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W omen who do their own work

OMEN who do their own work usually find it hard to

keep their hands soft and white. The reason is, they use
ordinary soap which almost always contains free alkali and other
harsh materials.

As soon as they begin to use Ivory Soap, not only for bath and
toilet, but for fine laundry work, dishes, woodwork, windows
and general cleaning, they no longer are troubled with unsightly,
smarting hands.

You will find Ivory Soap no more harmful to your tender skin
than pure, clear, sparkling water.

5 CENTS

JVORY SOAP. . x

IT FLOATS

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada

.. 99i% PURE
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PRESIDENT AND TREASURER: DIRECTORS:

T. E. Good (formerly General Manager and . - H., Fus Vice-President, Fussell-Mc
Treasurer of the Union Stock Yards, Toronto). 4 Re_\’noldsu(\:s(f.l,l L(td.l)?e T ¥
GENERAL MANAGER: A. N. Lambert (Manager and Treasurer, Winni-
Harry Talbot (formerly Head Buyer, William peg Stock Yards).
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Authorized Capital
$5,000,000

Capital Already Subscribed
$2,500,000

Issue of 10,000 shares of capital stock at
$100 (par); 407, on allotment, 307, in 12
months; 307 in 18 months.

- 50)

0
1t is reasonable on a conservative basis of calculation—rto
expect net earnings of 50% per annum on the capital of
this company. Even if an.allowance be made for a decline
in present beef prices, an unusually satisfactory dividend
may safely be anticipated. The company has already as-
sembled part of its initial herd of 10,000 breeding animals,
and expects to maintain 75,000 head within four or five
years. QThe prospectus of the company will be sent upon
request. QApplications for allotment may be made to any

branch in Canada of the Royal Bank of Canada, or direct
fo the company.

No Bonds ‘ No Preferred Stock

British Cattle Supply Co., Limited

Union Stock Yards  City Offices: Excelsior Life Bldg., Toronto
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A Clean, Rosyy HEALTHY Skin

is the birthright of every child. Contact with countless unclean, germ-
laden things every day, however, brings the constant quoto of danger
and the happy, artless ways of children make them especially liable to
infection. Even so there is one sure safesuard you can use—

LIFEBUOY
HEALTH S@ AP

Itis a wonderful disinfectant, ania bland, pure, free
lathering soap for all toilet purposes,

The most tender skin welco ues its daily use.

The mild, disinfectant odor you notice vanishes
quickly after use. At All Grocers— ;

LEVER BROTHERS, LIMITED
TORONTO
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Confederation Number

s o o

It will be fifty years on July 1st since the Confederation of the
Dominion of Canada was completed. During those fifty years,
the country has undergone great changes and each of the Provinces
individually has made great and distinctive progress. In order
that an intelligent idea may be had of what the Canadians are
about to celebrate as a national achievement, the Canadian
Magazine will publish in the July Issue a number of special articles
by prominent writers dealing with the progress of the Country in
each Province and as a Dominion. This issue of the magazine
will be in every sense a patriotic number, and every Canadian
should be proud to preserve it as a record of what fifty years has
meant to the Young Giant of the North. ;

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAilNE

200-206 Adelaide Street West, TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

% ANYL"” THE
ME&E@M@ |

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Iinventors.

Ly

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lo. "*/i5oRec ENGLAND

A*»'m»
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HOME
STUDY
Arts Courses only

SUMMER

SCHOOL
July and August

QUEEN 'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION

MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

MINING
MECHANICAL
ELECTRICAL

ENGINEERING

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

CHEMICAL
CIVIL

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 are received up to the 15th
April by the Secretary, Civil Service Commission,
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be
obtained.

Candidates for examination must have passed their
fourteenth birthday, and not reached their sixteenth
birthday, on the 1st 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,
Ottawa, March 12, 1917.

Unauthorized publication of this advertisement
will not be paid for.

For SwollenVeins
AbsorbineJ-

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

It 'was not known to us that
Absorbine, Jr., would relieve swollen
veins until a few years ago. Then we
did not find this out for ourselves. The
discovery was made by an old gentle-
man who had suffered with swollen
veins for nearly fifty years. He had
made many unsuccessful efforts to get
relief and finally tried Absorbine, Jr.,
knowing its value in reducing swell-
ings, aches, pains and soreness.
Absorbine, Jr., relieved him.

He told us that after he had applied
Absorbine, Jr.,, regularly for a few
weeks his legs were as smooth as when
he was a boy and all the pain and sore-
ness had ceased. Thousands have
since used this antiseptic liniment for
this purpose with remarkably ‘good
results.

Absorbine, Jr., is made of oils and ex- .
tracts from pure herbs, and when
rubbed upon the skin is quickly taken
up (absorbed) by the pores; the blood
circulation in surrounding parts is
thereby stimulated and healing helped.

Absorbine, Jr., leaves no residue, the odor
is pleasing and the imme-
diate effect soothing and
cooling. Though abso-
lutely harmless to human
tissues, Absorbine, Jr., is
a powerful germicide, be-
ing very valuableincleans-
ing cuts, scratches, burns
and other skin breaks
liable to infection.

For muscle soreness, aches,
pains, strains, sprains, stffness §
and all accidental hurts,
Absorbine, Jr., is the remedy te
have always at hand and ready
for instant use.

$1.00 a Bottle

at druggists or pestpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address or
receipt of 10 cents in stamps
Send for trial bottle or procur
regular size from your druggis!
to-day.

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F,

187 Lymans Building, Montreal,
Canada.
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fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
ad UNDERWEAR

An[unrivalled variety in stock
L ey

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hoze Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

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

Ontario Publishing Co. Ontario Publishing Co.

Departments

_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,

Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
Goneral Post Office, London, England..  Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

sidres  Tho LONDON CLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

all Orders

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

e
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

Ideal Summer Suitings

For Gentlemen's Wear. [ “"’\‘

Beautifully soft in texture, light
in weight and finished with a clean
cut surface which enchances their
amartness EGERTON BURNETI'S
Cashmere and Worsted Suitings
are ideal Fabrics for gentlemen’s
SuUmmer wear.

They are high-class fabrics of
superior quality and refinec char-
acter and a choice may be made
from various shades of Grey in the
small patterned weaves so much
in favour.

SAMPLES SENT ON REQUEST

Suits as illustration, made to
measure with a high degree of
perfection in Fitand Workmanship
in cashmereand Worsted Suitings
as described above for $31 792 duty
and carriage paid to destination.

EVIDENCE OF SATISFACTION
D. Me¢ C.. Esq. wrote;- “Your suits
give the best wear and satisfaction
of any I ever had.”

Keremeos B. C,

Charming Summer Fabrics
for Ladies and Children.

Samples of high-class Fabrics
for Ladies, Gentlemen and Child-
ren’s wear, Tailoring Styles, Meas-
urement Blanks, Ete,, mailed on
request, post paid.

Any quantity of material sup-

plied.

7
EGERTON BURNETT, LTD."

R. W, Warehouse, Welling ton, Somerset, Eng.’

Surplus -

Capital Authorized $5,000
Capital Paid Up - 2 goo000

3,000,000
3,500,000

~* Board of Directors
Sir John Hendrie, K.C.M.G.,” President

Cyrus A. Birge, - - Vice-president

C. C. Dalton W. E. Phin
Robt. Hobsong: J. Turnbull

1. Pitblado « W.A.Wgad
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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.
10ELm Ave.
Rosedale

ranksomehallz:z

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon, Principal, - Miss M. T. ScorT
Principal, M1ss EDITH M. READ, M.A.

Preparation for the University and for Examinations in
Music, Art and Domestic Science Departments. Thor-
oughly efficient staff. Large playgrounds, Outdoor
Games— Tennis, Basketball. Rink, Healthful locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS
For Prospectus apply to the Principal

SUCCESSEs 191¢
4th and 21st places,
Entrances, R.M.C,
Kingston.
EntranceRoyal Na.
val Coll., Osborne,

1st, 7th and 12th
MONTR EAL places McGill

Matriculation.

Head Master:

C. S. Fosbery, M.A.

EGE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares beys for the
RIDLEY COLL Universitk andfG busi L hl;il:eslt‘ School l~ﬁ.':"mmm in Cumd.—B:f nl:u. ; :
iversi ips at iculation in six out of t seven ; ¢
The School won University rships al REV‘ﬂ:l. 8n llci;tleR. - D-C.L{,.‘S'in:ip':l.. i

St. * Catharines, Ont. 1913 and four in 1914.

‘o
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ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

* Founded and endowed by the late Ri. Hon. Baron
Strathcona and Mount Royal. )

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
STUDENTS ATTNDING McGILL
UNIVERSITY

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.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
he the finest crea-

no Odlcr
stores or direct

THE ARLINGTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

'or stuttering overcome pos

natural methods permanently restore
natural speech. Graduate pupils every=-
where. Freeadvice and literature.

| THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, - ADA

Remember when
WeZal[z/aZ]zg i

How you did enjoy
your supper out of doors, on
the porch, lawn or down in

the woods. Didn’t you % i,
always eat more? The o
h,
fAELITES &~ &
FOLDING TABLE i
makes more of these picnic ",’b\
treats possible. So light— ::/',' ;C."-_\,
only 11 Ibs.—and folds so -—4’”. "5“
compactly you can carry it " "\-
anywhere without fatigue. w7y
Set up in a minute and never s L
a wobble. =22

Your dealer has it, or will get it for
you. Ask him
MADE IN CANADA

Werite for free Booklet *“ B * describ-
ing our ‘Peerless” and ‘‘Elite”
Tables.

nOURD & CO,, LIMIT D,

SOLE LICENSEES

AND MANUFACTURERS
LONDON, ONTARIO

St. Andrew’'s Gollege

mnrnntn UPPER ANODRI.OWER%CHOOLS Olanaha
Careful Oversight, Thorough Instruction.

Calendar sent on npphcauon.

Large Playing Fields. Excellent Situation,
‘7 D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D.,
Headmaster

The Mhargaret Eaton Scbool of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto.

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

Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

Send for Calendar

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT.

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

Young children also received.
Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training.

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for

twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS
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Queer. Duality

NCE you have worn Italian Silk Lingerie. you will

never willingly wear the coarser kind. These
dainty garments are now produced in Canada, from
the finest grade of pure silk, imported in the raw, and
woven, cut and finished in bright, airy workrooms, by
expert and robust Canadian girls.

WLCCT
alian (51 ingerie
typifies the highest refinement in both conception and execution of
the clever designs. QAll scams are finished flat and lock-stitch
machines are used exclusively. - € The best shops are showing
*Queen (%ti]ality" Underskirts, Knickers, Tango Bloomers,
Camisoles, Nightgowns, Combinations, Union Suits, Undervests,

Kimonos, Boudoir Caps. Opera Caps and Motor Bonnets at
surprisingly moderate prices. :

Write us for the address of your
nearest **Queen Quality”’ Shop.

ST. CATHARINES SILK/MILLS, Limited

Makers of **Queen Quality” Silk Gloves
Dept. “C.M."” ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

W Queen 2
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- BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
applicaton. Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47, to 67,

We shall be pleased to aid you in the
selection of a desirable investment.

Dommion SEcURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL. LONDON.ENO

1866— 3Iubilee Year —1915
l Church TResidential

and

Day School for Girls

New Buildings-—Beautiful, healthy situa-
tion with 7 acres of Playing Fields

JUNIOR SCHOOL TO MATRICULATICN

COURSE
Household Science
Music - Painting
President - The Lord Bishop of Toronto
Principal - Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)

Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity College)
Head Mistress, Junior School - -
Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Certificate! Nat-
ional Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies,
College.

For CALENDAR APPLY TO THE BURSAR

Che Bishop Strachan Schonl
College Firvights L Toronto

Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls
€ _ Principal-MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and European
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations, Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
games,

New Prospectus from Miss STUART,

{ STALBANS A BOARDING sckooL

FOR BOYS

Separate houses for Senio d
Junior Boys. The School gr;u?x!és
covers twenty-four acres. Qur
own water supply. Entrance
Scholarships  open to young
boys. |
RECENT SUCCESSES
R.M.C. 1915 3rd and 10th places
R.M.C. 1916 2nd and 13th places
R.N.C. 1915 1st place
R.N.C. 1916 8th place
No failures in any public exams.
in the last three years.

etc,, apply to the Headmaster,
A. G. M. MAINWARING, M.A.

“For Prospectu, 1

cASHBURY COLLEGE

Rockcliffe Park, - Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fire-
proof Buildings. Ten acres play-
ing-fields. R. M. C. Entrance
1916, six candidates passed.

Write for Illustrated Calendar.
Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmaster
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ONEY IS NEEDED — for the

war—for home emergencies—for

the growing cost of living—for a

business start—for a holiday—for old age
—for all purposes.

Increase, Your Saving, hold down your
spending, open a Savings Account at The
Bank of Toronto. Savings Accounts for
small or large sums invited at all branches
of this Bank.

116 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 1. Gear
‘Paul J. Myler, A. H. Campbell.

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER
John R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector. ,

= S © S—— WO R & T § SR &

HEAD OF
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Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,250,984

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

Savings Department at all Branches.

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

General Banking Business.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

MAKE TWO BLADES OF GRASS

Grow Where One Grew Before,
by Investing in an Endowment

which will
mature at age
fifty-five or
You
the

sSixty.
protect
home and en-

sure comfort

in old age.

 EXCELSIOR
INSURANCE LIF E comeanr

Head Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG.,TORONTO

Pamphlet on request

29949585009 560004000554

33332

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

To-Day’s
Desire and
To-Morrow's
Temptation

You can protect to-day’s desire to
save from to-morrow’s temptation to
spend by depositing your money with
this Corporation, which, for consider-
ably more than half a century, has
been a safe depository for the savings
of large numbers of our citizens.

If you have a deposit account with
us, you will be relieved of all anxiety
as to the safety of your money, you
will be encouraged to add regularly
to your savings, you will be allowed
compound interest at

THREE AND ONE-HALF PER CENT

and your capital or any portion of it
will be available when you require it.

ESTABLISHED 1855

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation
; Paid-up Capital
Six Million Dollars

Reserve Fund

Five Million Dollars
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
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Eyebrows
Eyelashes

They give charm, ex-

pression, loveliness to the

face, adding wonderfully to your
beauty and attractiveness. Society

women and actresses get them by using

It promotes in a natural manner the growth
of eyebrows and eyelashes, making them
thick, long and silky, giving depth and soulful
expression to the eyes. A guaranteed pure
and harmless preparation. Two sizes—25¢C
and 50c. Send coin and we’ll mail LASH-
BROW-INE and our FREE Beauty Booklet
prepaid in plain sealed cover.

Beware of Worthless Imitations—
Genuine LASH-BROW.-INE sold only by

MAYBELL LABORATORIES
4008-98 Indiana Avenue, Chicago

Mail Courses

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

Shaw Correspondence
Schools :: Toronto

Anyone interested in these money-
making courses is invited to write
for our descriptive booklet.

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

Ottawa Ladies College

FOUNDED 1870

Modern Fireproof Building

Matriculation Courses, Music, Household
Science, Art, Handicratt, Physical Cul-
ture. Ample Grounds for Sport.

For Calendar apply
REV. J. W. H. MILNE, B.A, D.D.,
President,

JAMES W. ROBERTSON, LL.D , C.M:\G,
Chairman of Board.

Head Office

You Look for SECURITY

Whether with the intention of taking.
out insurance or associating yourself with
&P some Company, you look for security.

The latest figures emphasize the un-
excelled financial position of this Company.
Business in Force over $59,600,000

Assels
Net Surplus “

s 16,400,000
2,600,000

These are reasons why the Company is known as ““Solid as the Continent’.

North American Life Assurance Co.

TORONTO

. 93
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From the Painting by G. Horne Russell

ROSES AND HOLLYHOCKS

The simplest cottage oftentimes becomes
an object of great beauty owing to the abun-
dance of flowers surrounding’ it. This cottage
at St. Andrews, New Brunswick, is typical of
many others that add greatly to the interest

of a visit to the Maritime Provinces.

Ty
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BRITISH COLUMBIAS

PATRIOTIC

WOMENI

S ﬂ@db@z Duirham

T' is generally conceded
| that there is no province
in the Dominion which
has made a more prompt
response to the call for an
army of 500,000 men than
British Columbia, where one in every
ten of the entire population is wear-
ing khaki. And, furthermore, it is per-
haps not so well known that while the
men have been quick to answer the
call the women have not'been behind
them in manifesting a patriotic spirit.

There is a stage in human suffering
when there are not longer any degrees
of comparison, but if it were possible
to compare the weight of anxiety
which bears upon the hearts of women
who in every part of the British Em-

pire are waiting for news from that.
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vague, mysterious Front, somewhere
in France, or Mesopotamia, or Egypt,
it would seem as if the burden of
those who are waiting on the other
side of the world from where their
men are facing death might be a little
heavier than that of those who have
at least the sense of nearness to com-
fort them. In the homes of British
Columbia the wives and sweethearts
and mothers and sisters of nearly
40,000 men are waiting thus, and their
patriotic fervour has not been the only
motive power in the work they have
done, but they have also been driven
by the need of a task, concentration on
which might help them in some meas-
ure to endure this terrible strain of
waiting, six thousand miles away, for
news which travels so slowly across
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the sea and then across the continent.
Not only in the cities and towns
and the populous districts have the
women rallied for work, although it
was in these centres that the first or-
ganized movement took place, but on
the lonely ranches of the interior, in
the fishing villages of the coast, in the
lumber camps in the heart of the great
forests and in the remote mining set-
tlements in the mountains the women
have gathered in little groups and
cheered one another in their efforts.
The first organized = movement
among the women after the outbreak
of the war was made by the Imperial
Order of the Daughters of the Em-
pire, a society which many people of
a practical turn of mind had come to
regard as rather more ornamental
than useful, from the fact that it had
been merely marking time during the
years since the South African war,
which called it into being. Many of
jts own members had ceased to have a
very definite idea of what its mission
really was and some of its chapters
had wandered far afield from the
original line marked out for it and

were engaging in philanthropic, edu-
cational or missionary activities.

But when the war beacons blazed
with such appalling suddenness it was
not long before the public was forced
to recognize the value of a great na-
tional patriotic organization which,
even if not active at the time, had all
its machinery ready to be set.in mo-
tion at a moment’s notice. The first

call to the women of British Columbia

came from the national headquarters
of the Order in Toronto, when $10,000
was asked as their share toward the
hospital ship which it was proposed
should be presented by the women of
Canada to the British Admiralty. So
swift was the response of the Pacifie
coast members that in less than a week
after war had been declared they had
forwarded more than $18,000 for this
fund through the headquarters of the
provincial organization in Vietoria.
When this had been accomplished
the leaders of the Order lost no time
in learning from the officers com-
manding Canadian troops what ar-
ticles were most likely to be needed,
and at once supply depots and receiv-
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ing stations were opened. Within a
week or two hundreds of women in'the
cities and towns were making shirts
and socks. The women of the West
were not expert in the use of knitting
needles as those of the East have al-
ways been; indeed the homely craft
was almost unknown on the Pacific
slope until the sudden demand created
by the war revived it. But the optim-
ism, one might almost say heroism,
with which women who had never had
a knitting needle in their hands set
out to learn to make socks, and suc-
ceeded, was one of the many surprises
which the war has developed.

Not far behind the women of the
towns were those of the farming com-
munities, the work there being at first
directed through the agency of the
Women’s Institutes. In places where
there was no existing society ready for
organized effort it was not long until
patriotic leagues were formed through
the medium of which those who were
anxious to help might find an outlet
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for their zeal, and the spirit spread to
still more sparsely populated districts
until it reached remote valleys and
lonely mountain trails and women all
over the Province were finally busy
and striving through the activity of
their hands to subdue that of their
minds.

Even the native Indian women were
eager to have a share in the work of
making comforts for the troops, and
before the second contingent left sev-
erals cases of garments designed for
the British Columbia men were sent to
a depot in Viectoria through the mis-
sionary of one of the villages on Van-
couver Island. Since then the women
of the reservations on both the Island
and the Mainland have sent regular
contributions of socks made from wool
spun and carded by themselves, into
many of which they have woven their
tribal names and the totems of their
families. As some of these go to over-
seas hospitals where men of all the
allied nations are cared for, one won-
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ders what significance these curious
symbols may have for the Russian or
French soldier, or even for the Eng-
lish Tommy, for whom, by chance,
these pathetic offerings of the sad
remnant of a passing race may be des-
tined.

The first object of the workers was
the outfitting of the men of the local
regiments, but as more and more
women were drawn into the organiza-
tions, and as the work became more
systematized and the output steadily
inereased, it was inevitable that their
patriotic endeavour should become
broader in its scope. The appeal of
the Red Cross was not unanswered;
when the sufferings of the Belgians
touched the sympathies of the civil-
ized world during the early months of
the war not only a large sum of money
but an enormous quantity of clothing
went from the women of the Last
West to those of the martyred nation.
There have been innumerable ‘‘tag
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days’’, when the women of Victoria
and Vancouver have stood upon the
street corners for long hours collect-
ing contributions for the French Red
Cross, the Italian Red Cross, the Jew-
ish sufferers in Poland, the stricken
Serbians, and for the many funds
which have been launched. In the
city of Vancouver alone the women
have raised more than $75,000 for the
prisoners of war.

No organization has been second to
the Red Cross Society in the extent
and magnitude of the work done, and
since its formation many new societies
have come into existence with the ob-
ject of promoting special lines of pat-
riotic endeavour. But the Daughters
of the Empire have the honour of be-
ing first in the field in British Colum-
bia and it was their privilege, which
they owed to the perfection of their
organization, to inaugurate war work
for women, and to make the people re-
alize from the outset that it was not
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enough to send their men to the front
but that their needs must be supplied
by those at home.

Very soon after August, 1914, many
new chapters of the Order were form-
ed throughout the Province, and the
membership was doubled. As the war
has progressed, the increase in the
number of workers and in their en-
thusiasm has steadily continued. So
energetic have the members been that
since the beginning of the war they
have raised more than $150,000, as
well as having collected enormous
quantities of field comforts and hos-
pital supplies. In one day the branch
in Victoria collected 4,500 pairs of
socks. The organization in Vancou-
ver sent forward in one special ship-
ment two hundred cases amounting to
fifteen tons of hospital supplies, this
being the result of a “‘linen day’’ col-
lection. From time to time campaigns
have been inaugurated in behalf of
specific objects such as the sending of
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a huge consignment of home-made
jam for men in the hospitals as was
done last summer, but these have
never been allowed to interfere witk
the routine work which has always
gone on without interruption, the reg-
ular weekly shipments being made
with the same unfailing punctuality.
The headquarters of the provinecial
organization of the Order are in Vie-
toria, the capital city, and the Hon-
ourary President is Mrs. Barnard,
wife of the Honourable K. S. Bar-
nard, Lieutenant-Governor. Mrs. Bar-
nard is a native daughter of Brit
ish Columbia, and before her husband
was called to fill its highest office she
was not only a leader in social circles
in the capital but was always an en-
thusiastic patron of philanthropic en-
terprises and those having for their
object the advancement of the artistic
and intellectual life of the eity. Since
she has been chatelaine of Government
House, a position which has made it
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Vice-President ot the Provincial Chapter or the
Daughters of the Empire in British Columbia. Sheis
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and a sister of Sir Percy Lake. .

possible for her to give.more effective
support to undertakings in behalf of
public welfare, she has not failed to
make the most of her increased oppor-
tunities for service.

Government House, which before
the war was the scene of much social
gaiety, has since been a rallying point
for patriotic endeavour, and almost
the only festive gatherings which take
place there now are those which are
planned for the purpose of raising
money for the various funds which the
war has made necessary. One of the
first of these was a great ‘‘linen
shower’”’ for the Queen’s Canadian
Hospital at Shorneliffe, when the pub-
lic was invited to see the donations
which were displayed in the big ball-
room. Since then this apartment has
been the scene of many concerts and
other entertainments arranged by the
Daughters of the Empire and the
drawing-rooms have also on many oc-
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casions been given up to their use as
work-rooms.

The Honourary Vice-President is
Lady MeBride, wife of Sir Richard
McBride, a former Premier, who is
now Commissioner for the Province in
London. The President is Mrs. Henry
Croft, who is also a native British Col-
umbian, a daughter of the Honourable
Robert Dunsmuir, the famous pioneer
of Vancouver Island. She is a woman
of unusual attainments and of a
highly altruistic spirit who has spent
much of her life in well-directed ef-
forts in behalf of her native Province
and in the promotion of an Imperial
sentiment, in recognition of which she
was recently made a Lady of Grace of
the Order of St. John of Jerusalem.
She has had an able supporter in the
Secretary, Mrs. Hassell, another pub-
lic-spirited woman who since the be-
ginning of the war has devoted
herself to patriotic work.
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The executive committee also in-
cludes the Vice-Presidents, one of
whom is Lady Tupper, wife of Sir
‘Charles Hibbert Tupper, and daugh-
ter-in-law of the late Sir Charles Tup-
per, both of whom have played a
prominent part in the political history
of Canada. Lady Tupper, who is also
Regent of the Municipal Chapter of
the Order in Vancouver, shares with
Mrs. Croft the honour of being a
Lady of Grace, they being the only
women in British Columbia who have
received this decoration. The other
Viee-President is Mrs. Belson, wife of
Major Belson, now serving in Meso-
potamia, and a sister of Sir Percy
Liake. The Organizing Secretary is

Mrs. Neroutsos, a woman of marked
executive ability, and another mem-
ber of the executive is Mrs. Bowser,
wife of a former Premier of the Prov-
ince. The Municipal Regent in Vie-
toria is Mrs. Albert E. Griffiths.

After nearly three years of work
these Pacific coast Daughters of the
Empire show no sign of relaxation in
their efforts. On the contrary, as fresh
drafts of men have gone overseas and
the needs have become greater, the
supplies have been forthcoming in
proportion, and there is no doubt
that whatever demand the future may
make in sacrifice or labour the women
of the Liast West may be counted on
to do their share in meeting it.



UP THE GREAT LAKES

BY RANDOLPH CARLYLE

ILLUSTRATIONS BY BERTHE DES CLAYES

) I the four Great Lakes,
X} Huron and Superior aré
)§, pre-eminently the great-
d| est. Superior, the greater
of these two, is four
hundred miles long, and
in maximum width 160 miles. Lake
Huron is two hundred and eighty
miles long, and its greatest width is
105 miles. Both touch the Province
of Ontario on the north side and the
States of Michigan and Wisconsin on
the south, and they lie almost midway
between the Atlantic and the Pacific.
From time immemorial their giant
bosoms have been the natural highway
of the red man and, later, of the white,
and to-day the tonnage of their ship-
ping which passes through the con-
necting canals at Sault Ste. Marie is
- recorded as being greater even than

the tonnage of the Suez.

‘“Up the Lakes’’ has been for two
generations a common expression in
Ontario:and the neighbouring States
of the Republic, and yet how few per-
sons have a proper appreciation of
what it means! We take a trip to At-
lantic City, to the Adirondacks, to the
Maine Coast; a journey to California,
to Florida, to Mexico; a voyage to
Bermuda, to Jamaica, or perhaps far-
ther abroad. And yet, like the people
of St. Paul’s Churchyard who ignore
the things that others travel hundreds
of miles to see, we are prone to neglect
the transcending beauties and glorizs
that invest almost our very doorstep.
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The trip up the Great Lakes is
taken mostly by boat, although there
is a pleasant preliminary jaunt by
railway to Port McNicoll, a small
town on a south-easterly inlet of Geor-
gian Bay. Nicollet, an adventurous
French-Canadian, blazed the trail by
canoe just fourteen years after the
Pilgrim Fathers landed at Plymouth.
But what a difference between his
means of travel, between his frail
canoe and, for comparison, the Kee-
watin, one of the Canadian Pacific
Railway Company’s fleet of steamers
that ply between Port MeNicoll and
For William! Nicollet travelled in a
craft scarcely more than twenty feet
long. The Keewatin and her sister the
Assimiboia are 350 feet long. Nicol-
let’s canoe might have carried half a
dozen men. These modern palaces of
the inland waters carry three hundred
passengers.  Undoubtedly Nicollet
slept beneath his overturned craft. On
the Keewatin it is possible to occupy
a brass double bed, with an electric
reading-lamp at the head, an electric
fan close at hand, and a shower or tub
bath in the adjoining portion of the
cabin. Even La Salle, who, like Nicol-
let, was searching for the westward
route to China, could not have dream-
ed that his Griffon, which was built in
1679, the first sailboat to navigate
those waters, would have seemed be-
side a vessel of the Keewatin type like
a miniature fit only to be preserved
in a glass case, But the Griffon, with
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POINTE AUX PINES, ON ST. MARY'S RIVER

what in its day were huge billowing
sails, was a vessel of much pretension,
and by the Indians it was dreaded one
moment and admired the next.

From Port McNicoll, where the rail-
way train stops with only a few yards
of green sward between it and the
wharf, the steamship moves majestic-
ally out into Georgian Bay, a won-
derful body of water supposed to con-
tain ten thousand islands. Most of

these islands are heavily wooded, and.

as the vessel takes her course amongst
them the passengers watch the shore
line in the hope of seeing deer or
moose or some other creature of this
habitat coming down to drink. Two
hundred and eighty miles, most of the
distance, however, in the unbroken
water of the lake, are sailed before one
enters the beautiful and historic St.
Mary’s River, a natural waterway un-
surpassed for picturesqueness and
charm.

In Canada, even within the territor-
ies that long have been settled, there
are several wonderful and delightful
navigable rivers. St. Mary’s and the

St. Lawrence come first in importance,
and no one could tell which of these
two is the more interesting. The St.
Lawrence, of course, carries great At-
lantic liners up to the head of ocean

navigation at Montreal, and seeing

her magnificent shores in day time one
would think that there could be no
more beautiful scenery in all Canada.
But St. Mary’s River loses nothing by
comparison. Her distant hills reveal
a purple glory like the Laurentians,
and her valleys display in summer
fields of ripening grain and in autumn
wide green spaces from which the
crops have been harvested. The colour
of the landscape on either side is dis-
played in great splashes of greens,
yellows and purples. It perhaps is
less pastoral than the St. Lawrence,
certainly less than the St. John, and
it is less confusing in detail. Both the
St. Lawrence and the St. John give
glimpses of prosperous farmsteads,
with modern houses and -capacious
barns. But St. Mary’s River, with
notable exceptions in the form of sum-
mer cottages, sawmills, and beautiful-
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THE GREAT LAKES.
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ANOTHER VIEW OF

ly sitnated villages, is more primitive,
the log cabin, for example, being a
sight common on these shores. The
heavy green of the spruce is broken
on the Canadian side by the slender
trunks and white, shining bark of the
birch, and on the American side one
sees here and there clumps of stately
elms. ?

It is an interesting circumstance
that as the steamship passes up the
river the passengers -are almost con-
stantly in sight of both shores, the
Canadian on the one side, the Ameri-
can on the other. They realize, then,
that they are travelling along a great
international highway, a highway that
is shared amicably by two great peo-
ples. And here the thoughts come to
one, and the question arises, Is there
any difference? Does the face of the
land look different on the American
side from the Canadian side? One has
to confess that it does. But it is not
greatly different in its natural aspects.

POINTE AUX PINES

On the American side, however, more
advantage has been taken of the ex-
cellent locations for summer cottages,
summer hotels and summer resorts. A
reason might be found in the fewer
Canadian towns and cities to demand
the luxury of summer time change of
scene and recreation. Sault Ste.
Marie, on the Canadian side, is in this
respect, however, a happy exception.
A few years ago the American side
was larger and busier and more prom-
ising, but the Canadian ‘‘Soo’’ has the
distinetion of being the only instance
of a Canadian town getting ahead of
its American neighbour. As the ves-
sel approaches this historic upper end
of St. Mary’s River one notices the
picturesque dwellings on the Cana-
dian side and the more imposing struc-
tures nearer the centre of the city. Of
more interest to the traveller, how-
ever, are the great locks that comprise
the several canals that lead from the
lower water of Huron to the higher



THE CANADIAN LOCK AT SAULT STE. MARIE

water of Superior, and fortunate in-
deed is the boat that does not have to
wait for its turn to enter.

The safe navigation of this great in-
land river requires an elaborate sys-
tem of lighting and directing. Light-
houses accentuate every prespect,
standing out against the green of the
land or the blue of the water like great
white monuments. The cost of their
maintenance, as well as of other aids
* to navigation, is shared by the two
countries. This cost is constantly and
increasingly great, for as the immense
tonnage of the cargoes from Duluth
and Fort William increases, increas-
ing facilities have to be provided. The
latest is a large new canal built by the
United States, which will add greatly
to the aggregate capacity.

