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T hirty-eight
Years Old

The first cake of Ivory
Soap was made in 1879.
To survive and to grow
in esteem for so many
years Ivory Soap must

be good. Try a cake

and you will see.

IVORY SOAP ¢

[ 99%% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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PRODUCTION

REATER efficiency—greater produc-
G tion — greater economy — doing
without the unnecessary things, produce
wealth. Wealth gives protection to your-
self and family, strengthens your country
and helps to win the war. Are you doing
all you can?

It is easier to make money than to save
it. A Savings Account at The Bank of
Toronto will help save what your increased
effort provides.

119 Branches in Canada
ASSETS - -  $73,000,000

DIRECTORS
W. G. GOODERHAM, PRESIDENT
JOSEPH HENDERSON, VICE PRESIDENT
William Stone, John Macdonald, Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham
Brig.-Gen. F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler, A. H. Campbell.

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER
joha R. Lamb, Supt. of Beanches. D. C. GRANT, Chief Inspector.

INCORPORATED 1855
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Imperial Royal Flying Corps

Group of Officers and Men of the Royal Flying Corps

Applications are now being accepted for the Cadet (Pilot) Wing of
the Royal Flying Corps.
All candidates must fulfil the following conditions :—
(a) Be between the ages of 18 and 25.
(b) Be of good education and show evidence of good upbringing.,
(c) Be physically fit in accordance with the standard of fitness laid down
for the Royal Flying Corps (Cadet Wing).
Cadets are put to no expense and are paid from date of attestation.
Technical knowledge is not an essential, but a
tion is required.

Canadian Cadets are trained in CANADA.

good College educa-

Appry ROYAL FLYING CORPS
56 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO
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A Request

HE Publishers of the CANADIA

will look through the-advertisements appearing in this and subsequent

issues of this publication.

It is as great an education, and equally as interesting, as reading the literary

section.
which you have and see the improvem

Before purchasing look for an advertisement of the article you are going buy

so that you can purchase intelligently
ments—not the article that has been i
store-keeper wants to get rid of.

It is as much the duty of the mistress

and keep in touch with the most modern things in household articles as it is
for the man to get the most modern and efficient appliances for his office or

factory.

When reading the advertisements watch for articles advertised

’and a Duty

N MAGAZINE request that the readers
ents' made upon them since you bought.

and get the article with all the improve-
a the store for some time and which the

of the house to read the advertisements

ELAN

REQUIRES NO HEAT.
NEW METALLIC PEN

NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE

Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

MARKIN

YL” THE
G

WARRANTED INDELIBLE
WITH EVERY BOTTLE

Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

ENGLAND

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L71p. “®%onoonec.

TaOv Ol
CSllege
Montranl Canadn
An English College under the
direction of the Jesuit Fathers.

Classical Course leading to the degree of B.A.
Beautiful new fireproof buildings, splendid equip-
ment, spacious playing fields.

Fees from $60.00 a year for Day Scholars, and
$350.00 a year for Boarders.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.

| Mail Courses

| in Journalism, Short Story Writing
l and Advertising are given under
1 the very best result-producing con-
ditions, by the ————————————

Shaw Correspondence
Schools :: Toronto

|

| Anyone interested In these money-

1 making courses is invited (o write
for our descriptive booklet.

]

W.H.Shaw, Pres.,391 Yonge St.Toronto

IOP——



YOU
CAN HELP TO
WIN - THE - WAR

lT is the duty of all Canadians to save their
money and loan it to the Government by

i PN i e e i Sl il 5 i £ S oo

purchasing War Saving Certificates.

These certificates are on sale in every bank

and money order post office. They are issued

in three amounts, for three year periods and

bear interest at a rate of nearly five and a 2
half per cent per annum. Twenty-one dollars _%

and fifty cents will buy $25 certificate. Those
for $50'and $100 can be bought for $43 and
$86 respectfully. By buying these certifi-
cates you are helping directly to win the war.
The financial burden of the country is in in-
creasing every day. Your dollars are neces-
sary to carry that burden. The men at the
front are making sacrifices for you. Are you
doing the same for them? Are you practising
thrift and investing your money where it will
help to feed, arm and clothe the man in the
firing line?

These certificates call for no sacrifice on your
part as you are getting a splendid return on
your investment and your principal is abso-
lutely safe, but in buying them you are aiding
your country to keep our soldiers at the front
supplied with war material.

Do Your Bit:
Buy a War Certificate

A Ao o T T
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“fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UNDERWEAR

An unrivalled variety In stock
= Y

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

Fully detailed Prce Lists of
all ‘departments may be
obtained FREE, on ap-

plication, direct from the!

Ontario Publishing Co.

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West, 200-206 Adelaide Street, West
Toronto " Toronto

Depariments

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

3 i i tage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, -
iinr.lll“;z‘::.blﬂ'i‘i?d{:)id%?, b neglaxd.n Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer v

Mirtves The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

ali Orders

-
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“OLD COUNTRY”

CLOTHING FABRICS
For Fall and Winter Wear

You are invited to examine EGERTON BURNETT'S
samples of British-made Suitings, Overcoatings and Costume
Fabrics for Ladies’, Gentlemen's and Children's Fall and
Winter wear.
They are acknowledged to be high-grade and reliable by
many Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada, and have won a
world-wide reputation for nearly half a century.

Fabrics for inside and outside

wear, day or night attire.

SAMPLES MAILED ON REQUEST, POST PAID

THE HALL-MARK OF

_Ggenton R )
Joyal g}Il_} Seges

INTRINSIC WORTH

To H.M.
The Queen

Pure Wool ““Royal’’ Navy Blue Serges

These are excellent Clothing Fabrics which the tests of time
and wear have proved are rcsili\'cl)‘ dependable in Quality,
Colour, and Appearance. Prices range trom 91c to $6.80 per
yard, double width.

Samples, Tailoring Styles and Price Lists, Measure Blanks,
etc., mailed on request, post paid. Gentiemen's Suits as {llustration
made- o-measure and well

Ladies’ Strect Costumes as llus-
ot made-to-measure and

tration permanen g tallored in fashionable British.
o L. .| EGERTON BURNETT, Limited | mlirpinmhion bt

*Royal " Navy Serges,
'M:‘,‘m-, Tweeds, ete. from manent colour “Royal” Serges,

Hew . -
5 duty and carriage paid to ete., from $16.85 duty and car-
16 duty R. W, Warechouse, Wellington, Somerset, England i g o e

“; Yy

P
Capital Authorized $5,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 3,000,000
sSurplus - - - 3,500,000
Board of Direclors
{ sir John Hendrie, K.C.M.G,, President
{ Birge, = = Vice-president

.‘/ Cyrus A.
N\ C. C. Dalton W. E. Phin
Robt. Hobson J. Turnbull

1. Pitblado W. A. Wood

J. P. Bell, General Manager
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

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

Successes 1917
= \ “Z Istand 2nd Places Entranc
Head Master : " /) RM.C Kingston. . Nine

C. s Folbery, MA Passes Entrance R.M.C.

Entrance Royal Canadian
Navy. Four Matricula-

Preparatory, tions McGill.

2 # Physical Training, * Mannal
Junior and Senior Training, Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts, Riding, Draw.
Departments. £, Wxuse
Term Commences Sept. 12
at9 am.

R[I)l EY C()I IE(;E Lower School for bo; der fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares beys fee th
Un?vce'niliu ..5'}6 l{l.n‘il:u:. F inun;‘ S:l':oofé:o\nil-l in C-nndn—&:;ncm.

i The School it Bk daehice: s Midet AR Lana : ;

St. Catharines, Ont. | 1913 and ourin 1914. i O MILLER: M A DS Bl e

(ALMA LADIES COLLEGE
OPENS ITS THIRTY-SEVENTH YEAR
ON SEPTEMBER SEVENTEEN: NINE.
TEEN HUNDRED AND SEVENTEEN .
Thorough courses in Music, Art, Oratory, High School, Business

College, Domestic Science and Superior Physical Training 3
For terms, address: R. I. Warner, M.A,, D.D., President, St. Thomas, Ong,
ety (7

-

-
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ABLISH ED OVER FiFry
hurch

Residential and Day School for Girls

New Complete Buildings erected 1915, Healthy situation—

seven acres playin elds, Courses — Kindergarten to

Matriculation. HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE-MUSIC—ART,
President : THE LORD BISHOP OF TORONTO,

Principal : MISS WALSH, M. A. (Dublin).  Head Mistress Junior School:

MISS A. M. V. ROSSETER, (Natioual Froabel Union) Late of Chaltenbam

Ladies’ Coullege. For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

B TININMRNN 2

M AA

Glen dbawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day Schoel for Girls
Principal—-MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
lligf\l) qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. l‘ropar_a.

tion for matriculation examinations, Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
games.

SCHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 13th,
New Prospectus from Miss STuaArT,

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

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
instruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
In fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the
civil .“bjectrd:dhlch form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance

also prov "

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

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

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

Commlu‘lli:ﬁs in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are

'ered ann y.

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

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 93 months each.

The ‘tomgocgggsgs the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, is abou =

e annual competitive examination for admission to the Colle;
‘el’fhiﬂ-fl?‘ th:‘ helulquartar?”ot tt!';:al levex'ali mlilltary districts. ddbaeal cute Oy

For full particulars regarding S examination and for any other information, applica-

should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Counetl, -
Hondant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont. PN RN WETEN The S
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_HAVERGAL COLLEGE

m Main School || CoverleyHouse
354 JARVIS ST. 372 JARVIS ST.
m Honor, Domestic
Matriculation, Science
Art, Gymnastic
m Music Training
Course
" veam orens | 11'0"“’.
September 13th Nursing

=
The Hill School || Junior School m
5| ST.CLAIRAVE. 278 BLOOR ST. W.
WEST (Late Westbourne)
Boarding Preparatory and
and Day Kind ‘
School indergarten
Large for Boys and Girls
Grounds TERM OPENS m
Games

September 12th

MISS KNOX, PrincipAL, TORONTO )

LEEEEE—:EGEEEEC—E

JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C.
President.

mestminster College

Toronto

#Hl Residential & Day School for Girls
Situated opposite Queen’s Park, Bloor St. W.

Every educational facility provided.
Honor Matriculation.

Music, Art and Physical Education

The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.

School Reopens Wednesday, September 12th, 1917

For CALMBNDAR APPLY—

Principal.

Pupils prepared for

RS. A. R. GREGORY

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

NNUAL examinations for entry of Naval

Cadets into this College are held at the exam-

' ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-

sion in May each year, successful candidates joining

the College on or about the 1st August following the
examination.

Applications for entry dre received up to the 15th
Apnil by the Secretary, Civil Service Eomminion.
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can
obtained.

Candidates for examination must have passed their
fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth
birthday, on the ist July following the examination.

Further details can be obtained on application to
G. J. Desbarats, C.M.G., Deputy Minister of the
Naval Service, Department of the Naval Service,
Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Department of the Naval Service,
P Ottawa, March 12, 1917.

Unauthorized publication of this advertisement
will not be paid for.

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN 'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
MECHANICAL
ELECTRICAL

ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar,

CHEMICAL
CIVIL

=

.

-




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 11

- |
For prospec- Sp_CClSSES
tas ."]y to .l'\ .I nrn‘nln
the Head- L "lwr““'
master, Ruv. L0 ¥a 1917,
F. Granam I ol et 7 . - st .‘\l:ulhei :
OncHARD, % & matica
3 and 1st
”-"--'m("'“h‘ Ertnttg * (:‘la“iral
- ces m ll P entrance
- 12¢th n Pg scholarships,
i Schonl
PORT HOPE, ONT.
For fifty years the 4
Church Boardin
for Boys in Canada

[
|

22\ | ROYAL VICTORIA
i e COLLEGE

e et (- | MONTREAL

thtl‘.
NGTON 00, ©o o©
"ot Ganada, Ltd.

foorss. o Founded and endowed by thelate Ri, Hon. Baron

58 FRAZER AVENUE y Strathcona and Mount Royal, )
TORONTO ﬁ |

|| ARESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
Y.

I STUDENTS ATTENDING McGILL
stuttering overcome positively. Our

UNIVERSITY
or
h manently restore
-::r':: .met l’?.dz‘rmua\‘e pupils every-
=‘lnn. Ereendvice and literature,
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, - CANADA

|| Courses leading to degrees in Arts, separate in
{| the main from those for men, but under identical
conditions; and to degrees in music,

For prospectus and information apply to the
Warden.

|
|
|
|
|
|
|

St. Andrew’s College oo

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS
Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction Large Playing Fields
AUTUMN TERM COMMENCES SEPT. 12th, 1017

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

The Dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

% 1 Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal
English, Prénch. Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. ~ “=siosvmiat scuoor

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
ion for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Mausic.
ation

children also received. 3 ot
"15.”' I’e“()uu'loor games and physical training.
Toe

asical l')epartme t (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
M taught in the gcl(nool with marked success.

swelve culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
v 2 COLLEGE REOPENS WEDNESDAY, SEPT. 13th.

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

e S

T
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‘STXNSTEAD WESLEYAN COLLEG

Residential—for Boys and Girls—5 Departments

ACADEMIC—Preparation for Junior and  MUSIC—Piano, Voice, Violin and Organ
Senior Matriculation, and a practical  Courses in the Eastern Townships College
English Course. of Music.

BUSINESS— Thorough Courses in Book- MANUAL ARTS — Woodwork, Met al

kaeplng,Penmanshlp.Commercial Law,
s § horthand, Typewritingand French Work, Mechanical Drawing, Cooking.

~ in Bugbee Business College. Dressmaking and Home Nursing. 4
8 PRIMARY and INTERMEDIATE—for Children below Academic Grades.

: Splendid location, 30 miles south of Sherbrooke. Good Railway connec=
Q,‘ tions. Modern Buildings, hospnal.gymnaslum.large campus, golf links,
" % and over 200 acres of woods and stream. Efficient instruction, careful
.3 training and wholesome influences.

€2 Fall term begins September 13th. 13
Write for Calendar to

. GEO. J. TRUEMAN, Principal, STANSTEAD, Que.

Bishop's College School

Lennoxville - - P-Q-
HEAD MASTER i—J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B. A., EMMANUEL COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE.
Well-known Boarding School for Boys. Preparation for Universities,
R.M.C.. Kingston, or for business life.
Fine Buildings, Beautiful Situation, Separate Preparatory School.
. New buildings in course of construction. For illustrated calendar
m and information apply to the Headmaster. S

U PP Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada i
ER A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS ;
A A AUTUMN TERM BEGINS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER [3th, at 10 a.m
Boarders Return on the |2th o
Courses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Seni
CO LLEG E Schools in separate buildings with full equipment, Large grmms:l:: ::l‘;gnr!‘:a"p:r‘h'\n
Detached infirmary, with resident nurse, Summer camp at Lake Timagami cnm';uc:::]m:‘

TORON TO the Physical Instructor of the College. .~ School Calendar, containing full particul St
furnished on application. ARNOLD MORPHY l?\:;::‘u be

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockdiffe Park, Ottawa |

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

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

Write for Tllustrated Calendar :—Rev. G P Woollcombe, M.A., Headmaster

[onmuuo LADIES’ COLLEGE m ONTARIO LADIES’ GOLLEGE]

Healthful, picturesque location, 30 miles from Toronto. Academic Courses from
Preparatory Work to Junior Matriculation, Teachers’ Certificates and First Year
University ; Music, Art, Oratory, Domestic Science ; Social Economics and Civics ;

Commercial Work ; Physical .Trmping by means of an unusually well equip:
modern gymnasium, large swimming pool and systematized play.

For Calendar write to Rev. F. L. Farewell, B.A., Principal, Whitby, Ont. ReopensSept.12

19 99 Private Residential School
OVENDEN e -
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake V3
Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singin

Art, Conversational French. Healthiest dis{rict gi‘ng' Music,

Summer and winter sports. Miss E. M. Elgood M_Cnmda.

Ingram, Mlle. Shopoff. » Miss E, |
FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS

o

—————

-y
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3 = The Beauty

The Dwindling of Youth
DOllar HILE you have the

Day by day, down, lown goes healthy vigorous
the purchasing value'of the dollar. Beauty of youth you
Up goes the “‘high cost of liv- should constantly preserve

ing”; it takes more money now and protect it for the years

to pay the necessities of life. to come. Neglect has

Where formerly a man pro=- caused many women to
gected his family with $2000 in- look far older than they should. A little
surance, to-day it takes almost attention paid to the skin and complexion
$4000 to assure them‘the same now by the use of

otiite. at Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

protection—double if possible.
The Mutual Life of Canada
ofters policy features that afford
the most generous protection. will be amply repaid by your Youthful
Beauty in later years. It not only pro-
tects and preserves the complexion for
the future but greatly improves your

Write for folder entitled, “To
Our Mutual Friends,” explaining
appearance now. Conceals facial
blemishes. In use 70 years.

the Mutual’s disability clause,
Send 10c. for Trial Size

r*Mutual Life
Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, Montreal

of Canada

Waterloo-Ontaric»m

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE
(

AFFILIATED 10 McGILL UNIVERSITY)
MONTREAL
Boarding and Day School for Girls. Preparation for

Yol ity Matriculation with Preparatory Departments. i
e Sesident—Sit William Beterson, Ky C. M. G
LL.D.; Vice-President — J. G. Norton, Archdeacon of
Montreal; Principal—Miss Cumming, L.L.A. (St. And-
rews). Highly qualified staff of English and Canadian

T

Productive Investments

The Excelsior has always been in
the front in interest earnings.

During the past twenty years the
Excelsior has earned on its mean in-
vested assets an aver-
age annual rate of over
614 per cent.

eachers " )
{ re-opening for Boarders, Wed., 12th Sept.
g:g‘: :r rre-open'mggfor Day Girls, Thur., 13th Sept.

Enirnnce Examination for new scholars, and Supple-
tal Examinations will be held at the school on Tues-

r 11th September at 10 a.m. The principal can be 8 As 0[]!)’ J per cent.
,‘z‘; at the school on and after 5th September interest On some con-

tracts, 314 per cent.
" on the remainder has
“®* t5 be earned in order
to carry out the Company’s obliga-
tions, Excelsior Policy-holders are
thus assured of good retyrns on their
investment.

EXCELSIOR

s'l;cury. 80 St. Francis Xavier Street, Montreal,

—————
—

ﬁ r gg}m Bve?u? Rmdg, To:!!z a l [
A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

~. PrincipaL : Miss M. T. Scort
P:;l:cwn: Miss Epitu M. Reap, MLA. ]

New French House Opening September
13th. Special Course in Dietetics. Pass

: : : msurance L | F E ocomeany E
and Honor Matriculation, Art, Music, :
Domestic Science. Large Playgrounds.

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG.,TORONTO
Outdoor games.
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From the Painting by G. Horne Russell

MOTORING IN NEW BRUNSWICK

In many sections of the Maritime provinces
the roads are excellent for motoring, and the
scenery always 1s alluring‘. This picture pre-
sents a view near St. Andrews, New Bruns-
wick. The glimpse of blue water and distant
hills is characteristic of much of the scenery

in that part of the Province.

A

i




JHE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

XLIX

TORONTO, SEPTEMBER, 1917

Qur Mational Crisis

BY

LMOST immediately on
his return from the re-
cent conference at lLion-
don Sir Robert Borden
announced that the Do-
minion Government
forthwith would enact some form of
legislation to compel eligible men to
enlist for military service abroad. Al-
ready he had promised five hundred
thousand men, a promise that had
elicited from the Leader of the Op-
position, Sir Wilfrid Laurier, the
question, “Does this mean conscrip-
tion?” The answer had been that it
did not. Sir Sam Hughes, who at
that time was Minister of Militia, had
said that more men than were requir-
ed were offering, and in his letter to
the Prime Minister at the time of his
resignation he had informed the pub-
liec that he had been instruected to
check reerniting. In this, then, we
had a national paradox, a paradox
that has become a national erisis. For
when the Prime Minister announced
that we were on the eve of conserip-
tion, public opinion was enlivened
1—351
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No. §
and expressions of it were given
freely on all hands. Ontario was

pitted against Quebee, and Quebec
against Ontario. Although Sir Wil-
frid Laurier remained silent until in
the proper course of events he could
discuss the proposition on the second
reading of the bill in the House, all
eyes were turned towards him. Ru-
mours came from one source or an-
other that he as Leader of the Oppo-
sition would oppose eonseription; and
then it was reported that he would
favour a referendum to the people.
Both rumours were near the truth.
but it has not been shown that Sir
Wilfrid actually has opposed con-
seription. For Sir Wilfrid has held
that whether the principle of com-
pulsory service is right or wrong, it
should not be put into practice in a
democratic country like Canada with-
out a mandate from the people. Then,
again, he has expressed doubt as to
the necessary failure of the system of
voluntary enlistment.

While the public were speculating
on the stand that Sir Wilfrid Laurier



MR. JOHN F. MACKAY

Business Manager of The Globe, Toronto, one ot the leaders of the
Conscriptionist Liberals in Ontario

would take, a group of Liberals in
Toronto undertook either to force him
to change what they presumed would
be his position or step down from the
leadership of the Liberal party. This
group was directed by Mr. J. E. At-
kinson, of The Toronto Star; Mr. .J.
F. Mackay, business manager of The
Globe, and Mr. W, E. Rundle, a finan-
cier. If these gentlemen did not di-
rect it, they at least took an active
part in the organization of a rally in
Massey Hall in favour of conserip-
tion and of a coalition government to
carry it into force. The Globe already
had sided with the conscriptionists
and against the leader of its own
party, Sir Wilfrid Laurier. It was
on this question at least in league
with The Star, and with these two
journals stood a gentleman whom
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both had supported in temperance
and moral reform crusades—Mr. N,
W. Rowell, leader of the Liberal
party in the Province of Ontario.
But what of The Globe? The form-
er president of The Globe Printing
Company, Senator Robert Jaffray,
an old and close friend of Sir Wil-
frid’s, had passed away, and in his
place had come a young and con-

sceientiouns gentleman, Mr. W. @G.
Jaffray, his son. Dr. J. A. Mae-

donald, who had been wrongfully
blamed for his activity in connection
with the negotiations for reciproecal
trading between Canada and the
United States, had resigned the active
editorship to become a contributing
editor, 'in the same manmer as Mp.
Theodore Roosevelt is a contributing
editor of The Outlook. He was sue-



MR. JOSEPH E. ATKINSON

President of the Star Printing and Publishing Company, one of the
leaders of the Conscriptionist Liberals in Ontario

eeeded by Mr. Stewart Lyon, a vet-
eran journalist, who before the pres.
ent crisis could be anticipated, went
to Flanders as war ('nv'r--spnndvm"nf
the Canadian Press, Limitod.~ The
Globe, therefore, at the l)oginmng of
this eritical period had no authorized
or acknowledged editor, but recently
the news editor, Mr. William Banks,
was appointed acting managing edi-
tor. One may doubt whether tl1(w"('
was unanimity of opinion at the edi-
torial councils. At any rate, The Globe
broke away from the leader (.)f the
party whose chief ohampi(m_lt has
elaimed to be and fell in with the
advocates . of conseription. It con-
tended that the principle of conserip-
tion is demoecratie, but it broke away
from its Liberal tradition by oppos-
ing the Liberal leader’s suggestion of
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a referendum to the people. It differ-
ed from Sir Robert Borden by going
farther than he dared go by calling
for conseription of wealth as well as
of men.

The Globe and The Star, the two
Liberal newspapers of Toronto, were,
then, hand-in-hand against the lead-
er of their party on the question of
conseription. How stood the party
press elsewhere, particularly in the
Province of Ontario? The Winnipeg
Free Press, which sometimes, it is sup-
posed, publishes the opinions of Sir
Clifford Sifton, was against Laurier,
and with The Star it was strong for
coalition. The Liberal press of On-
tario was marking time, and then the
active members in Toronto and at one
or two points elswhere, such as Brant.
ford, ealled a meeting in Toronto and



MR. JOHN WESLEY DAFOE

Editor of The Winnipeg Free Press, a fervent advocate of Conscriptionfand a
Coalition Government

passed a resolution not to support any
candidate who should be opposed to
conscription. The meeting, fairly
considered, was private, but it is
worth recording that the editor of
The Canadian Liberal Monthly, which
is published under the direction of
Sir Wilfrid Laurier, applied for ad-
mittance, and was refused on the
assumption that his publication is not
a newspaper. Some editors who agreed
to support only conscriptionist candi-
dates are taking advantage now of
the condition that conseription was to
be enforced by a “national” govern-
ment. If there should be no coalition
or so-called national government,
these editors are free to support any
candidates they prefer.

While these events were taking
place, agencies elsewhere were at
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work. The Bonne Entente movement
had spent its force. If it had been a
sincere movement to bring about more
cordial feeling between the people of
Ontario and the people of Quebee, it
need not have been abandoned the
moment conscription was announced.
But if it was a movement to induce
enlistment in Quebee, then conserip-
tion removed its purpose. Mr. J. M.
Godfrey and others who were asso.
ciated with him in this enterprise
soon came up on another tack—the
win-the-war campaign. They held g
convention in Toronto, and were for.
tunate in obtaining the support of
the Prime Minister of the Provinee
Sir William Hearst, and the leadexl
of the Liberal party in Ontario, My
N. W. Rowell. Both these gentlemen
spoke at the big evening rally, and
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both warmly endorsed conscription
and other win-the-war measures to be
enforced by a new national or coali-
tion government. During the sev-
eral meetings many resolutions were
passed, but just what will come from
them or what else will be done re-
mains to be seen. We know one thing,
that Sir William Hearst, after speak-
ing fervently at the evening meeting
in favour of conseription came out
next day with an urgent appeal for
ten thousand men to help garner the
harvest in Ontario. It is not unfair to
observe, however, that Mr. Godfrey,
who had been at the head of the
Bonne Entente, spoke most scathingly
of Quebee, in terms, indeed, that must

have come hard from one who has
honne entente at heart. Then came
the convention of Western Liberals

at Winnipeg. It cannot be denied
that the fate of Sir Wilfrid Laurier
seemed to be hanging in the balance.
The danger, however, was not so
great as it appeared to be, for the
convention by an overwhelming ma-
jority stood for the continued leader-
ship of the “greatest Canadian”.

Meantime the country has not
known how it stands. The bill to en-
foree conscription passed the Com-
mons and the Senate, and went back
to the Commons with a slight amend-
ment, after which, to become law, it
required only its final passage in the
Commons and the approval of the
Governor-General. At this junecture
Archbishop Bruchesi was constrained
to remark at Montreal, “We have
reached an exceedingly grave erisis.
Divisoions between Provinces and be-
tween nationalities have been accen-
tuated. We are nearing raecial and
religions war.” Nevertheless the
Commons finally passed the bill, and
at the time of this writing it requir-
ed, to become law, only the approval
of the Governor-General.

Whether it is the intention of the
Government to enforce consecription,
it is of passing interest that the Min-
ister of Militia, on August 12th at
Camp Borden, said: “We are going

MR. WILLIAM BANKS

Acting Managing Editor of The Globe, Toronto

to put the conseription bill into force

right away.” This announcement
came on the heels of a conference held
by the Governor-General at Rideau
Hall. To this conference were called
Sir Robert ]’)n]‘r{«'n‘ Sir George l"il\tvr'
Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Baron Shaugh-
nessy, Sir Clifford Sifton, Sir Lomer
Gouin, Bishop Mathieu, and the Hon-
ourable George P. Graham. The re-
sult is, of course, not known to the
public. The presence of Sir Clifford
Sifton caused some comment. There
is not much doubt that he, as one of
the keen advocates of a coalition gov-
ernment, was invited on the advice
of the Prime Minister. On the face,
it looks as if Sir Robert Borden, un-
successful in his first attempts at
forming a coalition and threatened
with great difficulty in any attempt
that might be made to enforce con.



SIR ROBERT BORDEN, PRIME MINISTER

seription, was taking a last chance at
some reorganization of the Govern-
ment. It is significant, moreover, that
while the enforcement of conserip-
tion, which would require a great or-
ganization, has been partially antici-
pated, preparations also have been
made for a general election. For one
thing, ballot-boxes have been ordered,
and it is interesting to record that
the material to be used in their con-
struction will cost just about three
times as much as it would cost in
normal times.

Will it be conseription, a general
election or coalition? If it is to be
coalition, great interest will attend
the announcement of the personnel of
the Government, which would be the
first of its kind since Confederation.
1f it is to be conscription the coun-
trv  will wait almost with bated
breath to see how it will affect
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Quebee. If it is to be a general
election, the people, knowing the Gov-
ernment’s policy and its record, will
wait eagerly for a full pronouncement
from Sir Wilfrid Laurier. It is rea-
sonable to suppose that Sir Wilfrid
could not take the public wholly into
his confidence until after Parliament
dissolves.  He has been ecriticized for
not taking it into his confidence
now. After he spoke in the House
on the second reading of the military
service bill, many persons, amonk
them some of his own followers, read
into his remarks an antagonistic atti-
tude towards conseription. It has
been shown since that he has nevep
spoken against conscription, but
against enforcing it without the econ-
sent of the people. Apparently he
would like to see the scheme of volun.
tary enlistment given a proper trig]
in Canada, and, failing in that, to let



SIR WILFRID LAURIER,

the people say whether or not they
shall be conseripted. That, to his
mind, is a democratic policy. On the
other hand, the Prime Minister says
that econseription is democratic in
prineiple. As to that, Sir George
Foster, Minister of Trade and Com-
merce, speaking in the House, said
that it was a question that should not
be left to be decided by the people,
but that Parliament should give the
people a “lead”. He expressed the
opinion of a great mass of the people,
perhaps a great majority of them,
that if conscription were referred to
the people they would vote against
it. There is also the question of the
franchise. Should all “enemy” for-
eigners be disfranchised? Should it
be “all” foreigners?

If a general election should come
shortly, the two great parties will
divide mostly on the simple question
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of how men should be procured in
order to maintain Canada’s place on
the battle line. But it will not seem
to be as simple as that. It will in-
volve race and religious prejudices,
and it is quite possible that these
ever-present grievances will be aggra-
vated and inflamed. The Conserva-
tives will charge the Liberals with
disloyalty and their leader with a de-
sire to have Canada withdraw from
the war. The Liberals will charge
the Conservatives with undemoeratic
practices, with profiteering, with mis-
conduet and neglect of mnational
affairs. The word “loyalty” will be
abused and traduced. But the plain
voter, whoever he may be, should go
to the poll, not to cast a ballot for or
against conscription, for he should
know that each party is determined
and committed to maintain Canada’s
honour at the Front, but to ecast it
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DR. MICHAEL CLARK, M.P.

Who started on a campaign against his former
leader, Sir Wilfrid Laurier

for the party which he thinks will
better administer national affairs and
will not only maintain Canada’s hon-
our at the Front, but will maintain as
well her honour and her security at
home. He should bear in mind also
that according to recent information
from the Department of Militia the
effective strength of all the Canadian
forces was 256,993 on June 30th, 1917;
that if there are at the Front, as we
believe, four divisions of about 20,000
men each, the number in reserve is,

THE HONOURABLE ROBERT ROGERS

Who resigned from the Borden Ministry immediately
following the passage of the Military Service Bill

then, about 176,00; that it is under-
stood the*Government’s intention is
to maintain four divisions as the
maximum strength at the Front; that
the total shrinkage from all causes
during the three years of the war was
placed in the same report at 167,463 .
that, therefore, at the same rate of
shrinkage (55,800 a year) the pres-
ent reserve would last more than twe
years, making allowance for the very
large number of men who are not
fighters.




The Sinn Fein Peril

THE RAPID GROWTH OF THE MOVEMENT IN IRELAND, ITS CAUSES AND
ITS SIGNIFICANCE

BY A. R. RANDALL JONES

o=memey HHE  Irish  Convention,
N consisting of Irishmen

A summoned to devise a
system of government
for “John Bull’'s Other
Island”, is meeting in
Dublin. Paradoxically enough—or,
perhaps, in regard to a land so prone
to paradox, one should say fittingly
enough—what is possibly the most
numerous (as it is certainly the most
enterprising and the most enthusias-
tie) single Irish political party is not
represented in the Irish Convention.

Four bye-election victories in suc-
cession—North Roscommon, South
Longford, Bast Clare, and Kilkenny—
have recently borne witness to the
strength of the Sinn Fein movement.
That movement is one making, al-
most wholly, for evil—for positive
danger now, and, if unchecked, for
ultimate disaster in the future. It re-
presents the triumph—I trust the
short-lived triumph—of disorder, both
lay and elerical, in Ireland.

In Canada, few of us, probably, are
fully alive either to the rapidity with
which Sinn Fein has grown in Ireland
within the last few months, or to the
significance which underlies, and is
responsible for, that rapid growth.
Yet if we would have anything of a
just appreciation of the situation in
Ireland to-day, we must recognize
that the remarkable series of Sinn
Fein electoral victories to which 1
have adverted does not constitute
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merely so many detached and sensa-
tional episodes, hut marks the inau-
guration of a definite epoch. Sinn
Fein is the dominant political force
in the life of large masses of the Irish
people at this hour. Let there be no
mistake about that,

Boldly, and even brutally, it is pro-
claiming its tireless and remorseless
revolutionary propaganda—an Irish
Republie, one, indivisible, and abso-
lutely independent, that is what it
stands for. In the very boldness of
its appeal lies its strength among a
people who are the boldest of the
bold, and who despise political, as
much as they do physical, poltroon-
ery. To secure its aims, Sinn Fein
is ready to engage in another rebel-
lion at the first moment which may
promise any prospect of success; it
is ready to accept aid from Germany ;
it is at this moment organizing the
arming and drilling of the youth of
Ireland south of the Boyne. All this
is abundantly clear from the utter-
ances of Mr. de Valera, the magnetic
Spanish-Irish prophet of the new Na-
tionalism, who won the Sinn Fein
vietory in East Clare and who organ-
ized the Sinn Fein victory in Kil-
kenny.

