempts to hold his interest, but with-
out suceess. The day came when the
circle decided to sit nmo more and
Anna’s services were definitely dis-
pensed with. It was done kindly, for
the Rev. Jasper was generous accord-
ing to his lights. He gave her money,
which he assured her she had earned.
and he gave her letters setting forth

AL._..——;
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his unshaken faith in her oceult
powers.

After this Anna had drifted. She
tried washing again but could not
stand it and the minister’s letter pro-
vided an easier way. She left Can-
ada for the States and moved from
one city to another, sometimes receiv-
ed as a prophetess and sometimes
fined as a fortune-teller. It was a
life wheh did not encourage spiritual
discrimination. Her real power
dwindled, her power of faking in-
creased. Yet through it all she held
herself aloof from the “profession”.
She never availed herself of its friend-
ship or its aid. The erowd of sharp-
ers, card-readers, palmists, clairvoy-
ants and tricksters of all kinds which
infest cities were repulsive to her. She
was afraid of them. She disliked
them. She went her own way, sav-
ing money as she could and looking
forward to a day when she could re-
tire and live the simple life she liked.

Somehow the day seemed long in
coming. Little Anna grew up, a
pretty, headstrong girl, extravagant,
loud and selfish—her father over
again. Her mother often looked at
her in puzzled wonder. Could this
be the baby who had been a bit of
heaven? Could this be the tiny child
whose untroubled eyes had been as
pure and remote as summer stars?
Where had it fled, the sweetness, the
innocency of babyhood? Had it been
her fault? Would the girl have been
different if the child had been brought
up in a settled home under different
circumstances? Had Anna, the mo-
ther, kept on washing for a living
would Anna, the daughter, have ob-
tained a sweeter soul? Who could
answer these questions—certainly not
poor troubled Anna Plumber.

An end had come to this also.
Anna-the-second married. As might
have been expected she did not marry
wisely ; but the man had some money
and for a year or two the couple
rambled through life, having, accord-
ing to the young wife “a whale of a
time”, until nature ordered a tempor-
ary stop for purposes of her own.
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Anna-the-second was furious. Stop
she would not, let nature understand
that! Nature did understand it and
was outraged. Instead of a tempor-
ary check she ordered a period. The
unwilling mother went out of life as
her baby came in.

Anna Plumber, now, since several
years, Madam Rameses, took her tiny
grandehild in her arms and went back
to Canada. She decided to be known
as a medium no more. She had saved
enough to live upon if she lived care-
fully. Fortune had surely done her
worst and would leave her alone here-
after. She could settle down.

But when the now long profes-
sional Madam Rameses sat down to
take stock of her soul, she found a
curious state of affairs. She had lived
with deceit so long that she had
ended by being sure of nothing not
even of herself. She hardly knew
now what was honest “sight” and
what was not. From looking at the
rubbish written by her automatic
hand with a kind of wondering dis-
like she had come to view it with a
superstition almost as simple as that
of her “seckers”. Say what you would,
it was a mystery how it happened.
Even admitting that at times when it
had refused to work she had faked its
messages, it was still true that some-
times it did work of itself and mess-
ages of all sorts, mostly nonsense,
“came through”. Madam Rameses
was afraid of those unsolicited mess-
ages. It was as if some one had set
up a bogie to frighten a child and the
bogie had suddenly winked.

So it happened that when, after her
daughter’s death, she had settled down
in a pleasant house in Toronto with
the intention of keeping a few “pay-
ing guests”, to provide her with in-
terest and oceupation and to help with
the expense, the hand suddenly
“prought through” a message to the
effect that her “helpers on the other
plane” demanded that she should
“keep the light burning”—in plain
words that she should continue to act
as medium.

The demand was a shock to Madam.
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It confused her terribl H

been mistaken in the be?l’ief tlf‘gt she
was faking? Were the messages, so
many of them produects of careful
fishing, and close observation, real
messages after all? Was there in the
small remainder of messages which
were not faked and whose origin she
did not know, some mysterious ave-
nue of communication with the un-
known? Was this the “light” which
must not die out? She worried about
it for months and, in the end, com-
promised. She would hold to her de-
cision to retire, that is, she would no
longer be a professional. She would
no longer give regular sittings for the -
purpose of making money. But, that
the directions in the message be obey-
ed, she would still sit privately for
seekers. It is one thing to’be a pro-
fessional clairvoyant and quite an-
othe_r to"bt} a psychie researcher with
medmml_stlc power. Little Luecie, the
%ﬁ'a;ldchlld, need not be ashamed of

at.

The meeting of Madam Rames;
and Rosme had been a fortunate theiixes
for both of them. Rosme had called
one morning, in the early days of the
struggle for independence, at the office
of a ladies’ agency whither Madam
Rameses had also gone in search of g
nurse for the infant. The girl wag
tired and just a little apprehensive
after her initial failure as g school
teacher but no one would have dream:
ed of anything save content and well-
being t:‘i'lrom tlll(ei fatlzg she chose to turn
upon the world. No one i ‘
Madam Rameses. e s

Rosme, as she waited, becam,
seious of Madam first as a d?s?lfrl?? 43
influence. There was a drawing powep
in t‘he gaze of the maseuline lady o
posite which was almost annoyi 5
The girl grew restless, shifted hep
position and finally raised hep own
eyes resentfully—to meet a glance
kind that resentment gave place iso
sta;{i‘/c[ly dto W,(,)nder. s

y dear,” said the masenlj
“shall you mind if I speak t(‘)l 1}1’?)3 }l’l’d

A few moments before, R,

would have minded, mindeq vs;x;;

she
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much, but the delightful voice and
the kind, blue eyes disarmed her, She
even smiled as the lady came toward
her and, still smiling, she made room
upon her sofa.

Rosme always said afterwards that
she was kidnapped, and Madam did
not contradict her. Certain it is that
when Madam left the agency, having
entirely forgotten the business which
brought her there, she took Rosme
with her. The girl hardly knew how
it happened nor does Madam’s explan-
ation of her sudden and strong inter-
est in some one she had never seen
before seem very illuminating.
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“I saw that we were sympathetic,
my dear,” she said, “and I knew you
were alone—as I was once.”

What else she may have seen of
possible danger or distress or what
loneliness she may have sensed under
the girl’s smile she never said; but
the confidence which was established
that day had never been regretted by
either of them. Rosme slipped into
the quiet house of Madam like a bit
of the happy youth Anna had longed
for and never had; and, in return,
the girl found the one thing inde-
pendence had not given, the comfort
and security of home.

(To be continued)

MY DREAMS OF YOU

Bv ARTHUR L. PHELPS

F light I plucked from fingers
Which trembling held the dawn, ‘
I have woven my dreams of you;
Of white air, white with daisies,
Pale till the night is gone,
I have fashioned my dreams of you,

Of noon beside the river,
Where the still lilies are,
I have woven my dreams of you;
Of iris blossoms blowing
Over a gold sand bar,
I have fashioned my dreams of you.

Of night’s first silent purple,
Of stars with glimmering,
I have woven my dreams of you;
And of the silver monlight
Where gleams a fire-fly’s wing,
I have fashioned my dreams of you,




ANITRA
AND THE SEVEN BOYS

BY ANNE WARNER

) MUST begin a little back
—about seventeen or

up the river first and
built a chapel; then the
fur-traders came next and built a shed
for storing skins out of the rain until
they could be carried eastward; then
the soldiers came and built, first a
blockhouse, and then a stone fort;
then came the law and the steamboats ;
and then the settlers—the first towns-
people.

They were young married people
mainly, people whose lives and plans
had been uprooted and whirled abroad
by the war. There was quite a colony
of them, men of all professions with
pretty sweet-faced girl-wives, each
geeking their fortune, as some one put
1t

In January of the following year
Anita came, and along through the
twelfth month succeeding came the
seven boys. Anita and the seven boys
were the most important of all the
new arrivals, for they were the first
white children born in the young
state. 5

Anita and the seven boys were of
course intimate friends from the first
minute of their respective advents.
Their first teeth and their first steps
were civic events, their last long
clothes and their first short clothes
were cherished heirlooms later on.
When Anita’s great-grandmother in
Boston sent her the newest thing in
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velvet hoods the mothers of the seven
boys all met in a solemn conclave at
the residence of Anita’s mother and
“took the pattern off” so that all the
eight babies might be hooded alike.
They were also strap-slippered alike,
white embroidered-caped alike, baby-
cabbed alike, ivory-ringed alike, and
—in the second year—they all birth-
dayed alike one after another. It was
all pretty and delightful—and some-
what pathetic too, for it spoke very
plainly of the dreadful dearth of in-
terest in life, when that life could find
no wider center than the clothing and
]f.eeding of eight babies, whose intel-
igence was as yet in a very e i
state of development. vl
But Time was soon to rectify all
that. When Anita had two candles on
her birthday cake she had already
been _entered in the census as one of
the nine hundred citizens of her place
of birth. When she had five candles
she was one of three thousand. Then
there was an enormous boom of west-
ern emigration and the little girl’s
twelfth birthday saw her living in g
city—a city of paved streets, tall
buildings, fine parks, and all ’Other
modern advantages. No one would
have recognized the sites of the chapel
the shed for storing skins, and the
bl_ockhous_e; no one would have reco -
nized Anita and the seven boys i
Of course they had all érown
Twelve years has always produeed
tremendous changes in babies, John
had grown so fast that his mother was
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very nervous over him, he being her
only child. Eddy had grown mainly
widthways ; Tom and Dick were taller
than Anita; and Harry and Will were
shorter than she was; Franecis George
(whose mother was a poet)was just
her height. e

But they still celebrated their birth-
days together, Anita always leading
off in January. And just as Amtq’s
hood had set the fashion in hoods in
days gone by, so now Anita’s style of
birthday -celebration alvyays set the
style of all the other birthday cele-
brations for that year. When Anita
testified to the number of her years by
a circle of sugar cats instead of
candles, Tom (whose féte came next)
testified to his by a ci_rcle of sugar
dogs, Eddy followed with sugar ele-
phants, and so on for that year.

The next vyear Anita had the
requisite number of big pink roses,
and Tom followed with red roses, and
so on to Francis George (whose
mother always liked to produce a
novel effect), who had towering spikes
of hollyhocks. :

Upon the following year Anita sud-
denly abandoned her cake and gave a
dancing party with a monogram and
the date and her age done in gold on
the back of the programmes. Here was
an innovation, but the other seven
mothers rose nobly to the occasion—
or occasions—and seven dancing
parties each with a monogram and
age on the programme, all took place
in turn.

The next vear Anita went away to
boarding-school and thus terminated
all the happy series of events which
had so vprettily and pleasantly chain-
ed the lives of the eight together. Of
course it was inevitable and of course
it was sad.

The seven boys stuck together more
or less. went to school daily, shot
snipe in twos and threes in the snipe
season, played foothall (all but John
whose mother preferred that he
shouldn’t—he being her only child),
played tennis, played all sorts of
things, and grew up assidunously.
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When Anita came home the next
summer she wag a great surprise to
her old comrades.

“Why, she’s pretty I” Harry said to
Will in most utter surprise.

“How awful old she seems,” Eddy
confessed to Dick, as they returned
from having made an especially
awkward call on the especially com-
posed young lady.

“I don’t like her as much as I did,”
Tom thought—but not aloud.

Francis George’s mother had him
lose no time in sending some flowers
with his name and compliments neatly
written out on the card attached.

Anita was very sweet and gracious
—not to say condescending—to the
boys. She talked pleasantly to them
when thev called, sought for topics of
conversation not too abstruse for their
limited intellects, and made lemonade
for them whenever her mother re-
minded her to do so. Still, it was not
a happy time, and there was no
special wrenching of heartstrings
when she returned to boarding-school.
The sizing-up of the summer was terse
and uncomplimentary.

“She’s stuck up,” Harry said to
Will in great disgust, “she thought
more of her clothes than of us.”

“I wonder if she’ll ever change back
to like she used to be!” Tom meditat-
ed sadly; then remembered with a
sudden rush of joy that they were go-
ing to have ducks for dinner—and
ceased to consider the good or bad
possibilities of Anita,

But the next summer was a greater
surprise yet, for Anita didn’t come
home at all. Instead she went to visit
a school friend, and then abroad. Such
doings! The boys really did not know
whether they approved or not.

That January Anita was seventeen.
They were all looking forward to be-
ing seventeen soon after and going to
college the next year. It is pretty
hard and absorbing work, that last
year before college with its exams and
conditions (oh, poor Eddy!)—and
very little brain power was spared for
Anita and her affairs.
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Still they were all glad when they
heard that she was coming home the
next summer, and when the day and
hour of arrival came they went cheer-
fully to the station en bloc, just as
they had always gone whenever she
was to be welcomed back ever since
they were babies together.

Such a lovely Anita as descended
from the Pullman! Such a charming,
dainty, bright, happy little figure!—
not even a trace of the prim young
lady who had froisseed them all so
horribly two years before.

Instead she was all smiles—and
even some sparkling tears, and as her
feet touched the platform, she threw
her arms around her father’s neck (he
was nearest, first, and dearest, natur-
ally) and kissed him, and then—Won-
der of Wonders!—she turned with a
little laugh to Tom who was next, and
embraced and kissed him, and then
she absolutely embraced and kissed
them all.

The effect of this was very curious.
First, they fell dead in love with her,
and second, they suddenly disliked
one another, They each rushed up to
call that evening and, so as to be sure
to be first in the field, they all went
at seven instead of eight. Anita hadn’t
finished dinner, and they had to
wait together in the drawing-room,
suffering from a mutual dearth of re-
marks, and a tendency to stare at
Francis George who was wearing his
first evening clothes for the first time.

But when Anita did come in she re-
paid them for all the agony, by being
just too jolly and nice for words. She
talked with them all, reminded them
of loads of good times which they had
forgotten, laughed over jokes which
they fiinally became sufficiently un-
embarrassed to impart to her, and
then when it was nearly ten o’clock
and they had eaten seven pounds of
French candy and had stuffed with
lemonade and poundcake galore, she
suddenly jumped up from her chair,
ran across and squeezed herself in be-
tween Tom and Eddy on the sofa, and,
taking a hand of each and looking
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about at the rest, said, half-earnestly
and half-smilingly :

“And now I want to tell you all the
secret: I want you to know before
anyone else knows. I’m to be married
next month and please promise me to
be my ushers.”

At first they could hardly realize it.
Tom bit his lip and Eddy sneezed.
Francis George, whose poetic blood
couldn’t but show in some way, wink-
ed back tears, and Harry and Will
who had been coldly distant to oné
another ever since leaving the station
four hours before, clasped hands in.
voluntarily,

“Im going to be married in the
church.” Anita continued, oblivious of
the mortal blows she was dealing
apout her. “and I’'m going to have five
girls from school for my maids, and
three men and yourselves for my
ushers. We’re going to Japan, and
perhaps all the way around the world
afterwards.”

There was a short pause, and t
Eddy said, rather haltingly: v
“Is he—is he a very old fellow ¢

“No,” said Anita, “he is thirty-
two”; then she added, “Would you
like to see his picture?”

“Well. I wouldn’t mind,” Eddy ad-
mitted. and she drew out from her
belt what they had all supposed to be
her watch, and showed them a hand-
some gold locket containing a minia-
ture of a good-looking man with a
heavy brown moustache. They looked
at it one after the other and all re-
sented the moustache and its thickness

Then Francis George rose solemnls‘r
and said :

“Well, I must be going. T’ll be ve
pleased to help you any way I ean.»
he said. :

“Oh, yes, we all will,” they saj

“That will be so nice ang dta(,ill of
you,” said Anita, rising as she spoke
The rest of the company rose at the
same time. >

“And I—I’'m sure I eo ‘
%,Oﬁ'”tsaéd Franeis Greorg{el,g rzf:&g,f

ully trying to live u fote
of his costfme. ot dlgnlty
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“Yes, he—he looks like a real good
sort,” said Eddy.

“Thank you so much,” said Anita.

She offered them more candy, but
thev refused firmly. The zest had
been taken from their appetites. They
could only bid their hostess and one
another good-bye and depart. The
wedding took place the next month
and the boys took part and did their
dutv splendidly, although Tom had a
splitting headache and Franeis
George nearly wept at the altar. The
seven mothers sat in the pews just
back of the families, and they shared
the emotions of Francis George when
thev saw all the eight together before
them. As for Anita’s mother, the tears
just poured down her face throughout
the ceremony, for Anita looked abso-
lutely babyish in her white robe and
she wept the more that it was now
fully decided that, after Japan, they
should go on around the world.

