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Your Toilet

O make your toilet quickly, yet faultlessly, the soap you use
must lather freely, rinse easily and leave no irritation requiring
the application of powder, cream or lotion.

Ivory Soap makes a copious lather in hard or soft water almost
instantly.  Just a few turns of the cake between the hands and you
have a soft, thick, lively layer of minute soap bubbles far different
from the average slow-forming, thin lather.

Ivory Soap does not stick to the skin. Just a few dashes of water
and it vanishes. There is no free oil in it to leave a greasy gloss
requiring long, tedious rinsing,

Ivory Soap removes dirt without smarting and burning. After the
rinsing and drying, the skin feels only the pleasant sensation of
perfect cleanness. Powders, creams and lotions cannot improve it,
There is no irritation to allay.

IVORY SOAP

5 CENTS

i 0

T 99#% PURE
IT pLoaTS

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada

L
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Air is Cheap---Use Plenty of It

Nothing is as essential to the life of your tires as air.
New air is cheaper than new tires.
Give your tires all the air they need. .
The only way to KNOW whether or not your tires have enough
air is to measure it with a
Schrader Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge
If you have been riding on haphazard pressure, you have been
spending a great deal more money for tires than you need havespent.
PRICE $1.25

FOR SALE BY TIRE MANUFACTURERS, JOBBERS, DEALERS, GARAGES OR

A. SCHRADER'’S SON, Inc.

20-22 Hayter Street - Le - TORONTO,. Ontario
: LONDON CHICAGO
787-8%?’02:‘1;:2;: ’k:{cnue Dorset Place 1204 Michigan Avenue

Schrader products were awarded a Grand Prize and two Gold Medals at the Panama-Pacific Exposition
““There is a Reason”
o+
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For a soap that insures
absolute cleanliness—
a soap with healing

qualities—a soap that
protects you from the
countless, germ-laden
things you must touch

USE

LIFEBUOY

The slight earbolic odor of Lifebuoy means
safety as well as cleanliness. Use it at the
end of the day’s work. Remember, ‘“the
odor vanishes quickly” after use.

All Grocers sell Lifebuoy.
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The September Number

[c—— ———

The early settlement of Canada contained no more interesting or
romantic chapter than the account of the Seignories, particularly of the
Saguenay, as given by Mr. Hidalla Simard, District Magistrate of
Saguenay, and rendered into English by Lieut.-Colonel William P.
Anderson, C.M.G , F.R.G.S. The essay actually is a valuable addition
to the records of a little-known portion of the Dominion quite apart from
its interest as a literary document.

The War of 1812 had one incident that is not generally known, even
by students of Canadian history, namely, that an actual State, with its
own government, was founded in the Niagara Distict by James Martin
Cawdell. An account of this unique community is given by Mr. Ernest
Green from records perused in the National Archives at Ottawa.

“A boy's day with Queen Victoria” is the title of a most interesting
reminiscence by Mr. Richard Dobson, a gentleman who still remembers

how he was gathered up from the roadside by the Queen of England and
taken to Balmoral Castle.

The excellent fiction of the August number will be followed by two
exceptional short stories—*‘Thim Frinch”, by Ben Deacon and “The
Chicken Oath”, by Rene Norcross.

$2.50 PER_ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200-206 Adelaide Street West ® - . TORONTO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

o N]Yu” THE
MerkiNG I

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

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7*%558822S™ ENGLAND

—
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The unquestioned superiority of the CECILIAN All Metal Climate Proox
Player Pianos is the result of 33 years of scientific labour by the cleverest
experts in the piano business. @

The masterly workmanship in both construction and finish, combined with an in-
comparable beauty of tone, place theselovely instruments in a class by themselves.

The additional advantage that

‘* All Cecilian Upright Pianos are
CONVERTIBLE"

That is, may be converted into Player Piano by having the Player Action installed at any
uture time, insures all purchasers of these WORLD FAMOUS INSTRUMENTS against loss
by exchange, should they decide to P}qvc a Player Piano later. This one fact means a saving of at
least $150.00 on your investment. Write us for particulars and booklet or call at Canadian .head-

quarters and see and hear for yourself.
The CECILTIAN COMPANY, Limited
420 Yonge Street, TORONTO
Canadian Factory, 1189 Bathurst St., Toronto
| o Moo |
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The ** CONNAUGHT **
Ladies” Superior
Quality Cape Gloves,
British made, n
Tan shades, Spear
Points, Prix seam
sewn, 2 Press But-
tons..per pair 73C

Ladies’ Strong Doe-
skin Gloves, ‘‘Ante-
lope " Finish, Pique
sewn, British made,
Dark Grey and Tan,
2 Press Buttons,
per pair 71 cenis
The “ CANADIAN’’ Ladies’ Buckekin
Finish Gloves, excellent wearing, inTan
or Grew, Prix seam, self sewn Points,
" 3 Buttons, per pair..$1.03
Ladies” Roal Deerskin
Glovee, Dark Tan and Dark
Grey, Pique sewn, British
mmfc. 2 Press Buttons,
per pair $1.20
Ditto, stouter quality, PriX
seam sewn, Dark Tan an®
Dark Grey, British made,
Press Buttons, ;
per pair $1.44
Ladies’ Strong Oape Cloves,
in Tan or Oak shade, 6 But-
ton Length, with Wide Arms,
Strap and Press Button as
illustration, Spear Points,
Prix seam sewn,
per pair $1.20
Ladies” ““ CANADIAN™
Buck Finish in same
style as above, in Tan or
Dark Grey, |
per pair $1.44
MEN'S CLOVES
8trong Doeskin, Buck Finish, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button,
per pair 73 cenls

The ‘“CANADIAN" Buck
Finish Gloves, in Tan or
Grey,a splen-
did Glove for
wear, British
made, 1 Press
Button, per
pair $1.03

Men’s Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Tan or Dark Grey, British made,
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press But-
ton.. <.....per pair $1.44
Real Reindeer. The L. G.
Company's Best Quality, British
made, Prix seam, hand-sewn,
self-sewn Points. Very Special
Value. In Tan or Grey, 1 Button,

per pair $2.31

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies, Men's and_Children's Hosiery
\d Underwear, English manufacture, at equally moderate prices.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co , Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St. West, T\
International Money Order, payable to
Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Englang,

«mittances, including‘ros!age, by
Gereral Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

| Tops, Wrist Lined

Lades” vark Tan Cape
Clov Pique sewn, Wool

l,inin;i. Brown Fur Tops,
with Strap and Press But-
per pair, $1.09
Ladies’ Best Quality
Doeskin Cloves, Sa,
shape, Strap and Pre,,
Button at Wrist, Lin
with soft fine Wool,
Pique sewn, in Tan
or Grey,

per pair $1.34

Doeskin, Buck Fin-
Ish, Pique sewn,
Wool Lining, Fur

ea

Fur, in Dark Tan or
Grey, Gusset Wrist, Strap,
and Press Button,

per pair $1.20

Ladies’ Best Quality Doe-
skin ‘“Buck Finish*’
Cloves, Lined Wool, Wrist
Lined Whte Fur, Sax
shape, with Strap Press
Button, in Dark Tan or
Gy, . per pair $1.69

Fur Lined Ladies’ Doeskin
**Buok Finish,”” in Tan or
Grey, Lined Fur. Pique
sewn, as illustration. 2
Press Buttons,

per pair $1.34

Ladies’ Superior Quality
Chevrette, Fur Lined
throughout, Elastic Gusset
Wrist, in Brown or Black,

per pair $1.83

Fur Lined Ladlies’

| “Buokskin,” in Tan or

Grey, Lined Fur
throughout, Pique sewn,
Gusset Wrist, Strap
and Press B'u\mn,

per pair $2.56

MEN'S CLOVES
Strong Cape, Prix seam

'
sewn, Double Palms,
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press
Button, as illustration,

-per pair $1.20

Men’s Strong Coatskin
Cape Cloves, in Dar
Tan shade, Lined with
Best Quality Peerless
Wool. Hand sewn
with Strap and Press
Button, as illustra-
tion, per pair 1.69

: LONDON GLOVE GOMPANY

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENCLAND

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made
Gloves at Their Usual Moderate Prices

HE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY
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Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ete,

OAKEY’'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

FALL AND WINTER

Sultmgs and Over-Coatings
for Ladies, Gestlemen. and Children,
EGERTON BURNETT'S pattern
ranges represent an excellent assort-
ment of Superior Quality Fabrics,
lnmuf\ tured from some of the
finest wools the world pre \(n es in a
variety of refined mixtures, weaves

and designs, and suitable in
weight and texture for Fall
and Winter Clothing.
Samples Mailed Post Paid
and your personal inspection
W invited <
Made to Measure as illustration in
new seasons I'weeds, Cashmeres,
Saxonys, and Worsteds, from $16,55
duty und carriage paid todestination,

INTRINSIC WORTH

PURE WOOL, PERMANENT DY E§
‘‘ROYAL’’ NAVY BLUE SERGE

with a worldewide reputation o
nearly half a century for Excellence
of Quality, l\( liable Colour, and
IM pendable Wear, at prices from
$4.85 per vard, double width.
and Fancy
s wear
l\ e,

ck, Grey, Cream,
e e

Addreu—EGERTON BURNETT LTD.,

R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENG.

~

MADE IN CANADA

Account Books

Complete stock of every kind.
$pecial patterns made to order.

Loose Leaf Ledgers
"¢ Binders and Specialties
Memorandum
and Price Books

Brown Bros., Ltd.

Simcoe and Pearl Streets, TORONTO

SULPHOLINE

THE FAMOUS LOTION QUICKLY
REMOVES SKIN ERUPTIONS, EN-
SURING A CLEAR COMPLEXION.

The slightest Rash, faintest Spot, irrit-
able Pimples, disfiguring Blotches, ob-
stinate Eczema disappear by applying
SULPHOLINE which renders the skin

spotless, soft, clear supple, comfortable,

FOR 42 YEARS

SULPHOLINE

HAS BEEN THE REMEDY FOR

Eruptions Roughness Acne
Pimples Rashes Blotches
Redness Eczema Spots
Psoriasis Scurf Rosea

Quickly removes the effects of Sunscorch.

Qu!phulme is prepared by the great Skin Special-
ists, °J. PepPER & Co., LTn., Bedford Laboratories,
London, S. E., and can be obtained from any
Chemists and Stores throughout the World.

Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto.

—
S——
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ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dic kso,,
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year W ork,
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ran‘
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

| for bo der fourt tirel sch,d
RID L Can 75 Sk o b b e
Tbe School University arships at Matricu nuonm six out of t n seven years
St. Catharines, Ont. ||9|3...dfo.‘.";°.:|9|4 EV J. O. MILLER, MALDCL B p,,., -

SUCCESSES 1915
include -~
2Entrances R.M.C,
4th and 6th places

MONTREAL McGill Science

Matriculation.

Head Master:
C. S. Fosbery, M.A.
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TRAFALCAR INSTITUTE nS.S.

(Affiliated to McGill University)

83 SIMPSON STREET - MONTREAL| ) oqsp 3hifpe Year — 1916

For the Higher Education of Young Women, with Pre”
ratory Departments. President Rev. James H.'nl'd.'n_\' i
%D .. LL.D.; Vice President - Rev. J. G. Norton, )., % x
Archdeacon of Montreal; Principal, Miss Mary Elizabeth: ll l c ) esl c'] la
Windsor, M.A., assisted by a highly qualihed staff of
Enghish and Canadian teachers. 52 3 ¥
A limited number cf resident pupils is received.
Institute re-opens THURSDAY |4th Soptgmlnr, at >
nogﬂ.... Entrance examinations for new scholars will be held a \" C O 0 O r ‘ l‘ ls
at the School on Saturday, 9th .\’ca‘cmh«r at 10 o'clock a.m.
The Principal can be seen at the School on September 7th,

D e Feaween 10 and 12 and between 3 and S. "| New Buildings-—Beautiful healthy situa-
For prospectus, etc., apply to the Brincintl &t reantile i ith 7 Playing Field
:L‘L‘;‘i ’l‘.)s‘\r;:;l’:'::“ Xavier S!rect,'.\lnntrral‘, 4 tion wi acres 0, aylng telas
JUNIOR SCHOOL TO MATRICULATION
COURSE

Household Science

HORT STORIES Prrsid'rln‘:SiCo Thc— Lord Bisif;r:\t(iq“:mnlo

g iy £ Principal - Miss Welsh M.A. (Dublin)
well-written sell readily for Vice-Principal, Miss Nation, M. A. (Trinity College)
good prices. We teach you Head Mistress, Junior School - Miss A. M. V.

Rossetter (Higher Certificate National Froebel
Union), late of Cheltenham Ladies’ College.

how to produce the kind

Editors want and are willing to pay for. For CALENDAR APPLY TO THE BURSAR

Let us send you full particulars. Write The Bishop Strachan Schonol

W. H. Shaw, President. College FHeights - - Toronto

SHAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL : — - 5 :
School re- Friday, ber . 15th ot 10 a.m. Board
TORONTO CANADA e re-opens on ":7"55?:::5': 14'11- a am ers

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE, OSHAWA, ONT. NOR ORis
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received. ¥ =
Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training. { EAT
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelye years taug ht in the S;hool wifth marlk.gddsuc.cess,
It will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
e S COLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER l4th.

'ﬂﬁ-.‘m apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Majer St., TORONTO.

The MDargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal
English Literature, and French, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation, Oratory and

Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Calendar

- ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

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

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

Ottawa Ladies College NEY BUILPING, ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

Perfectly Sanitary, fitted with every modern convenience
Academic work up to the first year university, music, art, domestic science, physical culture
ete. This is one of the most up-to-date colleges in Canada and possesses all the advantage of a
residence in the Capital. For Calendar Apply to— Rev. J. W. H. Milne, B. A. D. D,, President.
Jas. W. Robertson L L. D., C. M.G., Chairman of Board.




10 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

ranksomeha

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon, Principal, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M18s EpITH M. READ, M.A.
Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Art and Domestic Science Departments.
Thoroughly efficient staff. Large playgrounds. Out-
door games—Tennis, Basket-ball, Rink. Healthful
locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
Autumn Term will begin September 14th.
For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

Glen ADawr

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

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, Englang
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly it

.a ventila ouse, plei ¥ situated
Hngtly qualified staff of Canadian and Eu
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
: with modern thought and education, Prepars,
¢ tion for matriculation examinations, Sm;
w attention given to individual needs. Oulck“
Games.

New Prospectus from Miss Stuansy.

SCHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 14uh.

‘ -
Loyola College STAMMERluu
MONTREAL CANADA or stuttering overcome positively. Our natural methods

permanently restore natural speech. Graduate pupils
An English College under the

everywhere. Write for free advice and literature,
direction of the Jesuit Fathers. T Ty Iy
Classical Course leading to the degree of B.A.

C
Eiso 00 ga e for Doy Schoan i | | START BUSINESS YOURSELF

= 4 We supply Fancy Goods, Post Cards, Drapery, T Coni
Classes will be resumcd September 7th in the Statimf,apry. Je\\'c[h‘r)"‘ 1d., 3d., an:l 6d. Ha‘;a:\r l'-t‘:‘:!;. Tow
New College. Beautiful fireproof buildings—Splen- C“"fe\"i“t',‘efj' g“““]"-"- 3 Sample o £5 upyards sent
did Equipment—Spacious playing Bulds’ ' return. Guide Catalogue ** Success in Business " 3d. 3

H. MICHAELS & SON,
14-15 Cromwell House, High Holborn,
London, W.C., England.

St. Andrew’s Qollege
Torontn  ypeew z:%m%xsscnoou M

Careful Oversight. Thorough Instruction.
Large Phyin& Fields. Excellent Situation,
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A, LL.D
Calendar sent on application. Headmaster

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

AND CONSERVATORY OF MusiC AND ART, WHITBY, ONTARIO
A SCHOOL OF IDEALS AND AN IDEAL SCHOOLUL FOR GIRLS

Healthful, picturesque location with the outdoor advantages of the country as well as the cultural influences of Toronte,
ich is Iy 30 miles away. g 3 % g . . :
WhuAth:d‘:v‘n%c cnI::':es from Preparatory work to Junior Matriculation, Teacher's Certificates and First Year L"ni\‘em‘ty
Music, Art, Oratory, Domestic Science, Commercial work, Physical Training by means of an unusually well equs .
ymnasium, large swimming pool and systematized lay. ; pPped
ébuege reopens September 12th. or Calendar, write to REV. F. L. FAREWELL, B.A., Principal

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.
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DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERV!CH.

HOME
STUDY

Arts Courses only
ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

NUAL examinations for entry of Naval
Néuktu into this College are held at the exam- S C H 0 0 L
ination centres of the Civil Service Commis-
sion in May each year, successful candidates joining July and August
the College on or about the 1st August following the
examination.

ications for entry are received uz to the 15th .
Ax’tby the Secretary, Civil Service Commission,

Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can be

Candidates for examination must have passed their | U N I V E R s ITY

fourteen i ,, and not reached th ixteenth

B e ety followio the examination. || | SIRGRER
Further details can be obtained on application to '

G. J. Desbarats, C.M.G., Deputy Minister of the | ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

Naval Service, Department of the Naval Service,

. s G.J. DESBARATS, ‘ SCHOOL OF MINING

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Depa t of the Naval Service, ' MINING
m"‘- June 12, 1916. ‘ CHEMICAL MECHANICAL
1' CIVIL ELECTRICAL
Un‘u!:‘ﬁlf,:‘l’“b“““"" of this advertisemen ‘ ENGINEERING
will not be paid for.
A GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

The Royal ilitary College

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

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of iving

on in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the
eivil .-bj.ct;ld;hlch form such an important part of the College course. &edlcal attendance

also v 5
- t the College is organized on a strictly military basis. the Cadets receive a prac-
tieal and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

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

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

m‘-t.:‘:l?' in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
offered n Y.

mﬁploms of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and iy the Regulation
of the Law Soclety of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree. &

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

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

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

For full rticulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-

d

tion 1 made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
ml‘t.ﬁ? Royal Military Coll Kingston. Ont.

A ——

S ——
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“ Querden” Ladies Collene
BARRIE, ONT.
Private Residential School for Girls

Healthiest district and purest air in Canada
Thoroughly modern education. Pupils prepared for
Universities. Special attention to Conversational
French, Music, Singing, Art and Physical Culture
Course for older pupils, advanced lessons in History
of Art, Modern and Ancient History, Modern
French and English Literature,
The number of Pupils is strictly limited,
Miss C. M. Ercoon, C. H.L. First-class Diploma,
Cambridge, England
Miss E. T. INGRAM, Diploma in Geography, Oxford
Eng.
M'lle. R. S. Suororr, Graduate of Montmirail
Switzerland.

‘Qmestminster College

Toronto
Bl Residential & Day School for Girls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for

Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
| intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.
SCHOOL RE-OPENS TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 12th, 1916
For CALENDAR APPLY-
JOHN A. PATERSON, K.C, MRS, A. R, GREGORY
President. Principal.

m Main School || CoverleyHouse || Junior School || Preparatory m
m 354 JARVIS ST. 372 JARVIS ST. 5] ST.CLAIR AVE. School
Domestic wes 278 BLOOR ST. W.
Honor \s’(;:,'::‘ | Boarding (Late Westbourne
Matriculation, Gymnastic and Day Preparatory and
Art, : ]",a,',”',,g School /\'imfcrgt;rlvn
Music Course Large for Boys and Girls
Home (,:munds TERM OPENS
TERM OPENS Nursing Games S b A
September 14th sptember. 134
[l MISS KNOX, PrincipaL, TORONTO
e —— sl = | ]

srALANs A Boarding School for Boys

Separate Houses for Senior and Junior Boys. The School Grounds
cover 24 acres. Our own water supply. Entrance Scholarships open
to young boys.
RECENT SUCCESSES
R.M.C. 1915 3rd and 10th places R.N.C. 1915 1st place
R.M.C. 1916 2nd and 13th places R.N.C. 1916 8th place

BROCW“—'LB No failures in any public exams. in the last three years.
ONT.

For Prospectus, etc., apply to the Headmaster,

A. G. M. MAINWARING, M.A.
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For prospectus apply to the Headmaster, REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A

For'Gi

@rt
@uollene
Schonl

PORT HOPE, ONT.
For fifty years the leading
Church Boarding Sohool
for boys in Canada

S KATING

RINK

CAMB. Nextterm commences Sept 15th

An Academic Department of McMaster University. :
lation and English Courses. Senior and Junior Schools. Finely

’ oulton Colle ‘ .

Matricu-

rqniﬂ)prd music and art dr'uarnnen\«, Exceptional opportunities, with

a delightful home life.
Write for Calendar.

h
34 BLOOR ST. E. -

Nov. to March.

o‘q : >

DON'T YOU LIKE

My Eyelashes

and Eyebrows?
You can have the same

jed h day, will absolutel¥
¢ A .pg:l‘:ge‘:g?:kezgd long cychrolws ar[\:i e_\i]elashcf.
- —sure in results. Lashneenis
()m_—lforma.yu;: B%P’l_; b:‘)l( is all you will pe«d. Not
.n.o“ Druggists. Mailed on receipt of 25c. coin and two
cm‘;mt::e or Canadian money order.
Beware of Imitations !

LASHNEEN COMPANY (Dept. 32) Philadelphia

“ees moderate,

11SS H. S. ELLIS, B.A., D. Paed., Principal

Teaches manly individuality in bo
commercial and professional life.
training facilities unexcelled. L.
Reopens Sept. 12(h. Specialcourse for F
Write for 59th Annual Calendar.
R A. T. MACNEIL, B.A., Principal
Woodstock, Oat.

Reopens September 20th.

- TORONTO

Woodstock Colle ‘

For Bo

3 ysand young men.” Prepares for
Intellectual, physical and manual

arge campus, beautiful high location,

armers’ sons

IV

13

Royal Victoria
College

MONTREAL

The residential College for
women students of
McGILL UNIVERSITY

Courses lead to degree in Arts separate in the
main from those for men, but under identical con.-
ditions ; and to degrees in music.

For prospectus and information apply to the
Warden.
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Bishop's College

LENNOXVILLE, P.Q.
Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B. A.,, Emmanuel College, Cambridge
( This is an ideal place to send your boy, the surround-
Men occupying some of the most prominent ings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date, sanitary
positions in Canada, both in the army, the profes- | and well ventilated. #
sions and in business, have been educated at | Boys are prepared for R. M. C., Kingston, the
Bishop's College School. Universities and business life by an efficient staff of

masters, chiefly graduates of English Universities,

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, ETC., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER +e=

(ALMA LADIES COLLEGE
OPENS ITS THIRTY-SIXTH YEAR
ON SEPTEMBER TWELFTH: NINETEEN
HUNDRED AND SIXTEEN -

THE

Inoerenpent Onroer oF F oresTers

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-

Farnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
pledged. Benefits

a C"l’lete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case or Paid

s"u- of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Million

or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5000
For further information and literature apply to
FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO

Insurance
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The Washing done
before the day’s begun

The washing is done and out on the line before the day gets
started. The Maxwell ‘‘Home' Washer saves such a lot of tiime.
Just 10 minutes for a big tubful of clothes, Washing and clean-
ing thoroughly. No rubbing and scrub-
bing. The Maxwell does all the hard
work. Youw'll feel fresh and bright —
ready for ironing the same day.

%—/
*“HOME WASHER”
Makes wash days easy. Insist on seeing

the Maxwell “Home” Washer
at your dealers.

Write to-day and we will send you
free this interesting booklet ‘It
b John had to do the washing."

N MAXWELLS LIMITED
Dept. C., St, Mary’s, Ont.

¥ 1@ I@IEHEIWLE 1 @ 1) L@
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Delecto Assortment

The rich chocolate coating is delicately flavored

3

-3

to harmonize with the flavor of the center.

An unusually delightful

assortment.

Garongs @

T 16 2 (W) e @@ &




16

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

A Magic Chain
of Delightful Scenes

Makes this famous 800 mile trip through America’'s greatest and
most interesting Waterway the Vacation Trip without parallel.

The service on our palatial steamers is unexcelled. The
Falls of Niagara, the Thousand Islands, the Rapids of St. Law-
rence, quaint Old Quebec, Murray Bay, Tadousac and the
Saguenay—all these attractions combine to make an ideal
vacation trip.

The Saguenay River with its wealth of scenic beauties, its
mighty capes—its exhilarating atmosphere—is a never ending
source of enjoyment. Shorter trips at proportionate rates.

Write for our beautifully illustrated booklet ‘‘Niagara to

3 " the Sea.” It tells about a vacation trip, every moment of which
Miss Canada you will enjoy. Enclose 6¢. to cover postage.
as S‘Wta Pears 5 Day Tour to Montreal 6 Day Tour to Quebec
. . ¥ and return, including Meals and return, including Meals
n ‘;: \b-"’:: R Bl $25.00 and Berth............ $34.00
8 Day Tour to Chicoutimi 15 Day Tour to Nova Scotia
and return, including Meals and return, including Meals
and Berth......cc0: ..$47.00 and:-Berth...oic e es $87.65

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, Limited

46 YONGE ST., TORONTO 6 R. & O. BLDG., MONTREAL, or any Ticket Agent

—!
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CANADA

Put Your Hand To The Plow!

Every fresh furrow means greater success for you, added prospenty to
Canada, increased strength to the Empire and surer victory for the Allies.
The farmers of Canada are today playing an all-important part in the European
conflict. -
Hon. W. T. White, Canadian Minister of Finance, says: “In order to
meet our interest payments abroad, sustain our share of the burden of the war,
I and promote to the greatest possible degree prosperity throughout the Dominion,

it is the duty of all Canadian citizens to co-operate in producing as much as
pouible of what can be used or sold. For Canada at this juncture the watch-
word of the hour should be production, production, and again production.”

For full information regarding farming opportunities in Canada write to:—

Ww.D. SCOTT, Esq., Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, Canada.

or

} 2 OBED SMITH, Esq., Assistant Superintendent of Emigration,
11-13 Charing Cross, London, S.W., England.
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Canada First

One thing is certain. This war is making us prouder of our nation-
ality. The glorious deeds of our soldiers in France have made our
country famous throughout the world, and hereafter we will say we are
Clanadian with more pride in our voice than ever before.

Canadian soldiers were tried as no other soldiers were ever tried

before this war, and were not found wanting.

The deeds of our boys will be written in the pages of our magazines
for years to come, and will develop more confidence and a national
patriotism in ourselves, and as the years roll on the meaning of the title
of the popular song, “We’ll Never Let the Old Flag Fall” will take on
a truer and deeper meaning.

Canada is destined to take a big part in the future polities and
commerce of this world, and how else ecan we keev in touch with what

she is doing other than by reading the magazines of the country?

You cannot read of Canadian affairs in foreign magazines because

they are filled with the affairs of their own countries.

TreE CANADIAN is the oldest magazine, as well as being the only high-
class twenty-five-cent literary magazine published in the Dominion, and
by reading it you will keep in touch with Canadian art, thought, and

affairs.

Let our slogan be “Canada First,” and let us read all about Canada
first in THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE,

For Salelon all Newstands 25c. a copy or $2.50 a year.)

The Canadian Magazine

200 ADELAIDE STREET WEST
TORONTO - - CANADA

=
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After a
Hard Day’'s Work

rub the tired muscles with a few drops of the soothing,
refreshing, antiseptic liniment Absorbine ]r. You
will find it pleasant and convenient to use and remark-
ably efficacious.

This liniment invigorates jaded muscles, limbers
the joints and prevents second-day soreness and
lameness after a strenuous, tiresome day of sport or
work.

America’s best athletes and trainers use
ABSORBINE JR. to relieve strains and wrenches
and also as a rub-down before vigorous exercise to
prevent such conditions.

ABSORBINE J&

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT
TRADE MARK REG. U3, PAT, OFF,
combines efficiency with safety. It is made of pure
herbs, many of which are grown on my own farms,
and is positively non-poisonous.

Then, too, ABSORBINE JR. is a germicide—a
safe, powerful germicide which makes it especially
valuable as an application for cuts, bruises and sores.
No danger of infection if :\h.sorbine Jr. is applied
promptly. A bottle of Absorbine Jr. ‘kept .handy for
cmcrgencies, is excellent health and accident insurance.

USE ABSORBINE JR.—

BSORBIN

Trane Mars oy U 8

Poivann,
; W A B e plic A
W e ing Gin “n:: By

\ it Swellings, Enlarg

To reduce sprains, swellings, inflamed conditions, enlarged veins or glands.

To relieve aches and pains and stop lameness.

To reduce soft bunches such as wens and weeping sinews.

To cleanse and heal cuts, lacerations and wounds

i ot 1t he

Absorbine Jr. penetrates
quickly and assists nature in bringing about a resolution and dissolution of the deposits.

Whenever a high-grade liniment or a positive germicide is indicated.
ABSORBINE JR. more than satisfies others and will do the same for you.

of the Bacillus Diphtheriz or Bacillus Coli on the sterile agar p

the death of the Staphylococcus.

Reprint from Laboratory Report on Absorbine Jr. by A. R. Payne, M.B.,
Dominion Analyst, 134 Carlton Street, Toronto, Can.

Test 1 was conducted with a 25% aqueous solution of Absorbine []r.

There was no growth

: on e ates from one up to fifteen
minutes and nine minutes’ exposure was germicidal to the Staphylococcus.

Test 2 was conducte.d in th; same way with a 150/0 soh.ninn. There was no growth on the agar
tes from the Bacillus Diphtheriz or the Bacillus Coli, tourteen minutes proving sufficient for

Test 3 was similarly cond'ucted. uging a10%/, s_oluliup. Three minutes’ exposure to this solution
was germicidal to the Bacillus Coli, and seven minutes’ exposure destroyed the Bacillus Diphtheriz,

Absorbine Jr. is sold by leading druggists at $1.00 per bottle or sent direct posipaid.

A Liberal Trial Bottle
w. F. YOUNG, P.D.F,

will be mailed to your address upon receipt of 10¢ in stamps.
for trial bottle or procure regular size from your druggist today.

187 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

Send
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Creating
Capita

Saving small sums creates
capital. It is the only method
by which the average man
can become possessed of the
ready money which will en-
able him to avail himself of
the opportunities constantly
presenting themselves in this
“Canada’s century.”

No sum is too small to be
deposited with us, and the
three and one-half per cent,
compound interest we add,
materially assists the increase
of the capital. Put yourself
in a position to grasp your
opportunities.

Open an Account today !

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital. .... $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund 4,750,000.00
Investments........ 33,546,242.74

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855

BT T TR E T TR

LTI TR

L

EXCELSIOR

Mead Offico—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDC., TORONTQ

IRV R R R

Fﬂ%ﬁ
¢ Wives, Mothers
! and Life Insurance

ANY women, who realize

clearly enough the value
of lif e insurance, hesitate to urge
upon their husbands its import«
ance.

The reason is that the sugges-
tion would seem to spring from
selfish motives: this feeling has
caused many women to oppose
life insurance.

This is altogether a mistaken
attitude, for a husband who is
earning a fair income is worth
in money vastly more than any
insurance he could carry.

To persuade a husband to
insure hislife, therefore, is not
a matter of self-inlerest but of
self -protection, & very different
thing.

It there are children still in
the helpless stage, the necessity
for life insurance is absolute:
no feeling of delicacy should
rrevent a wife from pleading
or protection for them.

Is there a Mutual Policy in
your Home ?

The Mutual Life

of Canada
Waterloo Ontarl& X

WHEN YOU ARE FIFTY

it will be more comfortable to spemnd
July and August up north ‘where the
summer breezes blow' than endure

the Feat in town

AN
EXCELSIOR
ENDOWMENT
__ WILL PROVIDE
BN COMFORT
AND EASE
IN OLD AGE.

To-day only jg
yours to insure

msurance L | F E company

N. B.—Write Dept. L for special circular,
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BOND
OFFERINGS

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

INTEREST RETURN.
complexion. Protect your skin by

Qovernment — Municipal i .

the shore will ruin the hardiest

The sun and bumning winds of '

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47, to 67,

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

Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

If you are now troubled with tan or
sunburn-—use it, This troublesome con«

dition will disappear at once. It beauti-

fies the complexion instantly with a
refined, soft, pearly-white appearance,

Try it at once,

Send 10c. for trial sixe 18 '

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON

D on Smjmﬂ 344 West 5t Paul Street  Montreal, Que, l

CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MOHTR-!’J\L LONMDON.ENO

F

Policies “Good as Gold”

IS YOUR CONSCIENCE CLEAR?

OU are providing for home necessities and comforts while you live. Will they still be
provided if you die?> Would it not be wise to sacrifice some present luxuries for

possible future necessities?

AN ENDOWMENT AT LIFE RATE

will, at a very moderate premium, not only protect your home but will make full provision
for your own old age. These policies can be made payable in instalments to yourself or
your beneficiary, for life, and continue to share in the Company's surplus earnings.

No more satisfactory insurance contract for the average man has yet been devised. Full
information upon request.

This is the Company that is paying profits in excess of estimates.

LONDON LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE : : LONDON, CANADA
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A MONTHLY
‘ INCOME
|
is the greatest boon the average
man can leave to his widow.
As a rule, such provision best
A/ continues the household cus-
P NS
I?i."”m;“:! tom.
"“‘Tﬁ'”““[i THE MONTHLY INCOME
'l_ " POLICY of The Great-West
R Life is issued on the attractive
terms characterizing all the
Great-West Plans.
A descriptive pamphlet is now
in print—and will be mailed to
any interested enquirer. State
age, and personal rates will be
Paid-up Capital = i $1,000,000 s’;t:mitt -dI s ke
Reserve Fund and 2 St
Undivided Profits - 7,250,984
206 Branches in Canada. THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific. ASSURANCE CO
Savings Department at all Branches. Dept. ‘S
Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest & Pt
allowed at best current rates. Head Offlce - Winnipe‘
General Banking Business. |
Q

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,236,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,750,000 Total Assets - 214,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:
SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B.JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd Wice- Presiden
Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. C. D. K. Elott
Hon. W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson C. S. Wilcox
W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill

Executive Officers.
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Superintendent of Branches F. J. Sherman, Assistant General Manages

3256-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-325

B hes in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Costa Rica, Antigua, Barbados, Domi nie.
e e Jarmaica, St. Kitts, Trinidad and Babama lslaads, British Guiana and British Hond urag

LONDON, ENC., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts,
#

SAVINGCS DEPARTMENT s&dntHes
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Incorporated

BANK or TORONTO

HEAD OFFICE - TORONTO, CANADA

Capital Paid-up . . . . $5,000,000
Reserved Funds . . . . $6,439,382
WE invite the banking accounts of
Banking merchants, manufacturers, societies and
Business individuals.
Invited We offer the modern Banking Service of
a progressive Bank possessing ample

resources, extensive connections and com-
plete facilities.

