


between here and the Alaskan boundary.

Vietoria Agent:

Union Steamship Company

of British Columbia, Limited

Daily Freight and Passenger Service for all Northern British Columbia Points

UNION Steamship Co. oF B.C L 5.5 CAMOSUN.

Steamers :

Camosun Cheakamus Chasina
Venture Cassiar Coquitlam
Cowichan Chelohsin Chilco

For

Sechelt, Buccaneer Bay, Van Anda, Powell River, Lound, Campbell River, Rock Bay, Alert

Bay, Port Hardy, Rivers Inlet Canneries, Namu, Bella Coola, Ocean Falls, Surf Inlet, Kitimat,
Skeena River Canneries and Anyox.

These steamers carry His Majesty’s mails and are the only vessels calling at all points

SEEED SAFETY  COMFORT

For Further Particulars Apply to:

1 Belmont House Prince Rupert Ageney: 631 Second Avenue
Or

Head Offices, on Union Dock, Foot of Carrall Street, Vancouver, B.C.
Telephone Seymour 306. Private Exchange connecting all Departments,




W atson Bros.

Fishing and Packing Co., Limited

Packers of all Kinds of

Pacific Coast Smoked,
Pickled and Frozen
Fish

Also Manufacturers of Barrels

Head Office:

Indqstrial Island, Vancouver

We are Sole British
Columbia Distributors for

‘Genuine Garlock Pack-
ings

Victor Balata Belting

R. F. & C. Brand Rub-

» ber Belting

Duxbak Leather Belting

Chapman Brass & lron
Valves

Strong Steam Traps

Rockwood Pressed Steel
Unions

Coghlins Track Tools
and Car Springs

Mueller’s  Corporation
Brass Goods, Valves
and Ships Fittings

Empire and Nash Wa-
ter Meters

WE ALSO STOCK

White and Colored
Waste and Oakum
Sanitary Wiping Cloths
Friction Board and Lace

Leather

Lubricating Graphite
and Grease Cups

Iron and Steel Pipe and
Fittings

We offer our Services to secure any other Material
for You

Gordon & Belyea

LIMITED
Formerly Campbell-Gordon Co., Ltd.

148 Alexander “treet -

Vancouver Phones:
Seymour 8942-8943

- - Vancouver, B. C.

Victoria Phone:
6037

Phone Fairmont 1148

CGrown Broom Works

LIMITED
304 Front Street East, Vancouver, B. C.

Manufacturers of the

Mother Goose, Duchess, Janitor Special
King, Peerless, Princess, Province,
Ladies’ Carpet, Perfection, Ceil-

ing and Warehouse Brooms

WHISKS OF ALL KINDS

GLASS WASHBOARDS
ZINC WASHBOARDS

Phone Sey. 3345

Meet
Me at the
Chocolate
Shop

When you do
down town shop-
ping don’t forget
to get Hot Choco-
late, Hot Lunches,
Afternoon Teas,
and Home-made

- Chocolates at the
Chocolate Shop.

When men are
friends there is no
need of Justice,
but when they are
just they still need
friendship.

435¢ Granville Street
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THE

Rat Portage Lumber
Go., Limited

Vancouver

Manufacturers of

Douglas Fir, Spruce, Cedar
and Hemlock Lumber

Prompt Shipment of Fir Timbers in all Sizes

up to 100 feet in length

Air Dried Cedar Shingles

“Vancouver’s Leading Tailor’’

J. A. LANGE

From London, England
Military, Civil and Ladies’ Tailor
Here you can obtain a good English Cut Suit
Our Ladies Department is the best in the city

719 Pender Street West

Just off Granville

Phone Seymour 304

GEORGIA PHARMACY

(The Drug Store that is Different)

LESLIE G. HENDERSON,

Pharmaceutical Chemist

Georgia and Granville Streets
Phones: Sey. 1050 and 1051 Vancouver, B.C.

The Vancouver Engmeering

Works, [imited

VANCOUVER, B. C.

Desire to express their great appreciation to the

Gallant Men of British Columbia who have so magnifi-

cently earned undying fame in helping to protect our

homes and also securing to the world forever complete

liberty from a military autocracy.




GET IT AT

AT no time in its history has this store been so popular

as it 1s today. Its popularity can be at once ex-
plained by our consistency in value-giving. We believe
in supplying the right goods at the right prices.

WOODWARD DEPARTMENT STORES LIMITED

Vancouver, B. C.

BURNS DRUG COMPANY | | To the Returned Man

LIMITED . .
Our Experience is at Your
Official Dispenser Invalided S 5
Soldiers’ Commission ervice
It will give us great pleasure to assist you
should you require any information about
Complete Stock of Drugs and FARM LANDS

Druggists’ Sundries : :
in British Columbia. Call or write for our

Booklet. It is yours for the asking.

Phones: Seymour 606 and 3902 PEMBERTON & SON
3 Pemberton Building, Pacific Building,
132 Granville Street o i
Vancouver, B.C. Established 1887




Some of the
things we do:

WE WRITE
Fire Sickness
Accident Aut bil
Marine . Publie Lisbility QUALITY CLOTHES
Pl Gl B lar n . .
e Travaleic Bag;argea Y ANSURANCE Sold in Vancouver Exclusively by
WE SELL THOS. FOSTER & CO., LTD.
Rail d St hi .
T:l:;rypo?:ts o TICKETS 514 Granvnlle Stret
WE ARE AGENTS FOR Ten per cent. discou;ﬁrz%aigturned Men on First
The Canadian Pacific
Railway PRAIRIE FARM LANDS
WE BUY AND SELL
All kinds of FOREIGN MONEY
sast || EBURNE SAW MILLS
MONEY ORDERS, DRAFTS AND
TRAVELERS' CHEQUES LIMITED

WE SELL OR RENT HOMES
AND DEAL IN MORTGAGE LOANS

We Solicit your Business, which shall receive
our prompt and careful attention

D. E.BROWN'S TRAVEL BUREAU LiD.

626 Hastings Street West (Strand Bldg)
Phone Seymour 165 VANCOUVER, B.C.

BROWN BROS. & C0. LTD.

Florists, Nurserymen, Seedsmen

Fruit and Pot Plants, Seeds
Ornamental Trees Cut Flowers and
And Shrubs Funeral Emblems

Main Store and Registered Office:
VANCOUVER, B.C.

43 HASTINGS STREET EAST
Phone, Seymour 988-672
HAMMOND, B.C.
Greenhouses and Nursery on C.P.R.
Phone, Hammond 17

Branch Store, Vancouver,
728 GRANVILLE STREET Phone, Sey. 9513

Greenhouses and Nurseries, Vancouver:
21st AVENUE, near Main Street. Phone, Fair. 796
and Night Phone, after 9 p.m.

L

Head Office: 48 Hastings St. E.
Vancouver, B. C.

V.

MARPOLE, B.C.

Manufacturers of Lumber, Lath, Shingles,
Mouldings, Etc.

Phones Eburne 300, 301

—— INSURANGE ——

Fire, Life, Accident, Sickness, Automobile, Plate
Glass, Burglary, Fidelity and Liability

Real Estate

Houses, Business Prop-
erty, Factory Sites
and Building Lots

Bonds

Government, Municipal,
and High Grade Cor-
poration Bonds

Geperley, Rounsefell & Co.

Established in 1886

Ground Floor
‘Winch Bldg.

739 Hastings St. W,

Vancouver, B. C.

T Ve e P



H. Bell-Irving & Co., Ltd.

INSURANCE AGENTS

Fire and Marine

: Automobile

Fidelity-Phenix Fire Insurance Co.
Phoenix Assurance Co., Ltd. (London, Eng.)
Globe & Rutgers Fire Insurance Co.

California Insurance Co.

Quebec Fire Insurance Co.
Canton Insurance Office, Ltd.
Ocean Accident & Guarantee Corp., Ltd.

Lloyds (London)

HASTINGS FURNITURE (0.,

LIMITED

41 Hastings Street West

Hed

Complete
House
Furnishings
e dli
Cash or Easy Payments

To the Men of the Cana-

dian Expeditionary Force

“Greetings”

To you a happy Christmas,

To us all a happy Christmas.
Victory shall bring us back

Our old time cheer.

You fought well across the main
We shall have you back again,
And God bless us all
With a Happy New Year.

The Royal Crown Soaps,
Limited
Manufacturers ““ Royal Crown Soaps”” and Products

Vancouver, B.C.

VI.




ROYAL ROSE TALLUM | | Yancouver Drug

Company, Ltd.
Used After Shaving

The Original

Soothes, Smooth d
€s, omoothes an Cut-Rate Druggists

Satisfies
: R900ED
25c¢ per tin .
Six Stores at Your Service

ez 405 Hastings St. W. - - - - Sey. 1965
7 Hastings St. W. - - -'.- Sey. 3532
National Brug & Chemiral ADS Maine Bt o v n 5K Sey. 2032
@ ir, :: 782 Granville St. - - - - - Sey. 7013
L Atmth’fl Cor. Granville and Broadway - Bay. 2314

Cor. Commerecial Dr, & 1st Ave....High. 235

Vancouver, B. C.

Mackay, Smith, Blair & Co., Limited

MEN'S FURNISHINGS AND DRY GOODS

Manufacturers of

: SHIRTS, TWEED PANTS, OVERALLS, TENTS, HAND
Y KNIT SWEATER GOODS.

REGISTERED

Corner Cambie and Water Streets Vancouver, B.C.

Vil




J. A. Tepoorten, Limited

Wholesale Druggists &

Manufacturing Chemists

308 Water Street

Vancouver, B. C.

CANADA

PUT A “BLAKE” HAT
“OVER THE TOP”

It's the Popular Favorite

It is the keynote of style and distinguishes
the wearer.

Select a ‘‘Blake’ hat from our big new
stock. We have a style to suit every face.

OUR CAPS

Are as popular as our hats, you can
depend upon them for style

Black and White Hat Store

Corner of Hastings and Abbott Streets

OUR BUSINESS

Bonds Government and Municipal,

Insurance Fire, Automobile, Marine,
ete.; ete,

Real Estate -
Mines Timber
Rentals
Farm Lands Fruit Lands

Etc., Etc., Etc.

Royal Financial Gorporation

Limited
703 ROGERS BUILDING
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Sey. 4630-4631

VI,




THE SPROTT-SHAW

BUSINESS SCHOOL

336 HASTINGS ST. W.
Offers special attention to all

GREAT WAR VETERANS

Personal attention is given to the spe-
cial needs of every pupil, thereby insuring

constant interest and rapid advancement.

R. J. SPROTT, B.A., Manager

Phone Seymour 1810

HOTEL PRINCE RUPERT

European Plan $1.50 per Day Up
H. B. ROCHESTER, Mgr.

Aero-
plane Spruce, Mining and
Cannerymen

Northern Headquarters for

G. T. P. and Government Telegraph
Offices in the Building

PRINCE RUPERT

BRITISH COLUNBIA

B. C. FIR & CEDAR LUMBER
~ COMPANY, LIMITED

Rough and Dressed Fir,
Cedar, Spruce and
Hemlock Lumber
Specially equipped to handle mixed

car orders, including

Mouldings, Sash and Doors,
Shingles, Etc.

Heavy Timbers of any size

Mill and Office: Foot Laurel Street
and False Creek

VANCOUVER, B.C.

Now for a Tonic

It's the right time to take a tonic; that’s a fact.
The System now following the hard days of winter
becomes run down, lacks ability to give good strength
and service and thus to keep you contented,

School children’s systems should be fortified
against the coming Spring. People who have been
ill with the ‘“Flu” should be restored to health with
an appetizing tonic. Knowlton's Hypophosphates
still leads the world as the bkest all-round genuine
Tonic. We know its good and recommend it as such.

Price $1.00.

Knowlton’s Limited
CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS
15 Hastings Street East, Cor. Carrall
Vancouver, B. C.

Telephone Sey. 656 Open all Night




BUY VICTORY

BONDS

LECKIE SHOES

THE SLOGAN BELOW MAY BE
TAKEN LITERALLY

We never put the name LECKIE on a shoe
without first knowing that the workmanship
—and the quality of the materials—are the
very best it is possible to procure. If you
want wear, style and comfort insist on

LECKIE

All Leather

SHOES

AT YOUR DEALERS

Look for the name on every pair

The Quality goes IN
before the Name goes
On—that’s a Leckie

GEO. CRADOCK & CO. LTD.
175 Cordova West

Vancouver, B. C.

Wire Rope Manufacturers and
Engineers
Head Office: Wakefield, England

Branches: Calcutta, Johannesburg,
Sydney




Pacific Milk Comes

From Ladner

Milk from the Ladner Dis-
trict is among the very best
produced in British Columbia.
And as you know we have some
of the best dairy herds in
America in our province.

The wunusual richness of
Pacific Milk is due to the large
amount of cream in the fresh
milk produced in this distriet.

Pacific Milk Co., Ltd.

332 Drake Street
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Factory at Ladner, B.C.

LONDON & BRITISH NCRTH
AMERICA COMPANY,

LIMITED

Loans—Insurance—
Estate Management

Representing :

North British & Mercantile Insurance Com-
pany
and

Hartford Fire Insurance Company
Financial Agents

London Building Vancouver, B, C.

Rubber Goods

Superior in Quality
Satisfactory in Service

e

Gutta Percha and
Rubber, Limited

Vancouver and Victoria

At Your Service

THE

A. & C. Grocery Co.

Pure Food Purveyors

The Store of Quality, Service and

Cleanliness

520 Granville Street
Phones Sey. 401-2

X1,




“TREFQUSSE”

The Best Glove made in

France.

The Best Glove Sold in

Canada.

575 Granville Street

The A. R. Williams Machinery
Company of Vancouver, Limited

We have a complete stock of
Wood Working Machinery, Saw Mills,
Engines, Boilers, Laundry Machinery
and Mining Machinery in our Van-
couver Warehouse. We also have a

full line of Transmission Goods and
can fill orders immediately from
stock.

If you have any wants in any of
these lines, please give us an oppor-
tunity to serve you, by way of quot-
ing prices and delivery.

495 RAILWAY STREET

VANCOUVER - - eas BC
Phone: Highland 40

Accident Sickness

Fire

As Provineial Representatives of the
Norwich Union Fire

Insurance Society,
Limited
Established 1797

We greet the Amputation Club oy
British Columbia.

JACay you live long to enjoy the fruits
of Uictory, won with such credit to
yourselves and the Empire.

Banfield, Gunther & Black,

LIMITED

Fire, Accident and Sickness Insurance
Established 1891
327 Seymour Street - - Vancouver, B. C,

Best of All!

HIS STORE can always give you your

kind of a garment, no matter what you
desire. Splendid values at all times, in ap-
parel for Women and Misses. For your own
satisfaction, give us a call.

Suits Coats Dresses Blouses

Ladyware

564 Granville St. Opposite Drysdale’s

Phone Seymour 7907
Opp. Orpheum Theatre and C. P. R.
Vancouver Hotel
First Class Cafe in Connection

CASTLE HOTEL

IDEAL LOCATION
“THE HOUSE OF COMFORT
IN THE HEART OF THE CITY
“HOME OF THE TOURIST”
A MINUTE FROM ANYWHERE
Moderate Rates ~$1 per Day and Up
CASTLE HOTEL LTD., Owners,

750 Granville Street - - Vancouver, B. C.
A. JOHNSON, Manager

X1,




e Doy Tice

A TEA -ROOM

that is different - -

765 Robson Street
(Half a block West of Granville)

Phone Seymour 810

Ballard’s Furniture Store
1024 Main Street Phone 2137

We always carry in stock a nice selection of
new and used Furniture, Carpets, Linoleums,
Mattresses, etc.

Always pleased to show goods, whether you buy
or not.

Free deliveries to all parts of the city and
suburbs. Remember the place.

Opposite New Union Depot

SOME ONE SAID

“You can catch a customer with a l)ar;:ain
but you have to have quality to hold him.’
Our aim is to give our customers perfect
satisfaction and goods of superior quality,
realizing that a well satisfied customer is
our best advertisement.
Try us with a phone order.

KITSILANO HARDWARE CO.

2278-2280 Fourth Avenue West
Phone Bay. 1457

With the Compliments of

The Orpheum Theatre
765 Granuille Street,

Vancouver, B. C.

Everything Electrical

The Jarvis Electric Co. Ltd.
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Electrical Engineers and Contractors

Motors, Dynamos and Repairs
Storage Batteries and Repairs

Automobile Starting, Lighting and Ignition
Repairs

GET OUR PRICES

P ﬂdd‘.‘t}.

The Patrick Company <= 2N

#igh Grade Milliners /% }\

Correct Styles at Lowest Prices
Vancouver, B, C.

532 Granville Street -
Phone Seymour 3291

B. C. Distributors

Tentobeds and
| Autobeds for
Automobile

Tourists

Prices and Litera-
] ture will be mailed
¥ on request.

¥ JEUNE & BRO., LTD.

570 Johnson Street - B0

Victoria,

ALBERTA LUMBER CO0., LTD.

790 Sixth Ave., West, Vancouver, B. C.

Manufacturers

British Columbia Fir
TIMBERS

FLOORING, CEILING
INTERIOR AND EXTERIOR FINISH

Your Enquiries are Solicited

X1l



‘“ Home of Honest Service ”

Hermanent Dye Works

TLimited

1641 Fourth Ave. W.

Vancouver, B. C.

H. L. James, Mgr.
Phone Bay. 1669

Modern Processes for the Cleaning and
Dyeing of Fine Fabries

Stewart Photo Supply Co.

840 Pender Street West, Vancouver

&s’\éj Paper. Contact and Enlarging

Ansco Cameras—Carbine Cameras

~ Lenses—We carry a large stock of the best
Lienses.

Plates—Wellington and Central
Films—Ansco and Vulean

TO KNOW CANADA

One must be familiar with the earlier development
and later outlook of the Great Canadian West,

The Romance of Western Canada
By R. G, MacBETH

is the presentation, in most interesting and enter-
taining form, of the really romantic events and
definite movements which have made our Canadian
West great. The author, son of a Selkirk settler, has
lived in and through most of these movements and
knows thoroughly whereof he writes.

In special colored jacket, illustrated,

Your bookseller has it.
WILLIAM BRIGGS

Publisher
TORONTO, CANADA

Cloth, $1.50.

BE ENTERPRISING

Home isg never so happy as when you have your

range going—that is a range su,ch as the
‘‘Enterprise’’

Disagreeableness is a natural sequence when the
stove smokes or draws badly—cross words follow
naturally. The g -

‘‘Enterprise Range
Cures all that, and Hubby leaves home in a happy
mood and tackles his day’s work with enthusiasm.

If you are a Returned Soldier and bring this
advertisement with you, we will allow you a 10 per
cent. discount,

Instal Without Charge

Talk the range question over with us, anyway.

W. T. McARTHUR & CO., LTD.

Stoves, Furnaces, Heaters
866 Granville Street - - - Vancouver, B. C.

Telephone Seymour 8600

COPE & SON, LTD.

Wholesale Electric Supplies and
Brass Manufacturers

150 Hastings St. W. - VANCOUVER, B. C.

Machinists, Die Makers, Spinnings, Stamping,
Steel Cabinet Boxes, Panel Boards, Swithboards

Lo S

%\\\\\\\\\‘““"” """;;W' Yy
O

ission
féchol\gp'

% CO.
//é /////////Illlp.-_" _..\\ﬁ\\\\‘\\\\%

I ~—

\

A\

P )er

722 Granville St. Vancouver, B.C.

Fire Life
J. R. V. DUNLOP

Insurance and Real Estate

Automobile Accident

Phone Seymour 2025
Suite 1, Royal Bank Chambers

408 Hastings Street West, Vancouver, B. C.

R. D. RORISON & SON, LTD.

710 Dominion Building Phone Seymour 55666

Would be pleased to have you call and have a
friendly chat if you want to make arrangements to
secure a home, invest your spare money to agvant-
age or get advice as to industrial, commercial or
residential realty values, or in respect to Timber or
Mining propositions.

ROYAL NURSERIES, LTD.

Has a large quantity of Privet and Holly for hedges,
and Holly, Pines, Evergreens for home bequtlfying.
and also some Raspberry Canes and Evergreen
Blackberry stock.

Make your wants known at 710 Dominion Building,
207 Hastings Street West, or by phone, Seymour 5556,

X1V,




Cable Address ‘‘Timber’’ P.O. Drawer 500

The British Columbia
Mills Timber &
Trading Co.

Established 1865
Vancouver, British Columbia

Proprietors of the

HASTINGS SAWMILL
And

MOODYVILLE SAWMILL

Manufacturers and Shippers of all kinds of
Lumber, Lath, Pickets, Shingles,
Mouldings, Ete.

Vessels Chartered
Domestie and Rail Shipments

LONG TIMBERS AND
SPARS A SPECIALTY

Inquiries Solicited

Foreign Cargoes - -

Prompt Shipment

FURNITURE

AND PIANO

MOVING

__ GENERAL CARTAGE

We have the best equipment obtainable

GREAT NORTHERN TRANSFER
COMPANY

Seymour 404-5-6 Union Station

Nanaimb-Wéllington

COAL

Phone your order now
FAIRMONT 2800

McNeill, Welch & Wilson

LIMITED
1629 Main Street

Canadian Financiers Trust
Company
Incorporated 1907

To Great War Veterans, Army and Navy Veterans,
Soldiers and Sailors

This Registered Trust Company gives special
attention to the business affairs of all who are
serving or have served the Empire. Complete
service in all matters, large or small.

Four per cent. paid on Savings, withdrawable
by cheque. Accounts opened with $1.00 and up-
wards. Courteous replies to all enquiries. Call,
phone or write. Agents throughout the province.

General Manager:
LIEUT.-COLONEL G. H. DORRELL
Phone Seymour 5960

Head Office: 839 Hastings St. West
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Schebler Carburetors
Eveready Batteries
Bosch Magneto

Westinghouse Genera-

tors

Corning Noviol Head- = Dy
light Lens

Weedchains

B
ahishesm. Gpack Pluge Westinghouse Shock

Sparton Horns

Dunlop Ti Absorbers
P .|res : Fyr Fyter Fire Extin-
Inland Piston Rings guishers

Wolfe Head Oil
Skefco Bearings

Van Sicklen
meters

Thermoid Brake Lining

Edison Batteries

Speedo-

ABOVE ARE JUST A FEW OF THE HIGH
GRADE ARTICLES WE CARRY IN STOCK

Canadian Fairbanks Morse

Company, Limited
Canada’s Largest Department Store for
Mechanical Goods

XV.
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These“Cigaretteés have an

immense sale all over the

world, due entirely to their

high quality and excellence
of manufacture.

Also sold in tins of 50 5!\&
100.

Beautifully Cool and
Jweet Smoking
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FOREWORD

TO THE HON. JOHN OLIVER

Premier of British Columbia.
Sir:—

The year 1918 will be memorable in
history from the fact that while you held
the honorable position of Premier of this
Province, the GREAT WORLD WAR
ended,—and the “Gold Stripe” was pub-
lished.

The contributors to this volume, authors,
artists, and all associated with its produc-
tion, thank you for giving this book your
countenance and approval. We are grate-
f  ful that you allow us fo inscribe this book
(representing as it does, the feelings and
aspirations of British Columbians), to you,
and that you join us in DEDICATING IT
TO THE MEMORY of those men who
; have fallen in the War for Justice and
i) Truth, and TO THE MEN wearing the
1] “Gold Stripe” who have been heroic
sufferers in the conflict.

You have said, Sir, that it is your desire
and the intention of your Government,
that the men who have borne the brunt of
battle, and have now returned to their

o S 5 dependents, should have “A SQUARE
HON. JOHN OLIVER DEAL.”

The contributors to this volume, believing in your sincerity, put those
words on record. This book, we hope, will serve as a reminder that the
Premier of the Province has considered the heroes of the Great War deserving,
and determined that they shall receive just and generous treatment.

This book was the result of a sudden, impulsive desire to pay a tribute to
our heroes. That desire was quickly acted upon. But a few weeks elapsed
from the time of the first suggestion to its being placed before the public. The
work was hampered by the epidemic which afflicted British Columbia, and by
the stress of the Christmas Season.

May the volume be considered to have the merits of its imperfections.

Aware of its faults, we had the courage to go on with the difficult task,
trusting to the generocity of the public. If, as Editor, I have not given
acknowledgments to all to whom acknowledgments are due, I apologize. I
have poached in preserved areas, but I can plead that I have done so in a good
cause. To the many contributors who have sent me work of merit for which
I have been unable to find room, I tender thanks, and on behalf of those for
whom this book is published, express the hope that at some future time we shall
be able to avail ourselves of their generous kindness.

With thanks to all helpers, I, with the public, salute the “Gold Stripe,”
wishing its wearers, their dependents, and friends, the entire people of this
great Province a “HAPPY CHRISTMAS and BRIGHT and PROSPEROUS
NEW YEAR.

I have the honor to subscribe myself,

i “

“FELIX PENNE,”
(J. Francis Bursill)
Editor “Gold Stripe.
Vancouver, Christmas, 1918,
“The Year of Victory.”



The King at Saluting Base



THE GOLD STRIPE

A Tribute to the British Columbia Men who have been
killed, crippled and wounded in the Great War

Published for the benefit of The Amputation Club of B. C.

PACIFIC PRINTERS «g&3 VANCOUVER, B.C.




THE GOLD STRIPE

ﬂe Re-Establishment of the Returnecl
Disabled Soldier

The Invalided Soldiers’ Commission of the
Federal Department of Soldiers’ Civil Re-es-
tablishment, has been organized for the pur-
pose of treating discharged men who have a
recurrence of physical disabilities incurred or
aggravated in the service of their country,
and also for the purpose of training for new
oceupations men who through their disabilities
cannot resume their former work.

The work of the Voeational Branch of the
Commission is embraced under two heads:—

(1) Occupational Therapy.
(2) Industrial Re-training.

OCCUPATIONAL THERAPY: The object
of this work is primarily to provide suitable
and interesting employment to men under-
going treatment in order to shorten their con-
valescence, and, secondarily, to give them the
opportunity of receiving training which will
assist them in making a comfortable liveli-
hood after they are discharged to civil life.

Bedside oceupations are being carried on in
most of our Military Hospitals under the di-
rection of the Vocational Branch of the I1.S.C.,
and is proving of unquestionable benefit.
When our disabled men are approaching the
stage of convalescence, it is considered very
important to get them interested in some light
form of occupation. Most men, if they have
lain in bed for two, three, four, or more
months with nothing to do but be cared for
by kind friends, will grow indolent and impa-
tient, and when the time comes will look
askance on any offer to teach them a new
trade. On the other hand, if some sort of
light oceupation is given them and increased
as their recovery progresses, occupation be-
comes so customary that to go on to a new
trade is simply a natural progression.

Bedside occupational therapy not only
bridges the period throughout convalescence to
the time of the patient’s discharge with inter-

esting and varied working problems, but it
seeks also to benefit the patient himself
through remedial motions made unconseiously
by him while his mind is absorbed in the
process of some productive occupation; there-
fore, the object of the treatment is very im-
portant and has a direct bearing on the choice
made for the occeupation of the individual.

Patients suffering from erippled hands find
in the use of plasticine modelling an excellent
means of producing deft movements, while
Basketry is made a remedial factor in finger,
wrist and hand injuries.

Occupational therapy must be as truly thera-
pautic as it is occupational. Diversion alone
does not attain to the end that each and every
““aide’’ should have in view.

The following are a few of the occupations
which are given to the patients: Needlework,
basket-making, beadwork, weaving, painting,
drawing, stenography, book-binding, wood-
carving, ete. The success of the aides who are
in charge of the bedside and ward occupation,
will naturally depend on their ability to select
some occupation interesting to the patient and
to change it often enough to prevent mon-
otony.

CURATIVE WORKSHOPS: The curative
workshops, which are established in all of our
convalescent hospitals, are proving a great
boon to the men. The work helps them to get
fit more quickly. Men who have been in the
hospitals for a long time have lost all habits
of active life. These curative workshops go a
long way towards helping men to use their
injured limbs; for instance, a man with a badly
injured hand who starts work in a carpenter’s
shop at first does most of the work with his
sound hand, but gradually begins helping the
sound hand with the injured one, thus uncon
sciously improving it.

Men in convalescent hospitals attend classes
in woodworking, machine-shop work, mechan-
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No. 1. Woodworking Class Fairmont Industrial Re-training.
No. 2. Boatbuilding, Esquimalt.
No. 3. A corner of one of the Telegraphy Rooms, Shaughnessy Industrial Re-training.
No. 4. Machine Shop and Motor Mechanics, Qualicum, Vocational Branch.
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ical draughting, art metal work, motor me-
chanies, gardening, shoe repairing, typewrit-
ing, stenography, telegraphy, commereial sub-
jects, sign painting, illustrating and other sub-
jects. Often they learn enough during the
convalescent stage to take on greater respon-
sibilities upon their return to civil life, and
also to engage in entirely new trades and oc-
cupations. Instances are constantly arising
where men are able to graduate from one of
the lower trades to an occupation command-
ing vastly greater remuneration.

INDUSTRIAL: RE-TRAINING: Probably
the most important stage of the work carried
out by the Voecational Branch of the Invalided
Soldiers’ Commission is industrial re-training.
The Government has passed an order-in-coun-
cil granting re-education courses for men dis-
charged from the Army who are unable to
return to their former occupations on account
of their disabilities. Men receive pay and
allowances for themselves and for the up-keep
of their dependents while undergoing training.
Industrial re-training courses are granted for
periods extending from three to eight months.
The procedure in granting these courses is as
follows: All convalescent men are interviewed
and their careers noted. Kach case is given
careful consideration and the man is helped
and advised in the choice of a future occupa-
tion. After training has been given and the
man placed in employment, the case is kept
under observation to determine with what sue-
cess he is able to make use of his training.

Besides receiving training in the university
and private institutions, men are placed in
factories, workshops, offices, shipyards, ete., to
learn trades first hand, and a large number of
disabled men are taking advantage of this

first hand training and are ‘‘making good.”
All costs of training are borne by the Com-
mission.

Tt will be seen that the co-operation of em-
ployers is needed to enable the Commission to
provide facilities for such training and em-
ployment.

The responsibility of this work is assigned
to the Commission’s industrial surveyors, who
are all returned soldiers with wide business
experience and practical knowledge in dealing
with men.

The following are some of the occupations
for which men are being trained directly in
the industries: Machinist, garage mechanie,
steam fitting, ignition and battery repairing,
gas engine, oxy-acetylene welding, stove
moulding, saw filing, wire mattresses, sign
painting, cabinet-making, upholstering, furni-
ture repairing, dentistry, dental mechanies,
typewriting linotype operating,
farming, poultry and light farming, bee-keep-
ing, milk testing, electricity, boot and shoe-
making, artificial limb making, photography,
tailoring, etec., ete.

mechanies,

When the vast numbers of our able men re-
turn to Canada, it will be seen that the dis-
abled and wounded men will be strongly
handicapped. Not only will their disabilities
be a handicap to them but they will have
these thousands of ablebodied men to com-
pete with. It is, therefore, up to the disabled
men to get the best out of themselves as is
possible, and to take advantage of the facili-
ties the Government is offering them.

In conclusion, Canada is straining every
effort to solve satisfactorily the problem of
re-training men to ecivil life and industrial
activity with the utmost thoroughness and
exppediency.

Vy
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No. 1. Resthaven Convalescent Hocpital, Sidney, B. C.
No. 2. Curative Workshops, Resthaven, Vocational Training.
No. 3. Class in Arts and Crafts, Curative Occupations, Shaughnessy.
No. 4, Shoemaking and Repairing, Esquimalt Convalescent Hospital, Vocational Branch,
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A Tribute to the British Columbia Men who have been
killed, crippled and wounded in the Great War

MRS. RALPH SMITH, M.P.P.

GREETING!

Here’s to the ‘‘Gold Stripe!”” We welcome you! Tt
was a happy thought.

It is our echo of the War, and an indication of much
that is to come. The gold of sunset promises rest after the
stripes borne during the fighting days. The public will
take the keenest interest in the publication. ~No more
worthy gift could be 'sent to any friend at Christmas than
a copy of the ‘““Gold Stripe.”’

With joy we welcome you!

The Armistice signed! Peace practically assured!
Thousands of our men returning! Christmas very near—
the day of joy and gladness—and yet the rose has its thorn,
the day its night. There are those who are sorrowing be-
cause there are many who will not return; their bodies lie
in Flanders, France, and Belgium. Their spirits are at
rest. They fought the fight, they kept faith with their
country, gave their all and we who are ‘‘over here’”’ must
never forget their sacrifices ‘“over there.”” The most prac-
tical way to show how we remember is by taking every care
of those left behind, and to see that their chances in life
are not hampered because they have been bereft of their
loved ones. They are the country’s legacies, and the
trustees (the people) must make adequate provision for

them. Re-adjustment of this question is very necessary, and should be done speedily in
order that the burden of caring for those affected shall not weigh too heavily. Then shall
we all, with one accord, exclaim this Christmastide:

“Glory to God in the Highest! Peace on Earth, Good Will towards men!’’

Perhaps John Oxenham’s ‘“Te Deum’’ at this time will bear repetition. Here does he
express the sentiments of a large percentage of the people when he says:

~

We thank Thee, Lord, For their endurance under deadly stress;

For mercies manifold in these dark days; For all the unknown heroes who have died

For heart o’ grace that would not suffer wrong; To keep the land inviolate and free;

For all the stirrings in the dead, dry bones, For all who came back from the gates of Death;
For self steclings of the time’s dread needs; For all who pass to larger life with Thee

For every sacrifice of self to Thee; And find in Thee the wider Liberty;

For ease and wealth and life so freely given; For hope of Righteous and enduring Peace,

For Thy deep sounding of the hearts of men; For hope of cleaner earth and closer heaven,
For all who sprang to answer the great call, With burdened hearts, but faith unquenchable,
For their high courage and self-sacrifice; We thank Thee, Lord! ”

—MARY E. SMITH.
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THE COLD STRIPE

Vancouver’s New Railway Terminus

The Gold Strip¢

By Mayor Gale, Vancouver

HIS WORSHIP THE MAYOR

When I faced the great audience in the
Horse Show Building, Vancouver, on the occa-
sion of the celebration of peace, on Sunday,
December 1st, I felt proud of our province,
and our city. The occasion was one of mingled
pride, joy, and sorrow. Among that vast audi-
ence there were many who wore the emblems
of woe, not ostentatiously parading their
grief, but displaying just enough mourning to
show that they had lost some dear one in the
great world struggle for Justice, Truth, and
Honor, against Tyranny, Rapine, and Cruelty.

In that vast audience khaki was everywhere
conspicuous, worn by battle-scarred veterans
who had faced fearful odds of a relentless,
cruel foe, and who bore marks of their ter-
rible experiences.

On many a sleeve, along with chevrons and
other honorable marks of distinction, the thin
Gold Stripe was conspicuous, a decoration
which every Briton feels called upon to salute.

‘“He jests at scars who never felt a wound.’’
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That will never be true of the scar won in the
great world war. We know only too well
the ordeal through which our men have passed,
and we thank God that the loving care of de-
voted women, the skill and patience of our
doctors, with all the devices of modern sur-
gery, has minimized the sufferings of our in-
jured heroes, and that many who have been
maimed and mutilated will be able to take up
again cheerfully their work as citizens of this
““No mean city,”’ as Britons, proud of this
province, or whatever part of the Empire in
which their lot may be cast.

I have been asked by the Editor of the GOLD
STRIPE to offer a few words of greeting to
the men who wear the decoration, the mem-
bers of the Amputation Club, and our heroes
generally, and to voice the thanks of those
who have undertaken this enterprise, to the
authors and artists who have contributed to
this interesting and beautiful book.

I am proud that such a volume has been pro-
duced in Vancouver, showing as it does that
the ecity possesses talent in harmony with its
publie spirit, generosity and patriotism. I of-
fer my congratulations to all responsible for
this volume. It needs no commendation from
me, but I do commend it as a Christmas present
to be sent to the utmost corner of our Empire,
wafting with it a message of good will, and
showing that in this far-flung post of Empire
we have a love for the Good, the Beautiful, the
Just, the Noble and the True, and we do not
lack those who can, with pen and pencil, give
expression to our highest ideals as men and
citizens.

I can best express the feelings of the men
who won it in the lines of Fred A. Earle:—
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The Gold Stripe’s won!
Thanks to the Hun
And his shrapnel fierce and biting.
The thing I mind
Is the long, long grind,
Till I get back in the fighting.

It hurt a bit,
But what of it!
In the crimson of its flowing—
My wound—I1 see,
For the men with me,
A bond of love that’s growing.

We’re nearer drawn,
And the lad who’s gone
‘Where the trail leads West—I know it—
A stripe that’s bright
With the ‘“glory’’ light,
The good Lord will bestow it.

‘We’re brothers, all;
One heart, one call,
And a flag to be defended!
There’s no retreat
Till the Huns are beat,
And the War Lord’s reign is ended.

In conclusion, I wish every man who has
donned the khaki, every man who was unable
to do so but who ‘‘did his bit’’ to win Victory,
every woman who has, by her devotion and
sacrifice, aided the cause so triumphantly won,
and the citizens of Vancouver, the birthplace
of this book—

A Happy Christmas of Peace, Comfort and
Reunion, and a Bright and Prosperous New
Year.

In the words of Tiny Tim,—

““God bless us all.”’
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A Page of History., November, 1918

Towards the end of November 1918 a note came
from the militia department showing what has been
accomplished from a military point of view by the
Dominion since the beginning of the war.

“When Canada entered the war on August 4, 1914,
she had a permanent force of only 3000 men and an
active militia of 60,000.

When hostilities ceased on November 11, 1918,
Canada had sent overseas, 418,980 soldiers.

At first Canada supplied a division. This was in-
creased until by 1916 she had in France an army
corps of four divisions, a cavalry brigade, and nu-
merous other gervices, such as line of communication
troops, railway troops and forestry corps.

On September 30, 1918, the Canadian troops in
France numbered 156,250. The cavalry brigade in-
cluded a strong draft furnished by the Royal North-
west Mounted Police.

“The Canadians engaged in the United Kingdom
and France in operating railway lines and in cutting
down forests and milling the timber numbered about
50,000.

“Of the Royal Air forces some 14,000 or 15,000 were
raised and trained in Canada; in addition many join-
ed the Royal Air Force after going overseas in Can-
adian expeditionary forces.

“On October 31, 1918, the casualties numbered
more than 211,000. There have been more than 50,-
000 deaths, 152,000 have been wounded, and when

hostilities ceased the prisoners of war numbered
2,800.

“The roll of Canadian battles is:

“1915, second battle of Ypres (April and May).

“1916, St. Eloi (April 3 to 19).

“Sanctuary Wood (June 2 and 3).

“Hooge (June 5, 6, 13 and 14).

“Battle of Somme (September, October and No-
vember),

“1917, battle of Vimy Ridge (April 9 and 13).

“Battle of Arleux and Fresnoy (April 28 and 29,
May 3).

“Battle of Lens (June).

“Battle of Hill No. 70 (August 15).
“Battle of Passchendaele (October 25, November
10). :

1918, second battle of Somme (March and April).

“Battle of Amiens (August 12).

“Capture of Monchy le Preux (August 26, 28).

“Breaking of Queant-Drocourt line (September 3
and 4).

“Crossing of Canal du Nord and Bourlon Wood
(September 27, 29).

“Encirclement and capture of Cambrai (October
1 and 9).

“Capture of Douai (October 20).

“Encirclement and capture of Valenciennes (Oec-
tober 25 and November 2).

“Advance and capture of Mons (November 7, 11).”

A Christmas Card

The members of the
Amputation Club, GOLD
STRIPE men who have
fought in these battles
thank those who worked
for the Red Cross, those
who remembered them
and sent them comforts,
papers, and kindly mes-
sages, those who have con-
tributed to this book and
those who buy it. May
all enjoy the Peace and
Happiness for which we
fought.

The Latest Abdication-~Drawn by Norman Hawkins
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Sout}l Vancouver ancZ the Returnecl Soldier

South Vancouver has done
nobly during the war. From
every corner of the municipality
men have gone out to fight the
battles of the Empire, many
have made the supreme sacri-
fice, and all over the great
municipality you may meet men
wearing the GOLD STRIPE and
showing evidence of what they
have suffered and endured.

‘While the men were away
fighting, the women Kkept the
“Home Fires Burning,” and
nobly bore their share of the
burdens of the times. On the
occasion of the unfurling of the
Victory Loan Honor flag, a flag
which bears ten crowns, Mr. J.
W. Weart, M.P.P.; Mr. Gillespie,
the commissioner, and Mr, W, H,
Kent, president of the South
Vancouver Board of Trade, made
some important statements.

South Vancouver has a front-
age on the North Arm of four
and a half miles and a popula-
tion of some forty thousand. It
is the largest municipality in
Canada. The plea is made that
no longer should this great area
be merely a ‘“dormitory” for
Vancouver, but that it should
have ‘established great industries
which would give employment to
the returned soldiers, and that
arrangements should be made
for clearing land and giving the
men who have deserved so much
of their country homes which
will provide them comfort and
prosperity. The returned soldier
does not want to be sent to
places “remote, unfriendly, mel-
ancholy, slow.” He wants to be
established within easy reach of
the busy city. South Vancouver
gives a splendid opportunity for
“Reconstruction.”

For King‘ and Country

C. N. BACHELOR
A. MESSENGER
ROBT. RICHARDSON
*] M. CHAPPELL

0. A. BROADHURST
*R, G. SIMMS

S. ROBINSON

*JOHN ARMSTRONG
F. E. ELLIOTT

GEO. GREENSLADE
*J. ROBINSON

E. GOLD

E. HENDERSON
COSMO BRUCE

W. W. HILTON
JOHN JACKSON

WM. MORRIS

*D. McARTHUR

.DR. SWENNERTON

*Gone West—Killed in Action.

For your to-morrow
They gave their to-day.

OARD °FTRADE .
{,‘:T
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The Returned Soldier and Agriculture

A Study in Reconstruction

THE HON. E. D. BARROW,
Minister of Agriculture

It is stated by the Department of Civil Re-
establishment that British Columbia will have
28,286 soldiers to absorb now that the war is
over.

Of these, it is stated, 15,135 have expressed
a desire to farm, and 13,151 have declared that
they do not wish to do so. Those who have
jobs open for them number 4,217.

These statements present a problem which
will require clear thinking and a just appre-
ciation of the remarkable sacrifices which these
men have made to maintain the integrity of
the Empire and to preserve for mankind free-
dom from military despotism.

The probable reason for so large a percent-
age of soldiers on active duty expressing a de-
sire to engage in farming, is that farm life has
been painted in such glowing ¢olors. No doubt
many of them presume that they will be pre-
sented with ready-made farms, enabling them
to start at a point which it has taken the pio-
neer many years of hard labour to reach. While

we do not wish to discourage any who have
expressed a wish to get on the land, we recog-
nize the necessity of pointing out to every pros-
pective soldier settler the real conditions under
which agriculture in this country is carried on,
particularly in new settlements.

In British Columbia there are areas of fer-
tile land still in its wild state which, with a
reasonable amount of labor, ecan be brought
into production, and the reason that these lands
have not already been settled upon is that they
were purchased from the Government several
vears ago by private individuals and corpora-
tions, and are still held by these non-resident
owners.

Legislation was enacted at the last sitting
of the Legislature which has resulted in the
establishment of land settlement areas. The
acquiring of these lands for the returned sol-
diers and other desirable settlers is deemed
necessary. It is recognized that it would not
be to the advantage of the returned soldier or
the development of agriculture, that these
areas should be settled exclusively by men who
have served in the expeditionary forces.

A returned soldier, who having been a resi-
dent of British Columbia previous to enlist-
ment and service in the Canadian or Imperial
Expeditionary Forees, is entitled to one abate-
ment of $500 on the price of land acquired by
him from the Land Settlement Board.

Two settlement areas have been defined by
the Land Settlement Board in the Bulkley and
Nechaco Valleys, respectively, comprising 50,-
000 acres of good farm land. The object of
creating these settlement areas is to bring
about conditions of living which will be con-
ducive to the maintenance of a proper standard
of citizenship. When a whole area is settled
it is possible to provide good roads, schools,
churches, ete., together with an opportunity
for social intercourse, which has been denied
to the settlers under the worn-out system of
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allowing a man to take up 160 acres of land
wherever he pleased, where his wife would be
subjected to conditions which no woman should
endure, and where his children would be denied
their right to an education.

The settlement areas are the commencement
of the carrying out of a policy of land settle-
ment undertaken by the Government in an en-
deavour to deal in a practical manner with the
necessity of increasing our production of food-
stuffs and at the same time giving an opportu-
nity to the returned soldier who wishes to
become a farmer.

During the coming year it is planned to
make available several hundred thousand acres
for settlement.

The idea of small holdings, which we have
heard so much about, does not appeal to the
man who is ambitious to become a farmer. But
to a man, whose injuries are of such a nature
as to prevent him from undertaking the clear-
ing and cultivating of a large farm, a propo-
sition in the fruit-growing district would be
more suitable, where 10 acres of good irri-
gated land should produce a satisfactory in-
come. Poultry-raising, with small fruit and
vegetable growing on small holdings near a
market, would offer an opportunity for a par-
tially disabled man.

This is the class of returned men for whom
special consideration will be given, so that they
may feel that they are useful members of the
community and are doing something worth
while. In this way they can be relieved of the
possibility of ever feeling that they may be-
come objects of charity.

In this connection it might be said that this
province offers a very wide field for the pro-
fitable production of seed upon small holdings
of land, as it has already been demonstrated
that this part of Canada is better adapted to
the production of seed than any other part of
the Dominion.

There have been suggestions made by re-
turned men, and others, dealing with the con-
ditions under which a returned soldier should
be put on the land. The most of these sug-
gestions have come from inexperienced per-
sons, and have generally advocated the clear-
ing of a certain portion of a holding, putting
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up buildings, and providing of a certain
amount of live-stock; but experience shows
that wherever this ready-made farm idea has
been put into effect the results have been far
from satisfactory. The more practical system
is to allow the settler to put on the improve-
ment himself by the work of his own hands,
and to arrange for him a system of financing
enabling him to do the work himself. When
a man by his own effort has accomplished some-
thing in bringing land into production, he has
a greater interest in his occupation, and has
surer chances of becoming a prosperous and
practical farmer, than the man who has had
everything provided for him and who is carry-
ing the liability which has been thus imposed.
With the average farm of 160 acres there is
enough scope for a man to become a prosper-
ous and practical farmer within a reasonable
time.

The rural population, the farming element,
have ever been recognized as the backbone of
every country, and the addition to their ranks
of men, who, for love of country, in defence of
right and justice, have ventured their all, will
contribute an element to rural life which can-
not help but improve the ideals of the com-
munity.

MY HOMELAND

Just a glimpse of the purple heather, the
gorse with its golden bloom, :

The rock strewn shore, the lapping waves, the
gleam of the silver moon,

As she paints a path of liquid light on the
breast of the heaving sea; :

To roam again o’er the long low hills dotted
with browsing sheep,

Through meadows green in the noonday sun,
when the whole world seems to sleep;

One litile space of just these things, God!
What it would mean to me.

There is that in the soil of one’s native land,
that draws with hand unseen

To the inmost heart of each of us, though the
whole world lie between;

And could we follow that unseen hand we
could know no greater bliss,

If Heaven should grant my inmost prayer and
give me a little space,

In that beautiful land so dearly loved, because
it’s my own home place;

With bended knee, and grateful heart, I shall
greet the soil with a kiss. S
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Christmas, 1918

Joined hand to hand and heart to heart,
United, we together stand,

Each one prepared to do his part
To bless our own beloved Land.

Oh, let this place a Temple be
Where Work is Worship, blessed by
Thee.

Let Wisdom guide our counsels here,
And Justice rule devoid of fear,

Our Industry shall win us wealth,
Wise laws obeyed shall bring us health,

May all our hopes with joy be crowned,
Prosperity and Peace abound.

Let Art assert its gentle sway,
Sweet charity our souls inspire;

O guide us gently, day by day,
The common weal our one desire.

O may the coming years, we pray,
Fulfil the promise of today.

Lord bid all wars and strife to cease

And grant us Justice, Comfort, Peace.
O may the coming years, we pray,

Fulfil the promise of today.

OREAG UANCOUTER. .
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In minds that advance and retreat yet co-
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Mystical Mistress
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bourgeon,

Morning and night;
In marvellous colour and splendour of per-

fume,
mingle,

sure,

’
Came the Commandment in rythmical mea-
Let there be light;
0, Sun of forthgoing and Moon of returning

Flame of all being
Child of delight
Lord of our thought
Fragments of light

Heart of beseeching that breathed out its
Wonder of

Passionate
Imaged in bodies

DANCE
Danced we from one into vast separation,

Dance, O Eternal Mat

Dance we
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One of the Boys

Sergt. J. P. Carr has the distinction of being the
first sergeant to return to Canada after having suf-
fered the amputation of both legs. Sergt. Carr is a
native of Vancouver, and left for England in June,
1915, with the first draft of the 47th Battalion. In
August he left for France, where he was transferred
to the “Fighting Seventh.” After a few months in
the trenches, he was attached to the Machine Gun
section, where he graduated from Private to M. G.
Sergt. in charge of guns.

In June, 1916, at Ypres, he earned his first GOLD
STRIPE. While assisting a wounded comrade to
shelter, a shell burst, wounding him in the left

shoulder. On the Somme, in September, he was
again wounded, this time on the head and face. In
October, 1916, while in the trenches near Cource-
lette, a shell exploded above him, burying him in
the debris. Willing hands soon dug him out, and it
was found that he had been hit in the legs by frag-
ments of shell. The wounds proved so severe that
amputation was necessary. After treatment in hos-
pitals in France and England, he was sent to To-
ronto, where he was fitted with artificial limbs, and
returned home in December, 1917.

Sergt. Carr has ably mastered the science of walk-
ing under the new conditions, and was not long in
taking up civilian life again and resuming many of
his old activities—even to climbing Grouse Moun-
tein. He is Vice-President of the 7th Battalion Asso-
ciation, in which he takes a keen interest. In com-
mon with the other Herces of the GOLD STRIPE,
he shows that wonderful cheerfulness and pluck
which has won the admiration of all.

THE BOYS WHO WCN'T RETURN.,
By Beatrice L. Green.
Amidst the peace rejoicings,
Sad hearts there are that yearn,
And ache and weep and sorrow—
For the boys who won’t return.

And many homes and firesides
Can know no joy to-day,

Because of all the loved cnes
Who sleep so far away.

On broken fields of Flanders,

Now leave we them to rest—
Beneath the crimscn poppies

That bloom o’er many a breast.

So “Lest we forget” our duty,
O God, help us to learn

The way to cheer the loved ones
Of the boys who won't return.

ONE OF THE BOYS.
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Warrfors ancl the Wheel

By Stephen Golder

War is very old—as old as the human race.
The bicycle, the tricycle, the motoreyecle, the
automobile, the tank are all new and the con-
Junction of the old and the new—war and the
wheel—presents a very curious study.

The formation in Vancouver of what I be-
lieve to be the first military volunteer cycle
corps in the Dominion in 1915, stirred up eyel-
ing matters to a very great extent and
brought together a number of enthusiastic Old
Country riders. This band of enthusiasts
drilled night after night and took outdoor
training, spins on Sundays, for many months.
Then Vancouver was asked to supply men for
active service overseas and gradually the
corps dwindled away, all its men fit and quali-
fied for overseas work ‘‘joined up.’’ As fast
as the men were fit they were called for and
left for the East for preliminary training be-
fore being sent overseas. Many of them have
made the supreme sacrifice but a few, very
few, are still alive and looking forward to re-
turn home. .