Following the church ceremony
there was a splendid wedding break-
fast and a big reception and the boys
did themselves no end of -ecredit
straight through, up to, and including
the trying minute when they each
threw one of their own old baby shoes
after the bride.

Then ensued an interval of peace—
and college—for they all entered the
next autumn, even to Eddy, who had
become quite thin with cunstant coach-
ing.
it Christmas they heard from
Anita, who hadn’t gone around the
world after all, her husband having
decided in San Francisco that he
hadn’t even time to go to Japan.
Grooms do give their brides such little
surprises occasionally, and Anita had
made up for hers by having her moth-
er visit her, and exhibiting all her
happiness to the latter’s maternal ap-
preciation. It is really to be doubted
which Anita’s mother enjoyed most,
her visit or the coming home and tell-
ing about it. Anita’s mother was one
of the dearest and sweetest of women
but she could not forbear referring
frequently in the company of her old
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friends to Anita’s trials in a house
with twelve servants, or to Anita’s
husband’s set ways in never under
any circumstances allowing certain of
the horses to be driven by the second
coachman.

“However, I tell Anita,” said
Anita’s mother to Harry’s mother,
“that no man is perfect, and she must
not mind little things like that.”

The next summer the world turned
absolutely upside down for the boys!
When they returned home Anita was
already there and — as Heaven is
above —she had a baby!

Now of course they all knew that
babies were common, ordinary every-
day things, but for Anita to have one!
—Anita.

“Did you ever think of Anita with
a baby ?” Harry asked Will.

“Naw—she said she was going
around the world,” Will replied.

Then they straggled, somewhat
sheepishly, up to call on Anita, and
were shown the baby, a cunning little
tot, with eyes tightly shut, and a
dimpled fist in its mouth.

Anita put her hand gently on Tom’s
shoulder, when it was he who was con-
templating the little creature, and
said :

“Do you know it seems to me as if
he belonged to the eight of us
together. Don’t forget to set him a
good example always, will you, dear,
and remember, if lots of trouble ever
comes to him or to me, I shall look to
you to help us out. Remember.”

Tom,_could not know that some of
life’s clouds had already begun to
gather for his old playmate, but he
did feel to put his own hand on hers
and press it warmly, while a sharp
stab struck him in a vital part and
slew his boyhood then and there.

As the summer wore on the strange-
ness wore off and they all grew good
friends with the baby, who in his turn
learned to know them all, and reach
out his arms to them all, and ery out
with joy when they tossed him.
Anita’s husband did not appear; he
was most frightfully rushed with
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business, and his wife and child stayed
until late October before he had time
to arrange for their return.

It was that winter that the terrible
financial crash came. Fortunes were
lost in an hour, homes ruined, men
committed suicide wunder pressure
equalling any in hell, and poor little
Anita, just nineteen, came creeping
back to her mother in March with a
white face, a black dress and veil, no
money and her lovely, laughing baby.

By June the worst of the awful
grief had been somewhat assimilated.
and all the eight mothers were re-
united, as they had not been in years,
over the cradle that had once been
Anita’s.  Eight great wells of
maternal love and human kindness
bubbled up around the poor little
widowed girl and her child, and only
one object seemed to animate them all
—the object of lavishing all their best
gifts upon the little one and his
mother.

When the young men came home
from college they found the new order
of the day not only inaugurated and
working well, but incumbent on every
newcomer to adopt. Very cheerfully
they adopted it and Anita’s baby pass-
ed through his second summer with-
out ever guessing that he was too poor
to have a nursery maid.

Along toward September a curious
phenomenon manifested itself. All the
seven decided to quit college and go
to work. For reasons best known to
themselves two years more of study
seemed utterly impossible to con-
template. Never was such a unanim-
ous desire to labour. Tom went out
to Denver on his own hook and started
in railroading there. Harry studied
bookkeeping at night. Francis George
sent three poems to a magazine and
was so artful as to inclose no address
for fear that an address might betray
his flights to his mother. Indeed they
one and all threw out bait—more or
less well-prepared—in independence.

The mothers were much agitated
when this state of affairs became
known, and John’s mother said she
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feared his health was giving way,
which was just what she had always
expected—he being her only child.
John’s father was not without alarm
at this idea, and so John was freed
from his educational shackles and
made assistant manager in one of his
rich uncle’s mills. Tom’s parents
never had been able to manage him,
and as he was harder than ever to do
anything with now that he was in
Denver, they didn’t try, and of
course he didn’t go back to college.

Francis George’s mother wanted
him to be a diplomat and his father
wanted him to be a produce merchant
(like himself), and goodness knows
what they would have said to this sud-
den turn in his career had they
known of it. But before Francis
George thought prudent to enlighten
them he fell ill with typhoid fever and
that disposed of-him for a while.

In the end four didn’t go back and
three did, and the winter passed
smoothly along with all the mothers,
except Francis George’s (she had her
hands full of Francis George and hig
typhoid fever), very much interested
in the baby’s progress, and in taking
Anita out to drive, and in reminding
one another of how like old times it all
was.

But poor little Anita didn’t appear
able to join in any of the pleasant
happenings, and as spring began to
grow sunshiny she began to orow
even paler and whiter than ever—and
then almost before anyone had notie-
ed, she began to cough.

There is something furtive angd
awful about a cough. It may mean
nothing or it may mean such a lot,
Anita’s mother was frightened half to
death, the family doctor suggesteq
Colorado, and Tom’s mother (from
whom he inherited his strength of
will) suddenly declared that she wag
going out to see her boy and that she
was going to take Anita with her.

It seemed the only thing to be
done.

The morning of the day before they
left Harry came and took her to drive,
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During the drive he stuttered and
stammered and finally succeeded in
asking her if she thought—if she ever
—if, in short—and so on.

Anita shook her head sadly. Harry
said perhaps it was too soon and he
should have waited. Anita said that
that would never have made any dif-
ference. Then she wept and, with
the finality of twenty years, told him
that she was resolved never to marry
again.

On the afternoon of the same day
she went to say good-bye to Franecis
George, who was now convalescing.
She found him awfully thin and very
poetic. He suggested that as they
both appeared doomed to an early
death, they pass their remaining days
together, but Anita refused this offer
too.

The next morning she wrenched
herself away from her parents and
child and started west with Tom’s
mother.

Now Tom’s mother was a pleasant,
practical lady who didn’t believe that
Anita had incipient consumption at
all. They were not many miles on
their route before she told her young
friend so, and that very frankly.
There are few things more cheering
than to be assured that you haven’t
consumption after having been oblig-
ed to fear that you have. Anita began
to feel better already. She kept on
feeling better. Better and better and
better. Thy reached Colorado and
they reached Tom. His chief lent him
a private car for a Week.an_d his
mother and Anita went out in it and
saw railway construction at first hand.
Then they came back and travelled
about a bit sight-seeing. Tom joined
them when he could for Saturday and
Sunday. His mother was radiantly
happy; as for Anita, she began to get
back her colour.

They went back home for Christ-
mas. The baby had grown, the boys
were back from college, it was really a
very happy time. Before it was over
Will—who would have a fortune—
asked Anita to share it, and she shook
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her head as before. She saw now
that they were all going to ask her the
same question and it made her very
sad ; but there was apparently no help

for it. :

They all did—all but Tom. Eddy
asked her at Easter, and the other two
when they first got home in June.
Francis George asked her for the sec-
ond time in July and Harry asked her
for the fourth time in August. Other
men asked her, too. The truth was
she was a dear, sweet little creature,
and there was something about her
pretty face under her crape bonnet
which made all the world want her for
his wife. I don’t know what the acute
charm of a widow’s bonnet can be, but
we all know how irresistible it is. Per-
haps it is the .knowledge that there
walks another man’s wife who is to
be legitimately coveted.

Anyway, Anita grew more and
more attractive and refused more and
more good offers, until finally Tom
came home. She had looked forward
very eagerly to Tom’s coming home,
remembering their happy times in
Colorado. But Tom came home quite
changed. @He was tanned, had a
beard, and was in town two whole
days before he came to her.

She was getting really hurt when
he did come. And then when she
knew that he was there she didn’t
want to go down to see him. It was
very funny.

Then when she did go down there
was no one but himself and herself
in the room and he—well, he kissed
her, and of course he shouldn’t have
done that. She had not kissed any of
the boys since her wedding-day and
never expected to kiss any of them
again—not ever,

She blushed dreadfully, and she
and Tom sat down on—well, on the
sofa—and he took her hand. It was
dreadful—but she let him—somehow.

And then he began to talk to her,
and he talked to her a long time. And
she let him.

And he held her hand all the time.
And she let him.
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And he told her that he loved her.
And she let him.

And then he kissed her over and
over. And she let him.

“l always meant to marry you
sometime, Anita,” he said; “it was so
awful when you went and got married
the way you did.”

To this she made no reply.

“Of course we all were fond of
you,” Tom continued, “but none of
the others ever thought of wanting to
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marry you, and I ecan tell you honestly
that I have never once thought of
wanting to marry anyone else.”

“That’s so nice to know,” she said.

“And we’ll be married very soon,”
he added, “and I’ll carry you away
with me when I go back.”

And she let him.

And the other six kept each his
secret, and Anita kept all their
secrets. So that her one husband and
and their six wives never, never knew.

RETROSPECT

By CLAUDE E. LEWIS

OFT with her who loved me
I trod the prairies lone—
We heeded not the eruel winds that moan—
We plighted love forever,
And we would part no never,
Till Time had died, and Love had lied and flown.
She clasped her hands above me,
Then pressed her tender lips upon my own.

Years have come and parted;

I sit me now alone—

I cannot bear to hear the winds that moan—

I sit in doleful sorrow,

And dread each new to-morrow,
That may recall a passion all my own;

I sit me broken-hearted,

Till I shall join the roses that have blown.
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INDIAN LORETTE

BY VICTORIA HAYWARD

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EDITH S. WATSON

LISH—squish!
Who is it comes so
i swiftly down the snowy
)| higchway? Who is it cuts
fi “eights”, “eighty-eights”
Z and Paisley . patterns,
among the snowbound trees of our
northern Canadian forests? Who
tames our wild, free, northern country
into proper service? Who follows the
fur-bearing animals to the death far
in these same northern wilds? Who
but the man on snow-shoes? And
who makes snowshoes ?

Dropping down last August for a
week at Indian Lorette in the Pro-
vince of Quebec we found “rooms” in
a very quaint, steep-roofed, old house
in the Indian village by the Falls of
Lorette where dwell the last of the
Hurons. L

There, we came and went—idling
the mid-summer days—down the little
lanes in slow and friendly fashion—
coming upon children at their games;
women in door-yards sewing or em-
broidering mocecasins — ornamenting
them with faney designs in dyed
moose-hair and porcupine quills ; step-
ping into rooms where small groups
of men, and occasionally a woman,
were building canoes; chancing into
still other rooms where men were at
work making—snow-shoes.

“Oui, ous, m’sieu, madame, the
Hurons of Indian Lorette °’tis they
who make the snow-shoes.”

And, who are these Hurons—mak-
ers of the moccasin, the canoe, the
snow-shoe ?

“Oh, m’sieu, madame, what will you
in one leetle week 9
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But at the same time, a week in
Lorette is a long time if one gives
every moment to it, as we did,
scarcely stealing a moment for dé-
Jeuner or diner.

The Indian Village that proves
itself only partly French, despite its
French name, since it utterly refuses
to follow one long street, is not all
French nor all Indian, but resembles
some little escaped English garden
romancing as the capital city of the
Hurons—nine miles by the Lake St.
John Road out of the city of Quebec.

The English lanes of Indian Lor-
ette all seem to convene at the old
church. And that too, strangely
enough, gives one the impression of
an English village church. Perhaps
it is the green in. front with the old
George I1I. cannon, that village tradi-
tion says “came here after the
Crimea”. At any rate “the English
atmosphere” is there. But the re-
semblance blends into old J esuit, once
we cross the threshold. If Angleterre
speaks in the cannon without m’sieu,
the duleet voice of France charms as
sweetly within. First, we must see
“the little house of the Angels”, let
into the wall, high above the altar. It
1s not very big but great significance
attaches to it, for this little house was
used as an object lesson by diplom-
atic missionary priests of the early
days to drive home to the Indian
mind the sanctity of the home and
the value of the centralizing agency
of a house as against the tepee.

“It is a little figure of the house of
our Saviour and Mary, his mother,”
an elderly Huron woman told us in



A shady lane in Indian Lorette

a half-whisper, and some bad men
stole it, one time, and the people
prayed and prayed ; and one morning,
they got up, and the little house was
back. The Angels had brought it in
the night.”

It s a dear little house in old dull
blues, and somewhere obout it, lines
of ashes-of-roses melt in with the blue,
and there’s a little touch of real old
gold to give values. A bit of art in
its simplicity, is this little house from
France, “house of the Angels”, that
won a tribe to architecture and—
higher things.
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I think the Angels did brine it!
I think, too, they tempered th% Wi‘nd
to the shorn lamb in sendine “Liouj
D’Ailleboust, Chevalier, b =

troisie
gouwverneur de la Nouvelle 11971'21;?2;’6’
to be, as the crested tablet on the o
posite walls says, “Ami et P'“Otecteu;-
des Hurons”,

Born at Ancy in 1612, “the frienq
and protector of the Hurons” died
down the road apiece at Ville Marije
“en la Nowvelle France, en Ma:
1660”. So reads the third Goyer.
nor’s life history as here quaintly byt
all too briefly written., :




Making Snowshoes at Indian Lorette

One could spend hours in this little
church so French within, so English
without; weaving with its souvenirs
pages of history ! For there are many
treasures locked up carefully in the
sacristy—anciennes piéces of old hand-
wrought church-silver from France,
and many rich embroideries and a
priest-robe wrought by the hand
of court ladies and presented by the
quen of Louis Quartore. “Ah, oui,
out, madame, ¢’est magnifique! In de-
tail—but who cares for detail? Tt is
sufficient that these valuable relies of
olden days are here for our modern
eyes to look upon, willy nilly on a
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summer day, greatly enriching our
experience in the worth while. Never-
theless, who would expect this sort of
treasure out in Indian Lorette?

To the left of the little “inter-
national” church lies the old burying
ground where at dusk one parching
summer evening we came upon the
graceful figure of little Marie water-
ing the precious flowers growing on
her “family” graves. Graves with
the curicus “wooden” head-stones—
so popular all through rural Quebec—.
made by the loecal carpenter or some
member of the family who is also
something in the way of a woodearver.



Father and daughter building a Canoe at Indian Lorette

As all Lorette roads lead to eglise,
so they ramble their lane-like ways
away from it, wandering first by the
little “village grocery” occupying a
cottage—once an old homestead and
neat as a new pin—picking a tree-
lined way between little whitewashed
maisons in yards, flower-filled, up to
a large grande maison with steep pre-
tentious French-roof, vine-covered
porch and dormer windows—a house
that was once a H.B.C. Post, acord-

ing to village tradition. One can
readily believe it. To speak briefly,
it shows the “hall-mark”. Neverthe-

less its pretentious dimensions are as

much of a surprise to happen upon

here in Indian Lorette as the exquisite

embroideries of leglise, to which all
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1}1;11 this house suggests of fronti
life when this was the frontiep -
pears so entirely opposed and z}p-
of ecourse, was not. ok
Fm' in the “olde days™ a st
m.m_}' often existed between :
of life apparently wide apart, o
ing zest and ambition to ;1(1\'(:11{:1’1":
and investing commerce and the ea:-ft.
church with the halo of a dray S
interest that still elings. A
All over the British Empire
nooks with these touches—the nnfn‘e
of the truly great of time and }9]]
cumstance with little places. (‘L.lr;.
ada appears especially rich /::‘n-
happy in the possession of imlul‘nd
able villages and towns of thisngr~
seription.  One has but to follos\;

ange
phases



A street in Indian Lorette

“the trail” to discover them every-
where.

The atmosphere of Indian Lorette
is not all of the dead and gone
variety. “Non, m’sieu, Lorette is stiil
__ a stage in the limelight.”

