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To keep the children clean

OTHING does more to make cleanliness attractive to

youngsters than Ivory Soap. In place of the ordinary
thin, slow-forming lather it gives one which is thick, rich and
smooth and which forms instantly. Instead of sticking to the
skin and making a greasy gloss, it rinses easily, leaving the skin
clean of soap as well as of dirt. Instead of burning the skin
and making it smart long after the toilet, it feels mild and
grateful and leaves no irritation whatever. Instead of sinking
out of sight and reach, it floats conveniently at hand.

That millions of children have been “brought up” on Ivory
Soap is the best proof that it is the soap for you and yours.

.. 99i5% PURE
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- ACCURACY AND
EFFICIENCY IN BANKING.

HE customers of The Bank of Toronto
are assured of accuracy, promptness
and efficiency in all their transac-

tions.

The Bank pays special attention to this phase
of modern Banking Service.

This Institution possesses large resources,
ample banking facilities and carefully chosen
connections. Your business and p ivate bank-
ing accounts are invited.

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. Englebhart, William I. Gear
Paul J. Myler, A. H. Campbell.

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER
John R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches. T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector,
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It’s no uncommon thing for the saleslady to
mention LUX to help her make a sale. So wide-
spread is the reputation of these dainty, little satiny
soap wafers that almost every Canadian woman
knows about LUX. If you don’t—just get a pack-
age to-day. It shows the modern way to perfectly
washed silks woollens, laces, lawns, crepe-de-
chines, etc., without rubbing.

Won’t Shrink Woollens

British Made, by
LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
and sold by all good grocers

fe
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The June Number

" BRITISH COLUMBIA'S PATRIOTIC WOMEN-—By Mabel Durham.

An interesting account of the great work carried on by the women of
British Columbia for the comfort of the Canadians at the Front. Excellent
photographs, of many of British Columbia's leading women in society and
patriotism,

ALEXANDER *ROSS—By Dr. George Bryce.

An historical sketch of one of the founders of Winnipeg—a Pacific Coast
trader, Sheriff of Assiniboia; member of council, social leader in Selkirk, and
pioneer author. The Joseph Howe and William Lyon Mackenzie of the Red
River Settlement.

MRS, LETITIA YOUMANS—By Emily P. Weaver.
To the series entitled, ‘‘ Pioneer Canadian Women," Miss Weaver will
contribute for June a sketch of Mrs. Youmans, who was the first President of
the Dominion Women's Christian Temperance Union.

A NEW NATION-—By the Right Reverend J. E. C. Weldon, D.D.

In this article the Dean of Manchester gives his impression of what the
war will mean to England. He foresees a new nation, new in many ways—a
new Imperialism, welding together the outlying parts, such as Egypt, India,
Canada, Australia, New Zealand, South Africa.

Continuing Lacey Amy's fine series, ‘‘England in Arms,” and F.
McKelvey Bell's illuminating and amusing chronicle, ‘“ The First Canadians
in France.,” Also an unusually good selection of short stories.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West, TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

s N]Y L” m
MEING 1l

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

E LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE y
Of all SmlonenNclSoISnLlsu and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors. =3

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L. 7*%350en ec. - ENGLAND
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Rich and Luxurious—

Yet Economical Withal

OTHING is more conducive to luxurious comfort,

and real relaxation, than the dainty conceptions

in soft, shimmering silks which are now produced in
Canada and sold at the most modest of prices.

Oeeen ,
an Ji ingerie

is the national favorite with women of taste and
refinement. The best Canadian shops are now showing
“Queen Quality" pure silk Underskirts, Kimonos,
Knickers, Tango Bloomers, Camisoles, Nightgowns,
Combinations, Union Suits and Undervests.

If you have difficulty in supplying

your needs, 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.

 — Tﬂm—’—*—‘i—'—i—-ﬁ




6 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER %

“fondon Glove Company

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
The Great Specialists in

GLOVES,
HOSIERY,
and UN DERWEAR

An unrivalled variety in stock
- AT —

EXTREMELY MODERATE PRICES

Three Hose Specialities

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

plication, direct from the

Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited
200-206 Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

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

plication, direct from the

“Ontario Publishing Co.

Limited

200-206°Adelaide Street, West,
Toronto

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, includi ostage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
Glﬂ:?l‘) l.’olt OFﬁ:e. ll::aid;;n. hgng']and. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

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

all Orders

m,’7 .
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Well-tailored suits made to measurs,

illustration, in Cashmere and Worsted

Suitings, as descrived above. for $31.
duty and carriage paid to destination.

Ideal Summer Suitings

For Gentlemen's Wear

EGERTON BURNETT'S superfine Cashmere and Worsted Suitings
are ideal fabrics for gentlemen's Summer Suits, they are light in
weight, beautifully soft in texture, distinctive in appearance and
durable in wear,

There is an excellent variety of the fashionable, small patterned
weaves to choose from, in various shades of Grey, also in Brown and
other refined mixtures.

Samples for Inspection Mailed. Post Paid on Request.

THE HALL-MARK OF
‘Sgenton  Buwinetts |
Jioyal €[B Bengeo

INTRINSIC WORTH

By APPOINTMENT
To H.M. Tug QUEEN

Permanent Dye “Royal” Navy Blue Serges
Guaranteed to Keep a Good Colour in Any Climate.

These pure wool Suitings have won the confidence and appreciation
of many gentlemen in Canada, and are especially commendable for
business and every day wear, because of their exceptional strength
and durability.

New Season's Samples, Style Plates, Tailoring Price Lists, Measure
Blanks, etc., post paid, on request,

Address :—EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, Eng.

as

70,

D

&/

Cyrus A. Birge, - - Vice-president
C. C. Dalton W. E. Phin
Robt. Hobson J. Turnbull
1. Pitblado W. A. Wood

ed

-

Capital Authorized $5,000,000
Capital Paid Up 3,000,000
Surplus - 3,500,000

Board of Directors
John Hendrie, K.C.M.G., President

J. P. Bell, Ceneral Manasger
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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. Prmcmal

RIDLEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys undet fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares beys for the

Unlvemhet and for business. hlilln.‘:i Scl\oolMGroundll in C.u.d-—e:‘ acres.
St Catharines, Ont. | B aqiamogi oovee S Moot i Bt

v

SUCCESSES 1916
4th and 21st places,
Entrances, R.M.C,
Kingston.
Head Master: . Enltr(a:nce RoyalNa.
c. s Fo‘bery M A val Coll., Osborne,
. y WLA, 1st, 7th and 12th
MONTREAL places McGill

Matriculation.

[C A BOARDING SCHOOL
ST+ALBAN FOR BOYE

Separate houses for Senior and

cASHBURY COLLEGE

¢ he S .
bl g o Rockcliffe Park, * Ottawa
own water supply. Entrance t
<t R A e B RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

RECENT SUCCESSES

R.M.C. 1915 3rd and 10th places
R.M.C. 1916 2nd and 13th places

Beautiful situation. Modern Fire-
proof Buildings. Ten acres play-

R.N.C. 1915 1st place ing-fields. R. M. C. Entrance
R.N.C. 1916 8th place 1916, six candidates passed. !
No failures in any public exams.
e Shlngt Kname Yoo, Write for Illustrated Calendar.
«For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Headmaster,
A. G. M. MAINWARING, M.A. Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmaster

S—

——
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‘ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE 7urm wre

MONTREAL : i is a ‘‘Peerless” Folding

Table. You will often thank
Founded and endowed by the late Rt. Hon. Baron | ADIE ou will often

Strathcona and Mount Royal. ) : tiing ave i T

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR WOMEN
STUDENTS ATTENDING McGILL
FOLDING TABLE-
is just tne thing when friends

UNIVERSITY
drop in for a game ot cards or

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

from its hiding place and set it
up in no time,
It saves such a lot of bother,
and occupies little space when
not in use,
Light—compact — firm —strong — and
good looking.
Your dealer has it, or will get it for you.
Ask him
MADE IN CANADA

Write for free Booklet ** B * describing
our * Peerless ' and * Elite " Tables,
ROURD & CO,,{LTD.
SOLE LICENSEES AND

MANUFACTURERS
LONDON, ONTARIO

For prospectus and information apply to the |
Warden. il

CHALLENGE '
COLLARS l

Acknowledged to
be the finestcrea-
tion o

THE ARLINGTON 0O.
of Canada, Ltd.
88 FrRAzeEr AVENUE
TORONTO

or stuttering overcome pos

natural methods permanently restore

natural speech Graduate pupils every-
ree

where. advice and literature,

|
THE ARNOTT ms-rn'urz !
KITCHENER, - ;

IS |

for afternoon tea,  Bring it out }

5t. Andren’'s @ollege

Torontn  yeper FORBOYS | oos t’ﬂanaha

Careful Oversight, ‘Thorough Instruction.

Large Phhn’ ields. Excellent Situation,

D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D.,

Calendar sent on application. Headmaster

The Margaret Eaton Scbool of Literature and Erpression

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

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

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. # R=S7RENTIAL scrooL

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 terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major S¢., TORONTO.
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OTTAWA LADIES COLLEGE "

Modern Fireproof Building

Martriculation Courses, Music, Household Science, Art, Handicraft, Physical Culture.
Ample Grounds for Sport,
For Calendar Apply
JAMES W, ROBERTSON, LL.D,, C. M, G. REV. 1:°W.H. MIENE; B. A, D. D,
Chairman of Board. President,

Branksome ball |1 mMajl Courses

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS in Journalism, Short Story Writing
and Advertising are given under

Hon. PriNcipar : Miss M. T. Scorr o i
Prancirar : Miss Eprru M. Reap, M. A, :::aov::'yb';ea:eres"“ producing con
Preparation for the University and for Shaw Correspondence

examinations in Music. Art and Domestic
Science Departments. Thoroughly efficient
staff. Large Playgrounds. Outdoor games, J
tennis, basketball, rink. Healthful locality. |

Primary School for Day Pupils ‘

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
FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINGIPAL

~T

The Royal iitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the

Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

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

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

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education. . 3

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

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

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

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

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, is about $800.

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

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

mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

b /d
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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

|

@ollege WHreinhts = >

1866— Jubilee Year — 19156
H Church TRestdential

and

President -
Principal -
Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity College)

| Head Mistress, Junior School - -
Miss A. M. V. Rosseter (Higher Ce
ional Froebel Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies”
College.

Day School for Girls

New Buildings-— Beautiful, healthy situa-

tion with 7 acres of Playing Fields

JUNIOR SCHOOL 7O MATRICULATICNZ

COURSE
Household Science
Music - Painting

Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)

For CALENPAR APPLY TO THE BURSAR

The Bishop Strachan Schonl

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
Apnl 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, June 12, 1916,

. Unauthorized publication of this advertisement
will not be paid for.

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Qovernment — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47, to 67,

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

Dommion SEcURTTIES

CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL . LONDON.ENQ

The Lord Bishop of Toronto

rtificate Nat-

Toronte
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Office Specialty Filing Systems Simplify!

Sectional view of
file drawer showing
how confusion of
guide and folder
tabs is eliminated.
Names and Indexes
stand out clearly.

A 9. } LETTERS '—‘[_‘;
Pl -, | A‘G =
A '?% P = S,

-

Speedy, Accurate Letter Filing

N the “‘Office Specialty” DIRECT NAME SYSTEM filing errors are prevented,
therefore there are no finding troubles. This System is the original combina-
tion of alphabetical and numerical filing applied to Vertical Filing.

All Guides and Folders have both alphabetical and numerical headings, both
being on the same line and always in plain view. Papers are found alphabetic-
ally—the logical way, and are refiled numerically—the safest and quickest way,
The number is a safe-guard against mis-filing.

The ‘‘Office Specialty” Direct Name is
economical in operation, Guides are of heavy
pressboard with celluloid indestructible tabs,
and last many times longer than any other
style of guides. This System also simpli-
 fies transferring.

o

Detach and mail the
attached coupon for par-
ticulars on this System
and other Office Spec-
ialty Time and Labor

Q) FFICESPECIALTY.
MEG.G.

NEWMARKET, CANADA.

(or nearest Branch)

Office Specialty Files suitable for Cor- A
rtlpondeng:tl"iliﬁg and the Direct Name Savlng Office De-
System in particular, are madein Upright \
and Horizontal Sections in Steel and vices and Systems.
Wood. Ask for Office Specialty Cabinet
Catalogue.

Please send, without obligation,
particulars on The Direct Name
System of Vertical Filing(J; Ver- =
tical Filing Sections[]); Wood[J;
Steel[]; Efficiency Desks[J; Card
Record Desks[]; Record Safe[];
16 Time Saving ‘‘Office Special-

ties"[]

MADE IN CANADA AND SOLD EXCLUSIVELY BY,

OFFICE SPECIALTY M FG.(9.

HOME OFFICE AND FACTORIES: NEWMARKET, ONT.

8 FILING EQUIPMENT STORES:
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA HALIFAX
WINNIPEG REGINA EDMONTON VANCOUVER

Name

Address :
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 The Red Cross
of Finance

IN the dark days of financial
loss thelife insurance policy
is often the thing that saves.
As a distinguished speaker said
atour recent annual meeting—

., “‘The world of Finance

is a field of war in which

many casualties occur da

by day, but Ilike to thin

that in this battlefield the

life insurance company
fulfils the function of the

Red Cross.”

Every private home should
be protected by means of
sound life insurance, and so
should every business. The
loss of an influential partner
might easily be fatal to a busi-
ness organization.

Write for booklet—*“Golden

inions.”

#Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo-Ontario

Society’s Choice

! For over 69 years Society Women
all over the world have used!it to
obtain greater beauty and to keep
their appearance always at its besi.

Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

Let us send you a trial size bottle of
Gouraud’'s Oriental Cream and Gouraud's
Medicated Soap. Kindly send 10¢ each to
cover wrapping and mailing cost. 3
Gouraud’s Medicated Soap is most efficient
for purifying and beautifying the skin and
complexion,

131 ; Ferd T. Hopkins & Son, Montreal, Que. g

S TS

Whether with the intention of taking
out insurance or associating yourself with

The latest figures emphasize the un-

the

Continent excelled financial position of this Company.

Business in Force over $59,600,000
Assels Lo 16,400,000
Net Surplus L d 2,600,000

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

North American Life Assurance Co.
Head Office - TORONTO
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 14,324,000
Capital Paid Up - 12,911,700 Total Assets - 275,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
SIRHERBERTS. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E.F.'B,JOHNSTON, K.C., #nd Vice-President
James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton Wm. Robertson
A, ]. Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E, Dyment C. E. Neill
Sir M, B. Davis G. H. Duggan C. C. Blackadar John T. Ross R. MacD. Paterson G. G. Stuart, K.C.
Executive Officers.

E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager

W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manager

356-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—356

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

I.Ollmlz lnc., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C, NEW YORK, Corner William andCedar Sts.

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT &8ss

Buy Peace of Mind

WE are offering for sale the things that every man should buy—

PEACE OF MIND—FREEDOM FROM CARE
PROTECTION FROM WORRY

For a small payment down we will immediately put millions of assets behind our promise
to provide for your family in the event of death or for your own old age in the event of

survival.
No extra premium is required for the invaluable’ OLD AGE ENDOWMENT feature

in our special Reserve-Dividend policies.  Full information upon request.

London Life Insurance Company

HEAD OFFICE : : LONDON, CANADA
~ > Dr. A. O. JEFFERY, K.C.,
JOHN McCLARY, r J = IO
: Fresident. E. E. REID, B.A., A.LA.,
J. G. Richter, F.A.S., Asst. Manager and Actuary.

Manager.
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Pald-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,250,984
217 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.

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 19900004

1 0888005555854
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You say you love her-

and yet have no life insurance ?

““ Deeds not Words” should be your
motlo.

Apply for a policy on the

MONTHLY
INCOME
PLAN

AS ISSUED BY THE

EXCELSIOR
msurance L | F EE company

Head Office— EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG.,TORONTO
Pamphlet on request

23323223222

2222222222200

P90 0000009900040 00000000009000000908809¢

23332222

The Impulse
to Save

Comes frequently to everyone. Never
was it more important that it should
be acted upon. By saving your money,
you not only ensure your future and
increase your independence, but you
serve your country as well. After you
have started a Deposit Account you
more frequently obey the impulse to
save.

You can open an account with this
Corporation, which for more than sixty
years has been the depository of the
savings of thousands of our citizens,
with a deposit of one dollar., We
welcome the small deposits, as in our
long experience, we have seen many
such grow into accounts with hand-
some balances. All your deposits will
bear interest, compounded twice a
year, at

THREE AND ONE-HALF PER CENT

per annum. Begin to-day. Call and
make a small deposit, and take a pass
book home with you. Or, it can be
sent by mail and the book will be sent
you by return post.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

ESTABLISHED 1855
Paid-up Capital and Reserve

Eleven Million Dollars
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
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| 66

NADIAN
UBEAUT !

Canadian Beauty' Weeks

MAY 1st TO MAY 12th

- (And Every Week During the Year)
If “‘Canadian Beauty”  \When dealers all over Canada bid you welcome to
the demonstrations of ‘‘Canadian Beauty” Elec-
borhood write us for trical Appliances. These exhibitions will show
catalogue. the practical side of home efficiency—and enable
the woman of to-day to learn how easily and
cheaply housework and cooking may be done.
Make it a point to visit the
““Canadian Beauty ' dealer—dur-
ing demonstration weeks, May
1st to 12th.

Electric appliances are
not sold in your neigh-

Renfrew Electric
Mfg. Co., Limited,
Renfrew, Ont.

Upright Toaster Toaster Grill Curling Tong Heater

Oak €y 'S “I Will Insure Next Year”
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP 11 Very few men deliberately refuse to

For Cloaning Plate | | carry Life Insurance. In nine cases out
of ten the man whose life is unprotected
believes in Insurance, intends to insure—

9 ‘ : Pt et
a ey S { but procrastinates. I will insure next

| year” he says. forgetting that if only one
‘ could count upon ‘‘next year” there would
EMERY CLOTH be no need for Life Insurance.

Glass Paper, Flint Paper
The Great-West Life Policies are issued

9 | on terms so attractive that there can be
a e y S ‘ no sound reason for anyone to delay taking

out a Policy. Plans are available to meet

every need and circumstance, and premi-
“WELLINGTON" KNIFE POLISH ums may be paid annually, half-yearly,
Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery quarterly or monthly, to suit the conveni-

ence of the insured.

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

Ask for personal rates—giving date of
birth.

TChe
Great West-Life Assurance Co.

Deet. “P"

'8 GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE
OAKEY'S G Head Office -  WINNIPEG

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







From the Painting by G. Horne Russell

AN IDEAL GOLF COURSE

A golf course never seems to be quite ideal
unless it is in sight of water. perl\aps for that
very reason golfing is one of the popular
sports in the Maritime Provinces, for the sea
makes inroads almost everywhere. Here the
artist shows one of the links at St. Andrews,

New Brunswick.
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ENGLAND INI ARMMS
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I.—WOMAN AND THE WAR

j O appraise with fairness
” y' the participation of the

“ \. ;3” (' | English woman in the
'7«'/4 J .,, ‘3) war requires some ac-

mi 4 ) 4| climatization on the part

of the Canadian. My
earliest impressions were of a gentler
sex, only a stage removed from the
actual conflict, who would benefit
from a lesson in work from her Can-
adian sister. Later experience, while
it may not have altered greatly my
opinion in that respect, has subdued
it and shaded it through a better un-
derstanding of relative values. Jus-
tice demands the inclusion in the per-
spective of more than the mere man-
ual or mental performances of the
English woman.

It is impossible, I think, that in any
other country the stress of an ex-
tended war could break so strikingly
into the career of the non-combatant

1—3

sex. Indeed, England, from top to
bottom, has been torn and revolution-
ized by sheer necessity, as no other
country need have been under sim-
ilar circumstances. That is the nat-
ural concomitant of a system of dis-
tinet class boundaries. A short war
might have been struggled through
without the social cataclysm that has
struck England; but such a struggle
as the present one levelled social
fences as a part of vietory. The high
were brought down and the low
raised.

The wealthy were forced to the
level of some sort of labour by legis-
lation, by popular demand and cus-
tom, by a real desire te assist, and
even by the necessity of earning a
living. The poor were lifted to the
plane of profitable labour by the
pressing demand for their hands.

‘What this levelling proeess means
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to England may be partly estimated
without living through the metamor-
phosis. And it was among the wo-
men of the nation that “class” was,
before the war, developed to its high-
est point and maintained by a deter-
mined tradition of aristocracy and by
a submissive, conventional proletar-
iat. Nothing in human nature ex-
ceeded the chasm between the “lady”
and her servant. There were, it is
true, the closest bonds of fidelity and
loyalty, but nothing ever for a mom-
ent permitted the two representatives
of the extreme classes to meet on a
level of humanity.

The result on the English woman of
the better class was a traditional re-
fusal to perform the most ordinary
services for herself. Only a few days
before the writing of this, the death
of the Duke of Norfolk brought out
this marvellous evidence in the daily
press of his “unselfish and unaffected
nature”—that, entering a room in his
house to receive a visitor and finding
the grate unlighted, “he knelt at once
down and lit it himself, taking im-
measurable pains to make it burn
quickly and brightly.” A woman of
any class would no more have thought
of “kneeling down” to do anything—
except for her prayers—than she
would have carried a parcel from the
store to her waiting ear. And the
English woman, from the lower
classes to the top, never learns the
simplest branches of household art un-
less circumstances force her to it.

Thus it was that she was faced
with a catastrophe. To be useful at
a time when every hand and brain
counted, the upper classes must over-
throw a tradition that had become
fixed in the nation’s creed. And the
lower grades of society were bewild-
ered by a condition wherein they
counted even more than their super-
iors, and where their country was
willing to pay for it.

The response of the English women,
therefore, cannot be dissociated
from the upheaval in the social sys-
tem. Where the Canadian woman

simply pitched in and knit socks or
made bandages or organized others
for the work, the English woman had
first to reorganize the whole social fa-
brie of which she was the most adam-
antine part. If an aristocrat, she had
never had a knitting meedle in her
hands; she had never moved a muscle
for anything a servant might per-
form for her. If a plebeian, she was
foreced to be a party to a levelling
process never anticipated in her wild-
est dreams, -and to do it without dis-
rupting the social co-operation neces-
sary for the profitable fulfilment of
the -sphere she and her sisters of all
classes were called upon to fill for the
very salvation of the Empire.

T have elaborated on what might
be considered merely an introduction,
because nothing done by the women
of England can be considered by a
Canadian in the light of Canadian
experience alone.

This description of conditions pre-

cluding complete participation by the
English woman in the war work open
to her frees me for a general state-
ment without prejudice, omitting for
the moment consideration of her
handicaps. I am prepared to say
that not all the better class women of
England have done in the aggregate
what a tenth their number of Can-
adian women would have accomplish-
ed in the same time. They have not
taken to knitting for several reasons.
Those who are keenly anxious to do
effective war work without delay have
not the patience to learn; and those
who have but yielded to the prevail-
ing fashion do not see in quiet knit-
ting that which will return them full
credit for their energy. Also, there
are still those in whose mind con-
tinues the almost unsuspected impres-
sion that knitting is for a lower class.
In a whole year I have seen only one
English woman knitting.
. Tt is the women of the lower classes
who have responded in a manner that
calls for no qualifications, no condi-
tions, and not alone for the high
wages their work now brings them.

/ "i.‘g,‘,ﬁ}s_‘zv;ng‘\‘,;,4.-33&&‘.?%%;'%% A ’»"‘”,lf%v' 25 T VN T RO
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I will go further. Women in Eng-
land (even to-day, although the past
few months have seen wonderful
strides in this respect) have never
been organized for that profitable
production which commenced in Can-
ada with the outbreak of the war.
There again the social lines are res-
ponsible, not thoughtlessness. The
great middle eclass (and there are
three or four grades in it) looks to
the levels above for its eue. But the
early work of the aristocrats was in
the way of spectacular operations that
took them into hospitals, in England
or in France, through organizations
of their own kind; and there the
middle class was unable to follow.
Even to-day the opportunity of shar-
ing in the immediate care of the
wounded in hospital is obtainable
only by influence; it is a real victory,
a social distinction. For Ladies and
Honourables have from the first hank-
ered even to get down on their knees
on the front steps of a hospital (the
very depths of menial labour) and ap-
ply the brush.

The result was a complete lack of
organization among the middle class-
es. I personally know whole suburbs
where, up to the middle of last year,
not an organized effort was being
made. The churches were not the
centres of working parties, as in Can-
ada. There were no local associa-
ions, no gatherings of friends. It was
partly owing to the fact that it is a
London custom not to know one’s next
door neighbour; and there is not the
church fraternity that prevails in
Canada.

Having said that, I wish onee more
to warn my readers not to deny the
English women their dues. During
the last six months they have learned
more hard work than the country has
known in centuries, and only now is
the one great central organization,
the Women’s Department of National
Service, getting to work. It is impos-
sible, too, not to be astonished at the
whole-souled, enthusiastic efforts of
thousands of well-born women from

the first days of the war. Their sacri-
fice has been greater than a Cana-
dian can imagine, for the reason that
with their manual labour fled a tra-
ditional prejudice, an ancestral idle-
ness, the instincts that have for ages
determined their social level. Many
a social leader has ruined the grace
and colour of her hands for life, many
a titled heroine has willingly stooped
to work she would have asked only
of her lowest servant. And the early
hysteria of publicity has long since
lost its attraction, so that now it is
only the assistance they are giving
that counts. I hope that nothing I
have said, or will say, may rob these
women of the glory that is theirs.

And with my respect for these
iconoclasts goes a reverence for the
hundreds of thousands of munition
workers who risk their lives every
day, the great majority of them tak-
ing as keen a satisfaction in their
share of the shell-making and filling
as thrills their “boys” at the front
when one of the produets of female
hands bursts in a German trench.
When the great explosion oceurred in
London, there was no reluctance
among the women to continue their
dangerous toil. Within the follow-
ing week the Ministry of Munitions
advertised for 30,000 women workers
among high explosives, and the re-
sponse was keener than it had ever
been. 1 believe that the very extent
of the danger brought home to them
the value of the risk they were tak-
ing, its importance in the winning
of the war. As I stood at the one
exit from the scene of that explosion
and saw the hundreds of women stag-
ger out, wounded, bearing everything
they possessed in the world, there was
no fear in their faces, no mental evi-
dences of having passed through a
tragedy. And within the week the
fit ameng them were again working
with the T.N.T., the great explosive
of this war.

The amazing discovery of the war
is the adaptability of woman to tasks
never before attempted by her, tasks
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that have been so exclusively confin-
ed to man’s sphere that nothing but
a prime necessity would have offer-
ed them to the other sex. When the
idea of female substitution was first
broached it was accepted that there
were definite limits to its utilization.
Only in certain tried, conventional
positions could a woman be placed
to relieve men for the front. At first
ghe was placed in offices. After that
it was considered wise to proceed
cautiously to prevent disorganization
and wasted effort. But gradually the
insistent call for more men in the
trenches encouraged experiments
which brought bewildering results.

To-day even the Prime Minister’s
secretary is a woman.

There is not a trade or occupation
in the varied industries of England,
save those few in which is neces-
sary the highest trained skill—trades
which occupy so very few men as
to be negligible—where woman is not
proving that, with the mnecessary
physique and commonsense, ghe is
capable of becoming an effective sub-
stitute for man during the trying
phases of the war. That does not in-
tend to imply that she performs all
her tasks as efficiently as man, for the
training and instinets of generations
cannot be altered in a year or two;
but her unsuspected applicability has
lightened the burden of war and suc-
ceeded in breaking down barriers
whose existence was not conducive to
the greatest development of any race.
Without the women of England the
war would mever be won.

The streets of London reveal this
diverse usefulness of the gentler sex
at every step. Dressed in pantaloons
and long coats they clamber up un-
certain ladders to eclean windows.
They drive delivery wagons, horse
and motor. They act as con-
ductors on omnibus, tram, and
underground. They run eleva-
tors, carry messages, deliver and col-
lect mail, push milk and bread carts,
clean the railway carriages, light the
street lamps, substitute for chauffeurs

by the hundreds, and form almost the
entire staff at theatres, restaurants
and hotels. They have even encroach-
ed on that profession of the male
“erock”, the sandwich-hoard carrier.

Tnto these urban occupations they
slid with no sound of rubbing or jar.
But it was when they began to drib-
ble into the heavier, more skilled
trades that the nation began to rub
its eyes.

The necessity for brute strength
does not exclude them. I have seen
them handling huge beer kegs with
more vim and speed than their bro-
thers. They load brick and perform
porter’s work in hundreds of estab-
lishments. In munition factories they
lift shells and wheel trucks, and
grumble less than the sex built for
heavy work. They toil on the docks
with the surliest, roughest men in
civilized life.

‘When women secured a chance to
exhibit their diverse accomplishments
in the skilled trades they surprised
themselves, their employers, the men
who worked on the next benches, and
the nation. Early in the war they
were taking the place of painters, and
the differences are not evident to the
inexpert. As carpenters they were
slow to develop, partly because of the
close corporation they had to fight
in the Carpenters’ Union and partly
because of their instinctive fear of
sharp tools. Now the authorities are
sending them to France by the score
to erect soldiers’ huts. They make
roads better than the old men who
undertook the work when the young-
er generation was called up.

From the mechanical arts of the
factory they were long excluded by
the unions, most of which had agree-
ments with the Asquith Government
that they should not be interfered
with by the recruiting officers. But
again necessity interfered and a
scheme of substitution once inaugur-
ated they showed themselves so amaz-
ingly proficient that the men are
ashamed of themselves. In the muni-
tion factories they manipulate the
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most complicated machinery, of late
even doing their own repairing. They
do almost all the work in connection
with the construction of aeroplanes.
On the Tyne are female blacksmith’s
helpers. They do electrical wiring,
chip, clean, and paint warships, con-
struct turbines, make lifeboats, as-
semble the parts of barometers and
compasses.

Women have revolutionized the
army. The old folly of male cooks
has been relegated to the past. In
opposition to every tradition of the
British army women are being taken
on to manage messes as fast as they
can be secured. This is principally
the result of enforced economy, and
the other benefits have come unex-
pectedly. Up to the third year of the
war it was a tradition of the army
that economy in the mess was undig-
nified, contrary to every precedent
upholding the honour of the soldier.
Then it was discovered that the waste
from a battalion would keep another.
Reforms were attempted early, but
results were disappointing. Conven-
tion demanded that they should be
disappointing. The men suffered and
the saving was paltry. The introdue-
tion of female cooks altered every-
thing. Not only is there a real econ-
omy, but the men are better fed and
better satisfied, there is less graft, and
discipline is more easily maintained.

The number of women who had re-
sponded to their nation’s call by the
end of 1916 is revealing. Although at
the time of writing the new National
Service is but started, the many or-
ganizations of the first thirty months
of the war had replaced almost a mil-
lion men with women. It is an inter-
esting point that it required only
988,500 women to take the places of
933,000 men. But these figures should
not be taken too literally as an abso-
lute comparison of values. Many in-
dustries have been curtailed or clos-
ed; but on the other hand many have
been enlarged.

All told, there are estimated to be
more than four and a quarter million

of paid women workers engaged in
regular occupation, and in this num-
ber are not included the voluntary
hundreds of thousands, the many
nurses and part-time workers. Two
and a half millions are in factories.
The 2,000 in Government establish-
ments before the war have grown to
120,000, and the rate of increase is
several thousands a month. In com-
mercial occupations are 750,000, in
professional occupations 82,500, in
banking and finance the number em-
ployed has increased from 9,500 to
46,500. TIn hotels and public amuse-
ments there are two hundred thou-
sand, in agriculture 140,000, in army
messes 2,000. And so the list con-
tinues, growing so rapidly that fig-
ures hold even approximately only
for a few days. By the time this is
read there will be another quarter of
a million at work of real value for
the progress of the war. The call for
substitutes for the men behind the
lines in France is bringing women in
throngs to the organization headquar-
ters.

Some industries have turned over
their men entirely to the military
authorities. One railway has built
up its female staff from seventy to
five thousand. There are 35,000
nurses. The post-office employs 65,-
000. The London telephone service,
before the war employing men large-
ly, is now “manned” by women. The
London Gas, Light and Coke Com-
pany employs 1,100. In ten months
1,655 women conductors have passed
through the general omnibus training
school. The latest sphere for them
is driving taxi-cabs, and their record
here will be watched with more than
ordinary interest as revealing better
than any other occupation their fit-
ness for work that requires presence
of mind and mechanical efficiency on
short notice. Although they are not
yet on the streets, the men have
threatened to strike if their domain
is invaded.

One of the developments of the
later months of the war is the demand
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of the women for pay commensurate
with their work. This applies not
alone to the working classes who are
accustomed to pay for services, but
to all. Tt has been brought about by
_ the discovery that paid work is most
satisfactory, both for discipline and
reliability ; and thousands of those
who offered themselves in the early
months without reward find them-
selves unable to continue thus. There
is, too, a feeling that while some are
making fortunes from the war, there
can be no reason in others exhausting
themselves for larger returns to pro-
fiteers.

In agriculture women, while unfit-
ted to replace men, individual for in-
dividual, have proved themselves
adaptable to conditions their sex in-
stinetively dislikes. Scoffed at as
workers of the land, they have con-
quered by sheer determination and
pluck. The sliminess and muck of
the English climate, and the odious
class distinetions from which the
farmer’s help suffers most, have fail-
ed to erect a barrier against the gen-
tler sex. The farmer has resisted
their encroachment into his organiza-
tion from the first, yielding only when
it became women or no crops. In the
early stages of substitution many in-
competent women offered themselves
for that which afforded the greatest
publicity as most uncongenial to their
sex. The result was disastrous to the
farms. These city-bred and better
class women quickly wearied of the
life or were dismissed as inefficient,
and for a time only the rough, or
country-bred were available. Lately
the necessity for greater food produc-
tion brought into the fields those un-
trained women who promise to do
their best because of the very fact
that they offer themselves when the
nature of the work is better known.
The great obstacle of insufficient pay
for the women to keep themselves is
now overcome by a Government mea-
gure that sets the minimum at twenty-
five shillings. -

Policewomen are new in England.

In their regular capacity as assistants
of the men they are proving them-
selves of real service in London in
the handling of the demi-monde. In
outside towns, however, their experi-
ence has varied. Some municipalities
are pleased, others have dispensed
with them after trial. As in other
spheres, success depends upon the in-
dividual. Not long ago the Govern-
ment advertised for three hundred
policewomen for munition factories,
their duties being largely to main-
tain discipline among the female
workers and to prevent the introduc-
tion of dangerous elements among
the high explosives. Almost a thou-
sand applied. The pay ranges from
two pounds to two and a half a week,
uniform not found.

Of course, the great demand for
the women workers has been in the
munition factories. Here, from a
small beginning, the number has in-
creased to more than half a million
and their duties include everything
but the most severe lifting. As a rule,
too, men are still employed to man-
age the floors and to repair machines,
but even they are being replaced. It
is unnecessary that thousands of fit
young men be concealed in munition
factories, for the experience has been
that women do their work better than
the men. However, many foremen
are still prejudiced against them, and
here and there are managers who fear
to lose a few pounds by extending the
substitution. The unions, too, stand
behind the men. Yet the experience
of France has been that the introdue-
tion of female labour has increased
each worker’s daily output of shells
from three to nine. =

Many factories never cease work,
Sundays and certain hours of day or
night being filled by “lady” workers.

Naturally, with such diversity of
demand and response, the calibre of
the work performed by women varies.
The paid worker must, as a rule, earn
her money—except perhaps in the
Government Departments, where
thousands of extravagantly dressed
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women and girls erowd in each other’s
way, report late, leave early, and 2o
by taxicab to an expensive restaurant
for a luncheon lasting an hour and a
half. Not every custom can. be over-
thrown, even in three years of war.