The first canal at Sault Ste. Marie
was built by the Nor’'west Company
in 1797, and was burned during the
war of 1812. It had one lock, thirty-
eight feet long, eight feet, nine inches
wide, and the lift was nine feet. Put
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that beside the lock 900 feet long built
in Canada and opened in 1895. Put
that in turn beside the one, 1,350 feet
long, which was built later by the
United States, with the fourth and
largest of all about to be completed.
So that what confronts the visitor by
vessel at Sault Ste. Marie is four can-
als, any one of which he is at liberty
to use when his turn comes. Canada
here pays no canal toll to the United
States, nor does the United States pay
any to Canada. A vessel flying the
Stars and Stripes at Sault Ste. Marie
will enter the Canadian lock without
preference if it should happen to Le
clear. And if it should fly the Union
Jack it will enter any one of the three
American locks should it prefer to do
S0.
The amount of tonnage that passes
through these locks is enormous. Tt
consists mostly of wheat, oats, flour,
iron ore, coal, copper, manufactured
iron, and lumber. This huge tonnage
accounts for the scores of big black




A FREIGHTER PASSING THUNDER CAPE

freighters that salute and pass in a
seemingly endess line. Sometimes they
go two abreast and their waters ripple
in the sunlight by day and the moon-
light by night and melt into each other
as they recede towards the horizon.
Having passed up through one of
the canals at Sault Ste. Marie, the ves-
sel moves out upon the deep blue sur-
face of the greatest of all inland lakes.
Superior is noted for its calm surface,
its great depth, its low temperature
and its glorious sunsets, which are the
equal of any seen at sea. It is a fine
experience to stand on the promenade
deck of a vessel of the type of the
Keewatin and the Assiniboia and
watch the sun slowly sink to the hori-
zon. The vessel may be in mid-lake,
and if so no land is visible, nothing
can be seen on all hands but the sky
above and the wonderful, deep blue
water below. The beauty and solem-
nity of the scene can be appreciated
properly from the promenade deck,
which is a feature of this class of
108

steamship. To walk around it gives
one the exercise of walking around a
city block. But how different the air,
how different the scene! There is
nothing overhead to obstruct the view,
and as the vessel speeds along one feels
the exhilaration of actually riding on
the air.

One of the features of Lake Superior
is Thunder Cape, which rises to a
height of 1,400 feet and which will be
associated forever with Indian tradi-
tion. Even to-day the Sleeping Giant
can be seen laid out on his couch of
stone. The Cape is on the outer rim of
Thunder Bay, at the head of which
are located the twin cities of Port
Arthur and Fort William, which com-
bined make one of the largest points
of shipment of grain in the world.
Fort William, which is the more his-
torie, began as a small trading post of
the Nor’'west Company at the mouth
of the Kaministiquia River. In 1807
it received its present name in honour
of William MeGillivray, one of the



A FREIGHTER ROUNDING ATLIGHTHOUSE ON ST. MARY'S RIVER

head men of the company. Almost all through the huge elevators here
the grain produced in that vast grain- at the head of inland lake navigation.
producing territory that lies between There are twenty-five of these eleva-
Winnipeg and the Peace River passes tors—their aggregate capacity is al-

ON ST. MARY'S RIVER, NEAR SAULT STE. MARIE

it




THE ENTRANCE TO THE HARBOUR AT PORT ARTHUR

most 50,000,000 bushels. The grain is
carried down the lake in great black
freighters, one of which, for instance,
is 625 feet long—the longest vessel of
the kind in the world. She has carried
on one trip almost 400,000 bushels of
wheat. Engaged in this business of
carrying grain there is a great fleet of
these black monsters, and one of the
sights to be remarked during a trip
up these lakes is the almost continuous
line of them passing down to dis-
charge their precious cargoes at some
port on the Georgian Bay. The first
shipment was made in 1883, when a
cargo of 10,000 bushels was loaded by
means of push carts. From this small
beginning the shipments quickly in-
creased in size and number. In 1887
7,000,000 bushels were transhipped
here, and last year, during what is
called the ‘“‘crop’’ year, the shipments
reached the enormous total of"
349,000,000 bushels.

It is an interesting experience just
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to pass along the waterfront at Port
Arthur and Fort William, where the
Dominion Government has spent mil-
lions of dollars in improving a har-
bour that has a froutage thirty-two
miles long. The huge grain elevators
are more dramatic than the pyramids
of Egypt, and, with Mount Mackay
frowning above, the scene is unusually
impressive. Besides the fine passen-
ger steamship of the type described,
the freighters of many kinds pass in
and out during the season of naviga-
tion, which, by means of an ice-crush-
ing service maintained by the Domin-
ion Government, is extended about
twenty days, a period at that time of
year that is of immense importance.

As a change from the trip abroad,
to California, to Atlantic City or the
Grand Canyon, let me recommend the
Great Lakes. As a change from the
heat and staleness of city or town, let
me urge it. As an ideal week-end trip
it recommends itself.
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ENLISTED
By CHRISTINE CURTIS

OU went away with the first daffodils,
I well remember how

Their saucy yellow heads
Bobbed in the garden beds,
And how the sunlight frosted all the hills
So pale and glistening, they seemed
Coated with silver, and the'birches gleamed,
Each dainty twig and bud
Dipped in the silver flood.

You went away when all the land was sweet,
In those divinest days.

The willows in the lane

Are misty-green again;

The dandelions glow beside the street,

And from the lowlands as we pass,

Floats up the fragrance of the meadow grass;
- When maple fringes red

Make perfume overhead.

The skies of Easter canopied the land

With their delicious blue,

One smiling April day

You journeyed far away

Before the chestnut buds were quite unfurled.
You took the bloom from every tree,

You left no spring or summertide to me,

But only dreary hours

And heart-remembered flowers.
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been more intimately af-
fected by the war than
the farmer.

ENGLAND INI ARMS

%y facey%ngg

PART II.—THE FARMER AND THE WAR

O one in England has “‘Our food stocks are low, alarmingly
low—Ilower than they have ever been
within recollection.’’

No one in

And a nation,

} England will, in the
long run, profit so com-

pletely.

‘“No doubt the State showed a la-
mentable indifference to the impor-
tance of agricultural industry, the

very life of the nation. No civilized
country spent less on agriculture, or
even spent as little on it, directly or
indirectly, as we did.”’

In that frank confession before the
House on a memorable day in Febru-
ary, nineteen-seventeen, Lloyd George,
faced by a startling shortage of food
as the result of the condition he now
deplored, supported by the ready as-
sent of a people who had, for the first
time in its history, been forced to
weigh its allowance, sounded a na-
tion’s remorse. Ahead stared the
menacing future of a struggle with a
ruthless foe that was attacking in
England’s most vulnerable spot. Be-
hind were generations of neglect of
the only industry that eould surely
save her in her extremity. Ahead lay
even the uncertainty of a victory that
might have been assured had England
not so immutably set her course by a
plan whose blindness was now recog-
nized perhaps too late. ‘‘Seventy to
eighty per cent. of our wheat has been
imported,”” groaned the Premier.
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paying the penalty of its own folly,
grimly bent its tardy efforts to re-
forming the system, to remodeling its
ideas of national industry and na-
tional life.

Hitherto the English farmer, in a
country where man is classified large-
ly by the work he does, moved on the
lowest plane. He fulfilled no vital
function of national existence. He
lived on suffrance. His only recog-
nized function was to render profit-
able some insignificant part of the
huge tracts owned by wealthy land-
lords, and to keep them in shape for
the latter’s amusements. He was
little more than a servant of the land-
lord from whom he rented his land—
for he seldom owned it. Generation
after generation his family grovelled
and dug, hopelessly, almost stupidly,
ground down by the system that de-
prived him of every incentive of am-
bition. His sons who were worth while
left him and sailed for the Colonies,
where a man might be a man and still
be a farmer, where the limits of the
scale, social and financial, depended
only on a man’s capacity. .

There is another ‘‘farmer’’ in Eng-
land, the landlord owner who never
handled a hoe or stirred a spadeful of
earth or harnessed a horse. His voice
swells in the House of Commons, on



112

the public platform, in rural organi-
zations. The other day a London news-
paper displayed a letter from a ‘‘Far-
mer’’ protesting against the ery for
more cultivation when labourers were
unavailable owing to the demands of
the Army. On his 800 acre farm, he
lamented, he had but sixteen hands,
and the land was idle for want of
workers. But the letter was sent from
one of the most exclusive and expen-
sive clubs in London. There are thous-
ands like him in England—men who
call themselves farmers but never
farm, who bewail the dearth of help
but scorn to remove their own coats.
That is not the farmer of whom I am
going to speak.

The English farm was but a corner
of a large sporting estate. Where
tens of acres were tilled hundreds
were left wild for the deer, the fox,
the pheasant, the rabbit to multiply
for the sport of the landlord. Or parks
and paddocks in the best locations
represented the owner’s keenest con-
cern. Deer browsed off the fields, and
foxes and pheasants grew fat on the
farmers’ work that the lord of the
manor might find his sport at his
door. And the sufferer from their
depredations dare not shoot them. The
huntsmen galloped across his fields in
pursuit of the fleeing fox; they left
open his gates and controlled the
heights of his fences to the capacities
of their horses. And the farmer had
no redress. Even after two and a half
years of war, when game had multi-
plied through lack of hunters until
the farmers’ best efforts threatened to
be nullified, it was only against keen
opposition in the House that they were
given the right to shoot the game that
was assisting the enemy to cut down
the nation’s subsistence. A conserva-
tive country fought to the last ditch
any change that favoured the farmer
against the idle landlord even when
the latter’s food was at sruke with the
former’s.

England was a nation of sports-
men, of financiers, of shopkeepers.
What need of the farmer ? Were there
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not unending fleets of merchant ships
to fetch the food the islands needed?
Was there not the Navy to protect
them against the world’s attacks in
their passage? Folly, England de-
clared, to break up the fields that
formed the amusement of the wealthy.
England would always be mistress of
the seas. The rest of the world might
be the world’s granary.

The result was inevitable. Smaller
and smaller grew the farms, tighter
and tighter the areas of tilled fields.
The farmer did not develop for there
was not the room. He made no experi-
ments; he was not supposed to. Ex-
periment was not for his class. He
stuck to the beaten track of his grand-
father, without a vision of better
things. And his sons, disgusted, revo-
lutionary, left him. Gradually land
that had raised its average of thirty
bushels of wheat passed into the in-
terminable pasture that covers Eng-
land. Five millions of acres ceased to
cater to the needs of the people. For
seventy miles round London there is
no farming. Down in Kent there are
broken acres set out with hop poles,
but scarcely anywhere within that
area, especially to the south and east
and west, do growing fields of grain
gladden the eye. No prairie was ever
more unproductive. Golf links every-
where, rolling sweeps of meadow land
adorned with a few sheep and cattle,
rising heights of glorious parks — a
dream of gentle, beautiful landscape,
but useless, utterly useless to a coun-
try surrounded by water.

That was England up to 1917. Now
the scene is changing. ‘‘The plough
is our hope,”” admitted Lloyd George,
with that candid note of apology that
promises bright things for the future.
‘““The war at any rate has taught us
one lesson—that the preservation of
our essential industries is as import-
ant a part of the national defence as
the maintenance of the Army and
Navy.”” And in that sentence rang
hope to the dulled farmer, the emanci-
pation of an industry that had been
choked almost to extinction. The
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Island Kingdom had awakened to the
fact that no nation can repudiate the
essentials of life and thrive, even un-
der its ordinary contingencies.

Yet even to-day there are Free
Trade enthusiasts—so far publicly ex-
pressing themselves only in the House
of Lords—who contend that had the
farmer been protected, had he been
encouraged, England would not have
possessed its 12,500,000 tons of ship-
ping when the war broke out. No one
has troubled to reply. The outcome of
the next three months will answer—it
is answering now.

The war had been in progress almost
two years when Mr. Asquith, then
Premier, rose in the House and as-
sured it that there was no need for
worry. The submarine peril had been
overcome ; England might continue to
import its food stuffs with perfect con-
fidence in its future. There might be
shortages here and there in certain
luxuries, but the granaries of the
world were at the nation’s door. It
pleased England, the conservative,
that it need not change. But a very
few months later, while still there was
no submarine ruthlessness, the Prem-
jer had risen to alter his tone.
Wheat was climbing to unprecedented
heights. The condition of the market
was proving that, even should the
country not starve, there was little
profit in leaving itself in the hands of
foreigners, whether the seas were free
or not. But it was left to the Premier
demanded by a people who had begun
seriously to doubt to face the real
crisis of England’s policy.

Of course every industry and oceu-
pation in England considers that it
has been especially selected to bear
the brunt of the war. But labour and
food production, the two great sources
of vietory, quite as vital as the Army
and the Navy, can bear only a certain
amount without the entire nation pay-
ing the penalty. Both responded to
the early call of the recruiting officers
with a zeal that spoke well for their
loyalty. The farming communities
were unevenly affected, as were the
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towns. In certain districts the pat-
riotism was of such an intense nature

. that farmers were shorn of their as-

sistance almost to the point of stop-
ping production. The Derby scheme
took many more. One hundred and
eight thousand farm-hands enlisted
voluntarily.

In the early stages there was no
thought of selection. England must
have an Army, wherever it was ob-
tained. Kitchener had to raise a mil-
lion men almost by the stroke of the
wand. Nothing else mattered but that
France should have the instant sup-
port of its most powerful but most un-
prepared ally. Even when the press-
ing urgency of men grew less insistent
there was no fear of the depletion of
the farms. Where some sections had
enlisted en masse others had nct felt
the call; the farmers thought that
somewhere in England was labour
enough. Their patriotism was more
sensitive than their purses. All Eng-
land was too sure of itself, too confi-
dent that history would be repeated
without seriously disturbing the coun-
try’s plan of life.

But when conscription ruthlessly
took the fit, the loose labour market
was thinned out and the farmer had
nowhere to turn to make up his de-
ficiency. So he did the thing that had
for many years come so easy to him—
turned his growing grain fields into
grass lands. One of the difficulties
was the English system of labour.
Farms and private houses, factories
and stores, are in ordinary times man-
ned by an army of help that has
learned to confine itself to its specified
duties. A house that in Canada would
be content with two servants, in Eng-
land employs five. A farm that would
be worked in Canada by two men, in
England is shorthanded without seven
or eight—probably with more inten-
sive farming. It is an extravagance
of labour from which there is much
suffering now. And so many farms
were devoted to fancy crops that re-
quired additional hands. Neverthe-
less the condition had to be taken as
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it was, and while it is changing rapid-
ly under necessity, there is loss of
energy in the process.

The work of the Tribunals appoint-
ed to decide on exemptions from the
Army did little to improve matters.
Some ignored every plea of the farmer
and took his assistant. Others refused
to make the farmer organize his work
that fewer helpers might do it. Thus
there were farm-hands to spare in
places, and land that could not be
worked in others. It depended upon
the direction of one’s vision whether
one condemned the Tribunals as care-
less of the Army or of the nation’s
food. In general it was natural that
the military representatives who ap-
peared before these official bodies
should insist on the farmer as most
suited by his outdoor, severe work for
the harsh life of the trenches.

In the fall of 1916 the country could
no longer ignore the shortage of cer-
tain food stuffs. Hitherto it had de-
ceived itself by imagining that the
rising prices came entirely from pro-
fiteering and market manipulation. To
the last moment the Asquith Govern-
ment had delayed official interference,
Now a Food Controller was proposed,
his duties being vaguely named to in-
clude production and distribution. In
August, two months before, a Com-
nittee had been appointed in response
to public fears to inquire into the
whole food question and to propose
what remedies seemed advisable. In-
cidentally, it made its report seven
months later, after the new Govern-
ment had been forced to anticipate it,
without its assistance, by several
weeks. And the Food Controller idea
was left untouched for two months to
the consideration of the people. It
was a habit of the Asquith Govern-
ment. ”

In December, when the people
changed leaders, nothing practical had
been done. The Food Controller had
not been named. A seore of proposals
had gone no further. Week after week
the newspapers were left to urge their
own particular hobbies, to resist that
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which did not meet their fancy. And
day by day conditions were growing
more desperate. When Lloyd George
took the reins one of his first appoint-
ments was the Food Controller, his
duties limited to food distribution and
food consumption; and other officials
followed for the great problem of pro-
duction. No one man could handle all
ends of the food question.

Almost before the new Premier had
settled down to individual problems
came the submarine menace to impor-
tations, and instantly everything else
had to be dropped for the greater
anxiety. Without delay he realized
that in the farmer was the only hope.
There might be discovered means of
destroying the submarine ; there might
not. And the latter contingency had
to be considered first. An appeal was
made to the farmer to break every
available acre, and power was given
the authorities to commandeer for till-
age idle land. Allotments were laid
out all over England for the towns-
people to work after hours. A large
order for tractor ploughs was wired
to America.

But the farmers had become dis-
gusted with the lack of consideration
shown them thus far. Their response
was: ‘“‘How can we break land with-
out the help to do it’’? And when
most of the tractor ploughs were sunk
on the way over it became more than
a condition that could be met by ap-
peal.

The Ministry of National Service,
a special production of Lloyd George’s
brain in anticipation of such prob-
lems, went to work. It coneentrated on
furnishing the farmer with the help
he needed. It invited every man who
could handle a plough to give up his
present work and spend the next six
weeks on the land while yet the sea-
son’s crops might be planted. It be-
gan to train women for work they had
never anticipated in their wildest
dreams.

The Army was combed. Eleven
thousand farm-hands were lent from
the units training in England.
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Twenty-seven thousand were taken
from the trenches and returned to the
land, subject to twenty-four hours’ re-
call. Camp commandants were or-
dered to let out their draft horses to
the farmers at a dollar a day. Five
thousand German prisoners were put
at work. Of the 60,000 farm-hands
whose Tribunal exemptions were up
only 30,000 were asked for, and be-
fore they could respond their number
was reduced to 10,610.

The Government spent two million
dollars on farm machinery. In the
shortage of tractor ploughs every one
was commandeered and men sought to
keep them at work in three shifts day
and night.

The Cabinet took a peremptory hand
in the disagreements between the War
Office and the Board of Agriculture.
““In this particular case,’’ it said dip-
lomatically, ‘‘we regard the produec-
tion of food as more important even
than sending men to the Army.’’ That
was the last word. And to back up its
decision it formulated conditions to
control the relationship of farmer and
helper, of farmer and the publiec.

In establishing terms that would in-
duce the utmost extension of land cul-
tivation the Government was faced by
two problems—the ‘‘plough-fright’’
of the farmer, and the reluctance of
the labourer. To a Canadian it may
seem strange that concessions should
be necessary to prevail upon the farm-
er to break all the land he could work,
but peculiar English conditions had
made it seem more profitable for him
to let his land go to grass. Back in
the early eighties and nineties he had
felt the keen suffering of land poverty,
when the inadequacy of prices for
grain made his work a loss. And now
the unknown future was further
blackened by an uncertainty of labour
to enable him to profit from the capa-
city of the land put under cultivation.
Unless he eould be assured reasonable
returns from his labour for a certain
course of years, he would not be likely
to invite a repetition of his insolvency
of thirty years ago. Next, the protec-
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tion of the farmer would be of little
avail if conditions were made insuffi-
ciently attractive to draw the labour
to him in steady supply.

Therefore the Government attempt-
ed in one stroke to overcome both ob-
stacles. It established minimum prices
for six years for wheat and oats, and
minimum wages for the worker.
Wheat, at the time this announcement
was made, had reached $2.25 a bushel,
and working roughly from this basis
and considering the cost of produe-
tion, the minimum price for 1917 was
set at $1.78 per bushel, ranging down
to $1.34 during the last three years of
the period. Oats were to bring not
less than 65 cents this year and 45 for
the last years affected. ;

It must be remembered that the
prices were minimum only. That is,
there was nothing to prevent the
farmer accepting whatever the mar-
ket would give him above the seale.
As I write wheat is quoted at $2.75 in
England, and should the submarines
continue, even as at the present, the
price will advance much higher be-
fore the year is finished. At first
glance it might seem an unwarranted
protection, an unjustified drain on
the country during its struggle for re-
construction and a world’s markets in
the early period of peace. But there
is no more theoretical right to the
Government to force the farmer to
raise wheat than a tool maker to make
shells. The latter has been forced, or
practically forced, but common equity
demanded that the ecountry take the
risk. And the nation must have wheat
whatever the cost.

The matter of wages was equally im-
portant. No one in England with am-
bition went into farming before the
war unless that was what he had been
brought up to. The wages were only
a few cents a day, and the life was
miserable, as befitted the social scale
to which the industry had been
driven. A cowman had become the
symbol of stupidity—because no one
with thought would aceept the pit-
tance of reward for his labours. Un-
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der the rising prices of war times the
farm-hand could not purchase the ne-
cessaries of existence on the old rates,
and wages had to rise. The scarcity
of help was another factor that forced
the farmer to pay more. But when
the Government saw the necessity of
turning labour to the land by the
hundreds of thousands it realized
that something adequate in the way
of wage must be assured. According-
ly the minimum wage for even the
novice was set at $6.25 a week, which
is not high when it is considered that
the farm-hand keéps himself. That it
is not too high is proved by the lack
of protest from the farmers. In fact
some are offering two dollars a week
more, and even higher. The farmer’s
outlook on life has broadened with the
new conditions and with the prospeet
that opens up to him in the future.
The war has remade him.

One of the surprises of the war is
the facility with which women learned
the disagreeable, arduous tasks of the
farm. And the farmers, after fight-
ing female labour on principle as con-
trary to common sense and destined to
deprive them of the men they pre-
ferred, are ready to declare their con-
version. Six months ago 140,000 wo-
men were performing men’s work on
the farm, and the number has doubled
since. Training farms have been set
aside for them now, with free keep
and training. After that they are
placed on farms under female super-
vision, and paid $4.50 a week, without
keep, uniforms found. That there is
insufficient margin seems evident from
the attempted justification of the De-
partment that munition hostels have
proved that their keep need cost no
more than $3.75 a week. Of course
the woman may take as much as she
can induce her employer to pay, and
with experience she has demonstrated
her ability to earn the equal of the
English man. Formerly women were
not paid enough on the farm to keep
them, in many cases, so that their vol-
unteering was a sacrifice even of
money. Under the new condition
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thousands of girls are leaving the
kitchen and the factory to till the soil.

The introduction of Sunday labour
is another feature of the war affect-
ing the farmer. While England has
never — at least of late years — ob-
served the Sabbath as strictly as Can-
ada, Sunday labour was not recog-
nized as either necessary or desirable.
The immediate necessity of spending
every moment on the land could not,
however, be denied during the early
months of this year. All over London
allotment workers were busiest on
their only free day, and even an of-
ficial appeal advocated uninterrupted
ploughing. And several Bishops gave
it their sanetion. The farmer’s week
has become, therefore, a full seven
days of work.

The exciting market conditions that
have marked the progress of the war
and its effect on the supply of food
stuffs have brought the English farm-
er into personal touch as never before
with the reason and justification of
price levels. It has revealed to him
his inexperience in marketing and the
profit acecruing from a more intimate
knowledge of the conditions that af-
fect prices. That inexperience has
left him thus far the prey sometimes
of the middleman’s smartness, some-
times of his own greed. From the
first he has insisted through his organ-
izations that he be left to reap the ut-
most benefit from the relationship be-
tween supply and demand, ignoring
the fact that much of the fluctuation
of price has been due to the manipu-
lations of the supply house from
whom all incentive to bring about
higher prices would be removed if the
farmer were to pocket the extra profit.
Undoubtedly the farmer’s demand is
justified, with certain restrictions, but
it would be the public who would pro-
fit, not the farmer. Should the farmer,
however, have been left to take full
advantage of public panic and pre-
arranged manipulation, the conditions
of living in England would have been
intolerable ; for he alone has the final
control of the supplies.
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The joint efforts of the three hands
through which the farmer’s produec-
tions reached the public threatened
such dire things, however, that the
Government was foreced to establish
prices. The most interesting commod-
ity thus affected was potatoes. There
was a world shortage, and it must, or
should, have been known that the de-
ficiency would centre in England,
since the past season’s erop had been
largely ruined. England was supply-
ing more than her share to the armies,
and importation was difficult and un-
profitable. Yet no attempt had been
made to curtail waste or limit con-
sumption. Thousands of tons a week
were even being shipped from the
country to adjacent neutrals. The ex-
tent of stocks was made public sud-
denly, a trick of the wholesalers and
of little profit to the farmer at the
moment. In two days the price leaped
from two cents a pound to six. Threat
of Government action sent it back
again equally swiftly. But the fact
was not to be ignored that England
was going to be short of its favourite
food. The farmer began to see his
opportunity, and for weeks he was re-
ceiving as high as three and a half
cents a pound. Then the Government
took a firm stand. At first it was con-
sidered sufficient to limit the retail
price, but the retailer and wholesaler
tried to force the farmer down to such
a ridiculous price as a consequence
that he refused to accept it. And =0
the entire gamut of selling was cover-
ed by the Government order. The
farmer was to receive $45 a ton from
the wholesaler, the wholesaler $52.50
from the retailer, who received in turn
$70 from the consumer. The initial
attempt to make the farmer accept
$40 was reviewed in a couple of days
and the price raised a pound. But as
there was nothing to prevent the far-
mer selling direct to the retailer, or
even to the consumer, thousands of
tons reached the table at the legal
price with more profit to the farmer.

To meet the inadequacy of supplies
appeals were sent all over the country
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that the wealthy should eat subsitutes
and leave potatoes to the poor. Hotels
began tc have potatoless days, and by
April 1st, when the legal price was to
increase, several clubs were serving no
potatoes whatever. Whether this de-
crease in demand will make the farmer
regret having held back his stocks un-
til the higher price was obtainable is
not evident at the time of writing.

Wheat, of course, travelled steadily
upwards to heights unknown since the
Crimean War. And the farmer reaped
the profit. Milk advanced to twelve
cents a quart, the farmer following its
rise more closely than his other pro-
ductions, until at that price it could
not be handled by the dairies. And
again the Government interfered. But
the result of the interference was to
drive the farmers from keeping dairy
herds; and now a higher price is an-
nounced for next winter’s supply in
order to encourage the farmer to con-
tinue his herds.

One contingency of the war painful
to the farmer and working with seem-
ing injustice was the commandeering
of supplies for the Army. At first this
was done with little regard to market
prices, and always at a lower level
than was obtained by the farmer in
the open market. The ignoring of
prevailing prices was stopped, but
commandeering at something below
market scale, even though it necessar-
ily selects certain farms and passes
others by, is an attendant of war.
What sympathy might have been
given by the public was killed by the
orgy of profiteering that struck the
farmers in the cases of potatoes and
milk—although precisely the same
principle is considered good business
in all other branches of business.

Lament as he may, the English
farmer’s position has not been an un-
enviable one. What makes his trials
more poignant to him is the inability
to utilize to their fullest extent the
opportunities that lie at his hand. For
every idle acre now is lost money. He
may not be netting the tremendous
profits of the ship-owner, but neither
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is he taking the risk. And he escapes
both income and excess profits taxes.
Indeed, he alone of the profiteers of
the war is exempt from any enforced
return to the country. Compared with
his brothers in France he is extremely
favoured. Across the channel the
farmer is not exempt from military
service, the work on the land being
performed by women and children.
The English farmer is forced to accept
substitutes who do not substitute, but
every bushel he produces nets him
twice what it did before, and the Gov-
ernment -has protected him against
the risks of future years. No other
industry has suffered so little, but no
other industry was on such an unwar-
rantedly low level.

His new standing in England will
affect more than himself. The Do-
minions will not profit so freely from
his migration, for his opportunities
will be greater and there will be mil-
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lions more cultivated acres in England
to justify his remaining at home. His
standard of living will be raised, and
his position in society will add a new
dignity and self-confidence. It seems
certain that the rights of landlords to
idle acres will be drastically limited,
and the farmer will be enabled to rise
from the semi-serfdom of the renter
to the independence of the owner of
land on which his every effort will
count to his own profit.

It can be said that the new English
farmer of the future is the direct re-
sult of Mr. Asquith’s procrastination
in taking steps necessary to ensure
reasonable production within the
shores of England. Had protective
measures been taken earlier the pub-
lic would never have learned how de-
pendent it was upon that which had
been so long considered an unessential
of English supremacy — the farmer
and the farm.

Next month Mr. Amy will write about the working man and the war.

WHEN PEACE HAS COME

By ARTHUR S. BOURINOT

WHEN Peace has come, and I return from France,
I know the places that I’ll long to see:

Those hunch-backed hills so full of old romance,
Where first frail Beauty’s visions dawned for me,

And April comes, swift, dancing like a girl,
With golden tresses flowing in the breeze,

And where swart, autumn leaves disport and whirl,
In maudlin dances beneath the naked trees.

And T shall see the cottage on the hill,

With all the loveliness of summer days,
Whose memories to me are haunted still

By love’s sweet voice, the witchery of her ways.
And I shall climb the path and ope the gate,
When peace has come, if peace comes not too late.



DILLY & THE BUGGY
f/Bg G.&.CSumner-

5] I course, it’s up to a fel-
X\ low to treat his wife half
decent,”” remarked the
man in overalls, as he
set out to monopolize the
conversation. ‘‘But he
careful not to overdo it

needs to be i
and let her get full control, because if
he does so she is pretty near bound to

lead him into one sweet time. Up to
now I have been the model husband,
and the ladies round our neighbour-
hood have pointed me out to their
husbands as being the real goods; but
hereafter it’s going to be the domin-
eering brute for mine, and so I'm tell-
ing you. Listen while I tell you what
the wife let me in for:

““‘Baby was just four weeks old and
Mabel was beginning to feel pretty
good and strong again when, as we
were sitting together in the evening,
she said :

“ ‘Of course, we will have to get
one of those high English baby car-
riages for Billy’.

‘“This kind of took me by surprise,
as I hadn’t figured on it, and I says :

“ “What’s the matter with one of
them ordinary ones that you can fold
up and take on the car with you?’

‘“ ‘Oh, they won’t do at all. I want
something I can put him in and wheel
him out in the garden to sleep, and if
we want to 2o on the ear you can eas-
ily carry him. Besides, Mrs. Fraser
has one, and what isn’t too good for
her Grace isn’t too good for my Billy.’

“Well, that cinched it. I wasn’t
going to have that freckle-faced Fra-
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ser put anything over me. Just be-
cause he’s a clerk and doesn’t have to
get his hands dirty he thinks he can
look down on us and I know I can
buy him up any old time even if T am
only a cement finisher by trade. So I
says:

‘“ “All right, you're on. When ought
we to get it?’

“ “Well, to-morrow’s Saturday, and
I was thinking we could go down town
and get one in the afternoon.’

“ “Well, I was going to pay some-
thing off the doctor’s bill, but he will
have to wait, that’s all.’

‘“Saturday afternoon, therefore,
saw Mabel and me and Billy go off
down town together on the street car.

‘“There was an old lady on the car
who was awful struck with Billy and
Mabel had to go and spill a whole lot
of stuff to her about me not being able
to stay in the house during her con-
finement I was that upset, and how I
had walked seven miles to her Aunt
Louise’s, arriving there at four in the
morning. And how, on her coming
down in her dressing-gown, I had not
been able to say a word but had burst
into tears and walked home again and
how her aunt had thought the worst
had happened.

““I was trying to make her stop all
the time, but you can’t stop Mabel
once she gets going. It makes me sick.
I know my feelings got away from me
on that occasion, but I can’t see what
she has to go and tell everyone about
it for.

‘““The first store we went in there
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was a buggy we both fancied, and it
certainly was a beaut, but it was
twenty-five dollars. So we went
around two other stores and gave their
stock the once-over, but they never
had anything like that one we saw in
the first store, and we finally decided
it would be worth the price just so as
we could make the Frasers green with
envy and all that.

¢ ¢T cannot send it for you before
Monday, madam,’ says the salesman.

¢ ¢ Oh,’” says Mabel, ‘but I must
have it for to-morrow as I want to
take baby into the park to listen to the
band concert. We shall have to take
it with us.’

““‘She went off to buy a Teddy bear
blanket and coverlet. In the mean-
time I was having a son-of-a-gun of a
time holding Billy, with all these
fresh salesgirls coming up and poking
their fingers at him and murmuring,
‘Isn’t he cute?’

‘‘Believe me, I was mighty glad
when we got outside with Billy in his
new buggy. I knew my face was the
colour of a tomato.

‘““Suddenly an awful
struck me with a dull thud.

‘“ ‘Say,” I says, ‘you can’t wheel
that all the way home; you ain’t
strong enough.

. “Well, who says I was going to,
smarty? I am going home in a car
with Billy.”’

‘¢ Say, for the love of Pete, you
don’t expect me to wheel that throu;
the streets by myself?’ I gasped, my
awful suspicions confirmed.

¢ ‘Indeed, and why not? I am go-
ing to buy a few groceries, and we can
put them in the buggy, and then you
can wheel it home while I go on the
car. You can go by the back streets
if you don’t like being seen, although
what you have to be ashamed of 1
don’t know.’

“Before I could say a word she had
wheeled the buggy into a grocery
store. I followed her with an awful
empty sort of feeling in my stomach.