Tt is “a stage” that has moved for-
ward its appointments in a truly
marvellous and skilful fashion so as
to link up “the Canada of all time”.
For nothing we could name so be-
speaks the true spirit of Canada in
one breath as do the things found
here in Indian Lorette in the full
swing of production—the snowshoe,
the mocecasin and—the canoe.

The canoe, especially is a motif—
a giant pattern gliding powerfully
through the very warp and woof of
the land. To go back—modifications
of the canoe were here long before the
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Norsemen or Cabot or Columbus,
To go forward—who can foresee the
canoeless day?

So, stepping up to a Lorette door
and over the threshold to happen
upon a bright, berry-eyed, deft-fing-
ered woman with sure and certain
strokes tacking a canvas over the
frame of a canoe, the boat that typi-
fies Canada, was like coming unan-
nounced upon the spirit personality
of the land itself.

Ma’am’selle was all graciousness.
At the same time artist enough not
to lay down her tools but kept at
work as she talked—tapping punec-
tuations with her little hammer that
had a character of its own taken on
by age and much use.

“Mais ouwi.” Many years she had
worked at the canoe-making “avec
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mon pére.”  “Mais certainement”
she liked it.

Difficile? “Mais non.”

The canvas went on as we watch-
ed—then the stern bands. Ma’am-
’selle worked quickly but without
haste after the manner of an old hand.
The stem-bands in place ma’am’selle
rested and began to talk again.

“Would we not see the begin-
nings
“Ow?” “The upstairs, upstairs

mesdames.” This invitation was ac-
companied by a slight bow and a
sweep with the hammer in hand to-
wards a little pine board stairs. And
up we went to make the acquaint-
ance of le bateau itself it its “be-
ginnins”. :

Have you seen a canoe in the mak-
ing?
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The swift manipulations, the de-
cided, skilled movements, in which
every stroke counts? Have you seen
the surety of the French-Huron hand
at work at this inherited trade? How
their fingers, guided as if by magic,
lay the thin, slim boards in place?
How the knives swish through the
wood at the desired length? How
the little plane disappears in the
maze of shavings it has created? A
tap here, a nail there and the last
plank is on? A moment ago it was
a board lying on a bench. Now it is
—a canoe!

If you have thus watched, then you
know the sensation, as we do, of hav-
ing beheld a clever trick performed,
seen it done but can’t tell how. For
to say the least, canoe-making at In-
dian Lorette is a fascinating bit ot

L ——
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sleight of hand! Ma’am’selle says it
takes two days to build a canoce. But
“the preparations” oh yes, that takes
much longer.

We inquired as to the market,
where they were sold.

At this ma’am’selle contracted her
shoulders in a French shrug, threw
out her hands—in the right still hold-
ing the hammer—and ecried, “Mass
oui—all over Canada.”

Hand-and-glove with canoes and
snowshoes goes the moccasin.  The
mocecasin in Indian Lorette is an old,
old story—as well as an elaborate one
_real and flourishing to-day. Tt
was a surprise to us to find that the
Hurons still wear them, in lieu of
“ghoes”, about the daily Dbusiness.
Men and women pass silently, up
and down these little lanes, with no
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need of rubber heels, where the sole
is like velvet.

The tannery lies across the bridge
above the famous “Falls of Lorette”.
In the tannery yards moose hides
from our Canadian northland flap in
the wind side by side with “hides”
from Singapore. (For moccasin mak-
ing here is a business big enough to
call for imported skins.) And yet
“the factory” is small, because most
of the moccasin making is done in
the homes. The cutting, cutters and
machines are at “the shop” but the
artistic embroideries in coloured beads
and porcupine quills grow under the
skillful touch of women and girls
sitting on their vine-clad, tree-shaded
balconies or while making purchases
from butcher’s or baker’s cart in the
shady lanes, moceasin in hand.
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In this way moceasins enter into
the home life of this “remnant of the
Huron's” in a most intimate fashion.
Even in the days of their prosperity
as “a tribe” the number of moccas.
s made never equalled “the trade”
of to-day. Nor was the “market” so
large or so far-flung. One hears half
a million pairs spoken of with equan-
imity. One is surprised that so many
moceasins find their way to the woods
and boudoirs of Canada and the Unit-
ed States. Surprised too, that In-
dians have “made good” to such an
extent from the commercial angle,
creating, as it were, their own mar-
ket.
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Followed through all its quills ang
fancies, it is a pretty, homely story
But after all it is a story that buf
brings one back to the people them.
selves. The chief is Monsieuy Picard
residing in the old Hudson’s Bay
Company house. He ig a youn?r
man who saw service in France, Th:
ex-grand chief—M. Maurice Bastien
of maturer years—is actually perhans
the ruling power. Chief Bagti?"
belongs to “the old schoo]” is },e;‘i
dignified, quiet, stands on ceremon )
is the real head of the moceasin i}’
dustry and has the gift of entertaim
.in;_r. He has an exceedingly p]e.n‘
Ing personality and ecan e;lrf‘,\: soler(rilsy;
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functions through to a successful
issue. All the responsibility of do-
ing “the honours” of the tribe to dis-
tinguished visitors falls to him. It
is he who owns the precious wam-
pum and the invaluable silver medals,
gifts of distinguished royal sovereigns
to himself and predecessors in office
—one medal from King George III,
one from Louis Quinze of France,
one from King George IV, two from
the late Queen Victoria.

Monsieur Bastien lives in a fine
house tastefully furnished. On the
table in the parlour stands a photo-
graph of Philippe, Comte de Paris.
in a blue vellum frame, a simple gold
fleur de lys at the top. The Comte
presented his photograph to Chief
Bastien’s father who was the grand-
chief on the cccasion of the Comte’s
visit to Lorette.

There are many other wvaluable
souvenirs but we liked best an old
oil painting of the pioneer days show-
ing Hurons approaching as visitors
to the Ursuline Convent in Quebec.
As a work of art it is probably of
little value, but its theme—its theme,
m’sieu, ¢l parle. s

As Monsieur Bastien talks of th
past while graciously showing his
visitors all these souvenirs including
his own feathered head-dress and the
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blue coat with its time faded brocade
which he wears on state occasions, he
he has the true story-teller’s art of
making the times and occasions live
again, so that through the ages you
see the long procession of great fam-
lies—Sionis, Vincents, Picards, Bas-
tines—from the earliest time down to
the present—hunters, makers of the
moccasin, the canoe, the snowshoe.

You see them off in the northern
wilds of the Laurentides hunting the
skins that enabled them to fill Brit-
ish Government contracts every fall
for several years after 1759 for
several thousands pairs of snowshoes.
caribou moceasins and mittens for
the English regiments garrisoning the
citadel of Quebec.

A Sioni is still the central fieure
in the making of snowshoe frames.
Sionis and Viicents are still keen on
the chase. ’Tis they who in season
guide ‘“the sportsman” from over
“the border” to the haunts of the
moose and fruite rouge ensuring
plenty of sport.

But at this season of the year the
Huron of Indian Lorette is off on his
homemade snowshoes far away in
the silences of the great fur country
and the timber lands of Northern
Quebee working for a living—“hunt-
ing the fur and the big log, m’sien”.

')

e
U =




A CHARLES

LINDSEY

AN ORNAMENT OF CANADIAN JOURNALISM

BY L. A. M. LOVEKIN

OME time ago a task was
§ committed to me which
| necessitated the close ex-
amination of the files of
the mnewspapers of the
old Provinee of Lower
The search covered the

Canada.
various issues for many years, as far
back as the days when The Mercury
(Quebee) was m its zenith and a

Power 1n its particular locality. I
Wwas much impressed by the masterly
and academic tone which character-
1zed the political arguments of the
old writers. The articles reminded
the reader of the dignified writings
Séen 1 the pages of the highest class
of British publication and yet, while
argumentative and courteous, they
were not sparing in necessary ex-
pressive force. I could not help
being impressed, also, with the con-
trast between these writings and the
free-and-easy, at times vituperative,
attempts of later champions of this
or that party. In conversation with
the late Mr. Carey, of Mercury associ-
ation, I learned that the writers for
that paper were men of the highest
scholastic and social position. It
may be noted in passing that The
Mercury was established in 1805 by a
Mr. Carey, and it remained a family
possession for a century. The Quebec
Gazette ante-dated it by half a cen-
tury.

“The tone of the journals of the
period was undoubtedly higher at
the time you refer to” said the late
Mgr. Laflamme, of Laval University,
“and rightly so. There is no reason
why our press should not be as dig-
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nified a calling as it has always been
in France, where it ig an acknowl]-
edged profession and led many of jts
members to the highest positions,
Thiers, Simon, Gambetta, Ferry ang
a host of others foremost on the page
of French history were journalistg *

The present year is the centennial
of the birth of one of the brightest
ornaments of Canadian Journalism,
one who did more to implant the true
spirit of his profession in Canada
and keep it in the straight path than
any man of modern times—the late
Mr. Charles Lindsey. His name and
fame belong to the country and not
to any locality. His fellow worker:
pupils perhaps they should be called,
and personal associates are, alas, now
becoming fewer and fewer.

It was my privilege to meet Mr.
Lindsey shortly after his departure
from the editorial chair of The
Leader, and I ean recall with grati-
tude his readiness to aid, advise and
inform a green and ecallow youth
Jjust entering with “rash assuranee”
the thorny path of newspaperdom, [
well remember hig emphasizing the
need of a journalist, if he honestly
wished to do his duty, ever placin
principle before him ag g lode stap
and adhering thereto, < ‘Follow light
and do the right,’ is g maxim that
will never lead a boy wrong,” saiq
he, and added what thought g very

“You have seen a

at night are brilliant with col
lights. But the engine driver’s e

is fixed on one ouly, ‘until Bs seye
what it indicates, anq not till they
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does he move his train. Want of
steadfastness would produce disaster
and probably loss of life to many.” I
have never forgotten this lesson from
one justly termed the “Nestor of
journalism”, by a writer, himself a
master of literature, but who was
glad to drink at the springs of knowl-
edge possessed by Mr. Lindsey. It
is no secret that Mr. Goldwin Smith,
unversed in the intricacies of Cana-
dian political history, obtained from
him much of the information on
which was based the able and philo-
sophic conclusions of “A Bystander”
and seen in scholarly essays in vari-
ous other publications.

Mr. Lindsey was born in the year
1820, in Lincolnshire, and educated
there, moving to Canada at an event-
ful period, 1842. The “Union” had
just been accomplished, the old
Parliament of Canada commenced its
experimental career, and years of
political turbulence were looming
ahead. He found, already in the
field, The Examiner, a paper estab-
lished by Mr. (afterwards Sir
Francis) Hincks, in 1838. On the
latter taking office in the ministry of
the day, he retired from the pro-
prietorship of the paper and Mr.
James 'Leslie acquired it and Mr.
Lindsey assumed the editorship. But
his great career of public usefulness
in journalism and elsewhere com-
menced 'in 1853 when he aceepted the
editorship of The Leader, a paper es-
tablished by Mr. James Beaty, a
leather merchant, an Irishman of
scant education, good intentions, keen
business instinets and strong con-
vietions. This position he held, with
marked effect and results, until 1867
when the late Hon. J. Sandfield Maec-
donald paid him the fitting compli-
ment of transmitting to him “as a
Christmas present” the commission
of Registrar of Deeds at Toronto,

The paper gradually weakened
after Confederation though the last
editor was able to champion the cause
of the National Policy, hail the tri-
umph of Sir John Maecdonald, and to
see the paper expire in 1878. The
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master hand had left the helm.
Under his direction The Leader was
the leader, in fact as well as in name,
of the Conservative party, and it is
well known that Mr. Lindsey was
often consulted by its chiefs who were
glad to take the advice of one of so
statesmanlike a frame of mind as he.

He assumed his editorial office at a
transition period. There were visible
political changes afoot alike in the
minds of public men and the adher-
ents of party. There had, in fact,
practically been as, a modern writer
has correctly said, “an annihilation
of the two parties which had so long
contended for the control of publie
affairs in Canada, and the dominant
party underwent such an organiza-
tion that it retained few vestiges of
the Toryism which had been a dis-
tinguishing feature of the Govern-
ment. The remodelled party by de-
grees absorbed the more conservative
elements in the old Liberal party
which had acknowledged the leader-
ship of Baldwin and Lafontaine”.
The naturally impartial and judicial
mind of Mr. Lindsey promptly grasp-
ed the situation and saw that the
only way which led to the settlement
of differences and the attainment of
true and patriotic nationalism was
opened. The Leader supported the
coalition of the time and when the
Taché-Macdonald Government took
office in 1856 it supported this wing
of ‘the previous coalition. His edi-
torial counsel at the time bade his
readers look forward. He saw that
the old lines separating parties were
being gradually effaced and that a
new order must inevitably be the out-
come of the condition of affairs, and
tl}at the consolidation of the Cana-
dian Commonwealth upon solid poli-
tical and commercial foundations
was a loftier aim than the gratifica-
tion of sectional prejudice or any
mere local ascendancy. He proclaim-
ed at the time decidedly advanced,
but wundoubtedly patriotic, senti-
ments and they were emphasized by
him several years later in what may
be correctly described as a masterly
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whose example helped to raise the tone of journalism in Canada

state paper, which formed the dedi-
catory address of The Toronto Mal
newspaper, printed in its initial num-
ber. It is applicable to-day as at the
moment he penned it. Who ecan
wonder, now, that with a writer of so
judicial a mind and possessed of so
great a knowledge of political
economy, of which he was a profound
student, familiar with every known
work on the subject in English and
French, The Leader should have
wielded so great and acknowledged
an influence for public good? Or that
it should have been so bright a
beacon during the times when the
ship of state was sorely tossed about
and the minds of men exercised with
506

such issues as racial and provineia]
differences, the clergy reserves the
separate school question, militia,’ con-
fvdg*raj*on, seigneurial 'rights, double
majorities, representation
lation and tho]]iko? bY. DO
Mr. Lindsey steered his ship cleay
of unthinking partisanship; he made
the unthinking think, and proved
himself throughout the most critical
years of Canadian political life to be
an editor of the rare type deseribeq -
as a “literary statesman guiding hig
paper according to his own opi;lions
though in accord with his political
party”. He never descended to eith‘er
the vituperative or the “muck rak
ing” plane; other papers might in:
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in such graceful compliments
g;l l"%'sipler”, “batbs”, “wretches”, "‘base
hound”, ete., etc., but he st'udlously
refrained from vehemence in advo-
cacy and unfairness in gttack, t.I'pSt-
ing to argument and lucid exposition.
And his first weapon was generally
nunanswerable and his second  too
clear to be disputed. Nor did he lay
down his pen, albeit for a well de-
served respite, until he had seen the
Dominion consolidated and safely on
her way to the attainment of na-
tional greatness.