To the marvellously rapid growth
of Sinn Fein many and complex
causes have contributed. Of some of

the more important of them T propose

to offer a brief analysis.
In the first place, it must never be
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forgotten that throughout the history
of their country’s relations with
Great Britain the fire of resentment
against “the rule of the brutal
Saxon” has endured in the hearts of
the Irish of the south and west. Some-
times it has but smouldered and flick-
ered. At others—as during the
“Reign of Terror” in the early eighties
—it has burned steadily. At others—
as in the time of Wolf Tone and the
rebellion of 1798, of Robert Emmet’s
insurrection in 1803, of the rebellion
of 1848, of the Fenian “rebellion” in
1867, and of the Easter week rebel-
lion two years ago—it has broken out
into searing and scorching flame. But
never has the fire of resentment died
down.

It was this deep and bitter hatred
of the British which formed the mo-
tive power of Parnell’s efficient
machine. Parnell himself, reserved,
repellent and singularly un-Irish in
temperament as in demeanour, was
able, for a time, to controi this motive
power and make it work his will. But
with a less masterful leader than Par-
nell in charge of the machine to-day
it has now got completely out of hand
and has smashed the machine itself
to smithereens.

This would not have occurred—or,
at all events, would not have occurred
so thoroughly or so soon—but for
two other factors which combined to
render the situation in Ireland well-
nigh desperate. The first of these
was the supineness and spinelessness
of Mr. Birrell’s whole administration.
He failed to read the handwriting
writ large on every wall in Ireland.
The Ulstermen landed arms on the
coast of Antrim under the very noses
of his officials, and he affected to
think that it was merely “pretty
Fanny’s way”, and that nothing seri-
ous would come of it. The National-
ist Volunteers followed the Ulster-
men’s example. And still Mr. Birrell
pursued the same policy of “masterly
inactivity”. For months preceding
the rebellion he sat on a guppowder
barrel and apparently knew it not.
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When the rebellion took place the
Government—it was then the Asquith
Coalition—handled matters weakly
and woefully. Nor has the present
Ministry been much less inept. Both
displayed extraordinary deficiency as
regards alike the strong hand and the
constructive vision. Conecessions made
with the object of placating the Na-
tionalist party only strengthened the
Sinn Fein cause. The release of the
imprisoned rebels certainly gave a
fresh stimulus to the revolutionary
propaganda in Ireland. On all sides
—and particularly in Dublin and
other cities—flagrant disregard of the
law, its sanctity, and its sanctions,
flaunts itself openly.

The second factor responsible for
the Irish resentment against Great
Britain getting beyond the control of
the leaders of the Nationalist .party
has unquestionably been the fact that
those leaders have grown singularly
out of touch with, and singularly un-
responsive to, anything that can fair-
ly be called democratic sentiment in
Ireland. The Irish people have real
needs, as distinet from manufactured
grieyances. To these real needs the
Nationalist party and its United Irish
League wire-pullers have exhibited a
surprising indifference. The party’s
constitution and machinery have, for
long, stood in need of a vigorous over-
hauling, and much of the latter re-
quires relentless scrapping. Anyhow,
no unprejudiced observer can be blind
to the fact that the Nationalist party’s
own backstairs methods are largely
responsible for the adhesion of such
large numbers of young and ardent
Irishmen to the standard of Sinn
Fein, His best friends may well ad-
jure Mr. Redmond to get back to con-
tact with democracy at once—to re-
new his strength, like Antaeos, by
touching the earth.

Thus a curious combination of eip-
cumstances has enabled the Sinn Fein-
ers to challenge—and, for the moment
at any rate, with success—the hitherp-
to almost unquestioned supremacy of
the Nationalist party in the south and
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west. Moreover, it looks as though in
Mr. de Valera, hot of heart, but
ecool of head, they have found a
leader with many of the essential
qualities of real leadership. What-
ever else the Irish of the south and
west may lack, they do not lack ima-
gination. And Mr. de Valera, with
all the glamour of the Irish rebellion
about him, has captured it. They are
a race of born dreamers. And in him
they believe that, at long last, they
have the man who can make their
dreams come true. Incidentally, he is
the most intractable enemy Great Bri-
tain has had on Irish soil since the
death of John Mitchell.

Tor it is certainly the case that the
strength of Sinn Fein just now is to
be found even more in the audacious
ardour, and the strong intellect, of
its leading members than in popular
enthusiasm for its aims. The Irish
people have became, in large numbers,
so intoxicated with those leaders be-
eause they see in them men who know
their own minds—which is exactly
what the Nationalist leaders do not
seem to do. Constitutionalism might
be a good thing, or, on the other hand,
revolution might be a good thing. But
the nimble-witted Celt saw that it
was clearly impossible that he should
tread the constitutional path with one
foot and the revolutionary road with
the other, as Mr. Dillon, Mr. Red-
mond’s chief follower (or perhaps his
rival) constantly seemed to suggest.
Henee the huge and growing acees-
sions to the Sinn Fein strength. They
betoken, probably, not so much dis-
satisfaction with constitutional meth-
ods as disgust with the small advan-
tage to which those methods have been
employed by the Nationalist party.

Be that as it may, it is certain that
the younger Irishmen are rallying to
the Sinn Fein standard in astonish-
ing and alarming numbers. Probably
many of them are not at heart so re-
volutionary as the language which
they applaud would indicate. But, at
the same time, it will not do to forget
- that the cardinal feature of the Sinn
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Fein poliey is complete revolution
and an absolutely independent Irish
Republie.

More amazing than anything else
in connection with this Irish portent
is the hold which Sinn Fein has ob-
tained over the younger Roman
Catholie clergy. When it first began
to make itself felt as a power to be
reckoned with, many, even of men
who know Ireland well, prophesied
that its growth would speedily bhe
checked. The church, it was said,
would frown on it. And so the hier-
archy did. But the younger clergy,
fresh from their colleges and imbued
with Sinn Fein ideals, disregarded
those august frowns-— disregarded
even the issnance of heirarchical regu-
lations prohibiting their political ex-
uberance. Sinn Fein had undermin-
ed even the discipline of the priest-
hood. At recent bye-elections the
spectacle has been witnessed of priests
espousing the causes of the respective
candidates from rival platforms, one
section extolling the leaders of the
Baster-week rebellion as heroes, and
the other dénouncing them as murder-
ers. The Church authorities are bit-
terly hostile to Sinn Fein. Yet in
spite of that hostility the movement
spreads and spreads even among the
priesthood—a complete and convine-
ing refutation of the long-cherished
theory that the Roman Catholic
Church in Ireland could be relied on
to form a solid and unbroken bulwark
of settled order.

Meeting in such eircumstances, the
prospects of the Irish Convention
must necessarily be of the gloomiest.
Even if the delegates thereto agree
on a solution of the problem of Irish
government, what guarantee can there
be that any such solution will be ac-
ceptable to their fellow-countrymen,
in view of the fact that the forcés of
Sinn Fein—forces of unascertained,
but certainly of great and growing,
strength—are self-excluded there-
from? Yet, if the Convention arrives
at no solution, the outlook before Ire-
land is all too probably one of poli-
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tical, and possibly of material, an-
archy.

One thing, at least, is certain. Mr.
Duke, the present Irish Secretary
and a Unionist, has, to a great extent,
followed Mr. Birrell’s example in
abrogating most of the functions of
government. That way lies danger
of the gravest kind." Irresolution,
masquerading as forbearance, at once
amazes and amuses the Sinn Feiners,
who themselves are neither irresolute
nor forbearing. Unless the Govern-
ment meets, firmly and promptly, the
audacious challenge which Sinn Fein,
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both in speech and in action, is throw-
ing down to it, there is going to be
another rebellion. Suppression, it is
true, is not construction. But, re-
gardless of conventions, the Govern-
ment has a clear duty to perform—a
duty alike to itself and to the people
of the United Kingdom as a whole,
including the Irish themselves. That
duty consists in a firm administration,
unbiassed by fear or favour, of the
law of the land. In such administra-
tion is to be found the best immediate
hope of averting any disaster in Ire-
land.

THE WOMAN

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

HE gay world and the giddy,
The bright world and the loud,
I have followed it and followed it
And been lost in its erowd.

The fine world and the stately,
With its high men and dames,

I have followed it and followed it
Like a jester at his games.

The hard world and the bitter,

The cruellest of all,

It has followed me and followed me
And slunk beneath my shawl.
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S ERHAPS some reader

{ may wonder why mis-
sionary women should
not be represented in
this series by one who
has done notable work
in Canada itself. Who, indeed, could
have a better claim to the title of
pioneer missionaries than those hero-
ines of New France, Mother Marie de
PIncarnation, Jeanne Mance or Mar-
garet Bourgeoys? Or—as our sub-
ject has been women pioneers in mod-
ern Canada—why not have sketched
the work of such a woman as Mrs.
Ridley (wife of the Bishop of Cale-
donia, British Columbia), type of
hundreds of women who have helped
to lay deep as well as broad the foun-
dations of what is best in the life of
the Dominion ?

The enormous debt which Canada
(in common with other Christian
countries) owes to missionaries would
have furnished an excellent reason
for taking as our subject a woman
whose work was done in and for Can-
ada. T think, however, there is an
exceptionally strong reason for choos-
ing a “foreign missionary”. The for-
eign missionary campaign is one of
the great world movements and wo-
men (until recently almost every-
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where debarred from sharing fully in
the public affairs and national life of
their own lands) have been pressed
urgently into this service, which,
though established for religious pur-
poses, has proved an informal but
very practical method of establishing
helpful and friendly relations be-
tween peoples of history and customs
most diverse,

My thought is that the foreign mis-
sionary (though intensely oeccupied
by the extremely personal processes
of the propagation of Christianity)
is sharing in an international work
of immeasurable importance, and
though no sage is sufficiently prescient
to declare absolutely what shall be
the result of any sincere and excellent
piece of work, there is a large direct-
ness in the aim of foreign missions,
which contrasts with the limited char-
acter of much of the toil assigned
especially to women.

If genunine, Christianity is a living
thing, which cannot fail to re-act on
the society in which it is planted.
The second of its two great com-
mandments—“Thou shalt love thy
neighbour as thyself”—bridges the
whole distance from its individual-
istic beginnings to the dissipation of
national prejudices and the recogni-
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DR. MARION OLIVER

A Pioneer Canadian Foreign Missionary

tion of the solidarity of the human
ace. Foreign missions go hand-in-
hand. with many varieties of “social
service” ; and there is no form of mis-
sionary activity which has proved
more effective as a pioneer agency
chan that in which the self-sacrificing
endeavour to heal the sick and to pre-
vent disease is associated with the
preaching of Christ and his cross. It
did not happen, however, that Can-
ada’s earliest foreign missionaries
were qualified in medicine.

Canada’s first foreign missionary
was John Geddie, who seventy years
ago went from Nova Scotia to carry
the Gospel to the South Sea Islanders.
The first missionaries to be sent out
from Ontario were—so far as I can

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

discover—two women, Miss Rodger
and Miss Fairweather, who, in 1873,
went to India. They were supported
by the Presbyterian Church of their
own country, but were so much of
pioneers that they had to labour in
one of the missions of the American
Presbyterian Church until in 1877 a
Canadian mission was established at
Indore, in Central India.

Seven years later the Indore mis-
sion added immensely to the effec-
tiveness of its appeal to the puzzled
people of its own neighbourhood, by
the opening 'of a medical mission for
women, in charge of a “singularly
sympathetic” Canadian woman, Dr.
Elizabeth Beatty. Unfortunately her
health was speedily undermined by
the strain of the demands upon her
and she was never able to return to
India after her first furlough in 1891.

Five years before she was obliged
to relinquish her task, however, she
was joined by another earnest and re-
sourceful Canadian woman, Dr. Mar-
ion Oliver, and she was able to carry
on most effective pioneer work for
Christianity and medical science for
a quarter of a century, whilst she so
won the hearts of those for whom she
toiled that they ceased to think of
her as foreign.

Dr. Oliver wh$ of Scottish parent-
age, but her father, Adam Oliver, had
crossed the Atlantic with his young
wife immediately after their marriage
in the early summer of 1842, They
arrived at New York after a com-
paratively quick passage of thirty
days, and made their way to Galt,
where they stayed three months,

In the autumn they journeyed on
by stage to Stratford. Thence they
followed the course of the little River
Avon to Avonton, where they spent
a week in the rude but hospitable
dwelling of John Murray. Finally
they selected a homestead five miles
farther down the river, and on Oecto-
ber 28th the walls of their shanty
were built. When night fell it lacked
both door and roof, but the young
couple settled themselves in it as best
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they might, consecrating its log walls
in the good old Scottish fashion, with
“family prayer”. These two were the
beginning of the flourishing Presby-
terian congregation of Avonbank and
generously they exercised hospitality
to the ministers of those pioneer days.

Mr. and Mrs. Oliver were blessed
with ten children, of whom the future
missionary (their third daughter)
was the seventh in order. She was
born on May 4th, 1853, to a life of
strenuous demand on all her powers
and energies. Her sister, Mrs. James
Hamilton, to whom I am greatly in-
debted for many of the faets in this
article, remembers as amongst her
outstanding characteristics as a girl,
determination and courage—qualities
without which she could never have
accomplished her work in India. She
delighted, for the spice of danger, in
walking the rafters of the barn and
the railings of bridges. When driv-
ing the cattle to and from the pas-
ture, she used often to mount an old
white steer. She took her share of
work both in the fields and the house.
She could use a spinning-wheel as
well as knit stockings and mittens
from the yarn so made. She loved
reading, and sometimes tried to com-
hine its joys with sich monotonous
tasks as that of scr*ing a floor.

For the most part she obtained her
education at the rural school near her
home. Fortunately it was a good
school of the type, the teachers in “S.
S. No. 8, Downie” doing “splendid
foundation work”. :

When she was a girl in her teens
a young married woman from Hamil-
ton, who had formerly been a teacher,
ecame to live in the neighbourhood,
and she gave Marion “her first peep
into the outside world”. The seeds
of ambition were sown and she re-
solved to be a teacher, too. After at-
tending high school at St. Mary’s for
some short terms, she began to teach.
She “did excellent work for a number
of years as a public school teacher in
rural seetions in the county of Perth”,
gaining valuable experience.
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During this period a biography of
that famous Massachusetts teacher,
Mary Lyon, who founded Mount
Holyoke Female Seminary, fell into
her hands and inspired her with the
determination that “her- life also
should eount for truth and righteous-
ness”.

The result was that she offered her-
self and was accepted for service as a
foreign missionary of the Preshyter-
ian Church in Canada. Assigned to
work in Central India, the newly-
organized Woman’s Foreign Mission-
ary Society “invited her to attend
Queen’s University to fit herself for
medical work. She agreed to this and
entered upon a four-years’ course of
study in the autumn of 1882”. For
one summer term of her course she
worked with Dr. Emily Stowe. She
graduated with honours and was
chosen valedictorian for her year.

In September, 1886, she was desig-
nated to her new work in her home
church at Avonbank. She broke her
outward journey with a brief visit to
Scotland, and a few days before
Christmas, was cordially weleomed by
Dr. Beatty at Indore. She felt very
glad to be “at home” after her eight
thousand miles of travelling, but had
hardly had time to settle to her work
at the language when Dr. Beatty fell
ill, and she was obliged to fill her
place as far as she could, though her
efforts to discover what diseases her
patients were suffering from must
often have been an amusement to
them™:

With her shrewd common-sense she
endeavoured not to overwork herself,
and no doubt her own many-sided-
ness went far to save her from the
early breakdown whieh overtakes so
many missionaries. She found relax-
ation in books, in intercourse with
friends, in “the beauties of nature
and all the joys which God had placed
before us”. Dr. Oliver was alive to
the advantages of a leisurely spirit in
her dealings with the Oriental people
whose hatred of the hurrying breath-
less ways of the West has become pro-
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verbial. “The more I know of the
women of India,” she wrote after liv-
ing nine years amongst them, “the
more do I realize that to get them to
understand and believe that I have
real love for and interest in them I
must be ready to waste time over
them.”

Until 1888 the two doctors worked
under the great disadvantage of hav-
ing no hospital for the treatment even
of the worst cases brought to their
dispensary, but in that summer they
fitted up three rooms, where they
could accommodate six patients, un-
less they chanced to be of more than
three different castes. The number of
patients attending at Indore dispen-
sary (and at another at a little dis-
tance) was now about 1,500 a month.

Three years later, in 1891, Dr.
Oliver joyously took possession of a
real “Woman’s Hospital”—a conveni-
ent and picturesque building erected
on ground granted for the purpose by
the Maharani of Indore. It was after-
wards improved and enlarged, and
when Dr. Oliver went home for the
last time, in 1911, it contained forty-

* five beds, besides a private and an iso-
lation ward. In her last official re-
port the doctor recorded the treat-
ment in 1910 of 387 in-patients, 6,114
out-patients, and the performance of
no less than 315 operations. More than
once during her long service plague
and famine devastated Central India
and brought a great strain upon the
doetors. At Indore, temporary sheds
were erected in the grounds of the
Woman’s Hospital for the treatment
of women and children perishing from
hunger and disease, and every day
from fifty to three hundred meals had
to be provided.

In early days it was difficult to ob-
tain young Christian women to train
as nurses, but many of the girls taken
in during the time of famine were
glad to receive training as nurses.

Dr. Oliver lived long enough in In-
dia to see many changes, and one who
heard her speak in the autumn of
1912, thus sums up the situation, “In.
dia, the sullen, the silent and indiffer.
ent—as she recalls it twenty-six yvears
ago when her work began—is to-day
India the active, forward-moving,
stirred by new forces, first amongst
which is the movement of Christian.
ity. The name of Christ is a power
in India to-day and by many is held
in reverence, even outside the native
Christian chureh. India is be-
ing won for Christ.”

Dr. Oliver loved her work and won
the love both of her associates in her
labours and of those for whom she
toiled, not only in healing and teach-
ing. Something of the joy of har-
vest gladdened her later years, but
the strain of her long service was
telling on her when her third fur-
lough came due. Unfortunately the
Asia, in which she had taken p
for Vancouver, was wrecked on a
ledge of rock soon after leaving Hong-
kong. The passéhgers got ashore and
were taken back in a little coasting
steamer to Hongkong, whence they
sailed again in a fine, fast boat, “with
a captain strictly temperate”,

Dr. Oliver reached home in J A
1911, but never fully recovered her
strength. - Still she hoped to return
to her beloved India, but in the Spring
of 1913 a sudden illness ended fatal-
ly. She died at midnight on May
22nd at “Burnside Farm”, the old
homestead near St. Mary’s,

———

The next sketeh of this series is of Miss Carrie M. Derick, a pioneer university

professor.
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One Path

to Elrcady

BY KATHERINE HALE

m OB HARRIS received
| his invitation for the
week-end in a form that
pleased him mightily.
There is so much in the
way these things are
done, and while young Maidie Thomp-
son could have long-distanced him or
even sent a message by Jack Taylor,
_ she did neither. She took the trouble
to write a note. Bob liked the note,
the hand-writing, and the note-paper.

“A silver ‘M’ on pale blue ground
just about suits Maidie,” he mused.
“She knows how to do things right.”

The missive was indeed a delicate
affair, and issuing from the pen of
sweet sixteen to a manly, if ever so
slightly junior, it contained only the
merest hint of gentle sufferance. It
Tan:
“My dear Bob: Mother’s little house
party has just about vanished, leav-
ing three whole vacant guest-rooms,
and we are hoping that you will fill
one with your charming presence from
Friday next until Monday. I am
writing for Floss Thompson, and hope
that Bert Williams will complete our
foursome. As Jack Taylor, our next
door neighbour, is always about, it is
possible that it will really be a case
of fivee Anyway, we are going to
have a lovely time, and I do hope you
can come. Ring me up or answer by
return mail. Yours, Maidie T.”

An invitation, indeed! So easy, so
dignified, so different from the note
that any other girl he knew could
write! He must answer at once; and
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not a thing did he possess in the way
of writing material but an old foun-
tain pen that wouldn’t work, a linen
pad, and an ornate picture post-card.

Therefore he strode softly but firm-
ly towards the desk of his sister, which
stood in the musie-room for the rea-
son that it was a lately acquired Jaco-
bean prize of which that young lady
was immensely proud.

When he attained the musie-room
he was annoyed to find Maudie in full
possession, and in the throes of com-
position. She greeted him coldly as
he approached, beaming and shuffling
expectantly.

“Well ” she questioned, looking up
from her paper. “What do you want,

Bob? I'm busy.”

“Why, nothing much,” he answered.
“Nothing to speak of, except that I
have to catch the noon mail with a
letter, and there is no place to write
in this house—and nothing to write
on. I’ve only a pad an’ the old foun-
tain pen you gave me. It won't
work.”

“My dear boy,” replied Maudie hur-
riedly, “I can’t help that. This is my
desk, and I’m writing a most import-
ant note—a week-end—and it simply
has to catch that train. Use your pad
and pencil if you really have to
write.”

Pad and pencil, forsooth, to an-
swer a celestial note of blue and sil-
ver. Nay, not a pad for him. But as
time flies, and mails do not tarry, by
what invention could he distract her
8o that the treasures of her writing-
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desk might he his! Right well he
knew that it was stocked, for it had
been her coming-out present from an
outrageously wealthy godmother who
loved Maudie not wisely but too well.

Sub.erfuge comes easy to the nim-
ble mind of fifteen, but in this case it
was not needed, the harmless neces-
sary telephone called in urgent tones,
and Maudie responded eagerly.

“0O, my dear!” she was soon cooing
from the hall. “Such ages since I
heard your voice! When did you get
back ¥’ Ete., ete., ete.

Bob was swiftly at the desk. His
eagle eye glanced lightningwise over
the letter cards also embossed with
“M”. But a stolid, staring, golden
“M”—how different from moonlit sil-
ver! He read in his sister’s roundest
hand: “My dear Mr. Nichol. Mother
Jjoing me in hoping that you will be
able to come to us on Saturday for
the long-promised week-end. Take
an early train in time for lunch and
be sure to bring—"

The moment was his, and though
the drawers squeaked, he reckless-
ly jerked them open and at last ar-
rived at a good plain initialless pa-
per, suited to the needs of a strong
man. He took several sheets, also a
new fountain pen, for she was writ-
ing with an antique quill, affected,
like Jacobean furniture, by modern
yvoung ladies, and was proceeding joy-
ously on his way when the thought of
euvelopes assailed him. “Ye gods,”
he ejaculated hoarsely, “I never saw
one among the outfit. Oh! go on talk-
ing, Maudie—go on talking.”

Earnestly he prayed to fate, but
she is a poor blind thing, after all.
Somebody’s mother wanted the tele-
phone at the other end of the line and
Maudie’s conversation was broken off.
She suddenly returned to her desk in
time to view one of those acts of petty
larceny which enraged her anew every
time.

T shall not linger over the painful
seene which followed. We who have
been party of the first or second part
are familiar with each cold accusa-
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tion and cruel jibe. Bob secured an
envelope, but I regret to say it was
almost wholly by main forece, and the
lady who assured him that, while vie-
tory was apparently his own, disaster
lurked for him in the near future—
yea, disaster held within her own
right hand—was not so far wrong.

Tragedy was already piling up for
Robert Harris under the fair sky of
promise,

And it was a fair sky that beamed
upon him as he slipped his brief and
emphatic acceptance of the long-covet-
ed week-end into the post-box at the
end of the street.

This was Wednesday. Only forty-
eight hours until that moment, in the
early afternoon, when he should
mount the suburban ear that would
take him by hill and dale along the
pleasant roads to Orchard Beach
where her “Apple Tree Cottage” nes-
tled just across the road from the blue
lake, on and in whose waves they
would disport themselves. Here he
could show her what a swimmer he
was, how he could sail, and above all
how grandly and untiringly paddle
her about in the crimson canoe that
Jack had spoken of with a sort of pro-
prietary pride all summer. He wineed
to think of Jack’s hated propinquity
and the endless chances for friend-
ship with Maidie that it gave him, the
chances to do things for her and with
her, while he had wasted July and
August in a silly Muskoka boarding-
house with his family, sailing and
fishing with other restless adolescents
who longed to be old enough to “play
the game” and enlist, who, gazing
furtively at one another’s smooth
chins and girlish skins, berated theip
mutual youth, and put fear into the
hearts of mothers by dark hints of
next year, “if it lasts”.

And now for three whole days in
Paradise.

But even Paradise means prepara-
tion, and, newly returned from Mus.
koka, there was much for Bob to at-
tend to. Mother, Chinaman, and press-
er must be seen, urged and commang-
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ed, as the case might be, two new ties
were necessary, also a ticket, also
week-end offerings, for the divinity,
must be carefully thought out. So
having established sympathetic ma-
ternal connections, extending even un-
to the telephoning of Young Lee, and
Smith, the presser, he sallied forth to
the shopping district jingling in his
pockets a great deal of loose change,
the entire remains, in fact, of his
month’s allowance, augmented by one
dollar earned through cutting the
grass in the grounds about the house.
All told, he was possessed of some five
dollars and fifty cents, which must
positively see him through. His tie-
ket being only one-ten, he wanted to
squeeze out two ties—at fifty cents
each—some magazines and a box of
the proper kind of candy to take to
such a girl as Maidie. “Fellows often
have no taste about such things,” he
mused, as the car bore him swiftly
down town. “Such stuff as Leighton,
for instance, brings to Maudie—all
just a lot of one kind dumped into a
disgusting loud box, large enough for
a family. Fancy bringing just one
kind—not even a choice. Some people
don’t like chocolates. I’d rather have
a good fudge any day myself—the
home-made kind. I’m going to get a
moderate-sized, sensible box of candy
and maybe a magazine—and stick to
it. This week-end business is over-
done, and Maidie is not that kind.
One dollar will see me through, then
T’m safe for this month with the dad.”

Thus meditating, for at times rela-
tions as to pocket money, its appear-
ance and disappearance, had been
slightly strained between father and
son, Bob arrived at a haberdasher’s
and selected two strong, quiet, manly
ties to mateh equally important socks
bestowed as an incidental gift a day
or two gone by.

This business over, he turned to the
equally happy task of candy, and en-
tering the New York Shop he pro-
ceeded to give the saleslady a bad
half-hour. For he looked over the
entire stock and found not one box to
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his liking. “The stuff,” he assured,
“is all right, but the boxes are all
wrong. There isn’t a good-looking
one in the place. Now, I want this
fudge, 1 want two pounds of it, but
I don’t want a bulldog, or a picture
of Kitchener or a woman watering
flowers on the box, and I don’t want
one of these plain, glaring, red or
purple things. I want something
quiet and—attractive.”

The saleslady was unmoved, gazing
out the window at the hurrying traf-
fie, but she observed idly that the
stock seemed to please most people
and she was sure she -was sorry, ete.

“You’ve nothing more?”’ question.
ed Bob anxiously, for he did want
the fudge.

“Nothing but a patriotic box that
wouldn’t interest you,” answered the
bored blonde lady.

She reached under the counter for
a substantial ecardboard coffin of
khaki, on the cover of which a Cana-
dian Tommy disported himself, sur-
rounded by a wreath of maple leaves,
both yellow, red and green. It was
indeed a patriotic sight, and the soul
of Bob responded to the khaki and
the maple leaf. He was no laggard,
not he, in love of country, though to
hand a hero like Kitchener to a lady,
on a ecandy box intended to symbolize
something personal, was not to his
liking. This was different—was pos-
gible, in fact. It even prophesied that
dim “next year” towards which his
young heart yearned. He inquired
the price.

“Well, we're just making those in
four-pound boxes, they're a novelty,
and really intended for the higher-
grade candy. This fudge is only
thirty cents a pound, but I’ll put you
up four pounds if you like.”

Twas done in five minutes, and
with his patriotic present under his
arm he started down the street for
Johnston’s, where every new book and
magazine was on view. Here again
care must be exercised. He wanted
to give something lasting, yet inex-
pensive. “Perhaps I'll just take Life
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and Punch,” he thought, “or ‘Aunt
Sarah and the War’—that is selling at
fifty cents now. But, no, she must
have read ‘Aunt Sarah’” Inspiration
might come when he saw the windows
and their brave display. And, oh! it
did—it did. There, just at the left-
hand corner, right under his eye, lay
the book of books to carry to Maidie.
It was a slim volume bound in palest
azure, with markings and lettering
in her own symbolic moonlit silver,
and the letterings ran “Pathways to
Arcady”, by Peter Joyce. There were
several piled together, and there was
also a price card—$1.25. Steep! yes!
but what matter! The title, the col-
our scheme, the whole get-up suggest-
ed the very soul of her.

“Pathways to Arcady!” Moonways
that they two should paddle into soon,
sunways, when they should swim to-
gether the blue lanes of the lake,
woodways, green and shining, little,
gay, valiant, splendid ways of youth.
Of course, he bought it. Of course,
he bought “Pathways to Arcady”’—
map of his own land.

And then he went down the street
until he met Arch Martin, a good and
trusted chum of his, who asked him to
go to a picture-show, the afternoon
being, in the jocular style of Arch,
“yet young”.

“Why, 1 guess, yes,” assented Bob
readily, then, glancing down at his
pareels, “I suppose it’s not any hotter
indoors than out.”

“Cooler, old chap,” assured Arch.
“They have hugest fans ever at the
Regent. You feel the heat?”

“Naw,” rejoined the honest Bob,
“not I, but I’ve got a whole bunch of
New York fudge here that might.
And, by the way,” he suddenly re-
membered, “let’s go and get some for
vou and me. This is a kind of special
box thing that’s the dickens to untie.”

“@¥irl, in other words!” grinned
Arch. “Don’t you undo it. 1’11 show
you the best sweet-junk place in town,
though, if you want fudge.”

And he led Bob right into the very
jaws of Disaster.
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For the New Sweet Shop was not
New York, but Boston. It had a mis-
sion in life—to elevate, to ennoble,
and that by delicacy and originality,
Where its rival offered rich wares and
obvious effects, the Sweet Shop was
all subtlety, faint colours, delightful
odours, and boxes—such boxes of
azure and of rose, of palest violet, and
tenderest apple-greens, wrapped in
faint-hued papers, tied with broad or
slender ribbons, and decorated some-
times by a flower of kindred or con-
trasting hues with the colour scheme.
The bon-bons, too, were tender of tone
and doubtless as delectable as they
looked. Each box was indeed a poem,
and the soul of Bob Harris responded
as to a new kind of music. Even the
taffy and the fudge was appropriate-
ly boxed, and as they purchased a
modest twenty-five-center Bob noticed
that the box was done in brown khaki.
It made his ninety-cent purchase look
cheap. He turned sadly to the door
when his eye caught a very special
box standing on the counter. It was
azure in hue and embossed on the top
with a large silver “M”.

“Oh, heavens, how could the fates
so torture a man!” Here was his
present, heaven-sent, celestially plan-
ned, matching, as if made for, the
“Pathways to Arecady”, and—well,
simply Maidie all over. Actually, the
silver “M”—what could that mean, by
the way ?

“Is that box a special order?” he
asked shyly.

“Oh, mno,” answered the smiling
waitress—even the salesgirls wepe
pleasant and friendly here—“we’ye
dozens more. It’s our own brand of
marshmallows done up in special
style, two pounds for a dollar, with
silver tongs included in each box.”

She opened one and showed the
pure contents; row upon row of white
mounds, with a few purple candied
violets carelessly sprinkled here and
there.

Well, it just had to be, that is all.
Fearful lest the precious stock might
by some possibility run low, he pur-
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chased, pulling out dimes and quar
ters recklessly. With the fudge it
amounted to a dollar and twenty-five
cents. He dared not think of the
ashen hour of reckoning, but with an
empty seat beside them piled with
parcels, and refreshed from time to
time with fudge, the life-story of the
film actors doing a bit of bloody melo-
drama passing on the screen before
them, the hours sped quickly by for
the two friends.

That evening Bob Harris placed
his purchases on his dressing-table
and regarded with grim seriousness
the afternoon’s work. For the hour
of reckoning had been brief. His ex-
penditures had actually left him
minus one dollar of the amount of his
ticket to Orchard Beach. He com-
muned with his soul and found the
gituation desperate. For the month
before he had been obliged to ask the
dad for a slight loan—owing to a cer-
tain financial speculation with this
same Arch Martin, having contra-
dieted expectations—and had been
given to understand that it was abso-
lutely the last courtesy of the kind
forthcoming.

Help from that quarter was closed,
so—subterfuge again! He began to
think hard dark thoughts of ways and
means.

But the parcels distracted him as
they stood in festive array upon his
dresser—votive offerings fit for a
queen. If only he had not wrecked
his fortune on the ties! In a way
they were unnecessary. They could
have been eliminated. That khakied
fudge—it eould have been eliminated.
Yet all things had worked together
towards his meeting with Arch and
introduction to the Sweet Shop.