‘“ “Say, listen, Mabel,” I began with

determination——

thought
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‘“‘I want a sack of sugar and a
pound of forty cent coffee, and I will
take a jar of that raspberry preserve,
please,” says Mabel turning her back
on me and talking to the gink behind
the counter. ‘And I will take them
with me.’

¢ ‘But, Mabel, honest, I can't——’

‘“ ‘Here, hold Billy while I put
these in the buggy,’ and Mabel dump-
ed Billy into my arms, and at that
moment a fat-headed old lady had to
go and get herself in between me and
Mabel while she gushed all over Billy.

‘“ ‘Oh, what a little darling,’ she
says, writhing and squirming in front
of me like a collie dog so as I couldn’t
get by. ‘Is it your first, and is it a
boy or a girl, and how old is it%’ and
about a dozen more questions all ac-
companied by the most awful rhapso-
dies.

““I was just about to burst into
speech when Mabel rushed up again.

‘““ ‘Here you are,” says she. ‘I've
put the groceries under the blanket so
they can’t be seen. Give me the Baby.
So long, dearie, there’s my car,” and
before I could draw my breath she
was out of the store and on a car. I
made a rush after her, but my luck
was dead out, as I collided violently
with pretty near every one in the
store, and when I did get out all hope
was gone. As I returned to the buggy,
I noticed every one grinning, and,
come to think of it, I dare say I did
look a bit of a fool.

“So I seized the buggy and made
for outside the store, and when I got
there I saw some fellows I knew com-
ing, so I made a bolt for round the
corner. The cross street was up hill
and there was a strong wind coming
down it, too, so that as soon as I turn-
ed the corner my hat blew off.

“‘Like a silly fathead, I let go the
buggy to go and chase my lid, and the
buggy coasted back across the pave-
ment of the main street into the road.

“Here was a chance for some
grandstand play, and there was a fel-
low standing right on the spot all
ready to pull it off.
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“Dashing madly in amongst the
traffic, he seized the buggy and with
a hurculean effort (as they say in the
dime novels) he swung it out of
harm’s way and brought it safely back
to the pavement amidst the admira-
tion of all.

‘‘ “Say,’ he says to me, as I came up, -

having got my hat back, ‘you’ve no
business to be allowed out in charge
of this baby. The poor child was
nearly killed. What-d’yer-mean let-
ting go the buggy ?’

““ “Oh, talk sense,” I says, ‘whoever
says there was a child in the buggy %’

‘“ “What-d’yer-mean, no child?’
says he, turning back the coverlet and
revealing the sack of sugar. ‘Well! for
the love of Mike, if he ain’t taking a
sack of sugar out for a airing and
all fussed up in blankets and frillies.
‘What-d’yer-know about that!’

‘‘Everybody looked at me, and I
could see the pity steal into their
faces. I seized the buggy once more
and made another cash up the side
street.

“This time I was more successful
and began to feel easier. I figured I
could keep to the back streets and get
home without causing any riots. I was
already in a residential street when
something else happened.

““There is more to pushing one of
those blamed perambulators than one
would ever think, as they are the most
wobbly things you ever come across.
It is necessary to keep your weight
down on the handles and not just
push them along the same as you
would naturally do, because your el-
bows being below the level of the
handles you have a tendency to push
upwards, and if you meet with an ob-
struction over will go the whole shoot-
ing matech. :

‘“This is just what happened to me.
I was going along like a house on fire
when I came to an unexpected curb.
Down went the front wheels and up
went the back and out shot the whole
contents into the road. I was just go-
ing to pick up the mess when the
most blood curdling seream I ever
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heard came from the verandah of the
house opposite where I was and shat-
tered my nerves into a thousand frag-
ments.

‘I looked up and saw a woman with
the awfullest kind of a look on her
face. She was pointing to where the
sack of sugar lay covered with the
blankets and the raspberry preserves
leaking out from underneath.

““ ‘Look ! Look! she sereamed, ‘You
have killed the child. May heaven
forgive you.’

‘“‘Before I could say a word she had
fainted dead away.

‘T rushed up on the verandah and
started to drag her into the house
when a man appeared from the back.

‘“ “What the Sam Hill s’matter?’
he says, coming on the run when he
sees me holding on to his wife,

“ “Why, the lady has fainted,’ I re-
plied. ‘Must have been the heat or
something.’

‘“ ‘Holy smoke!’ says he, ‘bring her
in here,” and we took her in the front
room and laid her on the couch.

*“ “Wait while I telephone a doctor,’
he cried, and dashed into the hall
where the telephone was.

“But I didn’t want to wait, as I
didn’t know what she might say when
she came round. So I skipped out of
the window, and gathering up all but
the preserves I slid away. Maybe
when they found the preserves they
tumbled on to the fact that no hideous
disaster had taken place; but in any
case I didn’t feel like stopping to ex-
plain, as I had a hunch they would
be nasty about it.

‘““When I was safely away from
them I stopped to wipe the sweat off
me and to try and get my nerves back
in shape to face the task still in front
of me.

‘“As I stood there, I noticed a girl
coming towards me, and I wished the
old buggy was away to the deuce and
gone as I made sure I looked an aw-
ful ninny standing there all in a
sweat. She looked to be a corking fine
girl, the way she was striding along,
and she certainly had the clothes, be-
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lieve me, with one of those wide-brim-
med hats all on one side and a short
skirt with high laced boots.

“I don’t think it is fair the way
women have been going around lately.
They look so good you can’t refuse
them anything. One of them tagged
me the other day, and she got every-
thing I had in my pocket, and I would
have given her my shirt too if she had
wanted it.

‘‘Anyway, I have never found look-
ing at these swell dressers at all hard
on the eyes, and this one was sure
some peach.

““To my astonishment she hollered
out when she came up to me: ‘Why,
hello, Dicky, I haven’t seen you for
ages. What are you doing here with
that buggy, anyway ¢’

“It was Myra Mackenzie, who I
hadn’t seen since some time before I
got married, when her family had
moved over to a better part of the
town. She was a stenographer and
pulled down a big salary. She was
one of those girls who are bound to
get on and although we were pretty
good chums at one time I knew I had
not a chance there.

‘‘However, she wasn’t a bit stuck on
herself, and we just stood there and
both talked at once like people will
who haven’t seen one another for a
long time.

‘‘Presently she says, ‘But you have
not told me what you are doing with
that buggy and the way you have that
stuff piled in there.’

““So I told her the whole horrid
story, and she said it was a shame and
no wonder I looked all in,

‘“ ‘“Tell you what,” she says, ‘I will
walk back home with you and wheel
the buggy, and then you won’t have
any more bother.’

‘‘I pretty near embraced her, I was
so tickled. Fancy her.offering to wheel
the buggy, all togged up the way she
was. Just like her, too. She always
was a good sport, and good times had
not spoilt her one little bit.

‘‘She arranged the sugar once more
and covered it up all nicely again, and

we set forth. Just then we came to a
corner drug store and I was feeling
pretty good, so I said:

‘‘ “What’s the matter with going in
and having some ice cream ?’

‘‘She didn’t mind if she did, so we
left the buggy outside and went in
and sat down at one of the little round
tables. I was feeling as happy as a
clam with the tide coming in, when
who should blow in but Mrs. Fraser,
and you can bet she was all eyes, ears
and spikes. However, I didn’t care
a darn about her, I was feeling far too
good.

‘“We each had a sundae, and after-
wards an ice cream soda, and we
weren’t in any hurry either.

““We had a lovely walk home, talk-
ing over old times, and it was getting
quite late when we got to the house. I
could see Mrs. Fraser talking to the
wife in the parlour.

‘I asked Myra to come in and shake
hands with the wife, but she said she
wouldn’t, so I just pushed the buggy
in the garden and walked with her as
far as the street car.

“On my way back I wondered if
Mrs. Fraser had spilled the beans
about me and Myra in the drug store,
and I was pretty near sure she had.
She’s a mean cat at the best of times,
and what the wife sees in her I don’t
know,

‘I made up my mind not to stand
any guff from either of them, as I was
mighty sore with the wife for what
she had let me in for, and I had no
use for Mrs. Fraser, anyway.

‘I wheeled the buggy into the kit-
chen and then strolled into the par-
lour, lighting a cigarette like the sol-
diers in Enrope do, before they go into
action.

‘“ ‘Good evening, Mrs. Fraser,”’ I
says.

‘‘She sprang up and gave a freezing
stare, and then turning to Mabel, said,
‘Well, my dear, I will leave him to
you,’ and with that she flounced out.

‘I was just in time to open the
front door for her, and as she went
down the steps I shouted out,

o
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‘“ ‘Don’t forget the bottom step,
Mrs. Fraser.’

“ “What’s the matter with it?’ she
exclaims, pulling up short.

‘“ “Why, it’s the last on the way
down,’ I says, as I closed the door.

“I then goes back in the sitting-
room, and before the wife could open
her mouth I let go and showed her
some of the masterful side of my na-
ture, which she didn’t suspect I had
and which made her fair gasp with
astonishment. I guess she expected I
should slink in and look the repent-
ant sinner.

““ ‘I know what’s on your mind,’ 1
says, ‘but let me tell you right now
that if I want to buy ice cream for a
lady who has helped me out of a dick-
ens of a mess I am going to do it in
spite of Mrs. Fraser or fifty like her.’

““ ‘You don’t consider my feelings,’
the wife managed to squeeze in, while
I got a lungful of air for a fresh start.

¢ ‘No, I don’t—not now,’ I answer-
ed, ‘after what you pulled this after-
noon. You showed you considered my
feelings an awful lot, didn’t you. You
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knew all along we should have to
wheel that contraption home and just
had it framed up for me. Well, if
you don’t care about upsetting me I
don’t care about upsetting you.” And
before she could get in an answer, I
had picked up my hat and gone out
for the rest of the evening.

“I had some coffee and sinkers at a
restaurant, and then went and took in
a show. But I didn’t enjoy it much,
as I couldn’t help worrying a bit
about Mabel. ¥

“When I got home, to my astonish-
ment, she was all smiles and had got
herself all fixed up extra special. And
she had gone to work and made me
Welsh rabbit, which is my favourite
dish.

“ “You will take me and Billy out
to the band concert to-morrow, won’t
you, dear ?’ she says, sitting herself on
my lap. £

*“ “Sure I will,” says I, giving her a
kiss.

“Maybe I won’t have to pull much
of that domineering brute stuff, after
all.”’




A NEW NATION -
By The Kigtt Revernd 75 € 8ldom, 2.2

AUTHOR OF ‘“RECOLLECTIONS AND REFLECTIONS "’

) HE effect of war on the
(T W British people in general
is a large theme. It
touches the life of the
nation on many sides,
and in many forms and
degrees. But there can be little doubt
that it deserves and commands con-
sideration, in view of the time which
shall come after the war.

The war has produced, and is pro-
ducing, a new sense of national unity.
Little more than two years ago the
nation was divided, if not distracted,
by the rivalry of various sects, parties,
interests, and ambitions. There was
a bitter antagonism of politicians,
both without and within Parliament.
There was an aggravation of misun-
- derstanding and ill-feeling between
the rich and the poor, between the em-
ployers and the employees, between
labour and capital. There was immi-
nent danger of civil war in Ireland.
But in the crucible of the war the na-
tion has felt itself to be one again.
It is ready to hear the noble warning
of its own great poet:

3T We are a people yet,
Though all men else their nobler dreams
forget,
O Statesmen, guard us, guard the eye, the
1
Oof E?::";pe, keep our noble England whole,
And save the one true seed of freedom

sown :
Betwixt a people and their ancient throne’’

Men have learned in the trenches
124

lessons which they would not, or could
not, have learnt elsewhere. There, the
youth of high rank and lordly wealth,
with every opportunity of ease and
pleasure and luxury spreading before
him, has flung his life away, as though
it were a common thing, for the Na-
tion and the Empire. It has been
stated that as many as a hundred
heirs to titles have fallen on the battle-
fields of Europe and Asia. But there,
too, the private soldier, who but the
other day was the man in the street,
with nothing, as it seemed, of light
and lustre, of distinction and eleva-
tion in his story, has, although no
glamour of notoriety dawned upon his
vision, yet fought and suffered and
died without complaint, but with a
sublime and simple heroism. It is not
long since I heard a well-known rep-
resentative of the Labour party piec-
ture to an audience of working men
the young aristocrat, ‘‘the toff,”’ ‘‘the
dude,’”’ as he called him, sauntering
down Bond Street in London with his
gloves, spats, and cane, as though the
world were all his own, and he never
needed or meant to do a stroke of
work in it; the speaker called him
‘“Algy’’; and, having so described
him, he drew himself up, paused for a
moment, and then, in ringing tones
exclaimed, ‘‘Where is Algy now?$’’
‘‘He is in the trenches,’’ was the ans-
wer which he gave to his own question,
and the working men burst into round
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upon round of applause. It is impos-
sible that men who have been so inti
mately allied in war by the solemnities
of life and death should not, after the
war, show one another a deeper re
spect and a kindlier courtesy. They
will think less, far less, of social dis-
tinetion ; they will think more, far
more, of the common heritage which
they have saved, though as by fire.
They will come home prepared to co-
operate, with a devotion unknown be-
fore, for the safety and dignity of the
State.

It is inevitable that a certain eleva-
tion, both public and private, should
issue from the war. The men, who
have been patriots in war, will not
cease to be patriots in peace. They
will be impatient of the ungenerons
selfishness which has bidden them, in
time of peace, to strive, and to strive
only, or chiefly, for their own inter-
ests. The motto of their lives will be
no more, ‘‘“What ean I get from the
State?’’ but ‘“What can I give to the
State?’’ They will not, indeed, always
remember it, or always act up to it.
But it will come home to them, as a
solemn thought that every great per-
manent benediction upon earth is un-
attainable by self-pleasing and self-
seeking ; the price of it is, and must
ever be, self-sacrifice. It will be the
office of the Church (and I use the
word Church in its broadest sense) to
guard the new spirit of self-sacrifice;
to see that it does not wane and at last
die in the process of the years; to see
that it tends to the accomplishment of
some definite and noble purpose; for
as the soul of man ascends to a loftier
height, like some mountain climber in
Switzerland, he loses sight by slow de-
grees of the inequalities and imper-
fections of the valley which lies be-
neath him ; and all the houses and cot-
tages of the little village from which
he set out merge into one whole. So
in the Church of Christ, too, the eleva-
tion which the war brings will gradu-
ally obscure the sense of differences of
worship; and Christians will draw
near to the realization of their Divine
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Master’s prayer that ‘‘they may be
one’’.

But it is not the position of men
alone that will be affected by the war.
For in it the women of England have
played an able part. They have un-
dertaken duties from which they had
been exempted before, and, having
undertaken them, they have perform-
ed them well. They have toiled long
hours uncomplainingly upon the man-
ufacture of munitions. They have, ex-
cept where the curse of drink has
claimed them for its victims, main-
tained their homes and their families,
honestly and devotedly, in the hope of
their husbands’ return. They have
gladly and proudly surrendered their
husbands and brothers and kinsmen to
service at the front; and when the
news has come that those whom they
loved will never return, they have
braced themselves to the long and
hard battle of life, with broken hearts
it may be, but with wills unbroken
and unbreakable. It is certain that
women, by their silent and splendid
service, have done far more than they
could ever have done by wanton agita-
tion to win for themselves the political
franchise. But whether that fran-
chise be, or be not, the result of the
war, women will enter, with the gen-
eral assent of the community, upon
many new lines of oceupation when
the war is over, and the State, it may
be hoped, will be relieved from the
threatening evil of an ever-growing
dissatisfied class in its midst.

The war, too, will create or accentu-
ate, the imperial sentiment in all
classes of the English people. Many
thousands of citizens, who have never
set foot out of England before, will
have seen what the British Empire
means, in such countries as Egypt and
India. They, and others like them,
will have fought, side by side, with
the gallant soldiers of Canada, Aus-
tralia and New Zealand, of South
Africa, nay, of India. They will not
have failed to ask themselves how the
Empire, of which these are the com-
ponent parts was created, and how it
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can be maintained. It may be that
they will not wholly apprehend the
secret of Empire. But they cannot be
blind to the enduring and ennobling
power of those high principles upon
which the Empire rests, as it has ever
rested—justice, freedom, progress and
the respect of the strong for the rights
and privileges of the weak. If they
come to feel—and who of them will
not feel ?—that the British Empire is
the noblest and grandest secular in-
stitution upon the earth, then they
may well vow that, as far as in them
lies, they will aspire to live not un-
worthily of their imperial mission.
““Vain mightiest fleets of iron framed,
Vain, those all-shattering guns,

Unless proud England keep untamed
The strong heart of her sons’’.

_But the patriotic and imperial sen-
timent of English hearts will, in the
future, be the very opposite of the
German spirit, which, under the title
of Kultur, has threatened to sweep
away the pillars of civilization and
Christianity. For if Germans like
Treitschke and Bernhardi look upon
the State, and indeed upon the Ger-
man State alone, as the highest object
of interest and worship, and hold that
no act which is done at the bidding of
the State can be an inhuman or im-
moral act, that is a doctrine, and
events have shown it to be a doctrine,
false and base. For as the family is
subordinate to the State, and the city
to the State, so the State fails, and
must ever fail of its true worth and
glory, unless it recognizes that beyond
and above its own interests lies the
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duty which it owes to civilization, to
humanity, and to God.

The war has raised, and will raise,
deep religious questionings in many
hearts. In the presence of so lurid a
tragedy over all the world it is diffi-
cult to apprehend that God may be
all-holy and all-loving, and yet, if He
gives man liberty, must let him do evil
as well as good ; or that the war is the
outcome, not of Christian teaching,
not even of perverted and distorted
Christian teaching, but of such teach-
ing as is avowedly opposed to the
mind of Jesus Christ. Yet amid sor-
sows and sufferings man turns, as he
has even turned, to the strength and
solace of religion. There are sailors
and soldiers who knew not God before
but have found Him in the lonely,
storm-tossed waters or in the blood-
stained trenches. In the daily and
hourly presence of death they have
felt that the soul alone is all-import-
ant, and that it would not profit a
man to gain the whole world and to
lose his own soul. They have felt, too,
that life is not everything; that it is
but the vestibule of the life eternal.

The Red Cross has been the one re-
deeming feature of the war. It has
been the promise and the token of a
power which transcends the war. So,
when the was is over, and the boys
come home again, it may prove by the
blessing of God, that the new society,
which has been born amid the travail-
pangs of suffering, will yet be a better,
holier society, nearer to Christ and
His Cross, than any which the world
has even known.
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GOING UP THE RIVER
By Fraderichs Fdntine

g HE River is not for us

| alone; we didn’t expeect
SONEIIGE it, and we don’t want it
;\,;;,;,“ l;';i?(%j s(o. dWhen we golt )herle
KHBOKG(k (and we were early) al-

L ready the fishermen had
arrived. Indeed, they had an aspect
of having been here all the day, and
the day before, and the day before
that.

‘We have not come to fish, but if we
must answer to the charge of reason-
ing, our motives for coming are as in-
dividual as ourselves. One purpose
we have in common ; we are determin-
ed to go on. One thing we know: we
have not come to fish.

Yet it is a good river for fish. We
know this, although we have not seen
any, for otherwise why would so many
people come with fishing-poles and at-
tentively cast lines, and wateh floats
for hours? We understand that their
patience is necessary, and we have
sympathy with them. They, on the
contrary, do not understand us, sitt-
ing for hours with a drawing-board
and looking chiefly at trees and dry
}iilllld. We shall not, you see, get any

What shall we get? The birdman
and the botanist seem to know what
they have come for. The artist finds
reasons, going along, and draws them.
As to me, I have come just to see what
they are doing.
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There is a conspiracy of silence in
behalf of the fishermen. We realize
that silence is a condition of success
in their chosen occupation, and we de-
fer to it. Canoes go up the river,
graceful canoes, gliding under double-
bladed paddles, wielded by aristo-
cratic young women, They also are
silent. Under the influence of custom,
our talk also stops.

And then, with all other sounds
stilled, we hear the wild birds. The
birdman, who has drawn pictures of
them all and named them for books,
wants me at this point to put in their
names. He, he says, will tell me, and
then, as nobody will be the wiser, I
shall get credit for being very learned.
I'scorn his subterfuge. You may look
up his birds in his books. As to me,
I may tell you I do know a good many
. . . quite enough as it is to interfere
with my enjoyment. (There is a plea-
sure in being ignorant of something.)
I see, however, I have lost grace with
the bird man.

There is one thing I should like to
know, though I do not dare tell him:
what an achievement it would be to be
able to name every one of the fragrant
whiffs that the south wind blows to
us! That appears to me to be a study
worthy pursuit, for some are so im-
palpable, so fleeting, so full of chal-
lenge, that to learn them all in one
short June day would vie in interest
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with Sanskrit roots and other difficult
amusements.

“‘Paths,”’ says the young person,
‘“‘gre lovely things.”” They have an
interest for her, which, on analyzing,
we find is due to their symbolism. She
never knows just what the end will
be. In that they are like the long
roads that go to the ends of the earth.
But paths are shorter and more inti-
mate; their end is usually a garden
and a glass of water. Paths always go
along with rivers, following every
curve and bay, going up and down
with the hillocks, companionable paths
without which the river would seem
lonely, and too much given over to—
fishes.

More silent canoes go up and down
on the sparkling water. A fisherman
solaces his patience with a pipe. The
silence continues; and we wonder why
the singing birds have so much time
fqr this amusement. I suggest to the
bird man that they would spend their
time to greater advantage in learning
our names. I see that my well-meant
suggestion has only added injury to
tl;le insult done the birdman’s philoso-
pay.

Wisely, we draw this path before
we walk over it. We submit that this
shows a contemplative and philosophi-
cal attitude towards paths in general
and, maybe, life in particular. If we
had not stopped to look at it, we
should have walked over it without
thinking, and so have missed the plea-
sure of knowing the stones and grass
as we went.

If we are to be realistic—very, very
truthful—we must admit that our
river is an artificial river, at least to
such a degree that presently we come
to a tea-room, and as we, alas, are per-
haps civilized and artificial, too, the
tea-room increases our appreciation of
the river, and we sit at our ease and
look back along the river, and across
at the motor road, and find all things
good. .

We notice that the canoeists stop
for tea, too; and as we observe them
more closely, we see that they cannot

go any farther, for the river above this
point stops to argue with shelving
ledges of rock, and to talk with rushes
and the shingle. Apparently, going
up the river, a cance is not as great
an advantage as it appeared at first.

This pleasant spot is like to prove
our Capua, but for the bird man, who,
turning artist and architect, lures us
on by insisting that farther up the
river is a bit like Italy. I might tell
you just where it is, but that would be
like naming the birds.

It is our Valley of Content. Com-
fortable and beautiful houses show
over the high, steep sides of the ra-
vine. The fishermen here have fisher-
women, and they talk and move about.
Perhaps they do not catch as many
fish as the more intent fishermen down
stream, but, then, they certainly do not
catch any fewer. A child’s voice comes
across the water, and for harmony to
the human sounds, is the steady swish-
ing of running water and the songs of
the birds.

It is not all as easy as I have written
it—going up the river. But why write
of the difficult parts, because after a
time they fade away, and we shall
not remember them. Besides, if we
had not come all the way, we should
not have seen the nymphs of the river.

They are real, they are fantastically
alive, exquisite and beautiful. They
dance on the bank, they swim in the
river. We think they are advancing to
meet us but as we come, apparently,
within their sight, they vanish. We do
not know,now, whether they are beings
or spirits. After a time, some of us
cannot be quite sure whether we real-
ly saw them or not. I feel positively
that they were real and that if we had
stayed and waited patiently, we might
have talked with them. And the ar-
tist thinks as I do. . . .

The bird man objects that this is
not a true account of our going up
the river, and that as that is what I
am for, I have proved a failure. I
see, he still wants me to list the birds;
more especially as I promised the bot-
anist to put in a leguminous plant he



LAMENT.

found which isn’t common. The bird-
man would rather have the birds in
than us, I think. All of us left out,
and the birds put in, and that would
be for him a true aceount. So, the bot-
anist about his flowers; 80, the young
person about the botanist. As to the
artist, he would have only the piec-
tures. No! If we could have had them,
he would have only the nymphs of the
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river. As to me, I hold I have writ-
ten exactly of Our Going Up the River
just as we went. I have put in the
fishermen, the canoes, the botanist, the
birdman, and even the young person.

I have not omitted the flowers, the
birds, the trees, or even the fish. Above
all, T have put in the nymphs. And
80, is it not truer than just the birds
alone? Or the fishes alone?

LAMENT
Spring, 1917
By WINIFRED COTTER

WE thought the Spring at least was ours,
And when the violets came again
Our hearts would dance and flame again,
Triumphant with the flowers.

We thought that with the lilac-spire
Some tender blade would spring anew
In dusty ways and bring anew

The old sweet lost desire.

We thought whatever winter took

With seed of April sod would wake

Our wistful youth, and God would make
Laughter in tree and brook.

But all in vain: the roses laid
This year no meaning bare to us,
Their faces once so fair to us

No sudden glory made.

For we are housed too long with grief
To virtue find in bud or leaf.
In vain the fields renew themselves,
The bending blades renew themselves—
Their gift, how slight, how brief!



COMMENTS ON

CGANADIAN DOETRY
ByAled Gordon

‘It was contended by an Oxford professor
of poetry, Mr. W. J. Courthope, that the
lines of Marlowe,

‘Was this the face that launched a thousand
skips,
And burned the topless towers of Ilium?$’

are of a different substance from the sub-
stance of prose; and it is certain that Mar-
lowe ‘could only have ventured on the sub-
lime audacity that a face launched ships and
burned towers by eseaping from the limits of
ordinary language, and conveying his meta-
phor through the harmonious and eecstatic
movement of rhythm and metre.” To this
it may be answered that any writer of ele-
vated prose, Milton or Ruskin, could have
said in prose precisely what Marlowe said
in verse, and could have made fine prose of
it: the imagination, the idea, a kind of form,
would have been there; only one thing would
have been lacking, the very finest kind of
form, the form of verse. It would have been
poetical substance, not poetry; the rhythm
transforms it into poetry, and nothing but
the rhythm,’’ . . . ‘‘In its origin, prose is
in no sense an art, and it never has and
never will become an art, strictly speaking,
as verse is, or painting, or musie. . . .”’
—Arthur Symons, ‘‘The Romantic Move-
ment in English Literature.”’

¢‘Poetry is first of all an art and in art
there must be a complete marriage or in-
terpenetration of substance and form. The
writer like Walt Whitman who seems to
contain so much material for poetry is not
less disqualified from the name of poet
than a writer like Pope who has the most
exquisite control over an unpoetical kind
of form, which exactly fits an unpoetical
kind of substance.”’
—Arthur Symons, ‘‘Studies in Prose and
Verse.”’
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““Many readers of Mr. Davies’s poem must

have said, rightly, but, critically speaking,
with imperfect accuracy, ‘Now that expres-
ses what I have always felt.” They should
have said, ‘That enables me to feel what I
always could have felt.” TFor they have
never truly felt it.”” . .. ‘‘Recognizing (1)
that a work of art has a political, compar-
able to its moral, influence, (2) that it al-
ways embodies knowledge, (3) that it is no-
thing if it does not wake in us the achieve-
ment of the beautiful, we wish to deny none
of these facts, but to prevent any ome of
them being taken over as the foundation of
a criterion of art. We wish to set over them
a criterion of art that shall include them all.
Above technique, above opinion, above infor-
mation, we set life, of the special kind that
is here deseribed, whose conscious vitality is
to unconscious vitality what living is to ex-
istence.’’—Arthur Ransome, ¢‘Portraits and
Speculations.”’

‘‘Ecstasy . . substitute, if you like,
rapture, beauty, adoration, wonder, awe,
mystery, sense of the unknown, desire for
the unknown. All and each will convey what
I mean; for some particular case one term
may be more appropriate than another, but
in every case there will be that withdrawal
from the common life and the common con-
sciousness which justifies my choice of the
word ‘ecstasy’ as the best symbol of my
meaning. I claim, then, that here we have
the touchstone which will infallibly separate
the higher from the lower in literature,
which will range the innumerable multitude
of books in two great divisions, which can
be applied with equal justice to a Greek
drama, an eighteenth-century novelist, and a
modern poet, to an epic in twelve books, and
to a lyric in twelve lines.”’—Arthur
Machen, ‘‘Hieroglyphies.’’

.
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IRST let me comment on
the title of this Essay.*
% Inevitable though it
i [ 39;“,, may be for an antholo-
'mb.ui}dhhm; gy, ‘‘Canadian Poetry’’
suggests to me what Dr.
Logan has aptly styled ‘‘the vaude-
ville school’”” and Robert Ser-
vice. ‘‘Poetry in Canada’’ suggests
poetry, and Bliss Carman and Miss
Pickthall. The thing itself must come
before its qualification. If there is an
Oxford Book of English Verse, we
must blame it on the Tower of Babel.
The greatest poems in it have nothing
to do with England. The Americans
tried to produce an ‘‘ American’’ lit-
erature, and have, as a result, at least
as regards poetry, produced hardly
even a literature. Speaking, as they
did, the English language, they car-
ried the Declaration of Independence
too far, and they forgot that though
genius is a root out of a dry ground,
and though poetry is in essence an
eternal thing, it is also a living thing
with a family tree. I don’t say they
did this consciously, but owing to po-
litical irritation their sense of nation-
ality was exaggerated, and uncon-
sciously they looked at a mine of tra-
dition from the outside instead of
working it from within.

As I read review after review of
Canadian work, emphasizing the ‘‘na-
tional’’ note instead of attempting to
rate the performance by some critical
standard or other, I feel that we stand
in similar peril through a too liberal
interpretation of the principle of Can-
adian Autonomy.

Having this in mind, I have, in con-
trast, placed at the head of this article
three quotations. These I wish the
reader to regard as in place of an in-
troductory essay, and as roughly de-
fining the grounds of the following
appreciations. It will be noticed that
they are all from living ecrities, and
this is because, while for the most part
they take the classic position of Less-
ing, Coleridge, and Hazlitt, they
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touch more pertinently on two burn-
ing questions of the present day, the
position, in poetry, of form and mo-
rality.

I shall run very briefly over the
earlier poets, more expressing likes
and dislikes than attempting real
criticism. Charles Mair has been
called the father of Canadian poetry,
and probably deserves that title more
than anyone else, but his work, while
it will always have great historical in-

terest, does not appeal as strongly to

the readers of our generation as it did
to those of thirty years ago. ‘‘Tecum-
seh’’ seems to me lacking in the inev-
itability and atmosphere of first-class
tragedy, though the language is often
rich and dignified.

Isabella Valancy Crawford has a
very pretty fancy, but I don’t think
the fancy often becomes imagination.
The well-known lyrie, ‘‘Oh, Love
builds on the azure sea,’’ and the
lesser known one, ‘O light canoe,
where dost thou glide,’’ are excep-
tions. These are sheer delights. Burns
and Heine never did better.

. Archibald Lampman seems to me

very overrated. In the great mass of

his work I find hardly any of that

tang, that zest, which is the hall-mark

of lyriec work. Never is there a line,

more accurately a climaz, like

‘“If Winter comes, can Spring be far be-
hind?”’

or

‘“The world should listen then, as I am
listening now.’’

or

‘“Fled is that musie, do I sleep or wake?’’

It is true that there is a residuum
which would probably stand the sever-
est criticism, and that he would profit
if someone were to publish a selection
of his work; but this residuum is lost
in a mass of purely descriptive and
didactic verse, finely wrought, but not
poetry. I shall have a word or so
more to say of him later.

George Frederick Cameron has a

* Suggested by J. W. Garvin’s anthology, ‘‘Canadian Poets ’’
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fine sonnet, ‘“Wisdom,”’ but for the
most part the substance of his work is
prose, and Lampman’s selection shows
the prosaic tendencies of botk poets.

Wilfrid Campbell’s ‘‘The Mother’’
is very fine.

Duncan Campbell Scott’s, ‘‘Night
Burial in the Forest,”’ too, is very fine.
However did he write ‘‘The Beggar
and the Angel’’? But it is not fair
to dismiss him so briefly. He has great
variety and interest in his metres,
only I fear too often that they are
more ingenious than the outcome of
emotional necessity.

I must deal very gingerly with liv-
ing, established poets! Here is Fred-
erick George Scott, devout and con-
ventional. Once or twice he throws off
the traces. ‘‘Samson,’’ except that
the metre seems a little tuny for such
a theme, strikes fire; and ‘‘The Bur-
den of Time’’ is august in language
and has a memorable last stanza.

S. Frances Harrison’s use of the
villanelle is quite remarkable. Forms
such as this and the triolet are nat-
urally an oceasion of cleverness rather
than of poetry, yet Mrs. Harrison has
done in several of these (even if the
refrains do not vary in their shades of
meaning quite as the form demands)
what Robert Bridges did once in his
‘““When First We Met’’.