Regret was freely exprf.:ssed at Mr.
Lindsey’s acceptance of office and ap-
parent withdrawal at so early an age
from public activities, the more so as
the suggestion had been made that he
should enter the parliamentary arena.
Unquestionably, he was well fitted for
the duties. But, though he accepted
the position of Registrar of Deeds, he
did so without any restmctlor}s an_d
he left himself at liberty to bring his
matured judgment and experience in-
to play for the public benefit. And
he was soon called upon to do so for
a matter of grave importanqe to the
country came under discussion, and
into the arena of litigation. The ques-
tion of the western boundary of On-
tario arose. This was an interesting
subject historically as it necessitated
a careful examination of the old
French régime and also of the some-
what nebulous charter granted to
the Hudson’s Bay Company by King
Charles. The services of Mr. Lind-
sey were secured by the Government
as his thorough knowledge of the
French language, history and hte;‘a-
ture were well known. He dea!t wx‘.ch
the subject in a valuable article in
The Canadian Monthly and his formal
report to the Government stands to-
day a book of inestimable Yalue to the
student of Canadian history. It
certainly had a great inﬂuenqe on the
final rulings of the courts, which gave
to Ontario a remarkable extension of
territory. Mr. Lindsey also published
a history of the Clergy Reserves at
the time they formed a subjeect of dis-
pute. He also made a personal in-

influence
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vestigation of the prohibitory liquor
laws in the United States and found
that, according to his observations,
they were a noxious farce and pro-
ductive of much evil. Another subjeect,
alike very grave and very delicate for
those outside the Provinece of Quebee,
arose a few years ago when a very
marked assertion of the privileges of
the Church, as opposed to the civie
power, was advanced. Mr. Lindsey
dealt with the subject in a book en-
titled “Rome in Canada” in a
thoughtful and non-provocative man-
ner, and which was approved by in-
fluential and representative mem-
bers of the ecclesiastical authorities.
The book cleared the air of miscon-
ceptions on the part of extremists on
the one side, and showed the unde-
sirable consequences that would arise
if the principles of the extremists on
the other side were put into praectice ;
and it had a pacifying influence.
But it may be said the chief work
from Mr. Lindsey’s pen was “The
Life and Times of William Liyon
MacKenzie”. That book occupies the
position of a Canadian classic and
deals with a momentous phase of Can-
adian history as, probably, no other
could have presented it. As a son-in-
law of the Canadian patriot, Mr.
Lindsey naturally had access to facts
which would not have been within the
reach of any ordinary writer.
Although in what has been termed
retirement, and though his office was
no sinecure and was more strictly
administered under his direction than
previously, Mr. Lindsey found quiet
hours which enabled him to contribute
articles to The Nation, The Monetary
Times, The Canadian Monthly, and
elsewhere, all of which exercised the
inseparable from their
source, and as representative of the
sovernment at the Paris Exhibition
he did the Dominion a very great
service,
His death in 1908 was generally
deplored, and the editors of Jjournals
of every party and class closed their
eyes to local differences and wunited
in their eulogies of the deceased
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statesman, scholar and littérateur,
who had done so much to elevate Can-
adian journalism and to make purer
and cleaner the field of politics. In
this, the centennial year of his birth,
the lessons he taught may well be re-
studied by public writers and poli-
ticians. Many conditions which he
seems to have foreseen are now in full
operation necessitating more than
ever an observance of his principle
of steering clear of unthinking par-
tisanship while honestly endeavouring
to do justice to the claims of new
ideas and the force of progress. But
he knew that mere change is not pro-
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gress and too often the reverse. Such
“progress” is very much the subjeet
of vulgar advocacy and clamour to-
day, and Mr. Lindsey seems to have
anticipated the present, when, nearly
fifty years ago, he penned the Fore-
word in the first number of The Mail
(Toronto), and placed as its keynote

the warning of Francis Bacon: “It is

good not to try experiments in states
except the necessity be urgent or the
utility evident and well to beware
that it be the reformation that draw-
eth on the change and not the desire
of change that pretendeth the re.
formation.”*

*This quotation is from Bacon’s Essay entitled ‘“Of Innovations’’.
“‘It is good also not to try experiments in states except the necessity be

follows:

In full it is ag

urgent or the utility evident; and well to beware that it be the reformation that draweth
on the change and not the desire of change that pretendeth (i.e. made a pretext) the
reformation; and lastly that the novelty, though it be not rejected yet be held for a
suspeet and as the scripture saith: ‘That we make a stand upon the ancient way, and
then look about us and discover what is the straight and right way and so to walk in

it.” (Jeremiah VI, 16).”’
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BY COLONEL GEORGE T. DENISON

THE IRISH ELEMENT

HE Irish forty years ago,
as I have said, formed a
very large proportion of
the population, the lab-
ouring classes at that
time being almost all of
that nationality. They added very
much to the humour of the proceed-
ings in the .Court when I first oc-
cupied the Bench.

Many years ago there was a street
called March Street. It was one
of the slums of the city, and had
acquired a very unsavoury reputation.
In order to improve its standing, the
City Council changed its name to
Stanley Street. The old saying that
a rose by any other name would' smell
as sweet was verified in the opposite
sense, for Stanely street smelt as had
as March Street. Another attempt
was made to improve it by naming it
Lombard Street, and I think that
then it was worse than ever, for the
old wooden shanties were continually
becoming more decrepit.

It was inhabited by Irish labourers,
carters, woodsawyers, ete. A well
known character named Dan Dwan,
a labourer on the docks, was popularly
known as the Mayor of Stanley
Street, for he had great inﬂuex_lce
* among the residents, and.was an active
politician. He was a witty, humour-
ous fellow, and well known in the city.
I met him once many years ago, long
before I was on the Bench and said to
him :

“Good morning, Dan. I hope you
may live long, and always be “able to
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keep a pig, and always have a barrel
of whiskey in the corner.”

“Well, sir,” he replied, “what’s one
barrel of whiskey in a large family
and no cow %7

The jail is situated to the east of the
Don River, and prisoners going from
court to jail crossed the Don Bridge.
About fifty years ago there was a
very popular music hall song called
“One more River to Cross”. One day
a couple of young dandies were walk-
ing along the street singing it.

Dan Tooked at them and said :

“Yes, boys, and I know the river,
it’s the Don.”

Another day he was talking to a
stranger when the van called “Black
Maria” was being driven down to the
jail with the prisoners convieted for
drunkenness, ete., the usual term be-
ing thirty days.

Dan said to the man:

“Do you see that team? That's
Curnel Dinnison’s team, and they are
the fastest in the city.”

“They do not look very fast,” said
the stranger.

“But they are,” said Dan. “They.
would take you as far in half an
hour, as it would take you thirty
days to get back.”

e
-

S

JACK O’LEARY’S TRIAL

When I was quite a young barris-
ter I was asked to defend a man
named Jack O’Leary for burglary.
He was almost caught in the act, be-
ing found in a lane in his shirtsleeves,
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at the back of the shop that had been
broken into, and in the shop was
found his coat. There was but little
chance of getting him off, but I did
the best I could with the jury, making
a strong point of the fact that the
Crown had not proved that the coat
was his, and that there was no evi-
dence that it was his coat. To my
amazement the jury acquitted him. I
left the Court and O’Leary came af-
ter me, and asked me to apply to
Chief Justice Draper for the restitu-
tion of the coat. I refused most em-
phatically, and told him to say noth-
ing about it, and advised him to leave
the city at once.

The next morning I was passing
through the Court House when Dan
Dwan came up to me and said:

“Good morning, Mr. Dinnison,” and
he went on to say, “I was in the Court
vesterday. I heard ye pleading for
Jack O’Leary. Be japers! Ye did it
well. Ye mulvathered that jury till
they didn’t know where they were at.
For he was bloody guilty.”

“T am afraid he was,” said I.

“Yes,” said Dan.. “But you know,
he had no business to ask for his
coat.”

I replied: “I refused to apply for
it.” He then told me that O’Leary had
gone in himself, just as the Court was
opening that morning, and had asked
the Chief Justice to order the return
of his coat.

The Chief Justice said: “But you
said ‘that it was not your coat.”

“No, my Lord, I did not.”

“Well your Counsel did.”

“No,” said O’Leary, “he did not.
He only said that they did not prove
it was my coat, but I can prove it is
my coat.”

The Chief Justice said:

“I think this is the most impudent

request ever made to me,” and he or-
dered the coat to be sold, and the pro-
ceeds given to a charitable institution
and ordered O’Leary to be removed
from the Court.

I do not think I ever defended an-
other prisoner. I was not pleased with
my experience in that case.
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MgeeTiNG IN DALY’S Back YARD

Lombard Street reminds me of an-
other famous settlement of fifty-five
years ago, principally composed of
Irish emigrants from the County of
Clare, and popularly known as Clare-
town. It was situated on what are
now known as Ryerson, Wolseley and
Carr Streets. The prineipal wan in
the settlement was Pat Gibson, a rail-
way labourer, wko was kn)wn as the
Mayor of Claretown. He was a tall
well built, powerful man more than
six feet in height.

A man named Ftandish Wilzon. who
kept a tavern on the opposite side of
Queen Street, was the bailiff or agent
of the owner of Clarctown. Ile was
a stout old man, with a largs way of
talking, and sometimes used Latin .
quotations in a very arusing way. [
remember him once telling of a row
that occurred between two neigh-
bours in the settlement, and he told me
that from what he overheard about the
trouble, he was under the impression
“that there had been a prior fracas
among them, but that they “were of a
very pugnacious dispisition intirely”.

Not far from Standish Wilson’s tav-
ern was another small tavern kept by
a rival named Paddy Daly.

There was a general election for the
old Parliament of Canada about the
year 1862. I was then a very young
man and was one of the Committee
for the Conservative candidate, and
John Canavan, a young Irish law-
yer, a friend of mine, was another,
In those days elections were very dif-
ferent from what they are now. The
polling lasted two days, there was
open voting, open treating, and al-
most open bribing. Our opponents
in this election had called a meetin
of electors to be held at Paddy Daly’s,
to be addressed by the candidate and
other prominent politicians. Canavan
conceived the idea of breaking up the
meeting and 1 agreed to help him.
Daly’s tavern was too small for a
meeting, but he had a fair-sized yard
at the back of his place with the usual
wood shed running along one side of
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it. Standish Wilson, and Pat Gib.
son the Mayor, brought down the
male population of Claretown, and
uney filed into the yard, and took up
an advantageous position on the roof
of the wood shed. It was a fine sum-
mer evening and Paddy Daly had
brought out the kitchen table, and
placed two candles on it, with a pair
of snuffers between them. and two or
three chairs for the Chairman and
Secretary. The yard was packed, and
when the meeting had got fairly
started, Canavan stood upon a chair
by the table and began to speak and
to move a resolution in favour of our
candidate. The other side had
brought a well-known mob leader
named Bob Moody from the St, J ohn’s
Ward district, with a number of his
followers, and as soon as Canavan be-
gan to speak, there was a great up-
roar and Moody got upon the other
side of the table. Canavan got up on
his and the noise and yelling was so
furious, that not a word could be
heard from either of them. I was
- standling right behind Canavan hold-
ing him from falling from the table,
when Pat Gibson, who was standing at
the back of the roof of the shed, said
to his Claretown boys, “Make a way
for me boys”, and he ran down the
roof and made a flying leap over the
heads of those near and landed on

the table, seized Moody in his arms,’

and they both fell into the crowd be.
yond. The table was broken and
tumbled over, Canavan and I were
thrown aside. The chairman ran
through the house and away went the
candidate after him. The Claretown
people cleared the yard in a few min-
utes, and Canavan invited everybody
to go to Standish Wilson’s, where he
would treat them. When we went up
there the place was jammed. Wil-
son’s wife and family were handing
out the liquor as fast as it could be
done, and Wilson in his shirt sleeves
standing with his thumbs in his waist-
coat arm holes, smiling benignantly
upon the scene. He came up to me
and said :

“Mr. Dinnison, did you ever see a
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meeting more beautifully cleaned out
than that9”

I said T had not.

He replied: “I do not believe, Mr.
Dinnison, that in the whole coorse of
my political exparience, I ever saw a
meeting so illigantly disturbed as that
was”, and he went on to Speak very
highly to me about Canavan,

“Canavan is a smart little chap, but
I think he is too abusive intirely. He
reiterates his abuse “ad nauseam’.”

Wilson afterwards asked us to get
him some kind of employment under
the Government, ana we tried to do
so. About four years or more after-
wards I met him one morning in the
street with a bundle of Papers in his
hand. He had been appointed a cen-
Sus enumerator. He held the papers
up for me to see and said :

“There, Mr., Dinnison, after waiting
four years ‘ridiculus mus nascitur’.”

This all happened when I was
quite a young man long before I was a
Magistrate, but I have deseribed the
event as throwing light upon a method
of electioneering which has long since
disappeared.

%

JOHN MaHEk

A WELL known Irish character some
years ago was John Maher. He had
been employed in 2 book shop on
King Street, and I often saw him
there. T think hijs people in Ireland
had partly eduecated him for the
Catholie priesthood, but from his af-
ter career, I do not think that that
was his natural calling. He began
to drink too much, and soon lost his
employment, and was often sent to
Jail for drunkenness. In time he
came to look upon the jail as his
home. The jailer treated him very
well, for as T have said he was fairly
well educated, and pleasant in his
manner. When in jail, he was gen-
erally employed as a clerk in the of-
fice, and was very useful.

When he would come out of jail
on the conclusion of his term, his
friends would treat him too well, and
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in two or three days he would go
down again. After a time he would
sometimes not take the trouble to get
drunk, but would give himself up as
a vagrant, and ask to be sent down.
I would always ask him how long he
would like, and give him the number
of months he indicated. Sometimes
he would be out for a day or two and
would be up again for drunkenness,
and would say:

“Give me another chance this time,
Colonel. I have a few friends I
want to see.”

I always gave him the chance.

When he would come up for
drunkenness, he generally made some
very humorous remarks. On one oc-
casion when I asked him if he had
been drunk, he said:

“I was, Colonel, but I could not
help it. They had set me to make
out the Criminal Statistics returns,
and I worked hard at them for a long
time, and it was the dryest job I ever
had. You have no idea how dry they
are, and when I came out I naturally
had to take a few drinks. I plead
guilty.”

“Well, Maher,” said I, “you will
not have any more statistics for
awhile to work at, so you ean go but
try to keep sober,” which he did for
a day or two. '

_On another occasion, when I asked
him when he came up if he was drunk
or not, he replied,

“Yes, Colonel, I was. I happened
to get a copy of that last article of
yours in The Westminster Review,
and I got so worked up over it that I
took a few drinks and here you see I
am.”

I said, “Well Maher, I don’t blame
you, that article was enough to drive
any man to drink. You can go, you
are discharged.”

About eighteen years ago, I pub-
lished a volume of my military re-
miniscences, under the title of “Sol-
diering in Canada”. Maher had been
in the Toronto Field Battery in his
early days; I first knew of him in that
capacity, for my corps was_brigaded
with the Battery, in the old Active
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Mounted Force of Toronto. While
in jail Maher happened to see a re-
view of my book, so he wrote me a
note saying that he was very anxious
to read it, and asked me if I would
lend him a copy, which after reading
he could return to me by the police-
man driving the van. I sent a copy
to him, which he returned in a couple
of weeks with a warm note of thanks,
The police and the jail people were
much surprised at the friendly rela-
tions between the magistrate and
probably the most impecunious tramp
in the city.
Harry HENRY

ANoTHER very well known character
in the olden days was Harry Henry,
whose record of convictions far sur-
passed that of any other offender.
For a great many years he was con-
stantly spending his time in jail. He
would serve his thirty days, get out
for a day or two, and go down again
year after year for more than forty
years.

When I first went on the Bench he
was still coming regularly. He had
hundreds of convictions recorded
against him, 300 or 400. The first
time I sent him down he told me that
he had many times been sent down by
my grandfather, and my father, both
of whom in their day, as Justices of
the Peace, had often sat on the Bench
before the days of Police Magistrates.
Harry Henry really looked upon the
jail as his home, and was always em-
ployed by Governor Allen of the jail
as a butler, and the strange thing
about him was, that he was absolutely
reliable for he had charge of the Gov-
ernor’s sideboard and liquors. The
Governor used to send him into town
sometimes on messages, and he would
carry out his errands with striet care
and return promptly. On one oe-
casion Governor Allen sent him into
the city with a new turnkey, or guard,
to make some purchases and bring
them back to the jail. The guard
was very uneasy and anxious, and .
watched Harry with such close care,
that Henry became annoyed, and
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watching his chance, gave him the slip,
and made his way back to the Jjail as
fast as he could go. The guard was
very disturbed, and hunted about and
searched for him for some hours, be-
ing afraid to return without him.
When he did return he found his es.
caped prisoner quietly waiting to wel-
come him.

A few years after my appointment
some of his friends made arrange-
ments for Henry to be cared for, and
the last two or three years of his life
he was quite comfortable, and lived as

‘a respectable citizen. A short ac-

count of his life was published, and I
believe had a large circulation, Harry
Henry and Doc Sheppard were the
only two of my regular customers
who were distinguished by having
their biographies published in their
lifetime.
*

MAavurice Cosmer

Coming out of my office one day,
an Irish labourer named Maurice
Cosmer spoke to me and said he was
anxious to get a man out of jail.

“What is he in jail for?” I asked.

“Well, sir, it was for threatenin’,”

“I suppose he wag ordered to find
sureties to keep the peace,” said I.

“Yes sir, he was to find one surety
in $100.00.”

“Well, if you get a man who wil]
go surety, I will arrange it.”

“Would your Worship take me for
bail for Rooney ?”

I replied, “I would like to know
who he was threatening ¢”

“It was me, sir, he was threaten.
ing.”

“And you will go bail for him

“Yes,” he replied. .

I took him into the Clerk’s office,
had a bail bond drawn out, took his
bail, gave him a warrant of deliver.
ance, and told him to take it to the
Jail, and the jailer would let Rooney
out, but I said, “Remember if he beats
you now, you will get the beating,
and may have to pay the $100.”