“In this war,”’ says one of the gallant
cyclists from Vancouver, who has been in the
thick of the fighting, ‘‘hundreds, even thou-
sands of men have been killed without setting

eyes on those troops opposed to them; it is a
war of machines—of automatic death deal-
ers.”’

In the fighting lines undoubtedly this is gen-
erally true, but it must not be forgotten that
there were continually happening “‘affairs of
outposts,”’ miniature battles between scouting
parties and rival bands of cavalry or infantry
which had become detached from their regi-
ments. In these affrays all the conditions and
circumstances of former warfare were repro-
duced and the old ardor of conflict was re-
vived.

The soldier cyelist of each side have had a
great share in these incidental affairs. Their
work was full of adventure and peril, their
exploits more stirring than any fiction has
hitherto anticipated. When they have joined
issue with the enemy it has generally been at
close quarters under conditions which have in-
sured ‘‘a short fight and a merry one.”” 1f
there be any of the old glamor and romance
left in modern warfare, the cycling scouts had
more than their share of it.

Now the war is over, the tales our cyclists
warriors have to tell will be amongst the most
inspiring in the annals of this stupendous
conflict. The reasons for the success of the
soldier-cyclist are not far to seek. In the first
place it must be realized that his mount,
unlike that of the cavalryman, is silent in pro-
gress. This gave him an enormous advantage
over his noisy foe, whose horse betrays his
presence even when galloping over grass land.
In short, the cyclist ecan hear and not be
heard. He can approach speedily and noise-
lessly, and without warning can attack the
enemy who, all unconscious of his presence,
often falls an easy prey.

But silence is by no means the eyelist’s sole
advantage. He has a good turn of speed,
which is a factor useful alike in attack or re.
treat. A cyclist in warfare is really a mounted
infantryman, and generally speaking, he is
superior in point of speed to the heavily
accoutred cavalryman, while, of course, the
ordinary infantryman is snail-like by compari-
son. Should his attack fail for the time being
or receive an unexpected check, the eyelist
can easily beat a retreat, and by a cireuitous
route come upon his foe again at another
point where, perhaps, he is least expected,

The cyelist can ‘‘cut and come again.”’

Wﬁﬂn i
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Some Contrﬂ)utors

FIGHT ON.
(P_a.uline Johnsqn (Teka.hionwake) wrote a
stirring poem, ‘‘Fight On!’’ Early in the war Janet Baves (Mrs. Aubrey Goodall), one of
I adapted her words as follows. The lines our artist contributors, was born in Devon-
proved prophetic.—F. P.) shire, England. She studied art for some years
£ in Dusseldorf; came to Canada in 1911, and
€ v 4 ’
Shor&;syo;:’rmal;l;?: Igslgt’,:lﬂq Fatomn iR has since devoted her talents to black and
Huns mass their armies arid on murder bent white work. _She has a brother who is a staff
All rules of war they flout; officer with Sir Douglas Haig.

Tho’ they assail us now—by land, sea, sky,
Do I feel fear?—Not I!

They war on women, children, and their guns
Shatter cathedral walls,

But in our veins the blood of honour runs,
Our foe in fair fight falls.

‘“And would you let them now unpunished go?"’
“No!”’ I reply.

‘“‘Give quarter to a horde of brutes?

Not 1.

Unfurl our flag of Empire to the wind,
Fleat it from every height.
Tyrants and pirates (as of old) shall find
_ Britons know how to fight.
Fling our defiance to the murdering Huns,
Britain has men—and Britain shall have guns.
{

“}"’reedom!” our battle cry;
For Right shall win, and Wrong we’ll rout—
Do I feel doubt?

—Not 1. MRS. WINLOW, “A.M.W.”
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THREE GALLANT LADS FROM FLANDERS
By Ronald Kenvyn.
Three gallant lads from Flanders
Came visiting today,
Their faces bright with gladness,
Their soldier spirits gay;
But two had lost a leg each,
And one had lost an arm,
Yet they have won their glory
And earned a noble calm.

Those gallant lads from Flanders
Are wonderful to me;
Indomitable Britishers,
Inspiring, spacious, free;
They suffered fearful hardships,
They paid a frightful toll,
They lost their limbs in Flanders,
But, oh, they gained a soul!

0, gallant lads from Flanders,
How can we give you thanks,
And all that band of brothers
Who joined you in the ranks?
You still keep brave and smiling,
You camouflage the pain,
If you are bright and cheerful,
Good Lord, should we complain?

THE GOLD STRIPE

An Apprematlon
By Frank C. Raney, Kerrisdale.

“Greater love hath no man than this; that
a man lay down his life for his friends.”

Each of these men have done that. When the call
came and he passed through the little recruiting
station, into the great “Over There,” he wrote off
his ambitions; stepped out of the line of civil promo-
tion; gave up his family; turned his back on his busi-
ness or profession, and stood, eyes front, facing the
East. He had discounted death, and there was no
reinsurance. What has come back to us is salvage.
Only those who have passed through the ordeal know
what it means to “decide” to “go.” fhe supreme
sacrifice may as truly be made at the recruiting
station as in the trenches or cn the battleship.

It is not easy to express the appreciation we feel
in the presence of these men. They have been at
the front of the world, and have seen history in the
making. They formed a part of Kitchener’s “Con-
temptible army” which, despite German sneers, halt-
ed and held the devastating progress of the great
Prussion war machine until new lines of defense
could be manned. They were at Ypres ana Vimy
Ridge and Mons and Verdun, everywnere, up and
down the Empire’s far-flung battle line, wherever
there was need for strong hands and brave hearts
and determined spirts. Th. y were with Haig on the
dark day when that S.0.S. call, which only the direst
need could have wrung from that sturdy old Scots-
man, went out “Our backs are against the wall.” They
fought with the French in front of Paris, and shared
with the Poilus his unalterable determination as,
over and over he repeated that psychological for-
mula, at once a prayer and a curse, “They shall not
pass. They shall not pass.” They were with Currie
on that fateful night when they stood, a thin line in
front of the great German drive on Paris and heard
from the splendid soldier, that memorable order
which seemed more like a benediction than an order
of battle. In which he told them in simple words
that from their destruction, which was imminent they
would pass into heaven and that their mothers would
be proud of them.

Point Grey is proud of her men who have formed
a part of this gallant army.

‘While our homes are bereaved and our hearts
are sad at the frequent recurrence of those fateful
words “killed in action,” we are sustained by the
glorious sentiment that they died to make men free,

By reason of having left a part of their bodies
buried with the comrades on the battle fields, the
members of the Amputation Club bring to us a
sacred message from our dead. And in these latter
day, amidst the crumbling of monarchies and the
crash of military despotism, and while the statue
of liberty, bearing the principles of eternal justice
and right, loom large on the horizon of the world,
we may well uncover in the presence of that splendid
tribute to the dead, and their appeal to the living,
written by Col. McCrae on the field of battle and in
the imminence and zery Ehadclw of‘ his own death.

*
“We are the dead,
Short days ago we lived, felt dawn,
Saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved,
And now we lie
In Flanders’ fields.
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Rule Britannia

Britannia Rule the Waves.
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Scots wha hae
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Sons of Freedom
Awake unto glory
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The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear,
The Maple Leaf forever!

Prawn by H. C. Laidlaw, Britannia Beach, B.C.
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Christmas Day.. 1918

By Blanche E. Holt Murison.

Out from the East in days afar,
Shepherds and sages followed a Star;
And Christmas Day was revealed to them
In the little stable of Bethlehem.

A Baby’s head upon a Mother’s heart!
How far is it—how far to Olivet—
How far the ways that meet, the ways that
part?
Only Love knows—and Love will not forget.

From East to West, when all the world grew
dark—
How far is it—how far to Calvary?
I hear the sound of marching feet—O, hark!
The echo of a Song floats back to me.

A memory of frankincense and myrrh,
A crown of thorns—and crimson stains that
gem
A broken trail with flow’rs of dawn a-stir:
Thus far, my soul—thus far to Bethlehem !
, |

Out from the West in the days that are,
We, too, have followed a Shining Star;
And now it rests like a diadem,

O’er the little stable of Bethlehem.

J. A. PATON,
Corporal, 72nd Overseas
Battalion
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Pauline Jolmson*s Grave

A lonely place, but good, in which to lie,

Alone for all save sun, and moon and sky,

And trees, and sea, and birds, and all those
things

Which with a kindly judgment our Creator
brings

Into our lives, to add a sweet refrain

To song of toil, that might too sad remain,

In life she loved each touch of Nature’s hand

In sweetest words she told of golden sand,

Of restless sea, or softly gliding stream;

With native touch she wove a wondrous
dream,

Of sweet romance about the race from which
she came;

From the Redman’s dying fires she has
wrought a lasting flame.

With fancy rare, and beauteous thought she
lived a charmed life;

With soul uplift by glorious song beyond all
sordid strife;

When spirits of another world had peopled all
her days,

What need for close companionship at the
parting of the ways?

Small wonder that in last long sleep such one
should wish to lie

Where the song that sings to dreamless rest
is Nature’s lullaby.

LR T.

A Message

The business manager and publisher of this volume tenders
his thanks to all who have assisted in its production. It was
started in wartime. Peace coming quickly will bring the boys,
with many stories of their adventures, home. It is impossible
to get into this book a representative story of the men, what
they have done and what their friends did for them.

This volume has carried out its original intention—‘‘A
TRIBUTE TO THE BOYS.”’ Another volume may, at an early
date, be more of a SOLDIERS’ BOOK, more of a record of
what British Columbia did in the Great War.

This book is the result of the idea submitted by the Editor,
Mr. J. Francis Bursill, ‘‘Felix Penne,’’ being followed by ‘‘im-
mediate action.”” All the work has been done by the members
of the Amputation Club with the co-operation of many friends,
This is the first book of its kind produced in Canada and may
be called ““A Message on Reconstruction’’ for with the excep-
tion of the Editor and Business Manager, all were without pre-
vious experience of such work. Contributors advertisers and
the public are thanked for generous support.
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CANADIANS IN REGINA TRENCH PREPARING TO GO OVER THE TOP.

BATTLEFIELD SCENE NEAR COURCELETTE, SOMME, 1916
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A s Oheas W Wild

A TRUE NEWSPAPER STORY

By J. Francis Bursill (Felix Penne)

THERE are many things
the boys home from the
front would be glad to
forget; many things they
gladly remember. At one
timie I was able to remem-
ber well, and, in old age,
I indulge in ‘‘the plea-
sures of memory.”” Here
is a page from my mem-
ory book:

Years and years ago—more years than I care
to remember—I was very anxious to meet

* Osear Wilde. I had seen two of his wonderful
plays—I had read some of his exotic, not to
say erotic, poems, and I had seen his mother.
It is worth while to recall a memory of his
mother, for her ‘‘peculiarities’’ may to a large
extent have accounted for the vagaries of her
son. I believe in heredity.

T was for a while a literary assistant to
Samuel Carter Hall, editor of the Art Journal.
He wanted the words of a poem which Lady
‘Wilde had written and I went to her house to
gee if she had a copy. It was a scorching hot
Aungust day when I called upon her. It was
stifling, even out of doors, but I found every
window of the house -closed, every blind
drawn down, and she saw me in a room lit
by two flaming gas jets. Mrs. Samuel Car-
ter Hall told me when I got back to Avenue
iVilla, Holland street, Kensington, that Lady
Wilde ‘‘never faced daylight.”” I had moft
noticed her much, going in out of the sun-
light to the dark room—and I was startled
when the gas was lit. I was nearly blind
until the short interview was over. I saw,
however, that she was a remarkable looking
_woman.

Lady Wilde was Jane Francesca Sper-
anza. She used the pseudonym ‘‘John Fan-
shawe Ellis’’—and later used the name ‘‘Sper-
anza.”” Some of her poems were exquisite. I
met ‘‘Willie’” Wilde, her son, in Fleet Street,
found him a charming fellow—and my brief
chat with him made me more anxious to see
his gifted brother. My wish was gratified.

‘“Have you an hour to spare tonight,’’ ask-
ed a ‘‘bookish”” friend—in the Clapham
Library.

“I will find one for anything interesting,’’
I replied.

“Well,”” said Mansell, ‘‘at our Literary
Society tonight Oscar Wilde will give an ad-
dress on his ‘Impressions of America,” he is
just back from there; it is sure to be good.”’

‘It was a private gathering of about thirty.
All, or nearly all, were in evening dress. Oscar
Wilde wore a velvet jacket of a greenish iri-
descent hue, a flowing tie, ample linen, soft
‘Milton’’ eollar, knee breeches, silk stockings,
and buckled shoes.

His lecture fascinated us. It was a prose-
poem—he described machinery as in a big fac-
tory so that we heard the rythm of the fly-
wheel and the throb of the piston making the
‘““musiec of industry.”” ‘‘The line of strength
is the line of beauty,’’ said Wilde, and he de-
sceribed buildings as though they were moun-
tains, mountains he made into celestial hills,
a crowd in a restaurant lived before our eyes,
modern moving pictures were anticipated by
his wonderful word-painting which held all
spell-bound until he closed—when we hurst in-
to rapturous’ applause.

The weekly paper on which I worked had
a front page literary article, contributed by
Dr. Japp, the friend of Robert Louis Steven-
son. The day following Wilde’s lecture my
editor said: ‘‘Dr. Japp’s article has not ar-
rived ; find some literary article to make about
two columns brevier’’ (8 point).

I had taken no notes of Oscar Wilde’s lee-
ture, but, in those days, when a speaker im-
pressed me, I could write three or four col:
umns from memory. I.wrote two columns on
“Oscar Wilde’s Impressions of America.’”’
“Brilliant stuff,”’ said my editor, John Sin-
clair. God rest his soul—he’s dead—as true a
gentleman as ever stepped.

In those days, as soon as the paper— ‘my”’
paper—was off the press on Friday afternoon
(it being a weekly), I ran off to my seaside
bungalow at Lancing, Sussex, and came back

to Fleet Street on Tuesday morning.

When T got back, ‘“Oh, there’s a devil of a
row,”’ said Mr. Sinclair. ‘‘Oscar Wilde has
been here, mad as a hatter about that article.
Go up and see Mr. Henderson,’’ the proprietor.

(God rest his soul—he’s dead also—a grand
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old Scotchman, a ‘‘Gentleman of the Press,”’
indeed).

““There’s a pretty how-d’-ye-do with Oscar
Wilde,”” said Mr. Henderson. ‘‘He threatens
to have the life of the man who wrote about
his lecture. He knows who it is, so you had
better go and see him. I only know he’s mad!
See him and then see me—he threatens ac-
tions, demands damages, and God knows what.
See him at once!”’

I dashed up to Wilde’s chambers, Tite
Street, Chelsea, in a hansom cab. (If you go
to ‘“make it right’’ with a man who feels him-
self injured, show him that you haste to make
the amende honorable). The white door, with

OSCAR WILDE

a beaten copper panel—sun flowers—was op-
ened by Wilde himself. He glared at me as
though he would murder me.

Never mind the interview. As old Phil
Astley said, ‘‘We will cut the cackle and come
to the ’osses.”” ‘‘I meant that to be my lec-
ture for the coming season,’’ said Oscar. ‘‘You
have anticipated me. Damnable slyness to
take notes in the crown of your hat—had I
seen you taking notes I should have forbidden
publication.”’

““But I did not intend to publish your lec-
ture, until suddenly asked for a ‘good’ article.
I never put pencil to paper—I wrote entirely
from memory,’”’ I said.

““IJt’s a lie,”” thundered Wilde. ‘‘TI dont’ talk
like Buggins the butterman—platitudes—my

THE GOLD STRIPE

language cannot be carried away like this,”’
and he waved the paper.

““You are suffering from a sense of injury,’’
I said. “‘I forgive you—and you will apolo-
gize. I wrote but two columns of your lee-
ture—listen.”” And, putting my hands behind
my back, I walked up and down the room—
giving period after period, passage after pas-
sage of his wonderful address, passages I had
not written. P .

His anger vanished as if by magic. He al-
most embraced me. ‘‘My God!” said he, ‘‘if
that is the impression my lecture has made on
an intelligent man, it will make the hit of the
season. Come out to lunch and—talk.”’

*  * %

The next time I saw Oscar Wilde he was
one of a little literary gathering in Southwark.
Mr. Justin Huntley McCarthy lectured on
‘““Poetry.”” He is dead. John Augustas
O’Shea (the poet) was there. Herr Meyer
Lutz, Chef d’Orchestra of the Gaiety; John
Hollingshead and others were there. That ga-
thering are all dead but—me. In the discus-
sion which followed the lecture Oscar quoted
from Hafiz, the Persian poet, these lines:

Upon my mother’s knee, a new-born child,

Weeping T sat—while all around me smiled:
God grant that, sinking into death’s long sleep:
Calm may I smile—while all around me weep.,

* % %

I saw Oscar Wilde once more. With gray
face, trembling lips and hands, and swollen
eyes, he was being taken ‘‘down’’ from the
dock to penal servitude.

Posteript

Since I have been in Canada some enterpris-
ing publisher dug up my report of Osecar
‘Wilde’s lecture, published it as a little bro-
chure at five shillings. He ‘‘sold out,’”’” and I
can not get a copy for love or money. If any-
body will get me one I shall be grateful. I
have heard of the little booklet—I have not
seen it, but a friend saw a copy in Seattle.

NN
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Policing Western Frontiers

By R. G. MacBeth, M.A,,
Vancouver, B. C.

(Author of ‘“The Romance of Western Canada,” etec.)

HEN General Sir Redvers Buller
met Colonel Sam. B. Steele, ,of
Strathcona’s Horse, in the Boer War
time, the fact was recalled that they
had both served under Colonel (after-

R. G. MACBETH, M. A.

wards Sir Garnet) Wolseley in the Red
River expedition of 1870. At that time
Buller was on leave from an Imperial
regiment, and held the rank of Captain
in the Canadian Force. Steele was a
full private in the Ontario regiment.
So that both had risen rapidly enough.
Buller had meanwhile served with great
distinction through the Zulu, Ashantee
and Egyptian campaigns, and Steele
had become the most redoubtable fighter
and administrator in connection with
the famous Riders of the Plains in Can-

ada. In comparing notes Buller said:
“You might be interested in knowing
that I was offered the apvointment to
go out to your far North-west from Fort
Garry in 1870, in order to make recom-
mendations as to the control and gov-
ernment of the distant plains which had
passed into the possession of Canada,
but just then I was recalled to my regi-
ment and Butler went in my place,
which was much better,”” added Buller,
“because Butler wrote a book on his
trin, which I could not have done.”” The
reference was to Sir William Butler,
who wrote ‘“The Great Lone Land’ as
the result of his journey into the vast,
silent prairies of the almost uninhabit-
ed West. It was no disparagement to
Buller to say he could not have written
that splendid book. Probably no man
living could have written it but Butler
himself, whose great literary gifts and
fine insight appeared later in his noble
biography of General Gordon.

As regards the control of the vast
new country, the immediate result of
Butler’s trip was a decision by the Do-
minion Government which led to the
formation of the famous North-West
Mounted Police. For Butler recom-
mended ‘‘the formation of a mobile
armed force to patrol this vast area, to
keen the Indian tribes in order, to pre-
vent erimes like horse-stealing, to sup-
press the legion of boot - leggers who
preved upon the Indians, to guard
against prairie fires, to prevent the un-
timely extermination of the buffalo, to
protect any scattered settlers that might
come to ranch or farm,”” and generally
““to0 be a terror to evil-doers and a praise
to them that did well.”” This was going
to be a big undertaking, and only men
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of a first-rate type could meet the re-
quirements.

Soon after Butler’s recommengdation
Sir John A. Macdonald, then Premier
of Canada, himself introduced in the
House of Commons ‘‘a Bill respecting
the administration of justice and the
establishment of a police force in the
North-West Territories.”” So the fa-
mous corps was organized in 1873. In
looking over this Act, the other day, I
was interested to find this particular
clause: ‘‘No person shall be appointed
to the police force unless he be of sound
constitution, able to ride, active and
able-bodied, of good character and be-
tween the ages of 18 and 40 years, nor
unless he be able to read and write
either the English or the French lan-
guage.”” These men were to patrol and
keen in order many a frontier. And
their task was to be no child’s play. For
the frontier always speaks out and says
in the words of Robert Service:—
“Send not your foolish and feeble ; send

me your strong and your sane:
Strong for the red rage of battle; sane,
for I harry them sore.
Send me men girt for the combat, men
who are grit to the core. ;
Them will T gild with my treasure;
them will T feed with my meat;
But the others—the misfits, the fail-
ures — I trample them under my
feet.”

That the Mounted Police were of the
tvpe demanded by the frontier some of
us know well. During the second Riel
Rebellion I served in the same brigade
with them and can vouch for their
splendid vphvsical strength, their tre-
mendous powers of endurance, their un-
flinching stamina and their marvellous
skill as plainsmen. And to illustrate
the point as to their physical qualities,
T recall that a detachment of them went
over on the occasion of Queen Victo-
ria’s Juiblee under Major (now Com-
missioner) A. B. Perry.

Having campaigned with Perry, T
had word in Winnipeg, and meeting
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them there as they passed through, saw
them fall in to the bugle call after a
few hours’ stop - over at that point.
The men looked like models for the
statue of Apollo, and with the clear
eye, bronzed faces and alert movement
born of their clean and healthful out-
door life on the plains, they were good-
ly to behold. As to their moral char-
acter, when a remark was made that it
was generally looked on as rather ga
dangerous thing to let a body of men
loose amid the temptations of a strange
citv, Perry replied: ‘‘That has no
bearing on these men, even though there
was a saloon on every corner. Every
man feels that the honour and good
name of the force depends on his indi-
vidual conduct, and so he can be trust-
ed.” And when in London, the Mount-
ed Police won golden opinions, not only
for their splendid appearance, but for
their gentlemanly conduct.

The most remarkable thing in the
history of the Mounted Police was the
way in which thev kept peace amongst
the thousands of Indians on the great
plains, even though the disappearance
of the buffalo and the incoming of im-
migration changed the whole face of
the world for these red-skinned child-
ren of the wild. This was accomplished
by the Police by real guardianship, tact
and fearlessness, as well as absolute
fairness in their dealing with the wards
of the nation.

As an illustration of the way in which
the Indians recognized how the Police
had guarded them against the exploita-
tion by traders and gamblers, I quote
the famous Crowfoot, chief of the pow-
erful Blackfeet tribe, who always re-
mained loyal to British interests. At
one of the treaties in 1877, Crowfoot,
whom I remember well as a very fine
specimen of manhood, made a great
speech by the camp-fire, in the course
of which he paid a fine tribute to the
Mounted Police, concerning whom he
said in his picturesque way, ‘“The
have protected us as the feathers of the
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bird protect it from the frosts of win-
ter.”

As an example of tact, I quote the
case of Major Walsh, who in 1873 had
occasion to deal with Sitting Bull, the
fighting Sioux chief, who after the Cus-
ter massacre, had come across into Can-
adian territory, flushed with victory
and with over 2,000 warriors in his
camp. Walsh, with three Mounted Po-
licemen, rode into the camp at night,
and slept there unconcernedly. In the
morning Walsh had an interview with
Sitting Bull and told him with skill but
with firmness that he and his warriors
must be peaceful on this side of the line,
and the chief promised readily and kept
his word. Some time later, when he
was promised an amnesty, the redoubt-
able warrior, on the advice of Walsh,
whom he trusted implicitly, returned to
the American side.

As an example of fearlessness, out of
an endless number I recall the follow-
ing incident:—

In the early ’80’s, when the Canadian
Pacific Railway was being constructed
across the prairie towards the Rockies,
a Cree chief named Pie-a-Pot left his
reserve contrary to law, and gathering
a large and well-armed band of turbu-
lent Indians, undertook to stop railway
construction by camping on the right-
of-way. The railway men worked up
towards the camp, but Pie-a-Pot laugh-
ed at their requests to move, and his
young bucks raced their ponies around
the engineers, discharging firearms and
acting dangerously. The engineers
wired to Regina headquarters of the
Mounted Police, and soon an order
came to the nearest little post at Maple
Creek: “‘Trouble on the railway; tell
Indians to move on.”” There were only
two policemen at the post, a sergeant
and a constable, but they rode out at
once, and when they reached the Indian
camp Pie-a-Pot sat smoking before his
tent and laughed defiantly. The police-
men rode up to him and sat on their
horses, the sergeant pulling out his tel-
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egram and telling Pie-a-Pot that the
police headquarters said he was to move
out of the way. All the time the ser-
geant was giving this order, scores of
armed braves circled around, discharg-
ing their firearms and backing their po-

CROWFOOT—Famous Chief of the Blackfeet

nies up against the policemen, who re-
mained motionless. After a while the
sergeant pulled out his watch and said
to the defiant chief: ‘I will give you
ten minutes to start moving, and if you
do not I will help to get you going.”
The jeers and defiance on the part of
the Indians continued till the sergeant
said: ‘““Time’s up’  Dismounting
quickly, he threw the reins to the con-
stable, leaped over Pie-a-Pot’s squat-
ting figure, through the tenee door, and
kicked out the centre pole, bringing the
tent down on the chief and his squaws.
Then he told the prostrate Pie-a-Pot to
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pack up and get out, which he and his
outfit at once did. It was all in the day’s
work with the police, and the names of
these two men are not even known to
history.

The police had the British dislike to
saving anythine about their own deeds,
as the following incident will indicate:

One Corporal Hogg was stationed at
North Portal, near the boundary, on the
Soo line. These points are often a kind
of “‘no-man’s land,’”’” where liberties are
taken with the law. His report of an
evening’s proceedings is a gem of its
kind. Here it is: ‘‘On the 17th inst.
I, Corporal Hogg, was called to the ho-
tel to quiet a disturbance. I found the
room full of cowboys, and one Mona-
ghan, or ‘Cowboy Jack,” was carrying
a gun, and pointed it at me, against Sec-
tions 105 and 109 of the Criminal Code.
We strugeled. Finally I got him hand-
cuffed behind and put him inside. His
head being in bad shape, I had to en-
gage the services of a doctor, who dress-
ed his wound and pronounced it as noth-
ing serious. To the doctor Monaghan
salid that if I hadn’t grabbed his gun
there would have been another death
in Canadian history. All of which I
have the honour to remort. (Signed)
C. Hogg, Corporal.” There is a rich
sequel in the report of the case by the
superior officer, who says: ‘During
the arrest of Monaghan the following
property was damaged: Door broken,
screen smashed up, chair broken, field-
jacket belonging to Corporal Hogg
spoiled by being covered with blood,
wall bespattered with blood.”” Mona-
ghan seems to have put up a fight wor-
thy of his Donnybrook ancestors, but
he had never come across a North-West
Mounted Policeman before. He would
probably know better the next time.

Nothing in Mounted Police records is
finer than their work in the Yukon dur-
ing the gold rush of ’98, when by reason
of their presence, life and property
were safe on the British side of the line
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to a degree rarely ever known in such a
frontier mining camp.

One reason for the remarkable his-
tory of these policemen is found in the
fact that the force was completely re-
moved from political and local influ-
ences. They cared for nothing and for
nobody, except for the strict enforce-
ment of law, the good name of their fa-
mous corps, and the honour of British
justice. And though the identity of
this great body of men may be lost
through the exigencies of the Great
War and their enlistment therein, some
similar body will still have to earry on
their work in the West.

GOLDEN CHERYSANTHEMUMS
(In the Hospital)

I am a-thirst;
Send Thou Thy sword to smite the rock;
Let living waters flow for me
That I may quench the pangs that mock
My soul with wounding ecstacy!

Where is Thy sword?
Naught see I but a flower of light,
And yet, from out the rock, there bursts
A cooling stream; I drink as might
A hart that for the water thirsts.

Where is Thy sword?
Naught see I but a flower of light;
Its stem a flash that, from Thy blade,
Doth melt into the mirrored flight
Of quivering wings their beating stayed,

Where is Thy sword..
None see I, but a fragrant breath
Of chast’ning beauty cools my brow;
The rock Thou smitest answereth
Thy hidden sword with healing flow.

Thy sword I see!
Thou, tender One! lest I should fear
The unsheathed sword, upon its tip
A blossom Thou didst set! O, hear
My praise from beauty-quenched lip!

Thy sword it is
That, tipped with flower or flame of star,
Doth smite the rock to ecstacy,
A living fount for souls that are
A-thirst for beauty and for Thee.

—AMW,
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In the Fighting Top

By Tom MaclInnis

1

There’s a grim quiver thro’ the air:
Look out,
You up there on the mast!
Far and wide
Over the dancing waves of danger,
Say, are they coming at last?
Aye, at last!
Onward to battle
They come,
The Huns.
Crash!
Now for the leaping flash,
And the long-throated thunder of the guns!

2

Yonder there,
Where so long they were a-hiding,
Thro’ the grey mist gliding
All in sight!
Stript for action bare
To the line!
Clearer now, and nearer,
Booming,
Fuming,
Rushing to the fight,
0, fine!
Over the dancing waves of danger
How they drive!
Eager in their anger to begin
They think to win
By one collosal victory,
The sea!
They seem to be
Alive!
Fach moment tells:
Shells!
Here, there, everywhere,
Across the heaving bitterness
They rip and whine and richochet.
Shell!
Screaming as they come at us,
Screaming as they pass,
To smash!
Now, you, up there,
Beware the smoor o’ the roison wreath!
Beware! {
The bolt of dragons darting overhead,
And the dooming monsters rosing underneath!

3

Thud - thud - thud -
We’re in it now; the fight is on!
Steel-ript,
Fleme-tipt,
Look, there’s one already gone!
Split asunder
Plunging under
Into blue oblivion,
Now, fire away, my fighting-top!
Your turn has come!
We're nigh enough for the little ones
To reach and drop
‘The Huns.

We’ll do them dead with the spatter of lead
And the spit of our little artillery!
While the big ones down below!
So thud, thud, thud!
But, O, that smashing below!
Shrieks and groans!
And the decks are slimy with blood
While stark bits of flesh and bones
Slip senseless in the sea!
Blood!
But what care we?

4

High up, with our little artillery

We have our part to play;

So, fire away, my fighting top!
Hard hit, we know,

: We soon may go;

Already the mast begins to sway;
But fire away and do them dead—
Do them dead until we drop

Smacking in the sea!

Maskee!
Across the heaving bitterness,
Fighting yet we call to death—
And this is life!
Life to the final stress!
0, we are toppling gods, no less,
Battling hell!
In the feel of eternal life, no less,
Laughing at hell!
The’ now for us
Vast in one lightning moment of collapse
All time may blast itself to nothingness,
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Zhe Battle of Plummer Township

By Ambrose Lewthwaite

The time was January, 1901. The place
was a certain section on the Sault Ste. Marie
branch of the C.P.R., along the north shore of
Lake Huron. The section hands boarded at
a farmhouse, about half a mile from the sta-
tion. One of our gang, called George, was a
man of nearly fifty, and reputed to be the
owner of a farm down in Renfrew County,
but was as yet unattached. Our boarding-
boss employed a young man, Johnny by name,
in the capacity of chore-boy, that winter. An-
other member of the household was a young
lady named Nelly, whose position was that
of a domestic help.

It came to pass that George took quite a
fancy to Nelly. Maybe he was not to be
blamed, for Nelly was rather a nice girl—not
bad-looking, of a merry disposition, and a
hard worker. But, anyway, she did not re-
ciprocate, and George took it into his head
that Johnny exerted too much of an influence
over her. So, one night on the way home
from town he issued an ultimatum to Johnny
in some such terms as these: ‘‘Johnny, if you
want that girl you’ve got to fight for her.”’
Now, Johnny was not worrying himself about
the girl, but he saw that George was spoiling
for a fight, so he accepted the challenge.
‘““And when will we have it?”’ asked George.
“Any time you like,’’ said Johnny. ‘‘All
right,”” George replied; ‘“we’ll pull it off to-
morrow morning after breakfast.”” Johnny
agreed.

At breakfast next morning an ominous si-
lence reigned. George got through first, and,
rising from the table, said: ‘‘Well, Johnny,
I'll be waiting for you outside.” ““Good,”’
said Johnny; ‘““I’ll be with you in a minute.”’
It has been the writer’s lifelong practice to
eat his meals in spite of all counter-attrac-
tions; so on this occasion he stayed with the
breakfast, and was not an actual spectator of
the fray. Reliable testimony, however, indi-
cated that the contestants ‘‘went to it’’ liter-
ally without gloves, oblivious of the tempera-
ture, which was 18 below zero. Johnny had
the advantage of nimbleness, but George out-
classed him in weight and strength; and
whenever Johnny landed him a specially skil-
ful blow, George would thus encourage him:
‘‘That’s a good one, Johnny, give us an-
other.”” The progress of the conflict, though

vigorously prosecuted by both belligerents,
was indecisive; and when one of the neutrals
proposed to intervene, George bade him keep
off, saying: ‘‘I'll attend to you, Jim, when I
get through with this man!”’ But even the
heat of battle was not sufficient to counteract
the coldness of the atmosphere, and Johnny
presently was obliged to intimate that hig
hands were half-frozen; so George suggested
that they should suspend militant operations
while they warmed their hands. This being
mutually agreed upon, they returned into the
house, and stood alongside one another at the
kitchen stove, thawing out their hands, with
the gore running down their faces, presenting
one of the most ludicrous sights the writer
has ever beheld.

Presently our foreman said: ‘“Well,
George, it’s seven o’clock; are you going to
work?”’ ‘“What do you say, Johnny?”’ asked
George. ‘‘“Will we finish this job now, or have
it out some other time?”’ ‘I guess we might
let it stand over till another time,”’ was
Johnny’s reply. So George washed the out-
ward and visible effects of the fight from his
hands and face, and went out with us for our
daily ride on the hand-car in the cool morning
air.

As far as the writer is aware, however, the
combat was not renewed, and it may be that
the issue remains to this day undecided. Ag
for Nelly, though rather amused at George’s
foolishness, it distressed her to see him carry
it to the extent of a declaration of hostilities.
Her feeling toward him was one of dislike,
and, even had he won the war, he had no
sufficient reason to hope for the fruits of vie-
tory.

The moral of this little tale is, perhaps,
sufficiently obvious to make a specific state.
ment of it unnecessary; but here it is: Let no
two men fight over a girl; for she may not
want either of them.

“If we wish to live through this war
we must use everything that is within ug
—and one of those things is our sense of
humor.”’—Lloyd George.
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,’/ Arise, O Liberty, arise!
/ Wake and keep thy children free!
1y Liberty, unveil thine eyes;
v See what dangers wait for thee!
/, Tyranny has forged thy chain,
:; And, in darkness, ever waits
4 To usurp thy throne again;
' Lo! his hosts are at thy gates!
/’:, Let thy watch-tower rise afar,
7 Over continent and sea,
/,l' Till each bright, eternal star
A Will a vigil keep with thee;
e Till the beauty of thy form
7 And the radiance of thy face
,’/ Shall be seen, through every storm,
//f Calm in thine exalted place.
) Hold thy sacred torch on high,
%, To illumine all the world,
7A And to every heart and eye
. May thy banner be unfurled,
Till the lust of power and gold
Will no more oppression bring;
= When the bonds of love will hold
And the world with freedom ring.
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The Soldier

By John Ridington
From an address given before the ‘‘Pacific and North-West Library Conference’’

JOHN RIDINGTON
Acting Librarian University of B.C.

For more than four years Canada, for nigh
two years the United States, have been at
war. All national effort in both countries has
been subordinated to one great and grim, one
holy and impassioned determination—the sur-
vival, the unimpaired maintenance, the trium-
phant extension, of those principles of free-
dom embedded in the very foundations of
demoecratic civilization. The Dominion has
five hundred and fifty thousand men under
arms, four hundred thousand of its sons over-
seas! It is these men—British and Americans
—the living bulwark of human freedom, that
constitute our new and high responsibilities.
It is they who afford us new opportunities for
gervice that are honorghle privileges as well
as plain, patriotic duties. These men have
been ‘taken from peaceful occupations, .and
trained and disciplined in the bloody business
of war. In a few months, or years, the war
will be over. These men will then return.
Then, and before, many will be incapacitated
for the occupations in which they were en-
gaged before they went overseas; others, with
new outlooks, will desire wider and better
vocational training. It is hardly necesary to

state that the whole nation will do everything
possible to mitigate the suffering of the dis-
abled; patriotism and humanity alike demand
this, and national gratitude will manifest it-
self, as of old, in pensions and soldiers’ homes.

This is in itself a notable advance of the
treatment given returned veterans in other
days. The broken soldier of the Marlborough
and Napoleonic wars, as shown us in Gold-
smith’s ‘‘Deserted Village,”” who wept o’er
his wounds, and talked the night away with
tales of sorrow, was little better than a beg-
gar, and object of pity and charity. We live
in days where no nation will content itself
merely with physical care for its disabled vet-
erans. Since the Crimean and Civil wars
there has been an enormous expansion of the
conception of public responsibility to a na-
tion’s representatives on its battle lines. Side
by side with the wonderful developments in
finance, commerce, industry, that have marked
the past half century, has been a correspond-
ing enlargement of the sense of public indebt-
edness to these who serve the state by the
sacrifice of personal ease, and at hazard of
their lives. The contrast between the sani-
tary, medical or commissariat departments of
the armies of today and those of, say, the
American Civil War, or even the Boer War,
is not more startling or impressive than that
existing between the ideas held by the ordin-

‘ary citizen of the twentieth century, and those

of his grandfather, as to the range, extent and
nature of a state’s indebtedness to its fighting
men. Significent as is this fact, it is matched
by another, equally vital and hopeful,—the
general, almost universal, desire, 'the eager
disposition, to acknowledge this obligation,
and to meet it in the fullest and most generous
way.

In the glad, good days to come, ‘‘when the
war drum throbs no longer, and the battle-
flags are furled,”” when we address ourselves,
with gratitude, humility and courage, to an
even greater task than that of winning the
war, the rebuilding of our social and eco-
nomic structures on bases not only of liberty
but of righteousness, we shall be comforted
with another phase of the problem of the re-
turned soldier. There will then be millions of
men coming home to this continent, the great
majority of them in the prime of their physi-



THE GOLD STRIPE

cal powers, all with ideas enlarged, and stan-
dards modified, by contact with other civili-
zations, men of courage, character, determina-
tion. These men will be the most potent ele-
ment in our national lives for the next de-
cade. Long reverenced political shibboleths
will become mere mouthing mumbo-jumbos at
their stern laughter; long worshipped idols of
many sorts will fall from their pedestals at
merest touch of soldier hands. I think we are
all agreed that the permanent future charac-
ter of our democracies will largely be shaped
and fashioned in the years next following the
declaration of peace.

The returned soldier is cast for a major
role in the drama to be played out in the first
years of peace. That he may play his part
worthily, he will demand of the state what-
ever education is necessary to equip him for
the work he has to do, whatever training is
required to enable him to take a self-respect-
ing and self-supporting place in the civil life
in which he must be re-absorbed. The state
will recognize the justice of this demand, and
will do its utmost to meet it. :

* * %

Let us take a glance at the life of a sol-
dier.

He reports at training camp, and in learn-
ing his drill begins to learn to subordinate
his independent individualism to discipline
and co-operation. He starts in a troop train
for the Atlantic Coast, crosses great moun-
tain ranges, swings over limitless prairies, gets
new impressions of Canada’s size, resources.
He gets glimpses of great cities, of busy indus-
trial regions, of corn or cotton lands, of
sweeping stretches of wheat fields. He reach-
es the Eastern seaboard, and finds himself a
human unit in a vast military organization
for which a tremendous transportation system
has been organized. He voyages over the At-
lantie, convoyed by mighty dreadnoughts,
guarded by swift destroyers. He escapes the
menace of Hun submarines, and lands at a
French port rebuilt almost overnight.

He gzoes to his French training camp, sees
picturesque old cities, wonderful cathedrals,
tiny fields tilled like gardens. All around him
is a new world! far overhead great mechani-
cal birds swing and dart at heights and speeds
far beyond challenge by any of their feath-
ered prototypes. In a neighboring field he
sees ungainly, misshapen mechanical mons-
ters lurch and waddle over every obstacle like
gigantic prehistoric beasts. He stands his
share of lonely midnight vigils; explores in si-
lence and darkness that narrow strip of death,
““No Man’s Land,”’ and one misty morninz
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““goes over the top ‘‘behind a lifting, creeping
barrage devastating the land like a tornado,
yet controlled like a machine and timed like
a chronometer. He sees with what gaiety and
coolness men dare death while doing unbe-
lievable feats of heroism; unconscious of it,
he is himself the peer of the bravest; he sees
agony conquered by fortitude, courage and
constancy displayed under every conceivable
personal discomfort. Above all, he realizes
to his innermost spirit that he is part of a
mighty force co-operating with diviner powers
that liberty shall not perish from the earth.

At length the cause for which he is fight-
ing triumphs, and our soldier boy comes home.
Is he the same man that went away? Can he
possibly be, after his mind has received such a
multitude of new and wonderful sensations
and impressions, after he has seen, done,
dared so much? Will he not have much
gained? He may have picked up enough
French to be misunderstood in an estaminet.
No matter! he will probably want to learn .
more, if only to read -the newspapers some
French girl sends him. So we will provide
for him a teaching and reading course in
French. The books must be simple; they must
tell of the cities he saw, the men who fought
in the armies of victory, more about the cur-
ious and interesting customs he observed;
somewhat of the language; he, perhaps needs
to know somewhat of the history of France.
Very well; let us provide him with books to
that end—books setting forth opposing views,
together with such suggestions and help as
will enable him to arrive at just, intelligent,
unprejudiced judgments. Very likely, hav-
ing got thus far, he will be making compari-
sons between the systems of life in his coun-
try and those of France—and not necessarily
in every particular to the advantage of his
native land. He will be reading some books
on economics—he can get them, if the service
I am advocating be adopted—and some day
you will hear him comparing British and Am-
erican labor ideals, discussing syndicalism,
pointing out the economic fallacies of the I.
W. W. program of sabotage, or the madness of
the Bolsheviki.

Our returned men has travelled far, men-
tally as well as physically, since he went for
a soldier. Is he not in every way a better
man, a more desirable citizen, a greater na-
tional asset, because of his awakened, respon-
sive mind? Tt was the war that started his
mental development, but it was books—the
kind of books I would like librarians to be
responsible “for supplying these men—that
continued it, broadening and training his sym-
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pathies, and faculties through his curiosities
and interests, and, at the same time, through
vocational studies, making him a more pro-
ductive individual factor in national wealth
'and power.

‘““What will all this cost?’’ I hear some
cautious citizen enquire, and I hear the ques-
tion repeated by shrewd politicians, who have
long since realized that library voices mend
but few political fences. I cannot say, for the
cost will depend on the magnitude of the
work (which today none know) and the effi-
ciency and thoroughness with which it is done.
Truth to tell, I am not now greatly concerned
with the financial aspects of the question. If
my suggestions point a way to meet an immi-
nent, on-coming national need, I feel sure
that, whatever the cost, the money will be
found. In the past four years, all theories of
national finance have been upset. We were
told that the war would be over in six months
or a year, because the treasuries of the bell-
igerents would be empty long before that
time. But the fact is, that even the poorest
of the nations at war—Turkey, Austria—have
somehow found money to go on fighting.

\‘.[m ,
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When I think of how Britain, for three years,
bore the heavy end of the Allies’ money bur-
den, of the titanic load she today carries, and
apparently hardly stoops under—when I re-
call the vast sums poured into our national
exchequers from Canadian Victory Loans and

‘Liberty Bond Issues, of the money raised for

the Red Cross, the Y.M.C.A. and A.L.A.—the
cost does not dismay me. Nations that can
find money for war can be educated to find
money for peace. If necessary, let us issue
Peace Bonds, for it is in peace that the liber-
ties defended in righteous wars must be ex-
tended and democratized. Men and women
can be kindled to as fine and high a passion
for construction and reconstruction as we all
feel for sacrifice. This may call for a more
abiding faith, an even more enduring courage,
but, as I see it, it is in this direction that the
new patriotism leads, and every true son and
daughter of democracy should set their feet
in these paths, to which the beckoning finger
of opportunity is already pointing, and, with
all who believe and hope, march steadily and
valiantly to larger fields of social service and
higher planes of human happiness.

VANCOUVER’S EMBLEM
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Tailless Pete

By Robert Watson

ROBERT WATSON

]

Hi, there! mind your dirty feet! that dog
Belongs to me!
He’s not much to see—
There we can agree;
But, although he wags a stump where his tail
ought to be,
Right upon that stump there hangs a tale.

’Course he’s not a thoroughbred; he’s just an
ordinar’ dog;
Sleeps like any hog
"Fore a blazing log.
All the same, he saved the lives of me and
Mickey Fog.
That is good enough for Mick and me.

January, Ninety-eight, we went to have a go;
Sixty-five below;
Wind and ice and snow;
Tailless Pete was our lead dog—and here 1’d
have you know,
Never dog had tail to wag like Pete’s.

After we’d been sev’ral weeks upon the Nor-
thern trail,
Over hill and dale,
Never thinking ‘‘fail,”’
We got off our bearings in a blinding Arctic
gale;
Lost as any wandered kids could be.

With a sleigh chuck-full of grub and all our
sleeping gear,
Little did we fear;
Though a feeling queer—
Kind of premonition in my inwards, right
down here—
Seemed to say, ‘‘There’s worse in store for
you.”’

Ten more days the blizzard held. @We wan-
dered round about;
Bearings still in doubt;
Dogs clean tuckered out.
Mick began to laugh and ery, and groan and
sing and shout.
Pretty sort of jackpot I was in.

Adding to our peck of woes, we struck a
frozen lake;
Dogs, with whine and quake,
Seemed to dread a break.
We’d no time to pick and choose which way
we’d like to take,
So we started out across the ice.

But, as we neared the farthest side, the ice
began to crack.
Forward sprang the pack;
Tried to change their tack.
Down we slithered with a yell—the ice gave,
front and back.
“Kingdom come’’ looked close to Mick and
me,

Dogs and sleigh plunged down below—forever
lost to view—
All but Peter, who
Bit his traces through;

To the surface rose and joined our wild hul-
laballoo,

As we splashed and spluttered in our fear.
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Mickey made a grab at me and round my
collar hung :
Like a rag half-wrung.
Water filled my lung.
I clutched hold of old Pete’s tail and to it
blindly clung.
Thus brave Pete towed Mick and me ashore.

Mickey had some matches in a box, real
water-tight.
Soon we struck a light,
And built a fire bright;
Dried ourselves, front, ‘flank
throughout that awful night.

Tried once more for home at break of day.

and rear,

Then the rats of hunger started gnawing us
inside;
Eyes, with envy wide,
Gazed on Pete’s tough hide;
If he had not saved our lives, I’'m sure he
would have died
To provide a meal for Mick and me.

Four-and-twenty long hours more we went
without a lick.
“Darn it all!”’ cried Mick,
Picking up a stick,
“Turn your head the other way; I'll knock
Pete’s block in slick.
“It’s a case of eat or die with me!’’

Murder in the tenth degree was lurking in
Mick’s eye.
‘““Hold your hand!’’ yelled I.
‘““Might not make good pie.
‘We had better sample Pete. To-day his tail
we’ll try.
If it’s good, to-morrow we can feast.”’

Mickey Fog was nothing if he wasn’t dead
game sport.
He made no retort;
Just sliced Pete’s tail short.
And the dog was so surprised he didn’t even

snort; >
Simply stood and looked at Mick and me.

Mick, who used to cook in camps, knew just
the thing to do.
Hair and skin soon flew.
My hat held the brew.
Then, in less than half an hour, Mick served
up dog-tail stew—
Finest stew that ever man partook.
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All the while old Peter sat before us, on his
rump,
Now and then he’d jump,
Snap his aching stump,
Then he’d give a little, wistful, hungry kind
of grump
That went to the hearts of Mick and me.

Mickey turned and looked at me. I looked
at Mickey Fog.
Seemed like ‘‘dog eat dog,”’
Still, we slipped a cog.
“T’aint the first time,”” Mickey said, ‘‘I’ve
broke the Decalogue.’’
And he tossed the bones to wistful Pete.

Pete sprang upon those bones of him with
barks of dog’s delight.
Gobbled them from sight;
Frisked like any sprite!
And we three, in highest glee, reached settle-
ment that night;
Saved 1from death, and worse, by old Pete’s
tail,

Consequently, tailless Pete’s a
friend of ours,
Though he whines and cowers,
Though it shines or showers.
We don’t mind the brick-bats, if you throw
old Pete the flowers—

He who kicks that dog, kicks Mick and me.

real, live

N
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The Call of the King‘

By W. Pascoe Goard

W. PASCOE GOARD, Vancouver

The fourth day of August in the year of
Our Lord 1914 will be a memorable day in the
history of the Kingdom of Great Britain to the
end of time.

It was on that day that the fateful declara-
tion went forth that a state of war existed
between Germany and Great Britain.

Already France and Russia had, in re-
sponse to German onslaught, proclaimed the
existence of a state of war.

Without taking into consideration the
boundaries of nations, or without acknowl-
edging the ethnological descent of the peoples
engaged in the struggle, the spirit which ac-
tuated the Central Empires, and the spirit
which actuated Britain and her allies show
that the Babylon spirit was then, and is, in-
carnate in the Central Empires. Without
controversy over the battle plain, the rider on
the red horse, armed with the great sword ap-
pears, and already in his train are the attend-
ant riders, famine and pestilence, with death
and hell following after.

It appeared on that date as though the
world would be overrun and all kingdoms sub-

jugated under the crimson tread of that por-
tentous charger.

Even today, when the shock of the conflict
has passed and the crisis of the danger has
gone by, one wonders why the world escaped
such a carefully prepared onslaught by such
an ancient and mighty machine.

It is without any element of superstition,
or of exalted spiritualization, that, upon a log-
ical consideration of the facts, one is con-
strained to say that we must look beyond the
bounds of human agency for an answer to the
question.

The carefully prepared political and mili-
tary machine which held under its grip and
direction the bodies. the minds and the souls
of the German people, was able instantly to
launch the strength and the legions of the Cen-
tral Empires into the conflict. This was log-
ical and easily to be understood, for, in their
training camps, in their schools and colleges,
in their secular and religious press, in the pul-
pits of their churches, and in the professorial
chairs of their universities, by the organiza-
tion of the nation into an army, by the mobil-
ization of their commerce and industry to the
one end, by the piling up of munitions of war
for a generation, by the infinitely careful or-
ganization of their finance, by the subordina-
tion to this end of all their political and ad-
ministrative activities, by the education of a
patriotism and faith of the people with such
an end in view; and by every means which
commended itself to human intelligence,
whether good or evil, they had prepared for
the day, and had only to put the mighty ma-
chinery of the empire into instant motion.

But, by what influence or what strange
means were the heterogenous forces of the
Allied nations so instantly and so universally
set in motion?

Their armies are drawn from the five great
race divisions of humanity. They speak all
the languages of Babel. They have ideals as
varied as their races. They occupy every con-
tinent under heaven, and the islands of the
sea. They are mustered under the flags of the
nations, and all the diversities which charac-
terize humanity may be found in the ranks of
those who directly or indirectly are striving
for the victory of the Allies.
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It is a sane and logical thing to say that
there does not exist on earth among men any
centre of influence, or any series of such cen-
tres, which could so instantly, without prev-
ious propaganda or organization, or prepara-
tion toward that specific purpose, call these
nations, as they were called, so instantly to
arms.

Such seems also a sane and logical con-
clusion, when one looks over the diverse and
apparently alien elements erowded into the
great empires of Russia, Colonial France, Col-
onial Italy and Britain and asks what could
hold together such a diverse multitude for
such a length of time, under such abnormal
circumstances, when the battle lust of all men
appears to have been excited to the last de-
gree,

War had scarcely been declared when from
Vladivostok, the eastern outpost of the Rus-
sian Empire, men were marching westward;
and from Victoria, the northwestern outpost
of the British Empire, men were marching
eastward, their first objective being the reach-
ing of the eastern and western boundaries of
the Central Empires, while the completion of
their purpose was joining hands in the heart of
the same; while, lying in the Pacific Ocean be-
tween these great Powers the empire of Japan
sprang to arms, thus completing the -ecirele,
which in the Northen Hemisphere belts the
Globe.

Scarcely had the call sounded when from
the extreme south of Australasia, northward
through Asia, by India and the Strait Settle-
ments, Corea and Siberia, throughout the full
length of Asia with her multitudinous tongues
and nations, men responded to the call.

British America, and in spirit all America,
responded just as eagerly to the thrill of the
mighty impulse, and only the absolute lack of
preparation has held the peoples, other than
British, out of the actual battle line, while the
influence and activity of the whole has pro-
vided munitions for the war.

In Africa, from Cape Town in the south
to Cairo in the north, the races of mankind
found there, speaking their babel of languages
and mustering under their different standards,
leaped instantly into the conflict.

In Europe, from the coast of the Atlantic
to the Dardanelles, with few exceptions, men
responded instantly to the inaudible voice
which ecried, ‘““Come ye to the help of the
Lord, to the help of the Lord against the
mighty.”’

Neither in Petrograd nor in Rome, in Paris
nor in Westminster, nor in all of them put
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together, does there lie sufficient influence to
so instantly thrill all nations, and project them
into the conflict.

The present conflict then upon the plains
of Flanders and the hills of France; amid the
marshes and the mountains of Austria, Poland
and Prussia; among the blood-stained moun-
tains of the Balkans; over the erimsoned
regions of Armenia; and on the ancient banks
of the Tigris and Euphrates rivers; over the
dreary wastes or among the mephitic swamps
and forests of Africa, and in the islands of the
sea, is simply a phase of the age-long conflict
between the Babylon kingdoms of the Devil,
and the Israel kingdoms of the Lord.

‘The principles at stake are,clear cut and
distinet. On the one side was the conquest
of the earth and its powers for the benefit and
enrichment of mankind; on the other was the
conquest and development of the earth and its
powers and the perversion of their products to
the destruction of humanity,

On the one hand was the uplift of the
masses, and the establishment of the principles
of democracy, the consummation of which is
in the grand enfranchisement of His followers
promised by Christ in these words:

‘“And he that overcometh, and keepeth my
works unto the end, to him will I give power
over the nations:

‘“And he shall rule them with a rod of
iron; as the vessels of a potter shall they be
broken to shivers: even as I received of my
Father.”’

And on the other hand was the apothesis of
the Kaiser, the enslavement of his subjects,
physically, politically, mentally and morally,
and the purpose through them to enslave the
nations of mankind.

On the one hand was the chivalry of the
weak in sacrificing itself, as in Belgium, to
secure opportunity to the strong to bring their
strength to bear; and the chivalry of the
strong in springing to the aid, and suffering
for the redemption of the weak, while on the
other was the ruthless trampling of the weak;
the brutal murder of the innocent, the wun-
speakably foul innovations and methods of
warfare, the devilish and arrogant pride, and
the overflow of all the principles of honour,
truth and righteousness in the prosecution of
the war.

And, in the language of the ancient seer,
we say, ‘“‘But the end is certain and the in-
terpretation sure.”” Again shall the cry go
out, ‘‘Babylon the great is fallen!”’
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GERMAN PRISONERS CARRYING BRITISH WOUNDED

Ay

LIGHT RAILWAY CARRYING WOUNDED AT SOMME



1—PTE A. “ BONES” ALLEN
Vancouver Lacrosse Vet-
eran, with CA.M.C. in
France.

2—PTE. GEORGE FEENEY
New Westminster, all-
round athletic star, over-
seas.

3—CAPT. “BOBBY” KERR

S 00
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"

Hamilton, Ont., former lete and world’s champion
Olympic sprinting champ- runner.
ion.
4—LIEUT. N. H. PETERS, 6—PTE. H, E. RANKIN,
Vancouver cricketer, fifty-three years old, Van-
wounded in action. . sr lacrosse veter:
5—Lieut-Col. A. S. N. JACK- (,()uver' ‘.1(1()5:\( \et(.,f‘dnj
SON, D.S.0.,, with three who has been overseas

bars, famous British ath- for two years.
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Canada’s Soldier Athletes

By A. P, Garvey

ARTHUR P. GARVEY

«“CARRY ON” has been the great slogan
of the war. It originated in the trenches. An
officer, falling as he went over the top with
his men, would ery ‘‘Carry on!’’ to the man
next in command. At such a time, tradition
would have the stricken man attended by the
chaplain and gasping out farewells to his dear
ones at home. But that is not the spirit of this
war. The cause is all in all; it is greater than
all personal considerations. To ‘‘carry on’’
is the one central thought of those who lead
and those who follow.

Like so many other phrases of military ori-
gin, “‘Carry on’’ has been taken over by the
sportsman. It applies behind the lines and in
the security of our homes as at the front.
Everywhere they are carrying on and it is
particularly fitting that the sportsmen of this
vast Dominion should be carrying on at pres-
ent in view of the loyalty and gallantry of the
thousands of athletes of Canada who have
been fighting valiantly for liberty and justice,
the overthrow of Prussianism, and a lasting
peace. ;

Out of those millions who went ‘‘somewhere
in Europe’’ to face the Prussian horde, there
are thousands from Canada, and, in the ranks
of the many units that have crossed the At-
lantie to battle on the fields of Flanders, are
hundreds of young men who prepared for the
sterner game of war on the athletic fields at

home, and who, in their athletic careers, were
guided and inspired by the one thought, ‘‘play
the game.”’

August 4th, 1914, found the sportsmen of
Canada following their peaceful vocations.
To-day finds thousands of them, thousands of
miles from home and friends, engaged in a
death struggle with a ruthless foe, some pay-
ing the supreme sacrifice, others maimed for
life, but all playing the game, sacrificing their
all in the hope that to this world will come a
lasting peace. And, while the battle rages,
those remaining at home are ‘‘carrying on.”’
Athletes, by their magnificent response to the
call to arms, have carved the way for genera-
tions to ecome and, by carrying on to-day, the
sportsmen are doing a good work not only
for themselves, but in the interests of the
whole nation.

The role played by sportsmen in the world-
wide struggle will furnish many bright pages
in history in years to come. The loyal re-
sponse to the call to arms, their whole-hearted
desire to help in the hour of need, and their
gallant conduct on the field of battle redound
to the credit of sportsmen to-day. From all
corners of the zlobe they went, fitted for the
big drive as a result of their athletic training,
and, when historians pen the review of this,
the greatest of all wars, it will be found that
athletic training proved one of the potent
factors in the success of the Allied armies.

Not one but all branches of athletics are re-
presented in the fighting units at the front.
Practically every club in Canada boasts a
lengthy honor roll. Footballers, oarsmen,
yachtsmen, tennis stars, in fact adherents of
every known sport, took their places in the
ranks when Canada’s first army was moboliz-
ed and their brave deeds on the battlefields
will always be remembered, Following the
rush to the colors there was necessarily a
curtailment of athletics, but the remnants of
the once great athletic institutions have since
pursued a ‘‘carry on’’ policy, encouraging the
younger element, and with the end of the war
athletics will again come into their own.

Pacific Coast Rugby football organizations
were among the first to turn all their attention
to the war following the outbreak of hostili-
ties. Both in Vancouver and in Victoria the
Rugby officials decided to suspend for the
duration of the war and immediately turned
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all the surplus funds over to war chari-
ties. A suspension of senior football was found
necesary because of the exodus of players to
the front. Every senior Rugby footballer in
Vancouver enlisted. The same can be said of
Victoria, while hundreds of Association foot-
ballers flocked to the colors. The ranks of
rowing clubs of the coast contributed their
quota to the overseas forces. The Vancouver
Rowing Club, boasting a membership of 187
when war broke out, sent over 150 men over-
seas. Many of these men, splendid oarsmen,
sleep their last sleep in France, having given
up their lives in the fight for Democracy. At
least twenty-seven members of this pioneer
rowing organization won coveted decorations.

SERGEANT “JIMMY’’ CLARK

Lightweight champion of Canadian Overseas
Forces, and Major Stacey, President of Sports
Committee, Shoreham Area, England.

Lacrosse players from all points on the
Coast joined the overseas units and in passing
we must pay tribute to the patriotism of mem-
bers of the Vancouver Athletic Club and New
Westminster senior amateur lacrosse teams.
When the war broke out the teams were bat-
tling for the Mann cup, emblematic of the
world’s amateur championship. A year later
found the majority wearing khaki and on the
way overseas. At least eight of the twelve
members of the champion V.A.C. team of
former years shouldered guns and departed
for France. 5

Considering the number of hockey players
there were in the country at the outbreak of
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hostilities the response has been wonderful.
From Halifax on the Atlantic to Dawson in
the Far North the puck-chasers heard the call
and were among the first to offer their sery-
ices. Professional hockey’s quota includes
some of the finest players who ever donned the
steel blades. Of the players in the National
Hockey Association and the Pacific Coast As-
sociation when war broke out over two-thirds
enlisted. Today the leagues are endeavoring
to carry on and it is altogether likely that an-
other year will find some of the soldier-hock-
eyists back in the game, but a few will never
return; they lie in Flanders fields. From the
Pacific Coast Association alone sixteen of the
leading players donned khaki. When it is
taken into consideration that there are but
seven players to a team and there were but
three teams in operation when war broke out,
this means that over two-thirds of the play-
ing strength of the organization packed away
sticks and shouldered guns.

Lawn tennis, basketball, cricket, lawn
bowling and all other athletic organizations
have every reason to feel proud of the record
established by their soldier representatives,
and it is with a feeling of pride that they
point to the glowing accounts of the deeds of
heroism of Canada’s soldier-athetes in far-off
France.

Many of these heroes will not come back.
Rows of white crosses in France pay a mute
tribute to these gallant sportsmen. Many of
those who have gone forth to do battle against
the intolerable Hun have won coveted distine-
tions and in not a few instances have double
honors come to the sportsman. A more glor-
ious chapter of patriotism of the purest kind
and devotion to the highest ideals, was surely
never penned in this or any other war, than
that written on the pages of the Empire’s hig-
tory by these glorious sportsmen. It is impos-
sible to imagine anything as fine as it is to
think of such a record being excelled any-
where. And sport will surely benefit in years
to come. Tt is felt in view of the magnificent
response to the call to arms that in the future
assistance will be forthcoming from those who
recognize the gallantry of our soldier sports-
men and their services in the cause of “justice,
humanity and Democracy.

When the war is over, when the recon-
struction days come, sports are sure to be the
gainer. These days of sport for sport’s sake,
with all thought centered on the bigger and
greater game, will have a leavening effect,
The desire to win will not and must not be dig-
couraged, but the over-emphasis growing out
of the desire to win at any cost has been and
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can be discounted. When the war is over the
eligibility rules will be restored, the line
drawn between the profesional and the ama-
teur, but their enforcement will be simpler
and easier. In forgetting them now there is
no lowering of standard. It is simply meet-
ing conditions as they come, with a single
thought to the quickest and surest way for de-
velopment of man for a cause to which every
Britisher is committed.

The revivification of sport after the war
will be one of the big problems for those in-
terested in good, clean and healthy recrea-
tion, but the effort to restore athletics to the
high position they occupied in pre-war days
should not be in vain. Athletics enabled the
defenders of justice to place men in the
trenches in a short time, and it was found they
in camps where recruits had no athletie train-
ing in earlier life, it required months of train-
ing to fit them for the front. Australia, Can-
ada, New Zealand, South Africa and the
Mother Country were in the happy position
at the outset of war of having thousands of
trained athletes at their disposal, and that the
athletic training had been beneficial has been
shown in the wonderful war record of these
athletes. War honors have been won by them
on all fronts, and their coolness and daring
in the face of heavy fire has astonished the
great military leaders.

‘““Play the game,’’ is the advice given today
by the military authorities. Athletics have
lorng since been introduced in the training
camps and the rank and file prepare for the
sterner game of war by a moderate indulg-
ence in outdoor recreation. Everywhere
sports are being encouraged. Not until
the present war was it realized that ath-
letics were to play such an important
part.  There is nothing better for the
young man than athletic training. Un-
fortunately, in the past, competitions have
been confined to a few, while thousands sat
the grandstands and took no active part.
Those few have stood the test as war records
will disclose. There should be universal ath-
letic training. Not only in the colleges and
Y.M.C.A.’s should athletics be encouraged,
but in the public schools of the country. The
expense is small and the results wonderful.
School authorities should never overlook an
opportunity to encourage and foster sport in
the institutions of learning for, as we all real-
ize, ‘‘all work and no play makes Jack a dull
bo .,’

yLe’c those thousands of soldiers who will be
returning to Canada shortly take a more
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lively interest in athletics in future, not only
as spectators but as contestants. They owe it
to themselves. Let Canada show the way,
and, as in our war effort, let us win the fame
and glory that is justly ours.

STAR OF EMPIRE
By Bernard Tweedale

When the Star of Britain rose from out the
sea
And threw forth a race of gallant men and
free
Caring n01’1ght for foreign legions, though the
odds were ten to one,
Striking hard for Britain's glory, where
hard fights were to be won,
Nations wondered.

Chorus
And nations shall wonder again and again,
Ere the flag of our Empire shall sink in the
main,
With a glorious past, our future shall show
Braver deeds than yet done, so the whole
world may know
We’ll conquer or die—we’'ll conquer or die!
We'll c;mquer or die with our face to the
foe

When the welding of the nation’s sons in one
Made the Empire with one flag beneath the
sun,
While our star grew ever brighter, rising
higher in the sky,
And we showed them that, for Britain, all
her sons would do or die,
Nations pondered.

Chorus

As ages pass and Empire’s story grows,
When a gentle peace takes the place of
sturdy blows,
When the corn grows bright and yellow on
the old-time battle strand,
Than they’ll tell of when the war-flame
roused the spirit of our land,
Nations sundered.

et ——————
AINT YER GoT
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The Olympian Mountains: with Canadian Pacific 8S. ‘‘Empress Japan.”

Leaving British Columbian waters for the Orient.

Sea-Ro om

By Aubrey N. St. John Mildmay

EA-ROOM! Sea-Room! Vancouver, child of the sea: :
We have left the shore where the breakers roar, and the rocks and shal-
lows be: : ‘
We are steering straight with our human freight wherever the fates decree,
And many a town of old renown our steaming lights shall see,
But there’s never an one like thee,
Vancouver, child of the sea, -
Never a city like thee! 2

Sea-room! sea-room! for the vessel is under way,

Bearing the British banner to the confines of the day;

For West is East, and East is West, and the best is vet to be—
Star of the night, fling far your light, Vancouver, star of the sea! 1
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EA-ROOM! Sea-Room! Out of the forest gloom
She hath hewn her way to the light of day, where the peaceful gardens
bloom,
And the toils and tears of her pioneers, from Fraser to Nicolum,
O’er the trail they blazed this monument raised to last till the crack of doom—
Vancouver, mart of the nations,
A city of sure foundations,
Guest of the generations!
Sea-room! sea-room! for the vessel’s close packed hold,
Flying the flag of England, is freighted with wealth untold,
We were nursed on the breast of our Middle West, and the fruit of their husbandry,
Hoard upon hoard, is laid aboard at the wharves by the western sea.

Sea-rocom! sea-room! for the vessel is under way,

Bearing the British banner to the confines of the dey;

For West is East, and East is West, and the best is vet to be—
Star of the night, fling far vour light, Vancouver, star of the sea!

And her finger-tips are athrob with ships, the Vikings of the deep:
From the Austral strand, and Newfoundland, and Table Mountain steep;

And, first on the page of the New North Age, Canada tryst doth keep:
All of one speech, hurra! ‘
Motherland, Canada,
States of Australia:

Christ of the clustered crosses—Andrew, Patrick and George—

Christ of the starry spaces, bless the new links we forge:

Peace! with her olive pennon, heralds your going forth,

Vancouver, star of the evening, Canada, stripe of the north.

S EA-ROOM! Sea-Room! For the Empire wakes from sleep,

Sea-room! sea-room! for the vessel is under way,

Bearing the British banner to the confines of the day;

For West is East, and East is West, in the Commonwealth to be—
Star of the night, fling far vour light, Vancouver, star of the sea!
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EA-ROOM! Sea-Room! For we've got the world in tow
From the seaports five of our Western hive and our archipelago,
And the world’s our friend, world without end; yet, if ever the thunder
breaks,
Sisters all, we shall stand or fall for Canada, Bride of the Lakes,
Whose hurricane voices blend
With Ocean, the bridegroom’s friend,
Canada vowed to defend!
Sea-room! sea-room! when the raven-twilight falls,
And we pass to the Happy Islands from our wooded, world’s-end walls,
Wolfe’s welc'ming call, Montcalm’s “Well done” shall be borne on the west'ring
breeze,
We shall ask no more for the love we bore to Vancouver, Queen of the seas!

Sea-room! sea-room! for the vessel is under way,

Bearing the British banner to the confines of the day;

For West is East, and East is West, and the best is et to be—
Star of the night, fling far vour light, Vancouver, star of the sea!

COAL HARBOUR, VANCOUVER
Drawn by Ivor Williams
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The Skirl o' the Pipes

By R. W. Douglas

R. W. DOUGLAS
City Librarian, Vancouver.

It has been asserted that the ‘‘dulcimer’’ of
Daniel 3, was really the bagpipe, and, al-
though that statement has not been satisfac-
torily proven, yet it is curious that the ori-
ginal word ‘‘sampanya’’ is very like the name
“sampagna,’’ by which the bagpipe was
known in Italy during the middle ages. It is
certainly true that a drone-pipe with lreed
complete was found in an Egyptian
mummy case. The Romans had pipes and in-
troduced them into Southern Britain, whence
they spread into Caledonia and Ireland, and
survived there after they had died out in
England.

In listening to a Highland pipe it will be
observed that the notes of the chanter do not
correspond with those of the diatonic scale,
and are not strictly in tune. The same note
cannot be repeated without the interpolation
of grace notes, known as warblers; these, in-
troduced to overcome a difficulty, form one of
the supreme beauties in pipe musie, ‘‘brilliance
in his warblers’’ being one of the chief charms
of a skilful player.

For generations the bagpipe has been the
national instrument of the Highlands, and, as
the Highlanders have long been a military
people, it is natural enough that their national
instrument should be a military one, too. It
has been endeared to them on a hundred bat-
tlefields; they will follow it to perdition!

The Gordons at Dargai, the Highland regi-
ments in Africa, in France and Belgium, in
Macedonia, in Palestine, have shown their
devotion. Jt was only recently that an
officer of the Canadian Scottish—one of the
regiments with pipes in its ranks—related the
details of an attack through barbed wire
where success came mainly through the mar-
vellous effect of the pipe music on the men.
“It was a wonderful thing,’”’ he said, ‘‘ to
hear those pipers playing away while the at-
tacking party were cutting the wire, and it
had a wonderful effect on them. The skirl of
the pipes continued until the men got through.
Then the pipers went forward with the men.
The last seen of one of them, he was walking
strongly towards the German trench, play-
ing his pipes.’”’

What other instrument can equal the bag-
pipe in the roar of battle? High over the din
of the machine guns and rifles and the burst-
ing shrapnel, the wild and unearthly skirl of
the pipes rises like the sounds of a tempest
on a rock-bound shore. Every nerve is respon-
sive to this marvellous call. In very truth the
pipes have a grand and noble sound that they
share with no other musical instrument; by
comparison the brass band is tame. It is on
the battlefield, in wide and wild nature, the
deep glen, the mountain, where the pipes may
be admired and reverenced, where they are
to be heard as they ought to be heard. And
if they inspire the souls of men in combat,
they soothe into infinite sadness the burial
rite. Imagine the slanting rays of the evening
sun gleaming on Ben Nevis, the wide and wild
landscape around has become grey, and every
sound seems to be sunk in the repose of night.
Shortly is heard, faint and far distant, the
melancholy wailing of the dirge that accom-
panies a funeral, as its slow procession is seen
slowly marching down the hill, the tartans
just visible on its brown declivity. As it ad-
vances the sounds seem to swell on the breeze
till it reaches the lonely spot where a few
grey stones, dispersed among the brown
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heath, marked the last resting place of those
who had gone before.

Then comes a pause, the farewell to the de-
parted; and, as the mourners return, filing
along the narrow passes of the mountain, the
retiring tones of the pipes die away, wild, in-
definite, yet melodious as the Aeolian harp, as
they swelled and sank into the evening wind,
till night closed around and all was hushed.

It can hardly be expected that the supre-
macy of the pipes would be granted as a mat-
ter of course by all natives of Britain. Some
people declare that the bagpipe, musically
speaking, is as vile a contrivance as it is pos-
sible to imagine: Harsh, imperfect and un-
tunable. That there is as much resemblance
between Highland music on the one side and
real music on the other, just as much, indeed,
as between porridge and a puree of wood-
cocks. And they would be wrong.

A recent novelist has shown most conclus-
ively and irrevocably the difference in the
point of view of the Highlander and the rest
of the British people. Speaking to the High-
lander: “How do you find life in these
parts?’’ I inquired

‘‘Indeefferent, sir—vera indeefferent; tae
be sure, at fairs an’ sic-like I’ve often had as
much as ten shillin’ in ma bonnet at a time;
but its just the Kilties that draw ’em; they
hae no real love for the pipes whateffer; a
rantin’ reel pleases ’em well enough, but eh!
they hae no hankerin’ for the gude music.”’

““That is a question open to argument, Don-
ald,”’ I said; ‘‘can any one play real music on
a bagpipe, think you?”’

“Sir,”” returned the Scot, ‘‘the pipes is the
king of a’ instruments, ’t is the sweetest, the
truest, the oldest, whateffer!’”’

‘“True, it is very old,”’ said I thoughtfully ;
‘it was known, I believe, to the Greeks; yes,
it is certainly a very old and, I think, a very
barbarous instrument.’’

‘““Hoot toot! the mon talks like a muckle
fule,”’ said Donald, nodding to the fire.

““For instance,”” I continued, ‘‘there can be
no comparison between a bagpipe and a—
fiddle, say.”’

“A fiddle!”’ exclaimed Donald in accents
of withering scorn, and still addressing the
fire. ‘““Ye can juist tell him tae gang tae the
deil wi’ his fiddle!”’

““Music is, I take it, the expression of one’s
mood or thought, a dream translated into
sound, therefore—?’

‘‘Hae ye iver heerd the pipes?’’

“Why, yes, long ago.”’

‘‘Then, ye shall juist hear ’em again.’”” So
saying, he took up his instrument and began
slowly inflating it.
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Then, all at once, from drounes and chanter
there rushed forth such a flood of melody as
seemed to sweep me away upon its tide.

First, I seemed to hear a roar of wing
through desolate glens, a moan of trees, and
a rush of sounding waters; yet softly, s,ftly
there rises above the flood of sound a litile
rippling melody which comes and goes, and
comes again, growing ever sweeter with repe-
tition. And now the roar of wind is changed
to the swing of marching feet, the tread of a
mighty host whose step is strong and free:
and, lo! they are singing, as they march, and
the song is bold and wild, wild wild ! Again and
again, beneath the song, beneath the rhythm
of marching feet, the melody rises, very sweet,
but infinitely sad, like a silver pipe or an
angel’s voice tremulous with tears. Once again
the theme changes, and it is battle and death,
sudden and sharp; there is the rush and shock
of charging ranks, and the surge and tumult
of conflict, above whose thunder, loud and
clear and shrill, like some battle cry, the mel-
ody swells, one moment triumphant, and the
next lost again.

But the thunder rolls away, distant and
more distant—the day is lost, and won; but
sudden and eclear, the melody rings out once
more, fuller now, richer, and complete; the
silver pipe has become a golden trumpet. And
vet, what sorrow, what anguish unspeakable
rings through it, the weeping and wailing or
a nation! So the melody sinks slowly, to die
away in one long-drawn minor note, and
Donald is looking across at me with his grave
smile, and I will admit beth his face and fig-
ure are sadly blurred.

““Donald,”’ said I, after a little, ‘“‘Donald
I will never speak against the pipes aga,in:
they are indeed the king of all instruments—’
nlaved as you play them.”’

“I’'m glad ye like it, for, Sassenach though
ye be, it proves ye hae the music.”’

Looking forward to the glorious time whey
the regiments come marching home again,
having fought the good fight and won, I have
not the slightest doubt we shall have ample
evidence that the marvellous pipes contributed
in no small degree towards the winning of the
great victory.

‘‘The man that hath no music in him-
self .. . isfit for treason, strategies
and spoils.”’—Shakespeare,
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7N Let Us Give Thanks / > =

By Paul Page

Now that the harvest is gathered,
And we've garnered the fruit of the

trees, =
And the sultry sun of the Summer ]
Gives place to the Autumn’s cool ——————
breeze,
Let us all unite, as a nation, E=

And render our thanks unto God -
Who has kept us from cold and from

hunger, }
And brought golden grain from the / /
sod. ///
//
Now, though the war is still raging, / %

And our youth goes forth in the fight,
Let us give thanks to Our Father
Who hath kept us to Duty and
Right.
Let us give thanks as a nation,
Not alone for the fruits of the soil,
But thanks for the Spirit that keeps
us
Willing to Fight or to Toil.

S
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Sursum Corda

By Archdeacon Heathcote

Ven. F. C. C. HEATHCOTE

Are We Downhearted? No!

In the darkest moments of the war the
soldiers of our Empire shouted this assur-
ance. Though engaged in a losing fight at the
moment, they were confident in the justice of
their cause, knowing well, that in the long run
right must conquer might. Downhearted-
ness is foreign to our race; difficulties which
might be expected to cause depression are apt
to affect us in the opposite way. ‘Spirits
rise as danger thickens.”” Difficulties which
confound the coward only serve as a challenge
to the brave. Such a spirit must nerve our
generation. It must permeate all types in
our Country, for Canada has a task before it,
which will call for the noblest characteristics
of the Nation, if it is to be successfully
achieved. For the moment the National
spirit is running high; if peace is not already
declared, it surely is in sight. The Empire
and her Allies have stood firm, while to Ger-
many, and her allies in brutality and wicked-
ness, condemnation and punishment is as-
sured. The purposes for which we went to

war are about to be achieved. With the
nightmare of the war removed our spirits and
hopes should rise still higher. The Nation
has borne a cross throughout the war; the
crown of vietory will be a pleasant change.

Are we downhearted? Perhaps there is
in some minds the dismal feeling that the war,
terrible in its inception, has grown worse
through its duration, and apart from the
treachery and brutality of our enemies, it is
a catastrophe and a disaster to all engaged
in it, and even to those whose cause is just.
Such people think that the disgrace of the
war must be shared to some extent by our-
selves. The pessimist says civilization has
failed. There are voices saying also that
Christianity itself has failed. Such people
are downhearted.  Given the psychology of
the Germans, with its arrogance, lack of vir-
tue, and overweaning ambitions, it was in-
evitable that such a people as ours would g0
to war with them, when they sought to take
away our freedom. There is nothing uncivil-
ized, unchristian, nor, to put it strongly, any-
thing contrary to the spirit of Christ 'in our
war against this enemy. This was well ex-
pressed by a school boy, whose teacher said
to him: ‘‘Tommy, how must a Christian feel
towards his enemies?’’ To which Tommy re-
plied, ‘“The Bible says we must love our en-
emies.”” The teacher proceeded: ‘‘The Ger-
mans are our enemies; how can we love
them?’’ to which the boy replied. ‘‘By giving
them what is good for them.”” In ‘“My Mis-
sion to London,” the former German ambas-
sador has proved to the hilt, what we knew to
be tiue before, that Britain, through her
foreign ministers, did everything to prevent
war, but the Germans would have it. The devil
must be cast out of such people if the world is
to be made safe for democracy. As members
of the Empire we feel no shame. We glory in
our cause, and we glory in the men and
women everywhere, who have helped to bring

us success.

How can we be depressed, standing as we
do, in full view of the glory of our manhood.
as revealed by the war?! Some say this revel-
ation is magnificent; others say it is a mir-

acle; and so it is, for we have found courage
and endurance, patience and cheerfulness, ex-
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alting men and women where they were least
expected. We have a new conception of the
giory of human nature. Hidden beneath the
surface, a true nobility has existed, waiting
for some such call as the war to manifest it-
self. In the days to come we must see to it
that a modern equivalent for war shall be
found, which will call out from their hiding
these splendid qualities. This is the deepest
charge against war, that it takes our noblest
powers and prostitutes them to destructive
ends. What a world would be made here, if
they were harnessed to a better cause! Is
there anything impossible tv a race with pow-
ers like these?

Are we downhearted when we look to the
future? We are often told that the world
will never be the same, that great changes
are overdue, and in right and justice they
should have been accomplished long ago. But
with what a new spirit of brotherliness will
our nation now go forward to build up our
country—develop it, and legislate for it, to
make it in truth God’s Country, as it is meant
to be.

Much of the bitterness of the past'between
so-called classes has passed away. Men who
have cemented the nation with the sacrifice
of blood and wealth are not going about with
suspicion in their hearts looking for enemies
amongst their kith and kin, where none ex-
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ist. While men exist there will be a variety
of interests, and divisions of opinions, but in
Canada there is now one predominate spirit,
““Our Country First!”” One of the outcomes
of the war is that Canada has found her soul.
““‘Behold how good a thing it is for brethren
to dwell together in unity.”’

Are we downhearted? One thing, and one
thing alone may cause some dejection of
spirit. Is the Nation growing to hate the
Germans? There is talk of carrying on the
war into generations yet unborn. This is
both a mistake and unchristian. We have no
time to waste in hating anybody. The day
is too short for a grouch. The present busi-
ness is to whip them until they come to us
with their hands up, admitting the wrong they
have done, and humbly seeking admission to
the brotherhood of decent nations. When
that day comes, if the British refuse, it will
be the first time in history they have done so.

Are we downhearted?

NO! For the peace of the world has been
saved by Democracy. The free men of the
world have made war on war, and won. Good
understandings are to be promoted between
Nation and Nation; secret diplomacy is never
to be heard of again, and all scheming in the
dark must cease. Democracy thrives in the
daylight. Through this war the free nations
of the earth have found their place in the
sun.

YPRES CANAL
Here Canadians won undying glory.
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Shakcspeare and Patriotism

By W. R. Dunlop

W. R. DUNLOP

Winner of Tercentenary Shakespeare Essay
Prize.

Character is the momentum of our past;
environment is its chief formative agent. It
is that, not only of character, but of disposi-
tion. There may be abnormai cases in which
a strong hereditary taint will resist the atmos-
phere in which it is placed; but they are the
the exceptions which prove the rule.

William Shakespeare was a man of tran-
scendant genius but of normal temperament.
He loved the flowers, the beauty of the War-
wickshire lanes and the sweet scenes of boy-
hood ; he loved family life and he mixed freely
with men. His parents were of the middle
and higher classes, respectively, of English
society ; and thus both by heredity and envir-
onment he fell ready heir to the love of coun-
try which is the very essence of patriotism. It
permeates his works, not with a blatant repeti-
tion, but with the deep note of sincerity. As
an example, no mere conventional form could
have prompted the burst of feeling in Lan-
caster’s appealing words in Richard IL:

‘“This royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise ;

This fortress, built by Nature herself

Against infection and the hand of war;

This happy breed of men, this little world,

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall,

Or, as a moat Jefensive to a house,

Against the envy of less happier lands;

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this
England!

This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear
land!’’

When the poet reached the climax, ‘“This
England, this dear, dear land,”’ we know by
intuition that his heart was full indeed.

Apart, however, from the gracious influence
of good birth and lovely surroundings, Shakes-
peare lived when his country was awakening
into a new sense of power, and into a greater
place among the nations. He stood at the
gateway of a new England and eventually of
a crowned Union; and the great Elizabethan
period had a deep influence on his life work.
That influence can be traced in the fact that
he wrote so many historical dramas, not only
those with kingly titles, but others bearing
the historical impress in plot and speech. His
heroes include men whose patriotism feeds on
the springs on Virtue’s summit. In King
Henry V. it breathes throughout and is epi-
tomized in the trumpet call:

‘‘On, on, you noblest English!

‘““Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge,

Cry ‘God for Harry! England and Saint
George!’ ”’

Ri¢hmond also in the tragedy of Richard III
is-an example of the militant patriot whom
the poet glorified. These words are inspir-
ing:

““Then, if you fight against God’s enemy,
God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ;
If you do fight your country’s foes,

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the

hire;

Sound the drums and trumpets, boldly and
cheerfully ;

God and Saint George! Richmond and Vie-
tory!”’
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It will, perhaps, be urged that, in a period
of such national moment, the patriotism of
Shakespeare might have found expression in
the great issues of the day, notably those
which culminated in the defeat of the Armada;
but we must remember that the noise of popu-
lar excitement and the very nearness of the
events had not yet suffused them with that
halo of distance and romance on which dra-
matic art can best play. It may be, too, that
current etiquette and the imperious wishes of
the great Queen and even of her successor
forbade the dramatizing of events in which
high policy of the day was involved. It is at
least a generous inference, on a likely basis of
fact—the more likely because the poet’s patri-
otism does not rest upon inference alone. We
cannot say, but we can believe, that, had death
not claimed him while yet the shadows of
evening had barely bezun to fall around, he
would, in later years, have immortalized
Drake and the great adventure in epic verse.

The chivalrous element in Patriotism allows,
indeed commands, admiration of the like qual-
ity in men of a different nation or a different
race. When Shakespeare pictured Brutus’
scorn of bribery he showed what patriotism
implies; and when he put these words into
the mouth of the great patrician: ‘““Who is
here so rude that would not be a Roman?

. ‘Who is here so vile that will not love
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his country?’’ he not only stated the historic
pride in Roman citizenship, but, subjectively,
he commended the high virtue im those
throughout the world who have the soul to
appreciate it.

Shakespeare was no soldier to lead armies
to battle for his country’s cause; but he wrote
great enduring words of loyalty. Quiet in-
fluences are indeed the most potent; the pen
is mightier than the sword! the still small
voice is a greater power than the earthquake
or the whirlwind, and the immortal word of a
poet of high vision is a greater leaven in the
life that counts than the strident voice.

The title of this short essay presumes a ref-
erence to patriotism, not only in the poet’s
works but in his personal life. Our love of
birthplace, of hearth and home is a cameo of
our larzer national outlook; and it is a sure
proof of Shakespeare’s patriotic feeling that,
while yet in the summer of his years, a man
with ‘an honourable competence and in high
public esteem, he returned to make his per-
manent home in scenes hallowed by the frag-
rant memories of boyhood, and, imbued with
the dignity of the English gentleman, sought
and obtained armorial bearings and gave him-
self to public usefulness.

William Shakespeare was a world genius
and a ‘‘patriot bard.”’

Shakespeare’s Birthplace—Stratford-on-Avon—Visited hy
thousands of Canadian Soldiers.
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The Second Battle of Yprcs

By Lieut.-Col. Warden

LIEUT.-COL. WARDEN
Warden’s Warriors

In unaffected colloquial style Lieut.-Col.
Warden told the story of ‘‘The Second Battle
of Ypres.

I will try to give you an outline of our mobi-
lization over to the front and what happened
there.. When war was deelared we in Canada
were not prepared. Volunteers were called
for, and I went. I must not forget to pay a
tribute to the Minister of Militia for the way
in which he organized the first contingent. He
mobilized 35,000 men ; he put up one and a
half miles of targets and good rifle ranges,
laid in water near the camp and put it in first-
class sanitary condition, all within thirty days.
The fleet which took us across the Atlantie,
then the largest in the history of the British
Empire—since then it has been exceeded by
contingents coming from Australia and India
—consisted of about eighty vessels. It was a
grand sight to see the fleet—the ships one be-
hind the other and right and left from the
horizon to the horizon. Our ship was right in
the centre. We could only see the smoke of
the warship until we came near England.
Then we heard that there were Germa_n sub-
marines waiting for us. We were going to
land at Portsmouth, I think, but we got into

Plymouth before anyone was aware of it.
After we landed, it took us some few days to
disembark; we went to Salisbury Plain,
where we underwent three months’ training,
There we did a little of everythinz. We not
only trained as soldiers but we built railroads
and highways. We did almost every kind of
work. For the greater part of the time the
weather was very bad. There was a rumor
that the Canadians were finding fault with
their treatment, but I contradict that. After
we had trained for a certain period we were
taken over to France. We embarked at Avon-
mouth and went to St. Nazaire in France, and
to show you how careful the authorities were
in transporting us there, I may tell you that
the convoying ships followed a zig-zag course
all round our ship the entire way across, so
that no submarine dare show itself above the
surface. These torpedo boats went at thirty-
five miles an hour, while we were doing only
about sixteen. The safe transport of troops
has been a marvel. -

After we landed in France we spent two
days in the train going to the front. We
thought we should be kept behind the lines
for a time, but they did us the honor of send-
ing us to the trenches direct. When we got
there we went into the famous Ploegsteert or
‘Plugstreet.” We got into the trenches in the
evening in small groups in company with the
British regulars to give our men an idea of
trench fighting, and of the way the trenches
were built and how they should be held. We
were obliged to stay there until the next night,
for they could not, of course, move in the day-
light. If you move in the daylight you are
considered a suicide. After we had been in
the trenches for about two weeks we were
given our part of the line to hold. The gen-
eral commanding told us that we were a sur-
prise to every officer there, as they did not
think we would be able to take our places in
the line at such an early date. That was a
compliment that we much appreciated.

After they had tried us out, came the battle
of Neuve Chapelle, where we had the first
real taste of heavy action. Captain Tupper
of the Highlanders, was one of those engagedf
and it was there that we got into real heaV);
fighting. The Boer war was nothing com-
pared with this war. I had been in South

ol
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Africa, but I found that I knew nothing about
war at all. But this I must say, that men
who went into war the first time proved them-
selves just as good as the men who had been
through the Boer war.

The cannonading at the battle of Neuve
Chapelle was so intense that you could not
distinguish the report of one gun from an-
other. It was what is called drum-fire, one
boom following another so fast that you can-
not distinguish between them. After the bom-
bardment we were moved back again to divis-
ional billets and rested. General Smith-Dor-
rien, a General that the Canadians were proud
to serve under, was a magnificent General, I
had the honor of serving with his forces in
Africa. He told us: ‘‘I want to tell you that
the British War Office and the Official Staff
at the front have every confidence in your
ability to hold the most difficult part of the
British line.”” That part of the line was part
of the famous Ypres salient. It is a semi-
circular line, and a difficult position to hold
for the reason that the enemy artillery can
shoot in different directions, including behind
you—indeed, in almost every direction. The
salient was five or six miles long and extended
from Ypres. Ypres contained the famous
Cloth Hall, where the kings of Belgium were
crowned, and the German historians must
have had some idea of this, for it is said that
the Kaiser anticipated being crowned King of
Belgium there. But the British disappointed
him. The British held the place, and then,
in disappointment, it is said, he ordered the
shelling of Cloth Hall, which is now in ruins.
Some of the statuary was still standing when
we got there, but since then it has all gone.
That was his vengeance on the town because
he could not take it. If the Germans had suc-
ceeded in breaking through they would have
been able to gét to Calais. If they could have
done so they would soon settle with France,
they thought; drive [Russia back, increase
their fleet and then make an attack on Eng-
land. If England had not sent troops to the
Continent they would have accomplished their
purpose. When they made their first advance
on Paris they came through Belgium and
round Metz and Verdun. A British division
attempted to cut their line of communica-
tions. If they had had a few more troops—
if they had had the Canadians, for instance—
they would have altered the whole state of
things.

After we went into the trenches we took
over from the French a position turned over
to them by the British. The British had made
a salient into the German line and handed
over parts of it to the French. The Kaiser
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had done much to develop Canada. The Ger-
mans had done much for Canada—more even
than the British. They had put money and
capital into Canada. The Kaiser was more
incensed against the Canadians than the
British. He said, ‘‘Indeed we will give them
h—1 when they come here.”” He did.

We were only a few days—in fact the first
day—in the trenches when we had many
killed amongst the men from Vancouver, in-
cluding Mr. Frank Bowser’s son. We got a
rough time. But I must tell you that in all
my experience of war I never saw better men
than the men who were with me there—even
amongst the British troops. They took it so
wholeheartedly ; they made sport of it. In-
deed you have to do that on the battlefield
to keep your courage up. In the morning,
early, when the men would be ordered to
‘‘stand to’’ you would hear them shouting
across to the Germans, ‘“Good morning,
Fritz.”” Lots of the Germans speak English,
and they would frequently reply. One of
our men, I remember, used to shout, ‘‘I say,
waiter, bring me a sausage.”’ And the reply
used to come, ‘‘Go to hell, you sons of guns.’’
One morning I was walking along the trenches
and a German shouted over—it was just after
they had been sinking our boats—‘Well,
what do you think of your blooming ships
now?’’ Quick as a flash one of our men re-
torted, ‘“Well, what dy yer think of yer
bleedin’ nivy nah?”’

Finally they started in. They said they

were going to capture the Canadian division
and show them first a little bit of real war,
and that it was to be no picniec for them.
They launched an attack with gas but they
made no impression. The French line at that
place was held by raw, new Turcos from the
north coast of Africa and they were unable
to stand the gas. The Germans drove them
out and they retired towards Poperinghe.
2 I am glad to speak of the Sixteenth battal-
lon. They fought most nobly. This battalion
attempted to fill the break in the line. A
battalion is supposed to hold only about five
hundred yards of line; so when I mention that
this battalion had to hold two thousand yards
of line you will see how widely separated these
men must have been. The Germans worked
around our flank and in order to keep from
being captured our men had to ficht back to
back—fighting both ways at the same time.
They did this and held the line until supports
came. That is what the Sixteenth battalion
helped to do.

We were resting when the call came to us
to support the French troops. We went in
after they retired, and the Sixteenth battalion
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was then in front of us with the artillery
somewhere in the rear. We met the Six-
teenth when it was ordered to retire, and we
retired with it for a short distance. I can
only speak of what was going on on my imme-
diate front as far as the battle is concerned.
A man in action really sees little of what hap-
pens around him. We stayed there until we
were ordered to retire. We then became the
firing line, the front line of troops being
driven out by the gas. We remained there
with both flanks in the air—both our right
and left—and we remained there until we re-
tired by order because the line was driven
in in many directions.

The Germans had, I was told officially, no
less than twelve divisions against us. We
were there with only one. They had their
picked troops there. We know their divis-
ions are stronger than ours; so that it is quite
likely they had 200,000 troops against our
twenty thousand. - They did not capture us.
We held the line intact. To offset what
ground we did lose under the attacks of the
gas the British troops in charge on the St.
Julien woods retook much ground, so that as
far as that was concerned we came out about
even. We strengthened our line, which made
it more comfortable to live in, and we did
that in a sense without artillery. The artil-
lery was behind us when the action began,
and we fell back, so that they had to gallop
off and take up a position further to the rear,
but still in front of Ypres. Our troops for
that time had no support from their artillery,
but they held the ground practically unsup-
ported. After they found us still holding the
line they gave us support and then we con-
tinued to hold it. From reports of conversa-
tions with other officers of the battalion I
found that my company was only an example
of what others were doing. They stayed in
those trenches; they never said a word; they
carried out instructions; and trained troops
could not have done better.

The fire of the enemy’s artillery was some-
thing terrific. They brought their artillery
so close that they could fire straight at us—
they were scoring direct hits as military men
deseribe it; and we could see the flashes of
the guns. Aviators were over our heads
dropping smoke bombs on the trenches, and
by this means the artillery got the range ac-
curately. You would see these smoke bombs
and then you knew you were going to get a
fusilade from the artillery. They bombarded
us with gun after gun. We tried to count
them. They were firing about 150 rounds a
minute—firing in gusts. When they attacked
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us there came forward rows of men dressed
in British uniforms. I was under the impres-
sion that they were British soldiers; but we
discovered they were Germans, gave them a
volley, and then we were sure of it by the
way they ran.

Qur casualties were approximately fifty
per cent. of our fighting strength. When [
tell you that the usual percentage is about
five you will understand how hot that action
was.

There is one thing I should like to make
clear. The men who have been at the front
fighting are not likely, when they return
home, to fit in easily into ordinary employ-
ment. They become entirely disorganized.
Their minds do not take readily to the change
—except those, perhaps, who may be comfort-
ably off. I am speaking from personal exper-
ience. After I came home from the South
African war I found that to be the case. I
am not a lazy man, but when I really tried
to go to work I found it took a year or two
to get back into my working gait again. I
know, therefore, so well how this war wil]
affect the men who are engaged in it. I shal]
ask you to be patient with these men when
they return to you and seek work again. Un.
til they get back again to their normal state
of living you must be patient with them. Yoy
will remember my words some day, perhaps
British Columbia has a hard proposition, bué
it will be solved.

No USE GETTIN'
S0RE SIR— I
PLaYs No
FAVvouRITES—SO
You SEE I
SaLuTEs NONE

I PassED You
[ oN THE STREET
LAST NIGHT —
How:1s IT
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Miss Ada L. Ward, of the Lena Ashwell
concert party, which has been entertainingz
soldiers at the front, was entertained at a
Vancouver Canadian Club luncheon in May,
1917.

Miss Ward said: This is the first oppor-
tunity I have had of meeting a men’s Canadian
Club in my journey across the continent from
the Atlantic to the Pacific. You have had many
speakers from the front. I know that you
have had doctors and soldiers and nurses
probably, and war correspondents, and they
have all given you different aspects of the war.
I come to you in a new light as an entertainer.
I found myself in France with all a woman’s
heartbreak and anguish for what was happen-
ing there, but I determined that whatever
happened the boys would have a good time if
I and others could give it to them.

In the early part of the war Lady Rodney,
well known English lady, lost her boy, a bright
lad of wonderful promise. In order to per-
petuate his memory she not only erected a hut
where the men could meet and secure social
comforts, but she also decided to give them
what her boy had so greatly appreciated—
music and healthy entertainment. She wished
to send out parties to France to cheer up the
men. It was not an easy task. She collabor-
ated with Miss Lena Ashwell, the brilliant
English actress, who, as some of you know,
was educated in Toronto. She is a splendid
woman. Through her Lady Rodney got into
touch with the professional workers, and en-
listed on her side also Princess Victoria. This
triumvirate, or perhaps I should say trium-
feminate, had a great many difficulties to sur-
mount, with the War Office especially, but as
1 daresay those of you who are married know
that when a woman wills she will, and so these

ladies melted down all the red tape, if I may
use a mixed metaphor like that, and finally
won the hearts of the authorities.

Now those entertainments are given under
the aegis of the authorities at the front, and I
often receive requests such as ‘‘May she come
back to us again > T do not sing or play—I
sketch. I may say that I lisped in sketches,
for the sketches came. And drawing is really
the only subject in which I have consistently
failed to pass my examinations. Since I was
well known in England as a cartoonist, my
name was brought before Miss Ashwell, It
happened that someone said that they wanted
Ada Ward if they could get hold of her. That
was a great pride and joy to me. It happened
one day when I was in my office in London the
telephone bell rang and a voice said: ‘‘Do
you think you could be ready to go to France
on Saturday? We are sending a concert party
there. We have a quartette, two ladies and
two gentlemen singers, a violinist and a pian-
ist, but we want a comic (laughter). We are
short a variety turn. We have had a conjurer
and ventriloquist in the past but we want a
change.’’

That was Miss Lena Ashwell. I went to
see her, and then discovered that T had to en-
tertain before Princess Victoria, who, I was
told, was very particular as to what should be
sent. They only engaged the very best it ap-
peared.

I can assure you that it is something of an
ordeal to face a real live princess, and I felt
not a little awkward. However, I drove up to
the West End in a taxicab with my black-
board and chalk, faced the ordeal, and was
told to join the party on Saturday. Finally I
landed in that fair, sunny land of France, war-
worn and shell-shattered. We found that no
delays were looked for and that we had to be-
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gin at once. We had to give our first concert
immediately, and this was something I did not
quite expeet. It was my first experience of the
kind and 1 shall never forget it. The hall was
large—indeed it was a tent open at the sides.
The audience was already assembled, some of
them on stretchers, some wheeled in bath
chairs, some limpinz, some hopping, every one
of them broken and mutiliated in this great
cause for you and for me. When I saw all
those helpless men my heart misgave me, How
could I make them laugh? These poor broken
lads. \

I am going to tell you something I never
told in public before—an admission of a wom-
an’s weakness. I went behind that tent and
had a good howl. A first experience is always
trying—like addressing a Canadian Club for
the first time. Those wounded boys, I shall
never forget them. There was a lump in my
throat and a mist before my eyes; yet, as I
watched them, I realized their wonderful cour-
age and endurance. One of the boys I noticed
was bandaged just like a mummy, in fact more
8o than like a human being. Only one eye was
visible, but it was a very bright eye. His left
arm was in a sling and the right was not there
at all. His lower limbs were bandaged; yet in
that condition he managed to give me a wink
with his good eye. As the concert went on he
called to a friend to wipe that eye because the
tears were coming from it; but they were tears
of laughter that were rolling down his cheeks.
Then there were boys on the other side of the
room who had decided to sit together because
each of them had lost an arm and they wished
to clap their remaining hands together in or-
der to give applause at the proper moments.
Think, gentlemen, of the magnificence of those
wonderful heroes. There was another who
had a thumb and finger missing from one hand,
and he told me with glee that he was left
handed, and seemed to think it was a great
Jjoke that the Germans had spared his left hand
and taken from him something that he did
not miss at all. God knows they have given
their best to us, and it is a privilege to be able
to do anything that might make them forget
for a little time the agony they have gone
through.

There was much work waiting to be done
after we left there, and as soon as tea was over
motors were. waiting to take us to the military
camp where our evening concerts were to be
given. At the hut or tent where the concert
was to be given we found it packed with sol-
diers, men jammed together from the plat-
form to the back of the room. There they
were, perspiring, suffocating almost, a chok-
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ing mass of them, all of them smoking. Think
of that atmosphere. It got thicker and thick-
er, bluer and bluer, till at the end of the con-
cert we could not see across the room. It was
like pea-soup. We heard the cheers from them

even before we arrived. It was these cheers -

that told me of one danger that threatens our
boys who are in France. They are well lookad
after, well fed and well equipped, and when
they are in the trenches they are well shel-
tered most of the time. But they have to face
one danger, and that is the danger of monot.-

ony. It is monotony that drives a man to .

drink or to gambling, or drives him to some-
thing worse. And those cheers told me that
the men realized that here was a change from
the monotony, from military discipline. Here
were men from home, civilians, some girls,
some nice girls even. So we began, and they
settled down for the evening’s entertainment.
What a chanee for one! If you are chosen to
go to France you can look on yourself as hall
marked because you will speedily find that
Tommy understands musie, that he can both
play and sing himself; that many of them have
zone from the stage. You will find he is a fine
eritic. 'We were, therafore, on our mettle, and
gave the best we could.

I wish you could have seen these men. They
hung on every word, and when it was over
then came the encores, not one or two of them,
but five or six, and I have known some of our
artists to have given no less than fifteen en-
cores. So that if you are going to France you
will know that you must have an extensive
repertoire. For one reason Tommy chooses
his own songs and his own encores. You will
hear such a dialogue as this: ‘‘Sy, Miss, give
us Annie Laurie, will yer?’”’ And before the
artist could comply another voice would say
scornfully—‘‘Annie Laurie, not much. Give
us Philadelphia, Miss; don’t mind ’im.’’ And
then ‘‘That ain’t a lady’s song, you blighter!’’

When they saw my blackboard they did
not like it. Nobody told them I had it with
me, and on the way over everybody strafed it.
In the Old Country it was not so bad, but I had
to take it with me to France, for blackboards
do not grow behind trenches. They strafed it
at Waterloo, however, where the porter said to
me: ‘‘Ahahacakbaba.’’> The strafing con-
tinued in France where my fellow artists
would say, ‘“Make way for the Dreadnought.”
I did not mind that, but T was a little con-
cerned when Tommy took a dislike to it. He
had had much to do with hlackboards before
and he did not associate them with entertain-
ments. In fact I believe he thought he was
going to learn something. In order to cheer
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him up I began my part of the entertainment
with pictures, drawing like the children do,
men with rake hands and triangle bodies. ,  As
soon as they saw this it prepared the way for
the more elaborate sketches I had prepared.
When 1 had finished came the National An-
them, sung as only Tommy can sing it. Won-
derful! Then the room was cleared and an-
other erowd of eager, excited, perspiring and
suffocating Tommies poured in, smokinz ev-
eryone of them. Those who came in the first
time had pink tickets; those who came in the
second time had yellow. This was to prevent
any of the boys hearing the performance twice
over. But plenty of them did. We went on
with our concert again and that was our work
every day—three times a day, all the time we
were in France—hospital in the morning, con-
valescent camp in the afternoon, and the huts

I can
HARDLY MAKE

in the evening. We had audiences at the
wharves, at the docks, on the railways, in con-
vents, monasteries, in greenhouses, in out-
houses—everywhere we went we took our
music and fun. It was not easy work, I can
tell you, and by the end of the time we found
it so exacting and exciting that we were tired
out. Our voices were gone; we were nearly
kippered. So that now when anyone says
graciously to us: ‘‘Do you object to smok-
ing?”’ 1 always say to myself: ‘‘You do not
really know what a dried 'old kipper you are
talking to. Why smoking is almost the breath
of life to me.”’

We loved it—every minute of it—and there
is not one amongst us but whp would return
again. The greatest of my delights was when
the boys at the front wrote and asked for Ada
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Ward to come to them again and give them her
ten-minute talk. Imagine limiting a woman to
a ten-minute talk and in that time to give a
one-man show. 1 went out again for four
months to France, and without a single break
—Sundays and week days I entertained them.
I have seen those boys looking with all their
eyes—just like children, and listening to the
grand old Book and I have thanked God for
my gift of humor and for the opportunity that
was given me to minister to the most apprecia-
tive audience in the whole wide world.

That was our work, but, of course, it was
varied by pathetic and comical incidents, for
instance we were giving a concert one evening
when I saw a funny object on one side of the
tent. I looked at it and could not think what
it was. T realized that it was a human ear.
The owner could not get into the tent so he
had taken a knife, cut a slit in the canvas, and
stuck his ear through it in order that he might
hear what was taking place. That ear I could
see was listening most eloquently.

Some of our work was done in the great
Casinos of France. T have been in these places
in peace time and T mnst say T have felt an at-
mosphere of evil about them. T have realized
its concentrated essence when I have been
there and seen foreigners win and lose at the
green tables—those keen, hard, grey faces of
persons trying to make money without work-
ing for it. They are all gone now, and those
marble and gilt columns in those lovely gar-
dens by the sunny sea are havens of rest and
peace for those who have fought in the war
and who have suffered azony for their coun-
try. There they hear Annie Laurie sung by
the greatest of our English sopranos and ac-
companied by cello obligato. It seemed then
as if the whole of the evil had vanished away.

The boys are getting on splendidly with the
French people—not talking French, of course,
because naturally they insist on the French
people talking English or a most curious cos-
mopolite language—a kind of Anglo-French
lingo very amusing to listen to. They both can
make themselves understood. The Tommies
make for themselves lovely little gardens
wherever they are and there is hardly a camp
in France where they have not a garden well
worth looking at. At one place I remember
the prospect appeared hopeless for the camp
was not built on green grass but on cinders;
yet even there the soldiers had painted them
red, blue and yellow to look like flowers and
arranged them to look like a garden.

During my second visit I was able to go
into places where a concert party could not
possibly be taken. One day a request came by



Page 52

telephone asking for Ada Ward to come and
cheer up some patients in a place where artists
rarely went. This was in a small hospital
where all the cases were what is known as
‘‘jaw cases.”” There was not a boy there but
had the lower part of his face blown away—
not a boy there who was not terribly mutil-
ated. Those who asked me to go there said:
“You will be prepared for it; you will do your
best.”” But although I did try to prepare I
could have screamed when I 2ot there and
saw what had happened those dear boys. But
they were doing wonders for them with that
new plastic surgery, and many of them were
getting well and strong again. Oh! the laugh-
ter in their eyes—it gave me an idea of how
they could endure. It was a wonderful thing
to me. Another time I was lecturing and the
boys were so eager to see my sketches that
some of them got up into the rafters and
crushed and squashed until at last the rafters
came down altogether, and for the first and
last time in my experience I could truthfully
say that I had brought the house down. I was
a little disconcerted at this, but someone in the
heap of skuffling, serambling boys said, ““It’s
all right; go on Miss; no casualties.”’

"

That is their great word, ‘““Go on; go on.’
You must go on. I remember one difficulty we
had. It was at a - erowded concert where the
boys were uproarious and were singing ‘‘Ips-
witeh’’ at the top of their voices. I saw a big
sergeant elbow his way into the room. Now,
the boys are so keen on these concerts that
they do not miss a single word that is sung or
said, so that when anyone interrupts they put
him on the floor and sit on him. When I saw
this big sergeant pushing his way up the room
unchallenged I saw that something was the
matter. As soon as he reached the officer who
was doing duty as chairman he spoke a few
words to him amid a silence that could be felt
and the next moment that merry drama was
turned into one of the most terrible I have
ever known. As the sergeant came up the
boys bent over just like the wind bends over
a field of corn. Some of them had to fall in at
once and leave for duty. We heard the words
on the platform. After consulting with the
colonel the sergeant said: ‘‘Coldstream and
Scots Greys, Sir.”” The colonel sat up and
asked, ““Any men of the Scots Greys or the
Coldstreams here?’”’ And without a moment’s
hesitation from every part of the room splen-
did fellows got up and went out. They were
wanted immediately in the trenches. Think of
it! Think of the contrasts—the men who,' a
moment before, were enjoying themselves with
merriment, mirth, music and brightness, and
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then to go out into the dark to meet death in
a hundred terrible forms. There was no hesi.
tation. How could we go on with our even-
ing’s enjoyment after that?

I suggested to the pianist to play the Na-
tional Anthem, but some of the men caught
my words—‘‘National Anthem,”’ they saiq
‘‘Half way through the concert. No fear. If
a few chaps do go out it leaves all the more
room for those that are left. It’s orl right,
Go on; go on.”” And there is the cry again :
““Go on; go on!”’

It is the cry I give to you. We cannot stop
in our task because a few slip out into the
dark. The king is dead but long live the king,
The courage and example of our boys nerve
us to do things that at the beginning of the
war we could never have done.

One day we left the camp altogether, left
the towns and went right away from civilizg-
tion to entertain the men who do duty behind
the trenches. It was at a horse hospital. We
are all apt to forget that the men employed in
this kind of work have a terribly monotonous
work—such work as at times must almost
drive them to despair. In one camp, for in
stance, every day they make 250,000 loaves of
bread. In another they manufacture or pre.
make 33,000 pairs of boots—for there is no
waste and old boots are used up to make new
ones. Indeed it is sometimes said they woulg
make a boot out of a lace hole. Think of the
appalling monotony of that kind of work. Sqo
we went up there and took our songs and ma-
terial for the boys to amuse them. It is some.
thing marvellous at these hospitals to see how
carefully and well the animals which have
been wounded in the war are treated and made
well again. Some of them suffer from shrap-
nel wounds, and at this hospital we went tqo
there were 500 of them being tenderly cared
for. The men there managed them splendidly
and some of them could even take care of a’.
mule. And if you can manage an army mule
you can manage anything created. This per-
formance we had to give outside on the grass,
and all around were the men and the stableg.
I can see it now, I can smell it. I never get g
whiff of the stables now but I think of that
wonderful audience. When it came to m
turn it began to rain, and I can assure you that
talking in the open in rainstorm is not easy.
My chalk would hardly make a mark on the
blackboard. The worst of it was that the men
thought I was frightened of the weather, and
they said, ‘‘Go on, it’s all right, miss. ato
only rain. We do not stop in war time for 5
drop of rain. Say, Miss, you're awful Sweet,”?
“You ain’t made of sugar,’’ and so on. Th;y
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realized what was the matter, however, and
held up a horse blanket over the blackboard,
and under this my talk went on. Just then a
tiresome press photozrapher took a snapshot
of me in a Mackintosh under the horse-
blanket. I never knew about it until I got
back to the Old Country and saw my picture
in the paper. But Tommy got his wish; he al-
ways does; that is why he is going to win the
war (applause). After the concert the officer
commanding so much appreciated what we
had done for his men that by way of giving us
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a treat and showing his appreciation he told
us that they were going to have an operation
on a horse—to remove its eye—and we could
come along. We did not quite relish the idea
but did not like to say so, so we went with
him to the operating theatre. There we saw
an animal with its eye badly shattered and the
surgeon proceeded to take it out. All the in-
struments were sterilized and chloroform was
given to the horse in a bag over the animal’s
nose. Hearing it coughing we ladies took ad-
vantage of the general interest and sneaked
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away. They never missed us; they were so
keen on their work. The gentlemen members
of our party, however, told us that the opera-
tion was successful; that the horse would be
ready for work in three weeks. In the old
days that poor thing would have died in agony
on the battlefield. So when next you hear an
appeal for the Blue Cross fund think of it as
being worthy of your sympathy.

From there we motored twenty-five miles
nearer to the trenches, as near as tiresome
civilians are ever allowed to go. The men of a
concert party zo nearer sometimes—very near
occasionally, but they do not like to be both-
ered with ladies. Here we entertained an-
other section of the same army corps—men
who have horses to deal with from morning
to night—loading and wunloading fodder for
the animals. They are a rough lot many of
them—dock laborers taken from the wharves
and docks of the English ports, put into khaki,
and that is all they see or know about war.
One of these men told me that he had slept
with a revolver under his pillow for a long
time because he had heard that a clergyman
was coming out to do them good (laughter.)
He came, however, and after a time they re-
alized when he did his day’s work with them
that he was a man before he was a parson or a
social worker, and then they welcomed him as
a man and a brother. One of the wives in the
East end of London said she hoped this war
would never end. (Laughter.) You need not
tell me that rough men of this kind do not ap-
preciate good musiec. They do. It was amus-
ing to hear our tenor singing some of the best
airs from Grand Opera and see those men lis-
tening to the wonderful Russian music that we
gave them. One big, rough fellow, with signs
of hard living and drinking creasing his face
—it was like a mountain sunset in color to see
that face listen to us and to see him tenderly
nursing the dirtiest, sickest, smallest, black-
est little kitten I have ever seen was some-
thing wonderful. He explained that it had

lost its mother and wandered in amongst the
soldiers.

I said to him: ‘‘Whatever are you doing
with that wretched little kitten?’’ And he re-
plied sheepishly: ‘‘Well, Miss, a bloke must
have something. The kids ain’t here; the
wife’s at home; there ain’t no one; and we
can’t love one another.”” So you sec he was
expending his love on that miserable three
inches of kitten. I said: ‘‘But it is so dirty.”
And he replied: ‘“Well, so would you be dirty
if you had lost your mother.”” And he took a
khaki pocket handkerchief out of his pocket—
and proceeded to work. ‘“We’ll clean it
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for you,’’ he said.

1 tell you, it was wonderful. One of the
others, also a rough chap, I must tell you
about. He came shuffling up to me and said:
‘““Can I speak to you a minute, Miss?’’ I said
““Yes.”” He still shuffled. Then he said at
last: ‘“Would you mind coming over here a
minute, Miss?’’ I began to see. Many a boy
has'before this taken me over to the edge of the
platform and showed me with great secrecy
and importance something which he ended up
by stating, ‘‘You see, that is my girl.”” So I
thought it was going to happen again; this
man was so mysterious about it. So he drew
me away from the others and then stood on
one foot and afterwards on the other until 1
do not know which of us looked the silliest.
Then he said in a sort of hoarse whisper: ‘‘Are
you keepin’ company wi’ onyone, Miss?’’

There’s gratitude for you. So greatly had
he enjoyed what 1 had done for him and the
others that he thereupon offered his hand and
heart to a poor unworthy travelling concert
artiste. Oh, it was beautiful (laughter). No
civilian dare do it (renewed laughter). We
had our supper in a dark tent illuminated with
stable lanterns, and as for a tablecloth I never
saw one. DBut these rough men had made the
table sweet and bright with sweet peas. They
had, of course, not the slightest idea how to
arrange them—they were placed on the table
just like the Book of Eueclid—the First Book,
but they felt at the back of their heads that
artists should have bouquets, and their idea
of a bouquet was how many flowers they could
get into it. There were thousands and thous-
ands of them, rammed and jammed and
squashed and packed together, and not only
that, but they were wrapped up in a big white
satin ribbon.

‘When supper was over we found them at
the door of our car singing the regimental
song which was ‘‘Here we go gathering oats
and hay.”” A particularly rough-looking man
said to the others: ‘‘Let’s take the horses out
and shove them.”” Now there were no horses,
so they persuaded the driver of the motor car
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not to start the engine and they pushed us for
a quarter of a mile,

Someone has sometimes said to me: “Why
are you going to France to entertain the sol-
diers?’’ And I have told them that if we can
make Tommy forget the war even for a little
while we shall be doing a good thing. I have
felt that if we could do nothing else but just
cheer up some little section of our army we
should have done something worth while. Dg
you not think so?

Possibly you may not have heard of thig
concert work before; but I can assure you the
men appreciate it quite as keenly as the par-
cels you send so graciously. The greatest
tribute paid to our work is to be seen in the
packed building, packed from floor to ceiling.

So you see there again is the note, ““Go on .
go on.”” In their determination that elemen:
tary right and justice shall prevail they will
go on until they win this mighty confliet
‘When I went back to England and took up m):
work of lecturing in government prisons the
chaplain of one of them met me and said: "‘We
have a very small audience,’”’ 'and 1 replieg
“I have never been so glad in my life that
there is a small audience.”” And then thae
chaplain told me they were closing the prison
and turning it into a military hospital. Who
would not be an optimist under those condi-
tions? Gentlemen, I say to you, ‘“Go on; Can
ada must say to the rest of the Empire: “Teli
them we are doing our bit and that we will go
on.”” Anybody can do their bit for a month .
but it takes big hearts as well as big men to 2o
on through the weary months and years, B;t
those conscious of ‘a righteous cause can do it
I tell you our cause is righteous. It is only ‘
scrap of paper, but it is also a nation’s pledgeq
word, and it is up to you and to me to see that
that scrap of paper is honored to the very last
interpretation of it.

I conclude with the sincerest hope that 1
can express that our souls and mine may be a
fit to mingle with theirs as they are fit ts
mingle with the sons of God.”’ &
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Before Vimy--An Interesting Snapshot

Lieut C. P. Bland. Lieut G. S. McCreery Lieut. W. B. McConnell Lieut. F. Monkman

This snap was taken shortly before Vimy
in a small French village by an ex-French sol-
dier, who was rendered deaf and dumb by the
effects of shell shock.

Lieut. P. C. Band, an original member of
the 2nd Battalion, was wounded in the Vimy
show.

Lieut. G. S. McCreery, of the 16th Battal-
ion, was wounded at Hill 70, but is now again
with that famous unit.

Lieut. W. B. McConnell was wounded for
‘the second time at Fresnoy, 1917, so severely
that it was necessary to amputate his wound-
ed leg to save his life.

Lieut. W. B. McConnell was a 16th Bat-
talion Canadian Scot. He considers him-
self very lucky in being here with wus
today. During the fighting around Fresnoy

the trench he was in was blown in by a big
shell, killing three and wounding several
members of the 16th Battalion. Lieut. W. B.
McConnell does not remember what hap-
pened to him, but it appears that when the
trench was blown in he was completely buried
excepting the tips of his fingers on one of his
hands. A stretcher bearer coming along a
little later thinking all in that part of the
trench had been killed, saw these fingers
twitching and immediately dug MecConnell
out just in time to save him, for he must have
been buried three or four minutes at the least.

Lieut. McConnell came to at the dressing
station, and, when his wounds were counted
up, they totalled 17.

Lieut. Monkman, 13th Baltalion, was
wounded and won the M.C. at Vimy.
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Remember Ypres !
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THE SWORD
BY E. A. JENNS
Scymitar, yataghan sabre, long knife,
Cutlass or kookrie, friend ot the brave,
I am the holder, sustainer of strife—
I am the sword!
Rapier or broadsword, whinger, or brand,
Huge as two-handed, short as the gleave,
I, the life luller, the robber of land,
I am the sword!
Tulwar, or claymore, bolo parang,

Many my names; over cottage and hall,
As mount the high flames, you may hear my
shrill clang,

I am the sword!
I am the terrible son of the wild,
Yet am I saviour, protector of all,
Defender of woman, friend of the child,
Slave of the Lord!
I am the friend of the true and the strong,
Leaping to answer the hopeless one’s call;
Shielding the fatherless, righting the wrong,
I am the sword!
I am the smiter of robbers and thieves,

I bring woe to oppresors, help to the frail,
Death to the nation or man who deceives,
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ﬂe Marse illaise
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Rouget de Lisle Singing the Marseillaise

Of Donald Downie, B.C

don, Aberdeenshire, Scotland,
Province of Quebec).
Educated in the tolerant

usefulness, if not the virtues
ment of two men.
He graduated from MecGill

tice of Canada, and under E
father-in-law of the present

He took a post-graduate
tween the years 1890 and 191
‘ Paris International Courier’
which has happily ended in
diale. ;

He was at Algeciras on

The bound collection of hi

an interesting and prophetic

ways continued, in Press

merits of the French race;
DOWNIE periority; and the danger

vocate, Lecturer, Writer and political pam

of the best knpwn of the contributors l:.to glfxlil:t;eurﬁu
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He is a son of Donald Downie, Esquire (ot Strath

vent‘on there over the Morocco affair.
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and of Huntingdon, in the

school and atmosphere of

two races and two languages, in a mixed commu
believes that a man of two or more tongues hasn:;?{' tg:

and the intellectual enjoy-
University, Montreal, with

first-class honours, in 1881, and studied law i
fices of Hon. Rudoiphe Lafiamme, K.C., Minister of yor-

dmund Barnard, K.C.
Minister of Justlce)'; 323

practiced with success in Montreal till 1888
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ew, and was frequently engaged as a Publj

on historical and international topics. © Tactares
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the occasion of the Con-

s signed editorials in those

years, written from: nearly every capital in Europe, form

study and forecast of the

stupendous events we are now witnessing.,
Mr, Downie returned to Canada in 1910, and has g).
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ons do not cultivate, in Canada, the spirit of the
Entente-Cordiale. Some of his addresses on the
subject have been widely translated and di_stnbuted in
the Kastern Provinces in pamphlet form in two lan-
guages, and have received from the highest quarters
reatest praise.
theng was ad’imitted, on his return, to the Alberta Bar,
and afterwards to the Bar of B.C., and has had his of-
fices ever since in the Birks Block, and his residence in

mpton Court. 3
H. lfut. once a writer and lecturer, polite public contro-
versy remains a passion. or a pastime; and so questions
of great public interest never find his voice silent nor

n indifferent.
mslxgepolitics he is an ardent Liberal of the Old Reform
school, untouched by any Unionist docirine or weakness,
for political partnership with the persons and principles
he has always denounced.

Frofessor Alfred Buckley having remarked, on one
occasion, that he had seldom heard an address with
such ardent controversial zeal for a people and a subject
where the speaker's interest was purely 1mpersona.l.
Mr. Downie answered that his interest and his motto
was, “‘Human interest,” and put it in the words of one
of his favorite French authors: ‘Je suis du genre
humain, et tout ce que touche a ’humanite me touche.

Mrs. Donald Downie is the daughter of the late E. E.
Gilbert, Esq.,, of Montreal, a widely known civil engin-
eer, manufacturer and Government coniractor.]

LA MARSEILLAISE

By Donaid Downie, B.C.L. Avocat {late of
Paris, France).

The Day of Glory

The 14th of July is the day of France. The
day of the Bastille. That day 129 years ago
began her Revolution—and regeneration. And
that of old feudal Europe. For 25 years the
continent opposed it; and aristocratic Tory
England led the van. And tried to suppress
democracy and keep France back to the mid-
dle-age pace that they themselves were con-
tent to plod along in. And they lost. For
Napoleon was only the message boy of that
Revolution. And La Marseillaise was his mil-
tary march, carrying law and liberty, at first,
on his victorious eagles into every bemighted
land of serfs. But losing his way a little at
last, as we all do at times (even in this
free land), whenever we permit the military
to dominate the civil. And German Europe
and Latin Europe were at war then, and have
been at war, openly or otherwise, all these 129
years. Because the races of freemen that fol-
low France, and rally around her have noth-
ing in common with that race of tyrants and of
valets in the realms beyond the Rhine. And
so we sing tcday with Rouget de Lisle, and
may sing again as our troops tramp through
the Unter den Linden before another Bastille
day:

““ Allons enfants de la patrie,
Le jour de gloire est arrivé.”’
Its Troubled History

And that reminds me that I did not take
up the pen here to speak of our Germanophile
British blunders. That would lead too far.
But only of that incomparable National song,
¢‘the Marseillaise,”” which came out of the
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Revolution, while it was yet young, and pure,
and on the rizght road.

Like France herself, that inspiring Na-
tional air and those elevating words have had
a troubled history.

It was composed ' by the young Captain
Rouget, on 24 hours’ notice, to the orders of the
0.C. for a great banquet and street parade
for volunteers. And it brought twice the
quota expected. The official words have been
slightly revised by a commission of the acad-
emy in 1886. The musical motif, I am told by
musicians, bears a close relation to an aria in
the opera of ‘‘Esther.”” The classic tableau,
we all know, shows the composer singing it in
the prison of St. Germain, where his political
opinions landed him for a time. Forty years
elapsed before he obtained his pension and
recognition. Republics are proverbially un-
grateful.

Irresistible Music

The Marseillaise has not always been so
much in vogue as it is today. It has been rele-
gated to the shade now and then, according
to the disposition of the moment. It has been
sometimes used and sometimes abused, as I
may show.

But no one can deny that it is an extraor-
dinary national hymn, with an admirable and
almost irresistible movement. It proceeds
from a true and absolutely patriotic inspira-
tion—ardent, improvised and war-like.

Without being passionately addicted to
music, most people will confess that they can-
not remain insensible to the redoubled quick-
step of that stirring march.

And I know that if T had heard it as they
did, for the first time, with its accompaniment
of the garrison orchestra at Strasbourg, those
volunteer soldiers of the regiment of the army
of the Rhine, I should have been no more able
than they were to resist the seductive charm
of that martial music. And even lovers of lib-
erty of our day, more accustomed to her face,
as they were not, might also have heen drawn
by such words and such accents, to prodigies
of valor. And when led by a gallant young
Maiceau and by a brave Kleber, they have
driven the same Prussian and Austrian hordes
back across the same frontier.

Its History

And lest some reader should ask how the
song first heard in Strassbourg takes its name
{lrom the city of Marseilles, let us recount it

ere.

That fiery young ‘‘Conventional,”’ de Saint
Just, when Royalists were getting bold, and
Paris itself, was not too safe for the Radicals
despatched this hot message to his friends in
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the city of the South: ‘‘Send me ten thous-
and Marseillais who know how to die.”” And
they came; that long march; these fiery sons
of the Meridian, to the tune of the new found
hymn to Liberty; and singing it through
the streets of Paris for the first time, and sav-
ing the revolution, the grateful capital bap-
tized it in their honor, and called it ‘‘La Mar-
seillaise.”’
Rouget de Lisle

When Rouget de Lisle wrote and composed
“La Marseillaise’” he had the good fortune
which falls only now and then to a writer or
composer of genius. ‘It was to give a very
beautiful and forceful and artistic expression
—and an expression that is peculiarly French
in its character—to the patriotism of his time.
Nay, more, to the patriotism of all time.

For there is something more than music
in that cadence, in those tones; those rallying
cries. There is a vibration so soul-stirring
and so powerful, that it could not emanate
from one single soul. It is the vibration of a
nation, of a people, of a race, invaded and
threatened in all its new found liberties, and
in its very existence. s

Conflicting Emotions Aroused

How comes it, then, that this Marseillaise—
to the sound of which free Frenchmen (far out-
numbered), cleared their soil of invading
kings and pursued them beyond the Alps and
the Rhine%—how comes it that it has aroused
conflicting emotions and obtained only a di-
vided allegiance in France for some genera-
tions? How comes it, you may well ask—i.e.,
if you have not lived long in France and
bathed in her atmosphere, and drunk deep in
her history—that unlike other national hymus,
it has aroused concurrently such great en-
thusiasm and great repugnance? I shall tell
you. There have been conflicting schools of
thought, and of politics and of religion in
France, that, for three generations, have been
cohesive only in their love of country, and
that have been variously moved by this same
music to ardor or to resentment; to heroism
or to tears; to good deeds or bad ones; to vio-
lence, or to a humanity, fraternity and a gen-
erosity in which men’s heads touch the stars.

It has exasperated a paroxysm of patriot-
ism in‘the one school, and in the other it has
broken the heart and drawn the tears. Under
more than one regime the Marseillaise has been
interdicted. It has been led to prison. It has
lived in exile. It did not figure always at
feasts as it does now. It was so relegated to
the garrets and the slums and the studen‘.cs’
quarters and the barricades, that it lost its

prestige.
’
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The Class Explanation

If we would explain that party political
repugnance which has tried for a hundred
years to destroy the Marseillaise, we must re-
member that in the very ranks of the enemies
of Krance, on her irontiers, amongst those
against whom these powerful lines were
hurled, there were fighting also against hep
many of the Royalists and the Churchmen,
and the noblemen of the old regime, trying to
strangle the first republic. Nor were they all
bad men; but only mistaken. They believed
in their. class; in the altar, and tne throne,
As did our own ancestors. How, then, could
they sing the words of the revolutionary Mar-
seillaise ?

British and Spanish, Italians and Belgians,
chant it freely, and enjoy it. But they would
not exchange it for tneir own. Their own
hymn—they are, each of them, a umt to pres-
erve, in all the majesty and the purity of its
origin, while Frenchmen have allowed the
grandest and the strongest of all patriotie
hymns—in poetry and in music—to be made
the sport of parties, and to be dragged every-
where in the mire. Why?

Other War Hymns—National

Welsh and Scotech and English and Flem-
ish, with their ‘‘Men of Harlech,” their
““Scots Wha Ha’e,’”’ their ‘““God Save the
King,”” and their “*Brabanconne,”’” have nevep
altered the significance of these songs by turn-
ing against the country or her rulers that di-
vine and poetic inspiration intended to save
the Motherland in her moments of peril ang to
glorify her in days of triumph. But in France
there has mnever been any aggressive enter-
prise against a government or a regime—any
street mob rising against the law, nor disor-
derly protest of commune or of barricade, that
has not been led by the singing of the Mar-
seillaise. It was first intended and directed
against enemies beyond the frontier, But
rioters and socialists and revolutionists, eyep
since, have persistently and designedly con-
fused the ‘‘perfidious tyrants’’ of 1792, whom
it so vigorously denounced, with every chief
of state they would destroy, and every gov-
ernment they would overturn. It was always
enough to justify that confusion, if these latter
stood for liberty of the conservative sort, and
for the established order of things.

Thus it happens that, under the Republie
if insurgents would rise, it is ‘L Marseill;
aise.”” If the people would feast and rejoice
it is “‘La Marseillaise.” If they would carry
an election agzainst the government, it is ‘‘I,qg
Marseillaise,”’
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It is not always easily recognizable, the
way they hurl it on some of those occasions.
Gamins take hold of it. Drunkards affect it
in their eups. Poor, sacred Marseillaise! which
led the fathers to victory, leads the sons to
the eabaret. And thence, with that chant sub-
lime on their lips, they will even land in the
gutter. And sometime, it is thence that we
have heard rising that fine call to arms:

“ Aux armes citoyens!
Formez vos battailions!’’
* * *
Questions of Temperament

Does any English mob, when about to go
down into the streets, and to make a declara-
tion of rights or create disorder, or break the
grill round Hyde Park, or demonstrate in Tra-
falgar Square, or abuse the government
(which it has the traditional right to do), ever
begin by singing ‘‘God Save the King?”’ No.
And yet sometimes they might have truly said
that ‘it would be a great economy in God to
save the like.”” But they never mix their na-
tional hymn with their protests and their re-
volts. We have seen Belgians breaking con-
vent windows to emphasize their desire for a
change of a clerical cabinet. But, on such oc-
casions they never sing the ‘‘Brabanconne.’”
It is without precedent. That -is reserved for
publie rejoicings, or for homor to the royal
family.

A National Song

. A national song is really something to be
listened to standing up, and with the hat off.
To preserve its sanctity and effect it must not
be executed at every time and place and on
the demand of every roystering crowd.

When, therefore, the third republic, after
1871, decreed that this should be the National
and official air, it might have been decreed
for the conciliation of partics, that people
should not be saturated with it at every con-
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cert on every occasion. But it was not done.
And it required the present danger, coming
from the same frontier source that first called
it forth, to unite all France and to restore
respectability to the Marseillaise.

Union and Victory

But it is done. The song is accepted. And
all France is united to sing it. And fights for
her life with her back to her frontier
ramparts and her face to the foe on the Rhine.
So Republican France and the most beautiful
of National hymns are henceforth one and in-
separable. When one of them is threatened
with danger the other is not far from peril,

And as that France is today without doubt
the most free and democratic of all countries,
that people of free men, shall see to the sur-
vival and the permanence of the letter and
the spirit of ‘‘La Marseillaise.’’

And when victory comes, as come it shall,
and their deliverance comes, as come it must,
then along their boulevards and in the open
air dances, around the winged figure of Vie-
tory at the Bastille and on the Place de la Re-
publique, the words of Rouget de Lisle shall
be heard once more:

‘“Allons enfants de la Patrie.”’

And in London and in Rome and in Brus-
sels and in Washington and in Moscow, and
even in Vancouver, the echo of that musie
shall resound again, while humanity answers
with one aceclaim: '

‘“Le jour de gloire est arrive.”’
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At last, inside a uniform I'm snug ;

Yep, me! for all my size, and shape, and mug.
I'm a-swanking it’s a treat;
Gosh! I can’t keep off the street!

I look as dolled as any lady-bug!

I've striven eighteen months to get this far;

They’ve dealt me many a nasty jolt and jar.
But, I'm proud at last to know ;
I'mi to face old Britain’s foe.

I feel as if I owned the blasted war!

I know I ain’t a Sandow or a giant,

I'm five feet one, and thin—but still I’m pliant
Although my chest is narrow;
My backbone’s full of marrow ;

Of any kind of weather I'm defiant.

When first T heard that Europe was ablaze,
'Way in the Yukon burg of Malamaze,

I was struck clean of a heap;

I could neither eat nor sleep.
1 couldn’t work a tap for days and days!

One night the thing got through my blinking
head—
I knew that I looked small and underfed—
But, a-tingling in my ears
Was the call for volunteers ;
And, hang it all! I’'m British, born and bred.

I mentioned to my pals the hunch I had.
They told me straight that I was crazy mad.
But I sold my dogs and sleigh
And T beat it out that day
To the south, where I might soon be khaki-
clad.

I did not know the ropes, I will agree.
I had no ecrazy hopes or fears in me.
I was feeling good and fit;
I was out to do my bit;
So the first recruiting station I could see

I marched into, with manly, swelling pride.
Some five or six recruiters were inside.
They commenced to smile and snig;
If it had not been their rig
I'd ’ave chucked the blooming
match outside.

shootin’-

A Dbig-deep-chested sergeant—six feet two—
Cried, ‘‘Billikins, what can we do for yout’’
““Why!”’ said I, “‘I want to fight!”’
Then the ginks all laughed outright
Till I slung my coat and threatened all the
crew !

Soon I heard the sergeant’s voice amid the
jeers,
““Say, kiddo, we’re the Irish Fusiliers!
You just run off home and grow;
Ma might take you to a show!”’
And 1 turned and walked away to hide my
tears.

I’'m sure that sergeant did not mean to hurt,
For half-digested thoughts are apt to blurt,
But there’s lots of sawed-off runts
Who can beat the battle stunts
Of the men who wear a number twenty shirt,
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His jolly sort of hit me on the raw.
A metaphoric knock-out on the jaw;
I was fit enough to tackle
Life up North in winter’s shackle,,
But not big enough to face the cannon’s maw!

1 watched the khaki soldiers go away;
1 pined, and moped, and slouched for many a
day.
But at last a bath I took
And again I slung my }xook e
To a brand-new raw-recruity’s join-up lay.

When I stepped in that tent, I felt me wilt.
My courage round my ankles: sort of spilt;
So I beat it out that station;
Oh! T know my limitation; W
You don’t cateh your' ‘‘Uncle Dudley’’ in a
kilt!

You DONT
cATCH YOUR |
"UNCLE DUDLEY
W KILTS!

read the Army Service Corpses’ bill. :
}I‘hey might have called it ‘‘Army Service
Kill,”
At thé name I gaped and swore; .
Till they told me ‘‘corpse’’ was ‘‘corps,””
Then I swallowed hard and stuck around until

An officer in spurs and leather straps,

His riding crop upon my shoulder taps.
“(Can’t you hear the fife and drum?
Run along, now, Thomas Thppr,

And don’t block the way of eligible chaps.”

n half a minute I got sore;
‘I‘nsi;sls v?l]laat the blank is Wrongg with me?”’ I
swore;
“You just give me half a chance
And I’ll knock a song gnd dance ;
From out the biggest live corpse in your
corps!”’
and

That gink in spurs leggings wheeled

about;

He laughed, and looked at me as if in doubt. -

«you have lots of spunk,’’ he said;
“Come now, if you have a trade,
Then we may a khaki soldier turn you out.
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He sat down in a chair in front of me;
He fondled his moustache reflectively;
‘“We need turners, electricians,
Automobile mechanicians,
We need wheel-wrights who can right wheels
to a tee.

““The Government wants farriers and eooks,
And one or two good men for keeping books;
We need saddlers by the score;
Good supply clerks for the store;
And coopers who do miracles with shooks.

‘““We want strong men to make the bellows
blow;

Some blacksmiths who can work in rain or
Snow ;
Lots of men to cobble shoes,
Who can keep away from booze;
Also drivers for our auto-trucks, you know.

““Now, what’s your trade?’’ he stopped there
to inquire. '
In desperation’s grip T took a flier;
Though T felt like grunting ‘‘Shucks!’’
I just blurted ‘‘Auto-trucks,”

And the fellow promptly guessed me for a
liar.

‘“Come on and let me see how yon can drive.”’
Then, ’fore I could have counted twenty-five
He convoyed me to a shed.
“Now—just bring her out,’”’ he said.
To myself, T vowed I'd do it, dead or ’live.

I set myself right squarely in the seat,

I pushed some buttons—then T spread my feet.
Oh, T brought her out—like he—Il—
But I brought the barn as well.

And the things that Captain said T won't
repeat.

Quite soon.
complete,
But, ’fore I had got the knobs and levers beat,
A brick wall got in my way;
And T saw the light of day
Two weeks later, in a hospital retreat.

I thought, I'll know this thing

My hope of fighting Huns completely gone,
One day T packed, and booked my trip upon
The good ship ‘“‘Firth of Forth,”’
Which was due to sail up North
To the country where a man’s a man—Yukon,

I was walking with my eyes upon the ground
When a cheery salutation turned me round.
Gosh! I nearly dropped with fright,
For I saw a soldier-mite,
Short of me by two good inches, I’ll be bound.
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““‘Say, sport!’”’ he said,
blue;
Come! help old Mother Britain
through ;
Don’t be scared—I ain’t a phantom—
I’'m a full-fledged, fichting bantam!
And it won’t take long to make the same of
you.”’

‘““no need for looking

see this
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He stuck his arm through mine and dragged
me off,
Before I'd tlme to blow my nose or cough;,
Had me sworn in good and tight,
Passed the doctor—and that night
I’d become a blooming, khaki soldier- toff,

So now, inside a uniform I’'m snug ;

Yep, me! for all my size and shape and mug.
And it’s proud I am to know
That I'm not too small or slow,

Dear old Grandma Britain’s enemies to plug.
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THE LAND IS FREE! FREE AS OUR MOUNTAINS ARE, THAT
WEAR THEIR CAPS OF SNOW IN THE VERY PRESENCE OF THE

REGAL SUN.

—WILLIAM TELL,
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MOUNTAIN LAKE, COAST RANGE, B. C.

THE LAND THEY FOUGHT FOR—A WEST VANCOUVER
HOME.
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Life at the Front

By REV. C. C. OWEN

REV. C. C. OWEN, Vancouver

Major the Rev. C. C. Owen, chaplain of the
29th Regiment, ‘‘Tobin’s Tigers,”” was the
guest of honor at a luncheon of the Vancou-
ver Canadian Club.

He said: There is just one word at the out-
set that I would like to say. I may surprise
you. I want to tell you I am not speaking
as a sky pilot, or as a padre, or as a devil-
dodger as they sometimes call us ‘“over there,”’
but T am speaking as a citizen, and I am speak-
ing as a Canadian, and I am speaking as a
Christian, I hope. And I want to emphasize very
strongly today such a question as when this
war will be over, and that everything connect-
ed with this war depends absolutely and first
of all upon God. I am delighted to see our
generals and our admirals and men like the
premier of Australia referring again and again
to the necessity of us putting our trust in the
only right place. I want to begin by empha-
sizing the intense importance of that in our
struggle to-day. I had the privilege the last
day before I left the front, this day three

weeks ago, of seeing the 29th battalion. They
were having their sports, I remember, and as
I got there there was a mule race. That race
was interrupted by aeroplanes which were
having a squabble overhead. I remember we
had our little bugler in that mule race and he
won it. Major Tait was there and Colonel
Tobin bore testimony to his appreciation of
what all those connected with the 29th had
done. They had, he said, received splendid
support in looking after the sick and wounded
and the prisoners of war, and I know he was
looking carefully—being a lawyer—after the
money that has been so generously sent out to
(laughter). He had been sending supplies to
the prisoners of war every week, and the
money was not exhausted yet.

We have a great many different specialists
now at the front. One of them is Major
Sclater, who is now the head of the sniper’s
school. T wondered at first if he was just the
right man for the work, but since he has taken
it over everyone has spoken in glowing terms
of the way in which he trained the snipers. In
this respect we have now got the Huns beaten.
At first the Huns had the best of the sniping
game, but our men here in the West had done
a little shooting before they went there, and
now they know more about it than the Huns
do (applause). In regard to the matter of
bomb throwing the ericket howler curiously
enough is better than the baseball pitcher. A
bomb must be thrown overarm, not pitehed
directly—so the ecricketers are specially fav-
ored for this kind of work. Rifle gren-
ades are another special thing for which
we have to have officers peculiarly trained.
talions for special duty and they are now ev-
ervwhere. In this way some of the Regiments
elsewhere. In this way some of the Regiments
have lost a good many of their officers. But
their places have been supplied by the non-
commissioned officers, and of them I must say
that T do not think you could find better
trained or more capable men than those you
get from the ranks (applause). Colonel Tobin,
I may tell you, has encouraged in every way
he can the grantinz of commissions to well-
qualified non-commissioned officers. You can
easily understand that there are many of the
men in our rank and file who are as well edu-
cated as any officer. There were men I knew
whose relatives were titled people. One man
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in particular—I buried him—used to write
to Queen Alexandra ‘‘Dear Cousin,’’ and
Her Majesty used to reply to him in similar
terms. That man was a private in the ranks
in one of our battalions at the front,

Now these men are just as well fitted. ow-
ing to their experience in the ranks, to make
remarkably good officers.

We have lost a good many of our best
officers through their being taken for special
duty; but in our regiment we have the finest
body of commissioned officers you could find;
men with practical experience, knowing how
to handle men.

The present position of the war is what I
would like next to refer to. We all know the
story. Having driven back Russia, Germany
thought. her task was all but done. But Rus-
sia_has not been driven back to stay, I hope,
and there is nothing more marvellous than
the way in which she has held the far
end of the line and is now advancing again
and making it untenable for her enemy. In-
deed, we cannot speak too highly of the splen-
did work our allies together are doing. And
in that respect I want to speak of the work
your Returned Soldiers’ Clubs are doing. It is
something the need of which will increase, and
while you are certain to have lots of old sol-
diers of a certain type whom you will need
to watch, you will have many others who have
lost everything for your sakes, lost everything
that makes life worth while. To look after
these men and to look after those who will
need work and opportunities will be the
noblest work that can be done by you.

I should like to say that of all the things
that have been done by these men at the front
has been done by the Vancouver regiments,
and especially that regiment I have had the
honor to be connected with.”’

 Che Slacker.”’ Drawn by H. C. Laidlaw
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* Good Bye.“

By Lieut. Lec Buchanan

““A moment now to say ‘‘Good bye,’’
The bugles fling their piercing cry;
“Fall in, fall in,”’ a thousand feet,
Tramp to their places in the street.

A moment fleet as flash of swords,
Time for a dozen gasping words;
Yet I shall live it o’er and o’er,
In silent watch and battle roar.

Give me your hand—and may I choose,
A guerdon for the things I lose;

"Twould be, that from your inmost heart,
My image may not quite depart.

So when in storm, and dark and cold,
A thousand leagues away we hold

Our solemn watch in pits of dread,
Where lies entombed the myraid dead.

That I may hold a solemn faith,

That when across your eyes, a wraith,
My face appears, a shade of fear,
Brings to your eyes an unshed tear,

That when they tell a thousand tales

Of war, your cheek a little pales,

And that you scan with pause of breath,
The narrow print of deeds and death,

For me, and if my name is there,

And you should find a record fair,

That you will pause and turn aside,
And know a more than foolish pride,

Some day you'll hear the thrilling strain,
‘“Fall in,”’ for those who come again,

If I am left on Flanders coast,

For me in echo, the ‘‘Last Post.”’

The moment’s past, again good bye,
The bugles fling their piercing cry,
‘“‘Fall in, Fall in,”” a thousand feet,
Tramp to their places in the street.
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Great Fight Made By the Yukon Boys

(Told by Captain George Black, late Commissioner of the Yukon)

CAPTAIN GEORGE BLACK
Of the Second Motor Machine Gun Company.

Writing from the war zone, Captain George -

Black said:

This was the first big battle the boys had
been in and we were going strong on the
evening of the second day, August 9, 1918.
1 had to be brought out. It was hot stuff.
Open warfare. No trenches. Fighting in open
fields, along roads and hedges, through woods,
over hills and valleys, thousands of men, ar-
tillery, cavalry, airplanes, giving the Hun
swine simply hell. :

The Canadian Motor Machine guns were
placed about the center of the front. Cax_x-
adian Corps on our left, Australians on their
left and the French on our right. We were
«g link between the most advanced cavalry
and the leading infantry,”’ as the order put it,
and I can tell you that old line had to stand
some strain.

Our casualties might have been heavier,
for the Boche was tightening up and
meeting his reinforcements sent in to stay the
rush, for rush it was. Preparations for the
show had been made with great secrecy, and
the Hun was taken by surprise. Our artillery
barrage opened up promptly at 4.20 a.m., Aug-
ust 8th, and smashed his trenches and his

front line. Our infantry and tanks followed
close under the barrage. The Boche had lit-
tle come back. It was a case of beat it, be
killed or taken prisoner. It seemed but an
instant till the roads were ecrammed with Hun
prisoners coming back with a Tommy’s bay-
onet close behind them, though in many cases
bunches of them were brought back without
any urging. They never hesitated to lay hold
and carry out our wounded—if they did they
never had another chance. They were for
the most part a tough looking lot of cattle.

The Canadians really did not want to
take prisoners, but they grabbed the Huns so
fast that there was no time to attend to them
otherwise without stopping, and that was not
in the programme, while the advance could
be kept moving.

Now, I’'m not going to attempt a history of
this war, nor could I give you an adequate de-
scription of this battle. It had the thrilling-
est thriller of Walter Cramer’s reels backed
off the map, and I wish I could have stayed to
see a few more scenes.

The Yukon boys acted just as I knew that
they would. It was not their first time under
fire by any means, but the first time they’ve
gone right out in the open with no protecting
trenches—set up their guns under direc* en-
emy machine gun and artillery fire; stuck to
it till they made him quit and themselves ad-
vanced as opportunity offered. The long
training and thorough knowledge of machine
gun tactics, coupled with their own nerve and
determination, made their work all that could
be desired.

It fairly made me weep to see our old
friend, Jack MacLennan, out there with his
four guns and half battery calmly writing me
reports with a fountain pen—he’d lost his
pencil—with machine gun bullets kicking up
the dirt all around him and whizzbangs just
missing him and them. Lieut. Goodwin was
in command of the other half battery and
working cooly under the same circumstances.
My headquarters were in the edge of a small
wood, just abreast of the battery. Mr. Hun
quite correctly surmised that there would ke
something doing in that wood. Infantry and
tanks were massing there to tear into him
while we strafed him with the machine guns,
s0 he annointed us with shrapnel and machine
gun searching fire.
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It was not only uncomfortable, but decided-
ly unhealthy. He knocked down a lot of
trees, some of which fell across the main
Amiens-Roye road, and a little squad of axe
men under Corporal Dick Armstrong promj:t-
ly beat it out and removed those trees so that
when the time came for our cars to advance
they could do so unimpeded by those trees,
anyway. Of course the Boche didn’t fire at
them. Oh, no! But luckily he didn’t get
any of them. I can’t remember who were in
that squad, otherwise I’d give you their
names. I was too busy except to make gen-
eral mental notes. Why I didn’t get 1ay
block knocked off or get pulverized into hash
instead of only a measly machine gun bullet

THE GOLD STRIPE

slipped through my thigh I'll never under-
stand.

Well the tanks started ahead, the infantry
right behind them; the Hun began to 20; the
battery to move ahead when I sustained a
puncture.

MacLennan worked over to where I was t,
see what was up and then hurried ahead with
his guns. The last I saw of the boys they
were all going forward again. When I got

into our brigade headquarters, not Very many
hundreds of yards in the rear, Lieut. Rad.
ford, much to his delight, got orders to go up
at once to take over Lieut. Goodwin’s half of
the battery, who would act as Senior Lieuten-
ant, and take over the battery on my depar-

ture.
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Home, Home, Sweet Home!
There is no place like Home.

Drawn by H. C. Laidlaw.
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A Story of St. Julien

By SRGT. A. N. TIBBOTT

[Ex-Platoon_Sergeant A. N. Tibbott resides at East
Collingwood. He is a South Vancouver lad. At the out-
break of the war, he was in England, and joined the
army on August 5th, the day after the declaration of
war. He was the first recruit in the town of St. Helens,
joining the South Lancashire Regiment, and he was
gsoon in France, backing up the first batch of ‘“Con-
temptibles.”

The Armentieres front was the scene of his first ex-
periences, after being transferred to Ypres on the West-
ern Front, where he fought with the Canadian boys. He
experienced the first gas attacks. The Western Front
seemed to be his permanent headquarters the greater

rt of the time he has been in France.

Finally he was bowled over with the shoulder, through
the bombardment of the first line trenches, to some
extent paralized, practically blind, deaf and wounded.
He was sent to Hospital, and after several months un-
der care for which he will ever be grateful, he grad-
ually became strong enough to return to Canada. He
js proud to be permitted, he says, to contribute to the
“Gold Stripe.”]

Germany continues to use her dreadful

oison-gas against us when the wind is in the
right direction, but little is seen or heard of
the dastardly liquid fire she introduced. The
reason probably is that it did not obtain the
gatisfactory results she anticipated. Now,
having been in two severe zas attacks and a
liquid-fire attack, I am qualified to draw com-
parisons. :

The first time I really experienced asphyx-
jating gas was on Whit Monday, May 24th,
1915. I had smelt and lightly tasted the
greenish vapour before then, but, having been

in reserve on each previous occasion when
the gas rolled towards our lines, the dose I re-
ceived was only a small one, insufficient to
make me dread it.

At one o’clock on Whit Monday morning
we were lying a little less than one mile be-
hind the front line at St. Julien. We had
temporarily dug ourselves in with our en-
trenching tools, and were peacefully sleeping.
Suddenly we were awakened and ordered to
“Stand to!”’ Being harshly aroused from a
sound and well-earned slumber can be rather
annoying at times, but here it was fully jus-
tified. The need was urgent. News passed
from mouth to mouth that the enemy, under
cover of a vast quantity of gas, had captured
cur front trench.

Prompt action was necessary.

We could smell the gas in the air, and
promptly put on our respirators. In those
days smoke-helmets had not been made. The
odour of poison-gas is not at all unpleasant.
It somewhat resembles the famous Phul Nana
scent.

Within five minutes of being rouse1 we
were on our way to the lost position. The
ground was flat and unprotected. There was
hardly a tree to afford shelter, and shells
burst in hundreds above, for the enemy was
throwing a curtain of shrapnel between us
and the captured trench to prevent us reach-
ing it.

‘We went across this open ground at a run
in three long lines. My platoon was in the first
line. Twice we threw ourselves down to
recover breath. As we drew mnearer the
vapour increased in intensity.

The Germans had sufficient time to bring
their gas-producing apparatus across to our
late trench. They turned the taps on, and we
received the full blast. It eame bowling
towards us in great clouds as we lay on the
grass.

We jumped up. There were still five hun-
dred yards to cover—five hundred yards
through what looked like a mountain mist or
a light-green fog.

Another sergeant had been unable to find
his respirator when we started, and came
along without one, spluttering sometimes, it
is true, but not in trouble. Now, with the
horrible gas almost on top of us, he was in
deadly danger. Happening to remember g

.
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spare respirator in one of my pockets, I pulled
it out, and thrust it at him. Half stifled, he
clasped it over his mouth. In less than five
seconds we were in the sea of fog, and, but
for the respirator, he would have been a dead
man, He repaid my action with interest an
hour later, as you will see.

We should have gone forward, anyhow, but
it was consoling to know that to advance was
no more hazardous than to retire. The gas
was there, and we were right in the middle of
it, and we could get out of it more quickly
by going forward than by going back.

So we ran blindly on. The noise of burst-
ing shrapnel sounded overhead, and in front
of us we could hear the insistent clatter of
machine guns. As we drew nearer to the
trench the gas thinned, and thirty yards from
it the air was quite clear.

We saw the machine-guns then; we saw the
German rifles, too. But we were so exhilar-
ated by being able to breathe pure oxygen
that we covered those intervening thirty
yards in record time. At sight of us, dashing
upon them with gleaming bayonets, some of
the enemy lost heart. Clambering out of the
trench, they dashed for safety, and, to tell
the truth, they reached it, temporarily, for
we were more intent upon clearing out the
enemy in the trench than in shooting down
those running away.

The machine-gun men stuck to their wea-
pons, and died like heroes, blazing at our
boys with revolvers when all opportunity of
using their guns had vanished. The riflemen
who had not bolted surrendered, and, as we
found they had taken care of the wounded
and gassed Britons who remained in the
trench when they captured it, we returned
the compliment, and saw that they came to
no harm.

How glad our wounded were to be once
again in British hands! Those who retained
sufficient strength to think clearly had im-
agined themselves suffering the horrors of a
German concentration camp. We were wel-
comed with delirious joy, I ean assure you.

On all sides was evidence of the desperate
stand our men had made when the enemy took
possession. Round one strapping fellow, still
in death, his face discolored by the gas, lay
four Germans, all of whom had given up their
lives at the point of his bayonet. It musthave
been a Homeric combat. With his lungs rack-
ed and his eyes distorted by the horrible va-
por, he had yet accounted for four of the
enemy before he suceumbed.

After resting in the trench for a short while
we leapt out to put an end to the enemy who
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had fled. A considerable number had taken
refuge in a shattered farm house, midway be-
tween our line and their own, because, as our
heavy guns were shelling their line, they stood
little chance of getting back to it uninjured,

They were no better off in the farm house,
We stormed the building and dragged them
out of all manner of queer hiding places, from
cupboards and cellars and lofts. Once dis-
covered, they surrendered willingly.

One German, however, would have been
guilty of treachery had not my sergeant
caught him in the act and settled him before
he could complete his dastardly work. .

I was climbing through a window, uncon-
scious of the fact that twenty feet away
a German lay concealed in an empty horse-
trough.

He had raised his body, and was taking de-
liberate aim at my back with his revolver
when my friend came into the yard. Withoutz
a second’s hesitation the other sergeant fired
and the German fell back full length in thé
trough, shot through the lungs. Thus did my
friend repay me for lending him my spare
respirator.

The captured Germans we brought back ag
prisoners—they were not at all displeased
with jcheir fate—and that ended my first gas
experience.

The second time I suffered a gas attack was
early in July. Throughout the day the enemy
bombarded us with appalling ferocity, and
at 9.30 in the evening, just as darkness wag'
beginning to close over the land, we saw the
gas billowing towards us from his lines.

We were occupying the firing-line trenchesg
on this occasion, and prepared to resist the
devastating fumes. Having received smoke.
helmets by then, we quickly put them over
our heads. They give one rather a terrifying
appearance, but there is no gainsaying theiy
efficiency.

It was a warm night, and, when the gas ar.
rived, the heat increased and became almost
unbearable. Added to this was the thundep.
ing noise and danger of bursting shells, for
if it was possible, the fury of the German ar:
tillery bombardment increased.

Twelve yards or less from where I waited
a shell burst, throwing me down uninjured
except for shock, but blowing a big gap in the
rear side of the trench and burying four men
who were standing near.

Recovering my scattered senses, I ran to
the heap of loose earth and wire under which
they lay. Then, ecalling for assistance, T he.
gan to scrape away the earth with my hangdg
Entrenching tools were brought, and the vie-
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tims were disinterred with all possible speed,
but, I am sorry to say, only two were brought
out alive.

Poison gas still hung heavily in the air,
shells continued to burst; it was really as safe
to make a dash for the hostile trenches oppo-
gite as to remain where we were. So the order
came to attack.

Dumbfounded, indeed, the enemy must have
been. Probably they imagined us lying help-
less, poisoned by the gas, or struc}: down by
shell splinters. It is quite conceivable that
they were preparing to walk pomfortably
aeross to our trench and take it without oppo-
sition.

Instead, to their astonishment, they beheld
a long line of heads wearing extraordinary
masks—our smoke-helmets—appear above the
trench. Far from being wiped out, we were
having the brazen audacity to advance!

We went forward in the customary _three
lines, yelling like dervishers, ~and again my
platoon was in the first line.

When within forty yards of the German
trench I received the surprise of my life.

Qtreams of fire issued from the trench, ris-
ing in the air in the form of an are, like water
squirting from a fireman’s hose, only much
broader. From the whole length of trench
they came, one stream every twenty yards or
go. light blue in color as they left the trench,
and merging into a light pink when they
curved through the air. We should have con-
sidered them a picturesque sight had we not
realized only too well their cruel purpose.

If it was the Germans’ intention to drop
liquid fire upon the men in the front .lme their
plan came to naught. Most of us sprinted des-
perately and escaped it. A few, those who
could not keep pace with us, were, unfortun-
ately, caught by the flames and set afire. Their
cries of agony made my blood boil.

The leading line continued to dash forward,
with blistered hands and smouldering clothes,
but otherwise having suffered few casual_tles.
My hands were badly blistered, and pained
exceedingly, but, thanks to the smoke-helmet,
my face and hair were not touched.

Then the enemy made a grave miscaleula-
tion. Instead of adjusting the streams so that
they fell upon us, they permitted us to ad-
vance, and used the fire to keep the second
and third lines back. Probably they expected
to make short work of us when we arrived, or
they may have relied on beating us off with
their machine-guns. :

1 turned my head and looked behind. The
gight was most weird. Right across the broad
meadow the ground seemed to be on fire. You
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have seen the red ‘‘flames’’ shoot up from the
stage when the villain enters during a pan-
tomime. Well, it resembled that, only the
flames were pink and purple, and they streteh-
ed a full two hundred yards.

There were gaps in this barricade of fire,
of course, and brave men were making wild
dashes through these apertures, risking a
dreadful death by burning. But for the
flames it was piteh dark, and the scene, red
fire against a black sky, is indelibly fixed in
my memory.

Six seconds later I was on the brink of the
German trench, I jumped in, fortunately land-
ing on my feet. A big fellow came for me
with rifle and bayonet. I parried his thrust
and then pierced him fatally.

To my mind, and to every one of my com-
rades as well, no doubt, flashed the thought
that we must settle the men with the flame-
projectors first. Until these were accounted
for our supports could not come up.

There was only the one enemy in my section
of trench, and he wore no cylinder on his
back. I was about to move along in search
of a man in charge of one of the fiendish in-
struments when another German scrambled,
helter-skelter, round the traverse.

In the section from which he came I eould
hear an uproar. Evidently a stiff fight was
proceeding, and he wished to evade it. He
jumped down from the frying-pan into the
fire, as the old saying has it. He had no time
to be surprised at seeing me, no time to put
his hands up. I finished him off cleanly.

Entering the next section, I understood the
reason for the uproar. A real fight had been
in progress, and had ended in complete vie-
tory for the attackers. Three Germans lying
there would serve the Kaiser no more. No
liquid fire apparatus was included among
them, however, so I continued my journey.

The stream of fire had ceased by this time,
thus telling me that the men in charge would
never torment British troops again. But I
particularly wished to inspect one of the fire-
producing instruments, and went on.

in the third section I found one, strapped
to the back of a man who was lying face down-
wards on the boarded floor. It consisted of
a portable tank, filled with some coal-tar ma-
terial, which could be pumped through a
npzzle, at the end of which was a lighting de-
vice,

Having satisfied my curiosity, I turned to
the next business in hand—the beating off of
any Germans who dared to counter-attack.
Owur supports had arrived, and we held the
captured trench in force.
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NOEI. ROBINSON, C. I.
H. M. BLAKE, U, 0. T. C.

tW. TIGHE, 196th W, U. Batt,

G. J. WESTON, R, C. N. Y. R.
*J. ROSS, 47th Batt.

*W. FOGARTY, 143rd B. C. Bant.
*A. McLEAN, 62nd, Batt,

McLEAN, 62nd Batt.

. MURDOCH, 158th Batt.
MURDOCH, 1568th Batt.

. MASON, 121st Western Irish,

DUGUIDE C- P AL

SWITZER, 72nd Sea. High.

COCKBURN, 121st West. Irish.

COATES, 1568th Batt, D.C.O.R.
AUTON, Infantry.

E. EDWARDS, Aviation.
BOARDMAN, Infantry.

JOURNEAUX, Navy,

LARKIN, Infantry,

KEDDY, Artillery.

MITCHELL, Navy,

LANGHAM, Aviation,

. BROWN, Aviation.

8. B, SOMERVELL, U, S. Army.

t Gone West. * Wounded.
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By Gordon Stewart

(During the Great War it became customary to speak of those who
had made the great sacrifice as having ‘‘Gone West.’’)

‘“GONE WEST!"’ The mother’s heart sta.nds still, her face is blanched;
‘“My little lad!’’ her sobbing voice bursts forth;
The long, long years are gone, and, to her vision, comes
Her baby boy, her greatest joy on earth.
‘““Gone West!’”’ Oh, God! uphold her in this hour!
Thou know’st her need; Thy comfort quickly send!
Her breaking heart turns West—show Thou the East,
The Round of Thy great mercy knows no end.

“GONE WEST!"’ No more to mortal eyes her son appears,
Though days be long, and down the waning years
She pass, with heart so sore, and burdened with life’s woe;
‘“GONE WEST!’’ the way we, too, must go.
When night is come, the sun sinks in the West,
But morn returns, and, with the dawning day,
We see the self-same sun, with strength renewed,
Arise to light us on our earthly way.

Except the grain of corn shall sink and die,
It bears no life throughout the coming years;
Except the joys of earth be dimmed, and blent with pain,
Till Sorrow weights the heart, no Comforter appears.
The Easter Dawn shall bring her boy again,
Not in his earthly form, but glorified;
‘‘GONE WEST!”’ Ah, yes! but not in vain,
They'll rise again, the sons who for us died.

There, in the East, not West, our sons shall rise,

As in the East, Earth s Sun doth rise anew;

“GONE WEST!"’ Yes, farthest West is Ea.st

Whence Christ shall come, to wipe off Sorrow s dew,
The MOTHER'S bitter tears.

Oh! aching mother hearts, from West, turn East;
Seek for the Comfort there, beyond the skies;
“GONE WEST!"’ We all must go; the pathway West
Leads to the gates of God’s own paradise,
Where East and West are one.
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OUR DEBT
By A. C. Cummings

For this, our land of Canada,
Unkempt, unpeopled, vast, b
For its far plains of sileuce EREK B
Where only God has pass’d; e .
For the snows upon its burrens, 7%
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Our sons have died in Flanders _ ;(’ ]l‘
The death that men should die! ’

For every mellow acre
Where stands the warrior wheat,
With phalanxed, golden spearheads
A-shimmer in the heat;
For each forgotten island
That dreams in sunset calm,
Our sons have died in Flanders
The death that bears the palm.

For cottage-home and township,

For streams where call the moose,
For wayside farm and sheep-fold,

For the haunt of the grey wild-goose,
For the haste of the thoughtless city,

For the peace of the lonely tarn,
Our sons have died in Flanders

The death that heroes earn.

For all past high endeavor,
For all we hope to be;
For trust in human kindness
That remains with you and me;
For free voice wherewith we chaffer,
For free hands we lift in prayer,
Our sons have died in Flanders
The death within God’s care!
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Two Jumps Ahead of Glory

By E. A. LUCAS

writer of the following story, E. A. Lucas, has
wlg‘ht?mt. like Sir J. A. McDonald, he “would ra't'her be
a literary man than Prime Minister of Canada. He
jocularly reminds readers of this story that copies of
Rudyard Kipling’s first paper back book published for
Christmas, a miscellany of prose and verse, are now
worth a good many dollars. It is possible, he a'<’id.s, that
after you have read “Two Jumps From Glory, xt"may
occur to you to pack one or two copies of the ‘“‘Gold
Stripe”’ away as a very safé, far-sighted investment]

““Be sure you're right; then go ahead—d
but be sure you're right.”’

This is one of the yarns that have been
waiting to be told after the war. But the
German ships that missed their chance are
blurred shapes of weeds and mud on the ocean
bed somewhere off the Falklands; the other
ships and men are scattered from thg North
Sea to Trinidad; and the visit of Admiral von
Spee to the North Pacific happened so long
ago that he and his ghostly squadron are al-
most forgotten—except in the Navy. And
the war is rushing towards the final tableau.
So here is the yarn.

Lieut. Charles Jeffrey, R. N. V. R., gradu-
ated out of the Royal Quadra Yacht Club into
the Royal Naval Service on ten minutes no-
tice. His knowledge of the holes and corners,

the tides and fogs and winds of the Gulf of
Georgia were assets of which his King and
Country had sudden and urgent need. And
Destiny, the Decreer and Disposer, picked
him up and put him (who had always regard-
ed the Navy from afar with longing) in the
innermost keep of the Naval station of Valen-
cia, put two wavy rings of gold braid on his
sleeves and broke out the sacred white ensign
itself at the jack-staff of the Fisheries Protec-
tion Ship Barkley—his first command.

He was standing on the end of the jetty
the night H. M. C. S. Sunspot faded out of
Valencia harbor to convoy the little old war-
ships Drake and Mandragora back from Mex-
ico in contemptuous disregard of the presence
of five German cruisers at large somewhere
off the coast. He heard the earnest and
strongly worded wishes of her crew that the
Sunspot might meet these Germans, singly, or
any four of them at one time. Jeffrey contem-
plated the traditions of the navy as thus ex-
pounded, with admiring wonder. It was
simply taken for granted that the Sunspot
would proceed about her business according
to orders and that any attempt at interfer-
ance by three or four modern German ecruis-
ers would be pitilessly swept aside.

In the course of the ordering of their
affairs, the Admiralty, “‘by which all things-
do move,”” in the person of the Senior Naval
Officer had Lieut. Jeffrey sent for to come to
the Admiral’s office. When he came out at
the end of an hour, Jeffrey shoved his uni-
form cap back on the side of his head and re-
garded the heavens and the blue sea with a
bright eye and pleasantly stimulated emo-
tions of anticipation. In this hand he held a
piece of folded, heavy, white paper. He un-
bottoned his uniform jacket and waistcoat,
unpinned from the inside pocket of the latter
a grey canvas bag. He folded the heavy pa-
per again, put it in the bag, pinned the bag
in his poeket, buttoned his waistcoat and
jacket, slapped it once to assure himself that
it was still there and walked rapidly down
the crackling gravel road to the jetty where
his little command lay. A large gunner was
intently examining the four-inch gun which
had been installed on her foredeck and Jeff-
rey stopped as he took this man’s salute and
his jaw opened but shut again with a slight



Page 76

spasm as he clamped down his news with the
iron bar of recently learned navy discipline.
In the tiny ward room, however, he laid his
cap carefully on the buffet, sat down, regard-
ing his two subs with a flickering glitter of
the eye. He swallowed a couple of times and
then rapidly poured out his message in a
strangled whisper, the weird result of an un-
sucecessful effort to keep from shouting.

‘““Now, listen to me. I have got a little se-
cret to tell you—quite a little secret,’”” and he
grinned and looked from one to the other as
they gaped at ‘his flushed and shining face.

““The Princess Georgina went out of here
last night completely fitted out as a hospital
ship. It took Michael Jackson just forty
hours to do the entire job. She is going to
stand by the Sunspot in case they run into
Germans—she will undoubtedly be needed—
only with her cruiser stern and three funnels,
heaven help her if the Leipsig should pick
her up at about ten miles. Well, we have
further dispatches for the Sunspot, Drake
and Mangrogora. We are to get out of here
as soon as darkness falls upon us,”’ he went
on, slowing down his words so that they
might take full effect. ‘‘If we meet with an
enemy ship we are to destroy her.”” The si-
lence tingled as he shut off speaking.

‘‘Spoke high, wide and careless,’’ said Sub-
Lieut. Cave, after hitting the wardroom ceil-
ing with his uniform cap. An elderly four-
inch gun had been mounted on their fore deck
by he astute contrivings of certain gunners’
mates and artificers, who had made for the
navy from ranches and mines at the first clap
of war. These united in hoarse cries of
praise and thanksgiving when they realized
the purport of what they were vouchsafed of
the orders. With this little vessel under their
large feet they rejoiced that their lot might
be to fall in with the Leipsig or the Nurn-
berg or both ‘‘and destroy them.’”” For such
- are the traditions.

Jeffrey made a hurried and mysterious trip
ashore to visit Lieut. Carver, who was the
envy of all other volunteer officers on account
of having brought a complete set of uniforms
from Whale Island, where he had taken his
course.

That evening a torpedo bosun from Calgary
rigged a marvellous piece of jury tackle
whereby he might launch a torpedo from this
versatile ship, &nd as dark fell H. M. C. 8.
Barkley, all lights doused, was treadlpg dov_vn
a groundswell outside Race Rocks, with a lift
and go that told all hands that they were
indeed at sea.  Tatoosh Island blinked
blandly at them through the August night
and strange surgings of fog kept Jeffrey’s

THE GOLD STRIPE

mouth pulled tight as he marked off his
course. The mystery of the night and of their
stirring errand made him speak in whispers
to Sub-Lieut. Cave, who was walking the
bridge with him. They were smoking their
pipes now and running down the elaborate
side issues of their mission.

‘‘Suppose the Leipsig catches the old Sun-
spot! She passed Mendocino at 7 o’clock this
morning. It will be a pleasant little party—
the Geogina will have a chance to work if
there is anything left to work at.

‘‘Suppose the Leipsig meets up with the
Princess Georgina,’’ suggested Cave.

““Good Lord, man—a hospital ship—they
would not dare. :

““The Germans will do anything.”” °

““Not the navy, skip—not the navy.’’

. “I would not trust them.”” They paused

ere; 3

“Trust a blighting fog to come down to.
night. The Leipsig will be charging along
dark like us, in which case—and they pro-
ceeded to lay out the details of a chance shot
at the fast war vessel. :

As these two young officers were discussing
the Sunspot, for which vessel they were caz-
ing earnestly through night glasses to port
and starboard, she, having swept her bunk.
ers and burned everything inflamable aboard
including her wardroom furniture, was lying’
behind Circle Islet from whence she pounceq
out in due time upon a providential tramp
bound into Puget Sound, and, having replen-
ished her coal supply, proceeded upon her
lawful occasions to the Royal Roads at Val.
encia, her officers having observed with in.
terest His Imperial German Majesty’s ship
Leipsig tearing past, three miles off shore,
bound north. In the meantime the little Bark,
ley, about ten miles off shore, went looking —_
looking for them to port,—then to s,tarboa;'d
—then to port again. :

In the blue grey gloom of the early dawn
Jeffrey and Cave turned to one another pale
eager faces. :

“Do you see it?’”’

““Three blobs of smoke?”’

“Yes.’,

*2Xen,

‘“Well, here it is. . . . You are to destroy hep.
Take charge here; I will be on deck in a min:
ute.”’ '

Cave wondered what under heaven could
take Jeffrey from the bridge at such a time
Here was undoubtedly the hour come for ac:
tion. The little Barkley against the cruiser
Leipsig. Suddenly, and for the first time, it
occurred to Cave that the absolutely ‘cert’aiﬁ
result of such an encounter would be the suq-
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den and complete destruction of the Barkley.
He thought of it coldly and wondered how
Jeffrey would set about carrying out their
strangely simple plan of destroying the enemy
ship.

]El’)resently the high hull of the racing cruiser
began to loom up through the rising haze.
Jeffrey came on the bridge after his absence
of a couple of minutes in the dress uniform
of a Lieutenant of the Royal Navy, from
cocked hat to sword and gloves. Cave gazed
at him in amazement. Jeffrey grinned.

«mpaditions of the service,”” he said. ‘‘It
is not considered decent to be drowned in any-
thing but full dress uniform. That’s navy
pidgeon.”’

“My Lord!”

Jeffrey walked over to where the old navy

quartermaster ~ was stonily keeping  his
eourse. ; : :
¢“Cullin,”” he said, ‘‘listen to me. We will

hold this course until that ship is just on our
‘bow. Then be ready to give her port helm
as requisite to ram the Leipsig amidships.
Never mind the gun,’”’ he said, to the anxious
gunners’ mate. Then a little sadly, ‘‘they
will 2ever know we had a gun.”’

On through the murk came the speeding
eruiser. Apparently she was going to pay no
attention to the little tramp that had such
sanguinary intentions towards her.

. A couple of ship’s lengths away_and the
tingling silence on the Barkley’s bridge was
eut by a sharp command.
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‘““Hard aport.

i 2
gine.

Stop your starboard en-

‘‘Hard aport. Stop your starboard en-
gine,”’ echoed the thick necked British quar-
termaster. The Barkley’s head swung
sharply towards the bow of the charging
cruiser. All was deadly still on both bridges.
Suddenly they heard a whining wail from the
enemy’s ship that split their nerves like kind-
ling.

‘““Where the ding dong, ruddy hell are you
going?”’

“‘Living mother! Hard aport! Full astern
port engine! Full ahead, starboard engine!’’
The iron seaman executed the orders like a
machine, and the Barkley, shaking like a
frightened horse, turned her head slowly—
oh, so slowly from her course. Jeffrey tugged
at the bridge rail and ground his teeth as he
strained physically in an effort to hold the
Barkley back by sheer will power. A rack-
ing groan burst from him as the ecruiser
passed their bow by about ten feet.

The cocked hat had fallen on the bridge.
Jeffrey turned to Cave, great drops of sweat
were gathered on his forehead.

‘‘Mike,”” he mouthed, ‘‘Michael Jackson
bringing back the Princess Georgina.! Three
funnels—cruiser stern. ‘““My God, Cave, we
—we!’’ Here he burst into a hysterical chor-
tle. ‘“We came fairly close to upholding the
glorious traditions of the British Navy.”’

The Sea is Britain’s Glory.
Drawn by H. C. Laidlaw.
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One of God’s
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Good Men

By D, A. CHALMERS, Editor “ British Columbia Monthly."

LIEUT. WM. HOUSTON

Like many another true Canadian who
went overseas to take part in the world-war,
William Houston was a Scotsman born; and
in his case also, as in that of many another
fallen hero of these later days, the tragic
phrase, ‘‘killed in action,”’ completes the, as
yet, available record of the end.

From the honourable but unpretentious
home of a British workingman in the ancient
and ‘‘Fair City’’ of Perth, he came to this
continent under engagement with the widely-
known firm of Messrs. Balfour, Guthrie & Co.,
and, prior to being transferred to the Van-
couver office, he was for a short time in the
Portland (Oregon) office of the company.

, A young man of Christian ideals, the
training and discipline involved in Boys’ Bri-
gade and soldiering, as represented by the
“Volunteers,”” made a strong appeal to him.
Before the war he had done no inconsider-
able service in training a Boys’ Brigade in
North Vancouver; while, after it had started,

he had stories to tell of thrilling letters re-
ceived from young Scottish soldiers at the
front who had been boys in his Brigade Bible
flazs or connected with work in the home-
and.

The words in the title to this tribute were
used by a business associate of Mr. Houston s
when the report of his death reached Vancon.
ver. Those who had friendly intimaey unhesi-
tagﬁgl{ endorse the characterization.

e late Lieutenant Houston was b
one of the mildest-mannered and mos)t’ ﬂ?;gf;
of men, but, at the same time, he was a sol-
dier of the very best type—a soldier of the
soul. From the outset of the war, chafed to
be free to go; and even after the tenderest of
homely ties linked him to Western Canada
his ardent patriotism constrained him to sug-
gest in deed—

“I eould not love thee, dear, so much

Loved I not honour more.?*’ :

He was one of the youngest Elders in the
Presbyterian Church, and for some time he
acted as Session Clerk in St. Andrew’s Church
North Vancouver. He was in the early thir-’
ties. Though, like many thousands more, he
passed from this sphere of initial training ang
discipline in manhood’s morning, it may be
said of him, as of one of old:

‘‘His life was gentle; and the element
So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up
And say to all the world, ‘‘This was a man}’’
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Some Sketches l)y “Hal.”
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0, Heroic Canadian Soldier, ; Py, ‘:p h\
Here’s a greeting of Yule-tide to you! f .
The best in our hearts we are sending, ’ /
\ For you have been loyal and true, ‘ rh \
You are thinking to-day of the homeland, /“\
And the home-folks to you ever dear, ‘
: And in spite of discomforts and dangers . 5
S e > Your brave heart may be finding some cheer.  1hy C ’ |
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RECRUITING IN VANCOUVER.

VANCOUVER, 1914—LEAVING FOR THE FRONT.
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“Billy " Tighe

A TRIBUTE

He used to sit in the very office where this
is written, going out from hence on his assign-
ments, a cheerful, willing reporter, a bright,
merry youth, well liked wherever he went.

A fragment of an identification dise is all
The World office holds of him today—‘W.
Tighe, 911,800, B. C,, Can.’’—the rest is gone,
torn away by the bit of shrapnel that killed
him outright as he climbed the east slope of
the Canal du Nord in the dawn of that day
late in September when the Canadians drove
into Bourlon Wood and on to Cambrai.

But amid all the toil and misery of the
trenches there had been at least some minutes
of glorious life for William Tighe. A lad of
siight stature, he had, but a few weeks hefore,
rushed a Hun machine gun post single-handed
and killed the gunners and the officer in
¢harge, holding his capture until his comrades
reached him, able to go forward now that the
machine gun nests had been cleared out, he
was herding fifty German prisoners to the
rear, overawing them with the Hun officer’s
revolver which he knew neither how 1o fire
or load. The Military Medal was his fitting
reward.

" He hated war, did William Tighe, hated it
with a consuming hatred and so was deter-
mined to do what he could to end it by end-
ing as many Huns as _posible: And 80 on

September 27 he led his bombing section to
the fray—he fell.

The Hun shrapnel was merciful. There was
no long-drawp out agony for the lad. His
conscionsness could hardly have perceived
that his breast had been torn away before it
ceased to perceive anything. He lies with
other brave still hearts in the military cemetery
where the autumn leaves from what is left of
Bourlon Wood fall gently on his grave—‘R.

”»”

: O.f his last weeks, of the three engagements
in which he took part within those weeks—he
had fought ‘all the way from Vimy Ridge to
Cambrai—his chum, Pte. D. L. Thompson, of
the 46th Battalion, tells in almost Homeric
phrase, as follows: . :

His Chum’s Story
«F{e was in every battle from Vimy Ridge

until the last Canadian advance on Cambrai,
on September 27. After the battle of Pass-
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chendaele he was slightly wounded while we
were doing a working party in that mud hole
of the world, but he was soon back with us
again When our battalion was attacking
Dury village in the offensive southeast of
Arras on September 2, Bill, as he was known
to the company, was one of a party of twelve
detailed to rush a number of machine gun
posts that were holding up the advance of our
battalion. He rushed one post single-handed,
killed the gunners and officer in charge. The
way being cleared we advanced and discov-
ered Bill with the dead German officer’s re-
volver (which, by the way, he did not know
how to load or fire), in his hand herding about
50 German prisoners back through our ad-
vancing waves. He received the military
medal for this brave action.

“I now come to our third big action since
August 8, our attack on Bourlon Wood and
Cambrai. Our battalion was in the first kick-
off and our objective was to take and cross
the dry portion of the Canal du Nord and
carry on up the slopes of Bourlon Wood. Bill
told me just before we went into the line that
he was going to do his damnedest to smash
the Boche and help to quicken the end of this
ghastly war.

“I wish I could deseribe the cold, shivering
hour in the dead of night after the assembly.
One would like a bottle of rum to warm cold
and cramped muscles, but no such comfort,
only a drop or two ten minutes before the
zero hour. It warms one; then down the line
comes: ‘‘Two minutes to go; get out on top.”’

“Bang! The sky is lit up with thousands
of flashes and the air is soon filled with
screaming shells. The mad rush over wire
and trenches. Have you seen a man sweat in a
stoke hole? Well, one sweats more than that.

““ At last we reached the canal; down we went
with ropes and ladders. Not many of the en-
emy got out to the other side and he was hold-
ing it strongly. Within six minutes the canal
was cleared and we were re.organized. Dawn
was breaking as we climbed the east side and
started off again. Here we encountered some
wire and eame under a weak German barrage.
Here Bill was killed while leading his bomb-
ing section up the slope to the wood. He died
instantly, as we all want to if that is to be our
lot. To die fighting while the blood is hot,
driving the Hun before us.

“‘I saw his grave a couple of days after we
had advanced to the very gates of Cambrai.
He lies in the Military cemetery west of

Bourlon Wood.”’
J. E. NORCROSS.
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The Glory af the Maplc

By AUBREY GOODALL

Aubrey Goodall, a native of Staffordshire, England, has been
in Vancouver six years. He has always taken a great interest
in lterature and the drama. His only brother, Major Goodall,
of the 16th Canadian Scottish, enlisted at the outbreak of the
war and was killed during the Regina Trench action in October
1916,

“You are afraid: you are a coward,
and I could never marry a coward.”
The man to whom these words were
spoken stood dazed and speechless.
He watched the departing figure of
the girl and his heart went cold. “Cow-
ard!” It was the first time any one
had dared to nmame him so, and his
pride rebelled. She did not know the
reason for his refusal to enlist or she
would never have used the word. But
she could not change him; his mind
was made up, and he would go through
with it. ’'T'was thus he decided, and
then a strange thing happened. All
scnse of present emotions vanished.

He seemed to become detached from
himself and watech all around him in
an impersonal way, without feeling.
Hé was standing near the bower of
roses where they had plighted troth
two months ago. The air of the gar-
den was heavy with the scent of the
flowers, and the hot August sun blazed
pitilessly down. A kitten—her kitten
—drunk with joy, tumbled over in a
vain attempt to catch a flitting butter-
fly, and from the branch of a scarred
old maple near by, a cheeky chipmunk
stared at him with wide, wakeful
eves. Flocks of wild duck skimmed
the blue-green waters of the Narrows,
and in the hazy distance one could see
dimly the lighthouse at Point Atkin-
son. He saw it all in a strange emo-
tionless way, and the joyous calm of
the summer afternoon was entering
his heart, when, like a flash, it went
stone cold again as a newshoy turned
the corner, shouting: ‘‘Province!
Extra! Latest news of the Wiar;
Canada asks for more men.”

* * * % #* * * * * -

A chill wind blew across the waste
and desolation of No Man’s Land
bringing with it pestilence and death.
It touched Captain Osborne, D.S.0.,
and aroused him from his stupor. He
tried to move but was umable, ' A
strange numbness held him in .
Then memory rushed back and he
groaned. He was wedged between
rock and soil in a shell hole of the
Regina Trench. In the battle fought
that day the Huns had at first gained
ground, but by counter attack jthe
Canadians had driven them back ang
were now three hundred yards aheaq
re-entrenching. He had been one of
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the foremost to go over the top, when
a piece of shell struck him and he
fell. And here he was, alone, in this
hell of a place in the clutch of retro-
He slowly turned his head at

a sound on his right; it was that con-
founded tunic torn from the back of
gome poor devil flapping its silly solo
on the tangle of barbed wire. And
the upturned gun-carriage standing
near—how ominous it looked in the
half light! Gas lurked in the crev-
jees, and a noisome stench of blood
and decay filled the air. The scene
was indeed like a huge Dore picture
from the Inferno. ‘‘So this was to
be the end of it all,”” he thought,
¢“death in a shell-torn hole with never
a soul to give him help or cheer. Per-
haps it was better so; better that Doy-
othy, at any rate, should know of his
end. And yet—what mattered it?
She had refused to see him when he
called; had left unanswered his letter;
had sent no message of good luck or
God-speed, though she knew he was
training at Vernon and later in Eng-
land. She would not mourn him. His
prother Lawrence, who knew the
geeret of his apparent unwillingness
to enlist, had ‘‘gone West” at Ypres.
He had fought with great bravery
and died gloriously for the Empire
and Canada on that never-to-be-for-
April day. And here was he ly-

in a trench—Oh, curse the cold a}nd
the hunger and the gnawing, grinding
pain in his leg—with one gold stripe
on his tunic and a decoration to his
pname. Well, what mattered aught
, save water to slake his fiendish

? How his head throbbed and
ewam, and the cursed cold—how it

ghook and shivered him. Would that

damnable rag, never stop flapping,
and the guns—good Lord, how they

got on a fellow’s nerves! He could -

swear that was a Boche peeping round
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the gun-carrige. But this would never
do. If death had come to him he
would face death like a man. **‘For
how can man die better than facing’ "
—'pshaw, he was growing maudlin, he
must pull himself together.”” He
closed his eves for a moment to calm
himself and shut out his desperate
surroundings, and on re-opening them
his senses reeled with wonder—but it
was true, deliciously true. The gun-
carriage had given place to a rose-
bower and for barbed wire and piti-
ful rag was the maple tree standing in
all its splendour of yellow and gold
dress and gently swaying in the light
breeze. There were dead dried leaves
racing madly on the carriage-drive,
and the bracken had turned until its
gold-brown fronds were stippled
bronze and black, but a second bloom
was on the dog-wood tree and the grace-
ful flowers shone out like stars in the
soft haze of the September sunlight.
Yes, this was the old garden
where he had spent so many glorious
hours and he sprawled on the well-
trimmed lawn in utter joy of life.
But what a transformation! How
had it all happened? Had he been
miraculously transported on some
Persian carpet to Canada, or ‘““‘trans-
lated”’ like Bottom through a fairy’s
whim? Gad, he must have been asleep
and that drear battlefied an imagining

of the brain. It was bewildering, of
a truth.

But now the wind swept softly
through the tree and seemed to whis-
per to the maple leaves some joyful
thought, for they gradually unfolded
and the tree gave forth voice:

“Hugh Osborne, take heart,” it
quaintly said, ‘“‘you see me now in all
my golden glory; even so you stood with
her one summer’s day in this garden
filled with the joy of your love. Now
you lie here broken, and ere long my
leaves will fall and my life become emp-
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ty and drear as yours. But my old
leaves are being pushed aside by the

new buds to make place for that which

is strengthened through suffering. Even
as Canada has needed this hour of trial
to prove how strong was the germ of
her love for the Mother Country, so
will your love blossom forth purer, chas-
tened through these years of sorrow and
separation.’’

The sweet voice waned, a gentle mist
enveloped the scene, and the conscious-
ness of Captain Osborne, D.S.0., sank
softly into nothingness.

“Hugh Osborne has ‘gone west,’ sir
—killed by flying shrapnel. Tt’s a great
loss to the Battalion ; one of our bravest
and ablest officers, and a great favourite
with the men.”” The young subaltern
turned his head away quickly and the
Officer Commanding B. C. Hospital No.
7 looked grave.

“This is indeed sad news, Mr. Up-
ton,’” he said, ““will you be good enough
to step into the office with me? We
shall be free from interruption there.”’

They went out. The nurse who had
. been standing near attending one of the
wounded just brought into the hospital,
turned as white as her apron on hear-
ing the first words spoken by Upton. It
was with the greatest difficulty that she
restrained her feelings, and her hand
shook so violently that the thermometer
rattled against her patient’s teeth as
she placed it in his mouth.

* * * * * * * * * *

“Hugh Osborne has ‘gone west’ —
one of our bravest and ablest officers—
great favourite with the men’’——she
kept on repeating to herself mechani-
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cally. And she had missed seeing him
by but a few short hours. Since she
had learned his real secret—the reason
for his refusal to enlist—that impera-
tive and sacred duty which was his code
of honour—she had laboured and spent
herself in preparation for her medical
examination. To get out of Canada and
be near him, if only for an hour, had
become the obsession of her life. Yes,
he was a brave man even when she had
called him “‘coward” — braver then,
surely, because of his silence—and she
knew now that to her he was the one
man in the world, her knight and hero
of a later romance. It was hard that he
should be snatched from her just when
she had come to love him truly; but she
would be brave as he was and make her-
self worthy of him. There were the
wounded to tend and she must wear a
smiling face though her heart was dead.
She went back to the ward and busied
herself in her work, but the words rang
insistently in her head: “Hugh Os-
borne has ‘gone west’ — bravest and
ablest — favourite with the men?’—__
and she felt numb and lifeless.

About two o’clock in the morning the
door opened and four stretcher-bearers
entered, carrying the usual sad burden.

‘“A bad case, nurse,’’ the leading one
whispered. They laid down the streteh.
er, gently lifted the body on to the beq
and drew back that she might give it
the necessary attention. She approach.-
ed the bed, saw the face of the sufferer,
tottered, fell down on her knees, and
throwing her arms wildly round the
wounded soldier, eried :

“Hugh, Hugh, thank God you are
alive,”
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My ESC&PG from a German Pl"iSOI‘l

A Thrilling Experience.

PTE. D. BILSON MERRY.

The following description of his escape
from Germany is submitted by Private D.
Bilson Merry, No. 23416, Seventh Battalion,
rail, B. C., who enlisted in August, 1914, and
spent three years, April, 1915, to April, 1918,
in various prison camps of Germany. 'He has
recently received his discharge, and, in spite
of many hardships, he is in A-1 condition.

* * *

As tales of many ex-prisoners of war corro-
porate, in general details, part of my own ex-
. perience in Germany, it would, perhaps, prove
more interesting if I were to leave out the
general impressions and deal with the more
personal aspects. é %

The first step towards disorganizing the
prisoners was taken in the early part of 1916,
when the Germans divided us into small
parties distributed to ‘‘Kommandos’ or work-
ing squads. It mlght sound strange to hear
of disorganizing prisoners, but such was the
case. Early in 1915, w}}en we had first been
sent to work, we Canadians were resolved, as
a body, to refuse to do any kind of industrial
or agricultural work, and it was amusing to

note the peculiar occupations of some men.
A great many were bartenders; others were
salesmen, and one claimed to be a ““draught
clerk.”” When questioned as to what was
meant, he explained that it was opening and
shutting windows. Although we were justi-
fied in refusing to work on anything of na-
tional importance, the Germans looked on it
as defiance of the military laws of Germany,
they themselves ignoring agreements and in-
ternational conventions in asking us to work.

Their procedure was frightfulness—flog-
ging, imprisonment, strafe, barracks or threat-
ening to shoot ring-leaders. One German in-
terpreter said we would be shot and after-
wards severely dealt with. Evidently they
didn’t intend to kill us outright. All this had
no effect on us, so, for a short time they were
really at a loss as to how to handle us, during
which we spent the time in trying to amuse
ourselves in camp life.

Early in the winter of 1916 we were divid-
ed into two large parties and sent to different
camps. From here we were distributed.
After two unsuccessful attempts to escape,
found myself at a stone quarry. along with
two Regular Army men. Being the only three
English-speaking men amongst 140 Russians,
and all working at different parts of the
works, we could not oppose them in any way.
Later, at this camp, we were joined by two
other Imperial men, one of whom had just
previously witnessed the cold-blooded murder
of his chum and various other atrocities at
a frontier camp. I soon found, too, that to
live to fight another day it was necessary to
be very obedient and have nothing to say.

The food consisted of turnips and weeds,
mixed with some indescribable meat into some
sort of mystery stew. The meat, evidently,
was brought from the zoo and may have been
anything from elephant down. Once, after
indulging in a slightly worse mixture than
usual, we made the pleasing discovery that
the chief ingredient was crocodile. As a great
treat we were offered raw herring. Dogs and
cats were very scarce, and I have no doubt
that their disappearance could be easily aec-
cc_)unted for. Had it not been for the Cana-
dian Red Cross we should certainly all have
starved long ago. The poor Russians received
no parcels and so were worse off than we
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Half starving, and with little or no
clothing, they were forced to do as much
work as the Germans themselves. The condi-
tions were deplorable. Men were allowing
stones to roll on their limbs to escape this
slavery. I saw one Russian put his finger
under a wagon full of stone and had it sev-
ered close to the hand. The Germans at once
suspected it as wilful and, after dressing the
hand, sent the Russian back to work. Others
were beaten mercilessly with rifle butts or
kicked with the guard’s ever-ready boot into
insensibility. .It was extremely hard to watch
all this and we felt our helplessness, but
cheered ourselves with the thought that we
should soon try to give them the slip.

One of my companions, Frank , had
been with me when I attempted to escape the
second time in October, 1917, and, as we were
not separated, immediately after our punish-
ment, we resolved again to try and get away.
It took the intervening five months between

were,

our second and third attempts to save enough

food from the Red Cross parcels to sustain us
on our journey.

The building used as a barracks was a large
square stone structure, with walls about four
feet thick, which, in peace times, was used as
a store room in connection with the quarry.
Our quarters were on the top floor, and above
this was a small attic where we hid our sup-
plies. Besides my limited rations I had a
compass obtained from a German civilian by
bribing him with a piece of soap, and a road
map which I had traced from one in the pos-
session of a Belgian fellow prisoner. These I
had succeeded in concealing in spite of the
very careful search on the part of the Ger-
mans after my previous attempt and they
proved most invaluable to us as may be sup-
posed.

Forced to work in sabots and under strong
guard we considered it advisable to make our
try from the ‘‘lager’’ regardless of the fact
that it was really a stronghold enclosed by a
high barbwire fence and patrolled by guards.
On the appointed night—April Tth, 1918—we
had roll call at 7:30 and were locked in for
the night. Having previously watched the
movements of the sentries, about half an hour
later we got busy to cut the bolt out of the door
of our room which we shared with about 20
French and Belgians. Each had a turn eutting
with a knife while the remaining two made as
much noise as possible playing on a ‘““doodle-
sack’’ (small accordian), the other prisoners
gazing at us in amazement at our daring.
at us in amazement at our daring,

We knew the guard changed at 10 o’clock
and the relieving guard came up to sleep on
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the third floor, so we realized the necessity of
getting downstairs before the first relief.
We slipped down the iron stairs in our stock-
ing feet and took refuge in a wash room on
the ground floor, the windows of which were
covered by heavily barred iron plates. After
pausing to ascertain the whereabouts of the
guard, we started to loosen the plate, which
took us an hour and a half. It finally came
off with a bang, fortunately unheard by any-
one, and we dropped out into the square. The
guard being engaged in conversation in the
centre, we were able to slip along the wall,
cut the barbed wire, and get away.

Needless to say the pace at first was terrific,
but we soon slowed down to a forced march
pace. It was across country, and our first
difficulty was a canal. This we crossed on the
locks and founl a road leading to an open
moor. On this we travelled for miles, passing
a small prison camp, but were unobserved and
kept on until halted by daylight. We found
our resting place for a day on a slight eleva-
tion in a swamp, and were protected by
bushes and heather. We carried on in this
way, continuing our journey under cover of
darkness and trying to sleep in the day time
for the rest of the way. The country over
which we travelled was mostly low-lying—
farming lands and open moor with an oe-
casional small forest. Our chief obstacles
were waterways which were very numerous.
As we dared not cross bridges through fear
of being captured, we were forced to wade or
swim most of them. We had several narrow
escapes from being seen—on one occasion be-
ing accosted by a gendarme patrolling the
road on a bicycle. He addressed us, and had
it not been for the faultless German accent
of one of my friends we should certainly have
been suspected. Another time we jumped
into a diteh on the side of the road on hearing
a mouth organ, and as the player passed we
perceived a very small boy swaggering along
and playing to comfort and reassure an old
lady coming some distance behind, presum.
ably his grandmother.

On the fifth night we reached our danger
zone—a large canal about 15 miles from the
frontier and we reckoned we had already covy-
ered about 60 miles, an average of 15 miles
a night. It was our intention to swim thig
canal, so we set out to find enough wood to
make a small raft on which to place our cloth-
ing and food. This part of the country was °
absolutely without wood, even chips were few
and far between, so we went into an orchard
and picked up a sawhorse, a ladder and some
stakes out of the fence. After spending oyer
an hour on the hunt we found, after construe.-
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tion, that the raft would hardly float itself,
muech less serve our purpose—so We were
forced to abandon this idea. 2

All at once the idea came to my other friend
__Phil—that this particular part of the coun-
try was familiar to him, he having been cap-
tured in a previous attempt in this distriet.
So we put on our clothes again and set out
towards a bridge of which he told us. About
two hundred yards from the spot where we
had intended to cross a number of canal boats
were anchored. Tied to one of these by a 4-
jnch rope was a small row boat, whic’h.we
thought would solve the problem of crossing,
so we cautionsly climbed down the bank and
Phil stepped into the boat to cut the rope
while I held it steady against the bank. After
about five minutes of sawing he reported the
rope about half cut, when suddenly a Ger-
man watchman popped up from the interior
of the barge within an arm’s reach of Phil.
The order to beat it was whispered, and
Frank and I scampered up the bank full speed
ahead. Phil erouched in the bow of the boat,
and when the German went below, possibly in
search of a weapon, he, too, changed his mind
about staying and crawled up, only in a dif-
ferent direction. For a while there was great
fear that we had become separated, but, after
half an hour, we found each other, and
walked boldly along the bank until we came
to the bridze which Phil remembered and de-
clared to be unguarded. To prove it he
agreed to walk over and back himself, which
he did and we followed. We afterwards
Jearned that if we had crossed in the boat our
difficulties would have been very much
greater, as the place was a series of canals and
ditches. We were so pleased with ourselves
that we decided to find a favorable location
for our daily rest.

After a miserable day in the rain, we pro-
ceeded on our way a little later in the even-
jing than usual, and soon entered a small vil-
lage on the outskirts of which we observed a
sign reading 2 kilometres to M— Jeand
a little further on in the village we found an-
other sign reading ‘10 kilometres to M——,”’
these signs having doubtless been placed to
deceive escaping prisoners. Had it not been
for Phil’s knowledge of this we should prob-
ably have fallen into tl.le trap. We left the
village and a road which led to a guarded
pbridge and made a detour_whlch brought us
out on the bank of the river about a _Eile
above the bridge.: Much as we disliked the
jdea of swimming in an unfamiliar river,
gwollen with Spring rains, on a cold, wet
night, we realized that this was the only
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course. We had heard that more prisoners
had been lost in that river than had ever been
able to reach Holland, but there was nothing
left for us to do, so we prepared to make the
plunge. We did not stop to dry our ecloths.

We found large peat holes and numerous
small lakes lay in our path, and it was neces-
sary to make many detours. Frequently we
would fall into these holes and experienced
difficulty in getting out. We had to pass
through about 15 miles of this by a light and,
making a detour, we reached the road run-
ning along the canal bank on which we nar-
rowly escaped capture by two ecycle patrols.
If all patrols were like these, escaping from
Germany would be an easy matter. As before,
our boots tied about our necks and overcoats
in our packs we easily reached the other side.

Changing our direction we observed a row
of trees in the distance which looked a likely
dividing line. Cautiously approaching this
we saw what we took to be a sentry and
walked around viewing him from different
angles. Upon closer inspection, however, we
discovered this ‘‘sentry’” to be a dummy,
which had been blown over by the wind, and
which created a ludicrous appearance. A
flash of light put us on guard once more, and
we made haste to get across what we took to
be the border. To make certain of this we
continued across country, very similar to the
past 15 miles, until we reached a road leading
northwest which we agreed to take. On this
we walked until 9 o’clock the next morning,
quite heedless of daylight. Needless to say
we were all in, having walked from 8:30 the
previous night—13 hours without a halt. Our
rations were exhausted by this time with the
exception of a small bar of chocolate each,
which we hastily devoured on seeing an ex-
ceptionally clean looking village ahead of us.

Here we met a Belgian who informed us
that we were in Holland to be sure, and led
us to an eleetric plant to dry out. We waited
for about two hours and got thoroughly dried
out, or at least dry to what we thought was
dry. About 11:30 a boy came to take us to
the polu_ze who gave us a lunch and took us to
the train, when we proceeded to a place
Qoevordm by name. Handed over to the mil-
itary authorities and taken to a small deten-
tion hopse where we waited a day; thence
propeedmg to Enchede, where we were quar-
antined for 16 days.

From the time we entered Holland we
found nothing but hospitality and friendli-
ness. The 16 days at Enchede were rather tire-
some, but were a splendid rest, giving us
plenty of time to recuperate from our long
term in ‘‘Gefangenenschaft.”’
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. The 29th Battalion "--A Trﬂ)ute

The ‘‘Vancouver Spirit’’ shows itself

“TOBIN, OF TOBIN’S TIGERS.”’

Let us look back to February, 1915. Lieut.-
Col. Tobin was then the guest of the Van-
couver Club, and, addressing that body, he
said :

““I am proud to belong to a Vancouver regi-
ment. You heard the eulogistic remarks made
about ‘the corps by Major-General Hughes.
The splendid showing of the battalion is not
due to my efforts, but to every member of the
corps.

It is the Vancouver spirit.

Every man is prepared to do his little bit
for the cause. There was much to be done.
You cannot train soldiers in a day, but we
have shown the scoffers what we can do. They

of French-Canadian regiments.

used to run down the militia and say that all
the officers wanted to do was to wear gaudy
uniforms.

The opportunity came to show them their
mistake. We have not failed in the ecrisis,

Canada mobilized 33,000 men in half the
time it took the United States to mobilize 19,-
000 men on the Mexican border. It takes time
to train the militia. I do not mean merely in
drill tactics but to be ready for active service
under modern conditions. It takes months
to train men in discipline and the more intelli-
gent they are the more difficult it is. The in-
telligent man has been used to managing
things for himself, and it takes time for him
to realize that discipline depends on following
the orders of one man. Cohesion of units ig
the great factor in successful military opera-
tions. Each man has to learn to act in con-
junction with his fellows.

I am proud of the number of Canadians in
my battalion. We have heard a lot of erit-
icism about the few Canadians who were in
the first contingent. It should be borne in
mind that only men are taken who are be-
tween the ages of 18 and 45. In my battalion
26 per cent. of the men are Canadian born.  §
think it is the best record in Canada outside
Of my officers
18 out of the 35 were born in Canada, eizht
are English, seven are Scotch and one is
Welsh.

Seven of the eighteen Canadian officers are
graduates of Kingston Military College. Sev-
eral officers have had previous active service
experience.

I am proud of being your guest. You greet
me with the True Vancouver Spirit.
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How Sleep the Brave

By ARTHUR HUNT CHUTE

Toward the close of a sombre afternoon,
in rain mist, I stood before the Estaminet de
Commerce in the city of Lillers. The melan-
choly autumn season had come, and the spec-
tre of approaching winter in the trenches
loomed before us.

It was a mournful throng of soldiers and
civilians that stood there waiting and silently
shivering, or stamping wet feet on the pave
of the Grand Place. The spirit of the throng,
and the funereal aspect of the day itself, were
sadly in keeping with the occasion which had
brought us together.

Through the Grand Place with arms re-
versed, to the wailing music of the Dead
March from Saul, came a column of marching
troops. Over the pave rattled a gun-car-
riage, bearing a box entwined with the Union
Jack. Lieutenant-General Sir Thomson Cap-
per was being borne to his grave. The far-
famed and gallant General of the Iron Divis-
ion had fallen two days before in the awful
fighting at Loos, and now his comrades were
giving him the soldier’s last farewell.

Many times I had encountered the Sev-
enth or Iron Division. Sir Thomson Capper
was a name to conjure with along the West-
ern front. Only a short time before one of his
own Northumberland Hussars had held forth
to me on the deeds of the Iron Division, from
their belated arrival at Antwerp, tq their his-
toric stand at Ypres. ‘‘And it’s all because

of our GeneralZ it is,”” declared the trooper.

‘““‘He’s the fightin’est General on the line.’’
On Sunday afteroon Sir Thomson Capper

stood directing his men in a frightful and

.bloody encounter. This was nothing new to

him, or to his Iron Division. Ever since the
autumn of 1914 they had been winning thaip
name by ceaseless fightings in such battles
On that fateful Sunday afternoon Generai
Capper was shot through the lungs. He was
carried to the rear, and died in hospital next
day. ‘“We are here to do the impossible, *?
was the fiery watchword which he left wi’th
his troops.

And now on that Tuesday evening in Sep.
tember, all that was mortal of our “fightin’-
est General’’ went by on a gun-carriag; Hisg
career of lustre and renown was ended. The
keeping up of the resplendent glories of th
Tron Division had fallen into other handse
As the cortege passed the place where we
were standing we suddenly became rigid ae
every soldier came to the salute, a salute tha:

bespoke the soldier’s deepest feeling,

Half an hour after the (eneral’s funera]
saw many of the faces lately darkeneq by
sorrow again radiant and fair, VVhatevey
clouds might be without, true soldiers nev <
suffer them long within. -

Last night was a restless an
one. It is the lull in the storm. dT;I;mI‘II:::ns
are tensely waiting for the thunders thes
shall break again, and meanwhile in that g:;

N
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foregathering of the Estamir}efc de Commerce
there is no place for sad repining.

At home in the good old world of peace,
we speak of the Angel of Death. Hi_s rare
but tragic visitations are cataclysms in our
home. ‘‘Over there” it is no longer the Angel
of Death. We must say Angels of Death
«Over There,”’ for they fly in legions. One
is ever dwelling beneath the shadow of their
withering wings. On the right and left com-
rades are always falling, until W.hat. was cat-
aclysms in our homes becomes incidental in
our trenches.

A loud rapping is heard from without, apd
in explosive notes of alar¥n a voice cries
forth, ‘S O S! Battery action!”’” Up under
the scintillant flare of the star-shells there is
a sudden burst of hectic light and a muffled
roar. Up there beneath that flare some Qf
our boys are dying, and others in frantic
tones cry forth for us to save them. We read
their cries in training rockets through the
night. “Porgetting the things which are be-
hind,”’ we, the servants of the guns, must
Jeap to action and give back our thunders in
answer to that ery.

Now and again, as I have moved up and
down behind the various portions of our line,
in France or Flanders, I have paused for con-
templation in one of our great an_d ever-
growing cemeteries. Everywhere behind the
lines one encounters these tragic yet soul-
enkindling plots of ground, that have been
forever hallowed by the bones of our brave.

Who can regard the grave of a man who
died for his country without experiencing
emotions that lie too deep for his Wgrds?
On such spots one enters into the inner
meaning of the sacrifice of Calvary. ‘‘For
what greater thing can a man do than to lay
down his life for a friend?”

In front of Westminster Abbey there is a
column erected to the dead heroes of West-
minster School. Many a time as a lad I have
stood in front of that column, and read in
solemn silence its inseription: :

¢mo those Boys educated at Westminster
Sehool, who died in the Russian and Indian
Wars, Anno Domini 1857, some in early

outh, some full of years and honor, some
on the field of battle, some from wounds and
sickness, but who all alike gave their lives
for their country.

«¢mhis column is erected by their old
school fellows, at Westminster School, with
the hope that it may inspire in their. sue-
cessors the same courage and self-devotion.”

On the reverse side of the column I read
the long list of names, from Field Marshal
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Lord Raglan, the Commander-in-Chief, to the
youngest cornet and middy who had died.
From the school Quadrangle came the merry
laughter of Westminster boys at play, and
standing there, there came upon my soul the
first dawning of that sacrifice which soldiers
make when they lay down their lives for their
country.

During the armistice between the first and
second Balkan War I was in Egypt. Travel-
ing one day across the desert I alighted at a
station called Tel-el-Kebir. Here Wolseley
won his victory over Arabi in 1882. On the
January day of 1913 I found a single building
serving as a railroad station, and beside it a
cemetery, with its rows of crosses drawn up
in as orderly a fashion as a company on par-
ade.

I entered the cemetery, and the first name
I read was that of Lachlan MacTavish, of a
certain Scottish regiment. The burr of his
Highland name sounded like the rush of a
mountain train in his far-off Highland home.
For the moment I seemed to feel the fresh-
ness from the moorlands and the heather,
then my eye caught the pathetic little cross
that stood amidst the shifting of the desert
sands. There as never before I realized the
sacrifice of those who laid down their lives
on a foreign soil in the service of their flag.

A yet profounder realization of this secri-
fice was borne upon me one evening in June,
1915. That night I entered the ternches be-
yond Givenchy town for the first time.

At twilight T turned in from the La Basse
Canal, crossed a field to the main street of
Givenchy, and proceeded down into the town.
The place was completely abandoned, and
had been badly ruined by shell fire. In that
twilight hour the streets were full of haunted
houses, instinet with ghosts and memories. A
solitary dog leaping across a wrecked bridge,
that hung by a single trestle, appeared like a
ghoulish creature. I was oppressed by these
haunting shadows in what had once been
Givenchy homes, far more than I was by the
frequent note of shells passing over the town.
In one quaint house, whose wall had been
crashed in, T saw a little eradle; what elo-

-quence of tragedy was there!

_In a saddened mood I approached the dis-
tillery. In one of the houses opposite, a
grand piano still remained intact. The fifth
Royal Highlanders of Canada were coming
out of the trenches that night. The first com-
pany was already out, and one of their mus-
icians was playing “To You, Beautiful Lady
in Pink,”” upon the inharmonious and stri-
dent instrument. Up and down in the rooms



Page 92

of the adjacent houses the Highlanders were
cake walking, some with their packs still on
their backs. The bursting of several shells in
a side street only served to accentuate the
comedy of the scene. Whatever else hap-
pened, this battalion was going out, so the
musician pounded the keys in ecstacy and the
boys cake-walked with equal glee.

Through the shadowy distillery I wended
my way with a higher spirit from the contag-
ious merriment of the Highlanders. Beyond
the distillery was another open field, and a
farm yard with the buildings long since razed
to the ground. Hardly a stone was left
standing in this spot. The enemy’s shells had
surely reaped good harvest here. Beside the
ruined farm was the witness of a still sadder
harvest. A cemetery with its row on row of
little wooden crosses stretched out toward the
communicating trenches. The night was fall-
ing fast, and there in the gathering gloom 1
waited for over an hour for the last company
coming in. In the darkness I was especially
touched by the meaning of those little crosses.
In fitful light beneath the star-shells, these
erosses loomed before me ln momentary
flashes, then faded in the night.

How profound was the peace that lingered
round that spot! In front of me I could see
the white glare that marked the firing line,
from whence came now and then the rattle of
musketry, the popping of machine-guns, or
the krump of bursting shells. Behind me in
Givenchy town the artist was still performing
on the grand piano. ‘‘The Pink Lady’’ was
the limit of his repertoire, but the Irrepres-
sibles still danced on. Between the grim fir-
ing line on the one hand and the revelry of
the Highlanders on the other, stretched those
little wooden ecrosses. In their quiet plot
the Brave slept well that night, for they had
done their duty.

Their work was finished, and well might
they sleep on, knowing that those comrades
whom they left behind would carry on in
their stead, and that even as they, their com-
rades behind would be faithful unto death.

From our line the rattle of rifles told me
that England was busy, and that our troops
up there were keeping their faith with their
pals who had died.

“I've copped it, mate, swat ’em for me,”’
were the dying words of a game little Cock-
ney.
“Go about your duty.”” was the last
speech of the stricken Colonel MacLean of
the Sixth Gordons. to those who paused in the
fighting to attend to him.

What all these dead required was that
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the living should fight on, and thus keep fai
with them. Up and down that bivouacpof tl?;
dead_ I seemed to feel their unseen Sentry
walking. Where they had pitched their si-
lent tents, they too had set their silent picket.
That night, above those shadowy graves, the
Sentry of the Dead paused and listened.
From the line came the sound of fighting.
From behind came the voice of revelry and
song. And this was as it should be. Not in
repining, but in gladness, must the soldier
Sp'end his resting hours. Soon perchance that
Highlander who was pounding out ‘‘The Pink
Lady,”” and all his jolly dancers, would join
these dead in their narrow beds. But there
they were playing their part as true soldiers.
I seemed to hear the Sentry of the Dead
cery out that mnight, ‘“All’s Welll—All’s
Well!”” The Brave might sleep their sleep in
peace, because ‘their comrades behind were
doullg '%heir duty. '
n France one encounters soldiers’
in all kinds of unlikely places. Right g;‘a:;:
Front Line trenches, before Hill 60, there was
a little wooden eross with the name of a
French soldier painted on it. The soldier fell
away back in the first months of the war
when eyerything was fluid and the tide of war"
was shifting back and forth. Soon after that
gur libnes loclked_and froze, and ever since he
as been sleeping in that fri
known as Our Front. Snbicl e
For months that little cross had
there, while landmarks all about had sﬁgzg
wiped out, while the tower of the Cloth Hall
had been pulverized, and the Verbranden
Windmill splintered to kindling wood. I
have often paused up there on the Front Line
after a nasty strafe from Fritz, and regarde(i
with awe that immortal wooden cross. With
parapets crumped in in many places, and the
ground about pocked with shell holes, amid
all this wild havoe, the simple memorial to the
dead French soldier seemed to bear a charm
At home we have a cemetery in a placé
pf rustic peace, on a secluded hillside, look-
ing down upon the harbor where the ships
go out to sea. There in their snug haven the
dead forget their storms. But under the
wooden cross, up there in the Front Line
trench, the fallen French soldier slept Jjust
as soundly as they. Mines might be sprung
around his resting place, but the inviolate
cross remained, an emblem of his peace un.
broken.
One day on the Somme, while movi
a fresh battle-field, looking for a new ;gs;:;;’:;
for our guns, I chanced upon the grave of a
Corporal of the East Surrey Regiment. e
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had been hastily buried, just where he fell
upon the field of battle. There had'been no
time for ceremony or for the planting of a
eross. His rifle had been thrust 1nto_th’e
ground to mark the grave, and his soldier’s
cap was placed upon the mour}d of turf to
serve as a memorial. That little weather-
beaten khaki cap was unobserved by many,
but to those who saw, it was a memorial as
eloquent as costly marble. As I bent over to
examine the grave, 1 saw a shingle, on which
some rough band had squbble‘d a short text
with an indelible pencil. The rains had
washed blue streaks across the wntmg;‘ One
could just decipher the text. It was: “‘Thou
forever with the Lord.”’

ough soldier’s epitaph brought to
minq(;hi l;'isi’c which I had made to the Cata-
eomb of St. Calixtus. There on the tomb of a
_ paby girl, 1 read in Greek, ‘‘Dearest Cleo,
sweetest child, thou art forever with the
2
L';:dencounter such evidences of faith on the
pattlefield of the Somme, or in the Catacombs
of St. Calixtus, was to feel instinctively that
there at last was the real thing. Matters of
faith were dark enough on the Somme, but to
read the hope of that Tommy was like the
pursting forth from darkness of some serene
shining star.
andI was in the Ypres salient in .April, 1915,
and back there again in the spring of 1916.
That bloody and awful salient is a vast grave-
yard of Canada’s fairest and best.
A young Canadian officer, who was a com-
rade of mine, told me how that in the sum-
er of 1913 he left the City of Ypres, a
mmeo of priceless beauty, with the splendor
c: its Cloth Hall and its Cathedral and its
2 ilds, and took the tram-].ine out to Kruy-
.traesi’thenk Corner. Alighting there, he and
his sister crossed the fields .where the daisies
and anemones were growing, and regaled
themselves in the wondrous charm of that
Flemish landscape. Now on those same fields
that officer is sleeping, and in summers to
come the flowers that spring up there shall
wave about his grave.
On fine mornings in June, as I have been
in or going out from our battery
l.o‘t'.ion, 1 have passed thyough the grounds
p;m:Bf:dford House, a Belgian chateau, and I
;ave marveled at what must ha.\.fe bpen the
exceeding beauty of that place in times of
e. A wistful loveliness still lingers round
Phe ruins. If in the past light hearts have
jmeyed there for scenes of beauty, in years

art
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to come a host of deeper hearts will journey
there as to a shrine.

If where an Englishman is buried on a
foreign soil is called ‘‘a little bit of Eng-
land,”’ then we may call the Ypres salien: a
mighty bit of Canada. If anyone were to in-
quire what is the most important city of Can-
ada, we might answer unhesitatingly, '‘I'he
City of Ypres.” The hosts of our young
men who have fallen in battles round that
city have hallowed the name for all Can-
adian hearts, and rendered the place our in
the deepest sense.

Montreal, and Halifax, and Vancouver are
among our lesser cities, but Ypres, where s¢
many of our Boys are buried, shall remain
for us the city of our everlasting pssessions.
In years to come, the touchstone for the Ma
ple Leaf will not be ‘‘Queenstown’s Heights
and Lundy’s Lane,”” but ‘‘Ypres and Lange-
mark.”’

I stood one mnight on a certain hill that
commands the fiiring-line in an almost bound-:
less panorama. Beside me was an officer of
the Second Canadian Division, who had just
come out. There that night, by its white
trail of iridescent light, we could trace the
course of the firing-line for many miles
through France and Flanders.

Just to our left the line of light jutced far
out, like a lone cape into the sea. ‘“What is
that jutting-out place?’’ my friend inquired.

““That,”” I answered, ‘‘is the Ypres wsal-
ient, the bloody angle of the British line.’’

To mention the name of Ypres is to have
one’s memory awakened with a veritaile kal-
eidoscope of pictures. That trail of light that
jutted out into the night looked like a cape,
and an iron cape it has been through months
and years of war. But the holding of that
cape has been at an awful cost, and there was
not an inch along that trailing line of light
that had not cost its trailing line of blood.

Just after the first gas attack in April,
1915, the whole countryside was in a panie.
The roads were filled with limbers and inarch-
ing troops hastening up. I was passing
through the town of Vlamerthigne, which is
situated two miles beyond Ypres. In a field
at the side of the road I saw a funeral party.
It consisted of several pioneers, serving as
grave diggers, a gray-haired Scottish Major,
and a Corporal’s Guard to act as firing
party.

I learned that this inconspicuous group
were burying the last original officer of a bat.
talion of the Cameron Highlanders. The dead
officer was a young subaltern, and the gray-



Page 94

haired old Major was his father, who had
come from another regiment to attend the
funeral of his son.

As they were lowering the body, wrapped
in a gray blanket, into the grave, the old
Major remonstrated: ‘‘No, not there, not
there! He fought with his men in life, and he
shall be buried with them in death.”’

So, over in a 2zreat deep trench, where a
number of the rank and file of the fallen
Camerons were already laid, the body of their
dead subaltern was placed. As I saw the of-
ficer and his men of the bonnie Highland reg-
iment thus laid to rest together, I thought of
requiem of Saul and David: ‘‘They were
beautiful in their lives, and in their deaths
they were not divided.”’

As the rifles rang out in a volley for the
last farewell, a passing squadron of the Ben-
gal Lancers, crack cavarly from the Khyber
Pass, halted suddenly and came to the salute.
Thus troopers from the Highlands of India
paid their last respects to a fallen comrade
from the Highlands of Scotland.

It was out of the trenches in hospital at the
time that my dearest friend in France was
killed. On first returning to the Front, I did
not have the courage to visit his grave. I sent
some of my men to plant flowers there, and
after a time I went myself. That was my
most poignant moment in France.

The flowers had sprung up and were
blooming on his grave, and a little white
cross stood there with the name of my be-
loved pal upon it. Near by stood another
cross, bearing the name of his brother. I
thought of what they two had done for their
country, and of what their widowed mother
had given, and beside those two white crosses,
all that we living ones call sacrifice seemed to
grow pale and fade into significance.

Verbranden Moulin, Hill 60, and Mount
Sorrel are three hills to the left of Ypres.
For Flanders in the summer of 1914 they
were ‘points in a landscape of beauty. For
Canada today they are triple landmarks of

glory and sorrow.

One morning in August, 1916, our Brigade
of Artillery said ‘‘goodbye’’ to ‘‘Wipers.”’

THE GOLD STRIPE

With mingled feelings I turned back in my
saddle, and gazed long and intently at the
tragic place that had cost us so much of our
precious blood. The towers of the Cloth Hall
and the Cathedral were in ruins. The high
steeple of the Poperinghe church still stood.
I was glad to bid these landmarks all good-
bye, but in those fields and hills beyond I left
my heart with many a fallen comrade. Often
since my heart has journeyed back there to
those same tragic fields in which they sleep.
But I know that they are sleeping well, in the
repose of those whose work is nobly done.

As the long lists of inevitable casualties
appear in the newspapers, we must not get
into a panic of the soul, we must not pity the
men who have fallen. They need no pity, and
could they speak they would repudiate such
maudlin sentiment. If the fallen Brave could
talk to us, we know that it would be to tell
us to envy them, and not to pity them, be-
cause their lives have found so glorious an
ending.

Idealism wanes in prosperity and waxes
in adversity. England has hecome a new
England out of the adversities of this war
and in the same struggle a new America wili
be born.

Cprporal Fisher was a college boy in Can-
ada in the spring of 1914. Tn the spring of
1915 he was the bastion of the British line at
Ypres. Only a schoolboy yesterday, but to.
day, with the gray waves of Germans rolling
towards him, he and his machine-gun were
the rock on which the whole line held or
broke.

Corporal Fisher was young in years, hut
he stuck to his post of duty, and died in the
fullness of honor. In time to come school.
boys of our great Dominion will hear how
Corporal Fisher won the Victoria Cross in-hig
passing. His career so short, and yet S0
bright, will remain one of Canada’s shining
and everlasting possessions.

Another—let us not forget the glory
which is woven with our sorrow. Our deag
who have fallen in battle shall sleep wel] in
an alien land, and we who still remain must
not ,withhold from them the pride which ig
their due. .
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Poem By Marg’uaretta M. S. Taylor

ARMSTRONG, B.C.

From pretty Armstrong, B. C., there often reached
“The World,” Vancouver, some charming poems by

this young lady. We are glad to secure poems from

her for “The Gold Stripe.”

BROTHER O’ MINE

Brother o’ mine, so far away,
When evening shadows fall

Across the garden where we played
Before you heard the call;

My soul goes out to you this hour,
Although so far apart;

Brother o’ mine, O, can you hear
The calling of my heart?

How sweet was life in those dear hours,
When we were side by side!

God grant you may return to me,
Though stormy seas divide;

There is no love so unselfish
In this world of grief and pain

As that which numbs your sister’s heart
Till you return again,

Brother o’ mine, the ripples lap
The lordly Fraser’s shore;

Far to the south Mount Baker rears
Aloft her summit hoar;

The skiff is waiting on the beach,
Unhandled, since the day

You cast your boyhood from you
And, a man, you went away.

Your gun is leaning in the hall,
Just as before it leaned
Against the wall, and, faithfully,
By loving hands ’tis cleaned,
'Waiting the day you will return
To longing hearts once more;
When Peace on earth is given again,
And cruel war is o’er.

Your chamber stands unoccupied;
Your presence seems to fill .
Each nook and corner of the room
As if you were there still;

And, as I softly enter it,
I almost hope to hear

Your gentle accents, asking me
‘““What is it, Sister, dear?”’

Brother o’mine, I cannot hear
To think what I should do
If you should n’er return to me,
Who, patient, wait for you;
The old folks grow more feeble, for
Their race is nearly runm; .
Brother o’mine, return to us
Before their day is done.

If God should beckon you to go

~ Before your dawn of life

Has changed to glorious mid-day,
Afar from war and strife,

I only prav that He may take
The soldier’s sister, too:

That she may march beside him when
He answers CGod’s review.
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47TH IN BIVOUACK, TARA HILL, 1916.

MEMBERS OF THE CYCLING CORPS IN FRANCE.
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What B. C. 1s doing for Soldiers

INFORMATION FOR SOLDIERS

Crown Lands

Pre-emption—Free Grants.—Every sol-
dier who has pre-empted Crown Land, and
who enters into occupation of his pre-emption,
shall be entitled to a free grant thereof .with-
ont payment of fees or taxes, and without
necessity of compliance with the Land Act as
to occupation or improvements. This privi-
lege shall extend for one year after conclusion
of the war and shall also inure to the benefit
of soldiers’ heirs. Chapter 35, Statutes 1916.
Enlarged and extended Chapter 45, Statutes

1918.

Exemption from Forfeiture: By Chapter
59 of Statutes of 1916, provision was made for
cancellation of all the rights of any person,
soldier or civilian, in lands purchased from
Crown upon which the purchase price had not
been paid in full. By Chapter 58 of Statutes
1917, an exception was made in favour of any
soldier who had purchased prior to August,
1914. He is given until six months after the
war in which to complete his title, provided
notice is given to the Lands Department that
the purchaser is a soldier. Such soldier is
also given twelve months after the war to
gecure a proportionate allotment of land for
moneys previously advanced if he does not
wish to complete his purchase. This statute
further amended and enlarged by Chapter
g1, Statutes 1918.

T.and Settlement Act—$500 Abatement on
Price: Under the Land Settlement Act, Chap-
ter 34, Statutes 1917, and the 1918 amend-
ments thereto, provision is made by which the
Land Settlement Board may take over selected
Crown Lands and may purchase other selected
lands for colonization and settlement pur-

oses. These lands may be purchased from
the Board by bona fide settlers, subject to
gettlement conditions, by way of residence
and improvement. : :
returned soldier purchasing lands
from the Board is entitled to an abatement in
the purchase price 9f $500.00..

Under the provisions of this Aet the Land
Settlement Board has selected two settlement
areas along the line of the G: T. P. This is the

of what is Iexpecte% vglll be %1 extensive
unity Settlement Scheme. One area is
ic:;:;:; Neghaco and the other at Vanderhoof.
These areas are well suited -for settlement,

especially mixed farming, but have been kept
out of cultivation by private owners. The
Board have surveyed them into 160 acre lots,
and have assessed each lot at a fair valua-
tion. The private owners must either put these
lots under cultivation or sell to the Board at
its valuation. As the DBoard secures these
lands from the owners it will resell them to
bona fide settlers upon payment of 20 per cent.
down and the balance over a period of years,
subject, of course, to settlement conditions.
1t is understood that the average assessed
price of these lands is about $8 per acre. To
the civilian the total price would, therefore,
be $1,280, of which $256 is cash. The soldier
settler gets his rebate of $500, and only pays
10 per cent. cash, so that the price to him
would be $780, of which only $78 is cash.

If the soldier secures a loan on his land in
the settlement area, from the Dominion Gov-
ernment, the Board will give him a deed at
once without waiting for fulfilment of settle-
ment conditions.

Other areas in different parts of the Pro-
vince are being investigated, so that the same
policy may be more extensively carried out.

Soldiers’ Land Act, 1918: This Act gives
the Government wide powers in securing and
setting aside lands for soldiers. Under the
Soldiers’ Homestead Act of 1916, considerable
areas reverted to the Crown. The best land
so reverting is a large tract in the Stewart
River Distriet. This tract has been reserved
exclusively for soldiers. Surveyors are now
surveying this land and preparing a careful
report on its quality and suitability. When
this information has been secured, further
action will be taken. These lands, if shown to
be suitable, will be made free to soldier set-
tlers. This matter, as well as that of other
soldier lands, is under the supervision of
Major Clark, a returned soldier, who has been
appointed superintendent of B. (. Soldier Set-
tlement.

In this connection it is hoped that a more
comprehensive policy may be worked out in
conjunction with the Dominion Government,
by which the Province will furnish its lands
to soldiers and the Dominion will co-operate
with financial assistance. Premier Oliver re-
cently wired to Premier Borden, asking that
a conference be called at Ottawa with all the
Provincial Premiers, to deal with this ques-
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tion. Premier Borden has called this confer-
ence for November 19th.

Under its Soldiers’ Land Aect, the Govern-
ment has given a few homesteads to soldiers
near Sechelt, and further action of similar
nature is under consideration.

Exemptions to Soldiers and Dependents:
Mineral Claim: By Chapter 10 of Statutes
1918, it is provided that free miners’ certifi-
cates, held by soldiers, shall remain in force
without fees till six months after the war. It
is provided that, with respect to Mineral
Claims, the assessment work required by the
Mineral Act shall be deemed to be done dur-
ing the war and for six months thereafter.
It is provided that all Placer Claims and
leases shall continue in foree till six months
after the war. Provision is also made for
reviving any Mineral Claims which have
lapsed. In case of death of a soldier this Act
applies to his heirs,

War Relief Act: This Act prevented any
action being brought during the war against
any soldier for any debt, liability or obliga-
tion. By amendments, 1917 and 1918, the per-
iod was extended to six months after the war.
Provision was made to include officers as well
as privates, and draftees as well as volunteers.
It was also made applicable in favour of al
soldier’s dependents and his heirs. The 1917
amendment also provides ‘‘that a soldier’s
land shall not be sold for municipal taxes,’’ if
municipality had notice.

By Chapter 89, Statutes 1918, provision was
made for witholding land of a soldier and his
family from provinecial tax sale.

It is contemplated, at the meeting of the
next session, to make further provision for the
relief of the soldier whose taxes have aceumu-
lated during his absence.

Lands forfeited under the Dyking Assess-
ment Act, 1905: Soldier may redeem at any
time within six months after the war; 1918,
Chapter 18,

Exemption from fees under Vital Statisties
Act, 1917, Chapter 72.

Exemption from poll tax, 1917, Chapter 65.

Provision for Inecorporation of War Chari-
ties without payment of fees; 1918, Chapter
9

Health and Education

Hospitals: The Legislature, at the last ses-
sion, appropriated the sum of $75,000 for the
erection of a wing to Tranquille Sanatorium
for the accommodation of tubercular ecases
amongst the returned soldiers.

The Provineial Government grants from
$1.00 to 45 cents per day, according to the
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length of treatment, for each returned soldier
patient under treatment in any general hos-
pital in the Province,

At the University of B. C., which is sup-
ported wholly by an annual grant from the
Provincial Government, all returned soldiers
receive free tuition. Four hundred men are
at present availing themselves of the oppor-
tunity by taking courses in Mining, Mechani-
cal Engineering, and various other subjects.

The Agricultural Department of the Univer-
sity of B. C. is at the disposal of all returned
soldiers wishing to take a course in Agricul-
ture, and special courses are provided.

The Provincial Government voted $30,000
to the Invalided Soldiers’ Commission for the
purpose of purchasing equipment to re-educate
incapacitated returned soldiers.

Miscellaneous

Civil Service: Under the Civil Service Act,
which came into force on July 1st, 1918, the
filling of all vacancies in the Civil Service is
taken out of the hands of the Government and
placed in the hands of a Civil Service Com-
missioner.,

The Act also provides that, in all cases,
when a returned soldier with the necessary
qualifications is available, he shall have prefer-
ence over other applicants,

Elections Act: Special provision is made so
that a soldier who has returned since the last
date of revision, may get on the Voters’ Lists
;v;thin ten days of an election—1918, Chapter

Administration of Estates Free: Provision
has recently been made under the Attorney
General’s Department, by which estates of de-
ceased soldiers will be probated, or letters of
administration secured free of charge.

Returned Soldiers’ Commission

An independent non-political organization
under the supervision of the Department of’
Provineial Secretary George F. Pyke, Parlia-
ment Buildings, Vietoria. Financed by the
Province. It is for your benefit—use it,

If you have troubles of any description, let
the Secretary know. He will assist you to the
utmost of his ability.

If you desire any information on any sub-
ject, ask him; he will furnish it if possible,

When you are finally discharged, the Com-
mission will do everything in its pPower 10 assist
you to regain your place in civil life, With
the assistance of the 72 secretaries coverin
the whole Province, it has, up to Septembeg
30th, found over 6,000 positions for returned
men and its records show only 67 out of em.
ployment in the Province at that date,
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Spoils

By Frank Foster

On an early August afternoon in the year
1914 two people were intently engaged over
a table situated at the end of a spacious room.
Another, and larger table stood in front
of the high, carved stone mantlepiece; all of
the furniture, the wainscot and the polished
floor were of oak, dark with age. The apart-
ment was lighted by two tall, leaded-glass
windows. A room possesses a personality and
this room diffused the essence of long years
of comfort and august tranquility. .

One of the occupants was a man, florid and
stout, dressed in a semi-scholastic attire. He
was seated at the table and divided his at-
tention between a microscope and a -large.vol-
ame of bound manuscript. A fair .halre(_l,
ruddy girl leaned over him, following his
movements with rapt interest.

Their absorbed attention was rendered_ most
significant, however, by reason of certain un-
seen surroundings. From the outside rose
and fell noises of an ominous nature, the deep
undercurrent of all being a raucous murmur-
ing gound that could hardly emanate from
any other cause than an enormous concourse
Shrieks and cries of distress, usually

men. :
::ve.inspiring, were but thin threads of an-
ish against this dominant body of sound.

menace, conveyed in its semi-articulate
Theression, éannot be adequately deserlbeq.
Yet in spite of it all, and of the fact that 1t
steadily increased in volume, the two worked
o y the man rose from his seat wiﬁh.al
st air of satisfaction. He looked the gir
g:]‘f tin the eyes and then took her by the

h"n‘ﬁy daughter,”’” he said in a grave voice,
t¢vou understand that our long research 1s
hzished. J—rather we (for your helR thas
; greater to me than any hired as§1st'ant
have rendered)—have succeeded in iso-

ting the bacilli of the most deadly snake
:.on in the world. It baffled us so long that

1 nearly despaired, particularly since the in-
- asjon Of our country three days ago: at any
- e this place may be occupied. Now my
~ ition on the city council demands my at-
.ntion; above all things the citizens must
mwar;led to offer no resistance. It is mot
o y that the civilian population or any of
v women Wwill be harmed, and you would
?;m stay in here until you hear from me.

One moment, are you sure you know the
whole formula by heart?”’

The girl’s face relaxed into a rather forced
smile. ‘‘Have I not discovered it bit by bit,
with yourself? But must you go, my father?
Do not court danger. Stay here; we are
everything to each other. Of all our family
we alone are left; if death should overtake
you, ah, I cannot think of it.”

«‘Should I die it will be in the service of
my country. My girl, in our bitterest grief
we must remember our duty. If you alone
should be left it will be for you to announce
the discovery that will save thousands of lives
every year in the tropies.”

The girl threw at him a glance of pathetic
devotion; her lips were tightly compressed,
but she made a sign of assent. Her father
embraced her and reminding her that the
Guild Hall was but a hundred yards away, he
left hastily.

For a few moments her self-control seemed
to desert her; she flung herself into a Jdarge

arm-chair near the fire place and covered her

face with her hands in an attitude of the deep-
est apprehension. Then she rose, her whole
aspect one of heavy foreboding, and walked
to the open window. Screening herself so
that she could hardly be seen from the out-
side, she looked down the qaint old street
that had been familiar to her from her in-
faney.

The entire landscape was full of men in uni-
form of a nondescript color; the street was
choked with them. They looked out from the
windows of many of the houses, and far away,
far as one’s gaze could reach into the distant
fields, they flowed on, an unending river of
uniformed men, into the town. A commotion
opposite the Guild Hall caused her to turn
her gaze again into the street.

Two soldiers were holding by the arms a
civilian whom she instantly recognized as her
father; an officer was interrogating him. Ap-
parently his answers were unsatisfactory, for
the officer spat at him contemptuously, and at
a gesture from him the soldiers conducted
their prisoner away, leading him round to the
side of the hall furtherest from his house.
The townsfolk, scattered among the soldiery,
followed the familiar figure with their gaze,
some striving to watch him round the corner
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of the building. A few women covered their
faces as he disappeared.

The girl at the window, sick and white with
horror, looked right and left for a moment
and then attempted to leave by the door; it
was locked from the outside. She then ran
to the window again, just as a sharp, chatter-
ing sound, rather like the rapid action of a
sewing machine, reached her. For a moment
she stood, motionless; then with a great effort
she regained her self-control. She walked
quickly to the further table and, picking up
some manuscript sheets upon which the last
notes had been made a few minutes before by
her father, she pressed them for a moment
passionately to her lips and taking them to
the fire place she lit them with a match, and
saw them reduced to ashes. Then, by stand-
ing on a chair, she managed to reach above
the high mantlepiece, where a few rare old
arms were displayed. She took from among
these a slender fluted Italian dagger and con-
cealed it in the bosom of her dress. Then
she paused.

Her abstracted gaze at this point would
have conveyed to anyone looking on that she
was trying to anticipate contingencies. For a
few moments; then her brow cleared and she
went again to the further table. She had
picked up a glass containing an orange-col-
ored fluid and was taking it also to the fire-
place, when an appalling scream, close to
the window, startled her so that she dropped
the glass upon the floor. She at once seized
her handkerchief and mopped up the liquid.
So intent on her task that she ignored a loud
knocking at the door and a summons to open
it. Just as she was about to throw the sat-
urated linen into the ashes the state of her
fingers attracted her attention; they were
stained as if they had been dipped in iodine.
The instant’s shade of concern that crossed
her face was succeeded by an air of satisfac-
tion; she threw the handkerchief into the fire-
place, pushing it into the ashes with the toe
of her shoe. At this moment the door was
forced open and two soldiers advanced and
. seized her.

“You are the daughter of the professor?’’
said one. She made a gesture of assent, as
one understanding their language easily.

The other soldier consulted a paper that he
held in his hand. ‘It is the same; it is or-
dered that you accompany us.” As they
were leaving, the senior, who appeared to be
an under officer, stopped for a moment to
mark the outside of the door with chalk;
then he elosed it with a resounding bang.

The room was empty; the mournful, haunt-
ing eyes of the old portraits looked down
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from the walls, as the warriors and states-
men themselves had regarded such scenes in
the times of Alva and Parma. An imagina-
tive soul, had such a one been present as the
hours passed and gloom gathered in the
apartment, might have felt that the artists
haq even endowed their creations with an in-
articulate form of speech, and that the heavy
air was full of grave reproach: ‘“did we not

warn you?” And still the darkness thick-.
ened until every object in the room became
undistinguishable,

® » * » »

Later on, far into the night, it shone with
electx:ic light, illuminating every detail. But
now it wore a cruelly troubled aspect, for it
was in reckless disorder. Two or three of the
chairs were upset, the rugs were tumbled and
awry. The tall console radiated splinters of
glass from a point in the centre and the lower
half of one of the high leaded windows had
been knocked completely out; champagne
bottles stood on the table and rolled on the
floor and a pair of high military boots lay
upon the hearth. Through the window the
hot, still air of the August night conveyed an
mdeﬁ_nab]e reek of mingled odors, a pungent
chemical taste running parallel with the scent
of the trampled garden and the numbing
gcrld §mell of spilt blood. The heavy guns
In action were so far away that their meas-
ured intonation came almost as a murmur to
the ear. .

The only occupant of the room was an of-
ficer in the uniform of a colonel of the guard
.As he moved restlessly about in his stock:
inged feet, fingering the smaller details for
an instant and tossing them contemptuously
aside, there was a disdainful ferocity about
him that suggested the larger carnivora. He
was not commanding in presence or in at-
tribute, but danzerous and powerful.

He was impatiently handling some of the
scientific apparatus on the table at the fur-
ther end of the room when the sudden open-
ing of the door made him turn abruptly, A
sergeant entered, holding by the arm the girl
who had been taken from the same room some
few hours before. He saluted the officer
stiffly, in _answer-to a curt question replieq
in the affirmative, and added a few words
further. Then he saluted again and with-
drew. :

With an abrupt motion of the heaq the
colonel motioned to the girl to be seated.
Her few movements in complying defined her
figure with startling clearness under the mili-
tary overcoat that covered her and her soft
foot fall suggested bare feet. She wore no
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hat, and the long coat, being rather large for
her, enveloped her completely. .

Her face was overlaid with a curious pal-
lor, her eye lids puffed and sxyollen, like those
of one who has been long without sleep. At
intervals a strong shudder ran through her,‘
such as is seen in a child who has cried itself
tired, but beyond that her manner was com-

ed and deliberate. Being of apparently
about 18 years old and _over the middle
height, she looked, in her military garb, much
like a handsome boy. She regz}rde(.i the sol-
dier across the table without flinching.

He filled two glasses and pushed one of
them towards her, but she shook her head.
Then he said: ENXou E;}‘e the daughter of the

or, are you not?”’
prgf\t;::,” she x)':eplied, “‘he was my father un-
til your men shot him this afternoon.”

«‘For inciting resistance on the part of the
eivil population,”’ interrupted the colonel,

ly.
”Y“Igg yd,id not,”’ said the girl in a colorless
yoice. ‘It will do to go into your reports,
put he did not; you know it.”’ ;

The colonel looked at her in a threatening

er, but failed to quell her steady glance.
Then he said: “Oh, well, let it pass. I can
forgive a girl’s tongue. Now, listen; 1t 1s
well known among us that he was making
researches in snake venoms; did he succeed in
discovering the toxins?”’ The girl started
and allowed a brief exclamation of surprise
to escape her. ‘‘Ah, you see, nothing is un-
known to us.”’” Then noting her unresponsive
ipanner, he added: ‘“You may as well tell

e: and, listen. Your father is dead, but I
mro;nise you his name shall have the credit
gvben this discovery is made known.”’

The girl smiled at his clumsy ruse, reg‘z}rd-
i him with measureless contempt: = Do

1 suppose I am interested in snakes?’’ she

igplied. ¢There is nothing that I can tell
”

¥ oﬁ'e regarded her narrowly. ‘It is known
that you were; you used to help him. But
haps you do not know, and time is passing.
Now, my man who brought you Kere says he
1 a dagger in your possession; what did
intend to do with it?’’ Then, as she
e no reply, he continued: ‘‘What need
has '3 pretty girl to think of weapons? Leave
t to us men. Can you not guess why 1L

t for you in your present costume? You
know I am not a mere rough soldier. I

love literature; I love art. No? Well, it was

Vanna. I was thinking of.” :
l‘v.ivhe girl shivered for an instant but quickly

you
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recovered herself. ‘‘I understand,”’ she ans-
wered, in a low voice. ‘‘I have heard of such
things. Does this belong to modern war-
fare? Do you think crime ever really escape
punishment? I do not mean necessarily by
law, but suppose you should be killed in the
next battle or even suppose you should not
be killed; do you think you could forget it?”’
And she regarded him with a look that had
less of fear than of a certain kind of pity, as
for one standing on the brink of eternity.
So obvious was it that he stared suspiciously
at her for a moment; he had told the sergeant
to give her absolutely nothing but the over-
coat; yet he rose, came round the table to
search the pockets of the garment to make
sure. No, there was no chance of his adven-
ture ending by a pistol bullet as his cousin’s
had done two nights before in a neighboring
town, now a heap of ashes.

She had risen as he approached and stood
facing him. He had taken her suddenly by
the wrists to ascertain if she had anything
in her hands, and finding nothing he still re-
tained his hold wupon them lightly with a
domineering pleasantry. ‘‘Modern war, pun-
ishment, bah! to us war always has been and
always will be the same. Nothing can with-
stand us. And what we conquer we seize; it
is ours by right of conquest; the greatest
right of all. So’’—there was an instant’s
scuffle, a faint click as the eleciric light was
extinguished and a sharp exclamation from
the officer. In a moment the room sprang
into light again and disclosed the girl on the
opposite side of the table regarding him
with wide eyes and parted lips. Iis face was
slightly bleeding from such scratches as are
inflicted by finger nails. And his languaze
was the language of those whose breeding is
a veneer.

But she remained unmoved, and only re-
garded him with the same awestruck air of
pity and horror. Gradually a curious change
came over his features; he stared before him
with a puzzled and stupid air, a spasm of pain
contorted his face and, gulping violently, he
sank to the = floor, obviously unconscious.
Then the girl glided up to him, touched his
stiffened face gently with her fingers, and,
crossing herself, raised her eyes for a mo-
ment, murmuring some words rapidly. She
then covered her head with his helmet, tucked
her hair well into it and, going to the hearth,
drew on his long boots; she opened the door,
and fell into a stiff military stride as she
walked out into the night.
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ﬂe Cave Men

Strange Service Near ‘‘No Man’s Land.”’

By Noel Robinson (Canadian Engineers).

Noel Robinson, originally from Worcestershire, Eng-
land, is well known in British Columbia as a journalist
and writer. He is author of “Blazing a Trail Through
the Rockies.” With his brother, Martin, he has served
in France since early in the war. The brothers have
done much excellent work with the Canadian Engineers.

“Holy! Holy! Holy! Lord God Almighty.”’

The words of praise which had, only a mo-
ment before, been but a confused murmuring,
suddenly became articulate as I turned a bend
in the hitherto pitech-dark chalk stairway. At
the same moment, a dozen yards or so ahead
of one, a flicker of candle-light illumined the
darkness.

““Holy! Holy! Holy! Lord God Almighty

God in Three Persons, Blessed Trinity.’’

Descending the remaining steps—I had al-
most automatically, counted 63—I advanced
along a rugged passage-way and paused to
study the strange and impressive scene before
me. In a flash, as it were, the whole aspect of
material things had undergone a complete
change. Ten minutes before I had with diffi-
culty succeeded in tugging my legs, encased
in high boots, out of a morass of mud and slime,
where a ‘‘Fritzie’’ trench-motar shell had
closed up a communication trench. Five min-
utes earlier I had met a ‘‘walking case’’ pro-

ceeding down the trenches in search of a dress-
ing station. Only two or three minutes pre-
viously my ears had been filled with the noise
of bursting shells—our own and those of our
enemy, whose trenches lay, in a direct line, not
more than 400 yards from The Cave in which
I now found myself.
Recalled Early Rome,

Now I was gazing upon a scene which—
allowing for certain differences in costume—
might easily have constituted a reproduetion
of some religious service in the catacombs of
Rome at the dawn of Christianity. Vague
memories of ‘‘Fabiola,”” in a little-read, but
graphic book by an English Cardinal, deserip-
tive of those secret gatherings of Christians,
floated through my mind as I silently joined the
several hundreds of worshipping soldiers—men
engaged in fighting for a cause every bit as
sacred as that in which those early Christians
prayed and praised and suffered.

Illumined by scores of flickering candles, held
in the hands of the soldiers, in order that they
might read the small hymn books with which
they had been provided, or stuck, torch-like
upon projections in the rugged chalk walls, the
great open space in the middle of The Cave,
and the mysterious, shadowy minor caves and
passages leading into it, supplied a striking set-
ting for the central figure which dominated
the proceedings, that of an elderly Church of
England clergyman, whose fine old features
were no less ecclesiastical in appearance than
his immaculate vestments. He stood upon some
slightly raised ground before a rough altar,
covered with the Union Jack and surmounted
by a rudely chiselled cross of chalk. The Cave
was originally an old French chalk mine. Later,
apropos of the dream of the Patriarch, Jacob:
his head pillowed upon a stone, the preacher
explained that the altar and cross had been
fashioned out of a stone used by a soldier in
The Cave for a pillow.

““Lead kindly light, amid th’ encireling
gloom.”’

Never had I heard Newman’s wonderful
hymn—real poetry linked to appropriate musie
—sung under such impressive circumstances.
No; not even when I heard it rendered by a
glorious choir in Westminster’s famous Abbey.

““Amid th’ encireling gloom.”’
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Both the material and spiritual signi_ﬁcance
of the words received sp@eial emp;has1s in that
singular environment. Dimly I glimpsed sleep-
ing forms upon the floor of the cave, the forms
of men, some of whom had stood sentr}{ in the
saps running into No Man’s Land during the
eold watches of the previous night. Dimly the

nipment of these and other men—their rifles,
helmets, gasbags—could be seen depending
from rough supports in the walls. (_)nce or
twice the solemnity of the occasion was
slightly marred by the sound of a pronounced
snore, but the worn-out sleeper was evidently
admonished, for the sound never emanated
twiee from the same quarter. .
¢¢()’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent $1ll.22

Again the material, as well as the spiritual,

- onifieance of the words went home. These
~ men had foregathered from many parts of the
Empire to ‘‘do their bit.”’ There were men
among those worshippers from the borders of
the Arctie, remote Yukon; 1oggers from the
timber-lands of British Columbia; men from
the great prairie lands of the Ml_ddle”West;
others from the spacious “‘Peace River’’ coun-
; men from what the indlan : ﬁ)oetess,
ihe Johnson, has sung of as ‘‘the grey
ﬁtlul]l!}nait”; men from the shores of the Great
Lakes and from the rugged coasts of Nova
Scotia and New Brunswick.

Splendour of Their Task.

7 the preacher re-told in graphic, yet
.i;:;le, sentlénces the old, old story of Jacob
and Esau—of the timid and (upon one occa-
sion) contemptible Jacob, fated to become a

eat prince, and of Esau, the mighty huntel;
and son of the desert—he secured his hearers
interest. As he developed his theme and drew
a picture of the Br1t1§h Emplr_e wrestl}qg in
the cause of right against a mighty military
organization, and on the eve of victory, he
chained their attention. As he brought home
to them the splendour and greatness of the
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task in which they were engaged he made
them forget for the moment the mud and slush
and cold and dirt of the strange life they were
living. He concluded with a touching appeal
that they preserve the Altar and Cross from
harm during the brief period that they might
inhabit the cave.
‘‘Jesu, lover of my soul.”’

Under what different circumstances had
many of them sung that hymn. Then followed
the most impressive moment of the service,
as the soldier communicants—some of them
little more than boys, others middle-aged, and
even elderly men—Kknelt upon the rough floor
of The Cave in a semi-circle about the preacher,
while he administered the sacrament.

““‘Fight the good fight with all thy might.”’

It was the last hymn and very appropriate.
The volume of sound from all those male
voices swelled through The Cave, was thrown
back by its jagged roof, and echoed away into
its dim recesses. Some of us—may be a goodly
number—in that strange congregation, had
long since joined the ranks of the unbelievers.
For the moment it mattered not. There was
a certain electrical atmosphere about the
service, held in the bowels of the earth, almost
within stone’s throw of No Man’s Land, cal-
culated to impress the most unimaginative,
And we all joined full-throated in the singing.
The sordid mud and dirt of our daily environ-
ment was temporarily forgotten, and we rea-
lized, to the full, the greatness of the fight in
which we had the honor to be engaged.

The last words of the National Anthem had
hardly died away when we were suddenly
brought to earth again by a corporal who
passing rapidly through The Cave, delivered
this laconic message in loud tones: ‘‘Tea up.
No. 10 Platoon.”

And No. 10 Platoon responded with alacrity.

Note.—In this cave several hundred Ger-
mans were gassed by the French.
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Poems by Elspeth Honeyman
Vancouvcr. B.C

Miss Elspeth Honeyman is a native daughter, born
at Ladner, educated at the Public Schools, and later at
“All Hallows,” Yale, and the School Club Movie Uni-
versity.

In a short time she has achieved fame as a poet. Her
work first appeared in print four years ago at the be-
ginning of the war. Since then she has had §§everal
poems appear in the London papers, such as the ‘“‘Spec-
tator,” and in the New York papers, and has made sev-
eral appearances in columns of the papers of British Co-
lumbia. We welcome this young Vancouver poet, who
has had brothers at the front, to the columns of the
“Gold Stripe,”

PEACE FROM AFAR

Men of the Northland, why are you wander-

in
Far frg(;m her rivers and mountains and
mines?
Scarred by long winters, keen-eyed and dar-

ing— e
France is so far from the land of the pines!

‘“An old bit of bunting, a gleam, or a star—
These are the things we follow afar.’’

Men of the West, where the blue sky is
brightest, : 2
And goglden the grain in the light of the
sun; -
Why are you toiling so far from the reaping?
What are the riches out there to be won?

‘A ribbon, a button, a narrow gold bar—
These are the riches we bring from afar,’’

Men of the Coast where the soft wind is sigh-
ing;
Men from the crowded cosmopolite street;
Armies unceasing, marching forever;
Is there no rest for your weary.ng feet?

““Not while we follow yon beckoning star!
Not till we bring You ‘Peace’ from afar,”’

CANADA'S ANSWER

From the * Evening Standard." London, England.
Originally written for the 29th Batallion.

Hear, O Mother of Nations,
Right and Wrong,

The voice of your youngest nation, chanting
her battle-song.

Blood of your best you gave us,
we might live;

Blood of our best we offer,
youth we give,

The pride of a nation’s manhood we offer to
pay the debt—

Did you dream, O Mother
Canada could forget?

in the battle of

gave it that

the best of our

of Nations, that

The price of a nation’s manhood—we have
counted the bitter cost,

(For whom can we call the victor, if the battle
be won or lost?)

We pay, and we pay it gladly—ours is the
Empire’s need—

And a broken word has never yet found place
in Britain’s creed.

And when, on the side of Justice, Victory
takes her stand,

And a pallid peace is brooding over g broken
land,

We shall count the cost but little, glad of the
chance to pay

For a stronger chain of Empire, and the dawn
of a better day. .
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Grandfather’s Dream—and It Came True,
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Music and the Soldier

By Laura Rees-Thomas (L.R.T.)

LAURA REES-THOMAS (L.R.T.)

Laura Rees-Thomas was born in Swansea, South
Wales, and was educated at the Court School, Merthyl,
Tydfil Her musical education was received from Mr.,
William Scott, an old Welsh musical enthusiast, and
from Mr. Harry Evans, F.R.C.O., composer, and recog-
nized authority on vocal and choral work, and who suc-
ceeded Sir Frederic Cowen as conductor of the Philhar-
monic Society of Liverpool.

Mrs. Rees-Thomas is a sister of the noted artist,
A. C. Michael, and for the last few years has acted as
musical critic for the ‘World,” Vancouver,

One redeeming feature that has found its
way out of these desolute weary years of war
is the never again to-be denied fact that musie
is a vital neces.ity in our daily lives. There
in the trenches, hourly facing death, suffering
horror and misery with a splendid fortitude,
our boys, many for the first time, realized the
healing power of music—its ability to bring
forgetfulness of present ills, and all the con-
solation and hope that sweet sounds can instil
in the human breast; while in the lives of
those at home it was playing its part in vital-
ising and sustaining the williglg. spirit of sac-
rifice, in helping along the waiting hours.

From earliest primitive days song has been
the natural means of the people through which
to express their emotions, and our forefathers
had their songs for battle, songs for peace, for
love, happiness, or sorrow, birth or death—

songs to portray every phase of human feel
ing. The untutored savage knew well the
healing power of music, for among the native
tribes of Africa, the aborigines of Australia,
as well as the North American Indians, it has
always been recognized as a powerful factor
in sickness. To the savages the knowledge
came through instinet, but it has taken horror,
bloodshed and untold suffering to assure the
people of this great continent that music is not
a luxury to be indulged in on rare occasions,
but a very real necessity to our bodily and
mental well being.

In the long ago days of more picturesque
warfare martial music led the warrior right
into the heat of battle, inspiring him to fight
and kill; the modern methods of warfare have
however altered those old ideas, and in the
present conflict the real use of music has been
away from the actual fighting as a receation
and relaxation, as a healing power to lift men-
tal strain, and for ealming and soothing sorely
tried nerves,

Our men will return home with memories
stored with recollections of horrors and eruel-
ties beyond the imagination, and will need the
best we can give them to help them to forget,
and many will be soul-hungry for the healing
power of music. Music will have meant so
much to them ‘‘over there’ that life without
it will no longer ‘‘go.”’

‘We must no longer delude ourselves either
with the idea that the ‘‘catechy’ tune, the
latest musical comedy ‘‘hit’’ is the only musie
the ordinary soldier cares for; it has been
amply proven otherwise, and we know that
they can fully appreciate the good stuff too.
In the early days of war the lads went to the
front lightly and carelessly, with the latest
popular song on their lips, and an avowed
preference for the meaningless tunes. Week
after week, month after month they stared
death in the face, and the horror and cruelty
of war was borne gradually in upon their con-
sciousness in all its awfulness. Brothers and
comrades were killed at their sides—this was
to be no matter of months—it may be years,
and all the old convictions and teachings in-
stilled into them from early childhood came
tumbling down like a house of cards; ideals
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were shattered, and the foundations of their
religion were rudely shaken.

Thus it was that after the first couple of
years those boys, in their short intervals away
from the treunches were no longer satisfied
with the popular trivial tune and song, but
the cry was frequently ““oive us someth}ng
good.”” The need then was for something
more lasting, something from which spiritual
hope and comfort could be drawn, something
out of which dreams and memories of the dear
homeland could rise and live.

This need will still be there when they all
come back, and the folks at home can only
give them that which they ask by makmg musie
a vital and ever-present force in the daily
round of life. In so doing, not only will the
true mission of music—to encourage, en-noble,
and brighten the dark places of life—be ful-
filling itself, but the way will be in prepara-
tion for a musical future for our country.

The field is open and opportunity 1s here.
No longer does the slogan ‘“‘made in Ger-

»» which for so long obsessed the world,
hold ’good—there is no future for German-
made music. The old masters must always
live, but they are as guiltless of any part in
our present quarrel as the generations yet
anborn ; neither did they write for one nation
__put for the whole world and for 2_111 time.

Let one thing, however, be borne in mlpd by
that very great minority who are sufficiently
cultivated to be able to understand the higher
pranches of music and. the more classical
forms of art, and that is, that they have no
right to sit in judgment upon the ‘‘other fe_l-
low’s music;’’ rather let them say ‘\‘v1th their
valiant French comrades in arms ‘‘chacun a
son gout.” =

1t i~ quite certain that the old familiar tunes
coaxed out of a wheezy accordion, or a mouth

rgan or whistle have given on more than one
4 easion, a delight and relief from home sick-
; o:gs that the finest ‘‘high-brow’’ work could
never have yielded. After all where does the
'ziference lie? —it is all music—varying only
 in the matter of degree, and it all springs
from that natural love of sounds that has come
to us down the ages from our primeval fore-
ﬂ%ﬁ:: continually, too, do we prove that the
+hi veneer of cultivation with which the ages
: e coated primeval man, 18 rea41ly
geratehed when the emotions run at flood tide.
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‘Who among the vast crowds that thronged
the city streets on that mnever-to-be-forgotten
historic 11th of November, 1918, would have
listened to a sonata or a symphony in prefer-
ence to joining their voices with the Veterans’

‘band, and lustily shouting forth ‘‘Rule Bri-

tannia’’ or ‘‘Soldiers of the King’’? when they
could beat a toy drum, make music with a
saucepan lid, or toot a motor horn in sheer
wantonness of joyous spirits?

This, however, was merely digression—one
of those that makes life sweeter for its mem-
ory, and we are ourselves again. But even so
it is not to be expected that the rag time lover
will, at one bound, transfer his affections to
the classics; there is between the two a long,
long trail—but a trail that can be followed
by those who wish.

Our cities must have town bands, military
bands, orchestras in evidence on every possi-
ble oceasion, and many of those men who play
the tin whistle today will be learning to play
some more ambitious instrument to-morrow.
Our country needs an abundance of musie of
all kinds; it needs anything but silence; then,
not only will the glow of patriotism be kept
warm, but the standard of taste will be grad-
ually and unconsciously raised.

We British have hitherto fed our souls on
music which had as its inspiration the woes
and sorrows of other nations, we have ever
taken our pleasures sadly and delighted in
the luxury of tears. Now the new countries
will enter the arena, and fresher and
countries will enter the arena, and fresher and
more joyful influences will be at work in the
music of the future. Canada may be sure of a
warm welcome and generous appreciation in
whatever field she appears, for the splendid
part her men have played in the great conflict
has surely wreathed a halo of glamour and
romance about the name Canadian.

With that glorious future of peace, security
and happiness lying before, that her men have
had so large a share in securing for Canada;
with her splendid silent forests, her mighty
rivers, and snow capped stately mountains,
there can be no lack of inspiration for bud-
ding genius.

Canada is essentially a land of promise, of
youth and golden opportunity, and it is up to
her people to see that she carves for herself
a name, not only in the world of commerce,
but in the world of art to be.

>
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(Decorated by John Innes.)

Long years ago, in sunny France,
His ancestors—a courtly row—
Forgot their heartaches in the dance;
Or fought, or featly play’d the beau;
But he, when we our meals attack,

Is just a waiter at Frontenac.

On some dim salon’s panell’d wall
Their pictur’d faces smile to-day;

He smiles when we for mutton call,
Or brew of Mocha or Cathay.

How little—two long centuries back—
They thought he'd wait at Frontenac!
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And yet, methinks, some courtly grace,
Distill’d from that far distant time,
Informs each movement, decks each pace,
That’s worthy of my humble rhyme;

His bow a Brummel might admire,

Or set a grand dame’s heart on fire.

il

Thus the poor hack, when urged to speed
Along the stone-paved city street,
Responds with spirit to the need,
Recalling some far grandsire fleet

Who, on the boundless prairie ran

Before the lasso’s flight began.

So grace with use my waiter blends;

gets forth the board with symmetry;

He carves a chicken—not his friends—

As did his ancestors with glee—

They drew their swords; he draws but corks;
They stabbed with daggers; he with forks.

When on the boards of coming days,
My children’s children play their part;
When changed are fashion’s changing ways,
il 2R And dust is this pulsating heart,
May they no more of virtue lack
Than he who waits at Frontenac!

e e



Page 110

THE GOLD STRIPE

Poems by Ernest P. Fewster
Vancouver, B.C.

Dr, Ernest P. Fewster is President of “The Poetry
Club.” He has written much verse of a patriotic nature,
helping to raise money for Patriotic Funds,

CANADA.
Canada, splendid in Empire and story,
Thank we the Lord!
Praise be to those who have made thee thy
glory,
By plow-share and sword.

Canada, swift in war’s terrible thunder,
Mightily brave,
Stedfast while braggart ones tremble and
blunder,
Fighting to save.

Peace to thy borders; may all true dominions
Aacknowledge thy worth. :

Speed thou forever on honor’s white pinions,
A blessing to earth! ;

Canada, light to the nations, we hail thee,
Long be thy days! -

Faithful through ages, our love shall not fail

thee, N 5
But serve thee and praise.

Canada, builder from ocean to ocean,
Maker of men,

Thine is the blood of our heart’s true devotion
Forever, Amen!

Canada, God keep thee
With thy strength from above!
Land of great hope, we sing of thee,
Canada! Canada!
So shall the whole world ring of thee,
Canada! Canada!
Homeland and throneland of love!

English Bay—Storm.

Wild wind-swept waters roaring down the
shores,
Snow-crested heights where sunlit calm
abides,
Bold, wooded bluffs and rough, blue-heaving
floors,
Shouting with

joy in all their rushing
tides.

The sea the color of the eyes of God,
A visioned glory of His heart’s delight,
Green uncurbed fields whereon white feet have
trod
Born from th’ invisible beauty

to our
sight.

English Bay—Sunset.

A purple sea set in the evening hills,
Wind ruffled, crested here and there
With whitest foam, a tint of azure fallen
From midnight skies where summer
reigns, and rare
Of ruby’s dusk caught by the drift of tide,
Dusted with darkness where no lights abide.

I saw it suddenly and o’er my spirit came
Sense of a world beyond my ken,

Where man nor spirits walked but only God,
On which I climbed a lonely hill and then

Beneath the twilight reaching far from me

Dark beyond vision lay that purple sea,
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The Land our boys
fought for and of mag-
nificent  distance, of
boundless spaces, of
wonderful natural re-
gources

Room enough, work
enough, plenty for ALL.

Drawn by Josiah Smith
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Poems ]oy Harry ShaW, Policeman Poet
Vancouvcr, B. C.

HARRY SHAW, Police Constable of Vancouver,
B, C., has made more than local fame as a writer of
verse, and some of his pieces have indeed risen to the
dignity of poetry.

He is of Irish descent, was educated at the High
School, Philadelpria, Pa. He has been five years with
the Vancouver City Police. He has written several
popular war songs, such as “I Am Only a Khaki Clad
Soldier, I Hail from Old B. C.” “I Am Longing for
You, Sweetheart,” “Bright Eyes” and “The Chosen

Army.”
He has produced a novel, “The Eternal Good,”
“GOLD

which will shortly be published. As the
STRIPE” is produced in Vancouver, and is a book
typical of Vancouver effort, and ‘“The. Vancouver
spirit,” we are glad to have these contributions from
a local author.

THE GOLD STRIPE

A precious volume, book still all too small
To chronicle the deeds of valiant men
They who have passed, they who have given
their all
Here, reunited, speak to us again,

Here from its pages, speaks the spirit-world
They who have fought and who for freedom
fell
Lift still the sword within their lifeless hands
and cry
Fight on, for all is well.

Fight on, for we who sleep in France
Sleep not in peace, beneath blood-stained
clay
Our spirits, restless, lead the great advance
Our souls, triumphant, rise to greet the day.

When Peace with Honor brings its just reward
When  calmness steals across Earth’s
troubled breast
When men, repentant, seek again their God,
Then in content we’ll turn to our Rest,

KITCHENER OF KHARTOUM

(The following poem, written when the
news of the Hampshire wreck came to hand,
was read by the Rev. R. G. MacBeth at a mem-
orial service for the late Lord Kitchener, held
in St. Paul’s Presbyterian Church, Van.
couver, on the Sunday following his death,
The poem represents the British people reluc.
tant to part with their great soldier.)

Not yet, Kitchener of Khartoum,
Your labors were not done,
The victories you planned though near at

hand
Not yet were won.
Not yet, we would not have thee go
For aiming here in life at higher things;
Soldier, builder of Empires, your deeds inspire
will arise
Our future Kings.

not yet,

You've gone to rest and it is meet, indeed
That you should sleen :
Where England’s mighty galleon ships of old

With whitened bones their guard will keep

But still we follow—your’s the ouidine haﬁd

The Master mind to plan, to think, to do, 3

And every wave that rolls above your grave
Shall speak of you.

Sleep on and take your rest
For o’er vour head

The Grand Fleet proudly sails
Sentinel of nations, she

Will ouard her honored dead :
And Britain’s Destiny,
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RUTHLESS DEATH

C. MAREGA IN HIS STUDIO GOOD-BYE
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A Vancouver Sculptor

On the opposite page appears a portrait of
Mr. C. Marega, the sculptor, who is shown in
his own studio at work on the figure of a
wounded soldier—a ‘‘Gold Stripe’’ soldier.

Garibald:i

This beautiful little statuette, which has won
mueh admiration wherever exhibited, is re-
produced on the cover of this book.

Mr. Marega, who is this year the president
of The British Columbia Society of Fine Arts,
has done much splendid work of a patriotic
character during the whole period of the war.
He has been an inspiring influence among his
fellow-countrymen, the Italians, and a popular
and prominent member of the Vancouver
artistic colony.

" His heroic bust of Garibaldi was exhibited
on the Ttalian Red Cross Day and Garibaldi
proves still a name to conjure with, for it has
been writ large in the annals of the Great
War. His pretty little statuette, ““Doing Her
Bit,”’ is here represented, and it is with pleas-

ure that ‘the editor gives other specimens of
his work. ;

Mr. Marega is a public-spirited ecitizen of
V_ancouver and has made this beautiful city
his home and looks forward to the time when
it will be, from an artistic point of view,
worthy of its natural environments.

He began his art career in the celebrated
school of Fine Arts in Mariano, where he ob-
tained creditable distinetion, and he has added
to his fame in Florence, Venice and Rome,
where his work is known as well as it is in
Paris and London.

Vancouver has many beautiful specimens of
his work, much of it is to be seen in the Mer-
chants Bank of Vancouver, and for the late
Mr. John Hendry, and for Mr. B. T. Rogers he
executed several important commissions.

The men who have returned from the Great
War, those wounded and those who have come
through to some extent unscathed, join with
the relatives of their comrades who have
fallen, in the hope the scheme which Mr.
Marega has put forward in connection with
Mr. Bloomfield, the architect, for a great and

Doing Her Bit

worthy memorial on the old Court House site
will be carried out. This splendid site would
give full scope to architectural and artistie
genius.
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Illustrated by John Innes,

BERNARD McEVOY, poet and journalist, has been
long connected with newspapers both in England and
Canada. Coming to Canada thirty years ago, he was
first employed as an editorial writer on the Toronto
“Mail and Empire.” He is well known as “Diogenes’’ of
the Vancouver Daily ‘“Province,” and as the author of
publications of poetry and travel

When I come to the coast from Ontario, a
week or two back, I found the floo, but I also
found my old pal, Bill Evans. And wots more
he were in karki. I met him on Hastings
street, as bold as brass, and I knowed him the
minut I set eyes on him, though I hadn’t seen
him for 20 yeers. I stagzers back at furst;
then I hits him a’ the chest, and grarspses his
‘and.

““You darned ol’ ornary cuss,”’ I says, ‘‘how
to goodness is it as you’s in karki and me

not?’’ I says, cos him and me was with Rob-
erts on the march to Candy Har 39 year ago.
‘“Ah,’’ says he, ‘““you should ha’ come out be-
fore,”” he says, ‘‘and then you might ha’ bin
in karki, too,”’ he says.

‘““‘But Thomas,”” he says, ““They’ve mustari
me out. But no matter, I've done me bit.
Here’s me papers.”’

And he pulled out his doeckyments.
got some o’ the same fer that matter.
was with Roberts. That’s enough.

““Come in and have a drop o’ swipes,’”’ he
says. ‘‘Only two per cent. beer now, but it’ll
bring back old times if you drink it down
sharp before the sparkle is out on it.”’

“Well T am blowed,”” I says when I put me
glarse down. And we talked some I can tell
you. Just the same old Bill Evans. ‘““Thomas.’’
he says, ‘“W'’y daint they listen to Robert,;s
There’d ha’ ben none o’ this ’ere war, if theg;
had.”” When we come out he says: “‘I’ll tell
you what you can do, Thomas; you bein’ g
littery gent. You sheuld write a bit for this
‘ere Gold Stripe they’re gettin’ out. See that
there high building?’’ he says, ‘‘that’s where
the office is.”’

““I hope it’s not very high up,”” I says, ‘I,
aint no yooman fly.”’

““No,”” he sys, ‘‘it’s on the ground flore
they’ve give the place free grashus, for this
’ere book to be got out. It’s brought out by
the Amputation Club for the bennyfit of them
as bas lost arms and legs and so on, and it’s
going to be a good thing.”’

So that’s how it is, dear readers, as I makes
my bow on this occasion. T used to write
yeers azo in Ontario, and many was pleased
to read wot I wrote only some complained o’
my spelling and grammar. So what’d I do
but take a course at a correspondence school
in writing and literychoor in general. Sinee
which nobody’s kicked me very ’ard as to

I’'ve
We
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either grammar or spelling, and one gent who
wrote to me, he says: ‘‘Mr. Redbarn, you

may put a word in rong now and again, but
your thorts is all right.”” Wich ort to be
good enuf for anybody.

¢‘This ’ere amputation elub puts me in mind
o’ my old friend Swaddy. He were a Roberts
man ,too, but he warn’t so lucky as me. He
zot wounded and his leg had to be took off.
But did that faze Swaddy? Not on yer tin-
type. Swaddy came back to our village just
the same old chap he allus was, and used to
stump about on his wooden leg lookin’ for
trubble. Ever hear abart Swaddy and the
dog!?! They was some city folks came out to
our village and took a house. They brought
out a big mastiff, and this ’ere dog used to
terrify some o’ the nybors. One day I wa?
talkin’ to Noakes abart it. We’d both heerd
abart this dog bein’ at this house a’ the out-
skirts o’ the village, and Noakes, he says, do

N
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these city folks own this village? Are we
going to have a wild beast like that terrifying
us every time we go by?”’

“Tt’s the wimmen and childern I'm think-
en’ about,”’ says I. ‘‘Suppose we jest strole
along and have a look at the animile,”” and
just then Swaddy came stumping along and
jined us. :

«We’m talking about that there dog,”
Noakes.

“PDog be jiggered,”’ says Swaddy, ‘‘I aint
going to tek a back seat to no dog. Was we
with Roberts or was we not? That’s wot I
want to know. Have we got meddles or have
we not? Very well, then, me and that dog’s
got to gettle matters.”’

says
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So we all stroled along to where the new
folks’s house was. I saw that Swaddy had a
stick in his hand, an ash plant abart 2 ft 6
long and 1 in thick. And when we got round
the bend o’ the road, where we could see the
new folk’s house we seen the mastiff. e
was abart as big as a small pony.

Just as we came in sight of him we seen
him run at little Emmy Reeves as happened
to be going by. It was a roar and a jump and
the big ugly beast was on to her and lad
knocked her down, and her was erying with
fright, all in a flash, and the new folks came
out to see what was the matter. The dog
daint worry the kid, only {rightened her
nearly to death, but though the ecity feller
calls “‘Nero! Nero!”’ the dog doin’t turn when
he sees us coming along the road, but comes
tord us jumpin’ and barkin’.

““I’]l Nero him,”’ says Swaddy, and then he
skips out a step or two in front of us on his
wooden leg, and the big dog comes jumpin’
on. But he had no charnce with Swaddy.
Swaddy darts out his left hand and catches
him by the top jaw in an iron grip, and be-
gins to give him what for on his ribs like
sixty. It surprised that bully of a dog more
then anything. He couldn’t bite, cos Swaddy
had got his doolaps tucked over his teeth, and
when you've got a dog like that he’s too
flurried to think o’ biting; speshally when a
heavyish stick is making good time all over
him. What he tried to do was to pull away,
but no sir! he couldn’t shake off Swaddy’s
grip. The brute pulled Swaddy down though,
and that made Swaddy mad, and the way he
wrestled and kicked and swore, and thrashed
away with his stick, made that dog wish he’d
never tackled a Roberts man. Then Swaddy
got on his feet—leastways on to his one whole
fut and his wooden ’un, and let the dog go,
finishing with a eut across the hind quarters
that sent him into his master’s yard with a
fearful yowl. Then Swaddy stroles up and
says to the city chap: ‘‘Quite a dog, that,”
he says, ‘‘he’ll be acquainted with me now.
We allus settles it with new dogs, and then
they don’t give us no trouble. Fine morn-
ing.”’

Now what does that show? I clame it
shows that Swaddy had just as much curridge
and grit as when he fote the Afghans and
lost his leg doing it. Wots in a man—really
in his nater—his soul as you may say—isn’t
confined to his arms and lezs. Swaddy allus
was a fighter and a scrapper. Has losing ’his
leg made him mild and namby-pamby? Not
a bit—iI think he’s wuss, and I’'m glad on it.
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The strenth of his nater seems to be gone
inter the rest of his earcuss, d n his eyes.
Why, down in Ontario, I had some apple-
trees in my garding, and, of course I had to
proon ’em. What’d I proon ’em for? To
give ’em strength. Did I make ’em wuss by
proonin’ em, or better? Did the knife inter-
fere with their being good apple trees? Not
by a long sight. They was better than ever.
Very well then. Does the nater go out of a
man when he loses a leg or an arm? Isn’t he
the same man? Very well then. Where’s the
use talking? If you can’t put 2 and 2 to-
gether you’re not worth the ink I'm writing
with. I’'m not going to draw it out any longer
for you with firstly, secondly, thirdly. No,
Sir!

Though I might say its better to have yer
body ampitated than yer soul. ’Pon my word
I think they’s some people going about with

THE GOLD STRIPE

their souls ampitated. Reckon folks do it
theirselves, bit by bit; not a leg or an arm of
their souls that 'ud be noticed—but just a
scrinch at a time—like cutting your nails,
"Stonishing if you ampitate a bit every day
what yer come to . I’ll say no more on this
toppick; perhaps I've bin ampitatin’ my own
soul. It’s a big subject. Ever see ‘Amlet?
I'll tell you how you can tell whether your
soul is ampitated or not. Do yer feel right
down to yer stockin’ soles that these brave
men as have left limbs in Flanders haven’t
had their souls ampitated? D’yer feel that
even the devil himself couldn’t ampitate such
souls as they must ha’ had to pull ’em
through wot they was up agenst? D’yer feel
it you bounding dooty to do all yer can for
em in every way yer can? If you can anser
these questions in the affirmative, well and
good—yer soul isn’t quite all ampitated yet.

‘‘“The way he wrestled and kicked and swore,’’

‘‘Still in our ashes live their wonted fires.”’

—Gray.

R Y 1
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Beacon Hill

By TOM MACINNES

TOM MACINNES

T. R. B. MacInnes, eldest son of Dr. T. R.
MacInnes, late senator and Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor of British Columbia, and a brother of
Hon. W. W. B. MaclInnes, of this city, was born
at Dresden, Ont., 29th October, 1867. Grad-
nated at Toronto University, 1889. Admitted
to bar of British Columbia, 1893. Practiced
at Nanaimo, Vancouver and Ottawa. Traveled
through America, Europe and China in var-
jous connections. He is now en route to
Siberia. Author of ‘‘Lonesome Bar’’ and
¢« Amber Lands,”” now out of circulation,
but to be republished next year in one vol-
ume of collected verse. His recent book,
««pPhe Fool of Joy,”” a book of quaint and
rather peculiar poems, has just been issued
by McClelland, Goodchild & Stewart, of To-
ronto, and is now on sale in Canada. Letters
highly commending this latter book have been
received by the author from persons of rank
in the literary world, but among them all he
values most one received from a lady well
known to the Canadian public as ‘‘Janey Can-
uek,”’ otherwise Hon. Mrs. Arthur Murphy,
judge of the Women’s Court of Alberta, and
Which we have permission to print.

Women's Court, Edmonton,
October 18th, 1918.
Dear Mr. MacInnes:

1 always liked you very much, and now I even
like you better. I have seen the hearts of people
almost like you have, only I cannot tell about them.
I see more of them now than I used to, and so I am

-glad of your book. Sometimes I think you have

the instincts of a woman, else why do you say:
“] would rather go down with those I love
Than float among those I hate—"

>but, then—well, then, comes this—and I know you

are the male incarnate:
“There’s very little honey
These days for any man:
Take it where you find it—
Taste it while you can.”
That is exactly true what was said by John W
Garvin in his review of your poems, although what
I think of in reading them is some words that were
said of Pushkin, the Russian writer: “A young man
is among us,’ quoth the critic fellow, “with a
mouth of gold, and the morning in his eyes.”
1 salute you, O Fool of Joy!
Your friend,
JANEY CANUCK.

Bcacon Hill. Britia]a Columbia

By TOM MACINNES

(The following poem, by Tom Maclnnes, was
published in England at the close of the Boer War.
It was a prize winner in a competition for poems
of Empire instituted by “Good Words” magazine.
It had some foreshadowing of what was to come,
but it seems much more appropriate and applicable
to present times than it was to those in which it
was written).

b

Prone on a grassy knoll where runs the sea

In from the North Pacific, deep and blue,

Whose tide-ript waters many a century

" But parted for the painted war-canoe,

Till Juan de Fuca and his swarthy crew

Sail’d on a treasure cruise to reigons cold,

Idle I dream’d a summer evening through,

Watching the ruddy Western Sun enfoid
The snowy-peak’d Olympians in transient gold.

1

Our air hath yet some tang of Spanish days,

Some glow of stories fading from the past

Of pioneers, and wreckt and curious strays

From distant lands along this coast up-cast,

Since brave Vancouver, from his eag.r mast,

Beheld the island of his lasting fama,

And, veering to its pleasant shore, made fast

To raise our flag in Royal George s name,
‘While lgrioup’d around his brawny tars gave loud

acclaim.
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IIL

Across the rocky harbour-mouth still fall

Echoes to tell of England’s easy crown,

And timely bugles from the barracks call

A challenge to the careless little town

That lies like a pretty maid in tatter’d gown

’Mid tangled gardens, tempting one to halt

Where gnarled oaks, with ivy overgrown,

Are all accord with her one charming fault—
So drousy nigh the hidden guns of Esquimalt,

1v.

And nonchalant lay I that afternoon,
The air a scent of wild white clover bore,
And I could hear the tumult and the tune
Of tumbling waves along the pebbled shore;
Such gipsy joys to me were ever more
Than chase of gold or fame; but yet withal
I felt the first fine tremor o’er and o’er
Of some vast traffic without interval

To traverse soon these waterways imperial.

V.

Where now some tug-boat leaves a smoky trail

To pencil on the air a coiling blot

Athwart the lighthouse, or the infrequent sail

Of some slow lumber-bark, or vagrant yacht—

Where glides some British cruiser, grimly

wrought,

Beside the schooners from the Arctic seas— °

To largely feed the crowded world methought

Here soon shall pass great annual argosies
Full-freighted with the yield of prairie granaries.

VL

And musing thus upon that gentle mound,

Far down the reach of waters to the right

I saw an Empress liner inward bound,

Speeding thro’ the Narrows, trim and white,

And every moment growing on my sight,

Like something clear, unfolding in a dream;

Her very motion was a clean delight,

That woke the sapphire sea to curl and cream
Smoothly off her curving prow and snowy beam.

VIIL

And easily as up the Straits she roll’d,
My fancy rambled over her to see,
Bulging richly ’gainst her steely hold,
Bales of flossy silk stow’d solidly
With matted rice and tons of fragrant tea;
Or else, her quainter cargo fain to scan,
Wee China toys in silver filagree,
And cunning ivories of old Japan,

Pack’d with iris-woven rugs from Ispahan.

VIIL

All hail to her! the white forerunner sent
From out the lavish West to rouse the old
Lethargic portals of the Orient,
Till all its stolid inhabitants be told
Of quick new modes of life, and manifold
Swift engines of exchange, and how by these
To run their times within a finer mould,
And from the rut of Chinese centuries

To reath for wider joys and soother luxuries,
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IX.

O sure it is no small thing to be said

That under us the East and West have met!

And our red route shall yet be perfected

Around the World, and our old flag shall yet

Much vantage o’er its younger rivals get,

Whether it wave from Windsor's kingly pile,

Or on the farthest verge of Empire set,

’Bove fearless towns, whose heart-strings all
the while

Shall thrill to every chord from their old Mother-

isle.

X.

We feel the centre now, where’er we stand,

And touch community in everything,

Since Science, with her patient, subtle hand,

Hath snar’d the Globe as in a witeh's ring,

And set all elements a~quivering

To our desire. What marvels more she’ll show

What new delights from Nature conjuring—

Small wit have I to guess, but this I know,
That more and more the scattered World as one

must grow.,

XI.

Then closer blend for empire—that is power:
No thing of worth e’er came of feebleness,
And union is the genius of the hour.,
The virtues that by master-craft and stress
Wrought hugely on primeval palaces,
And ’stonish’d Egypt and great Babylon
With monuments of admirable excess,
Seem once again from out Oblivion drawn

To lighten o’er the Earth in unexampl’d dawn.

XII,

We front the threshold of a giant age,
Foremost still, but others follow fast; .
We may not trust o’ermuch the written page,
Or measure with the measures of the past.
For all our millions, and our regions vast,
An arm’d array, in boastful numbers told,
To keep the treasures that our sires amass’d,
Hath need of statesmen lion-like to hold,

And still forestall the changing times, alert and

bold.

XIII.

The impulse of a thousand centuries

Strikes upward now in our united race,

Not for a Roman triumph, but to ease

The intercourse of nations, and to place

The social fabric on a happier bass;

The very enginry of war abhorr’d,

So socn as may, is bended to erase

The stain and bloody ravage of the sword;
The vanquish’d now are all to equal right restor'd.

XIV.

But cry contempt upon that sickly creed

That would not fire a shot to save its own,

Whose piety perverse doth only feed

The hope of leaner nations, bolder grown,

To tread the path that we have hewn alone:

'Twas not for them we found that path so
hard—

"Twas not for them the FEarth so thick was
sown

With British dead! Nay, rather let us guard

The barest rock that flies our flag-at all hazard.
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XV.

And e’en for sake of rich and plenteous peace,

J.et mastery in arms be honor’d still!

So only shall the fear of foemen cease.

For this is naked truth, say what they will,

That when a people lose the power to kill

They count for naught among the sons of men;

No~ tongue, nor pen, nor art, nor workmen’s

skill

Can save their homss from alien ravish then,

Or lift their fallen capitols to place again.

XVIL
Then give us rifles—rifles everywhere—
Ready rifles, tipt with bayonets!
And men of iron to lead, who little care
For parlor tactics or for social sats;
Red captains worthy of their epaulets;
Not rich men’s sons to make a passing show,
Lace-loving fops or wooden martinets,
But clear-eyed stalwarts o’er the ranks, who
know
How best to train a naval gun or trap a foe.

XVIIL

And tho’ the burden and the fret of life

Still wear upon us with unequal weight,

We’'ll ne’er give way to fratricidal strife.

We are a people strong to tolerate,

Till form’d opinion tranquilly abate

The jagg’d abuses of an earlier age,

Rather than, impatient, emulate

Those hapless nations that, in sudden rage
Of revolution, wreck their ancient heritage.

XVIIIL
Our Saxon temper, that ’gainst Church and
Crown,

And tyrant Castles of the feudal plan,

Made steady way until it wore them down,

And straiten’d all their maxims till they ran

Current for the right of every man

Freely to change his state and circumstance,

Is virile yet unbrokenly to span

What gulf ahead, what unforeseen mischance
Would threat the front of our magnificent advance.
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XIX.

And we have those whose dreams of betterment
Outrun their fleeting day; whose hearts ideal
Beat evermore against discouragement,

In high endeavor not to cease till all

The bars to opportunity shall fall

Within the Union of the British bred;

Nor rest content until the mutual

Machinery of State be perfected,

So that no least of all our brethren go unfed.

To

XX,
I never saw Britannia carved in stone,
Nor figured out in bronze, but loyally
I've thought what merit shall be all her own
In that great Brotherhood that's yet to be—
Tha crystal Empire of Futurity—
Whose equal citizens, all thron’d elate,
And treading each a sovran destiny,
Shall count it yet their pride and best estate
steadily for commonwealth co-operate.

XXI.
Who’d be the bard of that triumphant time?
‘Who hath the pen of promise, and the skill,
To tell its periods in exultant rhyme?
For I am but a dreamer on a hill,
And prone withal fantastic hours to fill
With fancies running wild of thought, or gloat
Eerie on the rising Moon, until
Betimes I hear har dim harmonic note—

Boding of forbidden things and themes remote.

XXII.

But so a passing ship—a bugle call—
Did tempt me to essay a song of State
Beyond the range of my poor art, as all

You rank'd Olympians, that locm serrate

Against the azure upper air, are great

O’er this low hill. To them young Morning
throws

His golden first largesse—there, lingering late,

Rose-mantled Eve her deep allegiance shows,

Glorious 'mid unconquer’d p2aks and virgin snows.
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wot not well her blessed name,,
But all these things is she ;

fnd as and unto all the same
She doeth, unto me .

TLIONEL RAWES -

Wrritten ]:y Lionel Haweis Decorated Ly Norman Hawkins, B.C.S.A.
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A Fortnight with the Boys in the Trenches

By Sergt. W. M. L. Draycot, of the ‘‘Princess Pats.’’

Sergeant W. M. L. Draycot, of Vancouver, an original
member of the Princess Patricias Canadian Light In-
fantry, went to France with the Regiment in 1914, He
was thrice wounded, shell shocked and gassed. His
first duty was sniping and later, Colonel Buller discov-
ered his sketching and topographical abilities and
transferred him to the Brigade Intelligence Department
which he took charge of for 12 months. He returned
invalided to Canada in October, 1918,

A fortnight in the life of an Infantry fight-
ing man is filled up with duties of a various
nature. We will commence with his duties
whilst he is in the Rest Camp. Reveille
sounds at 5.30 a.m. when he tumbles out of
his straw or otherwise improvised bed to wash
shave and general clean up. By this time
breakfast is ready and he takes his canteen
(or mess-tin) from his pack which he places
along with others of his section and awaits
the arrival of the mess-orderly; 'ghe latter
pours out the tea or coffee equally into each
mess-tin. Bacon or cold beef is also distrib-
uted and placed in the lid of each mess-tin.
Bread is divided among the boys, i.e, three or
four men to one loaf, depending of course on
the supply. Breakfast over, the boys are
warned for a parade at which the rifles and
clothing of the men are inspected. Any cloth-
ing found unfit for further wear is exchanged
for new, but the old article must be given in.
Many are the ingenious dodges f_or obtaining
new clothing; an old file or a piece of sand-
stone, brick is sometimes usefpl in making a
garment threadbare or producing a hole. Gas
masks are also inspected on these parades to

test their efficiency. The parade is dismissed
to put away various articles of kit. After in-
spection the men fall in again in either full
or light marching order as the officer com-
manding commands, and the men are taken
on a route march for one or more hours as the
C. O. orders. When the men return, their
dinner, if they have arrived late, is found to
have been kept warm. The mess orderlies who
have been excused off parade draw the dinner
which is served in same manner as breakfast.
The dinner is mostly composed of mulligan
stew, consisting of meat, potatoes, carrots, ete.
If the cook is a resourceful and industrious one
he will endeavor to have a pudding or some
delicacy for the boys, as the facilities for
cooking are somewhat better in rest camp
than in the trenches. Much depends on the
camp or billet where the men are quartered.
When on the march the cooks find difficulties
arising from lack of good water, getting a fire
started in the rain, lack of dry wood of any
kind. Cooks have an unenviable job! After
dinner unless there are any special parades
the men have the rest of the day to them-
selves, some playing baseball others football
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ete., to keep themselves fit for an inter-com-
pany or inter-regimental league which is
played on a day given aside for such by the

.C. O. or the Brigadier General of the brigade.

This is termed the ‘‘Sports’’ day.

Some of the men pay a visit to the local es-
taminet and there over a glass of French beer
tell tales of ‘‘how battles are won and lost.”’
of their grievances, of the sweet farmer’s
daughter, ete., ete. On ‘‘time’’ being an-
nounced by the good lady of the estaminet
the boys wind their way ‘‘billetwards’’ to
their leaky, windy and uncomfortable barn
which by the military is called a billet. Lights
are allowed if the billets are situated a safe
distance from the danger zone and candles
are bought by the men for that purpose at
the local ‘‘epiceric’’ or grocery store. Letters
and parcels are given out by the mail corporal
each day. The next day and following days
the parades differ such as company drill, bat-
talion drill, practicing for an attack on a see-
tion of the enemy’s line. An area is marked
out to resemble in replica the enemy’s lines,
the troops acting as if actually taking the
enemy’s trenches,

Once or twice a month the company is
marched to the baths to get change of under-
clothing and a wash-down. Pay is given the
men at the rate of 15 francs a fortnight, cor-
porals and sergeants a little more. By the
time the troops have been in rest for a week
they feel fit, clean and healthy for another
turn ‘‘up the line.”’

Speculation is rife among the troops as to
the possible location they have to proceed to
in the firing line. On the day for moving up
there is much hustle and the billets are a busy

serum. All billets are to be left serupulous- .
_ ly clean and tidy, no waste paper or cans etec.,

all such are collected and buried in a pit by
the sanitary squad who are responsible for
the cleanliness of the billets and also the
trenches occupied by their battalion when in
the firing line. When the company is about
to move off the platoon officer accompanied by
the platoon sergeant or sergeant major makes
a final inspection. The ecompany now falls in

_ by platoon in full marching order ready to

move off, the officers commanding platoons in-
specting their men to see they have all their
kit, gas masks, emergency rations, field dress-
ing, rifles properly cleaned, etc. The order
to move is then given and the troops well bur-
dened with their heavy packs, extra ammu-
nition, a few bombs and —not forgetting the
parcels they have received from their rela-
tions and friends ‘‘across the pond’’—swing
lightheartedly on to the road. If near the
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firing line, it is always dusk when they ‘“move
off”” so as to conceal their movements from
enemy balloons or aeroplanes. Very few are
enlightened as to their destination and very
few care. As night comes on there is much
speculation as regards to destination and
distance to be covered before arrival at their
final destination. A halt is given periodically.
No smoking is allowed, much as the troops
would like to. A lighted cigarette would be
seen for miles and many of them would give
information to the enemy of a body of troops
on the march. As they arrive at cross roads
and other points near the front line they are
challenged by sentries. The latter are kept
busy answering numerous enquiries from the
troops as, name of area, distance to be cover-
ed, good trenches or bad, ete., ete. Finally
a communication trench is entered and the
troops walk in single file. Walking will be
fairly good for a short distance until they ar-
rive at a few spots where shells have dropped
into the trench making holes or causing the
trench to be blocked with earth ete. Other
obstacles are low overhead telephone wires,
the troops being warned of their presence by
the word being passed along ‘‘wire overhead,”’
or it may be ‘‘mind the ’ole’’ (hole) ‘‘step
up.’”’ ‘““step down.”” Sometimes the bath-matt
(strips of wood nailed on long pieces of 2x4
placed parallel) is narrow and owing to the
darkness one is apt to step over into space
and find the bottom in a pool of mud and
water. In wet weather the boards become
greasy with the mud and walking is difficult.

As the front line is approached there is
more or less difficulty, for the troops are guid-
ed on their way by the periodical bursts of
Verry lights (bright rockets fired from a
pistol) which illuminate the pathway. When
near the firing line the troops stand still when
these lights go up and map out their course.
Meanwhile, as a general custom, battalion and
companys are met by guides who have made
themselves familiar with the front line and
communication trenches. These guides us-
ually precede the advance of a battalion by
two days in order to familiarize themselves
with the mazework of trenches, location of
dugouts and headquarters,

The troops having arrived at the front line
trenches, commence to take up their respective
positions. Sentries of the outgoing battalion
on post are relieved by the incoming troops,
each sentry passing over his orders to the
new one. Little tit bits not on standing or-
ders are exchanged, such as ‘‘watch that
gully !’ “Fritz has a machine gun over there.’’
The relieving sentry asking ‘‘is it quiet in
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this area? What are they in front of us,
Saxons or Prussians’’? ete., ete. All posts,
sentries, ete. relieved, the new troops settle
themselves down to their new quarters and
get their ‘‘bearings.”’ First thing to be done
is to relieve himself of his pack and get-on a
light rifle or battle order; rifle, ammunition,
gas masks, in fact skeleton dress. Troops
must ever be in readiness to resist the enemy
should he attempt a surprise attack. We
must not be caught napping. if, however,
there is unusually heavy shelling there is a
general ‘‘stand to.”” Much depends on the
temper and disposition of the enemy. A sor-
tie is to be made into no man’s land and an
officer with a few men erawl out from a sap
head or part of the trench made for the pur-
pose, generally the men volunteer for this
work. No man’s land is a very difficult place
to manoeuvre in. Many obstacles are encoun-
tered such as barbed wire, shell holes, small
mines which explode when one touches a
stick or other obstacle, trip wires, tin cans
placed in such a position so that one uncon-
sciously touches it, causing it to rattle and
create an alarm. Flares are thrown into no
man’s land and illuminate the ground for sev-
eral yards; this is the most critical time, for
one has to remain perfectly still and if poss-
ible hide in a shell hole or other place to con-
ceal himself. Our troops in the frqnt line
trench are always notified of the going out
and coming in of our patrols. Of course there
have been times when a sad incident through
carelessness has occured and caused the loss
of a brave comrade. Happily such cases are

few.

The men on returning are given an allow-
“ance of rum and retire to sleep, the officer
meanwhile tenders his report to headquarters.
Needless to say the pat}'ol p}'esents a_sorry
sight on returning, especially if the night has

PATROL IN NoO MAN'’S LAND
been wet; mud
foot.

At one hour he
to arms, this being g

covering them from head to

fore dawn all troops stand

A ; precautionar
%i?;ls(tl :n b‘attaek at dawn.”’ Eveﬁ'ymé:;u?e
=15 < ‘ is
W;Ea his post, very few exceptions
0 the anxious period is over,
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the word is passed along to ‘‘stand down!”
The usual sentries are kept at their post and
the remainder file to the platoon officer’s dug-
out to take their ‘‘tot’’ of rum—about an egg-
cup full. If there are no urgent fatigues the
men snatch a little sleep, for a few hours later
on, fatigue parties are warned off to fill sand-
bags, dig dugouts, repair trenches smashed in
by enemy shells; dig drains, repair ‘‘bath
matts’’ (flooring of trench), ete. The sani-
tary squad is an independant party and is re-
sponsible for the cleanliness of the trenches
generally. As evening approaches, a ration
party is told off by sections (four sections to
a platoon, sixteen platoons to a battalion) to
proceed to the ration dump to draw rations—
bread, meat, butter, bacon, jam, cheese, etc.
The mail is also brought up by the ration
transport wagons from the ‘‘transport lines”
in rear of the fire zone which is sometimes
four or more miles away. As soon as it be-
comes dark enough, the ration party wend
their way down the long communication
trenches to the ration dump. The transport
sergeant or the quartermaster sergeant calls
out the names of the company, platoon, sec-
tion, or headquarters, and the men receive
their rations tied up in sandbags. One man
carries two sandbags, one over each shoulder
connected by a cord. In winter coke and
charcoal is supplied for the dugouts which
also arrive in sandbags, or as Tommy terms it
a ‘‘gunny-sack.”’” The mail is taken to head-
quarters and distributed to the various sec-
tions. The arrival of the mail is eagerly
looked forward to, as a letter from home kin-
dles new life in Tommy. Many pairs of eyes
are directed on parcels when being opened,
and a mutual distribution is made among the
friends of the owner of the parcel. Words of
comfort greet the unlucky boy who has not
received word from home, and he hears news
of the doings of his home town through other
boys who have been favored with a letter.
Newspapers are passed around and so the
boys keep in touch with the outer world. The
happy hour over, the boys file‘out of the dug-
out to duty ‘““on top,”’ leaving their parcels
and rations in the dugout. If the area is rat
infested, and in most cases it is so, then in the
morning when the troops go into their dugout
there is a possibility of a raid by rats having
taken place during the night and a consider-
able portion of the boy’s larder is diminished.
During the morning there is talk of a possible
raid on a section of the enemy’s lines and
volunteers are called for to take part in it.
Always more than the number respond and
after careful selection the men chosen re-
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tire to their dugouts to rest up for the
offensive, (later a different method was adopt-
ed for raiding parties). As the hour for ‘‘over
the top’’ approaches, the men’s eagerness to
‘‘strafe the Hun’’ becomes acute. They as-
semble in a selected part of the trench and
await the signal to go ‘‘over the top.”” A
barrage on the enemy’s trenches lifts and the
boys, with bombs, rifle and bayonet rush
swiftly across no man’s land on to the en-
emy’s first line trench. They are soon busy
with bayonet and bomb. Men specially told
off to look after dugouts, carry a Stokes’
trench mortar bomb. The order to the boche
is to surrender, if he hesitates long he is the
recipient of the trench bomb, it is heard
bumping down the steps of the deep dugout
and after a few seconds pause there is a loud
explosion and the hesitating boche is no more.
Meanwhile the few live Huns on top are
hustled back to the rear as prisoners to be
afterwards interrogated as to identity,
strength, number of their regiment, where
from, how long they have been in the line,
location of machine guns, trench mortars, ete.,
ete. After the raid is over the men retire to
their own lines as quickly as possible in order
to avoid retaliation by the enemy, also to es-
cape their bombardment. Once safely in
their own lines they are hospitably received
and congratulated on their achievement. Rum
is served to them and they retire to a well
earned rest.

These raids may take place several times
during a regiment’s stay in the front line and
are conducted at different times of the day
or night. News of relief is welcomed, and
the troops prepare for evacuation, the same
preliminaries are gone through as when they
entered the front line and ‘‘took over’’ from
the other regiment. Everything ready and
duties properly relieved, the order is given to
move and the troops file down the muddy
trenches to the communication trench which
is nearly always in better shape than those of
the front line. The relief is kept secret but
in some cases the troops are subject to a
stra.fe when going out and coming in, and in-
variably lose many men. Rain and mud is
the curse of all troops but these are the least
of Tommy’s worries when going out to billets.
Of course, many are the conjectures as to the
nature of the billets and the village they are
logated in. After a long and miserable march,
stiff and sore with their stay in the trenches
and feeling dirty, they arrive at their rest
quarters.

Orders are shouted out, and flash lamps like
constellation of stars flicker in and out de-
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1 The troops are usher-
ed into their home to be for a week, fortnight

noting much aectivity.

or perhaps longer. Everyone feeling tired
and irritable look for somewhere to lay their
pack and to make a shake down. Some are
favored with straw, others not so fortunate
get anywhere. All places in and around the
farm are taken over by the troops until a
straightening up by the billeting officer next
morning when the previous night’s confusion
has died down. The following day, the
troops, by platoons, are marched off to the
bath house, carrying their towels and soap.
The men are assembled in a large room which
is fitted up with forms, hanging their clothes
on nails which are arranged around the room
for that purpose. A party of about twelve,
file into a chamber where, on the floor
are tubs and above these tubs are sprink-
lers or showers. Each man stands in the tub
and the attendant regulates the hot and cold
water supply, and so it goes on until the
whole platoon has taken a bath. They are
then taken back to the billet where a foot in-
spection takes place by the doector. The men
who reported sick during the morning are not
forgotten and go through the same pro-
gramme at a special parade.

The men now square up their billet a,nd_PPe-
pare for a comfortable night’s rest. Billets
differ as regards comfort, size and sanitation.
Tt may consist of an old barn with a few of
the tiles missing, providing an incentive for a
study of astronomy. A side may have its mud

THE GOLD STRIPE

walls perforated by shell fire or otherwise. In
this case a ground sheet carried by the troops
comes in handy to cover it over. Also there
may be a difficulty in the way of approach
to the billet; it may necessitate a slow, slushy
course through several inches of mud an<i one
is fortunate if he navigates the ‘‘courtyard’’
safely at night without walking through the
cess pool or manure heap and going up to his
neck. If not too neéar the firing line, candles
are permitted and on entering the billet one
can see the boys busy writing and assuming
many fantastic shapes in doing so. If straw
is not available it may be had by applying to
the farmer, providing of course he has it to
spare. It is sold at varying prices, half g
frane or a franc per bundle. Madame of the
farm looks to her finances in the sale of cups
of coffee and sometimes eggs and chipped po-
tatoes. The latter has become a standard
meal with the boys in France when away from
the regiment. The writer once had two eges
and some chipped potatoes at Ypres for \hris
Xmas dinner, for the rats had eaten his good
things the night before.

It must not be forgotten that Tommy has to
do guard duties outside his billets during his
company’s term of occupation. During hours
off duty, the question often asked is, “Any-
thing on at the ‘Y’?”’ and a YM.CA is
usually close at hand, and very often a éon-
cert is given by visiting or local artists,

And so the programme goes on ad infinitun

-
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Art and the Soldier

By James Leyland

BRS
W. James Leyland is a member of the Vancouver Art

and Historical Society. He has done much to foster
the love of good art in Vancouver.

It is generally agreed that nothing can be
the same after the war. There will be a gen-
eral reconstruction of all things and nothing
will escape the changes sure to come. If this
be true it follows that art in its various forms
will change, or rather shall we say that there
will be a greater appreciation among the gen-
eral public than has obtained hitherto.

Let us look for a moment at the reasons
which lead to this line of thought. We have
just come through over four years of the
bloodiest and most terrible war the world has
ever seen. Some of our most prized and artis-
tically most valuable buildings have been
ruthlessly destroyed beyond repair and
though highly esteemed by the more artistic
people were, so far as the average person was
concerned, mere names, and in many instan-
ces utterly unknown.

Through the action of the Huns attention
world wide has been drawn to them, and a
great interest has been awakened. They have
been made familiar to us by photographs, by
cheap prints ani by the most expensive etch-
ings, all of which have found a ready sale in
all countries. These alone, for whatever rea-
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son they may originally have been purchased,
are bound to have a great influence on the
taste of the public. Added to this is the fact
that so many of our men have been overseas
and have had the opportunity of seeing many
of the world’s artistic treasures both archi-
tectually and in the realm of painting.

They have seen the beautiful building and
Cathedral of France and Belgium, as well as
seen Old England.

They have many of them visited the art
galleries and have aroused within themselves
a taste which may have been dormant for bet-
ter things than they had ever before dreamed
of. They have seen the picturesque old world
cities of the Continent, the peaceful pastoral
beauty of England, and the quaint old fash-
ioned villages. Some have visited the well
known beauty spots of the English Lake dis-
triect, Scotland, North Wales and elsewhere;
whilst others again have been to Chester,
Shrewsbury and many other picturesque and
interesting towns. All this has, so to speak,
‘“opeved their eyes,”” and they will come back
to us imbued with new ideas, with a broader
outlock and a desire to introduce more of the
picturesque and artistic into their lives In
Canada; and who shall say them nay? Have
they not earned their title to the most artistic
and beautiful in life? They have been
through hell itself- and have seen more of the
ugly things of life than has ever fallen to the
lot of any previous generation.

And we who have been, against our will,
some of us, forced to stay behind, have we,
too, not been made to think and wonder and
suffer? Surely when all the turmoil is over
there must be a reaction against the horrors
we have =all passed through? Surely some
means will be adopted to counteract the
dreadful things of the last four years?

We are emerging after the painful struggle
and sacrifice to a new, and let us hope, a
brighter world in which shall be seen beauty
enthroned and ugliness cast down. A world
rich in all the best things of life if we will
only take them. A world bought by the sac-
rifice of our best manhood on the altar of
greed and power. When all is over there
must be some compensation, some reward,
and what can be more uplifting or more ele-
vating to the race than to desire and to aec-
quire those things which will minister to the
aesthetic and beautiful?

Let us leave no stone unturned to acecom-
plish this end, and let us make Vancouver
worthy of its beautiful surroundings.
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A Clever Soldier Artist

ERNEST LE MESSURIER

The sketch on this page
is by Lieutenant Ernest Le
Messurier, who was born in
Hamilton, Ontario, in 1894. He
is the son of Mr. and Mrs.

Thomas Le Messurier of Van- il
couver. Very early in life he :

showed a love for drawing,
and when a child, a lead pen-
cil and a piece of paper would
keep him quiet. He was clever,
too, in other ways. When only
eight years of age he played

the part of Sir Peter Teazle at s ‘

Vietoria, and, dressed as little
Lord Fauntleroy, he led the
grand parade.

He was art editor of school
magazines and at the Univer-
sity of British Columbia. He
graduated B.A., and was one
of the ‘eight who received the
degree in khaki. :

Ernest Le Messurier enlisted
with the 11th Irish under
Lieut.-Col. MeSpadden. He
drew the Honour Roll of the
officers of the 11th Irish, a
beautiful work of art.

He spent some time in France and England,
especially at the Canadian Training School
for Officers. He was editor of the official or-
gan of the school, ‘“‘Chevrons and Stars,’”’ to
which magazine he contributed many draw-
ings. He has had sittings from Prince Arthur
of Connaught and about fifty officers of high
rank, producing very excellent portraits.

He was attached to the 143rd British Colum-
bia Bantams, under Colonel Powley, became'
Lieutenant, and went overseas.

In England he worked in the Canadian
Training School for Officers at Bexhill, under
Lieut.-Col. Critchley, who thought much of his
talent.

A Breeze at Bexhill
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Hastings Park—a Mﬂitary Depot

The Exhibition has drawn many thousands
of people to Hastings Park, but many thous-
ands of people had never seen the Park until
drawn there by ties of kinship, their kith and
kin being mobilized there for overseas service.
Here at Hastings Park the flower of manhood
received their first lessons in warfare. Here
they were metamorphosised from raw recruits
to finished soldiers of the King. IHere met the
son of the laborer, mechanic, farmer, with the
young men from the banks, from the law offi-
ces, from the shops and stores, from the univer-
sities, answering the call of patriotic duty.
Many of these young men from Hastings Park
have been decorated by the King for acts of
heroism and bravery, some have ascended the
ladder of military promotion for meritorious
service. Some now wear an empty sleeve or
move on crutches, and also, alas, many sleep in
Flanders Fields where poppies grow. The
glory of their heroic sacrifices runs from shell
riven battlefields across the Channel, through
‘“Merrie”” England, across the Atlantic death-
trap to peaceful Canada, across her mighty
prairies and Rockies to Hastings Park

Yes, Hastings Park for upwards of four
years has been a great Military cradle, a great
Military school, from whence have graduated
a class of men who have won honor, fame and
glory on the gory battle fields of the greatest
war the world has ever seen. Written into
history are the heroic deeds and prowess of
brave men down through all the ages. When
the history of the Great War comes to be writ-
ten it will be shown that the spirit of chivalry
still lives, that brave men still live, and still
die for the honor and glory of the good old flag,
and that in this far flung outpost of the Empire
the bravest of the brave were found.

Hastings Park will-ever bring fond remem-

brances to many bereaved souls. It was here
they periodically went to visit their dear ones
training for the task of their lives. It was here
that many last ‘‘Good-byes’’ were said. It was
here the pangs of separation were experienced.

‘When war broke out in August 1914 the
Militia took charge of Hastings Park. The
then Minister of Militia, Sir Sam Hughes, came
to the Coast to settle details of mobilization
and arranged with the Exhibition authorities
for the use of the Grounds. The first year of
the war the Exhibition was held with mobilized
troops upon the grounds, the second year it
happened that the troops were training in sum-
mer camp at Vernon. The third year the troops
were accommodated at New Westminster
leaving the Grounds free for holding the Exhi.
bition, and the fourth year, the number of
troops being small at that time remained in
camp upon the Grounds, the Agricultural
Building and part of the Grounds being set
apart for their occupation, so that Exhibition
work right through the war has not been sus-
pended. The encouragement of better and
greater production being the primary objects
of.the Association, it was realized that the oper-
ations of that body was war work, and so the
training of troops and the encouragement of
food production went on side by side,

Ir} the building up of an exhibition the wild-
est 1magi_nation of the promotors would never
have conjured in their minds the establishment
here of a great military training school. The
value to the business people of the city of
Vancouver was great. For the first two years
1t 1s roughly estimated that one million dollars
per year was spent here. The circulation of this
war money in the City meant good business for
business houses. Now the war is over, Hastings
Park should not be forgotten.

Hastings Park Camp

TR,
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Captain H. C. L. Lindsay, C.AM.C. C.E.F.
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Dr, H. C. L. Lindsay was born in Strathroy, Ont., in
May, 1883. He had his early schooling there, and
grad,uated from the Western Medical College in 1909.
During his holidays in his third year' in medicne, he
did five months’ maternity work with the Hill maternity
Clinic, New York City. The same year he graduated
he pa’ssed the competitive examination in the New
York Skin and Cancer Hospital as house surgeon, but
previous to entering took a short course at the New
York Polyclinic under Robinson. Leaving the New York
Skin and Cancer Hospital in 1910, he became associated
with Drs. Fox and Wise at two clinics, the Vanderbilt
and the New York Skin and Cancer Hospital. He also
kept up work at the same time with the Polyclinic. He
left for England in the spring of 1911 and !Spenti se%eral
months in London and returned to practice in Van-
couver. In 1913 he went to Paris to St. Lois I—;ospltal
for seven months and returned to Vancouver for one
year when war broke out. In 1915 he went overseas
with No. 5 General Hospital, and was invalided from
Saloniki the following year,

Arch of Gaferius

Church of St. George

Every military unit going overseas and lands
in England is held there temporarily pending
the disposition of the officer in command, who
gives the final order as to their ultimate des-
tination. Naturally every unit has a desire to
go to the French Front, where honour and
glory await the brave, but then there are
many other fronts in this great war, and thus
it happens that certain units find themselves
in the Balkans, perhaps Mesopotamia, Egypt,
South Afriea or India, Italy or Russia. On
learning that our destination was to be Serbia
we felt keen disappointment, because we had
decided, in our own minds, at least, that the
campaign there would be a very limited one,
and also the chances of winning names for
ourselves would be very small indeed. Aside
from this the world had been horrified from
time to time with stories from this part of the
world, which, though in Europe, appeared
quite as savage as the wildest we could im-
agine in America. The assassination of their
former rulers left an uncanny feeling in the
hearts of many, because they were not ae-
quainted with the ways of the Near East nor
were they educated as to the cause of such
an episode. More recently the capture of an
American girl (Miss Sloane) by brigands who
held her for ransom, startled the whole world ;
then, too, the Balkan wars were the cynosure
of all the civilized world, who commented
freely on the barbarities practiced by the
different peoples entering into the contest.

At the exact moment when we learned our
destination the enemy had pushed back some
of our divisions, and the poor Serbians were
being rapidly forced from their country. One

n
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disaster after another was falling upon them,
but not the least of these was the terrible pes-
tilence ‘‘typhus fever.”” This dread disease was
killing thousands of them. Many, too, were
being frost bitten when crossing the moun-
tains owing to an unprecedented cold snap
which caught them at the psycologically
wrong moment. Our outlook, therefore, was
not bright, but we were soldiers enough to go
where we were ordered with every intention
to do our very best for the stricken people.

The nearest point or port to the Serbians
was Saloniki, the ancient Therma, afterwards
“‘Thessalonica,”’ a town first brought to the
notice of peoples in America by its being men-
tioned in the Bible. ‘‘St. Paul’s epistles to
the Thessalonians.”” The Greeks held control
of the place until some four hundred years
ago, when the Turks usurped the privilege,
but at all times it has been a meeting place of
the West with the East. It has always beea
a haven of rest or escape for the scalawags or
religious maniacs from the surrounding coun-
tries. Thus the Spanish Jews fled to it during
the inquisitions of Ferdinand and Isabella.
Thus the Venetians in olden times made it a
fort and built the famous ‘‘Tour Blanche’’ to
protect themselves from marauding pirates.
After the last Balkan shuffle the Turks lost
Saloniki and the Greeks once more possessed
it. Thus the native boy can usually speak
both the Turkish language and Greek as well
as French, which is the language of commerce
there. If he has been observant he can also
speak Spanish since thousands of Spanish
Jews still live there, and being in such close
proximity to Italy many can speak Italian as
well. (Although over 100,000 in population
fully 30,000 are Jews.) I have met clerks
who could read, write and speak ten lan-
guages, who were born in Saloniki. With
such a heteroglot population no wonder it
was considered the most cosmopolitan place
for its size in the whole world.

Such was to be our landing place, and after
our troublous journey by boat through the

-perils of the Atlantic and Mediterranean we

actually welcomed its sight with a sigh of
relaxation and breathed more comfortably
when we had passed the mines and entered its
wonderful harbour at the Vardar’s mouth on
the Aegean Sea. Even at its very harbour
gates a marauding submarine had left its dis-
mal reminder in the shape of a wrecked cattle
boat. :

We were not permitted to land at once, and
we were glad of this, because a high wind
was blowing sleet and hail and snow with
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blinding force. Most uncomfortable rumors
reached our boat from time to time, and we
held ourselves in readiness to get on shore at
a momgnt’s notice. Several days passed dur-
ing which time, if any lull came in the storm,
we ventured on deck and gazed at the wonder-
ful and mystic city.

With our binoculars we could see nearly
the whole place, because it rises like an amphi-
theatre on the steep slope of Mount Kor-
tiasch. The walled city is roughly delta
shaped, the base of the triangle running along
the water’s edge, covering a distance of over
four miles. The streets came right to the
water’s edge, and one runs parallel with it,
terminating at one end in a huge white stone
tower, known as the ‘‘Stone Blanche.”” The
buildings were apparently all built of white
stone, possessing characteristic red tiled roofs.
Here and there, however, arose structures of
some pretentions, palaces—huge churches and
mosques. Tall minarettes were visible in
every sector of the landscape, and it was with
a feeling of pleasurable anticipation that I
jumped in a small dingy headed shoreward
and was landed on the stone steps at the foot
of ““Rue Venizelos.”’

Nothing could have been more foreign to
me than the sights which met my gaze. What
appeared as spotlessly clean and white at a
distance of a mile and a half now looked
strangely sordid. The narrow, irrezular
streets, were filled to capacity with Greeks
and Greek soldiers who were leading long
pack trains of mules through the town. The
cobble stone roads and flag stone walks were
none too comfortable for the feet. The cold
on this particular day had somewhat abated,
but did not deter me from making a rapid
survey of the place.

We had not gone far when we located a
man whom we knew in Toronto. He had been
here two weeks and was helping to put down
the typhus epidemic. His story was discon-
certing, indeed, but we did not go to Saloniki
with the idea of having a pienie, so we simply
braced ourselves for the ordeal of the future.
Soon we were to learn the insidious effect of
the climate on men not immunized against
its evils. Malaria and dysentry were to prove
a bigger bugbear to us than typhus, which
we escaped. We did not suffer from plague
and leprosy and other classical Greek diseases
but we were to be puzzled about phlebotomus
fever and malignant malaria as well as hill
diarrhoea. There things read much more
than they really seemed to me, and were it not
for the fact that I finally succumbed to the
enervating effects of the climate myself, I can
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truthfully say that I enjoyed my stay in Sal-
oniki,

Greek history is responsible for my disap-
pointment upon beholding the manhood and
womanhood of the race which I saw in Sal-
oniki. The Grecian athlete was decidedly
non est in this locality.

The officers parading the streets with their
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such that I finally made my way into a res-
taurant and secured a seat. Fully 200 people
were having dinner in a room that would
have been crowded with a single 100 in it.
Greece was neutral at this time, and the Ger-
man consul still held his post in the city and
Germans were running all over the place.
My eye encountered the hateful glare of many

of these swine. I had to

-

content myself with lis-
tening to the. musiec they
made as they gargled
their soup, because the
meal was positively re-
pulsive to me, consisting
of soup, rice as a vege-
table, and goat’s meat;
the latter was terrible.
Every window was studi-
ously closed, and had it
not been for the fact that
the beer was rather good
I should have fainted. As
it was I contented myself
with chasing the cock-
roaches from my side of
the table, and was thank-
ful when others had fin-
ished and allowed me to
make my exit, still hun-
gry and desperately
warm.

In my wanderings
around the town I made
a point of looking up the
oldest things. The gem of
the whole place was the
arch of Galerine, which
was in bad repair, but,
nevertheless, interesting.
The crude -carvings on
parts of this were an in-
dex to its great age and
differences in material
showed when it had been
repaired from time to
time through different

Mosque over 400 years old

Pompous strides, compared with French of-
cers, reminded one of toy soldiers. Their
Stature did not come up to the French and
they 1acked the alertness and dash. The
Women, for the mogt part, were also disap-
Pointing, and in no jnstance did T see one of
®ither gex which would justify the raptures
Mto which ancient history plunges one.

ven in Salonikj the pangs of hunger were

generations.

Probably nothing ag-

tonished me more than

the ancient bath house in the centre of the
town. It was so old that Egyptian hiero.
glyphies were still discernable on the stones
forming the basin to the fountain at the main
entrance. The structure and completeness of
this public bath could assist us in building one
to this day. The Tour Blanche was the fort-
ress built by the Venetians, and is an interest-
ing structure, being in good repair. It has
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walls of solid stone fifteen feet thick or more.
Although eighty odd feet high it has a wind-
ing roadway on the interior up to its top
along which a native one-horse cart could be
drawn. The tower is surrounded by a prom-
enade and next to it is a huge beer garden,
the centre of gaiety for the whole city. Here
band concerts and open air concerts are given
every night. It is here that Hastern dances
and Russian dances are performed for the ben-
efit of those visiting in the city from those
parts. They are wonderful performances.

The church of St. Sophia is one of the larg-
est churches and is built much like the missions
one sees in Southern California but with this
difference. It has a tall minarette on one side
and a decidedly low Turkish looking tower on
the other. It is supposedly the prototype of
the church of the same name in Constanti-
nople.

The town is fortified; has a ecitadel, huge
walls and several forts. In places the wall is
thick enough for a wagon road. The battle-
ments on top are about five feet in height.
The upper part of the town where the wall
is most perfeet is the Turkish quarter. Here
the streets are very narrow and irregular.
The homes are mere hovels, and if recent fire
bas cleaned these out it could have done little
evil. It is off the main thoroughiares that we
come in contact with curious streets, cobbled
roads with the sewers running down their
centres and walks built with the thin brick
so much used by the ancient Romans. Then,
too, here and there we see the remnants of a
bygone civilization. At one time the town
possessed a wonderful waterworks system and
many of the arched public fountains are still
in existance. Great pillars of stone, half
buried in the debris of the ages mark where
a former colonnade, built under Nero, once
stood, and at one place where the contour of
the ground evoked a question from me, I
learned that I was standing on the site of an
old ecircus or hippodrome of great antiquity.
The church of St. Demetrius, despoiled by the
Turks, was inlaid with porphyry and jasper.
Truly time has changed Saloniki. The many

vicissitudes of its peoples have warped their
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energies and what should be the gateway or
port for the hemmed in countries of Serbia
and Bulgaria is now simply, in peace times, a
centre for tobacco, wine, silk and wool. What
should be a thriving healthy city has been
ruiped by war, lack of enterprise and politico-
religous dissentions among its cosmopolitan
peoples. The town has been ‘‘bled white’’ by
heavy taxes all through the ages. None of
the rulers were sure they could hold it and
hence they made money while they had the
place in their grasp. When one wanted a
concession under Turkish rule he could get it
by bribery, but under the king of Greece some
(Greeks maintain they can get nothing in Sal-
oniki.

Let us hope that the close contact into
which this war has brought the many peoples
of this part of the world will have a beneficial
effect making all more tolerant of other
religions than their own.

The possibilities of the town: Ist, as to
climate, are excellent if the place were
cleaned up properly; 2nd, as to location, it is
ideal, being on the seventy-mile railroad
joining it up with Belgrade on the Danube,
thus connecting it by land and water roads
in the valley of the Danube with Smyrna and
the coasts of Asia Minor, and its location on
it’s own wonderful natural harbour facilitates
easy shippingz; 3rd, as to production of silk,
corn, cotton, wool, hides and tobacco as well
as all kinds of fruit, grapes, figs, dates, apples,
lemons and olives, has been fully proven, but
the natives prefer to carry on their agricul-
ture much after the fashion of the agricul-
turist eighteen hundred years ago. They have
no experimental farms and modern machinery
and methods seem to be entirely lacking.
Flour is still crudely ground by windmills.
They do know how to grow grapes to per-
fection and how to make wine. With the in-
gress of Englishmen and Americans who can
see at a glance how this beautiful place is
going to waste 1 fully expect some enterpris-
ing spirits will endeavor to arouse the Thes-
salonians from their lethargy and teach them
how to make their old town hum with pros-
perity.
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*PTE. E. FORREST

tPTE. A. FRASER
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*SAPPER W. J. LIGHTFOOT N

*Wounded.
fKilled in Action,




THE GOLD STRIPE Page 137

TR
; S e~ S i

“BUY A ROSE”

[Every year, on Alexandra Day, there is a
Rose Sale of real and artificial roses for the
Victorian Order of Nurses.F. P.]

In this fair City with its wealth and beauty
Lurk poverty and pain, and fell disease
If you have sympathy—then do your duty
And help Christ’s poor and needy—“Such
as these.”
Under the shadows of the tall church steeple
There crowdeth sickness, poverty and
death.
Will you not do your part to help God’s
people,
Who fight for life with scant and labouring
breath?
(Buy a Rose—a Pretty Rose!)

Deft fingers fashion’d stem, and leaf and
flower,
Art copied Nature, with a loving care,
Kind-hearted women work'd for many an
hour )
To mould the blossoms they would have
you wear.
Each rose you see today in this great City
Doth bear the perfume of a love sincere;
The buds are fragrant with a holy pity,
The leaves are dewed with sympathetic
tear.
(Buy a Rose—a Pretty Rose!l)

When sinks the sun in all its Western
splendour,
Let’s count our gains and cry, “We have
well done!”
For the good work of nurses—true and
tender.
Let us all say: “We have your help well
won.”
“The Nurse’s Creed”? It is Christ's true
salvation;
T’will someday rule the world, now war-
mad blind.
“Let LOVE aid weak and poor of every
nation.
Earth would be heaven, if the world—were
KIND.
Buy a Rose— a Pretty Rose!
For LOVE and PITY—BUY A ROSE!

AF.NOE L BURS! L=

Coer i i i
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ﬂe Somme Trenches

By Captain Wilson Herald, M.C.

Captain Wilson Herald, M.C., was born in Dundas,
Ontario, studied medicine at Queens University, Toronto,
came west to Vancouver in 1891 and practised medicine
in British Columbia until 1915, when he joined the 72nd
Seaforths as Medical Officer.

He went overseas with his unit in April, 1916, and
followed the fortunes of the Battalion through Belgium,
the Somme battles, Vimy Ridge and the succeeding
battles around the outskirts of Lens, where he received
his decoration, which embraced Avion, the Power House,
and other sectors,

Captain Herald is the author of a War Book to be
published shortly, which deals with the actual experi-
ences of the men of the Canadian forces, not as indi-
viduals, but as a body, and which will be of extreme
interest to those who have had sons, husbands and
sweethearts “Over There.”

His son Ralph enlisted with the 72nd at the outbreak
of the war, and was killed in action at the Second
Battle of Ypres, while serving with the famous 16th
Battalion, of which he was one of the original members.

Our battalion got a dreadful initiation to the
trenches on the Somme front, and on our first
tour we had eight days and eight nights duty,
four in Sugar trench support line and four in
the firing line. There was not much choice be-
tween the two, each was equally dreadful, with-
out shelter and practically impossible.

I have never in my life seen such mud or
such spectacles as our men were after they had
got into these horrible lines. The weather was
cold and wet, there was positively no chance to
get dry or warm and how it was possible for
them to stick it out I have never been able to
understand.

Men got mired in the mud and had to be
pulled out by their comrades. One of my men,
young Roy Herne, went down over the waist-
band of his trousers, the mud trlck.lgd down his
legs and he was pulled out still smiling. Three

of our men wallowed into the mud, lost their
rubber hip boots, and walked in their stocking
feet to my dressing station.

The officers had to constantly watch that the
men did not get out on the parapet and walk
overland. But they did sometimes get on top,
taking a chance on the Hun shells in preference
to the awful mud. The Hun shells were not by
any means the greatest of their troubles, but
they were bad enough.

These men, when nearly crazy for want of
sleep, chilled to the marrow of their bones,
physically completely worn out and worried
by the Hun shelling, slept in these dreadful
trenches with the rain and sleet falling on
their faces. They would sit in the mud with
their legs sunk to the knees, and their backs
resting on the sides of the muddy trench and
sleep, or they would lie right down in the mud
and sleep.

They stuek it and did not complain, but
patiently waited for the day when they would
get at the wretched Hun and beat him as they
knew they would.

All you old ladies and young ladies and chil-
dren in Canada; all you men and boys who are
too old or too young or physically unfit to fight
in this war, please never forget what our Ca-
nadian men have endured and suffered for your
sakes. The agony of these trenches was worse
than the wounds and almost, I think, worse
than death.

They were young and strong and blessed
with great powers to recuperate, otherwise they
could never have gone on with the game. A
few days rest in billets and most of them were
again bright and smiling, ready for any fun
they could get and when ‘‘trench time’’ came
once more they went in cheerfully, ready to
re-undergo the ordeal and take a whack at the
Hun.

The exhausting carrying parties under these
awful circumstances were heartbreaking. Fan-
cy wallowing through the mud with rations,
ammunition and water and taking from four
to eight hours to make a distance of less than
two miles. It was certainly awful and never
will the Somme be forgotten by any of our boys
as long as they live. Many of the men will
never recover from the exposure they suffered
and the tasks they were necessarily given to
do while on this front.

The men were sublime in their courage and
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bravery and are positively the greatest heroes
in »this war. Captains, Majors, Colonels and
Generals all get more or less glory, some receive
decorations and many obtain higher rank, but
not one of them suffered as much as Private
Jones or Private Smith, nor have they been ex-
posed to danger once where Jones and Smith
have risked their lives ten times. Nor do I
wish to insinuate for one instant, that the offi-
cers have shirked their duty. They most posi-
tively have not, but their duty does not call
them to be so constantly exposed.

After one of these Somme tours was over and
our men reached their miserable billets, some
of them, great strong men, broke down and
cried through absolute exhaustion. But mark
you they did not break down until they were
out of the line. They were so weary and tired;
they had been shelled all the time by horrible
sereaming shells; rattled at by machine guns
if they so much as showed their noses; and
sniped at by snipers if for one instant they ex-
posed themselves. When they got out of it,
some of them broke down as I have said, but
next day they would laugh and be quite all
right.

Six men were detailed in the line to earry in
each stretcher case, and although this was a
very dangerous and almost superhuman task
it was always readily undertaken by the com-
~ rades of the wounded men. Usually it was a
question of coming in over the top as the task
was absolutely impossible through the trenches,
not only on account of the greater mud, but
also because the trenches were so tortuous that
a stretcher could not be carried through them.

They wallowed for hours through the mud,
passed through all the dangers, stumbled and
fell and struggled through the inky black of
the night. But they hung on and arrived at
the dressing station sweating, breathless, plas-
tered with mud and completely done in.

I give these men full eredit for their pluck
and determination. I have never seen men do
so much for one another as they will in this
war game, and it is a good thing that such is
the case, as otherwise it would have been quite
a different tale for those who fell.

It was while we were on this front that our
Quartermaster, Captain Glover, conceived the
idea of supplying the men in the line with
home-made Tommy Cookers. He had hundreds
of empty jam tins collected, and promptly got
the pioneers punching ventilating holes in
them. Long strips of sacking were next cut
the width of the length of the can, these were
profusely smeared with grease, rolled and
placed in the tins and a Tommy Cooker was
ready, which would burn for several hours.
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On our first trip of eight days into the
Somme, eighteen hundred of these cookers were
used by our men and instead of existing on
bully beef and biscuits, they heated their Ma-
conachie (tinned ration) and actually toasted
their bread. This was a great comfort to our
men and helped them wonderfully.

Another dreadful enemy that we had to com-
bat in the trenches was trench feet, an exceed-
ingly painful condition, and practically the
same thing as frozen feet. It starts with a gen-
eral swelling of every part of the foot, which
becomes bright red in color, glazed and shining
in appearance, followed by a white and sodden
condition of the skin. If allowed to progress
the condition becomes very serious, resulting
in the necessity for free incisions and in some
cases even mortification sets in and a loss of
part or the whole of the foot is the result.
Standing in the cold mud and water for days
without getting an opportunity to dry the feet
or change the socks, is the cause.

The army authorities take very stringent
measures to prevent this condition, and have
issued an order that any battalion sending a
case of this sort to the hospital, will lose its
leave for all hands. This is about the harshest
measure they could take and required some in-
genuity on the part of the Medical Officer to
circumvent. Platoon commanders are held
directly responsible for the condition of the
men’s feet, and they must personally see to it
that the men dry and rub their feet and change

_their socks every day.

The ladies of Canada have been very good
and liberal to the troops in the line and have
sent them, among other things, many thousands
of pairs of socks. These gifts from the women
have prevented who can tell how many cases
of trench feet? At a very bad time our
battalion, I can remember, received seven hun-
dred and fifty pairs of socks from the Canadian
Red Cross, and one hundred and fifty pairs of
lovely hand-knit socks from the Triple Entente
Chapter of the Daughters of the Empire of
Vancouver.

It was when our men were on this front that
many of them got down on their knees in the
mud and prayed. I am sure that they must
have felt that any human aid was impossible,
that the exposure was almost beyond human
endurance and that the Hun shelling was al-
most more than they could bear. In any case,
whatever the reason, they certainly felt that
they needed some higher help and asked for
it. Always after an occasion of this kind, they
were calmed and steadied and determined and
dangerous.
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Brag!

BY HARRY.R.,FORMER_

The philosopher looked for a stone ... and we hand
him the merry ha-ha. My neighbour, who describes
himself as a philatelist, sends east for “carefully se-
lected assortments” of foreign postage stamps, hop-
ing some day to find a blue Mauritius, worth a thous-
and—or is it a million?—dollars; so far his collection
consists chiefly of “penny English” of the time of
Queen Victoria. The psychical researcher neglects
his business in the expectation of receiving non-es-
sential messages from departed friends; meanwhile
the company disconnects his phone. The whirling
dervish aims to achieve perpetual motion—the Budd-
hist, eternal rest; and I, some day I am going to hear
a soldier blow about his personal exploits in battle.

Years ago I was one of a number of small boys
who, in a school in suburban London, listened eagerly
to a discourse from a Crimean veteran. For an hour
he talked to us, not of himself, nor of the heroic
deeds of brave men, but of the divine self-sacrificing
love of a good woman. He told the immortal story
of Florence Nightingale whose shadow falling, as she
passed through the cheerless wards of the field hos-
pital, upon the bare and whitewashed walls, was
kissed by shattered and dying men, and whose chil-
dren, the armies of the British Empire, shall forever
rise up and call her blessed.

Being reminded by the school-master that he had
not spoken of his own part in the fighting, the old gen-
tleman requested that we would sing a song while he
endeavoured to recall some especially thrilling ex-
perience. We sang—

“The names of our ancestors, the names of other
days,

Have reached us through all ages, illumined by
glory’s rays.

Those names defy oblivion, they tyrant force
withstood,

They fought and fell for freedom, their simple
word held good.”

and when we had finished the old soldier told us of
the incident which was most deeply impressed upon
his mind:—

“Boys, when it was all over, the big ships came to
carry us home. As we marched aboard, the regimen-
tal band played ‘Home Sweet Home,” and I broke
down and cried like a baby.”

* * *

As a boy of thirteen I attempted to extract from an
Ashanti campaigner the story of a scar which cleft
his chin. He agreed to satisfy my curiosity on con-
dition that I accepted a chew of tobacco. After that
he talked; but I have no recollection of anything he
said, for I was preoccupied with the discovery that
the inadvertent swallowing of a mouthful of tobacco
juice has the effect of making the earth’s motion im-
mediately and violently apparent to the swallower.

I sat in a railway carriage where an old lady wor-
ried an ex-sergeant of the Fourth Dragoon Guards to
tell how he earned the two Egyptian medals, with
bars, which decorated his breast.
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“I didn’t earn them ma’am,” he replied, “they were
given to me; this one for being a tea-totaller; and
this for boosing in the canteen.”

Another cavalryman who lost a leg in the same
campaign confided to me that the most exciting mo-
ment in his military career happened when, on a re-
cruiting march from York to London, his horse threw
him and stepped on his hand.

A New Zealander who saw much fighting in the
Boer war, recalled as his most painful experience,
the risking of his life to save from a burning farm-
house a bottle of gold dust .. gold dust which shone
ruddily in the firelight, looked like gold but proved
to be quick-silver,

In this city I worked at one time with a man who,
like myself, is a cockney. At the outbreak of the
great war he hurried, with what might almost be
described as indecent haste, to join up. Upon his
return after some two years of fighting, I met him
on the street, minus one eye, and with sundry pieces
of shrapnel embedded in various parts of his body
as perpetual souvenirs.

“What was it like over there?’ I asked.

“Pretty soft” he replied, “Why, when we came
back after one battle there was rum for ten thousand
men, and only three thousand of us to drink it,” after
which he declined to discuss the subject of war any
further.

Hope springs eternal in the human breast, and
some day I am going to hear a soldier blow about
his personal exploits in battle.

= &=
3 THE PROFITEER
When he hears the Boys are coming Home.
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Honor Roll of

The Vancouver
Dailyv Province

*Armour, S. .
*Barker, ¥.
Barnwell, A.
**Bayley, Frank.
Bishop, W. T.
Bloom, Horace.
**Brockie, D.
Bruce, W.
Bryce, G., R.N.V.R.
Cadenhead, J.
Canning, P.
Churchill, Stan.
Corning, W.
Crosby, D.
Crowe, R.
Cuningham, D.
*Fleming, P. B.
Fleming, R.
Gale, J.
Graham, ¥.
Grant. W.
Hatt, F.
*Hewitt, James.

Hillam, W. A, R.N.V.R.

*Hunt, Jack.
Illingsworth, W. S.
Johnston, J.
King, E. B.
Knox, C.

*Laing, Albert.
*Laing, 'W.
*Lerasle, I.
Lothian, »M.
Lougheed, D.
Macklin, W. A.
*Marks, E. B.

*—Wounded.

Melsom, J.
Murray, Byers.
*Myers, Ken.
McArthur, P.,, M.M.
McBryde, W,
**McDonnell, L.
**McKay, Leslie.
*McLennan, Roy.
McTaggart, Edward.
Pearson, H.
Peneway, Charles.
Feneway, Tony.
Peters, B.
Prefontaine, Rene.
Roberts, A., R.F.C.
Roy, H.
Sayer, H. J.
Selman, Roy.
*Smith, Charles.
Smitheringale, C.
Soules, J.
Soules, W.
Suitto, D.
Taylor, D.
Tucker, J., R.N.V.R.
*Turner, Harris.
**Walker, Albert.
Walker, Alex.
*Wallace, Alexander.
Ward, H.
*Wells, Fred. ¥F.
*Wilson, A.
Wilson, G.
*Wilson, W.
Vance, G.
+Youhill, W. H.
Young, N.

*t—Killed. +Invalided.

O lads we played and labored with, 2
Who shared our work anq shared our joys,
High-hearted youth of roving blood,
O gallant laughter-loving boys,
You hcard the call and with a smile
Leaved to the summons, stood the test,
And some are wounded, some, alas,
Have given all and journeyed “ West.”

—R. K.
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ﬂe Y M.CA. and the War

In those now far-distant pre-war days when
the Y. M. C. A. was not too well known by
the General Public, there was an impression
abroad amongst virile full-blooded men that
the Organization possibly had a place in the
community to cater to the needs of those male
citizens who delighted in the thrills to be de-
rived from a game of tiddlewinks, or a tea
party, served by the Ladies Aid Society of
some Church, and devoured, free of charge,
by the patrons of the institution; but, for a
real man, delighting in those muscular con-

parties on being thrown together have found
that they have much in common, and that
each can lean a little more closely towards
the other to their mutual advantage. There
is on the one hand no lawful activity partiei-
pated in by mankind which need be outside
the pale of the Y. M. C. A, nor on the other
hand, any law abiding citizen who should
be debarred from the Association’s privileges.

If there has been any organization since the
Creation into which strong men of all ranks
and conditions of life have been drawn, that

Original Canadian Y.M.C.A. Hea dquarters near Bailleul, France.

Captain H. A. Pearson, Area Military Secretary for Alberta and British Columbia
was in charge.

tests which call for the last ounce of strength
and endurance and then go as far again on
nerve; Well! Guess again!

“‘Guess again’’ is right. In the pre-war
days the Y. M. C. A. in its estimate of the av-
erage man who swore and indulged in many
of the minor, and some of the major evils to
which the full-blooded male of the species
is prone to give way, was doubtless as far
wrong as was his estimate of the Y. M. C. A.

But the war has changed all this, and both

Organization has surely been. the Army: Yet
the Young Men’s Christian Association has
fitted into the army life as no other similar
organization could have done. Starting with
the men in the home camps, accompanying
them on troop trains, conducting them across
the ocean, with them in the base camps and
training centres in England, it followed the
army from the base in France or Salonika,
Dardanelles, Mesipotamia or Egypt or the far
East right up to the firing-line. Nor has it
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stopped there. There are Prison Camps in
Germany and other countries which can boast
of their Y. M. C. A’s. There are Internment
Camps in Holland and Switzerland equally
favoured. @~ Wherever there are Railway
Troops—wherever there are Woodcutters Bat-
talions, there the RED TRIANGLE sign is to
be seen displayed as a badge of brotherhood.
Back to ‘‘Blighty’’ on leave—What a glorious
leave the Y, M. C. A. has made possible to the
Canadian soldier in London, Edinburgh or
Paris, or en tour to any of the Tourist re-
sorts—At what a cheap rate he can get his en-
tertainment—What an avenue is opened up to
him to meet the best people of England in
their own homes, and being treated as one of
the family, or if he is fortunate enough to
draw a nice ‘‘Blighty.”” how his long hours of
convalescence are provided with entertain-
ments, games and outings by the “‘Y”’ Seg-
retary at the Hospital. On his return to his
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native land he finds the Y. M. C, A, Secretary
a friend in need at the Discharge Depots:
The little matters, all important to him, but
not a part of any Military Officer’s duty, are
taken in hand by the Y. Officer.

Then he comes home. He gets his discharge
and looks around for the familiar sign. In the
larger centres he finds a Red Triangle Club in
a prominent down-town district, and here he
soon feels at home again. If there is no Red
Triangle Club, he is slow to take advantage of
the free privileges of the local association, be-
cause of an old and mistaken prejudice, but,
once he is induced to ‘‘step inside,’”” he finds
that it is to his liking, and not the least in his
discoveries is that the Secretary in charge and
the Physical Director and the other members
of the Staff, are real live men with a real live
programme and can deliver the goods Jjust as
well as the Y. M. C. A. Officers who were for-
tunate enough to have an Overseas experience.

The Canteen of one of the Canadian ¥ .M.C.A. Tents for the men at Seaford

Camp.
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Foolish Questions

DO YOU TAKE YOUR LEG OFF
WHEN YOU

MY GOOD MAN HOW DID
YOU GET INTO THE ARMY

PTE. A. UDEN.

This page was drawn
by Pte. A. Uden of. the
16th Battalion. He en-
listed in Victoria with
the 50th Highlanders on
August 8th, 1914. Went
to France with the 16th
Canadian Scottish first
contingent.

He was through the
second battle of Ypres,
and was wounded at
Festubert, May 20, 1915.

Pte. Uden is a member
of the Amputation Club.
He has resumed artistic
occupation in civil life,
and will, no doubt, be a
frequent contributor to

the book world of Van-
couver.

But for his busy work
for the Christmas season
the Gold Stripe would
have had more samples
of his skill.

The editor has discov-
ered much literary and
artistic talent among the
returned soldiers, and is
glad that this book has
afforded some an oppor-
tunity to express them-
selves. Other volumes
may follow and the ex-
periences the men have
gone through should af-
ford them material for
much good work.
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RECRUITING IN VANCOUVER, 1914

G

MILITARY FUNERAL, VANCOUVER, 1918,
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LT.-COL. CYRUS WESLEY PECK, M.P,, V.C., D.S.0.
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Lieut.-Col. “Cy“ Pecl(, V.C., DSO

A SOLDIER M.P.

| : LIEUT.-COL. CY
: ' PECK, of Prince

== Rupert, B.C., holds
COCK "2’}2?%? the wunique distine-
(SIS

tion of being the
only member of any
British overseas par-
liament awarded the
Victoria Cross in the
recent war. Canada
is highly honored by
the valour demon-
strated by such an
exceptional distine-
tion. Cy Peck typi-
fies in a striking way
the Overseas Forces.

When the war
broke out he knew
rather less about a
rifle than he did
about a row-boat. He was in business in a
pioneer district of British Columbia on the last
frontier of British possessions in America, as
far away from the possibility of warfare as
it was possible for anyone to get. On the very
day that war was declared he enlisted at
Prince Rupert. He had been married but six
months before, and business ties as well as
advancing years might have suggested that he
give way to younger men.

He was one of the most public-spirited citizens
in Prince Rupert and well known throughout
the district, so that soon after his enlistment
he was put in charge of recruiting in the North
country, and in short order got together 225
men, whom he took to Vietoria on November
6, 1914, acting as commanding officer.

Overseas he was transferred to the 16th Can-
adian Highlanders under Col. Leckie, now Gen.
Leckie, of Vietoria. Under Colonel Leckie he
was made Major for meritorious service and
became commanding officer of the 16th Batta
lion. :

Wounded at Festubert. :

He was wounded in the fighting at Festu-
bert, where his business partner, Captain Don
Moore was killed. He was gassed at Vimy
Ridge, where for bravery he was later awarded
the D.S.0. The story is told that as his regi-
ment went into action with the band playing,
he, though under the doctor’s care, marched

ahead of the band and stayed in the fight until
the ridge was won.

Later in the war Lieut.-Col. Cy Peck, with
spartan courage carried a message from Colonel
Leckie to Colonel Hateh, and it ‘was not until
afterwards that it was discovered he had done
this while suffering from a gunshot wound in
the leg.

In the Dominion election of 1917, Lieut.-Col.
Peck, D.S.0., as he was then, was offered the
Unionist nomination for Prince Rupert and
Skeena, though he was overseas. In spite of
strong opposition, he was finally declared elect-
ed in his absence, an honour which he fully
appreciates. Col. Cy Peck, V.C.,, D.S.0., was
in the war from the first day, and remained in
it till the last. He received the highest honour
a soldier on the field can aspire to. Canada is
honoured by such a man, and the House of Com-
mons is dignified by this most valourous mem-
ber. :

Free Masonry in Canada will be gratified to
know that Cy Peck of Prince Rupert, the new
V.C., is a 32nd degree man, and all Canadians
will recognize in him the personification of
Canadian valour and citizenship.

A Bit of Beautiful B. C.
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Our Soldier Women and a Camp

By Dorothy G. Bell

THE WOMEN OF CANADA—What has been their
part in this great war? A very great and noble part,
a part as courageously fought and as bravely car-
ried on as the drive of our Allied men in France, a
part without which our Canadian armies would have
found it more difficult to gain the victory which is
theirs today. That part has been to stay at home,
to work, to wait, to watch and to pray, and to smile
on through their tears, the while their nearest and
dearest, their all in all, suffer, fight and die—they
powerless to serve or help in any other way. How
much easier to have given themselves! to fight side®
by side with their men and face with them the death
and danger surrounding them on every side! Theirs
is the harder way, yet they have fought on at home,

- their hearts as noble, their spirits ag true, their
sense of duty as keen, their love and patriotism as
deep as that of our valiant men in arms. The heart
of every Canadian woman is the heart of a soldier
in France, and carried locked within it are sacrifices
and sufferings to equal those borne by our men at
the front, for they have given and lost and given and
given again. The spirit of patriotism is strong with-
in our women of Canada, and stronger in none is im-
bued that great spirit than in our soldier women of
the Delta, a spirit which has bid them carry on with
willing hand, though often heavy heart, a work
second to no other small area in the Dominion. :

So deep their sense of loyalty, so intense the long-
ing to help, among the women of this little com-
munity, that before the war was a month old they
had called together a meeting to decide how best
they might render service in the crisis, the result
of which was, that on September 4th, 1914, exactly
one month after the declaration of war, an organized
society was formed, known as the Delta Women’s

Patriotic Society. From that day, over four years
ago, they have worked faithfully and well, and we
can pay them no greater tribute than to quote a sol-
dier editor in the B. C. Veterans’ Weekly, who says:
“Few districts can boast a prouder record for untir-
ing patriotic work and devotion to the sick and
wounded than the Delta.” The society, together with
its branches, the Crescent Island Auxiliary and the
East Delta Sewing Circle, has during its four Years
of existence raised the amazing sum of $9,116.40,
knitted 4,195 pairs of socks, contributed $1,339.40 to
the P_’risoners of War Fund, $611.30 to the Military
Hospital, and $356.80 to the Belgian Relief. Many
more generous contributions have been made from
time to time to the Serbian Relief, Syrian Relief, St.
Dunstan’s Hospital, French Red Cross, Lady Jellicoe
Fund, Returned Soldiers’ Club, Province Tobacco
Fund, Chaplain’s Emergency Fund, and the Canadian
Red Cross; _$411,700 has been expended on material
for the making of socks, Dyjamas, shirts, trench caps,
bandages, and a thousand and one other essentials to
the.comforts of a soldier on active service, which the
society have bgen untiring in their efforts to pro-

. In addition to their ordinary work and many
donations, they have set up two beds in the Military

Annex of the General Hospital at Vancouver, which
are known as D. W, P, S. beds.

Soldiers’ Club, and fruit, Vegetables, jam, puddings,
cake, tobacco and many other little luxuries have
been contributed towards helping the wounded men
to keep happy and bright,

In November of the following vear, 1915, another
branch of the work was taken up by some of the
women In an earnest endeavor to keep in touch with
every boy who enlisted from the Delta. The gallant
little band, known as the Comfort Club—the most
appropriate name Dossible, in the opinion of a Delta
soldier writing recently from the front—has indeed
done yeoman service, and there is not a Delta sol-
dier who has gone through the trialg of war who is
not grateful many times over to the club for num-
berless and untold comforts which mean so much
to them at such a time. From a small beginning,
serving the first men who went overseas, these Wo-
men have been able to keep pace with the ever-in-
creasing number of men who have enlisted from
their district, and last year over 1000 parcels were
sent to some 200 local men, and hundreds of letters
received by Mrs. Hutcherson, the secretary of the
club, attests the appreciation of each recipient. Mrs.
Hutcherson, in spite of the many calls upon her time
and energy, never allows a letter to go unanswered,
but to every word of gratitude a cheery, newsy let-
ter, such as the boys love to get, is sent. This is no
small part of the work.

But not alone for the overseas men did these Delta
women Wwork. Everything possible was done for
those sent home, too badly crippled and wounded to
be of further service on the field of battle. The most
appreciated piece of work in this connection was the
establishment and maintenance of g Returned Sol-
diers’ Rest Camp at Boundary Bay, where some 80
men were sent to live an outdoor life of absolute
freedom and ease, which after long months of hos-
pital rules and regulations, diq much to help them
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back to health and lift them out of that despondency
which is bound to be the result of long confinement
to hospital wards.

To Miss Ada Paul, of Vancouver, must be attrib-
uted the credit of the idea, but it was only owing to
the promptness and willingness with which the wo-
men adopted the plan that made materialization pos-
sible. Miss Paul had driven a party of soldiers to
Boundary Bay to spend a day .with Mrs. Shawe at
her camp, and upon leaving expressed the wish that
the men might have a permanent camp of their own
for the whole summer. The conversation was drop-
ped, but the idea took firm root in the mind of Mr.
E. T. Calvert of Boundary Bay, who began immedi-
ately to talk over the possibilities of such a camp
with Delta residents. The women were approached
with regard to the care and upkeep of such an insti-
tution, and as always, they were ready and eager to
take up the work, and that same week Miss Paul
was asked to come back to the Delta to make final
arrangements. Committees were formed, tents pitch-
ed, beds, furniture and food collected, and within a
very short space of time the first batch of men from
the hospital took up their abode in what was known
before many days had passed, as one of the jolliest
camps on the bay.

The camp was set on the property of Mrs. Kirk-
land, one of the prettiest parts of the Delta, and here
in tents and a well-built house a little back from the
beach, settled in a clump of great maple shade trees,
the boys looked out over the waters of the bay to-
wards the white-capped peaks of the great Washing-
ton Ranges and the rigid blue of the Cascades, while
pbehind them rose the great hill of English Bluff,
beautiful in its rugged wildness. Here along the
shore and through the big woods from Canada to the
United States—for they were but a few hundred
yards from the boundary line—the boys wandered
at will. Well fed, well housed and well cared for,
yet free to go and do what they would, the men who
had been confined for months, some even years, to
hospital wards, led a life that soon put the color of
health in their cheeks, the light of happiness in their
eyes, and the joy of living into their very beings.

Discipline in the camp there was not, but order

SRR PR B

Page 147

there was, and Miss Paul, gifted by nature with a
great heart and smiling disposition, had no trouble
in handling the eighty-odd men who came under her
care during the summer. No greater tribute need
be paid to her than the willingness of the men to
submit to her wishes.

Ten men were brought down from the hospital
every two weeks, the other ten being sent back to
the city. Thus each man in the hospital got two
weeks of camp life, which was spent in bathing,
boating, reading, lying in hammocks under the big
maples, wandering in the woods or on the beach,
filling their lungs with the clean salt air, and revel-

A Merry Sunday Gathering

ling in the pure and smokeless sunshine. Though
the two weeks soon sped by, many sick men were
sent away well, and every one of them will have
pleasant memories of the days spent at Boundary
Bay.

All the while the women of the Delta worked in-
cessantly making and collecting food and supplies
that those men might live the life that was doing so
much for them, and both men and women were al-
ways ready to do anything required to give them
extra joy and comfort. The many testimonials,
signed by the men in the camp, shows the apprecia-
tion to the residents of the Delta for the happiest
summer of their lives.

B

‘““Patients’’ at Boundary Bay Rest Camp.
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Historical Place Names of British Columbia

By A. M.

<Y
NN

The study of place-nomenclature has received little
attention in a new country like this. Capt. John T.
Walbran’s excellent book on Coast names and Prof.
Ganong’s on the place names or the Atlantic seaboard
being among tbe most valuable publications on the
subject.

Place names form a permanent register of the
course and events of a country’s history, marking its
successive periods; as in the case of British Columbia,
Indian, Spanish and British. It offers an attractive
field for investigation, directs one’s attention to
local affairs, and is a connecting link between the
study of history and geography.

To the average Canadian and American the place
names of Great Britain seem dignified and pleasing,
so that he has adopted very many of them; those
of Italy seem musical, those of China awkward, and
those of our own West in many cases, absurd.

The Capitals of the different Provinces of Canada,
with two exceptions, have British names; three of
them, Charlottetown, Fredericton, and Victoria, be-
ing named in honor of members of the British Royal
family.

The importance of mere sound in conveying im-
pressions is well known to every writer, and Long-
fellow has used some of the grandest of them in
“Hiawatha,” and Milton in “Paradise Lost.”

In the early days of the Spanish occupation the
whole Western Seaboard of North America was
known as the “Californias.” 8ir Francis Drake paid
a “friendly” visit to the Spanish possesstons of the
Pacific Coast in 1578-9, and sailed as far north as
Queen Charlotte Islands, calling the country New
Albion. About two hundred years later Capt. George
Vancouver divided the Province into three divisions,
New Hanover, New Cornwall and New Georgia, and
Vancouver Island was named Quadra-Vancouver, to
mark the friendly relations existing between the

Pound .

Spanish Commander Quadra and the English explor-
er. The central interior of the Province was named
by Simon Fraser, New Caledonia, This Province
was named British Columbia in 1858 by Her Majesty,
Queen Victoria.

Capt. George Vancouver did the earliest survey
work of importance on this coast and named many
of our mountains, islands, and waterways. He left
England in 1790 with two ships, the “Discovery”
and “Chatham,” and arrived on the Pacific Coast 1n
1792. Cape Mudge, Puget Sound, Johnstone Strait,
Whidbey Island, Broughton Island and Strait were
named after his officers. Lieut. Baker, Captain Van-
couver’s second officer, was the first Britisher to get
a view of Mount Baker, which bears his name. Mount
Rainer was named after Vice-Admiral Peter Rainier,
a famous British Naval Officer. It is interesting to
note that one of the few living descendants of the
Rainier family lives in Vancouver. A few years ago
there was a strong agitation in the Western States
to change the name of Mount Rainier to Mount
Tacoma, owing to Admiral Rainier's activities
against the U. S. Nayvy.

In the month of June Capt. Vancouver arrived at
Point Grey, which he named after his friend, Capt.
George Grey, R.N. He then sailed through the nar-
rows as far up the Inlet as Roach Point about op-
posite Barnet, being accompanied by a party of fifty
Indians in canoces. He named the Inlet Burrard Canal,
after Sir Harry Burrard, R.N. There is no evi-
dence that he ever landed on the site of the great
city which a hundred years later was to bear his
name. He then sailed north, landing at Point Atkin-
son, named after a particular friend, Capt. Thos.
Atkinson, Master of Lord Nelson’s ship, “Victory,”
at the battle of Trafalgar; Bowen Island, after Rear
Admiral James Bowen, and Gambier Island after Ad-
miral Lord Gambier. Howe Sound takes it name
from Admiral Earl Howe, who won a great naval
battle at Brest “on the glorious first of June,” 1794.
When Capt. Richards, R.N. made the survey of Howe
Sound in 1859-60 he followed up Vancouver’s name
by giving all the principal islands, passages, and
mountains in and around the Sound names of the
ships and officers engaged in Lord Howe's victory.
In like manner Jervis Inlet is a record of the battle
of St. Vincent (1797) when Jervis and Nelson des-
troyed the Spanish fleet off Cape St. Vincent. After
proceeding as far North as Queen Charlotte Islands,
Vancouver sailed for Nootka Sound on the West
Coast of Vancouver Island, in order to meet the
Spanish commander, Quadra, to take over the sow-
reignity of this Province on behalf of the British
Crown. The meeting of Vancouver, Quadra, and
old Chief Maquinna, is an interesting chapter in tha
history of British Columbia, the influence of a few
glasses of wine on the wily old chief being one of
the features. Nootka is an Lndian name which signi-
fies to dance round in a circle. A dispute ook place
between Great Britain and Spain over the priority
of discovery of this place which nearly led to a war
between the two Nations in the latter part of the
eighteenth century.

Reference has already been made to the fact that
Queen Victoria named this Province. The capital
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city also takes its name from that beloved sovereign,
and New Westminster was named by Her Majesty in
July, 1859, the old name being Queenborough. The
new city of Prince Rupert takes its name from Prince
Rupert, a cousin of King Charles Il of England, and
the first governor of the Hudson’'s Bay Company.

Following Quadra, Cooke, Vancouver, Dixon, Fraser,
Mackenzie and other early explorers, came Capt.
Richards (1859), in the ship “Plumper” and Capt.
Pender of the “Beaver” (1867) as well as Walter
Moberly and several others who did important survey
work and named many coast places.

As is well known the City of Vancouver was named
after Capt. George Vancouver, R.N. Vancouver was
born at Kings Lynn, Norfolk, England, in June 1757.
He entered the Navy in 1771 and sailed with Capt.
Cook in the “Resolution” on that Navigator’s second
voyage of discovery (14i2-5) and was a Midshipman
on the “Discovery” when that explorer met his death
at the hands of the Indians of the Sandwich Islands.
He died in may 1798 and was buried in the Church-
yard of St. Peters at Petersham, Surrey, England,
a place frequently visited by travellers from the Pa-
clﬁc Coast. He spent the last four years of his life
in preparing for publication an account of his voyage
of discovery around the world, a book of great his-
toric interest. .Before the building of the C.P.R.
Vancouver was known as Granville, and at an earlier
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date, Gastown, from the fact that Gassy Jack had
a road house in the middle of Carrall Street near
the corner of Water Street. The city of Vancouver
was incorporated in 1886, and is no mean monument
to the man who explored Burard Inlet 94 years earlier.

It is to be regretted that so few Indian names
survive as many of them possess melody, dignity
and individuality. Capilano is surely the logical nama
for North Vancouver, and Kitsilano might well have
been given to a place of greater importance. Rela-
tively few Spanish names continue in use among them
being Alberni, Haro, Lasqueti, Texada, Valdes, Quad-
ra and Galiano. Alaska is almost the only place
name to remind us that Russiam explorers were among
the first to visit our shores.

Pauline Johnston wrote:
“By right, by birth, we Indians own these lands,
Though starved, crushed, plundered, lies our
nation low,
Perhaps the white man’s God has willed it so.”
It may be true, in fact it is true, that we have taken
these lands from the Indians and given little in return.
But we cannot take away the Indian names.
“Their memory liveth on your hills,
their baptism on your shore,
Your everlasting rivers speak their dialet of
yore.”
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Penticton’s Proud Record

There is no district in the province which
has given a swifter or more complete answer
to the call of Empire than has Penticton, the
interior town at the foot of Okanagan Lake.
Native born Canadians in the valley were quick
to follow the lead set by the Old Countrymen
in volunteering the moment the war flame
broke out, an<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>