It would seem, however, as though
he were a mere pawn in the hands of
Destiny. No sooner had plans begun
to frame in his mind than something
happened to lead him in an appoint-
ed way. To him presently came
Maundie. No Nemesis now, but rather
for the moment a suppliant. Strange-
ly softened in demeanour and appear-
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ance, her greeting was respectful, con-
taining even a tinge of wistfulness as
though she were uncertain how a sis-
terly proposition might be met. This
was anything but the lady of the writ-
ing-desk. Bob’s practised ear caught
the change and he stiffened his spine
accordingly.

“Bob,” she began reflectively, while
a soft, slow smile played over her fea-
tures, “isn’t life the most unexpected
thing? Do you know I have just had
a telegram—from Jim Nichol. You
know I wrote him to come Saturday
morning for the week-end, but it
seems that he had promised the time
ages ago in another direction, and as
he doesn’t want to disappoint me he
wires that he’ll arrive—to-night, of all
times. And the spare room is being
papered, and there’s that Red Cross
féte 'm helping at and the dance
later. I’m simply chained. If there
was any way of meeting him and
putting him up! You see, he could
come on for the danece, if any one met
him—but where to sleep! I can’t think
of anything?” Silence. “Can you?”

Bob’s apartment, a cell-like affair
containing a narrow brass bed, had
been commandeered so often that it
was an old and sordid tale. It meant
turning out, house-cleaning, the re-
moval of treasures and a miserable
night on the living-room lounge,
which wasn’t by any means all that
it was cracked up to be by the rela-
tive who wanted the use of his room
for a friend. Bob reviewed the whole,
even to the meeting of Nichol and his
convoy to the féte, with dull depres-
sion. Until, of a sudden, the thought
occurred to him that, after all, there
might be something in this for him.
Could it be that Maudie was to be-
come an instrument in the hands of
justice, so rewarding him for many
of fate’s jibes in the past? He felt,
vaguely, that the situation was eru-
clgl, and needed delicate handling.
Nichol, a new admirer, was almost
unknown to Bob, so that he would be
break.mg new ground with no definite
certainty of results. Still, in such a
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crisis, one reaches out to almost any
chance. He agreed to give up his
room and also, at a pinch, if she was
sure she ecould not manage it herself,
to meet his guest.

Maud, genuinely relieved that af-
fairs were arranged without the usual
protracted struggle, was casting a
contemplative eye about the room on
suggestions of evacuation bent when
the bundles of gold-corded confec-
tionery met her gaze.

“Why, Bob,” she began, in those
tip-tilted tones wherein spoke inere-
dulous question, then—was it some-
thing in Bob’s gray gaze, or anxiety
for the comfort of Mr. Nichol? At
any rate, she and Bob did not discuss
the unwonted bundles, save in that
swift language of the eye which ren-
ders our poor human speech so futile.

But he knew that she knew there
was something up.

It spurred Bob on to that immedi-
ate planning which always precedes
a great coup. The evening, wrapped
in meditation, passed swiftly into a
night of dreamless sleep.

At four o’clock the next day, when
the train slipped into the Grand Cen-
tral, Bob met and took instant stock
of his man. Mr. Nichol was slight of
build, somewhat nervous in manner
and intensely agreeable. On their way
to the house he informed his host
three times that he hardly knew if he
had a clean collar in his bag, he had
been so hurried in throwing his things
in, a press of engagements, as well as
a little necessary bank work owing to
the bore of having lost a few cents in
his balance, and having to find them
before getting away. Mr. Nichol, Bob
gathered, was a man of affairs—prime
mover in the musical entertainments
of his city, secretary of the Cricket
Club, organizer of a dozen enterprises,
as well as drilling some four nights a
week.

“Something doing all the time, eh %’
quoth Bob genially. He had now an
inkling as to his man, and himself
well in hand. : .

Pensively he ushered Mr. Nichol in-
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to his own apartment, a chamber now
subdued, chastened, robbed of all its
real features and immaculately clean.
The contents of two bureau drawers
had been dumped into a box by
Maudie and placed under the lounge
in the living-room. Shining white
paper now lined them. Bob pulled
them open to show the guest that they
were entirely at his disposal. Then
he started back to execlaim:

“Oh, T say, these have been left here
by mistake. This room is really mine,
you know, only the guest-room is be-
ing decorated.”

He took out the parcels and placed
them on the bureau.

“These,” he said, “are the very lat-
est things in confectionery, left to me
the other day to dispose of by a poor
chap that’s, well, gone mash. Gone
the limit, so to speak. He got this
imported stuff to take to a girl where
he was going to visit, and the truth is
he left town in debt instead. 1 told
him I’d do what I could. In faet, I
may take it along up to the garden
party with us. I daresay they’d sell
it for five dollars a box there.”

He moved carelessly to the door.
Nichol paused in his unpacking. The
candy shops were often his happy
hunting-ground.

“Do you know what sort it is?” he
inquired.

“Oh, yes,” said Bob softly, “you
see, I was with him when he bought
it, poor chap. As I said, it was to
take to a girl, and—well, he’s the kind
that does that sort of thing properly
and he just searched the shops till he
found what he was looking for. He
says it makes a great difference the
kind of thing you give. I myself
have heard pretty savage attacks in
certain quarters when a bunch of
girls are comparing notes after g
week-end. Got any sisters yourself

“No,” answered Nichol hurri
“or rather, yes, but they’re all mar:
ried and I've been away from home
so much. Then, the girls in Brockton
aren’t such erities, I faney. 1 don’t
find them so, anyway.”
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“No,” quoth Bob darkly, “you
wouldn’t. They don’t show fellows
that side exactly. It’s afterwards.
When they’re together. Gee-whizz!
when I think of the things I’ve heard
and seen. I tell you, it makes you
pretty careful, having a sister of your
own.”

Mryr. Nichol was becoming interest-
ed. He vaguely sensed a possible
side of the attractive Maudie which
had never dawned upon him. He had
met her at tea dances, and her gentle,
almost quaintly reserved manner was
as attractive to him as her really
spirited dancing. She did not talk
much, but what eyes! What a dear,
engaging smile! She was—yes—
quaint and unworldly in his sight. He
thought of her gentle, piquant smile,
and was unbelieving of any innuendo.
Also, the knowledge was suddenly
borne in upon him that in his mad
haste he had indeed forgotten to bring
with him an offering to his hostess.
Could he purchase at the garden féte?
He inquired of Bob, who was doubt-

When I spoke of taking the candy
there it was just a chance,” said that
gentleman. “They may not even have
a candy booth—often they don’t.
They sell the silliest things at these
affairs, pincushions and so on, and
they’re expensive as the dickens.
was soaked dollars the last one I went
to.” (Here Bob’s guardian angel
sighed). “The girls just rush at you
and won’t take no unless they see you
pretty well loaded up with parcels.
It’s a good thing to do a little shop-
ping down town first, just for the
sake of carrying the parcels. That
is,” he concluded carelessly, “unless
you have plenty of money. If you
want to spend a fiver or two it’s dif-
ferent, of course.”

Now, Mr. Nichol, accountant in the
Brockton Merchants Bank, man of
many claims and activities, had not
a fiver to lose, and right well had
Robert Harris sensedlthat fact. The
game, begun so care essly, was now
developing rapidly as Nichol caught
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and applied each suggestion just as
the cool-minded Bob intended that he
should. Surprise, intimidation and
possibility having been implanted, he
now withdrew to leave the vietim a
moment to think things over while he
“called up a chap on the ’phone”.

Upon his return, his guest, looking
very trim and neat, was awaiting him
hat in hand. Bob essayed the par-
cels and was for bearing them off.
Then, yes—yes—the magic of sugges-
tion was beginning to work. His man
hesitated—halted, then inquired fur-
ther., What kind of ecandy? What
price? And could they be undone
enough to discover the contents? Bob
guessed so, but really didn’t want to
disturb them, in thought of prospec-
tive purchasers.

“They’re so absolutely fresh, you
see. Just from the shop last even-
ing. I could describe them. This,
for instance, is a splendid box of
fudge in Canadian design. 1 mean
the cover is khaki, showing one of our
soldiers. And I tell you the contents
is some fudge—simply melts in your
mouth.”

Mr. Nichol admitted that fudge can
be very good. He asked of the larger
box. Here Bob’s pulse quickened a
little. He grew a shade nervous.

“The other is—paler stuff,” he an-
swered. Got it at the New Sweet
Shop—candied violets or some such
thing done up in light blue. Not as
attractive really as the other.”

But Mr. Nichol’s mind, so fatally
open to suggesticn, had leaped to the
thought of violets. Ah, that express-
ed her, the gentle, the piquant. What
more fitting gift could he give to
Maudie. Lo! the violets must be his.
He plunged at once.

_ “Say, old chap,” he said, his hands
in his pockets, “you’ve been giving
me some hints without in the least
realizing it yourself. You know, I’ve
been in such a rush the last day or
two that I actually came away with-
out a thing for your sister. 1 meant
to order some flowers at once on ar-
rival—but really you've given me a
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better idea in mentioning violets. I
can combine the two, flowers and
sweets in one. A bully idea. How
much ?”

“Oh, they’re not all violets,” said
Bob hurriedly. “Just a few were up-
set here and there. It’s really a box
of marshmallows.”

Oh! the silver “M” on the lid! The
azure ribbons! The tongs! Surely
this was not the way the game was
going.

“The fudge box was really much
more unique,” he continued, “and if
it is for Maudie, she adores the mili-
tary, I can tell you that. She’s as
crazy about khaki as the rest. How-
ever, the fudge is one dollar and the
violet stuff two. Take your choice.”

The moment hung suspended in
air: a scale containing two little
petals of destiny. Bob took his
chances like the good gambler he was,
and waited breathlessly to see whe-
ther Caution or Sentiment would
come up or go down. E

Did sickly sentiment ever fail since
the world began? In a trice had a
two-dollar bill exchanged pockets,
and all that azure and Arecady had
meant changed owners. Only the
fudge remained.

‘Why linger over the ending of the
tale? Its conclusion must be obvious.
‘When one has gambled in beauty, and
pulled out only hard cash, the reward
is a certain security. T have no doubt
that Robert Harris enjoyed buying
his railway ticket the moment he had
disposed of friend Nichol at Maudie’s
Red Cross booth. Also, he deliber-
ately exchanged “Pathways to Ar-
cady” for a magazine and kept the
change, because he felt that without
its companion box the book looked
objectless, and, moreover, he be-
thought him of necessary tips and
other incidentals.

He had now a dollar and some small
change over and above his ticket, and
his mind was easy, though his spirit
was depressed. Moreover, he had still
to reckon with Maudie before the hour
of departure, for when he knows that
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she knows there is a secret enterprise
on hand it is not the lady who feels
nervous.

The Tuncheon hour of the following
day saw the next meeting of brother,
sister and guest. Maudie and Nichol
had returned from a motor ride and
Bob was in a state of pleasurable an-
ticipation as to the 2.30 for Orchard
Beach.

“Want us to run you over to the
station, Bob?” asked Maudie amiably,
“You have a lot of things to carry,
Judging by the array I saw on your
dresser the other day.”

Mr. Harris looked up suspiciously
from his mutton chop and regarded
his son steadily.

“Nothing doing,” Bob replied
frankly, “only got my suit-case to
carry.”

“Dear me!” went on Maudie sweet-
ly, “where are all the offerings I saw
standing in festive array ready for
the goddess? T do hope Bob that
you didn’t fall a vietim to their
charms and perchance devour some
yvourself aforetime!”

“Likely, isn’t it?” returned Bob
grimly.

“How otherwise vanish?” pursued
the torturer. “I am sure they could
not be returned. Damaged goods,
you know. Second~hand.gg

That was all. But the arrow struek
two in passing, grazing an ardent
young soul, and piercing a sensitive
one. The very tips of Mr. Nichol’s
ears went pink. In that awful me-
ment he, too, vaguely knew that she
knew.

Bob, hastening his departure, re-
fused the motor lift quite curtly at
the end.

But Maidie, when she met him on
the breezy platform when the trolley
drew up at Orchard Beach, seemed to
him a joyful compensation for the
uncertainties and speculations of the
past two days. Her plans for the
week-end were many and glorious, the
sun rode high and life wag blue-and-
gold indeed, except for one small
white fleck of cloud. The moment
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was still to come when he should hand
her the white parcelled box with its
brown satin ribbon.

It did come, and Maidie, opening it,
exclaimed, “Fudge! Of all things
my favourite! And what an ador-
able box! I might have known that
you would choose khaki. Somehow or
other, anything very fussy about ex-
tras like candy seems vulgar just now,
don’t you think so? I heard of one
man who bought marshmallows, tied
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up with blue ribbons, the other day.
They were a dollar a box, and the girl
actually accepted them—with our
men starving for chocolate at the
front, and all of us working our fin-
gers off already over Christmas par-
cels. Well—it’s simply bad taste,
don’t you think so?”

“I do,” Bob agreed heartily from
the very heights of relief, and he
watched a small white cloud drift
gaily up the sky.

TO ONE SO SCARRED

By FLORENCE RANDALL LIVESAY

O one so scarred, who smiles? Ah, traitorously
Mirth makes a mask of that so loved a face!
Giving it semblance of a strange grimace,
Until I, even I, must turn away from thee.

To hide the tears that rise! How meet that smile,
That ever-present anguish which no mirror shows!
The lips distorted as with long-past woes

Shall I forget it in a little while?

O dear one from the wars! Mirth would not leave thy lips.
And mine shall answer—quivering maybe—
Surely a little thing indeed to ask of me!
Only a smile into the sun’s eclipse.
Onily thy smile which is my misery!



ENGLANID IN ARMS
Sy Lacey Amy

V.—EDUCATION AND THE WAR

OU may upset a nation’s
electoral system, revolu-
tionize its labour prin-
ciples, inaugurate a new
standard of health —
you may even alter its
morals and reorganize its methods of
trade—without a complete picture of
national regeneration. But when the
funetions and direction of education
are disturbed it is safe to conclude
that the nation is stirred to its depths.
And all these changes, even the last,
the war has introduced into Great
Britain.

Naturally such a creature of tradi-
tion has shifted its ground with a
measure of apology, of denial even of
that which it was in the very act of
doing, but it has, nevertheless, ac-
cepted the lessons of experience and
set about ordering its house. It is not
the manner in which one works that
counts, but the quantity one does. “If
anyone doubted the value of our ele-
mentary schools,” said Mr. H. A. L.
Fisher, the new Minister of Edueca-
tion, in his memorable announcement
of educational reform to the British
House of Commons, “that doubt must
have been dispelled by the experience
of the war.” And thereupon he pro-
ceeds to pull the system to pieces and
to build from the ruins a new strue-
ture that will prepare the nation still
more efficiently for the next war as
well as for peace.
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Great Britain, even before the war,
was beginning to question her system
of education as a complete equipment
for modern commerce and competi-
tion. But with the first few months
of the great struggle her gaze became
focused on outstanding faults that
were looming larger and larger with
the ups and downs of the armies in
Flanders. ~ Something was wrong.
The British soldier was as firm a bul-
wark as ever, but that which stood be-
hind the perishable flesh and blood of
the trenches was not fulfilling its part.
German preparedness was demon-
strating to a nation which had always
had reason for pride that loyalty, a
record for unconquerableness, self-
confidence, and determination wepe
poor obstacles to the inventions of
modern warfare. As Mr. Fisher put
it: Great Britain was discovering
that “the capital of this country is
not merely cash and goods, but brains
and body”. “There is something in
vour d board school education
after all,” a ship commander, glory.
ing in the service of his men, wrete
him. But both Mr, Fisher and the
House that listened knew the compli-
ment was but an introduction tg a
practical expression of national dis.
satisfaction.

“One might have imagined,” said
the Minister, “that the war would
have so occupied and exhausted the
mind of the country as to leave room
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for no other thought. But is has had
quite the opposite effect. Quite na-
turally, and as it seems to me quite
rightly, this great calamity has direct-
ed attention to every circumstance
which may bear upon our national
strength and national welfare. It has
exhibited the full range of our de-
ficiency, and it has invited us to take
stock of all the available agencies for
their improvement.” After such a
confession of weakness, the most in-
tolerant critic of the old educational
gystem is content to await that firm
stand for reform which is character-
istic of the British nation when it
sees its mistake.

The English educational system
laboured under several disadvantages.
First of all, in characteristic fashion,
it was constructed like its castles—
with an eye to its permanency. It is
the British habit to build for all time.
But if anything has been revealed by
modern progress it is the superior
value of adaptability to permanence.

It may seem treason to fly in the
face of the hitherto much-quoted tri-
bute of Sir Joshua Fitch to the Eng-
lish system of education. “The pub-
lie provision for the education of the
people of England is not the product
of any theory or plan formulated be-
forehand by statesmen or philoso-
phers; it has come into existence
through a long course of experiments,
compromises, traditions, successes,
failures and religious controversies.

. . It has been affected =,
only to a small degree by legislation.
The genius—or rather characteristic
habit—of the English people is averse
to the philosophical system, and is
disposed to regard education, not as
a science, but as a body of experi-
ments to be discovered empirically
and amended from time to time as
oceasion may require.” But the new
Minister of Education—and he is the
first practical educationist in the
forty-seven years of compulsory edu-
eation who has filled the important
post of Minister of Education—took
issue, and the applause of the country
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proved that he shocked no sensitive
susceptibilities in so doing. “More
grant,” he announced, “will be paid
to an authority which believes in flesh
and blood than an authority which
puts its trust in bricks and mortar.”
And the House cheered as much at
the suggestion of symbolism as at the
reforms outlined.

The history of British educational
legislation is so closely entangled with
another of education’s drags that it
seems to demand attention here. Ina
country where Church and State have
never been dissociated it was certain
that the most influential institution
should be demanded by the Church as
its prerogative. And the struggle of
the Church to maintain its hold has
written a record of educational pro-
gress in Great Britain which is not a
proud one,

The first state education came in
1832, when treasury grants were given
in aid of elementary schools. Natural-
ly at that time the early influences
were religious rather than economie,
It is in this condition, continuing
through the decades since, that lay
the strong foundation on which clas-
sicism stands, the dead languages be-
ing the door to theological learning
of that period. Also, being controlled
by the theologists, education, from the
earliest days, was not conceived as a
right to the masses, but as a privilege
to those who might inerease its power
as well as be increased thereby. The
baneful influence of the Church was
evident in the long struggle that was
fought out by old educationists con-
cerning the basis of education. The
Grammar School Act of 1840 attempt-
ed to improve elementary education
without that subservience to its clas-
sical branches which had been consid-
erefi its very essence, but the Church
resisted the application of ancient en-
downments to schools not under its
control. Up to the time of the En-
dowed Schools Act of 1869-1874 edu-
cational endowments, unless there was
evidence to the contrary, were consid-
ered to imply instruction in the doe-
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trines of the Church of England. In
1870 a form of compulsory education
was introduced, but not until six years
later did Disraeli make compulsion
complete. In 1902, the time of the
last real change in the educational
system and the only one with evi-
dences of permanency—in the light of
later years— the pressure of the
Established and Roman Catholie
Churches for equal treatment with
the voluntary and board schools
brought about the abolition of the
parochial school board and made
county councils the local authorities.
Two attempts to separate education
from Churech control were made, in
1906 and 1908, but both failed, the
offer of the Government for the
Church properties and endowments
in the latter year not being consid-
ered sufficient.

The danger of Church control is its
narrowness, its concern as much for
its authority and influence as for the
efficiency of its system. But times
have changed. No flagrant deficiency,
in Church or State, can long survive
the opening eyes of the masses.

The third unfortunate influence on
education in England is the snobbery
of class. Even to-day there is the un-
expressed theory that education, in
its more advanced stages at least, is
not for the common people. It can
be taken for granted that every sys-
tem in England is somewhat under
the blot of the existing traditions of
class distinctions. The war is over-
throwing them in every phase of life,
but the instinets are there, even in
the proletariat itself. One has only
to look at the general system of edu-
cation to see it at its worst. Elemen-
tary education of the masses is con-
dueted at what are called board
schools. In a general way they cor-
respond to the publie schools of Can-
ada. But they are handicapped by
this essential difference—that they
are not public schools in the sense
which implies the patronage of the
general public. In practice they are
confined to the lower grades of so-
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ciety. To attend a board school, espe-
cially in the cities, is to be socially
degraded.

Everyone who can afford it sends
his children to private or publie
schools. The latter are in no sense
public. Entrance is as firmly based
on certain unalterable rules—and they
have nothing to do with intelleetual
attainment—as is admission to the
universities. A certain standard of
wealth is evidenced by the ability to
pay the fees demanded, and the boy’s
outfit is more precisely defined than
the requirements of a girl in a ladies’
college in Canada. Indeed, some social
status is a necessity in many of the
public schools of England, although
the depletion of students resulting
from the war is putting an end to
that in the most effective manner.

Accordingly the system in publie
schools has followed a readily con-
ceivable channel. Denoting in its
initial stages a certain plane for the
student, in wealth and often in so-
ciety, the publie school is conducted
to further develop an estimate of life’s
responsibilities consistent with such
an inception. In this T would not be
misunderstood. There is nothing finer
than the real English gentleman, but
there is no Englishman, gentleman or
not, whose outlook on life is not col-
oured by generations of training in
exaggerated significances of soecial
levels. The public school does not
produce the snob so much as it pro-
duces those who appreciate class dis-
tinetions without permitting it to
make them deliberately offensive. Tts
aim is to produce a “gentleman”, that
peculiar embodiment of virtues which
un-Canadian as it is in some of ita’
opinions, is of a much finer clay than
that which comes under the usual
English designation, “gentleman®.

To put it more affirmatively: The
English publie school, while it sends
out a grand type of youth, handiea
him in the outside world by develop-
ing certain sides of him which are apt
to neglect modern essentials and for-
eign opinions. Tt goes in for sports
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as a feature of the curriculum, a mark
of the gentleman. It lays such stress
on “sportsmanship” that war with the
Hun, for instance, is a more perilous
and costly operation than it need be.
It adheres to certain lines of educa-
tion in the face of the daily revelation
of their inadequacy. It strengthens
the disastrous conviction that tradi-
tion is the standard of excellence. It
narrows even while it makes more in-
dulgent. It builds up a fine fellow at
the expense of his future in the
world’s competition. And yet the
publie school boy is imbued with so
much of the best that is in the word
British that, can he but forget some
of his indirect training, he becomes
the world-citizen who has built up the
British Empire. When he fails there
is nothing more intolerable. Remove
the stain of the principle behind the
publie school, and the public school—
barring one or two details—is beyond
eriticism.

An example of the parental attitude
indirectly encouraged by the publie
school is afforded by a letter from a
father recently read in public by a
headmaster who was much impressed
with the spirit of snobbery in its reds,
but failed to sense it in its grays. “I
wonder if T might ask your co-opera-
tion in regard to my son,” it pleaded.
“The boy’s extraordinary likeing for
what T regard as the most repulsive
branch of natural history—newts,
beetles, and insects—is a source of
much disappointment to his mother
and me. Can you, either directly or
indirectly, turn his mind to a higher
and more refined branch of the sub-
ject—Dbirds, trees, flowers I cannot
help feeling that the tendency of the
present study is degrading.” It was
the wail of a parent who was frank
enough to acknowledge that public
school as the propagation bed for
caste education.

Public schools—there are 110 of
them, with 35,000 students—are, of
course, not officially recognized, al-
though thirty-four of them receive
grants and thirty-six are inspected.
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In their upper grades they come un-
der the general educational classifica-
tion of secondary schools. And it is
officially and popularly admitted that
in secondary school education Great
Britain has failed dismally, not alone
in the snobbery it is ineclined to en-
courage, but in the low educational
standing of its teachers, Mr. Fisher
declares that in no other country is
there such a proportion of secondary
school teachers without a university -
degree. This is largely due to the
small salaries paid. There are, it is
well known, a comparatively small
number of public schools whose stand-
ing cannot be questioned, but being
out of Government control the ma-
jority have developed methods and
standards of efficiency not conducive
of the best results,

The secondary schools, whether of-
ficial or private, failed, too, because
of the multiplicity and lack of uni-
formity in their examinations. There
are more than a hundred examinations
demanded by the different callings
and professions for which education
directly prepares a boy. In every
way there was discouragement for the
lad forced to consider advanced edu-
cation as a means to a livelihood. Thus
there are three times as many pupils
between the ages of fourteen and
eighteen receiving systematized edu-
cation in France as in England, and
in Prussia six times as many.

In the universities conditions were
not so bad, but still unsatisfactory.
England has taken to itself great cre-
dit for the remarkable response of its
universities to the eall to arms. Tt is
a fact that the great Universities of
Oxford and Cambridge are almost
empty, their examination rooms given
over as hospitals, their laboratories to
tl'xe inventions of war. But if the
higher development of a nation’s edu-
cation does not breed patriots sad in-
dee.d is the lot of that nation. If edu-
cation does not teach the true place
of loyalty to one’s country it has miss-
ed its greatest mental stimulation. It
18 to its universities—to its more in-
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telligent classes—that any country
must look for its salvation,

But the older universities of Eng-
land had fallen into the national habit
of conservatism, of settled lines of
learning too slow to adapt themselves
to the requirements of modern pro-
gress. This was especially evident in
the prominence of classics at the ex-
pense of science and moderns, and
what has come to be called the hu-
manities. Based on the past, on the
English reluctance to change, young
men entirely unsuited for classical
education, others to whom such train-
ing could be of too little value to merit
its grind and time, were forced to de-
vote themselves to Greek and Latin,
when any modern language would
have assisted materially in fitting
them for the struggle of life ahead.
And science was comparatively ne-
glected. This light attention to sei-
ence has exacted its penalty during
these grim days. While the German
was directing his perverted, but well-
trained, mind to the production of
the engines of war, Great Britain was
forced to rely for counter-attack and
protection upon those acute individual
brains which have been the founda-
tion of Britain’s position in science,
including its medical branch. Until
the misdirected brains of the country
could be switched from that form of
development which tended only to the
effective in oratory and literature, in
abstruse dissertation and “intellec-
tualism”, the interests of the warring
nation were subject to the attainments
of those who had rebelled against a
standard mould for the Englishman.

To be sure there had often strug-
gled to the light rebellion against an
unworthy appraisal of science, but the
disadvantages of such a campaign are
that its backers are obviously revolu-
tionists, and their uncultivated wea-
pon of publicity is dull eompared with
that wielded by those whose accom-
plishments are verbal, not practical.
Tn 1889 the Technical Instruction
Act supported technical or manual
instruetion, and a Department of Sei:
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ence and Art promised good results.
But the Board of Education Aect of
ten years later swallowed up the new
Department. And science became a
study without direct usefulness, since
it was insufficiently developed to
adapt it to the needs of industry.
Through mal-nutrition, too, even when
it was productive it failed to meet the
educated Englishman’s demand for
intellectual stimulus. And in English
industrial life there was small reward
for the scientist, a good works chem-
ist before the war receiving a paltry
six hundred dollars.
_ But protest and warning were com-
ing from many sides. A number of
new universities—Leeds, Manchester,
Liverpool, and latterly, Bristol—had
sprung up to cater to the erying need
for a more practical education. Bven
Oxford was looking about for some
plan of organized training in science
that might be accepted as in conform-
ity with its high standards. The uni-
versities were pricked into introspee-
tion by the clamour of the large in-
dustries that faced the competition of
the outside world. Reverent as these
industrial firms were towards the
English university—their heads were
usually university educated — they
were the immediate sufferers from its
inherent weaknesses. The head of
one of the largest ship-building firms
declared the other day that he pre-
ferred the university man in his
works, but “when I go up to Oxford
to look round I do not pick the fellow
who has been first in Greek and first
in History, but the fellow who would
have been first if he had worked”, It
was a subtle pronouncement against
the final aim of Oxford educati
while applauding its general infly.
ence. He wanted the man with the
Oxford brain, but not with the Ox.
ford honours—might I say, ideals.
Several organizations were at work
to introduce remedies. The Eduea.
tional Reform Counecil intelligenﬂ’
attacked the administration. The As.
sociation of Directors and Secretaries
for Education urged a number of pa.



ENGLAND IN ARMS

forms for continuation schools, point-
ing out the advantages of compulsory
education for a limited number of
hours a week for young people be-
tween fourteen and eighteen, whether
in employment or not. The Oxford
Association for the Improvement of
National Education, the Departmen-
tal Committee on Juvenile Education,
and the London Eduecation Commit-
tee were striving for improvement.

But the most effective spur to re-
form came from the Workers’ Educa-
tional Association. Mr. Fisher ad-
mitted that “our popular system of
education is popular in one sense
only”. He saw that the schools of the
people had not behind them the sup-
port of the working classes. The ac-
tivity of opposition from the working
classes came as a war result. Higher
wages were bringing higher aims, a
clearer perception of the possibilities
of improved status. The workingman
was ceasing to accept the doctrine
that higher education should be re-
served for the upper classes. And
the Workers’ Educational Association
represented this movement, one of the
most important, Mr. Fisher admitted,
for the promotion of higher educa-
tion among the workers. It ridiculed
as entirely inadequate the eight hours
a week suggested by the Departmental
Committee, claiming that the hours
of labour should be limited and the
hours of education the real considera-
tion.

The small salaries for teachers was
an active issue even before the war,
but with the increased cost of living
and the growing demand for reform-
ed edueation the teachers took a firm
stand. In London they even went on
strike against the miserly pittance al-
lowed them as a war bonus,

The seale of salary of the English
teacher reads like the record of Que-
bee Province a few years ago. In Eng-
land and Wales there are 160,000
teachers, of whom 60,000 are uncerti-
ficated and 40,000 without training
college experience; and almost none
of them have university education.
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Five certificated masters—two of
them head-masters—and 219 certi-
ficated mistresses received less than
$250 a year, twenty thousand (cer-
tificated) less than $375. A head-
master, after thirty years, had im-
proved his pay from $435 to $480, an-
other in forty years from $350 to
$475. In one school in a large Eng-
lish county nine teachers (all in the
school) receive less than the earetak-
er. The average salary for a certi-
ficated head-master is $880, for a cer-
tificated assistant $645, and for an un-
certificated teacher $340. And women
receive only two-thirds those amounts.
In many counties the maximum sal-
ary for a certain grade of head-mas-
ter is $15 a week; and the average sal-
ary for an uncertificated assistant is
$325 for men and $280 for women.
Yet the war bonus, with food one hun-
dred per cent. higher, was sometimes
as low as twenty cents a week.

Into conditions like these there was
projected the first educationist to hold
the Ministerial position; and in his
choice Lloyd George made one of his
many demonstrations of irreverence
for tradition. Mpr. Fisher knew the
state of affairs from practical experi-
ence. Better still, he was uninflu-
enced by political or personal consid-
erations. Starting with what he knew
himself, he sought only what affected
eduecation. And he found it out. The
result is educational reform that
would never have come from the most
honest politician such as those who
have hitherto invariably filled the
Cabinet positions.

Elementary education he first strok-
ed, then admitted its deficiencies by
granting an additional $17,000,000,
chiefly as teachers’ salaries. “An em-
bittered teacher is a social danger,”
he declared. And the extra money is
to be allotted by inverse ratio to the
wealth of the district.

Secondary schools, “which are the
key of the situation,” are favoured
with an extra two million dollars, the
principal objects being higher sal-
aries, more teachers, and encourage-
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ment for advanced courses. A strenu-
ous effort is to be made, too, to drive
out the caste system, so that “the son
of the manufacturer, the son of the
foreman, and the son of the workman
should be educated side by side”. Five
years ago such a principle would have
been killed at birth. For this purpose
well-to-do parents are to pay for their
children, while the Government comes
to the assistance of the poor. The
multiplicity of examinations is to be
modified, although already a concert-
ed attack has been made by narrow
head-masters of some of the smaller
private and publie schools, who fear
that candidates from uncontrolled
schools might be diseriminated
against. This simplification of exam-
ination has been placed in the hands
of a committee of eighteen, composed
equally of elementary and higher edu-
cation representatives.

A pension scheme for teachers is
proposed.

Little has been done with the uni-
versity system as yet, although action
promises in the not distant future.
Probably the Minister considered that
he was undertaking a sufficiently
large proposition for the present in
reorganizing the less advanced forms
of education. His tendencies with re-
gard to the universities were express-
ed in a demand for “ample provision
for the prosecution of free and inde-
pendent post-graduate courses, and
also for scholarships in science, tech-
nology, and modern languages”. His
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attack on tradition consisted of a de-
sire “that every child in this country
should receive the form of education
most adapted to fashion its qualities
for the highest uses”. He contended,
too, for greater unity in the universi-
ties.

Without the war education in Eng-
land would have proceeded along the
old lines until the dire straits of in-
ability to compete forced a change.
While the record in England of the
years immediately preceding the war
showed a waning commerce in the
markets of the world, only the very
fight for existence revealed to the
nation some of its weaknesses. To be
forced for two years and a half to its
limit merely to meet the war inven-
tions of the enemy, without freedom
to develop its own originality, has
been gall and wormwood to the Bri-
ton. To look about him and see the
ordinary conveniences of life missi
because their supply had crept into
the hands of practical Germany while
England was advancing eagerly in
philosophical and philological diree-
tions has opened the eyes of the na-
tion to something lacking.