All customers of The Bank of Toronto
are assured every courtesy and attention.

Individual also joint Accounts. These
Savings latter are especially convenient for two
and Private| or more persons, any ose of whom may
Banking deposit or withdraw money.
A ccotits Interest is paid on balances.

Banking Accounts opened for Societies

Loiges, Trustees, Executors or for private
purposes.

DIRECTORS

W. G. GOODERHAM, PRESIDENT
JOSEPH HENDERSON, VICE-PRESIDENT

William Stone,

John Macdonald,

Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham

Brig.-Gen. F. S. Meighen, J. L. Englehart, William L. Gear

Paul J. Myler

THOS. F. HOW, GENERAL MANAGER.

Joha R. Lamb, Supt. of Branches.

T. A. Bird, Chief Inspector.
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North American Life

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT ™

PROGRESSIVE.

New Business issued during the year
1915 exceeded that of the previous year
by One and a Quarter Millions. 'lyotal
Business in Force at December 3 1st,

1915, amounted to over $56,200,000

PROSPEROUS.

Net Surplus held on Policyholders

: account increased during the year by
$385,927, and now amounts to over $2,500,000, while Assets amount to over
$15,716,000. 9ltis a Policyholders Company. A ‘‘Solid as the Continent™ Policy

s a safe and profitable one to hold.

North American Life Assurance Company roronto
Evpwarp Guryey, President. L. GoLpMmaN, 1st Vice-President anda Managing-Director

'BANK OF HAMILTON

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP ...... $3,000,000
SURPLUS .. .... .. . 83475000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES







From the painting by Bertha Des Clayes.

ANNAPOLIS ROYAL

At Annapolis Royal, one of the most bhean-
tiful spots in Nova Scotia and, indeed, one
of the most historical, the visitor sees to-day
the old fort, which contains a number of the
old stone structures that were used succes-
sively by the English and the French. These
antiquities include the officers’ quarters, a
large stone building, with huge fire-places
and an immense common cooking-place in the
basement; an old powder magazine, which is
seen on the left side of the illustration, a
dungeon, and a sally port, while the earth.
works support a number of cannon.
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CANADA andits NICKEL
By George IWlhic

How 1T CAME ABOUT THAT ONE OF OUR BOASTED RESOURCES BECAME A SOURCE OF
GREAT PROFIT TO OUR COMPETITORS, A POWERFUL ARMOUR ANR ARMAMENT
FOR OUR ENEMIES, AND NOTHING FOR OURSELVES, IS HERE TOLD
AS A STORY AND AN EXAMPLE.

more speaking and some wealth.

We have often boasted of them, some-
times allowed others to develop them
and occasionally worked some of them
on;":]i:e:he case of nickel. Nickel h.as
the subject of speaker and writ-

for years. The nickel ore is Cana-
srian but nickel metal is ent}rely non-
c’m;djan. The nickel ore is part of
yery soil of Canada. It is torn
from the Canadian rock, raised to the
in Canada, for that is inevit-

je. But the moment it has been de-
i ed, the ore is out of the control

of Canada and Canadians and is sent
259

HE natural resources of Cagada
I have produced much writing,

out of her borders, having contributed
to Canada the privilege and profit of
operating the boarding-house at which
the miners live while blasting and
raising the ore. Some of the employ-
ed are Canadians residing permanent-
ly in Canada. Many are foreigners
who are imported into Canada by the
foreigners who control the industry.

The nickel-mining community is no
exception. It is hard to govern. It
produces more than its share of dis-
order and crime. The population it
gathers about it is vigorous for good
and also for evil. That population
we provide for—doubtless at a profit,
and we govern and keep it in order—
at an expense. A little tax on the



260 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

value of the ore at the mine goes to
the Province of Ontario. When you
have cast up the account of those
items the balance, if any, will show
the profit or loss to Canada on this
natural resource. If we had a man-
ager for our business, if we took an
intelligent interest in our own na-
tional and Imperial business, someone
would inquire whether that account
showed a satisfactory dealing with
this matter, whether this natural re-
source, which looked so important and
valuable, could not be made to show
a little more profit and some other
advantages.

If inquiry were made it would be
found that Canada is the source of
eighty per cent. of the world’s nickel,
that the only other deposits of im-
portance are in New Caledonia, a
French penal settlement on a small
island in the Pacific, which produces
practically the whole of the remain-
ing twenty per cent. The consump-
tion of mickel is increasing rapidly.
The introduction of a small percent-
age of nickel into steel gives the pro-
duet qualities which greatly enhance
its value, gives it a superiority for
certain purposes which make it a
necessity to certain users, for the war-
ship, the gun, and the automobile.

Nickel-steel is a necessity. And our
nickel deposits which permit us to
operate a boarding-camp and supply
house and to conduct an excellent
police court, enable our foreign com-
petitors to operate gigantic businesses
and our enemies to destroy our
friends, our fellow British subjects
and our fellow Canadians by ships,
cannon and projectiles, improved and
strengthened by a judicious addition
of Canadian nickel.

The nickel deposits of Canada were
discovered in the middle eighties, and
their extent and value had become
known by 1890. Up to that time the
modest demands for nickel had been
supplied by the mines of New Cale-
donia. The demands were moderate
—nickel had not yet come into its
own.

In the later eighties experiments
were made with steel containing a
small percentage of nickel. These ex-
periments showed that nickel-steel
was stronger, tougher and less sub-
ject to erosion than carbon steel.

In 1889 the Canadian Copper Com-
pany were selling large quantities of
nickel in Europe and had an offer
from Krupp to take their entire out-
put for three years. S. J. Ritchie, of
the Canadian Copper Company (Can-
adian in little but name), communi-
cated the condition of affairs to B. I,
Tracy, Secretary of the Navy for the
United States. The Secretary com-
municated with the Honourable Wil-
liam MeKinley, Chairman of Commit-
tee of Ways and Means, under date
of March 15th, 1890. Tests of armour
plates made at Annapolis on Septem-
ber 18th, 1890, showed the superiority
of nickel-steel plates. The Scientific
American of September 27th, 1890,
gives an account of the experiments.
In the issue of October 4th of that
year appears:

¢‘The remarkably short time it took for
Congress, after the final results at the
recent trials at Annapolis were made
known, to make the large appropriation
of $1,000,000 for the purchase of nickel
to be used in the manufacture of nickel-
steel plates for armouring our war vessels
is something phenomenal. The very great
superiority of such plates over the Eng.
lish compound plates, such as is used on
most of the armourclads of the British
Government, was go plainly shown at the
trials as to admit of no question.”’

It should be kept in mind that these
experiments were made a quarter of
a century ago. At that time the Goy-
ernment of Ontario were actually an-
ticipating the nickel situation as we
see it to-day. The Attorney-General
made a request for a report on “the
oceurrence of nickel in Ontario and
on its value when alloyed with iron
and steel”. The Honourable Arthur .
Hardy, the Commissioner of Crown
Lands for Ontario, made a report to
the Lieutenant-Governor-in-Couneci
in which he dwelt on the importance
of the nickel deposits in the Province
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and referred to several authorities
whose experiments had demonstrated
the great value of nickel in alloy with
other metals. Then Mr. Hardy, in
the same report, made this far-seeing
suggestion :

“‘In view, therefore, of the important
national uses to which nickel is being
applied by foreign Governments, and of

¢ consequent demand for mining loca-
tions here, it has occurred to the under-
gigned that an arrangement might be made
pnder which the Government of the Unit-
e¢d Kingdom should acquire a substantial,
possibly a controlling, interest in the
niekel deposits of this Province.”’

He urged that the proposition be
made during the session then being
held of the Legislative Assembly, be-
cause,

“Jt will be remembered that pending
eontemplated changes of the law all loca-
tions within the region of the nickel
ranges were, five months ago, withdrawn
from sale by Order-in-Council, but, unless
the Government should be authorized to
say that negotiations are pending with the
object mentioned, this territory may have
to be in thrown open to applications
and elaims by prospectors and others.”’

The Honourable Oliver Mowat, the
Attorney-General of the Province,
took the matter in hand immediately,
and on April 6th, 1891, he sent the
following letter direct to the Secre-

of State for the Colonies, Lord
Knutsford :

“r to enclose to you copy of a re-
of the Ontario Commissioner of Crown

ds, and of an Order-in-Council adopt-
ing the same with reference to our nickel
jands. These have been forwarded to the
Heeretary of State for Canada, but, as
time is a great object, I venture to send
ou these copies direct. Our Legislature is
{. session just now, and the session is ex-
to terminate before the end of this
month. If it were practicable to give us by
eable before the 25th instant at latest
some intimation as to whether the proposi-
tion suggested and explained in the Com-
missioner’s report is thought worthy of
eonsideration by the Imperial Government,
5t would enable us before the Legislature
is prorogued to provide for further aec-

‘ d also in a separate cover a
-;nlor::‘:lum prepared by Mr. Archibald
PBlue, secretary of a commission appointed

£l
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last year by this Government to inquire
into and report on the mineral resources
of the Provinee. Certain documents re-
ferred to in the memorandum are enclosed
therewith.

‘“Though our communication and ae-
companying papers have, in usual course,
been sent through his Honour the Lieu-
tenant-Governor to the Secretary of State
of Canada for transmission by his Execel-
lency the Governor-General, this method
may not have been necessary in a matter,
which, so far as we are concerned, is com-
wmercial and not politieal, and the mining
lands to which reference is made being
the exclusive property of the Province, as
to which the Dominion Government has
nothing whatever to do.

‘“As T have already explained, time is
a great object in the matter,”’

No doubt the Attorney-General
wrote direct to the Secretary of State
for the Colonies in order to avoid the
delays of the rigidly formal state
communication. All the formalities,
however, were observed in Downing
Street. Lord Knutsford advised the
Governor-General of Canada that he
had sent the proposal to the Lords’
Commissioners of the Admiralty and
that he had the honour to transmit,
for communication to the Provincial
Government a copy of the letter
which had been received from their
Lordships’ department. Here is the
text of the letter, which was signed by
the Under-Secretary of State:

‘‘I am commanded by my Lords’ Com-
missioners of the Admiralty to acknow-
ledge the receipt of your letter of the 26th
May, transmitting copy of a despateh with
its enclosures from the G.-G. of Canada,
respecting the nickel deposits in Ontario,
and in further reference to my letter of
the 4th May, C.P.

““I am to acquaint you for the informa-
tion of the S. of S. for the Colonies that
my Lords have most earefully considered
the representation conveyed to them, and,
while they much appreciate the courtesy
and consideration of the Ontario Govern-
ment in inviting their attention to the
vast resources of the nickel mines of Sud-
bury, they have arrived at the conclusion
that it would be inexpedient to apply to
Parliament for powers to acquire trl,lo con-
trolling interest suggested in these nickel
mines.

‘¢ As far as can be ascertained, and judg-
ing from the great extent of the area in
Canada over which nickel is found, it is
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not anticipated that any difficulty will
arise in obtaining sufficient for the re-
quirement of H. M. Service through the
ordinary channels, and while desirous of
thanking the Ontario Government for its
friendly forethought and consideration,
their Lordships consider that it will be
preferable to leave the development of
these mines to private enterprises, though
my Lords have no doubt that the Govern-
ment of Ontario will for some long period
to come retain under its control some of

the land in which these nickel ore deposits
are to be found,”’

-Exeunt ommes! The curtain falls
upon this act. We may not applaud
either plot, author, or actor, but sure-
ly he who runs may read and observe
where the real statesmanship was
exercised.

For a space no further move was
made. Then the Ontario Government
began to receive proposals from pri-
vate persons to undertake the smelt-
ing and refining of nickel ore in On-
tario, but none of the proposals satis-
fied the Government, and nothing
came of them,

Then on November 23rd, 1899, the
Director of the Burean of Mines call-
ed the attention of the Commissioner
of Crown Lands to the proposal that
had been made to the British Ad-
miralty in 1891 and advising the re-
opening of negotiations. As a result
the following Order-in-Council was

approved by the Lieutenant-Governor
in 1899.

‘“Upon consideration of the memoran-
dum of the Director of the Bureau of
Mines dated 23rd November, 1899, and
upon the recommendation of

the Hon-
ourable the Commissioner of Crown
%andﬂ, the Committee of Couneil submit
or the

approval of your Honour the fol-
lowing suggestions respecting copper and
nickel mining in the Province of Ontario,
namely:

‘“1. That in the interest of our relations
with the Empire it is desirable at an early
opportunity to renew the negotiations
opened with the British Government in
April, 1891, whiech have for their object
the concession of an interest in nickel ores
of the ungranted lands of the Crown for
Imperial and national uses, on such terms
as may be mutually agreed upon.

‘¢2. That having in view a large scope
for the employment of capital and labour
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nds is justified by the
cts and, indeed, it is, in his
opinion, doubtful whether at the time the
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Government of the day, to enable the Gov-
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hands of private parties, and the best
of the mines producing nickel, by the
process of amalgamation of certain
companies, became centered in the
Mond Nickel Company and the Inter-
national Nickel Company. The Mond
Nickel Company is a concern of mod-
erate dimensions and corresponding
output. Their mines cannot be as
cheaply worked as those of their great
competitor, and their ore is not as
rich. The International Nickel Com-
pany are much the largest producers
of nickel.

The International Nickel Company
was incorporated in September, 1912,
taking over the International Nickel
Company and the Colonial Company.
The International Nickel Company
was itself organized to take over the
Canadian Copper Company, the Or-
ford Copper Company, the Anglo-
American ITron Company, the Vermil-
lion Mining Company, the American
Nickel Works, the Nickel Corporation
of Great Britain, and the Société
Minidre Caledonienne.

The American Nickel Works, in-
cluding the Orford Company, com-
posed the subsidiary company, the
Huronian Company, Limited, which
owned and operated the water-power
at High Falls, near Nairn, Ontario,
and the generating plant for the sup-
plying of power to the Copper Cliff
works.

The authorized ecapital of the Inter-
national Nickel Company is $62,000,-
000, of which $12,000,000 is six per
cent. preferred stock, which was part-
ly issued to the holders of stock in
the International Nickel Company,
and part remained in the treasury.

The total amount outstanding to

March 31st, 1913, was as follows :

Common stock, $38,026,437.60; pre-
ferred, $8,904,000. Dividends have
been paid regularly on the stock of
the International Nickel Company.
The common stock, having paid ordin.
ary dividends, paid in July, 1910, an
extra dividend of twenty-five per
cent.

The profits of the company have
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nickel contents of nickel ore and
matte. If that were put in operation
and if the nickel refineries were in
(Canada our (Canadian manufacturers
of nickel-steel would have auto-
matically a preference in the world
market for steel of approximately ten
dollars a ton, which ought to enable
them to control the business of manu-
facturing nickel-steel.

The possession of this great nat-
aral resource is & responsibility as
well as an advantage. We have not
received the advantage; we have not
assumed the responsibility. So far
as the advantage to (Canada at large
is concerned we are but little better
off for the nickel that is in Canada
than we would be if it were in Okla-

homa.




WHO WROTE SHAKESPEARES PLAYS ?

SO CSimpson
Professor of €nglish Literature at Fin'zb/ Couegz

HE Baconian theory has now

been before the world for more

than sixty years, and in spite of
the fact that it has not lacked able ex-
ponents the world is slow to accept
it. For nearly two hundred and fifty
years no one doubted that Shakes-
peare’s plays were composed by the
actor William Shakespeare of Strat-
ford. But the mid-nineteenth cen-
tury, like Tago, was nothing if not cri-
tical. It was the time of the begin-
nings of the Higher Criticism, as ap-
plied to the Bible and to Homer, and
it was impossible that Shakespeare
should escape the scalpel. Some
doubts were raised in 1848, and in
1856 came Mr. W. H. Smith and Miss
Delia Bacon. The Baconian theory
is now upon us. Since that time num-
bers of volumes upon the subject have
appeared and fresh ones are continu-
ally appearing. It is obvious that in
the space at our disposal nothing but
a very superficial examination can be
made of a theory so widely debated,
but still we will do what we can to
discuss the question as impartially
and fairly as may be.

Those who disbelieve in the author-
ship of Shakespeare the actor fall 'in-
to two great sects. The earlier, which
still persists, is that of the pure Ba-
conians, like Miss De_lla Bacon and
Mr. Smith. These believe the author
to have been Bacon himself. There is,
however, another and more reason-
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able class, who, while not convinced
as to Bacon’s authorship, are yet cer-
tain on one point, namely, that the
plays were by no means written by
the author William Shakespeare. The
most effective exponent of this theory,
the chief of the believers in the “Great
Unknown” X, is Mr. George Green.
wood, whose views are fully set forth
in a volume of more than five hun-
dred pages, “The Shakespearean Pro.
blem Re-stated”, published in 1908.
Let us look at some of the argu-
ments with which the Anti-Shakes.
peareans in general attempt to refute
the orthodox belief. Tt is said in the
first place that very little is known of
Shakespeare himself. This statement,
however, is misleading. It is trye
that the records of his life are mea-
gre, but they are as full as those of
any other Elizabethan dramatist, ex-
cept perhaps Ben Jonson. “Indeed,”
it has .been well said, “we know lit-
tle of the biography of any writers
of the 16th century, unless their lives
affected Church or Politics, and henee
found preservation in the records*
“But,” say the anti-Shakespeareans,
“according to you, Shakespeare the
actor was the author of the greatest
plays the world has ever seen. How
is it then, that his contemporaries did
not take more notice of him 9’ This,
however, is to look at the 16th cen-
tury with the eyes of the 20th. The
Baconians forget that in Elizabethan

R —eeee TR
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times, people did not chatter about
literary and dramatic celebrities as
we do to-day, and that consequently,
unless they were courtiers, or church-
men, or otherwise distinguished, (un-
less, for example, like Ben Jonson,
they had killed someone in a duel),
their private lives were bound to be
anknown. What do we know of
Shakespeare’s illustrious contempor-
aries and his immediate successors in
the art of dramatic poetry. Very lit-
tle. Shakespeare’s plays were not

blished in collected form during his
me, 80 how could he be studied? Un-
like Dr. Johnson he never had a Bos-
well. How can we expect biographi-
eal materials? We have a few stage
aneedotes, and recollections of an-
eient people at Stratford. What more
have we of Beaumont, or Fletcher, or
Chapmani Not so much! Stratford
was no literary place, a fact on which
the Anti-Shakespeareans are fond of
dwelling. How should it keep up lit-
erary traditions? Andrew Lang gives
us an interesting modern example of
how little impression may be made in
his early years by a very great poet
even in a place so renowned for cul-
ture as Balliol College, Oxford.

“In 1866, says Lang, “I was an
andergraduate of a year’s standing at
Balliol College, Oxford, certainly not
an unlettered academy. In that year,
the early and the best poems of a con-
siderable Balliol poet were published.
He had “gone down” some eight years
pefore. Being young and green, 1
sought for traditions about
Mr. Swinburne. One of his contem-
poraries who took a First in the final
elassical Schools, told me that “he
was a smug”. Another, that, as Mr.
Swinburne and his friend were not

, they proposed that they

d eombine to pay single subserip-

to the Cricket Club. A third, a
tutor of the highest reputation as a
moralist and metaphysician, merely
smiled at my early enthusiasm—and
told me—nothing! A white-haired
gervant said that “Mr. Swin-

purne was a very quiet gentleman”.
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Why did Shakespeare, conscious as
he must have been of his great pow-
ers, never collect and publish his
plays? The answer is simple. No
dramatist did so until the year of
Shakespeare’s death, when Ben Jon-
son broke ground in this way, and was
much laughed at for his pains. There
was no great reading public then as
there is to-day. For the illiterate pub-
lie—and we must remember that most
people were illiterate—the acted play
stood in the place of the modern novel
and the illustrated magazine. More-
over we have to remember the condi-
tions of play-writing at the time. The
play was sold outright to a manager
like Henslowe, and the author had no
further rights in it. The manager
could have it altered in any way he
pleased, without reference to the
author, and was usually averse from
publication, as that would give an op-
portunity to a rival manager to put
the play on the boards himself. It is
easy then to understand why Shakes-
peare’s plays were not published till
seven years after his death. But even
if we suppose that Bacon or X was
the author of Shakespeare’s plays, the
theory does not help us at all. The
plays were not published in bulk till
1623, and in Mr. Greenwood’s own
view two of those in the first folio
are of different authorship to the rest.
Clearly, then, if Bacon or X was re-
sponsible for the issue of the first
folio, he was quite indifferent as to
what was included and what was not.
The truth is that dramatic authors
seem to have cared very little for a
reputation among readers of another
age. It is a fact too often forgotten,
even by crities, that plays were writ-
ten, not to be read, but to be acted,
and to be acted in the authors’ own
time, and often by their own com-
panies and in their own theatres.

“But,” say the Anti-Shakespear-
eans again, “there is no proof that
Shakespeare the actor is the author
of the plays.” Here we take direct
jssne. Indeed, the evidence is over-
whelming. Limitations of space for-
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bid our producing this, but to any
unprejudiced mind the witness of Ben
Jonson alone, i nhis well-known verses
addressing the “sweet swan of
Avon”, should be sufficient to prove
the truth of the orthodox position.
With the first of the Anti-Shakes-
pearean arguments, the silence of
Shakespeare’s contemporaries, we
have now dealt; but a word or two
must be said as to the alleged signifi-
cant silence of Philip Henslowe, one
of the great theatrical managers of
the period. Henslowe controlled the
“Fortune”, a rival theatre to the
“@lobe”, in which Shakespeare was
interested. He died in the same year
as Shakespeare, and left behind him
a volume of manuseript, the so-called
diary, dating from 1591 to 1609. This
is really an account book, in which
Heuslowe records the performance of
plays, with their dates, and the sums
taken at the performances; and the
book also contains notes of money
lent on account to several actors and
dramatic authors. Mr. Greenwood,
following the American Judge Stot-
senburg, calls attention to the “re-
markable phenomenon” that the name
of Shakespeare does not occur in
Henslowe’s book. The keen scent for
mysteries of the Anti-Shakespeareans
is truly marvellous! Why does not
Henslowe mention Shakespeare’s name
in his aceount book? Because he had
no dealings with him. This obvious
explanation does not seem to occur to
the mystery mongers. Why should
Shakespeare have dealings with a
rival manager when he had a better
market in his own company? Note
again that the theory that the plays
were written by Bacon or another
does not help Mr. Greenwood in the
least in the solution of his own mys-
tery. If Shakespeare is selling Ba-
con’s or X’s plays, he must sell them
to someone. Whether Shakespeare
wrote his plays or not, we may be
sure he got paid for them. Shakes-
peare was no fool in money matters.
Who paid him? Obviously his own
company ! Why then go to Henslowe ?
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“The silence of Philip Henslowe,”
Mr. Greenwood writes, “ is a very re-
markable phenomenon.” “It is,” re-
plies Andrew Lang, “a phenomenon
precisely as remarkable as the absence
of Mr. Greenwood’s name from the
accounts of a boot-maker with whom
he has never had any dealings!”

The various spellings of Shakes-
peare’s name need not detain us. In
‘Warwickshire and at Stratford the
name was spelt in scores of ways, and
sometimes in different ways within
the same document. “His father’s
name appears in the records of the
town in sixteen different forms*
(Neilson-Thorndike). Similarly the
name of Raleigh is spelt in a number
of different ways. The Elizabethans
generally were careless in the matter
of spelling. Again, it is said, the sig-
nature of Shakespeare the actor is
not the handwriting of an eduecated
man. There is no force in this argn-
ment. Mr. Greenwood says: “It is
hardly possible to conceive that the
poems and plays were written in Wil.
liam Shakespeare’s illegible, illiterate
scrawl.” Shakespeareans reply that
the signatures are neither illegible nop
illiterate. As Canon Beeching points
out, they show different scripts—the
old English and the Italian. “No il.
literate person would write twe
hands,” says Beeching, “but play-
wrights did so habitually to dis.
tinguish the text from the stage direc.
tions.” As for illegibility, most Eliza.
bethans wrote a hand which would to-
day be thought illegible. Even the
writing of Bacon is extremely diffieult
to read. Moreover the signatures to
the will, on. which our very slight
knowledge of Shakespeare’s writing is
largely based, would probably be
written when the author was n
death, and the ink too has faded
badly. Onme of the Toronto news.
papers has recently been printing sig.
natures of famous Canadians. Tg
must be confessed that they are byt
ral"ﬁ'ly decipherable.

e now come to the vexed questi
of the author’s learning, a gu:g::
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settled by Farmer’s famous es-
say of 1767, before the Baconian pro-
blem ever arose. According to the
Anti-Shakespeareans Shakespeare was
an ignorant yokel. Some of them even
deny that he could write his name!
It is obviously impossible, they say,
that this man could have possessed
the scholarship and knowledge, espe-
eially of Greece and Rome, which the
plays manifest. How could he
ereate the witty court ladies and gen-
tlemen of the comedies, or know that
in Venice there was a place called the
Rialto, or a common ferry called the
Tranect? How did he obtain an in-
timate knowledge of the castle of El-
ginore? The Anti-Shakespeareans
dwell on the general ignorance per-
vading the town of Stratford; on the
fact that Shakespeare’s father, wife,
and daughter made their marks in
place of signing; on the absence of
any proof that the boy was ever at
Stratford grammar school.

Now the extreme Baconians ob-
viously go too far. If Shakespeare
was a mere ignorant yokel, it would
have been impossible for him not only
to have written the plays, but even
to have passed himself off on his
contemporaries as their author. But
a further question arises. Is the
knowledge shown in the plays so

at, is the scholarship so accurate,
that we must go to someone like Ba-
eon for the authorship ? By no means.
Exact scholarship is just what we do
not find. Shakespeare pronounces Pos-
us with the long u, and Androni-
ens with the short i, mistakes which Ba-
eon certainly would never have made.
Nor would Bacon have made Menen-
ius refer to Galen, and Ulysses quote
Plato; nor would he have plac-

#d Aristotle before the Trojan war.
Shakespeare, like Gallio, cared for
none of these things. In “The Win-
ter’s Tale” he calls Delphi, Delphos;
makes the place an island ; and places
there the oracle of Apollo. He is ob-
viously confusing the island _Delos
with Delphi, which was no island,
but which was famous for its oracle of

Apollo. Contemporary with this
oracle at Delphos, according to
Shakespeare, was the artist Giulio
Romano who flourished in the 16th
century, A.D.! Scott played some
queer pranks with history in “Ivan-
hoe” and “Kenilworth”, but nothing
to this!

Shakespeare’s knowledge and schol-
larship, in short, are exactly what we
should expect from a very intelligent
youth who had been educated in
such a free grammar school as exist-
ed at Stratford; who left school early,
and got most of his knowledge of the
classies out of translations; though
able at need to render a page or so of
Latin ; and perhaps even, though with
more difficulty, of Greek. We know
that Shakespeare used translations—
a translation of Plutarch, for in-
stance. Bacon would have gone to
the original, not to an English trans-
lation of a French translation of the
original. Moreover, a knowledge of
Latin was much more current in the
world in Shakespeare’s day than now;
and all the dramatic writers were
steeped in the eclassics. ~Whoever
wrote the plays of Shakespeare was
evidently an omnivorous reader. “No
doubt,” says Sir Walter Raleigh, in
his delightful little book, “Shakes-
peare ranged up and down the book-
stalls of Paul’s churchyard, browsing
among the innumerable sorts of Eng-
lish books and infinite fardels of
printed pamphlets, wherewith, ac-
cording to a contemporary, °‘this
country is pestered, all shops stuffed,
and every study furnished’ .t is
Shakespeare was one of those swift
and masterly readers who know what
they want of a book; they scorn noth-
ing that is dressed in print, but turn
over the pages with a quick discern-
ment of all that brings them new in-
formation, or jumps with their
thought, or tickles their fancy. Such
a reader will perhaps have done with
a volume in a few minutes, yet what
he has taken from it he keeps for
years. He is at times wrongly judged
by slower wits to be a learned man.”
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With regard to the knowledge of
the court and courtiers shown in the
plays, Shakespeare acted at court,
and was not unacquainted with mem-
bers of the nobility. Young men of
position in Shakespeare’s day seem to
have taken an interest in actors, much
as in the 18th century they took an
interest in prize-fighters. We know
that Burbage and Kemps were held
in such favour. According to the
evidenece of Heminge and Condell, the
Earls of Pembroke and Montgomery
were on similarly friendly terms with
Shakespeare; and we find him dedi-
cating his poems, “Venus and Adon-
is”, and “Lucrece” to the Earl of
Southampton. Here, again, his read-
ing would help him; especially the
plays and novels of Lyly, and Sir
Philip Sidney’s “Arcadia”. Moreover,
the argument recoils on the Bacon-
ians. If it was impossible for Shakes-
peare to acquire his knowledge of the
court, surely it was equally impossible
for Bacon to become so familiar with
Mrs. Quickly, Doll Tearsheet, Pistol,
Bardolph, and the waiters, carters,
and other characters in low life who
are so plentifully scattered through-
out the plays. Bacon was a pretty
busy man all his life; and if he man-
aged to acquire all Shakespeare’s in-
formation of the lower orders of so-
ciety, as well as to write his plays;
(no mere academic performances like
those of Browning and Tennyson) ;
he certainly was a genius of a uni-
versal kind; so much so that the
theory that he wrote Spenser’s
“Faery Queene”, and Burton’s “Ana-
tomy of Melancholy” in addition ceas-
es perhaps to be staggering.

Finally, we have the legal argu-
ment. This is the Anti-Shakespear-
eans’ trump card. The plays, they
say, show an astonishing knowledge
of the law; and indeed they bring
forward excellent evidence in favour
of the plea. Lord Campbell and Lord
Penzance should certainly know good
law from bad, if any one does. Is it
conceivable, ask the Anti-Shakes-
peareans, that the Stratford rustic
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should have been able to acquire such
knowledge? And they immediately
look round for Bacon, or someone like
Bacon, as the author of the plays.
Here, obviously, the ordinary layman
is at a disadvantage. He can, how-
ever, plead that other able lawyers
find legal inaccuracies in some of the
plays. Mr. Castle, K.C., for instance,
says that in some plays the law is
good, in others bad; and thinks that
the author must have had legal as.
sistance in the first case and not in
the second. Indeed, Mr. Castle thinks
that Bacon was hardly lawyer enough
to have supplied the necessary know-
ledge, and suggests as Shakespeare’s
legal adviser Sir Edward Coke, Ba-
con’s chief enemy! The ordinary
layman is breathless, and can say
nothing! Reply has however been
made that the general literature of
the period is full of legal terms, and
that those in Shakespeare's plays,
though “numerous and usually cor-
rect, do not establish any great know-
ledge of the law. Elizabethan Lon-
don was full of law students who
were among frequent patrons of the
theatre. Through acquaintance with
these gentlemen, Shakespeare might
have readily acquired all the law that
he displays. Moreover, he had an
opportunity to gain a considerable
familiarity with the law through the
frequent litigations in which he and
his father were concerned.” (Neil-
son-Thorndike). Mr. Greenwood
scoffs at this. The legal jargon is too
difficult for a layman to master in
any such amateur manner, even if
he is a genius. “There is nothing so
dangerous,” writes Lord Camp

“as for one, not of the craft, to tam-
per with our freemasonry.” Be it so;
but the plays show something besides
legal knowledge. They show a thor-

-ough knowledge of a craft as alien to

the legal genius as is a knowledge of
law to the playwright, viz.: a know-
ledge of the technique of play-writ-
ing. On this point we cannot have
better evidence than that of Sip
Henry Irving. “You may be the
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mightiest genius that ever breathed,”
Sir Henry, “but if you have not
studied the art of writing for the
stage, you will never write a good
acting play. Of this technique there
i8 mo more striking example than
“Othello”. It is a masterpiece of
ure exposition, which could have
geen achieved only by a man who had
t years in the atmosphere of the
theatre. The Baconians cannot grasp
the elementary fact that the Shakes-
an plays were written exclusive-
for the stage, by a play-wright who
was in the very centre and heart of
theatrical life, and not by an inspired
outsider. The inspired outsider may
have an admirable story admirably
written, but without any knowledge
of the stage, how is he to get his char-
acters on and off? You see the eraft
of Shakespeare in his exits and his
entrances . an essay might be
written on Shakespeare’s exits alone.
. Apart from the genius of the
, you have the irresistible evidence
that Shakespeare was a great drama-
tie constructor, who knew the stage as
intimately as a watch-maker knows
the mechanism of a wateh. How
eonld Bacon acquire this experience !”
As Mr. Greenwood so often remarks,
echo answers—Bacon shows nowhere
any interest in the stage. His essay
on “Masks and Triumphs”, indeed,
displays something of a contempt for
theatrical matters. Nor, as we have
eould he ever have had the leis-

ure to cultivate such knowledge.
Moreover, an examination of the
evidence shows that Shakespeare the
actor was universally taken for the
dramatist by his contemporaries.
Here, surely, we may adopt the words
of Sir Theodore Martin: “We might
as soon believe that a man who pre-
tended that he had written “Vanity
Fair” or “Esmond” could have escap-
ed detection in the society of Charles
Butler, Tennyson, Venables, or James
Spedding, as that Shakespeare (the
PBaconian Shakespeare) could have

passed himself off as the author even
of the “Two Gentlemen of Verona”
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or “Love’s Labours’ Lost”—we pur-
posely name two of his earliest and
weakest plays—or that any of that
brilliant ecircle of Elizabethan poets
would have given eredit for ten min-
utes to such a man as the Baconians
picture Shakespeare to have been, for
the capacity to construet one scene or
even to compose ten consecutive lines
of the exquisite blank verse which is
to be found in those plays.”

Obviously, either the orthodox
theory is sound, or there was a huge
and successful conspiracy, so huge
that its success would be almost as
great a miracle as that of “Romeo and
Juliet” issuing from the pen of the
author of the “Essay on Love”.