Charles G. D. Roberts I regard
more as a highly accomplished crafts-
man than a poet born to the purple.

My meed of unstinted praise, as re-
gards the poets who have made their
names, goes to Bliss Carman. Why is
he not more appreciated? Is it be-
cause he is essentially pagan; that he
has no sense of the great misgiving;
that he has beauty, but no balm; that
he has no evangel of conquest or deliv-
erance, but only a choric song? What
a delight is ‘“Make me over, Mother
April.”” How much finer is his “ Over-
lord’’ than the many well-intentioned,
indeed well-wrought, but didactic
and essentially prosaic (I mean in
substance) verses that have met me 1n
this survey! Here the thought 1is
never naked. It is veiled, as a poet’s

thought most often is, in images; or
through the beauty of form he gives
the words a meaning more than theiwr
face value.

W. H. Drummond is, of course, a
master in his genre, and things like
‘“Little Liac Grenier’’ show him a poet
as well.

Turning to the newer or lesser
known writers, I first come across Miss
Wetherald’s ‘‘Mother and Child’’:

I saw a mother holding
Her play-worn baby son,

Her pliant arms enfolding
The drooping little one.

Her lips were made of sweetness,
And sweet the eyes above;
With infantile completeness
He yielded to her love.

And I who saw the heaving
Of breast to dimpling cheek,
Have felt, within, the weaving
Of thoughts I cannot speak;

Have felt myself the nestling
All strengthless, love-enisled;

Have felt myself the mother
Abrood above her child.

This meets almost all the criteria. But
why, oh why, ‘“‘drooping’’ and ‘‘in-
fantile’’? ‘‘Drooping’’ strikes a
maudlin note, and ‘‘infantile’’ is so
associated with phrases such as ‘‘in-
fantile’”’ or ‘‘puerile’’ folly, or with
““medicine,’” that it is impossible in
distinctive language. But for these
two words the poem has the same sim-
ple but essential qualities as ‘‘She
Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways,”’
though not having the same magic. I
admit it might take two days to find
the right words (I’ve tried and found
myself picking on ‘‘nestling,’’ already
used) but it would be worth it.

““The Wind of Death’’ has just the
same flaws:

““The wind of death that silently
Enshroudeth friend and enemy.’’

and

¢“How faintly in the wind of death,
That bloweth lightly as a breath.’’

Why not, ‘‘enshrouds both friend and
enemy,’’ and ‘‘that blows as lightly as
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a breath’’? In the first case it is much
stronger, and in both cases, particu-
larly the first, we get rid of a jarring
internal rhyme.

Miss Huestis, Mrs. Mackay and
Miss Merrill are three accomplished
craftswomen who all seem to have
been won by a sweet name from verse
to poetry. It is not easy to choose
between ‘‘Aldaran,” ‘‘Out of Baby-
lon’’ and ‘‘In Arcadie,’’ respectively.
I think ‘“Aldaran’’ the finest, but it
is too long to quote, and I choose ‘‘In
Arcadie’’ perhaps just because it is
not so flawless.

The sea is green, the sea is gray,
The tide winds blow, and shallows chime;
Where earth is rife with bloom of May;
The throstle sings of lovers’ time,
Of violet stars in lovers’ clime.
Love fares to-day by land and sea,
On the horizon’s utmost hill
The mystic blue-flower beckons still
Beneath the stars of Arcadie.

Love fares to-day, and deftly builds
To melodies of wind and leaves;
Castles in Spain yet brightly gilds,
And song of star and woodbird weaves,
And flowers, and pearl and purple eves.
With roofs of ever-changing skies
And fretted walls with time begun,
Its portals open to the sun,
On dream-held hills a castle lies.

No proud armorial bearings now,
But God’s white seal on every leaf;
No sapphire gleaming on my brow,
Deep in my heart a dear belief;
No gray unrest, no pain, no grief.
By day a forest green and fair,
Where veeries sing in secret bowers
And lindens blow and little flowers,
And bluebirds cleave the shining air.

By night a quiet wayside grove

Where Aldebaran lights the gloom,
And silent breezes idly rove

Above a shadow-painted room

Builded of many a bough and bloom—
A wafted air of myrrh and musk,

The music of slow falling streams,

A whitethroat singing in its dreams,
And thou beside me in the dusk.

The second stanza is not clear, and the
third not too clear. Where are the
subjects, verbs, and objects of lines
three, four and five of the second?
‘““There are no proud,”” and ‘‘No
proud . . . but God’s”’ . . . ‘““No sap-
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phire . . . but deep.”” These elipses
just spoil the third. The last twelve
lines are lovely—and the last line is
what lifts it from verse, very good
verse, to poetry.

The genius of Miss Blackburn, and
Mrs. Livesay, is very different. The
formative influences discernible here
are distinetly modern. Miss Black-
burn in particular is in revolt against
established forms. Here is ‘‘The Cy-
press Tree’’:

Out of the clod of earth

That holds me to this melancholy place,
As ancient servitors

Held flambeaux for their lords

In draughty corridors,

I leap into the sky.

I am a torch with an inherent blaze,

No winter bears me or my verdure down;

The whirling snow and ice

Fall on me to their peril, not to mine:

The swift and sudden wind

Deflects but cannot quench

My everlasting fire,

My fire that mounts out of the cerecloth of
the dead

And draws its essence from mortality,

Transmuting dissolution and despair

Into aspiring form—

A shape that is a symbol—

A pose prophetie!

I am the Cypress-Tree men plant on graves,

And on their graves—I flame!

This is exceptionally well done, but
it is not so free as it looks. The first
section has rhymes, ‘‘servitors,’’ ‘“cor-
ridors,”” “‘I,”’ ““sky.”” The second is
blank verse. In ‘““The Chant of the
Woman’’ we get lines as fine as these:

I, too, am projected of Poets, offspring of
the Singers:

I have lain in the womb of the World and
incarnate its wonder—

I have played with the Child of the ages and
captured its glee— -

I have been kissed with the kisses of
Kin

Great Lovers have whispered their lore for
my learning.

and as hobbling as these:

‘‘Then and now and always, wide away and
the length of a span.

I gather that I must gather, by impulse,
election :

In me only is attraction,
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It alone could attract me,
So am I myself, and no other,
Myself—a mystery! a mouthpiece!’’

Surely we can escape ‘‘established’
forms, without becoming formless?
With Katherine Hale we return to
traditional form. Here, in ‘‘Gray
Knitting’’, ‘“‘In the Trenches’’, and
““I used to Wear a Gown of Green”’,
there is genuine feeling, simply ex-
pressed — nothing positively breath-
less, true; but sincere and fresh. In
‘“The Answer,’’ however, she escapes
the limits which seem to beset her sex.

Unpaltered aisles that wait and wait forever,
O woods that gleam and stir in liquid
gold,

What of your little lover who departed
Before the year grew old?

The leaves are very perfect in the forest,
This is the perfect hour of summer’s wane,
And but last year we watched the blue
October
Between the parted boughs, as now, Lor-
ane.

We asked of Life the old, eternal questions;

We asked of God: ‘‘Art Thou not here;
and why?

Why‘ never come with heralds of the morn-

ing
Across this blaze of sky?

‘“Why build Thyself these great and perfect
places;
Wpy!}),uild and never come to walk there-
m
And only rippling sunshine was the answer,
Or little pattering footsteps of the rain.

But still we sought Him, in the blue-white
winter,
Or in the rosy spring or shadowy fall;
And faithful winds went forth with us to
meet him,
And all the Heaven was one vibrating call.

We sought Him, and our own love seemed
2 the answer;
We called Him, and the forest smiled us
back.
Then we forgot and only looked for laughter
Along the wild-wood track.

Yet sometimes, when the moon sang down
her cadence
Through all the forest roof so old and
high,
We trembled from the sense of all we knew
not—
The awful incompleteness of the sky.

And all the years we two went forth to-
gether
We never heard that third step on the sod.
I was alone—alone before I felt it,
And turned, and looked on God.

And God said: ‘‘I am loneliness and sor-
TOoW,
And I am questioning hope, and I am
strife;
I am the joy that surges through my forest,
And I am death in life.

‘I am the singing bird, the leaf, the
shadow,
I am the cirele of the endless earth;
Out of the infinite of all creation
I am the silence where the soul finds
birth.’’

And so, unaltered aisles that wait forever
And woods that gleam and stir in liquid
gold,

You have made answer for the little lover
Who passed ere you grew old.

The only flaw is that ‘‘Lorane.”” It
is, I take it, the name of the little
lover. Now, if the title were ‘‘The
Answer—To Lorane’’ one would read
straight through without feeling,
“Hullo! our poet hard up for a
rhyme’’? It is, however, a lovely
poem. The first two lines are miracles
of music. ““The awful incompleteness
of the sky’’ is one of those rare lines
compact of absolute imagination, not
a mere ‘‘purple patch,’”’ and with all
the beauty and the imagination in de-
tail, the total effect is never lost sight
of. There is nothing to add. Nothing
could be taken away.

I can only notice Mrs. Osborne’s
“The Song of Israfel’’ in which she
wins from a rather affected melan-
choly to a diviner sorrow, and quote
(because it is shorter) Miss Holland’s
““Cradle Song’’ before I close my no-
tice of the women poets with Miss
Pickthall.

CRADLE SONG

Little brown feet, that have grown so weary
Plodding on through the heat of day,
Mother will hold you, mother will fold you
Safe to her breast; little feet, rest;
Now is the time to cease from play.

Little brown hands, that through day’s long
hours
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Never rested, be still at last;
Mother will rest you; come, then, and nest
ou
Here by her side, nestle and hide;
Creep to her heart and hold it fast.

Little brown head, on my shoulder lying,
Night is falling and day is dead;
Mother will sing you songs that shall bring
you
Childhood’s soft sleep, quiet and deep;
Sweet be your dreams, O dear brown
head!

Miss Pickthall has not only written
lovely poems, but, like Bliss Carman,
she is a poet. There was an impor-
tant review of her work, written some
time ago, in @ Canadian magazine,
which I have ever since wanted to
have a fling at. It took her to task
for writing on Eastern themes with a

Western mind (‘O Silver Rose’’) and .

imitating the home-sick Celt (‘‘Wan-
derlied’’) —insincerity, ending grudg-
ingly, ‘““When all is done, there is
much notable poetry here’’. I flatter
myself I could prove far more con-
clusively (most of the guesses at *‘for-
mative influences’’ were wrong) that
Miss Pickthall is, like nearly all genu-
ine poets, very ‘‘clever,”’ very ‘‘liter-
ary’’. 1 should just quote ‘‘The
House’s Setting,’’ and ‘‘On Amaryl-
lis—A Tortoyse’’; both absolutely
dependent on their Old-English spell-
ing for their effect. The greatest
poets are not free from literary in-
fluences. In fact they show them as a
rule more markedly than lesser ones
for the simple reason that poetry is
their passion, and it is impossible for
them not to show in their earlier work
the results of their reading, in separ-
ate strains which later become blend-
ed in their own personality.

If it is ever my fortune to review
Miss Pickthall’s work in extenso, I
shall first say that ‘‘The Drift of Pin-
ions’’ has, out of forty-three poems,
twenty-one unsurpassed by any other
lyric work in the language. These re-
veal a passion for all shy, tender and
wistful things which is unique not
only in its flawless expression, both as
regards music and imagery, but also
in itself. Afterwards I may say that
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she 4s a little literary, and her range is
a little limited. Her second volume,
““The Lamp of Poor Souls,’’ only adds
one or two poems to the twenty-one.

E. W. Thomson is hardly unknown.
The ‘‘Many-mansioned House’’ was
distinctive and well-noticed. But for
one person that knows anything of his
work a thousand will know Service’s.
“‘Thunderchild’s Lament’’ and ‘‘The
Mandan Priest’’ are strong, clear,
pseudo-lyrie, strictly narrative, verse.
Their setting is Canadian. They are
tense and dramatie throughout and
have a sense of climax wholly admir-
able, and yet they fail of popular ap-
preciation. Why? No doubt they
would gain greater favour if they were
written in anapastic metre, or if
their sentiment were allowed to be-
come sentimentality. As it is they
are too severe, both in thought and
form, to win the man in the street. I
was not sure at first whether these
poems were not as poignant as Miss
Pickthall’s ‘A Mother in Egypt’’.
The subjects are related, though the
wide difference in treatment makes it
seem almost impossible. One could
hardly find a more striking demon-
stration that, after all, only lyric poe-
try is absolute poetry.

The selections do not give Albert D.
Watson justice. They show all his
faults, those which usually beset the
poet who has not fused his ‘‘criticism
of life’” with his “‘art-form’’. The
philosophy of a poet should bear the
same relation to his work as the roots
of a tree to the tree itself. Albert D.
Watson has not turned his abstrac-
tions into concretions. His selections
are didactic and abound with stock-
phrases. A better service would have
been rendered him by giving Part I.
of “Love and the Universe’’ entire.
In this he is more carried away by his
philosophy. In poetry, philosophy
must take wings. :

Now Alan Sullivan, too, has solid
stuff, a unifying principle behind his
work ; but one feels it rather than sees
it. His ‘““Came Those Who Saw and
Loved Her’’ challenges Swinburne’s
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““The Garden of Proserpine”’. In
this it is rather unfortunate. Where
the form is everything it must not be
imitated, but Sullivan’s poem has a
spiritual loveliness Swinburne never
knew.

Robert Norwood is perhaps being
more looked to than any other Cana-
dian in the present revival. I eannot
agree with the praise of his sonnets.
I feel that far too often they are mere-
ly ‘““‘flowery’’ in their language, that
their rhymes are forced, and their
rhythms shattered by abrupt pauses,
awkward elisions and inversions. His
dramatic gift is far more praisewor-
thy, as Mr. Garvin himself notes.
““Dives in Torment’’ shows him half-
way to finding himself. I will show
what I mean:

“(_)ut to the desert which brims like a bowl,
Brims like a bowl of Falernian wine.’’

Now it seems to me that it was only
his love of opulent words, of the words
for themselves, that led to that ‘“Fal-
ernian wine’’. I can’t imagine a des-
ert brimming with anything but sand.
In ““The Witch of Endor’’ he arrives,
but even here pruning is necessary.
Loruhamah is made to say to Doeg,
‘‘Defile me not with touch of you, you
toad,”” and one is tempted to reply,
““Oh, you kid!I”’ This drama has been
ranked with Stephen Phillips’s work.
It is no compliment. Stephen Phil-
lips is far more rhetorician than poet.
It is possible, as Yeats and Synge have
shown, to pack every line with poetry
and yet be as direct and straightfor-
ward as in prose. The close of Act II.
shows a great gift.

Last I come to Theodore Good-
rich Roberts. Four of the five poems
selected are quite enough to prove the
presence of a poet. There is that gno-
mic form, that infallible instinet for
the right word in the right place,
which is born only of the intense
vision which will not be balked by the
exigencies of rhyme, that atmosphere
which makes one exclaim on reading,
even at random, ‘‘Ah, here’s the real
thing!”” “‘The Lost Shipmate’’ has

ended one of my dreams—to do in
verse what Conrad did in prose, in
““Youth’’:

Somewhere he failed me, somewhere he slip-
ped away—

Youth, in his ignorant faith and his bright
array.

The tides go out; the tides come flooding in;

Still the old years die and the new begin;

But youth?—

Somewhere we lost each other, last year or
yesterday.

Somewhere he failed me. Down at the har-
bour-side

I waited for him a-little, where the anchored
argosies ride.

I thought he came—the steady ‘‘trade’’
blew free—

I thought he came—’twas but the shadow
of me?

And Youth?— 5

Somewhere he turned and left me, about the
turn of the tide.

Perhaps I shall find him. It may be he
waits for me,

Sipping those wines we knew, beside some
tropic sea;

The tides still serve, and I am out and away

To search the spicy harbours of yesterday

For Youth,

Where the lamps of the town are yellow
beyond the lamps on the quay.

Somewhere he failed me, somewhere he slip-
ped away—

Youth, in his ignorant heart and his bright
array.

Was it in Bados? God, I would pay to know!

Was it on Spanish Hill, where the roses
blow ¢

Ah, Youth!

Shall T hear your laughter to-morrow, in
painted Oliviof

Somewhere I failed him. Somewhere I let
him depart—

Youth, who would only sleep for the morn’s
fresh start.

The tides slipped out, the tides washed out
and in,

AnddYouth and I rejoiced in their wastrel

.

Ah, Youth!

Shall I find you south of the Gulf?—or are
you dead in my heart?

In general conclusion, I feel that
the present revival of poetry affords
more promise than the movement of
the eighties. With the exception of
Isabella Valancy Crawford, I feel that
the earlier poets wrote as if they had
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models in front of them. Their smooth,
even descriptions of nature, are schol-
arly and classic in repose. Their sub-
Jects are seen from the outside. They
never identify themselves with na-
ture. Archibald Lampman’s ‘‘ Among
the Millet”’ (the one poem) is one of
his few genuine lyries. All the rest
are attempts on the part of poetry to
usurp the function of painting. His
sonnets are no more sonnets than
Wordsworth’s ““ Duddon Sonnets’’.

In the present revival the poets are
expressing themselves. They are not
looking at things, they are possessed
by things. At the same time compar-
ing Miss Wetherald’s ‘‘Mother and
Child”’ with the first of Miss Pick-
thall’s ‘‘ Three Island Songs,’’ one can
see the immense importance of the lit-
erary touch. The former is really
greater poetry, it has the greater half;
but the latter affords greater satisfac-
tion, because Miss Pickthall has re-
fined, but not to a vanishing point, her
own original gift by floating in and
absorbing a great tradition. And that
brings me back to where I started.

One word more, and that is as to
criticism in Canada. This is in a bad
state. On the one hand we have ignor-
ant praise of everything Canadian.
On the other we have the snobbish-
ness of the little critic who feels bound
to criticize. The true province of eri-
ticism is to explain and interpret, to
be sweetly reasonable. I shall not
hesitate to speak of a personal matter
in this respect. One of the only two
slightly unfavourable reviews I had
was from such a critie, and T think
he should be made an example of.
This is the review (from the Montreal
Star:)

‘“Most of the poems in this book are of
the patriotic order and but few of these are
of the highest merit. Tt is when we turn to
his sonnets, some inspired by the war, that
we find Mr. Gordon at his best. Number
six of the ‘Sie Itur ad Astra’ series is well
worth serious consideration, as are several
others. On the other hand, there are one or
two poems, notably ¢ Delilah,’ the excision of
which would have materially enhanced the
writer’s standing.

““One has every hope for Mr. Gordon’s
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future in the world of verse. He has the
poet’s strong reaction to emotion; what he
lacks so far is a technique in which to ex-
press himself adequately. That will come
with time and much hard work. In the
meantime, that section of the reading public
which does not despair of the future of the
art of poetry in Canada will welcome his
verse as it appears.’’

Notice how he faces both ways in
case I should ‘‘arrive,’’ just like Miss
Pickthall’s critic.

Now it is a mathematical fact that
only one quarter (to a line!) of my
poetry has to do with the war. Fur-
ther, of that quarter, only a fraction
is of the patriotic order. If my ‘‘Eas-
ter Ode’’ has anything to do with pat-
riotism, may I never write another
poem! 1 tell him in my preface why
I print “‘Delilah”’. I write ‘Dedica-
tion’’ to show that the book is i itself
a criticism. It is lost on him. Tech-
nique 4s only a matter of hard work,
but how I paraphrased Clutton-
Brock’s ‘‘France’’ without a perfect
technique I don’t know. Oh, yes! I'll
brag about it! If he had said what
my other critic said, ‘‘His powers of
expression are still somewhat in ad-
vance of his vigour and originality of
thought,’” I should preserve a fitting
silence. But this ‘““‘critic’’ shows that
he does not even know the meaning of
technique; and where ignorance and
conceit are so demonstrable, the fact
that I am the victim shall not prevent
me from treating him as I should like
to have treated Miss Pickthall’s very
superior critic. The final condescen-
sion, with its lofty pity for Canadian
poetry, is the last straw.

And here is the sort of appreciation
one does not appreciate (the italies
are mine) from ‘‘Pendennis’’’ pre-
cious column, Daily Mail, Montreal.

‘“The name of the patriotic bard is Al-
fred Gordon and he lives and breathes
among us; he is a Montrealer, and if T am
any judge of poetry no fellow-citizen need
blush because of his verse. His Pegasus hits
the ground once in a while and needs the
spur to elevate it oftenwhiles, but it is a dig-
nified steed, and wusually its flight is serene,
and unfaltering as it wings its way through

the amber atmosphere of high sentiment and
all-enfolding truth.’’
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It is of vital importance that more of
our newspapers should recognise liter-
~ ature by paying critics of the calibre
employed on some of the great London
papers.

I trust those who have followed me
will feel this: That I have not cared
about my ‘‘critical reputation’ (I
haven’t one anyway; and in the nar-
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rower sense I don’t want one, though
I hope to be associated more and more
with Canadian letters); that I have
only tried to speak the truth as it
seemed to me; to take the best and be
as generous as I could without prais-
ing idly ; and that, as a result, Cana-
dian poetry does not suffer in the
least, but on the contrary.

THE HEIR OF THE AGES

By C. W. LANE

FOR me the empires waxed and waned,
And Homer sang of ancient wars;

For me Columbus sought the West,

And Galileo read the stars.

For me the hereos fought and fell;

T was for my sake that Shakespeare wrote:
. And they that broke the pride of Spain,

For me unknowingly they smote.

For glory not, and not for fame

Did Cromwell strike at tyranny;;
King Charles was shortened by a head
For my sake, and ’t was, too, for me

That Revolution’s torch was lit
And kings and nobles knew the knife—
When France was to a shambles turned,
I was the object of their strife.

And when this storm of war is stilled,
And men the victor fain would see,
'T is T alone shall be proclaimed—
Yea, I alone! I—Liberty !



THE SIGN-STONF at the Y

By Rae Lunn.

] ACK DULUTH came to
Chickakoo Pass about
the same time I did, and
before a year had passed
over his handsome head
he was the possessor of
the finest cabin in the place, as well as
Mary Blackwater, according to the
law of the north, and a bouncing boy
—the image of his dead grandfather,
Dashing Brook.

Mary’s eyes were like over-ripe
blackberries, lips as tempting as a dish
of fresh strawberries, a skin as milky-
white as her doll-even teeth, thus giv-
ing her a striking cast with her heavy,
shiny, black hair. Her expression was
that of a Madonna until she knit her
Irish eyebrows.

Boots, as they nick-named the
youngster, was at the pull-up-to-a-
chair stage when Jack made his stake.
He was as successful a prospector as
he had been a lover.

One night a couple of weeks later
Jack happened in at my dug-out. Af-
ter smoking in silence for some time,
he blurted forth:

““Mac, I’'m about to pull out.
had my fill of the wilds.”’

I wasn’t surprised at Jack’s words,
for no fellow of his prospects or pre-
vious life could become attached to the
northern wilds during the first couple
of years.

“You’re lucky,”’ I growled, won-
dering when my turn would come.
“Taking Ma——your family of
course?’’
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I’ve

We smoked in silence for a few mo-
ments.

‘“No,”” Jack rapped. ‘‘How can
you expect me to be received into my
family with a si with a woman
like Mary, and—and. Well, you
know the brat is a dead give-away.
Besides, Mary wouldn’t hear of being
parted from the little devil.”’

I did some tall thinking, but kept
silent.

Jack coughed: “‘I'm leaving Mary
and the kid well provided for—enough
to keep her the rest of her life and to
give the youngster an education,
should he want it’’.

‘‘How about the next?’’

Jack flinched slightly. ‘‘That’s
neither here nor there. Besides,
Mary’s got enough for three.”’

“It’s your funeral, Jack,”’ 1 said,
and shoved him my tobaceco can. He
filled his pipe, struck a match, letting
it drop as it burned his fingers, and
slowly struck another.

‘I suppose you think I'm a brute,
Mae, but I've thought this all over
pretty well. Besides, you know the
kind of girl like Mary will soon for-
get and will be going on the same with
some other fellow before the end of
another year. She knew that there
wasn’t any marriage ceremony when
she coupled up with me, though that
old priest tried like thunder to haul
me into one.”’

Jack was Mary’s ‘‘first and only,”’
and I knew a little of girls like her.

““But Mae,”” Jack broke the silence,
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‘‘there’s nothing else to be done. You
can’t expect me to bury myself up
here with enough gold to keep Wall
Street going for a week, could you?
Besides, I know that with twenty
bucks dropping into her lap every
month——Puh-hh-h ! What will Mary
ever think or care whether I'm here
or in Egypt?”’

‘‘Perhaps you’re right,”” I yawned,
not wishing to be drawn into an argu-
ment. ‘‘Does she know about your go-
ing?”’

Jack shook his head.
only one.”’

‘‘A secret then?”’

Jack nodded.

‘“‘Say, Mae,”” Jack hesitated after
another silence, ‘‘you don’t mind
helping me—doing me a favour?
You're going to Skagway for a load of
supplies the day after to-morrow,
aren’t you? Well, I got wind of it
and told Mary that I’d take my car
asnd?go along with you for company.

ee -

‘‘She never tumbled an inch and
wants to go with me by the ‘Y’ trail,
as she has some people at the Skag-
way Reservation that she wants to
visit.”’

‘“The ‘Y’ trail?’’ I frowned.

_ ““Yes,”” Jack apologized. ‘‘I know
it’s a little rough, but——er you
don’t mind, do you? It’s shorter than
the regular trail.”’ (Jack had a way
of smoothing out difficult points.) ‘I
just don’t like going alone, somehow,
and since Mary’s so anxious to go, I
thought it was a good way to——You
won’t mind so much, will you, Mac?”’

“‘No,”’ I jerked out, though I hated
being shook to pieces over a road like
a nutmeg grater when there was a
good one with only a few miles differ-
ence in distance.

This trail divided at the ‘‘Y,’’ one
branch going to Skagway, the other to
. Juneau. The Juneau branch crossed
the Cree, a creek-like river, as danger-
ous as death, whose bridge had been
swept out five years before during the
‘“‘big freshet’’ and hadn’t been re-
placed. Thus a large part of the

“You’re the
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trail’s traffic was lost, getting it into
punk condition, and, of course, out of
use for Juneau as well.

‘¢ All roads lead to Rome, anyway,’’
I passed it off.

““‘Lead to Rome! God, Mae, I feel
as though I could yell my head off.
I’'m so damn glad to get out of this
graveyard silence. Lordy! Yiyiyiyi-
yiyiyiyi whoofff-whoof-ff-f!”’ and
Jack caught me by the shoulders and
did a mad-cap waltz around my ten
by twelve dug-out.

““Mac, I often thought I was devil-
ishly happy—cussedly so, but I never
knew what it was to be real happy.
Happy? Why, man, I’m drunk with
it!’’ and he gave me a whack between
my shoulders that about took my
breath away.

On the morning of our departure
when I stopped at Jack’s cabin, Mary
hailed me with as much enthusiastie
delight as Jack was restraining.

‘‘Mary, any one would think you
were going to I-don’t-know-where,
seventh heaven or some such place,’’
Jack laughed as Mary hopped around
him like a little wren, helping him
with his collar and tie, brushing his
suit, blacking his shoes and a dozen-
and-one different loving touches to the
packing of his grip.

I felt like throttling Jack when I
pictured the heart-break I knew would
come when he failed to return.

‘“See?’” Mary gurgled and she lift-
ed a corner of the napkin that covered
a basket from which mouth-watering
odours issued. ‘‘Glad you came,
friend Mac?’’ and she perched her
small head on one side and eyed first
Jack, then Boots and lastly me.

‘“You bet,’’ I heartily agreed. ‘‘It’s
me for where the yum-yum cooks go.”’

It was past high noon before we
came within sight of the ‘Y ’’.

‘‘Here’s where we stop, so the hoss
says,”’ Jack chuckled, with a smack of
his lips, ‘‘and for one I’m not sorry.’’

‘‘More truth than fiction to that,’’
I rejoined as I took Boots and follow-
ed Mary into the woods, where she
spread her feast by some spruces.
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I had never dreamed that a girl of
Mary’s breeding could be so entertain-
ing. She told stories, sang and play-
ed on her harp until she nearly drove
me mad with longing for one like her.
Jack, however, took Mary’s accom-
plishments as a matter-of-fact occur-
rence,

Suddenly Jack paused in his pipe
dreaming, yanked out his watch and
cried: ‘‘Heavens, Mac! Dou you re-
alize that it’s nearly five?’’

‘“Now that you’ve told me I do,”’ I
replied, glancing at the sun already
setting.

- ““Where’s Mary?$’’

‘‘She went off about five minutes
ago with Boots,”” and I waved toward
the road. ‘‘Let’s gather up the dishes
and by that time she’ll likely be ready
to start.”’

Jack glanced at the granite ware
dishes. ‘‘The dishes,”’ he sneered.
‘“‘Yes, Mary’ll want them, I suppose.
Golly, Mac, when I see and eat again
off dishes that are dishes——Lordy!’”’
and he gave a luxurious stretch.

‘“They’ll never hold grub that
tastes as good as this, though,”’ I
threw back as I tucked the breast of a
grouse into my mouth and washed it
down with some of Mary’s whossum
wine.

When we reached Jack’s car, Mary
was sitting on its step, her head lean-
ing against the body of the car and
her breath coming in short pants.

‘“Sick?”’ Jack asked.

‘I fell——stumbled——Boots over-
balanced me,”” Mary explained be-
tween pants and she staggered to her
feet and began to pull the car cur-
tains from beneath the car seat.

‘“We don’t need those, Mary,’’ Jack
scoffed. ‘“Why, it’s as warm as
June.”’

““Feor you——yes. But, what about
Boots?’’ Mary flashed, and she con-
tinued her work, giving Jack a look
that silenced him.

Jack whispered to me: ‘‘Some-
thing’s wrong,’’ and he shot me a sus-
picious glance. ?

“I’'m on the square. As I told you

this wasn’t my funeral,’’ I flung back.
““But I can see that a cog’s loose
somewhere. She may have hurt her-
self when she fell.”’

““Maybe,”’ Jack shrugged as he
pursed his lips and rolled a cigarette.

“You hold Boots, Jack, and I'll
drive,”” Mary ordered curtly. ‘‘He
hurts my leg where——"’

“I thought something was wrong.
I'm sorry,”’ Jack murmured with a
caress as he dropped a kiss on Mary’s
cheek.

“‘We start first, Mae,’’ Mary called,
with a flash of her old gaiety, and she
set the car in motion.

‘““Wait!’’ I yelled. ‘‘That’s not the
Skagway trail, that’s the Juneau trail.
You ¥

““No, Mae. This is the Skagway
trail. Look,”” and she pointed to the
giant sign-stone, which comprised a
splinter of granite with ‘‘To Skag-
way’’ carved on one side of it and ‘‘To
Juneau’’ on the other.

I got out of my car, struck a match
and looked.

“Yes, you're right,”” I replied.
‘“‘It’s marked Skagway alright, but I
always thought this was the Juneau
trail,”” and I glanced at the fast-
darkening sky to verify my bearings.
I grabbed hold of the sign-stone and
it protested as much as the sign on it
that I was wrong.

‘‘Slightly twisted as to directions,
I guess,”” Jack said. ‘‘Yes, Mary’s
right.”’

By the time I had climbed into my
car Jack was disappearing over the
brow of a hill.

‘“‘She’ll reach the Reservation
mighty quick from the clip she’s tak-
ing,”’ I mused. ‘“Worried most likely
about Boots,’”” and I followed at a
more leisurely rate.

Suddenly I brought my car to a
stop. Terrified cries from Jack and a
heinous yell from Mary re-echoed on
the silence, and all was still.

Like a flash Mary’s bubbling spirit,
her sudden disappearance, change of
manner toward Jack, the putting up
of the curtains and her taking the
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wheel herself all dawned upon me. it had been moved. ‘¢ Turned it

In the morning neither Jack’s car around! How did she?’’ I pondered,
nor its occupants were to be seen. As aghast at the seeming improbableness
I went up to the ‘“Y’’ I paused at the of the feat when it refused to yield to
gign-stone and at its base I saw where my main strength.

THE LOST PATH
By CLAYTON DUFF

THE path was worn by faithful feet
On summer days gone by,
Going and coming, morn and eve,
Beneath the summer sky.

It left the lawn where apple boughs
Cast wide their welcome shade,

And through the sunny grasses tall
Its deep-worn canyon made.

Then from the level homeland height
It plunged in swift descent

To where the croon of falling streams
With sterner notes was blent.

‘Where all day long the river sang
In dreams of sweet repose,

‘While on its banks from shaft and wheel
The pulse of toil uprose.

Until at eve the weary feet

Came home their fragrant way,
By lilac spires and apple bloom

Or scent of new-mown hay.

So many summers to and fro
The path those feet had led,

One could not think it should so soon
Forget its master’s tread.

Then came a day when morning’s call
That true heart heard no more;

Came one sad spring the swift step sped
No longer from the door.