“Well, sir, I don’t care if I do.
Rooney has a wife and childer, and

they want him, and I would rather
take the bating than see them “want-
ing”, and he went off and released his
enemy.

Some months after Cosmer was up
before me for being drunk, and
pleaded guilty. I said to him, “I re-
member you, Cosmer, you are too
good hearted a fellow to send to jail,
go home and try and keep sober in
future.”

e

THE FAIRBANK MURDER

A case that impressed me very
much was a charge against Edward
Handeock and his wife for the
murder of their daughter, which oc-
curred on the 16th of July, 1891, in
the village of Fairbank, about three
miles north of the then limits of To-
ronto. Sophia Handeock was found
in the little shop which was the front
room of the residence, dead with a
wound in the head, that looked as if
it had been eut open with a lath ham-
mer, the skull being ent open in a
break about two or two and a half
inches long. The father said he had
been working in the garden, and on
coming into the house had found his
daughter lying dead on the floor. He
had seen no one passing along the
road, and had heard no noise, but
this might be explained by the fact
that he was rather deaf.

An inquest was held which did not
result in any satisfactory solution of
the mystery. Then the newspaper re-
porters went on investigating, and
the detectives took up the case with
the result that the father and mother
were arrested for the murder. When

andeock was arrested he said, “Well,
I can’t help it, God has taken care of
me in the past, and will in the future.
I am not guilty.”  When he was
brought into the Governor’s office in
the jail he said: “This is a terrible
business but the Lord knows that we
are innocent and He will not desert
us now.”

A number of points of evidence
were brought up, and it was shown
that there was an insurance on the
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young woman’s life. When all the
evidence was in, there was enough for
me to commit the man for trial—but
I remember how puzzled I was. I
asked Deputy Chief Stuart, who had
a lifetime’s experience in criminal
cases, what he thought about it. His
reply was that he was quite puzzled.
I said, “My feeling is very curious. I
can generally feel that after I have
heard the evidence I lean a little to
one side or the other in criminal cases,
but this is almost the only one I re-
member where I could not say which
side I could lean on.” The Deputy
said, “The same idea has impressed
me.”

A very careful search had been
made to find a lather’s hammer, but
it could not be found. After the man
was committed for trial, Mr. Mur-
dock, who was employed to defend
him, obtained an order for the ex-
humation of the remains, and had a
very minute examination made of the
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skull. The break was found to have
on the edges two or three small traces
of lead showing that the blow was
not done with an iron weapon. Then
the question of a pistol shot was con-
sidered, and it was found that a
glancing shot on the head might have
ploughed the break in the skull. A
careful examination of the room then
resulted in the discovery of a pistol
bullet imbedded in the plaster of the
ceiling at the back end of the room.
This indicated that a pistol was fired
at the woman from just inside the
doorway—which broke her skull, and
glanced upward into the ceiling. The
result of the trial was the aequittal
of the prisoner. It was the general
belief that a tramp who had been seen
in the neighborhood had walked into
the shop and shot the girl, who was
alone in it, and having taken what
was in the till, got off without being
seen, for it was at that time a lonely
locality.




A RIVER OF ONTARIO

BY M. 0. HAMMOND

gg) HLE Grand River epito-

% mizes Old Ontario. Lack-
ing the unruly temper
and wild beauty of its
northern brothers, it goes
more evenly upon its
way, first through lazy swamps, then
over limestone ridges, and finally
waters the fat lands of the wealthy
southern counties. On its banks a
cross-section of the history of Ontario
has been written. The story runs
from the days of the aborigines and
the French explorers, on to the set-
tler’s cabin, the pioneer’s mill, and to
a new era. Here you find deserted
villages, and there thriving towns and
cities, full of the life of a new indus-
trial age. Like the St. Lawrence, the
Ottawa and the Richelieu, it was the
great highway before the railway;
when came the steel chariot the glory
of the Grand departed, and its song
to this day seems a lament for past
glories. If its currents at times seek
lost mill wheels, its valley is traversed
by uneanny poles and wires bearing
the energy of a mightier river, and
turning a thousand wheels in a newer

life of industry. Once its banks were

lined with little mills, making the
leather, the clothing or the whiskey
for a neighbourhood. Now within the
limestone walls of great factories are
made the reapers, the boots, or the
woollens which go half round the
world to markets beyond the dreams
of the pioneers.

On its banks near the site of the
present eity of Brantford, Louis Joliet
discoverer of the Mississippi, met La
Salle, his rival, in 1669, and their
meeting place, near where stands the
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Mohawk Church, built in 1785, carries
the association down to the present
with heightened interest. ILa Salle
was on his way west, but turned and
his movements are lost for a time.
Joliet was returning from discovering
Sault Ste. Marie, his home Jjourney
leading him through Lakes Huron and
Erie, to the mouth of the Grand,
which he ascended. La Salle had
coasted Lake Ontario to Burlington
Bay, where he heard from the Indians
of the presence of Joliet. Galinee,
detaching himself , from La Salle,
Spent the winter at what is now Port
Dover, subsisting on nuts, plums and
game, and next year explored the Erie
shore to Detroit. Thus the earliest
record of the Grand is connected with
three noted explorers of the French
régime. Outside the adventurous
lives of the Hurons and their mis-
sionaries, beyond the source of the
Grand, its history is then left to dark.
ness until the American Revolution
peopled its lower valley with the Six
Nations Indians, who for their loyalty
to Britain in the crisis were given by
Governor Haldimand in 1784 a strip
of land twelve miles wide, from the
mouth of the Grand to its source.
This was one of many instances of ex-
cessive generosity with lands in the
early history of Canada. There were
not enough Indians to use this great
tract of 693,000 acres, and it was not
long before large areas were sold for a
song to speculators, or surrendered
back to the Government.

To-day the descendants of these red
men, surrounded and crowded by the
more aggressive whites, are hived in a
reserve between Caledonia and Brant-



Aeroplane view of the Grand River at Paris

ford. They make a brave attempt at
agriculture, and some labour far afield
in the fruit season. They are the last
remnant of the race of Iroquois, who,
from their former camps in the Mo-
hawk valley south of Lake Ontario,
made savage warfare on the Hurons
and Algonquins of French Canada.
They are of the race of Joseph Brant,
who held his head with the most exalt-
ed whites and sat with kings. They
gave to Canadian literature Pauline
Johnson, who not only wrote the red

man’s protest in passionate verse, but -

interpreted the Canadian river and
plain in lines that all the world reads.
Four of their chiefs visited England
in 1710, and Queen Anne gave to
them a communion service of solid
silver which has passed through suc-
ceeding generations in their old home
and their new, and is still used in
Mohawk Church. This oldest of On-
tario church buildings, small, wooden
and almost hidden by locust trees, is
precious to the red men of the Six
Nations. Brant is buried here, fit-
tingly, for he built the church with
funds raised on a visit to England.
When the writer visited the scene, a
mourning dove was sounding his dole-
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ful notes from a nearby wood, as if to
emphasize the sorrow of a vanishing
race.

Three miles to the south-east, lodged
in a sweeping bend of the Grand, is
Bow Park Farm, where George Brown
retired after Confederation from the
storms of active politics and gave of
his surplus energy to the making of a
fine herd of Shorthorns. The cottage
in which he spent here many days
still stands, and its modesty gives hint
of the greatness and simplicity of the
man. Farther to the west a few miles,
on Tutela Heights, Alexander Gra-
ham Bell made the first experiments
resulting in the invention of the tele-
phone in 1876. Here, he,

‘“With a cunning nearer the divine,
Let out across the void man’s living
voice.”’

Looking to-day at the shallows and
windings of the Grand, it is difficult
to believe that steamers once ran from
Lake Erie to Brantford. It was an
instance of the old era overlapping
the new. Settlers had followed the
red men into the valley of the Grand
and hamlets on both banks reflected
the developing life of the pioneers.



Aeroplane view of the Grand River at Brantford

Lumbermen sought the pines of the
southern townships and the hardwood
of the higher altitudes. Port records
of the fifties tell of the commerce for
British and foreign markets, which
grew as the forests yielded to the
white man’s axe. The Welland Canal
was commenced in 1824, and a few
years later the Grand River Naviga-
tion Co., in which the Six Nations In-
dians held most of the stock, under-
took extensive improvements to en-
able vessels to reach Brantford. Eight
locks were built to cover the fall of
about sixty feet in sixty miles to Lake
Erie, and around these clustered vil-
lages which have fallen into ruin or
been obliterated; some of them for-
gotten. While the Welland Canal was
made over later, and is now being
again replaced by a still larger chan-
nel, the death knell of the Grand
River system came with the building
of the railway from Hamilton through
Brantford in 1853. The Welland was

national; the Grand was local; the

railway might fight both, but the na-

tional need could not be overcome.,
In the heyday of Grand River navi-

gation, business flourished and hopes

soared. Seneca, York and Indiana
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were examples of the villages then
boasting flour mills, sawmills, and
cloth factories, and which have almost
disappeared.

North from Brantford was a new
land with a character of its own.
Settlers had begun to arrive soon
after 1800, and the Canada Company
played a large part in its early de-
velopment. John Galt, the Scottish
novelist, was for years Superintend-
ent of the company, and in addition
to impressing the character of the
valley with sturdy Secottish settlers,
he bestowed names on many of the
townships and villages. His novel,
“Lawrie Todd”, records his explora-
tion of the Grand River. Galt, Elora,
Fergus occur as the river is ascended,
and recall the Scottish foundations of
the townships. The character of the
river changes in its northern course.
It is tortuous, and its fall of 600 feet
below Elora led Galinece to name it
La Riviére Rapide. Limestone beds
for a distance above Galt give place in
its upper reaches to fens and dark
forests in Dufferin, where it rises
with a perfect nest of rivers in the
hills skirting Dufferin and Grey, more
than 1,600 feet above the sea.



The winding course of the Grand River—between Galt and Kitchener
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The Grand River at Dunnville

The Grand River at Doon
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The Grand River—near Elora

To-day the Grand takes its winding
course through a rich developing and
changing belt of Western Ontario. In
the north it has the modest beginnings
of all rivers at the highest point in
the Province, and curves with the
dimensions of a creek, scarcely dis-
tinguishable from other streams with
not half its claim to fame, through
the swamps of Dufferin. The tamaracs
soon give place to the open country
of North Wellington, and at Grand
Valley we see broad lands between
low hills, with a sweep worthy of an
artist’s canvas. But this easy pace
soon changes to the gorges below
Elora, where the springs and freshets
have chiselled endless caverns and
recesses. There is a drop of 270 feet
between Grand Valley and Elora, and
another 300 to Breslau in Waterloo.
Limestone cliffs hem in the river, and
rocky islands break its course. This
fretful portion of the river’s journey
is soon passed, and it wanders in the
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utmost peace and often isolation
through rich pastureland and grain
fields. Great herds of cattle pasture
in its flats, and at mid-day seek the
cool waters in relief from myriads of
flies. The observer will read on its
banks the story of its past as well as
the prosperity of its present. Ruins
of old mills, sometimes of whole wvil-
lages, tell of the pioneers and their
little industries. Glance at Glen-
morris, as the trolley hurries by, and
you can discern in its erumbling lime-
stone foundations the tale of a life
that has passed. If a sandhill erane
rises from the river at the sound of
the car, you realize the quiet and re-
moteness of the valley. Everywhere
the pioneers have gone, but they
have bequeathed a rich countryside
through the wise location of their
settlements, and the patient toil with
which they laid the foundations for
a great Province. Their message has
been transmitted to succeeding gener-
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The Grand River as it passes through Elora

ations by men who understood, like
Alexander McLachlan, the Scottish
poet, who lived near the Grand in
Dufferin, and Homer Watson, Presi-
dent of the Royal Canadian Academy,
whose paintings, made by the Grand
at Doon, tell the story of early toil of
the founders of the valley.

In autumn the valley of the Grand
is seen in all its “mellow fruitfulness.”
Its woods are a very tapestry of
colour, from the upper reaches, on
past the wonderful Attiwandron
Park, between Doon and Kitchener, to
the flat lands of the Erie shore. Fall-
ing leaves reveal the fruits of the
field and orchard, tomatoes are ripen-
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ing on the back stoops, and even the
golden rod lingers with its opulent
brush. The silos stretch out their
mouths for winter stores, and the
farmer teels more than ever con-
fidenee in his own future, despite the
world’s unrest. Even the towns and
cities are changing, and, if in the
lower miles of the river, industry has
not yet been firmly established on its
modern basis, the factories of Brant
and Waterloo are humming with
the prosperity of a new elec-
tric energy and the discovery that the
world needs the products which their
raw materials and their trained hands
and brains can supply.




GREAT CANADIAN ORATORS

BY ALBERT R. HASSARD

IX.—REV. WILLIAM MORLEY PUNSHON

UNSHON was born in
N England. He grew to
i manhood and laid the
foundations of his fame
in the land of his nativ-
ity. His claim to rank
among the orators of our Dominion
is due to the fact that long after
he had established a permanent repu-
tation in England, he forsook the
land of his birth and for a brief, yet
memorable, period came to dwell in
Canada. To the people of this coun-
try he gave the very flower of his
greatest days, and he reared in the
land of his adoption memorials of
his genius which are destined to en-
dure for many years.

English works of reference contain
extensive accounts of his career be-
~ yond the seas. On this side of the
Atlantic he has long since been ac-
corded the rights of a native, and
he has given in our annals a position
quite equal to that which is generally
reserved for Canada’s greatest sons.

He was born in Doneaster, in York-
shire, on the twenty-ninth day of
May, 1824. His father was a lumber
merchant, and carried on a lucrative
and extensive business. His mother
belonged to an excellent family of the
name of Morley, a name which has al-
ways been highly respectable in Eng-
land. '

In the year 1845 he received the
appointment as a probationary Minis-
ter of the Gospel. The term of pro-
bation in those years was protracted,
continuing for four years, although
a much shorter period has been found
adequate for the same purpose in
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later years. Punshon’s four years
were spent, one half in Whitehaven,
and the other half at Carlisle, re-
nowned as being the scene of a great
portion of Scott’s famous romance,
Marmion. On the first day of March,
1849, Punshon received ordination.
At once he leaped into renown. In-
stead of developing his genius as did
Douglas in obscure and unknown
places, until the heart had become
sickened with prospects deferred, and
the mind had languished in uncon-
genial atmospheres, great charges of
English Methodism engaged in an un-
usual but friendly rivalry for Pun-
shon’s services.

It was when Punshon’s reputation
was at the height, that his powers
were destined to become familiar to
the Canadian people. A custom ex-
isted in those days, whereby the Meth-
odist Church in England appointed
one of its members to the office of
President of the body in Canada. In
1868 Punshon received the appoint-
ment. By that time, as had been
seen, his fame in his native country
was upon the meridian, and he also
enjoyed a favourable reputation afar.
His coming to Canada was hailed as
an event of exceeding importance,
and the Canadian people, then a much
more compact nation than they have
sinee become, awaited his arrival with
much expectancy. His first appear-
ance in the new world dispelled all
doubts regarding the powers which he
possessed, and for nearly six years his
marvellous genius blazed forth with
a fascinating and sustained splendour
in many parts of the American con-



WILLIAM MORLEY PUNSHON
A Great Canadian Orator

tinent. He was a prince of both the
pulpit and the platform, and his vast
audiences were electrified by the mag-
netism of his oratory. Public speak-
ing in those days meant much for
mankind. The newspapers were not
numerous, nor were they very widely
523

circulated.
was little more than a novelty. The
telephone was unknown. Even the
express train had merely reached a
certainty. England too was experi-
encing one of its fitful recurrences
of oratory. Peel had expired in a

The electric telegraph
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blaze of oratorical splendour. Lynd-
hurst and Shiel had risen to great
eminences in parliamentary debate.
Macaulay had moved with wizard bril-
liance across the oratorical arena.
The lightning flashes of Palmerston,
Cobden, Derby, Brougham, Disraeti
and Gladstone were illuminating more
than fitfully the whole of England.
There was a massive potency, a lit-
erary culture, a finished refinement,
about the oratory of these men, which
are not to be found in the unmethodi-
cal platform efforts of the last quarter
of a century. The oratory of these
men is imperishable English litera-
ture. The oratory of their successors
Churchill, Asquith, Carson and Red-
mond is just one elevation above medi-
ocrity. Punshon had caught the spirt
of his generation, and the high plane
of his stately eloquence charmed the
hearts of countless refined and edu-
cated people, who eagerly heard him.
These people welecomed to Canada a
master of the royal art of speech,
whose mind moved along exalted lit-
erary pathways, to which they had
been long unaccustomed, and which
had almost wholly perished from pro-
longed abasement or disuse.