‘We must not conclude without say-
ing somewhat of the Simon Pure Ba-
conians, and especially of the ingen-
ious writers who prove Bacon’s
authorship by cryptograms hidden in
his works and in the writings of his
time. Mr. Ignatius Donnelly (The
Great Cryptogram, 1887) may be
briefly dismissed. Lord Penzance, who
is a strong Baconian, says of this
book: “The -attempt to establish a
cipher totally fails. There is not in-
deed the semblance of a cipher.” The
absurdity of this imaginary ecipher
has been frequently exposed. Among
the least of its difficulties is the fact
that it involves the printers in the
conspiracy! Mr. Donnelly comes to
the amazing conclusion that Bacon
wrote not only the plays of Shake-
speare but those of Marlowe as well,
and in addition, Burton’s “Anatomy
of Melancholy,” and the essays of
Montaigne. This is much as if one
should say that Rudyard Kipling was
the author of the works of Anatole
France! Is it necessary to concern
oneself seriously with a theory which

Jeads to such preposterous results as

this? Mrs. Gallup’s “Bi-Literal
Cipher of Francis Bacon” appeared

“in 1900. Byron says:

‘¢ 'Tis pleasant, sure, to see one’s name
in print;

A book’s a book, although there’s noth-
ing in’t.”’
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Mrs. Gallup’s work is printed and
bound, with a frontispiece of the
authoress; so let it pass for a book.
But one may doubt if a worse written
book has ever been put before the pub-
lie. We look for evidence of the fam-
ous cipher. What does Mrs. Gallup
do? She gives the curious reader her
results! As for any attempt to prove
that her cipher is accurate, the great
work is voiceless. She makes no effort
of the kind. She gives, however, her
results; and what results! Listen to
the lady for a moment: “The proofs
are overwhelming and irresistible,”
she writes, “that Bacon was the author
of the delightful lines attributed to
Spenser”; (‘delightful lines’ is good,
as Polonius would say! She means
“The Faery Queen” and a few other
little trifles!) “the fantanstic conceits
of Peele and Greene”; {a goodly num-
ber of plays, and other writings be-
sides plays!) ; “the historical romances
of Marlowe; the immortal plays and
poems put forth in Shakespeare’s
name; as well as ‘The Anatomy of
Melancholy’ of Burton.” Anyone who
has read “The Anatomy of Melan-
choly” of Burton will appreciate the
humour of its being affixed as a tail-
piece to this marvellous collection !
However, Mrs, Gallup is not content
even now. She also claims for Bacon
Lyly’s “Euphues” and five plays of
Ben Jonson’s! Further, we learn that
Bacon stated in his cipher that he was
the legitimate son of Queen Elizabeth,
and the rightful heir to the throne of
England. After this, the statement
that “Romeo and Juliet” is based on
the love of Bacon for Marguerite de
Valois falls comparatively flat!

A book almost as wild as Mrs. Gal-
lup’s is Sir Edward Durning-Law-
rence’s “Bacon is Shakespeare”. Sir
Edward Durning-Lawrence is a reso-
lute eryptogrammist. He finds sym-
bolism even in the Droeshout engrav-
ing to the first folio. The right arm
of the coat is really the back of the
left, and this proves somehow that
Bacon is Shakespeare! Then ‘“he
counts up the letters in Ben Jonson’s

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

verses to the reader describing this
portrait, and, finding them to be 287,
counting a “w” as two “v’s”, concludes
by adding 287 to 1623 (the date of
the first folio) that Bacon intended to
reveal himself as the author in the
year 1910”. “This sort of argument,”
says the writer from whom these
words are quoted, “makes the plain
man’s head reel. On similar prin-
ciples anything might prove any-
thing.”

Two people less alike than Bacon
and Shakespeare, the Shakespeare dis-
coverable in the plays, as well as the
Shakespeare of tradition, it would be
hard to find. Bacon is a cynical egot-
ist; a man of clear intellect, but with-
out a heart, and totally wanting in
poetry. Macaulay says of him: “His
faults were—we write it with pain—
coldness of heart and meanness of
spirit.” Bacon has a genius for gen-
eralization and classification, but there
is nothing whatever in his works whieh
shows Shakespeare’s interest in the in-
dividual. However little our know-
ledge of Shakespeare, we may at least
be sure that he was not in the slight-
est degree like Bacon. Read the
“Essay on Love” and “Romeo and
Juliet” and you have a measure of
the great gulf fixed between the
two. Moreover, Bacon’s acknowledged
verses, though not hopelessly bad,
show no poetic mind and no genius
for the happy word and expression;
no sense of the music and colour which
make great poetry. Harvey said of
him that he wrote of science like g
Lord Chancellor. 'We may say, too,
that he wrote verse like a Lord Chan-
cellor; certainly not in the least like
Shakespeare. His attitude even tqo
science is unimaginative. This is ex.
actly the opposite fault which we
should expect to find in a poet. S
the language of Professor Tyrrell ig
not a whit too extravagant: “I would
rather believe all the fables of the
Talmud and Alcoran than that the
author of the “Novum Organum” wag
the author of the plays and poems of
Shakespeare. Conceive for a moment
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Bacon as the creator of Falstaff, Shal-
Jlow, Dogberry, the grave-diggers in
“Hamlet’, and Launcelot Gobbo! Tt
would be as easy to imagine Mr. Her-
bert Spencer as the author of ‘Pick-

‘ek’ !”

Why should Bacon have been at
such pains to find another father for
his plays, supposing he himself was
the author of them? Some of the
Baeconians seem to imagine that it
would have damaged his reputation
at Court and his chances of political

referment to have been known as
so light a thing as a writer of plays.
Yet, in truth, it was more likely to
have enhanced his reputation than
diminished it. The court was much
more interested in plays than in sci-
ence. Every great man had his com-
pany of players, and delighted in pat-
ronizing players as well as authors.
Moreover, even if we were to grant
that Bacon would have suffered in be-
ing known as a playwright, and that
this argument applies even after his
disgrace ; (which, according to the
Baconians, was the very time he chose
to employ Heminge, Condell and Ben
Jonson to produce his plays under

re’s name); it is hard to

believe that an author who was so
eareful of the preservation of his work
ghould have left so much of it to the
doubtful mercy of an obscure cipher,
only to be read by an American near-
Jy 300, years after his death! Besides,
the argument could not apply to the
ip of the “Anatomy of Melan-

choly” or Montaigne’s Essays! They
were not too light to damage his re-

tation!

pnAgain, why should Shakespeare be
chosen as the nominal author? If
Shakespeare was the ignorant hoor of
the Baconian imagination, a less suit-
able man for the purpose could hard-
1y have been found. Ben Jonson, him-
self. would have served much better.
1f Shakespeare was a mere pen-name,
why choose as a pen-name the name
of a living actor? “Shakespeare”
might pass, but why William Shake-

q)elref
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But the worst is still to come. We
are actually asked to believe that
Shakespeare, the author of “Richard
I1.”, was identical with Bacon, the
prosecutor of Essex. Now, one of the
accusations brought against Essex was
that, on the eve of his conspiracy in
1601, he had caused to be acted
Shakespeare’s “Richard I1.”, with its
famous deposition scene; (the play
and the company can be identified
with certainty). What a dramatic
situation! There is hardly anything
equal to it in Shakespeare’s plays!
Bacon, as prosecutor, cites as dam-
ning proof against his friend the per-
formance of a play which he had writ-
ten himself! No wonder William
Shakespeare amassed a competence
and became the owner of New Place!
But who imagines for a moment that
such a fraud could be concealed ! One
can fancy what Elizabeth would have
said and done, had she ever made the
discovery! No wonder Bacon kept his
secret carefully! It is the most mar-
vellous instance on record of the suec-
cessful covering of a trail. Even Sher-
lock Holmes himself would have been
a fool in the hands of Bacon!

As for Mrs. Pott and Mr. Donnelly,
and the supposed verbal resemblances
between Shakespeare’s plays and
Bacon’s known writings—an argu-
ment on which Lord Penzance lays
great stress—the answer is easy.
Wherever there is a real parallel, the
phrases used are such as are common
in Elizabethan writings. Mrs. Pott
finds food for the Baconians in the
occurrence in both writers of even
such simple phrases as “Amen”,
“Good Night”, “Good Morrow”, and
“0 the—"; (“O the Heavens”, “O the
time”, “O the devil”, “O the good
gods”!). As for “Amen”, it has been
noted that such argument as this
would prove that Bacon was the
translator of the Authorized Version
of the -Bible, and the author of the
English Church service and numerous
Hymn Books!

‘We have now reached the end of
our task. It is sometimes said that
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the question is one which it is useless
to argue. “We have the plays,” it is
said, “why trouble ourselves with the
question “Who wrote them ¥ * | “What
does it matter,” asks the old joke,
“whether the plays were written by
Shakespeare or by another man of
the same name ?’ One may appreciate
wit, and yet not agree with the atti-
tude. The Baconians wish to rescue
these works from the imputation of
having been written by a mere ignor-
ant play aetor. They hate William
Shakespeare of Stratford with a most
deadly hatred, We Shakespeareans,
on the other hand, resent the idea
that the famous lines on Justice and
Mercy in “Measure for Measure” and
“The Merchant of Venice” proceeded
from the pen of the cold-hearted egot-
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FROM GRAND PRE tothe SFA

By Belly

Shornley.

Drawings by Berthe .des Clayes

LD sorrows, lost in peace, give
O to the common sun-filled day

the final beauty—an Indian-
summer-misted touch of loveliness.
Protective Providence, sketching its
isothermal lines across the world, has
been kind to Nova Scotia, as the rail-
ways have been kind to her, and the
harbour commissions. But the visitor
who knows his Evangeline brings a
eharm more potent still.

The green of summer-showered
grass would be less soothing, had
there been no tripping clogs a-dance
for Gabriel—the drifting apple-blos-
som scent would comehlees sweet 1{
through its fragrance there were no
the memoried tang of beachfires on
the fateful night—and all the opal-
tinted, red-sanded Fundy tide would
bear less magic on its towering crest,
had not a gentle poet, dreaming in an
alien garden, incarnated the grace,
the truth, the grave sweet charm of
Acadie and sent it, sorrowing, south-
ward into exile. :

You can weep at the Well of
Bvangeline, though you know that
her birthplace was an American
brain, not a Canadian farmhouse. For
Evangeline is typical of womanhood

. giving, waiting, finding.
And the willows that lean against the
still Acadian sky are sacred to the
patient wistfulness of all the unnam-
ed daughters of her race.

To-day there is no Gallic spice in

-z

Grand Pré speech. The prim white
cottages are filled with English faces;
the birds that call and ery over the
long salt marshes look down on cross-
less churches; and the old Acadian
chansons are heard no more on the
Gaspereau. But the well and the wil-
lows are forever at the heart of Grand
Pré.

In the Clare Distriet to the south,
one hundred and fifty thousand of
Evangeline’s folk dwell in a common-
wealth of their own, faithful to the
traditions and the speech of their
forefathers. Here the “Norman cap
and the kirtle” may be seen beside
the spinning wheel, and the logical
successor of Father Felicien wields a
more potent sceptre than King
George. Proverbs from Molidre star
the quaint French of the leisurely
people whose thin-stripped farms,
each with its chin on the roadside,
stretch back into the country-side,
divided and subdivided like the
branching shoots on the family tree.

Half way down the western side
of the peninsula lies Annapolis Royal.
Here the well-informed traveller dis-
cards his rosary and looks to the hilt
of his jewelled rapier, mindful of De
Monts and his gallant “Ordre de Bon
Temps” who feasted and frolicked
there three centuries ago, toasting the
King of France who had forgotten
them and the maranding Indians who
shook revengeful tomahawks outside
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“The prim, white cottages are full ot English faces

the door. They were a mad company,
all but Champlain who lived to found
Quebee, plant a garden, marry a wife,
and settle statuesquely due east of the
Chateau Frontenae. It is only fitting
that the finest district for hunting in
the southern part of the Province—
the Kedgemakoogee and Liverpool
Lakes—should lie within wagon reach
of Annapolis.

Here the man who gets tired of all
the ordinary summer paraphernalia
—mermaids, millinery, motor-boats—
and what man doesn’t ?—may find a
restless rest whipping the trout-stream
or sensing the wonder of the Kedgee
Lakes, not the colour-wonder alone,
with its gamut stretching from the
silver of the beach sand through all
possible leaf shades to the dun of the
rocks under the blue of a fleckless
sky, but the wonder as to how many
pounds the rising trout will weigh
and how frequently his cousins will
repeat his flying silver-scaled leap
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that begins in greed and ends in the
basket.

In the autumn there are wonderful
sun-drenched days sacred to the
woodeock, the partridge, the plover
and the duck. Nova Scotia is on the
main line for the feathered traveller
from the mysterious Pole, and there
are few reaches in the world whepre
the cock-shooter and his setter, or the
duck-hunter in his sink-box can find
better sport. Bear River, famous also
for its cherries, is the recognized
point of departure for cockdom.

Back of the birdlands, in and out
around the trout streams, and ovep
the open country of the interior the
moose is striding, biggest of Ameri.
can game animals and fond of Noyg
Scotia to the tips of his antlers. Civil-
ization, in the objectionable sense of
the word, is a coastline accessory, and
even the most modest-pursed of
hunters can obtain a guide and g
game license.
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“ Each with its chin on the roadside
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a

The old Powder Magazine at Annapolis Royal

Adam, then, is happy in Acadia.
So is Eve, left for the nonce on the
hotel verandah. So are the little
Adams who find it fascinating to pad-
dle and sail on the same Bay—pad-
dle in a puddle, far out on a terra-
cotta beach in the morning, go 'to
luneh while Fundy does its magic
rise of forty or fifty feet, and later
try a P.M. sail over the spot where
the mud squeezed through one’s A M.
toes!

Eve Junior is also happy, because
she makes pictures. The twins who
carry cameras are probably content
with their results, but the misted dis-
tance and the flare of the red sun-
shade on the blue water are for the
artist’s fingers a never-ending, trem-
blesome delight. To see—to attempt
—+to all—but achieve! Never mind.
Blomidon will tower to-morrow as he
sits to-day. The Five Islands doubt-
less flung a heady challenge to the
Micmae painter of milleniums ago.
He didn’t get them. But he was a

bigger man—a sadder-wiser, happier-
memoried man—for trying.

All the Fundy side of Nova Scotia
has a hazed and melancholy beauty
despite the vividness of its sands, the
heavenly incense of its orchards,
where, as Joseph Howe used to say, a
man might ride fifty miles under
ple-blossoms. But the eastern side of
the Province, forgetting the slow
brimming rivers, the gentle, peaceful,
stay-at-home constitution of the
Fundy dwellers, puts on a more re-
bust loveliness with blue-green hills
fit to front Atlantic winds, and
rock outcroppings that show indeed
why the Province should be ecalled
New Secotland.

Halifax was settled in 1749 ag g
war measure. Massachusetts, then g
brave little toddler with no fore.
knowledge of any coming break with
her English mother, feared the rgy.

ages of the French D’Auville and his

fleet. So she petitioned the Lords of
Trade and Plantations, who sat in

i A S
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““The heavenly incense of its orchards

London town over the sea, and the said
Lords decided to plant a sturdy col-
ony to the north, the personnel of the
settlers to consist of disbanded sol-
diers—since at that time England and
France had unlocked horns for the
nonce. Two thousand five hundred
and seventy-six colonists sailed into
the “Mighty Haven” one royal June
day, and Halifax was born, if not full
grown, at least well advanced into
knickerbockers.

The manner of this event may be
the reason for a certain assurance, a
cool belief in itg ability to maintain
its own which the city has always evi-
denced—a desire moreover to govern
itself and everything else within
range, and an aptitude commensur-
ate with its dreams.- In everything
entered, Halifax will be first, whether
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the  contest concern the possession
of the most commodious harbour, the
best-stocked fishmarket, the biggest
guns, the bravest sailormen or the
prettiest summer-girls.

Halifax has a water-provision of ne
ordinary sort, backed as it is by Bed.
ford Basin—landlocked, deep
summer-still—with the long inlet of
Waegwoltie, or the Northwest A
eurving around it to the right. Hepe
is the regatta-region, the hotel.
haunt, the canoe-country, the para-
dise of the boy with the banjo and
the girl with the first moonlight iy
her eyes. It's just near enough to
town to get there and back for whas
you can afford any time you like. And
just far enough away to lie in
Land of Heart’s Desire every Satup.
day afternoon.

e =



it Pleasant Park on the “Arm”
it had grown by itself, and
ed doing it. There’s a
a native free grace to it
ere man-architect could
n together. But when it
and old, and kindly, then
lined little Haligon-
up into its dim recesses,
mark. There are paths
‘enough for friendsome
are wishing wells and
rings; there are portly trees
" earved hearts and initials
wise old heads are forever
» the shore-seeking canoe.

i

Shall Death

‘Eternity ?

SONG

The visitor to Halifax will be sure
to want to take the Bedford Drive
along the Basin, passing the site of
“the Prince’s Lodge” where Edward
VII. of flawless tact and blissful
manners used to avoid the eyes of
his faithful guardian. Bedford too is
bathing-blessed, and as for hoating,
whether it’s rowing after fifteen
years’ non-practice, or canoeing with
the searefullest of maiden aunts, or
motor-racing with your big ’steen-
times-winner power-beauty, the Bas-
in will be found to fill all require-
ments and leave enough over for the .
next comer.

SONG
By CARROLL AIKINS

THE way is long
And short the day,
But sweet in song
Thy roundelay.

And though the night
Be dark and drear,

Is there no light
With thee so near?

eclipse

Those eyes of thine
And touch thy lips
With bitter wine?

' And I that am
So close to thee,
Shall T not span

b )
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TICKET OFFICE AND MAIN ENTRANCE TO TORONTO EXHIBITION GROUNDS

HE &XHIBITION

BY H. B. JOSEPH

AIRS, or exhibitions, historians
F tell us, can be traced back to the

days of Ahasuerus, who “exhibit-
ed the richeg of his kingdom for an
hundred and four-score days”. Al-
most ever since down through the
ages, they have played a part in
world progress and development. In
rude and inland countries in the early
stages of society, it was necessary, in
the absence of shops and transporta-
tion facilities, that something of this
character should be established to
facilitate trade and barter. But in
those days fairs were of a purely
trade character, and lacked the edu-
cational and inspirational motive
which is the life of the modern ex-
hibition.

Originally they were associated
with religious festivals, or holidays,
or popular political assemblages, and,
to some extent, in certain countries
they still are. The Romans had such
marts in all their provinces. In
ancient England no fair could be
held except by grant of the Crown.
Back in 1314 Philip, of France, found
it necessary to complain to Edward
II. that “the merchants of England
had desisted from frequenting the
Beaucaire Fair, much to the great
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loss of my subjects”. He entreated
his fellow monarch, for the sake of
international amity and commerce, to
persuade the people of his kingdom
to return to their former custom.

In the tenth century fairs for the
sale of slaves were common in the
north of Europe, and were encour.
aged in England by William the Con.
queror. On the American continent
they date from early times under
Spanish rule. The great bazaars of
the East are essentially fairs.

Always we find the amusement end
encouraged, much of the charm and
popularity of fairs, back to the an.
cients, being due to the gathering of
entertainers, who assembled in num.
bers to amuse the crowds, who have
apparently always, just as they do at
present, demanded that the more seri.
ous business matters of the day he
leavened with a little healthful pe.
creation and relaxation.

In tracing their evolution, one old
authority says: “We find a series of
legitimate steps, always advnncing in
the same direction and tending te.
ward the same grand result—the
spread of knowledge among the dif.
ferent peoples of the earth, concern.
ing the advancement made by each in
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industrial labour, in the arts of de-
, and in the culture and adapta-
tion of the earth’s products to the
necessities of mankind.” :
In the earlier stages of this pro-
it was necesary to offer induce-
ments to enable the gatherings of
numbers of people from dis-
tances wide apart, and therefore the
and sale of the goods ex-
were particularly a feature of
the occasion. But as the world be-
eame richer, transportation freer, and
the minds of men more widespread-
in the ambitious thirst for know-
the necessities for this feature
no longer existed, and it was found
that visitors would travel vast dis-
tances only to see the products of the
uity and constructive skill and
ustry of their fellowmen.
The modern industrial institution
where the exhibitive and competitive
jdeas are uppermost, is a British gift
ecoming into existence with the Lon-
don Society of Arts in 1753. From
the first this society was patronized
by royalty, and some nobleman of
rank was invariably elected pre-
t. The influence of the organ-
jzation upon the arts and manufac-
tures of Great Britain, and incident-
of the world, has been enormous.
By a judicious system of prizes, native
ingenuity and invention, and their
Qplicatlon to the arts and manufac-
tures, were encouraged, and some of
the most prominent artists and others
past generations could attribute
rise to the encouragement offer-
ed by the Society of Arts, which did
ing humanly possible through
ical exhibitions to advance
eause of civilization.
ﬁ.fhe election of Albert, Prince Con-
sort, in 1845, was made the crowning
feature in the career of the organiza-
The royal mind conceived some
' ambitious plans, including the
of the first World’s Fair, a fair,
explained to his colleagues, “not

I

Eh

merely national in its scope and bene-
fits, but comprehensive of the whole

He suggested the construc-

:
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tion of the famed Crystal Palace,
wherein was to be exhibited a “grand
collection of various products for the
purpose of exhibition, comparison, in-
struction and encouragement”. Queen
Viectoria opened the building in per-
son, and the project was sustained
and endorsed by the Government,
Court and aristocracy, and was a pro-
nounced success, financially and other-
wise. Dublin Exposition followed.
The Paris Exposition was founded on
the London plan shortly afterward.
Queen Vietoria and Prince Albert
paid it a visit, the first visit of a
British sovereign to Paris since 1422,
Since that time world’s fairs have
been held in various countries and
have perhaps been brought to their
highest point of development in the
United States.

‘While fairs date back about a cen-
tury in Canada, Niagara Falls having
the credit for the first movement of
the kind, they do not appear to have
gone beyond the county or township
limits until 1846, when the first Pro-
vineial Fair was promoted and open-
ed in Toronto. - This was about the
time that Prince Albert became chair-
man of the Society of Arts in Lon-
don; perhaps, indeed, it was to some
extent because of that fact. It was
conducted for two days on the
grounds of the old Government House,
at the corner of King and Simeoe
Streets. The prizes were valued »t
$1,150. The Provincial and Agrieul-
tural Association of Upper Canada
took charge the next year, and it was
decided to make the affair a peram-
bulating institution, alternating be-
tween various towns, no one place to
have it two successive years. .

It returned to Toronto in 1852, and
Robertson’s “Landmarks” tell us that
it “was held in the field which then
existed north of Simeoe Street, which
at that time, above Queen Street, was
known as William Street”.  After
wandering to Ottawa, Hamilton, Lon-
don, Cobourg, Kingston and Brant-
ford, the event was again held in To-
ronto in 1858, this time on the
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IHE BUILDING THAT REPLACES THE OLD CRYSTAL PALACE

grounds to the south of the Queen
Street Asylum. Crysta] Palace was

built that year, and the Fair was
opened with considerable pomp by
the Governor-General. It remained

open for two weeks, a marked innova-
tion on the established order of things.

In 1877 Toronto suggested that the
Fair be weaned from its migratory
habits and installed permanently
there, and a deputation came away
from a meeting of the Arts Associa-

tion at London with the belief that
their arguments had prevailed. With
this thought in mind, they applied
for a grant of ordnance land and
were given sixty acres on the present
site of the Exhibition. Though the
work of building the Fair had al-
ready been started when the question
was submitted to the ratepavers, the
following year, it was overwhelmingly
defeated. i

The Council, however, having al.

THE OLD CRYSTAL PALACE, TORONTO EXHIBITION
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ready pledged in good faith the cre-
dit of the city to both the Govern-
ment and the Arts Society, determin-
ed to proceed, feeling assured that
when the public was enabled to pro-
pounce upon the completed measure

would appreciate the inestim-

able advantage to Toronto and would
undonbtedly endorse it. The delay
ble from such a complication
left only ninety days from the time
the authority of (Clouncil was obtain-
ed until the opening day of the Ex-
pibition. To a body of men less in
this would have appeared an
ntable obstacle to the com-
on of a task of such magnitude,
thanks to the persistent energy
and untiring efforts of the gentlemen
who formed the committee, the whole
of the work was completed and the
Exhibition opened in the new build-
by the Governor-General, Lord
Dufferin, on Tuesday, September
1878, Crystal Palace had been
"ht down from King Street in
a new storey added, and the
raised, and this remained in use
as regarded as the most ornate
= :estr::hibition building in Can-
ada, right up to the time the present
actures Building was erected

ears ago.
7 g:el{ to thegchagrin of the Toronto
ittee, the Arts Association de-
the following year, 1879, that
the Exhibition must resume its old
r as a travelling institution,
: a protest the organization,
o o by I:h(’: late J. J. Withrow,

L

i

‘who remained president for twenty

to give Toronto a per-

~ years, decided
went Exhibition. To the unselfish

and H triotic  efforts  of this
oga gentlemen, Toronto to-day
pe her position at the very apex

‘¢ oxhibition achievement. Of the
!t o directors, there is still one

on the Canadian National Exhibi-
tion Board, Mr. George Booth, of To-

it

E In 'the thirty-eight years that have
s elapsed the Exhibition Associa-
a long series of

phenomenal successes, and in the ages
old history of Fairs there is perhaps
no more interesting chapter than that
dealing with the rise and progress of
the Canadian National, It has met
with many obstructive elements, but
has been pursued to complete fruition
with excellence of judgment, fertility
of resource, and energy of patriotic
determination, Tt is the eulmination
in a long series of steps in competi-
tive exhibitions, and is conceded by
experts in such matters to be the most
ideally balanced institution of its
kind the world over.

In the early days it encountered
organized opposition even from the
governments of the time, large grants
being made to other fairs from year
to year which were running in opposi-
tion to Toronto, while the local in-
stitution was compelled to struggle
along unassisted except by its own
loyal, public-spirited eitizens. A
threat was even made by a member
of the Arts Society of legislation to
compel Toronto to discontinue its
Fair, but fortunately the matter
never went that far.

There were times, too, when it ap-
peared as if the Exhibition would
have to cease through lack of funds,
and on occasions its officers have per-
sonally been compelled to give their
notes from time to time to finance its
affairs. On one occasion, not many
years ago, Colonel W. K. MeNaught,
C.M.G., gave his own note for $10,-
000, in order that the gates might not
be closed. Exhibition history is full
of such patriotic sacrifices on the
part of its officials.

But if the Association has had to
meet bitter opposition, so has it re-
ceived loyal support from the people
of Canada, from the people of the
01d Land, even from the Throne it-
self. The late King Edward was one
of the staunchest friends the Exhibi-
tion ever had, and many times he
showed his deep interest in its wel-
fare, personally helping it with ex-
hibits from his Army, from his Navy,
and from his household collections.
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A CROWD AT THE EXHIBITION, TORONTO, SHOWING ON THE RIGHT THE
MANUFACTURES BUILDING

During its ecareer, the Exhibition
has entertained some of the most dis-
tinquished political and industrial
leaders from all parts of the world,
and its importance as an Imperial
asset has more than once been refer-
red to by men high in the Councils
of the Empire. Its influence on Can-
adian affairs is perhaps not generally
realized, though many important na-
tional undertakings have had their
inception or received their inspira-
tion within the grounds.

Sir Charles Tupper once said that
the Toronto Exhibition had had an
important influence in binding Can-
ada after Confederation. At the Di-
rectors’ Luncheon twenty-one years
ago he said:

“Indicative of what your efforts have
accomplished is the change that has tak-
en place in the views of the people from
my own Provinee, Nova Seotia, where
one school of men had been trained to
congider you as Canadians, and them-
selves as Nova Scotians; you as men
desperately gituated, in 1867 ha_ving' to
grasp out for these other Provinces In
order to support and maintain you, and

ist as a self governing

enable you to exi
country. These men have learned a

gignal lesson from this great Canadian
Fair. I have had it from the lips of my
opponents, who were frank enough to
confess what they learned from a wvisit
to Toronto, that one visit to this Fair,
after seeing Buffalo and the Fairs of
the adjoining States, had convinced
them that much of their creed in regard
to the value of a Canadian Confedera-
tion had been entirely mythical, and ab-
surd, and that here chiefly in their
travels through Canada, they had begun
to learn what a great people you—and
they are including themselves in the
number—were after all with such an
oxhibition as you have given to this
country, for you have given it to the
country at large, and to no particular
locality, for years past.”

Jvery Governor-General since Lord
Dufferin has opened the Exhibition,
and some have likewise followed the
principle of saying farewell to the
people of Canada from a platform at
the Canadian National, leaving mes.
sages of goodwill likely to enhance
that greater solidarity of feeling and
larger patriotism which has meant so
muech to us in Canada. There are
many who remember Lord Dufferin’s
stirring valedictory in 1878. “Love
your country,” he told us; “believe in
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her, honour her: work for her; live
for her; die for her.” His phrases
have rung resonantly down the

Tarning to the more materialistic
side it will be found that the Can-
adian National Exhibition has been
in advance of many important move-
ments that have made for industrial

ent. The farmer comes to

Jearn the new and advanced methods

culture, because he knows he

will find the very latest word in that

. the manufacturer is stimu-

lated to greater efforts by the things

ont exemplifying the world’s

advanced ideas in the product

in which he specializes; and the

thought of the Directors and manage-

ment is applied to gecuring those

that will best serve to stimu-

Jate emulation in all matters that go
to make a nation great.

As to the purely enltural side the
efforts of the management to promote
the arts have been well sustained
over the entire career of the Associa-

The presence here from year
of the world’s greatest bands,
famed selections may be heard
free by visitors, is fully appreciated
musicians and others, especially
man who could not pay the big
that would be demanded were
same organization to appear in
halls down town. Canadian
have been greatly encouraged
by the stimulus and inspiration af-
by the magnificent exhibitions
of masterpieces gathered from all
parts of the world annually. And
they appreciate the exhibition none
the less because it affords Canadian
artists and others a chance to dispose
of their works to art lovers who flock
to in

¥

large numbers dur-
rogress of the Exhibition.

,was a time in the early days

when the artists decided to abandon

and it was given over to

o and band concerts.

asked for the old privilege

pack and since then the Exhibition

has gained world-wide renown where-

.

ever artists congregate. The sales an-
nually of the pictures on view,
amount to a considerable sum. One
year they reached $12,000. The Ex-
hibition management decided years
ago to appropriate a sum each year
for the purchase of paintings to form
the nueleus of a public art gallery for
the citizens of Toronto, and this cus-
tom still obtains. The paintings so
purchased are to be seen on the walls
of the City Hall and in the old Gold-
win Smith home, and they number
among them some of the leading
works of Canadian artists selected
from the Exhibition gallery for their
merits as representing the best art of
Canada.

The importance of an institution is
indeed great that can send so far as
Australia and New Zealand for eadets
to take part in an Imperial review,
that could bring the Queen’s jubilee
gifts here, pay the enormous cost of
bringing the bands of the British
Brigade of Guards to play free for
two weeks, provide entertainment, at-
tractions and prizes that call for an
expenditure each year of approxi-
mately a quarter of a million dollars.
More than £25.000 is spent annually
in direct advertising in more than
950 newspapers in Canada and the
United States, and to such an effect
that railway men describe the Can-
adian National as the greatest
creator of traffic in North Ameriea.

A conservative merchant has said
that Toronto could not afford to aban-
don its Exhibition even if it showed
an annual deficit of $100,000. It pro-
bably attracts 300,000 to 400,000 peo-
ple to the city each year. What this
means in money to the merchants and
the citizens generally runs up into
the millions. Toronto business men,
it is said by bankers, are better able
to meet their paper after the Exhibi-
tion than at any other time of the
year. The visitor coming here for
the great national gathering brushes
up at the village store before his de-
parture and in this way the whole
Province feels the stimulus.
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The detail of the Exhibition man-
agement is just as great as with any
other big national undertaking. To
prepare the spectacle and grand stand
entertainment  takes months  of
patient effort and planning, and in-
volves a world-wide search for novel-
ties that starts almost as soon as the
gates close in September, and never
ceases until they open again the
following August. It is a year-round
job.

From the standpoint of ‘attendance
it is a fact that more people visit the
Canadian National in one day than
many fairs on the continent that are
supposed to be among the leaders can
boast of in an entire season. In the
early days 100,000 was a wonderful
figure, even for the three weeks it ran
in 1879. In the twelve days it was
open to the public a year ago, 864,000
people passed through the gates,
which is perhaps a more remarkable
ghowing, when the War is considered,
than was the attainment of the mil-
lion mark in 1913.

Panies are more or less psyehologi-
cal, we are told, so also is prosperity
to some extent. Who then can esti-
mate the widespread effect last vear’s
attendanee had on national sentiment,
or how far it went to restore business
confidence throughout Canadal? Cer-
tain it is that many pessimists look-
od for a complete failure of the 1915
Exhibition. Immediately following
the wonderful turnout of cheerful,
prosperous, optimistic visitors at the
(Canadian National, business percep-
tibly improved. Who will say there
was no relation between the two
events?

The Canadian National Exhibition
has been fortunate in
help through its career of the lead-

having the:
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ing men of the community, men
whose devoted service could never be
paid for in dollars and cents, but who
have taken unlimited time away from
their business interests in order to
thus serve the publie. They give their
time freely and ungrudgingly, happy
in their connection with an institu-
tion that has meant so much in the
promotion of Canadian progress and
prosperity. Is it any wonder that
the Canadian National has prospered
after thirty-eight years of sueh
cumulative effort on which has been
concentrated the best construetive
thought of leaders in agriculture, in-
dustry, commerce, and public life,
men who have cheerfully obeyed one
of the most powerful and beneficent
of the human passions to build and
promote growth “that the earth may
be more fair and fruitful”?

As to the service the Exhibition
has rendered since the war broke out,
one could hunt the continent from
one end to the other and not find &
more suitable winter concentration
camp for the militia. It has proved
the ideal place for thousands of men
who would otherwise have been plae-
ed in temporary quarters where the
rigours of winter might have serious-
ly interfered with their training. As
it is, no better trained men have left
(lanada than those who received a
part of their preparation at Exhibi.
tion Camp. The existence of such &
place solved a perplexing problem for
the military authorities, and that the
Exhibition has been of service to
King and country in such an '

eney must alone be sufficient reward
to the patriots who instituted the ey

«fair” and who have since carried it

along through good and bad times

for nearly forty years.