And now already through the grass
That path is scarce discerned.
Nature with cold oblivion
Its record mute has spurned.

The grasses crowd along the trail
To blot it from the view,

Above its hidden course the flowers
Their heartless pomps renew.
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But though to earthly pilgrimage
Those faithful feet are still,

I think I see them climbing yet
On some Elysian hill,

Where with celestial strength renewed
To nobler tasks they fare,

And pathways worn by duty’s tread
Immortal impress bear.
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CANADA’S

YEARLY PRODUETION
By Sitliam Lawis Sdmonds

Farm products (field crops, live stock, dairy,

dairy, fruits, ete.)
Manufactured goods
Minerals . .
Forest produets
Fisheries . .

RODUCTION is at all

N?’r\})‘,\ times an important na-
Qf}“f WP tional matter. It is a

G gl particularly important
matter to Canada at

present. Population,

just and efficient government, and
congenial climatic conditions are all
essential factors in nation-building.
But no country can achieve national
greatness unless it is able to produce
from its natural resources a large
store of material wealth.

It is possible for a nation, like an
individual, to live for a time on bor-
rowed capital. But it can be only for
a time.” To make steady and perman-
ent progress there must be co-ordina-
tion of production.

A nation in the making is necessar-
ily a borrower of money. There could
not be adequate development of its
natural resources if it were not. That
is sound business practice for a nation

4—147
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............................
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............................

............
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.......................

$1,313,000,000
1,500,000,000
177,357,454
172,880,000
35,860,708
2,000,000

$3,201,098,162

as well as for an individual manufac-
turer. Production would otherwise
be seriously retarded.

In the final analysis, however, that
which determines a nation’s greatness
is the measure of its ability to turn
into wealth its latent natural re-
sources. If that which it produces is
adequate to meet its obligations and
create a surplus besides, it is on the
high road to prosperity. If not, its
condition is parlous.

That Canada possesses the poten-
tialities of national greatness there
can now be not the slightest doubt.
Even that part of the Dominion lying
west of the Great Lakes, which half a
century ago people of short vision and
dull imagination thought to be little
better than a wilderness, is now recog-
nized by all as one of our greatest
potential sources of wealth.

We may not be able to calenlate to
a nicety the actual potential value of
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our resources and the limit of their
productiveness. A manufacturer may
be able, by the aid of experts, to close-
ly estimate the productive possibilities
of his factory and the capacity of his
market. But it is beyond the ken of
man to do that with the natural re-
sources of a country like Canada.
Their vastness and variety is too great.

There are certain natural resources
whose extent and possible productive
value can be approximately estimated.
There are others in regard to which
even an approximate estimate cannot
be made. We know with some degree
of certainty the extent of the coun-
try’s land area capable of cultivation,
the percentage that is under cultiva-
tion, 'and the annual value of its pro-
duets. We also have some conception
of the vastness of the forest resources
of the Dominion and the value of their
products year by year. But who can
even approximately estimate the po-
tential value of either the mineral or
the fishery resources of Canada! Man
certainly cannot. We know from ex-
perience that their value is very great
and approximately the annual value
of that which they produce. But there
our knowledge practically ceases.

Once every ten years the Census
Bureau tells us the extent and variety
of our manufacturing industries and
the annual aggregate value of the out-
put of their finished products. But it
makes no attempt, simply because it
cannot, to arrive at the ultimate po-
tential productive power of the fac-
tories of the Dominion.

But although the future is as a
closed book, as far as it reveals to us
the ultimate productive possibilities
of Canada, yet, judging from that
which has already been accomplished,
we are quite persuaded that before
many years have elapsed the fields,
the forests, the factories, the mines,
and the fisheries will be producing
wealth which in extent will far tran-
scend that of to-day.

According to history it is just three
hundred years since the first w}}ite
man set himself to the task of tilling

the soil of Canada for a living. Five
years ago, when the last ecensus was
taken, there were 715,000 farms in
Canada, embracing about 110,000,000
acres, while the aggregate value of
land, buildings, live stock and imple-
ments was close to $4,250,000,000. And
yet substantial and all as these figures
are, they are relatively small when
compared with the agricultural poten-
tialities of the country.

Even in what we consider the fairly
well settled Provinee of Ontario, only
about one-fourth to one-third of the
available arable land is under culti-
vation, while in the Dominion as a
whole the percentage is only about
ten .to twelve. According to Govern-
ment statisticians there are about
441,000,000 acres of possible farm
lands awaiting cultivation. And this
does not take into account the areas
included in the Northwest Territories
which are outside the boundaries of
Alberta and Saskatchewan.

Although the lands included within

the farm holdings are relatively but a

small fraction of the total available
for agricultural purposes, from this
small proportion there was produced
last year grain, live stock, roots, fruits
and vegetables, wool and other com-
modities possessing in the aggregate
a value of approximately one billion
three hundred and thirteen million
dollars.

From the 35,192,450 acres devoted
wholly to the cultivation of field erops
there were produced commodities hav-
ing an aggregate value of $808,000,-
000. Wheat alone, with a yield of
220,367,000 bushels, contributed $289,-
374,000 to this sum.

‘When, sixty-seven years ago, Upper
Canada, then the only important
wheat-growing part of the country,
produced 13.33 bushels per capita of
population, it was thought to be of
sufficient importance to receive spe-
cial treatment in certain English ma-
gazines. But last year the production
per capita for the Dominion as a whole
was 30.60 bushels, or 17.27 bushels per
capita of population greater than in
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Upper Canada in 1850. And that not-
withstanding the fact that the yield to
the acre in 1916 was much below the
. average of previous years, being but
17 bushels, compared with 29.08 in
1915 and an average of 18.42 for the
1010-14 period. In the United States,
however, the yield to the acre was but
12.1 bushels, and the average for the
1910-14 period, 14.9.

When the census of 1910 was taken
it was estimated that the live stock on
the farms of Canada possessed an ag-
gregate value of $631,103,420, and
that the value of that sold or slaught-
ered was $177,635,587. No official
figures are available as to the revenue
obtained by the farmers from the live
stock sold last year. That, in view of
the high prices ruling, it was much
larger than it was in 1910 there can
be no doubt. Allowing for an increase
of 10 per cent., we have a total of
about $200,000,000. That, with the
$808,000,000 obtained for the field
crops, brings the productive value of
the farms of Canada from these two
sources to more than a billion dollars.

But the produective value of the
farms of Canada is by no means confin-
ed to the field crops and the live stock
sold. There are the dairy products,
for example, to be taken into account.
They are a very important source of
revenue to many farmers in the Do-
minion. And they are becoming in-
creasingly important. Four years ago
the aggregate value of these products
was represented by the respectable
sum of $123,000,000. To-day, how-
ever, in view of the extraordinary
high prices obtaining, and to the
greater attention being given to the
development of the industry, the an-
nual value of the output is estimated
to have reached the sum of $200,000,-
000.

Six years ago, when the last census
was taken, the farmers of Canada ob-
tained a revenue of $31,587,000 from
the fruits and vegetables produced.
Eggs yielded $23,270,000; wool,
$1,600,000; maple syrup, $2,587,000;
honey, $713,250. Then there is the
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lumber cut from the farms of Canada
to be added. That, according to the
last census, was $35,000,000. No later
estimate, as far as we are aware, has
been made regarding the value of the
fruits and vegetables, maple products
or honey produced. But the eggs pro-
duced in 1915 are valued at $30,000,-
000, and the wool clip of 1916 at
$2,000,000. That both of these com-
modities, in view of the higher prices
obtaining, have a still greater value
there can be no doubt.

Taking all sources of revenue inta
consideration, we shall not be far
astray in computing the total value of
the farms of Canada for 1916 at about
$3,313,000,000.

There is a familiar Chinese saying
to the effect that while agriculture is
the root of prosperity, industry and
commerce are the branches and leaves.
With this Oriental proverb we of the
Caucasan race are quite willing to
agree. Agriculture is undoubtedly
the root of Canadian prosperity. But
it is equally certain that without a
healthy manufacturing industry the
productive value of the Dominion
would be very much curtailed.

When the census of 1910 was taken
the annual aggregate productive value
of the 19,218 manufacturing estab-
lishments in the Dominion was
$1,167,975,639. This represented an
increase of 142.38 per cent. in ten
years and of over 600 per cent. in
thirty years.

That the productive value of the
factories of Canada is now greater
than it was seven years ago there can
be no doubt. The years 1911, 1912
and 1913 were periods of extraordin-
ary activity and development in the
manufacturing industries of the coun-
try, and while 1914 was an off year,
1915 witnessed a revival in trade gen-
erally and influx of enormous war
orders. During 1916 there was a
further and still more marked devel-
opment in both general trade and war
orders. The output of munitions alone
is now estimated to be on the basis of
about half a billion dollars’ worth a
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year, while the total value of all fac-
tory products now, at a moder-
ate estimate, must be at the rate of
one-and-a-half billion dollars annual-
ly. This would allow for an increase
of 30 per cent. over the output of
seven years ago. When we take into
consideration the fact that the in-
crease during the decennial period
ending 1910 was 142 per cent., an esti-
mated gain of 30 per cent. for the sub-
sequent seven-year period may well
be accounted a moderate one. The
postal census, taken early last year,
notwithstanding the incompleteness of
the ficures, estimates the value of the
output of the Canadian factories in
1915 at $1,392,516,953. As the fac-
tories of the country were not nearly
as fully employed during 1915 as they
were in 1916, it follows that the esti-
mate of $1,500,000,000 for the latter
year must be well within the mark.

Since the outbreak of the war, im-
- pelled in part by necessity and in part
by the spirit of enterprise, there has
been a marked increase in the variety
as well as in the extent of the pro-,
ducts manufactured in Canada, many
articles and commodities now being
turned out by our factories that form-
erly were imported exclusively. This
is particularly marked in steel and
steel products; metal produets, such
as copper and zinc; textiles and their
products; industrial echemicals; medi-
cinal preparations, and wood pro-
duects.

With the great strides that are be-
ing made in nearly all parts of Can-
ada in the development of hydro-
electric energy, it is quite probable
that the productivity of the manufac-
turing industries of the country will
increase at a greater ratio in the fu-
ture than in the past.

Water-power is cheap power, and
that is a desideratum Canada much
needs, contributing as it does to the
reduction in the cost of production.

Canada, in her potential water-
powers, as in her potential agricul-
tural possibilities, has been richly en-
dowed by nature. It is doubtful whe-
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ther any country has been more
richly endowed. Her position is cer-
tainly more favourable in this respect
than the United States. The fact that
Canada has an estimated water area
of 127,755 square miles, compared
with 52,630 square miles possessed by
the United States, may be taken as
substantial evidence of this, One au-
thority estimates the available water-
power of the Dominion at 17,000,000
horse-power. While other authorities
are inclined to consider this as much
in the nature of a guess, there can
be no doubt that Canada possesses
water powers of enormous extent and
of great potential value.

If there is any one of Canada’s na-
tural resources in which there has
been the maximum of waste it is in
her forest resources. Year after year
millions of dollars have been lost
through forest fires and wasteful lum-
bering operations. Authorities esti-
mate that we have destroyed by fire
practically as much as we have cut
for commercial purposes. Our losses
through this cause in 1915 were placed
at $10,000,000.

According to Government figures,
the total area covered by timber in
Canada is over half a billion acres, of
which about one-half possesses timber
of commercial size. When we consider
that the land under timber is much
more extensive than it is thought pos-
sible for the area under agricultural
cultivation ever to be, we begin to get

" some conception of the potential value

of our forest resources.

The latest year for which we have
official estimates regarding the value
of the output of forest products in
Canada is 1915. In that year the
value was $172,880,000, which, owing
to the demoralized state of trade in
1914, was the lowest for some years.
The Canadian Forestry Association, in
a statement published last year, esti-
mates that the forest products of the
Dominion put into the pockets of the
people of this country something like
$200,000,000 annually.

The production of minerals in Can-



CANADA’S YEARLY PRODUCTION

ada for the calendar year 1916 is offi-
cially valued at $177,357,454, by many
millions the largest on record, and
$40,248283 in excess of 1915 and
$79,286,697 in excess of 1906. The
principal increases over 1915 were:
Copper, 87.13 per cent.; nickel, 41.69
per cent.; lead, 36.52 per cent. ; silver,
27.41 per cent.; asbestos, 44.35 per
cent. ; coal, 21.01 per cent.; gold, 0.97
per cent.

In view of the fact that the refining
of eopper is now being done in Canada
we may safely anticipate a still
greater development in the annual
productive value of this metal. Im-
portant results are also anticipated
from the refining of zine, especially in
view of the backing which the indus-
try has from the Federal Government.
Two plants are thus far employed, one
being in British Columbia, and the
other in Quebec. Hitherto all the zine
ore produced in Canada has been ex-
ported to the United States and there
refined.

But the most important develop-
ment of all, as far as the mining in-
dustry is concerned, will take place
when the large nickel plant now
being erected at Port Colborne, Ont.,
begins operations toward the eclose
of the present year; it will have a
productive capacity of 15,000,000
pounds a year. Another refining plant
is to be established in the Sudbury
district. The inauguration of this
industry means much for the indus-
trial welfare of the Dominion in gen-
eral as well as for nickel mining in
particular.

There are not wanting signs that
the mineral industry of the Dominion
is on the eve of a development which
will result in a marked increase in its
productive vafue.

In her fisheries Canada’s position is
unique. No other country has re-
sources approaching her in this re-
spect. With 7,200 miles of coast line
on the Pacific, 5,000 on the Atlantic,
and an area of 36,500 square miles
within its boundary line on the Great
Lakes, the Dominion possesses fishing
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grounds of practically unlimited ex-
tent.

During the fiscal year 1916 the
value of the product obtained from
these fisheries was $35,860,708. This
was the largest on record, and $4,596,-
000 in excess of 1915. At the time of
Confederation the annual yield of the
fisheries was less by one-half of what
it is to-day. And with the more gen-
eral use of motor-driven Dboats em-
ployed in the industry, there now be-
ing 11,097 compared with 4,588 five
years ago, we may naturally anticipate
further increases in the productive
value of our fisheries, even although
we have been drawing supplies from
them for three centuries.

The only Canadian industry which
once ranked high in importance, but
now contributes comparatively little
to the productive value of the coun-
try, is that appertaining to the fur
trade. Being the first of our most im-
portant industries, it, in the early
pioneer days of the country, undoubt-
edly contributed much to the upbuild-
ing of Canada. But to-day, compara-
tively speaking, it is a small factor
indeed, the furs and skins of wild
animals obtained in the country now
only possessing an annual value of ap-
proximately $2,000,000. This does not
include the fox skins produced on the
farms which have come into existence
in the Maritime Provinces during the
last few years, where many million
dollars have been invested in the in-
dustry. Up to four years ago the
amount so invested was $15,000,000.

Canada’s annual productive value,
based on the results of last year, in all
branches of industry, is now well past
the three-billion-dollar mark. There
can be no question on this point. This,
divided among the five million people
of the productive age of fifteen years
and over, which there were in Canada
when the last census was taken, would
give each the sum of six hundred dol-
lars. Divided among the 1,517,742
families which were at that time in
the Dominion, there would be nearly
two thousand dollars for each.
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But there is still a further interest-
ing feature in connection with the to-
tal annual productive value of the
Dominion which is worthy of note, and
that is its approximation in amount
to the aggregate public and private
debt of the country.

Up to the outbreak of the war this
debt was about three billions of dol-
lars, and represented the borrowings
of the Federal and Provincial Govern-
ments, the municipalities, the rail-
ways, and the various industrial cor-
porations. To-day our aggregate debt
is a great deal larger than even that
enormous sum, while the annual in-
terest charges, formerly about $140,-
000,000, are now estimated to be be-
tween $175,000,000 and $180,000,000.
This is- a rather heavy burden to
carry. But as long as we are produe-
ing in a single year from the various
industrial enterprises of the country
that which in value approximates
closely to the sum total of our indebt-
edness, the burden ean scarcely be said
to be one we are unable to bear.

Although the aggregate value of
that which the Dominion now pro-
duces has well turned the three-billion-
dollar mark, yet everyone who has
given any thought to the subject must
realize that it is still far short of the
country’s potential power in this re-
speet.

At no time in the history of the Do-
minion was the necessity of inereasing
production so great as it is to-day.
The strain upon our financial re-
sources, owing to the war, is enor-
mous. But there are not the present
necessities alone to be considered.

There are those of the future to be

considered as well.

In the past when we wanted new
capital for the purpose of developing
our industrial enterprises or the ne-
cessities of our Federal or Provincial
Governments or of our municipal cor-
porations, we readily obtained it in
London. For the time being that
market is closed to us. After the war
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it will doubtless be opened to us again.
But to the extent it formerly was is
decidedly doubtful, for the war is to-
day destroying British capital at a
much faster rate than it is being
created.

The extent to which the war is
affecting our relations with the Lon-
don money market may be gathered
from the fact that whereas in 1914 no
less than 68 per cent. of our total
loans were floated there, last year only
1.55 per cent. came from that source.
True, we have obtained finanecial
assistance in New York to an extent
hitherto not experienced, that market
having last year taken nearly sixty-
five per cent. of the securities floated,
compared with a little under twenty
per cent. in 1914. But we cannot de-
pend upon the New York market to
the extent we formerly did the Lon-
don market for the supplying of our
financial necessities.

It is evident therefore that we must
rely more and more on our own re-
sources if an adequate supply of capi-
tal is to be obtained for the develop-
ment of our industriel resources and
for the necessities of our government
and municipal institutions. And this
is a desideratum which can only be
secured by increasing production, for
that is the only substantial basis upon
which Canada or any other country
can advance. Capital cannot be creat-
ed by any system of legerdemain.
Production is the only source of its
supply. -

The fact that the Minister of Fin-
ance has since September, 1915, been
able to successfully float in the home
market three loans for the aggregate
sum of three hundred million dollars,
and that, in addition, we have been
able to establish a line of credit for
two hundred and fifty millions in be-
half of the Imperial Government, en-
ables us to undertake with courage -
any tasks that may be imposed upon
us as a Dominion and to resolutely
face the difficulties that may beset us.
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CHAPTER XIIIL s

E must pass over all the
incidents of the motor
@ trip that the colonel,
% Reggy, and I took to the
hospital at the pretty
town of Cassel, near which the Cana-
dian boys were soon to be quartered,
and also the tension with which we re-
ceived the news that the whole Cana-
dian division was already at the
Front. For we had come to that tra-
gic evening of April 22nd, 1915. The
Turcos and Canadians, peering over
their parapets, were astonished to see
a heavy yellowish mist rolling slowly
and ominously from the German
trenches. In the light breeze of sun-
down it floated lazily toward them,
clinging close to the earth. Although
the Turcos thought it a peculiar fog,
they did not realize its true signifi-
cance until it rolled into their
trenches and enveloped them in its
blinding fumes, stinging their eyes,
choking their lungs and making them
deathly ill. They could neither see
nor breathe, and those who could not
get away fell in heaps where they
were, gasping for air, blue in the face,
dying in the most frightful agony.
Germany, discarding the last tat-
tered remnant of her mantle of hon-
our, had plunged brazenly into a hide-
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ous crime—poison-gas had been used
for the first time in the history of
war !

Coughing, sneezing, vomiting ; with
every breath cutting like a knife, cry-
ing tears of blood, the unfortunate
Turcos, who had not already fallen,
fled from the accursed spot. The
horses, too, choking and startled,
whinneying with fear, stampeded
with their wagons or gun limbers in
a mad endeavour to escape the horror
of the poisoned air. A storm of shrap-
nel, high explosives and machine-gun
bullets followed the flying masses and
tore them to pieces as they ran.

For four miles the Allied trenches
were left unprotected, and a quarter
million Germans, who had been await-
ing this opportune moment, started to
pour through the broad gap on their
drive for Calais.

* % %

A brigade of Canadian artillery in
Poperinghe received a hurried mes-
sage that evening to move forward,
take up a position on the road near
Ypres and wait for further orders.
They had but a faint notion of the
great trial through which they were
to pass.

‘When they arrived at the point des-
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ignated it was almost dark and the
noise of the German bombardment
was terrific. Presently along the
road from Ypres came crowds
of fleeing civilians. Feeble old men
tottering along, tearful women carry-
ing their babes or dragging other
little ones by the hand, invalids in
broken down wagons or wheel-bar-
rows, wounded ecivilians hastily ban-
daged and supported by their des-
pairing friends hurried by in ever-in-
creasing numbers. Some had little
bundles under their arms, some had
packs upon their backs—bedding,
household goods or clothes, hastily
snatched from their shattered homes.
With white, terror-stricken faces,
wringing their hands, moaning or
crying, they ran or staggered by in
thousands. Their homes destroyed,
their friends scattered or killed, with
death behind and starvation before,
they ran, and the greedy shells, as if
incensed at being robbed of their prey,
came screaming after them.

To add to the confusion and horror
of the evening, the Turcos, wild-eyed
and capless, having thrown away their
guns and all encumbrances, came run-
ning in stark terror across the fields
shouting that the Germans had broken
through and would be upon them at
any moment. They cried to the artil-
lery to escape while they yet had a
chance—that all was lost!

It required more heroism to stand
before that onrush of terrorized
humanity than to face death a dozen
times over. To the Canadian artil-
lery these were the most tragic and
trying hours of their lives, but with
stolid and grim determination they
stood through it, waiting impatiently
for the order to move forward.

All through the night the homeless,
despairful creatures from St. Julien,
Vlamertinge, Ypres and the villages
round about streamed by in a heart-
rending, bemoaning multitude. Some-
times in agonized fear they broke
through the ranks of the soldiers,
stumbling onward toward Poper-
inghe.

The shriek of shells and the thun-
der of the guns continued hour after
hour, while on high the vivid glare of
bursting shrapnel cast a weird un-
earthly glow over the land. Between
the blasts of artillery, from time to
time on the wings of the wind a sound
like the groans of the dying blending
in a gruesome murmur added to the
horror of the night.

Through it all these men of iron
stood by their guns waiting for the
word of command. At three a.m. it
came. A murmur of thankfulness
that at last they were to do something
went up, and in a twinkling they were
galloping eagerly forward toward
their objective.

They chose the most advanced posi-
tion in the line of guns, close to the
Yser, and soon were in their places
ready for the fight. Shells fell about
them in thousands, but the men happy
to be in the thick of the battle turned
to their guns with a will and worked
like mad.

The dawn broke, but there was no
cessation of the fight. The guns be-
came red hot, and screeched com-
plainingly as each shell tore through
the swollen muzzle, but still there was
no reprieve or rest, and all day long
they belched forth smoke and death
over the Yser’s banks.

* % %

When the Germans commenced to
pour through the gap which their
treacherous gas had made, they over-
looked one important obstacle. On
their left were the men who had lived
through four months of misery in thé
rain and mud of Salisbury Plains,
each day laying up a bigger score
against the Germans for settlement.

‘With this unhappy memory, it was
not likely that the First Canadians
were to be ousted from their trenches
or killed by gas alone without a strug-
gle for revenge. ; For some reason
only their left wing had received an
extreme dose of the gas. Many fell
and died, but those who remained
stuffed handkerchiefs into their
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mouths, covered their noses and held
on like grim death for the great attack
they knew was coming. They had not
long to wait. Most of them had never
seen the enemy before, and the sight
of thousands of Germans marching
forward in dense masses was to Tom-
my a distinet and unlooked for pleas-
ure. But on they came in a multi-
tude so great that it looked as if no
guns on earth could mow them down.
In spite of the sight of these great
numbers, it was with the utmost diffi-
culty that the officers could restrain
their men from rushing out at the
enemy with the bayonet. Tommy ar-
gued : “‘Between Salisbury Plains and
Waipers we’ve been stuck in the mud
for six months, never so much as see-
ing the nose of a German, and now
here they come, just asking to be kill-
ed and you won’t let us get out at
them!” The mere fact of being out-
numbered twenty times over didn’t
seem sufficient excuse to disappointed
Tommy for remaining under cover.

Myriads of self-satisfied Germans
came marching past, as though the
world were theirs. They were due for
a rude awakening. They had not pro-
gressed far when the extreme violenca
of the Canadian counter attack caus-
ed them to pause in irresolute wonder.
Who were these bold, desperate men
who dared remain in the trenches
when half an army had passed? No
army in its senses would remain with
unprotected flank. There must be tre-
mendous reinforcements at their
back—so reasoned the Germans—To
stay with one wing ‘‘in the air’’
seemed too much madness even for the
‘‘untrained’’ Canadians.

But one thing was clear to the Teu-
ton mind; whoever they were, they
were a decided menace to their ad-
vance and must be annihilated or
forced back at all costs before the Ger-
man army could progress. But what
a lot of annihilating they seemed to
take!

General Turner’s brigade had
swung Aacross thg ene_my’s flank and
poured such a withering fire into the
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Germans that they were sore pressed,
with all their horde, to hold their own.
Men and guns were fighting back io
back, grimly, determinedly, unflinch-
ingly and with invincible valour.,

The enemy artillery now had com-
mand of the main road to Ypres, and
of many of the lesser roads, and were
keeping up a hellish fire on all to pre-
vent reinforcements or supplies from
reaching the Canadians.

All that night our plucky men
fought them off, driving them back
through the woods and retaking four
captured guns. All the next day,
thousands without food or water,
fought side by side with unconquer-
able spirit. In impossible positions,
raked by enemy shell fire, without
chance to eat or sleep, they held on
and tore at the Germans like angry
wolves, fighting with such unheard.of
ferocity that their opponents were ab-
solutely staggered.

If a seemingly hopeless message
came from Headquarters to a bat-
talion, ‘‘Can you hold on a few hours
longer ?’’ back would come the answer
piping hot, ‘‘We can!”’

Again and again the doubting ques-
tion came to the trenches, ‘‘Can you
still hold on?”’ And again and again
returned the same enheartening reply,
‘““We can and will hold on!”’

Then an unheard-of thing oceurred
—a breach of discipline by a Com-
manding Officer. The message from
Headquarters, couched in generous
words, read: “You have done all
that human power can do. Your po-
sition is untenable. You must re-
treat!”’

A flush of disdainful anger swept
over the officer’s face as he read this
message, and he replied in three
words: ‘‘Retreat be damned!”’

The Canadians had not learned the
meaning of the word ‘‘retreat’’. It
had been left out of their martial vo-
cabulary—someone was responsible
for this omission. The Germans tried
to teach them its meaning with gas,
with bayonet and with shell; but
thick-headed Tommy and his officers
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always misunderstood it for “hold "’
or ‘“‘advance’’. It took four days of
starvation and four sleepless, awful
nights to make the most intelligent
amongst them understand the word,
and even then it was a scant conces-
gion to the Germans.

Little bands of men, the remnants
of dauntless battalions, holding iso-
lated, advanced posts, were command-
ed to fall back in order to straighten
out the line. But the brave fellows
who had so gallantly defended their
posts, were loathe to give them up.
Unnerved, weak and exhausted, they
still wanted to remain, and when their
officers insisted on their leaving, some
actually sat down in the trenches and
wept bitter ‘tears of humiliation and
chagrin.

During these four fateful days
British and French reinforcements
had been rushed up to fill the gap, and
further German progress was impos-
sible. Harassed from the flank, beaten
back from the front, decimated and
discouraged, the Germans had suffer-
ed a disastrous and momentous de-
feat—for to them Calais, their great-
est hope, was irretrievably lost.

* % ¥

In the seventeen consecutive days
and nights of the artillery battle there
was never a full minute’s break in the
bombardment from either side.

On the fourth day, during the lull
in the infantry fighting, the door of
the field ambulance was suddenly
darkened by the figure of a man. He
staggered in. His eyes were blood-
shot. His clothes were torn and cov-
ered with mud, his chin had not been
shaved for days and his appearance
betokened utter weariness and ex-
haustion.

Jack Wellcombe met him at the
door and, in spite of his unkempt and
wild appearance, recognized him at
once as the commanding officer of a
(anadian battalion.

¢“(3ood morning, sir,”” he said in his
usual cheery manner. : :

The colonel looked toward him with
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glazed, unseeing eyes and without a
sign of recognition.

““I want four coffins,”” he muttered,
ignoring Jack’s greeting. ;
““You want what, sir?’’ Jack ex-

claimed, with a puzzled look.

“Four coffins,”” he repeated with
mechanical firmness and in a tone of
command, ‘‘and I want them at
once!’’

““Come in, sir, and sit down,’’ Jack
urged. ‘‘You're unnerved from this
wild fight and lack of sleep. You
need a rest—not a coffin.”’

““T know what I want,”’ he repeated
with ealm insistence, ‘‘and it’s four
coffins—to bury four of my officers.”’

Jack thought his reason had gone
as a result of the terrific strain, but
decided to humour him.

““Come over to my billet with me
and get a shave, a wash and a good
glass of grog, and then when you're
feeling better we’ll go out together
and get what you want, and I'll go
back to the lines with you.”’

The colonel passed his hand across
his forehead as though he were trying
without success to recollect something,
and then without a word suffered
Jack to take his arm and lead him
away. When they arrived at the bil-
let Jack gave him a stiff glass of bran-
dy and asked him to lie down while
the water was being heated for his
bath. Before it was ready he had
fallen sound asleep and Jack did not
disturb him for a couple of hours,
when he was aroused with difficulty.
He seemed depressed and talked
little; he was like a man walking in
his sleep and still in the throes of a
gruesome nightmare.

As they started off up the street of
the village Jack remarked: ‘‘You
don’t really want those coffins for
which you asked me this morning, do
you?”’

The colonel looked uncomprehend-
ingly at him, as if he had been sud-
denly roused from a deep sleep. He
did not answer the question, but ask-
ed in return:

¢«‘Tg there a florist’s near here?’’
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“Well, not exactly a ‘florist’s’,”’
Jack replied, ‘‘but there is a place at
the far end of the street where we
might get some flowers.”’

‘‘Let us go there!”’

He spoke no further word until
they arrived at the little house which
Jack pointed out as a likely place.
They entered the room and after
some slight delay madame produced
a vase filled with deep red roses. The
colonel seleeted four of the largest,
paid the woman and without a word
walked out with the roses in his hand.

‘““Get me a motor car,”’ he said to
Jack, ‘‘we have several miles to go.”’

The mechanical transport supplied
them with a small car and they start-
ed on their strange mission. They
pulled up a few miles back of the fir-
ing line and tramped silently across
the fields, the colonel still clutching
the roses, until they came to a spot
where a number of Tommies were
standing by four open graves which
they had just dug. Beside the graves
rested four shapeless bundles covered
with blankets.

““Do you know the burial service ?’’
the colonel asked Jack suddenly.

“I'm afraid I don’t remember it
well enough to repeat it.”’

‘1t doesn’t matter much,’’ he went
on, “‘I can say it myself.”’

The men got ready with their ropes
to lower the packages, one by one, into
their respective resting-places. It was
all that was left of four gallant officers
of a gallant battalion. The colonel re-
peated the service from memory.

But before the earth closed over
them he stood at the foot of each
grave, silent as the grave itself, and
dropping a rose tenderly upon each
stood at attention, his right hand at
the ‘‘salute’’. As the earth fell dully
upon the blankets he turned away
with tears in his eyes and said simply :

““Poor brave chaps! I loved them
all. God keep them. They did their
duty!”’

* %

It was ten o’clock at night as Regey
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and I, crossing the tracks at the Gare
Maritime in Boulogne, saw a battalion
which had just disembarked from
the cross-channel boat drawn up on
the quay, ready to entrain for the
front.

We walked toward them in a spirit
of idle curiosity—for the sight was
one to which we were well accustom-
ed—when, under the dim light of a
partly shaded street lamp, we noticed
that they were from home. We ap-
proached a little group of officers who
were chatting animatedly together,
and among them found several whom
we knew.

““What’s the truth about this big
show the Canadians are in at the
front?’’ one cried. There are all sorts
of rumours in England. Some say
eight hundred easualties; some say
eight thousand.”’

“I’'m afraid eight thousand is
nearer the mark,”” I replied hesita-
tingly, fearing to discourage them.

‘‘Eight thousand!”’ he echoed ; and
then an eager cry went up from the
little group:

“By Jove! Hope thex’ll hurry us
on to the front!”’

And I was afraid of discouraging
them! How little T understood my
own countrymen.

‘“All aboard!”’ came the cry a mo-
ment later, and the enthusiastic Tom-
mies joyfully clambered into the wait-
ing coaches. As the train eclank-
clanked along the street and left us
standing alone there in the darkness,
back to our ears came the familiar but
ribald strain of

‘‘Hail, hail, the gang’s all here!”

No matter in what strange words *t
may find vent, the care-free spirit of
song is the spirit of the British army.

““You can’t discourage men like
that,”” said Reggy with a smile half
amusement and half wunconscious
pride.

And each occupied with his own
thoughts, we turned and walked
silently down the quay.

THE END.