It is in the realm of voluntary
workthat areexhibited heights of wast-
ed energy and disorganization. The
first rush of the better classes for war-
work was to the hospitals and can-
teens. In the former their success de-
pended upon their influence and posi-
tion in society, until their frequent
uselessness impelled the Government
to clean them out of France and limit
their duties in England. During the
first six months of the war the ambi-
tion of the titled woman seemed to be
to get her picture into the illustrated
papers in nurse’s costume. The uni-
form may have been flattering, but
the work was not of a nature to be
forgotten once the picture had ap-
peared. By scores and hundreds they
succumbed to the drudgery, and gen-
eral inefficiency completed the exodus.
After that it dawned upon England
that a title did not preclude real nurs-
ing ability or working sense; and
there are still hundreds of wealthy,
blooded women in the hospitals of
France and England performing
work their friends never suspected
them to be capable of.

But where the rush of influence
was so clamorous there was introdue-
ed a system that still prevails. The
hospitals of England are staffed by
part-time workers who are permitted
the luxury of work only one or two
half-days a week, on account of the
numbers who desire to be connected
with the work for the wounded. The
result is that they never learn much,
never take their work seriously, and
exhaust their nervous energy and
strength by too many outlets. There
are thousands of English women flit-
ting about between half a dozen em-
ployments, criticism being silenced by
the fact that they accept nothing for
their services. And yet most of them
would be willing to confine themselves

to one task were the custom to be
altered. T do not think it will alter,
except as the Government takes over
war-work, as it has lately taken over
the canteens.

Another unfortunate feature of
English organizations is that every-
body must be headed by a title. Tt
seems impossible to operate, however
necessary the work, however honest
the organization, however techniecal
the duties, without the committee of
management consisting of titled wo-
men. The result is easily imagined.
There is glaring lack of organization,
wastefulness and <incompetence, with-
out any effort to improve. The prin-
ciple is not peculiar to England, al-
though its development there is most
complete. Canteens, charitable asso-
ciations, women’s employment bur-
eaus—everything is handled by a re-
presentative of the nobility who never
in her life had to think of economy
of money and time and energy. It
was this spectacle, I imagine, that in-
duced the Government to step in and
put an end to unofficial canteens in
munition factories and military
camps, managed by volunteers.

I have in mind a large canteen or-
ganization. So extravagantly man-
aged was it—although not a worker
received a cent—that it was unable
to compete with the multiple London
restaurants. It paid exorbitant prices
for its supplies, was defrauded on
every hand by its tradespeople, and
even cleanliness was a stranger to it.
And yet, as one of the greatest can-
teen organizations of the war, it was
lauded extravagantly. Tts workers
were all “ladies”. Many of them re-
fused to wash and clean. Often they
turned up at the booths with their
maids to do the work, while they sat
and looked on, their cars waiting for
them, to tire of even that exertion.
“Bubble-and-squeak”, and “toad-in-
the-hole” were to them hideous con-
coctions beneath their notice. They
came and went when they pleased.
And always the rules of precedence
had to be strictly observed. Yet some
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of those women are glorying to-day
in a knowledge of work they hitherto
considered fit only for servants.

The honourary secretary of an
economy league furnished through a
London paper the other day a sample
menu for those who would observe the
food rations set down by the Food
Controller. In great detail she de-
seribed the food requirements of her-
gself, her husband, one child, and
seven servants, and London patted
her on the back as a real economist
for sacrificing patriots to imitate.

Of late the largest canteen organ-
ization, although headed by two titled
women, has definitely decided not to
accept ladies as workers.

The effects of this wartime work on
England’s women are as yet uncer-
tain in their details, but that there
will be tremendous changes in the
country after war is certain. I am
inelined to think that some of the best
results will show themselves in the
men. A breach in the walls of class
prejudices and distinetions has been
made. Women of all classes are work-
ing side by side and discovering that,
after all, William the Conqueror gave
to his most intimate friends very lit-
tle of real service to their descend-
ants. To produce a shell to kill Ger-
mans is worth more than the bluest
blood of the centuries. The upper
classes are learning to appreciate the
lower, and the lower are on the way
to asserting their position. Ome re-
sult that will change things in futureis
the growing independence of woman.
Not only has she proven her worth,
but a real wage and the ability to
earn it have given her self-respect. "I
do not think that the munitioneer will
stand the proprietary, often.bully-
ing, tone of the average Englishman
to his women.

In the June Number there will be anot

Arms’’.

The fact is that the munitioneer
has done better work and more of it
than the men, with less absenteeism,
less restricting unionism, less com-
plaining, and a greater interest in
output. Foremen who have overcome
their prejudices frankly state their
preference for the female worker, and
the tone of the factories has been dis-
tinctly raised by the introduction of
women and their welfare workers.

There is, of course, another side—
the hardening influence of competi-
tive labour. I am inclined to alter
my first impressions on that point.
Among the lower classes the effect
will be improving, and even if the
women of the upper grades of society
are introduced to a life where female
“modesty” is not a rite, a country is
better built up by its labouring peo-
ple than by its aristocrats.

Woman’s suffrage stands to be af-
fected. Undoubtedly many anti-suf-
fragists among the men have been
converted to votes for women. But
it is argued that because some women
have proved their capacity is no more
a claim to woman’s suffrage than the
equally evident fact of incapacity in
others is an argument against it. And
even the children of England are
working harder than millions of wo-
men.

There is no other conclusion than
that England’s women have provided
the surprise of the war. The work-
ing classes have shown themselves a
real factor in the winning of the war,
able and eager to do their utmost.
And even the nobility have overcome
much to perform a share that, while
in the aggregate it may seem inconse-
quential to democratic Canada, is
relatively a sacrifice to them not equal-
led by those whose training permits
them to be more useful.

her article by Mr. Amy on ‘‘ England In
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SAST AFRICA-
DBy T A Smith

*“ Afar in the desert I love to ride 3

With the silent bush-boy alone by my side;

Away—away from the dwellings of men,

By the antelope’s haunt and the buffalo’s

len:

By vgslleys remote, where the ourebi plays;

Where the gnoo, the sassaybe, and harte-
beest graze;

And the eland and gemsbok unhunted re-
cline:

By the skirts of gray forests o’erhung with
wild vine; :

Where the elephant browses at peace in his
wood,

And the river-horse gambols unscared in
the flood;

And the mighty rhinoceros wallows at will,

[n the pool where the wild ass is drinking
his fill;

Where the zebra wantonly tosses his mane,

As he scours with his troop o’er the deso-
late plain,

And the stately koodoo exultantly bounds,

Undisturbed by the bay of the hunter’s
hounds;

Where the timorous quagga’s wild whis-
tling neigh

Is heard by the fountain at fall of day;

And the fleet-footed ostrich over the waste

Speeds like a horseman who travels in
haste;

Hieing away to the home of her rest,

Where she and her mate have seooped their
nest,

Far hid from the pitiless plunderer’s view

In the p’athless wilds of the parched kar-
roo.”’’

MOMETHING of the spirit
Qi of these lines settles,
like the after-glow of a
pleasant dream, on all
who come under the
magie influence of Equa-
torial Africa. But, unlike a dream-
memory, the spell of Africa, which is
progressive while one is there, is per-
manent whether one goes or stays.
The influence of that land of match-
less beauty, untroubled serenity, inex-
haustible novelty, strange power of
vivifying a slumbering something in
us, never wanes, nor does the yearning
for its sunlit, perfumed groves and

spaces ever fade away. It can be ter-
1

rible, too, this land of eternal summer,
in the immensity of its plains, the
strangling growths of its mighty,
shaggy forests and jungles and the
motionless bosoms of its great, placid
inland seas. But all, the terrible and
the gentle, the lapping sunlight and
the forbidding gloom, the gnarled
beast and the bird of unbelievable col-
ours, go to make up the mystery and
charm that hold like a chain.

What may be said of British East
Africa applies almost equally to Ger-
man East Africa (the scene of the
present struggle), which lies directly
to the south and borders on the Brit-
ish territory. British East has an area
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of 177,100 square miles; German East
is 384,000 square miles in extent, or
almost twice the size of Germany it-
self.

British East Africa sprawls across
the Equator, its eastern boundary the
blue Indian Ocean, its western the
sluggish and passionless Victoria Ny-
anza, Africa’s greatest inland sea.
There is but one railway running
from ocean to lake, and covering a dis-
tance of some 600 miles. To follow
this railway, which might seem only to
exist in some lost chapter of the
¢ Arabian Nights,”” is, perhaps, the
best way to visualize the country.

The Uganda Railway stands alone

among its kind, and in the nature of
things there never can be such a rail-
way again. In its very name it is an
anomaly, for it ends where nearly 200
miles of water separate it from the
Protectorate of Uganda. From end to
end it is confined within the Protec-
torate of British East Africa. The
number of those who have travelled by
it is not large—they could almost be
numbered by the hundreds. But those
who have done so never forget.

It starts from a wind-swept island
on the blue Indian Ocean, and ends on
the wooded shores of the Great Lake.
On its way it passes through jungle,

swamp and desert, zig-zags across .

plains where huge elephants play by
day and lions roar by night; cork-
screws up the sides of mysteri-
ous snow-capped mountains; sweeps
round the bases of volcanie, cone-shap-
ed hills; wanders by the ‘‘shambas’’
and eultivated patches of rude inland
tribes; strides long-legged athwart
treacherous swamps; and ploughs
through the gloom of primeval for-
ests, until it emerges, calm but trium-
phant, from under the flat-topped mi-
mosas by the shelving shore of the
gshimmering inland sea.

On that six hundred miles the trav-
eller has scarcely time to have the
reality of the swift-changing scenes
borne in on him.

On its way that strange line samples
every climate, touches every degree of

temperature. At Mombasa, on the
low-lying’ coast belt, the red fezzed
Swahili engine-driver leans gasping
from his blistered engine box; later at
Limoru, in the frosty highlands, he
blows with chattering teeth on his
half-frozen fingers and stamps with
numbed feet. There it was as hot as
any spot on this planet; here it is as
cold as the coldest. None but the steel-
skinned Swahili, with his tincture of
Arab blood, could stand the change,
and do his work and live.

The system is made up of a single
line, with one small branch, 100 miles
in length, running to the great Ma-
gadi Soda Lake. It taps a partly-ex-
plored and wholly uncivilized coun-
try, touching a settlement here and
there, dignified by the name of town,
and traversing,at more frequent inter-
vals, a land where the spirit of lone-
liness has brooded undisturbed since
the beginning of time.

When the Uganda Railway was fin-
ished, the ostensible reason for its
construction—the inland slave traffic
—had ceased to exist. As a result, it
seemed at first as if the railway would
take rank as a gigantic ‘‘white man’s
folly’’. Then Africa, the Inexhaust-
ible, rose to the occasion. In the heart
of the continent, popularly supposed
to have been given over to fever, heat
and pestilence,an unthought-of, fertile
and delectable land gave itself freely
to the white invader. A ‘‘White
Man’s Country’’ was found on' the
east to balance the ‘‘White Man’s
Grave’’ on the west. Cattle throve
there, sheep multiplied exceedingly,
game, great and small, mean and no-
ble, ranged the plains and peopled the
valleys in unimaginable numbers and
varieties.

Properly to know the Uganda Rail-
way—which is to know East Africa—
it must be traversed. The experience
will last a lifetime, even a lifetime of
travel. Three days a week the train
leaves Mombasa for the Lake. A
great event in the life of the guaint,
slumbrous Arab town is this departure
of the train. The platform and the
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station surroundings are packed with
a stolid, staring ecrowd of white-robed
worshippers of Allah. Arabs are
there, and Somalis, Swahilis, Goanese,
Hindus, Egyptians and all the innu-
merable in-betweens that make up the
peopling of an Arab port on the Af-
rican coast for centuries connected by
trade with India. The effect is pic-
turesque, if bizarre, and the colour
scheme, if orientally exaggerated, has
a curious charm of its own. The
scene has more of India than East
Africa, more of Egypt than of either.

A feeble interest is apparent in the
crowd as the little engine, with its
tender box piled high with acacia
scrub wood fuel, pants preparatory to
making a start. At the signal, the train
moves off into the jungle, clanks at
half-speed across the island, and over
a great viaduct to the mainland. Then
it begins to climb, slowly and labori-
ously, through a forest of palms and
long, trim rubber plantations, to the
high hills overlooking Mombasa, its
island citadel and the blue waters be-
yond. A long stretch of veldt, almost
bare, ends with the little tropical sta-
tion of Mazeras, and the line dives
again into the jungle. Here all is red
dust, thick undergrowth and stillness.
Only the train rattles through, dese-
crating and dissipating the Sabbath
stillness around. As the dark, shaggy
Jjungle thins a glimpse of white-cap-
ped Kilima Njaro, proud, regal and
distant, is caught. This great moun-
tain is the highest in Africa, towering
19,000 feet into the cloudless blue.
Its top is a far-flung platean, crowned
with a deep stratum of dazzling snow.
Upon its three-and-a-half miles of
height are many strange and luxuri-
ant growths, ending in a forest of
gigantic trees at the base, where the
rays of the burning, vertical sun are
effectnally screened off from the jun-
gle below. It rises from equatorial
heat and ends in Arectie cold and still-
ness. Soon the little, red-brown train
swings on to a level, far-stretching
plain, undulating like a summer sea,
framed with hills, blue, misty, ill-de-

fined. The Mountain of the Snow has
disappeared, and the shadows creep
over the lonely track ahead.

It is dark by the time a stop is
made for dinner, served in a bun-
galow by deft, noiseless Indian wait-
ers. There are few lights, no towns,
and every man encountered is an of-
ficial of some sort, who is only pres-
ent because it is his duty. Hereabouts
men do not live, unless they are paid
to do so. Higher up it is different.

Simba station, which means the
‘‘place of lions,”’ rolls into view.
Here, in the construction days, the
king of beasts dined nightly off the
Indan coolies, and so great was the
terror inspired that the work was held
up for months, until the white man’s
rifle dotted the veld with the shaggy
brown forms. Nowadays the lions do
not like the trains. Crossing the long,
sweeping valleys of Voi and Athi—the
latter a local Mecca of lion hunters—
the night passes. Dawn finds the train
traversing the game country.

Here is truly the eighth wonder of
the world.

Zebras, wildebeest, giraffes, eland,
and mingled with these a bewildering
variety of lesser game, approach the
line defiantly, with curiosity or indif-
ference. Sometimesrhino’slumberup ;
in the distance elephants, like huge
hills of flesh, waddle unconcernedly
about, brushing all but trees from
their path. You may not see them,
but be very sure the so-called king of
beasts is there in plenty. Lions do
not show in daytime, unless compelled
to doso. And the terrible buffalo, big
as a horse, and adjudged by most
hunters as the most dangerous of all
big game, may now and then pass,
black and sinister, over open spaces in
the distance. Out of a zoo such an
assembly was never seen, but no zoo in
the world could offer a spectacle half
80 impressive.

As you tunnel into the forest
depths, monkeys swing, chattering
from branch to branch; parrots, gray,
green and gold, screech in a deafening
chorus, and myriads of smaller birds,
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like living, feathered flowers, are for-
ever on the wing. The sluggish
streams and reedy lakes have their own
ugly denizens, for here and there you
may see the snouts of crocodiles move
like floating logs, or the ungainly
hippo. roll in his native mud. Though
unseen, snakes, large and small,
abound; from the great python, in
some cases thirty feet long, to the
little three-foot night adder, the most
deadly snake in Africa. A bite from
the night adder is usually fatal in less
than ten minutes.

After the plains come the foothills,
and then Nairobi—yesterday a settle-
ment, to-day a town, to-morrow a city.
Here you have reached the eentre of
the ‘“White Man’s Country’’. Nair-
obi stands on a beautiful plateau,
5,450 feet above sea level, in the midst
of an agricultural country destined
to furnish food for nations. It has
become the capital of the Protectorate,
and here Sir Percy Girouard, who
hailed from Montreal, resided while
Governor five years ago. From Nair-
obi radiate in all directions hunting
parties, or ‘‘safaris,”’ for the sports-
men of the world are resorting to
British East Africa in ever-increasing
numbers. The climate on the high-
lands, 6,000 to 10,000 feet above sea-
level, compares favourably with that
of the South Sea Islands, Egypt or
California.

Leaving Nairobi, the line again
climbs upward. Mount Kenia, 18,000
feet high, the second of the twin
white breasts of Africa, shows gleam-
ing on the horizon. Molo, some 7,000
odd feet above sea-level; the Mau,
with its sheer escarpment; Naivasha,
with its leech-filled lake; Nakuru, El-
menteita, and other euphoniously
named native places, pass in quick
succession. Then the line descends
into the great Rift Valley, that scars
the African continent with memorials
of by-gone voleanic conflict. It
spreads its mighty hollow from the
horizon, and impresses the mind with
a sense of awful magnitude.

Timber forests, vast, gloomy, im-

penetrable, follow quickly and are
gone.

Another night flies by.

Morning finds the train steaming
through the flat elephant country,
where for the first time. the traveller
encounters the impressive sight of
‘‘grass’’ ten and twelve feet high, and
an inch in diameter.

A strange, unclad people, without
shame, stare from the dense under-
growth. The land of the genile Waki-
kuyu, of the warlike Masai, of the
treacherous Nandi, is left behind, and
the line is on the low country by the
Lake, where live the gaunt Kavirondo,
almost alone among mankind in their
disdain of clothing and their naked-
ness.

As the day grows the air becomes
thick and heavy, the heat moist and
intense; and the train slows its pace
perceptibly, until finally it runs out in
view of a great water, whereon minia-
ture ships lie at anchor, and then,
with a sudden sense of gladness, you
know you have reached Victoria Ny-
anza.

For the moment you think only of
the great inland sea and its offspring,
the Nile; of their romance and their
history, of the palaces of the Phar-
aohs in far-off Egypt, and of all the
associations and traditions which time
has entwined with those ancient
names.

You forget the Uganda Railway
completely, and the wonderful coun-
try it has shown you. But presently
you remember, and then you never
forget it again!

A word as to the natives. In the
highlands, where the whites have set-
tled, dwell the Wakikuyu. These are
squat and broad and very black, with
all negro characteristics strongly aec-
centuated. They are, perhaps, lowest
of all the East African tribes in the
scale of intelligence. They make
good servants when trained, but they
are very lazy and are incorrigible
thieves. Their greatest peculiarity is
their habit of leaving their dead un-
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buried. The ubiquitous hyena is at
once their undertaker and their ceme-
tery. For this reason a hunter who
shoots a hyena earns the hearty ill-
will of the Wakikuyu, whom no
threat of punishment or promise of re-
ward will induce to skin the sacred
scavenger.

There are many tribes between this
lowest and the highest, the Masai;
such as the Nandi, tough fighter and
inclined to be treacherous, or the
clothes-disdaining Kavirondo; but the
Masai is master of all. He is tall and
well-made, fearless as a lion, and hon-
ourable as notions of honour go in
that primitive land. In fact, he may
be called the aristocracy of East
Africa, and in physique as well as
character most nearly approaches the
Zulu. From the earliest days there is
a tradition amongst the Masai that a

_ great chief, when dying, prophesied

the coming of the white man, and ad-
vised his people to receive him as a
friend. It was due to this tradition
that the British not only received
little or no opposition from the Masai,
but actually had their co-operation in
subduing the tribes which opposed
them.

They are all, of course, heathens,
but by no means idolators, and hold a
curiously Christian-like, if hazy, belief

-in a single ruling spirit, as the follow-

ing will show :

One day, at the beginning of the
rainy season, the writer and his gun-
bearer, a native who had not seen
half-a-dozen white men in his life,
were caught in a heavy shower. By
way of testing the man’s mind, the
writer asked him why it rained. With
a shrug of indifference, and a slight
upward inclination of his head, he an-
swered :

““Sujui; he shauri Mungo.” (I do
not know. That is the affair of the
spirit (or god).)

Few, who have from time to time
read the brief newspaper accounts of
the war in East Africa, would guess
what an undertaking it has been, or

that upwards of 100,000 Imperial
troops have been engaged there dur-
ing the past two years. In addition
to these a great deal of shipping,
transport and blockading naval patrol
forces has been necessary. Yet,
when war broke out, there were but
some 2,000 white German soldiers
there. With this nucleus, a force of
some 30,000 or 40,000 natives was
trained, armed and equipped by the
German Commander-in-Chief, Colonel
von Lettow-Vorbeck. Given proper
equipment, there is no knowing how
great an army he might have raised,
for he had more than 7,000,000 natives
to draw from. The British forces in
East Africa were small, and entirely
composed of black troops, officered by
British Imperial Army men.

In February, 1916, the (erman
forces had driven every invader from
their soil, and it was then that Gen-
eral Smuts was sent to take the sitna-
tion in hand. From that date, with
constantly increasing forces, the bril-
liant Boer leader gradually turned the
tables, until now the enemy holds but
two small, unhealthy tracts, and is
slowly being squeezed out of them.
The whole of the coast is now in our
hands, the entire railway system, and
practically all the best territory in the
colony. The two groups of German
forces still at large are confined to two
small areas in the south and south-
west.

All this was accomplished in eleven
months, for the most part in a land
which is but a trackless wilderness,
with possibilities for the pursued to
deal death to the pursuer in a hun-
dred different forms at every mile.
But the job required larger total
forces than the British had ever put
in the field, except for the South
African War.

In advance of the war, the Germans
had determined to dominate the East
Coast of Africa and capture the in-
land trade. For this purpose they
had just completed a new and up-to-
date railway from their chief port,
Dar-es-Salaam, to Ujiji, on Lake Tan-
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ganyika, a distance of 743 miles, and
another from the port of Tanga to
Kilima Njaro, on the border. ~ The
latter they meant to carry on to Vie-
toria Nyanza, They were building
new boats for the lakes to ¢
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Wlar, Thrift and Economy

BY S. T. WOOD

74l have brought the people
7@ closer to primitive con-
\ and simplified
many of the processes by
which daily wants are supplied. This
simplicity has tended to clarify econ-
omic thought. The current idea that
the poor live on the rich has given
place to a general appreciation of the
fact that the rich live on the poor.
Ingenuity formerly devoted to.devis-
ing inexpensive methods of housing
and feeding the poor are now directed
toward effecting economies in the
housing and provisioning of the rich.
With a poet’s insight Goldsmith
wrote :

‘“The robe that wraps his limbs in silken

sloth,
Hath robbed the neighbouring fields of
half their growth’’,

A large part of the seience of poli-
tical economy is condensed in that
couplet. To avert this pillage of the
fields and its possible resultant priva-
tions among the men in the trenches
and the men and women workers who
are producing the wealth which war
demands and consumes, moral sua-
sion and legal restraints are freely
applied. In Britain the silken robe is
excluded and the products of the
fields are not left free to be sent
around the world to pay for it or to
create credits for the appropriator.
The influence of public sentiment with
regard to economy is also freely exert-
ed, and that is still the only influ-
ence generally applied in Canada.
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While the elimination of waste is
always advantageous and especially so
when war is sapping the material sub-
stance of the nation, it is quite pos-
sible to adopt many economies which
merely impose hardship and incon-

“venience without resulting in any ae-

tual advantage. If a domestic ser-
vant were dismissed and her services
transferred to a munition factory or
to any productive industry the result
would be a material increase in the
available wealth, but if she should be-
come merely an addition to the long
waiting list of applicants for work the
result would be an economic loss. In
the labour market, as in all markets,
buyers want an abundance of offer-
ings. The public have, in conse-
quence, an exaggerated idea regard-
ing opportunities for productive work.
It would be a great mistake to believe
that anyone dismissed from an occu-
pation of an unnecessary character
can at once obtain work in a produe-
tion industry. Such dismissals are oc-
casionally made in the current zeal for
economy, and the result is frequently
a material loss. Economy is not
necessarily beneficial in itself but
must always be considered in its re-
sults.  When self-denial - diverts
labour to other and more essential
fields it increases the net produect
available for the sustenance and
strength of the Dominion and the Em-
pire. If it merely renders labour and
capital idle through lack of patron-
age, it results in no economic gain
whatever. The result is, economical-
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ly, the same as if fruit were allowed
to decay on the trees in response to a
gelf-denying impulse. It is only when
self-denial results in a net gain that
it effects the purpose aimed at in the
important campaign of thrift.

The pressure of unemployment is
not as heavy as usual during the
slack or idle season, which is inevit-
able where there are extremes of clim-
ate. Yet it is quite possible for econ-
omy and self-denial in the consump-
tion of Canadian goods to merely aug-
ment the numbers of the involuntar-
ily idle and cause no resultant in-
crease in the surplus wealth available
for meeting the demands of war.
Economy in the purchase of wares im-
ported from foreign countries is more
likely to effect the desired end, be-
cause less likely to relegate Canadian
workers to the ranks of the unemploy-
ed. In this there is not always ab-

golute certainty, for, in the intricate
relationship of international trade, a

refusal, on economic grounds, to pur-
chase foreign goods may result in the
loss of patronage, and consequently in
involuntary idleness at home.

The need of thrift, economy and
productive industry cannot be too
strongly impressed, but they should be
practised with an intelligent regard to
results. Young women in homes of
luxury respond to an altruistic im-
pulse when they engage in work in
munitions factories. But while other
young women in poor circumstances
complain that this is depriving them
of work the patriotic impulse of the
wealthy fails in its purpose. The
voluntary productive worker must be-
come an additional productive worker
if he or she would add to the avail-
able surplus wealth, and self-denial
with regard to luxuries must divert
the purveyors to other lines of pro-
duective work else it will not augment
the real economic strength of the na-
tion.
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BURNHAMS DISILUSINMENT

Dy Sthel Sdwards
TWustrations by Alice Des Clayes

@ R. Robert Burnham, jun-
gl ior, disposed himself
lazily in a comfortable
chair on the wide ver-

: “ andah of a summer
hotel, and dreamed the dreams of
youth and hope as he lazily puffed his
cigar. It was the first day of his vaca-
tion, and he enjoyed to the full the
fresh, sweet morning air and the ser-
ene sense of indolence and repose, The
rush of the trolley and the roar of
business belonged to another world,
another age.

““It’s Dolce far niente, all right,”’
murmured Burnham  contentedly,
with half-closed eyes.

A young girl with a paddle in her
hand and a striped canoe cushion be-
neath her arm came out of the hotel
and, crossing the verandah near Burn-
ham, took the path towards the lake.
Burnham stopped dreaming, opened
his eyes, and gazed after her.

“Ye gods! Who's the pretty girl?”’
he demanded of his friend, George
Townley, who was seated near him.

‘“Oh, that’s Miss Corinne Willis,”’
Townley answered. ‘‘She’s very pop-
ular up here. Most of the fellows
seem wild about her,”’

“I don’t doubt it,”” returned Burn-
ham. ‘‘Say, old man, present me, will
vou, some time when you get the
chance? T might as well join the
chase, too. Besides,’’ he laughed,

9.3

““there’s
know.”’

“*Still the same old fellow, I see,
Bob, losing your heart to every pretty
girl!”’ remarked Townley cynically.
“*But I might as well tell you,’’ eyeing
his friend with mock gravity, ‘‘that
you’'d better steer clear of this partic-
ular charmer; I understand she’s the
kind that makes use of a fellow just
for what she can get out of him. Any-
thing for a good time, you know!
She’ll drop your sweet frienship like
a hot cake, if she feels like it, when she
gets back to town. 1’d hate to see you
going around with a broken heart, you
know.’’

“Thanks for that kind thought,
George. Guess I can take care of my
own heart, though,’”’ returned Burn-
ham with his good-natured smile.

safety in numbers, you

““All right. An introduction you
shall have,”” declared Townley,
promptly.

“Don’t bother,”” murmured Burn-
ham lazily ; “‘T’ll get acquainted with-
out.”’

“If you will, she won’t,”’ retorted
Townley.

Burnham was a lover of all forms of
beauty, and as the days passed and he
became accustomed to Miss Willis’s
face and figure, the more attracted he
became ; but he made not the slightest
attempt to become aequainted with
her; in fact he rather avoided a per-
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sonal meeting. It may have been that
Townley’s half serious warning had
not gone altogether unheeded. But
again, Burnham was a lover of beauty

- for its own sake. He had often been
heard to remark that he had been
greatly attracted by some beautiful
face until on nearer acquaintance, the
voice or manner had rudely broken the
charm. So, for the present, he was
content with the mere looking. She
was a new type to him with her wealth
of wavy, auburn hair, deep misty eyes,
dark brown lashes.

““Must. be something like the heroine
in ‘The Wandering Jew,’ *’ thought
Burnham. ‘‘Only instead of that won-
drous ‘alabaster skin’ there is a good
healthy sun-burn and tan. Wish I
could paint her with that half-smile of
hers, and a sunbeam just glinting her
hair.”’

He could see that the girl watched
him at times. He noticed it out of the
corner of his eye, but gave no sign
that he was cognizant of it. Of course,
Corinne Willis was piqued.

But soon those silent glances on
either side were to be exchanged for
something more substantial, for it
chanced that Robert Burnham and
Corinne Willis were thrown into closer
contact. One morning as Burnham
sat in sweet after-breakfast medita-
tion on the wide verandah, out troop-
ed two girls, sweet and fresh in their
morning gowns, accompanied by
George Townley. They were looking
for a fourth for a game of tennis, and
Townley and one of the girls pounced
down noisily on Burnham, and simply
insisted that he be the fourth. The
second girl was Corinne Willis. Burn-
ham, smiling to himself, joined the
little group. Townley had quite for-
gotten that the two had not met form-
ally, and Burnham had no intention
of asking to be presented. So they
walked off four in line, Corinne Willis
at the one extremity, Robert Burnham
at the other. At the tennis courts he
found the girl beside him. ‘I believe
we are to be opponents,”” she said, ad-
dressing him prettily. THe noticed

ed, her manner graceful.

that her voice was sweet and modulat-
“I am
afraid then there will be small chance
for me,”’ he returned gallantly, try-
ing to think of something more bril-
liant, and' failing.

So they played, and if Burnham
ever played tennis seriously in his life,
he played that time; for an unchival-
rous and antagonistic whim had seized
him that he could and would outscore
Corinne Willis. Her deftly served
balls were more deftly returned by
him ; if her delivery was swift, his re-
turn was swifter. Fortune seemed to
favour him, for he was surprised at
himself, and at the end of an hour
Burnham and his partner had won
each set.

““You must keep in pretty good
practice to play like that,”’ remarked
Miss Willis, as the group sauntered
from the courts together.

““Oh, I'm no crack player,”” mur-
mured Burnham politely. ‘It was
really my partner that scored.”’

Then Burnham challenged Miss
Willis to a game of singles on the mor-
row, and Miss Willis agreed. It was
not a very knightly resolve that lodg-
ed itself in Burnham’s mind—to de-
feat Miss Willis at all costs. She was’
a good'player, and had put him on his
mettle, and, anyway, he wanted to out-
score her, he did not know exactly
why, for he had never felt just that
way towards any other girl. Perhaps
he thought he could revenge himself
in tennis for all the nice men to whom
she had not been kind, or perhaps he
felt a secret resentment that this girl
should attract him so strongly.

‘When, on the following morning,
Corinne Willis made the first game
almost a ‘‘Love’’ score for him, Burn-
ham did not become disturbed or lose
his head. He had met too many sud-
den business emergencies for that. His
failure seemed to act as a spur, for he
concentrated all his energies on the
game, and played swiftly and silently.
No further games fell to the eredit of
his opponent. She became undeniably
and thoroughly defeated.
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‘* He concentrated all his energies on the game"

““Now,’’ thought Burnham, in ma-
licious mischief, “‘if I could only get
my dear friend and adviser, George
Townley, to take her out in a canoe
and dump her, while I swim out nobly
and save her, I would have her de-
cently subdued and myself a proper
hero.”’

Of course, Burnham cherished no
such ungallant and risky intention,
nor was there any apparent need of
such drastic measures, for the game
of tennis alone seemed to have ‘‘de-
cently subdued,”’ as well as having
created him ‘‘a proper hero’’. That
antagonistic game proved to be the
cementing of their friendship, and
Burnham yielded himself to the
strong attraction of the girl. To-
gether, day after day, they went boat-
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ing, walking, swimming, dancing,
while Burnham lost himself in the
glory of her auburn red hair, and the
deep dark eyes under the misty lashes.
One amusement Miss Willis never
mentioned, and Burnham was too po-
lite to suggest it. And tennis became
a proseribed word.

At the end of a fortnight they were
engaged. It was no whirlwind en-
gagement, Burnham told himself, for
he knew the girl better in two weeks
in the mountains than he could have
known her in two years in the city.
He understood her perfectly; they
were made for each other. Then fol-
lowed a few days of unearthly bliss,
too unearthly to be deseribed in earth-
ly words. Only those who have lived
it can understand it. Such strange,
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bubbling joy and gladness Burnham
never in succeeding years again ex-
perienced, for those things do not
come back twice.

One afternoon Burnham had trudg-
ed to a neighbouring hotel to have a
promised but deferred visit with a
friend of his there who was leaving on
the morrow. Most of the live portion
of the hotel people, including Corinne,
had gone that afternoon for a pienie,
and would not be back until dark, and
Burnham had promised to return
then, too, if possible, in order to have
a dance and the moonlit corner of the
verandah.

But there was no moon that night.
The evening closed in dark and early
with great piles of heavy storm clouds
hurrying across the sky. As Burn-
ham stumbled along the road in the
darkness, he had recourse now and
then to a little electric flashlight which
he sometimes carried in his pocket,
and which now aided him from stumb-
. ling off the road into some boulder or
other. Hearing in the darkness be-
hind him the sound of horses’ feet, he
stepped off the road to allow the ve-
hicle to pass. Suddenly, obeying some
unknown impulse, as the horses slowly
passed him, he flashed his light full on
the occupants of the carriage. It was
only for a moment, but he had seen
enough. The man was known to Burn-
ham, a wealthy and dissipated young
fellow of poor reputation, and a lover
of horses. His companion was driv-
ing, his head was bent close to hers, in
low-toned conversation. She was smil-
ing. The lady was Corinne Willis.

Burnham stumbled on, sick and
white and angry—angry with Cor-
inne.

¢‘Qhe has not even the excuse of in- .

nocence,”’ he told himself bitterly.
¢“She knows the man as well as T do.
And such a man!”’

His first hasty impulse had been to
drag the man headlong from his seat,
and bring the girl instantly to ac-
count : but he had checked himself, for
he did not want to be the vietim of,
mere petty jealousy, and had plunged
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on in the inky darkness mile after
mile, past the road he should have
taken.

Then his feelings changed. He felt
that he did not even wish to see this
girl who had shattered, so suddenly,
his happiness. In the jealousy and
anger of his disillusionment he would
have liked merely to have left her a
note, and then quietly quitted the
hotel before the possible chance of a
meeting. But as he grew physically
weary from his hard walk, quietness
in some measure came back to him.
Painful as it might be, he would at
least give the girl a hearing. Even a
eriminal got that. Towards midnight
he dragged himself wearily up the
steps of the hotel and to his room, lock-
ed the door, and threw himself on his
bed, miserable and exhausted. Cor-
inne Willis looked in vain for her
partner at the dance that evening.

On the following morning Robert
Burnham and Corinne Willis went
walking. Burnham was very silent,
but this apparently was nothing ex-
traordinary to Corinne, for silence is
the language of love. So they follow-
ed a pretty path that led to a moun-
tain rill, and Corinne flopped down
daintily with the brooklet at her feet,
and commenced to toss pebbles into
the little stream. Grimly Burnham
watched the sunlight touching into
gold the auburn of her hair; but it did
not attract him to-day, for he felt too
bitter against her. He intended to be
very quiet and very brief while he
“‘had it out’’ with Corinne. So he
leaned against a tree that stood near,
waiting for words to begin and not
finding any. The unsuspecting girl
glanced at his stern face, and felt
trouble.

““What’s worrying you, Bob?"’ she
asked.

The question gave Burnham his
opening. <

He looked directly in her face.