The Gypsy IBoy

BY G. MURRAY ATKIN

AR away from the city, where
there were no trams or motor-
cars. or smoking chimneys, the
Boy lay on the hillside dream-
ing. All day long he had watched
the ships as they sailed up the river,
and in his dream he saw himself
standing on the deck of the biggest,
wrapped in a velvet cloak with silver
buckles on his shoes. There were
ple with him on the ship:
talked together and moved
about, but the Gypsy Boy knew noth-
of their interests; he only noticed
that as they passed him they bowed
as courtiers bow when they pass a

man who is born to be a king.
ship sailed up the river past
the purple hills, and the Gypsy Boy
was very happy, because he knew that
in the evening they would anchor in
the harbour of the city. His eyes
open, but he shut them quickly

amd awoke from his dream.

“] must go to the city,” he said
softly to himself. “For where there
js sc much life I shall surely find love,
and love is the most wonderful thing
in the world.”

That evening, when the stars were
ghining, they saw a little boy asleep
peside a dusty road. :

When day broke, the boy bathed in
the river and went on his way. And
as he journeyed he heard the birds

sweetly overhead. In the
evening they sang in long, low notes,
~ and he knew they were singing love
L Songs.  On his' way he met many
strangers. Sometimes they inquired

whither he was going, but when he
told them he was on his way to the
city they made no comment.

One day he met an old man feeble
and bent with age.

“0ld man, old man,” said the Gypsy
Boy, “where do you come from1”

“From the eity,” said the old man.

“What did you find there!” asked
the Gypsy Boy eagerly.

“Suffering,” answered the old man.

«T ghall find love,” said the Gypsy
Boy. as he went on his way.

Although the journey was long, he
was never lonely. On quiet days,
when the wind made no musie in the
trees and the birds did not call to one
another, he whistled through his fin-
gers and sang softly to himself.

Once, when he came to the forest,
he was half afraid to go on. At last,
when he had grown accustomed to
travelling, his journey came to an
end, and standing on a high hill he
saw the city that had seemed so far
away. Then he laughed aloud and
ran, so eager was he to be there. But
at dusk he had still some distance to
go, so he threw himself down and
slept until daybreak, when he arose
to go the rest of the way. And never
had the birds sung with such wild
joy as on that day. People . were
hurrying to and fro, motors passed
him quickly and sped on their way.
He heard the elanging of bells and
saw the tram-cars.

“Surely to-day is a féte day,” he
said. “I am just in time. It must at
least be the erowning of a king.”
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But when he asked the city boys
they made fun of him.

“Why does he wear gold rings in
his ears?” asked one.

“Why does he wear a red handker-
chief round his neck ?”” asked another.

“Little boy, little boy,” said the old
beggar woman, “what makes you look
so happy 1"’

“Life is so wonderful,” eried the
Gypsy Boy. And then a cloud passed
over his face, for he remembered he
had not found that which he had
come to seek.

But the next day passed, and the
next, and the next, and again many
more days, and still he caught no
glimpse of love; and though he was
filled with the joy of life he felt he
must have love.

He liked to wander by the green
bank of the river and watch the ships.
Sometimes a little girl watched him
from the upper window of a sailor’s
house. One day she came down the
bank and passed behind him. He did
not hear her. She threw a daisy at
him and ran away. He paid no at-
tention to her, so she came back. Then
he was annoyed and rose at once
to go. ; : s
“Wait and play with me,” she beg-

ged.

He shook his head.

“T must look for something I can-
not find,” he said. And farther up
the river he lay on his back to watch
the clouds and dream his dream.

Onece he saw a beautiful child, and
he followed her. Her cheeks were
like roses, and her beauty troubled
him; but when he lost sight of her
the trouble left him, and he knew
that it was not love. Then he grew
disheartened and returned to the
bank of the river to watch the ships.
And his little friend eame and sat be-
gide him, but she did not ask him to

lay.
4 Day after day all through the sum-
mer he came to the river. Day after
day they sat together and watched
the ships.

One day, as he lay on the ground
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biting off little blades of grass, Judy
broke the silence.

“Gyp.”

“Well.”

“What will you do when the winter
comes 1’

“Go on looking.”

“What for?”

“Something I care for.”

Judy was lost in thought. Gyp had
never told her of his quest. The days
went by. Far away like the call of
a bird was the call of the future. But
for the moment the sounds in the
Gypsy Boy’s heart were still.

And as they grew accustomed to
each other the sunbeams played
around them and they were happy.

“Life lasts forever,” whispered the
boy to himself. “I have many days
in which to continue my search™

“Only one week more,” said Judy,
as if in answer to his thoughts, “and
then I am going away.”

The Gypsy Boy's eyes filled with
tears.

“I shall be very lonely,” he said
softly, “when you are gone.”

One week longer they sat and
watched the ships pass down the river
laden with yellow grain. The fisher.
men went out with their nets to the
sea. Birds circled and wheeled and
flew southward. The week :
and together they watched the erim-
son setting of the sun. In the har.
bo;llr the brig had hoisted a brown
sail. :

“We sail at sundown,” said Judy,

“So T must say good-bye.”
As the sun dropped below the

cathedral spire, she raised her face.

And he kissed her and held her close.
Then—she ran down the bank to her
father’s boat.

But the G Boy
threw himself on the grass mg wept

as if his heart would break. _
“That was love,” he eried. “Thag

was love !:ft ¢ <
Hour er hour, thro

gloom of the dusk, long af? n& :

had fallen, he lay, with his head rest.

ing on his arm, listening to the sounq

of the river flowing on to the sea.




A GIFT OF WAR
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XHAUSTED, faint from loss of

blood and lack of food, Camer-

on Young staggered along, now
up, now down, but never for one
moment forgetting that he belonged
to a university battalion from Can-
ada. The colours were there inside
the khaki, and they demanded much
of the men who loved them. A rope
around his waist was fastened to the
saddle of his captor, who had fallen
behind the rear German lines. About
them lay the ruins of the little Bel-
gian village which had been caught
midway between the British and Ger-
man forces and had received its bapt-
jsm of fire.

Amidst the desolation of the desert-
ed, shell-swept little place the German
relaxed his vigilance, and rode slowly,
his thick shoulders drooping with
weariness, while behind him, on foot,
reeling and tumbling, came the boy.
There was no sign of life, only the

ing of lonely spring winds
ing among the ruins for fam-

r and corners.
The shadow' of the little church
upon the two men. The steeple
been demolished by a shell, but
one corner still rose the gilded
to eateh the gold of the low sun.
Suddenly, unexpected as a voice
the grave, the sharp erack of a
pierced the monotonous droning

HATEE

!

of the distant artillery. The horse
beneath the German leaped into the
air and fell heavily, pinning its rider
under it. Behind them, the boy, hurl-
ed on his face by the sudden jerk of
the rope, lay still, half-stunned by
the violence of his fall.

The church door swung open, and
from it sprang the lithe figure of a
girl, rifle in hand. She snapped out
a sharp shrill command in French,
while her rifle covered the German,
But he lay motionless, half-buried be-
neath his horse. With a bound she
was at his side, and had her rifle butt
against his head.

Frantically Young tried to raise
himself on one elbow. He tried to ery
out to her, but his lips were swollen
and parched, and the sound came
through them like the faint whistling
of a summer wind, He had been in
Europe just two months, and he had
not yet seen a woman shoot anyone.
The horror of it gripped him with
eold shuddering.

“Oh, Don’t! Don’t! his quivering
lips framed.

The rifle cracked again, and he
fought the deadly faintness that was
overcoming him, and struggled up
to his knees.

“A life for a life!” he heard her
:;mpg harshly. “That’s for my bro-

er
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Then everything faded—the desol-
ate village, the dead German, the
white face of the girl bending over
him.

He awoke in the little chapel.
Through the gaping roof the moon-
light streamed, revealing dimly the
chaotie condition of the church. Near-
by a man was lying on a heap of
tapestries, and though his eyes seem-
ed closed, his lips were moving slow-
ly, repeating endlessly the prayers of
a life-time. Now and again some
half-familiar Latin phrase forced it-
gelf into the boy’s attention. He was
too tired to think, too tired to do any-
thing but aceept this strange place as
he found it. Like a sleepy child he
repeated brokenly the words that
reached his ear.

The sound of his own voice roused
him. He stirred weakly, and discov-
ered that he was all in bandages, soft
white things that breathed out the
aroma of antiseptics. He tried to re-
member— He tried to think— Was
this a hosPitalt

“Hush ! whispered a soft voice im-
reriomly. “You must not make any
oud noise. We are hiding here. You
never know who is around. How do
you feel 1

The boy stared. Then with a shud-
dering ery he remembered.

“Did you kill him?” he asked
faintly.

“Yes. Go to sleep.”

He searched her face in the dim
light, and found it pale and stern
and marked by tears or loss of sleep.
It was a very young face, and seemed
to the boy’s dim fanecy reminiscent
of the eampus and tennis court and
home.

“Who tied me up in these rags?”
he demanded shakily, trying to smile.

“I did,” she answered softly. “You
are not seriously wounded, though
you have lost a lot of blood. Try to
go to sleep if you can.”

“Thanks. You made an awfully

job of me.” 3

He fancied that she smiled a little

sadly. “T'm a nurse,” she said. 1
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ought to be able to bandage a few
flesh wounds.”

“Are—are you English?” he ask-
ed her.

“No, I am Belgian.”

“B-but you are talking English "

“T] was educated in England,” said
the girl quietly. “Now you must stop
talking. If you want me, call softly,
and I will hear you.”

SWait! Oh, wait a minute!” eried
Young, now wide awake. “Who is
that man over there? Is he wound-
ed, too?”

“It’s Father Boilleau, and he was
badly hurt when the church was
struck. Now not another word.”

She straightened out the dark cov-
ering that lay over him, and disap.
peared into the dusky corner of the
chapel.

By degrees, through the week that
succeeded, he found out much that he
wondered about. The girl was Eloise
Belloy, and she had graduated from
the Malines hospital a year before the
war. Her father had been killed in
the first part of the war, at Liege,
and her brother had been sorely
wounded in a skirmish in the streets
of the little village. She had come to
nurse him there, and then the ap.
proaching forces of both Germans
and Allies had doomed the little place.
Everyone fled in a panie, but there
was no time or chance to move her
brother, who was dying, and so she
had stayed. The priest, finding that
she would not go and leave her bro-
ther, had stayed also. The brother
died, and the same night, before the
girl dared to leave the cellar where
they had taken shelter, the chureh
was struck and Father Boillean
crushed so badly that they had been
forced to remain in the abandoned
village.

During the early twilight, the
crept out to forage among the rg
for food and necessaries. And dur-
ing the day they lived quietly in the
little church, listening with sad
to the roar of the distant battle. There
was no longer any danger from shells,
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but the country was infested with
spiea and scouts, and they dared not
light a fire.

“Yon are endangering your lives by
keeping me here,” the boy said bitter-
ly one day. “If you were found con-
eealing me here, it wouldn’t be slow
what the Germans would do to us all.
I must leave as soon as I can walk.”

“Don’'t be foolish, my son,” said
the old priest. “I will never be able
to leave here, and who will take care
of her?! This whole part of the coun-
try is now in German hands.”

“But with you here no one would
bother her,” eried out Young. “I am
the forbidden person around here. It
is not safe for a dog to be seen in my
ecompany unless he has me at the end
of a halter.”

The old man paused, and looked at
the boy. “She has not a relative left
in all the world to whom she can turn.
My days are short—perhaps they are
but hours. Who can tell? She has
royal blood in her veins, and this is
no more than a rat’s trap. Surely

on will not leave her to shift for
1f 1"

“No, no,” exclaimed the boy eager-
ly, “I—I thought she—might—be
safer—without me!”

“Yon are a Canadian, and you've
fought shoulder to shoulder with us,
and for us,” said Father Boilleau
solemnly. “Don’t you think I would
trust her in your care rather than to
our enemies?”

“P’ye—I mean I—Mother and Dad
are—" floundered the boy. “Darn!
What I'm trying to say is that I—
T'm—1’ve got a sister at home like her
—and I’m no angel, but ’'m—white—
and if there’s any way out of this
hole, 1l get her out.”

“] know you will,” answered the
old man, and Young’s heart throbbed

the stained colours under the

for the priest’s face was full

of trust. “As I ml'lcel, she has I1I:he
blood of kings in her veins. er
was of royal deseent, but

married unfortunately and against
the royal wish, and was no longer re-

cognized. Her daughter—Miss Bel-
loy’s mother—married a merchant of
Malines, but she is dead these many
years.”

The girl entered, and they could say
no more on the subjeet just then. But
the boy looked at her with dim eyes;
for he thought of his sister, Marion,
sheltered and safe in their quiet home
in Toronto, and he shuddered as he
imagined how he would have felt if
he had been the brother who had had
to die and leave his sister in such a
predicament.

With the passing of the days, he
grew stronger, and the old priest irew
weaker. Young was obliged to keep
very close to shelter for the sake of
them all, but with his renewed
strength came more hope, more of the
buoyant optimism of youth.

“We will escape all right,” he as-
serted confidently to Father Boil.
leau. “My mother is in London,
waiting for me, and even if Miss Bel-
loy had not saved my life as she did,
Mother would be only too glad to
help her.”

“You will have to marry her first,”
said the priest deliberately, and fore-
ibly. “As a Belgian refugee, she will
have to await her turn to cross the
channel to England. But as the wife
of a Canadian officer, she will be
sent at the first opportunity.”

“I—I'm only a lieutenant,” ack-
nowledged the boy, flushing hotly.
The suddenness of the suggestion took
away his breath. He was not quite
twenty-one years old. His head
swam. Life was becoming too com-
plicated for his complete comprehen-
sion. He felt vaguely that he had
somehow slipped from the present in-
to the middle ages. He wondered if
he had really been a rollicking uni-
versity freshman so short a time ago.
But while he tried to think and real-
ize what it all meant, the girl protest-
ed passionately and tearfully.

“War and love don’t go hand in
hand,” the old man said grimly.
“Love is a result of propinquity, any-
way. You ought to know enough—
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after what we have seen in Belgium
—to know—to think—w!at will be-
come of you, if you—"

She shivered, and the boy eried out
to her.

“You shall not, if you don’t want
to,” he exclaimed. “It is—horrid—
for you—"

“ stayed in the village for youn,”
gaid the old man quietly. “If you can-
not do this for me—"

Floise Belloy flung out her arms
despairingly and sobbed. And the
boy stood, awkwardly uncertain of
what he should do, and twirling a
loose button on his coat.

“It's rotten luck,” he burst out at
that. “It's—I—"

She came to him slowly, with her
dark head held high, and her lips
quivering. And Young, living in the
fairy book world of his childhood,
caught both her hands in his own,
and bending kissed them lightly.

“Cheer up!” he cried shakily. “I
can use my arm again, Miss Belloy,
s0 we will soon be off and out of all
this horror.”

Her eyes, dark and tragie, bored in-
to his soul. “We can get—what—you
—call divoree—after?”

“Sure thing,” he nodded.

“You—promise 1"

“Of course.”

So they were married by the old
priest in the little church. Two days
afterwards Father Boilleau died ; and
they set out together, the boy in his
ragged khaki, and the girl in the gray
uniform of the German. They were
young, and life was very sweet, and
hope was overflowing their hearts.

“If we fall among Germans, I will
be your prisoner,” he said, trying to
joke, “and if—I mean when we get to
the British lines, you will be mine—
till T can tell some of the officers—
you are my—wife! Doesn’t it seem
like a dream 1”

“Don’t!” she said sharply.

“All right,” Young agreed. “Only
it makes me think how I used to feel
when 1 was a little tad and read big
tales of adventure. I used to wish

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

that something would happen to me
like it did to the heroes in the stories.
And now that it is happening, and in
the twentieth century, too, I want to
keep pinching myself to see if T am
asleep.”

She smiled a little at that. “T feel
like that, too,” she said softly. “Only
I think it is far nicer to read it than
to live it.”

The boy looked at her. She was
little and dark, and the uniform was
ludierously large for her. But to his
boyish eyes she was altogether good
to see. A sudden shyness flushed his
brown cheek. For he remembered that
she had come of royal ancestors.

They travelled by slow and weary
stages. They seldom even saw the
travelled thoroughfares, for they kept
to the wooded valleys, and the fring-
ed banks of the labyrinth of rivers
that lay among them. Fortune fav.
oured them, for the German line had
been bent back from Lemar to the
North, and the allied armies were ad-
vancing to meet them. And, at last,
after many days, they came one night
to a sentry whose challenge rang out
in a deep Irish brogue.

“Thank God!” cried Cameron
Young, laughing and sobbing as he
drew Eloise forward with one arm
flung across her little shoulders.

They were sent together to the base
hospital, the boy to recuperate, and
the girl, at her urgent request, to
nurse. Young would have had her
at once to Ostend, and from there
to his mother in London. But she
begged to stay, and her help was
too welcome in the overcrowded hos-
pital. Because he realized that ne
letter could explain as he would have
wished, and because he knew that his
people, remote from the actual scene
of war, could not see things as he
did, the boy did not tell them about
his marriage. He told them
about her saving his life and
about their escape. And
when his mother’s reply came, he
glad that he had not told her yet.

“Just think if that had been oup
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Marion, Ronnie dear,” she wrote.
“Oh, dear boy, don’t you think they
will send you back here to get strong?
My arms ache for you, little boy of
mine. The days here are intermin-
able. I cannot remember when we
had no war. Were we very happy,
Ronnie? It seems but yesterday that
you were running about at my knee,
and now you are a soldier, bearing
the sears of battle—If love will keep
you from harm, dear, surely you will
come back to me, for my heart is
preaking with it. For your sake every
laddie in the uniform is dear to me
»

But he gained strength quickly, and
they did not send him to England.
The second month he went to join his
battalion again. He was anxious to

E something tugged at his heart
at the thought of leaving Eloise.

“TIl miss you—terribly,” he said
wistfully. “Why won’t you go home
to mother? 1 shall feel so worried
about you. I—I'm awfully—I mean,
we've got to know each other pretty
well, haven’t we?”

She brushed her handkerchief over
her eyes, but not before he saw the
tears shining on her lashes.

He took a step nearer, and his
heart was very full. But suddenly
she stamped one small foot passion-
ately, and dashed away the unwel-

come tears.

“War is—h-h-hell!” she sobbed out,
and, turning, fled.

He never saw her again. On the
yery first day in the front trenches, a

turn, the doctors removed what was
Jeft of his eyes. They were very mer-
eiful ; they gave him chloroform and
to dull the agony of those

But he was very young,

all life lay ahead—to be lived,
His mind became a treadmill,
over and over the pm 'ﬂd
future as he now saw it— e
o future ! Not to be blind for

to-day, or this week, or this year. but

gt

for ever and for ever till the end of
all things! He wished that he had
found death in the trenches—at first.
Then he remembered his mother and
his wife ! His wife! Through the weeks
just passed he had dreamed dreams
of taking her home to Toronto when
this war was all over. He had thought
how he loved her, how he must have
her, how he must make her love him!
He had seen her with Marion, with
the erowd of young people at home;
he had seen her in their little home,
sitting across the table from him,
smiling happily. And now-—now she
must have her divorce! What woman
could love a blind man? He heard
the sound of groaning on every side
of him. Poor fellows! He tried to be
glad that he was not hurt as some of
them were. He tried to be brave—
He begged a nurse for the colours
pinned inside his coat—his university
colours. He clutched them tightly,
and shut his teeth.

The wounded poured in from the
field, and on the third day he was
sent back to the base hospital with all
those who could be moved. He dread-
ed meeting Eloise. He was afraid
of his own weakness. In between the
spasms of agony he kept re ting
savagely to himself: “Bu up!
You’ve got to buck up!”

But nature helped him, for he was
unconscious long before they arrived,
and he awoke hours after he had been
laid upon the little cot in the hospi.
tal. He could hear someone groaning
and calling. He was shocked to find
that it was himself. He stopped
abruptly. Then he felt his right hand
caught tightly between two small
hands. He knew everything in that
one second.

“Eloise 1” he whispered.

She sobbed ; tears fell on his hand.

He could not bear that. He groped
with his hand, and found her hair.
He patted it awkwardly.

“Don’t ery!” he said, and it anger-
ed him that his voice was thin and
shaky. “Why, I'm ok. Nothing but
my blinkers gone.”
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She eaught his hand and kissed it.
He wanted to ery out to her that he
loved her, that he would not mind
anything, no, not even blindness, if
she loved him. Then he remember-
ed again his future as he had seen it;
he conld not tie her down to such a
life. In his anguish he snatched his
hand away. Then she rose from her
knees and stood by the cot.

“We are going to England as soon
as you are able to go,” she said brok-
enly.

He groaned.

“Poor mother!” he said. “Write to
her, will you, Eloise? Let her down
easy, if you ean, She's—We're aw-
fully good pals, you know.”

Then he remembered that she had
said ‘we’,

“Are you coming, too?” he asked
her.

ﬂYes.”

“Phanks,” he said a little bitterly.
“T will need a nurse always now,
won't 11"

“Don’t!” she eried out.

He remembered that was what she
had said when he had spoken of her
as his wife.

“Cheer up!” he said more quietly.
“We will get that divorce when we
get to England. 1 don’t want to hold
you, Eloise.”

In spite of his wish to free her, he
longed to hear her say something,
anything, to tell him she was not an-
xious to he free. But she left him with-
out even a word. Then he wondered
whether he had said something he
had not meant to; he wished
that he knew what she was thinking.
But they spoke no more about it till
they were on the boat crossing the
channel. Then, because he was very
young, and very brave, and alto-
gether blind, he left her out of his
plans for his twisted, broken future,
and talked about the divorce as a
thing almost accomplished. But she
remained silent whenever he spoke
of it. Then he would talk feverishly
of his mother and Canada; of Varsi!:y,
and the ‘buneh’, and Marion. Eloise
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talked so little, and he could tell
nothing from her face now, as he had
been wont to before he had lost his
sight. So he thought she did not care,
and he tried to be glad that she did
not, for he knew that would make it
easy for her.

But he thought almost enviously of
the boys who were at rest beneath
Belgian or French soil, and he won-
dered if things would have been very
different if he had not been so dis-
abled and disfigured. Perhaps Eloise
would never have loved him, anyway.
He was glad there were such things
as divorces, for what a terrible thin
it would be for any girl to be tieg
to such a thing as he was now. He
shuddered at the image he conjured
up of his own features, and he was
glad that he was bandaged.

He was talking with a young lawyer
who had lost a leg, and was goi
home to Liverpool. He told him of his
own marriage to Eloise, but in an im-
personal way, as though he were tell.
ing the story of someone else.

“T don’t think they could get a di-
voree,” said the Englishman thought-
fully. “But of course that would not
matter. That marriage without wit-
nesses as it was would not hold in any
court.”

“Then they would not need a di-
voree?”  questioned Eloise’s quiet
voiee.

The boy started. He had not heard
her approach.

“Well, of course, I could not just
say that positively,” returned the
man. ‘“But I rather think not.™

“But they would feel bound by it
themselves, 1 should think,” she con-
tinued calmly. :

That worried the boy. Of course
she would feel that way. He began
to fret about it. His temperature
went up in leaps and bounds. His
very weakness made him fret about
things that at other times would not
have cost him a thought.

Eloise charged him with worryi
about something, but he managed to
laugh. But he did not feel so well
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hysically, and twice he was startled
Ey suddenly hearing himself saying
something over which he had no con-
trol. He knew that was not right,
and he questioned her.

“Oh, you’re just a bit delirious with
the pain and weakness,” she said eva-
-iveg “Youn've got to stop worrying
up your temperature.”

But he felt drowsy, and he hardly
remembered more than that they
reached Folkestone at last. Then it
seemed just a moment after that
Eloise was trying to rouse him, and

ing him that his mother would be
with him in a minute. They were in
London.

He tried to shake off the heaviness
that seemed to have paralyzed him.
He heard his mother’s voice through
the darkness that enveloped him. He
knew she was kissing the bandages
about his head, and erying.

“Ronnie! Ronnie!” he could hear
her calling over and over. He tried
to tell her abont Eloise. He wonder-
ed why she was crying.

“Mother!” he whispered at last.
Then he went to sleep.

“Mother”” That had been his last
word. It was his first afterwards,
too, when the long siege of fever had

t itself. This time it was in the
m snite his mother had taken in
London, and he reached into the

for her and found her. With
his weak hands he felt her lips and

her eyes.
“3Mother !” he cried out to her. “Oh,
Mater, I'll never see you any more!”
“But ;ou ean hear me and feel me,
Ronnie,” she whispered brokenly.
“People will shrink from the sight
of me” he groaned. “Mother,

Mother!”

“Oh, my dear! My dear!” she cried.
“1f onlyn?wuld bear it for you, little
laddie mine!”

Then like a flash memory flooded
his brain with images. Was it all a
dream? Eloise? His blindness? He
knew it was not.

“Mother!” he pleaded. “Is Eloise
—Won’t you tell her T want her?”
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She did not answer, but her ecool
fingers lingered on his wrist.

“No, no!” he said almost impatient-
ly. “I’'m all right. Mother, where is
she 1

‘Hush, dear!” said his mother
tremulously. “I do not know whom
you mean, Ronnie. You are just
weak, and you forget what has hap-
pened.”

“She came home with me!” he
eried. “Mother! Mother! Where is
she ”

“Dear Heart,” she said, “try to keep
calm. There was no one but a nurse
with you—just the nurse who—"

“Tt was Bloise!” he interrupted.
“Where—1"

“T do mot know, Ronnie,” replied
his mother in a troubled voice, “She
went off to help some others of the
poor lads who came in on the train.”
2 Then a sharp ery escaped the boy’s

ps.

“Mother!” he groaned. “Oh,
Mother! She is my—wife!”

He dreaded her outery; he felt un-
equal to the explanations that he
knew must come. But there were
depths in his mother that he had
never sounded. He could not see her
face, and she did not ery out as he
had expected. Instead, she put her
warm arms across his shoulders, and
laid her cheek against his hot hand.

“Why, Ronnie!” she said, and her
voice held the music that comes from
the strings of a mother’s heart. “My
poor laddie! My poor little laddie!
And I did not even know !”

He tried to control himself, but he
was very weak; and big sobs shook his
thin frame,

“Tell me, dear,” she whispered,
and, bit by bit, with her arms still
about him, he told her.

“Listen to me, little boy of mine,”
she said when he was done. “You are
still a very sick boy, and you must
rest and get strong before we can go
home. Now you must try to keep
from worrying, because if Miss—
Eloise is in London, I'll find her.
Don’t ask me how, for 1 do not know
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yet, but just trust your mother, Ron-
nie. But, dear, you must not build
too much on it. She may not—?>
She hesitated, and he nodded, for
he understood.
“Mother!” he said brokenly. “T’q
die if you were not here 1
Then they spoke of Eloise no more,
for each one thought it worried the
other. But his mother went out eve
day, and often twice a day, and left
the nurse in charge of him. He wait.
ed and watched for her return fever.
ishly, but as the days dragged by, and
ctober came, he gave up hoping. In
spite of that, youth gave him the
elasticity that made recuperation
possible, and he gained strength
steadily. Rarly in November he wag
able to walk about the room (with a
cane to guide him)., He knew they
would soon he going home,
en one day his mother came in
at dusk, and hig quick ear caught the
;Iw“ft' light step before

- 1e found his cane, and
started for the door to meet her, She

- She laughed softly, and flung

her arms up ahout his neek,
“Ronnie,” ghe fluttered.

can you stand—”

Then he knew. He tre

tle, and she made him sit down in
t}xe easy chair. She kigsed him gen-
tly.

“You must keep cool, little boy of
mine,” ghe whispered, “Oh, Ronnie!
Foolish little gon ! Didn’t you know

that you were breaking her heart as
well

“Ronnie,

mbled a lit-
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tain level old Beduys raised such a
storm that his bevy of daughters re-
doubled their efforts.

Martha had become an enthusiastic
business woman. Her fair head with
its golden curls was bent for many
hours in the day over a erude kind of
ledger, and she thought in terms of
pickles, canned fruits, chocolate, and
cigarettes. The spirit of commerce
had bitten deep into Martha’s soul.

More and more officers held im-
promptu dinners in the back parlour.
Martha knew most of them, but only
one interested her. Had he not shown
her the system of double entry, and
how to balance her accounts? He
was o commercial asset,

As for Jefferson, it was a relief to
him, after a tour in the trenches, to
have an occasional chat with a moder-
ately pretty girl,

One rain-sodden, murky January
night, very weary, wet, and muddy,
Jefferson dropped in to see, as he
would have put it, “the baker’s daugh-
ters”,

Martha happened to be alone, and
welcomed “Monsieur Jeff” beamingly.

Perhaps the dim light of the one
small lamp, perhaps his utter weari-
ness, induced Jefferson to overlook
the coarseness of the girl's skin, her
ugly hands, and large feet. Perhaps
Martha was looking unusually pretty.

At all events he suddenly decided
that she was desirable. Putting his
arm around her waist as she brought
him his coffee, he drew her, unresist-
ing, onto his knee. Then he kissed
her.

Heaven knows what possessed
Martha that evening. She not only
allowed his kisses, but returned them,
stroking his eurly hair with a tender-
ness that surprised herself as much
as it surprised him.

Thereafter Martha had two souls.
A soul for business, and a soul for
Jefferson. :

The bleak winter rolled on, and

ing came. : i
sprxbg-t the beginning of April old
Beduys reoeived, mmuy, a letter
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from a relative, in Frankfurt. The
contents of the letter were such that
the small pupils of the old man’s eyes
dilated with fear. He hid the doen-
ment away, and his temper for that
day was execrable. That night he
slept but little. Beduys lay in bed
and pictured the sails of a windmill
—HIS windmill—, and he thought
also of ten thousand franes, and his
own safety. He thought of the distanee
to the mill—a full two kilometres—
and of the martial law, which dictat.
ed, among other things, that he be in
his home after a certain hour at night,
and that his mill’s sails be set at a eor.
tain angle when at rest. Then he
thought of Martha. Martha of the
commercial mind. Martha the obe.
dient—Yes! That was it, obedient !
Hans Beduys rose from his bed sofy.
ly, without disturbing his heavily.
sleeping wife, and read and re-read
his brother’s letter. One page he
kept, and the rest he tore to sh
and burned, bit by bit, in the candle
flame.
- - -

High up on the hill stood the wind.
mill—the Beduys windmill.
over in the German lines an Intellj.
gence Officer peered at it in the gath-
ering dusk through a night-glass.
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the sails
of the mill turned, and stopped for a
full minute. Slowly, almost imper.
ceptibly they turned again, and stop-
ped again. This happened
twenty times. The German
some notes, and went to the nearest
signalling station,

Five minutes later a salvo of
shells trundled, with a noise like dis.
tant express-trains, over to the left of
the mill.

There were heavy casualties in a
newly-arrived battalion biven
not half a mile from the baker's shop,
The inhabitants of the village a
and trembled. “Hurrumph-nmph:l
Again the big shells trundled ovep the
village, and again. There was con.
fusion, and much death and woung
ing.

i
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In his bed lay Hans Beduys, sweat-
ing from head to foot, while his brain
pammered out with ever-increasing

. “Ten thousands francs—Ten
d Franes.”

In the small hours a shadow disen-
gaged itself from the old mill, cau-
tiously. Then it began to run, and
resolved itself into a woman. By lit-
tle paths, by ditches, by side-tracks,

a reached home. She panted
ily. her face was white and hag-
gard. When she reached her room
she flung herself on her bed, and lay
wide-eyed, dumb, horror-strick-

en, until the dawn broke.

Jefferson’s Battalion finished a tour
in the trenches on the following night.

erson marched back to billet with

a resolve in his mind. He had hap-
’pod to motice the v}»;xndmxl(l1 motvx_r(llg
ioht before, as he stood outside

the uigh headquarters  in the
es, He had heard the shells go

away back—and had seen the

in. The two things con-

mill move agal : gs CON
nected themselves instantly 1n his
mind. Perhaps he should have report-
the matter at once, but Jeﬁ’ersop
did not do so. He meant to investi-
gate for himself.
Two days later Jefferson got leave
1o spend the day in the nearest town.
turned early in the afternoon,
his revolver in the pocket of his
warm coat, and set out for the
_ He did not know to whom

the mill belonged, nor did that trou-

¥

An Artillery Brigade had parked

near village that morning.
Jgﬁu:son ;ogte inside the mill without
ty. It was a creak)i,_ rag-hqttx}r:.t-
, and no one lived within

o d‘: ‘l’zll‘il? of it. Poking about, he
diseovered nothing until his eyes hap-
pened to fall on a little medallion
stuck between two boards on the floor.
Picking it up, Jefferson rgcogmsed
of those little “miraculous
which he had seen strung
~a light chain around Martha’s
- frowned thoughtfully, and

"t it in his pocket.

i
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He hid himself in a corner and
waited. He waited so long that he fell
asleep. The opening of the little
wooden door of the mill roused him
with a start. There was a long pause,
and then the sound of footsteps com-
ing up the wooden stairway which led
to where Jefferson lay. The window in
the mill-face reflected the dying glow
of a perfect sunset, and the light in
the mill was faint. He could hear the
hum of a biplane’s engines as it hur-
ried homeward, the day’s work done.

A peaked cap poked above the level
of the floor, followed by a stout, rubi-
cund face. A Belgian gendarme.

Jefferson fingered his revolver, and
waited. The gendarme looked around,
grunted, and disappeared down the
steps again, closing the door that led
into the mill with a bang. Jefferson
sat up and rubbed his head.

He did not quite understand.

Perhaps ten minutes had passed
when for the third time that night
the door below was opened softly,
closed as softly, and someone hurried
up the steps.

It was Martha. She had a shawl
over her head and shoulders, and she
was breathing quickly, with parted
lips.

Jefferson noiselessly dropped his re-
volver into his pocket again.

With swift, sure movements, the
girl began to set the machinery of the
mill in motion. By glancing over to
the window, Jefferson could see the
sails move slowly—very, very slowly.
Martha fumbled for a paper in her
bosom, and, drawing it forth, seru-
tinized it tensely. Then she set the
machinery in motion again. She had
her back to him. Jefferson rose
stealthily, and took a step towards
her. A board creaked, and, starting
nervously, the girl looked round.