Partbon’s Folly

BY MAX PEMBERTON

= ILLY TUPPER took to
4! flying as a duck to water.
?, g, He was at the game short-
@Rl 1y after the Wrights as-
il tonished the world at Pau
: and when he fell into the
Channel and did not win the big news-
paper prize, he was quite sure about
his destiny.

Now he is a great personage who
flies the new planes from the neigh-
bourhood of Salisbury Plain—and all
the flappers gaze on him with tender
awe. He is the hero of a hundred con-
quests, and of one adventure which
might very well have cost him his
liberty. So let us now talk about fam-
ous men.

It was just about a month ago, Billy
was out for a long flight upon a ma-
chine I must not name; and in the
course of that flight he found himself
over an island which is also part of
England, and incidentally above a
famous conviet prison, where the pris-
oners are supposed to be so exclusive
in their tastes that nobody under the
rank of Viscount has any chance of
popularity among them. Billy knew
nothing of this, for he was a thousand
feet up in the air, and the unhappy
convicts below were but so many flies
upon a great green carpet. Moreover,
his petrol pipe was troublesome, he
was really beginning to wonder
whether he would take lunch in this
world or the next. ;

They are amazing creatures, these
aviators, and the rest of us must con-
tinue to regard them with an admira-
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iton we cannot express in words. Some
of us are frightened out of our wits if
we are asked to stand upon a ladder
fifty feet high, and look down upon
the giddy throng below. Your flyer,
on the other hand, clings to a flimsy
kite at an altitude of five thousand
feet and never turns a hair when the
old girl begins to wobble. Prodigious,
as the great Dominie used to say.

Billy Tupper was one of these. He
used very bad language upon occa-
sions, but he never stopped to think
what would happen to him if the ‘‘old
girl’’ gave it up, and he went hurtling
like a stone to the ground some thou-
sands of feet below. Upon this par-
ticular day he had a scare beyond or-
dinary, for it really did seem as
though the engine had had enough of
it, and convinced that he really might
lunch in Paradise, he made a mighty
quick descent, and landed, as he put
it, absolutely on the clock.

Now the scene of this descent was a
wide field upon the edge of the down-
land. In this field were working some
half-dozen highly distinguished gen-
tlemen whom the King (God bless
him) had stamped with a very broad
arrow to show how fond he was of
them. A very lusty fellow with a watch-
ful eye and a rubicund joul superin-
tended the labours of these aristocrats,
who appeared to be engaged in the
childlike oceupation of making hay
while the sun shone. Naturally, the
advent of Billy and his machine was
a tremendous event in a society not
given to excitements; and no sooner
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was the lad down than the conviets
swarmed about him and began to ply
him with a hundred questions. He
answered them all with his accustom-
ed cheerfulness, and was about to dis-
tribute a packet of ‘‘gaspers’’ among
them when a shrill whistle from the
warder recalled them to their duties,
and they slunk off sadly as lads who
have heard a school bell ringing.

Billy was very sorry for these good
fellows, and he did not offer his cigar-
ettes to the warder. That fellow seem-
ed chiefly interested in beer, his first
remark concerned a jorum which
Flight-Lieutenant Tupper had stowed
away in the observer’s seat of his
monoplane.

““Thirsty work yours,’’ said the man.
Billy agreed that it was. In truth
he was not thinking of the beer at
all, but of the eyes of one of the un-
happy prisoners, fixed upon him so
wistfully that he would never forget
their gaze however long he might live,
They were the eyes of a handsome
man in the prime of life, but they
spoke with rare eloquence. Such an
one, said Billy, was trying to look out
to the world he had left. He saw fig-
ures there, but chiefly the face of a
woman he loved. Billy was quite sure
of it. The man lived through a mad
moment, and the eyes said ‘‘save me”’
as plain as anything ever was said in
all this world.

“Thirsty work,”” the warder re-
peated. Billy agreed that it was. A
new and wonderful idea had come into
his madcap noddle, and it excited him
strangely.

“‘Like a drop of beer?’’ he asked.
Now, what could the fellow say?

““You don’t travel dry,’’ says he.
Billy answered ‘‘not much’’. He add-
ed also that the warden’s employment
might upon rare occasions impel him
towards strong drink. The insinua-
tion was not-deemed with indignation.

““Oh,’’ says the fellow, ‘‘there’s not
much doing here, that’s sure.”’

“PDon’t give you much trouble?’’

‘‘Bless you. They're a lot of lambs,
they are. Gentlemen all, same as you
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and me. They’ve got the milk of hu-
man kindness in ’em, every one, they
have.”’

‘“Ah,”’ says Billy—and he took the
cork out of the Black Jack. The war-
der was hidden from observation for
many minutes after that. He sighed
when he was restored to a world which
had lost him.

‘“‘Scotch ale,”” he remarked. Billy
agreed. ‘‘Got an accent on, hasn’t
it,”” says he. The warder was not sure
but he had another drink just to put
the matter to the proof. ‘‘Yes,’’ he
said at length, ‘‘it would be Scotch.’’
Then he asked a question about the
plane. ‘‘Had an accident or any-
thing ?”’

‘‘Petrol pipes, like you and me, get
a bit thirsty,”’ said Billy, ‘“be all right
presently. I’ll eat a sandwich, and
then see.”’

He ate the sandwich and the warder
ate two. The conviet with the sad eyes
worked upon a row of the hay while
they ate, and every time he came up
to the place where Billy sat he looked
at him in that haunting way. ‘‘For
God’s sake give me a chance,’”’ the
poor fellow seemed to say. Billy
wished that he could, for like most of
his kind, he did not care a dump about
anybody’s past while his country was
fighting for her life. It was quite
hopeless for all that.

‘““Well,”’ he remarked to the warder
presently, ‘‘guess I’ll be moving. Give
me a hand on the old girl’s waist, will
you. I’ll start the engine up while
you sit back there and help me out
with the juice. Keep your finger on
that float there, and we shan’t be long.
You've never started a hairyplane be-

‘fore, I suppose? Well, it’s never too

late to learn anyway—get up now and
see what you can do.”’

The warder obeyed clumsily. He
was very much interested, and this
was a welcome interlude. After all,
the excitements of guarding conviets
who behaved like sheep were few.

‘“‘Her won’t explode, will her?’’ he
asked. Billy was emphatic in his as-
surances that she would not.
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“T’1l just get up beside you a min-
ute and see if it’s all right,”’ said he.
¢Piteh these overalls out—they’re in
your way. That’s right, old lad. Now
hold on steady and see what happens.
Up she goes—how do you like it, Blue-
beard: 5

“Damn you,”” cried the warder,
‘‘put me on the ground at once.’’

“Oh,” says Billy cheerfully,
“‘that’s all right’’—and rising high in
the air, he showed the astonished of-
ficial the whole cliffs of old England
and the blue sea which sparkled upon
the sands at their feet.

3 * *

In an hour they were back again.

Bluebeard was speechless by this
time. He had run through the gamut
of the politer blasphemies and come
down to words which no decent man
should utter.

“You’ll get five years for this,”’ he
said to Billy when he was on terra
firma again. Billy didn’t care a red
cent.

“Right ho,”” eried he. ‘‘Address
Berlin, care of the d—d old Kaiser.
Don’t you forget it — and if you’re
sending gifts, mine are Virginian—"’

Bluebeard shook his fists at him,
and ran away to count his flock. That
was a sum in arithmetic for whose
golution, Billy did not wait. He was
five hundred feet in the air before his
red-faced friend had got half way
across the meadow, and when he heard
the shrill sound of the whistle come
floating up on the still air, he laughed
like a child. A moment after he was
half serious.

“T wonder if the poor devil did
it?’? he asked himself. It really was
an exciting thought. He had thrown
his overalls overboard, he remembered
that he hadn’t seen them when tl_ley
landed. Now there was this whistling
and then the sound of a gunshot. A
cannon boomed from the prison near
by, and a bell was tolled dismally.
Billy thrilled with the joy of it. ‘‘Poor
devil,”” he exclaimed again—‘‘and—
and I wonder if they’ll eateh him.”
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He was speeding away in the diree-
tion of Salisbury Plain by this time,
and below him was the great tangle of
the New Forest. An hour’s steady
driving brought him to the camp,
when he got his plane into the hangar
and then cleaned himself. Not a word
of his adventure passed to any man,
and he had half forgotten it when he
opened his daily paper next morning
and read of the escape of a conviet
from the prison at Pentmore. It was
all true then. The fellow had got clean
away. Billy hardly knew whether to
be glad or frightened. What had he
done? And would it prevent his kill-

" ing Germans? He was all in a cold

sweat at the thought.

The conviet, so the paper said, was
heir to a baronetey, and had been
sentenced to three years’ penal servi-
tude for forging a relative’s signa-
ture. There had been some doubt as
to whether the prisoner had or had
not acted innocently, and many people
thought he ought not to be in prison
at all. He had been engaged to Lucy
Fairfield, Lord Boromore’s daughter,
at the time of his trial, and his was,
without question, the saddest case of
the year. Now he had escaped, and
the police of three counties were look-
ing for him.

‘““And I wish they may get him,”’
thought Billy, and added an ‘I don’t
think,”’ which came from his very
heart.

For all that, he went about that day
and for some days that followed, in
the mood of a man who isn’t over
anxious to look at a policeman. Rein-
structed in the law, he was not quite
sure that something dreadful might
not happen to him for what he had
done. There were visions of men who
came with chains, and judges in red
robes, and a parson who carried a
black cap in his pocket. Billy had to
take very long whiskies and sodas to
lay the ghosts, and when he had tried
this medicine in the evening of the
fifth day, what was his embarrass-
ment to see the convict himself walk
boldly into his hut, and hold out his
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hand with the air of one who has no
words to tell his story.

““Hallo,”’ eried Billy, but his voice
had a note of colour quite foreign to
it—*‘so it’s you, old chap.”’

The conviet sat down upon the edge
of Billy’s bed, and wiped his forehead
with a fine cambric handkerchief. He
wore good clothes and boots and had
been shaved. His manner was that
of a man who fears nothing, and is not
ashamed of what he has done.

“I’m Sidney Parthon,”’ he said,
‘‘expect you guessed it. Well, I've
seen her, and here I am.”’

His eyes shone at the thought—his
mind was away to another and more
wonderful scene. He had seen the
woman he loved, and he had learned
that she loved him still. Billy was
not so dense that he did not under-
stand that.

“Say,” he remarked, “she’s a good
sort, that girl—what are you going to
do about it ?”’

“I am going back to prison,”’ Par-
thon rejoined—'‘on my way now.
You did me a splendid turn, and I
don’t want to get you into any trou-
ble. I shall give myself up, and that
will be the end of it. Now that I have
seen her, it will be easier. Man, she
was wonderful. I found her in the
old rock gardens at twilight. She did
not speak—she just held out her arms
to me, and there it was. She never
doubted my innocence, why should
she? I can go back now to the place
that will be a hell no longer. Don’t
you understand what you have done
for me?”’

Perhaps Billy hardly did. His own
flirtations were of the slap and tickle
order. A pretty girl was something
to be kissed on sight—if she were wil-
ling, and he was no bigot in his love
affairs. So this pretty romance left
him unaffected. Much more important
was it to keep Parthon out of jail for
good.

“‘See here,”’ he said, ‘‘what’s the
use of a fine chap like you in prison?
Why not fight, old boy. Go and kill
Huns. They won’t talk about prison
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when you come back. Help us to do
the d—d old Kaiser in, and she’ll be
proud of you. Gawd’s truth, she will.
Don’t you see it might mean much to
you—"’

Parthon shook his head sadly.

‘““They are on my heels now,”” he
pleaded. ‘I missed them by inches at
Salisbury. The whole plain will be
alive with them in an hour’s time. I
mustn’t be found with you, on any
account. You mustn’t trouble your
head about me—’’

Billy laughed.

“I don’t care the top of a petrol
can about them,’’ says he. ‘‘Look here,
you stop jawing copybook, and come
back to common sense. To begin with,
your clothes are no good. I’ve got a
suit of yellow canvas in the bag there
that is much more in your line. Get
into ’em and ask no questions. To-
night I fly to France, and who knows
who might go with me. Quick about
it, old man, and get your hands grea-
sy. There’s work to be done up at
the shed, and you're the expert from
London that’s helping me to do it.
Pfon 't you see it’s the chance of your
i e_”

Sidney Parthon obeyed him as a
man in a dream. Dim perceptions had
come to him. He could rewin his hon-
our in France. Lucy would be justi-
fied in her faith. Better dead than
such as he was. If only it could be.

*“No, no,”’ he said, ‘‘the police will
be already in the camp. I shall get
you into trouble. I must’t do it—"’

.Bi!ly answered by literally pushing
him into the oilskins, and then giving
him an immense whisky and soda.

‘““We’ll go and see the boss and have
a talk to him,”’ says he, ‘“‘don’t say
another word, old man—I can stand
a lot of trouble when the push comes.
Just you keep your end up and look
wise. Know anything about motors,
by the way? Can you play the part
if I put you in it?”’

‘I have driven cars,”’ said Parthon,
‘‘since the year 1896. I was one of
the first in this country to go for it—
you may count on that.”’
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He was all eagerness now, his eyes
aflame with a great hope, and wild
thoughts in his head. The past might
be wiped out on the bloody fields of
France. He would return with honour
or never return at all. Billy thought
80, too, but even he felt rather queer
when they got down to the hangar,
and passed as they went a couple of
men, who looked suspiciously like
policemen.

‘““Hold on, and say nothing,”’ he
whispered to his new friend, ‘‘look as
though you belenged to the place—’’
and he hurried him to the shed where
the great plane was housed. Then his
thoughts worked like lightning. He
knew that the moments were precious.

“In you go into the car,”’ he cried.
—“tuck in your twopenny while I
make your bed. That’s it, my lad—
we’ll cheat ’em yet’”’—and he had the
man covered with a tarpaulin and all
made snug before you could have
counted ten.

Billy enjoyed quite a pleasant little
talk with the policemen later on. They
stood within a stone’s throw of their
prey, but their wits were not equal to
so splendid an occasion. Most em-
phatically Billy assured them that
what had happened at Pentmore was
the purest accident for which he had
not ceased to grieve night and day.
The ‘“old blighter of a warder’’ had
hung on to the machine just when he
ought to have let go—‘‘and I dare
not come down with the engine like
that—"’

They made elaborate notes and
questioned him closely about the pris-
oner who had escaped. Did he know
him ? Was there any truth in the sug-
gestion that it was a put up job? Billy
looked as indignant as though they
had_accused him of trying to murder
his own grandmother.

““Know him? Take me for a blink-
ing archduke. Why, I never heard of
the cove’s name until I saw it in the
newspaper. How should I know him?
You’re pulling my leg, that’s what
you are doing—of course I don’t know
him. As well ask me if I'm in the
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habit of dining with- the Bishop of
Bognor. Not much, old man—you
take it straight.’’

The detective did not appear to rel-
ish the familiarity—but he made a
note of it and promised to return in
the merning.

“You will have to satisfy the
police,”” he said, and Billy protested
that the proceeding would be a joy to
him.

‘‘Right oh,”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘I’ll go
to Buckingham Palace if you like,”’
and really he looked as though he
meant every word of it. Parthon,
however, listening beneath the tarpau-
lin, shivered with an indefinable dread
of the men and the prison, such as he
had never known before. Good God,
how sweet this liberty and hope of
honour had become. For him, heaven
lay in the trenches where men died.

The police went off ruefully at last,
and Billy followed them to see his
““boss’’. What transpired at that his-
toric interview will never be known.
‘We do not seek to pry into an encoun-
ter so momentous—but it was odd that
Billy emerged from the hut with ex-
ceedingly bright eyes and a cigarette

-at which he puffed with unusual sat-

isfaction.

‘“Going to France at dawn, boys,”’
he cried—‘wish me luck.”’

And at dawn he went with a pas-
senger in the observer’s seat behind
him. The police were then beating
the wilder thickets of Salisbury Plain,

‘“God bless you, old fellow,”’ cried
Billy, looking down upon them—and
then to Parthon — ““Buck up, old
sport, and good-bye Blighty.”’

A certain Military Cross awarded
for great gallantry in an aerial battle
above Picardy goes, we see, to a cer-
tain William Smith, who is described
as quite a recent recruit to the air
service. How many know his true
name or his sad story ?

But a woman in Blighty knows it,
and is proud and awaits patiently the
day of his deliverance.
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SKETCH OF AN OLD-TIME WESTERNER

a S Canadians speak of
\ Joseph Howe, William

BRI Tiyon Mackenzie, John
'/I;\ QW] Beverley Robinson, or
I :{%’ ) Sir Henry Joly, old-tim-
- ers of Red River Settle-
ment refer to Alexander Ross. His
house, known as “Colony Gardens,”
dates back to 1825. It was situated
where what to-day is a miniature
breathing spot, named Victoria Park,
in the heart of Winnipeg, overlooking
Red River. Ross was a stalwart High-
lander who came from his native
country to Lower Canada in 1804 at
the age of twenty-two. First he be-
came a village dominie, and then
went by the time of the war of 1812 to
Upper Canada. He accumulated “one
hundred dollars in cash and a bush
farm of 300 acres”.

The contest for the fur trade be-
came intense in Rupert’s Land and on
the Pacific Coast in the first two de-
cades of the Nineteenth Century. It
even reached bloodshed. The dispute
between Great Britain and the United
States as to the division of the Pacific
Coast was keen. John Jacob Astor, a
former German fur trader, removed
from Montreal to New York, and in
buceaneering style undertook to vin-
dicate the American claim by build-
ing a trading post at the mouth of the
Columbia River which enters the Pa-
cific Ocean at what was disputed ter-
ritory. Astor’s strategic scheme was
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to build a chain of forts up the Mis-
souri River and across the Rocky
Mountains, but he would complete his
plan by sending a ship-party around
Cape Horn and occupy the mouth of
the Columbia River. His depot was
called after his own name, ‘‘ Astoria’’.
By giving great promises and high
wages this intruder seduced from
their allegiance several of the Cana-
dian Nor’Western traders of high
standing. To this group Ross attach-
ed himself in 1810. The Astorian lead-
ers gathered a band of expert French
Canadian voyageurs from Montreal.
Good pay and the love of adventure
won the day. Astor’s ship—the Ton-
quin, reached its destination, but
shortly after arrival went up the coast
where it was attacked by the Indians
and was blown up by the crew.

Ross entered the service of the op-
ponent company—the Nor West Com-
pany of Montreal—and was again un-
der his own flag in a disputed terri-
tory. In a section of the Rocky Moun-
tains he became a trader and officer in
his new Company. From Ross’s own
writings and from fur trade jour-
nals, which have been recovered from
London, a fairly good account of his
life and adventures has been obtained.
Original letters of the trader have also
been obtained by the writer. From
these documents it is known that in
1814 he entered the Nor’ West Com- *
pany of Montreal. A year before this
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date he had been placed in charge of
the Okanagan District. As told in his
letters, here he fell in love with a
handsome maiden in the Okanagan
country and married her. In a letter
of the year 1822 he boasts of his three
‘‘bairnies,”” Alexander, Peggy, and
Isabella.

But the mountain journeys and ex-
posure were severe. In 1821 Ross
speaks of the mountain hardships. His
under-traders deserted him, the quar-
rels of rival traders annoyed him and
his recovered journals of 1821 show
this very plainly.

Extracts from Ross’s Journals say :

Had about ten men—French Canadians
called ‘‘Engagés’’. They had 12 guns, 33
traps, 50 horses and three lodges. Follow-
ing them was a party of associates or
‘‘freemen’’. This Company filled 20
lodges—and was 20 in number. They had
123 traps, 50 guns and 10 horses. It was

a motley crew.
* * *

Feb. 16, 1824.—4 elk and 25 small deer
brought to camp. Louis killed 9 with 10
shots.

Feb. 24 —Traders secure beaver from the
Piegan Indians.

March 20.—Stormy-Cry in the evening!
Enemies! Enemies!

March 22.—35 beaver taken; 6 feet left
in traps; 25 traps missing.

June 21.—Decamped, found a fresh secalp,
65 beaver to-day.

Dee. 26.—Sunday. No work to-day. Or-
dered men to dress and keep the day.

March 25.—At Spokane House.—Spokane
Falls—West. Kettle Falls—North. Coeur
d’alene—South. Pend d’Oreille—East.

But Ross found difficulties of a
greater kind. He was worried after
the Union in 1821 of the Hudson’s
Bay Company and the Nor West Com-
pany by the thought that as Governor
Simpson had belonged to the H.B.C.
a Nor’Wester would not be persona
grata to the new Governor. From a
letter of Governor Simpson, which fell
into the hands of the writer, this esti-
mate seems to have been correct, as
Simpson says that Ross ‘‘would make
a better school master than trader’’.
It was thus quite natural that, with
the permission of the Governor, Ross,
leaving his wife and children in Okan-
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agan made his journey of some two
thousand miles to meet the Great Mo-
gul of the Fur Trade, Governor Simp-
son, on his annual visit of those days,
coming all the way from Montreal
to either Fort Garry or Norway
House. Ross has left an account of
his interview with the Governor,
whom he found very polite. Ross
made the request that ‘‘he might be
allowed to come to Red River, where
he could have the means of giving his
children a Christian education, the
best portion,’’ he said, ‘‘that I could
give them. Grant me a spot of land
on the Red River that I can call my
own and I shall be thankful.”” The
Governor, we are told, consented and
ordered the chief accountant of the
Company to draw a deed for 100 acres
free of all expense. ‘‘This,”” says Ross,
‘““was done and he signed and handed
it to me, and we parted.’”” Ross did
not return to the Columbia, but he
was not forgotten there.

It was the good fortunc of the
writer, three years ago, to visit Nez
Percez, the old fort at the junction of
the Walla Walla and Columbia rivers.
In this picturesque gap there are two
massive stone pillars about twenty-five
feet high. They are natural wonders,
Locally they are mow 'called ‘‘The
Twins’’. Other people have called
them ‘‘The Sisters’’, but it is worthy
of note that when Governor George
Simpson made in 1828 his first jour-
ney to the Pacific Corst, he definitely
named one of them after a Governor
of Red River, ‘‘Mackenzie Pillar”’,
and the other, ‘Ross Pillar’’. Near
this gap the writer three years ago,
with a local authority, visited the
ruins of Nez Percez Fort, which Ross
helped to build, where he lived for
six years, and from this point some of
his letters were addressed in 1822. He
was not forgotten !

From the height of the Rocky
Mountains Ross wrote to his friends
in Scotland in 1825, saying: ‘‘I have
come thus far on my way from the
great Pacific Ocean and am now steer-
ing my course for the Atlantic. The
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As he appeared when Sheriff of Assiniboia

Rocky Mountains, or Backbone of
America, are truly a great sight’’.
‘“We have to cross them in the cus-
tomary manner on snowshoes. My
destination is Red River, a colony set-
tled in Hudson Bay by the late Lord
Selkirk.”’

‘We have already deseribed Ross’s
interview with Governor Simpson.
The site secured, he sent word to his
wife in Okanagan and she, with the
truest heroism, came east to settle
down at ‘‘Colony Gardens’’. Here ‘n
after years, the writer knew her well.

The ‘‘Colony Gardens’’, as the fur
traders called Ross’s site, turned out
to be twelve chains wide, and in the
end two miles long, running back
from Red River. »

The City of Winnipeg surveyor
stated to the writer that the original
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twelve chains (of frontage) which
Ross received covered 184.6 acres.
This is to-day partially laid out in
streets, and near Red River is densely
settled, and closely covered with
buildings. The late city surveyor, J.
W. Harris, supplies the following
facts: ‘“The assessed value of this
gift to Alexander Ross, i.c., the land,
taking no account of the buildings, is
to-day valued at $7,034,590. The ad-
joining block which belonged to Wil-
liam Ross, the old trader’s son (also
extending two miles back and having
on it the Winnipeg City Hall), cover-
ed 90.6 acres of which the estimated
value (without buildings) is $4,228.-
700. Leading streets on this great
property commemorate the names of
the Ross family. Among them are the
family names: Alexander, James,
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Charlotte, Ellen, Frances, Gertie,
Harriet, Isabel, Kate, Lydia, and one
was formerly called Jemima. We
learn that in the year following the
gift of this Ross homestead, it bore
the name ‘‘Colony Gardens’’ from its
being near Fort Douglas, the head-
quarters of the Selkirk colony.
Many a stranger and traveller was
entertained in this hospitable home.
As soon as possible after the gift of
land was received the faithful wife

took her children and with the char-

acteristic courage of western travel
made the journey of 1,800 miles to
her new home.

After she had brought up her large
family the writer knew her as she re-
ceived him fifty-four years after her
great ‘‘trip,”’” in Colony Gardens. She
was an earnest Christian woman, a
regular church-goer, while her health
lasted, and the only thing that annoy-
ed her in her last years was that the
new city of Winnipeg was growing too
close around Colony Gardens. She
declared she could not breathe freely
with these ‘‘Canakins’’ (as she called
Canadians) pressing in about her. She
lived till she was upwards of eighty
years of age. In her last years as the
writer talked with her, she would in-
troduce words of her western patois
in place of the English words in con-
versation. She died at ‘‘Colony Gar-
dens”’. The writer: did not know all
of her children, but knew well James
Ross, a graduate of the University of
Toronto and who was for years night
editor of The Globe, and who during
the Riel interregnum acted as Chief
Justice of the Court of Assiniboia at
Fort Garry. Another son, Alexander,
a former student of Upper Canada
College, Toronto, was known to the
writer after his arrival in 1871. Ross’s
son William, who died before the ar-
rival of the writer in Winnipeg, was
universally acknowledged to have
been a well-educated and singularly
able man. Among the daughters of
the family known to the writer was
Henrietta, the wife of the late Rev.
Dr. Black, the pioneer of Presbyteri-

anism in Rupert’s Land, who came to
the Selkirk Colony from Canada in
1851, and is remembered as a man of
great influence. The children of Dr.
Black are numerous and have held up
well the traditions of an honourable
descent. Another daughter of Alex-
ander Ross was the wife of the pioneer
assistant and adviser of James Nisbet,
the first Presbyterian Missionary to
the Indians on the Saskatchewan. Her
husband’s name was George Flett,
who in virtue of his native origin
claimed the right to fix the Mission
site and began the present city of
Prince Albert, on the Saskatchewan
River.

In 1914 there was published by the
Archives Department at Ottawa, un-
der the editorship of Professor B. J.
Oliver, of the University of Saskatche-
wan, a voluminous report of 688 pages
entitled ‘‘The Canadian Northwest,
its Early Development and Legisla-
tive Records’’. This important Gov-
ernment publication from the Ar-
chives is given under the head of
““Pioneer Legislation’’. Its most valu-
able contents are the minutes of the
“‘Council of Red River Settlement,’’
whose period began in 1835 and con-
tinued till 1870. At the time of the
first meeting of Council, presided over
by George (afterward Sir George)
Simpson, Governor of Rupert’s Land,
Alexander Ross had lived at ‘‘Colony
Gardens’’ for ten years and he was
asked to attend the meeting and with
others give his advice. The Colony had
reached a population of 5,000 souls.
Among other things the First Council
decided :

1. To raise a tax by duty on im-
ports of 714%.

9. To erect a Court House and a
Jail.

3. To appoint a Receiver of Cus-
toms.

4. To establish'a Board of Public
‘Works.

5. To divide the Colony into four
Judicial distriets.

6. To raise a Volunteer Corps to
preserve order.

T
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‘“COLONY GARDENS,” WINNIPEG

At one the home of Alexander Ross

In the minutes are these words: ‘‘Al-
exander Ross was appointed Comman-
der of the Volunteer Force’’.

In March 2nd, 1836, Ross was ap-
pointed a Councillor of the District of
Assiniboia. This Chief Council he at-
tended with unvarying regularity till
October, 1850. As the Records are
read, Alexander Ross is seen to be the
mainspring of the whole machinery
of the Council of the Assiniboia Dis-
trict for a decade and a half.

In 1839 Alexander Ross, Esq., was
appointed by the Council to be Sher-
iff of Assiniboia, Cuthbert Grant, Esq.
being coadjutor for the French dis-
tricts. The appointment of Sheriff
was regarded as one of great import-
ance and the appellation of ‘‘Sheriff’’
was his well known title till his retire-
ment in 1852. It is to be secn to-day
on his gravestone in Kildonan Ceme-
tery. His son William became his sue-
cessor in the Shrievalty.

It is a matter of some. interest to
state that in June, 1841, the Munici-
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pal “District of Assiniboia” was de-
fined to be the territory ‘‘extending
in all directions fifty miles from the
Forks of the Red River and the As-
siniboine, provided, however, that the
settlement where it is expressly men-
tioned shall not extend in breadth
more than four miles from the nearest
point of either river or in length more
than four miles from the highest or
lowest permanent dwelling '’

At this time Alexander Ross, Esq.,
was appointed Captain of Police at
the salary of twenty pounds a year.
He became Magistrate for the District
of Assiniboia. With Dr. Bunn he was
appointed Commissioner and Court
Examiner.

As the old sheriff weakened, at his
own request his son William was ap-
pointed assistant sheriff in 1851. Wil-
liam Ross became postmaster of the
colony. Thus about the age of more
than three score the old sheriff and
public servant dropped out of service.

A man such as Alexander Ross,
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from his character, high position in
the community and local Government,
which was established in his time,
could not have failed to be a forceful
influence in the Red River Colony. He
had many points of connection with
Assiniboia. In his native country he
had received a good education ; he was
a great reader.
received The London Times by the
monthly mail to Fort Garry. We are
told that he read week by weak the
corresponding news of the preceding
yvear. He was interested in the Red
River Library which an employee of
the Hudson’s Bay Company had es-
tablished. As a retired trader of the
Hudson’s Bay Company, their com-
mon outlook led them to see many
matters with the same eyes. The same
tendency brought him in close religi-
ous touch with the Selkirk settlers, to
whom Lord Selkirk had promised a
spiritual leader of their own faith.
Alexander Ross thus came to be re-
ligious leader of his countrymen. The
Church of England had sent out a
clergyman to Red River settlement in
1821. For thirty years he served the
Selkirk settlers religiously. Ilowever,
a constant agitation had been proceed-
ing among the Kildonan settlers for
a clergyman of their own faith. Their
efforts were at length successful and
in 1851 Rev. John Black came as their
leader from Toronto. Alexander Ross
was the most prominent advocate of
this new movement. The Kildonan
people erected their stone church after
the model of their Scottish traditions,
receiving a small sum from the Hud-
son’s Bay Company. Seven weeks
after Mr. Black’s arrival, six elders
were elected and Alexander Ross was
the leader. Alexander Ross lived five
years after the arrival of the new
spiritual guide for whom he had so
strenuously laboured.

Alexander Ross published his first
work ‘‘Oregon or Columbia River,’’
in' 1849, in London, the preface being
dated in 1846. It was delayed, no
doubt, because it was written at Fort
Garry in Rupert’s Land. There is

It is said that he .

one striking and rather unfortunate
feature in this, as in the other works
published by Ross, that being written
some twenty or thirty years after the
events occurred, and with the likeli-
hood that his journals had passed out
of his hands and been sent to the Hud-
son’s Bay House in London, they
have the air of being written more
from memory than from actual dated
material.

The writing passion, however, tool-
possession of Ross again in publica-

tion of the two-velume work entitled -

““Fur Traders of the Far West’’. This
book gives a large amount of informa-
tion. Its preface is dated in 1854,
while it is published in London in
1855. In this work there is an account
given of his leaving the service of the
Hudson’s Bay Company and of his
settling down on Red River.

Perhaps his most useful and impor-
tant work is ‘‘The Red River Settle-
ment’’. The preface is dated 1852,

in 1856. This book has been of much

service to the historian. It, no doubt,
has some defects, for Ross could say,
referring to the record of proceedings,
as Virgil makes his hero state, ‘‘Of
which things I have been a great
part’’. A prominent resident in Win-
nipeg, and one who occupied a high
place in Red River and Manitoba his-
tory afterwards, always maintained
that in many respects Ross was pre-
judiced.

An upright, religious and adaptable
Highlander, with shrewd, rather per-
sistent temper, with keen eye to per-
sonal advantage, there was no one who
influenced the better life of Red River
Settlement from 1825 to 1852 than did
Alexander Ross of ‘‘Colony Gardens’’
in the Selkirk colony. To-day there
are some nineteen descendants of
Sheriff Alexander Ross who are fight-
ing the battles of the Empire.

The old Ross residence and its im-
mediate surroundings were acquired
by the City of Winnipeg, but the
dwelling, of which we give a view, is
gone and Victoria Park remains on
the spot where it stood.