Therefore, when the new Minister
proposed a drastic alteration in the
very foundations of national life, in-
stead of the customary outery from
the admirers and convention, Mp,
Fisher is met with eager support.
Education in England is being de-
mocratized, as is everything else. And
therein lies the future of the Empire,




The Fair Fugitive

BY G. M. L. BROWN

e HEY met as the train
Rl neared Niagara Falls, the
W Canadian Boy and his
chanece aequaintance
whom I am naming, for
reasons hereinafter set
forth, the Fair Fugitive, alias the Wo-
man with a Past. She had been hav-
ing difficulties with a hand satchel,
which had to be opened for the inspec-
tion of the customs officer, and the
(anadian Boy hastened to her assist-
ance. . With a dexterous twist he
turned the key and threw open the
bag. He did not intend to open it
more than a crack, and she know that
he didn’t and smiled at his discomfi-
ture.

““T beg your pardon,’” he ventured.

“For what? I was just going to
thank you.”’

“For—for—seeing in your bag; I
didn’t mean to.”’

“I know you didn’t, and, anyway,
I don’t mind a bit. Now I'll let you
lock it, if you will be so kind, and put
it in the rack.”’ 2

““With pleasure. Isn’t it strange
that just because I shouldn’t have
looked I saw most of its contents?’’

““You ought to be an inspector,
then, for I'm sure you took only a
second.’’ . :

“QOh, no, if I had been an inspector
1 probably wouldn’t have seen half so
much. The inspector looks for definite
things, and if there is nothing duti-
able, he sees nothing. Now I saw
something that greatly interests me,
and I’d like ever so much to discuss
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it with you—or them, I mean the
books. "’

The Fair Fugitive made a hurried
estimate of the young man’s age ; then
recalling her own, performed the ne-
cessary though annoying subtraction,
and with a glance around her, half
defiant, half explanatory, as if to jus-
tify the unconventionality of it, she
motioned to the opposite seat.

““You may sit down,’’ she said gra-
ciously, and smiled at the alacrity
with which the invitation was accept-
ed.

“Haven’t you often marvelled,” he
began, in a tone that he intended to be
formal but which to his vis-A-vis seem-
ed irresistibly naive—‘‘Haven'’t you
often marvelled at the infinite number
of groupings that are possible in ev-
erything? Why, just the other day I
saw a British army officer and a Bap-
tist minister and a plumber walking
down the street like old classmates.
Now do you suppose that that particu-
lar combination of eallings ever occur-
red before? I don’t.”

The Fair Fugitive thought it highly
improbable. Moreover she thought it
highly amusing, this being entertained
by a whimsical youth of unknown
name and antecedents. She had been
getting a headache from ennui—at
least she assured herself that it was
ennui, though she knew well enough
that it was from fear and worry—and
all in a moment a companion had
dropped from the clouds. Truly the
gods were kind.

‘I astonished a waiter yesterday,’’
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continued the young egotist, ‘‘by se-
lecting two ordinary articles at an or-
dinary café and combining them for
my lunch. That chap has been a waiter
all his life and I suppose he serves
fifty people a day; yet he was so
dumbfounded that he dropped a
plate.”’

““What did you order?’’ the Fair
Futitive asked with genuine eager-
ness.

““I admit it sounds rather unusual,
but that happened to be the combina-
tion I wanted, and so I asked for it.”’

‘‘But dear me! Am I never to learn
what it was?’’

“Why, corned beef hash and Bur-
gundy. The waiter will never get
over it. And still I was pretty nearly
as surprised at the books I saw in
your satchel; and say, come to think
of it, couldn’t they be described as
hash and wine?’’

The Fair Fugitive laughed outright.
A collection of essays by Gilbert Ches-
terton wasn’t badly described as hash,
and the ‘‘Tartarian’’ adventures were
certainly as near to wine as anything
she could recall in fiction.

““But I also have the ‘Pensées de
Joubert’ which your official eye seems
to have missed—how shall we describe
it?”’

““That little green book? I never
heard of Joubert—tell me about
him,’’ said the Canadian Boy with un-
embarrassed frankness. Then forget-
ting his request—‘‘But why don’t you
ask me what I am reading?’’

““I was just going to.”’

““Well, officially I am reading ‘Ma-
rius the Epicurean’, but I don’t make
much progress except in publie, and
that I suppose is due to snobbish-
ness.”’

‘“Snobbishness ¢’

“T mean the feeling of superiority
that comes to one in having a book
like that in his possession while people
around him are reading ‘best sel-

lers’.”’

His companion was quite won by
the evident sincerity of this confession

and glanced her admiration. ‘‘Joubert
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says, ‘Les esprits simples et sincéres
ne se trompent jamais qu’a demi’.”?
““I don’t understand you, so I can’t
tell whether I'm guilty or not; but
look at the lady over there—how can
I help feeling superior to her with
my ‘Marius’ at my side? She has just
bought the Buffalo Call, and is evi-
dently going to devour every word of
scandal in it. At present she’s on
page one, and she’s reading all about

He stopped in embarrassment.
Whose portrait was that? It seemed
strangely familiar—someone he had
met recently—someone—who—didn 't
—seem—to—Dbelong—there.

The Fair Fugitive noticed his
bewilderment, glanced inquiringly
across the aisle and beheld—her own
picture.

“I assure you I didn’t know,’*
stammered the boy, half doubting his
senses. But his confusion soon chang-
ed to alarm as he noticed her deadly
pallor.

‘‘Please take me to another eap.’?
she faltered. ‘‘No—I’ll get out at tile
next station.’’

‘““You won’t unless you let me ae-
company you,’’ announced the boy
firmly. ‘‘You are going to New York,
aren’t you?”’

U‘Yes-,,

““Then you are taking the ver
method to get there.”’ g Yo

‘‘Buy one—buy as many as you ean
~—quick!’’ she implored, as a newsboy
approached with an armful of papers.

Her companion understood.

‘““How many papers have you?’’ he
demanded. ‘‘Never mind counting se
carefully—ecall it a hundred. Henr
put them under the seat—thanks!’?

Turning to interpret her next wish
he found her crumpled up against the
sill—in a dead faint. >

He was potentially a man of action,
as are all his kind who sever home tieg
and venture abroad, and he vagu
realized the responsibility that he haq
taken on his shoulders. This charm.
ing woman whom he was befriendj
he reflected in a series of mental flagh.
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es, must be implicated in some scan-
dal. “‘Diana of the Crossways’’ ob-
structed his vision for a fractional
part of an instant, but he gently push-
ed her aside and concentrated on the
problem before him. What the scan-
dal was he didn’t know nor care to
know, but people in the car were read-
ing about it and gazing at a very life-
like picture of her. She must be pro-
tected—secluded—at once.

All this had taken possibly seven
seconds, and censuring himself for the
delay he beckoned the car conductor.

““Conductor, my wife has fainted—
no, don’t bring water—haven’t you a
vacant stateroom?’’

“Yes, sir.”’

“Then we’ll take it. Let us wrap
her in this shawl and get her there as
quickly as possible. That’s it.”’

A few steps, the turn of a key, and
the limp form was carefully laid in a
private berth. With a gentleness akin
to reverence, he loosened her collar
and began the work of resuscitation.

““Now, conductor, send for some ice-
water and a little brandy, please, and
1’11 bring her to in a jiffy. These at-
tacks come from eye-strain, the doec-
tor says. Thank you, I’ll manage all
right—you needn’t wait. Just ask the
porter to feteh our things, including
that pile of papers. When you run
a Clipping Bureau you have time for
about three things—eat, sleep, and
elip.”’

Kn the Fair Fugitive regained con-
seiousness, the train was swaying
around a bend, and the motion, remin-
iscent of a sea voyage, puzzled her
not a little. But when her eyes rested
upon her new acquaintance, who had
been dowr on all fours capturing a
fugitive piece of ice, memory return-
ed, like an apologetic servant.

““Was I recognized?’’ She demand-

““Yes, ma’am; I may be slow, but
you needn’t rub it in.”’

“T mean by the others.”’

“Not your face—we had to pile
some things on"it, but your feet were

well i
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‘“Please be sensible and tell me how
you got me here. Oh, never mind—
I can guess. If you will come nearer
I will tell you what I think. There!
Now look at me—I think you are the
dearest, cleverest boy' I ever met.”’

‘‘“Madam,”” protested her com-
panion with a furious flush, ‘I am
your husband for the time being, so
please treat me with becoming dig-
nity.”’

“Well, sir, would it be beneath your
dignity to remove the library from
that satchel and get out a small bottle
of cologne?”’

The boy obeyed, flushing still deep-
er as he fumbled among various ar-
ticles of the feminine toilet, and in-
haled their faint perfume, to him at
once exotic and delicious.

‘“And now tell me what they say.”’

l(Who'!)

““The reporters—the papers.”’

“I haven’t looked—I don’t want

“‘But I wish you to.”’

““It’s against my prineciples; I must
finish my ‘Marius’.”’

““I thought you knew the code of
knight-errantry—is it against your
principles to oblige a lady in dis-
tress?’’

““A lady with an excellent pair of
eyes.”” He had forgotten the eye-
strain.

““So that is Canadian chivalry!”’

‘““Well,”” he replied, scrutinizing
her face to see if she were mocking
him, ‘‘if you put it that way, I'm
afraid I'll have to surrender. Do you
refuse to read them?”’

“I can’t—don’t you see how I am
trembling? I know what we’ll do—
you will read them to yourself, and
then tell me what they say as kindly
as you can.”’

To this he assented, and after scan-
ning several columns, not without evi-
dent surprise and distress, he briefly
summarized the story :

The governor of a mid-western
state had been found dead in his office
with the photograph of an unknown
woman in his hand. He had not died
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unattended, yet the witnesses had ut-
terly vanished. That a woman had
been present there were many proofs.
A handkerchief, unfortunately with-
out initials or monogram, a hat pin,
and a woman’s magazine were found
by the detectives; but on the other
hand the doctor who was summoned
testified that it was a man’s voice that
had spoken over the ’phone. To add
te the mystery, no one recognized the
portrait held so tenaciously by the dy-
ing Governor. The police, while con-
vinced that no crime had been com-
mitted, were determined to identify
the strangely missing witnesses, and
this portrait they regarded as the
most important clue.

‘When he had finished his faltering
recital his auditor was in tears.

““You loved him, then ?’’ There was
an incipient jealousy in the tone.

““Yes, once—a long time ago.”’

‘““He was married?”’

“NO.,,

““‘Then why didn’t &t

His questions were smothered in the
hiss of the air-brakes, but she under-
stood.

‘‘Because,’’ she quivered, ‘‘he once
led me—oh, I cannot tell you. It ren-
dered me unworthy—or at least——"’

““So he said, you mean?’’

““Yes, so he said.”’

‘“‘But that very attitude made him
unworthy of you.’’

““That is just what I told him.”’

‘“And you continued to love him %"’

““Oh, no, I learned to despise him.”’

‘“And yet——"" Each question was
put more haltingly, wistfully—the
boy himself was on the verge of tears.

*“We hadn’t met for years. I was
living in a literary colony in Califor-
nia, when I received a letter from him
telling me that he was in wretched
health, and that he wanted to see me
on most important business. He en-
closed a check for a large sum, out of
which I used enough for my travelling
expenses and those of a friend whom
1 brought along for company. I had
just handed him the balance before
the—tragedy. Do the papers mention
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a roll of bills left on his table??

Y ¥es 2

‘“We were arguing about it just be-
fore he died. He protested that he
still loved me and could not live with-
out me. He took my photograph from
his pocket as proof of his affection
and—and kissed it.”’

“‘But the other man?”’

“‘No one else was there except Alice,
my friend, who accompanied me to
the outer office. She had the presence
of mind to call up Doctor Frank, whe
was an old schoolmate of hers, and he
has evidently been trying to throw the
police off the track.”’

““But you poor little woman,’’ said
her protector, annihilating the gulf
of years between them, ‘‘why didn’t
you reeover your photograph ¢’’

“‘I hadn’t the heart to. I had sent
it to him at his request, but accom-
panied by a note telling him that since
he had lost the substance it was fitting
he should receive the shadow. A mod-
ern adaptation of the old fable,”’ ghe
explained with a wan smile,

““So I stood there defiant, at what
proved to be his death struggle, and
refused him even the pressure of my
lips. Yet what I had given him was
his—women may be unjust in a legal
sense, but they delight in poetie Jjus-
tice. Still there may have been fear
or superstition in my action, or pos-
sibly a touch of vanity—I never learn-
ed to analyze motives,”’

‘‘Fear or vanity in allowing a brute
from his very grave to compromise
your whole life? T should call it sub-
lime unselfishness.’’

He had been pacing the narrow
floor as he spoke, in unconscious har-
mony with the motions of the train.

“‘It was the testing of your soul,”?
he continued, with eyes aflame. ‘‘Thig
man had done you the greatest inj
in his power, and instead of retaliat.
ing, you would not permit yourself to
do even a fancied injustice to his
wretched corpse. Oh, I tell you that
took sublime courage, and I love you
for it—I love you for it.”’

Saying which, this stalwart Cang.
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dian—she had not noticed before how
big and manly he really was—reached
down and gathered her into his arms.

For a moment she resisted him;
then yielding to a torrent of hysterical
emotion, she pressed her tearful, ra-
diant face to his, and gave as eagerly
as she received.

It is easy to offer a synthetical for-
mula for a given act, after the event,
but what psychologist would have the
temerity to prepare his formula in
advance, and definitely denote either
the direction or the force of the hu-
man reaction? For he knows that one
infinitesimal factor omitted, or unfore-
seen, might change the whole process.
Omar Khayyam blithely defines an
earthly paradise, but, apparently ig-
norant of the supreme importance of
the minutest details, fails to mention
the title of the book or the brand of
wine, or even to specify whether the
bread should be rye or white.

The Canadian Boy, while preco-
cious in things intellectual, had prov-
ed so bashful in affairs of the heart
that his name was an actual bye-word
among his girl acquaintances.

_ The Fair Fugitive had just emerged
from a long period of self-discipline,
strongly fortified, she had vainly sup-
posed, against all passions and senti-
ments not ‘‘passed’’ by an alert board
of censorship, in which mind and con-
science cast the deciding vote.

Yet these two reticent beings, stran-
gers to each other even in name, were
exchanging caresses and endearments
with an abandon that would tax the
eredulity of a puritanical spinster. It
was long after the Fair Fugitive had
supplied me with the outline of my
story that she summoned the courage
to tell of this scene, and while shame
and exaltation struggled in the confes-
gion, it was very apparent that the lat-
ter triumphed.

A creaking lurch brought them to
their senses. The express was pulling
out of a station, and a glance at the
darkened window pane warned them
that it was almost night. The figure
in blue, now a mere shadow, retreated
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to her berth. Her outraged censors
had regained their ascendancy and
were vehemently denouncing every
impulse and emotion that had contri-
buted to the unpardonable indisere-
tion. In short, she was very repent-
ant.

“You smoke, she
asked.

K(Yes.”

“Then I want you to go to the
smoking-room and have a cigar, and
please make no resolves, no plans of
any kind. When you return, bring a
menu with you and we’ll order a little
dinner, after which we’ll talk just as
sensibly and philosophically as if yon
were my age and I were the heroine
of a Henry James novel.”’

He recoiled at something incisive
and prosaic in the tone of her voice
and, stumbling in the darkness, struck
his temple against the door. To his
horror, he almost swore, and the Fair
Fugitive had difficulty in suppressing
a titter. Both felt nonplussed and
guilty.

When he returned the train was
shrieking into Syracuse. He had
brought the promised menu with him,
but it was not necessary, for he found
dinner already served, and the Fair
Fugitive seated at the diminutive
table, smiling her welcome,

‘I haven’t ordered hash,’’ she said
with mock gravity, ‘‘because 1 detest
it; but here is your Burgundy, and if
you don’t like broiled chicken, ring
for the waiter and order what you
wish.”’

He accepted the chicken and other
courses offered; but so far as his ob-
servation served him the chicken
might have been salad, the salad des-
sert, the dessert a package of bras§
tacks. For this impetuous young ego-
tist had fallen quite desperately in
love, and despite her command—
issued rather tardily, he might have
protested—had been planning their
future at a speed so precipitous that
the progress of the train seemed slow
to exasperation.

““Have you read much of Chester-

don’t you?”’
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ton?’’ she demanded, when the table
had been cleared.

“No, not very much—he irritates

»

me.

¢“Still he is wholesome. Let us see
if this book contains anything about
hasty romances between, well, let us
euphemistically say youth and matu-
rity. Oh, here we have something—
page 140.”” And she began rather
haltingly :

‘“When a young man of twenty falls
in love with a woman of thirty-seven, I
deem him fortunate—though not so for-
tunate as a lad of fifteen enamored with
a maiden of forty-seven. For I cling to
the old-fashioned belief that youthful ail-
ments should be suffered in youth—the
earlier the better—and that upon their
severity depends future immunity. I said
that I deem the youth lucky, but I did
not say that I deem the woman lucky.
On the contrary, it is she who is to be
pitied. For the ensnarer becomes the en-
snared. Her vietim recovers and goes his
way, but she—’’

““Liook here,”’ interrupted the boy,
“‘let me see that book.”’

‘ lWhy ? L4

““Because I believe you’re improvis-
ing. Gilbert Chesterton delights in
paradox, but he doesn’t write piffle.”’

““What an wungracious ecriticism.
That is the plain truth, so why quarrel
about authorship?”’

““You know it isn’t even a carica-
ture of the truth. Anyway, I hate to
be imposed upon.’’

He spoke with the warmth of injur-
ed pride, and the Fair Fugitive was
quick to offer amends. (

‘I know you do, and if ever a man
earned fair treatment at the hands of
a woman, you have earned it from me.
Can’t you see that is why I am trying
to disillusion you? Please don’t make
it any harder.”’

With apparent unconsciousness she
stopped to light a cigarette, and after
a few vigorous puffs, continued :

““Let me see—it is now nearly ten.
1 think we met at about half past
three, which was as much as six hours
ago. The first thirty minutes of our
acquaintance was given up to light
comedy. Then came an hour or so of
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melodrama, in which you were the
hero, and I the victim of untoward
circumstance. I cannot sufficiently
compliment you on the part you play-
ed—had you done it with less skill
there might have been a tragedy om
the boards. Well, one would sup-
pose that this double bill would have
satisfied us, but not a bit of it. Up
went the curtain on a romance, Romeo
almost creating a new part in his fer-
vour, and Juliet a trifle frayed, but
supporting him as well as her poor
ability would permit. Then to mod-
ernize it, we ended the act with a mis-
understanding—just the suggestion of
a lover’s quarrel.”’

She was interrupted by a hoarse
roar from the engine, and a vibratory
conflict of brakes with swiftly revoly-
ing wheels warned her that another
stage of their journey was past. No,
it was not Utica, as she had supp
but Albany—the last stop before their
destination.

“I was going to style this final aet
a return to light comedy ; but we will
be frank and call it a realistic prob-
lem play, which it is. Now let us
review things in their true light:

““A young man of twenty——""

“T am nearly twenty-two.”’

““A young man of nearly twenty-
two, but with more knowledge of
books than of people, meets a woman
fifteen years his senior—a womai1 with
a past.’’

““Who in heaven hasn’t a past?’’

““T mean a past that is concealed.”’

“Not from me.”’

““Yes, from you. You are too chiv-
alrous to see things in their true light,

.You never even stopped to ask me w

I came so readily at the call of a man
1 despised. You called me magnani-
mous for leaving as I did, but over-
looked the cowardice of leaving at all.
You have deceived yourself by over-
emphasizing the wrong done to me
and ignoring my responsibility. Alse
you have confused misfortune with in-
nocence. You may not believe me now
but you couldn’t live happily one
week with a woman who lacked that
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maidenly attribute which the French
call pudeur. You may even learn to
despise me for the readiness with
which I received your embraces, and
the memory of my cigarette will cer-
tainly not be pleasant in retrospect.”

““That was a stage trick, pure and
simple.”’

““Not at all. I purchased those
cigarettes at Detroit—long before we
met.”’

She stopped to light another.

““I let you wax eloquent over my
‘sublime unselfishness’, though my
fingers tingled with shame. Yet belief
in another often bears magic fruit,
and already I am a better woman for
what you thought me. Now I cannot
be sublimely unselfish, because there
is nothing sublime about me; but I
can be prosaically unselfish, and T am
going to prove it this very night. I
have made up my mind that we shall
be strangers to each other from the
moment of our arrival, and I am go-
ing to request you not to follow me
or search for me.”

““But suppose I refuse?”’

“You will not refuse. You are go-
ing to leave me without knowing my
name, and although you may miss me
for a few hours or days, you will
gradually comprehend that even as
you helped me to escape so I have
helped you and to that extent, at
least, have repaid my debt, with in-
terest. Some day the whole drama will
be clear to your vision, and if you
should continue to think kindly of me
it will be for just one thing—for what
1 am doing now.”’ ;

Her eyelids drooped, her voice fal-
tered. Overcome by a flood of feeling,
ill-defined and indefinable, she flung
herself in pathetic abandon at his feet.
But when he attempted tﬁ) caress her

ank from his touch.
.heH:h;esisted. He found himself de-
nuded of his buoyancy and power, and
realized with humiliation that the
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masterful lover had somehow shrunk
to the awkward youth of a few hours
(or was it centuries?) ago. He felt
dusty and tired, and very much at
odds with the world.

The Fair Fugitive knew instinective-
ly that the erisis was past, and that it
behoved her to suppress the last trace
of emotion. So well did she succeed
that when she finally looked up her
eyes were tinged with mirthful witch-
ery and her lips curled in mischievous
bravado.

‘‘Speaking of queer combinations,”’
she laughed, ‘‘has there been any cir-
cumstance since we met that has not
been unusual or distorted? To begin
with, the very meeting of idealistic
youth and blasé maturity.”’

‘““Please don’t,”’ he protested re-
proachfully.

‘“Then we had the Buffalo Call and
‘Marius’, as you pointed out; my es-
cape from detection after fainting be-
fore a full car, thanks to the eclever
deception of a young man who until
that moment scarcely knew what du-
plicity meant; an announcement of
marriage with the contracting parties
ignorant of each other’s name; the
foundation laid for a lasting friend-
ship, and——""

“Wrecked before it can be built
on,’’ he finished.

““Not wrecked—simply—what shall
I say"’

‘“ Abandoned.”’

¢“ “ Abandoned’ then if you will.”’

Said the boy with a rueful smile, as
he helped her from the car, ‘‘Will
you take this confounded satchel, or
may I have it as a momento?’”’

‘“That was our undoing, wasn’t
it?”’ smiled the Fair Fugitive. ‘‘Next
tin,l’e I travel I will take care to check
it.

““You needn’t trouble,”’ he replied,
bravely echoing her laugh, ‘‘I travel
hereafter in the smoker.”’




The Curse of Babel

BY HILTON

Wil B Europe were freed of
the “curse of Babel”, a
writer in a recent issue
of The Laterary Digest
maintains, we should
hear much less of race
conflict. To substantiate his argu-
ment, he goes on to show how effec-
tively America has become an im-
mense melting-pot for diverse races,
and he claims that this has been
brought about by the use of a com-
mon language—English. While adult
immigrants, he points out, remain in
sentiment and prejudice what they
were, their children, of precisely the
same race, are Americans, indistin-
guishable from those of Anglo-Saxon
origin. They read American papers,
think American thoughts, and dress
and speak like Americans. “The
spread of the English language,” he
concludes, “does much to make the
world akin.”

This is all very well as far as it
goes, but is it exactly desirable that
the world should be made kin on the
American plan? The American
“idea” is wonderfully pervasive; it
appeals to the materialistic side, which
is strong in man, and where barriers
of language do not interpose it often
makes great headway.

It is just because most nations real-
ize what an effective “barrier” lan-
guage forms that they are so insist-
ent upon the retention of their native
tongues. The Finn, the Hungarian,
the Pole have no desire to see their
peculiar culture and tradition im-
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perilled by the infusion of foreign
ideas through the predominance of a
strange language. Thus we have Fin-
land, after a century of union with
Russia, steadily resisting all efforts to
impose upon her the language of her
conqueror. Intensely Western in her
outlook and sympathies, she regards
“Russification” as being synonomous
with retrogression. In the same way,
the Polish, Magyars and Czechs have
refused to become “Germanized”. Tt
seems that one might almost regard
language as being a kind of “protee-
tive tariff” under which the peculiar
genius of a nation may come to full
stature, unembarrassed by the intru-
sion of foreign elements which might
retard or distort its growth. Some in-
stinet in the nations make them jeal-
ously guard the integrity of their na-
tive tongues. Doubtless if the “curse
of Babel” were removed, the world
would be more quickly welded to.
gether, but on what plan, Ameriean,
French, German or Slavonie, leaving
out, for the moment, consideration of
the Oriental peoples?

Just as it is impossible, in the words
of Edmund Burke, “to bring an in-
dietment against a whole nation™, go
it is impossible to attribute to any
one race a monopoly of the virtues.
H. G. Wells in his “Anticipations”
published in 1902, made out a veps
good case for the future predomin.
ance of French, as opposed to Eng.
lish and German. A greater number
of serious books, he said, were pub-
lished in French than in Engligh—
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books which represented more keen-
ly contemporary intellectual life—
and thus the inducements for learn-
ing the language were greater to the
foreigner than in the case of English.
The German language, so unwieldly,
and so “accursed” by its lettering,
was not sufficiently attractive to be-
come universal. French, too, had
made headway in parts of Europe
where German was not tolerated. For
English, unless a “great intellectual
renaiscence” took place, he had less
hope of linguistic predominance,

The fact is that we cannot say at
the present time that it would be
ideal for the world to become either
Americanized, Germanized or Rus-
sianized. What we need is the contri-
bution to the world civilization (for
which we hope) of the peculiar gifts
of the diverse races, and this contri-
bution can only be satisfactory when
full opportunity is given for the cul-
tivation of those gifts under the most
favourable conditions. The world is
not yet ready for a federation upon
any other terms. In the noble words
of Mazzini, the great Italian patriot,
“The social idea cannot be realized
under any form whatsoever before
the reorganization of Europe is effect-
ed ; before the peoples are free to in-
terrogate themselves, to express their
voeation.” And he goes on to say
that “nationality ought to be to hu-
manity that which division of labour
is in a workshop—the recognized sym-
bol of association, the assertion of the
individunality of a human group called
by its geographical position, its tra-
dition and its language, to fulfil a spe-
eial funetion in the world of civiliza-
tion without foreign domination, in
order to elaborate and express its idea,
to contribute its stone also to the great
pyramid of history”.

Inspired by the great concept of
freedom—freedom to express them-
selves in their own way—we find the
nations of the world insisting more
than ever upon national integrity as
it is symbolized in language. Slowly
we of the Anglo-Saxon race are com-
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ing to realize that what we prize so
highly ourselves is equally prized by
other races. The full significance of
the great national awakening which
took place in Europe after the French
Revolution is at last filtering through
to our consciousness. Perhaps we
first began to appreciate its signifie-
ance when we attempted to analyze
the secret of Germany’s growing com-
mercial strength. In analyzing her
“methods”, we discovered with what
care she studied the language, insti-
tutions and customs of the countries
with which she desired to trade. The
American in Mexico has had many a
rebuff, justly merited, on account of
his arrogant assumption of superior-
ity, which has caused him to slight
the language and social usages of the
Mexicans. He is suffering for his
shortsightedness now. The Latin Am-
ericans remain suspicious of his over-
tures of friendship, of his belated ap-
preciation of the desirability of a clos-
er relationship with him. Such an
attitude on their part is decidely in-
imical to the scheme of “Pan-Ameri-
canism” of which we are beginning to
hear a good deal in these days, The
American, in common with others
who are influenced by Anglo-Saxon
culture, does not take kindly to for-
eign languages. This has been due,
in part, to false notions of racial
superiority which have been incul-
cated into him. As late as 1911, for
instance, men like Professor Brander
Matthews were confidently assuming
that before long English would be an
international language, and were
minimizing the importance of modern
language study in the sehools. Tt is
not so many years ago that Lord Ave-
bury, at a meeting of the Chambers of
Commerce in London, England, de-
plored the frequent necessity in mer-
cantile and banking houses of “call-
ing in the German elerk” whenever
any foreign correspondence had to be
nndertaken.

In Canada, and especially since the
outbreak of the war, the signs of
awakening are everywhere manifest.
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With the sending of representatives
of mercantile houses to foreign coun-
tries to inquire into conditions of
trade, has come an appreciation of
the value of foreign languages. With
the opening of branches of some of
our banking institutions in Mexico
and the West Indies, has also come
the conviction that it “pays” all round
to be familiar with the language of
the eountry with which we wish to do
business. Thus we have the Bankers’
Association, which has established a
regular banking course at Queen’s
University, adding a Spanish course
to the existing onme. Quite recently
there was some talk of making Rus-
sian an optional subject in our high
schools. Many of our business and
technical colleges are now offering
special courses in commercial French
and Spanish—all significant “signs of
the times”.

‘Whatever may have been the case
in the past, it is certain that to-day
we recognize, as never before, the im-
portance of modern language study.
But although we recognize this, we
have not yet discovered the “methods”
of study necessary to make our real-
ization effectual. This is not surpris-
ing. The question of method in the
study of languages has always been
one upon which there has been much
diversity of opinion. Between 1500
and 1800, for instance, 650 disserta-
tions on system were published, the
large proportion of which bore the
title, “A New Method!” And yet if
we look back through history and in-
quire into the systems which were con-
ceded to be most effectual in the teach-
ing of languages, we shall find this
common experience: The study of
such languages was commenced by
children at a very early age. Thus
after the conquest of Rome, Greek was
taken up very extensively in the Ro-
man schools. Greek slaves, Greek
seribes and Greek learned men were
much in evidence, -and Max Muller
comments in this connection that from
their very infancy the Roman child
heard Greek, and he learned to speak
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it, if anything, better than Latin.
Erasmus (1466-1536), writing at a
time when much emphasis was laid
on the importance of Latin and Greek,
gays: “As soon as a child ean learn
anything he must begin with writing
and pronouncing the letters of the
Greek and Latin alphabet. Rules of
Grammar should be as few and eon-
cise as possible. Power in language
comes not from rules, but from use
in eonversation”.

But we need not go back to history.
One of the reasons, one must believe,
why the French and Germans are
usually such good linguists is that
their school systems provide for the
teaching of languages to children at
an age when our children are still in
the primary schools. Admitting that
the linguistic ability of Canadians
and Americans does not compare fay-
ourably with the ability of the French
and Germans, it might be pertinent
to ask wherein our system differs
from theirs. It differs in this import-
ant respect: We allow all the im-
pressionable early years of the child
in the primary schools to pass with-
out familiarizing his ear with any
language but his own. In a former
paper I tried to show why these early
vears are most favourable for the
acquisition of foreign tongues; but we
have only to reflect for a moment on
the astonishing rapidity with which
the very young children of immi.
grants “pick up” English to have
brought home to us practical illustra-
tions of the point I am trying to em-
phasize. Some time ago Professor
Price, the State Inspector of Modern
Languages, New York State Educa-
tional Department, instituted an in-
quiry into the reason for the
showing made by high school studentg
in language study. What he discoy-
ered, as a result of this inquiry, was
that the average high school teacher
knew very little more about the lan.
guage which she professed to teach
than the average pupil. He made the
discovery in this way: He invited a
number of teachers .of French ang
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German to write to the State Depart-
ment in the language they taught,
stating at some length their qualifica-
tions for teaching. When these let-
ters came in he made a “little an-
thology” of them. From these com-
positions he learned much. Many of
the letters, he says, were wholly un-
French and un-German, and there
was hardly a sentence in any of them
that was free from error. And yet
all these women had passed through
high schools, and most of them had,
in addition, spent four years at col-
lege. In some way the American sys-
tem is at fault, and one is naturally
inclined to infer that the fault lies
at the point of departure of that sys-
tem from other systems which have
proved more effectual. The point of
departure, as we know, lies mainly
in the failure of American schools to
provide for the teaching of foreign
languages to children in the primary
schools. It really does look as if in
this way we could at least partly ac-
count for the fact that Canadians and
Americans are such poor lin zuists.

In Canada we have good reasons
for making a special study of French.
To begin with, it is the language of
our compatriots the French-Cana-
dians. In my paper, “An Aspect of
the Bilingual Question”, I dwelt at
some length on this side of the situa-
tion. French is also becoming more
and more a diplomatic language.
Some of our statesmen have recently
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expressed the embarrassment they
felt on certain occasions when, by vir-
tue of their high and responsible posi-
tions, they were brought into contact
with the élite of European intellectual
circles and found themselves practical-
ly the only ones present ignorant of a
language which, in more senses than
one, is becoming international.

It is conceded that the knowledge
of even one language besides one’s
own not only vastly improves one’s
“vocabulary”, but greatly facilitates
the learning of other languages. 1f
we Canadians were to concentarate
for a time on French, following the
most approved methods of study,
Spanish, Italian and Russian might
follow in due course—and with far
more prospect for the real mastery of
them than there is any prospect of
under present conditions,

True, our awakening to the import-
ance of the study of foreign languages
has been brought about by our ap-
preciation of the commercial value of
such knowledge, but in furthering
those interests along broader vision
we shall learn to respeect the individ-
uality of other nations, and in the
effort imposed upon us to “under-
stand” them, we shall grasp the truth
that we gain more from those who
have something to offer us in the way
of new and striking points of view
than from those who, in the words of
Emerson, yield to us in a “mush of
concession”.