For a moment the two gazed at each
other in dead silence.

«\artha,” said Jefferson, Martha!”

There was a mixture of rage and re-

roach in his voice. Even as he spoke
they heard the whine of shells over-
head, and then four dull explosions.
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“Your work”, cried Jefferson thick-
ly, taking a stride forward and seiz-
ing the speechless woman by the arm.

Martha looked at him with a kind of
dull terror in her eyes, with utter
hopelessness, and the man paused a
second. He had not known he cared
for her so much. Then, in a flash, he
pictured the horrors for which this
woman was responsible—a mere com-
mon Spy.

He made to grasp her more firmly,
but she twisted herself from his hold
on her. Darting to the device which
freed the mill-sails, she wrenched at
it madly. The sails caught the breeze,
and began to cirele round, swiftly and
more swiftly, until the old wooden
building shook with the vibration.

E

From his observation post a Ger-
man officer took in the new situation
at a glance. A few guttural sounds he
muttered, and then turning angrily
to an orderly he gave him a curt mes-
sage. “They shall not use it if we
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cannot,” he said to himself, shaki
his fist in the direction of the whir.
ring sails.

*

In the little village part of the
church and the baker’s shop lay in
ruins. Martha had sent but a part of
her signal, and it had been acted on
with characteristic German prompt-
ness.

In the windmill on the hill, whieh
shook crazily as the sails tore their
way through the air, a man and g
woman struggled desperately, the
woman with almost superhuman
strength.

Suddenly the earth shook, a great
explosion rent the air, and the mill
on the hill was rent timber from tim.
ber, while the fragments hurtled
ward and the great sails doubled up
like tin-foil.

“Good shooting,” said the German
Forward Observation Officer, as he
tucked his glass under his arm and
went “home” to dinner.

THE VICTORIOUS DEAD

By MINNIE HALLOWELL BOWEN

HOW should we weep, beholding the white light
Of those young spirits, joyous and unafraid?
The pathway shines the exultant feet have made
Beyond the immeasurable darkness of this night!
So were the strong brows crowned with living gold;
The imperial ardour won through sacrifice
Burned like a lambent flame, to grow and rise,
Glory on glory, as rich dawns unfold.

Their eyes were purified that looked through death:
They took the cup and thirst was satisfied,
Eternal vistas opened, life beyond breath!
In man’s extremity, in the last sleep,
The immortal spirit would not be denied
Triumphing gloriously! How should we weep?
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NO. IV.—~THE LONE ROAD

HE chalk of Vermelles and the
red elay of Givenchy had not
yet played havoe with our
trousers and tunics; three days and
nights had only elapsed since we left
Southampton for France, and we
were now billeted in a farm-house, a
rickety, red-brick eonstruetion, island-
od in a waste of dung and splashed
with muek flung up by passing horses
and cumbrous wagons. The farm
was some twelve kilometres distant
¢rom Neuve Chapelle, where a battle
was now in full swing. In the even-
ing 1 went with my ‘wo chums, Bill
Teake and Dudley Pryor, to the wine-
ghop of Jean Lacroix, two miles away
grom our billet. As we walk across
the fields we could see th» consteils-
tions of star-shells riot in a heaven
pierced with electric white and lurid
of artillery flame. The
tumult of thunder and the erash of
eonflict smote across the world and
tried not to think too clearly of
was happening out there where
with the delusion of war,
kill one another under the
quiet stars.
rough all the ages work-
is? Have the excesses of
made him again
an atavism; a being, full of primor-
4 lust, who takes his bro-
throat to strangle him?

i
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our hats and weapons of war in our
hands, and now on our way to the
house of Jean Lacroix.

Jean Lacroix sat beside the long-
necked stove stroking his beard, a
neat little white beard which stood
out perkily from his fat chin. Jean
Lacroix was fair, a jelly blob of a
man. When he changed his locality
he shuffled instead of walking, when
he laughed he shivered and ghook his
fat as if he wanted to fling it off. He
was seldom serious, when he was, all
those near him laughed. Pryor was
speaking to Jean now and 1 was fol-
lowing the conversation with my ears.
French I could understand, but 1
could not speak it.

“The night before last the Bosches
broke through the English trenches
out there” Jean was saying, as he
pointed a fat thumb towards the lo-
cality of the firing line.

«Hundreds of them broke through.
They were unable to get back and now
they are roving all over the country.”

“They haven’t been captured 1”

«Qome of them,” said Jean. “Most
of them perhaps, but not all Last
night they were about here.”

“Did you see them?” asked Pryor.

“Have 1 seen them?” asked Jean,
ghivering with laughter. “They can’t
be seen. They disguise themselves as
turnips, as bushes, as English sol-
diers. . . Last night two of
your countrymen, soldiers, left here at
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nine o’clock and got killed outright.”

Jean paused.

“Where were they killed?” asked
Pryor.

“You are billeted at Y Farm,
are you not?” inquired the inn-keeper.
“You are. Then you came along the
road to-night coming here. Did you
see a ruined cottage on your right,
a little distance back from the road?”

“A mile from here?”’ said Pryor.
“Yes, we saw it.”

“That is where it happened,” said
Jean Lacroix. “The two soldiers
were found there this morning with
their throats cut, lying on the floor.
The Germans .

“The Germans,” repeated Pryor.

I went into a back room where an
Army Serviece Corps man was telling
a story of marvellous adventure in
which he played a notable part dur-
ing the retreat from Mons. A circle
of listeners paid for the man’s wine
and hung on every word of the nar-
rative. When the tale was told I
came back to the man by the stove.
He was sitting there all alone, his
sunken eyes fixed on the flames. Pryor
was not there. Bill Teake had left;
both my comrades had gone home
without me. The farm was some two
miles off,

I looked at my wateh and saw that
it was nine o’clock.

“Nine o’clock,” T said aloud, and
something familiar in the words
struck me. Two soldiers left the wine
shop the night previous at nine
o’clock and next morning they were
discovered lying in a ruined cottage
with their throats cut. None of the
men in the inn now were billeted at
X Farm. T had to go home alone.
I swung my bandolier over my shoul-
der, lifted my rifle from the table,
and went out into the night.

The story which Jean Lacroix had
told affected me, T must confess. A
stranger to war in a strange land, I
was ready to give credence to any
tale. What might happen in the
darkness? I could not tell. I wish-
ed that Pryor and Bill had not gone.

They ought to have looked me up. I
was annoyed with them; I was
angry.

The road stretched out in fromt, a
dull streak of gray lined with
ghostly poplars, and lost itself in the
darkness ahead. The night was
gloomy and chilly, a low, weird wind
crooned in the grass, and a belated
night bird shrieked painfully in the
sky above me.

The shadows gathered round me
silently, one rushed in from the
fields and took an almost definite
form on the roadway in fromt. [
could not help gazing round from time
to time and staring back along the
road. What might not be following!
I was all alone, apart from my kind,
isolated. Ome hand gripped tightly
on my rifle, and the fingers of the
other fumbled at my bandolier. I ran
my hand over the cartridges, count-
ing aloud. Fifty rounds. But I had
none in the magazine of the rvifle, |
should have five there. But I would
not put them in now. It would make
too much noise.

My eyes, becoming accustomed to
the darkness, could now take stock of
the roadway, the grassy verge and
the ditch on either side. My imagina.-
tion conceived ghastly pictures of
men lying flat in the shadows staring
at the heavens with glazed, unseei
eyes, their throats cut across from
ear to ear. What a noise my footstepg
created !

The breeze whimpered amidst the
poplar leaves, and its sigh was carried
ever so far away. Again a shadow
crept up from the fields and took
shape on the road in front. I advane.
ed towards it quickly and ecollideq
with a solid mass, a living form!

“I am sorry,” I muttered.

“Good evening,” said a voice with
a queer, strange note in it. “You ape
out late.” .

“I am going back to my billet now »
I said, and asked, “Where are yoy
going ?”

There was a moment’s hesitation
before the stranger replied, saying,

i i
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“I’m going on to the next village.”

1 could now see that he was dressed
as an English soldier in a khaki uni-
form, a rifle over his shoulder and a
pandolier round his chest. Germans
disguise themselves as British sol-
diers, Jean Lacroix had said.

“«What do you belong to?” T asked,
stepping off after the momentary halt.
The man accompanied me.

“The Army Service Corps,” he
answered readily enough, but his ac-
eent struck me as being strangely un-
familiar; in his low guttural tones
there was something foreign.

“Are you billeted here?” he asked,

at length;

“T’'m billeted at—"

I stopped and asked, “Where are
you billeted 8 : :

“Oh, at the next village,” said the
man. “A number of the A.S.C. are
billeted there.”

in a long silence. Our boots

erunched angrily on the roadway, and
ahead the lights of war lit the horizon.

“They're fighting like hell up
there,” said the man. “There’s a big
pattle on now. Has your regiment
been called up?” e

As he spoke he pulled his rifle for-
ward across his chest and fumbled
with the bolt. I stared at him fasein-
ated, my nerves strained to an acute

piteh. ; 3
«“What are you doing with your
rifle?” I asked.
" «QOh, nothing,” he answered, and
it over his shoulder again.
Had he a round in the breech? I
wondered. I had not a cartridge in
the magazine, What a fool 1 had been
not to have taken the precaution of
being prepared for emergencies! The
came close to my side and his
der almost touched mine. T mov-
ed to the left, close to the verge of
the road and my hand slipped to-
my bandolier. ;
«J¢’s very dark to-night” I said
as fingers closed on a cartridge.
ery dark,” said the man.
«There’s no moon,” I said. I slip-
ped the bolt of my rifle back as I
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spoke and pressed the cartridge into
the mouth of the magazine. As far
as I could judge, the man had not
noticed the action.

“No, there’s no moon,” he said, in
answer to my remark.

“How far is it to the next village ”
I asked and shoved the rounds into
the magazine. The ecartridge-clip
clattered on the cobbles.

“You've dropped something,” said
my companion. “What was it?”

“I’ve dropped nothing,” I replied,
“T must have hit my boot against
something.

I glanced at his face, white and
ghostly it looked, with a protruding
jowl and a dark moustache that
drooped over the lips. I pressed the
bolt home as I spoke and now felt a
certain confidence enter my being.
There was a round snug in the breech
of my rifle. One touch of the trig-

ger—

“Did you think I dropped a shil-
ling?” 1 laughed. “Wish I had one
to throw away.”

“Many a one would wish the same,”
said the man gruffly ; then he whistled
a tune through his teeth, a contempla-
tive whistle as if he was considering
something.

“You're at Y—— Farm, of course,”
he suddenly remarked. “There are a
number of soldiers billeted there. You
know the way to it?”

“T know the way to it,” I answered.

“You leave the road at a ruined
cottage along here and cross the
fields,” said the man. “I’'m going that
way myself.”

“T leave the road farther along,” 1
said hastily.

“Nonsense,” said the man. “Past
the ruined cottage is the best way.”

“I'm not going that way,” 1 said.

“Not going that way,” repeated my
companion—“why "

“I don’t know the road through the
fields there—"

“But I know the way.”

“I prefer to go farther along,” I

said. “Two of my mates are just
ahead.” ;
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“Where are they ?’ asked my com-
panion in a tone of surprise. “I
thought you were all alone.”

“They are just a few hundred yards
in front,” I told him. “Not so far
away.”

“Qh!” said the man. “Then that is
why you’re in such a hurry.”

“I'm in no particular hurry,” I
said. “But it is wise to be back before
‘lights out’.”

‘We had turned off the road now
and had gone about twenty yards in
the direction of the cottage before I
noticed it.

“T'm not going that way,” I said,
coming to a halt. My companion
stopped.

“Afraid?” he said.

“Afraid! H’m! I’'m not afraid,” I
answered, nettled at his words. “All
right, you go ahead. I’ll follow.”

The man did not move. He fumbled
in his pocket and brought something
out, something dark, small and tipped
at the points as if with silver. I
imagined it to be a revolver and slid
my rifle forward so that its muzzle
pointed at the man’s body.

“Hold your weapon up, you fool,”
he said, and a note of concern was in
his voice. “I’ve a pocket lamp here.
We'll get off into the fields now and
T’ll light the way with this. The place
is full of ponds and drains. Last night
I fell into a hole somewhere about
this place. You get off in front.”

“Pll follow,” I said. “You lead
the way.”

., “All right,” the man meekly re-
sponded. “Now we get off the road.”

He slipped into the field, and I fol-
lowed. We were now near the cot-
tage, and I could see its bare rafters
and ruined wallg clearly. It looked
gloomy and forbidding. As I gazed
at the cottage I saw a light close to
the dark ground, a tremulous flame
gleamed for a moment and was gone.

“Did you see that?” I asked. “A
light near the cottage.”

«T saw nothing,” said my compan-
ion.

“You didn’t see the flame?” I said.
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“There’s somebody in front. Friends
of yours, maybe.”

“I’ve no friends here—You saw a
light—Nonsense !”

“There, what is that?”’ 1 asked, as
I heard a thud as of somebody falling
over a hurdle. “Did you not hear it $”?

“Yes, what is it%?” asked my com-
panion, extinguishing his toreh. I
heard something. Shall I shout ?”

“Why %’ 1 asked.

“Why ?” exclaimed the man “Only
to find out who'’s there. Hallo!” he
yelled. ;

Somebody answered with a loud
“Hallo!”, and again a light gleamed
in the darkness.”

“Who's there %’ shouted my com-
panion.

“It’s us,” came the answer. “Blur-
ry well lost in this ’ere blurry ’ole.
’Oo are yer?”

“Bill Teake!” I shouted in a glad
voice, for I recognized the voice of
my mate. “Is Pryor with you?”

“It’s ole Pat,” I heard Bill exelaim.
“We’re lost, Pryor and me. We don’t
know where we are. D’ye know the
way to Y. Farm %’

“We’ll soon get there,” I said. “I’ve
somebody with me who knows the
way.”

“Bring ’im along ’ere then,” said
Bill.

I turned to my companion who had
just moved to one side, but now I
could not see him. On my right a
dark form became one with the night
and lost itself.

“Hi!” 1 shouted, but there was no
reply.

“Hi there!” I cried in a louder
voice; but no answer came back. He
had gone.

We got into the farmhouse at ten
o’clock. All our mates were in be
and the watchdog at the gate bit Bill
in the upper part of the thigh as we
came in.

I never met the A.S.C. man after-
wards. Three German soldiers dress-
ed in khaki were found in the neigh-
bourhood on the following day and
taken prisoners.
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WAKING UP BADGERBORCO
Ty el S B Hllice.

E was a big, absent-minded
man with large ideas but a
small income. Unlike many
westerners, he bore the town mno
grudge for heing his home. He
even loved it and never for a moment
lost his faith in its future. The rail-
way survey had given birth to Bad-
gerboro’ and presented it with some
real estate wrapped in a fairy tale
for a birthday gift. But the fairy
tale never came true, and the real
estate proved to be merely mud, for
the railway turned its back upon the
survey and went south, leaving the
orphan “city” to dream of the future
that was past. It lay dumped on the
gshaven prairie like a heap of pack-
ing-boxes in a back yard, and nobody
made a fuss over it any more but the
coyotes and the curlews squalling
round the slough behind the school.
The townspeople did not have much
sympathy with one another, for when
men love only money and cannot get
that, they grow bitter as stagnant
wells in the alkali country. None of
them came west to live, but only to
make enough money to go “home”
in; and those alone remained who
were caught by hard times like rats
in a hole and suffered the dismal
existence of people who are always
on the point of moving away.
But there was no alkali in Robert
w’s disposition. Behind the
eounter of his general store (so call-

4311

ed, said customers, because it was
“generally” out of everything a body
wanted), he dispensed tobacco, tea
and overalls, and made plans for local
improvements that nobody cared a fig
for but himself.

“What this town needs,” he said,
“is to be wakened up,” and he set.
himself to find something to rouse it
with. It never occurred to him that
the town was dead—and a dead town
on the prairie is the deadest town
there is.

One day the idea came.to him that
what Badgerboro’ needed was moving
pictures.

“Liook at all the wide-awake towns,”

he said to John Allen, the liveryman,
who came in to buy tobacco and chew
it. “Every one of them has a picture
sho’\y. That’s what wakes the people
up.
“Picters nawthin’,” retorted Allen,
jamming a palmful of tobacco into
his mouth. “It’s hard cash wakes ’em
up.”

“You don’t understand me,” pro-
tested Sparrow. “What T mean is
that when people see moving pictures
it stirs them up and, well, wakens
them up. Moving pictures’ll bring
the money to the town. And we’ve
been waiting for it, we’ve heen wait-
ing for it, ain’t we?”

“We been waitin’,” nodded John.
“An’ now we’re goin’ to whistle fer
it ’eause we thinks it loves musie?”
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“You don’t seem to get my point,
John,” remonstrated Sparrow. “I
want to pull out of this town as soon
as any, and I’'m going to start a
speculation. I thought maybe you’d
like to have a share in it.”

“Me! Chase yerself! Only spekila-
tion I want is a single fare railway
ticket.”

“Wait till T tell you. I’m going to
build a theatre up agin the store and
start some moving pictures. I think
it’ll help the town.”

“Good-night!”  exclaimed John,
expectorating furiously. “W’y don’t
ye build a subway or a mooseum, or
a parliament buildings, eh? Gee
hokus! Who’s goin’ to look at yer
picters ?”

“Why, the people’ll come in from
round—sure they will, won’t they?”

“Say, Bob, wen yer daddy-in-law
got you, he got a damn poor stick.
You kin try on yer movin’ picters ef
ye like. They don’t fit me.”

“You don’t understand, John,” said
Sparrow sadly. “You ain’t got no
imagination. You need wakening up
as bad as any.”

Then one evening in May, Sparrow
pinned a large yellow. paper upon
the door of the nmew hall beside his

“ store. The poster proclaimed, in shin-
ing blue type:
Moving Pictures
To-night 8 o’clock Sharp
7,000 Feet of Film
All Welcome
Tickets Twenty-five cents.

The day of the awakening of Bad-
gerboro’ had arrived. Sparrow had
timed the opening of his theatre with
the day of the annual auction sale to
make sure of a good crowd for the
first performance.

“It’s the first night that counts,”
he said. “Now we’ve got the people
here, we must make them want to
come back. That’s good business,
ain’t it, John?”’

“It’d be a whole lot better business
if you could chain ’em up and put
’em in cages,” sneered John. “Then
you’d be sure of ’em.”
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Sparrow smiled good-humouredly
and walked back to the store.

All day behind his counter he
worked like an election man.

“Yep,” he said, twirling string
round a package of tea, “it’s a won-
derful invention. Now to-night
(What next? Soap? Sure. Which,
Fairy or Lifebuoy?)—Now to-night
we’re showing some wonderful films—
seven thousand feet. I’d like you to
see them. Here’s a ticket.”

The farmer put it in his purse.

“Gimme a plug o’ terbaccer. Guess
T’ll come, mebbe.”

“Seven thousand feet,” repeated
Sparrow. “Wonderful, aint it¥”

“How’s yer apples?”

“A dollar a case.
eight o’clock sharp.”

“Good eating?”

“Oh, fine. It’s a kind of an experi-
ment, seeing we’ve never had moving
pictures in this town before.” i

“Rale juicy?”

“Sure. Help yourself. But if she
goes all right to-night, it’ll help the
town some. Youw'll come %”

“Oh, I dunno. Guess there aint
much less. What time’s yer show be-
gin ¥’

“Eight o’clock. Eight sharp.”

“May come ef nawthin’ else turns
up.”

So it went on all day. Sparrow can-
vassed every man in town, and he
gave more than half of them compli-
mentary tickets. Hardly any of them
refused to come.

At 7.30 p.m., a light appeared in
the Empire Theatre. At 7.35, Mp.
Sparrow’s voice, commanding the
town with a megaphone, swept out
into the fields and set the coyotes
velping in the stubble behind the Pres.
byterian church.

“All aboard for the Empire beging
sharp at eight o’clock wonderfy]
feature eight o’clock sharp and seven
thousand feet of film.”

Allen came along and looked in.

“There’ll be nobody come,” he pe.
marked genially as he passed on up
the street to the hotel.

It starts at
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At 7.45, Mr. Sparrow, having in
the meantime attended to three out-
of-town customers in the store, again
planted himself behind the mega-
phone and repeated the announce-
ment. At 7.55, two more customers
had been disposed of and Sparrow
was back at his post.

“All aboard for the Empire begins
in fifteen minutes six big reels of
twelve hundred feet each will begin in
fifteen minutes six big reels.”

At 8.15, a long-necked phonograph
on the platform started crowing at
the empty seats, while the megaphone
outside proclaimed hoarsely the
“geven thousand feet just going to be-
gin”.

At 8.30, the doors opened to receive
the first of the audience. It was Mol-
ly Evans, the famous female baseball
rooter, with a couple of boys named
Hess. That started it. The crowd
came like geese after the leader. Spar-
row could not collect the tickets fast
enough, so he threw the doors open
wide and didn’t take any more.

Last of all came John Allen.

“Who’s runnin’ yer show?”’ he
asked.

“Me.”
“You!—I suppose you know Molly

Evans is here, an’ the Hess boys, eh?
I suppose you think they come to see
the picters, do you )

“What’s the matter with Molly
Evans?” g >

“QOh, nawthin’, only some people is
all mouth from ear to ear an’ they kin
use it, too. There’ll be some tough
breakin’ here to-night. Believe me,
this is goin’ to be some shirt sleeve

ormance.”

‘When the hall was full, a last wail
from the megaphone announced:
“Seyen thousand feet of film is now
off at the Empire. All aboard.”

Under tumultuous applause, Spar-
row ran up to the platform and throt-
tled the phonograph in the middle of
“@God Save the King”. The applause
redoubled as he cleared his throat to

k.
‘pf‘iadies,” he began, but could not

i

hear his own voice for the stamping.
“Ladies,” he eried again, and then
“Ladies!” at the top of his voice.
Shouts of “Oh! Oh!” Above all the
din, shrilled the voice of Molly
Evans:

“Yes, lady-bird, we're comin’.’ ”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” bellowed
Sparrow.

“My name’s Bill. What’s yours?”
yelled somebody at the back.

“Who killed cock robin?” shrieked
Molly Evans. One of the Hess boys
took it up:

“I, said the Sparrow, with my bow
an’ arrow.”

The manager, transfixed by these
delicate shafts of wit, stood dumb. He
had never been made fun of to his
face like this before; but he was a
mild man, and kept his temper for
about eighty seconds before his face
grew dark.

“Hold on to the ropes,” howled
Molly. “He’s goin’ up!”

It was not a personal matter with
Sparrow at all, and if the Hess boys
had not made fun of the theatre, they
might have been saved a lot of trou-
ble. But when the audience began
to shout:

“Where’s yer picters? Bring on
the film!” one of the boys leaped
on to the platform and signed for
order.

“Boys,” he announced, “the show is
now about to begin. The first attrac-
tion is our wonderful tame film-spar-
row, a cross between the ostrich an’
the ass, with no less than seven
thousand feet—"

“How big is they ?” interrupted the
other Hess.

“I think I have the number right ?”
continued the spokesman, turning
pleasantly to Sparrow. The latter
was opening and shutting fists and
jaw spasmodically. He remarked af-
terwards that he thought he was alone
in the hall with the Hess boys.

“Take a look at him, boys,” continu-
ed Hess. “He’s all the show we got.
’Tam} much, but it’s enough. The
meetin’ is now adjourned. Amen.”

e e RS AT
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The next moment, Hess was flying
through the air on to the heads of the
crowd, and Sparrow was charging like
a bull after its vietim. Hess dodged
down the aisle and through the door
like a hunted rabbit, but Sparrow got
jammed in the jumping erowd.

“(ive him to me,” he eried, strug-
gling. “Give him to me. I want
him.”

Meanwhile, the other Hess boy,
considerably startled, was trying to
make himself inconspicuous in the
erowd ; but the erowd had plans of its
own. Some hoisted him on their
shoulders, while others lifted Spar-
row, and they bore the two of them
gesticulating round the hall to meet
on the platform in the midst of a
howling stampede.

“Let me down, boys,” gasped Spar-
row. “I didn’t know what T was do-
ing. He made fun of this show what
was to help the town.”

They hoisted him higher.

“Who killed cock robin?”’ squealed
the voice of Molly Evans. She had
been waving her arms and shouting
unheard for five minutes.

“T said, the Sparrow,” roared a
score of voices.

“Three cheers for the film-spar-
row,” shouted Molly. They were
given. “An’ a tiger fer his feet,” she
added.

When chaos had collapsed, and
Sparrow had escaped to his machine
in the rear, John Allen clapped him
on the back.

“You done great,” he said. “I
didn’t think you had it in you. Now
fer the picters. Anythin’ I kin do to
help ¥’

“T wouldn’t have minded their kid-
ding me,” groaned Sparrow, “if
they’d only left the show alone.”

“Sure. Now git them picters agoin’
quick. Molly Evans is about ready to
make love to you fer the chase you
give that there Hess feller. But she
don’t last long quiet. I’ll run up an’
set the phonograph agoin’ eh? An’
put the lights out.”

“Thank you, John—and, John, go
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ﬁn,gi Hess and tell him I didn’t mean
it.

‘When the phonograph resumed its
grinding and the Union Jack, stuffed
badger, and thirty feet of mural de-
corative stove pipe had disappeared
with the blowing out of the lamps,
Allen hurried back to help “the boss™,
He saw that the thing was on the way
to success after all, and it improved
his sociability.

“Away we go,” he said, “bully for
us!”?

“Where’s the hammer, John ?” asgk-
ed Sparrow nervously. “It’s on my
mind T’ve forgotten something, but I
can’t figure out what it is.”

“Here’s the hammer. Start her up,
Don’t talk about it. Strike while the
irong is hot. Run the show first and
fergit afterwards. There they go
agin!”

The audience was restless onece
more. The phonograph had run out;
“the sound of the grinding” was low.

“Aint that there—hic—hen done
seratchin’ yet?” cried a drunken man
near the front.

“Light a candle so’s we can see yer
pretty picters,” shouted Molly Evans.

“You better talk to ’em,” said Al-
len. “Their mouths needs shuttin’,
Il run the machine.”

“Liadies and gentlemen,” announe-
ed Sparrow, “sorry to keep you wai
ing, but we are now going to i
Start her up, John.”

“Where’s the light?” demanded
John.

“The light?” repeated Sparrow
nervously. “What light ¢”

“Why, the thing to shoot the pie-
ters on the sheet with.”

There was a long pause.

“Won’t they go without it?’ saig
Sparrow.

“D’ye think we’re all a bunch of
owls to see in the dark %’

Another pause.

“Will I get a lamp from the store,
John #” :

“Get the moon, for my sake,” erj
Molly Evans. e

“Strike a match,” yelled someone,
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“Use your head: it’s light enough,
aint it?” eried another.

Pandemonium resumed the throne.
Yells and catealls charged with wit-
ticisms filled the hall with a hideous
din, until at length a match struck
and Sparrow, his round face illumin-
ed by the dismal glow from a candle,
made his way up to the front and
turned to speak. The noises died
away.

“Boys,” declared Sparrow huskily
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(his feelings were too deep for “lad-
ies and gentlemen”)—“Boys, she’s
bust, or at least she aint all there.
We forgot about the light, and he
says it'll take half a day to fix it. But
if you’ll all wait over till to-morrow
night, we’ll show every cussed foot
of it free of charge!”

With howls and stamping, the hall
cleared, and Badgerboro’, after a
brief hour of civie consciousness,
rolled over and fell fast asleep again.

FOREVER

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

ITH you I shall always be;
Over land and sea

My thought will companion you;
With yours shall my laughter chime,
And my step keep true
In the dusk and the dew
With yours in blithesome time;
In all your joy shall I rejoice;
On my lips your sorrow shall find a voice,
And when your tears in bitterness fall
Mine shall mingle with them all.

With you in waking and dream I shall be

’

In the places of shadow and memory,
Under young springtime moons,
And on harvest noons.
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HEN, fifteen years ago, I was

reading the despatches from

South Africa covering the
giege of Ladysmith, Harrissmith and
the smaller towns, I did not dream
that one day I would myself have
some part in similar scenes laid in
the same territory. But Cora, who
had gone with Dr. Kingston, almost
immediately after their marriage, to
Barchfield, had been back only once
during the eighteen years of their life
there, and so the last week of Octo-
ber, when the trouble began, found
me a South African guest of some
weeks’ standing.

Among the people of Barchfield
one of the traditions of the war will
be that school kept even in the dark-
est days of the rebellion, and, al-
though scarcely a heroine, Hilda
Pietrorr, the teacher who quietly but
firmly insisted on adhering to the
work in hand despite the anxieties
and interruptions of the time, has be-
come in consequence one of the out-
standing members of the community.
Moreover, that last week of October
holds another story of which Barch-
field may mever hear—just one of the
hundreds of stories that are weaving
themselves into the history of the Em-
pire’s trial.

1t was indeed a dark week. Botha,
some time before, had made a speech
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Campedu

on leaving Pretoria in which he de-
clared that things were far more sep-
ious than people knew. Then in some
places the defence force had been eall-
ed out. Reports came from the north
that a body of farmers, getting arms
and ammunition, had revolted. This
however, was untrue, as the action of
the volunteers from that section latep
proved. But it was only too true that
DeWet had gathered up a thousand
rebels from about Reitz and Frank.
fort and that these were in camp on
the foothills, not twenty miles out. Tt
was also true that there were on
fifty rifles in the town—all of the old
ninety-seven type.

During the week the banks had
loaded their gold on an engine angd
sent it to Natal. No secret was made
of this, and the authorities hoped that
it would be one reason less for an at-
tack. It was known, however, that
there was still provision and dynam.
ite in the town, and if in want of
either the hill camp would almost cer.
tainly attempt a raid.

For nearly a month range-riders
supplemented by scouts had been de-
ing special patrol work between the
town and Natal and on the hills, byt
there had been no particular cause
for alarm until the beginning of the
previous week, when a general warn.
ing was sent out. On the Friday



SCHOOL KEEPS

night of that week the news of De-
Wet’s arrival was suddenly brought
in. The same evening, however, a
heavy rain began, accompanied by in-
termittent thunder and lightning,
during which it was almost certain
that the hillsmen, of whom the rebel
leader’s band was largely composed,
would not fight. The storm lasted
over the week-end.

On Sunday the magistrate received
a telegram saying that men, guns and
ammunition were on the way from
Ladysmith and that a machine gun
was eoming from Durban. All avail-
able equipment had previously been
rushed to German South West, but
meanwhile the Lusitania had arrived
in Capetown with big guns, two hun-
dred and fifty Imperial Gunners and
quantities of small ammunition.

The arrival of a machine gun would
mean that a proper defence of the
town might be made. The location in
itself afforded a partial defence. I
ean see it now as it appeared from
the doctor’s bungalow or, better still,
from the steps of the little Dutch
church on the shoulder of the hill to
the south and west, where it was more
vividly impressed by the events that
followed. Behind and on two sides
ran the mountain, with no passes and
nothing but a fall to certain death for
any who attempted to come in that
way. Straight ahead ran the road
out to Natal, with an electric line
paralleling it. These were patrolled.
To the south and to the righ_t of the
roads ran a large spruit, with only
one drift. On the west lay the river,
spanned by a bridge of five long, low-
hanging arches.

Tn the centre of the town stood the
eourt-house, with High Street run-
ning down from it to the bridge. The
road from Natal came in at right
angles and intersecting at the market
square ran a short distance up the
hill, with the bungalow at the head
overlooking it. Part way up the hill
also and on the east side stood the
sehool near the back of a large square
that served as a play-ground. A new
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flag, made by the children themselves
under the supervision of the teacher,
lent a dash of colour to a landseape
which in spite of the rain wore the
usual khaki colour of the veldt.

The town itself emerged from the
three days of wet weather with every
appearance, as far as equipment al-
lowed, of a military camp. Stores
were closed except for two hours each
day. The streets were patrolled. No
one left the town without permission.

On Tuesday morning the news came
that Botha had routed Beyer’s com-
mando, the Transvaal rebels. That
might have a good or bad effect on
DeWet. A general summons had been
sent out and on Tuesday afternoon
all men of both town and distriet were
to be reviewed in the market square.
Those who were not prepared to fight
were to be disarmed and interned.
Even of those who volunteered only
the trusted would be accepted. It was
embarrassing.

The afternoon came without fur-
ther word of the rebels, although the
local men of the district came cerowd-
ing in. No regular troops had yet
arrived and until they did the citizen
volunteers worked in co-operation
with a supervisory committee of the
town board.

The doctor, who was one of the
members, went down soon after lunch
to attend his duties at the square. The
day was warm, so Cora and I took
our afternoon’s work outside on a
verandah facing the little park and
school-house opposite.

Preparation for defence had so far
not interfered with attendance at
school. When we went out the child-
ren had already been gathering for
some time and shortly before the two
o’clock bell Hilda Pietrorr came down
the street towards us and stopped a
moment at the foot of the walk. Al-
though short, she was well proportion-
ed, carrying herself with an air that
was at once dignified and girlish. Her
expression was reserved and yet
frank. She was fair-haired and of a
light complexion and her blue eyes
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seemed to speak and listen for her
as much as lips and ears.

“You, at least, are going ahead as
though nothing were happening,” said
the doetor’s wife.

“I am believing that nothing will
happen,” she replied, smiling a little
self-consciously at her slight lapse
from the English cast of expression
which she evidently prided herself on
having mastered. “Garth, you know,
is much among the country people
and except for outlaws in the hills he
says they want no fight.”

A slight frown passed like a sha-
dow across her face and she added,
“If anything does happen, it might be
well to have the women and children
go at once to our church. A Dutch
church is safest.”

Then she crossed the square and
entered the school-house.

“Who is Garth ¢’ I asked when she
had gone.

“Garth Johnson is on the doctor’s
committee,” his wife replied. “He
has a large farm to the south, but
since the trouble began he has been

helping in the town. They are to be

married when school closes.”

“She speaks of him without hesita-
tion.”

“Yes, indeed, T did not tell you
with what unconcern she told the doc-
tor and me when we met her Sunday
evening that she was just getting back
from seeing Garth off to picket duty.
She is very anxious, and you should
see the man. He is at least large en-
ough to take care of himself.”

Later in the day I did see him. It
was when I was taking down Hilda’s
suggestion to the committee. They
had been talking of getting the women
and children out altogether but fell
in with the new idea, and seouts were
sent from house to house with in-
struetions as to just what to do.