FLIGHT LIEUT. GEORGE R. S. FLEMING FLIGHT LIEUT. STANLEY JAMES PEPLER
KILLED IN ACTION KILLED IN ACTION

Two Fallen Elirmen

THESE two aviators, both young men of Toronto, both graduates from the

School of Practical Science of that city, and both flight lieutenants at
the Front, were killed recently in action somewhere over the German lines.
Lieutenant Fleming was one of the first Canadian aviators, Before going over-
seas he wrote for THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE an article entitled ‘‘Training Men
to Fly’’, which was published in January, 1916. He was killed on April 19th,
1917, two years after enlisting. ‘‘Duke’’ Pepler was killed on March 12th,
1917, but at first he was reported to be only missing. He had engaged a Gei-
man airman, but another got behind him and shot him down. Both these avia-
tors have been praised for their skill and bravery.




MRS. LETITIA YOUMANS

First Presldent of the Dominion Women's {3
Christian Temperance Union

PIONIEER.

CANADIAN WWOMEN
//z)y gmdy P Weaver

I[V.—MRS. LETITIA YOUMANS

1 T used to seem to me that
I was just the snow-plow
preceding the train to
clear the track’’. In this
homely, vigorous sen-
~ = tence the ‘‘pioneer of
the White Ribbon Movement in Can-
ada’’ characterized her own position
in the army of temperance workers.
Unintentionally the description sug-
gests well-directed power, and thus
coincides remarkably with the impres-
sion made by Mrs. Youmans on her
friend Miss Frances E. Willard.

She was ‘‘much every way’’, says
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Miss Willard, in her introduction to
Mrs. Youmans’s autobiographiecal
gketeh, ‘‘Campaign Echoes’’, which
was published in 1893, and is the au-
thority for most of the facts in this
article. ‘“Whether we consider her
ample avoirdupois or the remarkable
breadth of her views, the warmth of
her heart or the weight of her argu-
ments, the strength of her convictions
or the many-sided brilliancy of her
wit, the vigour of her common sense or
the wide extent of her influence, Mrs,
Youmans is a woman altogether re-
markable.”’
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The opening chapters of her story
carry us back to the days of early
settlement in old Ontario, when life
was at once so picturesque, so stren-
uous and so productive of resource-
fulness and individuality.

Mrs. Youmans’s father, John
Creighton, was an Irishman from
Dublin, who in boyhood had attracted
the notice of a woman of wealth, Lady
Letitia Berry, and had been taken
into her house to act as valet to her
own boys, with the advantage of re-
ceiving lessons from her sons’ tutor.

He arrived in Canada with the pro-
verbial half-crown in his pocket, but,
being blessed with ‘‘a strong arm, a
clear head and an indomitable will”’,
was not to be kept down by poverty.
In summer he ‘‘hired out’’ with a
farmer; in winter he taught a settle-
ment school. He had brought with
him a few books. He borrowed others
when and where he could, and, when
even tallow candles were a luxury out
of his reach, he used to read by the
light of blazing pine-knots.

After a time he took up a fifty-acre
farm, built a tiny log-cabin and lived
in bachelor solitude with a dog and
cat as housemates and a yoke of oxen
as out-door companions.

Clearly he needed a helpmate, and
when a friend told him that, eighty
miles away in Prince Edward County,
‘“‘was just the woman wanted’’, he act-
ed on the hint. Contriving to have
some business in the peninsula, he ob-
tained a letter to Miss Annie Bishop,
or to the invalid mother whom she
supported, and set off to walk the
whole distance. Making some further
inquiry before presenting himself as
an aspirant for the lady’s hand, he
learned that the diligent and thrifty
young woman, who, despite her Eng-
lish name, was by deseent half Dutch,
half French, had got together a good
supply of household furniture, as well
as two cows and forty sheep!

The affair was settled quickly and
happily. The young couple were mar-
ried by a magistrate, as both were
Methodists, and at that time no dis-
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senting minister was permitted to per-
form the marriage ceremony. The
helpless mother was then tucked into
a bed in a covered wagon, and, accom-
panied by some kindly neighbours, the
newly-wedded pair set out on the long
and tedious journey to the bride-
groom’s bush farm in Northumber-
land County.

There the young wife soon changed
the bachelor’s dreary cabin into a
dwelling as bright and cosy as log-
house could be. The well-scrubbed
floor and pine table; the pale-blue
chest of drawers with brass knobs; the
beds amply supplied with feather
ticks and pillows; the great fire-place,
with steaming kettles hanging from
the lug-pole, a fowl dangling on a wire
to roast before the blaze,and bread bak-
ing in a pair of huge bake-kettlesdown
amongst the embers—Mrs. Youmans
pictures them all, as no doubt her
mother had described them to her, for
she was only three years old, when the
family moved to a farm of 200 acres,
with a larger house upon it, near Co-
bourg, and she says that her earliest
recollections were of the ‘‘giant beech
and maple trees that came thunder-
ing down’’ when this farm was being
cleared.

Of the Creighton’s six children, the
eldest died in infaney, then came Leti-
tia (named after the benefactress of
her father’s youth), three younger
brothers and a little sister, who died
in her tenth year.

Letitia went when four years of age
to a typical settlement school, where
the children sat on benches made- of
slabs, swept the floor with a broom of
cedar boughs and watched the ‘‘noon-
mark’’ on the floor for the hour of
dismissal.

It was before the era of lady-teach-
ers, and the observant little girl was
taught successively by men, whose dif-
ferent characteristics were recalled
vividly in her old age. One combined
with teaching the business of hotel-
keeping. Another, deseribed as a
““Roman Catholic in sentiment’’,
opened a Sunday school, where he
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taught the English Church catechism,
and on one occasion marched all his
flock several tedious miles to Cobourg
to be examined by Parson (afterwards
Bishop) Bethune.

A third of her school-masters, the
son of a wealthy lumberman, in search
of experience of life, deserves particu-
lar mention because it was he who
gave to the future crusader for tem-
perance the standard of total abstin-
ence. In 1837 this teacher invited the
boys of his school to sign the pledge.
Greatly impressed by his appeal, Leti-
tia signed also, for, though only ten
years old, she had already seen some-
thing of the crimes and tragedies due
to reckless indulgence in strong drink.
In those days whiskey was deplorably
plentiful and cheap. It was manufae-
tured in numerous primitive stills
throughout the settlements out of
anything from pumpkins to damaged
grain or frozen potatoes.

After learning all she could at these
country schools, Letitia, still eraving
for knowledge, was set to work at
home, baking, washing and helping
when necessary in the hay-field. Bet-
ter education seemed too much to hope
for, when her father, after visiting the
new ‘‘Ladies’ Seminary’’ at Cobourg,
promised that ‘‘If you and I live, Le-
titia, you shall be among the number
at the next examination’’.

With such a hope to cheer her, the
summer’s work went by merrily, and
in'the autumn the girl became a pupil
in the school of  which Professor Van
Norman was principal. She made such
good use of her opportunities that in
the following summer she was able to
undertake the teaching of a country
school, but winter saw her back at the
Seminary. This time to save expense
she shared a room in the town with
another girl, and the pair were kept
warm with fuel from their home farms
and lived on provisions brought to
them, often ready cooked, by their
families. In 1845 Professor Van Nor-
man opened the Burlington Lad@e.s’
Academy at Hamilton and Letitia
went with him to finish her course and

become one of his teachers. Later she
took a position in the Ladies’ Aecad-
emy at Picton, and became principal
of the school in the spring of 1850.

In the autumn of that same year,
she married Arthur Youmans, a mil-
ler and farmer, living four miles from
Picton. By this marriage the young
woman of twenty-three became the
stepmother of eight children, of whom
the youngest was very small and the
eldest almost as old as herself, Her
neighbours appear to have had grave
doubts as to her housekeeping capa-
bilities, but were conviced that book-
learning did not necessarily drive out
practicality, when Mrs. Youmans
succeeded in making not only soft soap
but hard, and won a prize against all
comers from her own township for the
excellence of her butter and cheese.
For eighteen ‘years she lived on the
farm; then her husband, who had em-
barrassed himself before his second
marriage by endorsing notes for other
people, sold both farm and mill and
settled in Piecton.

Mrs. Youmans was an enthusiastic
Sunday school worker.. "At one time
she taught boys and girls together in a
class that numbered ninety; and this
had the effect of deepening her early
interest in the temperance question.
She soon discovered that many of the
families of her scholars were suffering
from the intemperance of parents or
relatives, and that at least one of the
members of her class was already on
the high road to ruin from intoxica-
tion.

She invited her scholars ‘‘to sign
the pledge’’, and organized a Band of
Hope in Picton, beginning with
twenty youngsters, whom she made
leaders to gather in others. In 1874
she visited Chatauqua and there heard
the story of that remarkable temper-
ance movement in the States, the Wo-

man’s Crusade, which in a few months

effected the closing of over 17,000
dramshops. She was present at the
formation of the Women’s National
Temperance Association of the United
States. Her husband, who was as

e
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earnest in the cause of temperance as
she was herself, asked ‘‘Can you take
in Canada?’’ and was answered in the
affirmative, but Mrs. Youmans
thought it best to gain the support of
other women before going forward.

A few months later, Canada’s first
Woman’s Christian Temperance Un-
ion was organized at Owen Sound.
The second was formed by Mrs. You-
mans at Picton, but she found the
women very timorous about taking
office. However, the new society soon
showed that it was very much alive,
by a strenuous endeavour to prevent
the granting of shop licenses in Pie-
ton. Failing in this, the Union turned
its energies, with success, into an ef-
fort to bring the county a second time
under the provisions of the Dunkin
Act. A majority had previously de-
clared for this temperance measure,
but their opponents had triumphed
over them through a technieality.

Mrs. Youmans was a middle-aged
woman, when she began her career as
a public speaker by addressing the
Picton town council. She spoke so
forcefully, though at first somewhat
averse to the idea of making formal
speeches, that her services soon came
into great demand. It was at Cobourg,
where many people remembered her
as a girl, that she made her first regu-
lar address from a platform. She suf-
fered miserably from ‘‘stage-fright’’
when she had to stand up before the
thirteen hundred people, packed into
the hall, but her husband, who un-
known to her, was in the crowd, was
delighted with the distinctness of her
utterance and the effectiveness of her
arguments.

Soon after this she went to Cincin-
nati to attend the first convention of
the Woman’s Christian Temperance
Union of the United States. She had
gone thither to learn but was invited
‘to speak at an evening mass meeting;
and Miss Willard, then secretary of

the American organization, tells how .

“‘her powerful voice rang out for the
first time over the historic battle-field
of this new and mighty war. Her
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American sisters were electrified.
What a magazine of power was here
s From that time on the name
of Mrs. Youmans has been beloved
and honoured in ‘the States’, as it
had already been ‘in her ain coun-
trie’, and at nearly all the great sum-
mer meetings she was wont to be an
invited guest’’.

Mrs. Youmans turned much to the
Bible for her arguments against in-
dulgence in strong drink; but she was
always ready to seize on a local story
or incident to drive home her point.
In her work she was just as ready to
spend herself for small places and
little children as for great meetings
and influential folk. Often she used
to ask that a mass meeting of children
should be called ; and it is told that in
canvassing the counties of Durham
and Northumberland in the interest
of the Dunkin Aect, she spoke in no
less than fifty places, reaching prob-
ably some 15,000 people in all. With
her appeal to the voter to support
temperance legislation, she almost in-
variably combined an appeal to the
individual to range himself with the
total abstainers.

Despite her intensity of conviction,
she tried to be both ‘‘wise as a serpent
and harmless as a dove’’. She talked
little of ‘‘prohibition”’, preferring to
use the phrase, ‘‘home protection’’.
She said equally little of ‘‘women’s
rights’’, though when (after she be-
came a widow in 1882) the Ontario
Legislature gave widows and spinsters
the right to vote at municipal elec-
tions, she said, ‘“‘My duty was quite
plain—to vote myself and to urge my
sisters to do the same’’. She did more.
On the morning, when women were
first permitted to vote in the munieci-
palities, she was the first woman in
Picton to penetrate through the
smoky antechamber of the polling
booth to cast her vote. It was no very
terrible adventure after all. In fact
she was treated with such marked re-
spect, that she comments, ‘‘that morn-
ing I was evidently of more conse-
quence than ever I had been before’’.
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In 1883 the Dominion W. C. T. U.
was organized with Mrs. Youmans as
its first president. In 1888, her stren-
uous labours of eighteen years in the
great cause of temperance came sud-
denly to a close. Stricken with that
most painful disease, inflammatory
rheumatism, Mrs. Youmans lived for

eight years longer — long enough to
see many an advance in the struggle
in which she had enlisted ‘‘for life or
during the war’’. But only now is
the eountry beginning to reap the har-
vest from the patient and persistent
sowing of this ‘‘Canadian Great-
heart’’ and her fellow-workers.

The subject of the next sketch of this series will be of Mrs. Kathleen Coleman,

and is entitled ‘‘Kit: the Journalist’’.

ANNETTE

By EDNY AILEEN BEAUPORT

HROUGH the orchard, dewy-wet,
Singing, smiling, came Annette!
And the blossoms, virgin white,
Shed on her their petals light,
Kissing eyes and laughing lips,
Falling on her finger tips!

On her hair,
Shining there!
‘While a thrush
From the brush

Sang, Annette, Annette, Annette!
Thus it was in June we met.

Oh, those little dancing feet,
And the smile divinely sweet!
Oh, those glorious, shy eyes,
Innocent, and yet so wise!

Fleeting fears,
April tears,
Kissed away
As they lay

Shining on her cheek of rose.
Oh, her dear, deep repose
When she fell fast asleep
On my heart (Quiet keep,
Little birds, for awhile,
Till my kiss brings her smile!)
“ Oh, the morn’s dewy-wet
And the May days with Annette!
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REVERIES OVER CHILDHOOD
AND YOUTH.

By W. B. Years. Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada.

#HEATS fills his readers
with a vague and de-
lightful disquiet. Two
lines of his which he
once wrote out for me
hang upon my study
They are:

wall.

¢¢The years like great black oxen tread the
world,
And God the herdsman goads them on
behind.”’

There is something in the lines to
which it is diffiealt to give definition.
They are like an invocation importun-
ing the shadowy unseen, calling down
we scarce know what of wonder or de-
spair. On a wintry twilight of Feb-
ruary, 1914, as we sped in the train
from Toronto to St. Catharines, Yeats
said, ‘‘I believe in the Great Mem-
ory’’. As he said it he was looking
out of the car window at the floating
dimness. One did not need to have
read his books and to know exactly
what he meant to have strong feeling
evoked by his words; one was con-
scious as he talked of the enwrapping
realms of ‘‘other’’ reality that are al-
ways about us. His phrases were
drenched with emotion and beauty as
birds’ wings with sea spray. Emotion
and beauty and a strong ecstacy over
the unseen and the immaterial were
the environment of his words.

So it is with this book of his, ‘‘Rev-
eries over Childhood and Youth”. I
have read it with a strange excite-

0y

ment constantly filling me. The ref-
ernces to Sligo and its folk, to Ross’s
Point and the sailors and sea captains,
to Knockarea and the Isle of Innisfree
to wateh which in the dawn the lad
who was already a poet lay out all
night in the wood of the mainland;
the story of the cousin wakened at
midnight calling to the kitchen for his
sea boots and gloomily sailing the
yacht out of harbour in order to let a
young fellow who was thought mad
listen to the sea birds waking that he
might have truth of deseription in a
drama called ‘‘The Shadowy Waters’’
—these references and tales have all
moved me so that I have wanted to sit
in a room alone and listen to the wind
or walk on a deserted road through
the woods.

The book is a reverie. One inci-
dent shades off and passes into an-
other, with no shock of changing cir-
cumstances. The same sentence will
dream over many different matters.
To read the book from beginning to
end is like passing down a quiet river
in the dawn with things gradually
drawing clearer, showing no greater
beauty but only different beauties. The
reverie is dear to Yeats, even when he
is not writing a biography of his half-
forgotten childhood and youth. Those
who heard his lecture in Toronto in
1914 on ‘“‘The Theatre and Beauty’’
will perhaps remember that he stop-
ped abruptly, passed his hand over
his forehead, and turned to the read-
ing of his poems. He said afterwards
that he had missed out part of his lee-
ture, he was sure, because in Mont-
real it had taken him an hour and a
half to give the same lecture and in
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Toronto only an hour. Then he said
that he lectured ‘‘simply out of his
reverie’’,

This book of his becomes our own
reverie as we read it. The personages
in it, old women, uncles, aunts, ser-
vant girls, grandfathers, schoolmas-
ters, the ‘‘athlet’’ at school, Edward
Dowden, ‘““A.E.”, O’Leary, the father,
the mother, are all of them in a cer-
tain sense people of the shadow land
of memory. Yet in the telling of their
story there has been such power to re-
veal in each case, the significant self,
the real personality, that one feels one
has read a book thronged with moving
and aggressive individualities. Yet
the sense that all is ghostly remains
also; there is so little care for the cir-
cumstance of material environment.
Perhaps the book is a book about dis-
embodied spirits.

I shall not attempt a criticism of
the book’s implications for a philoso-
phy of life and for methods in art,
though it might be possible to de-
velop an interesting treatment along
both lines. It may be said, however,
that those whose proneness is to iden-
tify the mystic aptitude and the love
of dreams with a certain flabbiness of
intellect will find no illustration of
their contention in the work of W. B.
Yeats. He is one who may be deemed
noted for austere mental precision.
His lyric utterance is cleansed in the
fire of thought. There is no lyrie to-
day being written like the Yeats lyric.
The Imagists, and the devotees of the
free verse movements generally, whose
care is for economy and propriety in
words, would do well to study his
pages. Not that the Imagis’gs and
Free Verse people do not constitute a
legitimate trend in modern poetic de-
velopment. They do constitute a legi-
timate trend, and their work often
possesses the sincere austerity of the
highest art. But their sin lies often
in their repudiation of other methods
than their own. An understanding of
W. B. Yeats, in whose pages they
would find, accompanied by rhymes
and rythms that weave about words
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sometimes a cold wintry beauty, some-
times a warmth of summer sunsets,
the object of their own high seeking,
pictures concrete and vivid, images
exact and tense, would open their eyes
and free them from much unthinking
narrowness. Yeats is as intellectually
hard as the most imagistic lover of
jade and flint. But he also has the
secret of the subtle music of words
which no imagist will repudiate if he
is a poet. Indeed, it is a misunder-
standing of authentic imagism that
thinks of it apart from the musie of
the lyric ery. Just as it is a misun-
derstanding of authentic lyricism and
the ability for dreams such as is mani.
fested in the work of a writer like
Yeats to think of it as something non-
intellectual and flabby.

I remember Yeats as he alighted
from the train in St. Catharines. The
winter sunset was a ragged and blown
saffron behind the railway station. It
was cold, and fine snow was blowing
in clouds about the platform. We had
climbed from the train in a hurry and
for a moment he stood against the sun-
set, his fountain pen in his mouth (he
had been putting down the price of
his chair seat for his manager), port-
folio in hand, the great car flaps and
tie strings of his fur cap blowing out
in the wind. Then his host came up
to greet him and we separated.

He says in Section 33, which is the
end of his book :

‘“When I think of all the books I have
read, and of the wise words I have heard
spoken, and of the anxiety I have given to
parents and grandparents, and of the hopes
that I have had, all life weighed in the
scales of my own life seems to me a pre-
paration for something that never hap-
pens.’’

There is the prose and there is the
Celtic mood which makes the book de-
lightful and disquieting.

AL, P,

A book of poems by Yeats, entitled
‘‘Responsibilities”’, is included in a
recent list from the same publishers.
We shall let Mr. Phelps’s foregoing
comment serve as an introduction, and
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merely quote in full one of the poems:

TO A CHILD DANCING IN THE WIND.
7 4

Dance there upon the shore;
What need have you to care
For wind or water’s roar?
And tumble out your hair
That the salt drops have wet;
Being young you have not known
The fool’s triumph, nor yet
Love lost as soon as won,
Nor the. best labourer dead
And all the sheaves to bind.
What need have you to dread
The monstrous erying of wind?

Has no one said those daring
Kind eyes should be more learn’d?
Or warned you how despairing
The moths are when they are burned,
I could have warned you, but you are
young,
So we speak a different tongue.

O, you will take whatever’s offered
And dream that all the world’s a friend,
Suffer as your mother suffered,
Be as broken in the end.
But I am old and you are young,
And I speak a barbarous tongue.

*

MASTER SIMON’S GARDEN

By CornNeria MEigs. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THFRE is a quaint charm to this

book, in the style of writing, the
things written about and the persons
concerned, that will appeal to grown-
up readers as well as to young folks,
for whom, we presume, it was written.
Throughout there is a delicate fancy
woven into a panorama of American
history, so that the reader is to a cer-
tain extent instructed as well as

amused.
3%

THE NEW POETRY

EpirteEp BY HARRIET MONROE and ALICE
CorBIN HENDERSON. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada;

MUCH has been written and spoken

about what many reviewers re-
fer to as vers libre: In this volume it
is distinguished as mew. Whether it
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is new or free, or anything else, the
present volume is an unusually im-
portant addition to the discussion and
presentation of current poetry or,
rather, the poetry that both in form
and in purpose within recent years
has made some departures from the
methods of what we might refer to as
the standard poets in English. Any-
one who wishes to examine some ex-
amples of the work of most of the
poets who are in a sense the latest
vogue can do so conveniently by going
to this book. So it is explained by the
editors (who are also the editors of
Poetry), that the purpose of the vol-
ume is to present in convenient form
‘‘representative work of the poets who
are to-day creating what is commonly
‘‘“the new poetry’’, the poetry which
strives for a concrete and immediate
realization of life and discards the
theory, the abstraction, the remote-
ness found in all classes not of the
first order’’. Selections are given
from the work of more than one hund-
red writers, including one whom we
associate with a different period —
Thomas Hardy. The list includes the
names of several Irishmen, one Indian,
one Japanese, many Englishmen, &
few Jews, an abundance of Americans,
but not one Canadian that we recog-
nize. The largest number of selections
is from the work of Ezra Pound. Ed-
gar Lee Masters, author of ‘‘Spoon
River Anthology’’, comes next.

3%

THE MAN THOU GAVEST

By Harrier T. Comstock. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

HARRIET T. COMSTOCK knows

her mountain world excellently
well, also she can tell a good story, and
these two facts make this a readable
book. The story is clean and fresh, in
spite of several matrimonial twists
which might seem to promise the con-
trary. Fortunately ecircumstances
(which have no morals )are respons-
ible for most of the tangle, and every-
body’s intentions are so laudable that
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fate appears in the end to have been
the only eriminal. The character of
the wild little mountain maid, Nella-
rose, is sketched delicately, and our
only regret is that we do not see more
of her, and of her curious sister Marj.
These two girls, with the decayed gen-
tleman their father, are by far the
most interesting people in the book.
The hero is an ordinary young man
whose hold on the reader is small, and
Lynda, the other point of the triangle,
is perfect but commonplace.

3%

ITALY, FRANCE AND BRITAIN
AT WAR

By H. G. WeLLs. Toronto: The Mae-
millan Company of Canada.

ONE begins to read this book with

the feeling that the author of
“Mr. DBritling sees it Through’’
should stick to his own métier and
leave the war to experts like George
Bernard Shaw, Rudyard Kipling, Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle and many
Smiths and Browns. But on second
thoughts one feels that, after all, there
is really no reason why Mr. Wells
should not write about the war or on
the war, or at least around the war.
Then, as one gets into the book, one
begins to feel that this same Mr.
Wells, who for almost a generation
has been increasing his circle of read-
ers the world over, has actually found
something extremely interesting that
we are bound to suppose is not fiction.
About eight months ago Mr. Wells
““did the Front’’. He went also to
Italy. It is only necessary to say,
therefore, that he not only entertains
with his account of what he saw and
heard, but he gives also a very vivid
picture of certain aspects of the war.
He interviews the King of Spain. He
passes through many ruins of the war,
he examines the various kinds of war
fare, he describes the war landscape,
compares the new arms with the old,
and gives also a graphie description of
the tank. From these things he goes
back to England and discusses social

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

aspects of the war, the changes taking
place and the ending.

.
b3

MEN, WOMEN AND GUNS

By ‘“‘Sapper’’. Toronto: Hodder &

Stoughton.

THE wonderful success of ‘‘Sap-

per’s’’ stories, ‘‘The Lieutenant
and Others’’ and ‘‘Sergeant Michael
Cassidy, R.E.”’ is sufficent recommen-
dation for this the author’s latest vol-
ume. Many readers, however, will
prefer ‘‘Men, Women and Guns’’, be-
cause it is more a story than the
others. It will be read with infinite
zest and amusement.

N
“w

YEARS OF MY YOUTH

By WiLiam DEaN Howerrs. Toron-
to: The Musson Book Company.

T HIS is one of the unusually inti-

mate and charming autobiogra-
phies that are encountered only once
in a long time. Not only is the author
now so old that he recalls many hap-
penings that in our day appear to be
quaint and even amusing, but he uses
a delightful style in recording his re-
collections. He speaks of his child-
hood at a time when his father pub-
lished a newspaper in Hamilton, Ohio,
and relates that he himself could set
type even, as it now seems to him, be-
fore he could read. He does not know
how he got the idea of becoming a
writer by profession.

“I should be interested to know,
now,’”’ he writes, ‘‘how the notion of
authorship first crept into my mind,
but I do not in the least know. I made
verses, I even wrote plays in rhyme,
but until I attempted an historical ro-
mance I had no sense of literature as
an art. As an art which one might
live by, as by a trade or a business, I
had not the slightest conception.’’
From this beginning the reader is car-
ried on through the many vicissitudes
of the life of a successful American
novelist.
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INGERSOLL

Sweet Spanish Pi-
mentos blended
with INGERSOLL
CREAM CHEESE
Makes a delicious
delicacy. 10c. and

15¢. a package.

Pimento Cheese

INGERSOLL
Cream Cheese )

The purest and finest of
all Cream Cheese—so rich
in cream—so delicious in
flavor —so economical in
use. Makes ail kinds of
tasty idishes—and just the
thing for dainty sandwiches.

15c. and 25¢. a packege.

like Butter’

« Spreads

b

Bold by all
Gro tecs

INGERSOLL
Green Chile
Cheese
Piquant California
Green Chile blended
with INGERSOLL
CREAM CHEESE.

Good lnd tasty.
15¢. a package.

et

T'w’ﬁmi?"
L ¢

Schrader
Universal
Pump
Connection

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

Price 50c

chradey

Universal.

Tire Pressure

Gauge

Measures the air in your
tires.  Tires maintamed
under the correct inflation
last twice as long as tires
run on haphazard pressure.
A *“ Schrader Universal "
Gauge means Tire Insur-
ance.
Price $1.25

AT YOUR DEALERS OR

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.

20-22 Hayter St., Toronto

Schrader
Universal
Valve
Repair Tool

A Four-im-one Tool for
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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THE WORKERS OF THE
G o :

B
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WORLD

The monotony of the day’s work, the tiresome routine of an
employment that never rises above the level of a fixed plap
or pattern, is lightened and brightened by nourishing foods tha¢
keep the mind alert and the muscles strong and elastic.

Shredded Wheat

supplies the necessary strength-giving nutriment in a form that does not
overtax the digestion. The effort of the body to digest heavy foods leaves
little energy for the daily tasks. Every particle of Shredded Wheat Biscuit
is digested and converted into healthy tissue. It is ready-cooked and ready;
to-serve— the whole wheat grain steam-cooked, shredded and baked inu;
crisp little brown loaves. Two Shredded Wheat Biscuits with hot milk
make a nourishing meal at a cost of four or five cents. Delicious With
berries, sliced bananas, stewed prunes, or other fruits.

Made in Ca-ada by

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LIMITEp

Niagara Falls, Ontario Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street, Ea t

g



Men of Tomorrow
Many a boy, started off with a sorry fund of health, has been built into a
mental and physical “husky” by helpful environment and proper food.

No one can build a sturdy, time-resisting wall with poor materials. No
one can build a strong, manly boy on flimsy food.

The boy is really more important than the wall! Ever think of that?

You may be very particular when you inspect the materials you are to put
into your house walls.
But how about the boy—is his building material being considered ?

A true Brain and Body food is

Grape-Nuts

It possesses those vital elements required by Nature for building up strong
young bodies and active brains.

“There’s a Reason”
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If Baby is Under-nourished Give Him

Robinson’s “Patent” Barley

Is your baby peevish and irritable ? Isit
under weight and not gaining strength
or weight ? Is it restless at night, con-
stantly crying, and unable to retain
food? Any of these symptoms would
indicate that baby is not getting the
right food. There is nothing better to
nourish and strengthen your children
than Robinson’s ¢ Patent” Barley. It
is easily digested and readily assimi-
lated. Read what Mrs. Moore of ¥Yew
Tree Farm, Pleasenhall, Suffolk, Eng-
land, .says about her boy (whose pic-
ture is here shown). ‘‘He was brought
up entirely on cow's milk and Robin-
son's ¢ Patent” Barley until he was 14
months old.”

Send to-day for our invaluable liltle
booklet, entilled, ‘* Advice to Moilhers.’

MAGOR, SON & COMPANY, LIMITED
191 St. Paul St, W., Montreal 30 Church St., Toronto
Sole Agents for Canada
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Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers T0 His MajesTy
SHEFFIELD - ENGLAND

0O 8 SP 0 vee aat ®@senseetescsoe s
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Wheat
Bubbles

As She Serves Them--
And Why

Have you noted how many
health articles now advise eating
Puffed Wheat?

Do you know how often Puf-
fed Wheat appears on doctors’
diet lists? And how many nurses
serve it under doctors’ orders?

Not because it is sick folks’
food. But because it is whole
wheat made wholly digestible.

It is scientific food—a Prof.
Anderson creation.

wheat.

foods.
available.

And it makes it delightful.
really food confections.

With Berries

Mix with your morning berries, or serve
with cream and sugar. These are fascinating

titbits. ln Milk

Float like bubbles in your bowls of milk.
They are flaky, flavory, porous, crisp — easy
to digest.

Every food cell is exploded—every atom feeds.
Toast used to be the grain-food when digestion was delicate.
perhaps broke up half the food granules,
And all the food cells are broken.
The same rule applies to well folks,

The scorching,
But now it is whole-wheat—not part-

L Whole grains are far better than flour
And this puffing process—shooting from guns—makes all the whole-grain

These giant grains, airy, thin and toasted, are

As Nut-Bits.

Douse with melted butter, or simply salt
them, for between-meal dainties.

On Ice Cream

Scatter them over a dish of ice cream, to
give a nut-like flavor.

Puffed
Wheat

Each 15¢ Except in Far West

Puffed

Rice

‘ The Quaker Qats ©Ompany

Peterborough, Canada

Sole Makers

Saskatoon, Canada
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The three words that tell
the whole story of a per-
fect cup of coffee, from
plantation to breakfast
table

“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins. * Whole—ground—pulverized—
also fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL. 187

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

_ WITH 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

A" S
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HE. habit of promptness grows on a man who carries a

Waltham Watch. The accuracy that is part of a
; \X{a{t}l{?m sol;m becomes part of the man. In business or
in social lile, wherever accuracy is admired, there vou wi
find the Waltham. For Walthams time the moverr}lle:tsw :)lil:
most people throughout the world. You will appreciate having your
watch possess Waltham accuracy and the Waltham name on the ﬁial
Your Jeweller will gladly show you any of the Waltham Watches or fit

a Waltham movement to your present case. Shall we send you the
new booklet “ Concerning a Timepiece " ?

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, MONTREAL
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Telephones for
Every Service

For rural systems.
For the factory or departmental building.
For the home.

For the garage.

service.
Standard Wall Telephone FOI‘ any
for Rural Lines

We make these in Canada

Quality in every instance 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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SPECIALTY

FILING SYSTEMS SIMPLIFY

Automatic Accuracy in Letter Filing

The Office Specialty “Dire& Name”
System of Correspondence Filing has
permanently eliminated all the filing
troubles which ordinary methods of
filing have allowed to remain.

Filing troubles, for the most part,
arose from inaccurate refiling of corre-
spondence taken from the file for
reference. The Office Specialty
“Dire®@ Name” System prevents such
errors in filing—therefore, there are
no finding troubles.

Guides and Folders have numerical as
well as alphabetical indexes. Corre-
spondence is found alphabetically and
refiled numerically. The number is

the safeguard against misfiling.—That

1is just one of several features which

combine to make the Office Specialty
“Dire@ Name” System more speedy,
acccurate and convenient

than any other Corre-
spondence Filing
System.

MEG.Q.

{ NEWMARKET, CAN.

Ask for copy of special Folder No. 1862 for complete (or nearest branch)

particulars on this System.

i Kindly send, without
/ obligation, Folder No. 1862
¢ onthe Office Specialty Direc

'dg !FFICE SPECIALTY Mlsm('i: ®. :.,-": Name System O; Catalog No.

# 1825 on Office Specialty Filing

/ Equipment in steel and wood [J;

Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire # Efficiency Desks [J; Plan Files O

Home Office and Factories: NEWMARKET, CAN. j,:" ties” O,

8 Filing Equipment Stores:
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA

HALIFAX

¢/ 16 Time Saving “Office Special-

@

Name.