He also preached and lectured in
the United States, where he was con-
stantly greeted by audiences similar
to those with which he had been fa-
miliar both in England and in Can-
ada. He created an immense impres-
sion in the land of Sumner, Webster,
Conkling and Beecher, and won, with
his accustomed ease, and by virtue of
his genius, the hearts of the people of
the great American Republic.

On five successive occasions he was
re-elected President of the Canadian
Methodist Conference. While in Can-
ada he induced his people to purchase
the happily located block of land upon
which the Metropolitan Church now
stands, and proceeded at once with the
erection upon the newly secured site
of that most elegant and artistic sanet-
uary. It was completed during his
residence in Canada, and he was the
first occupant of its pulpit. There
he preached during the closing years
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of his Canadian career, and there
thousands gathered and listened with
rejoicing to the silvery tones of his
pleasant voice.

Those were marvellous days in To-
ronto when Punshon saw the shining
towers of the new house of worship
swiftly springing from the ground as
if they eventually aspired to hide
their carven summits just beneath the
canopy of the skies. A majestic
building is that church, conceived in
a style of architecture which was pPop-
ular in the golden days gone by,
when the exigencies of business had
not yet overwhelmed the sacredness
of art, and when there was still left
some room in a great metropolis for
the enthroning of loveliness and
beauty. There, a little way back from
Queen Street, within the massive iron
fence surrounding its four acres of
land, it nobly stands, immune tq
change, while almost revolutionary
changes have transpired on all sides of
it, while merchants have driven resi-
dents from its vicinity, and while fac-
tories, office buildings, industries and
hospitals have established themselves
on every hand. There it stands, anqg
those whose eyes are not blinded by
the prosaic commerce of this exacting
age, may view its graceful pillars and
its bending arches, and behold in their
picturesque curves and stately out-
lines some of the perfect poetry of
an almost vanished art, when builders
strove to delight as well as to con-
struet, and when men translated life-
less limestone and inanimate bricks
and mortar into almost articulate
symmetry, and a harmony that nearly
lives and breathes.

And there within those
walls Punshon preached to anxious
multitudes an unsensational gospel.,
There the souls of men, who hungereq
for spiritual nourishment were su-
blimely satisfied. There, too, truths
were taught with impressive sincerity
There likewise the old religion, un.
adulterated with the fleeting folly of
a speculative higher criticism, entereq
gloriously into the hearts of men, tq
create a transformation in theip lives,
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and lastingly influence great numbers
of people because of their beneficial
transformation.

In 1873 Punshon returned to Eng-
land, where his fame was unforgot-
ten, and his popularity still abounded.
The high dignity of the Presidency of
the British Conference was conferred
upon him in the year after his return
to his native land. In 1875, much
older than his years, because of the
tireless demands which he had made
upon his powers, he withdrew from
the pulpit, and became Secretary to
the Methodist Missionary Society of
England. His brilliant lecture on
“The Huguenots” produced sufficient
* money to free one of the oldest Metho-
dist Churches in old London from its
weighty burden of a longstanding in-
debtedness. :

Punshon did not know his physical
limitations. He toiled on with tireless
industry and a perfect heedlessness of
consequence. No labour was too ardu-
ous, and no demand was too exacting
for his always ready and williug
spirit. But the penalty for undertak-
ing more than he could accomplish
had to be paid, and the debt was ex-
acted all too suddenly. With the
achievements of a much greater life-
time than his own compressed into
fifty-seven years, he died in the year
1881, while the reverberations of his
thrilling eloquence were still echoing
throughout the land. In his death a
mighty man moved off the scene, and
the people of two continents bitterly
lamented his passing away from them,
After a lapse of nearly forty years,
men, still living both in England and
in America, and who heard him in his
greatest days and in his most phenom-
enal triumphs, delight in recalling
that powerful oratory, born in sincer-
ity, and used for lofty purposes, which
flowed in a lava-like stream from his
lips and which repeatedly held many
thousands of people as if they had
been bound by a mystic spell.

After Punshon ended his pastorate
of the Metropolitan Church in To-
ronto, he was succeeded by John Potts,
an Irish-Canadian preacher and ora-
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tor of high renown, although not the
equal upon the public platform of his
illustrious predecessor. Potts remain-
ed in that charge for three years, and
when at length he retired, Rev. Wil-
liam Kettlewell, a man of many high
personal and mental endowments, for
a short time occupied the famous pul-
pit. Punshon and Kettlewell were in-
timate friends, and the latter’s recol-
lections of the great orator, as follows,
are of peculiar interest:

“Morley Punshon is universally re-
cognized as the most finished pulpit
and platform orator that British
Methodism has produced. He had a
somewhat massive presence, a strong
personality, and a voice that in its
first sentences was a little husky and a
disappointment to those who heard
him for the first time, but before many
sentences were uttered his voice be-
came flexible and resonant, lending it-
self to all the various emotions of the "
speaker, and his hearers felt them.
selves under the spell of a master. He
memorized all his productions, made
sparing use of gesture, had nothing of
the theatrical in his style, his dramatic
power resting almost entirely in his
faultless elocution, his unrivalled
choice of language, the beauty and
rhythm of his periods, and his ability
to rise to matchless heights of climax.
When in his prime Exeter Hall was
the supreme test of an orator’s powers
and it was there that Punshon had his
greatest triumphs. I think that prob-
ably lie has been the only Methodist
minister in Great Britain since the
time of Wesley that could command to
any extent the patronage of statesmen
and of the English nobility. He sel-
dom lectured in a Provineial town
without attracting scores upon scores
of the aristocratic families from the
country seats for miles around.”

“Punshon was of the thunderous
type of orator. His set speeches
were commenced in a quiet and
slow, but distinet and emphatic
manner, aggressive, convineing and
earnest. As he proceeded his voice
grew louder, and his utterance more
rapid. In the more important parts



526

of his orations, which he desired most
emphasized, his voice swelled with
thunderous sound, as Macaulay says
Chatham’s tones resounded in his ora-
tions on the Stamp Aect and against
the coercion of America, or as Chief
Justice Pratt says Webster’s notes
pealed forth when he delivered his
world renowned reply to Hayne, or
when he defended Dartmouth Uni-
versity against the attempts of his
enemies to destroy it. But although
Punshon’s voice rolled and thundered
through nearly a thousand churches,
lecture halls and auditoriums, he
never lost control of himself for a mo-
ment. For his most memorable rhe-
torical efforts were not only methodi-
cally prepared, but were carefully
memorized. In his mightiest flights
of oratory, and in his peerless perora-
tions, the swelling and the subduing
of the tones were, not the unconscious
inspiration of the passion stirred ad-
vocate, maddened by the injustices
which he was arraigning, or delighted
by the truths whose triumphs he saw
at hand. They were the dramatically
staged performances of the skilful elo-
cutionist, who knew every advantage
of his art that might be taken in order
to move to kingly action the wills and
the feelings of great audiences.”
There remain to be considered the
style and literary finish of this great
man’s puplit and platform perform-
ances. Very few of the world’s illus-
trious orators have left behind them a
style that is wholly free from objec-
tions. Almost every famous orator
has at some time or other in his career
grandly risen to lordly heights of
sparkling oratory and dazzling elo-
quence. Almost every renowned ora-
tor, either with burning spontaneity
or with studied deliberation has occa-
sionally spoken literature, which is
destined to live on in other gener-
ations when feebler performances
shall have drifted into dust. Chat-
ham, Pitt, Emmet, Burke, Grattan,
Flood, Shiel, Erskine, Macaulay,
Bright and Gladstone have uttered be-
fore great audiences, marvellous pass-
ages of almost unrivalled sublimity
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and splendour. The English language
on the lips of these and of other illus-
trious orators has budded and blos.
somed into loveliness and beauty like
the flowers of a garden when transfig-
ured by the dawn. These men have
painted joy and passion with the col-
ours of the rainbow, and have en-
shrined the soul’s deep raptures in a
wealth of gorgeous speech. The won-
drous tongue of Shakespeare and
Milton grew magical with almost
transcendent possibilities, when the
captivating eloquence of these tri-
bunes rang through the vaulted audi-
toriums of the world. Paragraphs"
which, upon occasions freighted with
inspiration, these marvellous men de-
livered, and which are all luminous
with the blinding flashes of genius,
seem to be passing like flaming revela-
tions down the aisles of sunless cen-
turies to give light and knowledge to
generations yet unborn. Punshon had
his moments of literary inspiration
when he rose to dizzy pinnacles of ora-
torical achievement. He was a stu-
dent of the oratory of other centuries.
Macaulay with his splendid dietion
was a model and a master whom Pun-
shon worshipped and adored. The
pupil’s oratorical style bore much re-
semblance to the style of the teacher.
The classic language, the stately strue-
ture of the sentences, the rhythm of
the movement, the choice selection of
the word, the pungent touch of satire
and the withering blast of scorn, the
buoyancy of the mirth, the echo of the
laughter, the loftiness of the ideas, the
elevated tone of the entire theme are
common to both Punshon and Ma-
caulay. The true orator was present
in the great preacher, who for all too
brief a span of years was a splendid
sojourner in our land. Thousands
bowed in willing homage before that
man, who, in the pulpit and on the
platform, lifted multitudes of people
to ideal heights of being, and left be.
hind him an influence, which, after
the lapse of many years is still as
fresh and green as in the golden days
of yore, when his silvery voice rang
out upon Canadian air.

-~
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FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

HE United Farmers display genius for political organiza-
T tion. Even in providing for the cost of elections they

are teaching wisdom to the “efféte old parties.” In the
famous bye-election in Assiniboia a few months ago groups
of ten farmers each of whom had contributed towards the
expenses of the contest were permitted to choose a delegate
to the nominating convention. Only farmers who had con-
tributed were eligible for selection. In this way a fund of
at least ten thousand dollars was provided. Three months
ago it was announced that the Grain Growers of Saskatchewan
had eollected $50,000 for political purposes and acecording to
the secretary for the Provincial organization “it would take
all winter to complete the canvass.” A dispateh from Winni-
peg states that the Grain Growers of Manitoba have entered
upon a eanvass which it is expected will realize $300,000. 1t is
explained that every member of the Association will be assessed
$6 and that $200,000 of the amount collected will be devoted
to organization for the next federal election.

The estimate for Manitoba may be excessive but it is prob-
able that the United Farmers of the three Prairie Provinces
will provide a political fund of $400,000 or $500,000. If On-
tario and the Atlantic Provinces contribute proportionately
they should have at least $1,000,000 for the federal election.
The amount will be even larger if Quebee and British Colum-
bia give any general support to the farmers’ movement. If
the Unionist and Liberal parties should be as well equipped
the expenditure in the next election will be $3,000,000 or $4.-

000,000. Adding to the general fund the spendings of many -

individual candidates which cannot be controlled by any cen-
tral organization, the total probably will run to $5,000,000 or
beyond.

No sound objection can be taken to the method of raising
money which the Farmers have adopted. In Canada as in
many other countries the bulk of the people have refused to
bear any portion of the cost of elections. They have expected
a central organization to levy upon contractors, corporations
and special interests, upon the few who have wealth, the few
who are freehanded, upon those who give for sheer “love of
the party” and those who give in expectation of a generous
return. Even Senatorships have been made to provide reve-
nue. Titles also in a few cases, perhaps, but like lieutenant-
governorships titles are not an asset but a liability. There
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can be no doubt that if the people do not provide money for
elections directly they are required to make the provision in-
directly. And the indirect method is often corrupt and al-
ways costly.

The method of the Farmers is consonant with democracy
although in cases an obligation may be created not altogether
compatible with freedom of action on the day of polling.
If one should finally cast his vote against his contribution
he might feel that he had thrown away his money. Possibly
in cases individual farmers may feel that they cannot afford
to deny support to the candidate of the class to which they
belong, although in the secrecy of the polling-booth they may
vote otherwise. But at least it is better to exact $5 for the
campaign fund than to draw $5 out of the fund for “the
freeman’s vote” which we are told is “the erowning fact, the
kingliest act, of Freedom.”

There is forehandedness in the early accumulation of an
adequate fund for the federal contest. With such a fund all
necessary literature for the education of the people ecan be
provided and the most complete organization of the party
effected. Apparently the United Farmers even in what the
older school of politicians called the “sinews of war” will be
as well equipped as the other parties and they will have an
army of voluntary workers such as Liberals or Unionists
cannot hope to equal. The Farmers discover that a great deal
of money can be spent legitimately in a general election. And
a good deal can be used for “contingencies”. There have been
heavy expenditures in more than one federal contest in Canada
by both the old parties but few of us have such faith as to
believe that all was spent for “legitimate purposes”.

I

LTHOUGH it was not expected that the United
States ‘Senate would refuse to ratify the nomi-
nation of Mr. Bainbridge Colby as Secretary

of State there are many evidences that the appoint-
ment is unpopular alike with Democrats and Republicans.
It has been said that a public man can change his political
allegiance once but that to change twice is dangerous and
often fatal. It is said, too, that a man who deserts a party in
office may be a patriot but one who goes over to a party in
power is a mercenary. But Mr. Colby has defied all the tra-
ditions and all the maxims. He began as a Republican,
became a Progressive with Roosevelt, was appointed to the
United States Shipping Board three years ago as an Inde-
pendent, and now apparently is a Democrat. At times Mr.
Colby has manifested sympathy with William Randolph
Hearst and as a member of the Shipping Board opposed
selling vessels to Great Britain. Even now a writer in The
New York Times suggests that his political creed is as much a
matter of debate as that of Mr. Hoover and both Demoecratic
and Republican Primaries seem willing to accept Mr. Hoover
as a Presidential candidate. Compared with William H. Se-
ward, for instance, or James G. Blaine or John Hay neither
Mr. Colby nor Mr. Lansing whom he succeeds seems to be of
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adequate stature for the great office which has the immediate
direction under the President of American foreign policy.

It is whispered that Mr. Colby is in sympathy with Hearst’s
attitude towards Great Britain but in a public address at
New York city a few weeks ago he said: “The great trade of
England in every sea and in every land is not the result of
her great merchant fleet, but the oceasion of it. The founda-
tions of that trade are laid in the culture of England, are laid
in the roaming propensities of her people, in the brave and
self-reliant way in which she sent her best brawn and blood to
the uttermost corners of the earth, there to drive in their
stakes, to study alien people, learn their wants, identify them-
selves with the life of those distant people and those distant
climes, and first by establishing agencies, and then by accurate
reports, and then by establishing banking facilities and con-
nections, finally developing a commerce which required car-
riers to conduct it, and then passing into that political and
commercial interdependence that completed the warp and
woof of that extraordinary empire.”

There seems to be no doubt that Mr. Colby is in complete
agreement with President Wilson’s demand for ratification of
the League of Nations and, therefore, on the supreme question
of foreign policy is not hostile to Great Britain, nor in
alliance with the forces in the United States which would cre-
ate bad feeling between Washington and Westminster. There
was apprehension when Roosevelt became President that he
would be dangerously aggressive and perhaps unfriendly in
dealings with Great Britain but his Administration was dis-
tinguished for increasing confidence and undertsanding be-
tween the Republic and the Empire and he was foremost in
leading the United States to the support of the Allies in the
great conflict in Europe. Cleveland had in peculiar degree
the respect and confidence of British statesmen but he issued
the Venezuela message. There is no ground of quarrel be-
tween the British and the American people. There is a mighty
reserve of sanity in the United States as every crisis in its
history has revealed. Mischief makers may excite the gallery
now and again but the great silent and responsible forces
have honest respect for Great Britain and even an affection
deeper than they display. It is better to trust than to doubt
for surely sooner or later the English speaking peoples will
establish an understanding, if not an actual alliance, more
effective than all other conceivable influences to hold the na-
tions in peace and security. In the field of international re-
lations the British people practice restraint as it is praecticed
by no other nation and Canada can follow no better example.