The streets were crowded. Hun-
dreds of farmers had come in in
answer to the summons and the com-
mittee had before them the serious
problem of solving peaceably whom
of these they could trust. A booth
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had been set up outside the court-
house, and here the doctor with the
magistrate and the town clerk were
busy attending to registrations. Both
farmers and townsmen were register-
ed. The Boers were sent to the Show
Grounds and the British to the little
park opposite the school.

Earlier in the day the merchants
had boarded up the fronts of their
stores, and now throughout the town
work had commenced on barricading
the streets. At four an armoured
motor truck and guard arrived with
ammunition, but neither guns nor re-
inforcements had accompanied it. It
was then I caught sight of the big man,
Garth Johnson. He had just finish-
ed giving orders for the unloading
and storing of the ammunition which
was being placed in the vaults of the
court-house and was going to the
Show Grounds, where the incoming
farmers were being tested. And on
the way he called at the doetor’s
booth, near which I was standing.

“That ammunition is another lia-
bility, not an asset, with neither men
nor guns at hand,” the doctor com-
mented, turning to him.

“But we are changing the combina-
tion on the lock,” replied the othep
“and troops are to be in to-morrow 01:
Thursday at the latest.”

“I have just heard from the
grounds,” the doctor econtinned.
“There is going to be no trouble, so
you can get some sleep. Very few
of the Boers are volunteering. Some
German Jews offered, but were not
accepted. They all gave up theip
horses, but with the few arms we have
ourselves we have not offered to dis.
arm th}«lem. hAs a mat;er of fact, how-
ever, they have very few S am
them.” iy gor.

“I shall do as you say,” Johnson
replied. “I go out at eleven and shall
not see you until to-morrow. Wilson
is to parade the volunteers this even.
ing.”

Presently the man just mentioneq,
an officer of the Burgher commando
came up. :
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“What news have you of the out-
riders?” questioned the magistrate.

“They brought in a rebel despatch
rider taking despatches to the camp.
Advances have evidently been made
to the local district commando, but
they declined to leave us.”

“DeWet has been waiting for such
reinforcements. He will hardly at-
tack without them unless badly put
to it for ammunition,” commented the
magistrate.

When I reached home supper was
ready, but the doctor did not come in
until quite late, so that I did not see
him again that day.

It was inky black and Cora was
ghaking me when I awoke.

“Overpowered the sentinels—are on
ns—to the church,” 1 dimly caught
the ideas but not all the words, and
gnatehing for what clothes I could
find in the dark made after my host-
ess. The doctor had already gone to

his place in the defence forma-
tion. I had forgotten the instructions
about the church, but Cora caught me
by the arm and we hastened up tow-
ards it. Evidently we were among
the last to be disturbed by the alarm,
for house doors were open all along,
and except for a few stragglers who
were running with us the streets were
deserted. A :

But firing was waging fiercely in
the lower part of the town next the
river. We could not only hear it, but
from the elevation we could see well
the flash of burning powder and smell
the smoke as it came up to us. Then
1 learned for the first time that there
had been a terrific explosion that had
completely wrecked a part of the
pridge and prevented the attacking
foree from getting into the town un-

. How it had (glcurredPnohone
church yard knew. Perhaps
it:et?eocal officers could tell. Perhaps
it was an accident on the part of the
1‘etif;]ﬂ;my case the bearing of the inci-
dent on the situation became clearer
as daylight approached. It had been
between five and six when the attack
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began. The rebels wanted darkness
to get their prize but daylight to
hold it.

For an hour or so the firing con-
tinued but became more and more in-
termittent. The first streaks of dawn
revealed the broken bridge, and it
could be seen that a number of rebels
had already crossed before the explo-
sion. These, unable to retreat, had
established themselves on a knoll com-
manding the mnear bank. On the
bridge two men were working furious-
ly in an attempt to span the broken
arch with ropes thrown across by
those on the far side. They were pro-
tected from our fire to a certain ex-
tent by a stone bulwark between them
and the town and might have succeed-
ed in respanning the break had those
on the knoll who were covering them
been able to hold it. But although
armed with rifles, the latter were few
in number, and when our force or-
ganized at the bridgehead one dash
was enough to dislodge them. They
were driven up the river and behind
the town and running out of ammuni-
tion surrendered.

‘With no possibility of victory, the
shooting from across the river gradu-
ally grew less, and once falter-
ing and being exposed to fire with-
out a protection such as the defences
of the town afforded those on the near
side, they fell back as rapidly as pos-
sible, leaving their dead.

By seven o’clock the affair was over.
The captive Boers were locked in the
court-house cells. The main band dis-
appeared in the hills.

Presently to those of us who had
been able to do nothing but iook on
from the hilltop a scout hronehit news
that danger was over for the ;.resent.
He reported casualties on the town’s
side of four sentries killed, of whom
Garth Johnson was one. A lieutenant
who had officered the capture of the
knoll and two volunteers were severe-
ly wounded, and five others were also
wounded, although not seriously. How
the sentries had been trapped had not
been ascertained. One was found on
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his patrol clubbed rather than shot.
A second, evidently taken along as a
prisoner and resisting, had been shot
at the outer approach to the bridge.
Johnson and the other, a local mer-
chant who had volunteered, were also
found near the outer approach to the
bridge, their bodies, and those of a
number of rebels indeseribably mutil-
ated by the explosion.

This was all that eould be learned
at the time, and women and children
breaking away in groups of three and
four from those about the church
gradually dispersed through the
town. Two of the women, one whose
son and the other whose husband had
been wounded, started down at once
for the warehouse that was being used
as a hospital, fear chasing hope across
their faces.

Just then the doctor who had com-
mandeered a light delivery wagon for
ambulance work drove up High Street
and cut across the square. Sitting
closely beside him was the huddled
form of Hilda Pietrorr, almost com-
pletely hidden in her large cloak.
Evidently she had gone down and
heard the news, for her shoulders were
trembling as though in physical
agony. The doctor caught sight of
his wife, drew up his horse and beck-
oned to her. She went over and
would have spoken to the girl, but
her husband shook his head, motioned
toward the town, and with a word or
two drove on with his charge.

He had told her that they needed
help at the hospital, and we hurried
down.

“Poor Hilda!” Cora sighed. “There
is no hospital for broken hearts, but
I might have spoken to her.”

Tt was almost nine o’clock and we
were still working when the Doctor
came back to take us home for some
breakfast and rest. His rig had been
taken for use elsewhere, and as mo

other vehicle was at hand at the time
we walked. The distance was not
long. ?

As we crossed the market square
the bell on the school was ringing for
the hour. Little was thought of it
except that it sounded strangely
familiar after what we had been pass-
ing through, for there was no eclock
or bell in the court-house tower and
this served as a substitute, ringing
each day at seven in the morning, at
noon and at two and six.

But as we turned the corner and
glanced across the square we saw that
the children were forming for the
morning’s marching and singing exer-
cises, and moving about among them
as though nothing had happened the
little teacher was getting them integ
proper formation.

Cora stopped as though struck, and
pointing mechanically at the little
woman cried out, “Now there is your
heroine for you!”

The doctor jerked about and gl
ed at his wife sharply. e

“How did you know?” he de-
manded.

“Know what ?” she asked.

“Then you have not found out.
‘Well, it’s a secret. A woman fired the
bridge.”

“She—and with Garth Johnson on

2”2

“Yes, Johnson, whom I found lvi
where he had been thrown with a pe.
bel rifle in his hands, instead of one
of ours. Johnson was on the bridge.
She made sure of that.”

We glanced across the street. The
children were waiting for the word to
begin. Hilda began beating time. She
was using her left hand. The right
was held in the splints with which the
docotor had bound it.

verhead a light breeze had
up the folds of the flag, and it 9::832}
that the children were singing.
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hotel news-stand, having turned it
over to his assistant for the rest of
the day, was considering what di-
versions the town had to offer to a
oung man of his ample leisure and
een appreciation of the pleasures of
hf‘fa.{e made a careful selection from
his stock of cigars. Lighting one and
filling his upper vest pockets, he walk-
ed across the rotunda and threw him-
self into an upholstered chair thgt
commanded a view of the main
'tr'f‘heg': embryo metropolis of north-
western Canada was still on the boom.
The eastern newspapers had much to
say about the prevailing commercial
depression, and everyone who wrote
to John from Chicago—the city of his
birth and adolescence—complained of
being hard up. But all along the
new railway business was good. Every
month brought an increase in his
turnover, and he supposed he ought
to eonsider himself lucky.

«“What’s the use of making money,
though,” he argued, “if you haven’t
anything worth wl;ile to spend 1!: on?
Another winter, if things don’t go

Tl take a trip to California.
T’ve got the looks and the clothes and
no one ever said I was a tightwad, so
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JOHN ALEXANDER, owner of the

what’s to hinder me making a dash?”

Sunny skies, gentle breezes, beauti-
ful women, no one thinking of work!
It was something to look forward to.
But outside in the street the people
hurried by with their hands to their
ears.

“Another of the days,” Alexander
muttered, “they tell easterners about,
when it’s eold, but you don’t feel it.”
There was nothing to do but lounge
about the hotel till evening. He had
a date with Mary Soroka then.

He knew he deserved something
better in the way of lady friends than
dining-room girls. But, under the
circumstances, Mary wasn’t so bad.
He was glad to take her around and
give her a time when she finished her
work. She had to drop that crazy no-
tion, though, that he was going to
marry her. He smiled at the thought
of giving up his freedom and getting
on close terms with a horde of her
Russian relatives.

Some people might say that he
wasn’t doing the right thing by her.
But hadn’t he helped her to learn
city ways? That day, a year and a
half ago, when she arrived from her
father’s farm at Plostock, down the
Saskatchewan, with her fooska and
her sheep-skin coat and her big
boots, what a fright she was!
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It didn’t take her long, however,
to realize the fact that she had to
dress like a civilized being, if she
wanted to get along, and by the time
she was promoted from the kitchen
to the dining-room the other girls had
stopped making fun of her. And
then when he started taking her out
with him—the ambition of the help
at the Ruperta went no further than
that—how Mary did queen it over
them !

He had to laugh every time he
thought of the set-to she had with
Laura Alloway the first night he took
her to a show. When Mary was dress-
ing, along came Laura and asked her
where she was going. He could see
her toss back her head, as she said in
her broken English (it was much bet-
ter now) :

“Go and get a box at the Bijou and
see me sitting up in the front row
with your old beau, John Alexan-
der!”

They were rolling around the bed-
room floor when the girls came in
from the next room and separated
them. Mary had to do her hair over
and he almost went off without her.
He wasn’t accustomed to be kept
waiting. But when, half-crying, she
told him about the spiteful old cat,
he just said to her to keep her nose
in the air and never mind, that he
was going to stick to her and that if
Laura was the last girl in town he’d
never spend any more money on her
again.

And he’d been as good as his word
too. There weren’t many fellows in
his position who wouldn’t have tak-
en a whirl now and then with some-
one else. And yet she wasn’t satis-
fied. If she didn’t look out, he’d give
her the shake too one of these days.
Wouldn’t Laura have the laugh then!

As he chuckled at the thought,
Mary dashed past the window with-
out looking in. She was out of hear-
ing when he reached the sidewalk. He
ran after her and, though he called
several times, she did not stop till he
had caught up with her.
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“Where do you think you’re goi
at this hour?” he asked gn a toge“:)%
proprietorship.

“Well, I'm not going with you any
place, Meester Alexander,” she an-
swered.

She had been crying and was wear-
ing the first American clothes she
had owned.

“Where’s the hat and coat I gave
you for your birthday ?”

“In my room.”

“Don’t you know you disgrace me
when you come out in these rags?”

“They my rags and this a free
country.” :

He stared at her for a moment.

“Don’t get hot about it. I domn’t
mind saying that even in that outfit
you look pretty good to me. But
what’s your game? Want to lose
your job, eh, running off just at the
rush hour? Think you don’t need to
worry about jobs any more, is that
it?

“It’s my job and T guess I give it
up if I want. Any way, boss let me
go.’J
“What for?”

“None your business. Have to hur.
ry. Good-bye, Meester Alexander 1

She started on again but he held
her back.

“Look here, kid, what’s all thig
mean. Why do you call your boy
‘Meester Alexander’? What are you
sore about? Haven’t I been treating
you on the square ”

She hesitated an instant and then
looking at him steadily, replied: :

“You all right, far as you go. But
I got to think of something else. Dg
nothing but thinking of you too long,
This feast day in our church. Yoy
not orthodox and not understand.
Your calendar say 19th of January
Ours say 6th of January, end of
Christmas time. Not a good girl this
Christmas. Went to show with yoy
when ought to go to church, priest
came last night and made me £
very bad. Someone tell father I bag
girl. He write priest to talk to me
Very kind priest and I promise him

naE e o
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be better girl and go in morning to

blessing of water down at river. This

big day in Russia. BEverywhere peo-

ple go to river, break ice, pray and

ging and drink water. Big help all

ar. COzar do it on Neva at Petro-

. All soldiers fighting Germans

do it before they take breakfast or

fire shot. Some get shot doing it, per-
haps.”

gge spoke with quiet fervour, but
her sense of the solemnity of the oc-
easion was not communicated to
John. s
“Tt beats all,” he said with a sneer,
“how a bright girl like you who’s
taken to American ways as you have
can stand for all this nonsense. Shake

ourself, why don’t you, and live in
the twentieth century.”

The blue eyes lost their softness.

«] tell you this once, Meester
John,” she answered. “You make fun
of my religion, you make f-un of me.
Go right back to your old cigar stand
and not bother me any more. Had
enough of you, thank you.”

He held her arm but she shook her-
gelf free and struck out briskly. He
followed, chiding and questioning
her, but she took no notice of him.
He felt that he was making a mis-
take; it was gsomething new for him
to try to have to force himself on a
girl; but, fast as she walked, he kept
beside her. :

They came to the river valley and
turned down the winding road. Out
on the ice there was a cleared space;
it was bordered with Christmas trees
and holiday decorations were strung
een them. Three crosses, built
with blocks of ice, recalled whose
baptism it was that this festival of
the church of the Bast commemor-
ated. An improvised pulpit faced the
gpot where a cutting had been made
to allow the easy release of the water.

As Mary and John neared a little
group in the clearing, she broke her

ce. z ;
“You please g0 home,” she said.
“You not understand this. In few
minutes crowd come from church and
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we sing and pray. You stay here,
you spoil it for me. Be good fel-
low.”

“Oh! T guess I might as well stick
around,” he rejoined, “and see your
damfoolery through. When you've
had your fill of sewage, perhaps you’ll
be in a better humour and walk back
with me.”

She turned from him abruptly and
greeted some Russian friends. They
chatted in their own language and
Alexander walked over to look at the
erosses.

“] have half a mind,” he told a
man who lived near by, “to go and
call up the medical health officer.
He’d stop them sure as a gun and
that’d put the kibosh on the cele-
bration.”

But he found that the nearest tele-
phone was half a mile away.

“T was at the church,” said a Rus-
sian girl to Mary, “but it was packed
and I couldn’t get in. I never knew
there were so many orthodox in
town. Isn’t it just as if we were in
the Old Country ?”

Mary looked at the simple prepara-
tions for the ceremony, the expectant
Slav faces, the snowy stretch of the
Saskatchewan. There had been a
heavy fall the night before and then
it had frozen hard and all the trees
up the high banks had a shimmering
covering. The sky was cloudless.

No doubt there was much about this
Northwest country, especially in win-
ter time, to suggest Russia. She
could easily imagine that she was
standing on the ice of the Dnieper.
Two years ago she and Ochrim Shan-
dura drank its waters together. Only
two years ago! Poor Ochrim! He
must have hard thoughts of her. It
was easily five months since she had
written to him. In his last letter he said
he had been drafted for the war and
was likely to go to Poland or Galicia.
She hadn’t even written to wish him °
luck. That would have encouraged
him, she argued, to think that she
was still his. He was a nice boy,
Ochrim, but then, you know, America



324

does wonders for a girl in a very lit-
tle while.

“There they are!” someone shout-
ed. In the distance singing was
heard. In a few moments the tune
could be recognized. It was one of
the Norovodi that Mary had often
sung at church festivals when she was
a little girl. There was a flash of
colour at the top of the hill; the
priest was in full vestments. Down
the road the procession moved slow-
ly, the ikons in the lead, the choir
following the priest. How those child
voices rang out in clear treble and
how like a deep organ was the bass
refrain of the glorious chant! What
did they know about beautiful church
music in this country?

Across the ice they came—incense
burning, candles alight, the Holy
Book held aloft. Great Russians, Lit-
tle Russians; fathers of the congrega-
tion, with their long, waving beards
and well-groomed and Americanized
young men; old toil-scarred women,
still wearing the fooska, and their
daughters, with jaunty hats and sty-
lishly-made clothes. They were all one
family to-day. Diverse as were the
paths into which the life of the new
land led them, the mother church
drew them all back to her embrace at
times like these.

Around the opening in the river
they gathered. Mary kept her head
bowed and joined earnestly in the re-
sponses.

‘When the great moment arrived,
the priest came down from his pul-
pit, broke the thin crust and pro-
nounced the blessing. Two. doves
were released and flew among the
Christmas trees.

Mary watched one circling above
the crowd. As it descended, her
eyes met John’s. He winked at her
and she was suddenly brought back
from Russia to Canada, back from
the world of her childhood to that
which had of late so largely centred
in him.

She turned about with a shudder
and saw that the people were already
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drinking the water. Pitchers and bot-
tles were filled and passed about
among the family groups.

Two lovers, standing near Mary,
pledged each other. She watched
them closely. It was just as she and
Ochrim had done.

But there was no Ochrim here to-
day to get the water for her. She
drew a bottle from her muff, stooped
and filled it. Ags she put it to her
lips, the priest smiled at her.

She was glad, very glad, she had
come, but how lonely she felt! g
only this were really the Dnieper! Op
if Ochrim had come to America with
her and her father, instead of stay-
ing home and perhaps getting shot!

Had he been drinking the waters
of some Polish river this morning ?
The priest wouldn’t need to beg him
to come. Would he be thinking of
her? But she hadn’t any right to ex.
pect that.

She knew she had been a bad
foolish girl and perhaps it was to(;
late even to tell him that she was
sorry. There was that battle where
the Germans drove the Russians baek
across the Vistula. What was it the
papers said? The river ran red with
Russian blood. She could see all
these bodies floating down the stream.
Oh, horrible! was that Ochrim’s that
passed just now?

The men and women were talking
loudly and light-heartedly about her
and some had started already fop
home. But Mary sank to her knees
at the edge of the water and prayeq
oh, how she prayed, that Ochrin;
might be safe and that some day she’q
see him again and that when she did,
he wouldn’t be ashamed of her ang
would still love her.

The priest helped her to her feet.

“You have done well, my daugh-
ter,” he said, “Great is the power of
the old religion over the young Rus.
sian heart.”

“Good morning, Mary,” came a
cheery voice from the other side of
the clearing. She looked up and saw
Paul Dubec and his wife Marusia.



JORDAN DAY 826

“Come on home to dinner with us,
won’t you,” said Paul. “Youre a
t stranger at our house lately.”
“You don’t have to go back to
work, do you?” asked Marusia.

Both were from her village in Rus-
gia. The three had been childhood
companions and came to America to-
gtber. Lately Mary had avoided

aul and his wife and there was a
momentary impulse to refuse the in-
vitation. But the appeal of the smil-
ing faces of these good friends of her
youth, of her own race, could not be

“Sure, Il come,” she called back.

“Orthodox girls don’t work on Jor-
dan day.” ¢

She hurried to join them. After
all, there were no people like the Rus-
sians and, besides, Paul was Ochrim’s

Marusia kissed her. What a grip
Paul had! -
«] knew youd come,” he said,
«Marusia’s been worrying about you.
She thought you'd grown away from
us all. But I tell her how hard the
irls have to work down at that Ru-
hotel.”
“Oh, T wasn’t really worrying,” his
wife broke in,” It’s just that I was
ing a little hungry for you. And
then you know there are lots of Rus-
gian girls that don’t come to any good
in town, and I got to thinking all
kinds of crazy things. You under-
stand how it is. But I should have
known you weren’t one of that kind.”
«Perhaps you weren’t so wrong af-
all,” Mary rejoined. “But, any-
way, all that sort of thing’s over with
me now and don’t let’s talk about it
”»
Atythe foot of the road leading up
the hill, John was waiting for her.
wyoun will let me walk home with
you, Miss Soroka,” he said with a
flourish of his hat that he had praec-
tised carefully before the mirror in
anticipation of the California trip.
«Phank you, Meester Alexander,
put I go home with some of my peo-
ple. You meet Meester Dubec and his

wife, my little girl friend, Marusia.”

“Great honour, I assure you. Miss
Soroka has often spoken of you both
and I have been looking forward for
a long while to making your ae-
quaintance.”

Mary smiled at his airs of the fine
gentleman. They were wasted on
her now.

“Most interesting ceremony, that
this morning,” he assured Paul.
“Don’t know when I’ve enjoyed
watching anything so much.”

“But I must say,” John added af-
ter a moment, the strain of the langu-
age of polite society becoming too
much for him,” it does beat me how
you figure out that that river water
does you any good.”

“You see me,” Mary ventured, “I
very sick girl this morning, when I
come down to the river.

“You were feeling on the rough,
all right.”

“Now I all better, better than for a
long while.”

“That’s all in your eye. You just
imagine it.”

“Qh, no,” interrupted Paul, “she
don’t imagine it. I explain. You
’member Christ told man take up his
bed and walk. Man believe he could
take bed and walk or he couldn’t do
it. When he believed, he do it. Just
same this water. You believe it cure
you, then,” with a gesture which in-
dicated that the argument was over,
“it cure you.”

“I'm beginning to savvy,” John
drawled.

A newsboy rushed up to them.

“Big German victory in Poland,”
he shouted. “Thousands of Russians
killed I

Mary grasped Paul’s arm.

“What’s the matter, little girl?”
John exclaimed, as he noticed how
pale she had become. “Water not
agreeing with you now ?”

“Don’t you know she Russian?”
Paul turned on him sharply. “She
afraid some of her friends get killed
in that battle.”

“But don’t you worry,” he said to
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Mary. Ochrim not in that battle, you
know.”

“No, I don’t know,” she shook her
head, while her eyes begged him to
go on. “You heard from him ”

Paul laughed.

“What’s that about true love never
run smooth ? I guess you and Ochrim
been having some quarrels. But it’s
going to come out all right, never
mind. You got that letter, Marusia?
No? Well, you’ll read it, Mary, when
we get home. Ochrim, when he went
to Poland, had some hard fighting. I
suppose he told you about that. Did-
n’t get a serateh for two months. Very
lucky boy! Then down came a Ger-
many army ten times as big as theirs,
when they were holding a bridge, and
slaughtered hundreds of them. Awful
sight, Ochrim says. Three fellows
went at him with bayonets and
thought they left him dead. But
he wasn’t dead. By-and-by along
come Red Cross people and take him
to hospital. Poor Ochrim! He was
in bad shape and no mistake but when
he wrote to me he was getting along
first rate. Something must have hap-
pened to your letter.”

“But do you think he’ll go back to
the fighting ?” Mary asked.

“Not much chance. Doctors tell
him that peace is going to come be-
fore his wounds get healed. Any way,
he wouldn’t be much good as a sol-
dier for a long time. Lots of men in
Russia to take his place.”

“Perhaps I shouldn’t tell you about
this part of the letter,” Paul went on
with a smile at Marusia.” He thinks
he’ll come to Canada when the war’s
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over and it’s a sure thing they won’t
want him any more and I do believe
he’s got, what they say in English,
a bee in his bonnet that he’s going to
marry you. He didn’t just say so but
Marusia and T know, don’t we, Mary-
sia? You love him yet, don’t yon
Mary 9”7

“Oh, I think so,” she sighed. “Ang
I tell you, Paul, you make me very
happy with all you say to me.”

Since the conversation switehed
suddenly to Russian, John had form.
ed a half dozen different theories as
to what it was all about. He took
careful note of the changes that came
over Mary as Paul’s narrative pro-
ceeded. When it finished, she turned
and gave him the first friendly look
he had had all morning.

He told himself that he liked hep
all the more for the spirit that she hag
shown. They were going to be bet.
ter pals than ever.

“Nothing like news from home to
cheer you up, is there?” he said, as
he patted her on the shoulder.

“All correct, Meester Alexander®
she answered, glancing slyly at Pu'n
and Marusia.

They reached the street where the
Dubecs lived.

“We go this way,” said Mary as
she held out her hand to John. “Mueh
pleasure seeing you.”

“Same here. You'll be on deek
sharp at eight to-night?”

“No, no, I'm sorry, but I make mig~
take. Orthodox go to bed early to.
night. But, I say, Meester Alexan-
der, you read all the papers, how soon
you think this war be over?”

=y
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MAJOR-GENERAL R. E. TURNER, D.S.0., V.C.

UEBEC CITY, famed in Canadian

military annals, has the honour-
able distinetion of giving two divis-
jonal eommanders to the Canadian
forces in TFlanders—General David
Watson, commanding the Fourth Di-
yision, and General Turner, V.C,
ecommanding the famous Fighting
First. If a vote were taken in the
Canadian expeditionary forces to
establish the ablest of our military
Jeaders at the front, it is certain that
General Turner’s name wou}d_ be very
high on the list. In organizing abil-
itv and tactical skill he is declared
b).r military crities to have reach'ed an
unusually high degree of efficiency.
He is probably the most experienced
of Canadian generals. Of the colonial
officers who went to South Africa
none achieved so high a distinetion.
He went out with the first conting-
ent in 1899 and remained fighting the
Boers until Kitchener had completed
his work. He fought in the battles
of Vet River, Zand River, Diamond
Hill, and also took part in severe en-

ments near Johannesburg and
Pretoria, displaying such conspicuous
valour and leadership that he was
awarded the coveted Victoria Cross,
as well as the D.S.0. Hl.S fine cour-
age and gifts of generalship attracted

27

the attention and won the highest
praise of bhoth Lord Roberts and Lord
Kitchener, and the latter recommend-
ed him for promotion to the rank of
lieutenant-colonel. In addition to
winning the Victoria Cross and the
D.S.0., he was decorated with the
Queen’s Medal with six clasps. IHe
served under both Roberts and Kit-
chener, and for some time in 1900 was
intelligence officer at Wonderfontein,
in the Transvaal.

At the outbreak of the war General
Turner was one of the first of Cana-
dian officers to volunteer for service.
He went to Valecartier with the rank
of colonel. There his ability as an
organizer won almost instant recog-
nition and before the contingent de-
parted for overseas he was promoted
by General Hughes to the command
of a brigade. In the recent fighting at
Hooge it was General Turner’s “Fight-
ing First” division which recaptured
the trenches previously taken by the
Germans, thereby gloriously avenging
the death of the heroic General Mer-
cer.

Like Generals Morrison, Watson
and Mercer, General Turner was born
in Canada. He first saw the light in
the old city of Quebee, was educated
there, and has lived there all his life.
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LIEUT-COLONEL H. C. BULLER

Killed in Action

HEN the war broke out Colonel

Farquhar and Captain H. C.
Buller answered the call of Empire
as colonel and adjutant respectively
of the famous Princess Pats. Colonel
Farquhar went down fighting in an
engagement near Hill 60 in the winter
of 1915, and Captain Buller succeeded
to the regiment’s command. The other
day Buller met death while leading
the battalion at Hooge, and his men
buried him in Colonel Farquhar’s
grave.

Colonel Buller has probably seen
more hard fighting than any Canadian
officer in France or Flanders. He took
his regiment, or the remnants of it,
through all the terrific fighting at
Ypres last spring, losing his right eye
in one of the engagements. After
some months in the hospital in Eng-
land he returned to the front and,
with his old battalion again brought
up to strength, formed a part of the
(Canadian line in the deadly salient at
Hooge. He was killed in a counter-
attack on the German lines on the
morning of June 3rd.

Colonel Buller came of a fighting
family, being a nephew of the late
General Buller, of South African
fame. He served with distinction
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against the Boers and was commended
and decorated for bravery under fire.
Before coming to Canada as a mem-
ber of the Duke of Connaught’s staff,
he held a commission as captain in
the Rifle Brigade. He was regarded
as ,an exceedingly able and gallant
officer. He was the last of the first
staff of the Duke of Connaught’s staff
to remain in action, with the excep-
tion of Brigadier-General Lowther.
for Colonel Farquhar, Major Bulkley
and Captain Newton all had been
killed previously.

Describing the last charge led by

Colonel Buller, the correspondent of
The London Times says: “When they
saw the enemy coming and close at
hand, they climbed from the trenches
to meet them and, some blind and
deaf and staggering, they c¢h
magnificently but pitifully to theip
death, with no weapons but broken
rifle butts, bits of entrenching tools,
and in some cases their fists.
The Princess Patricia’s never fough{
with greater gallantry and, led by the
brave Colonel Buller,  they helped
though at great cost, to check the fur:
ther German advance. Colonel Byl.
ler met his ‘death in the most hergje
fashion.”
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LIEUT-COLONEL A. E. SHAW

Killed in Action

AS gallant a soldier as ever faced
an enemy lost his life on July
9rd, 1916, when Liont.-(‘n]oqel A E.
Shaw, commander of the Fn’st. Can-
adian Mounted Rifles, f.ell fichting at
the head of his men In the bloody
pattle of Hooge. Colonel Shaw was
one of the most modest of men, and
it was only known to a very few that
on March 18th last he was recom-
mended for the Vietoria Cross. Qne
of the British air scouts was in diffi-
eulties, his machine diving down up-
on a part of the ground at Ypres up-
on which the (GGermans were raining
a tornado of shells. C_olonel Shaw
rushed from his dugout into the open
and carried the pilot to safety, and
not a minute too soon, for the aero-
lane was gshattered into fnts b}f an
enormous explosive almost immediate-
P,
]y“‘f&tﬁ the boys loved.him.” Th_is
tribute of praise—as high as any in
human standards—was uttered by
nearly everyone who knew him when
it was learned that he had gone
down. Colonel Shaw was bqloved by
his men, and the camaraderie of the
First Mounted Rifles, the brave lads
who stemmed the German rush at

Hooge, was said to have been uni-
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versally remarked. “We go in again
on Tuesday,” wrote Colonel Shaw
shortly before his death, “and, after
that, for England! I have
been beside men who have been kill-
ed, and beside the badly wounded,
and have never heard one of them
murmur or complain. They shed
their blood like the heroes we read
about in olden days You
will often hear people sympathizing
with officers, but it is the rank and
file who have to bear the brunt of the
hardships. T am proud of my men,
and want to be with them always.”

Colonel Shaw owed much of his
skill as a soldier to several years spent
in the Royal Northwest Mounted
Police, prior to which he had served
in the 3rd Mounted Rifles, going to
South Africa with that corps. Three
years before the present war he trans-
ferred to Strathcona’s Horse, at Win-
nipeg, and in October, 1914, he
crossed to England with the first Can-
adian contingent. For eleven months
he held the responsible position of
Assistant Provost Marshal in London,
and instead of “rounding up” of-
fenders, became known as the sol-
diers’ friend, doing his best to keep
them out of trouble. :



BRIGADIER-GENERAL GARNET HUGHES

BRIG,\DTER -GENERAL G AR-

NET HUGHES, who succeeded
Brigadier-General Williams, now a
prisoner in Germany, as commander
of the Seventh Brigade, Third Cana-
dian Division, has the double distine-
tion of being the son of General Sir
Sam Hughes and one of the youngest
brigadiers in the entire British army.
He is but thirty-three years of age.
Garnet Hughes inherited all the mili-
tary zeal and aptitude of his father.
He is a graduate of the Royal Mili-
tary College, Kingston. In the en-
trance examinations to the college he
took first place. He maintained the
lead while he was there, and on leav-
ing the college he secured the gold
medal and sword of honour. His con-
temporaries at that period state that
(Gtarnet Hughes had one of the most
logical and most mathematical brains
of all students of his class. Before
entering the Royal Military College
he took his first-class and second-class
military certificates for the militia of
Canada at the London Military
School. After graduating he engaged
in engineering out West and on the
Pacific coast, and although a com-
paratively young man he already had
won a considerable name for himself
in the engineering world of the Do-
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minion as an engineer of merit,

At the outbreak of the war ke
quickly volunteered his services. and
was among the first batch of western
officers to arrive at Valeartier. He
held the rank of major in the 15th
Gordon Highlanders of Victoria. He
went overseas in the rank of major,
but his natural ability along military
lines soon attracted the attention of
General Alderson, who promoted him
to the rank of colonel. He was in the
thick of the fighting at Ypres, and in
most of the other engagements where
the Canadians distinguished them.
selves, and his behaviour was "
nized by promotion to his present
rank.

Of course, there were those who
could see nothing in this fine voun
soldier’s rapid promotion hut his
father’s influence as Minister of Mi-
litia. The truth is General Hughes
knew nothing of his son’s advanece.
ment until it was announced to him
in the regular way through the regy.-
lar channels. Tt was entirely the
work, as are all Canadian field pPromo.
tions, of the commander-in-chief of
the Canadian forces at the front. Ang
it was promotion won honestly by
genuine efficiency and fine gifts op
leadership.



The Xast in the Wlest

BY MAIN JOHNSON .

t, Calgary certainly, when we
zgpit. hagd something Moorish
about it. Perhaps the first assump-
tion, however, will not pass unchal-
lenged ; therefore, we shall not go too
f.""tSatllmtoon like Egypt?” 1 can hear
some scholarly person ask inecredu-
lously. “Do you compare the type of
Western moderity with the symbol of
Eastern antiquity 7’

When you walk along the streets of
Saskatoon, to be sure, you do not
think of Egypt, but it is not all of
life to live always on sidewalks. You
ean walk fhe streets of Calgary, for
example, and not see the snow-crown-
od summits of the Rockies to the west;
there are even streets where you do
not see the foothills, which loom up
#o spaciously and solidly in many of
the street views. But climb one of
Calgary’s skyserapers (for the West
has high buildings, too, although their
streets are still not the canyons of
New York nor the fissures of To-
ronto), elimb one of the skyscrapers
and all the cloudy snow-capped glor-
jes of the Rockies at long range are
spread out before you.