The House of Hobhenzollern

A RECORD OF THE FAMILY WHOSE LINEAL DESCENDANTS ARE NOW
SHOCKING THE WORLD

BY HAROLD SANDS

] OCH means high; hohe
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> !f&f}, ;3»,\ zoller, one ‘who taxes;
’.‘l,..(fl.\«m‘ﬁr. )] zollern, they who tax.

A German American
explained it that way, and he recall-
ed that the first mention in history
of the Hohenzollern family to which
the existing branches can trace their
name is found in an ancient chronicle
dated 1088.

Burkhard of Zollern was the found-
er of the family, and his castle stood
on the hill of Zollern, about a mile
and a half south of Hechingen, which
is in the extreme southwest of Ger-
many, not far from the Swiss border.
The name is maintained in the little
principality of Hohenzollern-Hechin-
gen, between the River Neckar and
Lake Constance. It’s a harsh land,
with an uncongenial climate. Burk-
hard exacted tribute from those
around him. His family was the
hohenzollern—they on the heights who
taxed.

It will be seen that the family start-
ed a long way from Prussia. It took
centuries before the Hohenzollerns, as
social elimbers, reached an eminence
where other robber barons of their
type considered them worthy of no-
tice. Nevertheless they were a push-
ful people, always striving for leasi-
ership. Not until 1618, however, did
the branch of the family to which the
Kaiser belongs begin its rule in Prus-
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sia. It took six centuries to reach
that height and has maintained it for
three. Starting in 1618, will 1918 see
its end?

During those three hundred years
war has been almost as breath of the
nostrils to the Hohenzollerns. Few
of them have been able to resist the
temptation to “unsheath the sword”
when victory looked certain. By the
sword the family forced its way up
from rulership of a small castle to
lordship over all Germany. The pres-
ent head of the family, not content
with imperial honours, sought super-
imperial dignities and plunged a
world into woe to gain them. Slowly
but inexorably the world is prepar-
ing his punishment.

All pushful families have their ups
and downs and the Hohenzollerns
were sometimes on top and sometimes
in danger of being submerged from
the year 1050 to 1415. In the latter
year they finally got their heads above
water. The member of the family
who happened to be Burgrave of
Nuremberg, the beer and toy cent
received Brandenburg, of which Prys-
sia was then a part, from his brother-
in-law, the German King Sigismund,
for services rendered.

There were still centuries to go,
however, before there was a king in
the family. The year 1701 is markeq
red by the Hohenzollerns, for it wag
then that the Elector of Brandenbnrg
crowned himself King of Prussia.
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Viewed in the light of to-day the
Hohenzollerns were for centuries lit-
tle more than a family of robber
barons, producing no outstanding fig-
ure until 1640, when Frederick Wil-
liam I., called the great Elector of
Brandenburg, rose as a giant among
the men of his time. He “put the
fear of God”, as the Germans under-
stand God, into his subjects and his
enemies. To him Prussia owes its ex-
istence. He never was King of Prus-
sia, but he is recognized as its maker.
He had to be content with the title
of Duke of Prussia, and he was sup-
posed to pay homage to the King of
Poland, the Duchy of Prussia being
a Polish fief. :

Brandenburg, with its capital of
Berlin founded by Albert the Bear,
was .a good deal more important in
those days than the wild Duchy of
Prussia, with its capital at Konigs-
berg. However, Frederick, who suc-
ceeded the Great Elector in 1688, had
his eye on a kingship, and paid par-
ticular attention to Prussia. His
father’s dying advice to him was that
he cultivate friendly relations with
England and “caress the Prussians,
but ever keep a watchful eye on
them”.

Frederick assumed his honours as
King of Prussia on a cold January
morning in 1701. He wrote his own
proclamation and it had the usual
Hohenzollern sound. He claimed the
kingly erown by divine right. The
proclamation read: T

“Whereas it has pleased God, in His
omniscient Providence, to raise this
Prussian Duchy to a Kingdom and to
create the sovereign thereof, the most
serene and powerful Prince and Lord,
Frederick, King of Prussia; now,
therefore, the same is hereby to all
and sundry made known, published,
and proclaimed. Long live Fred-
erick, King of Prussia!”

Almost the first thing he did, after
the coronation, was to establish the
fzmous Order of the Black Eagle, in-
stituted in commemoration of the rais-
ing of Prussia to the rank of a sov-

397

ereign kingdom. From that time dates
the motto of Prussia—Mit Gott fiir
Koenig und Vaterland.

It is believed also that Frederick
wrote the benediction pronounced
by his home-made bishop who, after
anointing him, said:

“May it please your royal majesty
to take this anointment as a divine
symbol that Almighty God has made
and installed you king. May God an-
noint your majesty with the Holy
Ghost, so that you may, as the an-
nointed lord, rule and reign over your
kingdom and people in health and
strength for many years.”

Count Wartenberg, Lord High
Chamberlain, then ecarefully wiped
the oil off the kingly head with a nap-
kin, the bells of Kénigsberg pealed
and a salute of guns shattered the
windows in the neighbouring houses.

Prussia was a somewhat primitive
kingdom in those days, as may be
gathered from the fact that Queen
Sophia Charlotte, who didn’t take the
proceedings so seriously as her lord,
took a pinch of snuff during the cor-
onation and sneezed loudly on her
throne. The people thoroughly en-
joyed the festivities, for they drank
freely from fountains which flowed
with wine and stuffed themselves with
geese, fowls, sucking pigs and veni-
son.

The second King of Prussia, Fred-
erick William 1., started out as a re-
former with Peter the Great of Rus-
sia for his model. He interfered with
everybody, from the great chamber-
lain down to the humblest kitchen
wench. Those who didn’t reform
quickly enough to please him felt the
weight of his heavy cane.

Frederick William was a great
trencherman and invariably drank a
bottle of old hoch for dinner and
sometimes two. A royal menu which
has come down from those days shows
that the meal started with soup. The
next course was boiled beef, followed
by ham. Then came sausages with
the inevitable sauerkraut. By this
time the royal appetite was ready for
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salmon, followed by a huge pie, three
or four kinds of roast, salad and a
capital cheese to top it all off. There
was great smacking of lips at the
royal table.

After dinner this valiant eater at-
tended his famous tobacco parliament,
where his cronies drank beer out of
big mugs and smoked cheap tobacco
in short clay pipes, while they freely
discussed the king’s policies. His con-
sort considered him an uncultivated,
ill-mannered boor, but if he was some-
what crude he was a great force in
his little kingdom.

Prussia’s military régime really
started with Frederick William. He
raised the famous regiment of tall
grenadiers and he made the army
superior in equipment and training,
giving it, in fact, that prominence
which it has maintained to date.

Freder ck William worked, hunted
and drar k so hard that he became a
martyr to gout, which, combined with
dropsy, carried him off in 1740. This
military monarch of a military mon-
archy was succeeded by the man who
became known as Frederick the Great.

The new king had been a puny
child and at one time was supposed
to possess the artistic temperament,
but he got over that. As a boy he
liked to read naughty books on the
sly and played the flute, for which he
was not infrequently caned by his
unmusical father.

The young man flirted with the arts
and sciences, corresponded with Vol-
taire, wrote books, caroused and never
neglected the pleasures of the table.
But when he came to the throne he
changed almost as greatly as previ-
ously Madeap Harry of England had
changel. He took his kingship very
much in earnest, and above all culti-
vated the military spirit, becoming
one of the greatest generals of his
time.

Having inherited a magnificently-
trained army and a big war chest,
Frederick the Great improved both
and then began to look for trouble.
He let it be known that he was not
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averse to starting “a conflagration
which would set the whole of Europe
in flames”, something which his de-
scendant, William II., accomplished
in 1914.

Audacity marked Frederick’s career
from the start. To use the deserip-
tive reporter’s phrase, he burst like a
bombshell upon an astonished Europe,
In less than a year after his accession
he proclaimed war against Austria in
order to enforce his claim to Silesia.
After peace was concluded he an-
nounced that he expected to have to
“unsheath the sword”—William I1.’s
pet phrase—within a few years. He
was a true prophet, for two years later
he invaded Bohemia, but instead of
“planting his foot on the throat of
his enemy”, as he had boasted he
would do, he was soundly beaten.

Taught thus early in the hard school
of adversity Frederick the Great, with
true German thoroughness, improved
and increased the size of his army,
reorganized the cavalry, replenished
the treasury, and started once more
to contribute to the aggrandizement
of his house. In the campaigns of
1745 he scattered his enemies and re-
trieved his fortunes. He gave a pub-
lic dinner in Berlin to celebrate his
victories, and many of his guests were
mean enough to stow the royal plate
away as well as the royal victuals.

Militant women next occupied the
attention of Frederick the Great.
After a decade of comparative peace
the alliance of the three graces. as
Frederick called it, was made azainst
Prussia. Maria Theresa of Austria,
the Marquis de Pompadour of Franee
and the equally indiscreet Empress
Elizabeth of Russia, joined hands
against the Prussian, and the Seven
Years’ War resulted. But for the
British Prussia would have been an-
nihilated. With their help the kingly
Fritz emerged from the fray a con.-
quering hero, but with his country on
the verge of ruin. He restored it
He turned from the pursuit of glory
on the battlefield and devoted his ef.
forts to placing his kingdom on &
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sound footing, in which he met emin-
ent success. Gout and dropsy, here-
ditary diseases in the Hohenzollern
family, carried him off in 1786. The
great blot on Frederick the Great’s
escutcheon was the partition of Po-
land, to which he was tempted by that
same Catherine of Russia he had so
freely denounced.

Pleasure, not glory, was the aim
of his successor, Frederick William
IL., surnamed “the Fat”, He has been
deseribed as a royal mystic volup-
tuary. He succumbed at an early
age to the blandishments of a beau-
tiful brunette, with a perfect figure,
and she had many successors.

Like the deposed Czar of Russia,
the fat Prussian monarch was a strong
believer in the supernatural. His
mistresses and courtiers fed him to
the full on it. Although he was con-
spicuous for folly, there is this nuch
to his credit—he believed thai the
German language and customs sl ould
.be maintained in Germany, and there-
fore he made the court German in-
stead of French, and encouraged Ger-
man writers, actors, musicians and
architects. “We are German, and
Germans we wish to remain,” was his
dictum in expelling the French lan-
gunage and customs from Berlin.

One of the seductive beauties to
whom Frederick so easily yielded sold
the famous ring with the black stone,
which Frederick the Great gave to
his son on his deathbed, with the in-
junetion not to lo?ie it or ﬂ:&ef fami}lly

rosperity would depart. ter the
Ettractive Countess Lichtenau took
the ring the fortunes of the corpulent
king began to decline, and Prussia
also lost the proud prominence it had
gained under his father. An inglori-
ous ecampaign against “the ragged Re-
publicans” of France, as the Prussians
called them, shook the prestige of the
army and Prussia experienced great
humiliation. Frederick’s end was
pitiable. He died on a dull Novem-
ber day in 1797, attended only by ser-
vants, who upraided him for taking
so long a time.
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A shy and awkward prince was
Frederick William IT. when he ascend-
ed the throne of Prussia, but frugal,
pious and virtuous also. He was un-
couth and his manners were none of
the best. Treitschke deseribed him
as a thorough German. A mediocre
man and lacking in decision, he was
no king to cope with Napoleon, as was
shown at Jena, from which disastrous
battle he fled after cutting a poor fig-
ure. His queen, the famous Louise,
was the “better man”. Even after
the French occupied Berlin and she
and the king fled to the confines of
their kingdom she remained every
inch a queen, while Frederick Wil-
liam made a sorry show.

The king retrieved himself to a
certain extent at the Battle of Nations
at Leipzig in 1813. The defeat of
Napoleon on that oceasion was large-
ly due to the Prussians, :nd Fred-
erick William III. was, in “act, hail-
ed as the “liberator of Europe”.

While Europe was calming down
after the Napoleonic wars the King
of Prussia developed melancholia and
the doctors preseribed the distraction
of female society. His courageous and
beautiful wife died in 1810. A fresh
young girl was obtained to console
him and proved a real helpmate in
his old age. In 1840 it was whisper-

ced about Berlin that the famous

White Lady, whose appearance is be-
lieved to herald a death in the royal
family, had been seen in the castle.
Whether she was or not, it is true
that that year the king died.

A far different man from his father
was Frederick William IV. Passion-
ate, intelligent and stubborn, he seem-
ed cut out for a stormy life. He early
conceived a dislike of Great Britain,
and especially of the English system
of government. The idea of the di-
vine right of kings was firmly im-
planted in him, and he was strongly
opposed to the spirit of freedom and
nationalism which was beginning to
assert itself. His father had bowed
before the storm by granting Prussia
its first semblance of a national par-
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liament. The son opposed the consti-
tutional movement until he saw it
could not be stemmed, and then, with
true Hohenzollern shrewdness, he
placed himself at its head, just as
William II. is seeking to do. This
leadership boded little good for con-
stitutional reform. The constitution
proclaimed in 1851 was far from
meeting the desires of the people.

In his later years Frederick Wil-
liam IV. suffered from mental de-
rangement, and a regency was estab-
lished. The mad king died in 1861
and the regent, who afterward was
famous as William, first German Em-
peror, came to the throne. He has

been deseribed as every inch a soldier
He was firmly imbued,

and a king.
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however, with the divine right theory
despite the fact that in his “Prineiples
of Life” he modestly set down that
he would “never forget that a prinee
is a man”.

He was warlike from the very start.
The first thing he did was to reorgan-
ize the army. As a military leader,
however, he was overshadowed by
Moltke, and as a statesman he was
eclipsed by Bismarck, who made him
the first German Emperor, after eon-
quering France and Prussianizing
Germany. The Hohenzollern cup of
glory now seemed filled to the brim,
but that didn’t satisfy the first Em-
peror’s grandson, William II. He
spilled it over and drenched the world
in blood.
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The Bt of ddaking JBooks'

BY CHARLES H. THURBER

g "AVOURITE device for
teaching geography is
the so-called dinner-
table method. Since it
applies the principle of
proceeding from the
known to the unknown, it seems to be
based on sound psychology. If the
child knows anything it knows what
is on the dinner-table. Where did
the tea and the coffee and the pepper
eome from? The grocery store. But
where did the grocer get them? For
the eity child even the origin of the
butter and milk and cream might be
equally mysterious. Knives and forks
and table linen would open up other
industries and other lands. If all the
materials on the dinner-table were
merely collected and thrown the_re,
however, you would not have a din-
ner, but a mess. The artist who trans-
forms the mess into a pglatablg, nu-
tritious, even luscious dinner, is the
eook. But we have recently d.lsoov-
ered that the cook must see to it not
only that the materials are properly
assembled and mixed an(} presented,
put also that they contain a proper
amount of certain mysterious sub-
stances or qualities which have not
yet been isolated, about which very
little is known, but which are abso-
lately indispensable for the heglth
and vigour of the human machine.
These elusive and mysterious spb-
stances or prineiples are called vita-
mines. About all we know of them
at the present time is that they are

found in certain food materials pre-
pared in a certain way, that they are
not found in the same food materials
differently prepared and that it is
absolutely unsafe for the human race
to try to get along without them.
The art of making books may be
approached in a similar way. Take
up any book and you will find it
offers as many as or more varieties
in materials than the dinner-table.
The first thing you see is the cloth on
the cover, which can be followed a
long way to the fields where the plant
was grown, through the mills where
the cloth was manufactured, and then
to the special book-cloth mill where
the cloths are put through a secret
process. There is the dye which must
have been used in colouring the cloth.
There is, perhaps, gold on the cover,
real gold, which leads us to considera-
tion of the ancient art of the gold-
beater. Without opening the book you
see that it is composed of a great mass
of paper. What is the paper made
of? Rags from a Mediterranean port,
or pulp, the ignoble end of some mon-
arch of the forest? Here is a whole
vast industry with all its ramifica~
tions, from the materials and chem-
icals used to the nations that contri-
bute them, an enormous industry with
many picturesque features. There is
glue; there are hits of cloth to hold
the book into the binding; there is
thread used to sew the leaves together :
there is ink on the pages. How did

e

the ink get on the pages in the form

* An address to the Ontario Library Association.
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which makes an intelligible, readable
document? It was put there by press-
ing the paper against metal—metal
type, or more likely in these days,
metal plates. Where did the metal
come from? How many different
kinds of metals are used? How are
they arranged in just this particular
way? There may be pictures. How
did they come into being? If all the
materials that go into a book were
merely thrown together we should no
more have a book than we should have
a dinner if the materials on the din-
ner-table were thrown together. It is
the cook who takes the materials for
the dinner-table, arranges them pro-
perly, saves them from becoming a
mess and makes them a dinner. So
there must be some agency to perform
a like function for the materials which
go into a book. There must be, to
carry out the figure, a book cook.
il‘i;)at, for many years, has been my
job.

Now the dinner cook does not need
to know absolutely everything about
the origin of the materials that go
into his dinner—he may know very
little about them and yet be a very
good cook. So the book cook need not
know everything about the origin and
preparation of all the materials that
20 into a book, but both cooks, if they
are to succeed, must know when their
materials are good and how to com-
bine them properly. Finally, just as
in the dinner there must be these
elusive, mysterious elements called
vitamines, or else the dinner doesn’t
minister properly to our physical
needs, so the book must contain the
vital elements of fact, or thought, or
faney, which are the vitamines of the
heart and the mind and the soul.
These book vitamines the author must
supply. Bad materials and poor cook-
ing obviously spoil a dinner. Tf the

food vitamines are not there, that de- -

feet while more fatal is not obvious.
It is quite possible to have a dinner
that looks good and tastes good, that
would be lacking in food vitamines, so
that if we ate only such dinners we
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should pine away physically. Bad
materials and poor cooking may speil
the physical appearance of a book,
and yet the author may have the
spiritual vitamines in it. Good ma-
terials and good cooking may make
a good-looking, artistic-appearing
book which is, after all, defective in
soul yitamines. A good literary eri-
tic’s job should be to analyze a book
and discover whether it does contain
these elusive, intellectual vitamines
which are the only legitimate reason
for the publication of any book. Mil-
ton says, “A good book is the precious
life-blood of a master-spirit.” If it
be scientific or technical it may re-
present years of laborious research on
the part of the author; if a work of
literature it may present the finest
flowers of sentiment and faney and
imagination. A true book is the ulti-
mate expression of the subtlest and
highest elements in the author’s in-
tellect and soul.

It is not my place, however, to dis-
cuss literature nor to go into a de-
tailed account of the mechanical side
of book-making. I am here primar-
ily as the cook to describe, if possible
—and I find it very difficult, as most
men do, to describe my own work,
particularly when it is of a somewhat
complex and elusive character—to de-
seribe as well as possible how the com-
plex of physical and spiritual ele-
ments, the raw materials and the vitg-
mines of a book are worked together
into the finished produet.

Men have recorded their thoughts
and achievements from prehistorie
times, so that books in one form op
another are among the most ancient
possessions of the human race. Ham-
murabi published his wonderful ecode
which has been preserved to us thegé
thousands of years to be discovered
again only in the present generation
by means of baking it in brieks. The’
commandments were graven on stone :
many ancient records have been digz
covered graven on stone. Books were
written on papyrus, on tablets of
wood or ivory, and later, writing on
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parchment until the discovery of
printing was the only method gen-
erally practised for producing books
in the European -civilizations. You
have your own conceptions of what
a library is or should be, but you
see that it may well have been a
pile of bricks, a collection of stone
pillars, a heap of papyrus rolls or
of wood or ivory tablets, a col-
leetion of parchment manuseripts.
Yet the essential function of the lib-
rary, so far as it is limited to the pre-
servation of knowledge or literature,
was the same in the heap of stone or
the pile of bricks as it is in the most
modern library in the world. It is
astonishing to think how long this
essential idea of a library as the jail
of knowledge dominated the world.
The replacing of the jailer spirit by
the missionary spirit in the library is
the achievement of the last quarter-
century, if not of the last decade. As
a book might have been of brick or
of stone or something else, so the art
of the printer or the art of making
books was played successively by the
baker or the stonecutter or the pen-
man. The latter art as practised by
the monks, especially in those wonder-
fully illuminated parchments, is a
marvellous example of human skill
and patience and often of the highest
artistic achievement.

All this time and until long after
the invention of printing, books, it
hardly need be said, were rare and
costly treasures. When we consider
how they had to be preserved and the
vicissitudes to which they were sub-
jected all through the turbulent ages,
the wonder is not that so much of our
ancient literature has been lost, but
that on the whole so much has been

ed. When reading and writ-

were themselves mysteries which
only a few of the initiated could prae-
tise, when great monarchs could at
most sign their own names, small won-
der that the book produced with such
toil was looked upon with awe, and
that not only the Bible as the Book of
books, but all other books were to a
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great extent objects of reverence.

The invention of printing did not
immediately change this condition, for
the early printing presses were few
and the process was slow, laborious
and expensive. Really it is only in
the present generation that books have
become cheap and common and some-
times, alas, though properly enough,
despised. The multiplication of books,
the cheapening of their prices and the
dissemination of knowledge are all
ultra-modern, and so long as they do
not lead to that contempt which is
natural to human nature for every-
thing that is cheap and common, to
a contempt for books and for know-
ledge, this modern development is al-
together good.

The parties involved in the produec-
tion of the book are the author, the
publisher, the printer or manufac-
turer, and the buyer or public. These
different parties to the transaction are
generally all different individuals. A
few large publishers are also printers
or manufacturers, and occasionally an
author undertakes to be his own pub-
lisher. Books have been written on
the relations between authors and
publishers, and the Seripture even has
been perverted to parody these rela-
tions, making that passage, which is
so well known to all of you that I
need not quote it in its proper form,
read, “Now Barabbas was a publish-
er”. Yet as a matter of fact these
relations are to-day generally based
on mutual confidence and respect.

Tht first step in bridging the chasm
between the author’s brain and the
manufactured book in the hands of
the public is in making the arrange-
ment between the author and the pub-
lisher. Here the initiative may come
from either side. Quantitatively
speaking, it comes from the author’s
side. Authors are always seeking pub-
lishers. A large percentage of the
seekers do not find and do not deserve
to find suecess, but many of them do
deserve success. Authors often have
the feeling that their work is not
given careful consideration by pub-
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lishers. They should remember that
the publisher has no other way of
making his living except by selling
books and that he ean’t sell books un-
less he gets saleable books on his list.
The foundation of every publishing
house is the securing of good books
and it must continue to secure a con-
stant stream of such good books or it
will fail. Mistakes of judgment are
made, of course. “Ben Hur” sought a
publisher for some ten years and
“David Harum” was rejected by most
of the great publishing houses in the
United States before one editor saw
its possibilities and opened the way
to its enormous sales. On the other
hand, great sums of money have been
lost on books which never returned
the cost of their printing. Most peo-
ple can hide a fair share of their mis-
takes, and generally do. The pub-
lisher must flaunt his mistakes in the
eyes of all the world. When he has
cooked his intellectual dinner he in-
vites every one to partake of it and
he is seldom so fortunate as to please
all of his guests. He often has the
experience of being commended and
condemned for precisely the same
thing and occasionally in the same
mail.

But while authors are always seek-
ing publishers, it is also true that pub-
lishers are always seeking authors.
Those authors who have already es-
tablished their fame in whatever line
of writing are reasonably sure to be
approached by various publishing
houses with requests for their work.
It is the duty of the editorial man-
ager of a publishing house not only
to pass upon the propositions and the
manuseripts that authors submit, but
also to canvass carefully the possi-
bilities for new books. This is par-
ticularly true, of course, with publish-
ers who specialize in educational and
technical lines. Knowing the task to
be done, the editor must find the per-
son to do it. Wide acquaintance
helps. Searching and long-continued
inquiry is necessary. Having found
your man, you must present your case
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attractively and at the same time hon-
estly. In delicate negotiations per-
sonal interviews are better than the
best letters, and your desired author
may be in California or England.
Often the best appeal is not the finan-
cial appeal. Here may well be said
that in my experience the best books
are made by men and women who
have something they believe in en-
thusiastically, something that seems
to them a high privilege and a com-
pelling duty to bring before the
world.

In this search disappointments are
many. Perfect plans only too often
come to no fulfillment. The author
may die, or he may live and not work,
I know one case where a book was
kept standing in type for fifteen years
waiting for the author to write the
introduction and give the final read-
ing to the proof. At last he wrote
the publishers that the book did not
represent his opinions any longer and
he should never allow it to be pub-
lished. I know another instance where
the plates of a book have been ready
nearly twenty years, waiting only for
some matter at the beginning and end.
Nearly every year the author ex-
plains why he has not finished the
work and promises to complete it
without delay. Again, authors, espe-
cially the best of them, are apt to be
gifted with the artistic temperament,
so that each is prone to write in his
separate star the thing as he sees it,
and to make a perfect book for whom-
soever wants that sort of a book. The
trouble then is likely to be that no-
body wants it. It is part of my pre-
fessional creed that there is absolute-
ly no quarrel between the ideal book
and the counting-room. That needs
explanation and qualification, but is
essentially true. Naturally there are
many splendid books that can nevep
be profitable because they are written
for a very few specialists who alone
can and will read them. Parenthe-
tically, it may be said that such books
generally sell at a high price, the only
chance to get back the cost. The pub-
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lisher generally does not make money
on the very expensive books. To come
back to my theme, I illustrate it by
showing that the biggest seller the
world has ever seen is the Bible. How
much good would that wonderful
Book do if nobody bought it and no-
body read it? The same is true in a
degree of every good book, whether
its purpose be to entertain, to instruet
or to inspire.

Here comes in again the function
of the book cook. No one person is
competent to pass on all the manu-
seripts on all the subjects that a pub-
lishing house with a large list has to
consider. There must be a larger or
smaller staff of editorial advisers or
readers, as they are often called. Some
of these are employed regularly, some
of them are more or less regularly
retained and some are consulted as
specialists only from time to time. A
manuseript may be read by a dozen
of these advisers, and often it is no
easy task for the editor to make out
from all these reports what the ver-
diet should be. He reads the manu-
seript himself along with the reports
and when, as is often the case, some
of the readers are warmly favourable,
some decidedly unfavourable, and
some neither hot nor cold, but merely
lukewarm, the final judgment may
be hard to reach. The jury disagrees,
but the judge must decide. He may
see that the public will disagree, just
as his advisers do, that here is a book
with real individuality. If the editor
were as wise as he ought to be he
would always know when he accepted
a book for publication just what con-
stitueney it would please and where
it would run against hostile eriticism.
A book that neither especially pleases
nor displeases anybody is not worth
publishing. : ¢ et

As a result of all this erticism by
the readers and advisers and, hope-
fully, of some skill of his own, the
head book cook ought to see two things
clearly—first, what the real merits of
the manuseript are, if it has any; and
second, how its defects may be mini-
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mized so as to make the book appeal
to the widest possible audience. There
may be passages in the book that will
give offence to some particular class.
Generally the author has not willed
to give offence—he simply isn’t aware
of the sensitive spots. In the United
States, with its multitude of races and
creeds, these sensitive spots are very
numerous. The book may be too large
or it may be too small; it may con-
tain material irrelevant to the main
theme—mere padding, weakening the
whole effect of the book—or it may
omit some points essential to a well-
rounded, satisfactory treatment of its
subject. If it is a textbook for school
use, there are innumerable other de-
tailed requirements to be considered.
If the manuseript has in it the mak-
ing of a real book, then it is the duty
of the editor to point out to the author
its defects as he sees them and to re-
commend that the manusepipt be re-
vised accordingly. By this service
many a book, impossible as it came
first from the hands of the author, has
been made a great success and done
the world a great service. If a book
has a real message or can do a real
service, then the editor does a high
kind of serviee in so changing that
book instead of reaching a thousand
people it may reach and serve and
inspire a hundred thousand or a mil-
lion people. Of course, there are
many worthless books that also reach
millions. So does the influenza.

The manuseript, let us assume, has
finally been accepted and is ready to
be turned into a book. What road
must it travel before it reaches that
goal? I will not undertake to speak
in detail of all the processes, particu-
larly as it is hard to deseribe them
clearly and interestingly. But there
are two elements for which I may
perhaps profitably take a few mo-
ments of your time.

The first of these is the work of
what I shall term the book architect.
Page architecture is an accepted and
commonly used term. The phrase
“book architecture” is not in common
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use, but it is needed, and as the art
of bookmaking is more and more de-
veloped this phrase or an equivalent
must be generally adopted. As a mat-
ter of fact, it deseribes the work in a
well-organized publishing house of a
definite person. It includes page
architecture, upon which it is based,
for the size of the page determines
the size of the book. There are estab-
lished rules now for good typographic
arrangement of the page, rules that
so far as school books are concerned
are practically laws based on the prin-
ciples of school hygiene. Here be it
observed that these rules as laid down
by school hygienists in the United
States, and I believe this is true in
England, cannot be complied with ac-
curately because they are based on
foreign studies where the metric sys-
tem prevails and our type foundries
do not work on that basis. Do the
best we can we shall be a millimeter
or so out of the way! The size of
type, spacing, number of lines on a
page, size and shape overall, includ-
ing margins, the placing of illustra-
tions on the page are all questions of
page architecture. Books tend to be
of the same general shape, and this is
no aceident but an established canon
of the printing art. The golden ob-
long (five by eight) is the best form,
and departures from it are either for
some good specific reason or else from
ignorance. The book architect must
choose the size and weight of paper,
and many elements have to be care-
fully weighed in making this choice,
such as the use to which the book is
to be put, whether it is to be illus-
trated or not, and if so, how; he must
select the cloth for the binding and
when his specifications are all made
out, he must prepare a dummy which
will show exactly how the finished
book will look and even how much it
will weigh. Sometimes several dum-
mies must be made before one gets
" the o.k. of the chief.
The other topic which ought not to
be passed by in any discussion of the
art of book making is the illustra-
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tions. Into all of the technical ques-
tions of reproduction it will not be
possible to enter. It is enough to eall
attention to the erude wood engray-
ings in the New England Primer,
which were practically the only kind
of illustrations available up to a com-
paratively recent time, and ask you
to compare those with the fine pie-
tures so commonly found in our best
books to-day. Wood engravings, to
be sure, are not necessarily crude. The
best wood engravers were great art-
ists and the best wood engravings
were perhaps the most expensive illus-
trations ever used—a single one, to
my knowledge, having cost $400 for
the engraved wood block. The very
fact that good wood engravings were
so costly limited their use. The in-
vention and improvement of photo-
engraving has brought excellent illus-
trations within the reach of moderate
purses. It may be noted that in
photo-engravings, or halftones as they
are commonly called, there is ver}
great difference in cost. You may get
them for ten cents a square inch or
for twenty-five or thirty-five cents a
square inch, or even more. The mod-
ern processes of colour printing have
also opened up a wonderful field for
the beautifying of books.

The originals from which these re-
productions are made are in part
photographs and as such need no spe-
cial consideration here. But original
drawings and paintings are also used,
These are of all degrees of excellence
and of all grades of cost. Many of
the very best, and incidentally the
highest priced, artists devote much
of their time to book illustrating. The
planner of the book has to decide
how good an artist he can afford to
employ for the book in question and
he needs to have at his command a
large number of artists, the more the
better, upon whom to draw when he
needs their services. The art editor
therefore, is a mecessary and a very’
important officer, not only in an illus.
trated magazine or paper, but also in
a book publishing house.
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This work of illustrating is often
carelessly done. The drawings may
be poor or they may be poorly adapt-
ed to illustrate what they are intend-
ed to illustrate. Sometimes pictures
seem to be stuck into a book without
mueh regard to their relation to the
text, but merely as embellishments.
This is frequently the case in novels.
You can all recall instances where the
text describes the heroine with dis-
heveled hair and bathed in tears,
while on the opposite page is a beau-
tiful picture of the heroine at the
gsame moment in an afternoon gown
and a garden hat, wreathed in smiles
and radiant with happiness. Or the
hero is deseribed in the text as doing
something ealling for an outing shirt
and tennis shoes and depicted on the
opposite page in a silk hat and cor-
rect afternoon dress. Things of this
sort “get by” in books of that sort,
but they will never get by in serious
books, particularly in educational and
scientifie books. The illustration in
that case is often absolutely essential
to the proper explanation of the text
and it must be made absolutely accur-
ate. Sometimes it is very difficult to
get this done. You have no idea of
the immense amount of pains that
must be taken in what would appar-
ently be so simple a matter as getting
eorrect diagrams for a mathematical
book. They are perhaps more often
drawn incorrectly than correctly. Few
artists or draughtsmen who are com-
petent to make the drawings properly
have an intelligent understandiqg of
the subject they are trying to illus-
trate.

1t is a happy time for the art editor
when on approaching an artist with a
proposition to illustrate some book, he
is welcomed with enthusiasm and told
that that particular book is something
that the artist will regard not as a
job alone but as a joy. I recall a re-
eent instance that came to my atten-
tion. The publisher approached
probably the most distinguishad black-
and-white artist in England to see if
he would illustrate an edition of Tom
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Brown at Rugby. The artist replied
that this was a plan that he had cher-
ished for years, that he welcomed the
opportunity to do it, stipulating only
that he should have his own time for
the work and agreeing to make, for
a large sum, but not too large under
the circumstances, a certain definite
number of drawings. The agreement
was made and nothing further was
heard from the artist until the draw-
ings came in, with a letter in which
he stated that he had gone to Rugby,
spent much time there, made all of
his sketches on the spot and enjoyed
it beyond almost any other work that
he had ever undertaken—1I believe he
was a Rugby boy himself—and that
he had made something like twice the
number of drawings he had agreed to
make, all of which were at the pub-
lisher’s service for the price agreed
upon. The publisher could use them
all if he chose, or make such selections
as he wanted to. The drawings were
superb and that book will be a pro-
perly illustrated edition.