IIT

N the American press there is general censure of Presiden:
Wilson for his harsh and discourteous dismissal of Mr. Lan-
sing, whom Mr. Colby succeeds. There is no doubt a deeper
displeasure among Democrats than is expressed. But on the
eve of a presidential election discipline is maintained in the
general interest. It would seem that during the President’s
illness Cabinet Councils were necessary if there was to be any
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effective and continuous administration of public affairs and it
is inconceivable that Mr, Lansing’s relation to such Counecils
could justify his dismissal. Possibly in time other and graver
reasons for Mr. Wilson’s action may be disclosed. But what-
ever may be his virtues and services Mr. Wilson in office seems
to be even more autocratic than was Cleveland and apparently
demands from his colleagues a submission which approaches
subserviency. In his “Reminiscences” Mr. Henry Watterson
says, “Taken to task by thick and thin Democratic partisans
for my criticism of the only two Democratic Presidents we
have had since the War of Sections, Cleveland and Wilson, I
have answered by asserting the right and duty of the journa-
list to talk out in meeting, flatly repudiating the claims as well
as the obligations of the organ-grinder they had sought to put
upon me, and closing with the knife grinder’s retort:

Things have come to a hell of a pass
When a man can’t wallop his own jackass.”

Mr. Watterson says of Mr. Cleveland that “He was a hard
man to get on with, over-credulous, though by no means ex-
cessive in his likes, very tenacious in his dislikes, suspicious
withal, he grew during his second term in the White House
exceedingly ‘high and mighty’.” He declares that Cleveland
“posed rather as an idol to be worshipped than a leader to be
trusted and loved. He was in truth a strong man, who, suf-
ficiently mindful of his limitations in the beginning, grew by
unexampled and continued success over confident and over
conseious in his own conceit. He had a real desire to serve
the country. But he was apt to think that he alone could
effectively serve it.” In “The Education of Henry Adams”
it is said that a Senator described Mr. Cleveland as one of the
loftiest natures and noblest characters of ancient or modern
time but added “I prefer to look on at his proceedings from the
safe summit of some neighbouring hill.” Adams himself says
of Harrison and Cleveland that “whatever harm they might
do their enemies was as nothing when compared to the mor-
tality they inflicted on their friends.”

Of President Wilson Mr. Watterson says, “When the history
of these times comes to be written it may be said of Woodrow
Wilson: He rose to world celebrity by ecircumstances rather
than by character. He was favoured of the gods. He pos-
sessed a bright, forceful mind. His achievements were thrust
upon him. Though it sometimes ran away with him his pen
possessed extraordinary facility. Thus he was ever able to put
his best foot foremost. Never in the larger sense a leader of
men as were Chatham and Fox, as were Washington, Clay and
Lineoln; nor of ideas as were Rousseau, Voltaire and Frank-
lin, he had the subtle tenacity of Louis the Eleventh of
France, the keen foresight of Richelieu with a talent for the
surprising which would have raised him to eminence in
journalism. In short he was an opportunist void of conviction
and indifferent to consistency. The pen is mightier than the
sword only when it has behind it a heart as well as a brain.
He who wields it must be brave, upright and steadfast. We
are giving our Chief Executive enormous powers. As a rule
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his wishes prevail. His name becomes the symbol of party
loyalty. Yet it is after all a figure of speech not a personality
that appeals to our sense of duty without necessarily engaging
our affection.”

How far this may be the ultimate judgment of history one
need not speculate. There are those who think that the great
old Southern journalist who has just passed his eightieth
birthday has himself some of the quality of an autocrat. He
separated from Cleveland ; he has not been obedient to Wilson.
But it is remarkable that the only two Democratic Presidents
since the Civil War in an office which confers autocracy and
breeds autocracy should be peculiarly distinguished for the
characteristics which are naturally associated with absolute
personal sovereignty. Almost unconsciously one turns to Mr.
Taft, deserted by Roosevelt and defeated by Wilson, but
serving his country and serving mankind with simplicity, dig-
nity and a great magnanimity. A week before the polling
in the Presidential contest of 1912 I sat in a hotel at Denver
and heard three rough whiskered natives of Colorado discuss
the Republican candidate. One said, “Why do you vote for
Taft?” The second answered “Because he is a good man.”
The third remarked with judicial deliberation and gravity,
“Yes, he is a good man, but he is the damnedest excuse for a
vote-getter the world ever saw.” The election seemed to sup-
port this judgment and yet it is doubtful if any other man
living holds in greater degree the respect and affection of the
American people.

18Y

R. THOMAS OHAGAN in a contribution to
M The Canadian Magazine and in a letter to The
Globe challenges a statement in my “Reminis-
cences” that “in Ontario if a school section contained
only a single Roman Catholic child it could attend the
public school without impediment or embarrassment ; in Que-
bec there were and there are still whole counties where abso-
lutely no provision exists for the education of isolated Pro-
testant families.” What was said in the “Reminiscences” was
not written in the temper of controversy nor was it intended to
attack the educational system of Quebec. There is a sentence
which Mr. O’Hagan might have quoted, “The compact with the
Protestant minority has been generally observed and respected
by the Legislature of Quebec.” The public schools of Ontario
are neutral, the schools of the majority in Quebec are denomi-
national. In those schools Roman Catholic doctrine is taught,
and against that condition there was no intention to protest.
No doubt English Protestants could be admitted to the classes
and yet not be required to attend religious instruction. But
these schools are also French and even English speaking
Roman Catholics find that the language constitutes an “impedi-
ment” and an “embarrassment”. A Separate School in Pres-
cott or Russell with French teachers, French textbooks, French
teaching and Catholie religious exercises conld not be regarded
as a provision for the education of isolated Protestant families.
One would not expect Protestants to attend Separate Schools
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in Ontario nor should Roman Catholics be required to attend
purely Protestant schools. In the schools in the French dis-
tricts of Omntario bilingual teaching is provided. There
are 30,000 Roman Catholic children in the publie schools of
Ontario and many Roman Catholic teachers are employed.
These facts are stated in the interest of historical accuracy and
not as constituting a reproach to Quebec or a grievance for
Quebec Protestants.

v

T is a pity that the farmers of the United States and Canada
I have taken such resolute ground against “daylight saving”.

There is no doubt that the indoor workers of the towns and
cities greatly valued the additional hour of daylight for re-
creation and gardening, for leisure in the open spaces, for
relief from the roar of the downtown streets and the noise of
the factories. It may be admitted that the farmers are less
affected by these considerations and that they suffer some in-
conveniences by early train services and early marketing,
Probably many of the towns and cities will be disposed to
adopt “daylight saving” even if the rural communities resist
the regulation. But experience goes to show that unless uni-
form time is maintained by town and country inconvenience
and confusion result which largely offset the advantages.
If the towns are mnot too contemptuous and arro-
gant possibly there may yet be a general acceptance of daylight
saving. Coercion breeds only hostility and resistance.

The New York Times gives a woman’s protest against day-
light saving in which there is a real sense of grievance and a
viewpoint not to be wholly ignored. She says: “Our neigh-
bours won’t turn their clocks along ; we have to, for the man of
the house has to go to town at 7. We have a small farm, [
know people in the cities don’t think much of it. One woman
said she goes to work before daylight and gets home at 6.30 It
makes me ugly. The Lord’s time is plenty good enough.
They can’t change the stars, the sun or the moon. I can’t
see any use in making so much trouble.”

The Times also quotes a few sentences from a speech deliv-
ered in Congress by Mr. Candler of Mississippi, who has, it
thinks, a suggestive name for a reluctant daylight saver:
“God’s time is true. Man-made time is false. You make
the clocks by this law proclaim a falsehood. Let us repeal
this law and have the cloeks proclaim God’s time and tell the
truth. Truth is always mighty and should prevail. God
alone can create daylight.”

Unconvinced the writer in The Times asks if Mr. Candler
has never heard that the farmers in Eastern Ohio keep their
clocks an hour ahead of the farmers in Western Ohio, that
there are four of these zones waich differentiate time in differ-
ent sections of the country, and that near neighbours on the
borders of these zones get up and go to bed and have done so
for many years by clocks that d0. not agree ‘by.sixty minutes.
But one suspects that for 1920 neither the Parliament of Can-
ada nor the Congress of the United States will sanction day-

light saving.
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THE UNSOLVED RIDDLE OF
SOCIAL JUSTICE

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

ez HHE author of “Literary
% Lapses”, “Sunshine Sket-
ches of a Little Town,”
and other works satirical
and serious, who is also
Professor of Political
Economy at McGill University, in
this book makes an attempt to analyze
what is happennig socially in many
parts of the world at the present
moment and to estimate what is pos-
sible and what is not possible in the
social reform. KEconomists, as is per-
haps quite natural in the circum-
stances, have been prone to regard
him as a first-class humorist, while
humorists accept without hesitation
any statement upholding him as an
eminent economist. Like the circus
performer, he has had to ride two
horses, and he has ridden them sue-
cessfully for fifteen years, even if at
times one of them seems to get a little
ahead of the other. But, like many
another humorist, at times he be-
comes very grave and very serious and
sees some things other than the high-
lights of life. In this particular book
he makes a clear exposition of social
conditions generally to-day, dismisses
the Utopia of the Socialist as a beauti-
ful dream, and repudiates with equal
assurance the doetrines of every man
for himself. He looks forward to the
time when every child will have ade-
quate food, clothing, eduecation, and
opportunity, when the conditions of
existence generally will be amelior-
ated, when widespread misery will be
535

alleviated if not entirely obliterated.
He sums up as follows:

‘‘But the inordinate and fortuitous gains
from land are really only one example
from a general class. The war discovered
the ‘profiteer’. The law-makers of the
world are busy now with smoking him
out of his lair. But he was there all the
time. Inordinate and fortuitous gain,
resting on such things as monopoly, or
trickery, or the mere hazards of abun-
dance or scarcity, complying with the let-
ter of the law but violating its spirit, are
fit subjects for appropriate taxation. The
ways and means are difficult, but the social
principle is clear.

‘“We may thus form some sort of vision
of the social future into which we are
passing. The details are indistinet, but
the outline at best in which it is framed
is clear enough. The safety of the future
lies in a progressive movement of social
control alleviating the misery which it
cannot obliterate and based upon the
broad general principle of equality of op-
portunity. The chief immediate direction
of social effort should be towards the at-
tempt to give every human being in child-
hood adequate food, clothing, education
and an opportunity in life. This will prove
to be the beginning of many things.’’

It is one thing to diagnose the case.
Will some one now come along with
the cure? .

B

%

THE HARVEST HOME

By James B. Kenvon. New York:
James T. White and Company.

IN the foregoing review of M»
Gosse’s latest book mention is made
gf the author’s remarks on the changes
in literary fashions. Here in this
book we find another instance, and al-
though it is not so remarkable as this
instance of Sully-Prudhomme, it
bears out the argument. For the an-
thor of this volume of what is indeed
authentic poetry is not of the present
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school ; in other words, he cannot_be
classed with the poets who are being
noticed to-day, especially by them-
selves, in either Great Britain or the
United States. For there is nothing
in his work that would be placed in
the category of wers ULibre and
unless one write this so-called free-
verse nowadays one is old-fashioned
and looked on with disdain by the
“new poets” and their following. Nev-
ertheless even though Mr. _Ken)_ron
might rightfully be rated as Victorian
in style, he is a poet, an admirer and
dispenser of beauty and the greatness
of love. For many years his work
has been before the American publie
in magazines and books, and now this
volume brings practically it all within
one covering. The book is one that
can be read with genuine pleasure by
all who are not too advanced to enjoy
rhyme, beauty of phrase and senti-
ment and real lyric quality. :

A poem that stands as a fine exam-
ple of Mr. Kenyon’s nature verse, and
which has his characteristic felicity
and fanciful touch, is “An Oaten
Pipe”:

‘“The summer’s surf against my feet
In leagues of foam-white daisies beat;
Along the bank-side where I lay
Poured down the golden tides of day;

A vine above me wove its screen

Of leafy shadows, cool and green,
While, faintly as a fairy bee,

Upon the murmurous silence fell

The babbling of a slender stream

In the sweet trouble of its dream.
Then as the poppied noon did steep
The breathing world in fumes of sleep,
I shaped with fingers drowsed and slow
An oaten pipe whereon to blow,

And in the chequered light and shade
Its wild, untutored notes essayed;
But in the larger music ’round

My slender pipings all were drowned.’’

LEGEND

By CreMENCE DAnE. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

A ‘WOMAN of genius, big of heart
and mind, impulsive, prodigal
of herself and her wonderful gifts,
here has her posthumous life story
told and her visualization made clear
through the eyes of others.  The

reader is not permitted to see this
woman of great charm, even great
genius. He imagines her by what
others say of her. An ingenius method
for a novelist, one must admit, a very
effective method. For Madala Grey is
a very vivid character, even though
another woman, jealous of her quali-
ties, endeavours to smudge the le-
gend—her personal history.
*

SOME DIVERSIONS OF A MAN
OF LETTERS

By Epmunp Gosse. London : William
Heinemann.

FOR the one who is interested in

literature, or indeed, the one whao
is interested at all in art and in life,
few more entertaining books than this
could be recommended. For to this
book Mr. Gosse brings all the appreci-
ation of his fifty years as a literary
critic and writer. He discusses in a
most delightful style and intimate
knowledge many notable literary fig-
ures and literary movements. The first
chapter, which is in a sense an intro-
duction to the others, or at least is a
preface, he considers fluctuations of
taste and sets the question, or rather,
repeats Mr. Balfour’s question, “Is
there any fixed or permanent element
in beauty ?” Mr. Balfour’s conclusion
is that there is not. Mr. Gosse gives
one outstanding instance of change in
public opinion, the instance of Sully-
Prudhomme, who in his own day was
rated by critics in wunison as the
greatest of all living lyrics, but who,
immediately following his death, was
berated or disdained by the younger
generation. “If Théophile Gautier
was right in 1867,” observes Mr.,
Goose, “Rémy de Gourmont must
have been wrong in 1907; yet they
both were honourable men in the
world of eriticism. Nor is it merely
the dictum of a single man, which,
however ingenious, may be paradoxi-
cal. It is worse than that; it is the
fact that one whole generation seems
to have agreed with Gautier and that
another whole generation is of the
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same mind as Rémy de Gourmont.”
Mr. Gosse records his own opinion:

¢¢It must be admitted that there seems
to be mno fixed rule of taste, not even a
uniformity  of practice or general ten-
dency to agreement in particular cases.
But the whole study of the five arts would
lead to despair if we allowed ourselves to
accept this admission as implying that no
conceivable principle of taste exists. We
may not be able to produce it like a yard-
measure, and submit works of imagination
to it, once and for all, in the eyes of a
consternated public. But when we observe,
as we must allow, that art is mo better
at one age than at another, but (_mly 5iif-
ferent, that it is subject to modification,
but certainly not to development; may we
not safely accept this stationary quality
as a proof that there does exist, out of
sight, unattained and unattainable, a posi-
tive norm of poetic beauty? We cannot
define it, but in each generation all ex-
cellence must be the result of a relation
to it. It is the moon, heavily wrapt up
in clouds, and impossible exactly to locate,
yet revealed by the light it throws on dis-
tant portions of the sky. At all events,
it appears to me that this is the only
theory by which we can justify a con-
tinued interest in literature when it is
attacked, now on one side, now on another,
by the vicissitudes of fashion.’’

3

N

PEACE IN FRIENDSHIP
VILLAGE

By Zoxa Gane. Toronto: The Mae-
millan Company of ‘Canada.

I[SS GALE’S return to Friend-

ship Village for the scene of her

new book will be welcomed by the

many people who have derived pieas-

ure from her earlier pictures of life
in this town.

Calliope Marsh, pleasantly remem-
pered from other volumes, tells the
story in her inimitable fashion; and
besides Calliope there are other peo-
ple, first met in other books of Miss
Gale’s, with whom it is a pleasure to
renew acquaintanceship.

Vividly and accurately has Miss
Gale portrayed life in a small town.
With keen sympathy has she caught
its humour and its pathos. It is a
book which only one who has lived
in a little village on intimate and
friendly relations with its inhabitants
could have -written, but which has
an appeal that is universal.
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STORIES OF THE SHIPS

By Lewis R. Freemax, R.N,V.R.
Toronto: J. M. Dent and Sons.