So also with Saskatoon. On the
streets it is Western Canada; from a
high point of vantage, there is at
Jeast one touch of Egypt. For, apart
the innumerable schools that

the landscape, the building
dominates Saskatoon ilsa.n
Egyptian tem le. It has mass, heavi-
ss, dignity, pa.nd permanency.
knew there were Ruthenians out

lF Saskatoon is reminiscent of

B

f

here,” exclaimed one of our party,”
and Galicians and Austrians, and Ita-
lians and Belgians, French and Ger-
mans, Doukhobors and Poles, Italians
and Bulgarians, Englishmen and
Americans, Icelanders and Danes, but
I didn’t think there were enough
Egyptians to build even a shack-
church, much less such a huge, clas-
sic temple.”

“What are you talking about ?” was
the comment of a Saskatoon business
man, who probably had been thinking
more about how he would meet the
next payments on his urban real
estate than about either Peru or
Egypt.

“I mean that splendid Egyptian
temple on the hill,” was the Eastern-
er’s reply.

“That!” exclaimed the Westerner
with contempt at the other’s ignor-
ance,” that’s the Dominion Grain Ele-
vator !”

And so it was.

And yet the man who said it look-
ed like an Egyptian temple was right
too. Its style of architecture, from
a distance, is old Egyptian. All
praise to the .imagination of that
architeet, grotesque as the idea (not
the building) may be. He has Sym-
bolized in an artistic way, by means
of a building devoted to wheat, that
great material divinity of the West,
the promise of stability and perma-
nence for what some pessimists
thought was only a mushroom city.

Now we can return to our original
thesis—if Saskatoon is reminis-
cent of Egypt, there was certainly a
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Moorish flavour to Calgary when we
saw it. We had come into the city
late at night, had gone directly
to the hotel, and therefore had not
had an opportunity to make any ob-
servations that evening. When we
went to bed, we were quite certain we
were in Canada; when we came down
into the hotel rotunda in the morn-
ing, we really didn’t know where we
were. A sybaritic scene of glowing
Eastern colour leaped at us. The quiet,
tasteful decorations of the hotel were
the foils for a riot of purples and yel-
lows and reds and blacks. Moorish
potentates, eclothed in magnificent
robes of purple and white, and other
FEastern dignitaries with uniforms of
red and gold, lolled in profusion and
with nonchalance in the deep-cush-
ioned divans, or talked in an idle
fashion with their companions. A
slight haze of aromatic smoke per-
fumed the air, and lent an appear-
ance of shadowy distance. Again as
at Saskatoon we marvelled at the cos-
mopolitanism of Canada, greater by
far than we had thought.

Perhaps the most striking feature
of these visitors’ gorgeous attire was
their hats, or rather their fezes (is
that the right plural for fez?) or
whatever is the name of the head-
gear of African satraps. These top-
pieces (to use a safe generic term)
were of all colours of the rainbow, and
much more brilliant. Various figures
of animals, actnal and mythological,
were worked in gold, on the front or
sides, and strange foreign names, done
in seroll work. I think Aleazhar was
one of the names we deciphered.

And then, in quick succession,
there oceurred four incidents which
took from us something of our joy.
The first was that on one of the hats
we deciphered not Aroaster or any-
thing mystical like that, but Lulu.

The very next moment, a number
of ladies came in, and joined the rul-
ers, and they were not veiled!

Right on top of this, we overheard
one of the most richly robed of the
kings ery out, “By gum, I hope those

Giants beat the old Pirates to-day!™

And, to knock down our castle com-
pletely, one of the men (do you net-
ice that I am calling them men now 1)
began singing blythely as if he en-
joyed it, “Way down in Michigan ™

So they were only pseudo-moors
after all! In fact, they were Ameri-
cans.

Now, we have always liked Ameri-
cans, and like them still better after
seeing them in their holiday-madness
at Calgary, but it was a little dis-
appointment to be fooled at first in
their nationality. In truth, they wepe
members of one of the innumerable
Secret Societies, which flourish every-.
where, but especially in the United
States of America, and they were on
their way to the Pacific coast for
their convention. Their colourful
costumes were a part of their full
dress regalia.

“Don’t they look simply ridien-
lous?” was the openly contemptuous
comment of our Montreal la
friend. He seemed to think that this
foolishness was somewhat typical of
the American people. “They profess
to be so democratic,” continued the
Montrealer, “and to despise all titles
and social ranks, but as a matter of
fact, they are the vainest race in the
world, and in the absence of genuij
historical titles and degrees, they
themselves up like these foolish f o
establish artificial distinetion of
and bow down to the superio
ed by themselves.” periors S

The rest of us were forced to
with our friend in admitting thas
the costumes were somewhat grof
que and apparently unconnected with
any fundamental phase of life,
yet our admiration for these vi itors
far outbalanced any adverse vfle:lh.‘
of criticism. Their chief charm
their simpleness, almost their by
ishness, which delighted in faney
tumes and the opportunity te ':
them in public instead of the g
everyday business suits to whiehr&
maseuline race in the Western worlq
has either advanced or degenw




THE EAST IN THE WEST

Added to this simplicity was the
quite remarkable spontaneity of their
happiness and good humour. Since
the opening of the War, we in Can-
ada, rightly and inevitably, had not
felt very gay, and we had not been
accustomed to see any gayety, at
least in public places. It was a posi-
tive pleasure, therefore, and a distinct
thrill, to meet hundreds of people who
apparently had not a worry in the
world, and who were out for a buoy-
ant hilarity as in the good old ante-
bellum days. ;i

The gayety of these transients was
of a quality which, I am inclined to
think, is foreign to Canadians even
when conditions are favourable and
the world does look rosy. Probably, in
spite of all their conservatism, the
most essentially gay Canadians are
those of French descent in the pro-
vinee of Quebec. Certainly, the even-
ing entertainments in Montreal are
bright and light-hearted to an extent
andreamed of in rather phlegmatic
Toronto, and rural Quebec, with its
erowds, almost its hordes, of men,
women and children farmers, and the
elose proximity of their farms, fos-
tering a hospitable, community feel-
ing, is quite a different world from
rural-depopulated Ontario. With the
exception of the French Canadians,
however, and a few of the foreign
les of the West, Canadians are

g::pgifted with the ability to have a

rollicking good time in their amuse-
ments. They are, for some reason or
other, inclined to be stiff and self-
eonseious in their fun.

These Americans in Calgary, on the
other hand, even if perhaps some of
them were a trifle erude, were never-
theless genuinely having a good time,
and in their joy, were simply tossing
all about them a happy atmosphere
which soon overcame even our cyni-
eal Montreal friend (who is not a
French Canadian). One incident

y will prove what we have
been saying about these Moorish-Am-

They gl:zdmy\mth them what they
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called the Millionaires’ Band, com-
posed of private citizens of an Am-
erican city, doctors, lawyers and
business men, among whom were said
to be eight millionaires. Incidental-
ly the band was a good one, but the
use that was made of it was the typi-
cal characteristic. Not only did “The
Millionaires” play in the street at
Calgary in front of the hotel, and
render British airs, including the ban-
ned “Tipperary” with such verve and
gusto that the thousands of Britishers
standing about cheered them to the
echo in scenes of wild enthusiasm
(and, by the way, if the bandmaster
wasn’t a German-American, it wasn’t
because he didn’t look exactly like
one, fat, fair and heavy), but also,
after the patriotic concert, the band
struck up a breezy fox-trot, and, in a
minute, the street in the vicinity of
the hotel was cleared, and hundreds
of American couples were fox-trotting
on the pavement with infectious vim
and abandon!

The most remarkable part of the
story, however, is the time of day at
which this incident occurred. It was
nine o’clock in the morning! We
think of the Latin races as light-
hearted and gay, and in the pre-war
days they did dance a bit on the
streets in France at festival times,
and also in Italy. But at nine or
twelve at night, not at nine in the
morning !

A Frenchman at nine in the morn-
ing, if we are to believe his own story,
is not much good for anything.
He thinks it remarkable and rather
vulgar that we English people can
get up and have enough energy to go
to the breakfast table and eat por-
ridge or bacon and eggs or, perhaps
worse still, both. I know a number
of French people, and all they ecan
do in the morning (so they say
themselves) is to roll around labor-
iously with many sighs, and, propped
up on one arm, munch a small roll
and drink the cup of coffee which
the servant brings to their bedside.

It is all very well to be bright and
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gay and to dance on the pavement at
midnight, but this early morning
achievement of the Americans puts
them, I believe, in the lead among the
gay races of the world!

So much for Saskatoon and Cal-
gary. They both had had certain
North American characteristics, the
former with its Egyptian architecture,
and the latter with its Moroccan fash-
ions. Regina, on the other hand, did
not look as African as it did ten years
ago. Then, despite all its fertility, it
had some features, drabness, for ex-
ample, and treelessness and flatness
—which bore a resemblance to the
African desert. To-day the desert is
blooming. Regina, it is true, still
lacks trees and hills and rivers. Its
natural situation is not ideal, but the
hand of man has been busy, and for-
tunately it has been an artistic hand,
with the result that the capital of
Saskatchewan now is one of the show
places of the West.

Whether you like Regina or not de-
pends, even more than is usually the
case, on the weather. A ecold, un-
seasonable rain, such as met us when
we arrived, makes the city look un-
inviting ; bright sunshine, however, or
even warm rain, works a transforma-
tion.

Regina opened for us in a dirge of
rain and cold; it closed with a paean
of sunshine and warmth. In all the
West, we had never seen the prairies,
or rather the skies and the prairies
for they merge together, look quite so
beautiful. The delicate chastity of
the white Parliament Buildings,

framed not only by the home-made
but charming Wascana Lake, but alse
by the most brilliant and unobstruet-
ed of blue and white skies, formed a
picture which even at the moment,
one felt would never entirely depart
from one’s consciousness, but would
constantly be recurring at the thought
of beautiful things.

The scene, of course, was as differ.
ent as could be from the more tradi-
tional beauty spots, such as those of

the Rockies, but it had all the ele.

ments of the artistic, and was just as
worthy of the best painters’ art. Asg
we saw it that day, it was a fit sub.
jeet for the brush of a Morrice.

We had four days in Regina, and
they were delightful in their range of
versatility of the weather and its ef.
fects on the prairie. From the win-
dows of Government House, whiech is
not in the city, but a mile or twe
outside on the open plain, we could
see every variety of weather, and at
one particular time, we could wateh
them all at once.

It was a day of fitful and violent
deluges, relieved by intervals of bril.
liance and of peace. From the win.
dow of ‘an upper story, we could see

the full glory of the prairie sun, fee]

the tugging vigour of the prairie
wind, see the blue of the prairie

and the green of the prairie wheat
and at the very same moment, eonlqi
see also the inky black of the prairie
storm clouds and the wild bursts of
the prairie rain. For those who are
sensitive to such things, it was a day
of worship.
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CURRENT €VENTS
Byebindsay Crawyord

ITH that leisurely gait, so
characteristic of the Anglo-
Saxon, not moving a man or

until the most minute detail
;adgub!:!én completed, the British forces
on the western front under General
Sir Douglas Haig have at length
launched their grand offensive. At
time of writing the first and second
German lines have been carried and
heavy guns are pounding away at the
third line. The artillery bombard-
ment which preceded the assault was
the most terrific and awe-inspiring
ever witnessed on a field of battle.
Far away in English homes the noise
of the bombardment could be heard
as it continued, night and day with-
out ceasing, for oig}lt .days. Millions
of shells of all deseriptions were pour-
ed on the Germans in what they had
eome to regard as impregnable posi-
tions. The grand experiment decided
once for all that it was possible to
break the German lines, that the day
of deadlocks had passed and that the
(Jerman positions are untenable un-
der the concentrated fire brought to
bear upon them by the Bl‘lt..lsh.
While the British have pierced sev-
eral miles of the enemy’s lines, the
French army continues with unabat-
ed courage the defence of .Verdun.
The Germans seem determined to
earry this position, and will be al-
lov.ed to do so at any time if they
gacrifice another hundred thousand
men in the endeavour. A disturbing
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element in the present offensive for
the Germans is that the Allies refuse
to he moved one iota from their pre-
conceived plans. Against a force of
about one and a half million British
effectives and about half a million
French the Germans for the first time
are feeling the shock of inferiority in
numbers. There is a cheery optimism
noticeable in the Allied Press which
bedes well for the result of the pres-
ent offensive. In some quarters it is
confidently hoped that the war will
be over before another winter sets in.
It is too soon yet to prophesy with re-
gard to the duration of the war, for,
although the British have reached the
third German line of defence, these
entrenched positions may be repeated
ad infinitum back to the German fron-
tier. A significant sign was the use
of cavalry for the first time after
cighieen months of incessant trench
warfare. The appearance of British
cavelry on the western front surprised
the British troops quite as much a~
it alarmed the enemy. It was a mag-
nificent spectacle to see the British
cavalry charging through the enemy
I* seemed to proclaim an end to the
dull monotony of underground wer.
fare. It is rumoured that the Allies
have amassed about half a million
cavalry in the pink of condition. The
use of this arm of the service will he
recorded more frequently now that

the Germans are being slowly driven
back.
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The death of Lord Kitchener has
brought about changes in the British
Cabinet. Mr. Lloyd George is now
Secretary of State for War, while
Lord Derby, as Under-Secretary of
State for War, is responsible for the
supplies of munitions. The phen-
omenal success of Mr. Lloyd George
in this campaign is a complete reply
to the oft-repeated question, “Can a
democracy prosecute a successful
war?”’ With very few exceptions the
members of the Cabinet who are real-
ly doing things in this war have
sprung from the democratic ranks. It
does not require the examples of the
United States and France to show
that a demoecracy can be thoroughly
efficient as a military instrument. The
raising of Kitchener’s army, which
will now decide the issue on the west-
ern front; the organization of muni-
tions in British factories; the finan-
cing of the war by the British Gov-
ernment—all this proves that democ-
racy in war is not less efficient than
the most autocratic form of govern-
ment. It is true, of course, that de-
mocracy is less disposed to wage an
offensive war, but this is an argument
in favour of the extension, not the
limitation, of democratic forms of
government throughout. the world.

e
L

A significant sign of the times is
the rumour that Austria and Turkey
may each sue for separate peace. It
baffles the ordinary lay mind how
Austria-Hungary has been able to
keep in the field after the terrible
losses she has suffered. As to Turkey,
the revolt of the Arabs in Sinai and
the tightening grip of the Anglo-Rus-
sian armies in the Caucasus and
Mesopotamia regions have combined
to cool the ardour of the Turks and
cast diseredit on the leadership of
Enver Pasha.

The Russians are still hammering
away on the eastern front. Having
cleared the enemy out of Bukowina
they have flung their forces into
Galicia, where the enemy is making
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preparations to evacuate important
centres. The resurgence of Russia
has been a dramatic surprise to the
Germans who, with Verdun on their
hands, apparently cannot find suf-
ficient men to enable Hindenberg to
resume a northern offensive in the
Baltie provinces.

o
"

The proposed settlement of the
Irish question on the basis of the ex.
clusion of six Ulster counties, inelud-
ing the boroughs of Belfast, Lon-
donderry and Newry, has been en.
dorsed by the Carsonites in the
north and by the Redmondites. As
a settlement it is not likely to sup.
vive very long, as it has arrayed
against it not only the Sinn Fein Ele.
ment, but also a large minority of the
Redmondites and the entife Unionist
population of the south and west of
Ireland. As a half-way house it m
serve in bringing the North and South
together in a National Parliament
but it is doubtful if the new Irish Pap.
liament will meet during the war. In
the present temper of the Irish people
it would not be possible for Mr. Red.
mond to carry on government save un.
der military protection. the sugges.
tion that the Irish problem may be
settled ultimately as part of a wider
scheme of Imperial Federation does
not take account of the difficulties
that lie in the way for any scheme of
Imperial reconstruction that does not
admit Ireland to the circle of self.
governing nations. Irish Nationalists
will not be satisfied with a mere pro.
vineial form of government, such as
Ontario and Quebec possess.

. While politicians are wrangli
over the political status of Ireland, it
is refreshing to read the following let-
ter from a late regimental chaplain
of the Royal Munster Fusiliers iy
France, the Reverend Franecis
Gleeson, a Catholic curate. The letter
is addressed to Sergeant-Major Dj.
neen, of Aghada, and shows that
Irishmen are much nearer a settle.
ment of their old-world quarrels thay
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politicians would have us believe :

19 Buckingham Street,, Dublin,
26th June, 1916.
Dear Sergeant-Major Dineen,—I am hav-
ing the mission gouvenir sent to you to-
day. Few of the Munsters whom I met
deserve it more. May God ever bless and
guard the good and faithful Munsters—
a3 Catholic and devoted a body of Irish-
men an Irish priest need wish to meet or
min ster to. It makes me so lonely when
1 think of the hundreds of admirable fel-
Jows who lived and died with me during
my time in France. The holy manner in
w{lch they prepared for the great con-
flicts, the ealm confidence with which they
fmti certain death, and the edifying
ts that surrounded their last moments,
:E:n they eagerly grasped Mary’s Ros-
and lovingly kissed the crucifix—these
things have reflected fresh glory on our
faith and on our country. In Ireland’s
sad history much blood and sacrifice has
been offered for her freedom and redemp-
tion. It is true and just to say that the
sacrifices made and the blood shed by the
Irish regiments in the present war are as
and sincerely offered up for the same
sublime object—the liberty and'lovc of
. Ireland. Knowing the Irish soldiers as T
do, I know that in serving in the army
g];’ believe they are serving their mother-
;.:i in an efieacious and noble way; and
their deaths in such cireumstances deserve
the honour due to those who have ever
made, or ever will make, the supreme
..efiﬁee for Ireland’s cause. From Dun-
kirk to B ad the soldier sons of South-
ern Ireland have mixed their sweat and
blood with that of their Protestant bro-
thers of Northern Treland; and, having
met the Ulstermen and Munstermen on
the erimsoned fields of France, and hav-
ing myself Jaid their mangled bodies _sxde
gide in the same grave, 1 am J.ustxﬂed
in believing that, at last, the unity and
fraternal #riendship of all Irishmen is the
harvest from the seeds of brgtherhood and
ecommon nationality sown in the great
ces of a great war. The tears of
are about to cease, for ‘‘her various
tints unite to form in Heaven’s sight one
arch of peace. » Al Irishmen are follow-
ers of Christ, and these are His words:
«+By this shall all men know that you are
My diseiples, if you have love one for
another’’ (John xiii., 35).
3k

There are two schools of thought in

to Imperial recopsfix:uﬁtlo(rll.

One is led by the aristocratic diehards
wboufoughty to the last against the
' ition of the veto of the Lords, and
who still threaten to have that Act
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revoked as soon as they return to pow-
er. This school frankly contends that
questions of foreign policy, the gov-
ernment of India and Egypt, and
other such matters of Imperial con-
cern, cannot safely be left in the
hands of the democracy. Their idea
is that a reconstruction of the Em-
pire should provide a further oppor-
tunity for the old feudal classes to
continue as the ruling element in the
wider sphere of Imperialism from
which the direet influence of the de-
mocracy is rigidly excluded. Another
school of thought is that which re-
fleets the democracy of the United
Kingdoms and the Dominions. This
important body of public opinion
views with deep concern any attempt
on the part of the old ruling classes
to recover their class dominance in a
specially created Imperial Parliament.
The question of the reconstruction of
the Empire is not quite so simple as
theorists would have us believe. As
The Manchester Guardian points out,
it is not yet quite clear that even in
Great Britain, as a result of the war,
the democratization of government
will be extended to foreign policy on
which hang the issues of peace and
war. Failing this widening of demo-
cratic control any scheme of Imperial
Federation must necessarily signify
class government in Imperial affairs
—a poliecy which is incompatible with
the growth of democratic institutions.

Writing of the projected plan of
Imperial Federation, The Manchester
Guardian, the leading organ of Bri-
tish Radicalism, says:

The conference on the future govern-
ment of the Empire which is to meet at
the end of the war raises tremendous ques-
tions to which past Colonial Conferences
afford no real parallel. What used to be
called Imperial Federation will definitely
enter into actual polities. And it is cer-
tain that the representatives of the Domin-
ions, fresh from a war which has cost them
saerifices relatively as great as our own,
will at any rate emphasize the point that
if they are to make the sacrifices they
ought to have some share in the making
of the policy that leads to them. Whether
that would lead to what is called the
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““democratization’’ of our foreign policy
and the break-up of the present oligarchy
which econtrols it—an argument that ap-
peals with great force to some Liberals—
would depend mainly on the form which
proposed schemes of union took. The union
might lead to greater popular control, due
to the participation of the Dominions in
the direction of our foreign policy, or it
might, on the other hand, lead to govern-
ment by a kind of Imperial Counecil of
Elder Statesmen. These, however, are vast
questions into which it is impossible to see
very far. We indicate them without dis-
cussing them, merely as illustrations of
the tremendous ferment which the war
has set working in all political ideas.

Is Canada to pass through a social
revolution similar to that associated
with the name of Mr. Lloyd George
in the United Kingdom? A meeting
of the Liberal Advisory Counecil met
last month at Ottawa, Sir Wilfrid
Laurier in the chair. A programme
of social reforms was put forward,
but whether this will make any head-
way remains to be seen. Canada is
far behind the Mother Country in
social legislation. The Dominion is
on the threshold of some interesting
re-alignments of political forces.

The murder of Mr. F. Sheehy-Skef-
fington by a British officer during the
recent outbreak in Dublin is to be the

subject of a special Government in-
quiry. The officer was court-martial.
led and found guilty of murder, but
during temporary insanity. The trial
and verdict have stirred publie feel.
mmg to such an extent that Mr.
Asquith, in response to pressure, has
decided to re-open the case. It is al-
leged that officers higher up treated
the shooting of Skeffington with in.

difference. Mr. Skeffington had de- .

voted his rare talents to the propaga-
tion of the woman suffrage movement
The Irish Citizen, of which he wu;
editor, was a weekly journal that
voiced the feminist movement in Ire-
land with a vigour and independence
that made it a force to be reckoned
with in political ecircles. When he
was brutally done to death my a Bri-
tish officer Mr. Skeffington had ineur-
red a personal liability of one thou-
sand dollars in ecarrying on the paper
A fund has been opened to wipe oui
this debt, and among those who are
associated in the raising of the money
are leading suffragists in England ang
Ireland. One of the most brilliant of
the younger free-lances in Irish pub-
lic life, Mr. Sheehy-Skeffington, will
be missed in the New Ireland in whiek
he seemed destined to play a big, even
if independent, part. A
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THE LIBRARY TABLE

WITH THE FRENCH

By Ricaarp HarpiNg Davis. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

'I"HIS intensely interesting vol-
- ume was written during the

last months of 1915 and the be-
ginning of the present year, in the
form of letters from France, Greece,
Serbia and England. Tt gives a grip-

ing picture of the scenes which the
Jate distinguished war correspondent
encountered on his last trip through
the war zones, Frankly pro—A_lly in
his sympathies, the late Richard
Harding Davis had the ear of the
Allied commanders and had oppor-
tunities enjoyed by few of seeing the
fighting armies at closg quarters.
What he saw on the last.trlp strgngth-
ened his belief in the ultimate trinmph
of the Allied cause, and did muph to
jmpress his own countrymen with a
gense of their duty regarding the
great issues that are being fought out
on Buropean soil. .

The book opens with the arrival of
the author at Bordeaux which, for a
time, was capital of France when, in
the early days of the war, German
armies threatened Paris. In contrast
to the splendid monuments, beautiful

and buildings of rare architec-
tural interest, he noticed some sad
ts on the streets of Bordeaux.

“There are so many wounded.
There are so many women and chil-
dren in black. It is a relief when you
learn that the wounded are from dif-
ferent parts of France, that they have
been sent to Bordeaux to recuperate
and are greatly in excess of the pro-
portion of wounded you would find

3%

in other cities. But the women and
children in black are not convales-
cents. Their wounds heal slowly or
not at all.”

At the quay lay a white ship with
gigantic American flags painted on
her sides, unloading horses for the
French army. The animals were glad
to be free after their long period of
confinement on board ship, and kick-
ed joyously, scattering the sentries,
who were jet-black Turcos.

In vivid eolours he depicts the de-
parture of an express train with re-
cruits for the front, in their new sky-
blue uniforms, new soup-tureen hel-
mets, and new shoes. The last fare-
wells were lingeringly said at the
station as the young soldier kissed
the wife, sister or sweetheart or what-
ever she was, sketchily on one ear
and shoved her after the fleeing figure
of her mother, with the last injunec-
tion, “Gardez mama!”

In Paris the author found the city
no longer gay, but Paris going about
her business as usual. The people
showed a great calmness, great cour-
age and confidence that to every
enemy of France must be disquieting.
Paris always had its quota of soldiers.
The only difference to-day is that
they wear bandages or walk on
crutches. The flower markets carry
on their traffic around the Madeleine
as usual, while erowds of women flock
in front of the shops in the Rue de la
Paix. Tt is a France that has con-
fidence in her armies, and that is
patiently awaiting the outcome of the
war. Everywhere the people are
warned against German spies. “Be
silent. Be distrustful. The ears of
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the enemy are listening,” is the oft-
repeated injunction posted on the
dead walls of public buildings, in
tramways, trains and cafés.

A change has come over the French
with regard to the United States
which the author was quick to ob-
serve. .

“Before the war we were not un-
duly flattering ourselves if we said
the attitude of the French toward the
United States was friendly. There
were reasons why they should regard
us at least with tolerance. We were
very good customers. From different
parts of France we imported wines
and silks. In Paris we spent, some
of us spent, millions on jewels and
clothes. In automobiles and on
Cook’s tours every summer Ameri-
cans scattered money from Brittany
to Marseilles. They were the natural
prey of Parisian hotel-keepers, res-
taurants, milliners and dressmakers.
We were a sister republie, the two
countries swapped statues of their
great men—we had not forgotten
fuafayette. France honoured Paul
Jones. A year ago in the comic pa-
pers, between John Bull and Uncle
Sam, it was not Uncle Sam who got
the worst of it. Then the war came
and with it, in the feeling toward
ourselves, a complete change. A year
ago we were almost one of the Allies,
much more popular than Italians,
more sympathetic than the English.
To-day we are regarded, not with hos-
tility, but with amazed -contempt.
This most regrettable change was first
brought about by President Wilson’s
letter calling upon Americans to be
neutral. The French could not un-
derstand it. From their point of view
it was an unnecessary affront.”

Next to Paris the most interesting
sketches of war life are those of
Salonika. Starting with the water-
front, along which lies the principal
streets containing in an unbroken row
the hotels, the houses of the rich Turks
and Jews, clubs, restaurants, cafés,
and moving-picture theatres, all ablaze
at night with electric lights, he found

much in the scene to remind him of
Broadway—but Broadway with one-
half of the street in darkness. “In the
darkness lay hundreds of vessels of
every nationality. Behind was a back-
ground of hills that form the third
and last defence of the city. In the
crest a fifteenth-century citadel stands
like a towering sentinel against the
sky-line. Salonika is a veritable Tow-
er of Babel, but the language most
commonly used is French. A neutral
port, a neutral territory, along the
quay were spies of every enemy na-
tion calmly watching the landing of
troops from the transports, counting
the number of cases of ammunition
and men. The Allies in Salonika are
forced to live under conditions that
would be intolerable in any other war
zone. The neutrality of Greece en-
ables spies to go about freely and
record the doing of the Allies for the
information of the German headquar-
ters staff. These spies sit in the same
restaurants with French and English
officers. They are in charge of head
spies, who in turn report to the pre.
spective consulates of Austria, Tur-
key and Germany. The Allies are
helpless to prevent the activity of the
spy system.

“The streets are narrow, irregular
and unkept, and the clamour is in.
creased by the rumble and roar ovep
the huge paving-stones of the army
motor trucks carrying supplies from
the quay to the Allied lines. The East
clashes with the West and the various
uniforms lend a medley of colour to
the scene.”

Verdun and St. Mihiel oceupy the
last chapters of the book. The attack
on Verdun had just commenced, the
fourth time this historic spot has wit.
nessed the advance of an enemy. The
author describes a visit to one of the
Verdun forts. At the time of writi
the author saw little possibility of the
Crown Prince ever getting thro
the almost impregnable lines of
trenches and fortified positions de-
fended by the French.

The book is profusely illustrateq

o

ot
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with photographs of actual scenes on
the battle-fields. They add greatly to
the interest of the story, which will
be read with pathetic interest in view
of the tragic end of the brilliant
author. A perusal of this book will
give the reader an intelligent grasp
of the tremendous importance of the

task that is thrown upon the Allied

ecommanders in defending the liberties
of Burope. It is written throughout
with the graphic pen of a master
journalist, whose experience as a war
correspondent enabled him to grasp
the salient features and record in
picturesque language the kaliedos-
copie scenes that met his eye in the
various theatres of war.

£
THE PRISONER

By Avice Browx, Toronto: The Mae-
Millan Company of Canada.

author of this book is begin-
ning to take a prominent place
among the popular novelists of the
United States. Her other two novels,
“My Love and 1” and “Vanishing
Points” gained much popularity, but
this is regarded as a better piece of
work than either of the other two. It
guffers somewhat from a hackneyed
theme, namely, the struggle of a
young man to live down the stigma of
a term in prison. One false step
sends him behind the bars, but love
and a determination to right the
wrong overcome all obstacles. There
are several intensely dramatic mom-
and altogether it is a better
novel than the average one.

5*

CAPPY RICKS

Perer B. KYNE, New York: The
H. K. Fly Company.

ERE at last is a novel of the sea
rather, a novel of men who

or,
harness the sea and then set other
men to drive it. 0ld Cappy Ricks, the

owner of the Ricks Lumber and Log-

ging Company and the Blue Star

341

Navigation Company, is the chief
character, and a most amusing char-
acter he is. Indeed, the book is full
of amusing situations and dialogue
and one reads it with the zest that
attends the discovery of something
fresh and stimulating. Here is part
of the deseription of Ricks:

It is more than probable that had Alden
P. Ricks been a large, commanding person
possessed with the dignity the average
citizen associates. with men of equal finan-
cial rating, the Street would have ecalled
him Captain Ricks. Had he lacked these
characteristics, but borne nevertheless
even a remote resemblance to a retired
mariner, his world would have hailed him
as Old Cap Ricks; but since he was what
he was—a dapper, precise, shrewd, lovable
little man with mild, paternal blue eyes,
a keen sense of humour, and a Henry
Clay collar, which latter, together with a
silk top hat; had distinguished him on
*Change for forty years—it was inevitable
that along the Embarcadero and up Cali-
fornia Street he should bear the distin-
guishing appellation of Cappy. In any
sther line of human endeavour he would
have been called Pappy—he was that type
of man.

3

THE HUMAN BOY AND THE
WAR

By Epex Pmmrporrs, Toronto: The
MaeMillan Company of Canada.

THIS is a first-rate boys’ story—hy
a boy (for the author is always
youthful), about a boy and for boys.
The style is so good, however, that
older readers will enjoy it just as
much, if not more. The boy in this
book tells his own story, the story of
what he is, what he thinks, what he
does and what he wants. It contains
much good humour and much sym-
pathy. The beginning depicts a
school-boys’ fight in a sand-pit.

““‘In time, curiously enough, there got
to be two war parties in the school. Of
course, they both wanted England to win,
but. we took a higher line about it, and
looked on to the end, and argued about
the division of the spoils, and the general
improvement of Europe, and the new map
and the advancement of better ideas, and
so on; while Rice and Pegram and such-
like took the ‘horrible slaughter’ line,
and rejoiced to hear of parties surrounded
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and Uhlans who had been eating hay for
a week before they were captured, .and
the decks of battleships just before they
sank, and such-like necessary but very
unfortunate things ’’

It goes on through all the life of
an active boy in war time, and ends
with the boy in theé office of a firm of
stock brokers, where he overhears one
of the partners say that he is taking
to it like a duck to water. And it
closes with the confession that “I am
writing this account of the business
at Merivale on sheets of the best cor-
respondence paper of Messrs. Martin
and Moss! They would not like it if
they knew. ‘But they won’t know.”

o

THE PROBLEM OF THE COM-
MONWEALTH

By Lionen CurTis.
MaeMillan Company.

THE writer of this book, who has

taken a leading part in the Round
Table movement, acknowledges he
has set out to examine how Can-
adians, having gone to war, will pre-
sently assume control of the issues
leading to peace or war. Canada is
engaged in war, but we, as everyone
knows, had nothing to do with the
cause of the war. Therefore, says Mr.
Lionel Curtis, the people of Canada,
having no Minister responsible to
themselves for determining the issues
of peace and war have not attained
responsible government in the real
sense of the word. Tt is a momentous
question, but it is by no means a new
question. It has been with us ever
since Confederation. And the fact
that the Canadian Government does
not declare war is only one of the
instances of imperfections as a so-
called self-governing country. Canada
governs herself in most things; but
the issue, as seen by Mr. Curtis, is
whether the Dominions are to be-
come independent republics, or
whether this world-wide Common-
wealth is destined to stand more
closely united as the noblest of all

Toronto: The
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political achievements. If in truth
this is the issue, no greater has ever
been raised by events for '
decision. It is such as tr

parties and party creeds, as mueh a8
the immediate issues of the p

war, or, indeed, more so. It is mot
unreasonable, therefore, to plead
political leaders should abstai

least for so long as the war is in 1 W
gress, from committing their fol- ,
lowers either to or against the con- 1
clusions of this inquiry. " '
£

WHEN PAN PIPES

By Mary Tavror THORNTON,
onto: William Briggs.

THIS story, although, as seems quite
proper, is contains a villain, &
duel, an elopement and several
mysteries, is generally happy and in
in it fate is almost always kind. Remn.
ben Gade, a peddler who used to go
Cloudesley at indeterminate times
sell his wares, is one of the most
tractive characters, the kind of
who bribes himself into doing
deeds. He is by nature a miser.
he fights against nature, and .
time he succeeds in taking advant.
of himself to the advantage of s
one else he puts a gold piece
“a jar of good deeds”. He it ig
helps Jerry, the youth whose f:
left him as a legacy some of
own handwork in the form of a e
ed image of Pan. This image in t
becomes a curiosity, and as '
a dealer in antique objects he p
a part in the development of the
Jerry, left alone, was reared
widow and educated by his playm
Betty—fascinating, elusive, nanght
Betty. They lived and played an
worked and learned in the fields amne
woods of Betty’s foster parents. Ang
they were shy of, and a little
by, the Earl of Cloudesley, on wi
estate they were tenants. The Eas
daughter’s, for whom great plans
made, takes part in the story, but
Pan plans, not a great part. '

R s
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PRESERVED
RASPBERRIES

will keep their natural color if you use

Lantic
Sugar

the pure cane sugar which dissolves at
once. Order by name in original
packages.