A great many books are published
into which consciously the art of
making books has not entered at all,
and if they are well and artistically
made it is apparently by accident.
Yet that is not really true. There
are many able men and women who
are devoting their lives to the making
of good books. Now and then one of
these men manages a small printing
plant of his own and is his own mas-
ter artist and master craftsman. Such
a one, like Updike of Boston, may
have a more than national fame.
Others work for the few publishing
houses that keep their standards high
and find their reward in the satisfac-
tion of good work well done quite as
much as in the money return. These
men are organized into societies in
the larger cities, hold regular meet-
ings, get the benefit of the group ex-
perience, and even publish their own
craft organs. The work of these art-
ists is leavening the taste of the whole
reading public. Their influence
reaches vastly beyond their own pro-
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ductions. When the publisher who
does not know much about the art of
making books sends a manuseript to
his printer, he is apt to send along
with it a book he likes and tell the
printer to copy its style; or if the
publisher gives no such instructions
nor any instructions, the printer may
choose some model already in exist-
ence to follow. The printer is very
apt to have good taste and to care
for the good appearance of his finish-
ed product. The models selected are
pretty sure to be the product of some
printer who has studied the art of
making books. In this way the work
of the specialists is copied by many
who never heard of them and certain-
ly never helped pay {heir salaries.
When publisher X, who spends not a
cent for printing art, tells his printer
to put out a certain manuscript just
like publisher Y’s book, Y being pub-
lishers who spend thousands of dollars
a year for their special book designers,
Y may be flattered but not altogether
pleased. But Y can’t help himself
and X can help himself to all of Y’s
ideas! The public thus gets the bene-
fit of all the best experimental work
done anywhere. So the crude, flam-
buoyant, showy book is more and
more not being done, and the simple,
dignified, truly artistic book is more
and more preferred even by those
who have never analyzed the reason
for the preference,

To repeat Milton’s words, “A good
book is the precious life-blood of a
master-spirit.” It is not primarily a
thing of cloth and paper and ink, no
matter how artistically arranged, no
more than a tailor’s dummy, no mat-
ter how radiantly attired, is a man.
But a decent man desires to be decent-
ly and becomingly dressed, and a good
book deserves the same. This dress
should be sound and durable. Tt is
amazing to see what a large propor-
tion of books that deserve better treat-
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ment and for which, incidentally,
good prices are charged, are not even
decently well made, though they may
look well superficially. I have not
dealt much in the technicalities of
book-making, because it would be im-
possible in the limited time to give
you any permanently useful informa-
tion, and to have tried to do so wounld
have made my remarks even duller
than they have been. But I eannot’
refrain from saying that if every lib-
rarian as a part of his or her training
had some sound instruction in the
processes of book manufacturing and
librarians then refused to buy books
that were not soundly made, the re.
sult would be altogether good. Be.
cause they do not have this aceurate
knowledge, librarians now sometimes
make impossible demands and yet fail
to demand what is perfectly possible
and perfectly right. It is always to
be remembered, of course, that a book
is made of paper and cloth held to-
gether by thread and glue, not of
armour plate and steel rivets, and
that paper and glue will not stand as
much hard treatment as armour plate.
Librarians, authors, editors, pub-
lishers, we are all engaged in the same
great ministry to the minds and souls
of men and women and little children.
We may conceive our office nobly or
ignobly. The librarian may be a base
jailer of knowledge, the author may
be an intellectual panderer, the pub-
lisher may be a soulless trafficker. Our
concern is not with such as these. We
conceive our ministry to be as saered
as any human calling, for we are
guardians and dispensers of the wing-
ed words that inform and cheer, up-
lift and inspire. In our charge society
places the solemn trust of preservi
and passing on to posterity the pe.
cords of the achievements of that
civilization which you and I believe
shall not be allowed to perish from
the earth. :



B Good Fob at Dection
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BY RALPH AND CELESTE LISTON HARRIS

o dmer VERYTHING would
a2l have worked out all
(= ﬁ«‘%‘»‘,‘ right when mother came
\ ',;‘ﬁ»‘,}‘s to the homestead to keep
. house for Jake and me,
- only mother had chang-
ed a good deal in some things since
we had left home. If we’d only known
of this difference in her we’d *ve acted
different.

You see, Jake and me had been
away from the old home ten years
altogether, and just went back for a
few days five years ago to see mother
before we started up here to home-
stead, and to see—well, a couple of
girls we knew when we were kids, you
know. Since we’d been here we hadn’t
had a woman on the place till mother
came, and you know batchin’ and doin’
your own washin’ don’t tend to refine
a man overly. So when mother de-
cided to come out here to stay a spell
with us, we just naturally failed to
attach as much importance to having
things smack and clean about the
cabin as maybe we should. Anyway,
we just caleulated that mother would
fix things up to suit herself, once she
got here.

We decided that Jake should go to
Broadview, the little town at the end
of steel, that stands right out on the

irie and gets all the fresh air that
glowa, to meet mother, while I stayed
at home to red the shack up a bit and
fix the binder, it bein’ an understood
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thing between us that T was pretty
good at both, considerin’, It’s ten
miles to town, and the train gets in
there at midnight, so, of course, 1
never once thought Jake would drive
out before morning. But it seemed
mother was kinder anxious to see her
“baby”( that’s me) and, besides, she
was allus the kind that liked to finish
a job by night so as to be ready to
tackle a new one bright and early next
morning. I remember when we used
to drive away over into the next coun-
ty to visit our relations when 1 was
a boy, and mother allus insisted on
dad drivin’ all the way home in one
day, with us boys tucked in snug and
warm on some hay in the back of the
sled (it was always winter when we
went visitin’), sound asleep long be-
fore we got there, so’s she counld
“start” her bread early next morning.
So out they drove, Jake and mother,
getting here about two a.m., and I
didn’t know whether to be glad or
sorry, not havin’ cleaned up a mite
that day, bein’ so busy with the bin-
der. I didn’t even have a bunk ready
for mother, but she lay down on
Jake’s bed and was asleep in five min-
utes after she kissed me; she was that
tired, what with the long railroad
trip and all. She said the jerkwater
branch from the main line out here
was rougher than the ocean in a storm
coming over from the old country.
Jake and me turned in soon’s we
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got the team put away, but I was a
bit uneasy over the look mother gave
to the surroundings as she took her
bonnet off, and I resolved to be up
long before she woke next morning
and clean things up a-plenty before
calling her. She would need the rest,
anyvhow, I thought.

In one respect, though, mother
hadn’t changed a speck, for we were
awakened next morning by the famil-
iar call:

“Come, now, you boys, get up and
wash. Breakfast is ready.”

I thought I was dreaming. It seem-
ed like twenty years had slipped back
and we were boys again, on the old
Ontario farm. 1 waited for mother
to make her customary third ecall
while I took another little snooze. Just
as I thought I should hear father’s
booming voice I woke with a start,
and there stood mother with the pan-
cake turner in one hand, her face
flushed with the heat of the little red-
hot sheet-iron stove—and I guess
something else besides. The way Jake
and me turned out and got ready for
that breakfast, after just one smell of
it, was a thing indecent. So the meal
passed off very well, exceptin’ that
neither Jake nor me thought about
making any allusions to how good it
was, we were both that anxious to be
the first one through, so as to beat it
to the barn and leave the other to
square it up with mother about the
house. Everything pointed to my
successful get-away, for Jake had just
landed three more pancakes on his
plate, and I suddenly decided to for-
go my seventh when mother addressed
us both, asking where we expected her
to unpack her trunk. Her question
was innocent enough, but her voice
held another element than innocence.
Tt had the same effect on me as I’ve
experienced in walking over a swollen
stream on a footlog and expecting
every minute I’d slip and take a
plunge into the icy waters.

Jake gulped his last mouthful of
coffee, grabbed his hat and turned
the responsibility onto me in a mad-
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dening way by replying in even tones,
“That’s your room, mother,” pointing
to the door in the only partition the
cabin boasted, and at the same time
making a bee-line for the barn and
calling back over his shoulder that
I’d help her all she needed, as he had
to harness the plow-team right away.
As long as I was left to face the
music alone T decided to fortify my-
self by eating a few more cakes, so
accepted the three steaming hot ones
mother carried to the table on the
cake-turner as she went to take a
peep into the designated room. My!
You ought to ’ve seen the look on her
good old face when she had had g
squint into that room; and as I look
back now I can’t say I blame her for
the things she said, though at the time
I remember T felt considerable mar-
tyrized. For four years it had been
used for a ecatch-all for the surplus
stuff that will, somehow, accumulate
in a bachelor’s shack. Into it had
been pitched a set of old oxbows and
yokes, a box of harrow teeth, a break-
ing plow (to keep it from being un-
ceremoniously borrowed by a shiftless
neighbour), several beef hides, a buf-
falo skull and the pelts of six coyotes.
“You'll not plow any to-day,” said
mother, in a tone that left no room for
argument. “T’ll send Jake to town to
get me some civilized furniture, andq
you are going to help clean this trash
out and bring water to serub this
whole house. It’s a disgrace to vom
to both of you.” - e
Mother went to the cabin door and
in the same clear, bell-like voice of
old called, “Jak-i-i-e-e-e, Jak-i-i-e-g-g
Jake heard it all right; in fact, I sus.
picioned he had been waiting for it,
and he came in, looking rather sheep-
igh.
“What is it, mother?” he askeq
Jake allus was a good bluffer, >
“What is it, mother!” she repeatedq
her voice getting a little sharp-edged.
“It’s enough! You boys have liVe(i
so long in this forsaken country with.
out women folks around that you’pe
a diseredit to the mother that ;‘aised
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you. I want you to hiteh up, right
now, and go to town and get me a
bed with a mattress and sprines, like
a Christian woman that’s pioneered
in old Ontario is entitled to, and a
bureau and some other things. It
would be different if you boys was
poor like I and your pa was when we
came to Ontario before you was born,
but you ain’t, for all the way out here
last night you was telling me how you
had prospered and about your bank
savin's.” Her voice softened a little
as she added, “It’s a shame you boys
have forgotten Madge and Kate and
just left them girls waiting for you
to say the word, and—." Here she
broke off as though she had said too
much, and she had, too, as far as 1
was concerned, for her words brought
back a flood of memories about a cer
tain black-eyed, auburn-haired girl
that I had made some promise or
other about coming back for when “I
got rich”, and here I hadn’t written
a line to her for more’n two years.
Jake winced a little and rushed off
to hiteh up the team most too quick
to be in keeping with his general ten-
dency to argue and have his own way.

After he drove off toward town in
the new wagon we’d bought in the
spring, and with parting admonitions
from mother as to just the kind of
furniture she wanted, she and I set
to work on the biggest upheaval that
eabin had ever witnessed. I never
knew before how much could be
crowded into so small a space. All
forenoon I carried stuff from the
cabin to the barn, where I cached it.
There were things I had forgotten
we owned, and a lot of ’em would
now come in handy about the place.
By the time Jake returned in the
evening the cabin was clean, believe
me! Tt had sure taken a deal of
water, and my knees had blisters on
’em from getting down with a serub-
brush to elean the floors. Mother had
earried the day, in spite of my pro-
tests against that method of serub-
bing, for, as I told her, me and Jake
just throwed a pail of water over the
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floor when we serubbed and swept it
out with the broom. Mother said she
wondered if we’d really ever done
that much to it!

Jake got home in record time from
town, and we could see mother was
real pleased with his purchases, which
she had him put right in place in her
shiny, clean room. He had got her
some little “extras”, by way of atone-
ment, such as a picture for the wall
and a frilly pin-cushion for the bur-
eau and some fancy white towels for
her own use (she had made some de-
rogatory remarks about our grimy
roller towels that morning). Jake
and me took turns, when we thought
each other wasn’t lookin’, goin’ into
mother’s room just to get a good
whiff of its cleanness. It sure did
look like another place, with the fresh
buildin’ paper tacked onto the walls
and a real bedstead in one corner
with one of mother’s pieced quilts on
top of it, and I, for one, made up my
mind that, come what might, I’d
never live so slipshod again, if T had
to divorce Jake, and him my only
brother. :

Early next mornin’ we got out to
our plowin’. Mother said at break-
fast that she liked the place better
than she had, someway, and we both
agreed that no matter what she might
take a notion to want she should have
it if she kept up her present lick in
the cooking line. T tell you what, a
fellow whose mother is a good cook
has a lot to be thankful for. We
had a eow and a bunch of barred rock
hens and a garden pateh that mother
said she could find no fault with, and
say, the way she eould throw together
a dinner of hot biseuits, fried ehicken
with eream gravy and mashed pota-
toes, topped off with punkin pie, was
something to be proud of. Sometimes
she would vary the bill of fare by
substituting boiled chicken with
dumplings. Then we made fools of
ourselves.

It wasn’t long before every bache-
lor homesteader within twenty miles
was losing his stock about once a
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week, and the search always led past
our door about dinner time.

After a few weeks, when we had
accepted the fact that mother had
settled down and that things were
running as smooth as clockwork, we
came home one night to find mother
lying on her bed and no supper ready.
We felt no end worried, for neither
of us could remember ever seeing
such a thing happen to mother before
in all our lives. She said she guessed
she had been overdoing it a little and
that we would have to throw together
something for our own supper. I got
supper and Jake grumbled and made
odious comparisons about several
things, such as potatoes boiled in
their jackets versus creamy, mashed
spuds. He was especially vociferous
about the burnt pork chops. You’d a
thought he’d never burnt any.

Several times in the succeeding
weeks mother felt indisposed and one
night when Jake and me had had a
particularly wordy argument about
who was to get the supper mother
came right out and said that if she
had a girl to help her she could still
do the cooking and wouldn’t keep
getting tuckered out this way. “There
are the chickens to tend to and the
butter to make and the house to ¢lean.
Now, if I had a girl to help me do
all this, and the washing, too, I’d not
get so tuckered out that I couldn’t
get your suppers.”

Well, say, you could a-knocked me
and Jake over with a feather, we was
that surprised. You know that after
a fellow has lived without any woman
around the house for five years or so
the idea of a hired girl seems a little
superfluous, but, as usual, we finally
gave in to mother’s wishes, even to her
request that we’d have to build an-
other room and buy some more furni-
ture. Within a few days we were
busy hauling lumber from a nearby
sawmill, and in a very short time had
built on a nmew room, which, again
following mother’s suggestions, we
built on a good foundation so that it
would serve as the basis for an en-

tirely new house perhaps the follow-
ing spring, as the sod-roofed, low-ceil-
ed place was enough to get on a body’s
nerves, mother said. When the room
was about ready we began to question
where the girl was to come from. Net
in the whole valley did we know of a
girl who had escaped matrimony long
enough to hire out to work, unless it
might be one of the half-breed girls
from the reserve down on the river,
Mother listened a while, then with a
smile, said we were worrying need-
lessly, as she had already written to
a girl she knew back East that she
thought would come. Sure enough,
Mary (mother called her that) wrote
to say she was willing to come, so we
dug up the fare for mother to send
for her.

Mother seemed to regain a good deal
of her old-time vigour after this ar-
rangement had been completed, ang
she sang snatches of hymns as she
bustled about her work. It seemed to
me she was slicking things up so well
the girl wouldn’t have anything to
do when she got there, and I certaj
did hope mother would continne to
do the cooking.

The day came when the girl was to
arrive in town, and next mornj
mother announced that she would 2o
in to bring Mary out.

“She might feel shy if one of you
boys went,” mother explained.

Well, we felt too shy to insist on

\‘going, so hitched the team to the

democrat and mother started off ear .
They returned in the evening before
we got in from the field, for it was
pretty near harvest time, and

worked late. When we came bluster-
ing in mother cautioned us to be
quiet, as Mary was resting from her
long trip. I saw right away that
mother had put the white tablecloth

on the supper table, part of our boast.

ed bank account having been Trequisi-
tioned for its purchase some weeks
before, and she insisted on me and
Jake puttin’ on our clean shirts, whi

we thought was goin’ it a little too
strong. We certainly didn’t mean to
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change our shirts before supper every
night just because there was a hired
girl in the house, not if we knew it!
First thing we knew she’d be wanting
us to shave every morning before
breakfast! But mother only looked
at us in a way she has, and we grab-
bed our clean shirts off the top shelf
and beat it for her room without an-
other word.

Mother’s hasty look when we came
back to the big room satisfied us that
our improved appearance pleased
her. Both Jake and me felt self-con-
seious and kept smoothing down our
hair and pulling our neckties like
two young sprouts at their first dance.
Time never dragged on so, and I was
that hungry I was gettin’ hot under
the collar. Finally mother went to
the door of the new room and said:
“Come, Mary, supper is all ready
now.”

I had resolved to appear very un-
concerned, so I glanced up careless-
like to behold—not one, but two
girls. And I rubbed my eyes and got
red in the face and otherwise made a
fool of myself when I discovered that
those two girls were none other than
Madge and Kate. Madge stood there
smiling at me (a peach of a smile she’s
got, too, believe me), just like ten
years ago when she was a slip of a
girl only seventeen. And pretty soon
I saw that Jake and Kate had clasped
hands in a way that indicated the
years had rolled away, leaving them
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young and full of hopes, too. Mother
had gone outside to feed Carlo, and
when she came in she said, just as
though nothin’ unusual had happen-
ed:

]“Well, children, supper’s getting
cold.”

No use telling you how that even-
ing two men and two girls walked
over the nearby hills unravelling the
tangled threads of the past, while a
full moon shone over the world and
the air was balmy with the soft odours
of turf and harvested grain.

During those following days it was
surprisin’ what a lot of times either
Jake or me, sometimes both of us, had
to go to the house the middle of the
forenoon, and like as not the middle
of the afternoon, too, to get a drink
of water or look for somethin’ we for-
got! And it was surprisin’, too, how
mother forgot all her ailments, and
every night insisted on washing the
supper dishes, while she urged us
young folks to go for a walk, saying
she “had been young, once”.

It wasn’t very long before mother
said her sister wanted her to come
back East and spend the winter, and
she guessed she’d better start soon
as the weddin’ was over. So Jake

drove to town the next week and
brought out the Methodist missionary,
whose business in life, he said, was to
make folks happy. He certainly done
a good job of it on section twenty-
nine, on top of mother’s hoostin’.




Cheating Flunt Fane

BY EDITH

ISBORNE leaned back
into the downy depths of
his many - cushioned
chaise lounge and puft-
ing slowly at his pipe

3 watched with languid

interest the game of ground hockey in
progress on the green sward. It might
have been reasonable to expect him to
exhibit some trifling enthusiasm over
the game that resembled that Cana-
dian sport in which he was himself an
expert. But compared with ice-
hockey as he knew it, this seemed more
or less of a burlesque and a sort of
mild resentment was seething in him
at this British assumption of what he
considered a strictly home-made pro-
duct. More than once he had been on
the point of falling asleep, but a due
regard for the feelings of his hostesses
restrained him, just in time.

Also, there was the girl in the blue-
striped blazer. One couldn’t doze
with her to wateh. She was so entire-
ly ‘‘different’’! Gisborne lazily com-
pared her in his mind to Mr. Wells’s
Miss Corner, who was such a valorous
hockeyist. Then he amended the sug-
gestion, and likened her to Mary Pick-
ford, because there was that sheer joy-
ousness, that delightsome abandon in
her every movement, which was the
very spirit of gladsome childhood. The
other players in their swirl and dash
across the lawn were just players and
no more—figures in white and pink
and blue, ‘‘smacking the ball about,”’
as Lambert said. ;

(That constituted another griev-
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ance! Why didn’t they ecall it the
puck?)

But the girl in the blue blazer
seemed to be a fairy, a grown-up elf
that had been conjured up to add a
touch of unreality to the picture. Pre-
sently she must melt ephemera]]y
away: g

Still, she was substantial enough to
be ‘‘ruled out’’ occasionally, and then
she would subside on to the ‘‘bench’’
with an air of pretty humility that
made Gisborne’s firm lips curye in
spite of himself.

She had a rather unruly mass of
bronze-coloured hair, eyes of an inde-
perminate gray-green and a lithe, boy-
ish figure. From her perch on the
‘‘bench’’ (and Gisborne noticed that
her slim ankles swung several inches
from the ground) this little person
idly contemplated the semi-circulay
row of convalescent officers. Onee she

~smiled in his direction, but starti

up, he discovered that his next neigh-
bour, Captain Lambert, was the Iu
inan. Lambert gave her a military sg.
ute.

“‘Not bad, that last play, what$*® he
drawled to Glisborne, after a moment,

“I—I'm afraid I wasn’t watch-
ing,”’ confessed the Canadian. ¢
heat has nearly put me asleep.”

‘It is extraordinary warm for Sep.
tember,”” returned the Captain. *“ By
I say, you know, if the weather holds
out like this till the fifteenth we shall
be taken to the Blantshire Links to
see the golf matech. You positively
ought not to miss that! Miss Moxley
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—that girl in the striped coat——"’

@Gisborne straightened up, and re-
moved his pipe.

““Moxley! So that’s her name!’’ he
exclaimed.

““I noticed your interest in her!
Well, I was about to say that she plays
a wonderful game. Has a remarkable
drive. Absolutely corking. She holds
three cups.’’

Lambert talked on about golf in
general. He did not perceive the ex-
pression of surprise that lingered on
his companion’s face.

““The hoe of course is mightier than
the niblick, nowadays,”’ he observed.
““But it is a difficult thing to quite
stamp out the golf habit. I mean to
say one might as well suggest that we
do away with such institutions as the
Bank of England, Whittaker’s Alma-
nae, Trafalgar Monument——"’

““And tea-drinking,”’ put in the
Canadian, with a smile. ‘‘Don’t forget
tea!’’

““I’ve been thinking of it for the
last hour, my dear chap! And, by
Jove, here it comes at last!”’

A bevy of pretty waitresses flocked
about them. Tea-carts were wheeled
up and soon Gisborne, like the rest of
the men, was hungrily devouring deli-
cate sandwiches, cakes of a marvellous
lightness, and tea of the fragrant brew
that is England’s own secret.

To the eyes of the Canadian officers
tea on the terrace of an old manorial
hall, which was pro tem a convalescent
hospital, made a picture that would
live long in the memory. The long,
gray-stone, ivy-clad mansion looked
out upon a sweeping driveway and an
emerald lawn dotted with cut cedars,
rhododendrons, laurel bushes and
little silvery fountains. In the back-
ground were mighty oaks, and from
over the lowest hedges one might catch
fascinating glimpses of an old English
rose garden.

Presently, however, as the early-
September sun began to cast long
shadows across the pleasant scene a
chill crept into the air. Nurses a_nd
orderlies assumed a very business-like
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manner, and in a very few minutes
the last wounded officer had been
wheeled through the long French win-
dows, and the delightful day was over.

In the long main corridor stood a
green - baise covered announcement
board. Here the lonely soldier-boy
from overseas might learn that Lady
Grex-Greene would be on hand at two
o’clock on Tuesday with a Rolls-Royce
seating seven. Or that Miss Sibthorpe,
the well-known lecturer, ete., woald
bring three motors at one-thirty on
Wednesday, to make tours of The Em-
bankment, The Royal Residences,
Mayfair, and other places of interest.
Or that anyone desiring entertain-
ment for the evening would be taken
to St. Bernard’s Parish Hall, where
the ladies of the Auxiliary were pro-
viding supper for fifty, with lantern-
slides, and prayer, afterward.

The drives were always accepted
with eagerness. The latter form of
entertainment found a steadily dimin-
ishing number of advocates, It may
have been the prayer.

Three days after the terrace tea
Gisborne limped slowly past this bul-
letin board. But a name halfway down
the list caught his eye and he re-
turned. In a moment he had picked
up the pencil and written his name, in
acceptance after the following invita-
tion :

‘““Miss Vera Moxley will call at
three with a side car. Room for one
only. Tour optional.”’

Just after the luncheon hour the
sergeant went about trying to gather
promises for one of the aforemention-
ed semi-religious sociables. He came
to Gisborne’s group, but they all with
one accord began to make excuse, say-
ing:

‘I gotta beast of a cold to-day.
Think I shall remain indoors.”’

“My Aunt from Upper Tooting is
coming to see me this afternoon.”’

‘“Honest, sergeant, I promised a
chap upstairs that I'd play a game of
chess with him to-night.”’

“You're mykin’ gammon o’ me,
that’s wot!”” and the sergeant shook
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his head sorrowfully. ‘‘Ah, ’ere’s
Lootenant Gisborne! 'E’ll go.”’

““Sorry, I’'ve accepted Miss Mox-
ley’s invitation.”’

If the Canadian had dropped a
bomb into the midst of them it could
secarcely have produced a greater ef-
fect of consternation. The sudden
silence was broken by a horse laugh
from a Cockney corporal. Then the
rest joined in.

‘“Well! Anybody here got a pre-
emption on Miss Moxley ?’’ demanded
Gisborne, with some heat.

“Pre-empted is it? Boycotted is the
word!”’ said an officer of the Irish
Fusiliers.

¢“She’ll talk the bloomin’ ’ead off
you,’’ the corporal put in.

‘“As long as she doesn’t run me into
the ditch, I guess I can hold my own
with her,”’ Gisborne stated.

““It’s not that,”’” said Major Walms-
ley quietly. “She’s the most invet-
erate matchmaker in England. If you
don’t take another think you’ll be the
next goat, my dear chap. Before it’s
too late——"’

But a vision of the charming young
athlete rose before the Canadian. He
shook his head.

At three o’clock an orderly an-
nounced that Miss Moxley was at the
front with her side car, and Gisborne
limped out by the aid of his stick and
was ensconced in the roomy basket
seat.

“I’ll be very careful,”” his fair
driver assured him, as she helped to
make him comfortable. ‘‘And we can
go as slowly as you wish, you know.”’

In her chauffeur costume, consisting
of mannish belted coat and peaked cap
with the goggles pushed up, she made
a striking figure. More than ever Gis-
borne was reminded of some slim boy,
only that presently he noticed her feet
encased in serviceable tan boots. They
were small. And occasionally a wisp
of that wonderful hair strayed from
under the close-fitting cap.

““Miss Moxley is ’er own man an’
drives like a regular Gee-who,’’ the
corporal had told him.

QGisborne reflected that he must
have meant “Jehu”—if such a term
could be applied to the driver of g
motor-cyele !

The sputter of the engine cut Gis-
borne off, as he was about to remark
politely that she could proceed at
pace short of the speed laws, if she
liked. Miss Moxley did certain things
to the machine, examined the ti
and then springing to her seat, steer-
ed a deft course out along the winding
driveway to the lodge-gates. Not un-
til they were well along the road to
Market Glenborough did she speak
again.

“Am I going too quickly?’’ ghe
asked, half turning her head.

““Not at all,”’ returned Gisborne.

They spun rapidly past vivid
autumn-tinted hedgerows and beneath
a continuous leafy archway the like
of which for sheer loveliness Gisborne
had never beheld. Miss Moxley ap-
peared to be absorbed in managi
her machine. Her silence secemed to
disappoint the Canadian, who hag
looked forward perhaps to lively con-
versation. From time to time he sent
sidelong glances at the enchanting,
child-like profile. 3

‘“These English roads!”’ he ex.
claimed at length. ‘‘Is there any-
thing to equal them ¢’

“Smooth as asphalt,” she answep.
ed briefly, without turning her heaq.

At the end of an hour they were in
the High Street of the fascinating olq
town of Market Glenborough. Miss
Moxley applied the muffler to her en-
gine.

‘It is customary to take the
to tea at this hour,’’ she said. ¢ ‘%nh:
do you wish to go?”’

‘“Allow me, please——’ began Qig.
borne hurriedly.

.“Thanks, no. The treat will he
mine.”’

‘“Very well. I am a stranger here.
Wherever you like. Some quiet pI:::
preferably.’’

Miss Moxley, who had been casting
her eye toward a very popular
room opposite, seemed to hesitate,
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But soon she had decided. In five
minutes they were seated opposite
each other in an almost deserted tea-
garden, under some spreading oaks.
The air was warm and still.

Gisborne leaned across the table.

““Now!”” he said decisively.
““Please tell me why you are masquer-
ading under the name of Miss Mox-
ley,n

She returned his steady gaze, and
smiled slightly.

“It is very warm. I'm going to
take my coat off,”’ she remarked, suit-
ing the action to the word.

“I would like an answer to my
question. Now" that we are relieved
of the noise of that motor surely you
can——"’ .

““Poor soldier boy! I would gladly
do anything to please you, but we are
strangers, aren’t we? After all, T am
not the kind of person you approve
of——s0 you said plainly that night
in Vancouver. So we meet as total
strangers——"’

“That was two years ago. Things
have changed I have changed. The
whole perspective of a man must
change under conditions such as——"’

She looked at him gravely, as he
broke off with a shrug.

“Then,” she said quickly. “Then
you believe now that a woman has a
right to her own soul?”’ :

““Vera, I've been arbitrary and nar-
row. So have many other men. But
after the hell we've been through I
———1 believe anything you like.”’

The answer did not wholly con-
vince her, She shook her head slight-
ly. An interval of silence ensued
while tea and cakes were brought.

““Am I not to be forgiven?’’ plead-
ed Gisborne, at length.

“You said some bitter things, Jack,
that time I gave an address on suf-
frage, things that cut deeply. I was
only doing my duty. Mrs. Greenlee
asked me to take her place on the pro-
gram, when she became suddenly ill.
Fortunately, I had my school address
ready, and I just used it. *T wasn’t
‘panting from a platform,’ as you ac-

ol
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cused me of doing! If you had taken
the trouble to read the newspaper ac-
counts the next morning you would
have learned that my little spiel was
very well received.”’

Gisborne looked properly contrite,

“I have your ring, that you mailed
to me 8o very peremptorily. It is
here in my pocket. I've earried it for
two years,’’ he remarked suggestively.

‘“Still, you surely didn’t expeet to
see me in England !’ she “protested.
““Even if you did have an idea that
I'd ‘come to my senses sometime,’ to
use your own pe

“Don’t quote my asinine speeches,
Vera! No, I didn’t expect to see you
here.”’

“When did you first recognize
me?’’

““That day at the hockey match, At
first I wasn’t sure. But even when
Lambert had pointed you out as Miss
Moxley, I felt that was Vera McKen-
zie and no other. No one else plays
just like you. But what Vera Me-
Kenzie, girl golf champion of the Pa-
cific Coast, was doing in a rural Eng-
lish neighbourhood and using another
name—-—"’

Miss MceKenzie's silvery laugh in-
terrupted him. He noted, with eyes
that were full of the old-time ardour,
that her neck and arms were of that
delicate creamy-browness that spoke
of a life lived much in the open.

““It was this way,”” Vera began, as
she stirred her tea. ‘‘Dad put his foot
down about my volunteéring as a
nurse. Said the confinement and hard-
ships would ruin my health. Mother
aided and abetted him. So as I wasn’t
then of age I had to abide by their
finding. But Dad finally agreed to let
me come over on a visit to Aunt Jane
Moxley (she’s mother’s only sister,
you know). That was bhefore this
dreadful submarine menace. Well,
coming across, I conceived the idea of
getting up a series of games for the
invalid officers. But as I was a pro-
fessional, I couldn’t enter into any
amateur matches, so I decided for the
fun of it to change my name. Aunt
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_ Jane, who is a brick, concurred in the
scheme. It was made in a spirit of
patriotism, for I just had to help
somehow. And we’ve really done won-
ders, if T do say it!”’

“But——"" and Gisborne looked
puzzled.

Some remarks of the corporal’s
were revolving about in his mind:
‘““Talks the bloomin’ ’ead off you,”’
““rushes the ’andsome ones,”” ‘‘tries
‘er level best to myke matches be-
tween us boys an’ the girls ’erea-
bouts.”’

‘“And then we were drafted in to
entertain the Chigwell Manor Conval-
escents,”” Vera went on. “‘I didn’t
know you were among them.”’

“I only arrived last Wednesday.
That tea on the terrace was my first
real outing here. T suppose had you
known I was here you’d have ignored
me?’’

Vera smiled relentingly at his hurt
tone. She took up a sandwich, broke
it idly and set the pieces down.
Neither of them had tasted anything,
though the tea had now grown cold.

““Of course, I only recognized you
to-day,”” she said. ‘‘Your head,
swathed in so many bandages would
defy your own mother’s keen eye,
Jack. You will get better soon,
though ?”’

“I’'m afraid not,”” answered Gis-
borne dolorously.

She paled. Her lip began to
tremble. Gisborne restrained himself
admirably from jumping up and rush-
ing around the little table.

““I might as well die,”” he went on.
‘‘Nobody loves me. It’s either that
or ‘going out to the garden to eat
worms’ for mine.”’

She sent him a glance that set his
heart to beating hard—as in the old
days. Then, very slowly, she stretch-
ed a brown hand across the table.

““You can put it back—where it be-
longs,’” she said softly.

The Englishwoman and her ecrip-
pled husband who were the propri-
etors of the little tea-garden saw a

rather touching scene from their liy-
ing-room window.