OF the many books that have been
written about the British Navy
this is one of the most readable, writ-
ten by the official press representative
with the Grand Fleet. It describes
life in the Fleet, gives a vivid picture
of a battleship at sea as well as a re-
cital of incidents attending a North
Sea sweep. Considerable attention is
given to the American ships, and an
attempt is made to tell what the Brit-
ish bluejacket thinks of the Americans
and of what the American bluejacket
thinks of Britain and the British.
ES

THE GOVERNMENT OF THE
BRITISH EMPIRE

By Epwarp Jenks. Toronto: J. M.
Dent and Sons.

HIS is an admirable book for
many persons who would like

to have an intelligent idea of British
institutions and yet who have neither
the leisure nor the inclination to study
the subject to the length that is de
manded by most of the standard
works on it. It begins with a con-
sideration of the place and powers of
the King-Emperor, and continues with
chapters on “The United Kingdom
and the Self-Governing Dominions”,
“The Crown Colonies and British In-
dia”, “The Imperial Cabinet”, “The
Imperial Parliament”, “The Fighting
Services”, and the various branches
of the Government, including the
government of counties and boroughs

A CANADIAN CALENDAR

By Joun Murray GisBoN. St. Anne

de Bellevue: The Canadian Book-
man.

HIS is the first of a series to be

known as “Canada Chapbooks.”
It certainly is a good beginning. Mr.
Gibbon, who was already a writer of
established reputation, with two ex-
cellent novels, “Hearts and Faces”
and “Drums Afar”, reveals himself
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as a poet of fine discrimination and ex-
quisite fancy. There is a poem for
each of the twelve months. Rhyme
has been avoided, but there is rhythm
and veritable poetry. We quote the
poem on April:

Bobolink and thrush,
Aerial pilgrims,

Chant in the orchard
Plainsong of spring.

Is there in the South
Altar more beautiful

Than apple branches
Twined in reredos

Of lilac and maroon?.

And now the river 2
Bursting forth its cerements of ice
Reverberates
Gospel of resurrection.

Here, here
In April
Are the stairs of Heaven.

3
-

THE WORLD OF WONDERFUL
REALITY

By E. TempLe THURSTON. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

HE author of “The City of Beauti-

ful Nonsense” it at once sugges-

ted by the title of this present book,

which has been described as the “Peter
Pan” of youth.

John Grey, poet, idealist and strug-
gling young author, is deeply in love
with Jill Dealtry. Jill loves him too,
but—dJohn is terribly poor, and Jill,
well-brought-up daughter of a once
wealthy family, knows that her par-
ents are dependent upon her marry-
ing money in the person of Mr. Skip-
with, a kindly, vulgar old soul, her
father’s friend. Won by John’s ten-
derness and the intensity of his love,
Jill promises to marry him, but she
is haunted by the thought of her
duty to her family. John pleads for
love and freedom with golden words
and all youth’s passion. With inimi-
table skill, Mr. Thurston traces the
battle in the girl’s soul, showing how
materialism and idealism fought for
supremacy, while events shaped them-

selves for the inevitable climax,
Throughout the book, like a golden
thread, runs the voice of John speak-
ing for that “wonderful reality” of
life which youth glimpses so clearly
and which most of us have lost or for-
gotten until a story like this brings
it all back again.

THE SEA BRIDE

By BEx AmeEs Winoniams. Toronto :
The Macmillan Company of Canada.

ANY readers will remember

Mr. Williams’s excellent sea
story, “All the Brothers were Vali-
ant”. This book is in the same class,
a story of the sea, having to do with
the stirring events that took place on
a whaling voyage. ‘Captain Noll is a
hard-hearted, unprineipled tyrant. He
rules his crew no less than his wife
with a cruel hand. Ultimately, how-
ever, comes Brander, a sailor picked
up by the ship on an island. Honest
and fearless, he saves the situation
and works out a solution which is as
satisfactory to Faith, the captain’s
bride, as it is to the reader.

o
o

THE BLACK DROP

By Arvice BrownN. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

A S there is a black sheep in many
families, so there is in many per-
sons a drop of black blood. In a
family all of whose members are eul-
tivated, kindly, and loyal, there is
one, perhaps the strongest personality
in ability and force, who is unprin-
cipled, ambitious for money and sta-
tion, and a dangerous enemy of soci-
ety. It is he who precipitates the
problem of this novel. His nefarious
scheming gives rise to a series of dra-
matie incidents, which lead inevitably
to a climax involving a brother, a
father and mother, a wife and grand-
father. It is a moving climax; and
Miss Brown, who is known for her
appealing situations, has seldom
equalled this one in intensity and ab.
sorbing interest.



THROWN IN

BY NEWTON MacTRAVISH

HIRTY years ago the storekeepers used to throw in a
Tpair of braces with every suit of clothes. If the suit

cost as much as fifteen or twenty dollars you stood a
chance of getting a necktie nto the bargain or a pair of
kid gloves for the missis. Of course that was in the days
when braces were not a luxury and when real kid gloves at
a dollar a pair could be seen on the street every Sunday. If
the missis bought stuff for a dress, silk or cashmere or henri-
etta, it was common knowledge that the thread and buttons
and the lining and the binding for the bottom of the skirt
would be thrown in. As to that, there never was any wrang-
ling. Whatever wrangling took place it was during the ne-
gotiations for the purchase of the stuff itself. It was your
privilege, and in particular the privilege of every woman, to
beat down the price. If the storekeeper asked a dollar and a
quarter for silk that could not be bought to-day for three
dollars you would be regarded as a pretty easy mark if you
could not haggle until the price would be reduced to one-
fifteen, which very likely, after all, would be the store-
keeper’s inside figure.

Those were the days when everybody asked more and took
less. All kinds of small merchandise were thrown in to
clinch a bargain or to induce you to come back again. If it
wasn’t a box of paper collars, it might be a straw hat or a
silk handkerchief with an initial letter done in colours on
one corner. But everybody hoped to get something for
nothing, and I am not sure that everybody’s hope has
changed from that time to this. For that reason I regard
the trifles I write here as something thrown in, something
of an unexpected or unnecessary character, something that
may be valued because it costs nothing—little conceits that
once in a while may cling unobtrusively to the almost com-
plete investiture of the important writers who go before.

Perhaps it is the high cost of living to-day that causes me

to think of the value of commodities of trade thirty to
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forty years ago. In Huron county, which was, I suppose,
an average county in Ontario, we used to believe that butter
at sixteen cents a pound was almost as high as sometimes
it smelt. Eggs were common tender at one cent apiece.
Indeed, butter and eggs set the standard of values. A dozen
eggs would buy a yard of shirting, and a pound of butter
was worth three pounds of granulated sugar. Now, how-
ever, a dozen eggs will buy almost two yards of shirting,
and a pound of butter is worth four pounds of sugar. All
these everyday commodities have advanced greatly in price,
but the butter and the eggs have advanced more than the
shirting or the sugar.

I am reminded of the old Scotsman whose wife sent him
to the store to get an egg’s worth of darning-needles. In
those days the general store prevailed, and the stock in trade
frequently included whiskey and other strong liquors. The
storekeeper whom the Scotsman approached had “given out”
that he would treat every customer. Sandy obtained the
needles, then waited with some patience for the treat. At
length he was constrained to remark:

“I’m hearin’ ye’re giein’ a treat to every customer.”

“You’d hardly expeet a treat with an egg’s worth of
darning-needles,” the storekeeper replied.

“Ah, weel, bit ye canna draw the line too close—a customer’s
a customer.”

“All right. What’ll you have?”

“T’ll take a bit whiskey.”

The storekeeper poured out a horn of whiskey and laid it
on the counter.

“I'm used to haein’ a bit sugar in it,” said Sandy, smacking
his lips.

The storekeeper opened the bin and dropped a lump of
sugar into the glass.

Sandy looked at the concoction, hesitated a moment, and then
spoke again.

“T’m used to haein’ an egg in it,” he ventured.

The storekeeper reached behind and took from a shelf the
very egg that Sandy had traded. He broke the shell and
let the contents drop into the glass. And, wonderful to
behold, there were two yolks. Sandy looked on, and a smile
of satisfaction came to his face as he raised the glass to his
lips.

“I’m thinkin’,” he said, “there’s anither egg’s worth o
needles comin’ to me.”
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I suppose there are good reasons why the things that came
into town for use and consumption by the townspeople and
farmers have not advanced in price proportionately as much
as the things that were hauled in by the farmers. The econ-
omie system has changed, as well as the means of transporta-
tion and the facilities for shipment abroad. In those days
a few farmers sold milk to the cheese factories, but the ex-
change for it, either in cheese or cash or whey, but mostly in
all three, was just enough to be an aggravation. Creameries
such as operate to-day all over the country were unknown,
and their splendid products were yet to bless a later genera-
tion. And while butter was common barter, there was no
standard of quality.. All went at one price, for no store-
keeper could give Mrs. Jones fifteen cents in trade for
butter, and Mrs. Brown only fourteen cents, and go on
keeping store. Whether Mrs. Brown’s butter was the best
or the worst, she received fifteen cents for it in barter, just
the same as all the others. The theory was, literally, that all
butter is born equal, which is the same as to say that all
customers must be treated as if equal. Here, then, in a
crude sense, was the equality factor in Socialism put into
practice. But it was a practice that could not last, for
while it prevails to a very slight extent in some places,
even to-day, it is not the basis of trade in our towns as it
used to be.

I have remarked that the butter was not all of standard
quality. Some of it was not as good as it looked. I recall
one woman who used all her own butter on her own table.
But one unfortunate day she discovered a dead mouse in
the crock of cream. Not daunted, however, she did the
usual churning and produced a fine-looking roll of butter.
But she couldn’t eat it herself. She knew the butter was
really all right and would taste good to anyone who did not
know about the mouse. So she took it to the storekeeper,
told him the truth, and asked whether he would exchange it
for a roll from his cellar.

“You know,” she said, making a slight misquotation,
“for what the mind doesn’t know the heart won’t grieve
for.”

“Qh, that’s all right,” said the obliging storekeeper, “I'm
pleased to accommodate you.”

He disappeared into the cellar and a moment later re-
appeared with a roll of butter that you scarcely could tell
from the one he had taken down.
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Where The woman thanked him and departed. A few days later
ignorance is  she was in the store again.
Bluss “How did you like the butter I gave you the other day ?”

the storekeeper asked.

“It was just lovely,” said the woman, “just lovely. I
couldn’t have told it from my own.”

“Neither could I,” said the storekeeper. “You know that
what the mind doesn’t know the heart doesn’t grieve about.
That butter was your own.”

The farmers, or usually their wives, used to drive into
town with their butter and eggs, which were known as “pro-
duce”. They would stop in front of some store, dry goods
or grocery, as indeed they sometimes do nowadays, and have
the erock of butter or basket of eggs carried in, to be weighed
or counted. Then, having agreed to the weight or count and
the price, they would proceed to “take it out in trade”.
Now the trading, both as to price and method, was so differ-
ent from what it is now that one scarcely can refrain from
reviewing it.

A dozen eggs, as we have remarked, would buy a yard of
shirting. It was shirting of cotton material, mostly blue on
a white ground, in either plaids or stripes, and the usual price
was a York shilling a yard. The price for the shirting now
is fifty cents a yard, and the eggs fetch more than that a
dozen, so that the advantage is still with the farmer.

The trading was not done in those days with the same fa-
cility as it is to-day. Half a cent a yard was worth hageling
over. And haggle they did, the customer framing a variety
of reasons why she should not buy at the price, and going so
far as to say, as I heard one woman say, that the shirting did
not look like her Henry. The merchant, of course, had his
arguments well seasoned, the chief ones being that the
goods were the best that could be produced for the money
and that while any shirting was bound to fade sooner or
later, the kind under consideration would hold its ecolour
almost as long as the shirt would last.

A pound and a half of butter would buy a yard of
cottonade at twenty-five cents a yard. The same goods
now sell at seventy-five cents a yard, and the butter at sixty.
So that we see again the advantage with the farmer, Printed
cotton used to be a great thing for summer dresses. A

The Farmer dozen eggs would buy a yard that was guaranteed not to fade.
gets the Now the same dozen would buy two yards at thirty-five
Draw cents a yard. Again the farmers gets the draw.




THROWN IN

That fine old historic stuff gingham used to sell at twelve
and a half cents a yards, and naturally one dozen eggs would
buy one yard. Now it sells at forty cents, and a dozen eggs buys
almost two yards.

Every little while someone would want a bundle or two
of cotton warp. It was used mostly in coarse weaving and as
a binding for rag carpets and mats and sold at a dollar a
bundle. Now it is worth at least four dollars a bundle. Here,
then, we have an item that has advanced to the disadvantage
of the farmer, but as practically none of it is used nowadays
the result is as nothing.

‘We should remember that I am writing in the month of
March, in the “winter of our discontent”, and that the farmer
does not get as much for his butter and eggs in the summer
months as he does now. :

What a splendid place “cashmere” took in the economy of
those days! Do we remember the stuff that used to sell at
sixty cents a yard and that was of exquisite quality at a
dollar? A black cashmere dress always was in proper place,
even at a pienic, and it was very handy in case of death
in the family. It is almost off the market now, and if a
woman to-day buys the kind that used to cost her a dollar
a yard she pays four dollars for it. But she doesn’t buy any,
so where’s the difference? Cashmere stockings that used
to cost forty cents a pair now cost $1.25, and one almost has
to wear them these winter months.

But we are harking back to the good old days when flannel
was in the heyday of its respectability. A silk stocking or a
silk “undie” was mentioned only in connection with royalty,
and one silk dress was supposed to last a life time. But
what a change! For now everybody wears silk wherever it
can be worn, and the lady, especially the young one,
who appears formally in anything but silk unmentionables
is regarded as far from being smart and indeed almost
as outré as if she were to appear in evening dress wearing a
wrist watch.
~ But flannel! Who would be so careless as to wear it for
any practical purpose nowadays? Still it has had its day of
glory. Who can remember the lovely soft cream-coloured
flannel that used to cost only from forty to sixty cents a
yard? It was smooth enough for the baby and costs to-day
from a dollar to a dollar and a half a yard. And all-wool
gray flannel that might shrink a little you could get for

forty cents a yard or in exchange for two and a half pounds
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of butter. It was good for all members of the family, not
quite so good, however as the red kind, which had a soothing
influence on sore throat, rheumatism and lumbago. It was
good also for chest and lung troubles, and if worn next to
the skin had acknowledged ecurative properties.

But silk, at last, has come into its own. Silk nighties, silk
petticoats, silk eamisoles, silk combinations and silk shirts are

as common as linen or cotton and flannel used to be. Propor--

tionately silk does not cost as much, and who is so unhuman

as not to like the soft feel of it, its swish and its beautiful

sheen ?

It used to take eight dozen eggs to buy a yard of good silk.
To-day four dozen will do the trick. Do you wonder, then,
that the farmer’s wife turns to silk stoekings if she can get a
pair for two dozen eggs when thirty years ago the same pair
would have cost a whole summer’s laying? You were among
the best customers and in easy circumstances, if not in af.
fluence, if you paid as high as $1.25 for a corset or a pair of
kid gloves. Whether rich or poor, your ticking cest twenty-
five cents where to-day it costs seventy-five. Your towelling
cost twelve and a half cents where to-day it costs forty-five.
Your sewing cotton cost four cents where to-day it ecosts.
ten. Your man’s “ganzy” cost $1.25 where to-day it costs $3.25.
Your floor oileloth cost fifty cents where to-day it costs $1.50.
Your ribbons cost twenty-five cents where to-day they cost
seventy-five. Your table linen cost one dollar where to-day
it costs four. Tobaeco was ten cents a plug, with a clay pipe
thrown in.

In most of these things, as you ecan see, the comparative
inerease is in favour of the butter and eggs. But if I were
a farmer I should be just as annoyed as all farmers must be
who read this article. For nothing has been said about the
chief products of the farm, about grains and fruits and vege-
tables and roots and live stock. But I have the defense that
these important things were not in those days, nor are they
to-day, articles of direct barter. They were given in ex-

change for the common legal tender, and therefore do not enter-.

our present consideration. Anyone ecan see, nevertheless,
that if all farm products have advanced in the same pro-
portion as eggs and butter, the farmer should not fare very

badly, even now. After all, everything falls back on the

ultimate consumer. He is the one who takes the brunt in
all instances of high prices, present company, of course, ex-
cepted. 8

it