“T hope you enjoyed your drive
vesterday,”” he said quietly.

Corinne Willis gave a slight start
of surprise, then, noting the pale,
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*“ Together they went boating
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stern face above her, she became
white, then flushed a pretty pink.

Hesitatingly she replied:

‘“Yes, the driving was good.”’

“Why did you tell me you were go-
ing to that pienic yesterday after-
noon ?’’ he demanded.

“Did I tell you that?’’ she ques-
tioned, beginning to fence.

“If you did not tell me in so many
words, you gave me to understand
you were going. It is all the same
thing.”’

‘““Well, haven’t 1 the woman’s priv-
ilege of changing my mind?’’ asked
Miss Willis with her pretty smile, re-
gaining her composure.
~ ““Yes; but you have not the priv-
ilege of trying to deceive any one.’’

““Bob, dear, don’t take it so serious-
ly,”” said Corinne in a conciliatory
tone. ‘‘It was only a fib. Fibs are
nothing. Everybody tells them. Tt is
the other person’s fault if he is fool-
ish enough to be deceived.””

Burnham did not reply. He only
felt the pain at his heart growing
more acute.

Corinne Willis evidently thought
she had the advantage, and continued
after a pause.

“Surely, T am at liberty to take a
drive, if I wish. Bob, don’t let us
spoil things by quarreling over a small
matter like that.”’

“It depends upon the -circum-
stances, and with whom you take it,”’
replied Burnham grimly, ignoring the
latter part of her speech.

“Well, what were the eircum-
stances, and with whom did I take
it?”? demanded Corinne Willis, for
she evidently wondered and was anxi-
ous to discover how much Burnham
really knew.

Burnham waited a long time, and
then he spoke slowly : \

T saw you driving back with Rol-
ston Brayner, last night.”’

“Qo you were the rude man that
flashed that light on us,”’ exclaimed
Corinne Willis.

«Ves. T was that rude man,”

agreed Burnham dryly.

‘his heart for her.

““Well, Bob, if you will only stop
being so horrid and looking like a
funeral, I’ll tell you all about it,”’
said Miss Willis in the sweet, confiden-
tial little way she sometimes had.
““You see, it was just like this. I’ve
known Rolston Brayner for a long
time, and he called at our hotel yester-
day morning, and when he saw me,
asked me if I would like to go driving.
He knows I just love driving fast
horses; both of us do. I thought the
afternoon would be a good chance, for
all the people were going to that hor-
rid pienie, and you were going away
and would not want me, so I just
went, don’t you see? Really, you
shouldn’t let a little thing like that
bother you. Now I’ve been good and
told you all about it; so be & good boy,
and don’t be cross any more. Come,
let’s follow this ’cute little path.’’

The girl made a movement as
though she would rise, but Burnham
ignored the pretty gesture of the out-
streteched hand and stood motionless
against his tree. His task seemed to
become more diffieult, and no nearer
its end. He could find no words to say
what he had to say, but he looked at
the pretty figure of the girl with the
childish face and the beautiful copper
hair, and a sort of pity swept across
He noted for the
first time a rather hard expression
that he did not like about the mouth,
and he wished that he could see fur-
ther into the opaque depths of her
dark eyes. :

Presently he spoke, framing his
words slowly :

“T should have thought you would
not have: cared to have gone out with
a man like Brayner; for | guess that
everyone who knows him knows some-
thing of his character.’’

“T don’t worry about his character
so long as he is decent to me,”” return-
od Miss Willis with a pretty pout.
“His character is his own business.
T’m not supposed to know anything
about that.”’

“But since you did know, you

might have considered it.”’




Drawing by Alice Des Clayes

‘““He flashed his light full on the occupants of the carriage’

“Well,”” conceded Corinne after a
pause, ‘‘I suppose it was a little in-
discreet, but there was no one around
the hotel when we left, and we expect-
ed to be back before the other erowd,
only it got dark so early that we had
to drive slowly. I don’t think anyone
but you knows I was out with him
anyway, so there’s no harm done. I’ll
admit it was indiscreet, but don’t be
so cross over a little thing like that.
I didn’t know you could be such a
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naughty, cross boy. I'm sure you
need never be jealous of Rolston
Brayner. It’s his horses I like.’’

““Yes, it was indiscreet,’”’ was the
only reply Burnham made, slowly and
meditatively.

The pain in his heart seemed to
grow more intense. She seemed to pos-
sess no more moral sense than a child.

‘““How was it that Rolston Brayner
happened to have his arm about
you?’’ he said quietly after a pause.
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Corinne started, and a flush suffus-
ed her pretty face. So he had seen
that too!

““I was driving, you know; Bob, [
coudln’t help it,’’ she replied.

““The horses seemed to be finding
their own way when I saw them,’’ re-
plied Burnham.

““‘Let’s forget it, Bob, and finish our
walk,”” said Corinne coaxingly. ‘I
don’t think lovers’ quarrels are a bit
‘nice, and you’'re a naughty man to be
s0 cross over such a little thing. It's
terrible to have to be so awfully good
Jjust ‘cause one’s engaged. But I’11 tell
you what;—supposing 1 promise
never to go out with that horrid Rol-
ston Brayner again, since you don’t
like him—even if he has thergrandest
horses in the world, and T am just dy-
ing to drive them!”’

Then Corinne rose gracefully and
tripped over to him, her pretty teeth
showing in a winning smile.

‘Burnham did not reply ; but he put
his hands on her shoulders, and held
her off from him while he looked at
her. He felt at that moment more
sorry for her than he did for himself,
for she seemed so far from suspecting
what he wished to say.

““Corinne,”” he said quietly, drop-
ping his hands, ‘‘I can understand
that it may seem a ‘little thing’ to
you, but it is not-a little thing to me.
It has made a great deal of difference
in my thoughts and feelings towards
you.”’

‘““Aren’t you going to forgive me,
Bob ?’’ asked the girl, and he fancied
he saw the alarm leaping into her
eyes.

“Yes, T will forgive you,”” he an-
swered. ‘‘If I ean’t just now, T will
—sometime—before long, T hope.”’

““What do you mean, Bob?’’ she
asked, and then added half-playfully,
“¢All this fuss over a mere trifle you
need never have known!”’

“T’'m mighty glad T do know,”” he
replied  bitterly. ‘It has saved us
both a great deal of pain and trouble
later on. If it hadn’t been this, it
wonld only have been something else.”’

‘““What do you mean, Bob?’’ she
asked. “‘I told you I just forgot I
was engaged, and not supposed to
have any more fun, and I told you—"’

“You will probably forget it
again,’”’ broke in Burnham bitterly.
““I'm not going to spoil your fun. I
am going to leave you free to have all
the ‘fun’ you want.”’

“You don’t mean commenc-
ed Corinne, and then hesitated and
stopped, while the colour left her
cheeks. .

“Yes; I mean just that,”’ he said
slowly and quietly. ‘‘I do not hon-
estly think that you and I could ever
be very happy together; in fact, I
know we could not. For you must
know that I cannot marry a woman
whom I cannot trust.”” In the con-
sciousness of his own self righteous-
ness Burnham’s tone became almost
pompous.

The girl stood speechless and white,
and did not move.

‘“Come, Corinne,’”” he said gently,
anxious to bring the painful interview
to a close mow that he had finally ex-
pressed himself. ‘‘Come, Corinne, let
us walk back to the hotel, and if you
have anything you would like to say
to me, you can tell me as we go along.
Come.”’

‘With haughty, averted head, the
girl stepped past him on the path,
while silently he followed her on the
homeward track.

The next day Miss Willis quietly
left the hotel, accompanied by her
mother. Robert Burnham, with a sort
of grim humour, stayed out the few
days that remained to him of his vaca-
tion. His friend, George Townley,
who was not aware that there had
been more than a violent summer flirt-
ation, and did not know the reason for
the girl’s sudden departure, twitted
Burnham unmercifully, and unwit-
tingly made the sore spot still sorer,
for he noticed the glumness of Burn-
ham, and jokingly attributed it to the
absence of the girl.

““You had better slide back to the
city, and get right after her as fast
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as you can,’’ he advised. ‘‘Some other
chap will be after her first thing, and
you’ll have lost your chance.”

“*That is exactly contrary to the un-
asked advice you so kindly favoured
me with when I first came up here,”’
growled Burnham.

**Oh, this is different. The girl is
dead smitten on you. Anyone can see
that with half an eye. She won’t turn
you down.”’

“Well, I'm not going back to the
city until I get ready,”” grunted
Burnham.

““Most men would be satisfied with
a handsome and loving wife,”” added
Townley paternally, ‘“‘and she’s got
lots of money besides. What more do
you want? Most of the fellows would
think you were mighty lucky.”’

“Cut it out! What more do I
want, I’ll tell you what!”’ growled
Burnham. ‘‘I’d never marry a hand-
some girl. You're never sure they be-
long to you. You never know where
vou’re at. You have to watech them all
the time, for some fellow or other is
always after them, and they like it;"’
and with this piece of cynicism, Burn-
ham strode away.

““Jealous,”” muttered Townley, gaz-
ing in surprise after his usually good-
natured friend.

Upon his return to city life, Burn-
ham threw himself eagerly into his
business, and worked feverishly and
hard all winter in an effort to forget :
for he found the hurt had gone deeper
than he himself had known. As
spring and summer came on, he
would have liked to have continued at
the same pace, had he not felt that he
needed relaxation, for the strain was
telling on him. Being extremely busy,
he unconcernedely left the selection
of the spot for his summer vaca-
tion to the choice of the two
men with whom he expected to
pass his holidays. ‘“Whatever will
suit you, will suit me, I guess,’’ he had
remarked, good-naturedly, for he
was not interested as to where he
went. All places had seemed the same
to him during the last year. But when

he heard that his companions had
chosen the Adirondacks as the goal of
their vacation, he felt a certain tremor
of anxiety lest they should still fur-
ther select a certain popular and well-
known hotel; for he had no desire to
endure the discomfort of revisiting the
scenes in wheh he had experienced the
most exquisite gladness and subse-
quent miserable disillusionment. IHe
was relieved, however, to find that
they were not to be located in that dis-
trict.

Therefore, on the night of his ar-
rival, as he pulled the big hotel-regis-
ter towards him, it was with a start of
surprise that Burnham caught sight
of her name staring at him from the
page, inscribed there in her own
hand-writing. She had evidently ar-
rived a couple of days before. He
thought it a strange coincidence that
her signature ran along in the same
line with his, but on the opposite page.
There seemed a sort of irony about it,
to Burnham, as he passed his hand
wearily over his forehead and went
slowly to his room.

Burnham had been so oppressed
with callers in his office the day be-
fore he left the city that he had
been obliged to pocket two or three
business-friendship letters, the replies
to whieh he had not had time to die-
tate to his stenographer, and which he
now intended to answer himself.

With this end in view, the follow-
ing morning after breakfasting, he
filled his fountain-pen, took his writ-
ing folio, and started from the hotel
in search of a shady nook where he
would be undisturbed ; for he prefer-
red the fresh mountain air to the
sober hotel writing-room with the gay,
restless girls chattering in and out.

He was rewarded in his short walk
rather above his expectations, for
rounding a clump of low trees he
came upon some pretty rustic seats
surrounding a small rustic table. The
ladies had evidently been making use
of the little spot on the previous day,
for on the little table were an empty
chocolate box, and a delicate skein of
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blue silk thread. Burnham immediate-
ly took possession of this small retreat,
placed the candy box neatly on the
extreme corner of the table, gingerly
picked up the silk floss and laid it
upon the box, spread out his papers,
and soon became thoroughly absorbed.

A slight stir in the shrubbery near
him, a light foot-fall on the pebbles,
caused him to glance up. Only a few
feet away stood Corinne Willis, alone,
gazing, hesitating.

““] saw your name in the book this
morning,’’ she said nervously, after a
moment or two, as though by way of
apology for her appearance.

““Yes?’’ said Burnham interroga-
tively, but absently, for his eyes were
devouring the girl. The same deep
eyes with the fringe of dark lashes,
the same golden hair with the sunlight
enhancing its rich tints, the smooth
oval cheek, and the pretty softly-
rounded little chin! How dear it all
had once been to him! A fierce desire
came over him, almost overpowered
him, to erush her in his arms, to forget
all, and to love her—Ilove her madly.

Then the remembrance of a certain
night came back to him, and Burnham
was master of himself.

““I came to look for my silk,’” said
the girl in a low tone.

Burnham handed her the little blue
skein in silence. Then, after a mo-
ment, as the girl stood still and hesi-
tated, he asked with formal polite-
ness,

“Would you care to sit down!?
There is a very pretty little view of
the lake from here.”’ ’

“No, thank you,’’ she said, ‘I just
came for my thread.’’

But she evidently wished to say
something to him, and Burnham wait-
ad it
““Bob,”’” she began, then hesitated,
her eyes on the ground, and the colour
suffusing her face. ‘‘Bob, T want to
tell you something—Rolston Braymner,
with whom T was out that night, you
know—well, he’s my brother; T mean,
mv half-brother. T hardly ever see
him. He hasn’t been home for years.

—He isn’t very good, but he’s awfully
fond of me.”’

““Then why in the name of Heaven,
didn’t you tell me that before?’’ he
demanded.

‘‘Please don’t use that awful tone
of yours,”’” pleaded Corinne gently.
““I intended to tell you all about it
that next morning ; only you looked at
me so contemptuously when we met;
and right after breakfast you marched

me off, as though I were a criminal

and you were going to execute me, and
delighted to do it, because you were so
righteous. You did execute me, too,”’
she put in parenthetically. ‘‘Well,
anyway, it made me feel naughty, and
wicked, and contrary, and I wouldn’t
tell you anything, and I acted the way
I did because I thought you deserved
to be teased. I let you believe what
you did because you thought it of me,
and I felt indignant and hurt because
you should think it and didn’t trust
me. Then your insinuation against
Rolston hurt, too—a great deal. He
isn’t entirely to blame. Mother was
never fair to him, and my father
always seemed to have a grudge
against him, and treated him dread-
fully; and then when he came into his
father’s money, he just became reck-
less. But he has always been the dear-
est boy to me, and I am fond of him.”’

Corinne paused, but after a few mo-
ments broke the tense silence again,
while she twisted and knotted the
little silk skein in her fingers.

““Of course, I never thought, that
morning, that our misunderstanding’
would really be anything serious; but
when you broke off the engageément,
I felt stunned and indignant. 1
wouldn’t explain either because T told
myself that if you didn’t trust me, T
didn’t want to marry you because 1’d
never be.happy with a man who didn’t
really trust me—and then—TI tried to
forget and couldn’t,”’ she added with
a little choke.

“T knew I was dreadfully wrong,
Bob, and that T should have explained
matters to you, and T wanted to write
and tell you all about it—only T was
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afraid—I was afraid that since I was
in the wrong, you—you might take
pleasure in executing me again.’’

Burnham did not speak or move.
He simply stared at the girl, his heart
in his eyes.

Corinne waited in vain for him to
reply, and then she faltered out wist-
fully :

“T was dreadfully wrong, Bob, and
I have been so sorry—a long time.
You won’t forgive me, Bob? I was
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afraid you wouldn’t.”’

““My poor, dear, little girl,”” return-
ed Burnham brokenly, ‘it is I who
ask forgiveness. I have learned my
lesson, Corinne,’’ he said, as he drew
her close in his arms; ‘‘and, dear, I
have paid a big price for my knowl-
edge. I have a lot of heart-hunger to
satisfy,”’

““Then, Bob,’” she whispered, raising
a flushed face to his, ‘‘start in and sat-
isfy it now.’’

THE RECRUIT

By LOUISE C. GLASGOW

HE set aside his gift of flowers—
Rich rose and violet,
Sweet lilies, fresh as morning dew,
And sweeter mignonette,

She listened while he spoke of love,
And breathed a prayer for grace;
For flashing pride and dawning power

‘Were in his handsome face.

““There’s one has slept in Flanders fields
These two long years,’” she said ;

If you would take my hand in yours,
In Flanders find his bed!

“Find there his bed and from it pluck
The courage that he gave.

That single blossom bring to me
From his far, war-swept grave.

““Glo bring it back as fresh and fair
As it was borne abroad ;

Then could I lay my hand in yours
Before my soul and God.”’

The deepening mould in that grim land
Still drinks a rich, red tide;

And bright the flower that he bears there
For whom another died.

»
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V.—MRS. CHARLOTTE M. SCHREIBER, PAINTER

URING the last decade of
the eighteenth century,
that vivacious little lady
Mrs. Simeoe, wife of the
first Lieutenant-Gover-
nor of Upper Canada,
was travelling hither and thither
throughout the region. of woods and
rivers and sparse settlements then
known as Canada. Her husband’s po-
sition gave her excellent opportunity
of seeing what was to be seen and
everywhere she went she carried the
pen and pencil which she used with
such facility. Taken together her
note-books and sketches are an excel-
lent source of information concerning
Canadian life in the days when the
Loyalists were impressing their mark
on the settlements and institutions of
the country, and the historically-
minded will bless her simple records
and drawings when the pictures of
many more pretentious artists have
sunk into oblivion. Of course, Mrs.
Simcoe was never a professional art-
ist ; but according to the phrase of the
day had cultivated her talent for
drawing as ‘‘an elegant accomplish-
ment,”’ and practised it partly as an
amusement for her hours of leisure
and partly, no doubt, because she de-
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sired to possess the most valuable kind
of memento of her years in Canada.

Forty years after Mrs. Simcoe left
this ecountry there arrived in the little
and, to her, wofully unattractive cap-
ital of Upper Canada, an Irish lady,
Mrs. Anna Jameson, who was destined
to win a great reputation as a writer
on artistic subjects, particularly on
‘‘Sacred and Legendary Art’’.

She described Toronto as ‘‘a little
ill-built town on low land at the bot-
tom of a frozen bay, with one very
ugly church without tower or steeple,
some Government offices built of star-
ing red brick, in the most tasteless,
vulgar style imaginable; three feet of
snow all around ; and the gray, sullen,
wintry lake and the dark gloom of the
pine forest bounding the prospect’’.
She was not more flattering to the
people with whom she mixed, but at
this time her whole life was darkened
by the misery arising from an uncon-
genial marriage. She wrote of the
dull dinner-parties, and added ‘‘the
cold, narrow minds, the confined ideas,
the by-gone prejudices of the society
are hardly conceivable; books there
are none, nor music and as to pictures!
—the Lord deliver us from such! The
people don’t know what a picture is.”’
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MRS. CHARLOTTE M. SCHREIBER

A pioneer woman painter in Canada

Yet despite this harsh ecriticism,
there was in that despised little “‘fifth-
rate provincial town some desire for
better things artistically. In 1834,
about two years before Mrs. Jame-
son’s arirval on the scene, an ‘‘Art-
ists’ Society’’ had been organized—
the first, (as it is recorded-in an art-
icle by Mr. J. W. L. Forster in ‘‘Can-
ada: an Encyclopaedia’’) to be form-
ed in Toronto. This society had held
the earliest exhibition of paintings
ever shown in the city, in those same
old red-brick Parliament Buildings,
which so disquieted Mrs. Jameson’s
artistic soul, and the effort was en-
couraged by the distinguished patron-
age of Sir John Colborne, then Lieu-
tenant-Governor, and of
Strachan.

After another interval of about

Bishop

forty years, there was founded in To-
ronto, in 1872, the Ontario Society of
Artists, which has just held its annual
exhibition. Whilst still in its infancy,
in 1874, this association admitted its
first woman member, Miss Westma-
cott.

In the following year, Miss Char-
lotte Morrell, an English woman
whose work as a painter and an illus-
trator had received most favourable
notice, married her cousin, Mr. Wey-
mouth George Schreiber (who had set-
tled in this country in early manhood)
and came out with him to Canada.
Henceforth, for nearly a quarter of a
century, Mrs. Schreiber was a notable
figure amongst the artists of the young
Dominion. Almost of course she be-
came a member of the Ontario Society
of Artists, and, when in 1876 a School
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of Art and Design was opened in To-
ronto, Mrs. Schreiber was put on the
board of management. Evidently
there was a need for this school, for
by 1882 no less than two-hundred-and-
forty-nine students were in. attend-
ance.

Mrs. Schreiber, who was an Essex
woman and the daughter of a clergy-
man, Rev. R. Price Morrell, was born
about eighty-two years ago at Wood-
ham-Mortimer, almost within sound of
the North Sea waves. Her maternal
grandfather, who had settled at Col-
chester, was a cousin of Canada’s sol-
dier-hero of 1812, Sir Isaac Brock.
Her husband and his first wife could
also claim descent from the same
Guernsey family of Brocks.

In her youth, Mrs. Schreiber had
had the advantage of studying art in
the great metropolis of the Empire,
where it was possible to become famil-
iar with the works of many famous
painters of different schools. Further-
more she had the benefit of working
under the direction of a notable
painter of the day, John Rogers Her-
bert, R.A., who hailed from her own
county of Essex. Her master had
won such distinetion as a painter of
portraits and of sacred and historical
subjects, that he was amongst the art-
ists commissioned to assist in the dec-
oration of the new Houses of Parlia-
ment, which were begun in 1840 to
replace the buildings destroyed by fire
in 1834, but were not completed till
1857. Herbert painted eight or nine
frescoes for the Peers’ Robing Room.

His pupil showed a similar bent to-
wards figure and historical subjects.
Sometimes she painted a ‘‘story-pic-
ture,’’ or represented some scene from
the common, every-day life about her,
such as the London street-scene in her
picture of the ‘‘Water-cress Sellers’’.
She painted landseapes scarcely at all,
but turned at times to studies of ani-
mals, particularly of chickens and kit-
tens.

Before coming to Canada, she was
engaged to illustrate several books.
Amongst these, she designed wood-

cuts for Chaucer’s poem of ‘‘The Red
Cross Knight’’. She also illustrated
Mrs. Browning’s ‘‘Rhyme of the
Duchess May,”’” which was published
in 1874.

After her marriage, Mrs. Schreiber
lived for a time at Deer Park in a
house now occupied by Havergal
Junior School. Recently the city and
its suburbs have extended far beyond
this locality, but forty years ago the
house was far out of town, and there
were oceasions perhaps when its mis-
tress was glad to accept a ‘‘lift’’ in
some homely vehicle offered, in kindly
country fashion, by a farmer bound
for the stores or the market. At any
rate it is told that the artist was once
muech amused to hear that she had
been described as ‘‘that pretty Mrs.
Schreiber who rides in a hay-waggon
and paints!”’

At first the cares and difficulties of
housekeeping under the unaccustomed
conditions of a new country kept Mrs.
Schreiber busy, but she found a little
time to devote to her special work.
She had a room at the top of the house
fitted up as a studio, and one of the
pictures painted in that room was a
charming portrait of her step-daugh-
ter, now Mrs. Quin. A red cloak is
draped about the young girl’s head
and shoulders, setting off the clear
tints of her complexion and her soft
dark hair and eyes. '

At a later time Mr. Schreiber built
a house on the Credit River, in a spot
still far from the noise and bustle of .
any town. They called the house
Mount Woodham, in memory of her
childhood’s home in Essex, and here
Mrs. Schreiber painted a great deal.
The walls of rooms and hall and stair--
case were covered with her pictures.

Her work was of such quality that
it ‘‘gave pleasure to many art-lovers’’,
More than one artist, well competent
to judge, has spoken of the goodness
of her drawing and colouring and the
delicacy of treatment in her pictures.
Mrs. Schreiber belongs indeed to a
school of artists, who believe in care-
ful finish.
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It may still be questioned why we "

have put this English artist on our
list of Canadian pioneer women. The
reason is not far to seek., Amongst
the women artists of this country, not
a few of whom have done work of ac-
knowledged excellence, Mrs. Schreiber
is the only one who has ever been priv-
ileged to write after her name the im-
posing letters R.C.A.

‘When in 1879 Mr. Lucius O’Brien,
Vice-President of the Ontario Society
of Artists, requested the Marquis of
Lorne, then Governor-General, to be-
come Patron of the society, as his pre-
decessor, Liord Dufferin, had been,
the Marquis expressed a hope that the
Dominion, like the Motherland, might
soon havé its Royal Academy of Arts.
He threw out the same suggestion
when opening the new building of the
Arts Association of Montreal, which
was the only other important art soci-
ety in the country.

Later in the year the Ontario Soci-
ety of Artists passed a resolution cor-
dially approving of the plan and rec-
ommending that steps should be taken
to carry it out. This was followed by
the drafting of definite propositions,
under Lord Lorne’s guidance, for sub-
mission to the Association of Mont-
real.

It was proposed that ‘' Academi-
cians be selected from gentlemen and
ladies of the present Art Associations
of Montreal and Toronto and who ex-
hibit pictures or sculpture for sale;
and that by agreement between the
officers of these societies a list of mem-
bers be drafted with power to add to
the number, if it appear on inquiry
that any other Art Association exists
within the Dominion.”” As a com-
mencement the Governor was asked to
““affirm”’ the list of Academicians so
chosen. These were to be the govern-
ing body of the Academy, and were
to have power to elect new members
and associate members.

Mrs. Schreiber’s name was upon
the list of members selected from the
Ontario Society of Artists, and was

“duly affirmed by the Governor-Gen-

eral, but from the first, though women
were expressly deeclared eligible for
membership in the Canadian Acad-
emy, they were put at a disadvantage
with regard to its male members, by
the rider that they ‘‘shall not be re-
quired to attend business meetings nor
will their names be placed on the list
of rotation for the Council.”’

A number of women have been
elected Associates, only artists of high
attainments in their profession being
eligible; but no woman has yet been
elected full' Academician, though it
surely must have been the intention
that women should enjoy its benefits
equally with men or the one woman
would not have been appointed at
first. Associates have no voice in the
management of the Academy, but they
may vote in the elections for Acade-
micians. -

The first meeting of the members of
the Canadian Academy (not honoured
with the title ‘‘Royal’’ till the follow-
ing June) took place in Ottawa on
March 6th, 1880.

On the evening of the same day the
first exhibition was opened by the
Governor-General. Unfortunately his
artist-wife, the Princess Louise, who
had taken much interest in the pro-
ject was unable to be present, as she
was suffering from the effects of an
accident.

The exhibition was held in the old
Clarendon Hotel, which had been ar-
ranged for the purpose. under the ,
direction of the Minister of Public
Works. Upon the walls, coloured a
deep maroon, something more than
four hundred pictures of various
kinds were displayed.

Mrs. Schreiber exhibited several
pictures, including her diploma pic-
ture, ‘‘The Croppy Boy;’’ now hang-
ing in the National Gallery at Ottawa.
This painting takes its name from its
chief figure, one of the Irish rebels of
1798, who, defying the custom of the
time, wore their hair short and un-
powdered, supposedly a token of their
admiration of French revolutionary
principles, henée they were dubbed
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“eroppies’’ by the fastidious English.

One who was present amongst the
brilliant company that evcning re-
calls that ¢‘Mrs. Schreiber looked very
handsome in a black velvet gown’’. A
photograph of her taken in early life
shows a face full of character, with
decided lines of nose and mouth and
chin. A much later one, taken when
her dark hair had turned to gray, is
very pleasing with its kindly eyes and
happy expression.

On the death of her husband in 1898
Mrs. Schreiber returned to England,
and now lives at Paignton in South

"Devon.
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From her garden is a lovely
view of Tor Bay and Torquay, especi-
ally fascinating perhaps when that
town is lighted up at night.

‘Whilst in Canada Mrs. Schreiber
endeavoured in many ways and not in
vain to further the cause of art in
this young country, where it is neces-
sarily a matter of struggle and diffi-
culty. She not only gave her services
freely in the Toronto Art School, but
she helped many a young student by
her kindness and sympathy. In fact,
as one artist puts it, ‘‘she was a tre-
mendous help and inspiration.’’

The next sketch of this series will be of Mrs. Letitia Youmans, the first President of ;

the Dominion Women’s Christian Temperance Union.

FLOWERS

An epitaph for a Soldier
"By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

’MID spring’s dead summer, low among
Forgotten flowers that bloom for passers-by

‘Who long ago have trod their roads that lie
Far, other ways, we lay him, while are wrung
Our hearts down into the still dust of flowers.
Here will he sleep with his worn great coat drawn
(Close, close about him. Midnight, noon and dawn,
He will not know, nor count dead passing hours.

But, when the stream is bright beneath this hill
From April’s lips that touched it when she bent
To tell eold-throated frogs her ecstasy,
When through the blue bird’s note runs the old thrill,
Ah, when bowed flowers take their first sacrament
Of the first dew, awakened shall he be.
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THE OX TEAM

From the Painting by Exhibited by the
Ernest Lawson Canadian Art Club
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PRIVATE JEREMTAH BINNIS
By Carlion e Naught

I
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ITieRml FIRST noticed Private
R ‘,,.;»"‘,' !l Jeremiah Binns one
A "(r//" sunny morning on the
QYRS parade ground, where
HHOIIRKEY the company was doing
squad drill and rifle ex-
ercises. He was new to the “—”
Battalion, having come to us with a
draft from the recruiting depot in-
tended to bring us up to strength
after a weeding-out process. My at-
tention was drawn to him more par-
ticularly because of his extreme thin-
ness, his neat and clean appearance,
and the excessive inexpertness with
which he moved about and handled
his rifle. ;

He was short and narrow-chested.
His pointed features were a pasty
white, and he had a pair of great ears
that stood out on either side of his
head like the handles on a sugar-bowl.
His shoulders seemed but a continua-
tion and slight broadening of his long,
thin neck, and his legs would have
suffered by comparison with those of
a Louis Quatorze chair. The whole
aspect of this absurd figure of a sol-
dier was incurably youthful, despite
a perfectly patent ambition to look
fierce and manly.

But he had plainly lavished atten-
tions upon his person. His boots and
buttons were resplendent, his puttees
were curled upon his spindly legs with
meticulous regularity, there was not
a wrinkle in his khaki uniform except
in the region where his chest should
have been. As he stood at attention
he was noticeably a model as to his
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dress—a sight to gladden the heart of
any platoon sergeant.

‘When he moved, however, even the
impeccability of his toilet failed to
atone for his brilliant inaptitude. He
handled his rifle with a sort of in-
spired radicalism. If three movements
were prescribed for an exercise, he
accomplished it unorthodoxically and
with a flushed air of triumph in five
—ahead of everybody else in the
squad. It was not dullness. His eyes
burned with passionate ambition. But
he was not content to learn one move-
ment at a time. He wished to achieve
a spectacular success by short cuts.

I watched the diminishing patience
of a sweating drill sergeant till a
short rest period gave me opportunity
for questions.

“It ain’t’that ’e don’t try, sir,” ex-
plained that pillar of the battalion.
“’E tried ’ard enough, but ’e’s in too
much of a *urry—wants to beat every-
one helse to it. ’E ain’t no more than
a boy. Wonder they took ’im on at
all.”

The sergeant’s words strengthened
a suspicion that had arisen in my own
mind as I watched the performance
of this incongruous recruit, and when
parade was over I had the phenom-
enon summoned to the ecompany or-
derly-room. He certainly had the ap-
pearance of a mere boy as he stood
very scrupulously at attention before
my judicial table. There was a slight-
ly scared look in his eyes: hitherto his
dealings had been with his platoon
commander, and he was evidently not
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quite sure what this interview with
the captain of the company might
portend.

I led up to my point tactfully.

“Private Binns,” I said (the attes-
tation paper announced that the thin
recruit rejoiced in the name of Jere-
miah Binns)—“Private Binns, I see
your oceupation in civil life is given
here as ‘teamster’.”’

“Yes, sir,” said Binns. There was
a just perceptible tremor in his
spindly legs, but his eyes were steady.

“What was your last position %”

“Hi drove a hice wagon, sir, for the
Hinternational Hice Company,” said
Binns. I must confess that the idea
of this pygmy struggling with huge
blocks of ice at the lip of a cavernous
bin caused me a momentary inward
smile,

“Parents living, Binns?” I queried.

“Me mother is, sir. Me father ’e
died five years ago—just after we
come out to Canada.”

“I see. And what is your age,
Binng ?”

Private Binns’s legs grew a bit more
uncertain. But he looked me straight
in the eye, and there was just the
barest note of challenge in his voice
as he said:

“Eyeteen, sir.”

“Did your mother make any objec-
tions to your enlisting, Binns?”

“She hobjected at first, sir, me bein’
the only son, like, but—well, y’ see,
sir, T talked quite a bit about it, sir,
hoff and bon. Y’ see, I comes of a
fightin’ family, sir. Me father ’e was
a hofficer’s batman in the Bower War,
and ’ad a ribbon wot ’e was very
proud of, an’ me gran’father ’e fought
in the Crime-mea, w’ich accounted for
’is bein’ so fond of ’is glass, as I’ve
’eard me mother say. So I sayes to
me mother, ‘I carn’t st’y at ’ome
‘eavin’ blocks of hice wen there’s
fightin’ to be done, mother’, and me
mother, she bin readin’ in the pipers
about these ’ere atrokities in Belgy-
um. So finally she says, ‘Jeremiah,
I g’pose ye’ll ’ave to go; it’s not fer
me to be ’oldin’ ye back w’en they’re

callin’ fer able-bodied men. It’d be
selfish. Ye’re only a boy, but ye’re a
fine upstandin’ lad as’ll be a good
fighter, an’ if ye’re hold enough to
henlist, then it’s not fer me to say
no.” So—I jines hon, sir.”’

Private Binns stopped, rather blown
by this lengthy exposition of patriot-
ism. I gave him time to get his
breath, then learned by further ques-
tioning that Mrs. Binns kept an in-
finitesimally small stationery store on
an insigniflcant street; that since he
left school five years ago young
Binns’s earnings had been a necessary
factor to their continued existence;
and that Private Binns was now as-
signing to his mother the larger por-
tion of his pay in addition to the
separation allowance which Mrs.
Binns received in consideration of
her son’s dedicating himself to his
country’s service.

“Well, Binns,” I said as severely as
I could, “you will have to go before
the medical officer at once. I am
afraid your physical development is
slightly below par. You do not look
strong, Binns.”

At this Private Binns’s face fell,
and the tremor in his legs showed
traces of excitement.

“I aint never bin wot you’d call
sick, sir,” he protested. “I kin ’eave
bloecks of hice, an’ —” |

“Ever done any soldiering,

Binns?” I interrupted sharply.
- “No, sir, T aint never done no sol-
dierin’, but I kin learn. T’ve got the
sperrit. I comes of a fightin’ family,
sir, an’ —”

“Very well, Binns, we will see
what the medical officer says. And
Binns—you had better bring me a
birth certificate.”

This last was of course my touch-
stone, my bolt from the blue, the
climax to which I had been leading
up in the hope of cornering young
Binns. You see, I was convinced that
he had lied to me when he said
his age was eighteen. And I was
more than doubtful of the sacrificial
fervour attributed to Mrs. Binns by
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her “fine upstandin’” son, whose re-
port of the conversation with his
mother seemed rather coloured. Can-
ada had not become so drained of
eligible men that sons who were the
sole support of widowed mothers
could lightly be taken from them.
Binns might be seventeen.
eighteen—well, let him produce the
birth certificate.

But although young Binns's legs
were having a hard time to maintain
the rigidity proper to a soldier be-
fore his captain, he murmured “Yes,
sir” in a steady voice, saluted with
punctilious finish, and marched off.

The next day the M.O. ecame to me.

“I have finished examining the
draft from the Depot,” he said.
“There’s a boy named Binns in your
company, isn’t there?”

“There is,” said I.
him ?”?

“He is barely over five foot six.
Chest thirty-two, and there are slight
signs of malnutrition.  His heart
seems sound, and it may be possible
to make something of him with a good
course of P. T. He seems a keen lit-
tle beggar and got very much excited
when he thought I was going to turn
him down. He says he’s eighteen.”

“I have asked him for a birth cer-
tificate,” I said.

“Well, you can try him out. He’d
better go easy on route marches for
a while.”

I determined to stake Binns’s des-
tiny on the birth certificate.

And that afternoon Private Binns
appeared before me with the certifi-
cate. It stated that Jeremiah Binns
had been born on August 12th, 1897,
in the town of Greenham, Biffshire,
England, and was signed by an Eng-
lish registrar whose signature was
convincingly illegible.

I was surprised to find that this
document gave me considerable
pleasure. It became evident to me
that already, despite his absurd fig-
ure and his initial display of unmili-
tary scorn for tradition, T had begun
to rather like Private Binns.

“Did you pass

As for.

So the ex-heaver of ice and scion
of a warlike family went back to his
platoon rejoicing, for further atten-
tions from Sergeant Spick.

I fear that worthy veteran found
Private Binns a rather severe strain
on an already overburdened temper.
Private Binns’s previous innocence of
military usages became the more
painfully evident as his passion for
knowledge inereased. He stripped
his rifle so thoroughly (against or-
ders) in his efforts to master its in-
terior economy that it took the arm-
ourer sergeant a whole morning to
re-assemble its entangled parts. He
invented more evolutions in squad
drill in the course of an hour than
the authors of “Infantry Training”
devised in a generation. His enthus-
iasm over “physical jerks” was so
great that he placed a platoon mate
hors de combat with his foot while do-
ing the “on the hands down” exer-
cise and sprained his own ankle while
doing “on the toes up”—all in the
same morning. Nothing dampened
his zeal nor abated his assiduity. I
saw him one evening after parade
standing outside his tent in the fad-
ing light gravely going through the
motions of “Present Arms” under
the combined coaching of five of his
companions,

That was one of the most surpris-
ing things about Private Binns, T soon
discovered. Everybody seemed will-
ing to help him along. He seemed
to esecape the ironic attentions which
the ordinary raw recruit inevitably
draws down on his head. It was sig-
nificant that already his platoon
mates had taken to calling him Jerry.
His efforts to excel were aided and
abetted after hours by many advis-
ers, whose humorous suggestions were
at least devoid of sting. Strangest
of all, this popularity appeared to ex-
tend to other platoons than his own,
even to other companies. T put it
down to Private Binns’s general cheer-
fulness of demeanor. He did have an
infectious sort of grin, and his mis-
takes never disgruntled him. He only
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strove the harder to excel, and was

unruffled under the occasional jibe.

But one evening, in the fading
glory of a summer sunset, I stumbled
upon another clue to the popularity
of Private Binns. I was strolling
through the company lines on an in-
formal inspection. The tents were
practically deserted, but at the end
of the serried rows I came upon a
considerable gathering. The men
were grouped in a circle on the
ground, intent upon one of their!
mumber who occupied the centre of
the circle. He was strutting about in
exaggerated attitudes, performing em-
phatic gestures with his arms, and
emitting weird sounds which seemed
to hold his hearers enthralled.

I drew nearer in the shadows of the
tents and saw that the performer was
Private Binns. He was reciting
“Gunga Dinn”. His whole being was
absorbed in this artistic endeavour.
His body vibrated with emotion, his
hands made passionate appeals to the
heavens, and his face!—his face was
transformed with the light of an in-
ner conflagration (there is no other
word). He eame to the end .of a
verse as I listened. His audience sat
rapt.  Then he plunged into the final
stanza, and you could see those men
following him with their mouths as
he worked up to the climax:

“So I’ meet ’im later hon

At the plice w’ere ’e is gone—

W’ere it’s always double drill and no

canteen;

’E’ll be squattin’ on the coals

@ivin’ drink to poor damned souls,

An’ I’ll get a swig in ’ell from—Gunga

Dinn!

‘“Yes, Din! Din! Din!

You Lazarushian-leather Gunga Dinn!
Though I’ve belted you and flayed you,
By the livin’ Gawd that made you,

You’re a better man than Hi am—Gunga

Dinn!?”’

The climax came with a most af-
fecting sob from private Binns, and
I could see some of the men on the
edge of the circle swallowing hard.
Your Tommy is a sentimental crea-
ture, after all. Followed a moment
of tense silence; then there burst

from the auditors a wild clamour of
applause. They clapped, they
whistled, they yelled. And Private
Binns, relaxing from the galvanie
tensity of the final dramatic moment,
bowed and was visibly puffed up.

“@ive us ‘The Light Brigade,” Jer-
ry old boy,” called a voice. And
there was an audible demand for “The
Light Brigade” which a less respon-
sive soul than Jerry’s would have had
difficulty in resisting.

“Well then, I gives ‘The Charge of
the Light Brigade’ by special request
of Dick Smithers,” said Private
Binns. “This ’ere’s somethin’ that I
can never recite without thinkin’ of
the boys overseas, mites. It’s like
wot we’ll be in ourselves some d’y
soon, in a manner o’ speakin’, mites,
and ‘oo ’ere don’t long fer that d’y?
I tell ye, it’ll be somethin’ worth
speakin’ of to get at these ’ere bloody
"Uns at last. I comes of a fightin’
family meself, and I tikes a back seat
to no one w'en the hold Hempire’s
hout to teach a lesson. We’re hall a
fightin’ bunch, the hold Humpty-
Humpth. We’ll give it ’em, mites,—
w’en these ’ere Brass ’Ats gives us a
chancet, stead of keepin’ us ’angin
round ’ere.” There was a buzz of ap-
proval among the auditors. In the
ardent breasts of every battalion
there burns a conviction that the “au-
thorities”, represented by certain dap-
per gentlemen with red bands in their
hats, are leagued in a crafty conspir-
acy to keep that particular battalion
from getting to the front.

Private Binns cleared his throat, a
silence fell on the smoke-wreathed cir-
cle, and with a dramatic gesture the
diminutive but intensely war-like
Binns plunged into his piece de resis-
tence :

‘¢ Alf a league—’alf a league,

’Alf a league honward,

Hall in the valley of Death

Rode the six ’undred.

‘Forrerd the Light Brigade,

Charge fer the guns!’ he sayed;

Hinto the valley of Death

Rode the six ’underd’’.

I did not wait to hear the conclu-
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sion of Private Binns’s elocutionary
masterpiece. It was absurdly melo-
dramatic and stilted. It would have
aroused a superior smile in any of
the polite drawing-rooms where Art
with a eapital A is worshipped in the
proper fashion over tea and cigarettes.
But there was no mistaking its appeal
to Private Binns’s auditors. And I
knew that I had discovered one of
the underlying secrets of the general
affection for the new recruit. I per-
ceived that in addition to being a
burning Imperialist he was something
even more fundamental. He was an
artist.

In time, by dint of much effort to-
wards self-restraint and the gratui-
tous coaching of his fellows after par-
ade, Private Binns won his way out
of the recruit class and rushed into
the mysterious realm of musketry,
bayonet fighting, and “infantry in the
attack’’. His face lost its pasty
whiteness in the sun, his khaki jacket
began to sag a shade less in the re-
gion of his abortive chest, and his
spindly legs attained a slight con-
tour. With his growing attainments
his airs became immense. He swank-
ed without restraint, but without of-
fense. One could tell just by looking
at him that he “came of a fighting
family’’.

I imagine that the day he was
warned for quarter guard was one of
the red-letter days in Private Binns’s
career. I happened to be present at
guard mounting the mnext morning,
and there could be no question that
Private Binns was the smartest sol-
dier on parade, just as there could be
no question that he was the proudest.
His dress was faultless, his bayonet
shone like silver, his eyes snapped
with alertness. I caught myself
drawing a breath of relief when he
got his bayonet fixed. He must have
been rehearsing that simple exercise,
one of the commonest stumbling
blocks of the new hand, for half the
night.

Now, it is the practice to select the
smartest soldier at guard mounting

as ‘‘waiting man’’. The office of this
functionary is to act as orderly to the
C.0. during the guard’s tour of duty.
He is thus relieved of the irksome
round of sentry-go, and as the work
of an orderly is not very strenuous he
has rather a soft time of it. It is a
plum worth striving for, and hence
by the great law of competition has
a beneficial effect on the smartness of
guards. On this particular morning
I saw the adjutant’s eye, after scan-
ning the rigid files, come to rest on
Private Binns. He spoke to the ser-
geant-major, and that worthy indi-
cated Binns as the winner of the cov-
eted privilege. But I saw Jeremiah,
far from looking pleased, hesitate and
by confused movements make known
his wish to speak to the sergeant-
major,

“Private Binns says he would pre-
fer to go on sentry duty if he may,
sir,” explained the sergeant-major to
the adjutant. That usually imper-
turbable officer failed for once to con-
ceal his surprise. He was visibly non-
plussed. I heard him say (under his
breath) : “Well, I’ll be damned!”

But I thought that I saw the point
of Private Binns’s extraordinary con-
duct. After yearning for weeks in
the secret places of his heart to rise
to the responsibility and glory of sen-
try-go, of marching up and down on
the edge of the lines in the full publie
gaze, charged with the stern duty of
keeping out all unauthorized persons,
with the safety and decorum of the
battalion reposed in his keeping (to
the extent of fifty yards), he was
not going to relinquish this first
chance for the realization of a dream
without a struggle. No leisurely and
unheroic “orderly” job for him!
‘What if the scorching sun did blaze
down unrelenting upon his head or
the cold night air chill his bones? The
glory of it, the thrill, the exalting
sense of a solemn trust, made these as
nothing.

Once that day I passed Private
Binns as he proudly paced his heat,
and he pivoted smartly to his front
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and saluted like a Guardsman. It
was a salute that any officer would
have been proud to acknowledge. It
was thrilling in its self-conseious ecor-
rectness. The right hand smacked the
rifle butt with a report that could
have been heard at the other end of
the lines. I said to myself, “Private
Binns is becoming a credit to the
battalion’’.

The next morning I ran into Ted-
dy Patterson on the way to mess. He
was in the midst of a chuckling fit,
and T perceived that he had a joke to
impart.

“I’ve got the best one yet,” he bub-
bled. “Heard it?”

I intimated that I had not yet join-
ed the elect.

“Last night just before ‘Retreat’ T
was passing the west corner of the
lines. There was a big car coming
down the road at quite a elip, and I
saw the sentry on No. 1 post present-
ing arms at it. And whom do you
think he was saluting$”

I confessed ignorance.

“A Salvation Army officer |’

Now the sentry on No. 1 post at
that hour was Private Binns. I had
myself seen him just before ‘Retreat.’
And T grieved for Binns. I perceiv-
ed that once more he had been the
vietim of his over-eagerness to excel.
I saw it at once. It was not that
Private Binns had formerly belonged
to the Salvation Army, and had tak-
en this means of doing honour to that
worthy organization. No. He had
merely been warned by a conscien-
tious sergeant to be on the lookout
for staff officers, who wear a band of
red in their caps, and—he had been
too eagerly on the lookout.

I thought when I saw Private
Binns on parade that afternoon that
he wore a slightly less grandiose air
than usual. The story had evidently
got abroad—and it was too good to
die a slow death. I thought that at
last his irrepressible “sperrit” had
suffered a temporary eclipse.

But as I passed one of the mess
tents that evening I heard a voice

vibrating with exaltation issuing
therefrom—and these were the words:

‘‘Hit’s honly a hold bit o’ buntin’,
Hit’s honly a hold coloured rag,
But thousands ’ave died fer hit’s honour,
An’ spilled their best blood fer—The
Flag!’’

“That’s the sperrit, mites!” shrilled
the voice after the tumult of applause
had subsided. “The *Uns earn’t hap-
preciate that sperrit! But they will
afore this ’ere war’s hover. There’s
plenty o’ good men spilled their blood
a’ready, and we’re a-comin’, mites!
We'll show the Kaiser! We'll show
these ’ere sausage-eaters wot it means
to trifle with the British Hempire!
An’ they thought as ’ow Canada
would st’y be’ind, sayin’ as ’ow it
were none o’ ’er business. But no!
’Ere we are, w’itin’ to give ’em a go
—w’en they lets us!” (Exultant and
thunderous cheers.)

It appeared that in still other direc-
tions Private Binns’s enthusiasm had
been continuing to get the better of
him. The military instincts derived
from a martial ancestry led him into
continual trouble, instead of aiding
his attainment, and drew down upon
his head the wrath of Lieutenant
Bobbie Sparks, his platoon com-
mander. Within the week Bobbie
came to me with pained annoyance in
his eye, to know if something could
not be done with Binns.

“You can’t make a soldier out of an
individual who’s so anxious to shine
that he steps on his own feet and gets
in his own light. He’s perpetually
falling all over himself trying to do
something quite simple that would be
as easy as falling off a log if only he
wouldn’t set out to beat everyone else
at it the first time. I’ve tried to cool
him down but it’s too big a job for
me. He’s undersized and under age
too, or I’ll eat my hat. Can’t you
give him something to do that wiil
keep his enthusiasm from boiling
over on himself? Put him in the
Water Detail, or in the Machine Gun
Section, or —”

m@.‘.‘i‘f—-‘ iy
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Here the machine gun officer, who
happened to be in the orderly room,
intervened, and for the next few min-
utes all my diplomatic gifts were
directed to restoring the peace. If
there is one officer in the battalion
who insists on flawless perfection in
the men of his sub-unit, it is that
haughty specialist the machine gun
officer.

Now, it so happened that at this
time I was in need of a man for the
company stores. The position of
storeman had been rendered vacant by
reason of the former incumbent’s un-
regulated fondness for strong bever-
ages. Private Jeremiah Binns might
not be able to restrain his “sperrit”
sufficiently to master the science of
warfare in the field, but his eonduct
sheet was free from any indictments
for insobriety. I could at least try
him out as storeman. So I called him
before me.

“Binns,” said I mendaciously, “I
have had good reports of you”—
whereat Private Binns became incan-
descent with gratification.

“I have a post of some responsibil-
ity, Binns,” I continued, “which re-
quires a man of steadiness and intel-
ligence to fill. Now I am going to
give you a chance to make good in
that position.”

“Yes, sir,” said Binns.

“Very good. Report to Quarter-
master-Sergeant Hill and he will show
you what you have to do.”

Binns’s face fell at mention of the
quartermaster-sergeant. But I flat-
tered myself that I had settled the
problem. Reports that reached me
from time to time favoured this im-
pression. It is true that at the start
he showed a misguided enthusiasm in
the unchecked issue of Government
boots and shirts to the men of the
company (Tommy is not inspired
“with any spirit of economy or con-
gervation when it is the Government
who is paying). But this was seen
to be a matter of misunderstanding,
an unfamiliarity with the reason for
“jssue vouchers,” and not a deliberate

attempt on the part of Private Binns
to ‘‘get ahead of the Government’’.

‘We had reached the bleak October
days, full of drizzling rains and chill
gray skies, that sometimes come hard
on the heels of Indian summer. We
were now in barracks in an Ontario
town, hoping against hope that we
would not be there all winter, but pre-
sently on our way to the front. It
became impossible to do much out-
door training. Physical drill, indoor
musketry and lectures, in monotonous
alternation, kept the battalion busy
but wuninterested. @ Platoon com-
manders laboured to keep their men
from “going stale,” but daily the
strain became more marked. “Re-
gulars”, used to barrack life in peace
time, look on these things differently.
But men who have just recently beat-
en their ploughshares into rifles and
their pruning knives into bayonets,
and who are straining to get into the
real activities for which they are be-
ing prepared, cannot be regarded in
the same light as “regulars” of pre-
war times. You cannot keep such
men penned up in a barn-like bar-
rack for long without something hap-
pening. And yet it was a choice be-
tween wet through in a soaking rain
and a chill wind, and the irksome
stuffiness of indoor training. A spirit
of restlessness was slowly creeping
into the battalion. They had enlisted
to go to France and fight the German,
not to toil over these petty exercises
that had grown so stale and unprofit-
able. Why were they not sent over-
seas? This was how their minds were
running.

And one night these feelings came
to a head. A demon of reckless devil-
ment got into the breasts of a few of
the less balanced, and scattered seeds
of dissension. When I passed through
the bunk-room at half past seven,
there were ominous signs of a coming
storm. Several of the men had been
drinking—it was the night of pay
day—and the noise had a nasty note
in it. Unobserved I paused on the
stairway that led up to the company
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offices, and sought to size up the situ-
ation. Some action might have to be
taken, and it would be as well to see
how things were shaping up. Some
one had evidently just been making
a speech from the top of one of the
bunks, and the clamour of approbation
had not died down. A swaying form
emerged from a tangle of men clus-
tered on the top of a bunk-tier, and
a thicker drunken voice bawled out:

“T’ell with the’ off’shers! Why
don’ shey take’sh overseas? Huh?
W’y don’ shey? Boysh! We ’nlishted
to fight sh’ Shermans—can’ figh’ sh’
Shermans — we’ll fight sh’ town !
Figh’ anybody ! Anybody ’tall!
Boysh! Le’sh clean—hic—clean up
sh’>—town !”

This looked bad. This was mutiny
and incitement to mutiny. I made a
sudden resolve. It would be a diffi-
cult situation to deal with unless tak-
en in time. The battalion was seeth-
ing with restlessness from having been
weatherbound and from postponed
hopes of a move overseas. It is true
the speaker was drunk, not in his
sober senses, but it was by no means
certain how far his suddenly released
feelings were shared by the majority,
and how far the insane spirit of devil-
ment to which the spark was being
touched might go. Suppose some of
the wilder spirits did lose hold of their
better reason and proceed to go out
and “clean up the town”? If it went
that far, forcible means to check it
would have to be taken. The civil
authorities would be dragged in.
Property would be broken, perhaps
heads, before the saner element got
the upper hand. Many would join in
with the spirit of fun, and things
might go too far before they realized
the seriousness of it. Soldiers are
after all no better than college stu-
dents, and high spirits, without legi-
timate outlet, are apt to take embar-
rassing courses.

It was clearly my duty to inform
the C.0., who was within reach by
telephone, of the turn things were
taking. Then, if a climax threatened,

I would have to act promptly as judg-
ment dictated. I turned to go back
to the telephone, when a voice rising
above the confused clamour, made me
pause.

“Mites!” it shrilled, from some ele-
vated perch, cutting steadily across
the babble, “Mites! I ’as a word to
s'y. Will ye listen w’ile I says it?”

It was unmistakably the voice of
Private Jeremiah Binns. I looked
out, and saw him standing, a slight
but cocky figure, on top of a pile of
trestles. The hubub settled as he
went on, with the dramatic gestures
which always accompanied his pub-
lic utterances.

“This ’ere proposition of Private
Larrigan’s don’t appeal to me. Fer
two reasons. First, it’s too everlast-
in’ wet outside. Secondly, we can ’ave
a better time ’ere. Besides, I b’lieve
we’re goin’ overseas at mno distant
dite. Somethin’ I over’eard in the
quar'master’s stores to-d’y. An’ it
wouldn’ do to leave a bad himpression
be’ind us, mites! They been blasted
good to us in this ’ere li’l town, an’
fer to go an’ clean hit hup would be a
shime.’’

A sort of half-humorous assent
greeted Private Binng’s deliverance.
By his dramatic gestures he focused
attention on himself and provided a
kind of humorous relief—for he was
an odd figure of a soldier, as I have
said. “Go it, Jerry old boy!” came in
a bantering tone from several quart-
ers.

“These ’ere clean hups allus ends
in someone gettin’ 'urt, and someone
helse gettin’ put in the clink—w’ich
aint a nice plice fer a ’ealthy man.
Sort o’ reminds me, after a manner o’
speakin’, o’ Dan MecGrew. J’ever
’ear o’ Dan MeGrew %

It was plain that many had heard
of Dan MeGrew, and wanted to hear
about him again. And before they
had time to vacillate, Private Binns
struck an impressive pose and began
Robert Serviee’s rhymed tale of
primal passions in a voice that was
magnetic. Even the “drunks” were
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subdued and attentive under the spell
of the artist. The tide had turned. I
slipped away and ’phoned the C.O.,
for I was by no means sure how long
Private Binns’s magic would last. But
when I came back, he was still at it,
and the C.O. had an easy time of it
when he arrived with the authoriza-
tion from Headquarters to announce
that the Umpty-Umpth would be the
very next battalion to go overseas, and
that “at no distant dite”, as Private
Binns had said. I did not tell him it
was really Private Binns who had
averted a ealamity. But my heart
was very grateful to Binns.

So when he appeared at my judicial
table after orderly room next morn-
ing, chaperoned by the Q.M.S., I was
inclined to regard him favourably,
though I was at a loss to guess his
errand.

“Private Binns, sir,” said the Q.
M.S. “Wished to be paraded to you,
sir.”

“Well, Binns %’ I said.

“Sir,” said that worthy, drawin
himself up to his full five foot six, «
want to go back to duty with my
platoon.”

“Why is that, Binns?’ I asked.
“Don’t you like the work in the
stores #”

“It’s very nice, but it ain’t soldier-
in’, sir. It’s very good of you, I'm
sure, sir, to plice me in a position of
responsibility, an’ I happreciates it,
gir. But it aint soldierin’. I jined
up to go an’ fight the Germans, an’ I
wants to go back to me platoon, sir.
I wants to do me duty, sir, but this
’ere job don’t give a chap no chance.
I’m a fightin’ man by nature, sir, and
comes of a fightin’ family. Me father
’e was a hofficer’s batman in the Bower
War, an’ me gran’father ’e—”

“Yes, yes, Binns” I interrupted
hurriedly. I perceived that despite
his role of peace-maker on the pre-
vious evening, Private Binns’s warlike
spirit was undimmed, and he had been
brooding. He had been placed in a
non-combatant  position—this had
gradually dawned on him—and the

soul of the warrior and the artist had
turned. Well. . .

“Very good; I will send you back
to your platoon,” I said. How could
I do otherwise? Perhaps, after all,
another chance might prove him cap-
able of the necessary restraint. His
rueful countenance expanded.

“Thank you, sir,” he chirped, and
his salute had all the snap of a man
conscious of being a combatant once
more. And so he went back to his
platoon, and the company got a new
storeman.

That morning came the official
warning that the “—” Battalion
would be “prepared to proceed over-
seas on further orders’’. When the
C.0. with a face ill-concealing his ela-
tion announced it in the drizzling
rain at afternoon parade, a great
cheer went up from the ranks—a
cheer whose irregularity from the
standpoint of military etiquette was
wisel yignored by the C.0. And no
one cheered harder than Private
Jeremiah Binns. I distinetly saw him
commit the further crime of throwing
his cap into the air and catching it
when it came down. However, this
was also ignored by the C.O.

Next day, in the midst of the re-
newed activity engendered by the
splendid news, I saw Private Binns
proudly marching up and down on
No. 1 sentry post in the drizzling rain
and the bitter east wind, his would-
be chest making prodigious efforts to
swell and his eyes burning with san- -
guinary aspirations. I wondered to
what novel feat of eloquence his fel-
lows would be treated after he came
off guard. But in the morning I not-
iced the name of Private Binns on the
sick report, and learned on inquiry
from the M.O. that the eloquent Jer-
emiah had been ordered to his bunk
with a bad eold.

The days that follow a warning for
overseas are always days of spirited
activity for a battalion, and the more
so if a spell of enforced quietness has
preceded it. Orderly rooms and
quartermasters’ stores buzz with in-
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dustry. There are nominal rolls, at-
testation papers, medical history
sheets, casualty forms, and an assort-
ed collection of like documents to be
checked. Men must be medically,
dentally and otherwise examined—un-
til one might imagine that like an old
book, they would be too much thumb-
ed for further circulation. There is
clothing to be issued and equipment
to be fitted on. Orders are given and
countermanded and re-issued with
lightning rapidity. For soon there
will be visits from highly ecritical staff
officers, perhaps from the .0.C. him-
self, and nothing must be at loose
ends. The role of company com-
mander at such times combines the
functions of a department store man-
ager, a railway magnate and foundry
foreman, with a touch of the political
party whip and the ringmaster of a
circus thrown in. So I rather lost
track of Private Binns for the next
few days. When he did come to my
notice again, it was through the
agency of another sick report, which
stated that he had been transferred
from his bunk to hospital, with pneu-
monia.

When I spoke to the M.O. about him
in the intervals of a medical inspec-
tion of B Company, that preoccupied
officer declared that Private Binns
was “pretty bad”. It seemed that sen-
try-go in the eold rain had not agreed
with the eloquent Binns, and in his
efforts to inflate that receding chest
of his he had inhaled more of the raw
east wind than was good for his con-
stitution. I resolved to go up myself
and make sure that the hospital au-
thorities were giving Private Binns
the attention due an artist.

That afternoon, almost simultan-
eously with the receipt of the momen-
tous order that the “—” would leave
its present station “to proceed over-
seas” four days thence, came a mes-
sage from the hospital that Private
Binns had asked very urgently to see
me.

‘When I approached his cot, I think
that Binns, despite his weakness,

would have got out of bed and tried
to stand at attention had I not order-
ed him peremptorily to lie still. It
annoyed me to see that his face had
lost all that the sun and fresh air had
done for it.

“Y’ see, sir, the doctor ’e tells me
I’ll ’ave to st’y be’ind w’en the bat-
talion goes,” said he in a thin, eager
voice. “But I wanted to te]l ye, sir,
that I’m gettin’ better an’—an’—ye
won’t leave me be’ind, will ye, sir9”

I told him of course we would not
leave him behind. As I went away
the nurse informed me that he could
not last out the night.

He died quietly at three in the
morning, and just before the end,
when he knew he was going to die, he
pulled himself together to give the
nurse a message for me. It was only
that the birth certificate he had pre-
sented on my demand was a false
document, which he had obtained by a
subterfuge, filled out himself and
signed with an imaginary signature.
His real age was just under seven-
teen. And for this act, whose legal
consequences is penal servitude, he
presumed to ask my forgiveness.

On the day before the battalion left
its training station to proceed to the
port of embarkation, all that was mor-
tal of Private Jeremiah Binns wag
buried‘‘with full military honours’’ in
the little cemetery on the hill. A gun
carriage furnished by the ’Steenth
Battery bore the flag-covered coffin
from the hospital to the grave. The
band of the Battalion, its drums muf-
fled with crepe, and a firing party of
twelve men, headed the cortege. Mrs.
Binns, swollen-eyed and in black, was
“chief mourner”. The whole of B
Company followed, to the slow and
impressive strains of the Dead March.
At the barracks, the rest of the
battalion were feverishly engaged in
the final preparations for departure.
And when the firing party had dis-
charged its three rounds of “blank”
over the little open grave and the last
quavering note of “Last Post” had
died away on the chill November

o
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breeze, the funeral party returned to
work to the lilt of a cheerful air.
You see, after all, despite its solemn
pomp, a military funeral is just an
incident in a busy day. The motto of
the army is “Carry on!” But as I
threaded the littel of packing-boxes
and the dismantled furniture in the

caught these words, which spoke loud-
er than the Dead March or the three
rounds of “blank”:

“He was a damn poor soldier, but
he was some boy!”’

And I think that the soul of Pri-
vate Jeremiah Binns still goes march-
ing on with the rest-of his beloved

bare and denuded bunk room, I

Battalion.

THE CHANGELING

By NORAH M. HOLLAND

LENNAVAN MO’, how came she there,
The tall, strange woman, with floating hair?
I heard no finger unlatch the door,
And never a footstep crossed the floor;
Yet she stood by your cradle, bending low,
And kissed your cheek, O lennavan mo.

Lennavan mo, was 1 aught to blame?

Bach night I knelt and I named the Name;
No may-bough crossed the threshold o’er,

And the holy iron was hung on the door;
And I gave no gift to the lennan shee®,

Yet she stole the heart of my heart from me.

Lennavan mo, you were strong and fair—
The thing that wails in the cradle there
Is little, and twisted, and old, and white,
And its eyes are full of unholy light;
‘With blessed water its brow I erossed,
And it shrieked at the touch like a soul that’s lost.

Lennavan mo, where’er you be,
In some dim land of the daoine shee®,

Do you dream of your mother’s enfolding arm,
And the little cot, and the fireside warm?

Do you ery, in that country where all is bright,
For the one who loves you day and night?

0, People of Twilight, come and bring
The changeling back to the Fairy Ring;

For it will not drink from a mortal breast,
And in mortal arms it will not rest;

And it wails and wails till my heart is sore;
O bring my lennavan home once more.

t Lennavan mo—My child.
2 Lennan shee—Woman of the fairies.
* Daoine shee—Fairy people.



HRin Deep

BY VIOLET M. METHLEY

2?}‘ rl there’s a despicable
R M‘:.l # thing it’s jealousy!”
h ,‘;rlg.‘?hi ?27 'g i Garnet Ormond flung
!\\\:{'\\‘f\f\ "r‘r;)?ff‘ herself back amongst the
WY L f‘d red silk cushions with a

movement of impatient
anger.

“That’s quite true,’”’ her compan-
ion agreed coolly.

““I shouldn’t have expected you to
think so!”’

‘“Meaning that I'm jealous? You
are mistaken; I’m not.’’

‘““Then you haven’t that excuse! It
is sheer malice which makes you seize
every opportunity to abuse the man I
~—am going to marry.”’

“I’m glad you didn’t say ‘the man
I love—" "’

““It would have been true!’’

“‘Oh, no, it wouldn’t.”’

For a moment the girl stared at
Richard Penavon speechlessly. She
was furious; there was no doubt of
that. Anger lit her big, dark eyes,
moulded every line of her vivid face
and tense, perfect body. She looked
a very flame of fury, swaying for-
ward, her white fists clenched.

‘““How dare you?’’ she cried. ‘‘You
are insolent—oh, it is unbearable!’’

‘““‘For you to marry Austin Railton
will be far more unbearable . . . No,
let me speak; you shall hear me! You
are altogether wrong in thinking this
is jealousy. Nothing would induce me
to marry you, unless you loved me—
and I’ve no hope of that. But—I’ll
go to any extremes short of murder—
and I'm not sure that I should stop
there—to prevent you from marrying
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that fellow. He’s rotten!—no, I will
speak ! His love—his so-called love |—
it’s only skin deep; he’s incapable of
understanding what you really are.
And that’s why I say that you’re lay-
ing up a hell for yourself if you marry
him, and that’s why I'd give my very
soul to prevent it!”’

Garnet rose slowly, dragging her
soft red silk robe about her. Her face
was white now ; the flame of her anger
seemed to have died down to cold,
gray ashes.

‘‘Perhaps, if you have quite finish-
ed, you will go,’’ she said. ‘‘And un-
derstand this—I will never speak to
you again—never!”’

For a moment man and girl faced
each other in silence; then Richard
Penavon spoke, quietly and evenly.

‘‘Probably after to-night, you will
never even see me again. I am leav-
ing the stage—like you. My contract
—and yours—expires to-morrow, and
I am hoping to get straight to the
front, in the Flying Corps. But, in
the meantime, even now, at the very
eleventh hour, I warn you that I shall
do everything in my power to prevent
your marriage to-morrow.’’

He turned on his heel abruptly ; the
door closed behind him. The girl was
left alone in her lovely dressing-room,
that dressing-room which Austin Rail-
ton had decorated and furnished as
an engagement gift.

It was all white and the clear, pure
flame red of her name-stones, a fitting
setting to Garnet’s dark loveliness.
The deepest note of colour was struck
by the beaten copper frame of a huge
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mirror; which reflected the girl from
head to foot.

For a few moments after Penavon
had gone, Garnet remained standing,
her arms hanging straight at her
sides, her whole body tense. It was
one of those curiously statuesque atti-
tudes which were both natural and ac-
quired with her.

The first great success of the young
actress had been won just a year be-
fore, when she conquered the London
public in that fantastic and beautiful
play without words, which centred
round a bronze nymph in an old
Greek garden.

Garnet Ormond’s first appearance
as the statue, with exquisite brazen
arms upraised, her slim form silhou-
etted against the blue of an Attic sea
had drawn a little gasp of delighted
admiration from the audience. When
later the nymph had moved-—danced
—it had seemed a thing miraculous.

The girl’s success had been almost
unprecedented. Her portrait in every
imaginable statuesque pose appeared
periodically in all the magazines and
journals ; she received fabulous offers
of engagements from New York mana-
gers when her contract at the Pala-
ceum should have expired.

But through it all, Garnet remained

wonderfully level-headed.

.« After all, it isn’t me; it’s the
paint,”’ she said.

And there was truth in the laugh-
ing words. Much of her success was
due to that wonderful paint which
transmuted her smooth limbs and
daintily-featured face to the exact
semblance of purest bronze. It was
believed, in fact, to be a hitherto un-
known preparation of the liquid metal
itself, invented by an extraordinarily
gkilful foreign chemist. It had re-
quired considerable pluck to be the
first to use it; that was why Garnet
Ormond, an almost unknown actress,
bad obtained the part in the begin-
ning, when others, more famous, held
back.

But the experiment had succeeded
to a marvel, and brought the girl

fame, fortune, and love into the bar-
gain.

Rather slowly and wearily, Garnet
summoned her dresser, and prepared
for the nightly process of making-up.
Tt was necessary to cover her arms
neck and shoulders with the prepara-
tion, as well as her shapely feet and
legs to the knees. Her head was tight-
ly covered by a bronze wig, and her
draperies were soaked each night in
the solution so that they hung in hea-
vy folds, exactly simulating bronze.

The girl stood ready at last before
the copper-framed mirror, the exact
replica of some exquisite bronze statue
from buried Herculaneum, with the
smooth polish of metal on her skin, the
precise black-green tint of perfect
bronze.

At that moment a tall man entered
the dressing-room, a man extremely
good-looking and extremely well dres-
sed. He came in as one privileged,
which was indeed the case. For this
was Austin Railton, whom Garnet was
to marry on the morrow.

The New York millionaire, unused to
opposition and contradiction—above
all, where women were concerned—
had, as it were, carried the girl by
storm with his masterful wooing. Her
contract at the Palaceum terminated
to-night ; by next evening they would
be on board the mighty liner, on the
way to America and a fabulously
magnificent honeymoon dwelling at
Newport. For business demanded
Railton’s presence in the TUnited
States within a week, and business, in
his case, shared the honours of his
heart with love. He came close to the
girl, laying his hands lightly on her
shoulders.

“T can’t kiss you in that make-up
my dear,”’ he said. ‘‘Besides—I don’t
care to.”’

‘“Can’t you remember that it’s just
me underneath.”” There was a shade
of wistfulness beneath Garnet’s laugh-
ing tones.

““It needs too much imagination,
child—you’re such a delicious flower
of a thing in real life. But I came
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to tell you that I’ve just made the
final arrangements at St. Decuman'’s,
Garnet—’’ he threw himself down in-
to her red-cushioned chair. ‘It will
be the wedding of the year, this affair
of ours—and you’re the bride! Every-
thing is perfect; they've got the flow-
ers there—all red and white in great
copper jars—and Sir Jaques Bois is
arranging the music himself—every-
body’s coming, including royalty—my
darling, your wedding will be the best
advertisement you’ve ever had—and
the most expensive —it’ll run to col-
lumns in every paper.”’

‘“Yes, but—oh Austin, I’d much
rather have been married without all
this fuss and parade, at some little
country church—just you and I, and
a few who really cared for us—’’

For a moment Austin Railton
frowned; then his brow relaxed and
he laughed lightly.

“You're a bit nervous and over-
wrought to-night, dear little girl—and
no wonder! IFancy marrying you in
such a hole-and-corner way as that!
Why, I want all the world o see my
luck and envy it; I want to show you
off, my precious, although no flowers,
no jewels, no lace can be one half as
lovely as the bride herself! It’s all
to make a setting for you, dearest
—a setting just a tiny bit werthy.”’

Garnet smiled back at him, sweetly,
lovingly, but still at the back of her
eyes there lurked that tiny shade of
wistfulness.

The broken voice of the -call-boy
summoned the girl; she wrapped her-
self in a long red cloak, and ran off,
kissing the tips of her fingers.

In the wings she passed Richard
Penavon, tall and fair in his gold and
cream classic dress. His bare arms
were folded over his chest; there was
something about him determined, gla-
diatorial. But for all the sign that
Garnet made, the young man might
not have existed, as she went on to
take her place upon the stone pedes-
tal in the midst of the lovely garden
scene. And Penavon, as he watched

her go, smiled faintly.

The stalls whispered one to another
concerning Glarnet’s acting that night.

“Of course, she can’t be expected to
kiss Richard Penavon naturally when
Mr. Railton is looking on from the
stage box—yes, they are to be married
to-morrow—a simply gorgeous affair,
I hear—yes, at St. Decuman’s—and
the Bishop is to officiate—?’

So, taking everything into consider-
ation, the actress was held excused,
even when she deliberately turned
away her face from the kiss which, in
the play, awoke her to life and the
knowledge of her Grecian lover.

The play over and the long series
of recalls which followed, Garnet re-
turned to her dressing-room, feeling
tired and depressed in spite of her
enthusiastic reception at this farewell
performance.

. The air of the room was heavy with

* the scent of multitudinous bouquets

and baskets of flowers, and the girl lay
back wearily, with closed eyes, after
the dresser had removed her tunic and
wig, and slipped on her long white
wrapper.

She scarcely noticed the little wo-
man fidgeting about the dressing-
room, until finally she spoke in -a
worried voice, :

‘“’Ave you put the green bottle any-
where, Miss?’’

““No, of course not!”’ Garnet opened
her eyes. ‘‘It was there when I was
dressing.’’

““Well, it ain’t here now, Miss,”’

Garnet rose and crossed to the shelf
crowded with bottles, boxes and pots
innumerable. At the end, next to the
great jar of bronzing mixture, there
was a gap. This was the place where
a certain huge green bottle, full of
colourless liquid, had always been
kept.

‘“Somebody must have taken it
away by mistake, Gregson,”’ Garnet
frowned in perplexed impatience.
‘“Ask at all the other dressing-rooms
—quick! I want to get home to bed.’’

The girl paced up and down rest-
lessly for nearly twenty minutes be-
fore the little woman returned, with a
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pale and horrified face, a bulky some-
thing concealed beneath her check
apron.

“‘Please, Miss >’ she began.
‘‘Please—it wasn’t no careiessness of
mine—I don’t know anythink about
it__”

‘““What’s the matter, Gregson?”’
Garnet asked. ‘‘Have you found it?”’

Slowly the dresser drew from under
her apron a dust pan, piled with shat-
tered fragments of emerald green
glass.

““I found it down in the courtyard,
Miss—Ilooks as if someone ’ad let the
bottle drop out of a winder—an’ not
a single drop of the stuff’s left in it.”’

The girl gave a dismayed exclama-
tion.

““‘Gregson! Whoever can have done
it! What a frightful nuisance!”’

““What’s that, darling?’’ Austin
Railton strolled up to the dressing-
room door, and Garnet turned to him
eagerly.

““It’s such a bother! This bottle has
been broken, and it’s every drop I
had of the stuff to take off the bronze.
You see, nothing else touches it at all
—it’s made up of some chemical
which dissolves the metal—I really
don’t quite understand, but, anyhow,
the same man invented the bronzing
and the stuff to remove it. Ile has a
place down in the eity, but of course
it will be shut now—"" -

Austin disposed of the business out
of hand, with ready cheerfuiness.

“Don’t worry, dearest—just give
me the fellow’s address, and I'll go
and feteh the stuff early in the morn-
ing. You shall have it before break-
fast for certain. Now run off and
get to bed, little girl, or you won’t be
fit to be married to-morrow!”’

' @arnet-was up very early next day,
waiting for Austin in the tiny sitting-
room of her flat.

She sprang to her feet, as he open-
ed the door and stood expectantly, a
strangely bizarre figure in the yellow-
ish London light, in her simple white
dress, with deep bronze face and
hands.

“You—you've got the stuff, Aus-
tin ?’’ she said unsteadily.

‘“No,”’” he answered brusquely.

‘‘ Austin! But—why?”’

““I couldn’t find the man, because
he is a German of military age, be-
cause at the outbreak of war he left
England to rejoin his regiment—he
couldn’t be much more inaccessible—
unless he was dead!’’

Garnet stood motionles, her eyes
wide and horrified. Railton, glancing
at her, broke into a rather harsh
laugh.

“Don’t for Heaven’s sake stand
there, like a graven image of woe!’’
he cried. ‘‘Come and sit down and
think of a way out of this nasty fix.”’

““There isn’t any way out,”’ the girl
said slowly. '

‘““Nonsense! Haven’t you got the
receipt for the stuff—the preseription
—whatever you call it?”’

‘““No. It’s a secret, like the bronz-
ing; nobody knows—except that Ger-
man. He wouldn’t tell a soul—’’ She
gave a queer, unmirthful little laugh.
‘I shall have to stay like this until he
comes back—Dbut perhaps he’ll be kill-

¢“What confounded nonsense you are
talking, Garnet!’”’ Railton broke out
impatiently. ‘‘There must be some
other way to get the stuff off.”’

““There isn’t. The man warned me
that all the ordinary things were dan-
gerous—that they’d turn the bronze
into some sort of acid that would eat
into the skin.”’

““I expect it was all humbug—just
to make you dependent on him!’’

‘‘Perhaps, but—oh, Austin, I dare
not risk it!’”> She looked at him pite-
ously, but there was more anger than
sympathy on his frowning face.

‘“It’s simply absurd,’”’ he declared.
‘““You are utterly hysterical and un-
reasonable, Garnet. Why—hang it all,
Don’t be such a little fool! You can’t
be married like that!”’

The words sounded the harsher for
the anger in his voice, and the girl
gave a little shiver. This was a new
man to her.
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She sat down slowly, stiffly.

“‘Then—I can’t be married,”’ she
said tonelessly. ‘‘Unless—’’ she rais-
ed her eyes to his simply. ‘‘Unless
you loved me enough to take me as
Iam.”

Beneath that look the man flushed
and moved uneasily.

“There’s no question of that—it’s
ridieculous!”’ he said. ‘‘Don’t make a
tragedy of it, for goodness’ sake!’’

The girl did not answer. Railton
rose with an assumption of business-
like briskness.

‘““We mustn‘t waste any more
time,”” he said. “‘I’ll go to Clarkson
and all those Johnnies—they’ll tell
you of something.”’

“It’s no good, Austin,”’ Garnet
shook her head hopelessly. “‘It’s just
waste of time. I know it.”’

““Then, what’s to be done—good
heavens, don’t give way so absurdly!
D’you know that within a couple of
hours we ought to be at St. Decu-
man’s$’’

““Yes—but I can’t be married this
morning,’’ the girl said.

“You must!’’

‘‘Like this$’’

““Confound it all—no! But I must
be in New York next week—Garnet,
what’s to be done? It’ll be a most
confounded nuisance—make an awful
fool of me, but I suppose the wedding

must be put off. I can’t marry you

like this—you wouldn’t wish it—
would you?’’

‘““No—I shouldn’t wish it—now.”’

‘““What do yon mean?’’

‘“ Imean that I can’t marry you—
now.”’

‘““Not now—in a month or two, I
hope.”’

‘““Never,”’

‘‘Garnet, this is madness! You do
not know what you are saying!’’

““Oh, yes, I do. But—you don’t
love me, Austin. I’'m glad we found
it out—beforehand.”’

““I swear I love you—"’

““Just a little, perhaps, but not
enough. Your love is skin deep.”’
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It was not until Railton had slam-
med the door of her flat behind him
for the last time that Garnet broke
down. She had remained calm but
very resolute throughout that stormy
interview. And she never swerved
from her decision.

But afterwards—ah, then she gave
way, lay with face buried amongst the
sofa cushions, sobbing pitifully from
sheer loneliness. And so Richard
Penavon found her, walking straight
into the room unannounced, by favour
of the servant.

‘‘Garnet,”’ he said softly.

She sprang up, faced him, a piteous
grotesque little figure.

““You!’’ she said, and there was bit-
ter soreness in her voice. ‘‘You’ve
come to mock me, I suppose! You’ll
laugh when you know everything—
when you hear that Austin Railton
and I have parted for ever!’’

‘“Thank God!”’ he spoke under his
breath. ‘‘I have succeeded, then—’’

‘““What do you mean?’’

““I said that I would somehow pre-
vent you from marrying Railton. Well
—I’ve done it.”’

For a moment they stared at each
other. His eyes were strangely alight;
hers inserutable.

““Then—it was you who broke the
bottle?’’ she spoke at last under her
breath and nodded silently. ‘“Well 1"’
there was defiance in the eyes she rais-
ed to his. ‘‘“Was it worth it?”’

““Yes,”’ he answered quietly. ‘‘Even
though you are hating me for it—’
He drew a parcel from his pocket, and
laid it upon the table. ‘‘Here is the
stuff,”’ he said. ‘‘I only destroyed the
bottle, not its contents. And now I'm
going; it is—very unlkely that we
shall meet again. And for that rea-
son—Ilet me just tell you this. I love
you so much, (tarnet, that I would
far rather you hated me all your life
long than that you should be unhappy
—that’s all.”’

His hand was en the door as she
spoke, softly, breathlessly.

“‘Not quite all—Dick, dear.’’



=y A sy i £
I 0w INTO PSS RERS, e

From the Drawing by Louis Raemaekers

VICTORY

* Why couldn’t she submit? She would have been well paid ™






THE PIPES AT HE FRONT
By H K Gordon

m PIPE-MAJOR of the
4 Royal Scots led this bat-
talion forward to an old
Scottish tune, and dur-
ing the attack stood out
@Y alone in No Man'’s Land,
playing until he fell wounded.

The Censor draws his pen through
all news, individual or general, deem-
ed likely to help the enemy. But
from time to time he passes stories of
gallantry, of generosity to friend or
foe, which shine as clear lights on the
dark waters of war’s brutality.
Among them not the least glorious
are of the pipers of the Scottish bat-
talions, telling of brave deeds carried
through with a steadfast and quiet
courage. ¢ ;

As in other and different times, 1
the far-off and misty clan battles, in
America, the Crimea, the Mutiny, at
Dargai, and in South Africa, the
wail of Highland pipes leads our
men into battle. It is said the hum
of them is as well known to-day
in the northward leading roads of
France as in Aberdeen and Inver-
ness. The hot sands of Mesopo-
tamia know the neighing chanters
and dark tartans of the Black
Watch., Gallipoli and Serbia know
the Royal Scots, while in far-off India
and wherever go her dark war-
riors they swing grimly into battle
to the airs that led Prince Charlie’s
clans southward to England.

The pibroch, with its slow, sobbing
rhythm quickening into the tumult
of the onset sent the Gaels of old into

457

the fight with the stern resolve to
carry their claymores through the
struggle with honour or remain upon
the field. Here lay the impetuosity
of the Highland charge. Clan and
kindred and ancient grief spoke
through that high music till pent-
up feeling burst into action before
which, as the rocks of the shore are
whelmed by a wave, musket and bay-
onet were swept away and the smok-
ing cannon overthrown.

The pibroch no longer wails when
the regiments form for the attack, but
the men of Scotland, Highland and
Lowland, face the hail of rifle and
machine-gun bullets no less sternly
and fearlessly to the lively swinging
rhythm of march and quickstep. The
fields of France and Flanders bear
witness that the Scottish regiments,
whether raised at home or overseas,
have faced and overcome grim-
mer trials than their kindred of old
could have imagined. Ypres and Loos
and Festubert and the tattered banks
of the Somme are ground where the
tartan has waved and shall not be
forgotten.

In a far-off time at Inverlochy one
of the great piping family of Mac-
COrimmon composed a pibroch in the
midst of battle, and to his music John
of the Isles routed the forces of the
king. Nearly four centuries later,
marching in the night to Quatres
Bras, the Black Watch played that
same pibroch of hard-won victory.
The next link in this chain of war
tradition and contrast comes from
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France, 1915. The story is told by a
chaplain* but newly returned from
the front, and it is well to let him
speak in his own clear, fine words.

““About the middle of June a draft
of about a hundred and twenty men
arrived in camp for the 1st Gordons
—the finest draft the commanding
officer declared he had ever seen. On
the 18th, they were ordered to the
front. I found they had a piper with
them, and immediately laid hold on
him to play the men down to the sta-
tion. 1 brought him up to my tent
and provided him with a set of pipes
which I reserved for my own particu-
lar work. As he played over to me
some practice tunes, I very soon dis-
covered that I had stumbled upon no
ordinary performer. But I found
something more interesting than
that. His great-grandfather had been
a piper in the regiment in the days of
the Napoleonic war, and at the Battle
of Waterloo he stood within the
Square and played the ancient High-
land challenge-march, ‘Cogadh neo
Sith,” as the French cuirassiers hurl-
ed themselves upon the immovable
ranks in vain.

““ “John,’ I said, ‘this is the anni-
versary of Waterloo, and you will
lead the men out to that very tuae
which your great-grandfather played
on that great day.’ I told the Colonel,
and his eyes gleamed as he said to
me, ‘Ah! padre we’ll do better than
that. You will tell the men about it,
and I will call them to attention, and
your piper will play his tune in mem-
ory of the men of Waterloo.’

““And so it was done, and a thrill-
ing incident it was, as the men stood
rigid and silent in full marching or-
der, and the piper strode proudly
along the ranks sounding the wild,
defiant challenge that stirred the reg-
iment a hundred years before.”’

This is a tale that stirs the blood
and assures us yet once more that our
men are holding fast to the high
deeds of our fathers.

Here is, however, the climax to this
quaintly connected scale in the per-
sonal account of a man who served
on a tank. ‘“We had our first run
with the Gordon Highlanders, and it
was men of that battalion who chris-
tened us first the ‘Highland Laddie’
and the ‘Gay Gordons’. The day we
set out on our first Fritz-frightening
jaunt there was a lot of fuss made.
The pipers played us right Gp to the
point where we got our first baptism
of fire.”” It stirs one to strange won-
der, laughter, and above all to a
sense of the poetry of even this war
to imagine the vast iron-clad war en.
gine plodding forward majestically
and grotesquely with what pantings
and snortings we can but imagine,
accompanied by its proudly stepping
escort and the wailing defiant musie
of old and simpler times. Perhaps
the air for complete whimsicality was
the regimental and clan ““Cock o’
the North’’. Surely tradition and
reality, the old and the new, meet to-
day in France as never before.

A Scottish chaplain home on leave,
—the same, I suspect, as the one just
quoted—writes that when the army
machine ran at first over time, there
were no pipers and, of course, no
bands with the British troops in
France. The troops ecarried on
through the winter of 1914-15, with-
out music, save what they themselves
could supply from mouthorgans and
trumpets. Finally he wrote home to
a friend, asking him to send, by hook
or crook, a set of pipes. At last, he
tells us with a quiet pleasure, they
arrived, and the chaplain, a padre
indeed, found somewhere a piper.
We are not told of the secret practis-
ing and preparation, nor of the final
tuning, but we can imagine the de-
light of this Scotsman, who, with his
fellows in a ‘‘far countrie,”’ has little
to remind Lim of home, when he finds
that which will content their hearts.
Troops are marching down the road,
tired and dusty under the hot sun of

*A. M. Maclean, ‘‘With the Gordons at Ypres.’’

7
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the French spring, and chaplain and
piper stand by the wayside as they
pass. At last in the long line ap-
pear the broad bonnets and glancing
badges of his own regiment. When
they are nearly abreast word is
given, the piper slaps and fills the
bag and breaks into a ringing march,
perhaps, like the Piper of Loos, into
““All the Blue Bonnets are Over the
Border’’. As the thrill of the first,
shrill, broken wail runs down the line
heads go up and shoulders straight-
en, weariness is forgotten, and the
battalion swings by with lighter
. tread and brighter eyes. And never
after that did the battalion march
out without its piper.

But this is far back from the firing
line. Farther north and east the com-
bat deepens and here is found the
piper also, for he upholds to-day, as
of old, the long tradition for coolness
and bravery that is his heritage.
““The Huns were particularly lively,
and a glittering spray of shrapnel
was playing against a dark band of
cloud in the north. Slowly, with an
indeseribable dignity, the company
moved down into the darkening val-
ley, right into the zone of fire, with
the pipers playing the Athol Bread-
albane march. Then I knew for the
first time why the pipes are the one
incomparable instrument of war.
Many a time since then have I listen-
ed to the saucy lilt of the Royal Scots
and the rhythm of the Gordons play-
ing the same tune, but expressing the
individual spirit of the different bat-
talions, and felt glad to think that I
too was a Scot.”” This is the piper’s
honour. He is the only musician to
enter the firing line. Bands may
cheer the soldier in his rest towns,
but to the piper remains the glory of
sharing with him privation, wounds,
and death, of cheering him through
the long days of idleness and sus-
pense, and on the weary road to and
from his billets.

To a piper in action comes the su-
preme test of steady, active courage.
The vehement action in defence and

offence is not his, but in the battle ha
goes forward unprotected till a bul-
let or victory crowns his trial. Oue
thinks here instinetively of Piper
Findlater of Dargai who, though shot
twice, played not only till the day
was won, but after that to cheer the
other wounded. I am told by a Pipe-
Major of the South African War that
of sixteen pipers he left behind him
nine upon the veld. In the ordered
warfare of this more awful struggle,
though hampered by new conditions,
the piper is still with fighting troops.

‘“Then wild and high the Cameron’s gath-

ering rose,

The war-note of Lochiel, which Albyn’s
hills

Have heard, and heard, too, have her
Saxon foes,

How in the noon of night that pibroch
thrills,

Savage and shrilll But with the breath
that fills ‘

Their mountain pipe, so fill the moun-
taineers

With the fierce native daring that instills

The stirring memory of a thousand years,

And Evan’s, Donald’s fame, rings in
each clansman’s ears.”’

And wild and high the pipes have
sounded on a day of grimmer loss
than even that of Waterloo. On
September 25th, 1915, at the battle of
Loos, the new British armies were
brought to tne trial and found not
wanting. In the region of Hill 70,
where the T7th Service Battalion
King’s Own Scottish Borderers held
the line, we had released gas in pre-
paration for an attack, and through
the storm of the enemy’s shells and
small-arm fire the regiment awaited
in suspense the shrill whistle which
would send them over the parapet.
Then at the moment of erisis, when
nerves were strung high with excite-
ment and the crash of the bombard-
ment, the wind changed and, like an
embodied calamity, the clouds of gus
swept back on the already shaken
Borderers. Yet now, when the panie
of combat drew near to each man’s
heart, they achieved triumph. Lien-
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tenant Young,* seeing Laidlaw with
his pipes, eried to him, “For God’s
sake pipe them together, Laidlaw!’’
‘“With an absolute disregard of dan-
ger,”’ says the official report, ‘‘Laid-
law stepped over the parapet. Amid
the bursting shells, flying bullets and
the peril of the back-sweeping gas-
wreaths, he filled his bag and, march-
ing before the trench, played ‘All
the Blue Bonnets are over the Bor-
der’. It needed but this. Lieutenant
Young, followed by the men, leapt
from the trench and, with Laidlaw
playing at their head, charged over
the No Man’s Land. The fire thinned
and broke their line, but the remain-
der swept on with the high piping
ever leading them. An explosion
drove a piece of barbed wire into
Laidlaw’s foot, but he kept on. Then
a shell burst near, killed Lieutenant
Young, struck Laidlaw unconscious,
while the charge swept on alone. He
was carried back to the hospital and
while there he received the Empire’s
highest recognition for gallant ac-
tion, the V.C,, “For Valour’’. Whe-
ther this charge succeeded or if the
Borderers retired to their trench,
again to hold the foe, the accounts do
not state, but the single, unflinching
deed stands out clearly through the
rolling clouds of gas and the driven
smoke and débris of the shell explo-
sions on that day of mingled disaster
and victory and of never-failing
courage and honour.

“For God’s sake pipe them to-
gether’’; there may be desperation
in it, but there is also a fine confi-
dence. It rings with the sure know-
ledge of that undying courage which
though sorely tried needed but the
flying notes and eager rhythm to
awaken a confidence in piper and in
men. The ranks of the pipers have
been woefully thinned, and now from
over the sea comes the rumour that
no more pipers may go to the front,
because—honour and gallantry speak

in the words—because they care not
for their lives enough. In the old
days those in command, knowing
what the cry of the pipes holds for
the men of the naked knee, forbade
the playing of ‘“Lochaber no more’’
to such Highland troops as were
across the water. Let us sincerely
pray that their successors will be as
wise in their generation and will not
take from the Scots, who have eager-
ly and unflinchingly taken up the
miseries of war, the instrument of
their content and inspiration.

The Lowland regiments have vin.
dicated well the protest that, be they
>versogallant, they are praised as High-
landers or not at all. Piper Laidlaw
of the King’s Own Secottish Border.
ers won the V.C.; Pipe-Major Ander-
son of the 1st Edinburgh Battalion
Royal Scots, chosen from the whole
of his division, has been awarded the
Croix de Guerre. “‘I did not like to
think of the boys going into action
without the pipes, so I offered to lead
them out,”” said Anderson in hospi-
tal of the 1st of July, 1916. His regi-
ment was going out to attack on the
Somme, and when the whistle blew
and they leapt from the trench he led
them forward with a ““battlefield
march”. Over that desolation of
desolations, No Man’s Land, midst
the winged and crashing death, they
went on with piping before them.
Anderson, to his own vast astonish.
ment, remained untouched, and with-
in charging distance of the German
line broke into the regiment’s march
“Dumbarton’s Drums’’. This was
the beginning of the work. The first
line was reached, and, with Ander-
son playing on the parapet, the Royal
Scots cleared it with bayonet and
bomb. Playing with the fire of battle,
the very breath and being of the
pipes, he led them over the second
and over the third line. Then, before
he could reach the fourth, he was
struck in the side. One wonders whe-

*Lieutenant Young, it is interesting to note, was formerly a Toronto boy, and a

student at the University.
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ther it was the mere chance of rapid
fire or whether some calm, shrewd
thinking Prussian thus singled out
the solitary piper from the host of
fighting men. Anderson was forced
to sit to ease the wound, but he again
tried to blow his pipes. He had to
give over the attempt, however.
““And,’”’ he says, ‘‘I was right sorry.”’
He would doubtless fain have suffer-
ed a wound in both feet like Find-
later, of Dargai, if, like him, he might
have, sitting, played the troops to
victory. As it was he waved his pipes
above his head and cheered to those
advancing past and beyond him.
While waiting there he received yet
another wound, in the leg, and lay
all that day in the midst of the Ger-
man preliminary bombardment. It
was less than pleasant, and he re-
fused to speak of it, but to erown his
trouble when he was brought in he
lost his pipes. ‘‘And,’”’ he said, ‘‘they
were grand pipes.”” They were in-
deed pipes to cherish, for they had
been in strange and eerie places, and
had gone with Scott to the Antaretic
to cheer the months-long night and
wake new echoes from the fields of
ice. In France, however, they have
found no mean resting place. An-
derson has been healed of his wounds
and is now ready, and has perhaps
been sent by a cautious but not unin-
spired war office to renew the fire in
the hearts of the quiet men of the
windy city on the Forth.

Readers of The Illustrated London
News will not have forgotten the pie-
ture of two pipers of the Black
Watch leading their company into
action. They piped and fell at Riche-
bourg in the battle of Festubert, but
whether they died I do not know.
The pipers of that battalion, origin-
ally the first of the old regiment, ful-
filled all high tradition in that day of
grim sacrifice. Not one of them at
night-fall ecould earry on, and the
battalion itself was sorely crippled.
The News artist has caught the glory
and the horror of it. Over the broken
ground before the battered German

parapet sweep the tumultous High-
land ranks in the full intoxication of
the charge, and at their head stride
the two pipers. On them had fallen
a detached and absorbing dignity of
high purpose as though, like Mae-
Crimmon of old, they composed to
the storm of the charge a pibroch of
battle. Unconscious alike of the
eager death around them, or the tide
of surging men behind, they step for-
ward on the verge of the trench, heed-
ing only the ery of their wild march
music. The long line of swaying tar-
tans stretches to the distance, and
above the tossing bonnets appear the
drones and waving ribbons borne by
two other pipers. Irresistible and
glorious they seem, yet again and
again was the tide of heroism beaten
back, broken and crippled, and many
were the twisted bodies, stirred no
more by the love of home and kind-
red, that were left behind with their
proud tartans tumbled and stained.
Here in the fire of action wounds
are taken and passed by, but later
comes the trial of the rally, with
broken ranks, empty places where
comrades stood, and burning flesh
where the bullet or bayonet cut its
way. The battalion gathered at last
for the final charge, shattered but un-
beaten. All its pipers were gone save
one, a boy of nineteen, barely more
than a laddie at the school. He was
wounded twice already, with one
hand shot through and useless, but
he took his place at their head, and,
playing ‘‘Highland Laddie,”’ led
them forward again to the charge.
We need not inquire how the proud
lilting quick-step wailed brokenly
from the chanter. It was to them,
thrilling with the deep pride of race
and scorn of hurt that turn defeat to
success and death to victory, a
prouder march than their seventeen
pipers, with Kkilts unveiled by khaki
and full plaids swinging, had ever
played on the hilly ways of home.
This time the wearied ranks faced no
defeat, but swept forward unchecked
to hold their objective. Piper Wish-



62 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

art, however, wounded for the third
time, was among those who fell. He
lay missing for four days and nights
and suffered what agonies of thirst
and misery the unfound wounded
alone know. He was at last discover-
ed and brought safely back to hos-
pital. From thence, though we need
as never. before such unshrinking
courage, we may hope our gratitude
has given him his discharge.

Four months later, on September
25th, the stainless tragedy of victory
in defeat was repeated at Ypres.
Wire entanglements unexpectedly
barred the way, and the Gordons,
charging to the attack, died as they
struggled in its barbed meshes. When
those that were left marched back on
Sunday morning five hundred were
missing from their ranks, and of
twenty-five officers only six returned.
““And so I went to meet the Gordons
returning,”” says their chaplain.
““Grim and stern and silent they
marched in, but still they held their
heads high as became the Gay Gor-
dons!”” They were shattered—and
undaunted, and on the evening of the
next day they returned to the
trenches with only four officers to
lead them, but they marched with a
swinging step, as is their wont, and
the pipes flung the high defiant spirit
of their race to all the winds of
Flanders.”’

‘“Speak, though it be of overthrow

It cannot be disgrace,’’
and not even of fear, we well believe.

Another piper, nameless in the
single account I find of him, except
as the ‘‘little piper chap,’”’” was re-
jected fourteen times as unfit for
‘“service,”” according to the official
interpretation of the word. In the
end he was accepted as a piper and
went at last to France with the Black
Watch. Finally the day of attack
came and, with the gayety and the
contempt of death that tempts one to
smile with much pride for our men,
they went forward dribbling a foot-
ball before them. ‘‘It’s a glorious
way to charge!’’ says the narrator.

A wrecked village was to be taken,
and the regiments, Seaforths and the
Wateh, poured in among its bullet.
spitting ruins. ‘“‘In the midst of the
uproar,”” the teller of the tale ‘‘sud-
denly heard the sound of pipes.”’ Up
and down the street with the fallea
houses on either side, and through
the flame-hearted smoke clouds,
strode the Little Piper. Swaying
proudly to the rhythm he marched,
and the wild, taunting musie sent the
men with new defiance into the tur-
moil. ‘“When he played Macgregor’s
Gathering we charged one fortress
five times over without pause.”’

Through the explosions of bombs
and the spirts of rifle and machine-
gun fire he kept the proud neighing
of his piping unbroken, and over the
battle echoed the old traditional chal.
lenge of the hills. At last, however,
they saw him stagger in his gait, byt
though wounded in his side he play-
ed unfalteringly still. Then the eddy
of war swept him from sight, and our
witness was too much engaged with
the enemy to keep him in sight. Fate
overtook the piper in that moment,
An explosion or the sweep of a ma-
chine-gun carried away a leg and
struck him broken to the earth. Yet
fate did not break the whole of him.
Propped against a building he refill-

his pipes and sounded again the
musie of battle.

In the end the village was cleared
and the Highlanders held the ruins
in victory. Then the piper’s musie
changed. The flying taunting notes
ceased, and there rose from the in-
domitable player the proud, stern,
heart-gripping lament for the fallen.
“The Land of the Leal,”’ the sorrow
of ancient and broken peoples, wail-
ed for the fallen of the Dark Soldiers,
but it was scarcely played ere the
little piper let fall his Pipes and
Joined again those others of his
friends among the leal.

Behind the lines the pipes have also
place. On the weary roads back from
the trenches, when the troops return
worn from watching and the strain
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of danger, the proudly ringing
ehanters lead them to their billets of
rest. After the battle of Ypres in
May, 1915, when the Canadian Scot-
tish turned sorely battered from their
first and bitterest ordeal, they were
met and played back by the pipers of
the 1st Gordons as an escort of honour
to their overseas brothers who had
blocked the road to Calais.

In barn, farmhouse, and inn when
the troops are finally at rest, in the
long afternoons the drones are shoul-
dered and the rafters dirl to the
blither, provocative music of reel and
strathspey. Idle feet swiftly catch
the leaping exultant rhythm, hands
are raised and kilts fly to the inter-
changing steps. It is passionate mu-
sic, this dance music of the Gael, and
wild and quick though it be, there is
in it still the wail of but half-forgot-
ten sorrow. It is fit music for men
who have faced and out-stared death,
who have seen their comrades and
their kin swept away in the current
of war and have turned away but to
take up the struggle again on the
MOrrow.

The Graphic of July 15th, 1916,
had a most interesting photo. of mem-
bers of the Scots Guards dancing in
the Féte National. One wonders what
may be the thoughts of the bright
Parisian erowd who watch the
strange, vigorous dance. At the back
of the dancing-space stand the two
stately pipers marking time heel and
toe, while the four dancers turn and
interchange before them. One at least
finds in the incident matter to stir
his contrast-loving Scots humour,
while another dances with the admir-
able dignity of that race of grave
exteriors.

There is another field — very far
behind the lines — where the pipes
are a coveted luxury. From Germany
comes a letter from a piper, one of a
little band of the Gordons, who has
lost his pipes, and, in exile among
alien and unkindly people, writes
wistfully of his instrument. Yet
though the hollow of his arm misses

the ‘“bag of wind’’ and his fingers
the holes of the chanter, it is a very
humble petition. It seems not to oc
cur to him that he has a claim on the
folk at home, or if it does he will not
make it. They are hard put to it for
money in Aberdeen, and pipes, even
poor ones, are not cheap. If they
could send them, however, he is sure
their kindness would not be abused,
and ‘‘he would take good care of
them’’. One need not doubt it, hav-
ing seen a piper with his pipes.

It would be worth much to be with
the enduring little party in their deso-
late enclosure of gaunt huts, when
the long box will arrive, and later,
after the reeds have been carefully
fixed and the long drones and the
chanter placed in their sockets, to be
one of the cluster of lighting faces
as they hear the first wail when the
bag is filled and thrill of the broken
scraps of tune as the piper screws his
pipes. There is ever in the tuning a
high excitement of expectation. One
knows not when the short run of the
fingers on the chanter may be the
prelude to the full proud rhythm of
the march.

But march and quickstep on the
road and in battle and the blither
tunes in camp and billet are not the
only airs the piper plays. When the
long grave is dug behind the lines,
the men who have said farewell for-
ever to the kind hearths of home are
laid to rest to the slow sob of the
lament. The Flowers of the Forest
are indeed ‘‘a’ weid awa’ ’’ in many
a hamlet, and as the lament wails
after the conflict for those who shall
return to Lochaber no more there are
many sore hearts at home. The pi-
broch has indeed sounded ‘‘from
John o’ Groats to Isle of Skye,”” and
from Edinburgh to Glasgow too. Not
Flodden itself wrought such havoc
among the strong youth of High-
lands and Lowlands, and the glory
that hangs about the deeds of the
brave lads who fell dims before the
sorrow round the broken inglenooks
over all the hills of Scotland.
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CHAPTER' XII

W T was a wild fight, the
CARBIWE| day the Germans broke
DOUBUNA through at Givenchy
‘ ¥ and the Germans were
wilder still when, find-
ing themselves in the
town, they were in considerable doubt
what to do with it. Of course, it
would have been perfectly all right if
the rest of their corps had followed on
and backed up the intrepid stormers.
But the enemy had reckoned without
their host, and the British Tommy de-
cided that such visitors should be
given a warm reception. In fact, they
went so far in their efforts at hospital-
ity that they entirely surrounded
their guests and closed the breach be-
hind them, in order that they might
receive no ‘‘draft’’ from the rear.

Having thus graciously encompass-
ed them, Tommy proceeded to Kkill
them with kindness, rifles, bayonets
and hand grenades. The Germans,
greatly bewildered by this flattering
reception, would fain have rested on
the laurels already won. Tommy,
however, insisted on entertaining
them still further and at last, de-
spairing of ever satisfying such a busy
host, the visitors threw down their
arms and capitulated.
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When we opened the doors of the
ambulance train at Etaples and, in-
stead of the customary khaki, saw the
drab coats and the red-banded skull
caps, we were almost as surprised as
the Germans had been the day before.

They were a sorry looking lot. Dagz-
ed and bewildered by their astonish-
ing defeat, they looked like men still
under the influence of a narcotic. As
they got slowly down from the
coaches, their heads or arms in ban-
dages, they looked sick, very sick in-
deed, but it was not so mueh with an
illness of the body as an illness of the
mind. They stood together, silent and
sullen, seeming to expect ill-treatment
at our hands.

There is so little of the true ‘‘sport’’
in the German composition that they
cannot understand why to the British
war is still a game and why, when the
contest is over, ill-feeling ceases. We
bore no more enmity towards these
hapless victims of a malevolent mil.
itarism than as if they had been help-
less waifs cast upon our charity. This
is not a matter for self-praise; it ig
the inevitable result of a wholesome
and broad-minded upbringing. God
knows these defeated men looked suf-
ficiently depressed and mean without
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our adding to their brimming cup of
sorrow !

Waiving prejudice for the moment
and looking at them with an impartial
eye, what did we see? Stripped of
their accoutrements of war, they look-
ed quiet and inoffensive enough, but
the closely-shaven heads gave them
the appearance of criminals. In spite
of this handicap some looked to be
decent, reliable chaps, not so very dif-
ferent from our own men. Some were
dark and short of stature; some very
tall, broad-shouldered and strong.
Some had the fair hair and blue eyes
which we always associate with the
Saxon. But there were those, too,
whose low brows, irregular features
and cruel eyes indicated an unmistak-
able moral degeneracy which boded no
one good.

One, a corporal, who spoke English
and acted as interpreter for his fel-
lows, presented a countenance of such
striking malignancy and low cunning
that the mere contemplation of his
ugly features, the long nose, receding
forehead and sneaky gray eyes, im-
pressed one with an uneasy feeling
that no dastardly deed would be be-
neath him. Upon request he herded
his companions into the ambulances,
and as they were, with a few excep-
ions, but slightly wounded, a strong
guard was sent to the hospital with
them to see that they should do no
mischief nor attempt to escape upon
the way.

When they arrived at the hospital

and were drawn up in line in the ad-
mittance hall, it was perhaps a par-
donable curiosity which prompted the
orderlies to crowd around and get a
glimpse of the first German prisoners
they had ever seen. The corporal took
his stand beside the registrar’s desk
and called out, in English, the names,
numbers and regiments of each of the
prisoners. Amongst them were Prus-
sians, Bavarians, and German Poles.
It is difficult to say how this medley
of nationalities came to be together.
Sergeant Honk was in the forefront
among the orderlies, and perhaps that

was the reason he was drawn still fur-
ther into the limelight. For suddenly
a prisoner, putting his hand into the
pocket of his coat, drew forth a hand
grenade and thrust it at him. Honk
was startled, and jerking his half-ex-
tended hand away with great expedi-
tion, backed hastily from the evil-
looking bomb.

““ ’Ere you!’’ he gasped excitedly,
““wot the devil are ye h’up to now?’’

‘Ein ‘souvenir’ fur Ihnen,”’ said
the German, astonished at Honk’s
precipitate retreat. Honk understood
only the one word, but that was
enough.

“I down’t want any damn danger-
ous souvenir like that,”’ he returned
wrathfully. ‘‘Put it h’on the tyble!’’

The German, gathering his meaning
from his actions rather than Honk’s
words, did as he was bidden and step-
ped back into line.

‘“The bleedin’ fool might a blowed
h’up the ’ole ’ospital,”’ he declaimed
peevishly to his companions, ‘““whip-
pin’ out ’is blimed h’infernal machine
like that; blessed if I wouldn’t a put
’im in the clink fer h’it.”’

Burnham now ordered our men to
get about their business and proceed-
ed with the allotment of beds for the
prisoners. A slight difficulty as to
their disposal arose at this point. The
colonel had decided to put them all in
one ward; but, as we had no armed
guard, I thought they would be safer
if distributed in the several rooms. A

‘number of them were so slightly

wounded that, if segregated in one
room, they might easily concoct
schemes for escape or even offence. At
the same time, by decentralizing them,
they would not only be under surveil-
lance by the ward orderlies, but by the
British Tommies as well, and there
would be little opportunity for col-
lusion. This plan was finally adopted.
The Prussians fell to Reggy’s lot, the
Bavarians to mine, and the rest
were divided amongst the different
wards. '

The next morning Reggy, who had
studied in Berlin and spoke excellent
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German, when making his rounds ap-
proached the bed of a tall, fair-haired
prisoner, whose steely blue eyes con-
tained no hint of welcome, and who,
in spite of his good treatment, was
still openly suspicious of us.

After bidding him guten morgen
and dressing his wound—which was
in the place we would have liked to
see all Germans ‘‘get it,”’ viz., the
neck, Reggy inquired :

‘“What do you think of the war?
Do you still think you are going to
win?”’

The Prussian looked up with a half
smile and the suspicion of a sneer
curled his lip.

““Is there any doubt about it?’’ he
returned.

““There should be considerable
doubt in your minds,’’ Reggy answer-
ed warmly,

‘“We shall win,”’ the prisoner said,
with imperturbable coolness and as-
surance, ‘‘the war has only commenc-
ed, as far as we are concerned.”’

““But you will be starved out, if
you’re not beaten otherwise,”’ Reggy
continued.

The shortage of food in Germany
was-one of our early delusions about
the war. The Prussian laughed amus-
edly—not by any means a pleasant
laugh.

““If we do not grow a grain,’”’ he
replied scornfully, ‘‘we have sufficient
food stored away to last us for three
years. For the past ten years every
city in Germany has kept a three-year
supply stored, and only the oldest
crop has been used annually.”’

‘“An illuminating confession !

““But you will run short of men,’’
Reggy persisted.

The patient smiled again at his in-
nocence. ‘‘We have ten million train-
ed soldiers in reserve, who have not
yet been called up,”” he answered
calmly.

We were not prepared at the time
to dispute the veracity of these state-
ments, although later events seem to
have corroborated them. )

There was a grim heroism about this

cold-blooded man, for when he was
placed upon the operating table,

- although he must have suffered great-

ly while the deeply-embedded bullet
was being extracted under cocaine, he
permitted no groan or complaint to
escape his lips. However much we
may hate the Prussians, or loathe
their materialistic and unsentimental
attitude toward their fellow human
beings, if this man was a sample, they
are as well prepared to suffer as to in-
flict pain. Proud, disdainful and bit-
ter, one could not help but feel that
he hated us so thoroughly that should
the opportunity have oceurred, he
would have Kkilled his attendants with-
out a qualm of conscience.

The contrast between this prison-
er’s mental attitude and that of one
of my Bavarian patients was striking.
The latter had had his left arm cruelly
shattered, and on dressing it I diseov-
ered a large ragged wound above the
elbow. He spoke no English, so that
I was obliged to use my indifferent
German,

“Wie geht es dieser morgen?’’ 1
asked him,

““Ganz gut,”’ he replied as he look-
ed up with a grateful smile at hearing
his native tongue. He continued in
German: ‘‘ The nurses have been very
1good to me, but my arm pains great-
y.7’

We carried on a more or less de-
sultory conversation while the dress-
ing was proceeding, but, by dint of
getting him to speak slowly, we man-
aged to understand one another fairly
well. Wishing to estimate his frame
of mind as compared with the Prus-
sian, I remarked :

‘I presume you feel badly over be-
ing taken prisoner?’’

““No,”” he replied slowly, “‘I am
glad. To us Germans this war means
a fight to the death, there are only
two ways of escape: being crippled for
life—or this. You will wonder at my
confessing that I am glad, but I have
left behind me all that I love best on
earth—my wife and two little chil-
dren——"" His voice choked and
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tears came into his eyes, but after a
moment he sighed: ‘‘God knows
whether I shall ever see them again—
for me the war is over—it is just as
well.”’

Do you blame one for forgetting
that this man was an enemy? ‘One
touch of sympathy,’”” in spite of the
horrors of war, ‘‘still makes the whole
world kin.”” We may hate the Ger-
mans en masse, but heart cannot help
going out to heart, and in the weeks
that followed, 1 confess without apol-
ogy, I learned to look upon this man
as a friend.

It was about four o’clock the fol-
lowing afternoon that Wilson ap-
proached me, and pulling himself up
to attention, said:

‘““Th’ nurse on Saskatchewan ward,
zur, ses as that German corporal ain’t
had any feed to-day.”’

“Why not?’’ I asked him.

““Dunno, zur, but he ain’t, an’ she’s
ast me to bring th’ orderly officer to
see him.”’

We had laid it down as a principle
that German patients, in every in-
stance, were to be treated the same as
our own Tommies, so that it was an-
noying to hear that one of our men
had been guilty of Hun tactics.
Although I despised this corporal
more than any of the others, neglect,
even of him, couldn’t be countenanced
in a hospital. I hastened up the stairs
to investigate. The nurse corroborat-
ed Wilson’s statement. The German
had complained to her that he had had
only a light breakfast and no dinner,
although the other men in his room
had received theirs. :

I called the ward orderly. ‘“Why
did you not give this man his din-
ner?’’ I asked him sternly.

‘““The meat was all gone when I
went for it, sir,”’ he replied without
looking me in the eye, “‘but I gave
him a dish of custard.”’

Evidently the orderly had made up
his mind to punish the German, and,
while I sympathized secretly with his
antipathy to the individual, I couldn’t
condone his disobedience.

“Come with me,’”’ I commanded,
““and I'll ask him myself.’’

We entered a room which contained
only three beds. In the farthest was
a burly giant of a Highlander, in the
middle the wretched German corporal,
and nearest to us was a Munsterite of
prodigious musecle and who was but
slightly wounded in the leg.

I asked the German in English,
which I well knew he understood,
whether he had received his dinner or
not. He affected to not understand
me, and answered in German. Ag my
German is not as fluent as my French,
and I knew that he also spoke this
language and might have some secret
reason for not wishing to speak Eng-
lish, I tried him in French. He pre-
tended not to understand this either.
My opinion of him sank even lower.
I tried him then in German, and he
replied quite readily in his own ton.
gue.

“I did not have any meat, but I
was given a dish of pudding.”’

“Did you eat it?’’ I asked him.

‘I had no chance to do 50,”” he an-
swered.

“Why not?”’ I inquired.

He turned his head slowly and look-
ed first at the big Highlander and
then at the equally big Munsterite,
and shook his head as he replied: ‘I
don’t know.’’

There was some mystery here, and
not such a deep one that it couldn’t
be unravelled. T asked the Munster-
ite:

‘‘Did you eat this man’s pudding ?*’

‘“No, sir,”” he answered readily, but
with a queer smile, The Highlander
also answered in the negative. There
was still a mystery.

“Do you know this German?’’ I
asked the man from Munster, whose
bed was nearest,

“Do I know him, sir,”’ he replied
with an oath directed at his enemy ;
“I’ve seen that damn swine several
times. He’s a sniper and used to go
about with another tall swine who
wore glasses. We never could kill the
devil, but he picked off three of our
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officers and wounded a fourth. Do I
know him, sir? My eye!”’

Under the circumstances I couldn’t
reproach him. I felt morally certain
he had stolen the German’s pudding,
as he could easily have reached it
from his bed. I didn’t care to probe
the matter further, but warned him
that such a breach of discipline must
not occur again. After reprimanding
the orderly also for his negligence—
more from a sense of duty than desire,
I admit—I ordered that some food be
brought up at once, and saw that it
reached its destination.

We could not have punished this
German blighter worse than to leave
him in that room. One could easily
understand why he pretended not to
understand English, for I am sure the
remarks which passed across his bed
in the days he was there made his
ears tingle and his miserable flesh
creep.

After I had retired that night, Tim
came up as usual to see that 1 was
comfortable. Sometimes, when I was
in the humour, I told him a story ; not
8o much with the idea of enlightening
him as to hear his ecomments as I pro-
ceeded and from which I gained much
amusement.

“Did you ever hear of the mam-
moth whose carcase they found in Si-
beria, Tim ?’’ I asked him.

“Wots a mammoth, Maje?’’ he
queried, as he seated himself upon my
box and crossing his legs prepared to
listen.

““ A mammoth, Tim,’” I replied, ‘‘is
an extinet animal, similar to the ele-
phant, but which grew to tremendous
size.”’

“How big?’’ he inquired tentative-
ly—his head on one side as usual.

““Oh, taller than this house, Tim;
often much taller. His teeth were
nearly as big as a hat box, and his leg
bones almost as big around as your
waist.”’

““Go on, go on, I'm a listenin’,”’
he growled dubiously.

““Well, this mammoth had tumbled
over a cliff in the mountains of Si-

beria, thousands of years ago, and
falling upon a glacier was frozen sol-
idly in the ice and, as it never melted,
his body didn’t decay. A few years
ago they discovered it, and dug it out
practieally intact.”’

Tim’s eyes were wide, and his
mouth had fallen open during this de-
scription.

‘“Wot’s more?’’ he demanded quiz-
zically. .

““Only this,”’ I continued, ‘‘that ev-
erything had been so well preserved
by the ice that even the wisp of hay
was still in his mouth.”’

““‘Dat’ll do—dat’ll do,”’ he cried, as
he rose abruptly to his feet. ‘‘Don’
tell me no more. I sits here like a big
gawk listenin’ to dat story wit me
mout open an takin’ it all in like a
damn fool. An’ I stood fer it all too,”’
he continued with remorseful irrita-
bility, ““till ye comed to dat wisp
o’ hay business—dat wos de las’
straw.”’

‘‘Hay, Tim,”’ I corrected.

‘‘Hay or straw, it’s all de same to
dis gent. Gees! you is de worse liar
wot I ever heard.”’

Tim’s humiliation at being taken in
was so comical that I had to laugh.
He turned hastily for the door and °
as he passed out eried:

‘““Good night, sir. Don’ have no
more nightmares like dat.”’

The first faint light of day was
stealing into the room as I felt myself
tugged gently by the toe. I opened
my eyes and dimly saw Tim’s dis-
hevelled head at the foot of my bed.

““What is it, Tim %’ I asked in some
surprise.

‘“‘Lok’ee here,”’ he said huskily,
‘“tell me some more about this yere
biffalo.”” And with a soft chuckle he
tip-toed out of the room.

When the time came to send the
German prisoners to England little
Sergeant Mack was detailed to guard
them. After a comfortable stay for
two weeks in hospital, it was hardly
likely they would attempt violence or
brave the dangers of escape. But
Mack, seated in the ambulance with a
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dozen healthy looking Germans, who
could easily have eaten him alive had
they been so disposed, clutched in his
coat pocket a little revolver which
Reggy had lent him. He seemed to ap-
preciate the possibility of a catastro-
phe, and judging by the uneasy ex-
pression on his good-natured face, he
had little relish for his precarious
duty.

Even the ill-famed corporal looked
his disappointment at leaving us, and
the others seemed to feel that they
would rather stay with captors whom
they knew, than fly to captors ‘‘whom
they knew not of”’,

The Pole had, remarkable to relate,
learned to speak English with a fair
degree of success during his two weeks
stay, and quite openly expressed his
regret at leaving. The others were
merely silent and glum. Perhaps they
felt that now that their wounds were
healed, like well-fed cattle they were
to be taken out and killed. The am-
bulance driver and Sergeant Honk
were seated in front, but little Mack
was alone inside, and they had twenty
miles to go.

Nothing of moment happened until
the ambulance, threading its way be-
tween the railroad tracks at Boulogne,
pulled up upon the quay. Here unex-
pected trouble arose. No German
prisoners could be taken upon the hos-
pital ship: the embarkation officer re-
fused to let them aboard. He said
they must be taken back to the Cana-
dian hospital until a proper boat was
ready for them.

During this discussion, it got whis-
pered about amongst the populace
that there were Germans in the am-
bulance, and in an incredibly short
space of time it was surrounded by
an angry mob who shook their fists
and swore savagely at the occupants.

Apparently they only needed a leader
to urge them on, and the Germans
would have been torn from their seats,
The prisoners remained quiet, but the
pallor of their faces showed that they
realized the seriousness of their posi-
tion.

Sergeant Mack drew his little re-
volver and shouted to the driver to
make haste and get away. The driver
needed no further urging; the danger
was too obvious. The car started with
a jerk and cleared the crowd before
they were aware of Mack’s intentions,
but they shouted wrathful oaths after
it as it sped up the quay.

‘‘Blimey if them French ayn't got
a bit uv temper too!”’ Honk ejaculat-
ed, as he wiped the sweat from his ex-
cited brow; ‘‘five minutes more’n
they’d ’ave 'ad them blighters inside
by the seruff uv their bleedin’ necks,’’

Imagine the surprise and dismay of
the nurses as they saw the crowd of
broadly smiling Germans coming up
the hospital steps. The nurses, who
had for two weeks repressed their nat-
ural antipathy to these men and had
given them good care, felt consider-
ably put out by their return. But the
prisoners, like mangy dogs who had
found a good home, were so glad to
return to us that it was pitiful to see
their pleased faces, and we took them
in again with the best grace we could
assume. The few hours they had had
together in the ambulance had given
them a chance to compare experiences.
They were content. All we could
hope was that our own boys under
similar circumstances in Germany
would be treated as well.

Three weeks afterward they all left
for England, and even the Prussian
was almost reconciled to us, for he
said in parting,

““Auf Wiedersehen!’’

(To be continued.)
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= U S HKIN, Lermontoff,
Gogol, Turgueneff, Tol-
stoi, Gontcharoff, Dos-
toievski, Nekrasoff, Os-
trovsky, Gorky, Tche-
hoff—these are the great
names in Russian literature. In Can-
ada only Tolstoi is generally known,
and in literary circles, chiefly Tur-
gueneff and Dostoievski. At present
translations of representative works of
six of these writers may be found by
searching among Toronto bookstores.
.One store reports that Tehehoff’s
works are asked for more than any
other. Tchehoff, who died only in
1904, is in Russia the most popular of
later writers except Tolstoi. He is
the Russian Guy de Maupassant, a
master of the short story and small
novel, but he is also a very great
dramatist. Tolstoi remarked of him
that he is one whose novels are will-
ingly read more than once.

The history, contemporary life,
ideals, thought movements of any
country can be learned most readily
through its novels. In Russia this is
peculiarly so, for, there being such a
rigorous censorship and no political
liberty, the aspirations of the best
minds among the people have been
expressed through the medium qf_ art
—poetry, novels, literary criticism.
Of these the novel chiefly is available
for foreigners, through lack or inade-
quacy of translations of other works.
Pushkin, a poet of great genius, in-
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troduced into the Russian literary
language the simplicity and realism
which later became so characteristie
of it, using in his wonderfully musi-
cal verses none of the pseudo-classic
artificial phrases and forms with
which all previous written language
had been permeated, but only speech
that was in common use. So popular
did his tales in verse become that peo-
ple memorized whole pages of them,
his novel in verse, ‘‘ Evgheniy Onyég-
hin” being made into an opera with
striking success by the musician
Tchaykovsky. To Pushkin and Ler-
montoff, another great poet of the
early nineteenth century, the Russian
novel owes the creation of a refined,
strong type of woman, of an honest,
unexaggerated expression of feeling,
and a melodious, cameo-like simplicity
of language.

This honesty and simplicity explain
largely the fascination of the Russian
novel, and the reader is fortunate
who begins his study of Russian liter-
ature with Turgueneff’s books, prefer-
ably his greatest, “Fathers and Child-
ren,” a wonderful example of this
style. :

Russia, ever since Peter the Great
introduced western ecivilization, built
an army and a fleet and restored her
to her place among European nations,
has been the scene of tremendous so-
cial changes, none greater than in the
period from 1845 to 1876, which saw
the liberation of the serfs and the
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rise of police tyranny. It is this per-
iod that Turgueneff’s six great novels
cover and they are full of historical
types. Turgueneff wished them to be
read in the following order: “Dmitri
Rudin,” “A House of Gentlefolk,”
“On the Eve,” “Fathers and Child-
ren,”’ ‘“‘Smoke,”’ and ‘‘Virgin Soil.”’

Bazarov in “Fathers and Children”
(Mrs. Constance Garnett’s translation
is thoroughly sympathetic and satis-
fying) is the most dominant charac-
ter of all these books. He is a great,
strong, heroic figure, a tireless work-
er, a man who will accept nothing
without proof and who takes there-
fore a negative attitude towards art,
love, and most of the established in-
stitutions. He is rough, unmannerly,
harsh towards his loving old parents,
vet underneath this manner was a
great object, an ideal of truth, duty
and solidarity, and great power in
working towards this ideal. Bazarov
is ene of the “children” as opposed to
the more conservative, sentimental
“fathers” and the younger generation
never forgave Turgueneff for putting
their new, realistic philosophy into so
uncultured a form.

The background of the story of
“Fathers and Children” is nature.
The reader thrills to the soft airs of
the long white summer nights, to the
stillness and vastness of the steppes,
to the life of the peasants, which
passes back at last as did Bazarov’s
to the great protecting earth. Turgu-
eneff is an artist and if his works
share the melancholy of his personal-
ity they are also not without his hope
and brightness.

The casual reader of Russian novels
gets the idea that they are gloomy ind
depressing, but that is probably be-
cause he has read only some of Dos-
toievsky’s neurasthenic works (after
Tolstoi, in most common ecireulation
in this eountry) or Tolstoi’s “Anna
Karenina,” a masterpiece of art but
a repelling tragedy, or such a book as
Maxim Gorky’s ‘“Foma Gordyeeff,”’
beginning with bright expectations but
becoming more and more discourag-

ing as the hero, seeking an answer to
the eternal why, becomes degraded
step by step, finally sinking into
idiocy. The sound mind does not like
such stories.

But though there is a tinge of sad-
ness about much of Russian litera-
ture, there is abundant strong diversi-
fied intellectual food, and also hum-
our. Gogol’s dramas and his novels
from Little Russian life have innum-
erable comic types. Gogol (1809-
1853) developed from his comie vein
a true humour of which Pushkin said,
referring to his novel, “The Cloak,”
that “behind his laughter you feel the
unseen tears’’,

Gogol was born in Little Russia,
the district of the Border Marches in
the southwest, with Kiev as its cen-
tre. It has a language of its own,
though Gogol wrote in Great Russian,
the language of literature. One of
the finest of his novels is “Taras Bul-
ba” based upon the wild warring life
of this district in the fifteenth cen.
tury. It gives pleasure through its
ethnographical, poetical qualities,
though it follows too much the ro-
mantic manner to meet modern re-
quirements. His main work was
“Dead Souls,” which contained life-
pictures of typical landlords and
their relations to their serfs, and was
the forerunner of a great literary
movement against serfdom as well as
the first work of art to introduce So-
cial eriticism. Gogol was intensely a
realist, after Pushkin the creator of
Realism, and by realism it is not
meant that sort understood through
Zola’s works. Realism in Russia
means the honest presentation of all
kinds of life with the ideal behind it
of arousing a desire for better, greater
things. The realism that Zola in-
stituted in his first writings and about
which there was so much discussion a
few years ago depicted the lowest
aspects of life.

Russians do not believe in art for
art’s sake, but in art that is in the
service of society, art that will teach
men how to live. All the greatest
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Russian literary eritics have held this
view, and it is Tolstoi’s conviction ex-
pressed in his “What is Art$”

Tolstoi’s opinions have had an in-
estimable influence in Russia. For
many years after he wrote “War and
Peace” and “Anna Karenina,” he
forsook art for religious, educational
and social work. His eduecational
ideas based on the principle of
adapting teaching to the individual
tastes and capacities of the child will
without doubt constitute a future re-
form in school education. Indeed
Dr. Montessori’s system is founded on
similar ideas. But at that time the
Russian government put a violent end
to the educational experiments Tol-
stoi was making.

His greatest novel is “War and
Peace’. It is a powerful plea for
peace, an indictment against war, by
a man who had been through all the
horrors of the Crimean War, having
been one of the besieged in Sebasto-
pol from November, 1854, till August,
1855. The three long volumes lose
some of their temptation in these days
when everyone wants even such works
of art made brief. This, however, is
not true in Russia. Prince Kropot-
kin in his delightful book “Ideals and
Realities in Russian Literature” re-
marks :

“I don’t know what a Frenchman,
an Englishman, or a German feels
when he reads “War and Peace’—I
have heard educated Englishmen
telling me that they found it dull—
but I know that for educated Russians
the reading of nearly every scene in
‘War and Peace’ is a source of in-
deseribable esthetic pleasure.
ing like so many Russians, read the
work many times, I could not, if I
were asked, name the scenes which de-
light me most: the romances among
the children, the mass-effects in the
war scenes, the regimental life, the
inimitable scenes from the life of the
Court, aristocracy, the tiny details
concerning Napoleon or Kutuzoff, or
the life of the Rostoffs—the dinner,

Hav- .

the hunt, the departure from Mos-
cow, and so on.”

Russians are great readers. The
number of translated books on their
market is greater than in any other
country in the world. Even the
smallest town has its bookshop. Also,
the books are cheap. The names of
characters in their great movels be-
come a part of ordinary conversation.
An example of this is Gontcharoff’s
great novel “Oblomoff”. The hero
Oblomoff has been so trained in in-
dolence from his childhood by his ad-
miring relatives and retainers that he
has learned to do nothing for him-
self and, when a mature man, spends
most of his time in bed. When his
faithful servant remarks that he
might do as other men, he asks in-
dignantly, “Am I like other men? Do
I run about? Do I work? I have never
pat on my own socks since I was
born, thank God. . . .” Oblomoff
and a girl of most beautiful charaec-
ter, Olga, fall in love with each other.
At first Olga rouses him from his -
lethargy, but as the marriage ap-
proaches he becomes frightened at the
prospect of activity and sinks back in-
to indolence. Their parting is de-
seribed with exquisite simplicity and
truth. “Oblomoff” created a sensa-
ticn on its appearance in 1859 and it
is as popular to-day. There is too
much “Oblomovism” about human
nature and too much consummate art
in the telling of the story for it to lose
its interest.

Opinions change. Dostoievsky was
once ranked with Tolstoi and Turg-
ueneff, but it is no longer so. He has
power and, in “The House of the
Dead,” art as well. But his other
books treating of problems in psycho-
pathy are too vague and dismal to be
attractive, especially to foreigners,

These are the great names in Rus-
sian literature—but before them and
after them are many others only a lit-
tle less conspicuous whose works rise
at times almost to the greatness of the
masters.
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The arch enemy of the little Gray Gourmand

The Little Gray Gourmand

BY HAMILTON M. LAING

HEY are queer little
wild-woods people, these
grouchy gray brothers
of the ground, that
share my camp in the
Manitoba elm - clump.

Franklin ground squirrels, the books
call them, and perhaps they are well
enough named; for though they are
gray of coat and bushy-tailed like
their relatives, the gray squirrels of
the eastern woods, these more lowly
little fellows are dwellers in earthen
burrows and climb trees only when
there is great need. What is more,
they are wire-haired and beady-eyed ;
they do not skip and hop lightly, but
run and walk and waddle around like
pot-bellied little pigs; and some of my
visitors have maintained that in spite
of their fluffy tails, they are too rat-
like to be good company.

Yet I have found them good com-
rades, and dull indeed would be the
summer camp without them. For four
years ago Bobby—so named from his
abbreviated tail—pioneered his way
into my tent and my affections; and
though last summer his clan about the
fire-place sometimes numbered nine or
ten, I have yet to receive hurt at their
hands, and have enjoyed them greatly.
And that is fairly good recommenda-
tion for neighbours.

Always they are in camp when first
I come; but such is the ingratitude of
the little beggars whose hearts are in
their stomachs, that usually for a day
they are shy and act as if they have
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no recollection of me. But they al-
ways celebrate my coming by a free-
for-all fight. The team that draws out
the camp stuff never succeeds in get-
ting all the oats that are fed upon the
sod, and these leavings are a mighty
bone of contention. What a feasting
and fighting is there, what grunting
and growling and scurryings about,
and shrill whistles of defiauce, what
desperate appearing assaults, the at-
tacker with blood in his greedy eye!
What precipitous retreats, the van-
quished with his mouth full of oats!
What altogether riotous carrying on!
After which they seem to realize that
their man friend and provider has re-
turned, and they soon come boldly
into the tent and share his bounty.
Before long the best spot in camp is
his knee at meal-time.

Stomach worshippers, disciples of
Epicurus, are these little chaps, every
single one of them. Much as it hurts
me to malign my friends, I feel sure
that their only interest in me is a gas-
tronomical one. In fact their only aim
and object of existence seems to be to
fill their little bellies. Wheu they are
not eating they are sleeping; they
have simplified life’s problems most
wondrously. And up to the present
I have discovered nothing edible that
they will not eat. Fish, flesh or fowl,
raw, cooked, tinned or preserved, it is
all the same to them. There was a
time when I thought that the only
things tabooed were onions and soap,
but more recent experiences have
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taught me that they have acquired the
onion taste. In addition to the things
that I bring to camp for my own use,
I have seen them stowing away fish-
. bones and game-bones, dead mouse
brains, toadstools—a mushy, slimy
variety that springs up in dense clus-
ters at the foot of the big elm—wild
fruits, grasshoppers, green caterpil-
lars and fuzzy ones too, and ‘‘dusty
millers’’.

But it must not be construed that
they are a pest in camp, seeking what
they may devour. Far from it; a
closed cupboard has always been used
and they have been unable to glut
their desires by plundering me.
Strangely enough too they have ever
refused to gnaw to reach the eatables.
The only time they ever really got
ahead of the cook was on the morning
after the night storm that blew down
the eupboard. There had been a box
on top of it containing two dozen
fresh eggs. Five or six squirrels were
out before I was that morning—and
the tale is told..

May and Jure are the lean-rib days
with these feliows; the seasonal crop
of fruits or nuts is not yet matured
and green stuff constitutes their food.
Within two or three days after they
come to share my living I note them
fattening daily. Well might they
show their keep. The quantity that
they can hold is almost beyond belief,
and indigestion evidently is not in
their catalogue of troubles. Once my
Scout friend and I tried to, fill one—
a skinny little female with a family—
we judged—somewhere in a den in the
cherry thicket. We came very mear
deing it too, but not quite. She took
the first several courses upon my
knee ; then her little ‘‘tumick’’ bulged
so that she could climb that distance
and she had to eat upon the ground.
‘When she balked at one course we
tried another, and she always found
room for it. Yet when we thought
that we had beaten the little gour-
mand, we found that she still had
cubic capacity for more fresh wild
strawberries than we cared to spare.

She won, but we did not see her again
till very late the next day!

Best of all eatables I think they love
a bacon-rind, the salt and fat doubt-
less being a double treat. To see
Bobby dispose of one of these crisp
delicacies is to see real art. ITe sits up
with the rind in his hands—1I simply
cannot think of his front members as
feet—pokes it endwise into his mouth,
and before the snipping of his quiver-
ing jaws, the thing melts and disap-
pears endwise. So quickly and deftly
does he change his hand-hold, that
Jjust when T feel that his fingers must
be snipped off in this self-feeding
chopper—they are half an inch out of
danger again. When I treat him to
a luscious green caterpillar he feeds it
into his maw in the same way.

The fondness of these fellows for
bacon-.fat has led to many a little
scene In camp at breakfast time. Many
have been the surreptitious attempts
of the rascals to get into my frying-
pan and to make away with the toast,
and many little paws have been nip-
ped sharply. The fact that my fry-
Ing-pan hangs beside the fire-place
keeps them in hot water all summer.,
The dripping-anointed sapling is too
smooth to be climbed by these corpu-
lent rascals, and the drop or two they
secure from time to time merely in-
creases their heart-burnings.

They never quit nor give up where
there are eatables at stake. They sim-
ply rest between trials and attempts.
I have seen a fat rascal spend half an
hour of hard effort to win the first
eighteen inches of this greased pole;
and when he reached the first little
limb, he swung on his arms like a
gymnast and worked desperately to
elevate his fat belly, and failed. Yet
one day—when visitors were in camp,
too—another one climbed all the way
up and licked the pan to his heart’s
content. They seldom accept or admit
defeat.

At another time the Scout placed a
titbit on the lid of the flat tin kettle,
and Bobby determined to get it. When
he reached for it of course he put his



“The best spot in camp is on his knee at meal-times "
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paws on the hot kettle. He darted
away two or three feet, shook his fin-
gers, looked back angrily, said
naughty things in squirrel talk, then
turned around and made for it again.
This time he tried another side and he
only retreated a foot. Then he went
at it in earnest and he kept at it till
the kettle cooled or his fingers became
accustomed to the heat, and he secur-
ed the bait.

Because of their pertinacity these
squirrel chaps are the cream of sub-
jeets for the practical jokers among
the boys. Give Bobby the out-of-sight
mouse-trap with cheese on the treadle
and he will walk right to his fate.
Snip! The spring bangs his nose but
glances off his rounded head and he
dodges back and winks hard with the
air of one who says ‘“There! That
hanged thing again!’”’ Then he goes
at the cheese. Set it for him and he
will fall again about as readily as be-
fore. He will do the same a third or
fourth time. To catch one of these
Simple Simons' it is necessary merely
to ‘elevate a little box at one end on
a peg, attach a string to the peg, place
some food under the box and wait for
one to enter. No matter how often the
thing is pulled down upon them there
is always a willing vietim at hand—
while the bait lasts. They have no ob-
Jjection to being the goat at any sort of
game where there are eatables at
stake.

One sunny morning I was daubing
my tramping shoes with leather dress-
ing—(the neatsfoot oil-bichromate of
potash-logwood, ete., concoction of the
harness shops)—and two or three
gray neighbours were running about
nearby. Presently one of them came
close to my anointed shoe, sniffed a
moment, then approached and began
to lick the unctuous coating. A friend
who was an interested spectator insist-
ed that I give the poor thing some, so
I poured out in a tin a quantity of the
oily black mixture. The victim of this
vile joke went at it and lapped it down
with exceeding gusto, then went off
and wiped his moustaches clean by

rubbing them in the dry dust, first one
side and then the other.

On several occasions these gray lov-
ers of good eating have provided light
entertainment that would put a good
deal of vaudeville talent quite out of
the race. One day the Scout gave a
hen’s egg to a particularly big male
squirrel that was nosing about our
feet. The instant his beady eye caught
it he made attack. He seized it tightly
in his arms, hugging it against his
belly and bit hard, but the only result
was that it rolled under him. His
tail gave a mighty flourish and twirl
as he righted himself, and he got up
quite worried. Then he did a won-
derful thing—one of those unforseen
turns of which when some folks read
of it, they cry ‘‘Fudge!’”’ For my
squlrrel backed away from the egg,
dug with his front paws quickly in
the soft earth till he had a hollow, an
egg-cup, then he pulled the hen—fruit
into it, and held it solidly while he
crunched the end off and began to
suck the contents.

I was somewhat dumbfounded by
such a display of animal cunning, but
I was not through with him. Later in
the day I gave him another egg and
rigged up the camera. Again he dug
his egg-cup, pulled the egg into it and
bit hard; but the shell was tougher
or the egg larger and he ended the at-
tempt by rolling over on his back with
the egg clasped tightly against his
belly. Then he tried again and again
with no better success; each time he
landed on his back and he got up
angry. But a squirrel is never beaten,
and he repeated the process. He was
very angry now, but determined. At
about the twentieth time he paused
for breath; his fat front was beating
out and in as he panted from his exer-
tions.

- At the end of half an hour he had
dug up all the earth on three sides of
the fire-place, but his onslaught had
not slacked a whit. T had now expos-
ed several plates—every one of them a
failure I am sorry to have to admit—
and becoming tired of the perform-



**Malice in his greedy, black eyes"

ance I left him to fight it out. An
hour or so later I returned to find that
he had gone; so had the egg. Care-
fully I scouted around over the
ground—for I knew that he could not
carry it—and soon I found his trail.
He had dug and backed up and re-
peated it till he had excavated a little
trench running from the fire-place
into the shrubbery. It was thirty feet
or more in length—exclusive of the
square yards he had disturbed before
he started—and ended in the cherry
thicket where lay an empty shell and
some yellow yolk as evidence that he
had won. How he had finally broken
it I eould not determine.

At another time Bobby gave a little
bit of action that was worthy of a
crowded house. It was all over a tin
of sardines. Some picnicker had left
one of these unctuous aggravations
with me, and in a moment of aberra-
tion I pried off the top, extracted the
contents and tossed the odoriferous
tin down to Bobby. He had scented

9

the battle from afar, and with an ‘‘I-
Just-know-I-am-going-to-like-it’’  ex-
pression in his whiskers fell upon the
new thing. He licked off some of the
oil on the outside then tackled the in-
side with a gusto that indicated that
he was far from disappointed in it.
To get inside the tin he put his paws
on the edge and instantly the thing
flipped up and banged his greasy nose.
He went out of there as though he had
been shot at, but after licking his lips
a moment he returned, and when he
had cleaned all the oil from the out-
side he again ventured within. He had
the trick of it now and succeeded in
holding the tin down while he polish-
ed the bit of bottom exposed. Then he
tried to get his nose in under the slop-
ing lid. His blunt head wedged and
he jerked it back instantly, as though-
terrified at his own daring in sticking
it into such a place. Again he licked
the bottom ; but that piece of real fish
under the lid stayed insistent in his
nose; he just would have it, and again
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‘A clear case of temporary amnesia”

he poked in his head. Had the spot
been red-hot he could not have with-
drawn more quickly.

Next he went over the outside till
it shone, then did the same with the
bottom ; but still that bit of fish re-
mained and he had to try again. Re-
sult as before. He now twisted around
and put his tongue in every corner
and under the rim and got the last
lick and smell; but now that delect-
able bit was a hundred-fold more in-
sistent than before and again he ram-
med his head under the sloping lid.
Out again, in again, bump, bump, he
went at it in earnest; he had only
been shamming before! He was going
to get it now. When the tin bobbed
and turned over he righted it deftly
and continued the onslaught. Net re-
sult. of the vigorous campaign:
Bobby’s face was very mussy, but the

piece of fish was in its place. Thea
he lost his temper utterly. He went
around it; he turned it over; he root-
ed under it; he bunted under the lid
some more; he mauled it generally;
then he went around to the spot where
he knew that morsel reposed, and tak-
ing a mouthful of the tin bit hard two
or three times. Then he left it and
went off and polished his face in the
earth. ;
One can never be sure just what
these little neighbours are going to do,
and especially is this true of the new-
comers. - On the day of the sardine-
tin episode I came in dripping from a
swim and discovered a new arrival,
He was a scrawny little fellow,
greedy-eyed and hungry-appearing,
and strangely enough quite without
fear of me. When I went into the tent
he followed, and before I was aware of



81

*“ Bobby " at the entrance to his abode

his designs he nibbled my big toe. 1
withdrew the endangered member
rather hastily and shooed him away ;
but the next moment when I had a
clinging wet garment over my head,
the scamp took advantage of me and
had hold of another toe in a twink-
ling. I. kicked spasmodically and
freed my head in time to see him go-
ing over and over endwise; but little
daunted he came right back again.
Those ten pink toes were too much for
him. He was going to have one willy-
nilly, and there was nothing for me
but to put on my shoes and get some
food for the little fellow.

I have indicated sufficiently the var-
ied tastes of these little stomach wor-
shippers; their table manners are in
keeping. A meal with three or four
of them is a round of gobble and get.
The first fellow finds the food and if

a portion of it is detachable he sits up
and begins to stow it away. Squirrel
No. 2 sees what is going on, ap-
proaches in short starts and stops,
malice written in his greedy black
eyes, and suddenly with a savage little
growl hurls himself on the eater. The
latter flashes off like lightning and
yields his place. About the time that
No. 2 has begun to digest, squirrel No.
3 repeats the attack upon No. 2, while
the latter makes his dodging exit. By
the time that No. 3 is comfortably set-
tled, No. 4 or perhaps No. 1 arrives,
and the greedy whirl goes along mer-
rily. It is this habit that causes such
a prolonged riot when they get their
first feed of oats as mentioned previ-
ously. Rarely do two of them eat
together; when they do it is a clear
case of temporary amnesia.

There is no tolerance here; every
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one of them is a bully; the bigger the
squirrel the more obnoxious to his fel-
lows, and neither age nor sex counts.
Once I took a hand in the game. A
little female was at the tent door ac-
cepting supper donations as usual
when a big buck came along, bowled
her over and took the crust. When I
interfered he popped below the floor
with his booty. Again I fed the
female; but in a moment the big fel-
low launched himself like a torpedo,
knocked her over and again retreated.
The next time he tried it I threw a
shoe at him but he was an artful
dodger and took to cover, quite master
of the situation. Then I cut a switch,
trimmed it neatly and waited for him.
I think he got the surprise of his life;
for I swept it wickedly along the
ground and cut him two or three times
before he got away. Whereupon he
went below the log behind the fire-
place and whistled defiantly at me.

It is always difficult to distinguish
individuals among wild animals, and
with my squirrels five or six is about
my limit. During the past season one
was small and lean, another similar
one had a scar between her ears, a
third was bob-tailed, a fourth had a
crooked tail-tip, a fifth was marked
with green canoe paint, a sixth had
lost an eye, and so on. Next spring
when they emerge with new coats,
they will all be strangers again except
the deformed ones.

On certain hot bright days in July
or August T always spend interesting
hours watching my gray friends mak-
ing their beds. Rather I should say
‘gathering the bedding; the real mak-
ing is denied me. To get the soft dry
grass that is considered the correct
thing for beds they go out to the
meadow a few feet beyond the trees.
With hands and teeth they go at it,
scooping up the dead stuff and wad-
ding it in behind the strong front
teeth until each has such a bushy bun-
dle that he scarce can see in front of
him at all. Up and down they go, a
root and scrape and pop up to recon-
noitre alternating until no more can

be held ; then off they charge in a hur-
ried nervous drive for their holes.
They always choose the right sort of a
day for their hay-making and make no
mistakes about it, for these are to be
their winter beds.

There is much excuse for their nerv-
ous popping up and down when they
are outside the shelter of the timber,
for here prowls their deadliest foe, the
marsh hawk. Of the foxes, coyotes,
owls, badgers, hawks, weasels, mink
and others that love to pick their
bones, this hawk is the most feared ;
for he eats ground squirrels out of
their skins at every opportunity and
is abroad all day long on tireless wing
seeking opportunity. The foe next in
dread about my camp is the big, long-
tailed, tawny weasel. Probably these
lithe hunters single-handed can kill
the largest of the squirrels if they can
catch them out of their burrows.

What a strange, short life is theirs:
five months of gourmandizing activity
and seven months of sleep. The well-
grown youngsters come into camp
about the first week in July; during
the last week in August they all begin
to leave me. It is a gradual leave-tak-
ing; the aldermanic fellows retire
first, and the less fortunate ones now
get opportunity to make up for lost
time. During a wet or cold spell now
they keep out of sight, and on coming
out again, I have seen them stretch
and yawn like men. Doubtless their
first winter sleeps are of three or four
days’ duration and after this it is a
short step to their one prolonged stu-
por of many months. By September
fifth or sixth, be it ever so warm, they
are gone, though why they should go
so early is a mystery ; and as the loaf
of bread at the tent-door lies untasted
through the pleasant September days,
I miss them much and wonder often.
Sometimes, too, in the winter when I
think of the elm-clump where the
Snow now sweeps across the frozen
lake and piles to the topmosi twigs of
the cherry thicket, I find myself hop-
ing that Bobby and his gray kin, down
so far below, sleep comfortably.

-




Blue Blood

BY J. ]J. BELL

1.

EALLY, Mamma,”’ said
the Lady Ambrosia pet-
tishly, ‘I wish you

el would talk of something

else that is not tiresome
and uninteresting.’’

‘‘But, my dearest Brosie, how can I
talk of anything else when I can think
of nothing else. The Duchess of
Dishwater dropped her lorgnette, took
up the muffin she had chosen with its
aid from the gold epergne, and looked
wistfully over it at her only daughter.

They were seated in the buff draw-
ing-room ; the time was tea ; the season
spring. For some seconds there was
silence broken only by the disintegrat-
ing muffin.

‘“To think,’’ sighed the Duchess, se-
lecting another, ‘‘to think that only
half an hour ago, in this very apart-
ment, on this very carpet, you spurn-
ed Sir Augustus Sopeleigh !”’

““You have already made that re-
mark seventeen times,’’ said the Lady
Ambrosia pettishly, extracting from
her chatelaine a banana.

“Well, I simply can’t get over it,”’
the Duchess huskily replied. ‘‘I’m
sure I don’t know what your poor
dear father would say if he were alive.
Such a splendid match!”’ She paused
once more to refresh herself from the
epergne. ‘“What on earth made you
spurn him? It is true that the colour
of his blood leaves something to be de-
sired, and I grant you that he has
more ear and less nose than the least
high-toned of our ancestors; but think
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of his wealth, think how his garden
adjoins ours! . . . Oh, how could you
spurn him?”’

Her daughter rose. ‘“‘Once and for
all, Mamma,”’ she said pettishly, as
she gracefully plunked the skin into a
china ornament on the mantelpiece,
‘“once and for all I must tell you that
I can never marry a man with baggy
knees.”’

II.

Several hours had rolled away. In
the dining-room of Highjinks Hall the
cloth had been removed, Sir Augustus
Sopeleigh and his guest, the Honour-
able St. John St. James, a young man
whose noble lineage went back several
decades, were sitting over their wine.

““This is capital claret,”’ remarked
St. James, setting down the empty
bottle, after noting the price on the
label. ‘‘Devilish moderate at a shil-
ling per bot. Does your merchant al-
low any reduction on a dozen?’’

““No,”” replied the baronet wearily ;
“but he allows a few pence on the
empties when returned in good condi-
tion.”’

‘I must take a note of the brand,”’
said the other, bringing out a combin-
ation fountain pen and toothpick rich-
ly jewelled, and slipping off his left
cuff. ‘“What do you call it? Can’t
read to-night.’’

‘‘Chapeau Belleview, extra sec, vin-

tage 1927.”’
. ““Good!’’ said the other. Having
made the necessary jotting, he return-
ed the cuff to its place. ‘I see you're
still drinking port,”’ he remarked.
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‘“ Alas, yes,”’ was the weary reply,
“But I fear it is of no avail. I had
another sample of my blood examined
the other day, and it is still as red as
ever. My nose had led me to hope,
but I found it had led me on a false
scent after all.”’

“‘Cheer up! Don’t despair ! Keep on
imbibing !’ St. John St. James said
kindly. ‘“ And now tell me, how speeds
the wooing of the fair Ambrosia?’’

At these words a groan burst from
the compressed lips of the unhappy
host. ‘‘Ask me not, my dear friend!”’
he cried. ‘‘Ask me not! Ask me not!
Ask me—"’

““ All right ; I won’t,”’ said the Hon-
ourable St. John, helping himself to
a clove.

“Then I will tell you. This very
afternoon,”’ said Sopeleigh, stirring
uneasily in his chair, ‘‘she spurned
me.”’

““Not really?’’

““Fact! And I know why!”’

““You do?’’ The guest deliberately
lit a Flor de Cabbajo. ‘“Why?”’

‘‘Because—because my blood is not
blue!’’ With a sob that rent the but-
tons from his waistcoat the Baronet
threw up his hands, and sank beneath
the table.

IIT.

Scarce a moment passed ere his
guest joined him.

‘‘Did she tell you that with her own
voice ?’’ asked St. John St. James cau-
tiously.

““Of course not,”’ was the weary re-
ply. ‘‘Ambr sia would never be so
familiar.”’

““Then you are labouring under a
miserable delusion. Would you like
to know her real reason for spurning
you?’”’

‘‘No! Never! Yes!”

“Tt is because you -have baggy
knees.”’

The baronet put his hand to his
head. ‘“Worse and worse!’” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘My case is indeed hope-
less. For nothing I can do will keep my
trousers from bagging at the knees.

For years my tailors and valets have
wrestled with the problem, but still
they bag. ‘Leave me, my friend, I am
about to break down.’’

‘““‘Not at all,”’ came the prompt re-
ply. ‘“All isnotlost. I can show you
the way to victory!”’

‘‘Show me!’’

““I can tell you in two words.”’

““Tell me!’’

St. John St. James took up a piece
of bread that had been dropped dur-
ing dinner and absorbed it thought-
fully. ‘‘By the way,’’ he said at last,
‘‘can you lend me a couple of thou-
sand, old cock? I’m a trifle tight at
present.’’

‘“‘Certainly, certainly,”’ cried Sir
Augustus in an agony of suspense.
‘‘Lend me your pen.”” Snatching
forth his cheque book he rapidly wrote
a cheque for £2,000.

“‘Thanks,’’ said the other, pocket-
ing it. ‘‘“Wear kilts.”’

““My preserver.’’

‘““Wear them at the Duchess’s ball
on the 13th prox.’’

“I will!”’ cried the baronet, his
countenance illuminated with joy, and
fell back in a swoon. But for the pre-
sence of a boiled potato he might have
got concussion of the brain.

An evil, sneering smile divided the
countenance of the guest. ‘“Won’t
Ambrosia laugh!’’ he muttered.

Presently he arose and, having emp-
tied a couple of syphons on his un-
conscious host, rang for his goloshes,

IV.

2

It is the eve of the ball.
That’s all.
: N

‘We are in the boudoir of the baro-
net.

¢“Finch,”” says our hero, who is
slowly revolving in front of a mirror,
““would it not be better if the tails of
my coat came a little lower than the
edge of my k-kilt?’’

““Oh, no, sir. The tails and kilt
must end simultaneously. That is
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quite de rigger, I can assure you, sir.”’

‘“Ah, well,”’ comes the weary sigh,
‘“so let it be.”” Suddenly he halts.
‘“Finch, are my knees identical as to
colour ?”’

““They are, sir. But at the moment
one of them is blushing a little.”’

“‘I see. Then you think I shall do?”’

‘I think, sir,”’ says the honest fel-
low, with ill-concealed emotion, ‘‘that
you will be the feature of the ball.
But stay !-—one moment, sir. It oe-
curs to me that the left calf could do
with a little more inflation. What do
you say, sir?’”’

‘““Pump away,’’ is the weary reply.
To himself the baronet says: ‘‘Oh,
Brosie, Brosie, if only you knew what
I have suffered to win your smile!’’

VI

We are in the boudoir of the Lady
Ambrosia.

‘“What hair will my lady be pleased
to wear this evening?’’ the maid res-
pectfully inquires in French.

‘“Oh, don’t ask me. Something to
go with my gloves,”” Ambrosia ans-
wers pettishly, burying her head in a
bouquet of calceolarias that has just
arrived. There is no card with it,
and the invoice tells her nothing save
the price, but in her heart of hearts
she knows the consigner. ‘‘Oh,’’ she
sighs to the fragrant blooms, ‘‘if only
he had not baggy knees! Alas, alas!
Why am I so proud? Why must I
respect before I’ can love? Why—"’

The Duchess has entered the room.
She wears a plum-coloured dressing
gown, and is white to the tip.

‘‘Brosie, a terrible thing has hap-
pened!”’

Pale as the vegetation in her hand,
her daughter stares at her. ‘‘Mother!
Is he dead?”’

‘‘They ’ve not sent the muffins!”’

VII.

The band was playing a dreamy
two-step when Sir Augustus Sope-
leigh, who had been delayed owing to
a misunderstanding with the cabby,
entered the ball-room.

‘““Ha! ha! ha!”’ laughed St. John
St. James in the Lady Ambrosia’s
blushing ear. ‘“What price baggy
knees now ?’’

“Ninny!’’ she said pettishly, ad-
ministering a biff with her fan to his
patrician * proboseis, whereupon he
turned away with a malignant sniff,

The sight of the calceolarias was as
wine to the fainting soul of Sopeleigh.
His legs, which had hitherto well-nigh
failed him, now carried him swiftly to
her side. And there her soft ‘‘te-hee’’
of greeting rejoiced his heart, and set
it beating furiously.

‘“‘May I have a polka-mazurka?'’ he
asked boldly, yet respectfully.

With a divine blush she consulted
her card. I’m afraid it’s not on the
menu,’’ she said sweetly, ‘‘but I—I’m
not engaged for the Centipede Crawl
or the Hippo Hop, Sir Augustus.”’

“I claim them both,’’ he said with
a new dignity that sat well upon him,
and made way for other and importu-
nate cavaliers.

He was admiring the decorations,
especially the banner emblazoned with
the ancient family’s motto of ‘“HIC,
HAEC, HOC,” and wondering how
many of the old dukes had passed
away with at least the first of these
words on their lips, when he felt a
slight pressure on the back of his
right leg. Ere he could turn a sharp
report rang out. St. John St, James,
closing his toothpick, mingled with
the crowd. '

“Punctured!”’ muttered the un-
happy baronet, clutching his beaded

brow.
VIII.

But fate was on his side. Ere much
attention could fall upon him, the
Duchess’s voice was heard proclaim-
ing—

‘“The muffins have arrived, after
alll’’

Amid the huzzas of the excited com-
pany Sir Augustas escaped to the
gents’ cloakroom.

“May heaven reward my faithful,
thoughtful valet,”” he soliloquized, as
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he prepared to make good the damage,
‘““for I never can, unless I raise his
wages.’’

From his sporran (a sort of vanity
bag worn by Highlanders) he brought
a cyclist’s repairing outfit. Then hav-
ing located and sealed up the punec-
ture, he drew his dirk (dagger) which
was really a miniature pump.

Within an hour he returned to the
ball-room, humming ‘I fear no foe,”’
to the air of ‘‘The camels are com-
ing”’.

““What is that grating noise?’’ ask-
ed several fair ones of their cavaliers.

““Something for supper,”’ was the
general reply.

As a matter of fact, it was St. John
St. James’s teeth.

IX.

The villain had enticed our heroine
to the darkest part of the conserva-
tory.

“You love another!’’ he hissed.

‘“You forget yourself, sir,”’ she said
pettishly.

““But you shall never wed him!”’

‘“Be good enough to take me back
to Mamma !’

“I don’t think! Hear me! I swear
you shall never celebrate your nup-
tials with another—not a blooming
nuptial!”” He bent closer. ‘‘Listen,
Brosie | —’

‘““How dare you breathe on me!’’

‘‘Listen, Brosie! His calves are
false!”’

The Lady Ambrosia rose to her full
height, and pointing to the left said:
““I care not! For I know that his heart
is true—true as yonder star!’’

‘““That’s not a star. That’s some-
body’s cigar. But enough! Your
hour has come!’’ Grasping her slen-
- der neck, he began to drag her across
the floor.

‘“Where are you conveying me?”’
she demanded pettishly.

“To the tank!’’

She sereamed aloud. (There were

seventeen couples in the conservatory
then, but though several panes crack-
ed, they heard nothing.)

“In you go! You can’t float—saw
you once at the seaside.’’

Plump !

The villain turned to depart, only
to find his nose grasped as in a vice.
Our hero, searching for his partner
for the Centipede Crawl, had arrived
in the nick. He forced the traitor first
to his knees and then to his back. Then
using the wretch’s diaphragm as a
spring-board he plunged feetlong into
the tank. The depth of water there
was usually about four feet, but Am-
brosia’s presence reduced it by twelve
inches. She was more bruised than
drowned. Aided by his pneumatic ac-
cessories our hero, supporting her fin-
ger tips, was able to keep treading
water until help arrived in the person
of the butler, the family corkscrew.

X.

Thanks to the Hippo Hop they soon
got dry, and were none the worse for
their thrilling experience, save for
slight colds in their heads. Their en-
gagement was announced at supper,
and the congratulations were numer-
ous, while many promises of valuable
presents were obtained.

Left to himself in the conservatory,
St. John St. James sought to end g
misspent life by climbing to the top
of the family tree and plunging down-
wards, head foremost. On finding that
he had injured nothing but a couple
of cacti, he decided to live on. And
he has been living on (his friends)
ever since. Ambrosia forgave him,
and accepted his wedding gift of a
silver-plated egg-boiler on the instal-
ment system, now so justly popular
even among the better classes of the
community. Ambrosia has already
recéived the first instalment—an egg.
She is seldom pettish now, and per-
mits Augustus to wear trousers on
Sundays.
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MY SECOND YEAR OF THE WAR.

By FRreperick PAnmer. Toronto:
MecClelland, Goodchild, and Stewart.

AEADERS will recall the
great reception that was
given to Mr. Palmer’s
first book of this series—-
“My Year of the Great
War.”” This second vol-
ume of what now must be regarded
as a series will receive even a
greater reception. In describing the
battles of the Somme this capable
American author has a subject fit for
his pen. The result is an unusually
attractive narrative, illuminative, in-
structive, entertaining. In the chap-
ter entitled ‘‘ The Ever Mighty Guns’’
Mr. Palmer gives the followng aceount
of the results of some big guns in
action :

““The improvement in shell fire is
revolutionary enough of itself. Stead-
ily the power of the guns has increas-
ed. What they may accomplish is
well illustrated by the account of a
German battalion on the Somme.
When it was ten miles from the front
a fifteen-inch shell struck in its billets
just before it was ordered forward.
On the way luck was against it at
every stage of progress, and it suf-
fered in turn from nine-inch, eight-
inch, and six-inch shells, not to men-
tion bombs from an aviator flying low,
and afterward from eighteen-pound-
ers. When it reached the trenches a
preliminary bombardment was the
stroke of fate that led to the prompt
capitulation of some two hundred sur-
vivors to a British charge. The re-
mainder of the thousand men was
practically all casualties from shell-
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bursts, which, granting some exagger-
ation in a prisoner’s tale, illustrates
what killing the guns may wreck if
the target is under their projectiles.’’

In the chapter entitled ‘‘Canada is
Stubborn,”” he gives ecredit to the
Kaiser for bringing together the peo-
ple of a land of great distances. He
observes, also, that no country wanted
war less than Canada, but that when
war came its flame made Canada molt-
en with Canadian patriotism.

““This is certain,”’ he says farther
on, ‘‘that the Canadians took their
share of the buffets in the mud, not
through any staff caleulation but part-
ly through German favouritism and
the workings of GGerman psychology.
Consider that the first volunteer
troops to be put in the battle line in
France, weeks before any of Kitchen-
er’s army, was the first Canadian divi-
sion, in answer to its own request for
action, which is sufficient soldierly
tribute of a commander to Canadian
valour! That proud first division,
after it had been well mud-soaked and
had its hand in, was caught in the gas
attack. It refused to yield when it
was only human to yield, and stood
resolute in the fumes between the Ger-
mans and success, and even counter-
attacked. Moreover, it was Canadians
who introduced the trench road.”’

3

THE BRITISH CAMPAIGN IN
FRANCE AND FLANDERS

By ArtHUR CoNAN DoOYLE. Toronto:
Hodder & Stoughton.

THIS is the first volume of Sir Ar-
thur Conan Doyle’s history of the

war. It deals mostly with the events
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of the year 1914 as they affected the
British forces on what is named the
‘“Western Front’’. There is at the
outset, however, an interesting chap-
ter on the breaking of the peace, which
is followed by a chapter on the open-
ing of the war. These two chapters,
quite properly, are mostly political;
but they are necessary to a proper
understanding of what follows, and
they have the added advantage of be-
ing written by one who is an acute
observer well versed in current Euro-
pean affairs. Then follow careful de-
seriptions of the important battles of
the year—Mons, Le Cateau, Marne,
Aisne, La Bassée, Ypres. The author
is not convinced that it is impossible
to bring out at the present time any
aceurate history of the war. ‘‘No
doubt this is true,”’ he writes, refer-
ring to statements that it is impossible,
‘““so far as some points of the larger
strategy are concerned, for the mo-
tives at the back of them have not yet
been cleared up. It is true also as
regards many incidents which have
exercised the minds of statesmen and
of many possibilities which have wor-
ried the soldiers. But so far as the
actual early events of our own cam-
paign upon the Continent are con-
cerned, there is no reason why the ap-
proximate truth should not now be
collected and set forth. I believe that
the narrative in this volume will in

the main stand the test of time, and

that the changes of the future will
consist of additions rather than of
alterations or subtractions’’. Sir
Sir Arthur promises a second volume,
dealing with 1915, and a third, deal-
ing with 1916. No doubt by this time
he sees that his work will run into
several more volumes.

%
SHANTINIKETAN

By W. W. PearsoN. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THE vogue of Rabindranath Tagore
increases rather than diminishes,
and as his vogue increases so do the

number of his books. This volume,
however, is not one of his; it is an
account of the work and progress of
Tagore’s school at Bolpur, India,
which is deseribed as one of the most
remarkable educational institutions in
the world. In addition there is an in-
troduction by Sir Rabindranath, which
tells that Tagore as a youth had con-
sidered deeply the system of teaching
practised by early masters in India,
who betook themselves to some forest
abode and there gathered about them
their families and pupils and contem-
plated: the divine revelations of na-
ture. ‘‘Then came to me,”” Sir Rabin-
dranath continues, ‘‘a vision of the
fulness of the inner man which was
attained in India in the solemn seclu-
sion of her forests when the rest of the
world was hardly awake. The truth
became clear to me that India had
cut her path and broadened it for
ages, the path that leads to a life be-
yond death, rising high above the
idealization of the political selfishness
and insatiable lust for accumulation
of materials. The voice came to me
in the Vedie tongue from the ashrams,
the forest sanctuaries of the past, with
the call—Come to me as the rivers to

the sea, as the days and nights to the -

completion of their annual cyecle. Lot
our taking and imparting truth be full
of the radiance of light. Let us never
come into conflict with one another.
Let our minds speed towards their
supreme good’.”’ The volume is illus-
trated with reproductions of photo-
graphs and of drawings by a pupil at
the school.

L
"

STRAY BIRDS

By RABINDRANATH TAGORE. Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

THIS volume by the Hindu mystie

Tagore is made up of 326 aphor-
isms and platitudes. One of the aphor-
isms is the following: ‘‘He has made
his weapons his gods. When his wea-

" pons win he is defeated himself”’, Here

t
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is another: ‘“What you are you do not
see; what you see is your shadow.”’
One of the platitudes follows: ‘‘The
bird wishes it were a cloud. The cloud
wishes it were a bird.”” Here is an-
other: ‘I have suffered and despaired
and known death, and I am glad that
I am in this great world.”” But with
all its platitudes, the book should be
interesting to those who like that kind
of thing. %

CANADA IN FLANDERS

By LoOrRD BEAVERBROOK .
Hodder and Stoughton.

"I‘HE first volume of this official ac-
count of the operations of the
Canadian Expeditionary Force was
by Sir Max Aitkin, the special eye-
witness of the Canadian Government.
Since its publication the author has
been raised to the peerage, so that we
have now the interesting circumstance
of two books of a series by one author
appearing with two different names
as authors. The first volume had an
unusually large sale, which it de-
served, for it was an exceedingly well
written narrative. The present vol-
ume, no doubt, will be even more suc-
cessful. It gives an account of the
additions to the Canadian overseas
military forces actually in the field,
and describes in great detail their
operations from the time of the action
at Festubert to the Battle of the
Somme. The narrative treats of two
important engagements as far as Can-
adians were concerned, that of St.
Eloi in April, 1916, and of Sanctuary
‘Wood in the following June. It was
at Sanctuary Wood that the Cana-
dians, at the point of the bayonet,
drove out the Germans from the por-
tion of the British line that they had
captured between Hooge and Mount
Sorrell. The accounts are founded on
official reports and on the observations
of the Canadian Government’s staff
of eye-witnesses. At the end there is
a chapter foreshadowing, as a result
of the war, some closer form of con-

Toronto:

stitutional union between Canada and

Great Britain.
. 3%

LILLA: A PART OF HER LIFE

By Mgs. BELLoc Lownpes. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

URING a time when common-
place novels are the rule, this
unusual tale, made possible by the
war, will be read as a refreshing
draught. It is an ominous tale, omin-
ous even from the beginning, when
the man and woman (Lilla) meet at
midnight on a train that has been
darkened for military reasons. But
the climax is dramatic and tragie,
only an episode, some might say, but
still an important episode in life of a
hero. The author displays a keen
appreciation of human nature, a fine
sense of balance and adjustment.

3

PETER SIMMONS AT SIWASH

By Grorge Firrca. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

THIS is a book of typical American

humour, humour that is based on
the episodes of the average college
youth—fraternity initiations, football,
coaching and gridiron contests, facul-
ty disinterest in athleties, the peculiar
pigheadedness of the local police, and
other forms of distraction dear to the
boys at college. The book is spirited,
and vivacious, and will be read with
thorough enjoyment by the ‘‘fan’’ of
every description.

£

THE MAGPIE’S NEST

By IsaBen Parerson. Toronto: S. B.
Gundy.

THE heroine of this interesting
story, Hope Fielding, is one of
those attractive persons who act on
impulse; in other words, persons who
are ruled by the heart rather than by
the head. There is about persons of
this type that devil-me-careness that
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lets to-morrow look after itself so long
as they are amused or rendered con-
tent for the present.' But if Hope
Fielding is one of this type, she is not
lacking in other qualities, one of
which is courage. The setting is in
the Canadian northwest, which was
also the scene of Mrs. Paterson’s first
novel, ‘‘The Shadow Riders,’”” which
was pronounced generally as an excel-
lent bit of fiction. The present novel
should increase the author’s reputa-
tion, because the character of Hope
Fielding is bound to be liked.

*

VERSES

By Jounx Epwairp Locan (‘“‘Barry
Dane’’). Montreal: The Pen and
Pencil Club.

OWING to the devotion of some

members of the Pen and Pencil
Club, of Montreal, of which the la-
mented author of this volume was a
member from its inception, the public
of Canada have an opportunity of
reading in collected form the work of
a poet who had during his lifetime a

restricted but staunch band of admir- .

ers. John Edward Logan wrote verse
of no mean order. He liked the lyric,
but the volume contains as well a
number of carefully wrought sonnets,

excellent dialect ballads, and a fine
poem in blank verse entitled ‘‘A Cry
from the Saskatchewan,’’ which if not
new in theme is spirited and lofty in
treatment. We quote one of the shorter
poems :

AT THE DAWNING OF THE DAY

Fly, fly, O little bird, and tell me truly,
Where wandereth my love, this dawn of
day;
Wing thine airy flight, and may no blast
unruly,
Swerve thy pinions from the ever pleas-
ant way:
And the butterfly, O chase not,
And the shining dragon, race not,
Lest you miss my love this dawning of
the day.

Why fly you not, O little bird, but slyly
Twinkle merry eyes above the leafy
spray?
Ab, a lover too hast thou, and sitting shyly,
Thou art waiting as he wings to thee his
way:
Waiting for thy love to bring thee
A new song of love, to sing thee,
At this the happy dawning of the day.

Then tell me, little bird, is my love waiting
By the brooklet in the meadows far
away,
For a lazy but true lover thus debating
With a bird that swings and sings upon
a spray?
Then, farewell, I go to meet her,
Whose red lips are ever sweeter
Than rosebuds at the dawning of the
day.
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Here is a delicious trio—prepared
from the finest ingredients money
can buy. Each has a character-
istic flavor and can be used in
innumerable damty ways.
Ingersoll Cream Cheese
is a real cream cheese—rich in cream —
pure and nourishing—far nicer than ordi-
nary cheese. 15c. and 25c¢. a package.
Ingersoll Pimento Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
and sweet Spanish Pimentos. Very appe-
tizing. 10c. and 15¢. a package.

Ingersoll Green Chile Cheese

Pure ' INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
with spicy California Green Chile. Piquant
and tasty. 15¢. a pnclmge.

The Ingersoll Packing Co. Ltd. :
n(' /

Iroquois Assortment
Choice Nuts and delicately-flavored
Chocolates in a variety of combinations.

Another revelation of the high
standard of
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Watch

NATURALLY the greatest watch ‘factory
in the world should stand behind the

world’s most famous timepiece.

Tl’\e WOI‘d

Waltham

on a watch dial conveys
the assurance of accuracy
and dependability to the
wearer. If anything evVer
happens, wherever he may live
or be, he will find a Waltham
Jeweller to whom he can
safely entrust its repair.

Everywhere you will en-
counter prominent persons, and
those who appreciate accuracy,
directing their waking hours

by Waltham time. You,

too, should learn the satis-

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY

faction of being master of time.
Let the Waltham help you
control your activities with the
accuracy you admire in others.

There are Walthams as low
in price as any good watch
can be sold, and as high in
price as any one should pay.

Your Jeweller will gladly show
you any of the Waltham
Watches, or fit a Waltham
Movementtoyour present case.
Write for the booklet “Con-

cerning a Timepiece.”
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Physicians Know

the kind of food that builds strength and health
into children. Hundreds of letters on file show
that many physicians recommend Grape-Nuts and
cream as a regular daily ration for growing children.

““There’s a Reason’’

O

£
i
{f



20 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

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.
Tht;li farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conilict.

Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,
it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as
possible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production.”

For full information regarding farming opportunities in Canada write to:—

W. D.SCOTT, E.sq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

or

J. OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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The Prize Dish

Of All Food Creations
RECIPE

At berry time use berries. At other times
any sort of fruit,

Mix in these Puffed Grain bubbles. A
crisp, flaky crust improves any fruit creation. TS=eame
And these taste like nut-meats, made airy and .
thin. Partly fill a dish with Brrries,

Add sugar and cream. Thisis all done ina
minute.

The result is a food confection. Made of
fruit, nuts, sugar and cream—the usual sweet-
meat components.

Yet a perfect food, so rich in nutriment §
that a dish is half a meal. 4 :

No morning table ever held a more delight- Addhalfas much Puffed Wheat.
ful dish, No mind can picture one. And
every home can have it.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Each 15¢ Except in Far West

Complete it with Sugar and Cream.

Noon and Night

Float Them in Bowls of Milk

Here are whole-grain dainties puffed to eight times normal size. A fearful heat gives them an
almond taste. They are bubble-like and crisp.

Every food cell is exploded. Digestion is easy
and complete. Every atom of the whole grain
feeds.

As noon time foods they do not dull. As bed-
time foods they do not tax the stomach. ]
So they are hygienic foods. They are whole-
grain foods. And the most delighttul tidbits that
ever went in milk. Serve them often in place of
foods which do not meet these standards. Keep

both kinds on hand,

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

Peterborough, Canada Solo(iMq;)kon Saskatoon, Canada
5
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ROBINSON'’S “PATENT” BARLEY |

Makes Your Child Strong
and Healthy

Errors in feeding infants and children are responsible
for more deaths than any other cause.

As a result of improper feeding children become thin
and peevish, have convulsions, diseases of the stomach
and bowels, wasting away or consumption.

Even if mistakes in feeding do not cause death, they
may produce severe deformities, such as rickets. Children
so afflicted are handicapped in the race of life.

Robinson’s ‘' Patent'’ Barley is assimilated and
digested by the delicate child or infant when all foods fail
to nourish, Itis a true food, a bone and muscle builder,
and one jof the few preparations which make cow’s milk
readily digestible by infants.

Our free booklet, ‘‘ Advice to Mothers," gives expert advice on
the feeding and care infants.

MAGOR, SON @ CO., LIMITED

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul Street, W. 30 Church Street
MONTREAL TORONTO
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MANUFACTURED BY

 KEENRTRINSONAC?

MARK

. Known the world over as the mark

#  which identifies the best of cutlery
'E'; Look for it on every blade.

 JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited
:.: UTLERS T J ENGLAND
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i” Colors Guaranteed

INDIGO DYED b
ALL WOOL

Sun, Wind, and the
Spray from Salt Water

will take the Color out of almost
any cloth, yet this is the test all
Blue Cloths used in the Uni-
forms of the Officers and Men
of the British Navy are subject

to, but they always stand the
Test.

They Never Fade

VICKERMAN’S

SERGES and WORSTEDS

BLACK—BLUE—GREY

Are Dyed With the Same Dyes
As Are Used on the Cloths for

THE BRITISH NAVY
The makers | @4 BVIGKERMAN&SONSL> @4 slons, the

selvidge

Nisbet & Auld, Limited - Toronto

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada
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Telephones for
Every Service

For rural systems.

For the factory or departmental building.
For the home.

For the garage.

For any service.

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.

CANADIAN INDEPENDENT TELEPHONE
CO\, Limited

263 Adelaide St., West - - TORONTO

—
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The Trut'l;mAb\out Corns

You have read much fiction about
corns. Were that not so there would be
nocorns. All people would use Blue-jay.

Here is the truth, as stated
by a chemist who spent 25
years on this corn problem.
And as proved already on
almost a billion corns.

“This invention — Blue-jay —
makes corn troubles needless.
It stops the pain instantly, and
stops it forever., In 48 hours
the whole corn disappears, save

in rare cases which take a little
longer.”

BAUER & BLACK

Makers of
Surgical Dressings, etc.

RO R T R

T

Blue=jay

Stops Pain — Ends Corns

That is the truth, and
millions of people know it.
Every month it is being
proved on nearly two mil-
lion corns. So long as you
doubt it you'll suffer. The
day that you prove it will
see your last corn-ache.

It costs so little—is so
easy and quick and painless
—that you owe yourself this
proof. Try Blue-jay tonight.

Plasters

WEESE 15c and 25¢ at Druggists
g Also Blue-jay Bunion

26
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The more you know about
coffee—and the more part-
icular you are about aroma
and flavour—the more you
will appreciate “SEAL
BRAND” COFFEE. Once
you have tried it, your
choice willalways be Chase &
Sanborn’'s “SEAL BRAND"”
COFFEE.

In }4, 1 and 2 pound tins.  Whole—ground—pulverized —
also fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL. 186

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
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Esterbrook's
STEEL PENS

THE MOST POPULAR PEN IN CANADA

-
Ne. 048. Fnlcon.—The most populn pen in use
for Gcneul Buuneu purposes.

No. 130. Euy Wntor.——An cxcellent correspon.-
dence pen.

No. 135, Double Eluhc —Medium fine elastic
action. Very popular.

“I=RESTERBROOK& CO'S)
S BANK, PEN sy

used.

No. 239. Chancellor. — A medium stub pen much
liked for back-hand writing.

No. 1170. Lndlel —A small, fine pomted pen.

No. 313. —-Probute.—A luge engroumg n; lon,
nib, medium point. - .

No. 442. Jnclnon Stnb —A very popular stub
pen, Falcon shape,

LESTERBROOKACO'S
MANIFOLD PEN

No. 460. Manifold. —For manifold copying.

These are a few of the most popular lines. For sale by
all stationers.

BROWN BROS. LIMITED

SOLE AGENTS FOR CANADA

SIMCOE AND PEARL STS.,, TORONTO

striving
for home
cleanliness,
itwould seem
better economy
and more effective
to keep your rugs
and carpets clean ail
the time rather than to
let the dirt accumulate
for a grand, periodic clean-
ing. EISSI‘:LI.'S VACUUM
SWEEPER, used regularly, will
preclude dust-saturated carpets and
rugs and keep them looking clean and
new. With its pure bristle brush and its
self-adjusting suction nozzle \\huh glides
lightly over the carpet, Bissell's is truly
the cfficient, carpet-saving, easy-running
and economical machine for the home.

BISSELL'S

Vacuum Carpet

Sweeper Sweeper
For the frequent brushing up which s

necessary in every home, BISSELL'S CARPRET

SWEEPER, because of its extremely light weight
and large brush capacity, will alwaysbe the most
convenient of all devices. It is the standby of
women everywhere, & household necessity for
over 40 years. Both machines sold by the better
doth-r' n'elxwhfrn Booklet on request,
all Bearing Carpet Sweopers, $3.00
0 $6.00. Vaouum Sweepers, $5.50 to $12.00,
Depending on style and locality. At dealers
everywhers. Booklet on request.
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Bissell Carpet Sweeper
Co. of Canada, Limited
Niagara Falls, Ontario
Dept. 387
Grand Rapids, Mich.

Largest and
Oldest Ex
clusive

Manufae
turers of

Carpet
Sweeping
Devices
in the
World

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.




28 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

F or Prices

and terms of sale of the following
brands apply :—

MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT

National Breweries Limited
Room 77 36 Chaboillez Square
MONTREAL

W:DOW

INDIA PALE ALE
CROWN STOUT
PALE BITTER ALE
DOUBLE STOUT
MALT EXTRACT

Dawes

EXTRA INDIA PALE ALE
BLACK HORSE ALE
EXTRA STOUT
BLACK HORSE PORTER
‘ . 1 Lagers :---Kingsbeer Club

——— - B Specnal Homebrew

There is nothing quite so ap- 5
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand INDIA PALE ALE
Bacon PORTER
BOHEMIAN LAGER

i |
£
1
2
1

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical.

The above goods are all full strength
Ask your Groeer for and are supplied to consumers direct
from the Brewery ONLY in localities
where no licensed traders reside.

Fearman’s Star Brand

Made by
F. W. Fearman Co., Limited

Hamilton
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A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

e

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

H

You are insured a clear, trans-
4 parent jelly made from the best
| 4 material when you use Knox

By checking wind colic and correcting in- Sparkling Gclatine.

2 . . . 1 know both yourself and family
estinal tr'oublcs comm?nthh children during Ao bt m v g o
the period of teething, helps to produce recipe for Maple Rice Pudding

natural and healthysleep. which is P""‘;‘i\b"lm"' )
o : P;ecidenlj
Soothes the fretting baby and Bl . Mable Rice Pudding
lh"eby give relief to TINE in 1 eup of ﬁu‘&?ﬁ.ﬁiﬁ.‘fﬂ'ﬂ?ﬁﬁt
the tired mother. Eraaluted sager. o brows setar; mavic ses oF
maple ayrup and 19 teaspoonful of salt, 1 eup ehop-
nut meats, if desired, 1 teaspoonful vanilla,
S T R e
MAKE YOUR BIKE | water. When firm, remove from mold and serve.
> A MOTORCYCLE . e i
a8 & small cost our Attach- 29 Our book * Dainty Desserts for Dainty
able outflt, FITS CYCLE. Eas- g People” will be sent for your grocer's
1'!, attached. No special tools required. @] name. If you wish a pint sample enclose
iy s B EREE BOOK B
oscribing the SHAW Bicycie Motor Av | CHARLES B. KNOX GELATINE CO., Ine.
tachment. Motorcycles, ail w

makes, ne . A
e e 3 T35 ad Up: es, Dept. A. 180 St. Paul Street, West, Moutreal

SHAW MANUFACTURING CO,
Dept 200 GALESBURG, KANS,, U.8.A,

il

.

y

2,
= 7.
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Tire Mileage
Achievements

SOME motorists think they have tires
which are making great mileage
records. Later these motorists meet
users of Dunlop Tires. Then they get a
new conception of what is possible in tire
mileage.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,

Limited
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES: TORONTO

BRANCHES:
Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg,
London, Hamilton, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St John, Hahfax

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks, Bicycles, Motorcycles and
Carriages ; and High-Grade Rubber Beltmg Packing, Fire Hose and General

Hose, Dredge Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Specialties. A.78

SPECIAL TIRE s TRACTION

T X XX 0 X I IO X ) ) X X X 0 X XD XXX

(EDXIDHXEIDX A XTD X TDXTD IO XITDXTD
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? rassincj in Power ~

A~ Superb in Appoinments
) \
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Power, or the lack of it, makes or mars an automobile. r
Power gives satisfaction, the lack of it, annoyance.

Canadian hills and highways are easily negotiated on high gear
with the reserve power of the McLaughlin valve-in-head motor.
This is due to the Valve-in-head principle of the McLaughlin
motor construction, which develops from 15 to 25% more
power than motors of other type of the same bore and stroke.
In all the essential qualities of a good motor car—body
construction, mechanical efficiency and appointments—the

McLaughlin is equal to the best. ~ In power it stands alone.
The New Series McLaughlin cars include 4 and 6 cylinder models in
Touring, Roadster and Sedan types, at prices ranging from $910 to $2350;
a new 60 H.P. 6 cylinder 7 passenger McLaughlin at $1900.

Send for our new catalogue «B” describing our complete line to

- THE McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., LIMITED

OSHAWA, ONTARIO
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HEVROLET o=,

The best steel, and genuine highest grade materials
forged, cast or welded into shape by modern machines
of scientific accuracy insure the high efficiency of the
CHEVROLET Four-Ninety.

The resiliency of the chassis, the pliancy of the sup-
porting springs and fine upholstery insure comfort.
Our mammoth production and efficiency methods
makes possible the low price of

$695. f. o. b, OSHAWA

including Electric Lights and Starter.

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY
OF CANADA. LIMITED

OSHAWA, - CAN .
WESTERN SERVICE AND DISTRIBUTINAGDQRANCHl

REGINA, SASK,

There is a Chevrolet dealer near you
anxious to show you the new Chevrolet

Models




Another
Triumph
of O’'Keeile's

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

with
@’%i 69;
SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

The flavour is unique—try it.
Other beverages bearing

O. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale, Ginger

Beer, Cola, Sarsaparilla, Lemon
Sour, Cream Soda, Lemonade,
Orangeade, Special Soda.

Order a case
from your dealer.

0’'Keefe’s - Toronto

106 Fly Poison Cases Reported in
3 Years

A Large Percentage Fatal
Appalling as this recor

d seems, it is only a fraction ot
the real number,

The symptoms of cholera in
and arsenical poisoning are almost identical. Diagno-
sis is extremely difficult. M iny actual fly poison cases
are unrecognized and unreported

fantum

The U.S. Goveramsnt recogaizes this danger te childhood and
ssues this warning, in supplement No. 29 to the Pub ic
| Health Report : ** Of other fly poisons mentioned, men-
| tion should be made, merely for the purpose of condem-
| nation, of these composed of arsenic. Fatal cases of
poisoning of children through the use of such come-
pounds are far too frequent, and owing to the resemb-
lance of arsenical poisoning to summer diarrhcea and
cholera infantum, it is believed that the cases reported
| do not, by any means, comprise the total. Arsenical fiy"
destroying devices must be rated as extremely danger”
| ous, and should never be used, even if other measures
| & arenotat hand.”

| TANGLEFOO

atches flies and embalms their disease-bearing bod es
with a disinfecting varnish. It js safe, efficient. non-
poisonous, and your protector from both fly and fly
poisons, (105)

Made in Canada by
THE O. & W. THUM COMPANY

Walkerville, Ontario
American Address: Grand Rapids, Mich.

T
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REDUCE

FUEL CO3T3
ONE -HALF

FOR FORDS AND
ALL OTHER CARS

Start easy in coldest weather!
More power and one-half more mileage!

Wonderful saving on tractor engines.

Air Friction Carburetors use cheapest grade
gasoline or even half gasoline and half coal
oil with excellent results.

250,000 enthusiastic users!

Start your car instantly and move off at once,

no “spitting,” ‘‘popping,” or ‘‘missing.’’
In other words end your carburetor troubles.

AIRFRICTION
CARBURETORS

Newly perfected model for 1917.

If your dealer cannot supply you,

write or wire us at once, sending
his name and the name and mode
of your car.

309 off list price where no repre-
sentative is already appointed.
Dealers, garages, and repair shops make
greater profits and give more saltisfac-
tion supplying AIR FRICTIO N
CARBURETORS, and spark plugs,
than any other accessory they can

handle.

THE AIR FRICTION
CARBURETOR CO.

206 Madison Street
DAYTON - OHIO

Manufacturers of
carburetors for
ipleasure cars,

trucks, tractors,
and motor

boats.

Show this adv.
to your dealer
or repair shop.

while motor is cold (even zero weather) with |

Lift Cornsout
with Fingers

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

Freezone

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

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

Small bottles can be had at any
drug store in Canada

~ The

Original
and
only

Genuine

Beware of -
Imitations Sold
the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

lon
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JOHNSON

REVOLVER

ADVERTISER

Complete Protection

and home. I tucked away a nest egg in the
bank. I thought this was a// the protection
that, any father cou/d throw around his family.

Defending the lives of my loved ones against
the attacks of prowling burglars—this never oc-
curred to me.

When I saw the loophole in my scheme of
home defence I felt guilty. I went to the nearest
hardware store and bought this trusty Iver John-
son Revolver you see lying here on the table.

My trusty, friendly Iver Johnson.,

I never think of my Iver Johnson as a brutal,
terrible weapon. I look uponitasa friend. The

l NOR years I have carried insurance on my life

145 River Street

very fact that I have it gives me a sense of security,

Have you thought of a revolver as a friend be-
fore? Will you give your family protection that
is one jot short of complete protection?

When you buy a revolver buy a good one. The
Iver Johnson is the safest small firearm made, be-
cause its patented safety dewice makes it absolutely
harmless. Hammer model with regular grip,
$6.75; Hammerless model, $7.50, Both models
also made with “‘Perfect’” Rubber or *‘ West-
ern’” Walnut grip.

Iver Johnson Bicycles can’t be beat for speed,
strength, easy riding and long wearing qualities. Rac-
ing, Cushion Frame, Truss Frame Roadsters and
Mobicycle models. $35 to $55, Juveniles, $20 to $25,

Three Books FREE

Indicate which _books you want:
“Bicycles,” C—"“Motorcycles.”

A-"“Arms,” B—

Iver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Works

Fitchburg, Mass.

99 Chambers Street, New York
717 Market Street, San Francisco

THE

InoereNDENT Oroer oF F oresters

Furnishes

ledged.
a Complete -8

System of
Insurance

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or

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

Total
Benefits
Paid
53 Million
Dollars

For further intormation and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, Secretary ELLIOTT G. STEVENSON, President §. H. PIPE, F.AS.,A.LA., Actuary

"
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Backyard Garden
HIGH GRADE SEEDS

Cardinal Globe Table Beet ....... Pkg. 10c, oz. 20c, 4 ozs. 50c¢, 1b. $1.50
Stringless Refugee Wax Butter Bush Beans .. ... . 4 ozs. 15¢; 1b. 50c,

S41bE S205
XXX Early Summer Cabbage, hard heads. . Pkg. 10c, oz. 30c, 4 ozs. $1.00.
Spinach Beet for greens, used as spinach. .Pkg. 10c, oz. 30c, 4 ozs. 90c.

Chantenay Red Table Carrot. . . ... Pkg. 5c, oz. 25¢, 4 ozs. 65c¢, 1b. $2.00
Cauliflower, Best Snowball, gilt edge. .. .. ... Pkgs. 15¢, 25¢, 14 oz. 85c.
Paris Golden Celery, extra fine.......... Pkg. 15¢, 14 oz. 60c, oz. $2.00
Citron for Preserving, most productive.. . . .Pkg. 5S¢, o0z. 15¢, 4 ozs. 40c.
Golden Bantam Table Corn. il &0 1. Pkg. 10c, 1b. 40c, 5 1bs. $1.90.
Early Market Table Sugar Corn......... Pkg. 10c, 1b. 35¢, 5 1bs. $1.50.
XXX Table Cucumber, early, prolific.. . ... Pkg. 10c, oz. 25¢, 4 ozs. 60c.
Select Nonpareil Lettuce, fine heads. ....... Pkg. 5S¢, oz. 20c, 4 ozs. 60c.
Tall Climbing Nasturtium, standard......... Pkg. 5¢, oz. 15¢, 4 ozs. 40c.

Giant Yellow Prizetaker Onion (black seed) . Pkg. 10¢, oz. 25¢, 4 ozs. 65c.
Yellow Globe Danvers Onion (black seed)...Pkg. 5¢c, oz. 25¢, 4 ozs. 65c.

ellow Pateh (Ofiton (Settsr - e L seis 1b. 35¢, . 5:1bs 8170
XXX Guernsey Parsnip, best for table. . . .. Pkg. 10c, oz. 20c, 5 ozs. 50c.
Champion Moss Curled Parsley............ Pkg. 5c, oz. 20c, 4 ozs. 50c.
XXX Earliest Table Marrow Peas. ... .... 4ozs. 15¢, 1b. 40c, 5 1bs. $1.90
Improved French Breakfast Radish......... Pkg. 5c¢, oz. 10c, 4 ozs. 30c.
Scarlet China Winter Radish........ i Pkg. 5c, oz. 20¢, 4 ozs. 50c.
Improved Beefsteak Tomato, very large...Pkg. 10c, ¥4 oz. 35¢, oz. 60c.
XXX Earliest Scarlet Tomato........... Pkg. 10c, oz. 50c, 4 ozs. $1.50
Rennie’s Prize Table Swede Turnip....... Pkg. 5c, 4 ozs. 20c, 74 1b. 35¢,
Ib. 65c.
Giant Branching Asters, Crimson, White, Pink, Blue, etc.......Pkg. 10c.
Spencer Good Mixed Colors Sweet Peas. . ..Pkg. 10c, oz. 25¢, 4 ozs. 80c.

“Pakro” Seedtape. “You plant it by the yard.”
2 pkts. for 25c. Ask for descriptive list.
Rennie’s Seed Catalogue Free to All  Delivered Free in Canada.
Order through your Local Dealer or direct from

RENNIE’S SEEDS King'ana'market Streeis, Toronto
Also at MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANGOUVER




> BANISHED in

48 tu72 Hours

No. craving for tobacco in any form \
when you begin taking Tobacco Redeemer, ?
[\

)
A
J o

Don’t try to quit the tobacco habit unaided,
It’s a losing fight against heavy odds and means
a serious shock to the nervous system. Lgt the .
tobacco habit quit YOU. It will quit you, if you
will just take Tobacco Redeemer, according to g
directions for two or three days. }t is & most
marvelously quick and thoroughly reliable remedy
for the tobacco habit,

£
i
= Not a Substitute
i
i
4
§

Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit-forming I
drugs of any kind. It is in no sense a substitute
for tobacco. After finishing the treatment you
have absolutely no desire to use tobacco again or
to continue the use of the remedy. It makes not
a particle of difference how long you have been
using tobacco, how much you use or in what form
you use it—whether you smoke cigars, ci arettes,
vipe, chew plug or fine cut or use snuff, Tobacco

edeemer will positively banish every trace of
desire in from 48 to 72 hours. This we absolutely
guarantee in every case or money refunded.

Write today for our free booklet showing the
deadly effect of tobacco upon the human system
and positive proof that Tobacco Redeemer will
quickly free you of the habit,

- 11 Pharmacal Company,
Depy 2‘;’8 St. Louis, Mo.
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acco Hahit

You don’t

use a sailor’s
needle for fine
embroidery

Then why use car-
bon paper that is
the wrong finish,
weight and mani-
folding power for your kind of work?
Let us prescribe the Carbon Paper that
exactly fits your work—it's FREE
Tell us in two or three lines of typewriting what special
results you wish., Use in your letters the characters and
figures that cause trouble, Also give your dealer's
name. Send us the original to ether with the usual
number of copies and sheets of ¢ Anﬁmn paper used, all in
place, and we }\i”_nn*wrihr the correct degree of ink
finish and manifolding power that exactly fits your need,

With the prescription we send free a sheet of the carbon
paper you need,

Canadian Distributors: UNITED TYPEWRITER CO.
135 Victoria Street, Toronto, Can.
F. 5. WEBSTER COMPANY, 36} Congress St., Boston,

opy

MARHK

TRADE

uLtl

Carbon Paper

e ————

ment is here at your dis-
posal — typewriters, desks
and furniture, stationery
(blank books, ledgers, etc.), ==
printing, lithographing, embos-

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

will be sent you upon re-

quest. It is a cyclopedia of office
needs.

USE MAPLE LEAF RIBBONS AND CARBON PAPERS

United T'ypewriter Company, Limited
Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronto

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

sing.




RIS RESORT S TRAVEL DERARTIENT, <

! Country Life in America Everybody's Field & Stream Harper's Red Book Review of Reviews
Scribner's The Canadian World's Work Two Million Copies— Fifteen Million Readers MOntth' TENTH YEAR
Write to these advertisers. Ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass., for reliable travel information and advice

3 NATIONAL PARK
== \| ACATION GLORYLAND. =
On the roof of the continent-the Continental Divide-
¥ in the Montana Rockies — Visit Glacier Park this vaca-
* tion. See its wonder-mountains, glaciers, skyland lakes.
Horseback, motor, hiking parties. Write for aeroplane map
Modern hotels. folder, also illustrated descrip-
Alpine chalets. tive GLACIER NATIONAL PARK lit-

See AmericaFirst

Tepee camps. Gﬂaﬂzﬁ" erature-Address C.ESTONE, Pass.
Vacations-$1. to N“m\n-"”‘Y Traffic Mgr. Great Northern
=~ "> $5.per day. Mmoo | Rwy.— Dept.11,Saint Paul,Minn.
i MASSACHUSETTS | mm RA:GE rlls
NGELEY [AKE HOL:
HOTEL PILGRIM JRANGELEYIZLE [
PLYMOUTH. MASS. e HHFEHHHIY T

Offers superior accommodations
ot rates which are high enough
il 1o insure the best in service and
culsine Golf course adjoining hotel grounds.
LT.'.IOpcn June 15th.to Sepfember [Sth, ==

645 BEACON STREET.
Boston's largest,family hotel, beautifully
appointed. " Choice suites of any size
for motor parties at reduced rates from
June Ist. to October, Private garage.
Both hotels management of PF Brine.

%) BOSTON MASS.

One of Maine’s finest inland resort hotels.
In the famous Rangeley region. Splendid
auto roads. Two garages. Excellent trout
and salmon fishing. No black flies or mos-
qultos. Golfand allsports on owngrounds.
Spring water. Cuisine nnexcelled. Steam-
boat trip across 5 lakes to White Mountaing
gtarts at our door. Open June first.

INTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H.

[NTERVALE HOUSE

=1 INTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H. ™=
e¢ A Summer Home of Refinement
N and Rest with Amusement~All Im-
vango ine =~ provements, Grand Scenery, Car-
riage and Garage Liveries, Fine -«
4 Roads, All Sports, Orchestra, £ x-4%4 "]

I-and cellent Table-Booklet-H.5.Mudgett JY .-
Nova Scotla CANADA

Globe trotters call the PURITAN
one of the most homelike and
altraclive hotels in the world.

Desirable quarters of any size [] “T » . ~
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ation in this picturesque historic region.
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of the best known d
and mos$ popular resorts in the Alleghanies. Table Wreite for particulars on Tour No. 104 Home for the aged. A limited number
of cases. Childishness or old ladies and

unsurpassed, polite and efficient service. Golf, ¥
Tennis, Motoﬂ?g. B;noibmklndu:g.lgxﬁ;nx-‘;:;‘i: R. U. PARKER, Gen’] Passenger Agent ggntlefmi',m]of good 3axnlly find a suitable
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s an e excellentattentionat aldhelm Park

new management; write for booklet. George 0. ?f’
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BUSINESS MEN'S HEALTH LIBRARY-FREE |

Ifryou want to keep w?”k— up tﬁ thet Tolp\;gotch\-S,Ironq,HeaIthy,
ici 3 mus now how to live.
gf’ig%gﬂg'ythdegpgr?gs upon health and health is wholly dependant
upon proper daily habits of living. To live right is to feel right
and to work with the highest degree of efficiency. .

it will payb}/ou to read these condensed little booklets on vital

a
ts. This"HEALTH LIBRARY"contains many valuable health
gsg«!;tehstisgns?ﬁi:ts that will enable you to maintain a higher standard
= of ‘Health. Health Self-Grading Charts come with it.
====——\ The books are free. Write for your copies now.

THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM, BOX 109, BATTLE CREEK, MICH.




WhiteMountains

OF NEW HAMPSHIRE

Golf, tennis, mountain
climbing, splendid views
and glorious air.

Delightful social life
among people worth
meeting.

12 Hours from New York

Through parlor and sleeping car
trains.
Send for booklet C

New England Vacations

Vacation Books

Give you information
v - :
about 1000 New England
resorts; their best hotels, board-
ing houses and camps with rates
and capacity.

Including White Mountains, Maine,
New Hampshire and Vermont Lakes
and Woods, Berkshire Hills, Cape Cod,
Marthas Vineyard, Nantucket, Narra-
gansett Bay, Casco Bay, Penobscot Bay,
Mt. Desert, Bar Harbor, and the ocean
coast of five states,

Send for booklet B—state region
you prefer.

Mount Desert

ON THE MAINE COAST

A marvellous island on
whichevery kind of beauty
and every sort of summer sport
have been brought together.

Bar Harbor

Northeast, Southwest, Seal
Harbors,

Attractive hotels and cottages.

Through express train service
from and to New York and Boston,

Address Vacation Bureau, 171 Broadway, Room 107, New York.

FISHING
CANOEING

Send 10 cents

7 **IN THE MAINE WOODS 1917 ': contatns all yow wish to knos
Vacation Bureau, Dept. A.C., BANCOR & A

New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R.~Boston & Maine R. R.~Maine Central R. R

Quaint Cape Cod

@ A Land of Vacation Sport and Res

Write Advertising Department, Room

t—Fishing, Bathing, Sailing, Golf
472, New Haven, Ct., for Booklet

DEEP IN THE MAINE WOODS

Send for booklet G

Seashore
Country
Lakes

HUNTING

CAMPING
IN VIRGIN COUNTRY, AS COMFORTABLE OR AS RIGOROUS AS YOU CARE TO MAKE IT

Experlenced}nldes make solitudes safe as at home. Easily accessible.
o

All kinds of accommodations for both men and women.
w, articles, illustrations, maps, etc.; many times worth price.

The famous Rangeley region
Elvn. 2,500 ft. On high forest
land facing 2 mile lake. With
vate cabins, bath. Fishing.
near by. Garage.

Golf, Write H. H. Eastman

THE MONADNOCK
Colebrook, N.H. Modern. Best
of everything. Village in White
Mts. Fineroads. Trout fishing
—_——

ments, on wooded shore of | lent table

Forest Lake. b lakes, Trout & | without bath
Salmon, Tennis Court, Garage
Write C, N Quimby, Forest &
Averill Lakes
for booklet and rates |

Averill, Vt.,

ROOSTOOK R. R., BanzgrLﬂg.

Rooms with or

| “Forratesand details
write WHERE-TO-GO
8 Beacon St.,Boston.

MAINE NEW HAMPSHIRE VERMONT | MASSACHUSETTS TS
. ' Space s wi
York Camps | EOTLELTINAN: Wil | | COLD SPRING CAMPS | PILGRIM HOUSE | Space, in this wiath
Loon Lake, Me. L;;.';“Al‘{cr;nlf(»rrlts Fineroads. | 12 cabins, modern improve- \ Provincetown, Mass. Excel-
s Me, ;

secured in the June
department if (‘u{ly
i8  received early.
Forms for June will
close May 1st.

School Teachers

We want a representative in each town and
locality in Canada to take subscriptions for

The Canadian Magazine

in your spare time. Large commission allowed.
Write at once.

A\

|

weekly.

15 Toronto Arcade

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT
Terms 207, down and $1, $2, $3

We trust any honest person.
Wrile for Calalogue to-day
JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importers

TORONTO, Can.

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CAP®
RY MURINE EYE REMED

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE,

TORONTO

|

|

Try it for R

|

‘ No Bmmlzg—!‘eeh Fine— Acts Quickly.
] o

|

Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran«
ulated Byelids. Illustrated Book i
age. Murine is c ded

n each Pack-
our Oculists—

o, P
not a “Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-

cated to the public and sold by
and &0c Per Bottle. Murine Hye
2%c and f0c. Murine Eye Re

18 at
Salvein Anopt'i:
Co.,

medy Chicago
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IN ALGEHOUIN ‘NAT

Yo g

TONALRARK

Th'e‘ 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 ]. 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— T
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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Canadian Pacific

FLORIDA

Via DETROIT and CINCINNATI

Why not Florida for your Winter Tour?
The Attractions are Unsurpassed

Beautiful Palm Trees—Warm Sea Bathing—Orange
and Bananna Groves—Golf—Tarpon Fishing—
Luxurious Hotels for all Pockets.

TWO NIGHTS ONLY FROM TORONTO
Winter Tourist Tickets Now on Sale

Fast Train 4.00 p.m. Daily from
- Toronto, via

CANADIAN PACIFIC
MAKING DIRECT CONNECTIONS AT DETROIT

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or write

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto




A Spotless Toilet Bowl

is simply a matter of shaking a little

Sani-Flush

into the bowl every few days. Stains disgppeur.
Dipping the water and scouring the bow! are th_mg.s o
the past. The trap—unseen source of an offensive,
unsanitary condition—is Kkept clean by Sani-Flush.

For cleaning toilet bowls only — not a general
cleanser, but a unique product for one purpose. Sani-
Flush is needed wherever there is a toilet bowl., It
willnot injure the bowl or plumbing connections,

ASK YOUR DEALER

He has Sani-Flush or can get it for you easily. For
information write

Harold F. Ritchie & Company, Limited SR,
10-12-14 McCaul Street, Toronto, Ontario which you

Sig L ¥ can't clean
Representing THE HYGIENIC PRrRODUCTS COMPANY, except with

Canton, Ohio Sani-Flush

Plan your Summer Vacation Now!

/ P — DECIDE to enjoy the rest and recuperation
of Body and Brain in one of Canada's

< Famous National Playgrounds, where the de-
& lightful Climate, Magnificent Scenery and

— unlimited Sporting possibilities go to make

& ; the ideal recreation.
N i GRAND DISCHARGE OF THE SACUENAY :
iiii LAURENTIDE NATIONAL PARK : ALGON-

QUIN NATIONAL PARK : MUSKOKA LAKES :
GEORGEIAN BAY HINTERLAND : NIPICON FOREST RESERVE :

QUETICO NATIONAL PARK : JASPER NATIONAL PARK AND MOUNT
ROBSON NATIONAL PARK.

All of which are served most conveniently by the CANADIAN

Canadian Northern.
For literature and further information apply to nearest C.N.R.
Agent, or write to R. L. Fairbairn, General Passenger Agent,

68 King Street E., Toronto. _/




44

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

» FVERES

Nt

ix
—when all other lights fail

STORM-TOSSED and battered, helpless
in a raging sea, the crew unable to launch
a boat — such was the plight of the freighter,
Pio IX, on the night of December 5, 1916.

And here might come the tragic end of this story, but for Antonio
Oliver, one of the crew. He remembered the Eveready DAYLO *
in his bunk; strapped it to his wrist and with ten of his comrades
went overboard, clinging desperately to a ship’s raft.

Gleaming like a lone star, the light from Oliver’s Eveready DAYLO*
attracted the attention of the S. S. Buenos Aires. After several fail-
ures a boat was launched and help sent to the exhausted crew. Thus
were the lives of eleven men saved by the light that did not fail—
Eveready DAYLO.*

There are times in everyone’s life when a dependable pocket light is
invaluable. Get your Eweready DAYLO * today. Prices from 75
cents up. Dealers everywhere.

Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited,
TORONTO

*DAYLO is the winning name in our $3000 contest. We paid
83000 to each of the four contestants who submitted this word.

Don’t ask for a ‘“‘flashlight’’—get an Eveready DAY LO

when the fuse blows
and all lights go out

when the car stalls on
a dark road and the
trouble must be lo-
cated

when uncanny scratch-
ing in an unused room
awakes you

when someone rings
your door-bell in the
middle of the night

when a storm breaks at
2 A.M. and the win-
dows must be closed

when it’s too dark to
see your way from the
house to the garage

when a strange noise
in the bushes near the
porch alarms you

when the baby cries in
the night
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’ “Thats the make of silver-

plate that we received
when we were married,
and we still have some
that was mothers”

- A\ |1 the best stores you will be offered
gs:A%g today as the leading brand of silver
23 plale the same make that merchants
of fifty years and more ago recommended
to their customers.

[t is quite the proper thing to start housekeepin
with 1847 ROGERS BRros.*“ ilver Plate that Wears”

Sold with an unC}uaIiﬁcd guarantee made possible by
the actual test of over 65  years.

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

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

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

S BROS'

o

LA

((;ﬁr:/xmml
Patrern.
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DELCO-LIGHT

ELECTRICITY FOR EVERY FARM
The Greatest Boon Since the
Self-Binder

Life in“the country has taken a wonderful step in advance with the coming of
Delco-Light. Nothing since the self-binder has meant so much to the farmer
and small-town dweller. Here, at last, is complete and economical eiectric light
and power for every home that is now without it. No home in the world will
now be more worth living in than that of the progressive farmer. Nothing that
the big city offers is now beyond your reach. With Delco-Light country life
becomes the preferred. It brings every comfort and convenience to the farm—

saves money, time, labor for all the family.

Electric Light and Power

Here is Delco-Light—electric light—clean, brilliant, safe. Delco-

Light goes everywhere—all over the house, in the barns and sheds,

outdoors. Clear light, best for work and eyes. Clean light, with-~

out the labor of cleaning lamps and lanterns. [ Safe light, with no
danger of fire,

Delco-Light is a pleasure, a convenience, almost a
necessity. But Delco-Light power is even more. It
earns its way. With the Delco-Light Power Stand
you can do much of your chores by machine. Saves
hours of time in milking, separating, churning, feed-
cutting, washing, pumping water.

Delco-Light is the most compact, efficient and
simple electric-lighting plant yet developed. The
main unit consists of a switchboard, combined elec-

tric motor and generator, and a gasoline

engine. The other unit is a set of storage
batteries. Each part is the simplest of its
kind that will work efficiently, Little oper-
ating is called for, little adjusting. The
engine is self-starting by pressing down a
switch. Stops automatically when batteries
are fully charged. Price of No. 208 is $390,
and No. 216 is $465.

FREE

it is to install and operate.
free.

DOMESTIC ENGINEERING
CO., DAYTON. OHIO

Distributors:

COMPLETE USE OF ELECTRICITY

The Delco-Light Power Stand will increase
the usefulness of your electricity 100%, It isa
compact, sturdy, efficient portable motor,
saving of current. Take it anywhere. It
runs from the nearest light socket. It will
operate all kinds of light machinery, saving
you hours of time and labor.

FULL INFORMATION—We have prepared several
intensely interesting books telling all about Delco-
Light—how little it costs, how much it does, how easy
Send your name and address for these books

The same company that has made world-
famous Delco-starting, lighting and igni-
tion plants for automobiles.

C. H. ROOKE, Limited, BREEN MOTOR CO. B. L. ROBINSON

Toronto Winnipeg

Calgary
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MADE IN
DIFFERENT STYLES
DIFFERENT WOODS

EVERYONE SHOULD

HAVE A
BOOKCASE THAT DIFFERENT
WILL GROW FINISHES

WITH THE FAMILY DIFFERENT SIZES

WE MAKE JUST

*“MACEY"
WILL SOLVE THE WHAT YOU NEED
PROBLEM AT THE PRICE YOU

CAN AFFORD

PROVIDE A HOME FOR YOUR BOOKS

You have probably often had to hunt all over the house for a book you wanted
just because there is no regular place provided to keep them in, and they are left
lying all over wherever last used, becoming torn, soiled, and in a condition that
makes you feel ashamed when your friends see them.

MACEY SECTIONAL CASES

Do away with all such neglect and loss, and besides provide a handsome piece of
furniture that will be a real delight in the home and, perhaps most important of
all, they don’t cost much.

BUY THEM AS YOU NEED THEM
You don't have to provide for future needs—all you do is buy what you need mow—you can
enlarge your case at any time to take care of additional books you may acquire. Let us send
you our Macey Style Book, which tells you all about these famous cases, besides giving you a lot
of information every booklover should have, Just send us your address, and we mail you the

book free of charge.
. For Sale by all leading Furniture Dealers.

FACTURERS

LIMITED

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.

|
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TOASTED

CORN FLAKES

are within the reach of all.

Made from white corn and by our secret process
converted into appetizing and highly nutritious food.

Made in Canada by an entirely Canadian company.

Get the original in the red, white
/ and green package, and refuse all sub-

W

stitutes.

w\f\?f‘l The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limited
Head Office and Factory: London, Ont. 8
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The appeal of the automobile is irresistible.

It is a fundamental factor in modern every

day life. -

It rides the road to happiness.

If you purchase a car this season, there are
new facts for your consideration which
should simplify the task of selection.

This year we apply the established Willys-

LS $1380
| P $1190

The Road to Happiness

i S

Overland policy of greater production—
greater economy, higher quality, lower
price to the most comprehensive and
varied line ever built by any one pro
ducer.

See the Willys-Overland dealer to-day—talk it

over—let him sho_w and demonstrate the car you
ought to own to ride the road to happiness.

Willys-Overland, Limited, Hepd®fee West Toronto, Ont.

Manufacturers of Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars and Light Commercial Wagons




A Fair
Show

You owe to yourself every

advantage to earn and
achieve.
If tea or coffee interfere,

(and it does with many,) stop
and use

POSTUM

the delicious, pure food-

drink.

“There’s a Reason’’

Tarnished
Silverware-
There’s the Rub

It is so beautiful when clean
and brilliant, but what a
difference when tarnished.

There is no practical way to
prevent tarnish—to remove it
there are many ways, good—
bad, and indifferent. One way—
(the best), proven by 50 years' experience is
Electro Silicon. This great polishing powder
does not injure the finest surface, Its fame
is universal. Beware of the kind that takes
off the silver with the tarnish—they work
easy but—

You can now purchase Electro Silicon in cream form
as well as powder. The cream form, which is wonderfully

?o ular, comes in large glass jars, 25c. Powder form—
ul size box, 15¢c. Sold by dealers everywhere.

THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE

Send for Samples—For two cents in
stamps we will send samples of Electro

Bilicon Cream and Powder. Send
to-day to
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO.

MONTREAL - CANADA

Sole Canadian Agents for the
ELECTRO SILICON CO., 30 Cliff St.
N.Y.,, US.A.

The Y. S. C. Safety Razor de luxe
British Made
Does not require Stropping, Setting, Taking
Apart, nor wiping after use.
IT DRIES ITSELF
The most appreciated gift you can give a man.
Used the world over.

Send $5.00 and we will send you the razor by
return mail. It is guaranteed and money re-
funded if not satisfactory.

Descriptive Booklet sent on request.
SPIELMANN AGENCIES

Read Building, St. Alexander St., Montreal.

WOMEN OF REFINEMENT

thousands of them throughout the
world make daily use of the genuine

MURRAY & LANMAN'S

(The Original, Century-old)

Florida Water

Widely regarded as an indispen-
sable aid to beauty and comfort.
Its sprightly fragrance is accept-
able to the most discriminating
taste, and its delightful, refreshing
effect best attained when it is
added to the bath. oSt

Sold by Leading Druggists
and Perfumers

LANMAN & KEMP
New York and Montreal

S— e —

T W BEST PRINTING CO LIMITED TORONTO