‘““Lor! Look at them two!’’' ex-
claimed the woman, as she pulled the
snowy-white dimity ecurtains aside.
““Look at 'im a-kissin’ of ’er an’ them
just strangers when they kyme in!
The polite way they were talkin’ when
they first kyme!”’

‘“‘Leave ’em be,”” said the man.
““ ’E’s a Canydian. Maybe the poor
chap hain’t seen a girl for so long ‘e
don’t know ’ow to behyve.”’

‘“‘She’s Canydian, too.”’

‘“Well, don’t be a-lookin’ at ‘em, 1
s’y! A body’d think you never saw a
couple spoonin’ before! Them Cany-
dians, they’re always a-doin’ of it
Come aw’y!”’

When Miss Vera McKenzie put her
guest down at the door of the Con-
valescent Hospital he lingered for g
brief moment.

‘““What shall I tell the boys when
they ask me if you have succeeded in
betrothing me to some Market Glen-
borough lass?’’ he demanded.

““Tell them that Aunt Jane will he
on the job again to-morrow! She
doesn’t often get a sick headache.
And as for poor Major Walmsley,

Aunt Jane has set her heart on matel.

ing him off with the charming widow
Clerigan, of Moss Terrace. Poor
Aunt Jane! She just can’t help it
apparently, but it—it doesn’t run in
the family, Jack! And you’re com-
ing to dinner with us Sunday, aren’t
you? We—we’ll spring it on hep
then.”

Gisborne laughed.

“It’ll hurt her feelings, perhaps—
to think that ours was one match she
didn’t consummate.’’

““I don’t think so. She’s feeling
rather happy these days. Did I tel]
you that she and Captain Lambert
were engaged last week? Perhaps we
can have a ‘double-header,” as the
baseball boys say! I know Aunt Jane
will be sure to suggest it.”’ :

‘“‘Bless Aunt Jane!”’

; murmured
Gisborne.

{[
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Adoose MHunting in Mew
Brunswick

BY NEWTON

HE season for hunting
moose in New Brunswick
will re-open soon; and
with admirable instinet,
an instinet that arouses
our curiosity, the moose
himself, the bull moose, will withdraw
from the common haunts of man and

seek safety within the magnificent
fastnesses of the forest. The cow and

the ealf, with instinet equally admir-
able, will lag behind, well knowing
the law is one their side, the law that
imposes a costly fine on any person
who dare slay either one or other. But
the bull, which is the most picturesque
of all wild animals, knows that his
great antlers, now hard like flint for
the mating season, are coveted by
trophy-hunters from all parts of the
world. Four hundred and fifty of
these non-resident hunters held Ii-
censes last season at a cost of fifty
dollars each. The license entitles the
holder to shoot one bull moose and
two red deer. Seven thousand nine
hundred and ten licenses were issued
to residents of the Province at a cost
of five dollars each. The bull moose,
therefore, and his smaller cousin
yielded to the provincial treasury
more than sixty thousand dollars. Of
course, this game is worth to the Pro-
vinee every season much more than
that amount, for no party ean go into
the moose eountry without spending
a considerable sum of money for pro-
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visions, guides, transportation and
camping. A well-equipped party of,
say, four hunters and four guides,
starting on a hunt of fourteen days,
will have a supply of flour, cornmeal,
oatmeal, butter, evaporated apples,
baking powder, sago, candles, corn-
starch, onions, peas, lard, tomatoes,
honey, evaporated milk, pickles, beans,
bread, eggs, pork, cheese, bacon, ham,
potatoes, jam, lemons, oranges, sugar,
molasses, vinegar, canned peaches,
raisins, currants, prunes, soap, tea,
coffee, chocolate. The cost of these
provisions, many of which are pro-
duced in the Provinee, added to the
wages of the guides and railway and
other transportation charges from
Fredericton, which is the usual point
of local departure, amounts to about
two hundred dollars for each member
of the party. 4

Tt was my good fortune to go to
the camp at Rocky Brook, which is
about forty miles from the railway
and in the very heart of the forest. T
might say truthfully that it is the
forest primeval, for there many of the
great hardwood ridges have not yet
heard the woodman’s axe. These
ridges, however, have heard the axe
of the hunter’s guide and they have
reverberated also to the blast of the
birchen horn. But some guides pro-
fess to have faith no longer in the
famous imitation moose call; still
they practise it, perhaps for nothing
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more than pure sentiment. Take, for
instance, old Bill Carson. Bill has
been traversing Rocky Brook since
before New Brunswick entered Con-
federation, and therefore his years
and experience distinguish him as the
arch-eritic of the birch-bark horn.
Many old enough hunters still make
the call, especially in the mating sea-
son, and even Bill himself, with all
his prejudices, can blow an indiffer-
ent blast, although I have to confess
that he does not seem to put much
soul into it. He will call, o’ course,
just to humour any sportsman he hap-
pens to be guiding, but he tells him it
ain’t no good, and ith disgust throws
the bark funnel into the hardhack.
He would not condescend to splash
his foot in the water or to make other
noises peculiar to the cow moose. He
admits that you might get an answer
in the full heat of the.chase. Never-
theless he is skeptical and he says
that Birthright says that after the
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tenth of October at the furthest yon
might just as well call to a mountain.
And he adds that if there is anyone
on airth who ought to know it’s Birth.
right.

Harry Braithwaite, to give him g
full and proper name, is a hunter of
about Bill’'s own age. He and Bill
have swapped yarns and exchanged
dodges and cussed the porcupine vear
in and year out for half a century.
Fifty years is a considerable strotéh
of time as things go nowadays. If
you subtract it from Bill’s present age
it leaves just twenty-six. Tmenty{ix
bear-trapping seasons, therefore, had
passed over Bill's head before he
studied the woods as a short road to
fortune. First, however, he went down
to Chestnut’s hardware store in Fred-
ericton and bought a bear-trap. It is
the identical trap that we saw him set
beside the moose carcase last season
He has carried it, off and on, ever
sinee he bought it, and if he had g
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dollar for every time it has not caught
a bear he could afford to dry his socks
under Assyrian suns and cool his
brow in Siberian snow, Still, he has
the satisfaction now of looking at
things with a seasoning of philosophy.
At twenty-six even a bear-trapper is
likely to be full of what some persons
call the arrogance of youth. Bill
gives an instance of this in his ac-
eount of a visit he and Harry Braith-
waite once made to a trap which, he
is careful to point out, was sot length-
wise at the entrance to a holler log.
The trap held a snarling black bear,
and when the two trappers came on
the scene, Harry volunteered to show
Bill how he always killed a bear. He
took his axe from his shoulder, ad-
vanced to within striking distance of
the bear, and struck. But by a mo-
tion unforeseen by Harry the bear
struck first. The axe flew from Harry’s
hands; the bear clutched it, and in
Jess time than it takes Bill to get up
423

at five o'clock, light the fire and fill
his pipe, it had bitten the handle as
if it were straw and was sitting down,
ready for more. Bill then, in accord-
ance with what he regards as a fairly
safe practice, stood off and shot him.

Bill owns that only onee in his hull
life has he been badly scairt. And that
once was not mortal. He was walking
along the trail, guiding a sportsman,
who was following, when suddenly a
big she bear riz up out from behind
a pine stump and stood facing him,
showing glistening teeth and making
a snarling noise. Bill, as usnal when
guiding, carried only his axe. He
jerked back a jiffy, then struek with
all his might. But the bear was too
quick for him. She turned tail and
climbed a big black birch, leaving
three yearling cubs to seurry away in-
to the gathering gloom. The sports-
man shot up at the bear. The bullet
entered below the chin and came out
at the top of the head. But even at
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that, Bill declares, she dropped fifteen
feet, caught a limb with one paw,
held on for the space of a second, and
fell dead upon the ground.

The ground at Rocky Brook is not
always a bed of roses. Bill says you
are just as likely to light on a stone
as on a feather bed, and you are lucky
if some balsam boughs intervene to
break the fall. I saw Bill himself
take a tumble one day when we were
crossing some black land covered with
windfalls and jagged rocks. He look-
ed a bit scowly for a minute, and T
asked whether he had hurt himself.
“Yes,” he answered, without stopping
to swear, “I hurt my thigh.” But I
noticed that he went on leading just
the same as before, and we heard
nothing more about it.

Bill’s leading is about as easy to
follow as an annual report. He says
that the moment he lifts one foot
vours should fall into its track. You
will find it a nice limbering exercise
if you are on the tote road or a well-

THE CALL

beaten moose trail; but when it comes
to crossing a broiling brook or an
overturned spruce, running the rapids
on jutting rocks, or jumping from g
cedar stump across black muck onto
a slippery hemlock root, you feel like
taking a short preparatory course as
a lumber-jack. :
Lumber-jacking, by the way, is not
fifty-fifty with Bill when he enters g
trail. He enters it with as little
timidity as some men enter a profes-
sion. In the West you hit the trail,
but at Rocky Brook ‘it hits You—in
the face, on the head, and under foot.
It encloses you on all sides, except
the front and back, like a tunnel, and
its twists and turns are about as un-
certain as the marriage laws of Que-
bee. These twists and turns Bill
knows by heart. e has passed mugeh
of his life within their embrace, 5 d
he loves them as one might love an
ancestral estate. If it is not Bill’s
estate by birth, it is his by the sheep
force of knowledge. And what an



MOOSE HUNTING IN NEW BRUNSWICK

425

A LONG SHOT

estate! It is all forest, every acre of
it that is not water, and in it abound
moose, deer, marten, otter, beaver,
bear. mink and partridge, with here
and there and everywhere the exas-
perating presence of the fretful poreu-
pine. Bill says that he has killed
soven of these bristling beasts at one
time. not counting the lucky ones that
got away.

You learn in New Brunswick that
the porcupine has an insatiable fond-
ness for chewing anything the hand
of man has touched. An axe handle,
for instance, is a dainty morsel, while
an old boot is as larks’ tongues to an
epicure. You will find these pests,
therefore, in abandoned camps and
frequently in camps that have not
been abandoned. I once heard Bert
Carson, a nephew of old Bill’s, de-
clare within the hearing of others
that he and Charlie Moon, while bear-
trapping on the Cains River, four
years ago last summer, killed three

hundred and seventy-five porcupines
and did not have to go out of their
way to do it. The joke came later,
when Bert confided to me that it made
him smile at the others for thinking
he had sure counted quills instead
of heads. It reminded one of the
claim made by an old French-Cana-
dian that in the days of the wild
pigeon he had killed ninety-nine with
one charge from a shotgun, He was
asked why he did not make it the even
hundred. “Do you think,” he answer-
ed, “that 1 would tell a lie for the
sake of one pee-zhee-on?”

Unlike the pigeon, unfortunately,
the porcupine is not extinet. Apart
from his proligerous propensities, he
has an uncommon capacity for devil-
try. He can set off more bear-traps
than there are bears in the great hard-
wood ridges rising between the Oun-
garvan and the Miramichi. He can
make a meal of a boot-jack. He can
celimb a tree, ruin a dog, or let his
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PART OF THE CAMP-SITE AT ROCKY BROOK
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quills sink into the tough texture of a
hoof. l]l\ nll]_\'
enemy seems to be the
even at that he
green bay tree,

horse’s successful
bob-cat, but
flourishes like the
Bill that he
18 a durned nuisanece in bear trapping
season and nawthin’ on airth ean stop
him.

Bill has been trying to stop him for
fifty years. Fifty years in the forest!
think of Bill, a young
twenty-six, going into
hardware store in Fredericton and
buying a bear-trap, and then think
of him, fifty years later, starting out
to set the same trap. But he has
eleven others. Or is it nineteen? 1
forget.

Forgetfulness is a failing that we
do not always properly appreciate, If
one -conld forget things as Bill now
can, one could sit, as he sits, of an
evening by the camp fire and enjoy a
smoke full of reminiscence that is not
marred by the jarring occurrences of
to-day. Bill used to have a phen-

avows

man of
Chestnut’s

Just
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omenal memory. Never having been
with what we call education.
he had to nlt']u'lui on the word of
others for his knowledge of the great
world out from and beyvond the New
Brunswick forest. He used to listen

4']‘1»\“'.'

to others l‘(‘:lllill".! the newspapers, and
it is said of him that having heard a
passage read he could repeat it after
wards word by word. But now he
does not care much about hearing even
the news of the war, perhaps because
He pre
fers to sit and smoke and think. He
thinks of the deadfall set for ermine
down near Spider Lake. He thinks
of the springback for otter just above
Frigid Pond, near the spot where he
almost always biles the kettle. He
thinks of the best way a bear-trap
should be sot, having in mind the
fact that a bear is a terrible eritter
for toeing-in. He thinks of his repu-
tation, for it is the first time that he
has ever failed to lead his sportsman
up to a fine bull moose,

he has a son somewhere in it

Could it have

A YOUNG MOOSE IN THE OPEN



A YOUNG MOOSE STARTLED

been the smoking? Some say that
vou should not smoke during ecalling-
time. But Bill has always smoked,
and he has never failed—until now.
He swore that he would quit smoking
as soon as he quit finding moose. Now
he has that also for his thoughts. But
most of all he thinks of the son some-
where in France. He says he was a
good lad, take him all round, but no
word has come from him in a long
time. You never know. There has
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been a terrible sight of Canadians
killed. T tell him that if anything
should happen to his son the Govern-
ment would send word. “Would they
now ?” he replies, and the smoke rises
blue round his white head. Then he
guesses,the lad is all right over von-
der. :
Moose hunting? It is like fishing.
You do not go fishing just to eatchh
ﬁsh. You do not go moose hunting
just to get antlers. :
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GOD, THE INVISIBLE KING

By M. G. WeLLs. Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada.

FERNARD SHAW said
that we had better close
our churches for the
duration of the war, a
prominent German de-
clared an eclipse of
Christianity, and now Mr. H. G. Wells
has discovered God.

It is enough to set the rest of us
thinking.

In the preface to this book, “God.
the Invisible King”, Mr. Wells says:
“This book sets out as foreibly and
exactly as possible the religious be-
lief of the writer. That belief is not
orthodox Christianity; it is not, in-
deed, Christianity at all; its core,
nevertheless, is a profound belief in
a personal and intimate God.” He
says also in the same preface: “The
(Council of Nicaea was one of the most
disastrous and one of the least ven-
erable of all religious gatherings.”
He can pretend to no awe for the
“spiritual monstrosities of that gath-
ering”. To him “such elaborations
as ‘begotten of the Father before all
worlds’ are no better than intellectual
shark’s teeth and oyster shells”. He
does not like “morbid speculation
about virginity”. He says: “The writ-
er’s position here in this bhook is, first-
ly, complete agnosticism in the mat-
ter of God the Creator, and secondly,
entire faith in the matter of God the
Redeemer. He cannot bring the two
1deas under the same term God.”

Now this is a headful and a heart-
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ful, indeed, for any of our modern
churchmen, orthodox Christians, pro-
fessional theologians and the like. In
those sincere and unwitting believers
who with simple humility are always
ready to cherish the words of the
great, the book, if they turn to it for
mspiration and counsel, will beget a
peculiar bewilderment. The unsoph-
isticated churchman, who buys the
book for its title, preparing with con-
descension and Christian joy to wel-
come to the true fold a famous novel-
ist, will find surprises calling prob-
ably for indignation and dismay.
Many, many men and women may say
to Wells, having read his hook
through: “Thank you; the bhook
sounds real. Your God I have known
also, Mr. Wells”. And sincere Chris-
tians who think deeply may find in
the book much fine sincerity along
with hasty amateurishness and regret-
table misapprehension.
I select random passages:

‘“‘None of us really pray to that fan-
tastie, unqualified danse a trois the Trin-
ity, whieh the wranglings and disputes
of the worthies of Alexandria and Syria
declared to be God.’’

‘‘By faith we of this modern religion
disbelieved and denied. By faith we said
of that stuffed scarecrow of divinity, that
incoherent accumulation of antique theo-
logical notions, the Nicene deity, ¢This
is certainly no God’. And by faith we
have found God.’’

‘‘Contemporary minds had been
hypnotized and obsessed by the idea that
the Christian God is the only thinkable
God. They had heard so much about that
God and so little of any other. With re-
lease their minds become, as it were, nas-
cent and ready for the coming of God.”’

er that strange miscellany of Jew-
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ish and early Christian literature, the
Bible .h: ! :

“¢This God, inciting his congenial Israel-
ites to the most terrific pogroms.’’

“‘The clergy of our own days play the
part of the New Testament Pharisees
with the utmost exactness and complete
unconsciousness,’’

“‘God is a person who can be known as
one knows a friend, who can be served
and who receives service, who partakes of
our nature, who is, like us, a being in con-
fliet with the unknown angd the limitless
and the forces of death. He is our King
to whom we must be loyal. . . . He
feels us and knows us, He is helped and
gladdened by us. He hopes and attempts.
God is no abstraction nor trick of words,
no Infinite. God is finite. He is as real
as a bayonet thrust or an embrace.”’

““God waits for us, for all of us who
have the quality to reach Him. He has
need of us as we of Him.”’

“‘Without God the ‘service of man’ is
no better than a hobby or a sentimental-
ity or an hypoerisy in the undiseiplined
prison of the mortal life.”’

‘‘We of this modern religion say this:
that if you do not feel God, then there is
no persuading you of Him; we cannot win
over the incredulous. If you feel God
then you will know that thus and thus
and no other is His method and inten-
tion.”’

“‘This modern religion the new
understanding . it has no church,
no authorities, no teachers, no orthodoxy.
It does not even thrust and struggle among
the other things; simply it grows clear.
There will be no putting an end to it. It
will compel all things to orient themselves
to it. . . . It comes as the dawn comes,
through whatever ¢louds and mists may be
here or whatever smoke and curtains may
be there. It comes as the day comes to
the ships that put to sea. It is the King-
dom of God at hand.”’

It will be interesting for us to learn
from the publishers whether a book
like this will have a wide sale in Can-
ada. If a professor, say, of one of
our denominational colleges had
written it there would be a heresy
trial and certain intent persons would
pursue its pages. The rest of ns would
go on with our work.

But here is- a famous “secular”
novelist coming out with a glowing
title-page announcing “God, the In-
visible King”. What is more, he talks
about God as if he believes in him,
that is, as we talk about potatoes or
billiards or conseription. Most of us

in Canada, or at least a great part of
us, have felt that God is an em-
barrassing subject like prostitution,
or fleas, or undergarments. We had
drifted into a way of letting paid
clergymen in churches make him a
subject of proclamation. He rarely,
except among socialists and free
thinkers, who mostly derided him, en-
tered practical conversation.

And here is H. G. Wells treating
God as seriously as potatoes. H. G.
Wells is vulgar or irreverent surely.

‘Where are we in Canada anyway
about the matter of God? We have
a more scrupulously observed Sab-
bath probably than any other people.
Though in the cities the sitnation is
somewhat different, in rural parts and
small towns a fair proportion of us
attends the churches, yet it has been
growingly felt of late, even among us
who are a comparatively simple-mind-
ed people, that our doctors and law-
vers and business men, our men of
affairs and standing, get little or
nothing out of the church and give
little but money to it. But the church
has talked a great deal about God.
There has been a feeling in some quar-
ters that the silence of the rest of us
means ignorance and damnation. Cer-
tainly our polite conversation has not
involved God very often as a poignant
theme. Yet here is this Mr. Wells by
turns amiable and austere over the
subject. C

He makes us think of our long rele-
gated catechisms. What is God?
‘Where is God? Who is God? If we
say God is Providence (it has always
been an easy way out for us when we
did not want to use the word of three
letters, like insects for fleas), Wells
says, do you really think God will
bother to make a fine Monday so you
can hang out your wash, or a mist in
the North Sea so a small British

squadron can evade overwhelmi

enemy pursuers? Do you actually be-
lieve that he will look after your chil-
dren if you leave them at home with
the lamp burning? Wells will tel]

‘you a lot of things that God is not.
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Then he will tell you he is courage
and a person and youth and love (of
a sort; Wells’s definition). When yon
get done with this book if you have
read it carefully you are somehow
far readier than heretofore to say to
your neighbour something like this:
“] was reading to-day a book by H.
G, Wells. TIt's called ‘God, the Invis-
ible King’. It’s a strange book in many
ways. What.do you think about God 7
Ten to one your neighbour will an-
swer as naturally as if you had asked
if his peas were filling out—if he has
read Wells. It may easily be if the
book has a large sale that Wells will
introduce God as a topie of conversa-
tion among us. It may set us think-
ing about God.

And about Christianity.

Wells says he is not a Christian.
Doesn’t believe in it; a lot of non-
sense, obsolete. Yet he believes in
Christ, likes Tim, has a real admira-
tion for much about Him. Doesn’t
like His non-resistance doctrine,
though; a man with ideas like that
can be no God for him. This again
may set us thinking. Some of us
have had a fetish somewhere amid
the jumble of our thoughtlessness call-
ed “The Christ”. It has indiecated in
some of us real conviction, the pos-
gession of a certain amount of rever-
ence, and a great many hazy notions.
It has been the label for whatever of
religious feeling we possessed.  But it
has meant nothing very vital, nothing
very clear-cut, nothing belonging
very much to the issues of life and
death like the price of automobile
tires or hogs. Tt is to be doubted whe-
ther the rank and file of us have had
any very clear notions at all about
Christ, or any definite convietion
about religious issues. We have rare-
ly regarded the New Testament as
the book of a religion; it has been
rather, where it has been anything,
the fetish of a superstition. As to
God, as has been said, He was not for

ractical conversation. It is to be
doubted whether certain of our
psyehologists can quite make out a

“an agitated time. of it.
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case for us when they get behind
words and concocted terminology and
tell us that our interest in potatoes
and automobile tires and hogs and
conscription, if it is honest and en-
thusiastie, is our religion and religion
enough. This seems a little like tell-
ing us that we knbw all about elec-
tricity and are experts in its realm
if we can with honesty and enthusi-
asm push a button and ring a door-
bell. 'We are constantly, all of us, all
about the world, pushing buttons and
ringing bells. That seems to be our
business. But the why and wherefore
of it all is a question that remains in
abeyance by eollusion. Until some-
one confounds us and irritates us by
facing us up with it.

One sets out upon interesting con-
jecture when one begins to imagine
what may happen to us if we really
do get to thinking and talking about
God and Christ and religion. It opens
such an amazing field. We shall pos-
sibly be amazed we had neglected it.
Our enthusiasm will be so great that
someone will write of us that we are
having a national revival.

But what it will imply for the
churches may be a grave question—
for the churches. Creeds will have
Clergymen
will be stirred to a blinking wakeful-
ness.

I may be drifting too much into
the Wells vein. Mr. Wells seems to
have an uneasy bias against the
churches. He says so many fine
things that the best elements in the
church are constantly saying as if
they were new things altogether and
the discovery of his own special brand
of modern religion. He makes so many
vivid and splendid ecriticisms that
only an outsider perhaps can most
keenly make, that one begins to sus-
pect Mr. Wells of unfairness. One
begins to suspect him of condemning
wholesale an institution the true
inner life of which he has never
known. At times ome is almost on"
the point of being sure that some

~ morning Mr. Wells will wake up an
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ardent church member of the evan-
gelistie type; that he is like the man
who by himself thinks out a political
problem and imagines he has a solu-
tion unique and fresh and final, only
to discover it is already the platform
of a party., That man, if he is honest
and humble, will join with the party.
One is tempted to say sometimes that
if Mr. Wells is honest and humble
he will join some branch of the or-
ganized church ; that surely he is one
of the staunchest brethren, and prob-
ably a mighty Christian—if hé only
but knew! The church will do well
for awhile at any rate to treat him
as a seeker, with some follies but
much character. And see how he
takes it. Both he and the church may
go to the penitent form together. If
they are both humble and in earnest
that would be a consummation for
both of them.

And, then, again, one wonders.
Wells turns a corner with a thought.
Can you imagine him with Bible and
prayers?

Yet he says so many things that so
many believe when they pause to do
that necessary bit of thinking that
preludes conclusions. He may indeed
be calling out that great body in

whose existence he seems with such -

passion to believe, that great body of
modern believers, devotees of the mod-
ern religion, followers of the true
God. He may be the prophet of a
new phase in religious development.
Or he may be a child with a bright
idea, which is new to the child but
ages old to the world. He may be an
amateur.

One thing, indeed, the book does.
It raises in an urgent way our ques-
tion concerning Wells himself. There
are two kinds of popularity indicat-
ing two kinds of greatness. The man
(or woman, of ecourse) is popular
after his own fashion and great after
a fashion who catches up and reveals
in the pages of his book those move-
ments of our thought which are a
little out of sight, but quite near the
surface. Such a man will serve his

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

day and generation. He will help
his day and generation a step for-
ward. The other kind of fame and
greatness acerues when a man reveals
our deepest selves and directs our
greatest selves with authority which
accepts the rights of leadership.

Wells will set us thinking. If he
sets us so deeply thinking as to way-
lay our souls, to startle us, and if he
then can make us feel he is verily
our leader, H. G. Wells is not of our
generation alone; he is of those who
make the world, a prophet for the peo-
ple; he is as great as these pages of
his latest book, with a sort of naiveté
and a queer humility, seem to imply
he is.

But perhaps he is too easy!

He seems to achieve an evasion of
the Nazarene.

‘CANADA, THE LAND OF PROM-

ISE, AND OTHER POEMS

By S. RuperT BroapFooT. Woodstock :
The Sentinel-Review Press.

HE profits from sales of this bro-

chure of minor verse are given in
aid of Canadian prisoners of war.
That is its best claim on the attention
of the public. The author has an ap-
preciation of objects and conditions
that bestir the muses, and he has
given vent to this appreciation in sev-
eral localities—Ottawa, Guelph, Pig-
eon Lake, New York, Springfield,
West Flamborough, Bobeaygeon, Os-
goode Hall, Hog’s Back, and Goldie’s
Dam. We quote from one of the
Guelph appreciations:

THE SPEED BY NIGHT

The moon-magie is on the river, Bill,
I never saw the waters sleep so still.
They lie unwimpled in the steaming haze,
Reflecting bright the mist-enpiercing rays,

Go slow, old chap, let the canoe just drift,

The mood is on me to enjoy the gift

Of the clear blue vault and the gibbous
moon,

The voices of evening and its soothing
eroon.
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Isn’t it spooky in those long dark reaches?

The bats flit by and a lone owl sereeches:

All else is still—the night birds in the
brake, e

They stir not at our paddles’ swirling
wake.

The banks are alternating inky shade,

And bushy shores in floods of light dis-
played, : 3

The moon-fire’s glow on neighbouring leaf-
age plays, s :

- {0, winding Speed, forgive my puny praise!

DOODLE M’CLINK

By Davip M’'ConrocH. Toronto: Hod-
der and Stoughton.

HIS is one of the successful hu-

morous war-time books. The title
alone is almost enough to set one
langhing, and many will regard the
whole book as good cause for merri-
ment from cover to cover. Doodle
AM’Clink is a stoker, one of the “Black
Squad” aboard the world-eruiser, the
Sardine Castle. His ship voyages
from one end of the world to the
other, and, of course, he goes with her.
There are many adventures, humor-
ous and exciting, especially the en-
counter with a submarine. This story
met with much success in England.

o
13

AUTUMN

By Murie, HiNne. Toronto: The Ox-
ford University Press.

OMETHING in the title of this
<) excellent novel attracts one at the
outset. It imparts a savour of rich-
ness, of mellowness, of that fulness
and completeness that in many things
besides nature immediately precedes
winter., A woman of thirty-five to
forty, for instance, is always more
interesting than when she was young-
-er, for she is more complete, for she
is passing through the rich autumn
of her life. These remarks, perhaps
better than any formal review, give
an idea of “Autumn®. The author’s
style is entertaining and vigorous, and
bv many readers she is regarded as
being among the foremost women
novelists of her day.
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MRS. MADGE MACBETH

A Canadian writer, author of a new novel entitled
“Kleath"”, (Toronto: The Musson Book Co.)

THE MEN WHO WROUGHT

By RmewerL CunnuM. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

HE author of “The Way of the

Strong™ has in this novel nsed the
present as a splendid background
against which to stage his strangely
assorted group of characters—a Bri-
tish Cabinet Minister, the head of an
English firm of shipbuilders, a Polish
inventor and his daughter, a Prus-
sian military officer and a band of
German spies. The plot hinges on
the operation of a submersible mer-
chantman, a vessel which by plung-
ing beneath the waves can evade all
prisoners. There are many intense-
ly exeiting moments, a good amount
of dramatic force and some melo-
drama. Altogether, however, it is a
strong tale, well told by a writer who
is able to meet the requirements of
great situations.
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A RETROSPECT OF FIFTY
YEARS

By James CArpDINAL (GiBBONS. Balti-
more: The John Murphy Company.

-

HESE two volumes, although
1 they by no means represent the
literary work of Cardinal Gibbons,
who is the author as well of “The
Faith of Our Fathers”, “Our Chris-
tian Heritage”, “The Ambassador of
Christ” and “Discourses and Ser-
mons”, serve, nevertheless, somewhat
as a recapitulation of an.unusually
active C'hristian life. They comprise
selections from the Cardinal’s essays
and sermons, an intimate account of
the Vatican Council (Cardinal Gib-
hons is the last living Father who
attended the Council), extracts from
the diary written during the sitting
of the Council, the erisis between the
(Church and Labour in America, with
chapters on “The Church and the Re-
publie”, “The Claims of the Catholic
Chureh in the Making of the Repub-
lie”, “Irish Immigration to the Unit-
ed States”, “Liyneh Law”, and “Pat-
riotism and Polities”.

S
e

THE GRIZZLY KING

By James Oruiver Curwoop. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

HIS is in a sense a return to the

animal story that was in vogue a
few years ago, the time, in fact, when
the author made one of his first sue-
cesses with “Kazan”. This time the
hero is a great grizzly bear, a beast
that seems to possess some human
qualities. For one thing, it adopts a
motherless black hear cub and sees it

well on the way to independence. It
is a novel of adventure as well as a
story of nature, in which aspeet it is
wholly fascinating.

GOLD MUST BE TRIED BY FIRE
By RicHARD AUMERLE MAHER. To-

ronto: The Macmillan Company of

(fanada.

ERE the author of that inimitable

character of the Bishop in “The
Shepherd of the North” gives us an
equally appealing and human figure
in Daidie, a young girl who revolts
at the monotony and drudgery of her
existence as a mill hand. Tt is a story
of Daidie’s experiences, the drama of
her young career, which almost in-
volves a tragedy, but which, with the
solution of the problem which keeps
her and her lover apart, ends consist-
ently and, even better still, happily.

a,
K
o

WITH A FIELD AMBULANCE AT
YPRES

By Capramy Winrniam Boyp. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

HE author of this volume of what
must be regarded as authentic

‘records is the Professor of Pathology

at the Umiversity of Manitoba. It is
a small volume, without much pre-
tension, but it has the merit, notwith-
standing the fact that it was written
in dugouts, kitchens, barns and other
unromantic places near the front, of
revealing the beautiful, the pictur-
esque and the heroie aspects of war.
For this alone it is well worth being
read.

~
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LIGHT LUNCHES

QUICKLY PREPARED WITH
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so delicious—so nourishing, easily digested,
pure and wholesome. You will also enjoy
Ingersoll Pimento and Ingersoll Green Chile
Cheese. 10c, and 15c. a package.
MANUFACTURED BY B
THE INGERSOLL PACKING CO., LTD. INGERSOLI, ONT.
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Tire Pressure

Schrader
Gauge

Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

Universal
Pump

3 " Measures the air in your
onnection

tires.  Tires maintained
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
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NIVERSAL |

VS Eacw

JNI

Facilitates Pump- A Four-n-one Tool for

ing and Testing of
Tires. Air pressure
can be ascertained
without detaching
connection from valve.

Price 50c
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run on haphazard pressure.
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TRADE FA

Price $1.25
AT YOUR DEALERS QR

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

20-22 Hayter St., Toronto

Quick Repair of Dam-
aged Cap threads of
Tire Valves; Removing
Valve Inside; Reaming
Damaged Valve Seat;
Retapping inside thread.
Of value to all Motorists
and Garages.

Price 35¢
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to make a bottle of Bovril

nearly all their nourishment to the body. They
g : 2 2 are like German money, not worth its face
The vital elements that give beef its special n i e TP > T rold 3
place and value as a food are concentrated value when you try to turn it into gold. But
and stored it') B n;il 7 ity 3 Bovril enables you to extract that nourishment
L ovril. . o

which otherwise you would never get. In
other words, it enormously increases the feed-

Bovril contains the goodness of the Beef.

In theory many non-meat foods have a high
nourishing value, but they do not yield up ing value of other foods.

Body-building powers of BOVRIL proved
equal to 10 to 20 times the amount taken

In spite of the increase in the cost of beef (the raw material of Bovril)
the price of Bovril has not been increased since the outbreak of the war

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

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited
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the Little Tots

INSTANT
POSTUM

ii is quite in order, for this |1

ii pure, wholesome drink, &)

i now so extensively used

t inplaceof tea and coffee, |i
is a real health drink for

All the Family
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“Patent” Groats
Should Be Used

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

If the child ha been reared on

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

_For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
a bowl of hot gruel taken in bed at night prcduces a
profuse perspiration helping to drive tke ccld out cf
the system, Taken by the aged at nightit prcmotes
warmth and sleep.