2 and 5 Ib. cartons, ro, 20 and 100 Ib, bags.

PRESERVING LABELS FREE

Send us a red ball trade-mark cut from a bag or carton, and we will
send you a book of readysgummed labels containing six labels for each
of the fnl‘uwin fruits ¢ Strawberries. Raspberries, Blackberries, Cur-
rants, Grapes, Cherries, Plums, Peaches and Pears.

Appress Derr. C.M.
Atlantic Sugar Refineries, Limited - Power Building, Montreal
“THE ALL-PURPOSE SUGAR"

g @QCKSO
, TRIO

Here is a delicious trio—prepared
from the finest ingredients money
can buy. Each has a character-
istic flavor and can be used in
innumerable dainty ways.
Ingersoll Cream Cheese

is a real cream cheese—rich in cream —
pure and nourishing—far nicer than ordi-
nary cheese. 15¢c. and 25¢c. a pnckase.

Ingersoll Pimento Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE

and sweet Spanish Pimentos. Very appe-
tizing. 10c. and 15c. a package.

lggersoll Green Chile Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE

with spicy California Green Chile. Piquant
and tasty. 15c. a package.

\ w . The Ingersoll Packing Co. Lid.
'\ _4 ' fngersoll, Ont. /
Tt 5 \ (©8) ’
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When you take to the
woods you will want to
take with you an out-door
foqd that is easily and
quickly prepared, that sup-
pfhlfsdtht? %rcatcst amount
: of body-building nutri

in smallest bulk, that will stand up fresh aniyl clean aid Sanr?t:?;
in any climate. All these requirements are met in

Shredded Wheat

the ready-cooked whole wheat food, the favorite out-door food
for the camp in the woods, bungalow in the country, for the long
tramp or the automobile tour. A diet of Shredded Wheat in
Summer means good digestion, buoyant
energy, mental alertness and :
top-notch physical condition.

Shredded Wheat is deliciously nourishing
with milk or cream, or in combination with
berries or other fresh fruits. Triscuit is the
Shredded Whole Wheat Wafer—a crisp,
tasty snack for luncheon or outdoor pic-
nics or excursions by land or sea. Serve
it with butter, soft cheese or marmalades.

e

‘“MADE IN CANADA” BY

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO., LTD., NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.

Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East
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Keeping Cool

when hot summer days come,
means more than electric fans
and ice-water—

For summer comfort is large-
ly a matter of selecting proper

food.

Heavy, greasy foods over-tax
the digestive system, and work of
this kind increases body heat and
spells discomfort—no matter
how many artificial “coolers”

are used.

For a test, suppose you try
this common-sense, hot weather

breakfast.

Some fruit

Grape-Nuts

v Soft-boiled eggs

and Cream

Crisp buttered toast

The Grape-Nuts is wonderfully delicious, easy to digest and
highly nourishing. The fruit, eggs and toast give variety, and
round out a meal that is a splendid start-off for a good cool day.

There's a way to be well-fed and comfortable in any kind of

weather, and—

“There’s a Reason’” for Grape-Nuts

Made in Canada

Sold by Grocers.

(Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont.




“Mother, 've Cut It”
Double-Sure Products
Surgical Dressings
First-Aid Outfits ‘
Fumigators, Etc. ot | 7
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Be Careful Now

A little wound—even a pin-prick
—opens the way for gcrms. What
you apply should be utterly sterile.
It is folly to take risks.

You should have on hand

B&B Absorbent Cotton

B&B Gauze and Bandages

B&B Adhesive Plaster

Then call a physician—always—
for more than a minor wound.

Be Sure of B&B

B&B dressings have, for 22 years,
been made to meet hospital re-
quirements,

They are made in a model labor-
atory, under ideal conditions, con-
stantly supervised by highly-skilled
chemists.

They are twice sterilized by cost-
ly apparatus, in the most efficient
way. The rooms are equipppd
like operating rooms, filled with
washed air.

Then our Cotton is protected by

a Handy Package. You never
touch the unused part—never re-
move the roll.

-1t also comes in germ-proof en-
velopes (B&B Arro Brand Cot-
ton)—just enough for one use in
each. So does B&B Handy-Fold
Gauze.

These are extreme methods, but
essential to safety. Surgeons and
hospitals require them. Anything
less than B&B standards involves
vast risk.

Fumigation

So with fumigation. Half mea-
sures are worse than none. They simply
make danger seem safe,

B&B Fumigators have twice the usual
strength. They accord with Government
recommendations.  You may fcel sure
that no germ lives where their gas
penetrates.

Don't be careless in this war on germs.
They are too dangerous. Do as sur co-s
do—be utterly sure. Insist on the B
standards.

Always call the doctor—Remember First Aid is only first aid.
BAUER & BLACK, Makers of Surgical Dressings, Chicago and New YOI’k.

|
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Protected by a patent package.
The unused part stays untouched. —_—

= . Sold by All Druggists |
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\ Ready for use

Formisldehyde Some% Home
Fumigators |of the Needs

Double-Sure Products
Absorbent Cotton
Gauze Bandages
Adhesive Plaster
First-Aid Packets
Blue-jay Corn Plasters
Fumigators
Araby Pastils
(Fragrant Deodorizers)

and twice the
usual strength.
Sizes for all
rooms. The
gaseous germi-
cide entersevery

gt 88 e
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Smile Makers

At Rising Time

Do you know any food which
greets you at breakfast so inviting
as Puffed Wheat or Rice?

Airy bubbles of grain, flaky,
toasted and crisp. Each morsel
seems a bonbon.

But you know they are whole
grains, made wholly digestible.
You know that every atom feeds.

No elements are lacking—none
are lost. For in these foods—and
these only —every food cell is blasted

At Dinner Time

These grains are so crisp, so toasted, so flavory that they take the place
of nut-meats.

Folks garnish ice cream with them, They use them in candy. They dot
them on frosted cake.

Yet Puffed Grains hold supreme place among scientific
grain foods. They are made by Prof. Anderson’s process.
In every kernel a hundred million steam explosions are
created. They are perfect foods-—the best-cooked cereals
in existence.

Puffed Wheat E}‘if" 12¢
Puffed Rice wer 15¢

At Bed Time

The bowl of milk in summer is the favorite bed-time dish. But it's twice as
delightful with Puffed Grains floating in it.
These grains are puffed to eight times normal size. They are four times as

ous as bread. 3
You get the whole wheat in Puffed Wheat —all the phosphorus of the outer

coats. You get it so it easily, completely digests without any tax to the stomach,
Do you know anything else which so meets the requirements of an ideal

-ni ish?
goodsl;leﬂ';; 3:’5‘1 have all these foods on hand.
The Quaker Qats Gmpany

Sole Makers
PETERBOROUGH, ONT. (1353) SASKATOON, SASK.

by steam explosion.
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TRADE

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

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers T0 His MAJESTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

............................................
T T T e e e e 0 00 e e %0 e % " e 0% e s % e e e’ 0 e e e 0 0 a0 e e s e e e e e e e L e

CLARK S SPAGHETTI

WITH TOMATO SAUCE AND CHEESE

A highly nutritious and partiec-
ularly appetizing dish.

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

circulating in Canadian and

BRITISH channels.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, MONTREAL

e a———— U A O AR AT S T A A
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VICKERMAN’S

Permanency
of Color——

It matters very little how fine the yarn may
be, how even the weave, or how perfect the
finish on a piece of cloth, if the dye is inferior
there is inevitable disappointment instore for
the wearer. When the color fades the suit
becomes shabby— the dressy appearance is
gone.

“Absolutely guarantee all Blacks
and Blues. Our standard maintained
throughout despite increased cost.”’

VICKERMAN.

This statement issued recently by B.
VICKERMAN & SONS, Ltd. indicates the
p-o-licy that they have followed for a century
and a quarter. The standard they set is
invariably the highest, and that standard is
maintained absolutely in spite of difficulties.

The Guarantee remains the same
because the quality is the same.

NISBET & AULD, Limited, TORONTO
Canadian Selling Agents

T R T £ e R B A S LB S S S T A L T RN ST

BLUE

BLACK

GREY

SERGES AND CHEVIOTS
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New corsets must precede new

costumes—See the D & A and the
Diva models, which give the best found.

Styl .

Y54 ation for correct style dresses.

Despite the excellence of their material and workmanshs

corsets, which are made in Canada, sell at from $1.00 1o S$3.00

less than similar imported models. ~ They are sold by mes
of the progressive corset departments.

! 0‘:\(@ Dominion Corset Co., Quebec, Montreal and Toronte

IF BABY IS UNDER-NOURISHED GIVE HIM

ROBINSON'S “PATENT’ BARLEY

Is your baby peevish and irritabley
Is it under-weight and not gaining
strength or weight? Is it restless ng
night, constantly erying and unable te
retuin food? Any of these symptoms
would indicate that baby is not getti
the right food. There is nothing bhes-
ter to nourish and strengthen your chil.
dren than Robinson’s ‘‘Patent’’ Barlay.
It is easily digested and readily assimg.
‘| lated. Read what Mrs. Moore, of Yew
Tree Farm, Pleasenhall, Suffolk, Eng.
land, says about her boy (whose picture
is shown), ‘‘He was brought up entirgb
on yc,ow’s milk and Robinson’s ““ Pat.
3{‘;_’7 Barley until he was 14 months

Send today for our invaluable little booklet, entitlea
“Advice to Mothers.”

MAGOR, SON & CO., LIMITED, Sole agents for Canadeg

191 St. Paul Street West, 30 Church Street,
Montreal Toronto
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rfaz’n-leea’

This guarantcc,whugh ison
every roll of CER'] Al.N-
TEED, is your protection
against disappointment. i
Accept none that does not have this trade-

mark. i
CERTAIN-TEED is best for your farm buildings,
because it saves you money, is weatherproof, casy
to lay, looks b(‘"t'!‘n:\d is cheaper than galvanized
jron, tin or wood shingles. :

It is guaranteed for 5, 10 or 15 years according
to ply (1,2 0r 3). This is a real guarantee l\:u”l_ted
by a business operating the world’s l;l’!gc:ﬂ. roofing
mills. Don't confuse CERTAIN - TEED with
cheap roofing sold by mail.

Get CERTAIN-TEED from your local dealer, whom you

and n rely upon. It will save you mcaey in the
::3.* It h“:nld by good dealers all over Canada, at

reasonable prices

General Roofing Mfg. Co.
World's Largest Manufacturers of
Roofing and Building Papers.
conters: Toronto, Montreal Ottawa Halifax,

St Jehn's, N.

F., Winnipeg, Rexina, Calgary, Vancouver,

AEGER

Ladies’
Sports Coats

For active outdoor life, nothing equals
in attractiveness and comfort Jaeger
Sports coats, either in camel hair or
white and fashionable colors. :I'l\csc
with Jaeger Spencers, C:lrdligans,
Golfers and Sweaters offer a choice of
gnrmcntﬁ for outdoor wear unsur-
pm.scd in attractiveness.

A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr. Jaeger's
Health Culture will be sent free on application
o

Bamitary Woollen
DR . JAEGER Systam Co. Limited
Montreal Winnipeg

« Jacorporated in England in 1883 with British capital J l

Toronto

for the British Empire.”

ADVERTISER

It's Utterly Needless

This is to prove that every
corn which stays and hurts
is folly.

Lovers of dainty footwear are
bound to start corns.
body needs to keep them.

At the first sign—or any time—
apply a Blue-jay plaster, That
ends all pain. And it ends the
corn, In two days it disappears.

You know that paring mever cures.

You know that harsh applications are
wrong,

Now you should know !lu--jay. It
has ended 70 million corns. To a world

of men and women it has brought per-
petual freedom.

We promise that to you.

Blue-jay

Ends Corns

15 and 25 cents—at Druggists.

Al:o Blue-jay Bunion Plasters
BAUER & BLACK, Chica and N
Makers of Surgical Dr[:::innp. etz‘.' g

But no- |

{
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Twenty-two years’ experience means that
into Dunlop Traction Tread, and into Dunlop
Special, we put all the knowledge which has
been accumulated through those years of
successfully serving Canadians because we
thoroughly understand Canadian conditions.

It means that years ago we faced and
mastered the issues with which other tire-
makers are confronted to-day.

True, a few tire users occasionally swing
their allegiance from Dunlop to scme other
make, but it is almost a certainty those same
tire users will come back to “Dunlop Traction
Tread” or “Dunlop Special”

In the end, it is the tire maintaining the best
quality average that wins out; and we surely
know more about quality averages in Canada
than any other maker, seeing our experience
is as great as that of all other tire makers in
this country combined.
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Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Con;;;;;

ND FACTORIES, TORONTO. Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Saskat
R OFﬂlffgi:a,DWinipeg, London, Hamilton, Toroato, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, N.B., Halifax.

oks, sycles, Bicycles and Carriages. and High-grade Rubber Belting.
Makers of High-grade Tires for Autumubllel.ﬁgﬁ‘:l‘“'l;l:::\g‘ﬁsio}'f"g‘.‘ "ming, n’nd General Rubber Specialties, ¥ Packings Bose, N




A safe and palatable laxative
for children

Mrs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

A bsolutely Non-narcotic

Does not contain opium, morphine,
nor any of their derivatives.

By checking wind colic and correcting in-

estinal troubles common with children during

he period of teething, helps to produce
natural and healthy sleep.

Soothes the fretting baby and
thereby give relief to
the tired mother.
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For Preserving, use

LILY WHITE
CORN SYRUP

One-third “‘Lily White” to two-thirds
Sugar, by weight.

“Lily White"” Corn Syrup prevents fer-
mentation and mold — brings out the
natural flavor of fruits and berries—and
makes much more delicious Preserves,
Jams and Jellies than you can make with
all sugar.

In 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound tins
at all dealers.

THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED,
MONTREAL 278

MADE IN CANADA.

Folding Tables. It's FREE.

no olher. 5
stores or direct

£8 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

Write TO-DAY for illustrated Book-
Jet *“ A ' describing the various style.s
and sizes of “Elite” and ‘Peerless"”

ON THE VERANDAH

W}{.\T could be nicer, after a strenu-

ous game, than a table like this
on which to serve a cool, refreshing
drink out on the verandah. The

fAELITES

FOLDING TABLE

is always ready when you want it—
for lunch—fancywork—or any one of a
hundred uses. May be folded up and
slipped behind the door when not in
use. Well made, yet inexpensive, Your
Furniture Dealer has it, or will get it
for you. Ask him.

HOURD & CO., LIMITED,
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers
London, Ont. 3-A

FUR MAKING AND REPAIRING Do your own fur
work at home, or start retail husiness ; easy to learn :ln'g iﬁn\ﬁt\.
Booklet N free about * THE PRACTICAL FURRIER.

L. LICHTENSTEIN, 417 Granby St., Norfolk, Virginia,

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Try itfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Hyelids. Illustrated Book in each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
not a “Patent Medicine"—but used in successful
s‘h‘ﬁﬁloa?; Pragtll‘oo todr malsyby«an. Now dedi-
e pu ¢ and so
and 80 Per Bottle. M | R Aatetts

{ urine Sal
Tobes, e and blc. Murine Eye Remmody teris

medy Co., Chicago
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More Work swith Less Effort
Osco System Desk

The man who gets things done keeps his desk top clear. He has every
record used in his daily work within arm’s reach, compactly and con-
veniently filed and indexed for instant reference. He uses an OSCO
System Desk.

The flat top desk fitted with drawers for filing correspondence, Card
Records, Price Lists, Documents, Sales Records, Follow-up Cards for
Correspondence and Salesmen, is the biggest step forward in personal
efficiency that has ever been designed for the office man.

The prices are the same as for ordinary desks.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

FFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(®.

AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WO0D

Our Own Stores:
Toronto, Hamilton,

Home Offices

Montreal, Ottawa,
Halifax, St. John, at Works:
Winnipeg, Regina,
Saskatoon, Calgary, NQWmarket'
ton, Vancou-
vE::nun on anc Ont_
o
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ELECTRIC
HEATING
UANCE:

LET ELECTRICITY
MAKE YOUR LIFE EASIER

Electricity will be a willing servant in your home. It will take
much of the drudgery out of your life—it will make your life easier.
How to do it?> Make it work for you. Use electrical appliances
in your housework—an electric stove, a toaster, an iron or any or
all of the many other electrical time-savers, work and worry savers.

‘CANADIAN BEAUTY

Electric Appliances

have long life. Their sturdy @
build, from sound materials, s
an assurance of lasting service. 4G
They are economical, sold at
TWO-PLATE STOVE reasonable prices and cost e

ok kettle of water in eleven minutes. Very S
Bolls 8, for light cooking. Finished in bright nickel. little to run. They are hand- A neat and compact device of great
«

Juaranteed two years efficiency. Heats curling tong quick

some, a graceful addition to 1v: Noboudoir complete without it
any home.

' ! S Ask Your Dealer for Them
There is probably a “Canadian Beauty™
dealer near you who has an intensely
interesting display of these labor and
time-saving helps. It will cost you

U e AR nothing to have them demonstrated.
de toaster finis e . .. -
ade toaster it i Prices are surprisingly low. The articles ROE AR

4
autes. The top of the toaster
1

e, T b0 O aranteed  illustrated are but a few of the “Canadian  Beautiful in design and finish—»

for five years handsome table servant which pro
coffee

Beauty” line of electrically heated devices. duces the finest

If there is no dealer near you
write to us for illustrated catalog.

Renfrew Electric Mfg.

yils, fries and broils. An

1t toasts,
;y,,g,;;rnn"

indiepemsatie Srticls © 2017 Five Company, Limited

years guarantes

IRON
Renfrew, Canada <
A great favorite. Gives satisfying
service. Heated evenly—economised
current consun ;'1\‘”! Guaranteed

for all time
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ForOver a Quarter ofa century
A Household Remedy through-
out Canada.

LINE
BY THE ADDITION OF WATER
FORMS AN |NVIGORATING &
REFRESHING BEVERAGE PAR
TICULARLY RECOMMENDED ToO
TRAVELLERS IN HOT CLIMATES

NO ONE WHO SUFFERS WITH
A SLUGGISH LIVER SHOULD
EVER BE WITHOUTIT
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ry _0023cy
PezIco>D0
X 4zX
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cAuTION Plesse Tee that the SPOON

NN CLASS gre PERFELCTLY ORYy es @
dompness »:’ou/dsyo// the 4 i

ABBEY EFF
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MO NTRE A
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No 56 an

in the Company’s own

Made
in Montreal.

Laboratories

!

An Excellent

Coffee-

]N‘D. o2

‘\_
llL&E?‘EI COVER OF CA

":

!5‘

0% 10 agay o0 amecnt® ¥
Ch Chased SANBORN
it MONTREAL ~
s
CTCTLt

oy StE THAT Coves
H

IOM S 4 ach L

g\ SE FARS OV,

s tar coveR oF caN BEATS < §
]

SEAL BRAND

(&> 8

""clnu-msnm packto &
HASE & SANBORN '
‘-'.,\MMONTREAL, .

e — — 2

||

In 2, 1 and 2 pound cans
Whole—ground—pulverized\‘
also Fine Ground for Perce,.

lators.
173




CANADIAIV MAGAZINL ADVERTISER

There is nothing quite so ap-
petizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon

and at the present prices there
is nothing more economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman's Star Brand
Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited

Hamilton

BeattuDoctr
I1DoMorefor

JourComplemn
[ Cticura Soap

Assisted when necessary by touches
of Cuticura Ointment. These fra-
grant, super-creamy emollients do
much to restore faded, injured or
neglected complexions, prevent pore-
clogging, remove pimples, black-
heads, redness and roughness. No
senseless massaging, steaming, etc.
Cuticura Soap is a perfect skin
and complexion Soap and should b>
used daily for the toilet.

Trial Free byReturn Mail

For free sample each with 32-p. Skin Book
by return mail, address post-card, ““‘Cuticura,
Dept. 58, Boston." Sold throughout the world.
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“Silver .
l ver More Blouses, Lingerie and
Skirts—more Table Linen—
’, more Sheets and Pillow Cases l
-more Curtains—are
Gloss starched with ‘‘ Silver Gloss ',
than any other starch in

THE CANADA STARCH Canada. Your grocer has it.
CO. LIMITED

MONTREAL, CARDINAL, l d
BRANTFORD, FORT WILLIAM,

Makers of ‘‘Crown Brand" a u n r y
and ‘‘ Lily White' Corn

Syrups, and Benson's Corn St

Starch. -~ ar c

D PLAYING CARDs

9 ¥ 73 Selling Agents in Canada H
« @ L 3 For Social Play For General Play

* Qongress Cards are the most bean Better cards can not be had at
\/ . tiful in the world, and they are gl the price. Good cards can not
* Just as good as they are handsome urncl be sold for less than Bioycle,

“.. . . Air-Cushion Finish Club Indexes  FFNTiFcJ\V 3 Ivory or Air-Cushion Finish

OU pay more for an

Underwood, as you do
for the best in any other
line. Ultimately, however,
it is the cheapest. It costs
more to buy, but less to use.

And there are many special Underwoods for special accounting and re- ‘ i

cording purposes. The illustration shows the Underwood Condensed
Billing ['ypewriter. This machine will save its cost several times a year.

| United Typewriter Company, Limited
' Underwood Building, 135 Victoria Street, Toronte

AND IN ALL OTHER CANADIAN CITIES

\
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“Thats the make of silver-
plate that we received
when we were married, ||
and we still have some
that was mothers”

t the best stores you will be offered
to-day as the leading brand of silver
plate the same make that merchants
y years and more ago recommended

to their customers.

Il is quite the proper thing 1o start housekeeping
with 1847 ROGERS BRoS.“Silver Plate that Wears”
Sold with an unqualified guarantee made possible by

the actual test of over 65 years. & &
At leading dealers. Send for illustrated Catalogue F-23

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CANADA
MERIDEN, CONN. NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
The World’s Largest Makers of Sterling Silver and Plate

ROGERS BROS.
107 I <+p +} R

s B B B AN

gLt L FICEL Ve
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Travellers’ Enquiry

Bureau

Subscribers to  the Canadian
Magazine who are contemplating
- a trip for business or pleasure either
at home or abroad, are invited o
write to the Transportation Com.
panies and Hotels advertised in the
following pages for free information,
The Travellers” Enquiry Bureay of
of the Canadian Magazine will be
pleased to furnish any informag;
in connection with same.

on

THE CANADIAN MAGAZ
EN-TRAVEL BUREAU,

200-206 Adelaide St. West - Toronte, Canag
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The . MORE. ATLANTIC CITYN.J.]
UNIQUE FEATURES:
: [ i The vast Marble Exchange-
S Sheltred Rages e Forecourt
. red An e Forecour
THE LARGEST FIREPROOF : e - Fountain of Fate Cloister Garden,
RESORT HOTEL IN THE WORLD A f ul i ot - (i Restaurantﬂ Slllnt";a”ne Grill,
o st ol Bl 2 L all,Librar
MMPY&HER'CA W oo e : Belvedere and Three
AT bl Decks looking on the
MAGNITUDE MDO!!ERFUU!{SS - " i (o Boardwalk and
N ! ’ the Ocean.
| ' NEW JERSEY HEALTH RESORTS
oming To New Yor | Galen Hall ASEMITI Sitonum:

Excessive Hotel Rates?
CLENDEN[NG o Yo

Select, homelike, economical. Saite

£ parior, bedroom. private bath for
o persons. $2.00 daily per suite.
Booklet H__with map of city

HOTEL PURITAN

Ith Ave. Boston

”CTN[ BOSTON HOUSE
Puritan one of
Mr:';lllll hotels in the wond.

Y.u iries gladly answered
" lg moy iled —o~o

S YOUR WAY TO VACATION-LAND

HOTEL ESSEX

GPPOSITE SOUTH STATION + BOSTON
!aousnucnomsmv»cz THE BEST
DAVID REED, MANAGER

ment u!rrlnl ]ml Nu- re

y
poepartmen nl.lr nw of
TEN MAGAZINES E g’

£x007 THIS THIAND SEASHORE

umvn-wﬂnmmmmn

EACH HOTEL

A Holiday Playground
eme. The

2 = = curlrl 15 mur(m rPach rﬂ.
— |

open,

Along the Shorc
_/

-
oy

i N oms $1.00 up;
to the traveler.

New stone, brick & steel building,
always ready, always busy.

@nfral [ines
. Sent on Receipf o dhets.

SEATTLE WASH.

'HOTEL BUTLER !

| Cafe without peer. Center of things. T-\\k fn..
with bath $2 COup.
A ('HI;}IHI(E MITCHELL,

|~ OWIOCAGO ILL.___

Kaiser

Always 1
Table

In the Foothills -

SUMMERFOLDER

Profusely llustrating
the famous (oast and
Inland Resor ts of New
Jersey and Pennsylvania
reached by

New Jersey

The largest and most elaborately equipped
health resort in the world — a Mecca for
vacationists, a cool and delightful summer
resting place. Outdoor life encouraged

swimming, golf, tennis, volley ball, motor-

(omplete Descriptive
and Hotel and Boarding
Housednlarmgation

ing, and tramping. Systematized diet of
simple and delicious foods — expert bath
facilities — and the most efficient medical
service if desired. Accommodations for 2,000

postage by W.( Hope G PA
Central Bldg New York

guests. Plan your vacation early.

Wite for free Dooklet and rates now

THE SANITARIUM

g Box 109, BATTLE CREEX, NK‘"J
oot

MOUNT OLEMENB MICH.

“aime Park Hote

All Hu'
The ll- ulll\ & Pleasure Resort “l(h th--

l\r,» airy
oms

Home com

Mount
C lr‘nwn-

frof-

0ns.
nces and orchestra concerts.
¥ wish il among people
efficient service gives

CHICAGO

450 Rooms-$1.50 Up ‘g
300 Baths ™

MINERAL BATHS world famous for the
| successful treatment of RHEUMATISM.
Hotel and Baths under one roof, Best of
| social life. Golf. All sports. Booklet

INTERVALE-WHITE MTS. N.H.

| Centrally Located
One Block from
LaSalle Station :
Post Office & .
|

| INTERVALE HOUSE yrmemitws

A Summer Home of Re
finement 8 Rest with Amusement - All Improvements
Grand Scenery, Carriage 8 Garage Liveries, Fine Roads Al
Sports, Orchestra, Excellent Table- Booklet, H.S. Nudgett

ing ~1he living and sleeping

(g:af;qwmuny prcpmd and de-

or European plan- 10 Min

theatre d:ﬂmls ~Write for rates

hicago Beach Hotel, Hyde Parke
e Shore.-Chicago, Il

Board of Trade
Write for Folder No.A

Next Where-To-Go forms close Aug. 1]

MOTHERSILL’S
SEASICK REMEDY

Book on

DOG DISEASES

and How to Feed

H. CLAY GLOVER, V. S.
118 W. 31st Street N.Y. U.S.A.

Mailed FREE
o any ress
by the author.

The Thing for Trainsickness
AT ALL LEADING DRUGGISTS
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The Land of Fishing Thrills

Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers
LWAY,

|\ TS oive the Salmon and Speckled Trout and gam
SYSTES Black Bass fighting qualities to delight the mos’tr
ardent angler, making

Algonquin Park (Ontario)

NOMINIGAN CAMP, ALGONQUIN PROVINCIAL PARK

a vacation territory to dream about. It offers trips through mynads
of waterways, with ideal camping grounds among forests of pines
and balsams.

2,000 Feet Above the Sea

Fine accommodation for those who love the social side of resort life
can be had at Highland Inn at Algonquin Park Station, or in the
novel and comfortable Log Cabin Camps Nominigan and Minnesing_

Handsomely illustrated advertising matter and full information supplied free on
application to C. E. HORNING, Union Station, Toronto, or J. QUINLAN

Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

§
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CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION

AUG. 26th=——= JRONT()—sEPT. 11th
THE PERMANENT ANNUAL WORLD’S FAIR

All Canada centred and concentrated; acres of manufactures; the pick of
America's flocks and herds; immense agricultural exhibit ; practical farming
demonstrations.

“ . . 1)
Federation of the Empire

Gorgeous spectacle symbolizing and epitomizing Imperial unity and power;
1,200 performers; 10 massed bands; chorus of 60 voices.

See—The British Houses of Parliament, Westminster Abbey and the
war Offices.

The World at War-scenes that have thrilled the Empire re-enacted by
Overseas troops by land, water and in the air.

Shells in process of Manufacture—Mammoth Munitions exhibit.

The world’s greatest and largest attended Annual Exhibiton

CANADIAN NORTHERN

ALL THE WAY between

Toronto =Vancouver

Vis PORT ARTHUR, FORT WILLIAM, SASKATOON AND EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for
Calgary, Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon,

and all important pointsin Western Canada and the Pacific Coast
LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.

Monday, Wednesday, Friday

ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points, and berth reservations
from Local Agent or write to General Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. East, Toronto, Ontario; Union
Station, Winnipeg, Man., or Montreal, Que.
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Mile Deep Gorges
of Loveliness Sublime

between heaven high peaks, serrating the sky for five
hundred miles, these have given the name Fifty Switzer-
lands in One to the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

through the heart of which there runs the world’s
greatest transportation system --the Canadian Pacific
Railway., Enjoy the mystic loveliness of

Lake Louise

Stop at Banff, ride the mountain trails, and try the sulphur baths,
golf, and fishing; go camping in the famous Yoho Valley at Field;
visit Glacier for its mountain climbing; explore the Kootenays from
Balfour. Magnificent hotels with moderate rates, Everything Can-
adian Pacific Standard—None Better,

For full information apply to any Canadian Pacific Ticket
Agent, or
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS B

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
¢ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one
more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-
plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete of wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the “*hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers™ in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $902

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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QUEBEG GENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running through Pullman
sleeping cars between

Quebec and Boston

and
Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of
The White Mountains

Dining car service on all trains

For timetables and further information

apply to
J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent
B2 SHERBROOKE, QUE.

DON'T LOOK 0LD!

QUSRS

BUT—

restore your grey and faded hairs to their natural
colour with
——— LOCKYER'S SULPHUR

HAIR RESTORER

Its quality of deepening greyness to the tormer colour in
a ftew days, thus securing a prc'servcd' appearance, has
enabled thousands to retain their position.
SOLD EVERYWHERE
Lockyer’s gives health to the Hair and restores the nat-
ural colour. It cleanses the scalp, and makes the most

tfect Hair Dressing. This world-famed Hair Restorer
is prepared by the great Hair Specialists, J. PepPER &
Co., Ltp., Bedford iahom}ones, London, S.E., and can
! be obtained from any chemists and stores throughout the

QLT

Emnnmmmlmmmmmm

LR

world. Wholesale, Lyman Bros., Toronto. :
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GENUINE DIAMONDS
CASH OR CREDIT

Terms 20,/° down and 1
weekly. We trust any honcf( 3

N\

2.5
Nt\\
Write for Catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Diamend

———

15 Toronto Arcade TORONTO, Can.

—

O i S e L R

An
THE BETH ISRAEL HOSPITAL OF NEW YOR oITy
dited’by the N \Foukm{ed 1890 »
Accredited by the New York State-Education De t
a two and one-half year course in training for “T""“\‘ﬂm
allowance and maintenance. Applicants must have h“- =
year high school instruction or its educational equivalen ez
For particulars, address Beth Israel Hospita;, S0 Jofs, -

Street, New York.

X
“r e

My! what a hungry ’/

little man! What appetite!
th_at a big, bright ';ellow
i you regrowing to be—thanks
i to LACTAGOL — and the
full, rich nurse it has
brought mother aplenty, Pity
the babe who must five Zm the
bottle. It'shard totellwhat germs
are breeding—how disease may
threaten—when artificial feed

is adopted. Nature's way is bqby ]
safeguard. It gives him fifteen
times greater ci-ncen of robust
health.” LACTAGOL makesit
sible for ani' mother to breut-m
herbaby. tincreasesnaturally the
Tmtlty and enriches the quality
thouch weeks have pas: since
n.un';ehufmled. Easy totake. One
tin Jasts from ten to twenty days,

Regular Size, $1.25—3 for $3.50

Small Size, 75¢—3 for $2.00
e LACTAGOL is sold
liacraco ALY d';‘}“;;,‘;

cannot secureit, send
tl'ge amount and ¢
will be forwarded at
once, delivery free,

R. J. OL
417 Parliament St
Toronto
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Its the Light
Beer tn the

Light Bottle

T o Kaerelinee
N ORONTO

YOU HAVE A BEAUTIFUL FACE

But Your Nose ?

1 this age

10 Appear as

n self-satisfaction, | YO
ts,but you will find | shape ler nose :
ly. if not Mr. P. R. writes—“Your Nose Shaper is doing the
Ton e it pays to “look work and I am certainly pleased with it; will re

y re
“ at all times. Permit no one to see you

commend it to my friends.*
jooking otherwise : it will injure your welfare! "

Miss K. W, says that =

Upon the impression you constantly make rests the ”‘l':“’_"“ muck ‘(l-“"‘
falitre or success of yourlife, Which is to beyour | Dr F.D.(
ultimate destiny? My new nose shaper, “Tra it f;‘f ‘1‘1‘
Model 22), corrects now {ll.shaped noses witl oy~ il - & S
safely and perm ¥ . M. 3. B i . . T as
daily his nose look

M. TRILETY, Face Specialist
588 Ackerman Bldg, Binghamton, N.Y

free booklet, w
noses without cost if not satisfs

PEEI'!LESS POULTRY FENCE

A Real Fence—Not Netting |
Strongly made and closely spaced—making it a complete
Bl barrier against largeanimals as well as small poultry. Top
o SO R e e aag  2nd bottom wires No. #—intermed ss No. 12 wire—made
D R O S - 3 »cess which t
) 2D | W g  catalog. Ask abou
— 3 ywhere. Agents wan

anwell - Hoxle Wire Fence Company, I.td..'.
Winnipeg, Man., Hamilton, Ont.

«GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There 1s nothing quile like either, for both are *“ THE BEST "
CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREAL
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Cleaney
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Brightened -~