WINNIPEG REGINA EDMONTON VANCOUVER

OFFICE SPECIALTY,
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Relaxin3 theTepsion k
with.a ad Gillette, Shave

L L)

\\\\\

& A day a-wing over enemy 0, FE
lines—scouting, observing, fighting,

&
R
$

&
&
S

&  dodging shells and machine-gun bullets %
§ —is a nervous strain that has no precedent 2
§ and probably no equal. When our airmen %
§ alight at last, after flights an eagle might envy,
$ they certainly do enjoy the refreshing rclaxation

of a cool, smooth Gillette shave.

E

-4 Nor is this appreciation of the Gillette Safety Razor limited

= to our airmen, or even to our own British armies. Every

E service has its own tense moments, hours or days, with its

i welcome intervals of relaxation when the Gillette is a friend

= indeed. Keen, compact, always ready for action, the
Gillette Safety Razor is treasured in tens of thousands of

E kits on every fighting line on land and sea—and by no

i means least in the land of its birth, with the forces of our

5

:

i

s

newest Ally.

Nor does its service end here, for ‘‘the man behind the man
behind the gun” who in the factory, the office or on the =

—he too gets solid comfort and satis- §

faction out of the Gillette §

Safety Razor and its wonder-  §

ful three minute shave. §§ e
&

Spend a five dollar bill fo
send a Gillette fo one of
your defenders—and get
one for yourself tlo
see how much he’ll

appreciate it |
245
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Buy Your Cigars Direct
From The Makers

Ordering direct means that
you get the cleanly-made,
fresh Havana, right from the
cigarmaker's table, still re-
taining those volatile oils
which distinguish Havana
tobacco in a class by itself.
If you smoke Havana cigars,
you must smoke them fresh
to learn real cigar content-
ment,

QUALITY CIGARS ONLY

We do not make cheap
cigars but we can sell you
High-grade Havana Cigars
for no more money than
what you would pay for in-
ferior goods elsewhere.

VALUE for your MONEY

When vou DEAL WITH
HEADQUARTERS you
buy your cigars at factory
price instead of the retail

rice. You save the travel-
er's, jobber's and retailer's
profits and expenses.

ROSIN’S CONSULS

If you are accustomed to
smoking the better grade of
cigars—cigars that sell over
the retail counter at two-for-
a-quarter, our Consulis sure
to appeal to you, We sell
them at $6.50 per 100, $3.25
for fifty, carriage charges
prepaid, Judge them for
yourself; If in your opinion
they are not all that we say
they are, send them back at
our expense. The trial will
not cost you a cent,

OUR FREE TRIAL OFFER

Write us stating thata'ou
are a subscriber to the Can-
adian Magazine, or write on

your business stationery Exact Size
stating your position, and ROSIN'S CONSUL
we will send _you upon re- $3.25 for 50

uest, prepaid a box of
osin's Consuls onapproval. Smokehalfa dozen cigars,
and if you are not entirely pleased with them, return the
remainder to us at our expense within ten days, and no
charge will be made. If you are pleased and retain
them, you agree to remit the price {$3.25, within that
(o y

'ROSIN BROS.

7 Ferry Street - Windsor, Ont.

When ordering please state whether you prefer
light, dark or medium cigars.

My Corn Said This Shoe

but ¢

Fashion Said This One

Touchy Corns
and New Shoes

THE comfort of old shoes
may now be had with new
shocs.  Blue-jay makes it pos-
sible. No need to wince from
new shoes nor frown. Noneed
to undergo a period of pain.
Before getting a new pair of shoes
be corn-free by using Blue-jay, gentle
and certain, Then should a new corn

come later, Blue-jay will bring instant
relief.

Most families have a package of
Blue-jay Plasters at home, always
ready. Relief is always handy, and
instant.

Paring never cures. Harsh liquids
are harmful. Blue-jay removes the
corns permanently, roots and all. The "
first application removes ©1 per cent. ¥
More stubborn cases require a second
or third treatment.

Wear new shoes—any shoes—with
complete comfort. Forget your feet.
Blue-jay points the way. Know to-
night,

BAUER & BLACK, Limited

Toronto, Canada
Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

Stops Pain—Ends Corns

15¢ and 25c at Druggists
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters



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 Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand

Made by
F. W. Fearman Co., Limited
Hamilton

For Prices

and terms of sale of the following
brands apply :—

MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT

National Breweries Limited

Room 77 36 Chaboillez Square

MONTREAL

w*DOwW

INDIA PALE ALE
CROWN STOUT
PALE BITTER ALE
DOUBLE STOUT
MALT EXTRACT

EXTRA INDIA PALE ALE
BLACK HORSE ALE
EXTRA STOUT
BLACK HORSE PORTER

Lagers :---Kingsbeer Club
Special, Homebrew

EKERS'
INDIA PALE ALE

PORTER
BOHEMIAN LAGER

The above goods are all full strength
and are supplied to consumers direct
from the Brewery ONLY in localities
where no licensed traders reside.
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Terms 207 down and $1, $2, $3 |
weekly. We trust any honest person.

Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers |
15 Toronto Arcade TORONTO, Can. |

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.

Make Genuine But Strictly Temperance

Lager Beer

At Home With Our

Hop-Malt Extract

Ask for particulars and price.

HOP-MAL'T CO.
Dept. 35, Beamsville, Ont. Niagara District.

Freezone

Removes hard corns, soft corns, also
corns between the toes and hardened
calluses. Does not irritate or inflame

the surrounding skin or tissue. You
feel no pain when applying it or after-
ward.

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

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

IMMORTALITY
CERTAIN

Swedenborg’s great work
. on Heaven and Hell and the

only 25c. postpaid.
W. H. LAW, 484 Euclid Ave., Toronto, Ont.
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THE EDWARD WESLEY CO., Walkerville, Ont.
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&> MAKE YOUR BIKE WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CAPS
. A M&?Pﬁ%ﬂ& TRY MURINE EYE REMED

abid ontht. TS CLE. Eas.
o J No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
i1y nttached, No epecial tools required. Try it for Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-

AND FREE
e RUNNINE.

Sanapian saur Gt
ViNosSOR ONT

o

rite foday for vat- FREE BOOK ulated Hyelids. Illustrated Bookin each Pack-
escribing the SHAW Bicycle Motor Ate age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
tachment. Motorcycles. all makes, new not a “Patent Medicine"—but used in successful
G SO eadiies i oo Satza it pULILc ad Soia by Drgfiss ot o
a ¢ and so SLS a
SHAW MANUFACTURING €O, and 0c Per Bottle. Murine KyeSalve(n Asoptio
Dept 200 GALESBURG, KANS., U.8.A, Tubes, 25c and blc. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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Guaranteed To Satisfy

The *“ Sunshine’ Furnace gives healthful,
warm air heat—and plenty of it. When
installed, according to plans furnished by
our heating engineers, it is guaranteed to
give absolute satisfaction. Write for free
illustrated booklet.

M<Clarys
SUNSHINE FURNACE

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

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

%)% )3 (22 ),

to harmonize with the flavor of the center.

" An unusually delightful

OO @I@I® ! ®N® @)

assortment.

Garnongs @
Chooolates
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Esterbrooks
STEEL PENS

THE MOST POPULAR PEN IN CANADA

; (= rEsterarook a cds
i & FALCON PEN

i

Ne. 048. Falcon.—The most popular pen in use
for General Business purposes.

Neo. 130. E

dence pen.

i 1 REdéu‘s;
“ermmmh . cnDOUBLE ELASTIC
No. 135, Double Elastic.—Medium fine elastic

action. Very popular.

7= R ESTERBROOK& CO

el e BANK, PEN g
No. 14. Bank.,—An excellent business pen, largely
used.

R.ESTERBROOKLCO'S
CHANGELLOR PEN -

No. 239. Chancellor. —A medium stub pen much
liked for back-hand writing.

—_— i

No. 1170. Ladies.—A small, fine pointed pen.
; I'E BROO 200
— R A i

No. 3l3.—Prbate.—A large engtouig pen; long
nib, medium point.

pen, Falcon shape,

TERBROOKACO'S
MANIFOLD PEN o

No. 460. Manifold.—For manifold copying.

These are a few of the most popular lines.
all stationers.

BROWN BROS. LIMITED

SOLE AGENTS FOR CANADA

SIMCOE AND PEARL STS,, TORONTO

For sale by

4
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Knox Sparkling
Lemon Jelly

Dessert ‘ {' f ‘\\
L

Soak 1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine
in 1 cup cold water 5 minutes and dissolve
in 2 cups boiling water. Add % ruP sugar
and stir until dissolved. Then add 12 cup
lemon juice. Strain into molds first dipped
in cold water and chill. Add dates, nuts,
berries, oranges, bananas, fresh fruit =
or canned fruit.

If fruit is added to the jelly it may be
served as a salad on crisp lettuce leaves,
accompanying with mayonnaise or any
sa‘lad dressing,

l KNOW every woman
wants distinctive clothes
and hats. Every woman
should want distinctive table
dainties. By using Knox
Sparkling Gelatine you can
combine your own personal
ideas with ourfestedrecipes.

When you serve Knox
Sparkling Gelatine to your
family or guests you are
complimenting and pleas-
ing them with something
that is your own creation,

With either package of
Knox Plain Sparkling Gel-
atine or Knox Sparkling
Acidulated Gelatine(Lemon

lavor) you can make four
pints of jelly. Besides jellies
you can show originality
in making Salads, Puddings,
Candies and other good
things.

Wor B dea B e,

President.

Recipe Book Free

Our book *‘Dainty Desserts for Dainty

'cople’’senton receiptofyourgrocer's
name. If you wish a pint sample en-
close 4c in stamps.

CHAR: ES B. KNOX GELATINE CO., Inc.,
Dept. A, 180 St. Paul St. West.
Montreal, Canada.
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PRINTING A
BOOKBINDI

D
NG

An up-to-date plant in a modern building.
Our work is right. Our prices are right,
and we deliver work when promised. Let
us figure on your next job.

We number among our customers some of
the largest consumers of printed matter in
Canada.

No job too large and none too small.

T. H. BEST PRINTING COMPANY

LIMITED
200-206 Adelaide Street West, Toronto

—

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
and accessories. A copy

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

USE MAPLE LEAF RIBBONS AND CARBON PAPERS

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

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

sing.

|
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A TREAT
INDEED

ook

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

Other 0’Keefe beverages:

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

Order a
case from
your
dealer.

O’KEEFE'S
roRontTo | A
ot G ey

[

\ Wﬂwﬂﬂ[ﬂﬂﬂmum =

M
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i
In the War
On Flies

your work is only half done,
unless you destroy the body.

The disease germs it carries are
even more deadly on the decom-
posing body. No child should be
allowed to touch a dead fly.

Fly poison kills more children
than all other poisons combined.
The only safe and sanitary way to
keep your home free from flies is
to catch them and embalm their
germ-laden bodies with non-
poisonous Tanglefoot.

TANGLEFOO

ST,

Government Condemns Arsenic

The following is an extract from Sup-
E}ement 29 to the Public Health Report,
nited States Public Health Service:

“Of other fly poisons mentioned, men-
tion should be made, merely for a purpose
of condemnation, of those composed.of
arsenic. Fatal cases of poisoning of
children through the use of such com-
pounds are far too frequent, and owing to
the resemblance of arsenical poisoning to
summer diarrhea and cholera infantum,
it is believed that the cases reported do
not, by any means, comprise the total.
Arsenical fly-destroying devices must be
rated as extremely dangerous, and should
never be used. even if other measures are
not at hand.”

Made in Canada by

The 0. & W. Thum Company

Walkerville, Ontario
American Address: Grand Rapids, Mich.

SR

S
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€ No other tire can offer you a single
feature not found in Dunlop Tires—

“Traction,” “Special” or “Plain.”

{ We are the founders of the tire in-
dustry in Canada, and our experi-
ence is greater than that of all other
Canadian tire-makers combined.

T e O O T O O O T T

|

IRRERAN AR AR U RRAR RN EEATALN!

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,

o Limited

HEAD 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 Equip-
ment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and

General Rubber Speciaities. AT

AT

o
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- JAIl out doors coaxes, teases and |
invites you to get an Overland

There’s one for you. See ¥ Ligur Fours Bi6 FOURs
54 ouring, . . . $975 Touring, . . . $1250 -
the Willys-Overland dealer Roadster, . . Roadster, . . 31930 v

Sport Model ; $$950 To
$ S odel, . . $1110 uring-Coupe, . $1750
today—Ilet him show you the 5 Touring-Sedan, . %so :

WiLLYS-KNIGHTS

most Comprehensive line of Four, Touring, . $1950 LiGHT Sixes g
' Eight, Touring, . $2730 Touring, . . . $1485 :
cars ever built by any one pro- - Four, Coupe, . .$2810  Roadster, . . . $1415

S %

Touring-Sedan . $2730 Touring-Coupe, . $1940 =
ducer—make your select on Four, Limousine. $27%0 Tourz‘ng-Sedgn,. g'l'i".'l) R - 8

All pricesf. 0. b. Toronto
now. Subject to change without notice

Willys-Overland, Limited, 55400 West Toronto, Ont. §
Manufacturers’ ot Willys-Kmight and Overland] Motor Cars _and Light Commercial Wagons. -3
—— e - |5 o0 - ——

W




36 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

B S O e S »E‘L:g‘
1
i 3
\TE
= A .
:» \ AN 3
E 12 branch houses and 400
dealers make possible the
E excellence of MclLaughilin
' SERVICE to McLaughlin
‘ owners.
The McLaughlin owner anywhere in Canada 1s within easy reach of one of the 12 directly
controlled branch houses, where a stock of parts for all McLaughlin models ever built, is
kept and where expert service is artainable. 1n addition there are 400 McLaughlin dealers
employing expert mechanics and keeping a stock of parts,
g Backed by a Company prepared to give Dominion wide service. McLaughlin owners
15 everywhere can have the uninterrupted use of their cars and enoy the kind of service

: which makes motoring a pleasure.

Before you buy your 1917 Car, consider the ability of the manufacturer to give you the kind
of service you have a nght to expect

Send for Catalogue “C” showing the New Series of McLaughlin Cars.

g (The McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., Limited,

OSHAWA, ONTARIO,

# PIONEER BUILDERS OF VALVE-IN-HEAD MOTOR CARS IN CANADA

: Branches in Leading Cities
Dealers Everywhere

Canada’s Standard Car

935
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One of The Faculty of i

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.

‘&‘»& N

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 Player Actions.

Werite 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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ECRESORT&TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT

HOT
APPEARING MONTH MAGAZINES

Country Life in America Everybody's Field & Stream Harper's Red Book Review of
5 TENTH
Ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass., for reliable travel information and

Scribner's The Canadian World's Work Two, Million Copies — Fifteen Million Readers Monthly
Write to these advertisers.

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, health-building 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.

Werite now for free Vacation Booklet.

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM BOX 109-A BATTLE CRE
RANGELEY MAINE ' ~ MASSACHUSETTS BROOKSIDE W. VA.

R

38t inland resort hotels.
In the Rangeley region. Fine auto roads.

cuisine. Golf course adjoining hotel grounds. | | For Safety, Comfort,

nountain

and Pm
Open June 15th.to September [5th, == Oldsweet Springs Elevation 230025 g &

Tr: ; sal fishing. No black flies ;
Ill(;.:ilil{lllt ga: :l?:g:lf zllsl'(‘ln;f; EI):)]";S’()III( ((m‘r l(jlqn((’lr HOTEL BUC KMIN STER and most popular resorts in ‘hz:Al‘lle‘:h::;?z e

Ry T e TR ; Both hotels management of P.F.Brine.
“WILLIAMSTOWN MASS.
Hotel Greylock ™5,

Golf

Tennis Swim-

ming pool . Williamstown. Mass. _seventycars
“The Villane Beautiful

Write Henry N.Teague for Booklet & Rates

WHITE MOUNTAINS N. H.

v FABYAN HOUSE v
of the point of
White FABYAN'’S, N. H. famous
Mts cog
railway to summit of Mount Washington.
Wonderful scenic features. Ixcellent
cuisine  Genteel clieniele. All amuse-
ments for patrons of all ages.

“ADIRONDACK MTS. N. Y.

appointed

Wonderful blue-green bays and silvery

Wit canae, ¥ - Sk g Fome for the aged. A limited number
Only a Day’s journey from New York of eagses. Childishness or old ladies and

““Yarmouth Line " steamers connect with M| €100 attentionac Waldheim Park

ni 1 H Oconomowoe, Wis. For particulars address 1231 Broadway,
Dﬂmmlﬂﬂ A“antlc Ra“way Miss VMaLr_w;li._l}lm. Matron. P e New York City.
Write for particulars onTour No. 104 : k!

e Pﬁ" k"‘NG"'shz' o WHERE-TO-GO combines the best in adver-
Halifax, Nova Scotia « tising with the best in cervice, Thousands

x come to us for travel advice. The kind we

give, with recommendations for the right

Moderate prices. rge ai
erate HOTEL BUTLE E:-g";';&" Banff Springs Hotel

din ith salmon trout Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25c. An important link in the
lak"',e:E:u:nl ge:;_m E * BB | Rooms $1.00 up; with bath $2 00up. Home comforts World’s Greatest Highway.
gaspe » ut to the traveler. A. CHESHIRE MITCHELL. Mgr. Offers gay social diversion, musie,

ITS REAL VACATION ocVOANOM OWOC WIS. promenades, dancing,

Liberal stop-over privileges.
Canadian Pacific Railway
and Overnight from Boston gentleman of good family find a suitable Mitte fon laformation; Sens Hig

- “hotels, transportation lines and resorts, is

and cottages, absolutely reliable. Write WHERE-TO-GO
N. 8.

LOUR LODGE iy, :
squi Ry fever: AGNET Golt.ennis fish

Free from flies, mosquitos and hay fever ¢ 4

Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing, “SMUSL; ho! om"gggralégnwﬁk

BUREAU, Boston, for ouradvice and rates. ET BAY VIEW HOUSE-BAY Vi
n

ing.Boati
r.%ood Fi
-Rates 1

€ Ist.

Garare. Write for booklet.

BROOKSIDE INN AND COTTAGES

HOTEL PILGRIM |[$5.r csite tloncng Menotien

resorg

PLYMOUTH. MASS. | Am 10 miles from Oakland, Md., on the g B

S, Offers superior accommodations e e Fomet Appiy
@SB at rates which are high enough | | e wWEET B < —ond Ny

ey > q g o q.

B2~ | insure the best in service and | | _SWEET SPRINGS WEST wva -

Wn

Spring water Cuisine unexcelled. Steam- unsurpassed, polite and efficient bris lele

boat trip acrosss lakes to White Mountains | | p t6'45|, BEtAfCO-IN hStTleEET:f M Teunnis, Motoring, H(’rsebﬂckridil:‘n. B‘::«‘»nc: Solg,

starts at our whart. Open June first. 605 0”5‘ grqecsh. amily to el feau iTuily swimming pools and mineral water baths, x'é“"le
o ppointed. oice suites of any size new management; write for book Y nd

Where-to-go forms for July close June 1 fgrpmotor parties at reduced ratez from Taylor, Mgr., Sweet Springs.ﬂ]v]h ooklel, Gearge e

S mroe County, W .
= NOVA SCOTIA June 1st. to October. Private garage. CANAD?\%

Y 4th Lake. Capacity 125, Lat- in the
“E_A_‘NE est equipment, el%ctriclty, Canadian Pacific Rockie
Open Air Life in & 4'(:11‘11503 running w.ter every room, Walk, Climb, Ride in the Saddl -
g?m;e;_g_,._zl. Longstatf, Old Forge, N.Y. over the high mountain ;railse.
NOVA SCOTIA BELLPORT, L.T, N. V. |l Dire'or coach "rneh elofiond
G 0 Goldthwaite Inn, on Great South gl

Attractive Log Cabin and Bellport, L. 1. ~_ Bay.Cool,comfort- America's “'Fifty Switzerlands
Bungalow Life, Comfortable able,charming; sailing,bathing,tennis,golf. Warm sulphur pools for bathing.
Hotels and Club Houses on Table supplied from own farm. Circular. Good Fishing. Excellent Golfing.
the edge of the wilderness. SEATTLE WASH. Your Home in the magnificently

TEW,

ey

Altituqe

ft. One
o

R;y;;w.
YEAR

advice
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New Englancj.
Vacations =

Seashore, Mountains, Woods, Lakes, Islands

Famous hotels, delightful smaller places.

Wonderful Summer Playgrounds

Send for booklets on White Mountains, Maine, New Hampshire
and Vermont Lakes and Woods, Berkshire Hills, Cape Cod, Marthas
Vineyard, Nantucket, Narragansett Bay, Casco Bay, Penobscot Bay,
Mt. Desert, Bar Harbor, and the ocean coast of five states.

Address Vacation Bureau, 171 Broadway, Room 107, New York New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R. —Boston & Maine R. R.— Maine Central R. R.
e

—— ——

#%% Nantucket and Marthas Vineyard

Vacation Isles of Delight. Golf, fishing, sailing, warm sea-bathing
For booklets write Advertising Dept., Room 450, N. Y., N. H. & H. R. R., New Haven, Conn.

NANTASKET BEACH MASSACHUSETTS 'WHITE MTS. N. H.

[ : t g one ,\SL‘I}‘([" l(v)glcfisi': l’l‘fy"lémx:t:i
THE ATLANTIC HOUSE it ik of HEWHITE HILLS
NANTASKET BEACH %, FOREST HILLS HOTEL FranconiaNH.

beaches. Unexcelled bathing facilities.

b Most beautiful location in White
Mts. Golf, Tennis, Fine Roads.
Altitude 1250 ft. Modern Hotel
& Cottages, Enlarged & greatly
BT improved in 191617, Strictly high

LS R

—

e
[

s
e

Adapted to the needs of those who desire seashore
refreshment, not too far from the city’s activity.
Desirable cottages to let for housekeeping. Meals
may be taken at the hotel whose cuisine is famous.

AWAY FROM ALL FORTIFICATIONS
Outside the field of attraction forland or sea demon-
strations. Within 20 miles of Boston’s food supply.
Booklets and rates at Hotel Thorndike, Boston
BOX 21 LINFIELD DAMON, Manager

A== grade. Season,June to October.
Booklet & Rates on application. A.W.Chaffee.

MAINE

Loon Lake, Me,
The famous Rangeley region.
Elvn. 2,500 ft. On high forest
land facing 2 mile lake.
private cabins, bath. Fishing.
Golf near by. Garage.
OUANANICHE
LODGE & CAMPS
Famous salmon fly-fishing.
Grand Lake opens early. The
3 mile stream opens June 1st.
All comf . Booklet. W. G.

Roan, (M=o LakeQéroarm, Mo,

on Moosehead Lake. Fishing.
Boating. Bathing. Tennis,
Hunting in season. Special
rates, families & partic
A. A. Crafts, Greenville Jt. Me.

Ocean House, YORK
BEACH, ME. Leading hotel,
accom. 200. Private baths.
Orches. Golf, tennis, bathing,
fishing, Bookl't. W. Simpson

For rates and details
write WHERE-TO-GO
8 Beacon St.,Boston.

MOUNTAINVIEW HOTEL &

COTTAG At water’s edge,
Rangeley Lake. Best fishing.
Outdoor sports. Modern con-
veniences. Good roads. Garage.
Famous table. Booklet. L.G.
Bowley, Mountainview, Me.
These ads. in 2,000,000
magazines each month,

! ret results.

Mts. All comforts. Fineroads.
Golf \Vri"ﬁr\ H. H. Eastman.

THE GRAND, Mont Vernon,
N. H. Grand location over-
looking 4 states. Orchestra.
Modern hotel. Golf Booklet.

THE MONADNOCK
Colebrook, N.H. Modern. Best
of everything Village iu White
Mts. Fine roads. Trout fishing.

"~ Forms for July will
close June 1st

MAIRE L AR e ALY _ NEW HAMPSHIRE ‘ MASSACHUSETTS
TR e P N R Modern, v 3 e Y DDANT DO un
York Camps | SHAWML I, %555 BOTEL FASTIAN, o | BEANT ROcE, HOUSE

Brant Rock, Mass. Mayto Nov.
100 rooms. On Mass. Bay. Fine
beach. Ask for illus. booklet

PILGRIM HOUSE
Provincetown, Mass. Excel-
lent table. Rooms with or
without bath.

RHODE ISLAND

Cold Spring House, Wick-
ford, R. L. Near Narra. Pier.
is, bathing; home table.

“eenonfer & Wright.

—

Furnishes
a Complete
System of
Insurance

THE

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or

pledged.

Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or
death, or to the member in case of his total disability,
or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further information and literature apply to

InoerenpeNt Onroer oF F oresTERs

Total
Benefits
Paid
53 Million
Dollars

I - FRED J. DARCH, Secretary ELLIOTT G. STEVENSON, President ~§. H. PIPE, F.A.S., A.LA., Actuary




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 be, 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 J. 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 onger
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way

it is the most complete of 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 $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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ALASKA

Follow the
Gohl 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 northward 1,000 mlles along the
protected ‘inside passage.”
Make your reservations early and secure choice
accommodation.
W. B. HOWARD
District Passenger Agent,
Toronto, Ontario

Canadian Pacific Railway

e J4
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PLAN YOUR SUMMER ”
VACATION—NOW

Whether Sport or Recreation is your object—either close
at home or further afield. The greatest variety of Resorts
to suit all tastes and all purses can be reached

CANADIAN NORTHERN ALL THE WAY

For Tickets, Reservations, Literature and Information apply to
City Pass’r Office: 34 Sparks St., or C.N.R. Ticket Office, Central Station, Ottawa

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely 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 hea thysleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.
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CANADA
Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prosperity to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Allies.
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict.

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.SCOTE, Esq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

or

_]. OBED SMITH, Esq., Aussistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.

—
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Your Pride

In Your Bathroom

demands that every fixture be kept clean;
and really the toilet bowl is the simplest
part of your bathroom to keep clean and
sanitary, if you use

Sani-Flish

acleaning preparation to be used for toilet .
bowls only. It not only removes the |

stain from the parts you can see, but it

goes right down to the hidden trap where :

no brush can reach and cleansit thorough-
ly. You don't have to dip water or scour

the bowl._w

Sani-Flush is needed wherever there
is a toilet bowl. It will not injure the
bowl or plumbing 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 Street
Toronto -  Ontario

Representing Tug Hveienic Prooucts Company,
Canton, Ohio

The trap
which you
can’t clean
except with
8ani-Flush
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There are nooks and
corners in every home
that even daylight cannot reach—

where matches, candles or lamps are positively
dangerous. That's why you need an Zveready
DAYLO* about the house, for doth convenience and
safety.

Nearly all good electrical, hardware, drug, sporting goods
and stationery dealers display and carry Eveready DAYLO'S*
in 77 different styles at prices from 85 cents up. And your
satisfaction is always assured by the Zveready TUNGSTEN
battery, the only battery that is long-lived, dependable and
really economical. Always specify this make when your
battery must be renewed.

Don’t ask for a *‘flashlight”’ —
get an Eveready DAYLO

*DAYLO is not merely thenew name for our product but a
mark by whick the pubfic: will hereafter distinguish between
the ordinary ¢ @asher’ e “flashlight’? “and the highest
development of {fie portabie eiectric light.

National Carbon Co., Inc.,

Toronto

U Don't ashk for a flashlight —

g R

get an Eveady DAY

The light that ;s‘ays

Shere itis/

whcn a leak in ﬁ

water or gas pipe
must be fixed quickly

when you lose a key,
a coin or a ring in
the dark

whcn the watch dog

barks his alarm

when all thelights in
the house go out

when the wrong med-
icine bottle may
mean a tragedy

whene\wr you need
light—indoors or out
—that cannot cause
fire or blow cut—

youneedan Eveready
DAYLO*.
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1847 ROGERS BROS.
“§z€b@r ‘*Pllm%@ that W@@Lm”

{‘l C@h cey ng W@ddﬂ1g glﬂs
7 ; accordcd 184 hROGERS BROS. Silver Plate.
: ures appreciation - its
as: ‘,,long service.
Sold Sha an un qualified guarantee made
poss1b1 > by the SERAE test of over 65years.
i e e Sendﬁ»- Jluslrdedcaﬂz[t@ua F- 20 3 :
RIDEN l\k’R]TKﬁﬁfK Cﬁlmltéﬁu |

HAMILTON, CANADA
CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO |

M‘JSM@ Sk and Plato.
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= MADEIN( JCANADA ——
You Would Like This

In Your Home!

What could be more convenient than

such a combination as this— a handsome,

splendidly appointed desk with book 5B EERT mEEE
space beneath suitable for your large- ' ; SIS
sized books, a large drawer for stationery,
etc., and a section on top suitable for
any ordinary-sized books ?

EVERYONE

in the home will derive pleasure, comfort *
and convenience from such a combina-
tion as this, and besides it does not cost
much, which is often quite a serious con-
sideration.

ANY STYLE

of furniture you may have in your home
can be perfectly matched by the famous
““ Macey” sectional cases, as we make
many styles and many finishes.

IF ONE SECTION

will hold all your books, why that is all ;
you need to buy until you need more space, then simply add sections as you
need them. Nothing could be more simple.

OUR ‘- MACEY STYLE BOOK?” tells all about them. Send us your address
and we will mail you a copy, free of all charges. Write to-day.

For Sale by all leading Furniture Dealers.

L CANADA I'-URNITURE MANUFACTURERS ¢

§
LIMITED |
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AIRY SOAP affords real refreshment

in toilet and bath use. Its rich, creamy
lather—its whiteness and lasting purity —
are due to the skillful blending of choice
materials.

The oval, floating cake fits the hand, and
holds its refreshing, cleansing qualities to
the last.

K.FAIRBANK:

LIMITED
MONTREAL

“Have you a little Fairy in your home?”’
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CORNBEIEAK S

A Light, Satisfying and
Sustaining Food

Made from carefully selected southern sweet corn by a
strictly Canadian Company

. Refuse all substitutes
of the ‘Just-As-Good”
Variety—

Ask for Kellogg’s.

Get the original. Ask
for the Red, White and
Green Package.

Only Made in Canada by

THE BATTLE CREEK TOASTED CORN FLAKE CO., Limited
Head Office and Factory: LONDON, ONT.




CUSTOM BUILT

Angle Non-Skid
Treads Guaranteed
on a Basis of 5000
Miles Service—
Round and Runner
Treads 3500 Miles.

Red and Grey Inner

Tubes.

VERY MARATHON Tire

is built by hand with the
same care and thoroughness as
custom-made wearing apparel.
And with the same superiority of
material, workmanship and service
that compels the admiration of the
world for fine hand-wrought articles.

MARATHON Tires are built to
the order of the motoring public
who realize the true economy of
Quality, and demand it in Tires just
as in other articles that must with-

stand the wear and tear of service.
For Sale at all Carages

MaDpE By

THE MARATHON TIRE & RUBBER CO0.,
LIMITED

St. Catharines, Ont.
American Plant; Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio

L ‘,iéwa‘ '

TIRES

TUBES

c 62
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It’'s Safe The Test of
and Easy Value is
ff
R ity DEMAND

On this test the value of The Great-West
Life Policies is strikingly obvious.

For ten successive years popular

opinion has given first place to The Great-
West Policies. For ten successive years
Os um The Great-West has written the largest

Canadian Business of all Canadian Com-

is made the daily beverage. BaRie

During twenty-four successful years

It is the original Postum Cereal, there has been a steadily increasing ap-
percolated at the factory and re- preciation of the low premium rates, the
duced to a soluble powder. A h.igh profit returns and the liberal condi-
level teaspoonful in cup with hot | tions that characterize the Policies of

water makes a delicious beverage {

instantly. | g
Suppose you try ten days of ‘:* Great weSt'll')‘lfe Apssurance CO.
p rer; WP
freedom‘.' g Head Office - WINNIPEG
5 L There’s a Reason & !
y i —)

@
13
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The Full Luxury of the Bath

is attained when it is perfumed
with the genuine

RRAYSLANM,,

Florida Water 'S

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.

AEGER

Negligee Shirts
Have a Distinctive
Style

Made of fine pure wool
Zephyr and Wool Taffeta,
in exclusive dainty patterns,
Jaeger Shirts have all the
‘‘appearance”’ which su-
perior material and skilled
workmanship give to Jaeger
Goods. Far superior to

cotton or linen, not only for exer-
cise and outdoor sports, but also

O I I R

NN

for year round wear in office, or = @
when travelling. ® :é
p T 4 - S
Made i e hire or cont style. . Mens Negligé Shirts % Chn Pl
A fully illustrated catalogue will be sent § NEW YORK and MONTREAL,' §
[ree on application to 217 = ;
! g -
DR.JAEGER 53 eelle»CO. LIMITED = Ask Your Druggist for It. 5

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg = Accept no Substitute!

gy “ » =

British ““ founded 18837 T Y N Y

B

T H. BEST PRINTING CO LIMITED TORONTO

Pt -’