Our free booklet ‘“ Advice to Mothers” tells allabout
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children,

MAGOR, SON & CO,, Limited

Sole Agents for Canada
191 St. Paul St. W., 30 Church St.

Montreal Toronto

MANUFACTURED BY

RUBHSTNSPATENTGAOATS

CLARK’S SPAGHETTI

W!TH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partic-
ularly appetizing dish.

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

circulating in Canadian and

BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL

H
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This Dainty Dish pee==

Is Hidden In An
Ordinary Carton

Every First-Time User Is Surprised

You see on every grocer’s shelf some
rows of Puffed Grain cartons—Puffed
Wheat and Puffed Rice,

They look like ordinary cereals.
And thousands of people, even yet,
don’t know what lies within.

Open a package —say of Puffed Wheat—and you find whole wheat grains puffed
to eight times normal size.

—;ou find airy, flaky bubbles, flimsy and flaky, toasted, thin and crisp. Taste
them and they taste like toasted nut meats.

W ith sugar and cream they taste like confections. In bowls of milk they are
almond-flavored wafers. Mixed with fruit they give one a most enticing blend.

“To folks who discover them, they oring to a thousand meals a multiplied delight,
Nothing else made from wheat or rice is comparable with Puffed Grains.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Both 15¢ Except in Far West

Yet Paffed Wheat and Rice are who!e—grain foods—the utmost in nutrition. Each grain is
puffed by a hundred million steam explosions, so every food cellis blasted. By Prof. Anderson's
pro:ess—shooting from guns—digestion is made easy and complete.

So these are scien-
tific grain foods. Every
atom is fitted to feed.
They supply to folks,
in a dainty way, the
needed whole-grain nu-
trition.

Folks who don't use
Puffed Grains are miss- .
ing more than they ’
know, for no other food Float in Milk

Mix with Fruit is like them.
The Quaker Qats Ompany
Peterborough, Canada Sole Makers Saskatoon, Canada

(1696)
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The Office Specialty “800 Line” of Vertical Files—
our new improved style—efficient, durable, attractive.

When you file by
the “Office Specialty”
Direct Name System,
speed with accuracy
is assured.

/NN
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Systems Make Lettet Filing Accurate

HE Office Specialty “Direct Name”" System has a positive check against
errors in filing, and combines all of the advantages of alphabetical index-
ing with those of numerical filing.

While correspondence is found by alphabetical subdivision—(in fact folders
with correspondence may be found by direct reference to the name on the
Folder Tab), refiling is done by reference to the number of the index which corre-
sponds with that on the folder. You may hesitate or be confused by an
alphabetical subdivision, but never by a number.
Speed with accuracy of filing is therefore a certainty by the ““Office Specialty™
Direct Name System.

Ask for Folder No. 1862. You should also hawve our new, big

Filing Equipment Catalog, No. 1825. cAsk for a copy.

Made in Canada and sold exclusively by

§) FFICE SPECIALTY MFG. (0.

Largest Makers of Filing Devices and Office Systems in the British Empire
Home Office and Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.

9 Filing Equipment Stores: 5
Toronto, Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Regina, Edmonton, Vancouver

7
Mllalﬁlllmlliillilll)ilﬂ!!Illlimllilllill(lllw]}Hxl&liimimt]lli!?ENJTW!:.Hixii}e\ifiuli.i%li\\li.iI!ii,iNiiiu'ii‘.ilii[Hliiiﬁillillﬂii]iliHiiNiIliliiimlll!‘ri3ni1HIIIIIHEHli!}EiiliillililllllU!Iil!l&lli!lllllﬂHi|Hl|llIIIIIIllIHlIIIHNHlﬂIHllllllmiillillliiiﬂﬂ!l[lllllll!lllﬂ

F
=
g
=
E
=
=
=
=
=
=
=
=
E
=
=
=
-]
=
=
=
=
&
=
Sl

r\




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 23

| tVERFADY
o\

3

The light that says

Yhere it is!”

e Sl A LI s Dl SO

.

IRST AID behind the first line frequently ¢ =g =7
€N dressing a
calls for Eveready DAY LO. st
In the gloom of. the dres.smg s'tatlo.n, in the still dark- cdhain SR
ness of the hospital tent, in the interior of theambulance ¢ sedative
van moving swiftly through the night, and whenever
. : 5 £ o A when reading a
darkness might .hdmper the w‘ork of mercy, the e doal " thataist
portable electric light has proven invaluable. meter
For it combines with the convenience and dependability when making an
of instant light, the safefy that makes possible its use entry on the
temperature
anywhere. chirt
There are 77 different styles of Eveready DAYLO—
a style for every purpose.  Every genuine Eveready w’len the patient
DAYLO is fitted with a TUNGSTEN battery wishes to sume-
and MAZDA lamp. On sale by the better elec- mon the night
trical, hardware, drug, stationery, nurse.
sporting goods and Jewelry stores.
Prices from 85 cents up. whenevcr you
Canadian National Carbon Co. et
Limited ;‘0[\\’9!‘1{0“‘ and
TORONTO > 5 Ontario efficient form, you
1 T T AR « e need chrcad_\'
Don't ask for a Flashlight — il b

get an Eveready DAYLO \\\\——/’ i
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You may want to change your
automobile, or your piano, or even
your home—but you will never
want to change the COFFEE,
when once you taste the delect-
able flavour of Chase & Sanborn’s

“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE

In %4, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also fine

ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.
182

OU would find it a decided convenience to
centralize your purchases of office supplies—

and perhaps an economy as well. Every require-
We have a 250 page cata-
log of general office supplies

ment is here at your dis-
posal — typewriters, desks
and furniture, stationery and accessories. A copy
(blank books, ledgers, etc.), =1~ will be sent you upon re-
printing, . lithographing, embos- quest. It is a cyclopedia of office
sing. needs.

USE MAPLE LEAF RIBBONS AND CARBON PAPERS

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

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

I
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It Saves
ou 75%

This Luscious
Quaker Oats

By units of food value—as all foods
ghould be figured—these are some food
costs as compared with Quaker Oats:

Bacon and Eggs cost 5 times as much.

Steak and Potatoes 5 times as much.

Round Steak 414 times as much.

Fried Perch 6 times as much,

Bread and Milk twice as much.

The average mixed diet—meats, cereals
and vegetables—costs about 4 times as
much. So each dollar you spend for

uaker Oats saves an average of $3.

Oats have advanced but little, while
other foods have soared.  And the oat is
Nature's supreme food, in flavor and

nutrition.
It excels all other grains. It excels beef by
from 500/o to 1000/0. It supplies ten times as
much lime as beef,three times the phosphorus,
and more iron. It supplies 180 calories—the
units of nutrition—for each one cent of cost.
o -
Every dish you serve means perfect

food at one-fourth the average cost.

Quaker Oats

FLAKED FROM QUEEN GRAINS ONLY

Quaker Qats means a lu.xury oat dish, made of rich, plump oats. By discarding all small
grains— the starved and insipid—we get but ten pounds from a bushel.
Yet all this extra flavor costs you no extra price. Be wise enough to get it.

Note the recipes on the package and in it
Quaker Oats will improve many a food which you
now make of white flour.

Try This Recipe — Oatmeal Cookies

Here is a nut-like confection, called Quaker Sweetbits,
which children will eat by the dozen:

1 cup sugar, 1tablespoon butter, 2 eggs, 2} cups oatmeai. 2 tea-
spoons baking powder. 1 teaspoon vanilla. Cream, butter and
sugar. Add yolks of eggs. Add oatmcal, to which baking powder
has been added, and add vanilla. Beat whites of eggs stiff and add
jast. Dropon buttered tins with teaspoon, but, very few on each
tin, as they spread. Bake in slow oven. Makes about 65 cookies.

30c and 12c_per. package in Canada and United States,

e = < -

except in Far West where high freights may prohibit.
B———

Peterborough, Can. The Quakﬁl' Oal S @mpm’ Salka;oo;:. Can.

(1689)
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NO MORE
GRAY HAIR!

The free trial bottle of MARY
T. GOLDMAN'S HAIR COLOR
RESTORER proves how quickly
gray hair disappears when this
scientific restoreris used, Simply ap-
plied with special comb; leaves hair
clean, fluffy and natural; does not in-
terfere with washing. Make this test
on a lock of hair and you will never
accept a cheap imitation. Then buy
a full sized bottle from your druggist
or direct from me. But be
sure that the bottle you buy is
the real Mary T. Goldman's.
Send for trial bottle
today and say whether
your hair is naturally
black, dark brown,
medium brown or
light brown. If pos-
sible, send a lock in
your letter.
Mary T. Goldman
507 Continental Bldg.
Toronto, Can
723 Goldman Bldg
St. Paul, Minn
Estabiished 50 Yearg

Free

AEGER

For Women

and Men

Many are the Jaeger articles
which add comfort and style
to indoor or outdoor cos-
tumes.

Dressing Gowns, Dressing
Jackets, Shirt Waists, Coats,
Sports Coats, Knitted Golf-
ers, comprise some of the
garments for women.

For men there are Stockings, with
plain or fancy tops, Sweaters, Knit-
ted \A\'aiwtnm(s. Dressing Gowns,
Smoking or Lounge Jackets, Flan-
nel Blazers, Overcoats, Ulsters,
Collars, Braces, Belts, etc.

_ Jaeger Goods are different and better
For sale at Jaeger Stores and Agencies throughout
the Dominion

DR. JAEGER "3 CO. LIMITED

Toronto Montreal Wi

British ““ founded 1883 ",

Iroquois Assortment &7

Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored S DA
Chocolates in a variety of combinations. . YA\

Another revelation of the high
standard of

qdnox&%

@

>
0

JroquoisAssorment 4] Il X0
| Chocolates | Grameo =it
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The
Simplest
Way
to End

a Corn

ecide now to master

your corn forever. Let

today’s corn be the last. Blue-jay will
free you from the most painful corn.
Apply one of these soothing plasters
tonight. Pain ends. In 48 hours the
corn disappears. Only Blue-jay gives
this insurance. Paring is temporary.
Harsh liquids are dangerous.

Millions of corns are ended the Blue-jay way. Most
corns require but one application. An occasional
stubborn one, two or three. Try the gentle, simple
Blue-jay way tonight. You will never be the victim
of corns again.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited, Toronto, Canada

Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

For Sale x: o Also Blue-jay
by all Druggists u e_J ay Bunion Plasters
—— b s :,:..\4; Stops Pam—Ends Corns RIS 5

,, .~ Instantly Qunckly
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Another
Triumph
of O’'Keefe's

Fot more than 60 years,the
name O’KEEFE has stood
for all that's purest and best
in wholesome beverages.
Now, we have scored again

with
@’Mi 69‘
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

The flavour is unique~try it.
Other beverages bearing

O. K. BRAND

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

Order a case

from your dealer.

0'Keefe’'s - Toronto

B

)
&
*
15

There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical.

Ask your Groecer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
Hamilton
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Now YOu Can Clean

An irksome task becomes easy when you
sprinkle'a little

Sani-Flush

in the toilet bowl every few days. It re-
moves stains, cleans the trap and puts an
end to scrubbing and dipping. Use Sani.
Flush in toilet bowls only.

Sani-Flush is needed wherever there is a toilet.
- .
[t cannot harm bowl or connections.

Ask Your Dealer

Almost every dealer has Sani-Flush.
If you do not find it readily, write

Harold F. Ritchie & Co. Limited
10-12-14 McCaul St , Toronto, Ontario

Representing The Hygienic Products Co.,
Canton, Ohio

the Bowl Easily

The trap . i

\ ke 4 20
which you 'l; Tamest” \
can't clean .- "}
except with '/"‘ /
saﬂl«‘jl{lh e “

a la Quina du Perou
Cinchona Bark,
Fruit Acids,
Aromatics, Salts and
Old Oporto Wine.

The Perfect Prescription

For Breakdowns, Anaemic
Weakness, Bad Digestion with
Loss of Appetite, and for the

period of weakness and lassitude
during Convalescence.

Absolutely no Alcohol is added.

ASK YOUR

BIG BOTTLE DOCTOR
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This Up-to-Date Range

has a ventilated oven with walls of nickelled
steel that roasts and bakes to a turn., The
glass door enables you to watch the baking
and the thermometer shows exact tempera-
ture. Our free booklet describes many
other special features. Write for it.

M<Clarys
PANDORA RANGE

LONDON TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
ST. JOHN, N.B. HAMILTON CALGARY
SASKATOON EDMONTON

Py

OOD form demands that

you use refined note

paper — your letters should
produce a feeling of pleasure
even before they are opened.

4
[0

Among our many
t‘te lines of papeteries
Marie Antoinette

stands out promi-

nently as one most suitable

W for your correspondence,
f f 7 ’ Supplied in white only,
a e (‘/71"[9 Ask your stationer for a bov.

Barber~Ellis

| o | i | o

Barber~Ellis
Toror\to ~ ~ Canada

Brantford Vancouver
Winnipeg Calgary

A B o

LN

e o
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LOOSE I-P LEAF

PRICE AND
MEMORANDUM BOOKS

Irving-Pitt Price and Memorandum Books are
known to users and dealers the world over for
ity , utility and durability. Made in the widest

yariety of styles and prices.

S

issesassans
it

jsssens
R

18894

You Don't Wear a
Mother Hubbard to
an Evening Party

You don’t use a sailor's needle for fine embroidery.
Nor doyouplay tennis in high heels. Then why use
carbon paper that is the wrong finish, weight and
manifolding power for your kind of work?

POSSSE

¥
BHET

.

3
e

o

i saannnnanais

188804
pessssstssasne St

SEIEEER AU

s

ssusssases
SSsssssass
T

:

“.mmdurn Books.—Bound in half-morocco, | Let us prescribe the Carbon Paper that exactly fits
with ¥ inch Rings, this book is very compact and your work—it’s FREE

comes in 15 different sizes and all rulings. Just write us a two or three line letter about any special results
you wish to obtain, If certain figures and characters cause
trouble, use them in your letter so we can see just what your
difficulty is.  Also give your dealer's name. Make the usual
number of carbon copies. Send us the original together with
copies and sheets of carbon paper used, all in place, and we will
prescribe the correct degree of ink finish, weight and manifolding
power that exactly FITS your needs
Avail yourself of this Free MultiKopy Individual Advisory
Service today. ~ With the prescription we will also send you free

a SAMPLE SHEET of the carbon paper you ought to use.

Canadian Distributors:
UNITED TYPEWRITER CO.

135 Victoria Street Toronto, Canada
F. S. WEBSTER COMPANY
| 363 Congress Street Boston, Mass.

rice Books.—Bound in Limp Cowhide,. made
in ; inch and 1 inch Rings, all sizes and rulings.

Large Ring Books, Post Binders, Ledgers,
and a large range of Ruled and Printed Forms

LOOSE] I-P LEAF

Canadian Agents:

' £ BROWN BROS.

TORONTO

LIMITED

THE
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Me LAUGHLIN

aqga@irr

eliability

WIS

1 Sort

THE GRAND PRIZE OF THE OTTAWA-PRBCO'IT
HIGHWAY RELIABILITY TOUR GOES TO
DR. R. E. VALIN AND HIS McLAUGHLIN D-SIX-45

Sixty-five motorists driving cars of
all makes started on June 28th in
the Reliability Tour from Ottawa to
Alexandra Bay via Prescott and
Gouvenor, N. Y

The McLaughlin D-Six-45, driven by
Dr. R.E. Valin, emcrfed with a perfect
score of 1000 points from the gruelling
tests to which all were subjected. So
keen was the competition for highest
honors that Referee Edenburn had to
devise special tests in which the
McLaughlin proved its superiority.

McLaughlin supremacy in points of
Power, Easy Control, Efficiency and

Economy has again been established
by this Tour.

The results of the tour reflect credit
on Dr. Valin as well as on Canada's

Standard Car.

The Reliability Tour was not a road
race nor a speed test. No professional
chaufteurs took part. Owners drove
their own cars and the tests brought out
the ko=t both in car and driver.

Canadians who want the joys of
motoring, without the annoyance of
mechanical trouble, willheed the lesson
brought out by this tour and make
their new car a McLaughlin.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE SHOWING MODELS AND PRICES

The McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., Limited

OSHAWA, ONTARIO

OR. R. E. VALIN IN HIS McLAUGHLIN D-SIX-45, WINNER OF THE
OTTAWA.PRESCOTT HIGHWAY RELIABILITY TOUR
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R i g h t—at the Start

q Those Dunlop Tires you found on your jnew
car were there for a purpose—to satisfy you.

q If you believe that a plain tire will always fill
the bill, then doubtless, you will see no reason to
change from Dunlop “Plains.”

g But if you want an anti-skid for your next
order, you have your choice of Dunlop “|Traction
Tread” or Dunlop “Special.” You are bound to
be satisfied with Dunlop Tires.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,
: Limited
2HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO
BRANCHES: :

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

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages; and High-Grade
Rubber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General
Hose, Dredge Sleeves, Military Equipment,

Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles, Cements,

Horse Shoe Pads and General

Rubber Speciaities. A. 85

—————
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Present Needs

are all you need to consider,
as the future will take care of
itself. If you only have one
dozen books, you start with
accomodation for one dozen,
and if your stock increases, let
your bookcase grow with it,

IT'S SO EASY
to enlarge your library if
you start it right with the
famous ‘“ Macey "’ cases.

THEY LOOK SOLID BUT THEY'RE NOT

You can add to them or take away from
them, but you alwa)‘: have a perfect book-
case. The full size will stack up with the
half size, in fact there is hardly an)thmg in
the way of arrangement you can't do with
the ** Macey " Cases.

WRITE FOR OUR “MACEY STYLE BOOK”

A beautiful book, giving you all information about the ‘‘ Macey"
Cases will be mailed to you free on request. Write to- day.

Sold by all leading Furniture Dealers

LIMITED

- WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.
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HOTELRESORT-&TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT =
- o APPREARING MONTHLY IN TTEN FAMOUS MAGAZINES P s
Ceantury The New Country Life Everybody's Field & Stream Harper's Red Book Review of Reviews

Seribner's The Canadian World's Work Two Million Copies — Fifteen Million Readers Monthly ELEVENTH YEAR
~"__" %o these advertisers. Ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass., for re'iable travel information and advice

AWAY FROM WAR AND WORRY

Have you been wondering where you could enjoy a few weeks of
real rest away from war and worry ?

The greatest Health Resort in the world is located in Battle Creek, a quiet, inland
city in picturesque Michigan.

Here you find real ““rest " and seclusion, a delicious dietary, hea!lh-buildinq baths
and treatments, ample facilities for outdoor diversions and a delightfully informal
social life.

The benefit of a week or two of rest and health-building under ideal conditions
must be experienced to be appreciated.

Write now for free Vacation Booklet. e .
THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM BOX 109-A BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN
MOUNT CLEMENS MICH. MAINE I OCONOMOWOC Wwis.
v TN SH G | Home for the aged. A limited he
FOR RHEUMATISM +  LOUANANIOHE o | of cases. Childishness or o1d sadies And
THE PARK Famous salmon fly-fishing is | pentismam bt 008 gnw.\lsvhm A -"l"m:ll:
now in full swing in Grand cheerful home an a N
okt & e teellent attention at eim Ia
MOUNT CLEMENS, Mch-w }i"‘:;‘l‘f‘_"\"‘{(?"‘u ’;(”_;"('.';::."d :i:':»‘nl»(ull:n:-u:'.“\\"l';" al"ur||.1rlll‘llh\rn:lllvlnwn
gend for booklet. P. 0. Box 247 lake Stream. Me. Miss Mary L. Bird, Matron.
SEATTLE WASH. CANADA

|
|
R — Sebasco Estates 1 and cottage
HOTEL BUTLER :tv W Bemee  [LOUR LODGE Bio rtes:
e e b Ahlngs. " Tor fard 956, K AL AL - Free from flies, mosquitos and hay fever

00 up, with bath $2.00 up. Home comforts " — Golf, 'r,.m!u. Boating, Bathing, i-‘lshlnu,
:'.'S:.'mn':f' A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL. Mgr. | Where-to-goforms forOct.close Aug.31 | Garage. Write for booklet.

———

A

will do more than satisfy
children’s craving for ‘“‘some-
thing sweet’”’ — it will
supply them with a
wholesome food.

Dealers every-

where have
“Crown Syrup” in 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound
tins and “Perfect Seal” Quart Jars,

Write for free Cook Book.

” THE CANADA STARCH €O, LIMITED,
MONTREAL.

(LT T

«GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Watef
There is nothing_quite like either, for both are *“ THE BEST ”
CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREAL
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CAMP INTHE LAKE OF BAYS DISTRICY

The Highlands of
| Ontario

The most glorious spot on the American Continent for your
vacation, Cast aside the cares of business and roam in Nature’s
garden, Thousands of square miles of woods, lakes and streams,
all ;'undefiled by the relentless march of indastry. Where; the
fisherman can thrill to the death fight of the muskie, the bass and
the ‘trout! Where swimming, boating, camping are everything
they should ve to give you That Perfect Vacation. Breathe
in health and vigor in the pure air of the pine and spruce grown
hills, 2,000 feet above sea level.

Reached easily on through trains via the Grand Trunk System.
For full details see or write ]. QUINLAN, D.P.A., Bonaventure
Station, Montreal, Que. C. E. HORNING, D.P.A., Union Sta-
tion, Toronto, Ont.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

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

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

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

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

$332 to $902°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto




38

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

(&
A

Follow the
old Seekers’ Trail

to this wonderful land of the north.
Know the lure of its fjords, snow-capped
mountains, blue-green glaciers, rivers and
tumbling cascades, Indian villages and
totem poles. Thrill with its awakening
to a mighty commercial life.

Travel luxuriously by the splendidly
appointed

Canadian Pacific “Princess” Liners

including the

S. S. Princess Charlotte

Sailing nox;thward, 1,000 miles along the
protected “inside passage.”
Make your reservations early and secure choice
accommodation.
W. B, HOWARD
District Passenger Agent,
Toronto, Ontario

Canadian Pacific Railway
| < )
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You will be amply repaid.
Convenient Train Service,
Summer Tourist Fares.

en route to the PACIFIC COAST

by the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park
and Mount Robson, Monarch of the Range

For through tickets, information and ourhandsome Mountain Booklet apply to nearest C.N.R.
Agent or General Passenger Dept., Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., an

SANARIAN _NORTIHERN RAILWAY

Winnipeg, Man,

QUEBEC GENTRAL RATLWAY

The only line running through Pullman
sleeping cars between

Quebec and Boston

and

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of

The White Mountains

pining car service on all trains

For timetables and further information
apply to

J. H. Walsh,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent
SHERBROOKE, QUE.

E. O. Grundy,|

HOTEL WEBSTER

Forty-fifth Street by Fifth Avenue
40 WEST 45th STREET
INCEL VTN SOV e

(Just off Fifth Avenue on one of city's quictest streets)

Ul
I

if One of New
E‘ -~ York’s most beau-
: ! tiful hotels. Much
i favored by women
] traveling without
Within

u four minutes walk

I escort.

i
A
Q
]
(th
5
s

i of forty theatres.

| Center of shop-
i ping district.
! Send for booklet

Rooms, private bath . - $2.50 and upwards
Sitting room, bedroom and bath - $5.00 and upwards

W. Johnson Quinn, Prop.
R ——

39
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Nature Has Provided the Greatest Moving Picturein the World —

Niagara to the Sea

From the deck of a fine steamship, view the
ever-changing panorama of a trip unrivalled
in beauty and full of scenic interest. Board
one of our boats at Niagara or at Toronto.
Let us take you to Montreal and on to quaint

old Quebec. The brooding beauty of the
Saguenay—a river cut by glacial action
through the heart of a mountain chain—comes
as a fitting climax to a 1200 mile trip that has
not a dull moment from beginning to end.
Something of its varied charm is indicated by
the views above, showing, (1) The ”Str.

“Cayuga’ in Toronto Bay. (2) A Deck scene.
(3) A narrow channel among the 1000 Islands,
(4) Passengers viewing the ‘‘Rapids" scenery.
(5) Boat ‘‘Shooting” the Lachine Rapids. (6)
Citadel view of Quebec. (7) View from Dufferin
Terrace, Quebec. (8) Hotel at Tadousac. 9)
On the Saguenay Canyon. (10) The wonder-
ful Cape Trinity.

Full details of this most satisfying of Vaca-
tion Trips will be found in our beautiful book
‘“‘Niagara to the Sea’—sent anywhere on re-
ceipt of 2¢ to cover cost of mailing.

Address JOHN F. PIERCE, Assistant Traffic Manager
This is the Year for an Inland Water Trip

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED

91 R. & O. BUILDING, MONTREAL
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One of The Faculty of

Applied Science in Toronto University

after exhaustively examining every make of Player Piano, paid us a
high and appreciated compliment by purchasing a

CECILIAN PLAYER PIANO
for his own use.

This is but another case in which the Cecilian Player Piano has,
by its wonderful merit, won worthy recognition. The Cecilian
Player Piano is manufactured in Canada and is distributed through-
out the civilized world.
gp, There are Six Particular Features which make the Cecilian
Player Piano distinctive and supreme. Perfect Tone, Easy Oper-
ation, Complete Control, Perfect Compression, Durability, Beauty
of Design.  This combination can only be found in the Cecilian All
Metal Action Player Piano.

CECILIAN UPRIGHT PIANOS ARE CONVERTIBLE

If you wish to change your Cecilian Upright into a Player Piano
at any time, the Player Action may be installed quickly. The
Cecilian Upright Pianos are specially built with sufficient space and
supports to receive the Plaver Actions,

Write for. catalogue and full information concerning Cecilian
All Metal Action Player Pianos and Cecilian Upright Pianos.

THE CECILIAN COMPANY, LIMITED

247 Yonge Street, Toronto
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CANADA
Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prospernty to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Allies,
Th?l farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
coniiict,

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

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

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

or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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A safe and palatable laxative
) for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

Absolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

the period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healihy sleep.

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

Lift Cornsout
with Fingers

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

Freezone

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

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

Small botlles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont.
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Made in Canada

O

CANAD‘AN/SALT/CO«'/L'M‘TED

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT
Terms 207 down and $1, $2, $3 |
weekly. We trust any honest person.
Write for Catalogue to-day i
JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers
15 Torento Arcade TORONTO, Can. |

J

\WZ

is for Tired Eyes.
~Granuisten Eyelias
MOVIES ranulat yelids

Rests—Refreshes— Restores

Murine is a Favorite Treatment for Eyes that feel dry and
smart. Give your Eyes as much of your loving care as
your Teeth and with the same regularity. Care for them.
YOU CANNOT BUY NEW EY
Murine Sold at Drug, Toilet and Optical Stores
Ask Murine Eye R y Co., Chicago, for Free Book
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Telephones for
Every Service

For rural systems,
For the factory or departmental building.
For the home.

For the garage.

For any service.
Standard Wall Telephone y A
for Rural Lines.

We make these in Canada

Quality in everyinstance is guaranteed.

Our PRESTO-PHONE, the Canadian
automatic for private inside systems of
from fifteen to one hundred lines is the
ideal system for factory or|departmental

building.
ASK FOR OUR BULLETINS. We

have one for your particular telephone

want.

Presto-Phone Desk Set.

CANADIAN INDEPENDENT TELEPHONE
CO., Limited
263 Adelaide St. West - . TORONTO
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WHO’LL BUY FLY PAPER
FOR THE ELEPHANT?

Pity the poor old elephant, tied to a stake,
out in the Zoo. Foreven if his hide is several
inches thick he is pestered to death with the
flies which swarm around his huge hca.d and
flapping ears. If he were in his native jungle
he would break off a nice green branch and
use it like a fan, or wallow in some river mud
hole to acquire a protecting mud jacket.

When you next go out to the Zoo you
might ask how a fly can bite through an ele-
phant's hide. Perhaps they don't, but just
make him miserable by there crawling and
buzzing. All animals hate them as much as
we do. Flies make them miserable and un-
comfortable but they don’t make them sick.

For here is where we need fly paper more than the
elephant does. We've got to catch the flies to keep them
from walking over our tood and giving us dangerous
diseases. So after all perhaps you had better save your
iy paper money for use at home.

Put some sheets of sticky fly paper in the dining
room. Then you will be able to eat in comfort, without
flies buzzing around and lighting on your food. You
won't have to swat flies on the very table where you eat.
And you won't have the danger of fly poison.

Every year Sticky Fly Paper catches more flies than
all the fly poisons and swatters combined. The varnish
bolds them fast and won't let them get away.

Beware of

Imitations
on th‘

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

Sold
Merits

of

“““‘“‘A@QB\}{E\‘Q
Lighten the Work &
fitlousekeeping g

o HILE you can never get \
rid of the sweeping prob-
lem, you can make it so
simple that it will be a pleasant
duty instead of a hard task.
You can make your rugs look
spick and span, and with very
little effort, by the use of the

BISSELLS

‘“‘Cyco”™ Ball-Bearing
rpet Sweeper

Practically no other article will
take so much of the drudgery out
of housekeeping as a Bissell
Carpet Sweeper. It makessweep-
ing easy, does its work
thoroughly and without
raising dust in stifling,
unhealthful clouds.

Prices $3.75 to $5.50;
Vacuum Sweepers. $8.00
to $12.50 —depending on
style and locality At
dealer’s everywhere,

Booklet on request.

BISSELL CARPET
SWEEPER CO.
of Canada, Limited
NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.
Grand Rapids,
Mich.

Oldest and Largest
Sweeper Makers

(340)

(e
[ =R

Syndicate 514, St. L

EA.N $25 weekly, spare time, writing for newspa

magazines. Expel.'ience unnecessary; details free.
ouis, Mo.

 MAKE YOUR BIKE

& small cost
117 abtached: [0 Sostel Seote soceined
rite for bar-
R FREER00K
and second-hand, 35 and tpe o

SHAW MANUFACTURING CO.
Dept 200 GALESBURG, KANS., U.8.A,

TS,

ress
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Sold with an un

MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK

GheHorlds Laggest Makers of Sterling Silvor and Plate.

847 ROGERS BROS.

"Silver ‘Plate

that Wears”

“Ghe place of honor among wedding gifts
M is accorded 1847 ROGERS BROS. Silver Plate.
Its reputation insures appreciation - its
~quality assures long service.

qualified guarantee made

possible by the aclual test of over O5years.
At leading dealers. Send for illustrated, catalogue F-20.”

“MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited
HAMILTON, CANADA

CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO |

e
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Suppose You are ,
in a Dining Car? 4

You will probably want a light meal, but still nourishing and sustaining, Try

9

(7 9 GoRN’ FLAKES

and note how fresh and bright you feel.

4 V2 J i

[/}
W
- 7

Also note the economy compared with the cost of other
foods. The same ratio of economy will apply in your home,

And insist on the original in the red, white and green
package.

Made in Canada for over eleven years.

The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limited.
Head Office and Factory : London, Ont.




Model Eighty-Five Four

125

[0 b. Point of Shipment

o

e,

The

The times demand alertness —energy —

efficiency.

The call for extra effort has been heard and
answered by men, women and children.
Do “‘your bit”—but keep fit.  If you work

harder play harder too.
Have a motor car. :
With it you can speed up your work—gain
time for play—and reach your playground
guickly—without fatigue. : 0
Have efficient equipment for efficient living—

Five passenger eapacity 112-in wheelbase

Do your bit—but keep fit—

35 horsepower motor

car of the hour

get an Overland Model Eighty-Five Four.

Among cars of such comfortable size it has
been the leading favorite for years.

It represents the maximum of economy pos-
sible without sacrifice of comfort—true
economy—true efficiency.

It is the car of the hour.

Go to the Willys-Overland dealer and get
your Model Eighty-Five Four today—
the car of the hour—efficient equipment
for efficient living.

Cantilever rear springs Aulo-Lile starting and lighting

Willys-Overland, Limited
Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars and Light Commercial Waggons
Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Ont.



To Meet
The Demands
of School Life

there is one absolutely de-
pendable food —

Grape-Nuts

A daily ration of this easily
digested wheat and barley
food will tell its own story,
and the children love it
dearly —

“There’s a Reason”’

USE FORESIGHT

‘“The time to prepare for a rainy day
is when the weather is fine."

That is a truism. Yet many a person
who would never for a moment dispute su
obvious a piece of common-sense forgets
that the time to prepare for a financial
““rainy day’’ is NOW, and that the way
to do so is by means of Life Insuranee.
To the great majority Insurance offers the
only way within their reach of taking eare
of the future—not only the future of de-
pendent ones, but their own as well.

The Great-West Life Policies provide
such Insurance on exceedingly attractive
terms. Premium rates are low and profit
returns to Polieyholders are high. Per-
sonal rates and full explanations will be
gladly given on request. State age,

Ghe
Great West-Life Assurance Co.

Dept, “P’
Head Office - WINNIPEG

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best fer Stoves, etc,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.
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{ The Full Luxury of the Bath

is attained when it is perfumed
with the genuine

RAYSLANMAL,
RFlorida W:enrms

In use for a Century. this
matchless perfume has won
on its merit a most enviable,
world-wide popularity, and
stands today unique among
perfumes of its class,
In the Bath its cooling, re-
freshing and reviving effects
are truly remarkable. For
general use on the Dressing.
table it has no equal,
————,
PREPARED ONLY By

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.
————

Ask Your Druggist for It
Accept no Substitute |
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T. H. BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTO




